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【 sum up 】
Genre: Action / Romance / Drama / Feminist / Political Thriller
Total Episodes: 30
Episode duration: Approximately 10–12 minutes
Story Summary:
Eve Summers, a former female special forces captain, was ostracized by high society for her exceptional combat prowess and was ridiculed by the media as the "Steel Lioness" or the "Unwed Female Tyrant." At a charity dinner in Washington, she split a marble table with her bare hands, scaring away all suitors. At this moment, Alex Volkov—a mysterious "weakened member of the wealthy elite" —proactively proposed marriage. On the surface, Alex appears to be a pampered wastrel; in reality, he is a former top operative of MI6, codenamed "Ghost," who has spent years conducting covert investigations into the Thorn political dynasty's attempts to stage a coup. Eve was framed by her political opponents to be sent to North Africa to carry out a suicide mission; Alex, under the alias "Old Nine," infiltrated the region to protect her at all costs. Together, they dismantled an arms depot and uncovered evidence of treason against the Thorn family. After returning to their home country, they faced trial before a military tribunal, ultimately clearing their names, reclaiming love and respect, and having a daughter together. This story depicts the journey of a formidable woman who evolves from being misunderstood to earning the respect of everyone, conveying the core theme that "your value does not require anyone else to prove it."



the first episode

1-1 Washington Four Seasons Hotel Banquet Hall / Night / Indoor

Characters: Eve Summers (black evening gown, short and sharp-looking, with prominent muscle definition; height: 5 feet 9 inches); socialites (luxurious evening gowns, sparkling jewelry); middle-aged man (Senator Robert Thorn, dark blue suit, silver hair, 60 years old); host

The banquet hall is resplendent, with crystal chandeliers casting a brilliant glow.

△Eve stands alone beside the Champagne Tower, her fingers unconsciously tapping lightly against the marble tabletop.

△The surrounding guests gathered in small groups, occasionally casting peculiar glances her way.

△Several socialites gather in a corner, covering their mouths with fans as they whisper to one another.

Socialite A (Ashley, blonde, in a pink gown, speaking in a lowered voice):
"Is that Eve Summers? The legendary Iron Lion?"
Socialite A (Ashley, blonde, pink gown, low voice):
"That's Eve Summers? The legendary Iron Lioness?"

Socialite Y (Blair, black-haired, in a red gown, smiling while covering her mouth):
"What else does she know besides fighting? I heard that in the military camp, she beat eight strong men until they were hospitalized. Which man would dare marry her?"
Socialite B (Blair, black hair, red gown, laughing behind hand):
"What else can she do besides fighting? Heard she put eight strong men in the hospital at the barracks. What man would dare marry her?"

Socialite C (Charlotte, brown hair, wearing a purple gown, feigning regret):
"It's a pity for that face. If she had been a bit gentler, perhaps she could have married a nobleman."
Socialite C (Charlotte, brown hair, purple gown, feigning pity):
"Such a shame about that face. If only she could be gentler, she might marry an old noble."

△Eve lifted her champagne glass, drained it in one gulp, and placed the empty glass down on the table with several others.

Eve (speaking to herself, her voice clear):
"I can hear you talking. The soundproofing is terrible."
Eve (to herself, clear voice):
"I can hear you. The soundproofing is terrible."

△The socialites' expressions shifted abruptly, and they hurriedly scattered.

△Robert Soun approached with a whiskey glass in hand, his face wearing a hypocritical smile.

Robert ：
"Captain Summers! No—actually, I should call you Mrs.Volkov now, wouldn't you say? Oh, I forgot—you haven't yet held your wedding. I heard you've just returned from Afghanistan; there must be many exciting stories to tell!"
Robert:
"Captain Summers! No, should I call you Mrs. Volkov now? Oh, I forgot, you haven't had the wedding yet. Heard you just got back from Afghanistan? Must have some thrilling stories?"

Eve (gazing straight at him, her eyes like a blade):
"Mr.Senator, do you want to hear me tell you how I rescued twelve hostages amidst a hail of gunfire, or do you want to hear me use a dagger to eliminate four terrorists within three minutes? Or perhaps, do you prefer to hear about those 'unauthorized U.S. military weapon serial numbers' that I discovered?"
Eve (looking directly at him, eyes like knives):
"Senator, do you want to hear how I rescued twelve hostages under heavy fire, or how I took out four terrorists with a knife in three minutes? Or perhaps you'd prefer to hear about those 'US military serial numbers that shouldn't be there' that I discovered?"

△Robert's smile froze, and a twitch appeared at the corner of his eye.

Robert (forced a smile, lowering his voice):
"Uh... perhaps you ladies would prefer slightly more gentle topics—such as fashion, jewelry, or... marriage?"
Robert (forcing a smile, lowering voice):
"Uh... ladies might prefer gentler topics. Like fashion, jewelry, or... marriage?"

Eve (snarled coldly, increasing the force with which she tapped the table):
"Then you've picked the wrong person. I've worn military uniforms ten thousand times more often than I've worn skirts. As for marriage—I married my gun."
Eve (cold smile, tapping the table harder):
"Then you've come to the wrong person. I've worn a uniform ten thousand times more often than a dress. And as for marriage—I'm married to my rifle."

△Robert took a step back, his expression dark.

Robert (whispering, gritting his teeth):
"Young people, be cautious in what you say. The waters of Washington are very deep."
Robert (low voice, teeth clenched):
"Young lady, watch your words. The waters in Washington run deep."

Eve (lifts another glass of champagne, ignoring him):
"I've swum in deeper waters, Senator. And I'm quite good at swimming."
Eve (raising another glass of champagne, not looking at him):
"I've swum in deeper waters, Senator. And I'm a very strong swimmer."

△Robert turned and walked away, his fists clenched.



1–2: Next to the central stage in the banquet hall / Night event / Inside

Characters: Eve, host; banquet guests; Alex Volkov (in a deep blue custom suit, with a pale and handsome countenance, a slender build, appearing gentle yet possessing a profound and sharp gaze).

△The host walks onto the stage and gently taps the champagne glass with a silver spoon.

△The entire venue gradually fell silent.

Host (with a beaming smile and a playful tone):
"Distinguished ladies and gentlemen, welcome to the Son Family Charity Dinner! Tonight, we have a special 'star guest' —Captain Eve Summers, our 'Iron Lioness'! Let us give her a warm round of applause!"
Host (smiling obsequiously, flippant tone):
"Ladies and gentlemen, welcome to the Thorne Family Charity Gala! Tonight, we have a special 'celebrity guest'—our 'Iron Lioness', Captain Eve Summers! Let's give her a warm round of applause!"

The guests applauded sparingly, interspersed with noticeable laughter.

Several searchlights struck Eve, illuminating her so that she could no longer hide.

△Eve's face was expressionless; her fingers tightened, and her finger joints turned white.

Host (with a playful smile, approaching while holding the microphone):
"Come, let's ask Eve—no, Captain Summers—how have you managed to stay single? Are all the men in the barracks afraid of you? Or perhaps you've driven them all away?"
Host (smirking, approaching with microphone):
"Come on, let's ask Eve—sorry, Captain Summers—how do you stay single? Are all the men in the military afraid of you? Or did you beat them all away?"

△The entire audience burst into laughter, with some people whistling.

△Eve set down her glass and slowly stood up.

△Her movements aren't fast, but every step carries a sense of pressure.

△The laughter gradually fades.

Eve (walked toward a marble table in the center of the banquet hall, her voice as calm as the undercurrent beneath an ice surface):
"Do you want to know why I'm single?"
Eve (walking to a marble table in the center of the ballroom, voice calm as water under ice):
"You want to see why I'm single?"

△She gripped the edge of the marble table with one hand.

△This table is 3 inches thick, 5 feet in diameter, and weighs over 300 pounds.

△Everyone held their breath throughout the event

△Eve uses her waist and abdominal muscles to generate power, with her muscles fully contracted.

△The marble table was slowly lifted by her single hand, rising from the floor to one foot, two feet, or three feet.

△The entire venue fell silent; even a drop of needle could be heard.

The champagne glass slid off the table, shattered on the carpet, and made a crisp sound.

△The socialites covered their mouths.

Eve (supporting the stone table, looking around, her voice resonant):
"Who else wants to ask?"
Eve (holding the table, looking around, voice resonant):
"Anyone else have questions?"

△Robert Soun took two steps back, his face turning pale.

△The socialites screamed and scattered in all directions.

△Several male guests were utterly stunned.

△The microphone in the host's hand fell to the ground, producing a sharp clanging sound.

In the corner of the banquet hall, a young man set down his whiskey glass, his lips curling slightly upward.

△His face was pale yet delicate; he appeared frail and vulnerable, yet in his deep gray-blue eyes shone a sharp, hunter-like gleam.

△He is Alex Volkov—the legendary "ill-tempered rich heir" who never attends social events; tonight marks his first public appearance in ten years.

Alex (whispered softly to his bodyguard Mark, his voice hoarse and deep):
“ significant 。”
Alex (to his bodyguard Mark beside him, low voice, hoarse and deep):
"Interesting."

Mark (in a black suit with sunglasses, muscular build, his face filled with shock):
"Boss, this woman... she's too strong. That's solid marble!"
Mark (black suit, sunglasses, muscular, shocked):
"Boss, this woman... she's too much. That's solid marble!"

Alex (stood up, adjusted his tie, with a determined expression):
"No, Mark. She's perfect."
Alex (standing, adjusting tie, eyes determined):
"No, Mark. She's perfect."

Mark (whispering, nervous):
"You don't mean..."
Mark (lowering voice, nervous):
"You're not thinking..."

Alex (his gaze fixed on Eve, his lips curling into a wider smile):
"I've spent ten years living like a failure within this golden cage of high society. It's time to find a true comrade-in-arms."
Alex (eyes locked on Eve, smile widening):
"I've played the invalid for ten years in this gilded cage of high society. Time to find a real partner."

He walked through the crowd toward Eve.

The guests automatically made way—not out of respect, but because Alex's reputation as a "sickly" man kept them from approaching him.



1–3 Banquet Hall Central / Night Area / Indoor

Characters: Eve, Alex

△Eve gently placed the marble table back on the floor, producing a dull thud.

△She turned around and saw a young man standing three steps behind her.

△The two of them locked eyes.

Eve (glances at him with a wary tone):
"Who are you? Do you want to hear that joke again?"
Eve (looking him up and down, wary tone):
"Who are you? You want to hear the joke again too?"

Alex (slightly bows, with impeccable etiquette and a gentle voice):
"Alex Volkov—the legendary 'ill-fated rich heir,' the 'loser,' the 'waste of food' —the young master of the Volkov family."
Alex (slight bow, perfect manners, gentle voice):
"Alex Volkov—the legendary 'sickly rich second generation', the 'waste', the 'Volkov boy who wastes food'."

△Eve raises her eyebrows, with a slight movement at her lips.

Eve ：
"Oh, you? The one who never leaves the house?"
Eve:
"Oh, it's you. The one who never goes out?"

Alex (smiles—a smile that carries both self-mockery and sharpness):
"I'm going out tonight. It seems like the right decision."
Alex (smiling, self-mocking but sharp):
"Came out tonight. Seems like the right decision."

Eve (arms crossed, her muscular contours subtly visible beneath her gown):
"What do you want to do? Interview me? Or do you also want to see me perform acrobatics?"
Eve (crossing arms, muscles visible under gown):
"What do you want? Interview me? Or you want to see a juggling act too?"

Alex (shrugged off his smile, his expression as intense as it was terrifying):
“ marry you 。”
Alex (smile fading, eyes deadly serious):
"Marry you."

△Eve froze, then burst out laughing—not a shy laugh, but one born of sheer absurdity.

Eve ：
"Are you crazy? Didn't you see what I just did? That table weighs three hundred pounds—I could twist you into a pretzel!"
Eve:
"Are you crazy? Didn't you see what I just did? That table was three hundred pounds. I could twist you into a pretzel."

Alex (moving forward instead of retreating, taking a step closer to Eve, standing less than one arm's length away):
"I see. That's why I'm even more certain. I need a wife who can twist her enemies into knots."
Alex (taking a step forward instead of back, less than an arm's length from Eve):
"I saw it. That's why I'm more sure. I need a wife who can twist enemies into pretzels."

△Eve narrowed her eyes, as if scrutinizing a suspicious target.

Eve ：
"Do you know what they call me? 'Steel Lion,'  'Man Terminator,'  'The Unwed Female Demon.' If you marry me, your 'useless' reputation will turn into 'the useless one who married a female yakshā.' The upgraded version."
Eve:
"Do you know what they call me? 'Iron Lioness', 'Man Eater', 'The Unmarriageable Demon'. Marry me, and your 'waste' reputation will turn into 'the waste who married a she-devil' —the deluxe edition."

Alex (calm as if talking about the weather):
"They call me 'useless,'  'broken,' and 'a short-lived soul who won't live past thirty. 'That's why we're a perfect match—one cannot find a husband, while the other cannot live long. We are a match made in heaven."
Alex (calm as if discussing weather):
"They call me 'useless,'  'invalid,' and 'won't live past thirty. 'So we're a perfect match—one who can't marry, one who won't live long. Made in heaven."

△Eve stared into his eyes, trying to spot any flaw.

△Those gray-blue eyes were crystal clear—no fear, no mockery, only a look she had never seen before: seriousness.

Eve ：
"You are not a failure."
Eve:
"You are not a waste."

Alex (smiles—a smile that carries ten years of endurance and a force poised to erupt):
"I've never said I am."
Alex (smiling, with ten years of patience and a power about to erupt in that smile):
"I never said I was."

△Silence crept between them, like a taut bowstring.

Eve ：
"Give me a reason. A real reason."
Eve:
"Give me a reason. A real one."

Alex (approaching her, his voice so low that only the two of them could hear it):
"Because you no longer want to be an exhibit. I do too. Marry me, and I will give you a true battlefield—not a banquet hall where tongues kill, but a battlefield where guns and knives speak."
Alex (leaning closer, voice low enough for only them):
"Because you don't want to be a display anymore. Neither do I. Marry me, and I'll give you a real battlefield. Not this banquet hall where people kill with tongues. The kind where people speak with guns and knives."

△Eve's pupils contracted slightly.

△In this man's eyes, she saw something familiar—eyes like a soldier's, eyes that had killed people.

Eve (silent for five seconds, then reaches out):
"Alright. But I have one condition."
Eve (silent for five seconds, then extending hand):
"Fine. But I have one condition."

Alex (grasped her hand with an unexpectedly strong grip):
"Speak."
Alex (holding her hand, surprisingly strong grip):
"Name it."

Eve ：
"You cannot interfere with me going to the battlefield. I am married, yet I remain Eve Summers. My gun, my soldiers, my battle—none of this can be stopped."
Eve:
"You can't stop me from going to war. Even married, I'm still Eve Summers. My rifle, my soldiers, my fights. You don't get in the way."

Alex (clenched her hand; the two of them were locked in a tug-of-war, neither letting go):
"Deal. But I have one condition."
Alex (gripping her hand tighter, both straining):
"Deal. But I have one condition too."

Eve ：
"Speak."
Eve:
"Name it."

Alex:
"Wherever you go, I'll follow; whatever battle you face, I'll stand by your side. You cannot leave me behind."
Alex:
"Where you go, I follow. Whatever war you fight, I fight alongside you. You don't leave me behind."

△Eve stared at him for a long time.

△This man is not saying romantic words—he is making a vow.

Eve (nodded slowly):
“ strike  a bargain 。”
Eve (slowly nodding):
"Deal."

△The two hands are tightly clasped together, with the finger joints turning white.

△In the distance, Robert Soun watched this scene, his face as dark as the sky before a storm.

△He took out his phone and quickly sent a message: "The plan is to be moved forward. That female soldier has teamed up with the son of Volkov. Eliminate him."



Episode 2

2-1 Banquet Hall Outer Garden / Night / Outside

Characters: Eve, Alex

△The garden is dimly lit, with the fountain shimmering with a silvery glow under the moonlight.

△Eve took off her high heels, stepped barefoot on the damp grass, and took a deep breath.

△Alex walked out through the side door of the banquet hall, holding her black cloak.

Alex (approaches her and hands her the shawl):
"It's cold outside. I know you can withstand even the Siberian blizzards—your records mention that you completed outdoor survival training at minus forty degrees Celsius with excellent results."
Alex (approaching, handing her the shawl):
"It's cold outside. Though I know you can survive a Siberian blizzard—your file mentioned it, minus forty degrees wilderness survival training, top marks."

△Eve turned around, her gaze as sharp as a knife.

Eve ：
"You've looked me up."
Eve:
"You've looked into me."

Alex (no flinching, no avoidance):
"I have reviewed all your records. Over the past seven years—since you first entered the battlefield at the age of fourteen—I have reviewed every combat report, every commendation, and every record of your injuries."
Alex (not flinching):
"I have. For the past seven years, from your first battle at fourteen, every battle report, every commendation, every injury record—I've read them all."

Eve (crossing her arms):
"That is a military secret. How did you obtain it?"
Eve (crossing arms):
"That's classified military information. How did you get it?"

Alex (smiles):
"I've said it: I'm not a failure."
Alex (smiling):
"I told you—I'm not a failure."

△Eve remained silent for a moment, then re-examined the man.

Eve ：
"Who exactly are you? Alex Volkov—son of a wealthy family born in Moscow; at the age of fourteen, he was sent to the United States to 'recover,' where he remained secluded for ten years with no social record, no university diploma, and no work experience. A perfect 'transparent person.'"
Eve:
"Who are you really? Alex Volkov, Moscow-born son of a billionaire, sent to the US at fourteen to 'recover from illness', ten years of seclusion, no social records, no college degree, no work history. A perfect 'invisible man'."

Alex (claps hands—softly, sincerely):
"You have strong investigative skills. It seems you're not just good at fighting."
Alex (clapping softly, genuine):
"Good investigative skills. Looks like you're not just a fighter."

Eve ：
"I am answering you. Now it's your turn to answer me."
Eve:
"I answered you. Now you answer me."

△Alex walked to the fountain, sat down, and looked up at the moon.

Alex (his voice grew deep, carrying a faint Russian accent—something he had been keeping hidden until now):
"Before I turned fourteen, I lived in Moscow. My father was Ivan Volkov, a businessman who started from scratch after the dissolution of the Soviet Union. But my mother—she was not a businessman; she was an agent of the GRU."
Alex (voice lowering, with a faint Russian accent—hidden until now):
"Before I was fourteen, I was in Moscow. My father is Ivan Volkov, a self-made businessman after the Soviet Union collapsed. But my mother—she wasn't a businesswoman. She was GRU."

△Eve's pupils constrict.

Eve (whispering):
"GRU? The Russian Military Intelligence Service?"
Eve (lowering voice):
"GRU? Russian military intelligence?"

Alex (nodding):
"Her name is Vera. Her codename is 'Maiden Warrior.' When I was eleven years old, she discovered a network within the military that traded intelligence. Before she could report it, she 'accidentally' died—a car bomb."
Alex (nodding):
"Her name was Vera. Code name 'Valkyrie'. When I was eleven, she discovered a network selling intelligence within the military. Before she could report it, she 'accidentally' died. Car bomb."

△Eve's breathing paused for a moment.

Eve ：
"So you are...?"
Eve:
"So you're..."

Alex (stood up; the moonlight shone upon his face—on that seemingly delicate countenance, there was now a fierce expression of resilience and hatred):
"So I am her only remaining evidence. Her diary, her copy of the evidence—all are in my possession. Those people—later they tracked them down to the United States. My father brought me here; 'recovering from illness' was merely an excuse. I am hiding."
Alex (standing, moonlight on his face, that seemingly delicate face now filled with tenacity and hatred):
"So I'm the only evidence she left behind. Her diary, copies of her evidence—all in my possession. Those people—they followed us to America. My father sent me here, 'recovering from illness' was just an excuse. I was hiding."

Eve (takes a step closer):
"And Thorn? What does he have to do with this?"
Eve (stepping closer):
"What about Thorne? What does he have to do with this?"

Alex (his eyes became sharp):
"Sohn is the link between the network and the United States. A portion of the weapons he sold to terrorist organizations consists precisely of the arsenal my mother discovered back then—using the same numbering system and originating from the same source."
Alex (eyes sharpening):
"Thorne is the network's contact in America. The weapons he sells to terrorist organizations—some of them are the same batch my mother discovered. Same serial number system. Same source."

△Eve took a deep breath.

Eve ：
"So marrying me isn't just because I'm 'interesting.' You need a capable ally. You need my military authority and my battlefield experience."
Eve:
"So you're marrying me not just because I'm 'interesting'. You need a fighter. You need my command, my combat experience."

Alex (looking straight at her, with an open and sincere gaze):
"Yes, but there's more. I need someone I can trust. In this city, trust is rarer than gold. You are the only person I can confirm—not them."
Alex (looking directly at her, eyes frank):
"Yes. But not just that. I need someone I can trust. In this city, trust is rarer than gold. You're the only one I can be sure—isn't one of them."

Eve ：
"How did you confirm this?"
Eve:
"How can you be sure?"

Alex (pulled out an old photograph from his pocket and handed it to her):
"Because you are someone my mother saved. Afghanistan, Kandahar, seven years ago. During that ambush, your squad was surrounded. A mysterious sniper eliminated the enemy commander from 800 meters away—my mother herself. She was still alive at the time, still carrying out her final mission."
Alex (taking an old photo from his pocket, handing it to her):
"Because you're someone my mother saved. Afghanistan, Kandahar, seven years ago. That ambush, your platoon was surrounded. A mysterious sniper took out the enemy commander from eight hundred meters—that was my mother. She was still alive then, still on her final mission."

△Eve took the photo, her hand trembling slightly.

△In the photo, a young female soldier—precisely fourteen-year-old Eve—is covered in blood yet maintains a resolute gaze, standing amidst a crowd of corpses.

△The shooting angle of the photo clearly corresponds to the view from a sniper rifle scope.

Eve (hoarse voice):
"That sniper... is your mother?"
Eve (hoarse voice):
"That sniper... was your mother?"

Alex (nodding, eyes slightly red):
"She took this photo and sent it to me, accompanied by a message: 'This girl will change the world. Protect her.' Three months later, she passed away."
Alex (nodding, eyes slightly red):
"She took this photo and sent it to me. With a note: 'This girl will change the world. Protect her.' Three months later, she was dead."

△Eve clutched the photo tightly, her fingers turning white with tension.

△The night breeze blew, carrying the mist from the fountain onto the two of them.

Eve (lifts her head, with a firm gaze):
"I'll help you. It's not because your mother saved me—though that was also part of the reason—but because Son sold weapons to terrorists and killed twelve of my comrades. I want him to pay the price."
Eve (looking up, eyes determined):
"I'll help you. Not because your mother saved me—though that's part of it. But because Thorne sells weapons to terrorists who killed twelve of my comrades. I want him to pay."

Alex (reaches out):
"Then it's settled: two weeks after the wedding. Before then, you'll need to be mentally prepared—they'll do everything in their power to stop us."
Alex (extending hand):
"Then it's settled. Wedding in two weeks. Before that, you need to be mentally prepared—they'll do everything to stop us."

Eve (holding his hand with such force that Alex's brow furrowed slightly):
"Let them come. I was worried I didn't have anywhere to practice."
Eve (holding his hand, hard enough to make Alex wince slightly):
"Let them come. I've been looking for a place to practice."

△The two looked at each other with smiles—those smiles contained no sweetness, only the mutual recognition between two warriors.



2-2 Wolkoff Manor Study / Night / Interior

Characters: Alex; his father Ivan Volkov (in his sixties, Russian, gray-haired, with a sharp gaze, using a cane); Mark

△The study's interior design is classical, with Russian icons and family photographs hanging on the walls.

△ Ivan sits on a leather chair by the fireplace, holding a glass of vodka.

△Alex pushed open the door and walked in, followed by Mark.

Ivan (without looking back, with a strong Russian accent):
"You're crazy. I've read the news—you're proposing to that female soldier in public? Son's people will target you."
Ivan (without turning, heavy Russian accent):
"You're crazy. I saw the news. You proposed to that female soldier in public? Thorne's people will target you."

Alex (walked over to the liquor cabinet, poured himself a glass of whiskey):
"They've been watching me for a long time. They've been watching since my mother passed away. The difference now is—I'm not hiding anymore."
Alex (walking to the liquor cabinet, pouring himself a whiskey):
"They've been targeting us since my mother died. The difference is—I'm not hiding anymore."

△ Ivan turned his head, looking at his son's retreating figure, his eyes filled with complex emotions.

Ivan:
"So you married her because...?"
Ivan:
"So you're marrying her because...?"

Alex (turning around, leaning against the liquor cabinet, taking a sip of whiskey):
"Because she can fight. And because she is trustworthy. More importantly—Sohn fears her. He orchestrated a plan to send her to North Africa to die; she returned alive. He sent men to ambush her in the desert; she instead killed everyone involved. Such a person keeps Son awake."
Alex (turning, leaning on the liquor cabinet, sipping whiskey):
"Because she can fight. And she's trustworthy. More importantly—Thorne is afraid of her. He designed a suicide mission to North Africa, she came back alive. He sent people to ambush her in the desert, she killed them all. A person like that makes Thorne lose sleep."

Ivan (pauses for a moment, takes a sip of vodka):
"Do you love her?"
Ivan (pause, sipping vodka):
"Do you love her?"

△Alex remained silent for three seconds.

Alex (voice very soft, yet very certain):
"I can do it. Give me some time."
Alex (very soft, but certain):
"I will. Give me time."

△ Ivan looked deeply at his son.

Ivan:
"Your mother will be proud of you. But you must be careful—Soren is not alone; he has a network behind him. Your mother died at the hands of that network back then."
Ivan:
"Your mother would be proud of you. But be careful—Thorne isn't alone. There's a network behind him. That's the network that killed your mother."

Alex (pulled a thick document out of the drawer and slammed it onto the table):
"I know. That's why I spent ten years thoroughly investigating every member of their organization. Thorn is merely the tip of the iceberg. But targeting him—he is the weakest link."
Alex (taking a thick file from the drawer, slamming it on the table):
"I know. That's why I spent ten years investigating every single member of that network. Thorne is just the tip of the iceberg. But to start with him—he's the weakest link."

△Ivan opened the document, which was densely filled with names, photos, and transaction records.

△His expression grew increasingly somber.

Ivan (closing the document, looking at his son):
"Are these pieces of evidence sufficient to send all of them to prison?"
Ivan (closing the file, looking at his son):
"Is this evidence enough to send all of them to prison?"

Alex (shakes his head):
"That's not enough. I need the on-site evidence from the Son arsenal. That base in North Africa—I'll go there in person. Son will soon send Eve there to meet her death; I will infiltrate there ahead of time."
Alex (shaking head):
"Not yet. I need on-site evidence of Thorne's arsenal. That base in North Africa—I need to go there in person. Thorne will send Eve there to die soon. I'll be there early, undercover."

Ivan (sprang up abruptly, his cane tapping against the ground):
"This is too dangerous! That base has over two hundred mercenaries!"
Ivan (standing abruptly, cane thumping the floor):
"That's too dangerous! That base has over two hundred mercenaries!"

Alex (calmly):
"Father, at sixteen, I ventured alone into that munitions depot in Moscow and retrieved the evidence left by my mother. That base in North Africa—I had already conducted a reconnaissance of it three years ago. I know every secret passage and every interval between shifts."
Alex (calmly):
"Father, at sixteen I broke into that Moscow arsenal alone and retrieved the evidence mother left behind. That North African base—I scouted it three years ago. I know every secret passage, every shift change gap."

△Ivan looked at his son, his eyes slightly red.

Ivan (sits down, voice weary):
"You're just like your mother—just as stubborn, just as fearless of death. Go ahead, go! But promise me: come back alive."
Ivan (sitting down, tired voice):
"You're just like your mother. Just as stubborn, just as fearless. Go then. But promise me—come back alive."

Alex (walked up to his father, knelt on one knee, and took his hand):
"I promise you. And I won't go alone—I'll bring her back. Together."
Alex (walking to his father, kneeling on one knee, holding his hand):
"I promise you. And I won't go alone—I'll bring her back. Both of us."

△Ivan touched his son's head with his rough hand.

△The fire in the fireplace crackled, casting its glow upon the faces of the father and son.



Episode 3

3-1 Somers Family Estate Living Room / Day/Night

Characters: Eve; her mother Margaret Summers (in her fifties, elegant, wearing a pearl necklace and exquisite makeup); her father Thomas Summers (a retired Army Major General, sixty years old, using a wheelchair, having lost his left leg during the Iraq War).

△Somers Manor is located in the suburbs of Virginia; its living room is spacious and bright, with portraits of Thomas in his military uniform and various medals displayed on the walls.

△Margaret sat on the sofa, covering her face as she cried.

△Thomas sat in his wheelchair, his expression somber as he stared at the fireplace.

△Eve stood in the center of the living room, holding a cup of coffee with a calm expression.

Margaret (tears streaming down her face, her voice trembling):
"Eve, do you really want to marry that sickly guy? That useless person who hasn't even left his house for ten years? The whole of Washington is laughing at you! My friend called me and asked,' Is your daughter crazy?'!"
Margaret (sobbing, voice trembling):
"Eve, are you really going to marry that invalid? That useless man who hasn't left his house for ten years? The whole of Washington is laughing at you! My friends call and ask,' Has your daughter gone crazy?'!"

Eve (took a sip of coffee, with a flat tone):
"Let them laugh. Once they've laughed long enough, they'll feel tired. And when they're tired, they won't laugh anymore."
Eve (sipping coffee, flat tone):
"Let them laugh. When they're tired of laughing, they'll stop."

Margaret (stands up, walks toward her daughter, and grabs her arm):
"You don't understand! Marriage is no joke! By marrying a useless man, you're ending your life! Your military career, your reputation—everything you have—will all be dragged down by him!"
Margaret (standing, walking to her daughter, grabbing her arm):
"You don't understand! Marriage is not a game! If you marry a useless person, your life will be over! Your military career, your reputation—everything—he will drag it all down!"

Eve (gently drew her arm away, with a force that was restrained yet firm):
"Mom, on the battlefield, I've encountered even worse' burdens. 'I once carried a comrade whose leg was broken for three kilometers, and through that effort, I avoided the enemy's pursuit. If I can carry an adult man for three kilometers, then I can carry my 'useless' husband for the rest of my life."
Eve (gently freeing her arm, controlled but firm):
"Mom, I've seen worse' dragons 'on the battlefield—a comrade with a broken leg—I carried him three kilometers to escape enemy pursuit. If I can carry an adult man three kilometers, then I can carry a' useless' husband for a lifetime."

Margaret (choked up, her tears streaming even more fiercely):
"You child... why are you so stubborn?"
Margaret (choking up, crying harder):
"You child... why are you so stubborn..."

Thomas (finally spoke, his voice deep and resonant, imbued with military authority):
"Margaret, sit down."
Thomas (finally speaking, deep and resonant, with military authority):
"Margaret, sit down."

△Margaret glanced at her husband and reluctantly sat back down on the sofa.

Thomas (turning to Eve, his gaze sharp):
"Daughter, there's something wrong with the Volkovs. That child... he's no ordinary boy. I've met his father, Ivan—he's a cunning old fox. His son certainly won't be some mere nobody on the surface."
Thomas (turning to Eve, sharp eyes):
"Daughter, the Volkov family has their share of problems. That boy... isn't exactly straightforward. I've met his father, Ivan—that old fox. His son isn't some useless nobody on the surface."

Eve (walked up to her father, crouched down, and looked him in the eye):
“ I know 。”
Eve (walking to her father, squatting, looking him in the eye):
"I know."

△Thomas raises his eyebrows

Thomas ：
"Do you know?"
Thomas:
"You know?"

Eve ：
"I've looked into him. When he was sixteen, during those three months when he was hospitalized due to' illness '—which coincided precisely with the time of the ammunition depot explosion in Moscow—that explosion destroyed an underground black-market arms network. The person who orchestrated that operation went by the codename' Ghost.'"
Eve:
"I checked him out. During those three months, he was 'ill' in the hospital at the age of sixteen—exactly coinciding with the Moscow arsenal explosion case. That explosion destroyed an underground black-market arms network. And the person who planned that operation—codename 'Ghost.'"

△Thomas's pupils constricted abruptly.

Thomas (voice lowered, leaning forward):
"How do you know about the 'Ghost'? That is classified top secret!"
Thomas (lowering voice, leaning forward):
"How do you know about 'Ghost'? That's top secret!"

Eve (took out a folded piece of paper from her pocket, opened it—there was a photocopy of the photo that Alex had given her):
"Because back then, I was also rescued by a 'ghost.' In Afghanistan, in Kandahar—during that ambush: an enemy sniper was killed from 800 meters away—saving our entire squad. I never knew who did it until last night, when I finally found out."
Eve (taking a folded paper from her pocket, opening it—a copy of the photo Alex gave her):
"Because I was saved by 'Ghost' too. Afghanistan, Kandahar, that ambush. The enemy sniper taken out from eight hundred meters—saved our entire platoon. I never knew who did it. Until last night. Now I know."

△Thomas took the photo and looked at it for a long time.

△His hands were trembling.

Thomas (husky voice):
"This is not 'Ghost.' This is 'The Valkyrie.' Her codename. 'Ghost' refers to the person who succeeded her later..."
Thomas (hoarse voice):
"This isn't 'Ghost'. This is 'Valkyrie'. That was her code name. 'Ghost' was the one who took over after her..."

Eve ：
"Alex's mother. Vera Volkova. Former Colonel of the GRU. She died seven years ago in a car bomb attack—because she had uncovered Son's arms network."
Eve:
"Alex's mother. Vera Volkova. Former GRU colonel. Killed by a car bomb seven years ago—because she discovered Thorne's arms network."

△The living room fell into a deathly silence.

△Margaret forgot to cry and stared blankly at her daughter.

Thomas (takes a deep breath, closes his eyes; when he opens them again, his eyes reflect determination):
"So you're seeking revenge? Or seeking gratitude?"
Thomas (taking a deep breath, closing his eyes, then opening them with determination):
"So you're doing this for revenge? To repay a debt?"

Eve (shook her head, stood up, walked to the window, and turned her back to her father):
"None of the above. I am doing this to complete what she failed to accomplish: uprooting that network and ensuring that those traitors pay the price."
Eve (shaking her head, standing up, walking toward the window, back turned to her father):
"Neither. I'm doing it to finish what she started. Uproot that network. Make those traitors pay."

Thomas (silenced for a long moment, then pushed his wheelchair toward his daughter):
"I have only one request."
Thomas (long silence, then wheeling his chair, coming behind his daughter):
"I have only one request."

Eve (turns around):
“ what ？”
Eve (turning):
"What?"

Thomas (holding his daughter's hand):
"I'll come back alive. Both of you must come back alive."
Thomas (holding his daughter's hand):
"Come back alive. Both of you."

△Eve crouches down and embraces her father.

△The father and daughter's foreheads touch, as if they have returned to when she was still young.

Eve (softly):
“ I promiss you 。”
Eve (softly):
"I promise you."



3-2 Pentagon Corridor / Day/Night

Characters: Eve (uniformed, Captain rank), Colonel Harris (in his fifties, bald, with a beer belly, and a evasive gaze), and several officers

The corridor is spacious and bright, with portraits of successive Defense Ministers displayed on the walls.

△Eve wore a neat military uniform, with her captain's rank patch gleaming under the lights.

△Colonel Harris walked toward me, holding a document in his hand.

Harris (forced a smile, but avoided making eye contact with Eve):
"Captain Summers! I'm looking for you—there's a new assignment."
Harris (forcing a smile, but avoiding eye contact):
"Captain Summers! Just the person I was looking for. New mission."

Eve (Stand at attention):
"Colonel."
Eve (standing at attention):
"Colonel."

Harris (hands her the document, his hand trembling slightly):
"'Sandstorm Operation.' North Africa, sub-Saharan region. Intelligence indicates there is a terrorist training camp in the area with approximately 300 members. You are to lead a platoon to conduct a clearance operation."
Harris (handing her the file, hand slightly trembling):
"Operation Dust Storm. North Africa, south of the Sahara. Intelligence shows a terrorist training camp there, approximately three hundred men. You'll take a platoon to clear it."

△Eve took the documents, opened them, and quickly scanned through them.

Eve (lifted her head, with a cold gaze):
"A platoon? Thirty men against three hundred? Colonel, do you understand what this means?"
Eve (looking up, eyes cold):
"One platoon? Thirty against three hundred? Colonel, do you know what that means?"

Harris (takes a step back, avoiding her line of sight):
"This is a direct order from the Office of the Secretary of Defense. Senator Soun's... recommendation."
Harris (stepping back, avoiding her gaze):
"This is a direct order from the Secretary of Defense's office. Senator Thorne's... recommendation."

△Eve sneered and closed the document.

Eve ：
"Suicide mission. He wants me to die right there."
Eve (cold smile, closing the file):
"Suicide mission. He wants me dead there."

Harris (wiping sweat, voice trembling):
"Captain Summers, please be mindful of your words. Questioning an upper-level order constitutes a serious violation of discipline."
Harris (wiping sweat, weak voice):
"Captain Summers, watch your language. Questioning superior orders is a serious disciplinary offense."

Eve (approaches by one step; Harris steps back two steps):
"Colonel, I have killed more men on the battlefield than the number of medals displayed on your office wall. Do not stand here talking to me about 'violations of discipline.' You only need to tell me—the departure time."
Eve (taking a step forward, Harris two steps back):
"Colonel, I've killed more people on the battlefield than the number of medals on your wall. Don't stand there talking to me about 'discipline'. Just tell me—departure time."

Harris (stammering):
"Three... three days from now. Taking off from Dover Air Force Base."
Harris (stammering):
"Th... three days from now. Depart from Dover Air Force Base."

Eve (Stand at attention, salute; the movement is perfectly standard, as if from a textbook):
"Yes, Colonel."
Eve (standing at attention, saluting, perfect form):
"Yes, Colonel."

She turned and walked away, the sound of her military boots clapping against the floor echoing through the corridor.

△ Harris stood still, gazing at her back, her face pale.

He took out his phone and sent a message: "She has agreed. We'll depart in three days."

△The phone vibrated quickly, and the reply consisted of only two characters: "Very good."



Episode 4

4-1 Volkov Manor / Night / Inside

Characters: Eve, Alex

△Eve rang the doorbell, and Mark opened the door.

△She walked into the estate, where Alex was waiting for her in the living room.

△The living room's headlights are off; only the glow of the fireplace is visible.

Alex (sitting on the sofa, with a map of North Africa spread out in front of him):
"Departing in three days?"
Alex (sitting on the sofa, a map of North Africa spread before him):
"Departure in three days?"

Eve (walks toward the map, crouches down to examine it):
"You already know."
Eve (walking to the map, squatting to look):
"You already know."

Alex (pointing to a spot on the map):
"I'll leave in two days—before you. I'll use the alias 'Laojiu' and infiltrate under the guise of a local mercenary. That training camp—no, that ammunition depot—is located eighty kilometers south of this spot."
Alex (pointing to a spot on the map):
"I leave in two days. One step ahead of you. Under the alias 'Nine', blending in as a local mercenary. That training camp—no, that arsenal—is eighty kilometers south of this location."

Eve (look closely at the map, frowning):
"This is a decommissioned French Foreign Legion base. I've seen it in combat reports; there are large underground shelters beneath."
Eve (studying the map, frowning):
"This is an abandoned French Foreign Legion base. I've seen it in battle reports. Large underground bunkers."

Alex (nodding):
"Sohn spent five years transforming it into a private arms depot. Every year, weapons valued at $200 million flow from here to terrorist organizations, anti-government armed groups, and gangs across the globe. He is one of the world's largest arms dealers, yet no one has ever been able to obtain evidence against him."
Alex (nodding):
"Thorne spent five years converting it into a private arsenal. Two hundred million dollars' worth of weapons flow from here annually to terrorist organizations, rebel groups, gangs worldwide. He's one of the biggest arms dealers in the world, but no one's ever been able to get evidence."

Eve (lifts her head to look at him):
"So, how do you plan to obtain the evidence?"
Eve (looking up at him):
"So how do you plan to get evidence?"

Alex (picks up a hand-drawn base layout diagram from beneath the map):
"Well, three years ago, I spent a month infiltrating the perimeter of the base, using a night-vision binoculars and a thermal imager to map out the entire layout of the base. The underground ammunition depot has four access points. The main entrance is heavily guarded, but the ventilation duct in the southeast corner—someone can climb inside."
Alex (pulling a hand-drawn base blueprint from under the map):
"This. Three years ago, I spent a month infiltrating the base perimeter, using night vision and thermal imaging, mapped out the entire base layout. The underground arsenal has four entrances. The main entrance is heavily guarded, but the southeast ventilation shaft—a person can crawl through."

Eve (examines the blueprints carefully, sliding her fingers along the pipeline path):
"How long is this pipeline?"
Eve (studying the blueprint, finger tracing the duct):
"How long is this duct?"

Alex:
"Four hundred meters. The crawling time is approximately twenty minutes. The exit is located in the ammunition area of the munitions depot. There are no guards there—because the ammunition area has strict electrostatic shielding, so they dare not send anyone to patrol."
Alex:
"Four hundred meters. The crawling time is approximately twenty minutes. The exit is located in the ammunition section of the arsenal. There are no guards there—because the ammunition section has strict static electricity protection, they dare not send patrols."

Eve (lifted her head, her eyes reflecting both admiration and wariness):
"Are you going alone?"
Eve (looking up, respect and wariness in her eyes):
"You're going alone?"

Alex (smiles):
"Originally, that's right. But now—you've arrived. Your squad will launch a frontal assault to create chaos. I'll take advantage of the commotion to sneak through the pipeline, take photos as evidence, and then we'll meet at the emergency exit in the southeast corner and break through."
Alex (smiling):
"I was. But now—you're here. Your platoon will mount a frontal assault, create chaos. I'll take advantage of the chaos to infiltrate through the duct, take photos. Then we'll rendezvous at the southeast emergency exit and break out."

Eve (silent for a moment):
"Do you know what it means for thirty men to launch a direct assault against three hundred? My soldiers will lose many lives."
Eve (pause):
"You know what a frontal assault by thirty against three hundred means? My soldiers will die. A lot of them."

Alex (gazing at her intently):
"I know. That's why I won't let them die in vain. I will place remote-controlled bombs at the base's fuel depot and ammunition depot; I'll detonate them ten minutes before our attack—destroying their fuel reserves and half of their ammunition. This chaos will leave them with at least one-third of their combat effectiveness."
Alex (looking at her seriously):
"I know. That's why I won't let them die for nothing. I'll pre-position remote bombs in the base's fuel depot and ammunition dump. I'll detonate them ten minutes before our assault—to destroy their fuel reserves and half of their ammunition. This chaos will cost them at least one-third of their combat effectiveness."

Eve (takes a deep breath):
"You're alone, placing bombs right under the noses of more than two hundred mercenaries?"
Eve (taking a deep breath):
"You, alone, under the noses of over two hundred mercenaries, planting bombs?"

Alex (stood up, walked toward the fireplace, picked up a dagger from the fireplace mantel—its blade was sharp, its handle worn; it was clearly used for many years):
"This knife has been with me for twelve years. Since my mother handed it to me, it has never let me down. At that base in North Africa, I've entered and exited seven times—each time without being discovered."
Alex (standing, walking to the fireplace, picking up a dagger from the mantel—sharp blade, worn handle, clearly used for many years):
"This knife has been with me for twelve years. From the day my mother gave it to me, I've never let it down. That base in North Africa—I've been in and out seven times. Never been caught."

△Eve stood up, walked toward him, and took the dagger from him.

△She looked closely at the blade, then at the line of Russian letters engraved on the handle.

Eve (reads the Russian line):
"'For Justice.' Was this carved by your mother?"
Eve (reading the Russian):
"'For justice.' Your mother carved it?"

Alex (nodding):
"She left this for me before she went on her mission. The final mission."
Alex (nodding):
"She left it for me before her last mission."

△Eve returned the dagger to him; their fingers briefly touched.

Eve ：
"I depart tomorrow. I will set up camp 20 kilometers outside the base and wait for your signal. But you must agree to one thing."
Eve:
"Depart in two days. I'll set up camp twenty kilometers outside the base and wait for your signal. But you must promise me one thing."

Alex:
“ what ？”
Alex:
"What?"

Eve (looking into his eyes, speaking word by word):
"Don't die. I haven't yet married you—I don't want to be a widow—though it does sound quite heroic to be a' Steel Lion' widow."
Eve (looking into his eyes, enunciating each word):
"Don't die. I haven't married you yet. I don't want to be a widow—though 'Iron Lioness' as a widow does sound pretty badass."

△Alex froze for a second, then burst out laughing.

△The laughter echoed through the quiet living room, carrying a boyish cheerfulness.

Alex (smiling, with a spark in his eyes):
"I won't die. I'll live to be a hundred years old—every day listening to you tell cold jokes."
Alex (laughing, light in his eyes):
"I won't die. I'm going to live to a hundred, listening to your terrible jokes every day."

Eve (smiling):
"My jokes aren't boring; it's just that those people have too high a sense of humor."
Eve (smiling):
"My jokes aren't terrible. Those people just have too high standards."

The two looked at each other, with the flickering flames from the fireplace dancing upon their faces.

△That scene resembles two blades poised to be drawn, reflecting one another in the flickering flames.



4-2 Sohn Manor Underground Office / Night / Interior

Characters: Robert Thorn, his chief aide (Davis, in his fifties, thin, wearing gold-rimmed glasses); two men in black (bodyguards).

The basement of Son Manor has been converted into a concealed office.

△A surveillance screen is hung on the wall, displaying real-time footage from multiple locations around the world.

△Robert sits on a genuine leather swivel chair, with a massive rosewood office desk in front of him.

△Davis stands at the table, holding a tablet computer.

Robert (lights a cigar, takes a draw, and exhales a cloud of smoke):
"Has the kid from the Volkov family been thoroughly investigated?"
Robert (lighting a cigar, taking a puff, blowing smoke):
"That Volkov boy. Have you figured him out yet?"

Davis (sliding panel, opens a document):
"We've conducted an investigation. However, the information we were able to obtain is very limited. His medical records indicate that he has congenital heart disease and requires long-term medication. But—his prescription list is quite unusual; most of it consists of vitamins and placebos."
Davis (swiping the tablet, pulling up a file):
"I did. But there's very little information available. His medical records show congenital heart disease, requiring long-term medication. But—his prescription list is strange. Mostly vitamins and placebos."

Robert (his gaze turned cold):
"So he's pretending to be sick."
Robert (eyes turning cold):
"So he's faking illness."

Davis (nodding):
"It's highly likely. Moreover—our investigation revealed that three years ago, there was once an' invasion alert 'outside a base in North Africa; at the time, we assumed it had been triggered by desert mongooses. But looking back now, the path of that' invasion' happened to avoid all surveillance cameras and patrol routes."
Davis (nodding):
"Most likely. And—three years ago, we observed an 'intrusion alert' at the perimeter of the North African base. At the time, it was attributed to desert meerkats. However, looking back, the path of that 'intrusion' precisely avoided every surveillance camera and patrol route."

△Robert sprang up abruptly, and his cigar fell to the ground.

Robert (grinding his teeth):
"Alex Volkov... who exactly are you?"
Robert (teeth clenched):
"Alex Volkov... who the hell are you?"

Davis (cautiously):
"Senator, should we cancel the deployment in North Africa? If they join forces—"
Davis (carefully):
"Senator, should we cancel the North Africa deployment? If they join forces—"

Robert (raised his hand to interrupt him, his expression sinister):
"No. Let them go. Let that female soldier die. Let that useless piece of trash be buried with them. There are over two hundred people at the North African base—heavy weapons, armored vehicles. What can thirty soldiers possibly do? They're just going to die."
Robert (raising a hand to stop him, sinister look):
"No. Let them go. Let that female soldier die. Let that worthless scoundrel bury himself with her. The North African base has over two hundred men, heavy weapons, and armored vehicles. What can thirty soldiers do? They can only die."

Davis (hesitates):
"But if they really do obtain evidence—"
Davis (hesitating):
"But if they actually get evidence—"

Robert (snarls):
"What does obtaining evidence matter? They still need to survive long enough to bring out the evidence. And in the desert, there are many ways for a person to die 'accidentally': sandstorms, dehydration, venomous snake bites... or even friendly fire."
Robert (cold laugh):
"So what if they get evidence? They'd have to get out alive with it. And in the desert, there are many ways for a person to 'accidentally' die. Sandstorms, dehydration, snake bites... or, friendly fire."

△He picked up the satellite phone on the table and dialed a number.

△From the other end of the phone came a hoarse voice speaking Arabic: "Hello?"

Robert (in fluent Arabic):
"Said: 'In three days, a small U.S. military unit will approach the base—thirty men. I want them—none of them left alive. But there is one female officer; I want her alive. I want to see her kneeling before me.'"
Robert (in fluent Arabic):
"Sayyid. In three days, a US military team will approach the base. Thirty soldiers. I want them—not one left alive. Except one female officer. I want her alive. I want to watch her kneel before me personally."

On the other end of the phone (laughter, hoarse):
"As you wish, friend. The price?"
Phone voice (laughing, hoarse):
"As you wish, friend. Price?"

Robert ：
"Double it. Five million. Transfer to your account in the Cayman Islands."
Robert:
"Double. Five million. To your Cayman Islands account."

On the other end of the phone:
"Deal made. May Allah bless you."
Phone voice:
"Deal. Allah protect you."

△Robert hangs up the phone and relights his cigar.

Robert (to Davis):
"Tell the Pentagon to get the final paperwork sorted out. Once that female soldier is confirmed dead, her military rank should be posthumously awarded, and her family should be 'soothed.' Just make sure the formalities look good on paper."
Robert (to Davis):
"Tell the Pentagon side to handle the aftermath. After that female soldier dies, posthumous promotion, 'comfort' her family. Make the surface look pretty."

Davis (nodding):
“ yes 。”
Davis (nodding):
"Yes, sir."

△Robert leaned back in his chair; amidst the swirling smoke, his face resembled a cold statue.



Episode 5

5-1 Dover Air Force Base / Japan / Foreign

Characters: Eve (desert camouflage combat uniform, helmet, rifle); her squad members (thirty people—some young, some older, some with dark skin, some with fair skin—all elite soldiers); C-17 transport aircraft

△In the early morning, a light mist shrouds the track.

△Thirty soldiers lined up in front of the transport aircraft, with Eve standing right in front of them.

△The soldiers' faces displayed a mix of tension, excitement, and fear.

△Eve's gaze swept across everyone's faces—she remembered every single face.

Eve (vibrant voice, cutting through the mist):
"I am Captain Eve Summers. You may have heard my nicknames: 'The Steel Lion,'  'The Terminator of Men,' and 'The Unwed Witch.'"
Eve (voice loud, cutting through the mist):
"I'm Captain Eve Summers. You may have heard my nicknames. 'Iron Lioness'. 'Man Eater'. 'The Unmarriable Demon'."

△Several soldiers couldn't help but laugh.

Eve (continued):
"I don't care about these nicknames. You can call me anything—provided that on the battlefield, you can keep up with me."
Eve (continuing):
"I don't care about those nicknames. You can call me anything—as long as on the battlefield, you can keep up with me."

△The laughter stopped.

Eve (approached the first soldier in the front row— a young Black man who appeared to be under twenty years old, with clear eyes):
"What is your name?"
Eve (walking to the first soldier in the first row—a young black man, looks under twenty, clear eyes):
"What's your name?"

Soldier A (Stand at Attention):
"Private Jason Williams, Captain!"
Soldier A (standing at attention):
"Private Jason Williams, Captain!"

Eve ：
"Jason, are you afraid?"
Eve:
"Jason, are you scared?"

Jason (swallowed, but his voice remained firm):
"Afraid, Captain."
Jason (swallowing, but voice firm):
"Yes, Captain."

Eve (patted his shoulder):
"Having fear is exactly right. I also fear. But fearing is not a bad thing—fear ensures you remain alive. Those who do not fear have long since perished on the battlefield."
Eve (patting his shoulder):
"Good. I'm scared too. But fear isn't a bad thing—fear keeps you alive. The ones who aren't afraid died on the battlefield long ago."

△She continued forward, inspecting the equipment of each soldier.

Eve (while walking):
"The official description of this mission is 'Operation: Clearing the Terrorist Training Camp.' But I'm telling you the truth now—that's not a training camp. That's an arsenal. Inside are more than two hundred mercenaries, heavy weaponry, armored vehicles, and underground shelters."
Eve (walking and talking):
"This mission, officially, is 'clearing a terrorist training camp'. But I'm going to tell you the truth now—that's not a training camp. It's an arsenal. Over two hundred mercenaries inside, heavy weapons, armored vehicles, underground bunkers."

The soldiers exchanged glances, and the atmosphere grew somber.

Eve (stops in her tracks, turns around to face everyone):
"You can now withdraw. No one will look down on you because of this. It is not your fault—those who sent us to our deaths should go to hell."
Eve (stopping, turning to face everyone):
"You can back out now. No one will think less of you for it. It's not your fault—it's the people who sent us to die who belong in hell."

△Thirty seconds of silence

△No one moves

Jason (screaming):
"Captain! My grandmother says that a true man will not flee when his comrades need him!"
Jason (loudly):
"Captain! My grandmother says a real man doesn't run when his comrades need him!"

Another soldier (Private Miller, in his thirties, with a full beard, a seasoned veteran):
"Captain, we are all volunteers—not conscripts. We know that serving in the army means death. But we also know—that deserting is even more unbearable than death."
Another soldier (Sergeant Miller, thirty-something, scruffy, seasoned):
"Captain, we're all volunteers. Not drafted. We know soldiers die. But we also know—being a deserter is worse than death."

△Eve's eyes were slightly red—but she immediately blinked, pushing back her tears.

Eve (Stand at attention; salute her soldiers):
"Thank you. I swear—I will take as many of you as possible home. I swear."
Eve (standing at attention, saluting her soldiers):
"Thank you. I swear—I'll bring as many of you home as I can. I swear."

△Thirty soldiers returned the gifts simultaneously.

△The movements are perfectly synchronized, radiating a majestic momentum.

The C-17's engine roared to life, and its tail door slowly opened.

Eve (turns around and strides toward the transport aircraft):
"Boarding! Departure!"
Eve (turning, marching toward the transport plane):
"Board! Move out!"

△The soldiers boarded the aircraft in a line.

△ Inside the cabin, Eve sits in the position closest to the door, closing her eyes.

△She whispered silently in her mind: "Alex, are you ready over there?"



5-2 Inside the C-17 transport aircraft cabin / Day/Day

Characters: Eve, Jason, Miller, and other soldiers

△The transport aircraft flies above the cloud layer, with the engine roar inside the cabin deafening.

△Some soldiers are inspecting their weapons, some are napping, and some are writing farewell letters.

△Eve opened her eyes and saw that Jason was staring at her.

Eve ：
“ See what ？”
Eve:
"What are you looking at?"

Jason (blurted out, shifting his gaze away):
"Captain, I've heard... you're getting married?"
Jason (looking away embarrassed):
"Captain, I heard... you're getting married?"

△The surrounding soldiers were all listening intently.

Eve (with a slight smile on her lips):
"You are quite well-informed."
Eve (smiling slightly):
"You guys get news fast."

Miller (glancing over from beside him):
"Captain, whom are you marrying? Which one is not afraid of death?"
Miller (leaning in from the side):
"Captain, marry who? Which brave soul?"

Eve (thought for a moment):
"One... who is even less afraid of death than I am."
Eve (thinking):
"Someone... even less afraid of death than me."

△The soldiers burst out with kind laughter.

Jayson ：
"Captain, can we go to the wedding?"
Jason:
"Captain, can we come to the wedding?"

Eve (looking at him, said seriously):
"Yes, but there's one condition—you all must return alive."
Eve (looking at him, seriously):
"Yes. But there's a condition—you all have to come back alive."

△The cabin fell silent for a moment.

Miller (holds up the water壶):
"Return alive!"
Miller (raising his canteen):
"To coming back alive!"

The soldiers shouted in unison:
"Return alive!"
Soldiers in unison:
"To coming back alive!"

△Eve also raised her water bottle and clinked it against theirs.

△Thirty kettles clashing together produce a crisp sound.

△That sound was like a vow before battle.



Episode 6

6-1 North African Desert / Daytime / Outdoor

Characters: Eve, Jason, Miller, the soldiers, and the local guide (Omar, in his fifties, with a face full of wrinkles).

△The C-17 lands on a temporary simple runway in the desert

△The heatwave is crashing upon us, and the air is distorting.

The soldiers filed out one after another, immediately surrounded by the scorching sun and hot wind.

△Eve puts on sunglasses and takes out her GPS tracker.

Eve (to the assembled soldiers):
"The target location is southeast of us, 80 kilometers away. We need to reach there before dawn tomorrow. Now—check your water bottles. Each person should have at least three liters of water."
Eve (to the assembled soldiers):
"Target location is southeast, eighty kilometers from us. We need to reach it before dawn tomorrow. Now—check your canteens. At least three liters each."

△The soldiers inspect their equipment; Eve approaches guide Omar.

Eve (in Arabic):
"Omar, are you familiar with this area?"
Eve (in Arabic):
"Omar, are you familiar with this area?"

Omar (answer in English, with a strong accent):
"I have lived here for fifty years, Captain. I know every single stone here."
Omar (answering in English, heavy accent):
"I've lived here for fifty years, Captain. I know every stone."

Eve ：
"Do you know that 80 kilometers southeast of here lies an abandoned French Foreign Legion base?"
Eve:
"Then do you know about the abandoned French Foreign Legion base, eighty kilometers southeast?"

△Omar's expression changed.

Omar (lowering his voice, nervously):
"Captain, that place... don't go there. There are demons there."
Omar (lowering voice, nervously):
"Captain, that place... don't go. There are demons there."

Eve ：
“ demon ？”
Eve:
"Demons?"

Omar (nodding):
"Three years ago, a group of white people arrived there. They carried guns—many guns. They kidnapped young men from nearby villages and never returned. My cousin's son... was among those who were taken away."
Omar (nodding):
"Three years ago, a group of white men came. They brought guns, many guns. They took young men from nearby villages, never came back. My cousin's son... was taken by them."

△Eve patted Omar's shoulder.

Eve ：
"Omar, I'm here to drive those demons away. Lead the way."
Eve:
"Omar, I'm going to drive away those demons. Lead the way."

△ Omar looked into Eve's eyes and saw the determination in her gaze.

He nodded and turned to walk toward his old pickup truck.



6-2 Desert March / Day / Outside

Characters: Eve, the soldiers

△The Jeep convoy struggles forward through the desert.

△Sandstorms are raging across the sky, with visibility dropping below 50 meters.

△The soldiers covered their mouths and noses with headscarves and squinted.

△Eve is sitting in the passenger seat of the first jeep, holding a telescope.

Jason (via walkie-talkie; his voice is distorted by the wind and sand):
"Captain, this weather... it's as if it's challenging us!"
Jason (over radio, voice distorted by sand):
"Captain, this weather... it's fighting against us!"

Eve (presses the call button):
"The weather is nature's soldier. What we must do is be more resilient than its soldiers."
Eve (pressing transmit):
"The weather is nature's soldier. All we have to do is be tougher than its soldiers."

△The convoy continues forward

△Suddenly, Eve raised her fist—the stop gesture.

△All vehicles apply the brakes simultaneously

Eve (jumped off the vehicle, lay flat on the sand, with her ears pressed against the ground):
"There is a convoy. Ten kilometers ahead. At least ten vehicles."
Eve (jumping out, lying on the sand, ear to the ground):
"There's a convoy. Ten kilometers ahead. At least ten vehicles."

Miller (also jumped out of the car and crouched beside her):
"People from Son?"
Miller (also jumping out, crouching beside her):
"Thorne's people?"

Eve (stands up, shakes off the sand from her clothes):
"It should be for transporting supplies to the base. We cannot encounter them; we'll take a detour."
Eve (standing, brushing off sand):
"Probably heading to the base with supplies. We can't run into them. Detour."

△She returned to the car and took out the map.

Eve (to the driver):
"Go west around; take an extra 30 kilometers. Find a place to camp before dark."
Eve (to driver):
"Detour west, add thirty kilometers. Find a place to camp before dark."

△The convoy changed direction and entered deeper desert terrain.

△The setting sun paints the desert in blood-red hues.

△In the distance, vultures are circling in the sky.



Episode 7

7-1 Desert Campsite / Night / Outside

Characters: Eve, the soldiers

The camp is located in a low-lying area between two sand dunes, sheltered from the wind.

The tent has been set up; the soldiers are gathered around the campfire.

△ Eve sits alone a short distance away, observing her surroundings through a night-vision binoculars.

△Miller walked over and handed her a pot of hot coffee.

Miller:
"Captain, it's time for a shift change. Go take a nap."
Miller:
"Captain, shift change. Get some sleep."

Eve (took the coffee but did not drink it):
"I can't sleep. There's something on my mind."
Eve (taking coffee, not drinking):
"Can't sleep. Something on my mind."

Miller (sitting next to her):
"Um... your fiancé? Will he really come to pick us up?"
Miller (sitting beside her):
"That... your fiancé? Is he really going to meet us?"

Eve (gazing at the darkness in the distance):
"He will come."
Eve (looking into the distance):
"He'll come."

Miller:
"How do you know?"
Miller:
"How can you be sure?"

Eve (took a sip of coffee; the bitter taste spread across her tongue):
"I have seen his eyes. Those eyes belong only to those who have killed people and experienced life and death. He is not someone who would vanish at a critical moment."
Eve (sipping coffee, bitterness spreading on her tongue):
"Because I've seen his eyes. Those eyes belong only to people who have killed and survived the brink of death. He is not someone who vanishes at a critical moment."

△Miller remained silent for a moment.

Miller:
"Captain, I have something to say, but I'm not sure if I should."
Miller:
"Captain, there's something I don't know if I should say."

Eve ：
"Speak."
Eve:
"Say it."

Miller:
"This operation... it's almost like a trap. Thirty people against three hundred—without even air support. The people up there want us dead."
Miller:
"This mission... looks too much like a trap. Thirty against three hundred, no air support. The higher-ups... want us dead."

Eve (sets down her coffee, looks at Miller):
"I know. That's why we must make it back alive—so we can disappoint them."
Eve (putting down coffee, looking at Miller):
"I know. That's why we're going to go back alive and disappoint them."

△Jason's shout can be heard from afar.

Jason (running from the direction of the tent):
"Lieutenant! Satellite phone! Someone is calling you!"
Jason (running from the tents):
"Captain! Satellite phone! Someone's looking for you!"

△Eve answered the phone and walked to the side.

On the other end of the phone (Alex's voice—hoarse, as if gritting sand in its throat):
"Azhao... no, Eve. It's me."
Phone voice (Alex's voice, hoarse, like with sand in his throat):
"Eve. It's me."

Eve (lowering her voice, yet unable to hide her excitement):
“ where are you ？”
Eve (lowering voice, but unable to hide excitement):
"Where are you?"

Alex:
"In the base. I'll disguise myself as an mercenary; they're expecting a batch of new recruits tomorrow, and I'll blend in among them. Where are you?"
Alex:
"Inside the base. Disguised as a mercenary. They have a batch of new recruits arriving tomorrow. I'll blend in. Your position?"

Eve ：
"It is 40 kilometers from the base. We can reach the outer perimeter tomorrow evening."
Eve:
"Forty kilometers from the base. Can reach the perimeter tomorrow night."

Alex:
"At 4:00 AM tomorrow morning, I will detonate the fuel depot. Twenty minutes after the explosion, you will launch your frontal assault. I will be waiting for you at the emergency exit in the southeast corner. Remember—twenty minutes. Do not arrive early, and do not arrive late."
Alex:
"Day after tomorrow, 4 AM, I'll detonate the fuel depot. Twenty minutes after the explosion, you attack from the front. I'll wait for you at the southeast emergency exit. Remember—twenty minutes. Not early, not late."

Eve ：
"Understood. Be careful."
Eve:
"Copy. You be careful."

Alex (pauses for a moment):
“ Eve 。”
Alex (pause):
"Eve."

Eve ：
"Hmm?"
Eve:
"Yes?"

Alex (voice softens):
"I'm waiting for you."
Alex (voice softening):
"I'll wait for you."

△Hang up the phone

△Eve held the phone and stood there for a long time.

The desert wind blows her hair, while the moonlight stretches her shadow long.



7-2 Within the abandoned base / Nighttime / Internal

Characters: Alex (alias "Old Nine"), wearing a worn-out mercenary camouflage uniform with oil-based makeup on his face; the mercenaries.

△The base interior is brightly lit.

△Alex blended in among a group of new mercenaries, keeping his head down and trying his best not to stand out.

△A mercenary leader with a face covered in scars (nicknamed "Wolves") stands on a high platform delivering a speech to new recruits.

Jackal (rough voice, like sandpaper rubbing against metal):
"You people, listen. This place is not the junk training camp where you once stayed. This is Mr.Thorn's private property. There is only one rule—obedience. Anyone who does not obey—go, the vultures of the desert!"
Jackal (voice rough, like sandpaper on metal):
"You people, listen. This place isn't like those garbage training camps you've been in. This is Mr. Thorne's private property. There's only one rule—obey. Those who don't obey, feed the desert vultures."

△Alex kept his head lowered, yet his eyes were scanning around.

He remembered every corridor, the exact location of each camera, and the shift change times of every guard.

△In his mind, the base's 3D map was constantly updating.

The wolf (pointing at Alex):
"You! The newcomer! Look up!"
Jackal (pointing at Alex):
"You! Newbie! Look up!"

△Alex looked up, his eyes immediately becoming cloudy and vacant—like those of an ordinary mercenary, numb from the hardships of life.

The wolf (glared at him for a few seconds):
"Where did it come from?"
Jackal (staring at him for a few seconds):
"Where are you from?"

Alex (speaking English with a clumsy Arabic accent):
"Syria. I've fought in five wars. There's nowhere else to go."
Alex (in broken Arabic-accented English):
"Syria. Five years of fighting. Nowhere else to go."

△The jackal nodded.

jackals and wolves ：
"Everyone from Syria is a tough character. Work hard, and you won't go without a lot of money. But if I find that you have any issues—"
Jackal:
"Syrian veterans are tough. Work hard, you'll get paid. But if I find out you're trouble—"

Alex (immediately chimed in, with a subservient tone):
"No, sir. I just want to live and make money."
Alex (immediately responding, humble tone):
"No, sir. I just want to stay alive and make money."

△The jackal wolf waved at him to return to the team.

△Alex returned to the line; his heartbeat stabilized—his disguise had succeeded.

He touched the remote detonator hidden inside his boots.

△ Countdown has begun



Episode 8

8-1 Desert Base Perimeter / Night / Exterior

Characters: Eve, 30 soldiers

△At 3:00 AM, the desert was pitch black.

△Eve and her soldiers lie on a sand dune two kilometers from the base.

Using a night-vision telescope, one can see the outline of the base—its lookout tower, barbed wire fence, and patrolling soldiers.

△The clock hands point to 3:15.

Eve (via walkie-talkie, in a very low voice):
"All personnel, check your equipment. In another 45 minutes, the explosion. Twenty minutes after the explosion, we will launch our attack."
Eve (over radio, extremely low voice):
"Everyone check your gear. Forty-five minutes to explosion. Twenty minutes after the explosion, we attack."

△The soldiers silently inspect their weapons.

△Jason lies beside Eve, breathing heavily.

Jason (very low voice):
"Captain... I'm a bit nervous."
Jason (extremely low voice):
"Captain... I'm a bit nervous."

Eve (without looking at him, continues observing the base):
"Normal. The first time I went to the battlefield, I vomited three times."
Eve (not looking at him, still watching the base):
"Normal. My first time on the battlefield, I threw up three times."

Jayson ：
“ forsooth ？”
Jason:
"Really?"

Eve ：
"Absolutely. As soon as I vomited, I rushed out. Because I knew that if I didn't rush out, my comrades would die."
Eve:
"Really. Then I charged out. Because I knew if I didn't, my comrades would die."

△Jason took a deep breath and gripped his rifle tightly.

△ Minutes and seconds slipped away one by one.

△3:45

△3:50

△3:55

△3:58

Eve (quietly raised three fingers):
"Three... two... one..."
Eve (silently raising three fingers):
"Three... two... one..."

△4:00 exactly

△A deafening explosion erupted from inside the base.

△Flames soared into the sky, and the scorching heat could be felt even two kilometers away.

△The fuel depot was detonated, triggering a chain reaction that shook the entire base.

△The alarm sounds loudly.

Eve (jumping up, raising her pistol):
"Charge! Follow me!"
Eve (jumping up, raising rifle):
"Charge! Follow me!"

△Thirty soldiers followed Eve as they charged down the sand dunes.

△The bullets began to fly from the ground, but they were sparse and chaotic—the explosion caught the mercenaries off guard.

△Eve is running at the front, her rifle resting against her shoulder, firing as she runs.

△A machine gunner on a watchtower was hit and fell.



8-2 Southeast corner of the base / Night shift / Outside area

Characters: Alex, Mercenaries

△At the same time as the explosion occurred, Alex climbed out of the window of the mercenary's dormitory.

△He was wearing dark clothing and moved swiftly along the base of the wall.

△Two mercenaries are running toward the explosion; they do not notice him.

△Alex silently approached from behind; his dagger slashed through—both fell silent.

△He continued moving toward the emergency exit in the southeast corner.

△A patrol team appears ahead—four people.

△Alex hid behind an armored vehicle, waiting for them to pass by.

Just as the patrol team passed by, Alex flashed out from behind the car, delivering swift, clean cuts with each strike.

△Four bodies lie scattered in a pool of blood

△He glanced at his watch: 4:08

△There are 12 minutes left until Eve arrives.

△He quickened his pace.



Episode 9

9-1: Frontline battlefield / Night / Exterior

Characters: Eve, soldiers, mercenaries

△Eve's line has breached the base's first line of defense.

△However, the enemy force far exceeded expectations—at least 200 men surged toward us from all directions.

△ Bullets rained down like a torrential storm

△Eve hides behind a low wall and switches her ammunition magazines.

Miller (standing beside her, with her arm wounded and bleeding profusely):
"Captain! There are too many enemies! We won't last much longer!"
Miller (beside her, shot in the arm, bleeding heavily):
"Captain! Too many enemies! We can't hold much longer!"

Eve (strips off her sleeve to bandage him; her action is decisive):
"Shut up—you won't die. We don't need to hold on for much longer—just another fifteen minutes."
Eve (tearing off sleeve to bandage him, decisive):
"Shut up, you're not dying. We don't need to hold much longer—just another fifteen minutes."

△She stood up and continued shooting.

△A mercenary charges from the side, holding a machete.

△Eve sidestepped, but her spearhead struck his face, and the sound of his bones shattering was clearly audible.

△Another one, two, three

△She was covered in blood—some from enemies, some from herself.

△Jason was behind her; his young face was twisted with fear and adrenaline, yet he did not retreat.

Jason (roaring as he shoots):
"Come on! Come on! You bastards!"
Jason (screaming as he shoots):
"Come on! Come on! You bastards!"

△The bullet flew past Jason's ear, leaving a bloodstain in its wake.

Eve (pulls him down):
"Pay attention to covering fire! Don't act like a hero!"
Eve (pulling him down):
"Keep your head down! Don't play hero!"

△In the distance, the mercenaries began to assemble, forming a pincer encirclement.

△Eve realized—they were surrounded.



9-2 Southeast Corner Emergency Exit / Night / Outside

Character: Alex

△Alex reaches the emergency exit—a rusted iron door hidden behind the bushes.

△The door was locked, but he was already prepared.

△He took out a hydraulic shears from his bag and cut the chain.

△The door creaked open, revealing a dark passage.

△He turned on his headlights and walked into the passage.

The passage was filled with the smell of dust and rust.

After walking approximately 50 meters, a crossroads appears ahead.

△He chose the left passage—leading to the core area of the ammunition depot.

After another ten minutes of walking, he saw the gate of the ammunition depot.

△The door was slightly ajar, and from inside came noisy sounds—mercenary soldiers were moving their weapons.

△Alex hid behind the door and peeked out to observe.

There are at least twenty mercenaries inside, loading crates of weapons onto trucks.

△He saw the markings on those boxes—the U.S. military serial numbers.

△He took out a compact camera from his pocket and began taking photos.

One sheet, two sheets, ten sheets, twenty sheets—each sheet is evidence.

△Suddenly, an mercenary walked toward the door.

△Alex held his breath and pressed himself tightly against the wall.

The mercenary stopped at the door and lit a cigarette.

△He was facing away from Alex, with only a distance of five feet between them.

△Alex's hand reaches for the dagger.

△The mercenary took a deep drag of his cigarette, then turned and walked back.

△Alex breathed a silent sigh of relief.

△The photos are taken—he now has sufficient evidence.

He turned around and walked back along the same path.



Episode 10

10-1 Southeast corner of the base / Night shift / Outside area

Characters: Alex, Eve, the remaining soldiers

△Alex crawled out through the emergency exit, covered in dust and sweat.

△From afar, dense gunfire could be heard—Eve and her companions were still fighting.

He pulled down his headscarf and ran toward the direction of the gunfire.

△After running past two corners, he saw Eve.

△She leaned against the rear of a overturned military truck, with at least twenty enemy corpses lying around her.

△Her rifle ammunition was exhausted; she was now firing with her pistol.

△Her soldiers now number fewer than half.

△Alex charged out from the side, his twin swords drawn.

△He was like a black whirlwind, charging straight into the ranks of mercenaries.

△The blade flashed, and all three fell to the ground.

△Another three people, another four people

△The mercenaries were thrown off balance by this sudden attack.

Eve (seeing Alex, she froze for a second, then let out a loud shout):
"Cover him!"
Eve (seeing Alex, stunned for a second, then yelling):
"Cover him!"

△The remaining soldiers concentrated their firepower to suppress the mercenaries.

△Alex breaks through the enemy lines and rushes to Eve's side.

Alex (gasping for breath, stuffing the camera into her hands):
"I've captured them—all of them are here."
Alex (panting, shoving the camera into her hand):
"Got it. All here."

Eve (took the camera and tucked it into her bulletproof vest):
"Are you hurt?"
Eve (taking the camera, stuffing it into her vest):
"You're hurt?"

Alex (looking down at himself—his left arm bore a deep knife wound, with blood dripping down his arm):
"Skin trauma. Let's go!"
Alex (looking down at himself—a deep gash on his left arm, blood dripping):
"Just a scratch. Let's go!"

The two led the remaining soldiers to break through toward the emergency exit in the southeast corner.

△The mercenaries pursued relentlessly.

△Alex and Eve alternate covering each other, fighting while simultaneously retreating.

△Finally, everyone entered the passage.

Eve (to Jason):
"Crush the entrance!"
Eve (to Jason):
"Blow the entrance!"

△Jason took the remote-controlled explosive from his bag and attached it to the door frame.

△After everyone had moved to a safe distance, he pressed the detonator.

△With a thunderous crash, the entrance collapsed, and the rubble blocked the path of the pursuers.

△The tunnel was pitch black, with only the beam of the headlight illuminating the way.

△Eve counts the people: Thirty entered; seventeen survived and emerged.

△Thirteen young faces have forever remained in the desert.

△Eve clenched her fists, her nails digging deep into her flesh.



10-2 Desert Safe Zone / Dawn / Exterior

Characters: Eve, Alex, 17 soldiers

△The sky is just beginning to brighten, and the eastern horizon glows with a pale, fish-like light.

The survivors collapsed on the sandy ground, gasping for air in deep breaths.

△Alex leans against Eve, his face pale—due to severe blood loss.

△Eve tore off her sleeve and tightly bound his wound.

Alex (smiles weakly):
"Your action of tearing clothes... is quite skilled. Do you often help others with bandaging?"
Alex (weakly laughing):
"You're very practiced at tearing clothes... Used to bandaging people?"

Eve (glared at him, but her movements were very gentle):
"Shut up, don't say anything. Save some energy."
Eve (glaring at him, but her hands gentle):
"Shut up, don't talk. Save your strength."

△She took the first-aid kit out of her backpack, disinfected the wound, and sutured it.

△Alex gritted his teeth and said nothing.

Alex (once she finished sewing, he said softly):
“ thanks 。”
Alex (after she finishes, softly):
"Thank you."

Eve (looking at him, with a complex expression):
"You almost died."
Eve (looking at him, with a complex expression):
"You almost died."

Alex:
"But I don't."
Alex:
"But I didn't."

Eve ：
"Why? Why take such a risk? You could simply inform the military of your plan and let someone else collect the evidence."
Eve:
"Why? Why take this risk? You could have told the military, let someone else get the evidence."

Alex (looking into her eyes, speaking word by word):
"This is not just your battle. It is my mother's battle. It is my father's battle. It is me—since I was eleven, every single day, fighting this battle. I cannot let anyone else do it for me."
Alex (looking into her eyes, enunciating each word):
"Because this isn't just your fight. It's my mother's fight. My father's fight. It's my fight—the one I've been fighting every day since I was eleven. I can't let someone else finish it for me."

△Eve remained silent for a long time.

△She took the camera from her back and held it up toward Alex.

Eve ：
"Now, your mother's mission is complete. These pieces of evidence are sufficient to send Son to prison."
Eve:
"Then now, your mother's mission is complete. This evidence is enough to send Thorne to prison."

△Alex took the camera and looked at the small screen.

On the screen, the U.S. military-designated weapon boxes glow with a green light in night vision mode.

△His eyes turned red.

Alex (voice choked):
"Mom... did you see this... I did it..."
Alex (voice choked):
"Mom... are you seeing this... I did it..."

△Eve gently held his hand.

△Both men's hands were covered in blood—some had blood from enemies, while others had blood from themselves.

△But those hands clung tightly together, never letting go.

△The sun rises slowly over the east, its golden rays casting a glow across the desert.

△ Seventeen survivors and two soldiers, under the morning light, walk toward home.





 



 

