
EXT. NARUHASHI DISTRICT - NEO-TOKYO - NIGHT - 2189

Neon flickers dimly through relentless rain. Hovering ad-drones buzz
overhead like dying wasps. Broken signs blink faintly, selling futures

that never came.

Below the sky rails, above rusted drainage canals, a crowd gathers under
glowing arches of an old expressway. Teenagers with hacked optics, low-
tier racers hungry for scrap, tech-rats selling boosters and unlicensed

chrono mods.

TARO, mid-20s, leans against the hood of a battered F-19 CHASER. The car
is half-gutted, patched with scavenged time tech — paint gone, left

stabilizer replaced with a kitchen appliance pressure-seal, chrono-core
running too hot.

Taro flicks a half-smoked chipstick into a puddle.

TARO
(muttering)

Still breathing?

The car answers with a deep, uneven purr. Taro smirks.

TARO
Good enough.

EXT. STARTING LINE - NARUHASHI DISTRICT - CONTINUOUS

The crowd murmurs excitedly. Racers slide into position.

A WOMAN in a silver-bodied DART LX adjusts her gloves; her engine hisses
softly.

An OBSIDIAN-BLACK VESPER 88 creeps forward. The driver’s eyes, behind a
half-mask, show pure focus.

The countdown lights up on a graffiti-covered holo-board:

HOLOBOARD
3...
2...
1...

— GO —

EXT. RACING STREETS - NEO-TOKYO - NIGHT

The chrono-pulse detonates behind them — air crackles to static, wind
warps.

Taro grips the wheel tightly. Rain blurs the windshield. The street
buckles into a memory glitch — a time scar.

The Vesper shifts left. The Dart vanishes — a perfect time-leap.

TARO
(growling)

Core’s not ready...

He guns the engine, downshifts, and slides through the warp.



Above, the sky briefly shifts to 2041 — green clouds, corporate
zeppelins, military drones — then snaps back.

A tight turn approaches. The Vesper clips a concrete divider; sparks
fly; chrono-energy leaks.

Taro pulls up behind the Dart, studying her line.

He toggles his chrono-boost. The core coughs, heat pouring from vents.

SYSTEM (V.O.)
Low power. CHRONO SURGE: 40%.

Taro slams the pedal.

The car growls alive. Tires spin faster than seconds themselves.

He overtakes the Dart.

Ahead — the final gate, a time fracture, split like a wound.

Taro dives in.

Time bends.

Flashbacks: every lost race, every lonely fix in dark alleys.

Emerging ahead.

EXT. FINISH LINE - NEO-TOKYO - NIGHT

The crowd roars — or is it just rain?

Taro’s car sputters; the chrono-core coughs its last.

He parks beneath a flickering lamppost, hands shaking.

A slow clap behind him.

VETUS (O.S.)
Not bad.

Taro turns.

VETUS, tall and lean, coat older than the skyline, military boots, left
eye a glowing lens. A small drone hovers near him.

VETUS
You built this yourself?

TARO
Mostly.

Vetus inspects the car.

VETUS
Military-grade chrono mod, consumer chassis, no stabilizers, no

dampeners. Lucky it didn’t rip your spine out mid-race.

TARO
It almost did.



VETUS
Name’s Vetus. I run a shop. Not for tourists. For real racers. You might

be one.

TARO
Recruiting?

VETUS
Not yet. But if you’re interested — look for the crow symbol. South

docks, Alley 14.

Vetus vanishes silently.

EXT. SOUTH DOCKS - ALLEY 14 - DAY

Taro finds a rusted shipping container with a black crow painted on it —
wings spread, clock hands etched in feathers.

He follows markings down drainage tunnels, through flooded stairwells,
past a half-submerged mech-carcass.

A matte steel door with a retinal scanner.

VOICE (V.O.)
Who sent you?

TARO
Vetus.

Door hisses open.

INT. VETUS’ WORKSHOP - CONTINUOUS

Space feels outside time. Engines hover mid-air; tools move
autonomously. Coolant vapors stream along the ceiling.

A woman with cobalt-blue hair, welding goggles down, sparks flying from
an engine bay.

JUNE
You’re the kid who cooked a military chrono-core in a street race.

TARO
Guess that’s me.

JUNE
Your exhaust timing was off by half a second. Leap capacitor cracked.

TARO
You saw the footage?

JUNE
Recorded it.

She lifts goggles, eyes sharp and calculating.

JUNE
I’m June. I tune time.

TARO
Is this Vetus’s place?



JUNE
No. It’s ours. Vetus builds the bones. I make them sing.

Clang echoes from deeper.

JUNE
(shouting)

Where the hell did you move the Phase Spanner?!

JANGO (O.S.)
Where you never look! Right in front of your face!

JANGO, massive and scarred, enters, welding torch in one hand, coffee in
the other.

JANGO
Another one, huh? Hope you’re not fragile. You break it, I fix it. You

die, no refunds.

JUNE
He’s the hammer. I’m the scalpel.

INT. WORKSHOP - LATER

Jango inspects the Chaser’s readout.

JANGO
Military junk... no stabilization... melted chrono coils... still alive?

Either good instincts or zero brains.

TARO
Both. Depends on the day.

JANGO
Welcome to the garage.

June tosses Taro a tablet.

JUNE
Qualifiers in six hours. You want in? Race in.

TARO
Thought I already did.

JUNE
That? Back-alley flex. Chrono Circuit has rules — time signatures, sync

pulses, verified TEC readings.

She taps the map — race zones flash: 1800s cobblestone streets, shifting
industrial future, zero-gravity tunnel from a failed space colony.

JUNE
You’ll need guts. A real core. A functioning chrono-leap. A rig that

doesn’t explode if someone sneezes.

Jango pulls out parts list.

JANGO
Gut your chassis. Keep frame. Upgrade TEC. Install Chrono Surge.



TARO
And then I drive.

JUNE
Survive this race, you’re in.

Taro nods silently, picks up a torque key, and begins stripping down his
car.

No one says a word. June smiles faintly.

INT. WORKSHOP - NIGHT BEFORE QUALIFIER

Welding sparks light the dark. Hum of chrono-stabilizers fills air.

Taro sits on a metal crate, watching June fine-tune the Chrono Surge;
Jango reinforces the chassis.

JANGO
Core’s barely holding. Push too hard — fry it.

JUNE
He’s got guts. That counts.

Taro runs hands over stripped frame — the beast ready to unleash.

INT. GARAGE – NIGHT

JUNE steps back from the car, eyes gleaming with excitement.

JUNE
You ready?

TARO nods, hands tightening on the wheel.

TARO
Let’s see what this baby can do.

They load the F-19 Chaser onto a magnetic lift. Systems sync and
calibrate with soft hums and flickering holograms.

Outside, Neo-Tokyo’s neon haze blurs into early morning fog. Inside, the
garage pulses with focused energy — a sanctuary of possibility.

EXT. NARUHASHI DISTRICT – MORNING

The skyline shimmers beneath a cold, pale sun.

TARO slides into the driver’s seat of the Chaser. The low rumble of the
engine blends with the steady pulse of the chrono-core.

Around him, racers in custom rigs buzz with nervous energy beneath
flickering neon arches.

A HOLOGRAPHIC ANNOUNCER echoes overhead, projecting the race course
parameters:

ANNOUNCER (V.O.)
Three zones. Three eras. Edo period alleys. Neon industrial future. Zero-

gravity sector.

TARO’s HUD flickers — chrono-energy at 70%, Chrono Surge ready.



INT. GARAGE – WORKBENCH HOLOMAP

JUNE leans forward, scanning the race grid.

JUNE
Kaito Ishida — Silver Fang. His Time-Wave messes with your steering.

Avoid his line during ability rounds.

JANGO flips open a battered datapad.

JANGO
His Zephyr-X has reinforced stabilizers. You’ll need lightning reflexes.

TARO
How do I counter it?

JUNE
Precision driving. Time your Chrono Surge to slip past before he locks

you down.

JUNE switches display to MEI LIN — Ghost.

JUNE
Her Retro-Mode makes her car ultra-stable, slow but deadly precise. You

can’t brute-force her; you’ve got to outsmart her.

JANGO
She waits for your mistakes. Pounces when you’re weak.

TARO’s eyes move across holograms — Blitz, Hana, Jin — each with unique
abilities.

JUNE
Treat their abilities like ticking bombs. Predict their strike and stay

out of range.

JANGO
Ability rounds: 1, 4, 7, 10, 13. Conserve your core, then hit your surge

perfectly.

TARO exhales, absorbing the strategy.

TARO
This isn’t just a race. It’s chess with engines and time.

JUNE
And you’re the underdog king. Let’s make your moves flawless.

JANGO
Time to make your car sing.

The chrono-core hums under the hood, steady as a heartbeat.

EXT. NARUHASHI START LINE – MORNING

Ten cars line up beneath flickering neon arches.

TARO straps in, heart pounding.

JUNE’s voice crackles in his earpiece.



JUNE (V.O.)
First round is special ability. Watch for Kaito’s Time-Wave. Avoid his

line. Save your surge.

JANGO (V.O.)
Focus on smooth inputs. No overdriving. Stay steady.

HOLOGRAPHIC COUNTDOWN hovers above:

3...
2...
1...
GO!

EXT. NEO-TOKYO RACETRACK – CONTINUOUS

The chrono-pulse detonates, warping the streets into fractured shards of
time.

TARO’s Chaser lunges forward, engine humming, chrono-core pulsing.

KAITO’s silver Zephyr-X unleashes Time-Wave — streets twist violently,
steering becomes erratic.

JUNE (V.O.)
Hold steady! Counter with micro-adjustments!

TARO fights the distorted steering, hands working instinctively.

Adrenaline sharpens his senses; chrono-core pulses sync with his
heartbeat.

At the final stretch, Taro triggers Chrono Surge. The Chaser roars,
tires spinning faster than time.

He blasts past the Dart LX and Frostbite R.

Rivals shout frustration over comms.

EXT. PIT AREA – AFTER ROUND 1

Rain-slick asphalt steams beneath flickering neon.

TARO crouches by the Chaser’s open hood.

JUNE works deftly over chrono-modules; cobalt hair damp with sweat.

JANGO tightens bolts nearby.

JUNE
Core temp’s borderline. Push the surge too hard early, you fry it.

TARO
So, hold back till the right moment.

JUNE
Exactly. And watch Kaito. His Time-Wave wrecks handling if you’re caught

off guard.

JANGO
Watch your lines. Use timeline cracks — shift when street fragments. It’s

timing and rhythm.



TARO studies the holo-map — Edo cobblestones, neon factories, zero-
gravity tunnels.

TARO
Fifteen rounds. Special abilities every third. It’s not just a race —

it’s war.

JUNE
When your moment comes, hit it perfectly.

JANGO
Let’s make this car sing.

The chrono-core pulses faintly beneath the hood.

EXT. NEO-TOKYO RACETRACK – ROUND 2 & 3

No abilities allowed. Pure skill.

TARO’s Chaser roars, tires gripping wet asphalt.

MEI LIN’s Dart LX holds the inside line, slow and steady.

Broken street shimmers with temporal distortion.

HANA’s Frostbite R dances through slick patches.

JANGO (V.O.)
Watch fractured zones — hit them wrong, you lose control.

Track shifts through eras — cobblestones melting into neon grids, zero-
gravity spins.

Core temperature climbs. Taro trusts June’s tuning.

Round 3 — abilities enabled again.

KAITO’s Zephyr-X glows; Taro’s pulse quickens.

JUNE (V.O.)
Hold steady. Strike hard.

Chrono-pulse detonates. Time fractures.

TARO hits Chrono Surge — Chaser blazes forward.

Slips through fractures, past rivals.

Pack scrambles, abilities firing in desperate counters.

EXT. NEO-TOKYO RACETRACK – ROUND 4

No abilities. Raw nerve.

Chaser hugs fractured edges; tires spark.

Mei Lin moves cautiously.

Kaito lurks behind, Time-Wave simmering.

Zero-gravity tunnel approaches — car drifts on momentum.

JANGO (V.O.)
Smooth inputs. Don’t fight the flow — dance with it.



Taro adjusts line; storm fades beneath artificial lights.

Final gate nears — the time scar.

EXT. NEO-TOKYO RACETRACK – ROUND 5

Special ability round.

HUD flashes warning — Kaito’s Time-Wave charged.

Silver car shimmers; ripple crawls along streets.

Steering wobbles violently.

JUNE (V.O.)
Micro-adjust! Don’t let it break you!

Taro fights wheel, countering interference.

Adaptive suspension works overtime.

Kaito closes in, teeth bared.

Ahead, Mei Lin waits, Retro-Mode ready.

Heart pounding, Taro times Chrono Surge.

Chaser roars forward, slicing through fractured street.

Dodges Kaito’s wave as it crashes behind.

Crowd’s roar explodes over rain-dampened air.

EXT. NEO-TOKYO – CHRONO CIRCUIT – NIGHT – ROUND SIX

Rain hammers down on cracked asphalt. Two cars race side by side —
TARO’s patched F-19 CHASER and KAITO’s sleek silver ZEPHYR-X,

locked in a deadly dance.

Taro glances sideways, catching Kaito’s narrowed eyes.

TARO
No mistakes.

The FINAL GATE looms ahead.

Taro dives in first.

Time fractures again — the world warps, twisting past and future
around the track.

The streets blur into neon alleys, ancient wooden bridges, then
snap back to steel and concrete.

Taro’s Chaser hugs the inside line, tires fighting for grip on
slick cobblestones.

Kaito’s Zephyr-X stalks behind like a predator. The Time-Wave
ability is silent, but Kaito’s eyes burn with promise.

JUNE (V.O.)
Keep calm. He’s waiting for a mistake. Don’t give him one.



Taro’s knuckles whiten on the wheel as Kaito inches closer.

Kaito suddenly edges left, forcing Taro wider — toward the
fractured edge of the track, where time cracks like shattered

glass.

JANGO (V.O.)
Don’t fall for it! Use the cracks to your advantage — drift

through the fractures, make him chase you.

Taro breathes deep, pushing the Chaser into the fractured zone.
Adaptive suspension flexes and stabilizes.

Kaito follows, tires skidding as temporal distortions warp the
street beneath them.

The crowd’s roar blurs; the world narrows to two cars weaving
through time’s broken edges.

They enter a tight curve.

Taro slashes the chrono-boost lightly — just enough to pull beside
Kaito.

Their cars rub — metal whispering against metal — then Taro forces
ahead, heart pounding.

Kaito snarls but doesn’t back down.

The rivalry is no longer about speed — it’s a battle of wills.

Neither yields.

EXT. NEO-TOKYO – CHRONO CIRCUIT – NIGHT – ROUND EIGHT

Rain-slick streets glisten beneath fractured neon.

Taro and Kaito hurtle side by side, engines roaring like wild
beasts unleashed.

The tension suffocates — no abilities, no shortcuts, just raw
skill.

Taro fights the slick cobblestones, every muscle screaming for
control.

Kaito’s Zephyr-X gleams cold, eyes locked on Taro with quiet
confidence.

A sharp corner looms — fractured reality threatening to swallow
any mistake.

Kaito edges closer, pushing Taro toward the boundary where time
splinters like glass.

KAITO (V.O. over comms)
Your moves are sloppy, Taro. You’re not ready.



Taro grits his teeth.

TARO (V.O.)
I don’t plan to lose.

JANGO (V.O.)
Focus, Taro. Use the Chaser’s quirks — patched stabilizer,

adaptive handling. Make it your weapon.

Taro adjusts his grip, coaxing the car through the corner as
fractured timeline flickers beneath their tires.

Neon blends into ancient wood, future steel melting into past
stone — a chaotic symphony only racers like them can dance to.

KAITO (V.O.)
You’re clinging to scraps. Let me show you how a real racer moves.

The two cars slam into the final gate side by side — metal
brushing metal, engines screaming in unison.

Time fractures around them — stretched and broken.

Their eyes meet — fierce, determined, unyielding.

Neither gives an inch.

The rivalry is no longer just speed — it’s a war of wills.

Only one will survive.

INT. CHASER – NIGHT

Taro’s breath comes in ragged gasps. The Chaser shudders beneath
him.

Rain blurs his vision, neon lights streaking into fractured
kaleidoscope.

Every heartbeat reminds him — every failure, every scar, every
lonely night spent piecing this fragile machine together.

The pressure suffocates. Kaito’s relentless pursuit is a
reckoning.

Taro fights the instinct to tighten his grip, to control
everything at once.

JUNE (V.O.)
Breathe, Taro. Trust the car. Trust us.

Memories flash — fixing the chrono-core in a dark alley, whispered
promises, the first time he felt the Chaser roar like a living

thing.

It’s not just metal and circuits — it’s survival.

His survival.



The chrono-core pulses weakly — warning of overload — but Taro
finds strength in the rhythm.

TARO (V.O.)
Not just a race. This is my fight.

JANGO (V.O.)
Hold it together. We’ve got your back.

Taro narrows his eyes on the fractured track.

Pain and doubt linger — but so does something fiercer: a burning
refusal to be broken.

The next round is coming.

Taro is ready.

INT. WORKSHOP – NIGHT

The rain eases to mist. Neon-soaked streets outside.

Taro leans against the workbench, exhaustion lining his face but
fire burning in his eyes.

June hovers over the holo-map, adjusting settings with surgical
precision.

JUNE
Core temperature stabilizing. Adaptive handling recalibrated.

You’re clear to push.

JANGO
(hammering a bolt)

Let’s see what this patchwork beast can really do.

Taro fingers controls, coaxing the chrono-core alive.

The fractured timeline stretches ahead — a chaotic labyrinth of
past, present, and future.

The crowd’s roar swells.

ANNOUNCER (V.O.)
Round Nine — ability round. Time to strike.

EXT. NEO-TOKYO – CHRONO CIRCUIT – NIGHT – ROUND NINE

Kaito’s Zephyr-X shimmers close, eyes locked on Taro.

The Silver Fang doesn’t see the quiet grin beneath the rain.

Taro slams the Chrono Surge.

The Chaser explodes forward — a bullet of fractured seconds
tearing through space and time.



Tires bite into shifting asphalt as he carves through impossible
gaps.

Rival engines scream behind him in frustration.

The final gate looms — a jagged rip glowing with deadly promise.

Taro dives in first.

The world bends and folds.

When he bursts out the other side, the crowd’s roar is deafening.

He’s back.

Stronger.

Unstoppable.

Kaito clenches his jaw as Taro’s Chaser tears through the
fractured gate.

His eyes burn colder — a predator stung and forced to rethink its
hunt.

Kaito slams his fist on the dashboard.

KAITO
So he’s still got fight.

He mutters under his breath.

KAITO
You’re good, Taro. Too good. But this isn’t over.

His visor flickers with data — recalibrating strategy.

Time-Wave ability charging.

Deadly and precise.

He’ll use it when Taro least expects.

KAITO (V.O.)
This race will break you.

Kaito accelerates, determination radiating like heat from his
silver machine.

The duel is far from finished.

Kaito is ready to take it all.

EXT. NEO-TOKYO – CHRONO CIRCUIT – NIGHT – ROUND TEN

Electric tension surges through fractured streets.

No abilities allowed.

Pure skill. Raw precision.



Taro’s Chaser snarls through rain-slick cobblestones.

Mei Lin’s Dart LX shadows him closely.

Kaito’s Zephyr-X hovers just behind, eyes unyielding.

JANGO (V.O.)
Stay sharp. No mistakes.

June’s hands fly over holo-controls, monitoring core temps.

JUNE (V.O.)
Adaptive systems engaged. You’ve got this.

The race twists through fractured alleys — past and future
colliding.

Taro’s grip tightens.

Every turn, every acceleration a gamble against fractured
timeline.

The final gate approaches — a jagged scar promising triumph or
ruin.

Taro surges forward, engine screaming defiance.

Rivals close in.

This time, he holds the lead.

The crowd’s roar is distant thunder — his focus absolute.

Round Ten is his.

But the race is far from over.

INT. WORKSHOP – NIGHT

The workshop buzzes with focused energy.

June manipulates data, recalibrating strategies.

JUNE
Core stability’s improving. If Taro keeps this pace, he can push

the Chrono Surge longer next time.

JANGO
We’re patching every weak point we find. The chassis took a

beating, but she’s holding steady.

VETUS (V.O.)
Keep an eye on Kaito. He’s adapting fast — recalibrating Time-Wave

to hit earlier, more unpredictable.

JUNE
We’ll need countermeasures. Taro’s timing has to be perfect.



JANGO
No room for error. One slip, and it’s over.

Taro leans against the workbench, fire burning in his eyes.

TARO
Then we keep pushing.

JUNE
That’s the spirit.

Outside, Neo-Tokyo’s fractured skyline pulses with electric
promise.

The race is no longer just speed — it’s a battle of minds,
machines, and moments.

Taro’s crew is ready to fight every second.

EXT. NEO-TOKYO – CHRONO CIRCUIT – NIGHT – ROUND ELEVEN

Rain misting.

The fractured timeline pulses.

Abilities reactivated. Engines primed for chaos.

Taro grips the wheel tighter.

Chaser hums like a beast awakened.

Data scrolls inside his visor — core temp, chrono-energy, rival
positions.

Kaito’s Zephyr-X shimmers ahead.

Mei Lin’s Dart LX lurks nearby.

JUNE (V.O.)
Core stable. Chrono Surge ready. Watch Kaito — he’s baiting you.

JANGO (V.O.)
Don’t let Mei Lin corner you. She’s patient, but deadly.

The race twists through fractured streets — a dizzying gauntlet of
broken time.

EXT. NEO-TOKYO – CHRONO CIRCUIT – NIGHT

Rain pelts the fractured, neon-lit track. The world around
flickers with temporal distortion — fractured moments of time

warping reality.

Suddenly, a sharp distortion ripples through the track — a
TEMPORAL SPIKE, unpredictable and wild.

KAITO’s silver Zephyr-X appears alongside TARO’s patched Chaser,
eyes cold and calculating.



Without warning, Kaito unleashes his TIME-WAVE — shards of
distorted time crashing into Taro’s controls, twisting steering

and throttle into chaos.

Taro’s hands tremble, the Chaser fishtailing dangerously close to
the fractured edge.

JUNE (V.O.)
Hold it! Focus on the adaptive handling—trust the car!

The world blurs — neon bending and folding as seconds fracture.

Taro grits his teeth, pushing the chrono-core to its limits. The
engine roars a defiant growl.

With a surge of will, he slams the CHRONO SURGE.

Time fractures and reforms around him. The Chaser lurches forward,
slicing through the rippling chaos.

Kaito snarls, pressing forward toward the FINAL GATE looming
ahead.

Metal screams as the two cars collide in a brutal, heart-stopping
clash — sparks flying, engines roaring in desperate symphony.

The CROWD holds its breath.

In that fractured moment, Taro sees not just a race — but
everything he’s fought for.

He refuses to lose.

The world seems to hold its breath as echoes of metal clashing
fade into pounding rain.

Taro’s Chaser trembles, battered but unbroken. The patched
stabilizer groans under strain.

His hands shake, knuckles white on the wheel, heart pounding
louder than roaring engines around him.

Kaito’s Zephyr-X skids beside him, silver light flickering like a
warning.

For a heartbeat, their eyes meet — two warriors in a war fought at
the edge of time itself.

KAITO
(soft, grudging respect)

You’re tougher than I thought.

Taro says nothing. Every muscle aches, every system screams, but
his spirit burns brighter than ever.



JUNE (V.O.)
Chassis integrity at sixty-five percent. Core temperature

stabilizing. You can still push.

JANGO (V.O.)
We patched what we could. It’s all on you now.

Taro exhales slowly, wiping rain and sweat from his brow.

The final gate looms ahead — a jagged tear in reality promising
victory or ruin.

He tightens his grip, feeling the heartbeat of the Chaser syncing
with his own.

TARO
(whispering)

This is it. One last push.

The fractured streets await.

Taro is ready to race the edge of time itself.

EXT. NEO-TOKYO – CROWD AREA – NIGHT

The crowd pulses like a living ocean beneath fractured neon sky —
faces wide with fevered anticipation.

Rain-soaked spectators press against rusted barriers, their cheers
rising and falling like waves crashing against crumbling concrete.

Holographic banners flicker overhead, casting shifting light on
soaked jackets and gleaming visors.

Shouts echo through narrow alleys, amplified by rogue ad-drones
broadcasting the race to hidden city corners.

Old-timers whisper tales of legendary racers long gone, voices
tinged with reverence and disbelief.

Street kids with hacked optics mimic every turn and drift, their
faces glowing faintly from holo-implants.

Merchants hawk chrono-batteries and illegal mods, eyes darting
nervously between racers and the encroaching night.

When Taro and Kaito clash near the final gate, the crowd erupts —
gasps, cheers, stunned silence mingling into chaotic symphony.

Some scream Taro’s name; others curse the relentless Silver Fang.

Every soul there feels the weight of the moment — as if fractured
time itself wove them into the story.

This isn’t just a race.

It is legend in the making.



INT. KAITO’S COCKPIT – NIGHT

Kaito’s eyes burn with cold fire as he watches Taro surge ahead.

The Chaser slices through fractured timeline like a blade through
silk.

Every twist and turn is a calculated move — a challenge thrown
down in Neo-Tokyo’s neon-lit chaos.

Beside him, MEI LIN grips her wheel, calm exterior cracking just
slightly.

MEI LIN
(softly, awed and frustrated)
He’s pushing beyond limits.

JIN, lurking just behind, mutters through gritted teeth.

JIN
This isn’t just driving anymore. It’s war.

Kaito’s jaw clenches.

KAITO
Taro’s got heart. But heart won’t win this.

His fingers dance over controls, preparing the next TIME-WAVE — a
ripple of distortion to shatter Taro’s rhythm.

KAITO
(to his team)

Keep your focus. This race will break him.

Yet, beneath steel and arrogance, a flicker of respect glimmers.

Because in fractured streets, only the strongest survive.

INT. MEI LIN’S COCKPIT – NIGHT

Mei Lin’s hands rest lightly on the steering wheel, but her mind
is far from calm.

The Dart LX responds with surgical precision, but Taro’s
relentless surge occupies her thoughts.

She watches him out of the corner of her eye, noting subtle shifts
in driving style.

The patched-up Chaser fights chaos as much as he does — raw,
unpolished, fierce resolve.

MEI LIN (V.O.)
He’s not just racing. He’s rewriting the rules.

Her Retro-Mode holds steady, a fortress in the unpredictable
storm.



Still, pressure mounts.

Every race is a test of patience and precision.

Taro’s unpredictability challenges her calm.

Jin’s quiet warnings buzz in her ear.

MEI LIN (V.O.)
If he breaks through… none of us are safe.

She tightens grip.

The fractured timeline twists ahead.

She is ready.

Not just to race.

To survive.

EXT. NEO-TOKYO – FINAL GATE APPROACH – NIGHT

Taro’s hands grip the wheel tighter.

The Chaser trembles beneath him, alive with every scar and patch.

The chrono-core pulses weakly but steady, syncing with his
heartbeat.

JUNE (V.O.)
Core stable. Adaptive handling optimized. You’re clear.

JANGO (V.O.)
This is it, Taro. Every second counts.

Taro exhales, feeling weight of every race, every failure, every
late night fixing machines in shadowed alleys.

TARO (V.O.)
This isn’t just a race — it’s a reckoning.

He slams the CHRONO SURGE.

Time fractures.

Reality bends and folds around the Chaser as it explodes forward —
a streak of determination cutting through fractured seconds.

Behind him, rivals’ roars fade into the void.

Ahead, the gate widens — a maw of shifting light and possibility.

Taro drives through, muscles burning, eyes blazing.

For a heartbeat, time stands still.

Then the world snaps back.

EXT. NEO-TOKYO – FINISH LINE – NIGHT



The crowd erupts.

Cheers thunder beneath fractured neon sky.

Taro’s Chaser coasts across the finish line, battered but
victorious.

His breath comes hard, heart pounding.

A fierce smile breaks through.

He’s raced the edge of time — and won.

INT. WORKSHOP – NIGHT

Taro sits in the cooling cockpit, rain misting cracked streets
outside.

The roar of the crowd fades to distant hum, replaced by steady
thump of his heartbeat.

He exhales slowly, tasting sharp tang of victory mixed with
exhaustion.

Not just a win — everything that led him here: countless nights
bent over broken machines, scars etched beneath skin, weight of a

past refusing to let go.

TARO (V.O.)
I did it. Against all odds.

But beneath triumph, quiet unease stirs.

Kaito’s gaze haunts his mind — cold, calculating, far from
defeated.

TARO (V.O.)
This isn’t the end.

He traces worn steering wheel, feeling every groove and patch —
testament to resilience.

A faint smile tugs at his lips.

TARO (V.O.)
I survived the edge of time. Whatever comes next, I’m ready.

INT. WORKSHOP – NIGHT

The crew gathers around the Chaser.

June breaks into a grin, eyes sparkling behind soot-streaked
goggles.

JUNE
We did it. The Chaser held together.

Jango leans back, cracking knuckles.



JANGO
She’s a stubborn one — just like her driver.

Vetus nods, glowing lens scanning chassis.

VETUS
That victory wasn’t luck. Precision, adaptation, sheer will.

Taro enters, catching his breath.

The crew exchanges unspoken pride.

JUNE
You raced the impossible today. We knew you could.

JANGO
Next time, we’ll make her even stronger.

VETUS
This is only the beginning. The real race is still ahead.

Taro nods, warmed by their support.

TARO
Whatever it takes. I’m not racing just for myself anymore.

JUNE
Then let’s build something no one can beat.

EXT. NEO-TOKYO – NIGHT

The city pulses beneath rain and fractured neon.

The real race is just beginning.

INT. WORKSHOP – NIGHT – MONTAGE

Days blur with sweat, sparks, and relentless focus.

June integrates scavenged chrono-stabilizers with secret adaptive
loops.

Jango reinforces chassis with lightweight alloys.

Vetus moves silently, offering strategic insight.

Taro stands amidst chaos, mind racing faster than machines.

INT. WORKSHOP – NIGHT

Late at night, June looks up from holo-pad.

JUNE
We’re ready.

Taro tightens fingers around steering wheel of rebuilt Chaser.

TARO
Then let’s show them what real time racing looks like.



INT. SAFEHOUSE – NIGHT

Taro watches grainy holo-recording of his father racing.

June sits beside him.

JUNE
He was chasing more than a finish line, wasn’t he?

TARO
Yeah. Something no one else could see.

The crew works in background — family.

TARO
I don’t think winning will fix everything.

JUNE
No. But it might give you clarity to decide what does.

EXT. WORKSHOP ROOFTOP – NIGHT

Taro stands alone, rain-soaked jacket gripping rusted railing.

Neon clouds drift over fractured skyline.

He hears ghostly voices — father, Kaito, Mei Lin — haunting
laughter, silence, memories.

He touches chrono-link beneath skin.

TARO (whispers)
How many versions of me have already crashed out there?

The city answers only with darkness.

INT. WORKSHOP – NIGHT

Crew gathers around stripped-down Chaser.

June pulls up schematics.

JUNE
Next round — no abilities. Pure skill. Different kind of test.

JANGO
No chrono surges, no time waves. The car will feel naked. Every

flaw screams.

VETUS
It’s a reckoning. Raw skill or nothing. You’ll have to push every

ounce.

Taro nods.

TARO
They’ll think I’m weak without abilities.



JUNE
That’s your advantage. Wildcard. Precision and instincts sharper

than ever.

JANGO
Time to remind them what real racing means.

INT. WORKSHOP – NIGHT

Vetus crushes a cigarette underfoot.

VETUS
Stay sharp. The Gauntlet doesn’t forgive mistakes.

Taro’s fingers brush the worn steering wheel.

TARO
No shortcuts. No cheats. Just the road, the car, and me.

The crew exchanges determined looks.

Outside, the fractured city lights flicker through grimy windows.

Inside, a silent promise hangs in the air.

The workshop lights hum softly as June crouches by the Chaser’s
exposed engine bay, hands steady despite the tension.

JUNE
Alright, without chrono boosts, we need to maximize raw

performance. Suspension tighter for sharper corners—less give,
more grip.

Jango hands June a custom alloy spring; it gleams under flickering
lights.

JANGO
These’ll shave weight without losing strength. But we’ll need to

recalibrate the brakes—no chrono-delay to help there.

Taro watches, anticipation and focus mixing in his eyes.

TARO
What about tires? The Gauntlet’s surface is rough—grime, oil,

rain.

June looks up sharply.

JUNE
Composite slicks. Less tread, but optimal grip on slick concrete.

We’ll run pressure a little higher for better response.

Vetus leans against the workbench, arms crossed.

VETUS
Engine tune?



June smiles faintly.

JUNE
Pushing fuel injection harder, optimizing air intake for max

torque at mid-range RPMs. It’ll scream, but give you punch out of
turns.

Jango adjusts the steering feedback system.

JANGO
No chrono dampening—handling will be harsher. You’ll feel every
vibration, every correction. Tests your endurance as much as

skill.

Taro grips the steering wheel, fingertips tracing cold metal.

TARO
No tricks. No crutches.

June nods.

JUNE
Just pure machine. And pure driver.

The chrono-core sits dormant—a silent sentinel waiting for the
chaos of the next race.

INT. WORKSHOP – NIGHT (LATER)

The workshop doors slide shut with a soft hiss as the rain eases
outside, leaving slick streets shimmering beneath Neo-Tokyo’s

fractured neon glow.

Taro adjusts his gloves, sliding into the driver’s seat of the
Chaser, stripped down and raw for the old-school race ahead.

Vetus settles into the passenger seat beside him, his presence a
solid weight—a reminder of a past life soaked in speed and scars.

VETUS
You ready for this?

Taro glances at him, meeting the older man’s glowing lens.

TARO
As ready as I’ll ever be.

Vetus cracks a rare, sharp smile.

VETUS
Good. Because out there, it’s just you and the road. No chrono

tricks. No time hacks. Just skill—and nerves of steel.

They launch onto the narrow test track—a twisted ribbon of
concrete and steel beneath the city, where rusted scaffolding



looms like ghosts. The air is thick with tension and the scent of
burnt rubber.

Vetus takes the lead, driving with the grace of a man who’d lived
and lost on these streets. Every corner is precise, every shift

calculated.

Taro pushes the Chaser harder, feeling the stripped-down machine’s
raw feedback. No shields, no crutches—only the roar of the engine

and the bite of the tires on slick concrete.

They dart through sharp bends and long straights, tires spraying
water as they cut inches from cracked barriers.

VETUS (over comm)
Keep your eyes on the apex. Feel the car, not just the track.

Anticipate, don’t react.

Taro nods, muscles burning, focus narrowing. His hands dance over
the wheel, matching Vetus’s rhythm, matching the ghost of a racer

he’s only heard about.

They cross the finish line neck and neck, breaths heavy but
spirits sharper.

Vetus claps Taro on the shoulder.

VETUS
Not bad. You’ve got the heart—and the skill. Just remember: racing

isn’t just about speed. It’s about control. Discipline. And
knowing when to push—and when to hold back.

Taro exhales, the weight of the lesson sinking in.

TARO
Thanks, Vetus. I won’t forget.

Outside, the city pulses with fractured light—but inside the
Chaser, something steadies.

A legacy passing from one racer to the next.

INT. WORKSHOP – EARLY MORNING

The mornings in the workshop are quiet, the city still wrapped in
a haze of early mist and distant neon glows.

Taro arrives before dawn, the faint hum of the chrono-core silent
but pulsing faintly beneath the chassis like a heartbeat waiting

to awaken.

June is already at the workbench, tweaking suspension sensors with
sharp eyes.

Jango methodically checks every bolt and joint on the Chaser’s
frame, hands steady but thorough.



JUNE
Taro, if you want to master the Gauntlet, you’ll need to perfect
cornering without assistance. No chrono boosts means relying on

pure feel—anticipate grip, don’t react to loss of control.

Taro nods, running his hands over the steering wheel, memorizing
every groove and scar.

TARO
Got it. Precision over power.

Vetus enters, carrying a worn helmet, eyes settling on the Chaser.

VETUS
We’ll start with low-speed drills—tight corners, braking zones.

Focus on smooth input, let the car flow.

Outside, the training track is quiet but unforgiving: a loop of
sharp bends, narrow straights, and slick patches from last night’s
rain. The city’s fractured skyline frames the course, a silent

witness to their efforts.

Taro slips into the driver’s seat. The world narrows to the wheel
beneath his fingers and the road ahead.

Vetus’s voice crackles in his ear.

VETUS (over comm)
Brake early, trail the throttle. Feel the weight shift.

Lap after lap, Taro pushes harder, tires singing against concrete,
sweat dripping from his brow.

June monitors telemetry, calling out adjustments.

JUNE (over comm)
Watch your entry speed on turn five—too fast, you lose grip.

Smooth it out.

Jango replaces worn brake pads during a pit stop.

JANGO
Every bit counts. This race isn’t about flash—it’s endurance,

control, and patience.

As the sun climbs, Taro’s confidence grows. Vetus’s words echo:

VETUS (over comm)
Racing is a rhythm, a dance between man and machine. Learn the

steps, and you won’t miss a beat.

Back in the workshop, the crew gathers around the Chaser, the
quiet satisfaction of progress settling over them.

Taro’s eyes gleam.



TARO
I’m ready for the real race.

June smiles.

JUNE
We’ll get you there.

EXT. TRAINING TRACK – DAY

The early morning chill bites into Taro’s skin as he slides behind
the wheel of the Chaser, the stripped-down beast humming softly.

Today’s drill is brutal: precision braking and throttle control
through a series of sharp switchbacks on an abandoned sector of

the training track.

Vetus stands beside the course, arms crossed, eyes sharp beneath
his hood.

VETUS
This isn’t about speed. It’s about control. You’re not racing

anyone out here—you’re racing yourself.

Taro nods, jaw tight, fingers gripping worn leather.

The track ahead twists sharply—hairpins, tight chicanes, slick
patches from rain.

The signal flashes green.

Taro presses the accelerator gently, coaxing the Chaser forward,
muscles taut with focus.

Approaching the first switchback, he eases off, feathers the
brakes, and shifts down smoothly.

The engine growls deep as tires bite cracked concrete.

He feels the car’s weight shift, the back end threatening to slide
—but his hands steady the wheel, countering just enough.

VETUS (over comm)
Good. Feel the balance. Don’t fight the car—work with it.

Taro tightens his line, clipping the apex with inches to spare.

The next corner looms—a tighter right with a slick surface.

He slows, heart pounding, then unleashes throttle through the
exit. Rear tires scream but hold firm.

Lap after lap, Vetus pushes him harder.

VETUS (over comm)
Brake later. Feather the gas earlier. Anticipate grip losing, not

when it’s lost.



Taro’s arms burn, sweat stings his eyes, but he pushes on.

Each perfect corner, each controlled slide, a small victory.

After twenty laps, Vetus nods in approval.

VETUS
You’re learning. But remember—out there, it’s not just skill. It’s

nerves and instincts. You need both to survive the Gauntlet.

Taro exhales, determination solidifying.

TARO
This is just the beginning.

INT. WORKSHOP – DUSK

Fading light casts long shadows over scattered tools and parts.

Taro sits on a battered stool, sweat cooling, eyes fixed on the
holo-display showing lap times and telemetry data.

June hovers nearby, face lit by the soft screen glow.

JUNE
Braking precision improved by twenty percent. Throttle control’s
tighter—you’re managing weight transfer better through corners.

Jango wipes grease from hands, nodding.

JANGO
Stamina’s holding up. No more early muscle fatigue.

Taro exhales slowly, tension easing.

TARO
Feels like I’m finally syncing with the car.

Vetus leans against the workbench, arms crossed, voice low but
approving.

VETUS
Good. Next round, stakes get higher. No abilities, sure—but the

course won’t let up. You’ll need everything you’ve got.

June taps holo-display, pulling up new simulations.

JUNE
We’ll keep pushing. Refining chassis, perfecting setup. You’re not

just racing the track—you’re racing yourself.

Taro smiles faintly, eyes burning with quiet determination.

TARO
Then let’s keep moving forward.

INT. WORKSHOP – NIGHT



Neo-Tokyo’s fractured neon flickers outside.

Inside, the workshop buzzes with renewed energy.

Tools clatter, engines hum, the smell of burnt oil lingers like a
promise.

Taro moves with purpose—every wrench turn, chassis adjustment
fueled by progress.

June calls out, eyes glued to holo-display.

JUNE
New suspension tweaks have cut cornering time by nearly a second.

That’s huge on the Gauntlet.

Jango grins, wiping hands on rag.

JANGO
Brake recalibration means stopping shorter without losing control.

Driving smarter, not just harder.

Vetus watches from the corner, a faint smile tugging lips.

VETUS
You’re learning to read the road before it unfolds. That’s the

mark of a true racer.

Taro slides into the driver’s seat for another test run.

The Chaser’s engine purrs like a beast awakening.

He pushes into bends with precision, feeling the car respond like
an extension of himself—every vibration, every shift perfectly

tuned.

Each lap shaves milliseconds from best times.

Each corner hit with greater finesse.

Pulling into pit, crew greets him with nods and quiet cheers.

June leans in, eyes bright.

JUNE
This momentum—keep it. Race day’s coming fast, you’ll need every

ounce of this.

Taro’s breath steady, heart pounding with anticipation.

TARO
We’re not just ready. We’re ahead.

Outside, Neo-Tokyo’s fractured skyline glitters against the night—
a city waiting for its next champion.

INT. HANGAR – NIGHT



Dimly lit, three figures gather around a sleek matte-black racer—
the Viper-X.

Air buzzes with quiet intensity.

Scattered holo-displays glow faintly; neon slips through cracked
vents.

Kaede “Viper” Takahashi, sharp-eyed with cybernetic arm, paces
slowly.

Fingers tap rhythmically on console.

KAEDE
So Taro’s pushing harder. Cutting times, fine-tuning his ride.

Riku “Ghost” Mori, lean and silent, checks data feed.

RIKU
He’s fast, but raw. Lacks experience handling pressure without

chrono assists. The Gauntlet will expose that.

Jin “Reverb” Han cracks knuckles, cocky grin beneath scarred face.

JIN
Doesn’t matter how ready he thinks he is. Old school race is our

domain. Skill over tech—that’s where we dominate.

Kaede stops pacing, locking eyes with team.

KAEDE
Then it’s simple. Hit hard. Force him into mistakes. His crew’s

good, but they don’t have our resources.

Riku nods, eyes cold.

RIKU
Upgraded Viper-X’s handling for Gauntlet. No chrono tricks, but
precision hydraulics and hyper-reactive steering. This race is

ours.

Jin’s grin widens.

JIN
Let’s remind Neo-Tokyo why we’re top dogs. Taro’s momentum won’t

last.

Outside, city’s fractured neon flickers, casting long shadows over
rivalries set to ignite.

INT. HANGAR – NIGHT

The trio gathers around holo-map of Gauntlet circuit.

Glowing lines trace brutal twists and turns of abandoned
industrial district.



Kaede’s cybernetic fingers swipe through overlays, highlighting
choke points and risky bends.

KAEDE
First, exploit tight switchbacks. Taro’s aggressive—pushes hard

but can be thrown off by sudden pressure.

Riku pulls telemetry data from Taro’s last runs.

RIKU
Braking improved, but still hesitates at turn seven under heavy

load. That’s our window.

Jin cracks knuckles, wicked smile.

JIN
I’ll take lead early. Force him into mistakes. Make the track a

cage.

Kaede nods, lips tightening.

KAEDE
We coordinate from pit. Timing is everything—no chrono tricks, so

every second counts.

Riku adds.

RIKU
New hydraulic systems on Viper-X. Precision handling key. Push him

to edge and wait for slip.

Jin leans in, voice low, fierce.

JIN
If he falters? We close gap. No mercy.

Kaede’s eyes glint.

KAEDE
This race decides more than standings. It’s about respect. And

survival.

Outside hangar, rain patters against cracked windows as city holds
its breath.

INT. HANGAR – NIGHT

Viper-X roars under harsh fluorescent lights.

Engine growls low, hungry.

Kaede slips into driver’s seat, fingers flying over controls with
precise confidence.

Cockpit air thick with anticipation—every dial and gauge tuned to
perfection.



Riku and Jin stand by pit wall, eyes sharp as car tears onto
abandoned Gauntlet section.

Track stretches ahead—twisted ribbon of cracked concrete and steel
beams drenched in rain and shadow.

Kaede leans into first sharp turn, pushing handling systems to
limit.

Hydraulic steering responds with razor precision.

Viper-X darts through chicanes with predator’s grace.

Jin watches holo-feed, nodding.

JIN
Shaving milliseconds every corner. New setup’s working.

Riku’s voice calm but excited.

RIKU
Pressure’s building. Timing’s tight—if Taro can’t keep pace,

advantage’s ours.

Kaede hits brakes entering notorious turn seven, where Taro
hesitated.

She applies just enough pressure to unsettle car, then accelerates
out with controlled drift.

KAEDE
Let’s see how he handles this.

Viper-X completes lap after lap.

Trio analyzes data, adjusting suspension and brake balance with
each run.

Sharpening edge for upcoming showdown.

Outside, Neo-Tokyo’s fractured neon flickers like distant
warnings.

City’s pulse syncing with rising anticipation.

INT. WORKSHOP – EARLY MORNING

Light filters through grimy windows.

Taro sits behind Chaser’s wheel, eyes steady, hands gripping with
quiet determination.

June crouches beside car, fingers deftly adjusting suspension
settings on holo-interface.

JUNE
Tweaked dampeners to give more feedback on tricky turns. Need to

feel every inch of the road.



Jango wipes grease, nods.

JANGO
Brakes recalibrated for quicker response, but be careful—they’re

sharper now. One false move and you’ll lock up.

Taro takes deep breath, focusing on engine rhythm, subtle
vibrations beneath him.

Vetus appears beside track, arms crossed, watching critically.

VETUS
Remember, Taro, it’s not just speed. Control. Patience. Timing.

Gauntlet punishes reckless.

Training circuit stretches before him—tight corners, sudden drops,
slick surfaces from rain.

Taro eases Chaser forward, muscles taut as he navigates first
bend.

Sweat drips down brow as he pushes lap after lap, each smoother,
faster.

June’s voice crackles over comm.

JUNE
Good line on turn three. Keep it. But watch entry speed on turn

seven—too fast, lose grip.

Jango’s tone steady.

JANGO
Stay loose in wrists. Let car move beneath you.

Lap after lap, Taro’s confidence grows.

Partnership between driver and machine tightens like tuned string.

Vetus gives rare nod.

VETUS
You’re ready. But race won’t wait for perfect.

Taro exhales, eyes burning focus.

TARO
Then I’ll have to be better than perfect.

INT. WORKSHOP – NIGHT

City’s fractured neon flickers through grimy windows like distant
ghosts.

Inside, Taro sits alone, soft hum of dormant machinery breaks
silence.



Hands rest on worn steering wheel, fingers tracing familiar
contours.

Mind drifts—not to mechanics or circuits, but weight pressing
down: expectations, stakes, ghosts of races lost.

He closes eyes, inhales slowly.

Memories wash over—quiet nights fixing broken engines, whispered
rival doubts, fleeting speed and freedom moments.

TARO (V.O.)
Can I keep up?

Question echoes sharp, unforgiving.

Then fiercer thought surfaces.

TARO (V.O.)
I’m not just racing for me. I’m racing to prove I belong.

Jaw tightens.

City outside fractured—but inside him burns unbreakable core.

INT. WORKSHOP – NIGHT

Taro opens his eyes, resolve hardening like steel.

TARO
No shortcuts. No crutches. Just me and the road.

He stands, reaching for his racing gloves, the weight of the next
challenge settling firmly on his shoulders.

CUT TO:

INT. WORKSHOP – LATER

The workshop buzzes softly as Taro sits at the center table. The
worn steering wheel from the Chaser rests beside him.

June leans over a holo-display, her eyes sharp behind tinted
goggles as she points to sections of the track.

Jango wipes his hands on a rag, glancing between the screens and
Taro with quiet focus.

Vetus stands nearby, arms crossed, his gaze steady and unreadable.

JUNE
We’ve mapped out every inch of the Gauntlet. This next race
demands flawless execution. No chrono abilities, so every

millisecond depends on precision.

JANGO
Braking points, throttle control, tire grip—all must be perfect.

One mistake could cost you the race.



VETUS
Remember, Taro, this isn’t just about the car or the race. It’s

about your mindset. Stay sharp, stay calm. Pressure breaks racers—
don’t let it break you.

Taro meets each of their eyes, feeling the weight of their
confidence and the depth of their trust.

TARO
I’m ready. We’re in this together.

JUNE
That’s the spirit. We’ve got your back.

JANGO
Now let’s make sure the Chaser can keep up.

The chrono-core sits silent beneath the hood, a reminder that this
race will be won on skill, not tricks.

CUT TO:

INT. WORKSHOP – NIGHT

Neo-Tokyo’s fractured neon shimmers outside.

June and Jango work side by side, their movements synchronized
like a well-rehearsed dance.

The Chaser sits on hydraulic lifts, panels removed, exposing the
intricate heart of the machine.

JUNE
We’re dialing down the rear dampeners for better traction out of

corners. The Gauntlet’s tight curves demand it.

JANGO
Pads are fresh—high-friction compound. You’ll feel the bite, but

it won’t fade under pressure.

Taro leans over the hood, watching every adjustment, mentally
syncing with the car’s evolving rhythm.

VETUS
Fuel mix optimized for mid-range torque—plenty of punch when you
need it. The Chaser’s raw now. No chrono assists, no margin for

error.

JUNE
This setup won’t just keep up—it’ll fight back.

The chrono-core remains silent, a sleeping giant waiting for its
call, but this race is about pure skill.

CUT TO:



INT. WORKSHOP – MOMENTS LATER

Taro slides into the cockpit, the leather worn but comforting.

VETUS
Time to show them what you’ve got.

Outside, Neo-Tokyo’s fractured neon flickers as rain eases.
Engines roar to life, tires hiss on wet concrete, and the crowd’s

murmur swells in the distance.

Taro grips the wheel, heart steady.

CUT TO:

EXT. RACETRACK GRID – NIGHT

The grid stretches out — a jagged lineup of racers and machines,
engines humming like restless beasts under Neo-Tokyo’s fractured

neon skyline.

The air is thick with anticipation, mingled with the sharp scent
of burnt rubber and ozone.

Taro sits in the cockpit of the Chaser, fingers tightening on the
wheel as rain-slicked pavement reflects twisted city lights

beneath him.

No chrono boosts, no shortcuts — just raw skill and relentless
focus.

Beside him, the Viper-X and other rivals flex their own power,
engines growling low warnings.

The countdown flickers on the holo-board overhead.

HOLO BOARD
3.

Taro’s breath slows, eyes narrowing on the first turn — tight,
unforgiving, a perfect trap for the unprepared.

HOLO BOARD
2.

He feels the hum of the Chaser beneath him — tuned, balanced,
ready.

HOLO BOARD
1.

The signal flares.

Engines roar.

CUT TO:

EXT. RACETRACK – NIGHT



They shoot forward.

Taro eases into the first corner, precision guiding every input —
brake, turn, accelerate — the car responding as if it were part of

him.

Behind him, rivals press, shadows weaving in and out, engines
screaming.

NARRATOR (V.O.)
The Gauntlet had begun.

The first corners close in like a narrowing noose.

Taro’s knuckles whiten on the wheel as he threads the Chaser
through wet asphalt, every millisecond demanding flawless timing.

Turn one is a beast—too fast, tires lose grip; too slow, the pack
swallows him whole.

Behind, the Viper-X lurches aggressively, Kaede’s sharp eyes
locked on Taro’s taillights.

She isn’t just racing — she’s hunting.

Taro feels the weight shift under braking, rear tires threatening
to slide out.

A flick of the wheel, a measured throttle, and the Chaser holds
its line.

Sweat drips down his temple despite the cold rain.

JANGO (V.O.)
Keep it smooth, Taro. No sudden moves.

JUNE (V.O.)
Watch your entry speed—don’t overcommit.

The next bend looms — tighter radius, slick oil patches left by
forgotten machinery.

Taro’s heart hammers, muscles tense for the perfect line.

He hits the brakes, feeling the Chaser respond to every nuanced
command, sliding just enough to kiss the apex before powering out.

Behind him, a roar signals Kaede isn’t giving up.

She pushes harder, the Viper-X’s hydraulics slicing through the
turn with surgical precision.

Taro’s breath steadies, mind razor-sharp.

NARRATOR (V.O.)
This was more than a race. It was a test of will.



Kaede’s eyes burn beneath the visor, sharp as a predator stalking
prey.

The rain-slick track reflects neon shards, but her focus locks on
the glowing taillights of the Chaser ahead — Taro’s stubborn

heartbeat against the relentless pulse of the Gauntlet.

The Viper-X responds like an extension of her will, precision
hydraulics slicing through each corner with deadly grace.

She isn’t just chasing; she is dismantling his rhythm, pushing him
to the edge with every calculated move.

Turn after turn, she studies his lines, waiting for that one slip
— an overbrake, hesitation, anything to exploit.

KAEDE (V.O., OVER COMM)
Pressure breaks racers. Let’s see if he’s made of steel.

Kaede’s hands dance over controls, dialing micro-adjustments.

The tight switchbacks are her hunting ground. She plans to cage
him there.

A flicker of doubt? No. Only cold resolve.

NARRATOR (V.O.)
The race wasn’t just about speed. It was about domination. And she

intended to prove why she was the Viper.

Taro’s grip tightens as Kaede’s Viper-X draws closer, the hiss of
her tires a razor edge in his ears.

Every instinct screams — defend, outpace, survive.

The Gauntlet’s tight turns leave little room for error — Kaede
knows it.

Taro pushes the Chaser harder, feeling the car’s limits stretch
beneath him.

Approaching a narrow chicane, Taro flicks the wheel with practiced
precision, sliding the rear end just enough to hold the line

without losing speed.

Behind him, Kaede mirrors the move flawlessly, her car snapping
through the corner like a viper striking.

JANGO (V.O.)
Here comes the pressure.

JUNE (V.O.)
Stay smooth, avoid oversteer, find the gap.

Out of the chicane, Taro senses an opening — a fleeting pocket of
space on the inside of the next bend.



He hesitates only a moment, then surges forward, threading the
needle between Kaede and the barrier.

KAEDE (V.O.)
Not so fast.

She swings wide, forcing Taro to clip the apex harder than he
wants.

The Chaser’s tires scream in protest.

They barrel toward the next straight, engines howling.

The duel ignites — a battle of wills and skill, no room for
mistakes.

Every second, every breath counts.

Neither is willing to give an inch.

CUT TO:

EXT. RACETRACK – CROWD – NIGHT

The crowd lining cracked barricades buzzes with electric energy.

Faces lit by flickering neon and occasional flares from racers’
engines.

Murmurs ripple through the sea of spectators, rising to sharp
cheers whenever Taro and Kaede exchange razor-thin passes.

Teenagers with glowing ocular implants lean forward, fists
clenched, eyes wide with adrenaline.

Street vendors shout over the din, hawking energy drinks and
makeshift chronoshift boosters.

A group of older racers, veterans of countless Gauntlets, stand
silently in shadowed corners, expressions a mix of respect and

calculated analysis.

VETERAN RACER 1
That kid’s got guts.

Near the pit, a cluster of tech-rats transmit live feeds on hacked
frequencies, fingers flying over controls monitoring every

heartbeat of the race.

NARRATOR (V.O.)
The energy wasn’t just from engines or rain-slick streets — it was

a pulse born from history, rivalry, and raw ambition.

Every eye glued to the duel beneath Neo-Tokyo’s fractured neon
sky.

CUT TO:



INT. VIPER-X COCKPIT – NIGHT

Kaede’s mind whirls beneath her visor, every pulse syncing with
her racing heartbeat.

She knows Taro is no ordinary opponent — raw, relentless, hungry.

But hunger alone won’t win.

KAEDE (V.O.)
He’s fast… but can he handle the pressure when the walls close in?

She replays his lines in her mind, searching for a crack, a
hesitation.

Her grip tightens.

KAEDE (V.O.)
I’ll test him. Push him to the edge. One slip, and this is mine.

Thrill surges through her veins — adrenaline and cold calculation.

NARRATOR (V.O.)
The Gauntlet isn’t just a track — it’s a proving ground, a

crucible that forges champions or breaks them.

KAEDE (V.O.)
This isn’t just about winning. It’s about proving who’s the best.

Her eyes flick ahead, Chaser’s taillights flickering like a
challenge.

KAEDE (V.O.)
Bring it on, Taro.

CUT TO:

INT. CHASER COCKPIT – NIGHT

Taro feels every heartbeat like a drum in his chest.

The Chaser’s engine growls fierce beneath him.

The Viper-X isn’t just on his tail — it’s testing his limits,
daring him to break.

Breaking isn’t an option.

TARO (V.O.)
Keep calm. Breath steady despite burning muscles. Precision.

Control. Every move counts.

He replays June’s advice: Smooth inputs, watch traction, don’t let
pressure force a mistake.

The tight corners are a battlefield — every turn a clash where
speed meets willpower.



He almost hears the whisper of every lost race, every moment he
faltered.

TARO (V.O.)
Not this time.

His eyes scan the track, calculating the next line, the next
opportunity.

The crowd’s roar fades — all that matters is the space between him
and Kaede.

He tightens his grip.

TARO (V.O.)
I’m not just racing to survive. I’m racing to win.

The rain intensifies, drumming against the windshield like a
warning.

Ahead, the Gauntlet’s final stretch unfurls — a narrow twisting
corridor of cracked concrete and looming steel girders.

One wrong move means disaster.

Kaede inches closer, Viper-X a shadow tightening.

Taro glances at side mirrors, then back to the road.

He knows this part — the blind corner followed by rapid descent.

It’s his chance.

He steadies his breath, muscles coil.

At the apex, Taro eases off the throttle, the Chaser sliding with
precision, hugging the crumbling barrier.

Kaede follows, too close, forced wide.

That split second gives him the opening.

Taro slams the accelerator.

Engine roars as the Chaser surges forward, pushing past grip and
speed limits.

The world blurs, neon streaks twisting into lines of fire.

Behind, Kaede growls, lunging to reclaim the gap.

But Taro isn’t done.

His mind races ahead — every bend, every patch of slick asphalt,
every heartbeat.

NARRATOR (V.O.)
This isn’t just a race — it’s war. And he’s fighting for more than

victory.



As the finish line shimmers ahead, Taro clenches the wheel
tighter.

NARRATOR (V.O.)
This is his moment. And he’s ready to take it.

EXT. NEO-TOKYO - RAIN-SLICKED STREET - NIGHT

The finish line looms like a beacon through rain and neon haze.
Neon lights fracture in the wet air, reflecting on slick asphalt.

TARO (mid-20s, intense) grips the steering wheel tightly. His
heart pounds, syncing with the roaring engine of the CHASER.

Beside him, KAEDE (early 20s, fierce), eyes sharp beneath her
visor, drives the sleek VIPER-X, inching ahead.

TARO
(whispers)

No.

The CROWD roars, a tidal wave of sound crashing through the night.

Suddenly, the Chaser’s chrono-core hiccups—a sputter breaking
Taro’s rhythm.

Kaede seizes the moment, crossing the finish line first by mere
fractions of a second.

EXT. WORKSHOP - NIGHT

Dim lights glow softly over scattered tools and holo-screens. Taro
slumps against a workbench, eyes fixed on the floor, defeat heavy

on his shoulders.

June approaches silently, crouching beside him. She brushes a damp
strand of hair from his forehead.

JUNE
(softly)

Hey. Don’t forget—you won the first race. That counts.

Taro looks up, the weight easing slightly.

JUNE (CONT'D)
You’re still in the game. They might have edged you out this time,

but you’re not out.

She smiles, eyes bright with quiet confidence.

JUNE (CONT'D)
We’re not just fixing cars here. We’re building a champion. And

champions don’t quit.

Taro nods slowly, a spark reigniting deep inside.



TARO
Thanks, June.

June stands, pats his shoulder.

JUNE
Get some rest. Tomorrow, we start again.

Outside, Neo-Tokyo’s fractured neon pulses steadily — a city that
never stops fighting.

INT. WORKSHOP - LATER

The team gathers around a holo-display. June points to a sharp
bend on the track.

JUNE
You lost time braking too early here. If we tweak the brake bias
and stiffen the rear suspension, you can carry more speed through

that corner.

JANGO (mid-30s, pragmatic) leans in, nodding.

JANGO
And upgrading the tires to the new composite mix will give you

better grip on wet surfaces. You’ll need it next race.

VETUS (late 40s, veteran) appears, gaze steady.

VETUS
Preparation is everything. Talent only takes you so far.

Taro’s eyes burn with determination.

TARO
Then let’s get to work. I’m not letting this loss define me.

June smiles, matching his resolve.

JUNE
Good. Because the real race is just beginning.

MONTAGE — WORKSHOP PREPARATION

— June fine-tunes suspension and chrono-core settings.
— Jango calibrates tire pressure, replaces bushings.
— Vetus oversees, analyzing holo-maps and race data.

— Taro tests the Chaser on rain-slicked streets, pushing through
corners with steady focus.

INT. ABANDONED SKYSCRAPER - NIGHT

Kuro “Phantom” Hayashi sits cross-legged, eyes closed, a digital
interface glowing before him.

Around him, his crew moves with precise efficiency.



MIRA (tech specialist) adjusts code on the Temporal Cloak.

MIRA
Cloak duration extended by 20%. Energy drain patched.

RYO (tactician) points at a holo-map, voice calm but focused.

RYO
Timing is everything. Hit the cloak just before critical turns—

disappear, then strike.

Kuro opens his eyes slowly.

KURO
No mistakes. I slip through their defenses like a ghost. Make them

chase shadows.

Mira smiles softly.

MIRA
We’ll be your eyes when you’re unseen.

Ryo taps the map.

RYO
Chrono Surge windows are predictable. We’ll bait them to waste

energy early.

EXT. NEO-TOKYO - NIGHT
Rain slicks the streets, gleaming cold and unforgiving beneath fractured

neon lights.

INT. WORKSHOP - NIGHT
Kuro “Phantom” Hayashi stands, stretching with a grace that belies

tension.

KURO
Let them burn themselves out. Then we take the crown.

He moves through shadows with predator-like grace, his lean frame
draped in a sleek matte-black racing suit engineered for stealth
and agility. His Temporal Cloak hums softly, charging, ready to

bend perception and blink him out of sight.

His sharp, calculating eyes scan the flickering neon signs and
fractured reality. Every corner, every glitch in the timeline is a

potential trap—or opportunity.

Phantom’s mind is a chessboard. Each race a move in a larger game—
to erase rivals before they even know he's there.

He flexes his fingers, feeling the electric buzz of the chrono-
core syncing with his heartbeat.

KURO (V.O.)
Disappear. Distract. Dominate.



Behind him, his crew watches through neural-linked feeds, eyes
scanning every shimmer of movement.

Phantom smiles thinly—the game is more than speed—it is shadows
and timing.

EXT. ROOFTOP OVERLOOKING NEO-TOKYO - NIGHT

Phantom stands alone on a rain-slicked rooftop, neon veins of the
city shimmering beneath a haze of mist and electric drizzle.

He activates his Temporal Cloak, which shimmers faintly as it
folds him into near invisibility—a ghost slipping between moments.

Inside his mind, calculated calm settles.

His fingers tighten around the controls of his Vortex Viper,
syncing perfectly with the car’s pulse.

EXT. RACE TRACK - NIGHT

The chrono-pulse detonates behind the pack, fracturing time like
shattered glass as Phantom’s Vortex Viper slips into its Temporal

Cloak.

The world blurs—neon lights bending and twisting as he vanishes
from sensors and sight.

Taro’s Chaser surges ahead, engine roaring, but Phantom weaves
through a hidden fold in time, reappearing just beyond the first

tight corner.

The crowd’s cheers dim to static, muffled by the ripple in
reality.

INT. PHANTOM’S COCKPIT - NIGHT

Phantom’s eyes narrow beneath his visor. This is his realm—the
liminal spaces where moments overlap and rules bend.

He dances through fractures, slipping past rivals grounded in
normal time.

The Viper’s engine hums, barely audible as the cloak drains
energy.

Phantom times it perfectly, uncloaking just long enough to unleash
a sharp burst of speed, forcing Taro wide on the bend.

KURO
Ghost in the machine. Try and catch me if you can.

EXT. RACE TRACK - NIGHT

The race unfolds in a fractal symphony of time, speed, and
strategy—each pulse a heartbeat in a war fought across seconds and

centuries.



Phantom’s breath steady, controlled.

The Temporal Cloak’s energy wanes, forcing him to retreat into
normal time, blending once more with the throng.

His Vortex Viper hugs the asphalt, suspension absorbing every
micro-jerk of the fractured track.

He feels the pulse of the chrono-core syncing with his heartbeat.

Ahead, Taro’s Chaser flickers—a stubborn flame in the storm.

Phantom activates a subtle chrono-wave, sending a ripple through
nearby racers, causing momentary steering falters—enough to gain

crucial distance.

KURO (whispering)
Patience. Timing is everything.

INT. WORKSHOP - NIGHT

Taro sits strapped into the Chaser, visor down, heart steady but
fire burning beneath calm.

JUNE (COMM)
Abilities are back online. This is when the race shifts—no room

for hesitation.

JANGO
Chrono Surge at full capacity. Suspension’s holding. This is your

moment.

VETUS
Remember: time your boost to avoid traps, slip through fractures,

and watch Phantom—he’ll be lurking for any mistake.

TARO
Understood. Let’s turn this around.

EXT. NEO-TOKYO SKYLINE - NIGHT

The fractured skyline pulses, waiting for engines to roar and time
to bend again.

Chrono-pulse detonates.

Taro slams boost; the Chaser surges forward.

Time warps, streets flickering between past and future.

He weaves past rivals caught in temporal struggles.

Phantom’s Viper shimmers—a ghost just out of reach.

INT. WORKSHOP - NIGHT

June watches holo-controls, sharp eyes tracking Taro’s vitals.



JUNE
He’s pushing chrono surge too hard. Core could overload mid-race.

JANGO
Suspension’s holding, but sharp turns cause tire slippage. Need

on-the-fly traction adjustment.

VETUS
Conserve energy next sector. Adaptive handling through fractured

zones. Unleash boost where distortions weakest.

June sends visual overlay.

JUNE
This is a chess game with engines and seconds. One wrong move,

it’s over.

The team focuses, calculating, guiding their driver.

EXT. TIGHT CURVE - NIGHT

Blitz and Hana lock wheels in desperate struggle for position.

Blitz’s Vortex Racer lunges forward with brutal speed.

Hana’s Adaptive Grip tires claw slick asphalt, countering with
finesse.

Jin unleashes a Delay Trap—temporal snare freezing rival’s wheels
mid-turn, causing a crash.

Blitz narrowly avoids wreck, eyes locked on Hana.

Hana seizes moment to surge ahead.

Mei Lin glides through chaos in Retro-Mode, taking scattered
racers with surgical precision.

EXT. RACE TRACK - NIGHT

Blitz clenches handlebars, Vortex Racer snarling.

He eyes Hana, knowing brute force won’t suffice.

Activates chrono pulse blast, destabilizing nearby racers’
traction.

Blitz lunges forward.

Hana counters with precise drift, balancing speed.

They lock in deadly dance, exchanging leads.

Jin waits, ready to unleash Delay Trap.

INT. HANA’S COCKPIT - NIGHT

Knuckles white on wheel, calm face scanning every threat.

Rain slicks neon track, turning street unpredictable.



Adaptive Grip recalibrates mid-drift.

HUD blinks: Margin 0.04 seconds.

HANA (COMM)
Kaito’s burning out too fast. Overclocking. Won’t last another

five rounds.

CREW CHIEF (COMM)
Understood. Hold rhythm. You’ve got him in the long game.

EXT. RACE TRACK - NIGHT

Kaede performs flash-shift maneuver ahead.

Hana downshifts early, car carving inside lane smoothly.

Passes Kaede.

SHOMA (COMM)
Position third. Two left.

Next corner narrow. Hana doesn’t brake.

Car slips, rear flirting with disaster. Countersteer catches with
grace.

Phantom flies past, bending time.

Hana notices heat shimmer and strain in Phantom’s stabilizer core.

HANA (whisper)
He’s overextending.

Spark in her eyes.

She’s here to break myths.

EXT. PRIVATE CIRCUIT OUTSKIRTS - NIGHT

Rain pelts the rooftop circuit like war drums.

Hana stands beside Nami-Zero prototype, jacket soaked, hair
clinging.

Storm mirrors her wild, relentless thoughts.

Shoma watches silently.

Hana slips into cockpit, fingers brushing interface.

Core hums low, steady.

SHOMA (COMM)
You know this won’t make you ready overnight.

HANA
No. But it’ll make me dangerous.

EXT. CIRCUIT - NIGHT



First lap: control. No abilities.

Tires slide on soaked concrete.

By third lap, Hana activates Pulse Sensor Integration.

Everything slows: heartbeat, raindrops, engine vibrations.

Still not fast enough.

SHOMA
You’re trying to become the rain.

Hana floors accelerator into blind curve.

Car drifts, system hesitates but obeys.

Screeching through bend, tail brushing guardrail.

Focus. Calm. Cold.

Spark of anger—not at circuit, rain, but at herself.

Slams brakes mid-corner, spins car, corrects before stall.

System screams warnings.

She makes apex.

Storm roars approval.

EXT. WORKSHOP - NIGHT

Hana parks, hands trembling.

SHOMA
You know why this is dangerous. Not just control. Obsession.

Hana’s eyes sharp as glass.

HANA
Obsession wins races.

She walks past into rain again.

EXT. PRIVATE CIRCUIT SURROUNDS - NIGHT

Circuit nestled in hills near Sendai, surrounded by sheer drops
and misty forests.

Designed to punish arrogance, reward instinct.

EXT. PREP RAMP - NIGHT

The NAMI-ZERO MK-V sits idle at the base of the prep ramp. Matte
black with sapphire lines glowing subtly beneath the surface. The
latest upgrade. Sleeker. Meaner. Tuned not for power — but for

feel. Every vibration matters.

INT. TRAILER - NIGHT



HANA stands before a telemetry wall, arms folded, eyes darting
over data from her last session: G-force curves, throttle pressure
inconsistencies, reaction lag spikes — barely perceptible to any

other racer. But she sees them. And hates them.

ENGINEER
Your turn-in rate is already optimal. It’s... already beyond human

precision.

HANA
That’s the problem. It’s human.

Without another word, Hana turns and leaves.

EXT. TRACK - NIGHT

The air is cold, thin, electric. No rain today. Just silence.

Hana slides into the cockpit of the MK-V, straps in, and
disappears.

The MK-V bolts forward, hugging corners as if it could read her
thoughts. It’s not about speed anymore. It’s about flow. How deep

she can sink into the drive without breaking the illusion of
control.

Her ability, the Pulse Sync Reflex, is active — but she holds it
back, using it like a razor rather than a hammer.

One curve at a time. One heartbeat behind perfection.

EXT. MOUNTAIN SECTION - NIGHT

A series of blind switchbacks and decreasing-radius turns.

Hana sees the flicker — that old shadow of hesitation, the split-
second of thinking instead of being.

She curses herself and dives harder.

EXT. TRACK - NIGHT - NEXT LAP

Hana doesn’t blink. Doesn’t breathe.

She is the wheel. The road. The steel.

INT. GARAGE - NIGHT

Hana pulls into the garage, sweat drenches her back despite the
cold.

At the far end, a quiet figure stands — a woman in a long coat,
arms crossed — JUNE.

JUNE
You’re still chasing ghosts.

Hana climbs out, jaw tense.



HANA
Ghosts are faster than people.

June nods.

JUNE
Then stop being a person.

Their eyes meet — not rivalry. Not alliance. Recognition. Both
know what obsession does. Both choose it anyway.

INT. SECTOR 9 TUNNELS - NIGHT

No lights in the tunnels — only faint neon strips reflecting off
oil-slick walls, and the low, rhythmic throb of engines being

tested.

This isn’t a place for rookies or heroes. This is where real
racers sharpen their fangs in silence.

Hana stands in the heart of it, arms folded, watching a group of
misfits argue over calibration data on a worn-out tablet.

They aren’t polished. Not yet. But she doesn’t need polish. She
needs ghosts.

HANA
Again.

She nods toward the car on the platform — a sharp, narrow beast
made for velocity and vanishing acts.

INT. GARAGE - NIGHT

Mechanics jump into action — clumsy compared to pro crews but full
of grit and raw obsession.

Hana’s recruits:

• YUTO, silent tactician, hood pushed back, dissecting track
weak points with terrifying accuracy.

• KAE, tech modder with grease-stained fingers and a permanent
cigarette, built engines from scrap and stolen military

coolant.

• MIKA, newest recruit, former street racer who lost everything
but drives with the fire of refusal to be forgotten.

They don’t follow her for fame. They follow her because they’ve
seen her on the track. Because she doesn’t race for show — she

races to erase noise, fear, history.

YUTO
Telemetry’s off again. You’re pushing the car faster than the data

can keep up.



HANA
That’s the point. I want the car to keep up with me. Not the other

way around.

Yuto stares, then nods quietly impressed.

KAE
You say that now. Wait until she breaks gravity next.

HANA (murmurs)
Already did.

She steps toward the Phantom-3X, her personal build — sleek matte
black with ultrathin shimmering veins activated by her ability.

HANA
Next race… I want them to remember why they called me a myth.

Her hand rests on the hood, feeling the hum beneath her skin.

This team isn’t perfect. But they’re hers.

With them, she isn’t just the Phantom.

She’s the storm they can’t see coming.

EXT. MOUNTAIN TRACK - DAY

The altitude is insane. No guardrails. Just sky, wind, and death.

Cars zigzag through tight hairpins like beasts trying to kill each
other. The road barely wide enough for two at a time. One mistake

means falling a thousand meters into fog.

EXT. RACE TRACK - DAY

Driver: HAYASHI. Ability: Chrono Feedback.

His mirrors shimmer with temporal echoes — showing not just what’s
behind him — but what will be.

His timing is flawless. Calculated. Ruthless.

Behind him, ZARIEN — the Sandborn Mercenary — closes in. His car,
the Crucible, leaves molten tire streaks smoking seconds after

impact.

His ability, Heat Shatter, causes micro-vibrations in nearby
chassis — forcing racers to oversteer or lose control.

Zarien drifts left on Hayashi.

ZARIEN
I’ve been waiting for this. Let’s crack that shell of yours.

Hayashi doesn’t reply. Brakes for half a second, then accelerates
so suddenly his tires leave ghost afterimages. Time stutters.



Zarien counters with a blast of red heat and pushes forward.

EXT. RACE TRACK - DAY

Naeva Lunt — Sector 3’s ‘Night Sting’ — flickers into visibility
behind them.

Obsidian purple, trimmed with bio-reactive wires.

Her ability, Phase Cut, lets her slip out of physical sync with
the track — cutting corners impossibly.

A shockwave from Zarien’s Heat Shatter hits a mountain wall,
collapsing part of a cliff.

Naeva phases through debris but clips late. Sparks and shrieks of
metal.

She spins out.

Hayashi veers left, drifting sideways to dodge the wreckage.

Naeva’s emergency blink barely saves her from a fatal drop.

Zarien keeps going. He never stops.

EXT. RACE TRACK - DAY

Further ahead, Hana — the Phantom — waits.

Her sensors pick up pressure shift behind her.

HANA (whispers)
Zarien. Let’s see what sand burns like in ice.

She triggers Pulse Sync Reflex.

Her car vanishes — reappearing further up the road with a crack of
displaced wind.

Zarien tries to follow but falters.

Hana drops a pulse mine behind her — designed not to explode but
to invert kinetic energy in a bubble radius.

Zarien’s vehicle hits the zone — momentum reverses for half a
second before stabilizing, nearly throwing him off the edge.

Hayashi catches up beside him.

HAYASHI (radio)
You’re not ready for this level.

Zarien’s eyes burn but he doesn’t respond.

The real fight is further ahead.

EXT. RACE TRACK - DAY

TARO leans forward in the cockpit of the Chaser.



The storm of battle behind him: engine roars, kinetic detonations,
pulse-shift screams.

Ahead, two shadows carve the road like ghosts — Hana, the Phantom
— elegant and untouchable. Hayashi — cold, precise, every drift a

data-driven blade.

Taro isn’t behind them anymore.

He’s hunting.

TARO
Vetus, engine temp.

VETUS (comm)
89.6 Celsius. Two minutes before boost system overheats.

TARO
June?

JUNE
You can’t push the magnetic lift corners like they can — but you
can trap them. The terrain ahead has no signal dampeners. That’s

your chance.

TARO (whispers)
Jango.

JANGO
Deploying overdrive stabilizer now. If this thing flies apart, I

want it to fly apart perfectly.

The Chaser hums under him — a beast reborn.

Taro exhales and focuses inward.

INT. CHASER COCKPIT - DAY

He activates Shift — a flicker, a blink.

Everything slows.

He doesn’t go faster — he feels faster.

His mind cuts through noise, friction, drag.

He slots the Chaser into a razor-thin gap between Hana and Hayashi
at the last spiral curve before the final straight.

The world snaps back.

Three titans, side by side.

HAYASHI
You shouldn’t be here.

Hana says nothing.



Her calm cracks, a hairline fracture.

Because she hadn’t seen him coming.

INT. CREW VAN - DAY

June watches the live feed, arms folded.

JUNE
Come on, Taro... They think this race is about control and

elegance.

JANGO
But we built that car for a storm.

VETUS
He’s not chasing anymore.

JUNE
He’s leading.

EXT. RACE TRACK - DAY

The final stretch blurs into a tunnel of sound and fury.

Neon lights streak across Taro’s windshield like ghosts from a
dying star.

The Chaser roars beneath him — a beast possessed.

Every component screams limits but holds firm — tuned to
perfection, dancing with precision.

The track twists.

One final elevation fork — two brutal paths:

• Narrow jet-line with near-impossible landing.

• Twisting serpentine curves where one mistake could send the
car off the edge.

Taro chooses the jet-line.

The car screams as he launches upward — cutting through air like a
blade.

Time stretches.

The landing zone is a sliver balanced on chaos.

Taro’s breathing slows.

One thought: This is the leap that defines me.

He lands hard but clean.

The Chaser slams onto the road with a vicious growl.

Suspension holds long enough — no wobble, no correction.



Just forward momentum — straight, fast, relentless.

EXT. RACE TRACK - DAY

Behind him, Hana hesitates — first time in her career.

She had seen the Shift — a micro-movement too refined to be
improvised.

Elegant. Risky. Almost arrogant.

But it worked.

Hayashi curses low watching from alternate route — his mistake was
underestimating the human factor.

EXT. FINISH LINE - DAY

The finish line rises like a wall of fire and light.

Taro presses harder — one last push.

The Chaser roars a final answer.

He crosses.

The moment shatters the air like glass.

Crowd explodes in cheers and disbelief.

EXT. PODIUM - DAY

Taro slows the Chaser, breath catching, body trembling.

His heart pounds.

The world blurs around edges.

He has done it.

He has won.

The Phantom pulls up beside him.

Hana doesn’t speak.

Her gaze meets his — intense, unreadable.

For a long second, neither looks away.

Then she nods.

A single subtle sign of acknowledgment.

Respect.

Hayashi’s car rolls up.

No words.

The silence says volumes.

For the first time, he sees Taro not as a fluke, but as a rival.



And rivals deserve to be studied.

EXT. PRESS AREA - DAY

Flashing holo-cameras. Buzzing drones.

Reporters shove microphones.

FEMALE REPORTER
Congratulations, Taro. How does it feel to take the win against

veterans like Hana and Hayashi in such a brutal race?

TARO
Honestly, it doesn’t feel like I won against them. It feels like I
raced with them. Every lap was a lesson, every moment a challenge.

I learned from their skill — from their strength — and pushed
myself harder because of it.

YOUNG REPORTER
Your car’s tech is unconventional — patched with scavenged parts
and military-grade chrono-mods. How did you tune it so precisely

for this race?

TARO
I’ve got an amazing team behind me — Vetus, June, Jango. They’re
the real reason I’m here. We spent hours analyzing the track,

testing every component, tuning the car not just to be fast but to
survive the race’s demands. It’s not just speed — it’s knowing

when to push and when to hold back.

ANOTHER REPORTER
What’s next for you? More races? Bigger tournaments?

Taro’s gaze sharpens, jaw sets.

TARO
This is just the beginning. There’s a lot more out there — tougher
opponents, more dangerous tracks. I’m ready for whatever comes

next.

INT. CHRONO CIRCUIT INTERVIEW AREA – NIGHT

Cameras flash. The crowd’s energy swells as the interview wraps
up. TARO steps down from the spotlight, letting the moment settle.

VETUS (over comms, calm)
You did good out there.

JUNE (smiling, rare)
That win was only the first move in a much bigger game.

JANGO (laughing, excited)
Can’t wait to tear it up again.



TARO gazes up at the fractured neon skyline of Neo-Tokyo, taking
in the city’s pulse—its hopes, dangers, and endless races through

time.

CUT TO:

INT. WORKSHOP – NIGHT

The air thick with oil and ozone. The team gathers around a
glowing HOLO-MAP of the Chrono Circuit. Outside, Neo-Tokyo’s
fractured skyline pulses with neon. Inside, time seems fluid,

bending with their focus.

VETUS leans against a workbench, a rare grin breaking his stoic
facade.

VETUS
You did good out there, Taro. Not many can dance on the edge of

time and come back standing.

JUNE adjusts her goggles, eyes sharp under flickering lights.

JUNE
The way you managed the chrono-core’s heat during that jet-line
leap… flawless. The car moved with the current, not against it.

You rode the flow.

JANGO cracks his knuckles, tossing a wrench onto the table.

JANGO
And you kept your head when everything else was chaos. That’s what

separates a racer from a survivor.

TARO runs a hand through damp hair, exhaustion mixing with pride.

TARO
Feels like we just scratched the surface. The flow of time out

there—it’s unpredictable. Like riding a river with hidden rapids.

JUNE taps the holo-map.

JUNE
Exactly. You don’t just drive through time. You have to feel it—
the surges, the pulls, the fractures. That’s where real advantage

lies.

VETUS pushes off the bench, voice low.

VETUS
We’ll have to recalibrate the chrono-shifts for the next race.
That jump you pulled pushed the system harder than ever. But it
also opened a new path—one only someone riding the current like

you could find.

JANGO smiles.



JANGO
We’re lucky to have you steering this ship, Taro.

TARO looks around at his team—masters in their field, united.

TARO
We’re just getting started. The flow’s changing. And so are we.

Outside, neon reflects off wet asphalt, alive with moments yet to
be raced.

TARO wipes grime from his hands, adrenaline buzzing. The workshop
settles into quiet rhythm.

INT. WORKSHOP – LATER

TARO watches VETUS methodically inspect a chrono-core component.

TARO
Hey, Vetus. You never told me much about your days on the track.

What was it like... back then?

VETUS sets the part down, leans back, eyes distant.

VETUS (gravelly voice)
Back then, it wasn’t just about speed or tech. The races were

brutal—raw, unforgiving. The flow of time was less... tame. Fewer
rules, more risk. You learned fast—the line between a win and a

crash was thinner than a whisper.

He taps fingers rhythmically.

VETUS
No stabilizers, no chrono dampeners. Just skill, guts, and luck.
Sometimes, you’d slip through cracks in time you didn’t mean to

touch. Some never came back.

TARO’s eyes widen.

TARO
That dangerous?

VETUS nods slowly.

VETUS
More than you know. But that’s what made it worth it. Every race

felt like fighting against the current in a wild river. You had to
respect it, or it swallowed you whole.

JUNE, overhearing quietly.

JUNE
Sounds like you were riding the raw flow of time itself, not just

the track.

VETUS laughs wistfully.



VETUS
Exactly. And every time I see you out there, I see that same fire—

a kid not just racing, but riding time.

TARO looks down, seeing the car and flow of moments in a new
light.

TARO
Thanks for sharing, Vetus. Makes me want to race even harder.

VETUS’s gaze hardens with quiet pride.

VETUS
Good. Because the river only gets wilder from here.

They sit in a reflective silence, the hum of the workshop
grounding them.

INT. WORKSHOP – VETUS’S MEMORY FLASHBACK

Rain pounds cracked streets of Old Neo-Tokyo. Neon signs flicker
through mist.

VETUS (V.O.)
I remember one race. No safety nets, no second chances. Drivers
weren’t just racers—we were hunters, ghosts chasing moments that

slipped through time’s grasp.

Young Vetus, cocky and fast, speeds through chaotic streets.

VETUS (V.O.)
I thought speed alone could carry me through. But time’s river is
never just speed—it’s currents, whirlpools, hidden rocks beneath

the surface.

INT. WORKSHOP – NIGHT

The workshop is dimly lit, filled with the faint hum of machinery.
Neon light flickers through cracked windows. VETUS stands by the

workbench, his eyes dark and heavy with memory.

VETUS
There was a stretch known as the Shattered Veil. A gate

malfunction left the time flow fractured—like shattered glass in
the air. Many never made it through clean.

He swallows hard, voice rough.

VETUS (CONT'D)
One night, mid-race, my chrono-core overheated near the Veil. The
car flickered between moments—here, then a fraction ahead, then
back again. I lost control, spun out, and for a heartbeat, I was

lost between seconds.

TARO leans forward, breath catching.



TARO
I saw things?

VETUS (whispers)
Moments from past races, flashes of a future I couldn’t change.

Terrifying... and beautiful. But it taught me something crucial —
to respect time’s flow, not fight it.

JUNE stands nearby, nodding silently, understanding the weight.

VETUS
After that, I rebuilt the parts that failed me. Hardened my mind

and my car. Learned to ride the river, not battle it.

VETUS looks steady into TARO’s eyes.

VETUS
That’s the legacy you carry now. Don’t forget—every second you
race isn’t just a moment passed. It’s a ripple in the flow.

The workshop light flickers softly, grounding them back in the
present.

TARO exhales slowly.

TARO
I’ll remember.

VETUS smiles faintly.

VETUS
Good. Because the river is always moving—and so must we.

The atmosphere grows heavier. Shadows deepen beneath VETUS’s eyes
as he runs a weathered hand over the workbench’s worn edge.

VETUS
There was one racer... a good friend. Renji. Fastest damn pilot I
ever knew. Reckless, sure—but fearless in a way that made you

believe he could outrun fate itself.

He pauses, jaw tightening.

VETUS
We were in the middle of a brutal race through the Rift Zone—a

place where time fractures were worst. The flow there was
unpredictable—twisting and snapping like broken glass.

His fingers curl into a fist.

VETUS
Renji pushed too hard on a warped section called the Deadlock

Spiral. The chrono currents there are vicious—one wrong move, and
you’re lost between seconds. He was leading, daring the rest of us

to catch him.



The air thickens.

VETUS
But the currents got him. His car flickered—caught in a temporal
trap no one could pull him out of. I was right behind him when it
happened. Saw his body jerk, the machine falter… then nothing.

Pain flickers in his eyes.

VETUS
We searched for days—through broken time rifts and dead zones—but
Renji was gone. Lost between moments, trapped in a loop we never

could break.

He fixes TARO with sober eyes.

VETUS
That loss... shaped everything I do now. The precision, the

respect for time’s flow, the way I train others to ride it, not
fight it.

His voice softens but remains firm.

VETUS
In this game, the river doesn’t forgive. It takes those who don’t

respect it. And sometimes, it takes the best of us.

Long silence. Only the distant hum of machinery.

TARO swallows hard, the weight settling in.

TARO
I’ll carry that with me.

VETUS nods slowly, a solemn promise between them.

VETUS
Good. Because understanding the cost is what makes you stronger.

VETUS leans back against the workbench, shadows settling over him
like a cloak.

VETUS
There’s more to my story. After Renji... things changed. The races
got deadlier, fractures more frequent. I kept pushing, trying to

outrun the losses, but every race was a gamble with fate.

INT. WORKSHOP – NIGHT

VETUS rubs his stubbled chin, eyes fixed on a worn chrono-core
part resting on the table.

VETUS
I had my share of close calls. One night, during a midnight race
through the Echo Rift, my chrono-core nearly exploded. I lost



control, spinning into a time-slip so violent it felt like being
ripped apart. Somehow, I held on.

His gaze locks onto TARO, steady and intense.

VETUS (CONT'D)
That night taught me speed alone isn’t enough. You have to master
the currents—the subtle shifts in time’s flow, the hidden eddies

and surges. Otherwise, you’re just drifting, waiting to be
swallowed.

He sighs, a rare softness in his voice.

VETUS (CONT'D)
I left the racing circuit not because I lost, but because I didn’t

want to lose like Renji did. I wanted to survive—to build
something better. That’s why I started this workshop. To pass on

what I learned, so others don’t have to pay the same price.

VETUS’s eyes soften slightly.

VETUS (CONT'D)
And when I see you out there, Taro, I see that same fire. But also

the caution. You’re learning to ride the flow, not fight it.
That’s what will keep you alive.

TARO nods slowly, absorbing the heavy truth like a steady
heartbeat.

EXT. OUTSKIRTS OF NEO-TOKYO – DAY (FLASHBACK)

Rusting scrapyards stretch endlessly. Discarded engines and broken
chrono-cores litter the landscape.

NARRATOR (V.O.)
June grew up here, where every piece of tech told a story of

survival. Her family’s small workshop was a chaotic sanctuary—
resurrecting forgotten machines with grit and precision.

YOUNG JUNE, focused and determined, tinkers beneath the hood of a
battered vehicle.

NARRATOR (V.O.)
From a young age, June was fascinated by the hum of machines and

the flicker of chrono circuits. It wasn’t just about speed; it was
an art of balance—harnessing energy, bending time pulses, tuning

abilities to sync perfectly with the driver.

June trades in underground tech markets, eyes sharp as she barters
for rare parts.

NARRATOR (V.O.)
Her path was hard. Skepticism, rivalry—especially from those who



saw her as just another kid trying to break into a male-dominated
world.

Still, June pushes forward, her sharp mind carving a reputation as
one of the most talented tuners in the shadow circuits.

EXT. NEO-TOKYO STREETS – NIGHT (FLASHBACK)

Neon lights flicker as JANGO works on a chrono-engine in a
cluttered salvage yard.

NARRATOR (V.O.)
Jango’s journey was born from these tangled neon-lit streets. No

legacy, just survival.

Quick cuts: Jango dodges gang fights, fixes broken machines on the
fly.

NARRATOR (V.O.)
Unlike June’s surgical precision, Jango’s skill was raw and

practical—able to patch together machines others had written off,
keeping racers alive in the brutal flow of time-racing.

Vetus approaches Jango with an offer.

NARRATOR (V.O.)
When Vetus asked him to join, it was more than survival. It was

racing to master time itself.

INT. GARAGE – NIGHT

TARO slides into the driver’s seat of his battered F-19 Chaser.
Neon reflections dance on wet asphalt outside.

He twists the key; the chrono-core hums unevenly. The car shudders
but yields.

He pulls out, merging with ghostly night traffic.

EXT. NEO-TOKYO STREETS – NIGHT

Taro drives through twisting streets, the city a blur of neon and
rain.

NARRATOR (V.O.)
No rivals. No countdowns. Just the raw feeling of speed and the

weight of fragmented time slipping past.

Taro’s eyes catch faint shimmerings where reality wavers. He
reaches out with his senses, feeling time’s current beneath the

tires.

Neon signs flicker, casting strange shadows. For a moment, all
noise falls away.



NARRATOR (V.O.)
Just Taro and the flow.

A sharp bend approaches. Instinct takes over.

Taro shifts smoothly, the engine growls, tires grip wet pavement.

The world slows, time stretching fragilely.

INT. TARO’S MIND – FLASHBACKS

Memories flash:

• Taro’s father teaching him to listen to the engine.

• Late nights with June tuning the car.

• Vetus’s warning after Renji’s disappearance.

VETUS (V.O.)
Time takes more than you realize, kid. Every race could be your

last.

EXT. NEO-TOKYO STREETS – NIGHT

Taro’s grip tightens on the wheel.

NARRATOR (V.O.)
The past is weight and guide, a ghost riding alongside every turn.

The chrono-core pulses steadily, each moment borrowed.

NARRATOR (V.O.)
I have to keep moving. Not just to win—but to survive. To prove I

belong on this track.

Taro’s eyes flicker with memory fragments—shards etched in engines
and broken dreams.

EXT. WORKSHOP – NIGHT (FLASHBACK)

A young Taro watches June working on a rusted engine. She looks up
and meets his gaze.

JUNE
You want to learn?

Taro nods, hope sparking.

INT. WORKSHOP – NIGHT

Taro grips the wheel tightly, the lesson clear.

NARRATOR (V.O.)
Machines aren’t just tools. They’re extensions of us—living,

breathing partners in the race against time.

EXT. NEO-TOKYO UNDERPASS – NIGHT



Rain drizzles softly as TARO stands beside his battered F-19
Chaser, its worn chassis faintly gleaming under flickering neon

lights.

The air buzzes with electric tension.

JUNE (adjusting chrono-core calibration)
This one’s about precision. No shortcuts. You’re racing the clock

and yourself.

JANGO (checking tire treads)
Traction’s tight. Streets slick from rain. Grip and smooth shifts

will keep you alive.

VETUS (steady gaze)
Remember what I said. Ride the flow, feel the currents. But
tonight, the currents don’t bend. You’re on their terms.

TARO climbs into the cockpit, nerves coiled tight, heart steady.

EXT. STARTING LINE – NIGHT

Signal flares — a sharp pulse cutting through the night.

Engines roar to life. TARO slams the throttle. The Chaser lunges
forward, biting into wet asphalt.

No chrono boosts. No time warps. Just pure speed and control.

EXT. NEO-TOKYO STREETS – NIGHT

TARO leans into razor-edge turns. Tires protest, gripping wet
pavement.

Behind, rivals press close — KAEDE’s Viper-X snarls, MEI LIN’s
Dart LX weaves smoothly.

Course twists through forgotten districts, scars of past races
etched in crumbling walls.

The crowd’s roar fades beneath engine growls and focused breaths.

EXT. NARUHASHI CURVE – NIGHT

The infamous curve looms, tight and treacherous.

TARO tightens grip, shifts smoothly, tires clinging just enough.

KAEDE inches behind, matching every move.

EXT. FINAL STRAIGHT – NIGHT

Neon signs blaze like a countdown.

TARO floors the accelerator, chrono-core humming beneath the hood.

KAEDE surges, headlights flashing predatorily.



TARO slips behind a rusted hovercart, stealing milliseconds in
slipstream.

EXT. GHOST’S GRASP ALLEY – NIGHT

Narrow corridor, crumbling walls.

TARO leans into sharp bends, coaxing the Chaser, tires gripping
just enough.

The chrono-core pulses faintly, warning and promise.

KAEDE looms close, searching for an opening.

TARO steers through a glitch in the time flow — the car shudders
but holds.

EXT. FINAL CORNER – NIGHT

TARO’s heart pounds. Finish line flickers ahead.

KAEDE inches closer.

Time slows — seconds stretch and snap.

TARO pushes deeper.

The Chaser screams as it lunges across the finish line.

EXT. ABANDONED TRACK – NIGHT (FLASHBACK)

YAMAMOTO HOSHINA stands alone.

Smoke hangs heavy. The scent of burnt rubber thick.

Memories flicker — five years ago.

EXT. NEO-TOKYO STREET – NIGHT (FLASHBACK)

A fierce race roars beneath fractured neon.

AIKO, Yamamoto’s sister, watches, fearless and excited.

Chaos erupts — a competitor loses control near a sharp bend.

The car spins wildly toward the crowd.

AIKO steps forward to warn.

Yamamoto reaches out — too late.

The crash: flames, metal screams.

When smoke clears, Aiko is gone.

INT. WORKSHOP – NIGHT

YAMAMOTO stands alone, shadowed by grief.

He grips the wheel, the memory of Aiko’s final moments flickering.



YAMAMOTO (V.O.)
It’s not fear. It’s respect. Respect for the fragile line between

control and chaos.

INT. GARAGE – NIGHT

Dim lights hum softly over a workspace filled with tools and holo-
displays. YAMAMOTO stands by his car, the sleek PHANTOM WRAITH —

precise, engineered for mastery, not flash.

His gaze lingers on the car, steady but thoughtful.

YAMAMOTO (V.O.)
This is my promise: to honor what was lost by racing with

discipline, with heart.
(breathes deeply)

But can I keep the ghosts at bay when the pressure mounts? When
rivals push me to the edge? When time itself warps unpredictably?

He clenches his fists, calming himself.

YAMAMOTO (V.O.)
This race isn’t just about winning. It’s about proving I can

survive. That I can carry her memory without breaking.

A slow, determined breath.

YAMAMOTO (V.O.)
The past is a shadow — but it will never define me.

INT. GARAGE – MOMENTS LATER

Yamamoto’s crew gathers around a holo-display showing the race
layout.

MIKA, chief mechanic, adjusts settings on her wrist console.

MIKA
Sector 5’s sharp turns will test your braking precision. I’ve
tweaked the brake bias for quicker response, but you’ll need to

anticipate every curve perfectly.

RIKU, data analyst, scrolling through telemetry.

RIKU
Your main rival, Taro, is unpredictable — his chrono surges

disrupt the flow. Watch for bursts, especially in rounds seven and
ten.

Yamamoto rubs his chin thoughtfully.

YAMAMOTO
No chrono tricks for me. Skill, control, timing. But I won’t

underestimate their power.



MIKA
(smiling)

That’s why you’re the only one with five titles in a row.

RIKU
(grinning)

We’ll focus on consistency. Keep your lines tight, conserve core
energy for strategy.

Yamamoto’s eyes harden with resolve.

YAMAMOTO
Every lap counts. Let’s make sure this Wraith runs like a ghost —

silent, deadly, impossible to catch.

The crew exchanges determined glances.

EXT. UNDERGROUND CIRCUIT – NIGHT

Electric tension fills the air. Engines hum expectantly under
flickering neon.

Yamamoto’s stripped-down car sits beneath the lights — no flashy
chrono mods, just raw power and perfect balance.

The countdown begins.

Yamamoto’s hands find the wheel with practiced ease.

Engines roar.

The chrono pulse snaps open the flow of time.

Other racers unleash chrono abilities — bursts of speed, time
waves, jumps fracturing reality.

Yamamoto holds steady, weaving through chaos with razor-sharp
lines and flawless timing.

At the tightest turn, a rival releases a time-frost, freezing
wheels and distorting lanes.

Most falter, crashing or skidding.

Yamamoto’s control lets him slide past wreckage, gliding like a
shadow through fractured time.

Lap after lap, he reads the flow, anticipates rival surges, dodges
temporal traps.

His engine growls steady, his grip unyielding.

Final lap.

Yamamoto trails the leader — a racer with aggressive chrono
boosts.

The champion’s energy flickers, core overheating.



Yamamoto sees his moment.

He holds back, times movements carefully, then surges on the last
straightaway, exploiting the rival’s falter.

Crossing the finish line, the underground falls silent — then
erupts into stunned cheers.

EXT. STREETLIGHT – NIGHT

Yamamoto sits alone beneath a flickering streetlamp.

Adrenaline pulses through his veins.

The underground circuit empties.

Shouts fade.

The city hums.

His hands tremble slightly on the worn leather steering wheel.

YAMAMOTO (V.O.)
I’m not just a mechanic anymore. I’m a racer. A winner.

(but quietly)
But beneath the surface, a storm churns — relief, pride, and

something fragile.

He thinks of his sister, AIKO.

YAMAMOTO (V.O.)
This win isn’t just mine. It’s for her. A silent promise fulfilled

in steel and speed.

He exhales slowly.

YAMAMOTO (V.O.)
The path ahead is uncertain. The races brutal, rivals merciless.

But now, in this moment... I feel something rare.
Hope.

INT. FACTORY – DAY (FLASHBACK)

Young Yamamoto works amid soot-stained workshops.

His father, stoic and rough-handed, teaches him.

FATHER
Every bolt, every gear, every weld has a purpose. Rush it, and you

break more than metal — you break trust.

Yamamoto absorbs the lesson.

His sister Aiko laughs brightly, following him everywhere.

EXT. DIRT TRACK – NIGHT (FLASHBACK)

Aiko pulls Yamamoto to a rundown dirt track.



AIKO
You should race. Show them what you can do.

Yamamoto hesitates but is inspired.

He climbs into an old battered racer — no chrono mods.

The engine roars.

He races, breathless.

He doesn’t win.

But Aiko’s smile says it all.

INT. GARAGE – NIGHT (PRESENT DAY)

Yamamoto prepares for his sixth season.

New regulations restrict deep sync access.

MIKA
You won’t manipulate the timeline past seven seconds.

YAMAMOTO
If you need more than seven seconds, you were never in control.

RIKU
New racer Kaelen is unstable. Calculated chaos.

YAMAMOTO
Let him spin out. Let him burn.

He picks up a memory drive inscribed “Aiko – For when the wind
turns against you.”

MIKA
You never use her settings.

YAMAMOTO
I do now. To stay ahead, I need to remember what pushed me this

far... and what I lost.

Respect fills the room.

EXT. DESERT TRACK – DAY

Yamamoto stands at the tarmac’s edge.

Mika’s voice crackles through comm.

MIKA (V.O.)
Sync calibrated. Aiko’s drift parameters live. Riku adjusted the

temporal response curve — Phase-2 Flow in five seconds if
triggered.

Yamamoto steps into the cockpit.

Digital Aiko’s voice greets him.



AIKO (V.O.)
Welcome back, Yama.

The engine screams.

Phantom Wraith launches forward.

Yamamoto activates Drift Phase I.

Reality bends — time dilates, corners shift.

Yamamoto leans into the chaos.

Ahead, a flash of red — a memory, Aiko smiling from the stands.

He drives harder.

Car lifts then slams back down.

AIKO (V.O.)
Stabilization successful. Lap time: 02:44.1. Temporal distortion

absorption: 97.3%.

He circles back.

MIKA (V.O.)
How did it feel?

YAMAMOTO
Like death. But faster.

EXT. TRACK – DAY

TARO stands by his car, the CHRONO FANG — dark red with temporal
shielding.

The crowd buzzes.

June’s voice through comm.

JUNE (V.O.)
Taro. Four races before Final. Everyone’s hunting points. Ride the

flow — don’t break it.

TARO
Copy.

He seals the cockpit, tuning out all else.

EXT. RACE START LINE – NIGHT

The lights above the track blink—red, red, red...

Then green.

A sonic crack splits the air.

TARO surges forward, positioned fourth from the front. Time
slashes around him like invisible wind.*



His car, the CHRONO FANG, locks perfectly into the first curve.
Beside him, a silver car — the HALCYON PIKE — clips too hard and

spins violently into the outer wall.

ANNOUNCER (V.O.)
One down. Three ahead.

The next bend shimmers — not heat, but a slow-field. Taro eases
just enough to let time wrap around him rather than resist it. The

moment stretches.

Gears groan. Taro spots a gold car bursting too early, thinking
the field was over.

ANNOUNCER (V.O.)
Wrong.

The gold car collapses, slowing unnaturally as if dragged through
syrup.

Taro passes it in a blink, dropping into third place.

INT. CHRONO FANG – LAP 2

Terrain warps beneath Taro — sharp downhill then a time lift that
freezes momentum for 0.3 seconds.

Most drivers falter.

Taro punches forward, timing the lift perfectly as he shifts into
third gear. The car bucks but lands clean.

Suddenly, REISS — a lean car with emerald accents and shimmering
temporal fins — pulls beside him.

REISS (over comms)
Thought you’d be ahead by now.

TARO
Still stretching.

Taro cuts left, brushing the edge of a tight ripple, gaining
enough ground to nudge Reiss back.

EXT. RACE TRACK – LAP 3

The crowd roars. Inside the cars, only the hum of compressed time
and mechanical precision.

A shadow looms ahead — first place: KUROJI AEN.

Kuroji dominates small circuits with a trick — short-phasing
through time lags using a dangerous algorithm that bends his

perception.

It cost two racers their leads last month. One didn’t finish.



Taro chases the shadow.

At the FRACTURE CANYON, Kuroji dives in.

The zone splits into three temporal forks — each a guess. One
collapses after five seconds, one bends forward, one pulls time
backward two seconds before slingshotting the driver into the

present.

Taro hesitates half a breath — then follows Kuroji into the
leftmost fork — the one no one takes.

Everything slows. Wind disappears. Engine trembles.

He’s inside a temporal void — no traction, no air, no future.

But that’s the trick.

Taro leans forward, eyes narrowing.

TARO (V.O.)
The key isn’t to escape. It’s to merge.

He adjusts his chrono-pulse, syncing his engine’s vibrations to
the stillness.

The void shimmers, accepts him, then ejects.

Taro bursts out beside Kuroji.

EXT. RACE TRACK – LAP 4 FINAL

The crowd stands as one.

Kuroji leans hard, swerving to throw Taro off rhythm — but Taro
flows.

Each curve, each line, becomes part of his rhythm. The world
fades.

Only the car, the road, and the pulse of time beneath his tires
remain.

At the final stretch, Kuroji activates his short-phase.

He vanishes — reappearing meters ahead of the finish line.

But he flickers.

Taro knows — Kuroji pushed too far, the short-phase glitches.

Taro surges forward, gripping the wheel like steel.

One second.

Two.

Three —

Kuroji skips —



TARO
(passing)
Finish.

EXT. PIT LANE – NIGHT

The scent of burnt rubber lingers.

Taro pulls the Chaser into the pit lane, engine humming down.

JUNE reaches him first, wiping oil off her hands.

JUNE
That pass on Lap 6? Insane. You threaded the needle with three
seconds of traction loss. I told you, the chassis could take it.

Taro pulls off his gloves, leaning against the car, catching his
breath.

TARO
Could’ve gone either way.

JANGO tosses him a water bottle.

JANGO
You made it go your way. That’s what counts.

VETUS steps forward, slow and steady, eyes sharp beneath cracked
goggles.

VETUS
That was the kind of racing that makes time flinch. But you’re not

done. That was race four.

Taro nods, adrenaline fading into focus.

JUNE
Don’t lose yourself trying to win the next one. You’re still

human, even if you’re dancing on time.

Taro smiles tiredly.

TARO
And I’ve got you three to keep me on the ground.

They stand together — four broken souls held by the pull of time
and velocity.

INT. STRATEGY ROOM – NIGHT

Holograms flicker above a long table, casting eerie glows on the
walls.

Taro studies the twisting, pulsing course.



JUNE
This stretch — the Slip Corridor — expect sudden deceleration from

temporal drag, not brakes. Each racer feels it differently.

TARO
So I could be accelerating while someone beside me slows?

JUNE
Exactly. Overtaking will be a nightmare.

JANGO
(gruff)

I tweaked the shock coils. If you get pulled into a time-snap,
your body won’t absorb the full recoil. But only once. Too much

strain and you rupture the rear axle.

He tosses Taro a matte black stabilizer button with a red stripe.

JANGO
One charge. Like a defibrillator for the car. Time it right, you

get out of hell.

Taro clips it to the dash.

VETUS
Three racers you need to watch: the chrome Lotus running dirty
exhaust lines; another surgical, boxing you in tight; and a

newcomer with a bone-white car — an underground circuit king who
adapts, waits for others to break.

TARO
So it’s down to instinct.

VETUS
It always was.

Taro exhales.

TARO
Alright. June, stabilizers at 80%. Jango, delay coil recoil by 0.3

seconds. Vetus?

VETUS
If everything goes sideways?

TARO
Then I ride it sideways.

INT. GARAGE BAY – NIGHT

Generators hum. The massive steel ceiling curves overhead, layered
with screens and timers.

Taro sits on the hood of his KAIDAN BLADE, calm before the storm.

June approaches, neural-link helmet and water in hand.



JUNE
You look like you’re thinking too hard.

TARO
Trying not to.

JUNE
Good. Overthinking gets you killed.

She sits beside him.

JUNE
I rewrote your reaction feedback loop. You’ll feel the chronofold

sharper this time.

TARO
I’ll feel it?

JUNE
Like your whole body’s being rewritten. But if you lean with it—

TARO
—I stay whole.

Jango wipes grease from his arms.

JANGO
If you crash, I’m keeping your engine.

TARO
You want a wrecked drive core?

JANGO
I’ll rebuild it better. With your driving, I should build a second

one anyway.

Vetus enters slowly, coat trailing dust.

VETUS
Four races to the final. Every one trims the weak. Win clean. Or

don’t come back.

TARO
No pressure.

VETUS
I’ve seen kids burn out trying to be legends.

TARO
I’m not trying. I’m driving.

June slaps the car’s side.

JUNE
Alright. Let’s light this ghost.

Jango moves to the side panel.



JANGO
Fueled and synced. Temporal locks calibrated.

Vetus flicks a small, tarnished coin to Taro.

VETUS
Old track token. Keep it. Maybe it reminds you why we race.

Taro slips the coin into his jacket.

EXT. TRACK GATE – NIGHT

Taro’s car purrs, temporal core pulsing slowly.

The time strip shimmers, twisting through collapsed centuries.

Taro’s gaze lands on YAMAMOTO HOSHINA.

Five-time undefeated champion.

Yamamoto stands arms folded, visor down, expression unreadable
beneath his charcoal helmet.

His suit pulses subtly with gold fibers.

His car, KAZAN-NO-REI, radiates controlled force.

Taro walks beside him, helmet under arm, chin high.

TARO
You’re finally here.

YAMAMOTO
(dry)

Didn’t want to miss the race where you finally get challenged.

Taro smirks.

TARO
I don’t plan to outthink time. Just feel it better than you.

Yamamoto turns, eyes locked on Taro.

YAMAMOTO
You drive like someone looking for something. That makes you

dangerous. But fragile.

TARO
And you drive like someone who’s forgotten what it means to lose.

Yamamoto doesn’t respond.

He steps to his car.

YAMAMOTO
Don’t let your emotions cloud the strip. This is more than a race.

He climbs in, door hisses shut.

June’s voice crackles over comms.



JUNE
Taro, align systems. We’re going in.

Taro takes a last look at the bending time ahead.

INT. CHRONO FANG COCKPIT – NIGHT

The cockpit seals with a hiss.

Monitors flicker to life — data streams and chrono-signatures
overlay the HUD.

June guides prep.

Jango adjusts stabilizers remotely.

Vetus watches silently from the pit.

JUNE
Temporal stabilizer locked. Phase coils synced. Ignition hot.

Taro rolls his neck, breathes slowly.

TARO
Let’s ride.

The time strip stretches ahead — a glowing artery of shifting
history.

Engines built not just for speed — but to surf time itself.

EXT. STARTING GRID – NIGHT

Ten seconds.

Lights pulse red above the track.

Taro grips steering bars, thumbs on phase-shift triggers.

Seat adjusts to his spine.

Seven seconds.

The track tugs at reality’s edges.

Time currents swirl.

Faint echoes: dinosaurs roar, a medieval fortress shimmers.

Five seconds.

Yamamoto’s car is still — perfect.

Taro blinks. No fear.

Three.

Lights flash violet.

Two.

Taro leans forward.



One.

The strip explodes.

All twelve cars surge forward, temporal engines flare with rings
of heat.

The time stream fractures, rippling collapsing decades.

Winds tear sideways.

Realities shimmer.

A burning ship hovers, flickering.

Taro is fourth. The stream warps around him.

INT. CHRONO FANG – CONTINUOUS

JUNE (V.O.)
You’re tailing Yamamoto. He’s shifting ahead, eyeing a phase-jump.

Don’t follow blindly.

TARO
(noticing)
I’m not.

He flicks a switch. Drift anchors activate.

Car dips low, hugging the inner strip edge through a broken Roman
city frozen mid-volcanic eruption.

Yamamoto’s car blinks — vanishes, then reappears meters ahead.

JUNE (V.O.)
Shortfold. Twice in ten seconds. Burns fuel hard.

TARO
He never cares.

Dust and fire rise.

Stone walls loom.

Taro banks left, shoots through collapsing time gates.

Emerges into a 2099 Tokyo street.

Lights glitch. Civilians frozen mid-motion flicker.

Taro gains on third, then second.

Only Yamamoto ahead — a black phantom vanishing through time.

JANGO (V.O.)
Strip ends in a warfront zone. Chrono-winds unpredictable.

TARO
I’ll handle it.



EXT. TIME-FLOW CIRCUIT – FINAL SECTOR – CONTINUOUS

The sleek, roaring car responds perfectly to every shift of Taro’s
hands — every part singing in perfect harmony. This machine was

for this moment, built for chaos.

Taro’s tires skim a ripple in time, launching him forward just as
BULLETS start raining from above — a frozen World War II air raid

suspended in flux. Bombs hang mid-fall, motionless.

Yamamoto’s Viper-X has already cleared the danger zone.

Taro doesn’t slow.

He cuts the angle tight, threading between two unexploded bombs
locked in stasis, bursting through to—

EXT. DARK VOID — CONTINUOUS

No sky. No ground. Just empty black strip.

Yamamoto floats nearby, gliding in silence, as if momentum doesn’t
apply here.

JUNE (COMM)
Final sector. Yamamoto’s coasting. He thinks it’s over.

Taro narrows his eyes.

TARO
Then I’ll remind him what pressure feels like.

He reaches for the temporal slip switch — the final move they’ve
held back until now.

JANGO (COMM)
You sure? We don’t know how it’ll react this deep into the strip.

TARO
I don’t need to know.

He slams the switch.

The car glows violently. The frame shudders.

Suddenly, Taro isn’t behind Yamamoto.

He’s beside him.

Yamamoto turns, startled.

For the first time in five years, someone has caught up.

Taro grins.

EXT. TIME-FLOW CIRCUIT – SPIRAL CORRIDOR – CONTINUOUS



The engines roar, tearing through the next time-flow sector — a
rippling stretch where time bends sideways, light fracturing into

ghostly echoes.

Taro’s knuckles go white on the wheel. His eyes fix on Yamamoto’s
tail lights flickering ahead like taunts.

Every twitch of the wheel feels less like reaction, more like
premonition — he’s reading time, not just racing it.

Yamamoto drifts into the spiral, flames licking his exhausts as
the car twists sideways — a masterpiece from years mastering the

current.

No wasted movement. No fear.

Taro doesn’t back down.

He downshifts twice, car screaming in protest, slingshotting into
the bend behind Yamamoto, inches from the reflective vortex wall.

Time ripples around them like water — the track flashes with
glimpses of a battlefield, a quiet city street, a shattered moon.

TARO (whisper)
You’re not untouchable anymore.

Yamamoto notices in his rearview — Taro’s silhouette leans
forward, pure focus — fused with the machine.

Yamamoto’s jaw clenches.

EXT. TIME-FLOW CIRCUIT – ZERO FALL – CONTINUOUS

The cars drop vertically — gravity reversing every few seconds.

Taro flicks on stabilizers, letting the car fall with the pull
just before inversion.

For a moment, he’s upside down — then sideways — then back
upright, skimming inches from oblivion.

Yamamoto is already there, waiting, smiling grimly.

YAMAMOTO
I expected you to survive the Zero Fall… but not catch up.

EXT. TIME-FLOW CIRCUIT – STRAIGHTAWAY – CONTINUOUS

Side by side, engines roaring, the two surge forward.

The crowd roars across timelines, watching through phantom
projections — some from the distant past, some dystopian futures.

Time itself stutters between them.

JUNE (COMM)
Now. If you’re gonna break him, do it here.



Taro taps the side control — shifting the time-weight
differential.

A sharp hiss echoes under his seat.

His car compresses, trading mass for acceleration.

He surges forward —

Scrapes metal with Yamamoto —

The two cars nearly fuse in sparks —

Yamamoto growls—

YAMAMOTO
You arrogant—

Taro pulls ahead — a heartbeat, then another.

Yamamoto slams into the slipstream, forcing his way into the
inside lane again.

They’re neck and neck.

Sweat drips down Taro’s temple. His heart hammers — not from fear,
but clarity.

This is it.

The track bends ahead — a shimmering time arc laced with
distortion rifts.

No one passes here.

Too unstable.

Even veterans avoid it.

But Taro sees the line.

A narrow slit — barely wide enough, barely sane enough.

JUNE (COMM)
Taro! No! You’ll lose stabilizers!

TARO
I see it.

He jerks the wheel.

Dives into the arc.

A wall of chronal wind hits sideways, lifting the rear like a toy.

Time flickers wildly — prehistoric skies, neon digital glows,
black voids flash by.

Everything shakes.

Dashboard screams warnings.



Taro exhales sharply, countersteers.

Every twitch counts.

He feathers the throttle, letting the instability roll through him
like a wave.

He rides it — not against it — with it.

Milliseconds blur.

Outside, Yamamoto’s eyes narrow, glancing left.

Expecting Taro gone.

Burned out.

Shredded.

But—

A shadow emerges.

Low. Fast. Radiating heat.

Taro’s car explodes from the arc — sideways, sparks trailing like
comet-fire —

Lands half a length ahead of Yamamoto.

The crowd erupts across timelines.

VETUS (COMM)
What the hell did he just do?

Taro can’t answer.

His arms tremble — adrenaline surging.

Yamamoto grits his teeth.

YAMAMOTO
So… the boy wants to play with death.

Fine.

Then we dance on the edge.

Yamamoto twists a dial — activating the REVERSE DRIFT DRIVE, a
system banned on most circuits for its danger.

His wheels lock sideways, accelerating.

The car bends like a snake.

Then hurls itself at Taro’s rear bumper.

EXT. TIME-FLOW CIRCUIT – TEMPORAL TUNNEL – CONTINUOUS

The last sector — a final mile where time fragments spin so fast
memories bleed onto the road, haunting drivers mid-turn.



Only the most focused survive.

Taro and Yamamoto enter together, engines screaming.

EXT. TIME-FLOW CIRCUIT – MID-PACK – CONTINUOUS

Kaede crouches low, silver Dart LX slicing shadows behind the
leaders.

She scans her holographic feed, fingers twitching.

Retro-Mode is slower but deadly precise.

She plans to strike near the final gate.

Jin circles on his twin-engine bike, aggressive.

Delay Trap ability recharged, waiting for the perfect corner.

Hana struggles through rain-soaked bends, energy low after a risky
chrono surge.

She fights to find an opening before the pack swallows her.

Phantom drifts mid-pack, bike cloaked in temporal distortion.

Ruthless, calculating.

He watches the leaders coldly.

PHANTOM (thought)
Yamamoto’s arrogance is his weakness. Taro’s recklessness will be

his downfall.

The race is no longer about speed — it’s a mental war, a battle of
nerves, timing, willpower.

INT. PIT AREA – BROADCAST MONITOR

Vetus shouts over comms:

VETUS
Kaede’s closing on your six! Jin’s setting traps — watch your

rear!

JUNE
Energy stable. One chrono surge left. Use it wisely.

JANGO
Repairs holding, but suspension’s thin. Careful on rough patches.

Taro’s breath hitches.

The stakes have never been higher.

EXT. TIME-FLOW CIRCUIT – TIME FRACTURE STRAIGHT – CONTINUOUS

The infamous Time Fracture Straight — seconds fracture and bend.

Racers blast forward.



Suddenly — a ripple surges through the chrono-field.

A subtle but dangerous disruption.

Core systems jolt.

Kaede’s HUD flickers violently.

KAEDE
No, no, no…

Her Retro-Mode stutters, stability fails.

One wrong move here means tumbling through time itself.

Jin’s bike shudders; Delay Trap circuits spark erratically.

JIN
Come on, come on…

His reflexes slow.

Hana’s adaptive system flares alarms.

Traction offline. Sensor feedback delayed.

She bites her lip.

Rain pelts her windshield.

Phantom’s bike flickers, shadows wavering.

Even he feels unease.

PHANTOM (thought)
Chaos is a tool — but this… this is different.

INT. TARO’S COCKPIT

Dashboard flares alarms.

Chrono-core pulses violently, shaking the frame.

Taro’s hands tremble, gripping the wheel.

VETUS (COMM)
Smooth inputs! Don’t fight the core — flow with it!

JUNE (COMM)
Breathe. Feel the car, not the chaos. You’re still in control.

Taro’s vision narrows — rain blurs neon flickers through the
windshield.

The twisted Time Fracture Straight stretches ahead — a wound in
reality.

The car lurches; rear threatens to fishtail.

Taro countersteers instinctively.



Sweat stings his eyes.

Focus.

Feel the flow.

He syncs with the Chaser — every twitch a desperate dialogue with
the machine.

The chrono-core roars like a beast beneath the surface,
threatening to tear free.

VETUS (COMM)
Remember, flow with instability. Don’t resist.

JUNE (COMM)
Breathe, Taro. Trust yourself.

Engines roar distantly.

Taro’s world shrinks to wet asphalt, fractured seconds slipping
like sand.

No thoughts of winning or losing — only survival.

Yamamoto’s Viper-X glints ahead — a predator stalking through
temporal distortion.

Taro’s jaw clenches.

Not yet.

The Chaser shudders again.

But Taro leans into chaos — every nerve screaming.

Threading the needle through fractured timelines.

Fighting for the lead — fighting for every breath alive.

Time breaks down around them.

But Taro refuses to break.

Yamamoto’s eyes narrow at flickering warning lights.

A slow, amused smile tugs at his lips.

The chrono-core’s irregular pulse is nothing new — just another
wrinkle in the endless race through time.

The malfunction ripples like static on an old broadcast — lesser
drivers frenzy.

But Yamamoto thrives in chaos.

He eases back, fingers light on the wheel.

Feels the Viper-X not as a failing machine, but a wild beast eager
to be tamed.



The slipping stabilizers and erratic chrono bursts aren’t
problems.

They’re opportunities.

EXT. TIME-FLOW CIRCUIT – FINAL SECTOR – NIGHT (NEO-TOKYO 2149)

The sleek racing car SHIFTS sharply. The engine ROARS — every
piece singing in perfect harmony, built for chaos.

TARO’s tires skim a ripple in the timeline — suddenly, bullets
rain overhead like a frozen WWII air raid. Bombs hover, suspended

mid-fall.

YAMAMOTO has already cleared the danger. TARO doesn’t slow.

TARO
(calm, determined)

Let’s remind him what pressure feels like.

He cuts tightly between two frozen bombs, bursting through — into
a VOID. No sky. No ground. Just darkness.

YAMAMOTO floats silently ahead, gliding as if momentum doesn’t
apply.

JUNE (V.O.)
Final sector. Yamamoto’s coasting. He thinks it’s over.

TARO’s eyes narrow.

TARO
Not yet.

He slams the TEMPORAL SLIP SWITCH. The car GLOWS. Frame shudders.

Suddenly, TARO is alongside YAMAMOTO.

YAMAMOTO turns, shocked — first time in five years someone caught
up.

TARO grins.

TARO
(smiling)

This race isn’t over.

Both engines ROAR like beasts unleashed.

They tear through a rippling sector where TIME BENDS SIDEWAYS —
light fractures into ghostly echoes.

TARO’s grip tightens. His gaze locks on Yamamoto’s flickering tail
lights.

YAMAMOTO DRIFTS into a spiral corridor — flames licking from
exhausts, perfect lines, no wasted movement.



TARO downshifts twice — car screams — and slingshots into the bend
behind Yamamoto.

Time ripples: battlefield flashes, a quiet city street, a
shattered moon.

TARO
(whispering)

You’re not untouchable anymore.

Yamamoto’s jaw clenches, watching the silhouette fused with
machine.

The next sector: ZERO FALL — vertical drop with reversing gravity.

TARO activates stabilizers, lets the car fall, flipping upside
down, sideways, then upright again, skimming oblivion.

YAMAMOTO waits — smiling grimly.

Straightaway — side by side — crowd ROARS across timelines.

JUNE (V.O.)
Now. If you’re gonna break him, do it here.

TARO shifts time weight differential — hiss under seat — car
compresses, trading mass for acceleration.

He surges, catches Yamamoto’s flank, metal SCRAPES, sparks fly.

YAMAMOTO
(gritting teeth)
You arrogant—

TARO pulls ahead.

YAMAMOTO rebalances, SLAMS into slipstream — forces inside lane.

Neck and neck.

TARO sweats, heart pounding — pure focus.

The track bends into a shimmering TIME ARC with distortion rifts —
too unstable for passes.

JUNE’s voice cuts through.

JUNE (V.O.)
Taro. No. You’ll lose stabilizers.

TARO
I see it.

YAMAMOTO watches, eyes narrowing.

YAMAMOTO
No… he wouldn’t—



TARO jerks wheel, DIVES into arc.

A wall of chronal wind hits sideways — rear lifts like a toy.

TIME flickers: prehistoric sky, neon, black void.

Dashboard SCREAMS warnings.

TARO exhales sharply, counters steering.

He FEATHERS throttle — rides instability like a wave.

Suddenly — TARO’s car EXPLODES out of the arc, sideways, sparks
trailing like comet fire — lands ahead of Yamamoto.

The crowd ERUPTS.

VETUS (V.O.)
What the hell did he just do?

YAMAMOTO grits teeth.

YAMAMOTO
So… the boy wants to play with death. Fine. Then we dance on the

edge.

YAMAMOTO twists dial — activates REVERSE DRIFT DRIVE.

Car locks into sideways slide, hurling at TARO’s rear bumper.

They enter THE TEMPORAL TUNNEL — memories flash around, haunting.

Metal screams. Engines wail. The tunnel SWALLOWS them.

EXT. TIME-FLOW CIRCUIT – ZERO FALL SECTOR – NIGHT

The track plunges into the ZERO FALL — a vertical drop where
gravity flips every few seconds.

TARO flicks the stabilizers ON, launching the car down the edge,
falling with gravity just before it inverts.

For a heartbeat, he’s upside down — then sideways — then upright
again, inches from the edge of oblivion.

YAMAMOTO waits at the bottom, a grim smile on his face.

He expected Taro to survive — but not to catch up.

EXT. TIME-FLOW CIRCUIT – STRAIGHTAWAY – NIGHT

Both cars surge side-by-side.

The crowd roars through phantom projections scattered across
timelines — some in the distant past, others in dystopian futures

— all feeling the tension.

JUNE (V.O.)
Now. If you’re gonna break him, do it here.



TARO taps a control, shifting the time-weight differential. A
sharp hiss echoes.

His car compresses into a tighter, compact frame — mass traded for
acceleration.

He surges forward, scraping Yamamoto’s right flank. Sparks fly.

YAMAMOTO
You arrogant—!

TARO pulls ahead. Yamamoto slams back into the slipstream, forcing
inside again.

They’re neck and neck.

TARO’s sweat drips. His heart hammers — not fear, but clarity.

EXT. TIME-FLOW CIRCUIT – SHIMMERING TIME ARC – NIGHT

The track bends ahead — a shimmering arc laced with distortion
rifts.

No one passes here. Too unstable.

But Taro sees a narrow slit — barely wide, barely sane.

JUNE (V.O.)
Taro. No. You’ll lose stabilizers.

TARO
I see it.

He jerks the wheel, diving into the arc.

A wall of chronal wind hits sideways, lifting the rear like a toy.

Time flickers — prehistoric skies, digital neon, black void.

The dashboard screams warnings.

Taro exhales sharp, countersteering, feathering the throttle.

He rides the instability — letting the flow bend him, not break
him.

Milliseconds blur.

Outside, Yamamoto narrows his eyes, glancing left — expecting Taro
to be gone.

But a shadow emerges — low, fast, radiating heat.

Taro’s car explodes from the arc, sideways, sparks trailing like
comet-fire.

He lands half a length ahead.

The crowd across timelines erupts.



VETUS (V.O.)
What the hell did he just do?

Taro’s arms tremble — adrenaline surging.

Yamamoto grits his teeth.

YAMAMOTO
So... the boy wants to play with death. Fine. Then we dance on the

edge.

Yamamoto twists a dial — activating the Reverse Drift Drive,
banned for danger.

His wheels lock into a sideways slide while accelerating.

The car snakes around the curve, hurling toward Taro’s rear
bumper.

EXT. TIME-FLOW CIRCUIT – TEMPORAL TUNNEL – NIGHT

The last sector looms — the TEMPORAL TUNNEL, a mile-long stretch
where time fragments spin fast.

Memories surface and haunt drivers mid-turn.

Only the most focused survive.

Yamamoto and Taro enter side by side.

Metal screams. Engines wail.

The tunnel swallows them both.

EXT. TIME-FLOW CIRCUIT – MID-PACK – NIGHT

KADE crouches low over her silver Dart LX.

She slices through shadows behind the leaders, eyes sharp on the
holographic feed.

Her Retro-Mode is slower but deadly precise.

KADE (THINKING)
If I keep my distance, pick off the slips, I’ll strike near the

final gate.

Beside her, JIN circles on his twin-engine bike, fingers
twitching.

JIN (THINKING)
Taro or Yamamoto — whoever slips first gets caught.

HANA fights slick, rain-soaked bends.

Adaptive handling keeps her stable but energy’s low.

HANA (THINKING)
Focus. Don’t let pressure force a mistake.



PHANTOM, a shadowy racer cloaked in temporal distortion, lurks
mid-pack.

Cold calculation in his eyes.

PHANTOM (THINKING)
Yamamoto’s arrogance is his weakness. Taro’s recklessness will be

his downfall.

INT. PIT – NIGHT

VETUS and JUNE monitor feeds.

VETUS
Kaede’s closing. Jin’s setting traps — watch your rear, Taro.

JUNE
Energy stable. One chrono surge left. Use it wisely.

JANGO
Suspension holding but fragile. Be careful.

EXT. TIME-FLOW CIRCUIT – TIME FRACTURE STRAIGHT – NIGHT

Racers enter the infamous stretch where seconds fracture and bend.

Sudden ripple destabilizes chrono-cores.

Kaede’s HUD flickers.

KADE
No... no...

Jin’s Delay Trap circuits spark.

Hana’s adaptive system alarms.

Phantom smirks coldly.

PHANTOM (THINKING)
Chaos is a tool.

Vet and June warn Taro.

VETUS
Taro, feel anything off? Core readings spiking.

JUNE
Field destabilization affecting all.

JANGO
Suspension taking a hit. Keep it smooth.

Taro’s grip tightens.

INT. TARO'S CAR – NIGHT

Dashboard alarms flash.

Chrono-core pulses violently.



Rain blurs the distorted neon.

The car fishtails.

Taro countersteers, muscles coiling with precision.

VETUS (V.O.)
Flow with the instability. Don’t resist.

JUNE (V.O.)
Breathe. Trust yourself.

Taro zones in on the track, racing not to win — but to survive.

EXT. TIME-FLOW CIRCUIT – NIGHT

Yamamoto smiles, relaxed, feeling the Viper-X flow.

The malfunction is an opportunity — not a problem.

Others struggle, but Yamamoto dances with chaos.

INT. YAMAMOTO’S COCKPIT — CONTINUOUS

Yamamoto eases back in his seat, fingers light and steady on the
wheel. The Viper-X hums beneath him — not a failing machine, but a

wild beast ready to be tamed.

The slipping stabilizers and erratic chrono bursts pulse
unpredictably, but to Yamamoto, they’re not problems — they’re

opportunities.

Around him, other racers struggle fiercely, gripping their
controls like drowning swimmers desperate for air.

Yamamoto remains calm, letting the Viper-X flow beneath him,
bending with the fractured currents of time instead of fighting

them.

YAMAMOTO
(flicking a dial)

This is the real race. Not speed. Not skill. Control over the
chaos.

The car’s tail slides wide into a corner, but Yamamoto doesn’t
panic. He smiles wider as the crowd’s roar blurs into white noise.

Yamamoto locks eyes with the twisted horizon ahead — time folds
and unravels like a living thing.

He’s racing the fabric of time itself — and winning.

Cut to Taro gripping the wheel tightly as his car roars through
the final stretch, every vibration reminding him of how close he

came to losing everything.



Taro’s breath is ragged, sweat blurring his vision. The roar of
the crowd echoes faintly through the temporal distortion.

One last sharp corner — and then—

The finish gate explodes in a burst of light, the chrono-pulse
sealing Taro’s victory.

The world snaps back into focus. Taro’s engine sputters, steam
rising from the battered frame. His hands shake but a grin breaks

through the exhaustion.

Yamamoto appears behind the crowd, moving swiftly. The tension
between them is thick.

They lock eyes in silence.

Yamamoto’s lips twitch, and slowly, deliberately, he extends his
hand.

Taro hesitates, then clasps it firmly.

YAMAMOTO
You earned this one. Keep pushing—next time, I won’t go easy.

Taro nods. The weight of the win settles in. This is more than
victory — it’s a challenge, a war on the flow of time.

The workshop is quiet now. The hum of machinery replaced by soft
dripping coolant and the occasional beep of diagnostics.

Taro leans against the battered workbench, muscles buzzing from
adrenaline. His fingers trace scratches on the Chaser’s hood.

Vetus slides a crate of spare parts onto the floor, wiping grease
from his hands.

VETUS
Five years. That’s a hell of a streak Yamamoto had. You breaking

it tonight? That calls for something.

June pops her welding goggles up, a rare smile softening her
usually sharp features.

JUNE
Yeah, no way we’re spending tonight tinkering. You earned a break,

Taro.

Jango stretches his arms and nods.

JANGO
My treat. I know a place—small noodle joint, nothing fancy, but

the broth is legendary. Perfect after a night like this.

Taro’s grin spreads, exhaustion melting into relief.



TARO
Dinner sounds good. Beats staring at broken parts.

Vetus gives him a once-over.

VETUS
Don’t get too comfortable. That win means you’ve got everyone’s

eyes on you now. Next races won’t be any easier.

June grabs her jacket, already halfway to the door.

JUNE
Then we’ll be ready. Starting with tonight—let’s eat.

The crew moves together toward the exit, Neo-Tokyo’s neon glow
bleeding in through cracked windows as they step into the night.

The neon haze wraps around them like a familiar blanket as they
enter a small buzzing karaoke bar between towering skyscrapers.

The scent of warm sake and fried snacks mingles with the low hum
of chatter and distant beats.

Vetus claims a corner booth, eyes lighting up with rare
anticipation.

June nudges Taro, grinning.

JUNE
Ready to lose?

Taro smirks.

TARO
In your dreams.

Jango laughs, sliding a tray of drinks toward the table.

JANGO
Let’s warm up with something classic.

The screen flickers to life as Queen’s “Radio Ga Ga” chords fill
the room, synth beats pulsing.

June grabs the mic first, voice strong and clear, eyes sparkling
with mischief.

Vetus follows, gravelly tone adding rough edge.

Taro takes the next verse, feeling tension melt away.

Jango joins, voices weaving together — rough edges and perfect
timing.

Nearby, the crowd claps and cheers, caught in unexpected harmony.

For a few minutes, the race, the malfunction, and fractured time
flow disappear — replaced by shared joy under neon lights.



When the last note fades, June raises her glass.

JUNE
To victories, broken records, and whatever the next race throws at

us.

They all smile, night stretching ahead, full of promise and the
unspoken bond of a team racing against time itself.

The laughter lingers as they step back onto the slick rain-glossed
streets of Neo-Tokyo.

Neon glow flickers softly through mist, casting long shadows.

Vetus adjusts his coat against the cool night, expression
softened.

June slips hands into pockets, savoring calm before the storm.

JUNE
Feels good to unwind. We needed this.

Jango cracks his neck.

JANGO
No matter how wild the race, nights like this remind me why we

keep pushing.

Taro glances at fractured sky, distant city hum a lullaby.

TARO
Tomorrow’s another fight, but for now… it’s good to just be.

They move in easy silence, footsteps fading as the city pulses
quietly.

At their doors, they pause, nod — no words needed.

Bond stronger than any race, any challenge.

Each disappears into their own space, carrying night’s warmth into
uncertain dawn.

INT. NEO-TOKYO - KARAOKE BAR - NIGHT

Neon haze wraps the streets outside like a familiar blanket. The
crew steps into a small, buzzing karaoke bar nestled between

towering skyscrapers. The air is thick with the scent of warm sake
and fried snacks, mingling with the low hum of chatter and distant

electronic beats.

VETUS (tired but eyes bright) claims a corner booth with
anticipation. JUNE nudges TARO, grinning.

JUNE
Ready to lose?



TARO
(smirk, shaking head)

In your dreams.

JANGO laughs, sliding a tray of drinks toward the table.

JANGO
Let’s warm up with something classic.

The screen flickers to life. The opening chords of Queen’s "Radio
Ga Ga" pulse through the room.

JUNE grabs the mic first, voice surprisingly strong and clear,
eyes sparkling with mischief. VETUS follows with a gravelly, rough

edge to the chorus, gently swaying in his seat. TARO takes the
next verse, tension melting away. JANGO joins in, their voices

weaving together imperfectly yet perfectly timed.

The nearby crowd claps and cheers, caught in the unexpected
harmony. For a few minutes, the race, the malfunction, and

fractured flow of time disappear — replaced by the simple joy of
shared song under neon lights.

When the last note fades, JUNE raises her glass.

JUNE
To victories, broken records, and whatever the next race throws at

us.

They all smile, the night stretching ahead, full of promise and
unspoken bond.

EXT. NEO-TOKYO - RAIN-GLOSSY STREETS - NIGHT

The laughter lingers as they step back onto slick, rain-glossed
streets. Neon glows flicker softly through the mist, casting long

shadows between skyscrapers.

VETUS adjusts his coat against the cool night, his usual stoic
expression softened. JUNE slips her hands in pockets, eyes

scanning quiet alleys.

JUNE
Feels good to unwind. We needed this.

JANGO stretches, cracking his neck.

JANGO
No matter how wild the race, nights like this remind me why we

keep pushing.

TARO glances up at fractured sky, city hum a lullaby after chaos.
He smiles tired but genuine.



TARO
Tomorrow’s another fight. But for now... it’s good to just be.

They move together in easy silence, footsteps fading into night as
city pulses quietly around them.

At their own doors, they pause, exchanging nods—no words needed.
The bond between them stronger than any race or challenge.

Each disappears into their own space, carrying the night’s warmth
into the uncertain dawn ahead.

INT. WORKSHOP - NIGHT

The workshop is quieter than usual. Rain taps softly against
cracked windows. Holo-displays buzz faintly across scattered

tables.

TARO sits hunched over the Chaser’s dashboard, fingers tracing
worn lines of the chrono-core interface.

JUNE slides up beside him, eyes sharp beneath glowing holo-
goggles. She holds a flickering datapad, light reflecting off

grease smudges on her cheeks.

JUNE
(low, steady)

Taro, I’ve been pulling data on the race roster. The
competition... it’s on a whole different level.

TARO looks up, wary.

TARO
Who?

JUNE taps datapad. Three sharp, focused faces project mid-air.

JUNE
First, Elena Marquez—“The Iron Shadow” from Spain. She’s won every
ability-less race in Europe for five years. Flawless control and

precision.

TARO
(nods slowly)

Iron Shadow... cold, calculated. Doesn’t waste a single moment.

JUNE
Then Akira Fujimoto—“Silent Blade” from Japan. Smooth efficiency,

no wasted energy or risky moves. He’s beaten Tokyo’s best
underground without triggering chrono systems.

TARO
(narrows eyes)

That kind of control... scary.



JUNE
Last, Marcus “Bulldozer” O’Connell from Ireland. Raw power, insane
reflexes. When abilities are locked down, he’s the one to watch.

Pure skill and guts.

TARO
(exhales, tense)

So the race will be split?

JUNE
Thirty laps total. Fifteen without abilities—no chrono boosts, no

time waves. Pure racing. Then fifteen with everything live.
Drivers will switch gears—literal and mental—between skill and

chaos.

She pauses.

JUNE
If you want to win, you’ll have to master both.

TARO clenches fists, determination hardening.

TARO
It’s not just about speed or tech. Control. Strategy. Keeping my

head clear when chaos hits.

JUNE
(sharp gaze)

Exactly. This race will show who truly commands the flow of time—
and who just rides its waves.

TARO stares at datapad, rivals’ faces burning bright.

TARO
This is the real test.

INT. WORKSHOP - LATER

Soft hiss of welding torches, clinks of tools, hum of diagnostic
rigs as VETUS, JUNE, and JANGO circle the Chaser.

VETUS runs gloved hand along chassis.

VETUS
Portugal’s coastal circuit: tight corners, fast straights,

unpredictable weather. Salt air means corrosion risk.

JUNE crouches by chrono-core, fingers flying over holo-interface.

JUNE
Two setups: raw skill laps—tight traction, minimal chrono

interference. Ability laps—core handles intense surges without
overheating.

JANGO nods, wiping grease.



JANGO
Switching between modes fast and smooth is the trick. Suspension,
boost curves, timing systems all recalibrated so Taro can adapt on

the fly.

TARO leans over screen, watching data streams.

TARO
What about chrono-core stability? Last race almost fried it.

JUNE pulls up heat dispersion models.

JUNE
Upgraded cooling matrix with nano-fluid coolant. Keeps core temps
stable during ability laps. Still have to manage energy output

carefully.

VETUS holds new stabilizers.

VETUS
Adaptive dampeners for wet sections, adjusting grip automatically.

Crucial for laps without abilities.

JANGO holds turbo manifold.

JANGO
Boost tuned for smoother power delivery. No more torque spikes to

spin you out.

TARO nods.

TARO
The car’s a beast and a scalpel—raw and precise when needed, wild

and powerful when pushing chrono.

JUNE smiles, eyes gleaming.

JUNE
You’re racing yourself—mastering control and chaos.

VETUS claps heavy hand on TARO’s shoulder.

VETUS
Ready? Portugal’s no joke.

TARO looks up, determination bright.

TARO
Ready. Let’s make this Chaser dance on the flow of time.

They exchange confident glances. Preparation sparks ignite.

EXT. COASTAL TRACK - MORNING

Cool morning air heavy with salt and sea mist.



TARO slides into Chaser cockpit, steering wheel grounding him.
Outside, coastal track stretches beneath stormy skies. Wet asphalt

glistens like liquid glass.

JUNE and JANGO scan holo-readouts nearby.

VETUS stands by pit wall, arms crossed.

TARO breathes deep, fingers adjusting throttle sensitivity.

Engine roars steady and restrained.

Nano-fluid coolant hums softly, stabilizing chrono-core heat.

EXT. TRACK - LAPS

First laps slow, measured. TARO tunes inputs like surgeon.

Tests stabilizers on slick corner; muscles tighten as Chaser grips
slippery tarmac confidently.

Acceleration smoother, boost curves reshaped for precision.

After five laps:

TARO (RADIO)
Core temps stable. Handling tighter, more responsive.

JUNE (RADIO)
Good. Push harder on straights. See turbo response.

TARO eases throttle open. Turbo hisses, car surges forward,
slicing wind. Chrono-core hums louder, temperature steady.

JANGO eyes graphs.

JANGO
Boost delivery cleaner. No torque spikes. Nice.

EXT. TRACK - TESTING

Multiple runs alternate skill mode (abilities off) and ability
mode (chrono surges and time-wave bursts).

During ability lap, TARO triggers chrono surge; car leaps forward,
world blurs, engine howls. Nano-fluid coolant kicks in; heat

gauges barely rise.

VETUS
(mutters) Cooling system’s working.

Challenge comes shifting modes mid-lap—suspension and turbo curves
recalibrating on the fly.

TARO grits teeth on tricky chicane, feeling balance shift with
chrono toggled. Dance of timing and instinct.

INT. WORKSHOP - NIGHT



After hours of sweat and calculation, team gathers, flushed but
bright-eyed.

JUNE
We’re close. Car’s adapting. You’re adapting.

VETUS
(smiles rare) Portugal won’t know what hit it.

TARO wipes rain from visor, heart pounding.

Test runs are lessons in harmony between man, machine, and flow of
time.

Big race coming. They’re ready to meet it.

INT. WORKSHOP - NIGHT

The workshop is dimly lit, tools scattered around. The usual hum
of machinery fades as night settles outside. JANGO wipes grease

from his hands, preparing to leave. Suddenly, his commlink BUZZES
sharply.

He pulls it out, eyes narrowing at the caller ID — MOM.

JANGO
Hey, Mom. What’s up?

MOM (V.O.)
Jango... It’s Kai. He—he’s gone.

Shock hits Jango like a punch to the chest. He freezes.

JANGO
(quiet, shaky)
What happened?

MOM (V.O.)
There was an accident on a chrono-run last night. His bike...
something went wrong. They found him near the rift, but... he

didn’t make it.

Jango tightens his grip on the commlink, knuckles whitening. His
breath catches. The noise of the workshop fades.

JANGO
I... I have to go.

Across the room, JUNE looks up, concern sharpening her eyes. VETUS
stops packing tools.

JANGO
(voice breaking)

Kai’s gone. Last night.



June silently approaches and places a firm hand on Jango’s
shoulder.

JUNE
Come home when you’re ready.

Jango nods, voice raw.

JANGO
I will.

He gathers his things, the weight of loss heavier than any engine
he’s tuned.

The workshop feels heavy, every clink and hum distant, as if
viewed through thick glass. June stays close, steady but silent.

JANGO
(quiet, raw)

I keep thinking... maybe if I’d been there, fixed his bike sooner,
caught that glitch in the chrono-core... maybe he’d still be here.

Vetus steps forward, gaze heavy but understanding.

VETUS
Guilt’s a sharp edge, Jango. But you can’t carry it alone. Kai’s
gone, yes. But what he left behind—his fire, his spirit—that’s

what you and this team race for now.

Jango swallows, nodding slowly. The loss gnaws, but Vetus’s words
plant a seed of resolve.

INT. WORKSHOP - LATER

The crew gathers around the workbench. Taro’s eyes meet Jango’s—
silent support.

JUNE
We’re a family. Kai’s part of that now.

Jango’s hands clench.

JANGO
Then I’ll make damn sure this car carries more than just me. It

carries him, too.

Every adjustment, every test run from now carries the memory of a
brother lost too soon.

INT. WORKSHOP - NIGHT (LATE)

Jango works late, hands steady with renewed purpose. Every bolt
tightened, every wire soldered, a silent tribute etched in steel

and circuitry.



He reexamines the chrono-core cooling system, searching for
weaknesses Kai’s rig might have suffered. Memories flicker—Kai’s

laugh, his frustration.

Vetus offers quiet advice. June adjusts the chrono modulator’s
frequency. The trio moves in rhythm, but Jango is most changed—

steadier hands, harder resolve.

JUNE
Your brother would be proud.

Jango allows a small, tight smile.

JANGO
Every turn on that track—it’s for him.

EXT. COASTAL TRACK - DUSK

Taro climbs into the Chaser cockpit. Jango watches his every move.

Engine roars beneath hands gripping the wheel, vibrations pulse
through chassis—Jango’s tweaks fresh, designed for stability and

control from a machine once too close to disaster.

Neo-Tokyo’s narrow chrono-track shimmers in dusk light. Its warped
surface pulses with constant temporal flux—a living challenge.

Taro inhales, steadying nerves. Crew voices echo in comms: Vetus’s
quiet confidence, June’s precise instructions, Jango’s calm

technical updates.

Green light blinks on.

Taro presses accelerator. The Chaser surges forward, tires
gripping fractured pavement. The world fractures into shards—neon
streets, ancient stone bridges, empty future highways flicker.

Hands adjust, countering skids, feeling car respond instantly.
Chrono-core hums stronger, heat managed, power pushed without

threat.

Each lap, each corner—a conversation. Taro coaxing limits, testing
the machine. Chrono surges triggered carefully; engine roars

steady but hungry.

Crossing the finish line, sweat trickles down his brow, heart
pounding. The car holds tighter, stronger than ever.

Back in the workshop, crew’s applause crackles over comms.

JUNE (COMM)
Nice work, Taro. Adjustments are paying off.

VETUS (COMM)
You’re getting the feel. Keep it up—speed isn’t enough, control

matters.



JANGO (COMM)
Kai would be proud.

TARO
Thanks, Jango. I’ll keep driving for both of you.

INT. WORKSHOP - NIGHT

Crew gathers around holo-map, absorbed in track details.

June’s fingers dance over controls, overlaying weather data, track
conditions, temporal flow fluctuations.

JUNE
Suspension tuned for tight corners, no slip. Brakes calibrated for
max response, no overheating. Tires optimized for grip on warped

surface.

Jango runs diagnostics on energy core.

JANGO
Heat management critical. No meltdowns in first fifteen laps.

Vetus adds.

VETUS
Chrono-core cooling reinforced—stable, ready for big push after

abilities unlock.

Taro absorbs words, pressure mounting but steady with support.

TARO
This race will push us all. But I won’t let those three legends

walk away undefeated.

JUNE
Good. After pure skill section, remind them who controls time.

Focus thickens as they prepare the Chaser. Every detail
meticulously planned. Every moment before the race counts.

INT. BARCELONA GARAGE - DAY

ELENA MARQUEZ stands amid the sharp scent of motor oil and burnt
rubber. Sunlight pours through open doors onto her Tempestad V—a

sleek, polished machine.

She runs fingers over the metal, checking tires primed for
Portugal’s coastal rains, suspension tuned for curves, brakes

sharp.

ELENA
Fifteen laps without abilities. No shortcuts. Pure skill. That’s

where I’ll show who I really am.



Her crew moves efficiently around her, swapping parts and
recalibrating chrono-core for performance when abilities

reactivate.

Elena’s eyes flick to holo-map of the Portuguese track —
serpentine curves near cliffs.

ELENA
(quiet, fierce)

This isn’t just about winning. It’s about proving instincts,
speed, and heart outpace any advantage.

She flexes hands inside gloves, anticipation thrumming.

ELENA
Let’s make them remember the Iron Shadow.

Elena studies holo-map, zooming on coastal bends and tight
chicanes.

Runs mental simulations—every apex, braking zone, every
millisecond’s chance.

First fifteen laps will be raw talent; Marcus and Akira will push
hard.

ELENA
Pressure’s on.

Her lead mechanic, CARLOS, approaches with fresh tires.

CARLOS
These compounds will hold under heat, but coastal winds might toss

you off balance.

ELENA
Suspension’s tuned for grip, not speed. I’ll take corners tight.

CARLOS
Bold choice. Could give you the edge.

ELENA
Edge is what I need.

Sun dips low, casting gold and shadows.

Elena runs a final chrono-core diagnostic. It hums steady, ready
for lap fifteen when chaos begins.

Her team, tight-knit, confidence fuels her.

ELENA
Time to show the Tempestad’s power.



Team gathers around central table; holograms of top contenders
flicker — Elena’s name front and center, flanked by MARCUS

“BULLDOZER” O’CONNELL and AKIRA FUJIMOTO.

CARLOS
Marcus runs old Gravtank setup — practically indestructible. He

muscles everyone off track.

ELENA
Power over precision. Early laps, he’ll dominate without

abilities.

ANA (STRATEGIST)
He’s aggressive. Expect contact if you’re near him. He risks

penalties to destabilize.

ELENA
Let him try. Tempestad’s frame can hold. I don’t crack under

pressure.

Carlos brings Akira’s data into focus.

CARLOS
Fujimoto—the ghost. Lightest frame in the cup. Flawless cornering.

We’ve only seen him brake once.

ANA
He’s your real rival. Not to destroy, but vanish. Cross finish

line unseen.

CARLOS
When abilities start, he phases. Intangible. You can’t bump him.

ELENA
We don’t chase. We trap. Force him into traffic.

CARLOS
Easier said than done.

ELENA
I know his pattern. He’s a rhythm driver. Disrupt his rhythm

early, and he might lose edge.

ANA
And Marcus?

ELENA
He’s a storm. We wait for it to pass.

Silence falls.

ELENA
They’ve ruled tracks for years. But not on my terms. Not with this

machine.



CARLOS
Then let’s give them a show.

ANA
(toasting water bottle)

To the Tempestad.

ELENA
To the storm we bring.

Team cheers quietly. Outside, wind howls against garage doors—a
whisper of what’s coming.

EXT. PORTUGAL TRACK - NIGHT

Moon low, smeared behind mist. Drizzle pats obsidian road winding
through forested hills.

AKIRA FUJIMOTO stands alone at track edge, eyes closed, breathing
in damp earth and ozone.

Silence pulses with memory, rhythm, breath.

Behind him, Kurogane, midnight-black racer, hovers silently.
Matte-black, sharp geometry — built for vanishing.

MECHANICAL VOICE (V.O.)
Phase integrity: 97.4%. Time drift margin: ±0.02.

Akira opens eyes, rain catching lashes.

Inside control tower, engineer HARU adjusts switches, watches
biometric feed.

HARU
You’ve been standing nine minutes, Akira. Meditation or

stubbornness?

Akira steps forward.

AKIRA
Neither. Timing.

Door hisses open. Akira slides into cockpit.

LAP 1 - TEST RUN

External sounds vanish. Fingers move with surgical precision—
caressing wheel, feet barely tap pedals.

He doesn’t race. He disappears.

Turns approach—already through them. Rain intensifies; tires glide
like shadow on water.

Crosses midpoint silently, no noise, no resistance, no mistake.

Car slides to halt. Garage doors close.



Haru meets him with towel, raised eyebrow.

HARU
They’ll come for you. Marcus will try to break your flow. Elena

will try to trap you.

AKIRA
They can’t trap what they can’t find.

HARU
But first 15 laps no abilities. If Marcus gets close, he’ll throw

whole car at you.

Akira pulls up holographic track map, tracing inner lane of third
chicane.

AKIRA
They expect me outside. I’ll take inside. Late.

HARU
You’ll be within touching distance of Thorne.

AKIRA
Good. I want him to see me... before I vanish.

Later, alone in pit, steaming green tea untouched.

Akira stares at two holograms: Marcus “Bulldozer” O’Connell —
muscle and brute force, and Elena Marquez — reactive and

terrifying.

AKIRA
They fight track. I become it.

Holograms blink out. He gazes toward jagged mountain, its roads
coiling like threads of fate.

INT. HIDDEN SANCTUM — UNDER KYOTO HILLS — NIGHT

An elevator silently descends, magnetic hum echoing in the
cylindrical shaft. The doors slide open, revealing a cold, white-

lit temple of code, chrome, and shadows.

Three figures stand at workstations, backs straight, eyes sharp —
precision incarnate.

CLOSE ON: SHUN — THE ALGORITHMiST
Glasses fogged by humidity, Shun turns from flickering screens
showing wind-pressure simulations and tachyon field overlays.

SHUN
I ran new cornering simulations. For the Portuguese Cup’s third

sector — that narrow double-S curve —



If you want the inside on lap twelve while keeping drift
integrity, delay activating the timefold clutch by 0.43 seconds.

Akira studies the hologram, fingers tapping air, rotating the
simulation.

AKIRA
What if I engage the Phase Delay Matrix manually?

SHUN
You’ll lose 1.2 seconds on control feedback, but... you’ll feel

it.
(smiles slightly)

And I know you prefer feeling over trusting.

AKIRA
Program the override. Leave the rest to me.

INT. GARAGE BAY — BESIDE KURAGONE — CONTINUOUS

AYAKA crouches, inspecting vortex fins fitted on the Kurogane. Her
short black hair tucked beneath a carbon-plated helmet.

AYAKA
You’ve been holding back the sonic foldout at high speeds. Why?

AKIRA
It hums.

AYAKA
You mean it sings.

She stands, wiping her hands.

AYAKA
You’re the only driver on Earth who complains when his car makes

too much music.

AKIRA
It’s a signature. If Marcus hears it, he’ll know where I am. He’ll

aim for me.

AYAKA
(low whistle)

We wouldn’t want the Bulldozer sniffing you out too early.

AKIRA
I want him wondering where I went. Not chasing me.

Ayaka taps her tablet.

AYAKA
Fine. I’ll adjust shell acoustics and shift vibrational dampeners

by 8 decibels. Silent as a whisper.



INT. SANCTUM FLOOR — SURROUNDED BY FLOATING CORE MODULES — NIGHT

SORA, youngest of the team, sits cross-legged on the floor,
meditating among hovering core modules.

SORA
You’re gonna love this.

He tosses a tiny sphere to Akira, who catches it.

AKIRA
What is it?

SORA
Refined Chrono-Anchor, stabilized for micro-shifts inside the flow

zone. No more vertical drift on time phases.

AKIRA
Will it hold in rain?

SORA
It’ll hold in a supernova. Just don’t sneeze while using it.

Akira places the sphere gently on the workbench.

AKIRA
You understand this Cup isn’t just a race.

SHUN
We know. It’s a message.

AYAKA
A statement.

SORA
A vanishing act the world won’t forget.

Akira places one hand on the Kurogane’s body — cold, quiet,
perfect.

AKIRA
Elena will trap me with strategy. Marcus will break me with force.

Both rely on being seen, heard, felt.

He looks to his team.

AKIRA
I’ll become the ghost between them.

EXT. SYNTHETIC TEST TRACK — GARAGE FLOOR SPLITS OPEN — NIGHT

The floor splits, rising into a loop mimicking key World Cup route
sections.



Lights dim. Engines activate.

Akira Fujimoto disappears — not from the world, but into the
machine.

INT. AKIRA’S PRIVATE QUARTERS — NIGHT

The door clicks open silently to Akira’s sanctum — dim amber
lights cast a soft glow over a room more meditation chamber than

racer's quarters.

Trophies line shelves — ancient, rusted desert circuit relics;
gleaming gold accented ones pulsing faintly.

Akira steps forward, eyes on a trophy:

CLOSE ON TROPHY:
“Neo-Tokyo Time Spiral Invitational — Age 16 — Champion.”

He touches it, dust clinging to fingers. He doesn’t wipe.

Other trophies: Lisbon Clash Runner-Up, and a shattered metal
piece from a wrecked Berlin engine.

AKIRA (V.O.)
Second place... third place... no place at all. One day, the

spotlight moves on. Fans forget. Engines fall silent.

He sits cross-legged beneath a framed photo — young Akira with an
older man: his father.

AKIRA (V.O.)
I used to race to prove I was fast — to rewrite rules, bend time,

outthink fate.

He glances at a small mechanical fox — a prototype his father
built. It ticks softly.

AKIRA (V.O.)
Now I race for silence. That one second where I vanish — no sound,

no pressure, no memory... just void.

His voice, rarely used, slips into the chamber.

AKIRA
I don’t need them to see me win.

He rises, stares into a gleaming championship disc.

AKIRA
I need them to realize I was already gone... before the race even

ended.

A beep from his watch: 3:33 AM.



AKIRA (V.O.)
The hour of calculation. Of ghosts and engineers. Of forgotten

sons who dream in blueprints.

He turns away from the trophies.

AKIRA
Enough memories. Now — design. And the quiet perfection of

precision.

INT. MARCUS’ GARAGE — NIGHT

Leather cracks against leather as MARCUS hammers a punching bag,
sweat dripping down his shaved scalp.

The bag swings violently, chain groaning from the ceiling.

Marcus stops, breathing heavy, looks at his bloodied wrapped
hands.

MARCUS
Still soft.

No protein shakes. No spreadsheets. This is how he trains.

The garage is a war bunker — concrete walls, no windows, tools
like shrapnel. His car “Dreadhowl” lurks beneath a tarp.

A metal door creaks. BIG FRANK enters.

BIG FRANK
Oi, Marcus. Didn’t sleep again?

MARCUS
Didn’t need to. Sleep don’t win races.

Frank tosses water; Marcus catches but doesn’t drink.

He eyes a whiteboard scribbled with names, numbers, insults.

TOP THREE:

1.Akira Fujimoto — Silent Blade

2.Elena Marquez — The Iron Shadow

3.Marcus O’Connell — Bulldozer

MARCUS
They still think I don’t belong at the top.

BIG FRANK
That’s ‘cause you tear up the rules instead of playing ‘em.

MARCUS
They build clocks, time turns, calculate tires like poetry.



He throws towel to floor.

MARCUS
Me? I race like I fight. Break bones. Drag the pack.

BIG FRANK
And if they hold you back the first 15 laps?

MARCUS
Let ‘em. Once restrictions lift, I bulldoze the track. Anyone

breathing stays under me.

He pulls tarp from Dreadhowl — matte black, reinforced plating,
exhausts like beast mouths.

BIG FRANK
Heard about that rookie east team? Old man and girl engineer?

MARCUS
Taro. Fast. Reckless. Green.

BIG FRANK
Word is, he’s got instincts. Might have something real.

Marcus clenches jaw.

MARCUS
Instinct doesn’t beat experience. Or pain.

He pulls steel knuckleplate from passenger seat — brother’s.

MARCUS
I’ve buried better.

He slides plate onto glove — a reminder.

MARCUS
The Big Cup’s not who crosses first — it’s who survives the fire.

Plate worn, scratched. Initials C.H. — Connor Hayes. Brother lost
five years ago.

Marcus places plate on dashboard above ignition.

Frank watches silently.

BIG FRANK
Engine’s ready. New suppressor core installed. Torque delay down

to quarter second. Push it — she bites.

MARCUS
Good.

BIG FRANK
I mean really bites. Bone snap first curve if you don’t give room.



MARCUS
Perfect.

He opens hood; engine roars silently — V12 hybrid compression with
illegal Irish tech. Tubes glow faint blue.

Smell of burned ozone, danger.

HANA, youngest crew member, arrives with telemetry.

HANA
Compared your lap times to Fujimoto’s.

MARCUS
And?

HANA
He’s ahead by 0.3 seconds average. Precise. Never wastes motion.

Doesn’t bleed energy.

Marcus tenses but isn’t surprised.

MARCUS
Akira is opposite — calculated, cold, clean. Surgeon’s geometry.

HANA
What about Elena?

MARCUS
Mid-pack, then sprints like she knows holes in the timeline.

HANA
She’s waiting.

MARCUS
One man plays chess. One woman plays poker.

HANA
And you?

MARCUS
I flip the board.

He tosses folder back, moves to Dreadhowl.

MARCUS
Get her fueled. No regulation mix. Full burn. If I don’t smell

death in fumes, you did it wrong.

BIG FRANK
Tires?

MARCUS
Street-legal hellfire. Screaming lap one.

Hana rolls eyes but obeys.



Marcus approaches helmet shelf.

He grabs his red helmet, the one he wore when almost dead.

Faces crooked mirror.

Sees not himself — his brother Connor smiling young, reckless.

Blink. Gone.

Alone.

MARCUS
Let the Queen hide. Let the Snake count. Let the Rookie dream.

Smirks — not joy, promise.

MARCUS
I’ll bring the reckoning.

Lights flicker — surge from Dreadhowl’s core telling the building
“I’m alive.”

Frank wheels case of tools.

BIG FRANK
One more mod before sunrise.

MARCUS
I’m listening.

BIG FRANK
Anti-lag servo — shortens spool delay out of chrono-curves. Picks

up 0.4 seconds.

MARCUS
Too unstable. Already redlined temporal intake. Want cabin to rip

apart breaking third gear?

BIG FRANK
Fair.

Hana returns, sweaty but shining.

HANA
She’s ready. Fuel hot. Tires sealed. Test run?

Marcus stares at Dreadhowl — coffin with teeth, red vein-like
pulses.

Runs fingers along hood.

Glances at trophies.

Six golden trophies — Circuit Delta Champion, Chrono Rush
Finalist, Tokyo Hellride Winner.



Smallest trophy — rusted medallion on wooden base: Connor’s
trophy.

MARCUS (V.O.)
First place. Street race. 2189.

Memory burns sharp.

Marcus brushes over the old trophy, thinking of brother’s last lap
— bald tires, dented fender, overtaking driver twice his age. No

team. No tech. Raw determination.

EXT. ABANDONED GARAGE - NIGHT

A wide grin, splitting his brother’s face in two, burns in
MARCUS’s memory.

Surrounded by futuristic machines far beyond the recklessness of
that era, Marcus’s fury hasn’t faded — it’s hardened into cold

clarity.

He whispers, barely audible:

MARCUS
I’m still driving for you.

Behind him, HANA and FRANK stand silent, knowing words aren’t
needed.

Time presses down heavy.

FRANK
Three hours until staging.

Marcus nods, movements precise. He tightens his gloves, zips up
his racing jacket, lowers his helmet. Neon reflections flicker

across his visor.

MARCUS
One last run.

HANA
Redline Hollow? That’s not an official circuit.

FRANK
Exactly.

Marcus opens the door of DREADHOWL — sleek, black, pulsing with
raw power.

INT. DREADHOWL - COCKPIT - NIGHT

Cockpit lights up.

DISPLAY
IGNITION: ENGAGED
POWER CORE: STABLE



NEURO-LINK: SYNCHRONIZED
TEMPORAL DRIFT: READY

The engine growls — primal, hunting through time.

Marcus taps throttle.

EXT. GARAGE DOORS - NIGHT

Doors part like jaws of an ancient beast.

Ion rain, neon asphalt flash by.

Marcus melts into darkness.

EXT. REDLINE HOLLOW - NIGHT

Warped, twisted circuit — time bends and fractures.

Marcus grips wheel tightly.

Every corner tests control and speed.

A temporal rift yawns ahead.

He eases throttle, drifts sideways through fractured time.

The world blurs — flashes of past and future.

Memories crash: brother’s laughter, crushing loss, whispered
promises.

Car screams; tires bite chrono-stabilizers.

Time feels liquid — stretched, folded, compressed.

Past and future dissolve beneath wheels.

EXT. REDLINE HOLLOW - FINISH LINE - NIGHT

Marcus crosses ghost circuit finish.

Sweat drips beneath helmet.

Breath ragged but steady.

Silence envelops.

MARCUS
This is only the beginning.

INT. WORKSHOP - NIGHT

Quiet hum of machines, thick with anticipation.

TARO checks bolts, wires, sensors on F-19 CHASER — more than a car
now; a promise.

JUNE scans holo-displays, tweaks chrono-core.

JUNE
Need to shave milliseconds off core recovery time.



JANGO leans on bench, distant.

Big race has stirred respect and dread.

TARO
What about the track?

JUNE
Fifteen laps no abilities. Fifteen with. Time flow shifts

constantly — no room for error.

JANGO
Big three — Marcus, Akira, Elena — pure skill drivers. Survive

those laps clean, real game begins.

Taro exhales, tightens grip.

TARO
Chess again.

JUNE
And the board is bigger than ever.

Outside, Neo-Tokyo skyline gleams.

INT. WORKSHOP - MORNING

Taro wakes before dawn.

June hunches over chrono-core interface.

JUNE
Core efficiency improved two percent. Gold in no-ability stretch.

Jango fine-tunes suspension, handling, chassis.

Echoes of brother’s death fuel his resolve.

Taro watches, determined.

INT. WORKSHOP - NIGHT

Taro studies holo-map of Portuguese circuit.

Waves crash, temporal rifts twist track.

He whispers:

TARO
Fifteen laps clean, no tricks... then unleash everything.

INT. WORKSHOP - EVENING

June pulls Taro aside.

JUNE
Big three read the flow. Need your instincts sharp.

Jango nods.



JANGO
And nerves. Don’t break.

TARO
I won’t. We’re ready.

EXT. PORTUGAL COASTAL CIRCUIT - DAY

Sun low. Crowd packed in grandstands.

Thirty drivers line up; engines hum.

Taro settles in F-19 Chaser, gripping worn wheel.

STARTING GRID - DAY

Signal flashes green.

Pack roars alive.

TRACK - DAY

Engines roar, drivers launch.

ELENA MARQUEZ’s silver-white car surges ahead — ruthless grace.

Taro holds line, tires gripping uneven asphalt.

He watches Elena carve perfect path.

Track winds cliffs; temporal rifts glow faintly — avoided during
no-ability laps.

Drivers jockey for position.

Behind Elena, MARCUS and AKIRA duel — clean, fierce skill.

Crowd buzzes.

INT. TARO'S COCKPIT - DAY

Focus sharpens.

No room for error.

Elena extends lead.

Taro stays patient, reading flow.

TRACK - DAY

Seventh lap.

Tension mounts.

Tires scream, engines strain.

Taro narrows eyes.

Real challenge begins.

INT. TARO'S COCKPIT - DAY



Air heavy.

Sun flickers dashboard.

Taro feels raw pulse — no boosts, no abilities.

Endurance and will.

TRACK - DAY

Elena dominates, flawless.

Crowd roars.

Behind, Marcus and Akira push hard.

Engines scream in battle.

INT. TARO'S COCKPIT - DAY

Close to pack.

Pressure mounts.

Hands tighten.

Lean into curves.

Every second counts.

TRACK - DAY

Lap ten.

Circuit narrows — SERPENT’S COIL.

Many faltered here.

Elena confident.

Taro inches closer.

INT. TARO'S COCKPIT - DAY

Breath catches.

Flicker of hesitation in Elena’s mirror — drift wide on second
hairpin.

TARO
(whispers)
This is it.

Taro pushes hard.

Chaser grips slick asphalt.

Engine growls.

Edges side-by-side with Elena.

Crowd holds breath.



ANNOUNCER (V.O.)
Fifteen laps no powers tested skill... Now, abilities ignite the

battle.

TRACK - DAY

Electric pulse ripples.

Crowd erupts.

EXT. TRACK - DAY

Akira’s car glows icy blue as Chrono Surge kicks in.

Power surges.

Wheels burn rubber.

Eyes lock on Marcus’s tail.

EXT. TRACK - DAY

Marcus’s Dreadhowl growls deep.

MARCUS (V.O.)
Let’s end this.

Marcus activates REVERSE DRIFT DRIVE — forbidden weapon.

Car twists violently into a sideways slide, hugging the curve like
a serpent.

He launches at Akira’s right flank.

EXT. CHRONO CIRCUIT – DAY

Metal SCREAMS as two machines collide violently — speed and
control clashing in raw chaos.

AKIRA yanks his wheel hard left, narrowly avoiding a crushing
blow, but the force throws his car off balance. Sparks fly; tires

scream on asphalt; chrono-energy CRACKLES along the chassis.

MARCUS, grin beneath his visor, revels in the fight.

MARCUS
(quiet, fierce)

Let’s see if you can keep up.

Akira’s eyes blaze with determination. He slams the throttle;
chrono-energy pulses through every circuit as he surges forward,

ready to counterattack.

The track blurs, twisted by time’s flow — neither driver blinking.

This is pure, ruthless racing — power vs. power, will vs. will.
Only one will come out ahead.

EXT. CHRONO CIRCUIT – CONTINUOUS



The signal flares — a sharp electric pulse ripples through the
track. The first lap with abilities is live.

Akira’s sleek car surges forward; Chrono Surge ignites raw power
beneath the hood. Tires bite fiercely into asphalt as he closes on

Marcus’s rear.

Marcus stays calm. With a quick flick, he triggers DELAY — a
precise time shockwave aimed at Akira’s controls.

Akira’s reaction slows under temporal distortion.

Seizing the moment, Marcus slams into a tight drift, activating
his REVERSE DRIFT DRIVE.

Dreadhowl twists violently sideways, slamming into Akira’s right
flank with crushing force.

Metal SCREECHES against metal. Sparks fly as Akira fights to
maintain control, his Adaptive Handling kicking in instantly —
traction and suspension adjusting to cling to the track amid

chaos.

Marcus unleashes a devastating TIME WAVE — a powerful chrono pulse
distorting Akira’s steering signals.

Akira’s controls falter briefly, flickering.

He grits his teeth, refusing to yield.

Activates RETRO MODE — switching car to an earlier, slower but
steadier version, regaining precision at cost of speed.

Hands dance expertly over the wheel, slicing through Marcus’s
assault.

MARCUS
(smirking)

Come on, show me what you’ve got.

Two masters of speed and time, locked in a deadly dance — each
chrono ability a gambit, each move a risk.

More than a race.

A war.

The track twists beneath them — ruptured by time fractures. Each
corner a gamble, each straight a strike.

Marcus and Akira race side by side, engines snarling beasts
battling for dominance.

Akira surges forward; Chrono Surge pulses brutal acceleration.

He aims for Marcus’s blind spot, forcing a mistake.



Marcus anticipates, activates TIME WAVE again — rippling
distortion around Akira’s vehicle.

Steering feedback wavers, subtle but dangerous.

Akira’s hands tense, muscles tightening to counteract
interference.

Marcus pushes into a sharp corner, tires screaming.

He pulls a risky drift with Reverse Drift Drive.

Car fishtails; smoke curls from rear tires, but he holds the
slide, closing the gap.

Akira refuses to fall behind.

Flips controls to Retro Mode.

Car reverts to steadier state — slower but razor-sharp control.

He carves through the bend, gaining milliseconds.

Next straight.

Akira slams throttle; Chrono Surge reignites with a roar.

Car rockets ahead, pulling alongside Marcus.

They exchange sharp glances — minds calculating.

Marcus grins behind his visor, readying his trump card.

Triggers DELAY — temporal shockwave into Akira’s sensors.

Akira’s world slows; vision blurs; reaction times lag.

Car drifts wide.

Marcus sees chance; slams gas.

Dreadhowl surges ahead, closing gap to Elena in lead.

Akira fights slow-motion grip; muscles burn to counter Delay.

Adaptive Handling kicks in; tires grip warped track like claws.

Crowd’s roar fades to tunnel of focus.

Akira claws back control.

AKIRA
(hissing)
Not yet.

Lap nears climax.

Rivals hurtle toward final curve, engines screaming in unison,
wheels scrubbing rubber, time bending like living thing.



More than a race — battle for honor, speed, survival — played in
broken seconds and twisted moments.

Neither willing to give an inch.

Akira’s eyes narrow behind visor, senses razor sharp.

Engine roar steady pulse in chest.

Everything else — noise, crowd, ticking chrono-core — fades to
muted hum.

Here, now — just him, machine, race.

Elena out front, flawless, fierce — carving track like speed’s
ghost.

Akira’s not just chasing her — reading her, learning rhythm.

Every line, every breath in race’s heat stored like anatomy before
cut.

Akira’s hands dance over controls, calling Adaptive Handling to
recalibrate tires for slick section ahead — razor-thin stretch

where grip means life or death.

Car responds instantly, hugging asphalt like glued.

Akira edges closer, slips into Elena’s blind spot on inside curve.

Holds steady, waiting for falter.

Then — she blinks.

Fraction enough.

Akira triggers Chrono Surge — boost like electric jolt.

Car lunges forward with brutal acceleration, tires tearing neon-
lit tarmac.

He shifts with surgical precision, weaving through temporal
distortions left by other racers’ abilities.

Car flows through chaos, bending time but never breaking focus.

Elena fights to hold lead.

Akira relentless.

Slips past on inside, front bumper just ahead as they barrel
toward next straight.

For a heartbeat — side by side — two forces locked in deadly
dance.

With fluid motion, Akira taps TIME WAVE — ripple of distortion
across Elena’s line.

Her steering wavers, momentarily thrown off.



That’s all he needs.

Akira floors accelerator, pushing beyond edge.

Breaks free into lead.

Surge of triumph hits, but no smile.

Not yet.

Lap one of fifteen with abilities enabled.

Real battle just beginning.

Roar of engines blurs to deep vibrating hum inside Akira’s chest.

Track bends ahead like flame ribbon, heat rising from asphalt in
visible waves.

Elena still out front — untouchable nearly entire race.

Silver vehicle weaves curves like born inside machine.

Every gear shift, drift, throttle push perfect.

But perfection breeds predictability.

Akira narrows eyes, grip tightening.

Chrono-core pulses dull blue heartbeat.

DISPLAY (HUD)
Time-Leap: Target Window Locked — 2.7 seconds.

He activates.

Time fractures; reality recoils like snapped wire.

Not just seeing past — syncing with it.

Mentally behind Elena — tactically.

Every movement she made plays again like glitch loop.

Now he owns her racing line.

Takes inside just before curve.

Elena’s voice cracks through comm:

ELENA (V.O.)
Cheap trick, Akira.

He says nothing.

Surges forward — barely — right fender tracing shadow of her left.

Elena instantly deploys burst from Chrono Surge module —
precision, not speed.

Foresight sharpens — reads track like stacked future
probabilities.



She brakes hard, fast, unexpected.

Bluff — bait.

Akira’s instincts scream — but he holds.

She reappears beside him.

Side by side, knifing through S-turn.

Vehicles scrape like dueling blades.

Sparks burst violently.

Crowd roar vanishes beneath snarl of engines.

Skid marks burn black.

She forces him wide on exit.

Exactly what he wanted.

AKIRA
Time Dilation: Phase Step, 1.3 seconds. Execute.

Car flickers — disappears — reemerges inside lane, slipping past
like ghost through fog.

By time she checks mirror — he’s ahead.

She curses under breath.

Akira doesn’t hear — but feels it.

Pride cracking.

Elena retaliates — slips into draft.

Engine hums stored aggression.

She isn’t using tricks.

Doesn’t need them.

Dominated seventeen laps with raw control.

Now she faces him.

Akira taps final command.

AKIRA
Timewave Pulse: Echo Drive — Ghost Line active.

Mirrored projection darts forward — tracing overtaking route
seconds earlier.

Elena swerves — anticipating contact.

Wrong.

Akira bursts opposite side, breaking formation.



Elena’s voice tight with frustration:

ELENA (V.O.)
You’re actually pulling this off…

Akira exhales, eyes forward.

AKIRA
Not pulling. Earning.

Car screams down straight, engine full cry — ripple in time,
streak of fury.

Not running from past.

Rewriting it.

As Akira disappears from mirror, reappears in lane — her lane —
something shifts in Elena’s chest.

Not fear.

Not anger.

Doubt.

She grits teeth, fingers digging into steering grips.

ELENA
Echo Drive...? Syncing Echo Drive with Phase Step?

Data feed confirms — phantom line baited her — false lead created
by Echo Drive’s memory echo.

Then blinked through time-space with Phase Step to strike blind
side.

Brilliant. Infuriating.

Chrono-core calculating — searching vulnerabilities.

She flicks dashboard switch — activates personal signature:

ELENA (V.O.)
Timewave Pulse: Charging...

Module absorbs kinetic memory — building wave of destabilizing
time-pressure.

Used defensively before.

This time — a hammer.

He wants war?

She smiles — thin lips, burning eyes.

He’ll get one.



ELENA (V.O.)
Not bad, Akira. But you just woke up the wrong future.

Pulse hits 82%.

Few more turns.

She doesn’t fear him.

Respects him.

But will remind all watching her dominance lap 1 to 17 wasn’t
fluke.

Warning.

Chrono-rails shimmer steam-like as they thunder out of 3rd sector
tunnel — engines roar beasts unchained.

INT. TARO’S COCKPIT - DAY

HUD blinks red — proximity alert.

Rear left.

Incoming.

Marcus Thorne — “Bulldozer” — closing in.

Jet-black muscle-class timecar surges with raw force.

No elegance. No finesse. Torque and violence weaponized.

TARO
(gritted teeth)

Adaptive Handling engaged. Retro Mode available.

Marcus doesn’t play smart.

Doesn’t care about lines or clean overtakes.

Shoves through time — like history pissed him off.

EXT. CHRONO CIRCUIT - DAY

BAM!

Marcus clips Taro’s back panel — textbook intimidation bump.

Taro steady.

Tires squeal; chassis groans.

Fingers lock wheel.

MARCUS (V.O.)
You’re light, rookie. Let’s see if you can dance after I break

your rhythm.

Slams Chrono Surge.



Car screams forward — acceleration unnatural.

Engine sound distorted by time-stress.

Air warps as TEC gauge bleeds dry in seconds.

Taro reacts instantly.

TARO
Time Dilation. Pulse 1.

Time drags behind him.

Marcus’s reflexes stall flicker — enough.

Taro yanks left, lets rear swing wide.

Drifts sideways across time-split arc.

Sparks fly.

Tires burn.

Marcus adapts too fast.

MARCUS
You wanna play tricks? Let’s rewind the pain.

Retro Mode engaged.

Car reverts — sleeker, meaner.

Dives into turn without skid, hugging time-layered terrain with
brutal precision.

Front bumper angles inward.

Taro thinks:

If he hits me now — flips me into chrono wall.

Taro doesn’t blink.

TARO
Phase Step.

Marcus lunges.

Taro vanishes.

Blur.

Gone.

Marcus’s car slices empty air.

Jerks violently as time corrects absence.

Taro reappears — two seconds ahead — mid-air twisting into
corkscrew descent from broken sky-bridge.

Crowd explodes.



Marcus slams dashboard.

MARCUS
Cheap shot!

Eyes gleam.

Predator realizing prey isn’t weak — dangerous.

INT. CHRONO CIRCUIT - LAP 18 - TEMPORAL TUNNEL - NIGHT

The world distorts violently as TARO’s cockpit shakes. Ancient
ruins blend into futuristic skyscrapers, then jagged alien

mountains. Time itself folds around him.

MARCUS “BULLDOZER” O’CONNELL (V.O., gruff, through comms)
Come on, rookie. You don’t belong on this side of the track.

Marcus’s matte-black muscle-class timecar roars through eras —
dust from the Roman Empire clings to his tires before burning away

on synthroad.

INT. TARO’S COCKPIT

Taro’s eyes lock on the shimmering Timegate — flickering between a
World War trench and a Martian colony dome. One wrong trajectory

means obliteration.

Marcus closes in, activating CHRONO SURGE — his car flares red,
compressing time, surging beside Taro.

EXT. TRACK - CONTINUOUS

Metal screeches as Marcus rams Taro’s back wheel. Taro whispers:

TARO
Timewave Pulse.

A blue ripple explodes from Taro’s chassis, distorting reality.
Marcus blinks, dazed.

MARCUS (frustrated)
What the hell...?

Taro activates ADAPTIVE HANDLING mid-drift, sliding through a
medieval castle city archway with surgical precision.

MARCUS (V.O., furious)
You think tricks are gonna save you?! I eat kids like you for

breakfast.

TARO (cold, calm)
No... but time favors the one who understands it.

Marcus vanishes.



TARO (CONT’D)
Time-Leap.

Marcus vaults ahead, skipping five seconds, sliding perfectly into
position with a smug growl.

Taro flickers, activating RETRO MODE. His car replays a perfect
maneuver from Lap 3, syncing flawlessly to create a ghost-like

smooth drift inside Marcus’s line.

He nudges Marcus outward; Marcus’s tires shriek.

TARO
I learned from you. Doesn’t mean I’ll stay behind.

Marcus laughs gutturally, fading into a tense silence.

MARCUS
You’ve got guts, kid. I like that.

Ahead, the track splits temporally — one path dips into a
prehistoric wasteland, the other into a neon-lit cyber jungle.

MARCUS (grinning)
Let’s see how you handle Lap 19.

They vanish into fractured timelines.

INT. ELENA’S COCKPIT

Elena narrows her eyes, watching the fading taillights of Taro and
Marcus.

ELENA (murmurs)
They’re playing a dangerous game... pushing time itself to its

limits.

CO-PILOT (through comm)
They’re not just racing to win — they’re racing to command time.

Elena activates RETRO MODE, sharpening her handling.

ELENA (to herself)
Let them tear through time. I’ll win by mastering the moment.

EXT. CHRONO CIRCUIT - LAP 27 - NIGHT

Taro’s battered Chaser tears through temporal folds, synced
perfectly with shifting seconds.

He bursts through the pack, his chrono-core screaming.

MARCUS (V.O.)
Impossible... he’s cutting through timelines like he owns them.

ELENA (V.O.)
He’s not just racing the track... he’s racing time itself.



AKIRA (V.O., awed)
That kid’s tapped into something beyond skill. If he keeps this

up... no one’s safe.

The crowd explodes in cheers.

INT. AKIRA’S COCKPIT

Akira clenches the wheel; his chrono-core charges.

Suddenly, he activates TIME-LEAP — blinking two seconds forward
beside Elena.

The temporal aftershock disorients racers behind him.

ELENA (through comm, sharp)
You’re reckless.

Akira ignores her, pushing his CHRONO SURGE with raw power.

Marcus roars close behind.

AKIRA (focused)
Stay sharp. This isn’t over.

EXT. FINAL STRETCH - LAP 30

Elena and Taro roar side by side, engines screaming through
fractured time.

The crowd holds their breath.

Cars blur in chaotic waves of chrono-energy.

They approach the finish line — a narrow beam of light cuts
through warped time-space.

Engines howl. Tires smoke.

HOLOGRAPHIC RESULTS (blinking into existence)

• TARO: 0.003 seconds faster

• ELENA: Close second

• AKIRA: Third

• MARCUS: Fourth

Elena smiles slowly, genuinely.

Marcus’s narrowed eyes show respect.

The arena explodes with cheers — victory, spectacle, spirit.

EXT. PIT LANE - NIGHT

TARO exhales deeply, muscles trembling from the intense race.

ELENA (over comms, warm, respectful)
You earned that one, Taro.



Taro smiles, heart still pounding.

TARO
This is just the beginning.

Marcus slams his fist against his car, the sound echoing like
thunder. His jaw clenches tight, frustration mixed with grudging

respect.

AKIRA, standing nearby, lowers his head in a subtle, formal bow —
a silent salute to Taro’s hard-fought victory.

ELENA steps forward, gaze sharp but softening, extending her hand.

ELENA
Congratulations, Taro.

Taro’s face lights up with pure joy. He jumps in place like a kid
who just won the biggest prize.

TARO
Thanks! This means everything.

The CROWD roars, tension melting into celebration — respect and
thrill shared among racers and fans.

EXT. PODIUM AREA - NIGHT

The BOARD MEMBERS approach, wearing crisp suits, serious yet
respectful. They represent the highest authority of the race.

One steps forward, holding a sleek futuristic case glowing faintly
with temporal energy. He looks directly at Taro.

BOARD MEMBER
For your outstanding performance and victory, we grant you access
to the Celestial Garage — a place beyond time, where parts and

technology from every era converge. This is your reward, and your
key to the next level of racing.

He opens the case, revealing a glowing, intricately designed key.

Taro takes the key, the weight of the moment sinking in. This is
more than a prize — it’s an invitation to shape the future of

racing.

The Board Members nod approvingly and step back as the crowd
erupts in cheers.

Taro clutches the key tightly, knowing his journey has only just
begun.

INT. KARAOKE BAR - NIGHT

The neon glow seeps through the rain onto TARO and his crew as
they push through the crowded door.



Laughter bubbles beneath the hum of chatter. The air smells of
spilled beer and anticipation.

JUNE nudges Taro with a sly grin.

JUNE
You know which song’s coming next, right?

TARO (amused)
Which one?

June grabs the microphone and starts the iconic opening lines of
Radio Gaga.

JANGO (deep, steady voice)
Radio Gaga, ooh-ooh...

VETUS smirks and nods, joining in with surprising enthusiasm.

Before long, Taro is swept up in the chorus, his rough but sure
voice matching theirs.

ALL
Radio Gaga, all we hear is Radio Gaga…

Their voices rise together — imperfect but full of life. The world
outside fades away, replaced by music, laughter, and the unspoken

promise of more nights like this.


