58.
EXT. PARIS - QUAI ALONG THE SEINE - NIGHT

Jules tears through the neon-splashed streets. Her wheels
clatter like warning shots.

She scans every reflection, every passing face—searching for
a pursuer who isn’t there.

At a distant bridge, breath sharp, she pulls her phone.

Types: “Trust no one.. CMN.”

INT. LOCKWELL CORP. OFFICE - SAME TIME

Matt’s phone BUZZES — except it’s nowhere near Matt. It’s
vibrating on Jackobs’s desk. Jackobs picks it up.

A call flashes in. Jackobs answers quietly.

JULIA (FILTERED)
You're working on Morphem again. I
knew it.

Jackobs stays silent.

JULIA (FILTERED) (CONT'D)
Dad, you’re in danger. I can’t
explain how I know, but I need you
to trust me more than you trust
yourself and get off Morphem. Like
right now.

(she waits)

Say something. I know you're there.
I hear you breathing. Dad?

Jackobs kills the call.

EXT. BRIDGE OVER SEINE - NIGHT
Julia stares at the screen as it goes dark, her breath

catching. She looks around, mind racing—then she whips the
phone into the Seine.

EXT. LONG HALLWAY - SAME TIME

Jackobs moves fast, enters a room where Agent Balder oversees
a flurry of analysts.

JACKOBS
How quickly can you scrub this?

AGENT BALDER
Whose phone?

JACKOBS
Salagen’s.



59.

AGENT BALDER
I'll put my team on it now.

JACKOBS
Call me first. Then send it to
security.

INT. A-25 LAB - DAY
Matt’s company phone buzzes. Unknown caller. He answers.

HAL (FILTERED)
I found Mora. He’s in Marina del
Rey living on a boat.

MATT SALAGEN
How’d you get this number?

HAL (FILTERED)
You’'re on a company line?

MATT SALAGEN
They just gave it to me.

HAL (FILTERED)
Then every personal call’s being
funneled to you. Which means
someone’s watching the funnel.
(beat)
Get to Mora. He's trying to leave
the country the scenic route.

INT. LOCKWELL CORP. - STAIRCASE - DAY

Agent Balder ascends a dim stairwell, technicians racing past
him with servers, cables, and diagnostic rigs. The higher he
climbs, the darker it gets.

He steps into—

INT. ROOM 709 - COMPUTER LABS

Rows of workstations flicker like a server graveyard.
Forensics staff peel apart devices with surgeon precision.

Balder approaches a lone female tech, hair pinned back,
working on a carcass of dismantled phones.

AGENT BALDER
Need a full pull and decryption.
Two hours.
The agent turns—

It’'s ZOE.

ZOE
Just set it down.



