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OPENING SCENE — APPLE VALLEY SPEEDWAY

EXT. APPLE VALLEY SPEEDWAY - DAY

A brutal sun hangs over the desert. Heat shimmers off the
asphalt. Engines snarl in the background like restless
animals.

Title Card: Apple Valley Speedway — Open Practice Day

The track is alive with chaos:

Amateur drifters throwing their beat-up cars sideways.
Pros fine-tuning tire pressure and suspension.

GoPros duct-taped everywhere.

Tire smoke drifting across the paddock like ghost fog.

It's gritty, dusty, raw — home for anyone who lives sideways.

EXT. SPEEDWAY - PITS - CONTINUOUS

A beat-up Nissan 240SX rattles into the paddock, paint
sunburned, bumper zip-tied, exhaust coughing like an old
smoker.

Behind the wheel: TYLER (19), eager amateur, eyes wild with
adrenaline.

Stepping out of the passenger side:

ATKO TANAKA (20), bright, soft-spoken, effortlessly
beautiful.

A foreign exchange student from Japan, living with her UCLA
roomate MAYA (20) — Tyler’s older sister.

Aiko shields her eyes from the desert sun, taking in the
madness around her — fascinated and awkwardly delighted.

MAYA
(smiling)
Welcome to Apple Valley. Land of
broken dreams and blown head
gaskets.

ATKO
(laughs)
It smells like.. burning rubber and
SOy sauce?



MAYA
More like Burning rubber and
frustration.
They walk toward Tyler as he pops his hood, steam hissing.

MOVE TO:

EXT. SPEEDWAY - TRACK ENTRY - CONTINUOUS

Across the lot, JOE MICHAELS (22), helmet in hand, leans
against his immaculate red S13 — clean, tuned, balanced.

Everything Tyler wishes he had.

Joe’s a natural: calm eyes, confident posture, and a smirk
like he knows every line on this track better than he knows
his own family.

He glances up—

Joe sees Aiko.

And the world seems to pause.

Wind blows Aiko’s hair in slow motion. She’s studying the
track, pointing at a drifting car with childlike excitement.

Joe forgets what he’s doing. Forget the stopwatch. Forget the
tire pressures.

He'’'s locked in.

ANGLE - ON AIKO
Aiko notices Joe watching her.
Her smile softens.

She tucks her hair behind her ear — a small gesture, shy but
curious.

MAYA
(catching it)
Uh-oh.

You’ve got a fan.



ATKO
(flustered)
No, no.. he’s not—
MAYA
Girl.. he’'s looking at you like
you’'re the finish line.
ANGLE - ON JOE
His best friend and pit-crew buddy NATE (23) elbows him.

NATE
Bro. You're staring again.

You're doing the serial-killer stare.

JOE
I'm. I'm not staring. I'm
analyzing.

NATE
Analyzing her or her friend’s beat-
up 2407

JOE
Both?

Nate rolls his eyes and walks off.

Joe takes a breath. Straightens his fire suit. Tries to look
“not desperate.”

CUT TO:

EXT. TRACK - MOMENTS LATER

Tyler pulls up for his practice run.

Aiko and Maya watch from the fence line.

Tyler dumps the clutch—

The 240SX lurches forward, backfires, and fishtails wildly.
ATKO

(alarmed)
Is he supposed to do that?



MAYA

Absolutely not.
ANGLE - ON JOE
Joe pulls up next.
He sees Aiko watching.
This is his moment.
He drops the clutch-—
BOOOOM— perfect initiation.

Car snaps sideways, kissing the clipping points, smoke
pouring like a dragon’s breath.

It’'s beautiful, controlled violence.
Aiko's eyes widen.
She’s hooked.
ATKO
(soft, in Japanese)
Sugoi...

(..Amazing.)

Joe catches that little smile she
makes.

He'’'s done for.

EXT. TRACK EXIT - MOMENTS LATER
Joe returns to the pits.
Aiko is nearby, pretending not to look at him.

Joe pretends not to look at her pretending not to look at
him.

Finally:
JOE
(soft, a little nervous)
Hey..
First time at Apple Valley?

Aiko looks up — and smiles.



AIKO
Yes. But.. I think I like it here
already.
Joe melts.

FADE OUT TO

TITLE SEQUENCE:

DRIFT HONOR

EVENING SCENE - JOE’'S RV BARBECUE

EXT. APPLE VALLEY SPEEDWAY - JOE’'S RV - SUNSET
Golden-hour light spills across the desert.

Joe’s luxury race RV glows like a fortress among the dusty
tents and beat-up trailers.

His crew — Nate, Rico, Jess — stand around a grill piled with
steaks and burgers. Music hums. Tires cool. Tools rest.

Smoke rises. Laughter fills the pit.

It's family.

ANGLE - TYLER WALKING BY

Tyler strolls past awkwardly, shoulders a backpack, looking
like a kid sneaking through an adults-only party.

TYLER

(shy)
Uh... hey, Joe.

Joe turns, smiles with that natural confidence that Tyler
envies.

JOE
Tyler!
C'mon, man — get over here. Grab
some food.

Tyler shakes his head.



TYLER
Nah, nah.. We already ate ramen.
Again.
NATE
(laughing)

Ramen is not a food group, bro.
Tyler laughs, then gestures to the track behind them.

TYLER
I saw your runs. Dude.. you're
unreal.

Joe tosses a burger onto a plate and hands it to him anyway.

JOE
Thanks. You did alright today too..
(beat)
..for a guy whose 240 sounds like
it’s dying on purpose.

Tyler grins, takes the plate.

TYLER
Yeah. She’s a special kind of
disaster.

JOE GIVES TYLER A FEW TIPS
Joe leans against the RV, drink in hand.

JOE
Listen — next time you enter Turn
3, don’'t clutch-kick so hard.
The rear won’t settle.
Give it a little feint instead. Let
the weight do the work.

TYLER
(feeling seen)
Really?
Man.. nobody explains it like that.
JOE
(smirks)

I only explain it that well when
someone’s sister brings interesting
friends.

Tyler nearly chokes on the burger.



TYLER
You mean Aiko?

Joe tries to play it cool.. and fails.

JOE
.Who said anything about Aiko?

TYLER
(grinning)
Dude. You said Aiko.

Joe looks away, busted.

JOE
She just.. seems nice.

TYLER
Oh she’s nice. Also? She knows a
lot about drifting. Like.. weirdly a
lot.

Joe straightens at that.

JOE
Do what now?

TYLER
She was calling out your line
before you even took it.
Like she predicted your
transitions.

Joe’s curiosity LOCKS IN.
This is the moment everything shifts.

JOE
Hold up. What do you mean she
predicted my line?

TYLER
(smiling)
Come meet her. She’s at our
campsite with Maya. They'’re just
hanging out.

Tyler starts walking.

Joe hesitates for half a second — then hands his drink to
Nate.

JOE
I'll be right back.



NATE
Uh-huh.

Sure you will, Loverboy.

EXT. CAMPSITE - MOMENTS LATER

Tyler leads Joe across the dimming desert lot:
Lanterns glowing.

Small radios playing drifting playlists.
Teenagers doing late-night wrench work.

A quiet, warm vibe.

They reach Tyler’s humble site:

a couple chairs, a cooler, a tent.. and Aiko sitting with
Maya, legs folded, sipping green tea from a camping mug.

Aiko looks up — surprised, shy, pleased.

ATKO
(smile blooming)
Joe.. hi.

Joe swallows — every bit the confident racer suddenly turned
into a bashful schoolboy.

JOE
Hey. I.. uh.. Tyler said you guys
were out here.

MAYA
(to Aiko, whispering)
I told you he’d come.

ATKO
(whispers back)
Shh!

Tyler plops down, tearing into his burger.

Joe stands there awkwardly for a beat — until Aiko gestures
gently.

AIKO (CONT'D)
Would you like to sit?



JOE
(nervous)
Yeah.

Yeah, I’'d.. like that.
He sits beside her.
There's the quiet moment where you can FEEL the connection
forming — two worlds, two cultures, two destinies unknowingly
colliding.

Aiko studies him — not starstruck, but analytical.

AIKO
You took Turn 5 too shallow.

You lost two miles per hour in the transition.
Joe freezes.

JOE
..How do you know that?

Aiko gives the smallest, most mysterious smile.

ATKO
I grew up near a racetrack.

Maya elbows her like,

Girl, no spoilers.

Joe can'’'t take his eyes off her now.
He’s hooked — fully, completely.

FADE OUT.

EXT. CAMPSITE - LATER THAT EVENING
The desert has quieted.
Engines are off, grills cooling, voices fading.

Only the faint hum of late-night wind moves across Apple
Valley Speedway.

Joe, Aiko, Tyler, and Maya sit around the tiny campsite
lantern. Conversation slows.

Aiko tilts her head back.. and her eyes widen.
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ATKO’'S POV — THE SKY

A breathtaking starfield stretches across the black desert
sky.

Thousands of sharp, bright diamonds — impossibly clear.
Aiko’'s face softens, lit by wonder.

ATKO
(in awe)
I've never seen the sky like this.

JOE
(smiling)
It’'s Apple Valley.
We don’t have much.. but we’ve got
stars.

Aiko stands slowly, still staring upward.

ATKO
In Japan.. with the cities.. the
lights..
(beat)

You can’t see them. Not like this.
She finds the brightest star — nearly shimmering.
AIKO (CONT'D)
There.
That one.

Joe follows her gaze.

JOE
Sirius. Brightest one we’ve got.

Aiko squints, mesmerized.

ATKO
It looks close enough to touch..

Then — without hesitation — she reaches down and takes Joe's
hand.

Joe freezes.
She gives a gentle tug.
AIKO (CONT'D)

Come on.
Let’s get a better look.
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Joe glances at Tyler and Maya — both already smirking.
MAYA
(whispering to Tyler)
He'’s done.
He’s absolutely done.
EXT. END OF THE SPEEDWAY - VANTAGE POINT - MOMENTS LATER
Aiko and Joe walk the long, quiet path along the fence line —
hand in hand now, naturally, as if they’'ve always been
connected.
They reach the far edge of the speedway:
Desert stretching endlessly beyond.
A faint glow of the RVs far behind them.
The sky exploding with galaxies above.
Aiko sits on a large rock overlooking the valley.
Joe stands beside her, overwhelmed by the moment.
She looks up at him — warm, thoughtful.
ATKO
You said you wanted a better look
at the sky, right?
JOE
(chuckles)
Pretty sure you said that.
ATKO
(smiles)
Maybe.
A soft quiet settles between them.
Aiko watches him. Not rushed. Not pressured. Just present.
She gently pats the rock beside her.
AIKO (CONT'D)
Sit.
Talk to me.

Joe sits.

He exhales — something about the stillness, the stars, her
presence — it cracks him open.
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JOE
(soft)
I've been racing since I was five..

Go-karts, dirt tracks, anything with wheels.

Every time life tried to knock me off track, racing was the
one thing that made sense.

Aiko listens with her whole body — eyes steady, hands folded,
fully there.

Joe stares ahead, eyes reflecting the stars.

JOE (CONT'D)
I want to go bigger.
International.
Compete in Japan someday.
Stand on the same tracks as the
best in the world.

Aiko’s breath catches at that — a flicker of conflict deep
inside her.

He turns to her, more vulnerable now.

JOE (CONT'D)
I know it sounds crazy but..
I feel like I'm meant for something
more than just local trophies and
hot laps.

Aiko leans in, voice soft, supportive.

ATKO
It’'s not crazy.
It’s.. honest.

He looks at her — surprised by how deeply she understood the
weight behind his words.

ATKO (CONT'D)
You speak like someone who already
knows where he’s going.
You just need.. someone to hear it.

Joe’s chest loosens, as if she said what he’s always needed
to hear.

He swallows, emotion stirring.
JOE

And you?
What about your dreams?
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Aiko hesitates — only for a second.

ATKO
Mine are.. complicated.

Joe senses the wall but doesn’t push.
JOE
If you ever want to tell me..
I'll listen.

Aiko meets his eyes — and her guard falls just a little.

AIKO
I know.

A soft wind passes.

The star above them glows brighter.

Aiko leans her head gently against Joe’s shoulder.
And for the first time —

Joe Michaels falls in love.

FADE OUT.

EXT. APPLE VALLEY SPEEDWAY - MORNING
Early sun. Cool desert air.

The track is waking up:

Engines idling.

Crews tightening lug nuts.

Tire smoke already threatening its return.

Joe stands next to his gleaming S13, helmet under his arm,
staring down at the previous day’s lap times on a clipboard.

His brow is furrowed — something’s bothering him.
Nate walks over with a coffee.
NATE
What’s got you thinking this hard?

Your breakfast burrito didn’t bite
you this time.
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JOE
My last laps yesterday.. They were
slow. Like, three seconds off.

NATE
Probably distracted.
Maybe by a certain Japanese girl?

Joe ignores that completely, but the blush gives him away.

ANGLE - AIKO APPROACHING
Aiko walks up shyly, hands behind her back, hair tied up.

She’s wearing a borrowed pit-shirt that’s way too big for
her.

Joe instantly brightens.

JOE
Hey! Morning.

ATKO
Morning, Joe.
Did you already practice?

JOE
Nah. Was waiting..
(tries to play it cool)
..uh, waiting for the track to warm
up.

NATE
(under his breath)
Sure he was.

Joe glares at him.
Aiko glances at the race car.

ATKO
Can I.. ride with you?
Joe nearly drops his helmet.

JOE
Uh — yes. Yes! You can.
If you're okay with a lot of noise
and possibly questioning your life
choices.

AIKO
(smiles)
I'm used to noise.
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Again — that mysterious flicker. Joe notices.. and wonders.

EXT. TRACK - MOMENTS LATER
Joe straps into the driver’s seat.

Aiko slides into the passenger seat, calm as a surgeon,
buckling in flawlessly.

Joe pauses.

JOE
You sure you’ve done this before?

ATKO
I've.. seen it. Many times.

He fires up the engine.

The S13 roars.

Joe pulls onto the track and initiates the lap:
Smooth feint drift into Turn 1

a little wide on Turn 3

late on the clipping point at Turn 5

slight bog on the exit

finish line. A lap that was good..

..but not great. They roll to a stop.

Joe exhales, frustrated.

JOE
Yeah. I felt it. Too slow.

Aiko turns to him.. and speaks with absolute clarity.

ATKO

You're entering Turn 3 with too
much steering angle. Keep your
wheel straighter — let weight shift
naturally. Brake two meters earlier
at Turn 5. And change to third.. one
second sooner. Your rear tires will
thank you.

Joe stares at her like she just read his soul.
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JOE
..How do you know that?
Aiko just smiles, hands folded neatly.
. ATKO
Try agaln.
EXT. TRACK - SECOND LAP
Joe resets. Accelerates.
This time:
He listens.
Adjusts.
Corrects his line.
Lets the weight carry the car as she said.
Hits the clipping points surgical-clean.
Exits Turn 5 with explosive smoothness.
He crosses the finish.

Nate and the whole team watching from the pits leap up
cheering.

NATE

HOLY— HE JUST SHAVED THREE SECONDS!
RICO

What the hell did he do different?!
JESS

He never runs that clean in the

morning!

EXT. TRACK - PIT ENTRY - CONTINUOUS
Joe pulls up, pulls off his helmet — stunned, exhilarated.

JOE
(turning to Aiko)
That was.. that was insane.

ATKO
You did the work.
I just.. adjusted the variables.
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The team rushes over.

NATE
Dude! What happened!?
You said you were off your game!

RICO
Did you change tire pressure?

JESS
Reflash the ECU?

ATKO
(quietly)
He changed his line.

The team stares at her.

NATE
(confused)
Uh... who are you exactly?

Aiko suddenly looks nervous — like she revealed too much.

ATKO

Um... nobody.

Just a friend.

Joe steps in protectively.
JOE

She’s with me.

That’s all you need to know.

The team backs off — but stares, impressed, curious,
whispering among themselves:

“Did she really spot that angle?”
“She called Turn 5 perfectly.”
“Is she some kind of drift engineer?”
Joe looks at Aiko — really looks.
JOE (CONT'D)
You sure you’ve only ‘seen’
drifting?
Aiko gives the smallest smile.
ATIKO

(smiling softly)
I've seen.. more than you think.
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And that’s when Joe realizes:
This girl is a mystery.
And he’s already in too deep.

FADE OUT.

JAPAN - REN’'S INTRODUCTION

EXT. EBISU CIRCUIT - NIGHT

Not the cheerful, colorful drifting of tourist videos — this
is the real Ebisu at night.

Dim lights. Fog seeping down from the mountains.
The track echoes with one sound:

a turbo spooling in the darkness.

A low idle.

A beast waiting.

A pair of headlights flare.

A midnight-black Nissan Silvia S15 slides out of the corner
like it’s on rails, silent and lethal.

This is REN TANAKA (25) —

Japan's drift prodigy.

Cold. Precise. Zero wasted motion.

Aiko'’'s older brother.. and the man Joe will one day fear.
Ren’s face is unreadable.

Eyes locked.

Every drift line is perfect and terrifying.

He snaps the S15 sideways through the hairpin —
one-handed, the other hand resting on his thigh..

like drifting at 90 mph is nothing but breathing.
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EXT. EBISU - PIT AREA - CONTINUOUS
Two of Ren’s pit crew watch, whispering.
CREW GUY #1

That’s not human.

His angle control..

nobody does that.

CREW GUY #2
(smiles)

Aiko used to sit in the stands,

copying his hand movements.

Kid grew up studying a monster.
Suddenly—
Headlights appear behind them.
Multiple SUVs roll in.
Tattoos. Suits. Cold faces.
The mood shifts instantly.
The Yakuza have arrived.
Ren comes in from the last corner, drifting the entire pit
entry lane in a perfect straight-line slide, stopping the S15
exactly one millimeter from the lead Yakuza'’s shoes.
The man doesn’t flinch.
This is KAZUYA MORIMOTO (30s) —
son of the Yakuza boss,

leader of their sponsored racing team,

and a man who hates Ren Tanaka to his core.

REN STEPS OUT OF HIS CAR

No smile.

No respect.

He wipes sweat from his brow, tossing a rag aside.
KAZUYA

(smiling, venomous)
Ren Tanaka.

(MORE)



KAZUYA (CONT'D)
Still dancing with your little car
like you own the roads here.

Ren doesn’t look at him.
REN
I do own the roads.
You're just visiting.
The Yakuza SOLDIERS shift, offended.
Kazuya laughs coldly.
KAZUYA
You think you're untouchable
because you paid back the money?
(side-eyeing Ren’s crew)
Interest is a river, Ren.
It never stops.
Ren steps closer, face inches from Kazuya.
REN
I paid every yen you gave me.
I owe you nothing.
Kazuya's smile dies instantly.

KAZUYA
Oh.. but you owe me something else.

He taps Ren’s chest with one finger.

KAZUYA (CONT'D)
Respect.

Ren grabs his wrist mid-tap — hard, unblinking.
REN
Respect is earned on the track.
If you want mine..
try beating my line.
Kazuya jerks his hand back, furious.
The other Yakuza men step forward, ready for war —
but Kazuya stops them with a raised hand.
KAZUYA
One day, Ren.. your arrogance will

cost you everything.

Ren wipes his hands on his suit, annoyed.

20.



REN
It already did.

Kazuya freezes.
He knows that line means Aiko.
He knows family is Ren’s only weakness.
KAZUYA
(soft, cruel)
Your sister.. has she forgotten what
family honor means?

Ren’s fist tightens.

REN
Leave Aiko out of this.

Kazuya smirks like he just won.
KAZUYA
Then you should have stayed loyal.
We made you. You were nothing
before us.
Ren leans in, voice cold as steel.
REN
You didn’t make me.
You funded me.
There’'s a difference.
Kazuya steps back into the SUV, staring Ren down.
KAZUYA
We'’'ll be in touch.
And next time..
I won’'t be so polite.
The SUV doors slam.

Engines roar.

The Yakuza convoy disappears into the fog.

EXT. EBISU - PIT - AFTERMATH
Ren stands alone in the silence.
His crew is terrified.

Ren doesn't move.

21.
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CREW GUY #1
Ren...
What do we do?

Ren finally looks toward the dark valley below, voice low.

REN
We keep racing. And if they want a
war.. they’ll get one.

He walks back to his S15, opens the door—
Inside the glove compartment sits a photo:

Ren and Aiko as kids, standing by a racetrack.
Ren touches it gently.

The only softness he ever shows.

INT. REN'S S15 - EBISU CIRCUIT - NIGHT (FLASHBACK)

The scent of gasoline and cold metal. Rain hammers softly on
the roof of a Nissan Silvia S15. Inside, the car's interior
lights glow over two young people.

A ten-year-old AIKO sits eagerly in the passenger seat,
wearing a racing jumpsuit that is far too large for her.

REN (16), already disciplined and serious, sits in the
driver’s seat. He holds a laptop connected to the ECU.

REN (IN JAPANESE)

Watch the screen, Aiko. The map is
the air-fuel ratio. Too rich, we
lose power. Too lean, we destroy
the engine.

Aiko points to the screen with a tiny finger.

ATKO
Why is the map shaped like a
mountain?

REN
(A small, rare smile)
Because every track is a mountain
we have to climb, and every
mountain has a different slope.
(MORE)
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REN (CONT'D)
If we race a quick, hard turn like
the Minami jump at Ebisu, we need a
stiff, low suspension.

He points to a diagram taped to the dash.
REN (CONT'D)

But if we go to a long, flowing
track like Fuji Speedway, we need
to let the weight shift slowly. We
need a softer tune.

ATIKO
Like using a long brush stroke
instead of a short one?

REN

( (Pleased) )
Exactly. The machine and the track
must speak the same language. The
driver is the translator. That’'s
why we respect the mechanics. They
know the language better than we
do.

ATKO
(Eyes wide with focus)
So we never use the same settings
twice?

REN
Only if we want to lose. And we do
not lose. Because if we lose—

He glances at her, his expression suddenly heavy, far older
than his age.

REN (CONT'D)

—then the shame is on the family.
You understand, Aiko? Our honor is
tied to the discipline of the car.
It is truth. It is everything.

Aiko nods firmly.
ATKO
I understand, Nii-chan (Brother).

We tune with precision.

Ren reaches out and softly brushes her hair back.
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REN
Good girl. Now, tell me what
happens if you increase the boost
pressure on the wastegate actuator?

ATKO
(Without hesitation) )
The turbo spools faster. More
power. But the engine will die
faster. We only do that when there
is no choice.
Ren looks at her with intense pride.

REN
Never forget that. No choice.

FADE OUT:

EXT. CAMPSITE - LATE AFTERNOON - A FEW WEEKS LATER

The Apple Valley sky is orange and purple, the desert
cooling.

Aiko and Maya sit on camp chairs near Tyler'’s 240SX, sipping
iced tea.

They're relaxed but Aiko looks troubled — eyes distant,
fingers twisting a strand of hair.

MAYA
You're doing it again.

ATKO
Doing what?

MAYA
Counting the rocks on the ground
when you’re stressed.

Aiko laughs softly — she is doing that.

ATKO
I'm.. thinking.

MAYA
About Joe?

Aiko’s silence is the answer.



ANGLE - TYLER UNDER THE 240SX

25.

He’'s on a creeper, half under the car, tightening bolts, but

listening.

TYLER
(blurting, from under the
car)
Please don't break up with Joe.
He’ll be useless for a month and
I'll have to listen to him whine.

MAYA
Tyler!!

ATKO
(blushing)
I'm not breaking up with him.
I’'m.. scared.

Tyler slides out, grease smudged across his cheek,
unexpectedly mature.

TYLER
Aiko.. Joe’'s crazy about you.
Like.. "changed-his-entire-phone-
wallpaper" crazy.

Aiko smiles shyly.

ATKO CONFIDES

ATIKO
He wants to introduce me to his
family.
He said it last night.
He looked so.. happy.
So sure.

MAYA
Girl, that’s sweet.

ATKO
It is.
It’s.. wonderful.
(beat)
But I can’'t say yes yet.

MAYA
Why not?

Aiko hesitates — this is heavy.

expression



ATKO
My brother.. Ren.. he has very strong
opinions about Americans. And about
racers who are..
(looking for the word)
aggressive.

Tyler snorts.

TYLER
Aggressive?
Joe?

No way.

He'’'s just allergic to losing.
Maya elbows him again.

MAYA
(softly to Aiko)
You think Ren won't approve?

ATIKO

No.
I know he won’t.
Ren is..

(frowning)
..proud.
Old-school.
And he doesn’t trust outsiders.
Especially not someone like Joe.

MAYA
Someone like Joe?
Meaning what?

ATKO
Someone who leads with his heart,
not his head.

Maya laughs.

MAYA
That’s called “a man in love.”

Aiko closes her eyes — this hits her hard.

ANGLE - TYLER SITTING UP
Tyler wipes his hands, suddenly serious.

TYLER

Look..

I’'ve known Joe for years.
(MORE)
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TYLER (CONT'D)
I'm not saying he’'s perfect —
(beat)
he talks too fast, he eats like a
wolf, he acts before thinking..

MAYA
Tyler, you’re not helping.

TYLER
But he’s loyal.

He looks directly at Aiko — the most honest we’ve ever seen
him.

TYLER (CONT'D)
He'’'s the kind of guy who will drive
through a tornado for someone he
loves.
You show up at the track at 2 a.m.,
he’ll be there with tools.
Your car breaks down halfway to
Barstow, he’ll tow you himself.
You cry?
He won’t leave your side until you
stop.
He pretends to be cocky, but he
feels everything.

Aiko absorbs this — deeply moved.

ATKO
(whispers)
I know..
TYLER

He’'s falling for you hard, Aiko.
And if your brother doesn’t see Joe
for who he really is..

that’s Ren’s problem.

Not yours.

Aiko looks up at the sky — torn, emotional, hopeful.
Maya reaches over and squeezes her hand.
MAYA
Whatever you’re scared of..
you don’t have to face it alone.

Not anymore.

Aiko finally lets out the breath she’s been holding.
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ATKO
Thank you..
both of you.

Tyler smiles, grabs a wrench.

TYLER
And hey — if Ren ever gives Joe
trouble.. we can always send him a
strongly worded text message.

Maya groans.

MAYA
Tyler, sit down.

Aiko laughs — a real laugh — the tension breaking.

FADE OUT.

INT. UPSCALE RESTAURANT - NIGHT
Soft jazz. Candlelight.

A polished, modern Japanese-fusion restaurant overlooking the
desert city lights.

JOE and AIKO sit across from each other — he’s in a clean
button-down, she’s in a simple but elegant dress. Their
fingers occasionally brush on the table. They are in it now.

A WAITER sets down an expensive sushi platter that looks like
a work of art.

AIKO
(staring, horrified)
Joe.. this.. this is too much.

JOE
What do you mean?

ATKO
This restaurant is so expensive.
It’'s beautiful but..
(shaking her head)
.you're wasting money.
You shouldn’t do this for me.

Joe smiles — completely calm.

JOE
Aiko.
Relax.

(MORE)



JOE (CONT'D)
This isn’t coming out of my tire
budget.

She looks genuinely distressed.

ATKO
Still.. it feels wrong.
I don’'t want you to think you have
to spend money to.. impress me.

Joe leans in, voice warm.

JOE
I'm not impressing you.
I'm celebrating you.

Aiko blushes.
Joe continues.

JOE (CONT'D)
Also..
(full honesty)
This is from a sponsor check I got
last month.

ATKO
Sponsor check?

JOE
Yeah.
I did a commercial for Apex Brake
Systems.
Two days shooting.
I only had to drift around fake
explosions and pretend I wasn’t
scared.

Easy money.
Aiko softens, but still shakes her head.
ATIKO
You should save that money.
Be prudent.
You have a racing career to build.
Joe raises his glass.
JOE
To building it..

with you in it.

Aiko freezes, cheeks turning red.
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ATKO
Joe..

He smiles, gentle but sincere.

JOE
Aiko..
I want you to meet my family.

Aiko swallows — hard.
She looks down.
AIKO
(whispering)
Joe.. no.

Joe’s smile fades.

JOE
llNolI ?

You don’t want to?

ATKO
It’s not that.
I do.
I.T really do.

She takes a shaky breath.

AIKO (CONT'D)
It’s just.. complicated.

JOE
Talk to me.

Aiko looks up — eyes full of conflict.

ATKO
My brother..
he’s very traditional.
And very protective.

JOE
Okay.. but lots of brothers are.

ATKO
Not like mine.

Joe laughs lightly, trying to diffuse the tension.

30.



JOE

C'mon. What’s he gonna do, evaluate

my tire pressure?
Aiko doesn’t laugh.
Her silence hits Joe like a punch.
She stares down at her hands..
then forces herself to meet his eyes.

ATKO
Joe..
My brother is Ren Tanaka.

Everything stops.
Joe blinks.

JOE
..Ren Tanaka?

ATKO
(nods)
Yes.

His jaw tightens.

JOE
Japan’s Ren Tanaka?
The Ebisu champion?
The guy every U.S. drifter is
afraid to battle?

ATKO
Yes.

JOE
The Ren Tanaka who said American
drivers are— what was it—
(calling back a memory)
“reckless cavemen with engines”?

ATKO
(embarrassed)
He says many things.

Joe leans back, stunned.

JOE
Holy—
(he catches himself)
Aiko.. why didn’t you tell me?

31.
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ATKO
Because...
(heartbreaking honesty)
I knew you would look at me
differently.

Joe reaches across the table, takes her hand.

JOE
I don’'t look at you differently.
But I am..
(he laughs nervously)
.completely overwhelmed.

ATKO
My brother hates American drivers.
Especially ones with your style.
(beat)
If he finds out about us..
he will be furious.

Joe looks at her a long time.

Then his expression softens, shifts into something strong.

Real.

JOE
Aiko..
I don’'t care who your brother is.
I care about you.

Aiko'’s breath catches.

JOE (CONT'D)
And if he hates me?
Fine.
I'll just win him over the same way
I win races.

ATKO
(confused)
How?

Joe grins — cocky, charming, hopelessly Joe.

JOE
One drift at a time.

Aiko laughs — the laugh of someone falling in love faster
than she can stop it.

She squeezes his hand.
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And for a moment —
the storm doesn’t matter.

FADE OUT.

EXT. WILLOW SPRINGS - BIG WILLOW TRACK - DAY

Title Card: “Willow Springs International Motorsports Park -
Qualifier for World Drift Tour”

The place is PACKED.
Tents. Team rigs. Media crews.

VIP decks overflowing with influencers and ex-Fast & Furious
cast members.

The roar of engines shakes the desert floor.

Fans swarm around the fences holding flags, posters, and car-
parts for autographs.

This is the Super Bowl of drifting—

and Joe Michaels finally made it.

INT. JOE’'S PIT - CONTINUOUS
The air hums with pressure.
Joe’s pristine S13 sits on jack stands, wheels off.

Aiko sits in the passenger seat with a laptop hooked up to
the ECU — typing with laser focus.

Her hair tied up.
Hands quick, efficient.
Pure concentration.

Joe tries to look relaxed, tossing a wrench between his
hands..

but he’s vibrating with nerves.
NATE

(smiling)
You ready, Champ?



JOE
(way too confident)
Ready?
Bro, I was born ready.
I stay ready.

He drops the wrench with a loud
CLANG.

Joe freezes. Nate smirks.

NATE
Yeah. Totally calm.

Aiko sticks her head out of the car.

ATKO
Your AFR was running lean above
6,000 rpm yesterday. I've adjusted
fuel delivery. Try not to blow up
the engine. Again.

JOE
(trying to impress her)
Blow up the engine?
Psh. That was.. scientific
experimentation.

ATKO
Joe.

You downshifted into first by accident.
JOE
(confused)

..Right. Science.

Aiko hides a smile — she adores this idiot.

ANGLE - NEXT PIT OVER
A new team is setting up.

Sleek black-and-white liveries, Japanese sponsor decals,
pristine tools.

The Japanese-American mixed team for the international
qualifiers.

Two English-speaking crew members argue about camber
settings.
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A THIRD CREW GUY — early 20s, Japanese, quiet, intense —

stands stiff as a statue.
He speaks zero English.
Jess from Joe’s crew goes over.
JESS
Hey man, need an extra jack? We’'ve
got one.
(blank stare)
JESS (CONT'D)
(enunciating louder)
DO... YOU... NEED... A.. JACK?
Still blank.
Jess switches to painfully bad Japanese.
JESS (CONT'D)
(stilted)
Anata.. jack.. hitsuyou.. desu ka?
The guy doesn’t answer.
He doesn’t even blink.

Because he’s not listening.

He’s staring directly.. at Aiko.
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Not creepy — just frozen. Shocked. Like he’s seen a ghost.

Joe notices.

JOE
(to Jess)
Hey — what’s that dude’s problem?

Jess shrugs.
JESS

I dunno. Maybe he'’s overwhelmed?
We're Americans. We scare people.

Joe laughs, but Aiko’s expression tightens for a split-

second.
A flicker of recognition.
Or dread.

She quickly buries it.



Aiko gets out of the car and hands Joe the laptop.

ATKO
Your tune is set.
Don’'t over-rev on Turn 8.
And please..
try not to let your nerves steer
the car.

JOE
(playing tough)
Nerves?
Me?
Come on, Aiko.. I'm ice cold.
Nate tosses Joe his keys.
NATE
Yeah?
Your hands are shaking, dude.
Joe looks down.
Yep — shaking like earthquake mode.
He quickly stuffs them in his pockets.
JOE
That’s.. adrenaline.
Pure adrenaline.
Aiko steps closer, squeezing his hand.
ATKO
No, Joe.
That’s heart.
It means you care.
Joe melts.
He swallows, nods.
JOE
Yeah.

Yeah, I care.

Aiko gazes at him — and for a moment, nothing else

ANGLE - JAPANESE CREW MEMBER
Still staring.

Still frozen.
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Another crew member nudges him.
CREW GUY
(in Japanese)
Dude, what are you staring at?
The silent one finally speaks — quiet, ominous.
JAPANESE GUY
(in Japanese; subtitled)
Her.
That girl..

CREW GUY
What about her?

JAPANESE GUY
She looks like-—
(stops himself)
..someone I knew.
He glances toward Joe with a hint of contempt.

JAPANESE GUY (CONT'D)
This will get complicated.

BACK TO JOE’S
PIT

The ANNOUNCER'’S VOICE booms over the speakers:
ANNOUNCER (V.O.)
JOE MICHAELS to the staging lane!
JOE MICHAELS, you are up!
The crowd erupts.
Joe takes a breath, turns to Aiko.
JOE
This is it.
My shot at going international.

Aiko touches his cheek gently.

ATKO
Go show them who you are.

Joe nods, eyes locked on hers.
Then walks toward his S13 —

fire in his veins.
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Aiko watches him go, proud..

but a knot of fear twists inside her.
She glances again at the Japanese crew.
The silent guy still staring.

Aiko's eyes darken —

the past might be catching up.

FADE OUT.

EXT. WILLOW SPRINGS - BIG WILLOW TRACK - LATER
Engines SCREAM.

Tires howl.

Crowds roar.

This is the final heat — top 10 drivers battling for a spot
on the World Drift Tour.

On the track, Joe Michaels is dancing on the edge of control.

EXT. TRACK - LAP AFTER LAP - MONTAGE

Joe threads the S13 sideways through Turn 2 — smoke pouring
out.

A Japanese-American team car leads with surgical precision.
Joe inches closer — but not enough.

Another top driver spins out — clobbers a barrier, dust cloud
firing up into the sky.

Yellow flags wave.
Joe regains position.. now in THIRD place.
Crowd erupts.
ANNOUNCER (V.O.)
Joe Michaels is climbing the ladder

out there!

Apple Valley'’s own making a push for the top three!
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But the leader — the Japanese-American team’s champion — is

pulling away, corner by corner.

Joe’s in trouble.

INT. JOE’'S PIT - CONTINUOUS
Aiko watches data streaming on the laptop — frowning.

ATKO
He's losing power on the straights..

NATE
He's giving it everything he’s got.

Aiko shakes her head — she sees something deeper.

ATKO
Not enough.

Not like this.

EXT. TRACK - MOMENTS LATER

Joe drifts into the pits, smoke trailing, car rattling
violently.

He rips off his helmet.
JOE
(shouting)
I need more power!
If I don’'t catch him now, it’s over!
Nate looks stunned.
NATE
We can’t give you power, dude!
We’'ve maxed out the tune!
But Aiko steps forward — calm, focused, unafraid.
She pops the hood.

Crew members watch, confused.

ATKO
I can give him power.
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She reaches deep under the turbo housing — hands moving with
total confidence — and adjusts the boost control valve by
feel.

RICO
Uh.. what are you doing?

ATKO
Increasing boost pressure.
A trick my brother uses when he has
no choice.

Joe freezes.

JOE
(soft, wary)
Your brother.. the Ren Tanaka?

Aiko doesn’t flinch.

AIKO
Yes.
But Joe.. listen.

She looks him straight in the eye — this is life-or-death
racing talk.

AIKO (CONT'D)
This is dangerous.
The engine can’t handle redline for

long.

You push too hard — it will
explode.

Keep the revs just below peak
torque.

Shift earlier.
Trust your momentum.
Trust your weight transfer.

Joe breathes heavily — adrenaline pumping — but her voice
grounds him.

JOE
(staring into her eyes)
You believe I can do this?

ATKO
I know you can.

Joe nods — a moment of total trust.
JOE

Alright then.
Let’s roll the dice.
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Aiko grabs his hand, squeezing tighter than ever before.

ATKO

Joe..

Don’t die for this.
JOE

(smiling)

I'm not dying today.

Not when I’'ve got someone to

impress.

Aiko blushes — just for a second.

EXT. TRACK - FINAL LAPS
Joe launches out of the pits — the S13 ROARS with new fury.
ANNOUNCER (V.O.)
What the-?
Michaels is back on the track with
more power than before!
Where did THAT come from?!

Joe attacks Turn 8 — the deadliest hairpin — with Aiko’s tune
humming perfectly beneath him.

He’'s smoother now.

Faster.

More deliberate.

Aiko’'s voice echoes in his head:

“Trust your momentum.. shift early.. don’t chase redline..”
Joe follows it.

Every. Word.

THE FINAL BATTLE

The leader enters the final drifting section — flawless,
confident.

Joe dives in behind him — the S13 screaming but controlled.
Fans stand up.

Cameras flash.
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The desert shakes.

Joe inches closer — door to door — drifting SIDE BY SIDE.
They hit the last turn—

Joe FEINTS earlier than expected —

maintains throttle —

keeps the turbo spooled without redlining —

and DRIFTS PAST THE LEADER..

by inches.

The crowd ERUPTS.

Joe crosses the finish line FIRST.

EXT. FINISH LINE - CONTINUOUS
Joe jumps out of the car screaming with joy.
His crew rushes in.

Aiko walks slowly toward him — hands trembling, breath caught
in her throat.

He sees her.. and pulls her into him.

JOE
(shaky)
You did it.
You gave me everything.

AIKO
(teary, soft)
No... Joe.
You did it.
Crowds chant Joe’s name.
Camera crews swarm.

The announcer shouts:

ANNOUNCER
Ladies and gentlemen—
JOE MICHAELS has qualified for the
WORLD DRIFT TOUR!

Joe looks down at Aiko — overwhelmed, emotional.
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JOE
I wouldn’t be here without you.

Aiko tries to smile, but something heavy sits behind her
eyes.

ATKO
(whispering)
Joe...
there’s something I need to tell
you.

FADE OUT.

INT. TANAKA FAMILY HOME - TOKYO - EVENING
A traditional Japanese living room:
Tatami mats.

A small altar.

The faint aroma of tea.

Ren stands rigid in the doorway — still in his racing jacket,
still covered in dust from Ebisu.

He's pacing like a caged animal.
His mother, YUKA TANAKA (50s), sits calmly folding laundry.

His father, HIROSHI TANAKA (60s), stern and dignified, sits
at the low table reading the newspaper.

The tension is a living thing.

REN (EXPLODING)
She is dating an American racer!

Hiroshi’s newspaper drops slowly.
Yuka’s hands pause mid-fold.
HIROSHI
(slow, cold)

Ren.
Explain yourself clearly.

REN
Aiko.
She is seeing someone.. someone from
America.

A reckless boy.
(MORE)
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REN (CONT'D)
A drifter.
A man who knows nothing of our
family.
Nothing of our honor.

Yuka sets the clothes aside, eyes narrowing with concern.

YUKA
Aiko is an adult.
She chooses with her heart, not
your pride.

REN
(whirling on her)
Mother!
This boy—

Joe Michaels —

he is undisciplined.

wild.

He races with emotion, not
precision.

And people like that destroy those
around them.

Yuka holds his gaze. She'’s the calm center of the storm.

YUKA
Or they inspire those around them.

Ren clenches his jaw so tightly it shakes.

HIROSHI
(firm)
Ren is right.
Aiko should not be involved with a
foreigner.
Especially a racer.

Ren seizes the validation, turning back to Yuka triumphantly.

REN
You see? Even Father understands—

HIROSHI
(interrupting, icy)
Sit.

Ren sits.
Hiroshi folds his hands with the weight of an emperor.
HIROSHI (CONT'D)
We come from a long line of

discipline.
(MORE)



HTIROSHI (CONT'D)
Our family'’s honor must be
preserved.
Aiko should marry someone
respectable.
Stable.
Japanese.

REN
(under his breath)
Not someone who slides a car
sideways for fun.

Yuka’s expression sharpens, protective now.

YUKA
You both speak of honor..
but where is the honor in
controlling her life?
Where is the honor in judging a man
you have never met?

Ren stands again — emotional — pacing like the walls are
closing in.

REN

Mother, you do not understand.
I watched him race today.
He is talented, yes.
But talent without discipline is
dangerous.
He will hurt her.
And Aiko..

(voice softens)
Aiko trusts too deeply.
Too easily.

Yuka stands now too — face softening.

YUKA
Aiko also sees clearly.
If she loves this man, then he must
have something worth seeing.

Ren stiffens — he wasn’'t prepared for that.
REN
(snarling)
Love blinds her!
HIROSHI
(barks)
Enough!

The room freezes.



HIROSHI (CONT'D)
Ren.
Your sister will listen to reason.
She always has.
You will speak to her.
You will tell her to end this.

Yuka gasps, horrified.

YUKA
Hiroshi! You cannot—

HIROSHIT
(cutting her off)
I will not have a Tanaka daughter
dating a reckless foreigner who
threatens our name.

Yuka turns to Ren, eyes begging for compassion.
YUKA
Please..

Do not poison her happiness.

Ren’s voice trembles — not from anger.. but fear.

REN
Mother..
Aiko does not understand the
danger.

The world I live in.

The people I'm tied to.

The debts.

This is not about nationality.
It is about survival.

This hits Yuka hard.
Even Hiroshi looks uncertain for a moment.

Ren breathes out — haunted.

REN (CONT'D)
If she stays with him..
the Yakuza will see her as
leverage.
They will use her to control me.
They will hurt her.
Or worse.

Yuka covers her mouth in terror.
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HIROSHI
(still cold, but shaken)
That American boy has brought
danger to our doorstep.
YUKA
(whispers)
No... your past brought danger.
Ren flinches — like she hit the truth dead-on.
A shattered silence.
Finally, Hiroshi stands.
HIROSHI
Ren. Contact your sister.
Tell her to come home.
This cannot continue.
Ren nods — furious, conflicted, trapped.
YUKA
(soft, breaking)
Do not make her choose between
love.. and family.
Ren pauses at the door, back turned to them.
He whispers:

REN
She already has.

And he walks out.

FADE OUT.

INT. JOE’'S PARENTS’ HOUSE - SAN DIEGO - EARLY AFTERNOON
A cozy California home.
Warm colors.

Pictures of Joe as a kid — baseball, racing go-karts, school
plays where he’s clearly not acting.

A mixed heritage family — white, but with roots in Irish,
Greek, Lebanese, Mexican through marriage and step-relatives.

The kitchen smells like something delicious.

Joe leads Aiko inside, nervous but smiling.
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JOE
Okay, so..
before you meet them, just know..
my family is.. uh.. enthusiastic.

ATKO
(smiling shyly)
Enthusiastic?

JOE
I'll let you decide.

Before she can respond—

JOE’S MOM (LUCY, 50s) bursts out of the kitchen wearing an
apron with chili stains on it.

LUCY
JOEY! !
My baby boy!!

She hugs Joe so hard his spine cracks.

JOE
Mom— oxygen— please—

Lucy releases him and turns to Aiko. Her entire face lights
up.

LUCY
And THIS must be Aiko!

Aiko bows politely.

ATKO
Thank you for having me, Mrs.
Michaels.

LUCY

“Mrs. Michaels”? Oh honey,
absolutely not.

Call me Lucy. Or Mom.

Or whatever makes you feel the
least terrified.

Aiko blushes. Joe’'s face goes red.

JOE
MOM.

Lucy whispers loudly to Aiko:
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LUCY
He'’'s pretending he’s not in love
with you, but we see everything.

JOE
I hate this house.

Just then, Joe’s dad (FRANK, 50s) steps in.

Bearded, kind eyes, former surfer vibe, wearing a Hawaiian
shirt.

FRANK
Someone said food and future
daughter-in-law?

JOE
Dad— please stop.

Frank shakes Aiko’s hand warmly.

FRANK
We're a blended family, Aiko.

Irish, Greek, Mexican, a little Lebanese, and whatever my
grandmother lied about.

FRANK (CONT'D)
You're safe here.

Aiko is overwhelmed — in the best way.

ATKO
Your home is very beautiful.

LUCY
Oh stop. It’s a mess.
Come! Sit! Eat!
Tell us everything about you.

INT. DINING TABLE - MOMENTS LATER
A full homemade feast sits on the table.

Aiko tries a spoonful of chili — her eyes go wide.

ATIKO
This is.. very spicy.

LUCY

Oh yes, dear.

Spicy builds character.
(MORE)



LUCY (CONT'D)
And clears sinuses.
And probably kills brain cells.

Frank laughs.
Aiko coughs politely. Joe hands her milk.

JOE
I told you my family is intense.

ATKO
(smiling through tears)
Your mother is.. very passionate.

LUCY
Damn right I am.

Lucy leans in with the real questions.

LUCY (CONT'D)
So, Aiko..
how serious are you two?

JOE
MOM!

Aiko blushes hard.

ATKO
We.. we care very much for each
other.

Frank nods approvingly.

FRANK
You know..
when Joey was ten, he told us he’d
marry a girl who could drive better

than him.
JOE
DAD—
Aiko giggles.
ATKO

I don’'t know if I can drive better..

FRANK
(eyeballing her)
But you sure look like you could
tune a car better.

Aiko almost chokes on her drink.



Joe looks at his father suspiciously.

JOE
Wait. How did you know she tuned—

FRANK
Kid, she walked in here with the
confidence of a woman who knows
what a boost controller is.

Lucy nods sagely.

LUCY
It’s the aura.

The family laughs.

Aiko relaxes — truly relaxes — for the first time in

LATER - IN THE BACKYARD

Joe and Aiko sit together under string lights.
The ocean breeze carries in faintly.

Aiko looks emotional.

ATKO
Your family is.. wonderful.

JOE
I'm glad you think so.
I wanted you to see where I come
from.

ATKO
It’s so different from my home.

JOE
Different good?
Or different “run away
immediately”?

Aiko takes Joe’s hand.

ATKO
Different.. comforting.
Safe.

Open.
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JOE
(soft, honest)
I want you in this family, Aiko.
For real.

She looks away, tears gathering.
ATKO
(quietly)
I wish my family felt the same.
JOE

(confused)
What do you mean?

Aiko hesitates.. shaking slightly.
ATKO
My brother.. Ren..
he wouldn’t approve.

He asked me to come home.
To end this.

Joe stiffens — hurt, stunned, angry.

JOE
He said what?

Aiko squeezes his hand tighter.
ATKO
I don’t want to lose you.
But I don’'t want to lose my family
either.
Joe swallows hard.
JOE
You're not losing me.
I'1ll fight for this.
For you.
Aiko leans her head against him.
And under the soft California lights,
with the warmth of his entire family behind them.

Joe falls even deeper in love.

FADE OUT.



EXT. MONTEREY PARK, CALIFORNIA - NIGHT

A neon-lit boulevard glowing with upscale Japanese
restaurants and tea houses.

We glide past luxury cars lined outside a high-end sushi
establishment:

A murdered-out Mercedes Maybach

A Lexus LS500 F-Sport

A blacked-out Infiniti Q50 Red Sport

A classic Toyota Century, polished like obsidian
This isn’t your average restaurant crowd.

This is organized power.

Title card:

MONTEREY PARK, CALIFORNIA - YAKUZA WEST COAST OUTPOST

INT. KITSUNE SUSHI - NIGHT

The camera moves through the pristine dining room:
Sumi-e paintings.

Tatami alcoves.

Servers in crisp uniforms.

Couples and families eating quietly.
Everything looks normal.

Elegant. Peaceful.

But the camera keeps moving..

through a sliding shoji door

past a discreet “Employees Only” sign
down a hallway with dim red lights..

until we reach a hidden back chamber.
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INT. KITSUNE SUSHI - BACK VIP ROOM - NIGHT

A private Japanese tatami room.

Low lacquered table.

Soft ambient shamisen playing.

No windows.

Here sit three Yakuza members, dressed sharply in black
suits, tatoos crawling up their necks like serpents hiding
beneath the fabric.

At the head of the table is OGAWA (50s) —

the West Coast lieutenant, calm, dangerous, sipping warm sake
with ritual precision.

Two younger soldiers flank him, silent, attentive.
The shoji door slides open.

In steps the Japanese crew member from Willow Springs, now
transformed:

hair slicked back
dark tailored suit
face serious
no longer the shy pit worker —
but a man returning to his real world.
He kneels with perfect posture.
CREW MEMBER
(in Japanese, respectful)
Ogawa-sama.. forgive my lateness.
OGAWA
(in Japanese; calm but
cutting)
You’'re not late.
You’'re expected.
Sit.
The crew member sits on his knees across from Ogawa.

Ogawa pours him sake —

a gesture that means



you better bring something valuable.

OGAWA (CONT'D)
Drink.
Then speak.

The crew member obeys — one careful sip.

He takes out his old flip phone — the same one from the
track.

CREW MEMBER
(in Japanese)
I saw her.

Aiko Tanaka.
Ogawa’'s eyes sharpen.

OGAWA
Ren’s sister?

CREW MEMBER
Hai.
She was with an American racer.
Intimately.
Helping him.
Tuning his car.

Ogawa leans back, contemplating.

OGAWA
And Ren?
Does he know?

CREW MEMBER
I believe he knows.
But I informed you, as instructed.

Ogawa nods slowly.

OGAWA
Good.
You choose loyalty wisely.

He gestures for the crew member to continue.

CREW MEMBER
(in Japanese)
The American boy is Joe Michaels.
He qualified for the World Drift
Tour.
A rising name.
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Ogawa smirks.

OGAWA
American talent.
Rare.
Reckless.

Either a useful tool..
or a future corpse.

He motions with his fingers.

OGAWA (CONT'D)
Call Kazuya-sama.
Now.

The crew member swallows hard and dials.

INTERCUT WITH: JAPAN - KAZUYA MORIMOTO’'S OFFICE - NIGHT

Kazuya sits alone, smoke curling above him, the Tokyo skyline
behind his window.

His phone BUZZES.
He answers.

KAZUYA
(in Japanese; cold)
Speak.

BACK TO MONTEREY
PARK

The crew member’s voice trembles, even in Japanese.

CREW MEMBER
Kazuya-sama...
We found her.
Aiko Tanaka is in America.
At the racing circuit.
With an American man.
A long silence.

Then—

KAZUYA
(in Japanese)
Describe her condition.

CREW MEMBER
Safe.

Happy.
Protected by his crew.
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Kazuya’'s tone sharpens, venomous.

KAZUYA
Ren disgraces us with secrets..
and Aiko disgraces him with
choices.

CREW MEMBER
What are your orders, Kazuya-sama?

Kazuya's lips curl into a predator’s smile.

KAZUYA
Send men.
Quiet ones.
The girl will return home.
Willingly..
or not.

Ogawa nods approvingly at the crew member’s obedience.
KAZUYA (CONT'D; V.O.) (CONT'D)
(in Japanese)
And if the American interferes..
make sure he learns what happens
when a Tanaka family debt
remains unpaid.
The crew member lowers his head.

CREW MEMBER
Yes.. Kazuya-sama.

He ends the call.
The entire room is silent.
Ogawa pours him more sake.
OGAWA
Congratulations.
You just set a storm in motion.
The crew member bows deeply.
But when he lifts his head.

there is fear in his eyes.

FADE OUT.
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EXT. UCLA CAMPUS - AFTERNOON

The campus is alive:

Students sprawled on the grass studying
Skateboards clicking across the pavement
Laughter echoing near the library steps
Warm sun, gentle breeze, palm trees swaying

Aiko and Maya walk side by side with iced coffees, shopping
bags from the student store, and the ease of two friends
who’ve become sisters.

Aiko is glowing — noticeably different, lighter.
Maya watches her with a smirk.

MAYA
Okay, you’ve been smiling for like—
(taps phone)
—forty straight minutes.
Either you’'re in love, or you
accidentally texted your crush a
picture he wasn’t supposed to see.

Aiko giggles, cheeks flushing.

ATKO
I cannot stop thinking about Joe.

Maya gasps, hand to chest.

MAYA
Oh my God, you said it.
You said “thinking about Joe” with
your whole heart.
I felt the tremor in the Earth.

Aiko swats her playfully.

ATKO
Stop! It’s embarrassing.

MAYA
No, girl, what’s embarrassing is
watching you and Joe gaze at each
other like you’re in a K-drama slow-
mo scene.
Every time he looks at you, I swear
I hear orchestra strings.
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Aiko covers her face, laughing.

They walk past Royce Hall — the golden light hitting them
perfectly.

Aiko lowers her coffee, her expression deepening.

ATKO
(soft)
(He makes me feel..)
(safe.)
Seen.
Like he hears things I don’'t even
say.

MAYA
..And now you’'re gonna make ME cry.
Okay, come on, tell me the rest.

Aiko hesitates — the smile fades into worry.

ATKO
It’s not that simple.

Maya nods, listening.

MAYA
Because of your family?

Aiko exhales — long, heavy.

ATKO

My father, my brother..
they’'re very traditional.
And Ren—

(swallows)
Ren hates Joe.
He doesn’t even know him yet.. but
he hates him.

MAYA
Because he’s American?

ATIKO
Because Joe is bold.
Emotional.
Unfiltered.
Everything Ren thinks is dangerous.

They walk past the student fountain, sunlight glittering off
the water.

Aiko suddenly stops walking — overwhelmed.



AIKO (CONT'D)
(voice cracking)
How do I tell Joe the truth?
How do I tell Ren that Joe is..
everything to me?
How do I stand between two worlds
that already hate each other?

Maya puts a hand on her shoulder, grounding her.

MAYA
Aiko..
you don’t stand between worlds.
You are the bridge.
But bridges get walked on.
Pulled.
Tested.
It’'s okay to feel overwhelmed.

Aiko’s eyes gloss with emotion.

ATKO

My father will never accept this.
Ren will be furious.
And Joe..

(she whispers)
Joe wants me to meet his parents
again.
He wants a future.

Maya takes both Aiko’s hands.

MAYA
So what do you want?

Aiko looks up — tears threatening to fall.
Her voice is a whisper.

ATKO
I want.. Joe.
More than anything.

Maya hugs her tightly.

MAYA
Then we figure it out.
One step at a time.
And if your brother shows up acting
crazy, I'll pepper-spray him
myself.

Aiko laughs through tears.

60.
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ANGLE - ACROSS THE COURTYARD

Two men in dark clothes stand far away under a tree.
Not students.

Not locals.

Watching Aiko.

Watching closely.

We feel the first cold ripple of danger.

FADE OUT.

EXT. SPEEDWAY - JOE’'S RV - NIGHT

The desert air is still warm. Joe’s RV is lit with string
lights. Music plays softly. Joe and Aiko sit on the deck,
exhausted but exhilarated after the qualifier. Joe’s S13 is
parked nearby, covered in celebratory dust.

Aiko is leaning into Joe’s shoulder. She is trembling
slightly.

JOE
(Shaky with emotion)

Willow Springs was the finish
line. Now? The World Tour is just
the starting grid. We did it, Aiko.
We did it.

ATKO
(Softly) )
You did. You drove with your heart.

Joe pulls out a small, velvet box from his pocket. Aiko
freezes.

JOE
Easy. It’s not an engagement ring.
Yet.

He opens the box. Inside, on a velvet cushion, is a
beautiful, engraved BOOST GAUGE. It’'s silver and precise,
almost like a piece of jewelry.

JOE (CONT'D)
( (CONT'D) )
This is for the dash.

(MORE)



JOE (CONT'D)
It's the most important thing on
the car. Because it’ll remind me
that you’re always riding with me.
Every spin, every launch, every
win.

Tears gather in Aiko's eyes. She takes the gauge, turning it

in the moonlight.

JOE
I want you with me in Japan, Aiko.
You and Maya. The World Tour. Let's
make that crazy dream happen
together.

Aiko'’'s eyes cloud with conflict. Her composure breaks.

ATKO
Joe, I.. I can't.
JOE
(Confused) )

Can’'t what? Go to Japan? We’ll take
the money from the sponsor check —

ATKO
(Cutting him off,
desperate) )
It’s not the money. It’s my
brother. He hates you. He asked me
to come home. To end this. And I
can't stay here, Joe. I can’'t..

Her old FLIP PHONE buzzes sharply from her pocket. The sound

is harsh and out of place.

Aiko pulls it out. One word is displayed in Japanese:

Aiko’'s face goes white. She drops the boost gauge, which

CLANGS against the deck.

JOE
(Alarmed)
Aiko, what is it? What did he say?

ATKO
( (Jumps up, panicked)
I have to go. Now. Tonight.
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JOE
Go where? Tell me! What are you so
afraid of?!

ATKO
( (Turning away, shaking)

)

Everything. You don’t understand
the danger. I can’t tell you. If he
knows about us.. he will hurt you to
control Ren.

Joe grabs her hand.

JOE
Aiko, if you walk away now, that'’s
exactly what he wins. I don't care
who he is! I can take care of
myself!

ATKO
(Voice cracking)
But who will take care of you when
I'm gone?!

She pulls her hand free. Aiko scoops up the gauge, pushes it
into Joe’s hand, and runs toward her tent and Maya'’s nearby
campsite.

Joe stands alone in the sudden silence, the beautiful, cold
steel of the boost gauge clutched in his palm. He stares
after her, stunned, angry, and confused.

FADE OUT.

A DORM PARKING LOT - PRE-DAWN
The campus is quiet. Fog hangs low beneath the streetlights.

Maya'’s beat-up Nissan 240SX sits with its trunk open.
Suitcases, boxes, and a guitar are piled clumsily inside.

Maya is leaning against the car, looking stressed, while Aiko
meticulously tapes a box shut.

MAYA
(Whispering)
He'’'s not awake yet, is he? Joe?

AIKO
No. I left him a note. Told him I
was called home.
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MAYA
Aiko, this is insane! You're
leaving the day after he qualifies
for the World Tour! You’'re just
going to let Ren win?

ATKO
Ren is my brother. He’s in
trouble. And he needs me to be far
away from Joe. It’'s the only way to
protect him.

MAYA
( (Scoffs)
Protect Joe? Joe is a grown man!
Who are you really protecting?

ATKO
(Looking up, eyes
desperate)
The rest of my family. The ones
who didn’t ask for this.

A sudden sound—a quiet, low-end rumble of a luxury engine. A
black INFINITI Q50 RED SPORT pulls in silently, parking fifty
feet away.

MAYA
( (Sizing up the car)
Geez, look at that thing. Nice car
for 5:30 AM.

The doors open. Two men in dark suits , the same ones seen
previously watching Aiko, step out. They move with cold,
focused efficiency.

ATKO
(Her face draining of
color)
No. No, no, no.

MAYA
Who are they? Friends of your dad?

ATKO
(Grabbing Maya's arm)
They’'re not friends. They’re
Kazuya’s men. The Yakuza. You need
to run, Maya. Now.

MAYA
(Confused, then terrified)

)
What? Aiko, no-!
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The two men close the distance instantly. They are silent and
efficient.

YAKUZA SOLDIER #1
(In perfect, cold

Japanese) )
Aiko-san. Kazuya-sama requires your
presence.

Aiko steps forward, a flash of her brother’s steel in her
eyes.

ATKO
Tell Kazuya-sama I am not
available.

YAKUZA SOLDIER #2
( (Grabs her arm firmly)
The request was not optional. You
will return home.

Maya SCREAMS, rushing the men.

MAYA
GET OFF HER! Leave her alonel!

YAKUZA SOLDIER #1
(A quick, non-lethal push)
Stay out of it, foreign girl. This
is Tanaka business.

Maya hits the pavement, stunned. She scrambles up, pulling
out her phone, shaking.

Aiko looks back at Maya—a raw, final look of terror and love.
ATKO

(TO MAYA, IN ENGLISH, A WHISPER)
Tell Joe.. tell him everything.

The Yakuza men shove Aiko into the back of the Q50. Doors
slam. The car peels away, leaving Maya alone in the empty,
fog-drenched lot.

Maya races to her car, hands trembling, and dials.

FADE OUT.
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INT. JOE’'S PIT - SPEEDWAY - DAY

Sunlight pours over the speedway. Joe is with Nate and Tyler,
trying to get some celebratory tune work done on the S13. But
Joe 1is distracted, staring blankly at the dash with the new
boost gauge.

TYLER
Dude, seriously, call her. She
left you a note. She said she had
to go home. Just text her.

JOE
(Quiet, angry)

I'm not texting. She said she had
to protect me from her brother. And
the only way she can protect me is
by walking away without an
explanation. I need to know what
the hell Ren Tanaka is really
involved in.

Nate, checking tire pressure, looks uneasy.

NATE
Look, she’s right. Ren’s a legend,
man. He’s serious. You should
probably just let her cool off-—

The phone in Joe’s pocket RINGS-MAYA. Joe answers instantly.

JOE
Maya, thank God. Where is she? I
need to know—

MAYA
( (0.8.) . .
(Hyperventilating,
crying) )
Joe! Joe, they took her!

Joe freezes. Nate and Tyler look up, alarmed.

JOE
Who took her? Where?

MAYA
(0.S.) )
Men! In suits! At the dorm! They
were.. Japanese, Joe. They said it
was Tanaka business, and they
pushed me! It was like a movie..
they were yakuza, Joe!
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The word hits Joe like a physical blow. The mystery , the
fear , the protection —it all locks into place.

JOE
(Deadly calm)
What did she say? Anything at all?

MAYA
(0.S.) )
She told me to tell you everything.
That her brother is in deep. That
they’1l]l use her to get to Ren. She
was terrified for you!

Joe closes his eyes, remembering Aiko'’s trembling hands and
whispered warnings. He feels the guilt of not pushing hard
enough for the truth.

NATE
(Grabbing Joe’s shoulder)
Joe, you heard her! Call the cops!
We can’t get involved with
organized crime!

Joe violently shrugs Nate off. He looks at his car—the
machine that just won him a ticket to the world.

JOE
( (To Nate) )
The Yakuza don't care about the
LAPD. They only care about money,
power, and respect. And I just won
a ticket to their home turf.

Joe turns to Tyler, whose face is pale with shock.
JOE (CONT'D)

Tyler, get on the laptop. Look up
the World Drift Tour schedule.
Figure out where the first
international stop is.

TYLER
(Stuttering)
W-why? What are you doing?

JOE
(A fierce intensity in his
eyes)
I'm going to Japan.
(MORE)
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JOE (CONT'D)
I'm going to find Ren Tanaka and
I'm going to give him a choice:
Either he tells me how to get Aiko
back, or I will beat him on his own
track and take my respect from him.

He rips off the S13's engine cover.
JOE (CONT'D)

Nate, we’'re changing the turbo.
Tyler, get me the flight data. I'm
not tuning this car to win a
trophy. I'm tuning it for a war.

Joe looks down at the boost gauge he is still holding—a final
promise.

FADE OUT.

EXT. FUJI SPEEDWAY - TRACK ENTRY - NIGHT

The track is closed, but the lights are on. It is cold and
sterile.

The black Nissan Silvia S15 of REN TANAKA is pulling into the
pits after a perfect, solitary practice run. Ren steps out,
pulling off his helmet, his face grim.

A loud, aggressive engine ROARS onto the track. It's JOE’S
S13, initiating a wild, sloppy drift that is terrifyingly
fast—pure, uncontrolled power.

Ren watches, his eyes narrowing with contempt.

Joe slides his S13 to a stop, right in front of Ren’s pit. He
gets out, pulling off his helmet, face grim.

REN
(In Japanese, voice cold)
You disgrace my track. Get out.

JOE
( (In English, stepping
forward) )
I learned the language of the car
from your sister. I speak it better
than you think. And right now, it’s
telling me my girl is in danger.
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Before Ren can respond, a powerful, black LEXUS LS500 F-SPORT
silently rolls up and stops a few feet away.

Out steps KAZUYA MORIMOTO (30s), impeccably dressed, a cruel
smile on his face. He is flanked by two Yakuza SOLDIERS.

KAZUYA
(Clapping slowly) )
Bravo. The reckless American has
arrived. Ren Tanaka, you attract
the most undisciplined friends.

Ren turns on Kazuya, ignoring Joe completely.

REN
(Hissing, in Japanese) )
I told you Aiko is not involved in
your politics! Where is she?

KAZUYA
She is safe. And comfortable. For
now. She is waiting for me to
settle the debt you refuse to
honor.

Joe steps between them, his anger boiling over.

JOE
Your debt is with him. Not her. How
much? I just won a qualifier. I
have money. I'll pay it.

Kazuya laughs coldly, a venomous sound.

KAZUYA
( (Switching to English,
enjoying Joe’s fury) )
The debt is not yen, American. It
is respect. Your arrival is the
perfect way to settle it.

Kazuya gestures dramatically toward the track.
KAZUYA (CONT'D)

Tomorrow, at the World Drift Tour
Qualifier. Ren, you will race for
me. And if you win, I will release
Aiko. If you lose, you return to my
racing team, forever.
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REN
(Furious) )
She already risked her safety for
your game! I won’'t risk her life on
the track!

JOE
(Stepping forward, locking
eyes with Kazuya)
I'll race you. I qualified for
this spot. I'll take him on. If I
win, she goes free.

KAZUYA
(Chuckles) )
You? A desperate amateur? What are
you offering? More sponsor money?

JOE

(Thinking fast, laying

everything on the line) )
No. Collateral. I'll put up my
entire race team, my equipment, my
rig, everything I own. If I lose,
you get my assets and Ren gets his
life back.

KAZUYA
( (Intrigued)
And if Ren races?

JOE
If Ren races and loses, you get the
same. The result is the same: one
of us will be broken.

Kazuya smiles—the predator has found the perfect prey.

KAZUYA
(To Ren, ignoring Joe)

This American respects our
discipline. He thinks he can beat a
my team, you accept this challenge
to your honor?

Ren looks at Joe. Joe is reckless, emotional , everything Ren
despises. But Joe is also fighting for Aiko, the same way Ren
is.

REN
(Voice steel-cold)
If this American loses, I will
personally guarantee your debt.
(MORE)
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REN (CONT'D)
But if he wins.. Aiko is free.
Unconditional.

KAZUYA
( (A satisfied smirk) )
Done. You have twenty-four hours to
prepare your American loser.

Kazuya and his men get back into the Lexus and drive away,
leaving Joe and Ren alone in the pit.

Ren slowly walks toward Joe, his fury replaced by cold,
strategic resolve.

REN
(Switching to English,
deadly serious) )
You are reckless. You are
undisciplined. You drive like a
child with a bomb. But you are now
my only path to save my sister.

Ren reaches out and takes the new, massive turbo on Joe'’s
engine—the physical symbol of Joe’s aggression.

REN (CONT'D)

Your engine is all wrong for Fuji
Speedway. It is built for a street
brawl, not a precise dance. You
need to learn how to drive with
Japanese honor.

JOE
(Slightly dazed, but
determined)
Then teach me.

REN
(A grim look of
acceptance)

You will not sleep. You will
listen. You will learn the true
meaning of discipline. You will
learn the track, the suspension,
and the line. You will drive with
my mind, and your heart. And we
will not lose.

Ren points to the track.
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REN (CONT'D)

Get your car on the track. The
lesson begins now.

FADE OUT.

INT. KAZUYA MORIMOTO'S LUXURY HOME - TOKYO - STUDY - NIGHT

The room is modern, severe, and opulent. High windows
overlook the glowing, distant city. Dark, polished wood.
Minimalist furniture. A single, large bonsai tree sits on a
pedestal. It feels less like a home and more like a fortress
of solitude.

ATKO is sitting on a chair, her posture rigid. She has been
given tea, but it sits untouched. A large, silent Yakuza
SOLDIER stands guard at the door.

KAZUYA enters, composed, holding a glass of clear liquid. He
sits across from Aiko at a sleek, low glass table.

KAZUYA
(In Japanese, smooth,
condescending)

Aiko-san. I trust the Morimoto
hospitality is agreeable. You
should be grateful. This is the
finest view of Tokyo.

ATKO
(In Japanese, voice
steady)

I know the price of your
hospitality, Kazuya-sama. It is
paid for with fear. I prefer the
view of the desert stars. They are
honest.

Kazuya smiles, sipping his drink.

KAZUYA
Ah, the stars. They remind me of
your American. Joe Michaels. A
fleeting spectacle. A burst of
light that quickly burns out. Your
brother, bless his rigid heart, has
put his faith in this spectacle to
race for him.

Aiko tenses, but keeps her face neutral.
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ATKO
He chose the only way to save me.

KAZUYA
And do you truly believe that boy
can defeat Akira? Akira is the
world champion. He even beat your
brother.

Aiko stares Kazuya down. Her voice is soft, but unwavering.

ATIKO
Akira! Is a dishonorable cheater
and so are you! If he plays dirty
Joe will beat him bad.

Kazuya's smile tightens. The distant city lights reflect in
his cold eyes.

KAZUYA
You believe in him so much? The
American boy who wants to be your
hero?

ATKO
(Pushing him, trying to
provoke a mistake)
Joe just shaved three seconds off
his fastest time using a line Ren
taught me. He is not weak. In

fact... I think he can beat Ren and
Akira. Because Joe doesn't fear
losing.

Aiko lets the statement land like a challenge.

AIKO (CONT'D)

And I promise you... if Joe wins,

you will learn that my brother is

not the only Tanaka who knows how

to break your line. I probably can
beat you.

A profound, terrifying silence falls over the room. The only
sound is the low hum of the city outside.

Kazuya's polished demeanor evaporates. His face contorts into
pure, terrifying rage.

KAZUYA
(Low, trembling with fury,
in Japanese)
You disrespect me. You disrespect
our family name.

(MORE)
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KAZUYA (CONT'D)
You disgrace the discipline of the
track! You are a debt! A daughter!
Nothing more!

He raises his hand—it is a blur of motion—and delivers a
brutal, open-handed SLAP across Aiko's face. The sound CRACKS
in the silent study.

Aiko cries out, collapsing slightly in the chair, a red welt
blooming on her cheek. She holds her composure, refusing to
cry, refusing to give him the satisfaction of tears.

Kazuya leans over her, spitting the words into her face, some
spittle landing on her hair.

KAZUYA (CONT'D)
((In Japanese, venomous)

You will sit here and pray that
your American toy doesn't destroy
the last shred of your family's
life!

Kazuya straightens his suit, regaining his composure with
effort. He gestures curtly to the guard.

KAZUYA (CONT'D)
(To the Soldier, in
Japanese)
Don’'t let her move. If she cries,
cut her tongue out.

Kazuya strides out of the room. The large door closes with a
heavy, final sound.

Aiko remains frozen, head bowed, clutching her cheek. She
closes her eyes, tears of pain and indignation finally
forcing their way out, silent against the power of her fear.

FADE OUT.

EXT. FUJI SPEEDWAY - TRACK - NIGHT

The vast, sweeping track is 1lit by stadium lamps. The air is
cold.

JOE’S S13 is back at the starting line. REN is now strapped
into the passenger seat, his helmet on, with a small laptop
resting in his lap to monitor the ECU.

Joe looks over at Ren, who is radiating focused intensity.
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JOE
(Into helmet mic) )
You trust me this much? You're
staking your sister's freedom on a
ride-along with the "reckless
caveman"?

REN
( (Into mic, cold)

I am betting on my ability to
teach, American. And on Aiko’s
intuition. She chose you for a
reason. Do not make me regret
trusting her.

Joe nods, swallowing hard. He accelerates.

INT. JOE’S S13 - CONTINUOUS

The massive GT35R turbo spools up, the raw power pushing them
back in their seats. They hit the approach to the massive,
fast sweeping turn—Turn 100R.

Joe's muscle memory takes over. He throws in an aggressive,
early clutch-kick. The car snaps sideways, a wild, sharp
angle.

REN
(Shouting into the mic,
furious)

BAKA! Fool! What was that?! You
drove into the corner like a
runaway train! You are fighting
physics!

Joe has to correct violently to avoid spinning out, sawing
the wheel back and forth.

JOE
(Panting, straining
against the wheel)
I need the angle, Ren! It's the
only way to carry the speed with
this power!

REN
(Grabs the dashboard,
exasperated) )
You are wrestling the car! You are
fighting it! This is not American
boxing, Joe! This is a dance! We
will stop and try again!
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Joe pulls up to the start line, tires smoking. Ren is
breathing hard, clearly furious.

REN (CONT'D)
((Calmly, but with a hard
edge) )
Look at this turn, Joe. 100R. It is
not an enemy to be conquered! It is
a river! You do not fight a river!
You flow with it!

JOE
(Frustrated)
Flow is slow, Ren! I need
aggressive initiation!

REN

(Exasperated, almost to

himself)
You Americans. Always loud. Always
impatient. Listen to me now, Joe.
This is Muzan—the center. The Zen
of Drifting! The car is the blade.
You must be the swordsman.

Joe accelerates again.

REN (CONT'D)
(Calmly, instructing)

Approach Turn 100R.. smooth. The
feint is not a kick—it is a breath.
A slight 1ift of the throttle. Let
the weight shift naturally to the
front tires.

Joe lifts slightly. The car begins to settle.
REN (CONT'D)

Now, the power! Not a smash, but a
roll. Roll into the throttle.
Gently! Gently, Joe! Like you are
holding Aiko’s hand!

Joe eases into the throttle, picturing Aiko's face. The S13
finds its balance. The turbo screams, but the car is
controlled, sliding smoothly, kissing the clipping point. The
smoke is long, clean, and continuous.

JOE
(A small, awestruck sound)
It held the line—
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REN
(Relentless)
Do not celebrate! Now, the
transition! Yutaka! Hold the line!
Feel the momentum carry you through
the exit!

The car exits the turn with explosive smoothness, carrying
far more speed than before.

REN (CONT'D)

(Allowing a flicker of satisfaction)
Yes. The car is an extension of
the soul. Not a tool to be beaten.
Now, brake earlier on the tight
turns!

Joe tries the technique on the next tight corner, but his
muscle memory takes over. He brakes too late, pushing the car
into a minor scrub.

REN (CONT'D)
(Yelling)

DAMN IT! You are rushing the
corner! You are looking at the
outcome! You are not looking at the
process!

REN (CONT'D)

(Lowering his voice,
pleading)

I am trying to teach you Bushid?,
Joe! The samurai does not worry
about the opponent’s strike! He
perfects his own movement! Focus on
the wheel! Not on Kazuya! Not on
Aiko! Only the process!

Joe realizes the truth of the words. Every time he thinks of
Aiko, he drives with panic.

Joe closes his eyes for one second, breathing deep. Focus on
the wheel.

JOE
(Into mic, determined)

Okay, Ren. One more time. No power. Just perfection. Teach me
the Haiku.
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REN

(A grim look of

acceptance, placing a

hand near Joe's shoulder)

Good. We will drive the next lap

using only thirty percent throttle.
We will not use the new turbo. We
will use discipline.

Joe pulls up to the start, feeling the terrifying weight of
his mentor, co-pilot, and rival beside him. The engine is
quieter, the movements are smaller.

JOE
(Muttering to himself)
Haiku..

Ren opens the door and steps out of the car.

REN
(In Japanese w/sub)
Left hand drive! Idiots!

FADE OUT.

XT. FUJI SPEEDWAY - ABANDONED SERVICE BUILDING - NIGHT

AERIAL ESTABLISHING SHOT of a small, windowless, corrugated
steel shop building, set apart from the main Fuji Speedway
complex. It’s the only light source in the dark, forested
service area.

Inside the Shop

INT. SERVICE BUILDING - CONTINUOUS

The air is thick with the smell of motor oil, coffee, and
nervous energy. Fluorescent lights buzz overhead.

Joe’s S13 and Ren’s Silvia S15 sit side-by-side on jack
stands. Both crews—the loud, energetic Americans and the
disciplined, quiet Japanese—work in uneasy but collaborative
unison. Nate and Haruki are hunched over Joe’s suspension,
adjusting the coilovers based on Ren’s detailed instructions
for the Fuji track.

TYLER and MAYA watch Joe and Ren, leaning against a workbench
covered in ramen containers.

Joe is applying a final layer of polish to the new custom
spoiler, trying to maintain focus. Ren stands nearby, running
diagnostics on the S15’'s ECU, his expression unreadable.
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TYLER
(To Maya, keeping his
voice low)

It's weird how quiet Joe is. Like
Ren sucked all the "enthusiastic
American" out of him. He hasn't
told a single story about his chili-
loving mom.

MAYA
(Eyes on Ren and Joe)
They’'re a single organism now.
Discipline and Power. Ren is
terrified, and Joe is the only
weapon he has left.

Joe walks over, wiping his hands on a rag, sensing their
focus.

JOE
What are you two whispering about?

TYLER
Nothing. Just... my older brother,
TREVOR. He's coming to the track.

Joe blinks, surprised. Trevor is Maya and Tyler's brother,
whom Joe knows only by reputation.

JOE
Trevor? Your brother, the SEAL
TEAM Captain? I thought he was
still deployed.

MAYA
(Nodding, a hint of steel
in her voice)
He is here in Japan!

TYLER
He's been following your drift
career, Joe. When Maya told him
about the Yakuza, Kazuya, and the
collateral... he said he was coming
to back you up.

JOE
(Shaken) )
You told your SEAL brother I staked
everything, including Ren’s
freedom, on a race?
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MAYA
He already knew you were the kind
of guy who would drive through a
tornado for someone he loves. He
just wanted to make sure you had
backup, in case Kazuya doesn't
respect the finish line.

Ren overhears the end of the conversation. He walks over, his
expression dark with suspicion and concern.

REN
(In English, sharp)
Backup? We do not need American
military interference, Joe. That is
dishonorable. If we bring weapons,
they will bring war. This is a
challenge of the track.

JOE
(Looking Ren straight in
the eye)
Look, these are my people; they
want to protect me, and they love
your sister Ren. They are here just
in case.. low profile.

Joe looks over at Maya and Tyler

TYLER
(Grinning)
No pressure, Ren. Just pure,
terrifying American power.

MAYA
They kidnapped Aiko we should
kill those fuckin assholes.

The Japanese crew members stop wrenching, looking nervously
toward the main gate.

Arrival of the Deterrent

EXT. SHOP BUILDING - CONTINUOUS

The powerful, low growl of diesel engines echoes through the
stillness of the service road.

Two massive, armored HUMVEES—painted matte black, not
regulation camo—turn the corner and roll slowly to a stop
directly in front of the shop door.
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The Humvees are filled with serious-looking men in heavy
coats and gear.

The passenger door of the lead Humvee opens. A tall,
formidable man steps out: TREVOR (25), Maya and Tyler's older
brother. He looks every bit the highly disciplined military
leader, calm and utterly prepared. He gives the shop a slow,
assessing look.

INT. SERVICE BUILDING - CONTINUOUS

The sound of the Humvees makes the entire building shake.
Every member of the Japanese crew freezes, staring wide-eyed
at the door.

Joe takes a steadying breath.

JOE
( (To Ren, a grim smile)
The Haiku lesson is over, Ren. Now
we make sure Kazuya respects the
result.

Trevor strides into the shop, his presence instantly
dominating the space.

TREVOR

(To Joe, voice

professional) )
Michaels. Captain Trevor Michaels.
My unit's here to ensure the rules
of engagement are followed. Good to
finally see the S13 in person. It
didn't look like this last time I
saw it.

He glances at the turbo, then at the single coat of black
spray paint on the rear quarter panel, and the subtle Star
Constellation Joe sprayed there.

TREVOR (CONT'D)
(Nodding to Joe)
Let's go win a race.

Ren stares at Trevor, realizing the meaning of this force. He
is trapped—forced to accept the Aggression and the Heart of
the American side, both on the track and in the pit.

FADE OUT.
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EXT. FUJI SPEEDWAY - STARTING GRID - DAY

The grandstands are a blur of color and noise. The ANNOUNCER
is hyping the crowd.

Kazuya's champion, AKIRA, sits in his pristine Lexus RCF,
looking through his helmet visor with cold arrogance. His car
is white and black, a symbol of Yakuza control and
discipline.

Next to him, Joe's Sl3-battered, aggressive, covered in
American sponsor decals and the subtle Star Constellation—is
vibrating.

INT. KAZUYA'S PIT - CONTINUOUS

KAZUYA stands at the pit wall, speaking into a direct-line
radio. His voice is venomous.

KAZUYA
(In Japanese)
Akira. You will not just win. You
will break him. Remind the American
that respect is paid with pain.

INT. JOE’S S13 - CONTINUOUS

Joe feels the nervous energy. Ren is on the radio, his voice
a razor blade of calm.

REN
(V.0.) (In English)
Drive our line, Joe. Not yours.
Not his. Win with honor.

Joe glances at the cockpit. The massive boost gauge is
pulsing red, a warning.

EXT. TRACK - START - CONTINUOUS

The Starter drops the flag.

BOOOM! The Lexus and the S13 launch in perfect sync, turbo

whistles screaming. Joe's raw GT35R power gives him a brutal
edge.
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EXT. FUJI SPEEDWAY - TURN 1 - MONTAGE
The Lexus and the S13 hit the first turn—a long, fast entry.

Akira, instead of initiating a clean drift, DRIVES STRAIGHT
at the first clipping point, blocking Joe's line completely
and forcing him onto the dirty shoulder.

JOE
(Yelling into the mic)
He's blocking! That's not
drifting!

REN
(V.0.) (Urgent)
Discipline! Expect the cheat! Drop
your speed! Now!

Joe is forced to slam the brakes, losing precious momentum.

FOOTAGE: TIGHT SHOT of Joe's S13 tires smoking, inches from
the Lexus's bumper.

EXT. TRACK - TURN 3 - THE WALL KISS

Joe manages to slingshot past Akira on the short straight,
using pure turbo thrust.

Joe initiates his drift perfectly, hitting the clip point.
But Akira dives in behind him, using Joe's smoke cloud for
cover.

Akira intentionally TAPS Joe's rear quarter panel. The S13
fishtails dangerously.

JOE
(Grunting in pain)
He tagged me!

REN
(V.0.)
He drives with dishonor! Use his
aggression!

Joe, instead of spinning out, instinctively uses the bump to
INCREASE HIS ANGLE. He slams the throttle, the raw power
correcting the spin. He keeps the drift going, his car
kissing the outer concrete wall at 90 MPH.

FOOTAGE: LOW-ANGLE SHOT of the S13's paint scraping the wall,
showering sparks.

Scene 3: The Yakuza Drift
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EXT. TRACK - HIGH-SPEED SWEEP - CONTINUOUS

Joe and Akira settle into a tandem drift. They are door-to-
door, tires howling.

Akira suddenly E-BRAKES HARDER than necessary, killing his
own angle, but swinging his rear end ACROSS JOE'S NOSE.

Joe has nowhere to go. He is forced to break his line, the
S13 dropping a tire off the track.
INT. KAZUYA'S PIT - CONTINUOUS
Kazuya is grinning, holding his radio.
KAZUYA
( (To Akira, in Japanese)
He is broken! Now, put him into
the gravell!

EXT. TRACK - FINAL SECTION - CONTINUOUS
Akira pulls far ahead, taking a flawless, disciplined
line—-Ren's line. Joe realizes he needs an act of pure,
controlled aggression to close the distance.
He remembers the "Haiku" lesson, but knows discipline alone
is too slow.

INT. JOE’S S13 - CONTINUOUS

Joe closes his eyes for a split-second. He sees Aiko's face,
bruised but defiant . He sees Ren's grim determination.

He puts everything into a new plan: the ultimate fusion.
JOE
(Into mic)
Hang on, Ren. This is the Firework
you taught me about!

Scene 4: The Controlled Destruction

EXT. TRACK - THE FINAL HAIRPIN - CONTINUOUS

The track tightens into the final, deadly hairpin. Akira
enters perfectly, confident he has won.

Joe hits the entry point three car lengths faster than he
should. He is going too fast to survive the turn cleanly.
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Joe SLAMS THE CLUTCH-not once, but TWICE, violently forcing
the full, destructive power of the new turbo to spool
instantly.

The S13's engine screams—a high, unnatural sound. The boost
gauge spikes to certain engine failure.

FOOTAGE: CLOSE-UP of the boost gauge needle shaking violently
in the red zone.

Joe counter-steers with the impossible precision Ren drilled
into him. He is using Ren’s mind and Aiko'’s power.

The S13 slides in an arc that defies physics. Joe pushes the

car so close to the inner barrier that SIDE MIRROR SHATTERS
on impact, but he maintains the angle.

EXT. TRACK - EXIT - CONTINUOUS

Akira sees the raw, uncontrolled speed of Joe's angle and is
forced to slightly widen his exit line to avoid being hit.

In that millisecond, Joe maintains throttle, the car carrying
its terrifying momentum. The S13 exits the hairpin inches
ahead of the Lexus.

Joe crosses the finish line FIRST. The engine of the S13

immediately dies with a loud, final CLUNK, smoke pouring from
the hood.

EXT. FINISH LINE / PIT LANE - CONTINUOUS

Joe rips off his helmet and jumps out of the dead S13. He's
shaking, spent, but victorious.

Kazuya is screaming, running toward Joe.
KAZUYA
(In Japanese, foaming at
the mouth) )
THE ENGINE IS DEAD! DISQUALIFY HIM!
Kazuya's men surge forward.

Suddenly, the two HUMVEES surround the finish line.

TREVOR steps out with his men, their rocket launchers clearly
visible and aimed.
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TREVOR
(To Kazuya, voice calm and
cold)
The race is over. The American
won. The rules of engagement are
now in effect.

Kazuya realizes he is surrounded, outgunned, and publicly
humiliated. He glances at Ren, who nods grimly—the bet is
real.

KAZUYA
(In Japanese, spitting
the words)

Release Aiko.

(He mutters under his

tongue)
You have to be kidding me they
brought the God damn United states
military.

EXT. FUJI SPEEDWAY - PADDOCK - CONTINUOUS

Aiko, bruised but free, runs straight to Joe. He holds her
tight against his fire suit.

Ren walks up to Joe, looking at the dead S13.

REN
(To Joe, in English)
The engine is gone. You pushed
beyond discipline.

JOE
(Holding Aiko)

You taught me the discipline to
survive it, Ren. The only reason it
worked is because I knew exactly
how close I was to killing the
engine.

Ren nods. He pulls the photo of Aiko and him from his pocket

REN
(Giving the photo to Joe)
I believed honor was in the
machine.
(MORE)



87.

REN (CONT'D)
But you showed me honor is in the
risk you take for family. Keep it.

Joe takes the photo, staring at Aiko's youthful face. He

looks up at Ren.

JOE
What now?

REN
(A hint of the old
cockiness returns)
Now, we rebuild the S13. For the
next stage of the World Tour. We
have a team to run.

Joe smiles, exhausted, triumphant. He has a future, a team,
and his girl.
FADE OUT.

THE END



