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FADE IN:

EXT. LOS ANGELES — AERIAL — PRE-DAWN

High above the city.

A grid of sodium-vapor streetlights hums against a blue-gray 
horizon. The ocean is a sheet of black glass. The 101 snakes 
through concrete arteries — headlights moving like slow 
pulses through a sleeping body.

From this height, the city’s sound is muted — not silent.

A low atmospheric THRUM.

A distant SIREN that never arrives.

A freight train GROANS somewhere east of downtown.

We begin to descend.

Past glass towers catching the first bruise of morning.

Past rooftop HVAC units RATTLE in cold air.

Past a lone JOGGER at street level — breath fogging — 
checking her phone mid-stride, face tightening at what she 
reads.

Lower.

A STREET SWEEPER idles at a red light, staring straight ahead 
like he’s been awake for years.

Lower still.

A small bungalow in Silver Lake.

One skylight.

Inside — the faintest flicker of LED from a phone screen.

Rain begins to fall.

Hard.



INT. ELARA’S BEDROOM — CONTINUOUS

Dark. Still.

Rain hits the skylight in violent percussion — a heavy, 
irregular pattern like a fist on glass.

ELARA (mid-30s) lies awake, eyes open. Not startled. Just 
present.

She listens.

Not emotionally.

Technically.

Counting beats. Tracking distance. Measuring weight.

The rain intensifies.

Then — abruptly — the room snaps to dead quiet.

Elara reaches to her nightstand and taps a small FIELD 
RECORDER OFF.

We realize: the rain was playback.

Silence presses in, unnatural.

Her phone sits face-up beside the recorder.

One contact pinned to the top like a bruise:

MARCUS.

She doesn’t open the thread.

Instead, she opens a VOICEMAIL file already paused mid-
message.

A timestamp: 18 MONTHS AGO — 11:47 PM

Her thumb hovers over PLAY.

She presses it.

MARCUS (V.O.)
El… I just—

(beat, breath)
I don’t want you to—

STATIC swallows the rest.
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Elara’s jaw tightens.

Her thumb taps STOP.

Not rewind. Not replay.

Stop — like she can control the outcome.

She stares at the ceiling.

A beat.

Her phone BUZZES — not his name.

UNKNOWN NUMBER.

She flinches like it’s a slap.

She doesn’t answer.

The phone stops.

Silence again.

INT. FOLEY STAGE — DAY

Controlled chaos.

Bins of gravel. Trays of rice. Hanging sheets of tin. Shoes 
of every era lined like evidence. A booth behind glass. A 
projected film scene on screen: a woman in a kitchen, holding 
back tears.

Elara stands at the mic with headphones on.

She shakes a tin sheet — precise.

Rain.

Too thin.

She adjusts. Adds rice in a metal pan — a deeper, heavier 
fall.

Now it sounds like weight.

The DIRECTOR (40s) watches through glass.
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DIRECTOR
That’s it.

(then, like he hates that 
it’s true)

That’s grief rain.

Elara doesn’t react. Doesn’t smile. Doesn’t flinch.

She cuts playback.

Instant silence.

The lack of sound hits harder than the rain.

INT. FOLEY STAGE — LATER

The crew has cleared out.

Elara sits at a workstation, fine-tuning waveforms. Hyper-
precise. Surgical.

Her phone lies face-down.

It BUZZES under her palm.

She doesn’t lift it.

Another BUZZ.

She lifts the phone like it’s hot.

UNKNOWN NUMBER again.

A missed call.

No voicemail.

A text appears:

UNKNOWN (TEXT)
No idea why I’m sending this.

A second text follows immediately:

UNKNOWN (TEXT) (CONT'D)
But your rain sounded real.

Elara’s breath catches — small, involuntary.

She looks around the empty stage as if someone is there.

She types: WRONG NUMBER.
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Deletes it.

Types again: STOP TEXTING ME.

Deletes it.

Instead — she taps RECORD and holds the phone near the stage 
floor.

She records nothing dramatic.

Just the room tone: the soft HVAC hum, distant traffic bleed, 
a cable somewhere settling.

She sends it.

No words.

INT. JULIAN’S APARTMENT — NIGHT

Dark — not moody-dark.

Medical-dark.

Curtains pinned shut. Light kept out on purpose.

JULIAN (mid-30s) sits in a sleek chair. White gauze wraps his 
eyes. His apartment is architectural — designed for light.

Now useless.

A glass of water sits on the table. He reaches for it. Misses 
slightly. Catches it on the second try.

A muscle jumps in his jaw — anger at his own body.

His phone vibrates.

He answers without checking.

JULIAN
Yeah.

ASSISTANT (V.O.)
Doctor says two more weeks before 
they remove the wraps.

JULIAN
He’s guessing.

ASSISTANT (V.O.)
We can push the Seattle pitch. 
They’ll wait.
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Julian stills at the word “Seattle.”

JULIAN
They don’t wait.

ASSISTANT (V.O.)
You need to rest.

JULIAN
I design light. I don’t rest in the 
dark.

He ends the call.

Silence presses in.

His phone buzzes again.

A new message.

He doesn’t want it to matter — so it does.

He taps play.

AUDIO FILE — 0:12

Room tone. A quiet hum with a faint mechanical breath under 
it.

Julian tilts his head.

Listens like it’s a language.

His shoulders soften, almost imperceptible.

A text follows:

UNKNOWN (TEXT)
…

Just three dots. Nothing else.

Julian smiles faintly — not joy. Recognition.

He types.

Stops.

Deletes.

Types again.
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JULIAN (TEXT)
That’s not nothing.

That’s someone holding still.

He sends it.

Then, after a beat:

JULIAN (TEXT) (CONT'D)
Who is this?

INT. ELARA’S KITCHEN — NIGHT

Minimalist. Clean. Lifeless.

Elara eats standing up. No TV. No music.

Only the faint HUM of refrigerator coils.

Her phone BUZZES.

She sees the notification without touching it.

UNKNOWN: “Who is this?”

Her throat tightens.

She opens a drawer.

Inside:

A small tin of PIPE TOBACCO.

An unused PLANE TICKET to Seattle.

A cracked METRONOME.

Her fingers graze the ticket like it might bite.

She shuts the drawer too quickly.

She returns to the phone.

Types: WRONG NUMBER.

Deletes.

Types: Please don’t.

Deletes.

She records instead — close to her throat, too intimate.
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ELARA (INTO PHONE, LOW)
Wrong number.

She sends it.

Her voice is controlled. But her hand shakes.

INT. JULIAN’S APARTMENT — CONTINUOUS

Julian listens.

Her voice isn’t loud, but it has edges. A professional’s 
restraint.

He records his reply — calm, no pressure.

JULIAN (INTO PHONE)
Wrong numbers don’t usually send 
silence on purpose.

Beat.

JULIAN (CONT'D)
Send me something moving.

He sends it.

He sits back, waiting.

This is the most awake he’s been in weeks.

INT. ELARA’S BEDROOM — LATE NIGHT

Elara sits on the edge of the bed, phone in hand.

She stares at his message: “Send me something moving.”

Her eyes flick to Marcus’s contact pinned at the top. The 
paused voicemail. The unfinished sentence.

She swallows.

Then she stands — decision made with her body, not her brain.

She walks to the skylight.

Rain begins again.

Real this time. Soft at first, then steady.

Elara opens the recorder app — not the field recorder. Her 
phone.
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She holds it up to the glass.

The rain is different from the one she built earlier.

Messier. Closer. Alive.

She sends it.

No text.

INT. JULIAN’S APARTMENT — CONTINUOUS

Julian listens.

Real rain on glass.

His breathing slows.

A beat — and underneath the rain, faintly: a neighbor’s TV, a 
distant dog bark, the scrape of a chair.

A life behind the sound.

Julian’s expression shifts — like he’s seeing with his ears.

He types, careful:

JULIAN (TEXT)
That sounds like October.

You near water?

INT. ELARA’S BEDROOM — CONTINUOUS

Elara reads it.

For a moment, she almost answers honestly.

Instead, she records the refrigerator hum from the kitchen — 
the same low tone that fills her apartment like a lonely 
engine.

She sends it.

No explanation.

INT. JULIAN’S APARTMENT — CONTINUOUS

Julian listens to the hum.

He smiles, faint.
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He types:

JULIAN (TEXT)
You live alone.

Then, as if he realizes how that could land—

He doesn’t send it.

Deletes.

He tries again.

JULIAN (TEXT) (CONT'D)
That hum is midnight indigo.

Warm at the edges.

(beat)

Like you’re pretending not to be there.

He sends.

INT. ELARA’S BEDROOM — CONTINUOUS

Elara stares at the screen.

Not because it’s poetic.

Because it’s accurate.

Her smile appears — small, involuntary — and immediately 
guilt tries to strangle it.

She locks the phone and sets it face-down.

Silence.

Then the phone BUZZES again.

She doesn’t move.

BUZZES again.

She flips it over.

JULIAN (TEXT)
What color is silence?

Elara exhales — a sound she didn’t know she was holding.

CUT TO BLACK.
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FADE IN:

INT. ELARA’S BEDROOM — NIGHT (CONTINUOUS)

Her phone glows in the dark.

JULIAN (TEXT)
What color is silence?

Elara stares at it like it’s a trap.

She types: It’s black.

Deletes.

Types: It’s empty.

Deletes.

She presses RECORD instead.

We hear nothing for three full seconds.

Then—

ELARA (SOFTLY, ALMOST AGAINST HER 
WILL)

It’s the pause before someone 
decides to leave.

She stops. Regrets it instantly.

But she sends it.

INT. JULIAN’S APARTMENT — NIGHT

Julian listens.

The rain memory fades under her words.

He absorbs the phrasing. Not the poetry — the confession 
hiding inside it.

He doesn’t push.

He records calmly.

JULIAN
Silence isn’t a color.
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It’s negative space.

It’s what makes the sound matter.

(beat)

JULIAN (CONT'D)
Who left?

He sends it before he can overthink.

INT. ELARA’S BEDROOM

She reads it.

Her chest tightens.

She looks toward the drawer in the kitchen — the Seattle 
ticket.

She doesn’t answer.

Instead—

She opens Marcus’s voicemail again.

MARCUS (V.O., DISTORTED)
El… I just— I don’t want you to—

STATIC.

She presses STOP harder this time.

Her phone buzzes again.

JULIAN (TEXT)
You don’t have to answer.

That lands.

Not pressure.

Space.

She types:

ELARA (TEXT)
My husband.

She doesn’t soften it.

Sends.
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Silence.

Long.

INT. JULIAN’S APARTMENT

Julian inhales slowly.

He types something longer — deletes it.

Tries again.

JULIAN (TEXT)
I’m sorry.

No metaphor.

No flourish.

Just that.

He sets the phone down — resisting the urge to ask more.

INT. FOLEY STAGE — DAY

Projected scene: a car interior in heavy rain.

Elara records windshield wipers with a rubber squeegee 
against glass.

SWIPE. SWIPE. SWIPE.

The rhythm is too aggressive.

She stops.

Adjusts pressure.

SWIPE.

Now it’s closer to hesitation.

NINA (late 20s) watches through the booth window.

NINA
You’re off today.

ELARA
No, I’m not.
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She resets the take.

The car on screen skids.

Elara grabs a tray of gravel, tips it sharply.

CRASH sound — sharp, violent.

Too real.

Everyone in the booth goes still.

DIRECTOR (O.S.)
That’s… intense.

Elara removes her headphones.

ELARA
You wanted impact.

She doesn’t wait for approval.

INT. FOLEY STAGE — LATER

Elara alone.

Her phone on the mixing desk.

A new message.

JULIAN (TEXT)
What did he sound like?

She freezes.

The question lands harder than “husband.”

She stares at the waveform of the crash she just made.

FLASH CUT — MEMORY

INT. KITCHEN — NIGHT (PAST)

Marcus pacing.

MARCUS
It’s not permanent. It’s two years.

ELARA
My entire career is here.
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MARCUS
So is mine!

ELARA
You don’t get to decide our future 
for both of us.

He grabs his keys.

MARCUS
You’re the one who won’t decide 
anything.

Door slams.

END FLASH.

INT. FOLEY STAGE — PRESENT

Her jaw tightens.

She records instead of typing.

ELARA (INTO PHONE)
He hummed when he brushed his 
teeth. Off-key.

Every morning.

She almost stops.

Keeps going.

ELARA (CONT'D)
I used to tell him to stop.

She sends it.

INT. JULIAN’S APARTMENT — NIGHT

Julian smiles faintly.

He hums deliberately. Badly.

Records it.

Sends.
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INT. FOLEY STAGE

Elara listens.

For a moment — it’s funny.

Then it hurts.

But she doesn’t shut down.

Her phone buzzes again.

JULIAN (TEXT)
What did you fight about?

She exhales sharply.

Too far.

She doesn’t answer.

INT. ELARA’S KITCHEN — NIGHT

Minimal light. Street glow through blinds.

She opens the drawer.

Seattle ticket.

Unfolds it.

We see the date.

The same week as the voicemail timestamp.

She flips it over.

On the back — a scribbled note in her handwriting:

“Call him back.”

She never did.

Her phone buzzes.

JULIAN (TEXT)
If that’s too much, ignore me.

She types:

ELARA (TEXT)
He took a job in Seattle.
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Sends.

A beat.

JULIAN (TEXT)
Did you go?

Her breath tightens.

She types: No.

Deletes.

Types again:

ELARA (TEXT)
I said no.

Sends.

Long pause.

INT. JULIAN’S APARTMENT

Julian sits with that.

He records.

JULIAN
My accident happened because I 
ignored a safety call.

Thought I knew better.

(beat)

JULIAN (CONT'D)
Someone else got burned. Not just 
me.

He hesitates.

Sends it.

INT. ELARA’S KITCHEN

She listens.

The confession lands — not as competition — but as parity.

ELARA (TEXT)
Is he okay?
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JULIAN (TEXT)
She.

Yes.

Scar on her arm.

Won’t let me forget it.

Beat.

ELARA (TEXT)
Good.

She studies that word.

It means something.

Her phone buzzes again.

JULIAN (TEXT)
Sometimes the last version of 
someone isn’t the whole version.

She looks at Marcus’s voicemail timestamp.

Her thumb trembles.

ELARA (TEXT)
He accepted the job before we 
fought.

Sends.

Another truth she hasn’t said aloud.

Silence.

JULIAN (TEXT)
Did you know?

ELARA (TEXT)
I found the email after.

Beat.

ELARA (CONT’D TEXT) (CONT'D)
He was already leaving.

Her eyes well — not collapse. Contained.
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INT. JULIAN’S APARTMENT

Julian doesn’t type immediately.

He stands, walks to the window.

Pulls the curtain back slightly — light burns his eyes but he 
doesn’t close it.

JULIAN (TEXT)
Or he was already scared.

Sends.

INT. ELARA’S KITCHEN

That hits.

ELARA
(whispers)

He was.

Her phone buzzes again.

JULIAN (TEXT)
What was the last thing you said to 
him?

She stares at the question.

FLASH CUT — MEMORY

INT. KITCHEN — NIGHT

MARCUS
Come with me.

ELARA
You don’t get to decide our future.

He looks at her — not angry.

Hurt.

END FLASH.

INT. ELARA’S KITCHEN — PRESENT

She types:
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ELARA (TEXT)
I told him he didn’t get to decide 
my future.

Sends.

Beat.

Another message follows before she can brace.

JULIAN (TEXT)
Did he?

Her throat closes.

She doesn’t type.

Instead—

She presses PLAY on the voicemail one more time.

MARCUS (V.O., CLEARER THIS TIME)
El… I just— I don’t want you to 
stay for me—

STATIC.

She freezes.

The fragment is different.

Not “leave.”

Not “go.”

Stay.

Her breathing fractures.

She drops into a chair.

Her phone buzzes.

JULIAN (TEXT)
Are you still there?

She stares at Marcus’s phone.

Then types with trembling fingers:

ELARA (TEXT)
He died on the way home.
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Sends.

Long silence.

Then:

JULIAN (TEXT)
That’s not the same thing as 
deciding.

She exhales.

For the first time — the air moves through her.

CUT TO BLACK.

FADE IN:

INT. ELARA’S KITCHEN — NIGHT (CONTINUOUS)

The words still glow on her phone:

“That’s not the same thing as deciding.”

Elara sits very still.

The refrigerator hum grows louder in the silence.

She records without thinking.

ELARA (INTO PHONE, LOW)
He left angry.

She hesitates.

ELARA (CONT'D)
That’s the version I kept.

She sends it.

INT. JULIAN’S APARTMENT — NIGHT

Julian listens.

He doesn’t interrupt the silence after her words.

He records carefully.

JULIAN
Anger’s loud.
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It echoes.

(beat)

JULIAN (CONT'D)
But it’s not usually the whole 
room.

He sends it.

He removes the gauze from one eye slightly, testing the light 
seeping under the curtain.

It hurts.

He keeps it open.

INT. FOLEY STAGE — DAY

Projected scene: a man hesitating at a doorway in rain.

Elara records footsteps in mud.

The actor pauses on screen.

She times a half-step. A shift of weight.

She rewinds.

Again.

The hesitation is too short.

She lengthens it.

Nina watches.

NINA
You’re changing the rhythm.

ELARA
He wasn’t sure.

NINA
Who?

Elara doesn’t answer.

INT. ELARA’S CAR — EVENING

Traffic. Brake lights glowing red like low embers.
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Her phone buzzes.

JULIAN (TEXT)
Meet me.

She stares at the message.

Immediate follow-up:

JULIAN (TEXT) (CONT'D)
No faces.

No names.

Just space.

Her pulse spikes.

She types: No.

Deletes.

She types: Where?

Deletes.

Instead—

She records the turn signal clicking.

Wind through the cracked window.

A motorcycle revving somewhere distant.

She sends it.

INT. JULIAN’S APARTMENT — NIGHT

Julian listens to the traffic.

He smiles faintly.

He types:

JULIAN (TEXT)
You’re avoiding the question.

Beat.

JULIAN (CONT’D TEXT) (CONT'D)
Botanical Garden.

Ivy wall.
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Opposite sides.

He sends it.

INT. ELARA’S CAR — CONTINUOUS

Her breath tightens.

The idea is absurd.

Safe and dangerous at the same time.

Her phone buzzes again.

JULIAN (TEXT)
If you don’t come, I’ll sit there 
anyway.

That line disarms her.

She drives past her exit.

INT. ELARA’S BEDROOM — NIGHT

She stands beneath the skylight.

Rain begins lightly.

She doesn’t record it.

She types:

ELARA (TEXT)
One hour.

Deletes.

Types again:

ELARA (TEXT) (CONT'D)
Opposite sides of the ivy wall.

Sends.

Immediate reply:

JULIAN (TEXT)
I’ll be there.

She stares at the screen.

No turning back.
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She scrolls up through their entire thread.

Her thumb hovers over DELETE THREAD.

Instead—

She locks the phone.

Lights off.

Her eyes remain open.

CUT TO:

EXT. LOS ANGELES BOTANICAL GARDEN — LATE AFTERNOON

Warm light.

Families. Tourists. A child running through sprinkler mist.

Elara stands near the entrance, pretending not to scan.

Her phone buzzes.

JULIAN (TEXT)
I’m here.

She pockets it.

Walks.

EXT. BOTANICAL GARDEN — IVY WALL — CONTINUOUS

An old stone wall divides two sections. Thick ivy spilling 
down both sides. Moss in the cracks.

Julian sits on one side. No bandages now — dark glasses 
instead. Eyes still sensitive.

He looks composed.

His hand trembles slightly in his lap.

Footsteps approach.

ELARA (O.S.)
You early?

JULIAN
I can’t see the clock.

She sits on the other side.
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Stone between them.

Close enough to feel presence.

Separated enough to pretend.

Silence stretches.

Garden sounds fill the space — distant laughter, wind through 
leaves.

ELARA
You can see now?

JULIAN
Shapes. Light.

Beat.

JULIAN (CONT'D)
You smell like rain.

She almost laughs.

ELARA
That’s not possible.

JULIAN
It’s what you sent first.

That lands.

Silence.

ELARA
Why are you really here?

JULIAN
Because I don’t think anger is the 
last version of him.

She stiffens.

ELARA
You don’t know him.

JULIAN
No.

(beat)
JULIAN (CONT’D)

But I know what it’s like to freeze 
someone in their worst moment.

She hears the admission underneath.
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ELARA
The woman who got burned?

He nods, though she can’t see it.

JULIAN
For a while, I only remembered her 
screaming.

Beat.

JULIAN (CONT'D)
Then I remembered she told a joke 
five minutes earlier.

Silence.

That cracks something in her.

ELARA
He said something before he left.

Her voice trembles — not loud. Controlled fracture.

ELARA (CONT'D)
I never let him finish it.

Beat.

JULIAN
What do you think he was going to 
say?

She closes her eyes.

FLASH — MEMORY

MARCUS at the door.

MARCUS
El… I just— I don’t want you to 
stay for me—

END FLASH.

INT. BOTANICAL GARDEN — PRESENT

ELARA
He didn’t want me to stay for him.

The words hit her like impact.
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She presses her palm against the stone wall.

On the other side—

Julian slowly lifts his hand.

Finds a narrow gap between stones.

Holds it there.

Open.

Waiting.

She sees it.

The simplest gesture in the world.

She hesitates.

Then—

She threads her fingers through the ivy and touches his hand.

Electric. Not romantic.

Human.

Breathing shifts.

A wedding party laughs somewhere nearby. A ring flashes in 
the sun.

Elara sees it.

Her hand withdraws instinctively.

Julian feels the retreat.

JULIAN
Did I do something?

ELARA
No.

Beat.

ELARA (CONT'D)
I can’t make you a rebellion.

JULIAN
I’m not.

She stands abruptly.
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ELARA
You don’t get to replace him.

JULIAN
I don’t want his place.

Beat.

JULIAN (CONT'D)
I want the space next to you.

Silence.

She steps back.

ELARA
You shouldn’t have found me.

JULIAN
You sent rain.

That lands.

She turns.

Walks away.

Julian stays seated.

Doesn’t chase.

Garden sounds swell back in.

He removes his sunglasses.

Winces at the light.

Keeps his eyes open.

CUT TO BLACK.

FADE IN:

EXT. BOTANICAL GARDEN — LATE AFTERNOON (CONTINUOUS)

Julian remains seated against the ivy wall long after she’s 
gone.

Families drift past. A sprinkler ticks rhythmically.

He keeps his palm resting in the gap where her hand had been.
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Empty now.

He lowers it slowly.

Doesn’t move for a while.

Then finally stands.

He doesn’t look triumphant.

He looks exposed.

CUT TO:

INT. ELARA’S CAR — SUNSET

Elara grips the steering wheel.

Her breathing is uneven — not panic, but something close.

Her phone buzzes.

She doesn’t look at it.

Another buzz.

She glances.

JULIAN (TEXT)
I’m still here.

She stares at it.

Another message:

JULIAN (TEXT) (CONT'D)
I’m not trying to replace him.

Beat.

JULIAN (CONT’D TEXT) (CONT'D)
I’m trying to understand you.

Her jaw tightens.

She throws the phone onto the passenger seat.

Starts the engine.

Drives.

CUT TO:
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INT. JULIAN’S APARTMENT — NIGHT

Curtains half-open now.

The room is dim but not sealed shut.

Julian sits at his desk, replaying her first rain recording.

He opens the audio file on his laptop.

Zooms into the waveform.

Listens closely.

He isolates the tail end.

A faint echo — metallic, contained.

He leans forward.

JULIAN
That’s not a skylight.

He opens architectural reference software.

Scrolling.

Scrolling.

Stops.

A listing:

“Vintage Foley Stage — 1940s Sound Vault — Hollywood.”

He enlarges the image.

Smiles faintly.

Not conquest.

Recognition.

CUT TO:

INT. FOLEY STAGE — DAY

Elara records footsteps on hardwood.

Her timing is off.

Too sharp.
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She stops.

Removes headphones.

Nina watches from the booth.

NINA
You met him.

ELARA
It wasn’t like that.

NINA
You’ve been different since the 
rain guy.

Elara stiffens.

ELARA
He found me.

NINA
And?

Beat.

ELARA
And I don’t know what that means.

Nina studies her.

NINA
It means you’re not numb.

That lands harder than expected.

ELARA
Numb is functional.

She puts the headphones back on.

Forces the next take.

CUT TO:

EXT. HOLLYWOOD SIDE STREET — DAY

Julian stands across from the boutique Foley studio.

Brick exterior. Old signage. A door with frosted glass.

He hesitates.

32.



This isn’t poetic now.

This is real.

He walks toward the door.

CUT TO:

INT. FOLEY STAGE — CONTINUOUS

Elara resets a rain effect.

Tin sheet. Rice in pan.

She begins.

The rain is controlled. Professional.

A SHADOW passes beneath the stage door.

A KNOCK.

Firm.

Measured.

Everyone in the booth goes still.

Nina looks at Elara.

ELARA
(quietly)

Don’t.

Nina opens the door anyway.

Julian stands there.

Seeing her clearly for the first time.

Silence.

The HVAC hum fills the space.

Their eyes lock.

No music.

JULIAN
You weren’t what I imagined either.

She freezes.
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ELARA
We’re working.

JULIAN
I know.

He doesn’t step inside.

He stays at the threshold.

ELARA
You shouldn’t be here.

JULIAN
You said not to look.

Beat.

JULIAN (CONT'D)
You didn’t say not to listen.

The crew pretends not to watch.

Nina clears her throat.

NINA
Hallway?

Elara doesn’t move.

ELARA
You tracked me.

JULIAN
You sent a room.

Beat.

JULIAN (CONT'D)
Rooms have signatures.

That unsettles her.

ELARA
That’s not romantic.

JULIAN
It’s not supposed to be.

Silence.

JULIAN (CONT'D)
I don’t want his place.
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That lands.

ELARA
You don’t know him.

JULIAN
No.

(beat)
JULIAN (CONT’D)

But I know what it’s like to think 
you ruined something you loved.

She absorbs that.

ELARA
You think this fixes it?

JULIAN
No.

Beat.

JULIAN (CONT'D)
I think avoiding it doesn’t.

That hits.

She steps closer — not intimate. Confrontational.

ELARA
You don’t get to make my grief into 
a metaphor.

JULIAN
You already did.

Beat.

JULIAN (CONT'D)
You build rain for other people.

Silence.

He softens.

JULIAN (CONT'D)
Let yourself stand in it.

That line cracks something.

Nina watches carefully.

ELARA
Leave.
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He nods.

No argument.

He turns.

Walks out.

The door shuts.

Silence floods the room.

Nina looks at Elara.

NINA
You gonna tell me who that was?

ELARA
No.

She picks up the tin sheet.

Her hands tremble.

She forces them steady.

She shakes it again.

Rain.

But this time —

The rhythm is different.

Less controlled.

More alive.

CUT TO:

EXT. HOLLYWOOD STREET — DAY

Julian stands outside the studio.

Not smiling.

Not victorious.

Shaken.

He exhales.

Then looks up at the surrounding buildings.
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The light hitting brick.

An idea forming.

Not spectacle.

Intentional.

CUT TO BLACK.

FADE IN:

INT. OPHTHALMOLOGY CLINIC — DAY

Clinical white. Controlled light.

Julian sits upright. No bandages now. Eyes raw, sensitive.

The DOCTOR shines a penlight.

DOCTOR
Follow the beam.

Julian does. Slow. Precise.

DOCTOR (CONT'D)
Clarity?

JULIAN
Too sharp.

He doesn’t look away.

DOCTOR
You’re cleared to work.

Ease back in.

Julian nods — already elsewhere.

CUT TO:

EXT. LOS ANGELES STREET — DAY

Julian steps into full daylight.

The city floods him.

Windshield glare. Reflections off chrome. Glass towers 
splitting sunlight into shards.
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He freezes.

Not overwhelmed.

Awakened.

He takes it in — deeply.

Then pulls out his phone.

No messages from her.

The thread remains.

But quiet.

He opens her first rain recording again.

Listens.

This time with sight.

Something clicks.

CUT TO:

INT. JULIAN’S OFFICE — DAY

Modern architecture firm.

Glass walls. Digital renderings everywhere.

Julian stands before a city lighting model.

ASSISTANT
Seattle’s still on the table.

He doesn’t answer immediately.

He adjusts a temperature setting.

A building shifts from cool white to warm amber.

ASSISTANT (CONT'D)
You’ve never gone subtle before.

JULIAN
Maybe I was wrong.

Beat.

ASSISTANT
About what?
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JULIAN
Thinking bold meant control.

He doesn’t elaborate.

CUT TO:

EXT. DOWNTOWN BUILDING — NIGHT

A mid-rise structure.

Its exterior lighting slowly shifts.

Cool steel blue fades into a restrained amber.

Not flashy.

Intentional.

CUT TO:

INT. ELARA’S CAR — NIGHT

Traffic gridlocked.

She stares forward.

A building ahead glows differently.

Warmer.

She blinks.

Assumes coincidence.

Then another building further down shifts — slightly golden.

Her breath changes.

Her phone BUZZES.

JULIAN (TEXT)
Spring and 4th.

She looks up.

That’s exactly where she is.

Her pulse spikes.

ELARA (TEXT)
You don’t get to do that.
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Sends.

Immediate response.

JULIAN (TEXT)
You described brake lights 
underwater.

Beat.

JULIAN (CONT’D TEXT) (CONT'D)
I wanted you to see it.

She grips the wheel tighter.

ELARA (TEXT)
This isn’t romantic.

JULIAN (TEXT)
It’s not supposed to be.

Beat.

JULIAN (CONT’D TEXT) (CONT'D)
It’s listening.

That lands.

Traffic moves.

She doesn’t.

Horn behind her.

She drives.

CUT TO:

INT. FOLEY STAGE — DAY

Elara records a scene of reconciliation.

Two actors onscreen standing in a doorway.

She performs subtle cloth movement.

Breath.

Foot shift.

Her phone buzzes in her pocket.

She ignores it.

40.



Buzz again.

She stops the take.

Pulls the phone out.

JULIAN (TEXT)
I won’t chase you.

Beat.

Another message:

JULIAN (CONT’D TEXT) (CONT'D)
But I won’t disappear either.

That one hits harder.

She puts the phone face down.

Returns to the mic.

But the timing is off.

DIRECTOR (O.S.)
You’re anticipating the beat.

She pulls off the headphones.

ELARA
Give me a minute.

CUT TO:

INT. STUDIO HALLWAY — CONTINUOUS

Muted industrial light.

Nina follows her out.

NINA
You can’t be half-in with this guy.

ELARA
I’m not in.

NINA
You’re not out either.

Beat.

NINA (CONT'D)
Portland called again.
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Elara stiffens.

ELARA
I told you I’m not relocating.

NINA
You didn’t tell me why.

Silence.

ELARA
Because I’m not leaving something 
unfinished.

NINA
Him?

ELARA
No.

(beat)
ELARA (CONT’D)

Me.

That surprises even her.

CUT TO:

INT. ELARA’S APARTMENT — NIGHT

She stands at the window.

Across the skyline — warm tones scattered.

Subtle.

Measured.

Her phone buzzes.

JULIAN (TEXT)
You still think he decided your 
future?

She stares at it.

She types.

Deletes.

Instead, she opens Marcus’s voicemail again.

This time she adjusts the volume.
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Listens harder.

MARCUS (V.O., CLEARER)
El… I just—

(beat)
I don’t want you to stay for me.

STATIC.

Her breath fractures.

The sentence completes in her head now.

Her phone buzzes again.

JULIAN (TEXT)
If he didn’t want you to stay for 
him…

(beat)
What did you stay for?

That question hits like a physical blow.

She types slowly.

ELARA (TEXT)
Because I thought staying meant 
loyalty.

Beat.

Her fingers tremble.

ELARA (CONT’D TEXT) (CONT'D)
Turns out it meant fear.

She sends it before she can stop herself.

Long silence.

Then—

JULIAN (TEXT)
Fear’s loud too.

Beat.

JULIAN (CONT’D TEXT) (CONT'D)
But it’s not permanent.

She exhales.
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For the first time — not defensive.

CUT TO:

EXT. CITY STREET — NIGHT

A street musician taps a bicycle chain rhythm.

Click. Click. Click.

Elara pauses on the sidewalk.

Listens.

The rhythm shifts into something resembling rain.

She looks around.

Doesn’t see Julian.

But feels the presence.

Her phone buzzes.

JULIAN (TEXT)
Can I see you again?

She stares at the message.

Long beat.

ELARA (TEXT)
No walls.

Sends.

Immediate reply.

JULIAN (TEXT)
Rooftop.

Beat.

JULIAN (CONT’D TEXT) (CONT'D)
My building.

She hesitates.

Then—

ELARA (TEXT)
Tomorrow.
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Sends.

She stands still on the sidewalk as the musician continues.

The city hum blends with the metallic rhythm.

Something is shifting.

CUT TO BLACK.

FADE IN:

EXT. JULIAN’S OFFICE BUILDING — DUSK

Glass and steel. Clean lines.

The sky bruises purple behind it.

Elara stands on the sidewalk across the street.

Looking up.

The rooftop is visible. No dramatic lighting. No spectacle.

Just height.

Her phone BUZZES.

JULIAN (TEXT)
Door’s unlocked.

Top floor.

She pockets the phone.

Crosses.

CUT TO:

INT. ELEVATOR — CONTINUOUS

Mirrored walls.

Elara’s reflection stares back.

Not the numb woman from Act I.

Not healed either.

The elevator rises.
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DING.

CUT TO:

EXT. ROOFTOP — CONTINUOUS

Open air.

No walls.

City sprawling beneath them.

Julian stands near the edge — not dramatically. Just waiting.

He doesn’t move when she steps out.

She closes the rooftop door behind her.

Silence stretches.

Wind threads between them.

ELARA
You didn’t light anything.

JULIAN
I said no walls.

Beat.

She studies him.

This is the first time they’re fully visible to each other.

No ivy. No threshold. No studio crew.

Just air.

ELARA
You tracked my studio.

JULIAN
You sent a room.

ELARA
That’s still tracking.

He nods.

JULIAN
Yes.

Beat.

46.



JULIAN (CONT'D)
I shouldn’t have come inside like 
that.

That surprises her.

ELARA
Then why did you?

He doesn’t dodge it.

JULIAN
Because I didn’t want to be someone 
you only knew in the dark.

That lands.

She steps closer — but keeps distance.

ELARA
I don’t want you to be a rebellion.

JULIAN
I’m not.

Beat.

JULIAN (CONT'D)
I’m a choice.

Wind pushes her hair back.

She looks down at the city.

ELARA
If I let this happen…

(beat)
It means I was wrong.

JULIAN
About what?

ELARA
About staying.

About fighting him.

About thinking loyalty meant sacrifice.

Silence.

JULIAN
What if loyalty means honesty?
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She looks at him sharply.

ELARA
You don’t know him.

JULIAN
No.

(beat)
JULIAN (CONT’D)

But I know what it’s like to 
mistake pride for conviction.

That’s aimed at himself.

She hears it.

ELARA
The woman who got burned?

He nods.

JULIAN
I thought I controlled outcomes.

Beat.

JULIAN (CONT'D)
I didn’t.

Wind grows stronger.

She walks closer to the edge — not dangerously. Deliberately.

ELARA
He accepted the Seattle job before 
we fought.

Julian absorbs that.

ELARA (CONT'D)
I found the email after he died.

Beat.

ELARA (CONT'D)
I never asked him why.

That’s the real wound.

JULIAN
What would you have said?
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FLASH CUT — MEMORY

MARCUS at the door.

MARCUS
Come with me.

She hesitates too long.

END FLASH.

BACK TO ROOFTOP.

ELARA
I would’ve said yes.

It’s the first time she says it aloud.

It hangs in the open air.

Julian doesn’t seize it.

JULIAN
Then say yes to something.

That lands differently now.

ELARA
You?

JULIAN
Not me.

Beat.

JULIAN (CONT’D)
To yourself.

Silence.

The city lights begin flickering on below.

Routine evening.

Not orchestrated.

She watches them.

ELARA
You have a Seattle project too.

He freezes — surprised she knows.
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ELARA (CONT’D)
Nina mentioned it. Architecture 
blogs aren’t subtle.

He doesn’t deny it.

JULIAN
I haven’t answered.

ELARA
Because of me?

JULIAN
Because I don’t know if I’m running 
toward something

or away from something.

That’s honest.

She steps closer now.

Half the distance between them gone.

ELARA
If you go… I’m not following you.

He nods.

JULIAN
I wouldn’t ask you to.

Beat.

ELARA
That’s what he said.

Silence.

Wind whips harder.

JULIAN
Then maybe that’s what love sounds 
like.

That line cuts deep.

She looks at him — eyes wet, but steady.

ELARA
I kept him frozen in the argument.

JULIAN
You don’t have to anymore.
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Long silence.

The tension is no longer panic.

It’s choice.

She steps the remaining distance.

Not kissing.

Just standing close enough to feel his warmth.

ELARA
I’m still scared.

JULIAN
Good.

She frowns.

JULIAN (CONT’D)
It means it matters.

That disarms her.

She lifts her hand slowly.

Places it flat against his chest.

His heart beats steady.

Not rushed.

Not claiming.

Just there.

She leans in.

The kiss is restrained.

Not sweeping.

Heavy with unfinished grief.

They separate slowly.

Neither triumphant.

Neither undone.

Just altered.

Wind settles.

51.



City hum deepens below.

ELARA
I’m not promising anything.

JULIAN
I’m not asking.

Beat.

They stand side by side now.

Facing the city.

Not clinging.

Connected.

CUT TO:

INT. ELARA’S APARTMENT — NIGHT

She enters alone.

The space feels different.

She walks to the drawer.

Opens it.

Seattle ticket.

Marcus’s phone.

Pipe tobacco tin.

She picks up the voicemail phone.

Presses PLAY.

MARCUS (V.O.)
El… I just—

(beat)
I don’t want you to stay for me.

STATIC.

She closes her eyes.

Breathes through it.

This time she doesn’t stop it mid-sentence.
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She presses DELETE.

Confirmation prompt glows.

“Delete voicemail?”

Her finger hovers.

She presses YES.

Silence.

She doesn’t collapse.

She exhales.

Soft.

Alive.

CUT TO BLACK.

FADE IN:

INT. FOLEY STAGE — EARLY MORNING

Empty.

Elara stands alone at center stage.

No projection running. No assignment.

She places a microphone down deliberately.

Steps back.

Closes her eyes.

Listens.

Room tone.

HVAC hum. Distant traffic. A cable settling inside the wall.

She presses RECORD.

Holds the silence longer than comfortable.

Stops.

Plays it back.

53.



The sound feels fuller than before.

Not hollow.

The stage door opens.

Nina enters, holding her phone.

NINA
You need to see this.

Elara opens her eyes.

INT. FOLEY BOOTH — CONTINUOUS

Nina shows her a screen.

An industry blog article:

“Julian Mercer Declines Seattle Landmark Project.”

Subheading:

“Architect cites ‘personal recalibration.’”

Elara’s stomach drops.

ELARA
He turned it down?

NINA
Apparently.

Beat.

NINA (CONT'D)
You two talk about this?

Elara shakes her head.

Her phone BUZZES in her hand.

JULIAN (TEXT)
You see it?

She stares at the message.

ELARA (TEXT)
You didn’t tell me.

Immediate reply.
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JULIAN (TEXT)
I didn’t want it to feel like 
leverage.

That lands hard.

ELARA (TEXT)
It feels like sacrifice.

Long pause.

Then—

JULIAN (TEXT)
It feels like choice.

She lowers the phone slowly.

Something unsettled moves inside her.

CUT TO:

EXT. JULIAN’S OFFICE BUILDING — DAY

Julian exits the building alone.

No assistants. No press.

His ASSISTANT catches up.

ASSISTANT
You sure about this?

JULIAN
No.

Beat.

ASSISTANT
You built your career on projects 
like that.

JULIAN
Maybe that’s the problem.

He walks away.

Not triumphant.

Stripped.

CUT TO:
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INT. ELARA’S APARTMENT — NIGHT

Elara stands at the window.

Across the skyline — the subtle warmth remains.

Her phone buzzes.

Unknown number.

She freezes.

Answers cautiously.

ELARA
Hello?

VOICE (V.O.)
Is this Elara Bennett?

Her breath tightens.

ELARA
Yes.

VOICE (V.O.)
This is Officer Ramirez.

I’m sorry to bother you — we recovered additional audio from 
your husband’s accident report.

Everything stops.

ELARA
What kind of audio?

VOICE (V.O.)
Dash cam.

Beat.

VOICE
We’re required to offer it to next 
of kin.

Her hand trembles.

ELARA
Email it.

She hangs up before she can change her mind.

CUT TO:
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INT. JULIAN’S APARTMENT — NIGHT

Julian’s phone buzzes.

ELARA (TEXT)
He called me before he crashed.

Beat.

ELARA (CONT’D TEXT) (CONT'D)
I didn’t answer.

He reads that.

Doesn’t respond immediately.

Instead, he records something.

Just the sound of him breathing steadily.

Sends it.

INT. ELARA’S APARTMENT — CONTINUOUS

An email notification appears.

Attachment:

“Dashcam_Audio_Final.wav”

Her heart pounds.

Her phone buzzes again — Julian’s breathing recording.

She presses play.

His breath is steady. Grounded.

Not words.

Presence.

She taps the attachment.

Audio begins.

We hear the inside of a car.

TURN SIGNAL clicking.

Rain against windshield.

Marcus’s breathing.
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MARCUS (V.O.)
El…

A pause.

MARCUS
I don’t want you to stay for me.

Windshield wipers.

MARCUS (CONT'D)
I want you to choose.

Silence.

Then — a sudden sharp intake of breath—

TIRES SCREECH.

Metal impact.

Static.

The file ends.

Elara stands frozen.

No collapse.

No scream.

Just stillness.

Her phone vibrates.

JULIAN (TEXT)
I’m here.

She doesn’t respond.

Instead—

She plays the file again.

This time listening past the crash.

Listening to the choice.

CUT TO:
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EXT. CITY STREET — NIGHT

Julian stands outside her building.

He doesn’t text again.

Doesn’t call.

He just stands there.

Looking up.

Lights flicker on in surrounding buildings.

Warm.

Routine.

CUT TO:

INT. ELARA’S APARTMENT — CONTINUOUS

She hears faint street noise below.

Walks to the window.

Sees him standing there.

Not signaling.

Not demanding.

Just present.

Her breathing shifts.

She grabs her coat.

CUT TO:

EXT. ELARA’S BUILDING — NIGHT

She steps outside.

They stand facing each other.

No phones now.

No walls.

Just air.
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ELARA
He wanted me to choose.

JULIAN
Then choose.

Tears in her eyes — but steady.

ELARA
I didn’t answer his call.

Beat.

JULIAN
That doesn’t make you responsible 
for physics.

She almost laughs — broken, but real.

ELARA
It makes me human.

Silence.

City hum around them.

She steps closer.

Not romantic.

Anchoring.

ELARA (CONT'D)
I’m not choosing you because he’s 
gone.

Beat.

ELARA (CONT'D)
I’m choosing you because I’m not 
afraid.

That’s new.

He nods.

JULIAN
Then I’ll take Seattle.

That surprises her.

ELARA
What?
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JULIAN
Not because I’m leaving you.

Beat.

JULIAN (CONT'D)
Because I’m not afraid either.

Silence.

The stakes shift.

ELARA
I’m not following you.

JULIAN
I’m not asking.

Beat.

He steps closer.

JULIAN (CONT'D)
We don’t have to choose geography 
tonight.

She studies him.

This isn’t rebellion.

This isn’t rescue.

This is partnership.

She takes his hand.

Choice.

CUT TO BLACK.

FADE IN:

EXT. ELARA’S BUILDING — NIGHT (CONTINUOUS)

They stand under a streetlight.

Not kissing.

Holding hands loosely — like they’re testing gravity.
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ELARA
When would you leave?

JULIAN
Three months.

Beat.

JULIAN (CONT'D)
They want me there for 
installation.

She nods.

The timeline is real now.

ELARA
And after that?

JULIAN
Back and forth.

Beat.

JULIAN (CONT'D)
Or something else.

She studies him.

ELARA
You’d move?

JULIAN
If I chose to.

He emphasizes it gently.

Choice.

A passing car washes them in light.

ELARA
I stayed because I thought it meant 
loyalty.

Beat.

ELARA (CONT'D)
I don’t want to go because it feels 
like losing.

JULIAN
Then don’t go because of me.
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Beat.

JULIAN (CONT'D)
Go because you want to.

Silence.

The simplicity unnerves her.

CUT TO:

INT. FOLEY STAGE — DAY

Projected scene: a couple in a hospital waiting room.

Elara performs the soft shuffle of shoes on linoleum.

Breath. Fabric shift.

Her timing is different now.

Less mechanical.

More lived-in.

Nina watches from the booth.

NINA
You heard it.

ELARA
What?

NINA
Whatever you were avoiding.

Beat.

ELARA
He told me to choose.

NINA
Which he?

Elara meets her eyes.

ELARA
Both.

Nina absorbs that.

NINA
Portland’s still open.
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ELARA
I know.

Beat.

ELARA (CONT'D)
But I’m not running anymore.

CUT TO:

INT. JULIAN’S OFFICE — DAY

Julian reviews Seattle schematics.

Warm lighting plan layered across a waterfront district.

His assistant watches.

ASSISTANT
You’re committing?

JULIAN
Yes.

Beat.

ASSISTANT
Because of her?

Julian doesn’t flinch.

JULIAN
Because I don’t want to make fear 
my architect.

That lands.

CUT TO:

INT. ELARA’S APARTMENT — NIGHT

The Seattle plane ticket halves still sit on the table.

She picks them up.

Looks at them.

Instead of taping them together —

She throws them away.

Not violently.
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Decisively.

She opens her laptop.

Searches: “Seattle Foley studios.”

A list appears.

Her hand hovers over the mouse.

She closes the laptop.

Not yet.

She walks to the skylight.

Rain begins lightly.

She doesn’t record it.

She opens the window slightly.

Lets real rain mist her face.

Direct.

No mediation.

She closes her eyes.

Breath steady.

CUT TO:

EXT. ROOFTOP — SUNSET

The same rooftop from before.

This time no confrontation.

No tension.

Julian and Elara stand side by side.

City below.

ELARA
I listened to the dashcam again.

JULIAN
Yeah?
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ELARA
He wasn’t angry.

Beat.

ELARA (CONT'D)
He sounded scared.

Julian nods.

JULIAN
Most of us do when we’re honest.

Silence.

ELARA
I told him he didn’t get to decide 
my future.

Beat.

ELARA (CONT'D)
Turns out I didn’t either.

She looks at him.

ELARA (CONT'D)
I froze it.

That’s the real admission.

JULIAN
Not anymore.

Wind brushes past them.

City lights flicker on below — routine, not performance.

ELARA
If you go to Seattle…

Beat.

ELARA (CONT'D)
I’ll visit.

He smiles faintly.

JULIAN
That sounds like a choice.

She nods.
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ELARA
It is.

Beat.

She turns toward him fully.

ELARA (CONT'D)
But I’m not promising forever.

JULIAN
I’m not building a monument.

That line softens her.

She steps into him.

Not dramatic.

Natural.

They kiss.

Quieter than before.

No desperation.

No rescue.

Integration.

CUT TO:

EXT. LOS ANGELES — AERIAL — NIGHT

We rise slowly above the city.

Warm light across buildings.

Traffic flowing.

Layered sound design:

Distant siren.

Wind across rooftops.

Rain fading.

Two steady breaths.

The city hum feels dimensional now.
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Alive.

CUT TO BLACK.

FADE IN:

INT. ELARA’S APARTMENT — MORNING

Sunlight through the skylight.

No rain.

Elara stands in the kitchen, holding her phone.

An open email draft on screen:

Subject: Seattle Studio Inquiry

Blank body.

She types:

“Hi, I’m a Foley artist based in Los Angeles—”

Stops.

Deletes.

Starts again:

“I’m exploring a possible relocation—”

Stops.

Deletes.

Her phone BUZZES.

JULIAN (TEXT)
Coffee before site meeting?

She stares at the draft.

Then locks the phone.

ELARA (TEXT)
Yes.

Sends.
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The email remains unsent.

CUT TO:

EXT. NEIGHBORHOOD CAFE — MORNING

Outdoor tables. Traffic hum. Espresso machine hiss.

Julian and Elara sit across from each other.

No phones on the table.

ELARA
When you picture Seattle… what do 
you see?

JULIAN
Fog.

(beat)
JULIAN (CONT’D)

Water reflecting light differently.

Beat.

JULIAN (CONT'D)
Space to not be the guy who rushed 
a rig.

She absorbs that.

ELARA
You still think about her.

JULIAN
Every time I design something now.

Beat.

JULIAN (CONT'D)
I don’t want to freeze her in the 
scream.

That mirrors her.

She notices.

ELARA
I don’t want to freeze Marcus in 
the argument.

Silence.

He reaches for her hand.
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Stops.

This time —

She reaches first.

Choice.

CUT TO:

INT. FOLEY STAGE — DAY

Projected scene: a couple reconciling at an airport gate.

Elara performs rolling suitcase wheels.

The sound is lighter than expected.

Hopeful.

DIRECTOR (O.S.)
You’re underplaying it.

ELARA
They’re not running.

They’re deciding.

The director watches her.

DIRECTOR
You’re different.

ELARA
Yeah.

Beat.

ELARA (CONT'D)
I am.

CUT TO:

INT. JULIAN’S OFFICE — EVENING

Julian stands alone in front of a scale model of the Seattle 
waterfront project.

He adjusts a small LED strip.

Warmer.
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Less dramatic.

His ASSISTANT enters.

ASSISTANT
Flight’s booked.

Julian nods.

ASSISTANT (CONT'D)
You going alone?

Beat.

JULIAN
Yes.

That lands with weight.

He isn’t waiting for her to follow.

CUT TO:

INT. ELARA’S APARTMENT — NIGHT

Elara sits on the floor.

Marcus’s jacket folded in a box beside her.

The pipe tobacco tin rests in her palm.

She opens it.

Smells it.

This time, it doesn’t flatten her.

She closes it.

Places it inside the box.

Seals it.

Not erased.

Stored.

Her phone buzzes.

JULIAN (TEXT)
Flight’s Friday.

She stares at it.
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ELARA (TEXT)
Okay.

She doesn’t add anything else.

The silence between them now is not avoidance.

It’s space.

CUT TO:

EXT. AIRPORT DROP-OFF — DAY

Cars idling. Announcements overhead.

Julian stands with a small carry-on.

Elara stands in front of him.

No drama.

No swelling music.

ELARA
You’re not waiting for me to say 
something big.

JULIAN
No.

Beat.

ELARA
Good.

Silence.

ELARA (CONT'D)
I’m not following you to fix what I 
didn’t fix before.

JULIAN
I know.

Beat.

JULIAN (CONT'D)
I’m not leaving to prove anything 
either.

They stand close.

The airport noise swells around them.
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ELARA
Call me when you land.

JULIAN
I will.

He leans in.

They kiss.

Not desperate.

Grounded.

He steps back.

Walks toward the entrance.

She watches.

He doesn’t turn around immediately.

Halfway to the door —

He does.

Not dramatic.

Just checking.

She’s still there.

She nods.

He goes inside.

CUT TO:

EXT. LOS ANGELES — AERIAL — LATE AFTERNOON

The city stretches beneath.

Layered sound design:

Traffic.

Wind.

Distant laughter.

A faint echo of rain.

The same skyline as the opening.
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But fuller.

Alive.

CUT TO:

INT. ELARA’S APARTMENT — NIGHT

Rain begins softly against the skylight.

Elara stands beneath it.

No recorder.

No phone.

She opens the window fully.

Lets real rain hit her face.

No mediation.

Direct.

She closes her eyes.

Listens.

Her phone BUZZES somewhere behind her.

She doesn’t rush to it.

She stands in the rain.

Choosing.

CUT TO BLACK.

FADE IN:

INT. ELARA’S APARTMENT — NIGHT (CONTINUOUS)

Rain falls directly onto her face through the open skylight.

No recorder.

No performance.

Just sensation.
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Her phone continues to BUZZ on the kitchen counter.

She lets it.

After a long beat, she closes the skylight.

Walks to the counter.

Looks at the screen.

JULIAN (TEXT)
Landed.

A second message:

JULIAN (TEXT) (CONT'D)
It’s colder here.

She exhales — not relief. Continuity.

ELARA (TEXT)
Good.

She adds:

ELARA (CONT’D TEXT) (CONT'D)
Send me the fog.

Sends.

She sets the phone down — not clinging to it.

CUT TO:

EXT. SEATTLE WATERFRONT — NIGHT

Fog rolls across dark water.

Julian stands alone on the dock, phone raised.

He records.

Fog horn in the distance.

Water slapping wood pilings.

Wind threading through rigging lines.

He doesn’t speak.

He sends it.

CUT TO:
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INT. ELARA’S APARTMENT — NIGHT

Elara listens.

The fog horn vibrates through the speakers.

It’s not romantic.

It’s lonely.

She closes her eyes.

This time she doesn’t fill the silence with grief.

She records something back.

ELARA
Room tone.

(beat)
ELARA (CONT’D)

Los Angeles.

She holds the mic steady.

The layered hum of the city bleeds in through the walls.

She sends it.

CUT TO:

INT. FOLEY STAGE — DAY

Projected scene: sunrise over water.

Elara stands at center stage.

She performs wind through fabric.

Subtle.

Intentional.

Nina watches from the booth.

NINA
You’re not moving, are you?

Elara doesn’t look up.

ELARA
Not because I’m scared.

Beat.
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ELARA (CONT'D)
And not because I’m staying for 
someone else.

That lands.

Nina nods slowly.

NINA
That’s new.

Elara allows herself a small smile.

CUT TO:

EXT. SEATTLE PROJECT SITE — DAY

Julian stands beneath scaffolding.

He adjusts lighting rigs.

ASSISTANT
You could’ve stayed in L.A.

Julian studies the water reflecting the light.

JULIAN
I didn’t want to freeze there 
either.

He steps back.

The building glows — not bold, not showy.

Human.

CUT TO:

INT. ELARA’S APARTMENT — EVENING

Elara sits at her laptop.

The Seattle studio email draft reopens.

She types:

“Hi, I’m a Foley artist based in Los Angeles.

I’m not relocating — but I’m interested in collaboration.”

She stops.
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Smiles faintly.

Sends.

Choice — without surrender.

CUT TO:

EXT. ROOFTOP — SUNSET (WEEKS LATER)

Elara stands alone at the edge.

City below.

Phone to her ear.

We don’t hear Julian’s voice — just her side.

ELARA
I’m not following you.

(beat, listening)
ELARA (CONT’D)

But I’m visiting next month.

She smiles.

ELARA (CONT'D)
No monuments.

She hangs up.

Stands there in the wind.

Not waiting.

Not frozen.

Alive.

CUT TO:

INT. ELARA’S APARTMENT — NIGHT

The sealed box containing Marcus’s jacket rests in the 
closet.

She opens it.

Not to undo it.

Just to look.
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She lifts the pipe tobacco tin.

Opens it.

Smells.

Closes it.

Places it back.

This time she doesn’t linger.

She closes the box.

Turns off the light.

CUT TO:

EXT. LOS ANGELES — AERIAL — NIGHT

We rise slowly above the city.

The same signature descent from the opening — now reversed.

Streetlights glow warmer.

Traffic pulses.

Wind hums between buildings.

Layered sound design builds:

Fog horn (faint memory of Seattle).

City hum of L.A.

Rain far off in the distance.

Two breaths, overlapping — not synced perfectly.

Human.

FINAL IMAGE:

Elara standing beneath the skylight.

Rain begins again.

She doesn’t record it.

She doesn’t analyze it.

She stands in it.
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Direct.

FADE OUT.

THE END.
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