
 

ORIGIN: THE SILENT INTELLIGENCE 

 
FADE IN: 
 
EXT. EARTH – NIGHT 
 
Silence. 
 
A dark sky.   
A faint tremor beneath the ground — like something ancient breathing. 
 
A pulse of light flickers under the soil.   
Soft.   
Rhythmic.   
Wrong. 
 
--- 
 
INT. FACILITY – BIRTH CHAMBER – NIGHT 
 
Cold white light. 
 
A newborn lies motionless on a steel table. 
 
Flatline. 
 
A woman’s breath breaks.   
A man turns away, shoulders collapsing. 
 
Behind them — unseen — the infant’s fingers twitch. 
 
A pulse of blue light glows beneath the skin.   
The monitors glitch.   
Symbols flash — not numbers, not language — something older. 
 
A silent figure watches from behind the glass. 
 
The infant’s eyes open. 
 
Black.   
Reflective.   
Ancient. 
 
CUT TO BLACK. 
 
--- 
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SIX YEARS LATER 
 
INT. SUBLEVEL CORRIDOR – NIGHT 
 
A woman walks alone, clutching a sealed tube.   
Her hands shake. 
 
She stops at a locked door.   
A child’s humming echoes from inside. 
 
She opens it. 
 
A little girl sits on the floor, drawing impossible structures —   
towering spires, breathing landscapes, alien geometry. 
 
The same symbols from the newborn’s skin. 
 
The woman’s world shatters. 
 
The child looks up.   
Her eyes glow faintly — the same ancient pulse. 
 
CUT TO BLACK. 
 
--- 
 
INT. WHITE CORRIDORS – UNKNOWN LEVEL – NIGHT 
 
Silence. 
 
A girl, around eight or nine, walks barefoot through endless white corridors.   
Slow.   
Calm.   
Almost floating. 
 
The lights hum softly above her. 
 
A sealed door ahead unlocks with a gentle click. 
 
HISS. 
 
It slides open. 
 
She doesn’t react.   
She simply continues walking — the same slow, steady pace. 
 
Another door opens.   
Then another.   
Then another. 
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Each one releasing a breath of cold air, guiding her deeper into the maze. 
 
--- 
 
INT. CEILING CAMERA POV 
 
A security camera rotates toward her. 
 
Its indicator light flickers— 
 
White.   
White.   
White. 
 
Then suddenly— 
 
RED. 
 
The camera zooms in slightly, as if recognizing her. 
 
--- 
 
INT. WHITE CORRIDOR – CONTINUOUS 
 
The girl stops beneath the camera. 
 
She lifts her head. 
 
Her face is calm.   
Expression unreadable.   
Eyes reflecting the red glow above her. 
 
The corridor lights dim.   
The hum deepens.   
A soft vibration rolls through the floor. 
 
The camera light pulses— 
 
Red.   
Red.   
Red. 
 
Then— 
 
STATIC. 
 
The feed dies. 
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--- 
 
INT. WHITE CORRIDOR – SAME MOMENT 
 
A faint shimmer surrounds the girl’s outline. 
 
Not a flash.   
Not an explosion.   
Just a quiet, impossible fade —   
as if she is being erased from the world. 
 
Her shape dissolves into the air. 
 
The corridor is empty. 
 
The lights flicker once… twice… then stabilize. 
 
Silence. 
 
CUT TO BLACK. 
 
--- 
 
EXT. HELIX PERIMETER – PRESENT DAY – DAWN 
 
A transport vehicle rolls to a stop in front of the silent structure. 
 
The doors slide open. 
 
Boots hit the ground. 
 
A tall commander steps out first — steady, controlled.   
A smaller medic walks beside her.   
A broad soldier follows, muttering.   
A lean tech specialist jumps down last, checking a flickering device. 
 
JONAS 
Signal’s not stable. 
 
MARKO 
Normal missions never come to us. 
 
The commander studies the facility —   
a dead monolith, windows dark, metal cold. 
 
Something deep beneath the earth hums.   
Faint.   
Wrong. 
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They approach the entrance. 
 
The massive door unlocks by itself —   
a heavy CLUNK, a long HISS. 
 
They freeze. 
 
The commander steps forward. 
 
The others follow. 
 
The door slides open. 
 
Darkness waits inside. 
 
They enter. 
 
The door seals behind them. 
 
CUT TO BLACK. 
 
FADE IN: 
 
INT. HELIX – MAIN CORRIDOR – CONTINUOUS 
 
Darkness. 
 
Then — a low hum, rising like a heartbeat. 
 
The emergency lights flicker on, one by one, stretching down the corridor like a spine awakening. 
 
The team stands still for a moment, letting their eyes adjust. 
 
The commander steps forward first. 
 
Her shadow stretches unnaturally long across the floor —   
as if the light is bending around her. 
 
JONAS   
(quiet)   
This place shouldn’t have power. 
 
MARKO   
Then why does it feel like it’s… watching us? 
 
The commander doesn’t answer.   
She just keeps walking. 
 
INT. HELIX – OBSERVATION HALL – CONTINUOUS 
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They enter a vast chamber lined with dead screens. 
 
Dust hangs in the air like frozen ash. 
 
Mira stops. 
 
Her breath fogs — the temperature drops suddenly. 
 
MIRA   
It’s cold. Too cold. 
 
Jonas checks his device. 
 
JONAS   
No source. No vents. No coolant systems running. 
 
Marko steps closer to a screen. 
 
MARKO   
Maybe it’s just—   
 
The screen flickers on. 
 
A single frame.   
A white corridor.   
Empty. 
 
Then another frame.   
A small figure.   
Bare feet.   
Standing still. 
 
Then static. 
 
Mira’s hand flies to her mouth. 
 
Jonas steps back. 
 
Marko swears under his breath. 
 
The commander doesn’t move. 
 
Her eyes stay locked on the dead screen —   
as if something inside her remembers this place. 
 
A deep vibration rolls through the floor. 
 
Dust falls from the ceiling. 
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The lights dim. 
 
JONAS   
Elira…? 
 
The hum grows louder —   
not mechanical, not electrical —   
alive. 
 
MIRA   
(whispering)   
It’s waking up. 
 
Elira finally speaks. 
 
ELIRA   
Move. 
 
They continue deeper. 
 
The hum follows them. 
 
CUT TO BLACK. 
 
FADE IN: 
 
INT. HELIX – LOWER TRANSIT CORRIDOR – CONTINUOUS 
 
The lights flicker back on — dim, cold, metallic. 
 
The team stands at the threshold of a long, descending corridor.   
The air is heavier here, thicker, as if the facility hasn’t breathed in years. 
 
Elira steps forward.   
Her boots echo softly —   
a slow, steady rhythm swallowed by the vast emptiness. 
 
Jonas checks his device again.   
The screen glitches with symbols — the same ones the girl once drew. 
 
JONAS   
(low)   
These symbols… they’re not random.   
They’re instructions. Or… coordinates. 
 
Mira leans closer. 
 
MIRA   
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Coordinates to what? 
 
Jonas doesn’t answer. 
 
Marko mutters under his breath. 
 
MARKO   
Whatever it is, it’s not friendly. 
 
Elira keeps walking. 
 
--- 
 
INT. HELIX – TRANSIT PLATFORM – MOMENTS LATER 
 
They enter a massive chamber —   
a circular platform surrounded by rails and dormant machinery. 
 
Dust covers everything like a thin layer of frost. 
 
Mira brushes her fingers across a console. 
 
MIRA   
This place hasn’t been touched in years. 
 
Jonas wipes dust from a control panel. 
 
The moment his hand touches it— 
 
The entire platform powers on. 
 
Lights ignite in a perfect ring.   
The rails hum.   
The floor vibrates. 
 
Marko jumps back. 
 
MARKO   
What did you do?! 
 
Jonas shakes his head. 
 
JONAS   
Nothing.   
It activated on its own. 
 
Elira steps toward the center of the platform. 
 
The lights brighten around her —   
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as if the system recognizes her presence. 
 
Mira watches her carefully. 
 
MIRA   
Elira…   
I think it knows you’re here. 
 
The commander doesn’t respond. 
 
The platform begins to descend. 
 
Slow.   
Smooth.   
Silent. 
 
--- 
 
INT. HELIX – DESCENT SHAFT – CONTINUOUS 
 
The walls slide upward around them —   
white metal, pipes, conduits, all humming with a low, rhythmic pulse. 
 
Jonas stares at the walls. 
 
JONAS   
This isn’t power.   
This is… biological.   
Like the whole structure is alive. 
 
Marko scoffs. 
 
MARKO   
Buildings don’t live. 
 
Jonas looks at him. 
 
JONAS   
This one does. 
 
Elira remains still, eyes fixed ahead. 
 
Her reflection in the metal walls seems… different.   
Sharper.   
More focused.   
As if the deeper they go, the more something inside her awakens. 
 
Mira notices. 
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MIRA   
Elira… are you alright? 
 
A beat. 
 
ELIRA   
Keep your focus. 
 
The platform continues descending. 
 
The hum grows louder. 
 
The lights dim. 
 
Then— 
 
The platform stops. 
 
--- 
 
INT. HELIX – LEVEL 7 – CONTINUOUS 
 
The doors slide open. 
 
Cold air rushes in —   
sharp, sterile, untouched for years. 
 
The corridor ahead is darker, narrower, more industrial. 
 
Jonas steps out first, scanning. 
 
JONAS   
No records of this level.   
It’s not on any map. 
 
Marko steps beside him. 
 
MARKO   
So where the hell are we? 
 
Elira steps forward. 
 
Her voice is calm, steady. 
 
ELIRA   
We’re where they didn’t want anyone to go. 
 
They move deeper. 
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--- 
 
 INT. HELIX – ARCHIVE VAULT – MOMENTS LATER 
 
They enter a vast room filled with sealed glass cylinders —   
hundreds of them —   
each containing objects, samples, fragments of something unknown. 
 
Mira approaches one. 
 
Inside is a small metal plate etched with the same symbols the girl drew. 
 
MIRA   
These symbols…   
They’re everywhere. 
 
Jonas scans another cylinder. 
 
His device glitches violently. 
 
JONAS   
These aren’t artifacts.   
They’re… memories. 
 
Marko frowns. 
 
MARKO   
Memories of what? 
 
Jonas looks up. 
 
JONAS   
Of her. 
 
Elira freezes. 
 
A faint reflection appears on the glass —   
a child’s silhouette, not a ghost, not a spirit —   
just a recorded thermal imprint,   
a moment the facility preserved. 
 
The girl.   
Eight or nine.   
Standing exactly where Elira stands now. 
 
Mira whispers. 
 
MIRA   
She was here. 
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Elira steps closer. 
 
Her breath fogs the glass. 
 
The imprint reacts —   
glowing faintly, pulsing once,   
as if recognizing her. 
 
Jonas stares. 
 
JONAS   
Elira…   
it’s responding to you again. 
 
Elira doesn’t move. 
 
Her eyes stay locked on the imprint. 
 
A deep vibration rolls through the floor. 
 
The lights flicker. 
 
The cylinders hum. 
 
The entire vault awakens. 
 
Marko raises his weapon. 
 
MARKO   
Something’s coming. 
 
The hum deepens —   
not threatening,   
not supernatural,   
but summoning. 
 
Elira steps back. 
 
ELIRA   
We’re not alone down here. 
 
The vault lights flare. 
 
A door at the far end unlocks. 
 
A slow, heavy CLUNK.   
A long, cold HISS. 
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The team turns. 
 
The door slides open. 
 
Darkness waits inside. 
 
Elira steps toward it. 
 
Her voice is steady. 
 
ELIRA   
We go in. 
 
They follow her into the dark. 
 
The door seals behind them. 
 
CUT TO BLACK. 
 
--- 
 
FADE IN: 
 
INT. HELIX – LEVEL 7 ACCESS TUNNEL – CONTINUOUS 
 
Darkness. 
 
Then — a slow pulse of white light travels down the tunnel, illuminating the walls in a rhythmic wave. 
 
Elira leads the way, her expression unreadable, her steps steady. 
 
Jonas follows, scanning the walls with his flickering device.   
Mira stays close to Elira, watching her carefully.   
Marko brings up the rear, muttering under his breath. 
 
The tunnel feels wrong —   
too quiet, too clean, too preserved. 
 
MARKO   
(low)   
This whole place feels staged.   
Like it’s waiting for us. 
 
Jonas glances at him. 
 
JONAS   
Not us.   
Her. 
 

13 



 

Elira doesn’t react. 
 
But the lights above her brighten slightly —   
as if acknowledging her presence. 
 
Mira notices. 
 
MIRA   
Elira…   
this place reacts to you.   
Everywhere we go. 
 
Elira keeps walking. 
 
ELIRA   
Stay alert. 
 
--- 
 
 INT. HELIX – SEALED DOORWAY – MOMENTS LATER 
 
A massive door stands before them —   
smooth, white, seamless, no handles, no panels. 
 
Jonas scans it. 
 
JONAS   
There’s no mechanism.   
No power source.   
No interface. 
 
Marko snorts. 
 
MARKO   
So how do we open it? 
 
Elira steps forward. 
 
The moment her hand nears the surface— 
 
The door unlocks with a deep internal click. 
 
Thin seams appear across its surface — lines that weren’t visible before. 
 
The panels shift, folding inward like a mechanical iris opening. 
 
Smooth. Precise. Silent. 
 
A design far beyond anything human‑made 
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Mira gasps. 
 
Jonas stumbles back. 
 
Marko swears. 
 
Elira steps through. 
 
--- 
 
INT. HELIX – CHILD OBSERVATION ROOM – CONTINUOUS 
 
The room is small.   
White.   
Silent. 
 
A single bed.   
A small desk.   
A wall of glass facing an empty observation hall. 
 
Everything is perfectly preserved —   
as if someone left only minutes ago. 
 
Mira’s breath catches. 
 
MIRA   
This is…   
a child’s room. 
 
Jonas scans the air. 
 
JONAS   
Thermal residue everywhere.   
Years old, but…   
still strong. 
 
Marko steps forward, frowning. 
 
MARKO   
Why would a facility like this have a kid’s room? 
 
Elira stands in the center of the room. 
 
Still.   
Silent.   
Her eyes fixed on the desk. 
 
Jonas follows her gaze. 
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A single sheet of paper lies there. 
 
He picks it up. 
 
His face drains of color. 
 
JONAS   
Elira…   
this is your handwriting. 
 
Mira freezes. 
 
Marko turns sharply. 
 
Elira doesn’t move. 
 
Jonas hands her the paper. 
 
It’s a drawing —   
the same impossible structures she drew as a child.   
The same symbols.   
The same geometry. 
 
Elira stares at it. 
 
Her voice is quiet. 
 
ELIRA   
I don’t remember this. 
 
The lights flicker. 
 
The hum deepens. 
 
The walls pulse once —   
a soft, living heartbeat. 
 
Marko steps back. 
 
MARKO   
This is a trap.   
We need to get out of here. 
 
Jonas shakes his head. 
 
JONAS   
No.   
This is…   
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this is something else. 
 
Mira looks at Elira. 
 
MIRA   
Why would they keep your room intact? 
 
Elira doesn’t answer. 
 
Because she doesn’t know. 
 
Or she does —   
but the memory is buried too deep. 
 
--- 
 
INT. HELIX – CHILD OBSERVATION ROOM – CONTINUOUS 
 
Silence. 
 
The hum beneath the floor deepens —   
steady, rhythmic, like a pulse waiting for something. 
 
Elira stands frozen, the drawing in her hand.   
Jonas watches her carefully.   
Mira steps closer, worried.   
Marko keeps his weapon raised, scanning the shadows. 
 
Then— 
 
FOOTSTEPS. 
 
Multiple.   
Fast.   
Uneven.   
Human. 
 
Marko stiffens. 
 
MARKO   
(low)   
We’ve got movement. 
 
Jonas checks his device. 
 
JONAS   
No heat signatures.   
No life signs.   
Nothing. 
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The footsteps get louder. 
 
Mira grips Elira’s arm. 
 
MIRA   
Elira… 
 
Elira turns toward the sound —   
calm, but her eyes sharpen. 
 
The footsteps stop. 
 
A figure appears in the doorway. 
 
Breathing hard.   
Dust on his uniform.   
Weapon lowered but ready. 
 
NOAH. 
 
His eyes widen the moment he sees them. 
 
NOAH   
…Elira. 
 
Elira’s breath catches — barely — but enough for Mira to notice. 
 
Before anyone can react— 
 
Other soldiers rush in behind Noah: 
 
THOMAS — tall, sharp‑eyed, protective.   
ELIAS — wiry, anxious, scanning everything.   
LUCA — the youngest, breathing fast, clutching his gear. 
 
They freeze when they see Elira’s team. 
 
Thomas had raised his weapon instinctively. 
 
THOMAS   
Commander—?! 
 
Elira lifts a hand. 
 
ELIRA   
Stand down. 
 
Thomas obeys instantly. 
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Elias exhales in relief.   
Luca looks like he might collapse. 
 
Marko lowers his weapon, stunned. 
 
MARKO   
What the hell are you doing here? 
 
Thomas  steps forward — calm, controlled, voice low. 
 
THOMAS   
Comms died.   
Systems crashed.   
We followed your trail down here. 
 
Jonas frowns. 
 
JONAS    
How did you end up here? 
 
Thomas glances at Noah, then back at Elira’s team. 
 
THOMAS   
We left the others outside.   
Standard fallback in case we needed reinforcements.   
Everything was normal… until the building activated. 
 
Elias nods quickly, anxious. 
 
ELIAS   
The moment we crossed the threshold…  
everything went dark.   
Comms. Sensors. Navigation. All dead. 
 
Luca swallows hard. 
 
LUCA   
We tried to turn back.   
The doors wouldn’t respond. 
 
Noah finally speaks — quiet, steady, minimal. 
 
NOAH   
It brought us here.   
On its own. 
 
The room goes still. 
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Everyone looks at Elira. 
 
The walls pulse once —   
as if confirming Noah’s words. 
 
Luca looks at Elira — eyes wide, almost afraid. 
 
LUCA   
Ma’am…   
why is this place reacting to you? 
 
Elira doesn’t answer. 
 
Because she doesn’t know. 
 
Or she does —   
but the truth is buried too deep. 
 
The walls pulse once —   
a soft, living heartbeat. 
 
Noah’s eyes flick to the pulse, then back to Elira. 
 
He speaks quietly, only to her. 
 
NOAH   
This place isn’t dead.   
And it’s not random. 
 
A beat. 
 
NOAH   
It’s following you. 
 
Elira meets his gaze —   
steady, unreadable, but something flickers beneath. 
 
Mira steps forward. 
 
MIRA   
We found her room.   
Her drawings.   
Everything preserved. 
 
Thomas, Elias, and Luca exchange looks —   
confused, unsettled. 
 
Jonas gestures toward the glass wall. 
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JONAS   
There’s another door.   
It just unlocked. 
 
Marko mutters. 
 
MARKO   
Of course it did. 
 
Noah steps beside Elira —   
instinctively, protectively, like he always has. 
 
NOAH   
We move together. 
 
Elira nods once. 
 
ELIRA   
Stay close.   
No one splits up. 
 
The teams merge —   
Elira’s and Noah’s —   
forming a single unit again. 
 
The hum grows louder.   
The lights pulse.   
The facility awakens further. 
 
They move toward the newly opened passage. 
 
The door seals behind them. 
 
CUT TO BLACK. 
 
--- 
 
FADE IN: 
 
INT. HELIX – LOWER CORE ACCESS – CONTINUOUS 
 
Darkness. 
 
Then — a soft, rising hum, like a distant engine warming. 
 
The newly merged unit stands at the edge of a descending corridor —   
Elira at the front, Noah beside her, the others forming a tight formation behind. 
 
The air is colder here.   
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Denser.   
Almost metallic. 
 
Jonas checks his device — it flickers violently, then stabilizes with a single symbol pulsing on the screen. 
 
The same symbol Elira drew as a child. 
 
JONAS   
(low)   
It’s repeating the same pattern.   
Over and over. 
 
Elias leans in, nervous. 
 
ELIAS   
What does it mean? 
 
Jonas shakes his head. 
 
JONAS   
I don’t know.   
But it’s not random. 
 
Marko mutters under his breath. 
 
MARKO   
Nothing down here is. 
 
Elira steps forward. 
 
The corridor lights brighten around her —   
not ahead, not behind —   
around her, like she is the center of the system. 
 
Noah notices. 
 
His voice is quiet, barely above a breath. 
 
NOAH   
It’s syncing with you. 
 
Elira doesn’t respond. 
 
She keeps walking. 
 
--- 
 
INT. HELIX – LOWER CORE HALL – MOMENTS LATER 
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The corridor opens into a massive chamber —   
circular, towering, the walls lined with vertical conduits pulsing with faint white light. 
 
The floor is smooth metal, but beneath it —   
shadows shift, like something is moving far below. 
 
Luca stares down, wide‑eyed. 
 
LUCA   
What… is under us? 
 
Thomas steps beside him, protective. 
 
THOMAS   
Focus forward.   
Don’t look down. 
 
Mira scans the conduits. 
 
MIRA   
These aren’t power lines.   
They’re… neural. 
 
Jonas nods slowly. 
 
JONAS   
Like a brain.   
A massive one. 
 
Marko scoffs, but it’s forced. 
 
MARKO   
Great.   
We’re walking through a giant skull. 
 
Elira stops at the center of the chamber. 
 
The lights dim. 
 
The hum deepens. 
 
The conduits brighten —   
one by one —   
in a perfect circle around her. 
 
Noah steps closer, tense. 
 
NOAH   
Elira… 
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She lifts a hand. 
 
Silence. 
 
Then— 
 
A low, resonant tone vibrates through the chamber.   
Not mechanical.   
Not alien.   
Something in between. 
 
The floor beneath them shifts —   
not moving, but reconfiguring, like plates sliding beneath the surface. 
 
Elias stumbles. 
 
ELIAS   
It’s changing the layout! 
 
Jonas checks his device — it spikes with symbols. 
 
JONAS   
It’s mapping us.   
Tracking us.   
Rewriting the floor plan in real time. 
 
Marko raises his weapon. 
 
MARKO   
Why?   
What does it want? 
 
Elira finally speaks. 
 
Her voice is calm.   
Steady.   
But something in it has changed —   
like she’s remembering something she shouldn’t. 
 
ELIRA   
It’s guiding us. 
 
Noah turns to her sharply. 
 
NOAH   
Guiding us where? 
 
Elira looks ahead. 
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A new door is forming —   
not opening, not sliding —   
forming, the metal reshaping itself into a perfect archway. 
 
The light behind it is soft.   
White.   
Alive. 
 
Elira steps toward it. 
 
ELIRA   
To the core. 
 
The others exchange uneasy looks. 
 
Thomas steps forward. 
 
THOMAS   
Elira—   
are you sure? 
 
She doesn’t answer. 
 
Because she doesn’t need to. 
 
The facility answers for her. 
 
The conduits flare with light —   
bright, synchronized, pulsing in the exact rhythm of her heartbeat. 
 
Noah sees it. 
 
His voice is barely a whisper. 
 
NOAH   
It’s linked to you. 
 
Elira turns to the group. 
 
Her expression is unreadable. 
 
ELIRA   
Stay close.   
We’re not stopping now. 
 
She steps through the newly formed doorway. 
 
Noah follows immediately. 
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Thomas signals the younger soldiers. 
 
THOMAS   
Move. 
 
The merged unit enters the passage. 
 
The doorway seals behind them —   
smooth, silent, final. 
 
CUT TO BLACK. 
 
--- 
 
FADE IN: 
 
INT. HELIX – LOWER LAB ACCESS – CONTINUOUS 
 
The merged unit moves through a narrow corridor —   
white walls, flickering lights, cracked cameras, old warning signs. 
 
This is human.   
Abandoned.   
Rotting.   
Dying. 
 
Elira walks at the front, silent, tense. 
 
Noah stays close beside her.   
Thomas, Elias, and Luca follow behind, weapons raised. 
 
Jonas scans the walls.   
Mira watches Elira’s breathing — too fast, too shallow. 
 
Marko mutters. 
 
MARKO   
This place is a tomb. 
 
A sudden metallic CLANG echoes from deeper inside. 
 
Everyone freezes. 
 
Thomas raises his weapon. 
 
THOMAS   
Movement. 
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Elias swallows. 
 
ELIAS   
That wasn’t machinery… 
 
Luca grips his gear tighter. 
 
LUCA   
Someone’s here. 
 
Elira lifts a hand. 
 
ELIRA   
Hold. 
 
The corridor lights flicker violently —   
once, twice, then stabilize. 
 
A shadow appears at the far end. 
 
A figure steps into view. 
 
Armored.   
Human.   
Breathing hard. 
 
A Helix security uniform. 
 
The visor flickers, then clears. 
 
KAEL. 
 
Slightly older than them.   
Dust‑covered.   
Exhausted.   
Eyes sharp. 
 
He raises his weapon at the team. 
 
KAEL   
Identify yourselves! 
 
Marko raises his weapon back. 
 
MARKO   
We could ask you the same thing! 
 
Thomas steps forward, protective. 
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THOMAS   
Stand down! 
 
Kael doesn’t. 
 
His voice is cold, commanding. 
 
KAEL   
This sector is restricted.   
No one should be here. 
 
Jonas whispers to Mira: 
 
JONAS   
He thinks we’re intruders. 
 
Mira nods. 
 
MIRA   
He doesn’t know us. 
 
Kael’s eyes lock onto Elira. 
 
He freezes. 
 
His weapon lowers. 
 
His voice breaks. 
 
KAEL   
…Elira? 
 
Elira stiffens. 
 
Noah steps in front of her instinctively. 
 
NOAH   
You know her? 
 
Kael’s breath shakes. 
 
KAEL   
Of course I know her.   
We all did. 
 
Elias looks confused. 
 
ELIAS   
What does that mean? 
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Kael doesn’t answer. 
 
Instead, he turns and shouts down the corridor: 
 
KAEL   
Virelle!   
She’s here! 
 
A door hisses open. 
 
A woman steps out. 
 
Older.   
Cold.   
Clinical.   
White coat torn.   
Hair tied back.   
Eyes sharp and exhausted. 
 
DR. VIRELLE. 
 
She stops when she sees Elira. 
 
Her face drains of color. 
 
Her voice is barely a whisper. 
 
DR. VIRELLE   
…Elira? 
 
Elira’s breath catches. 
 
Mira looks between them. 
 
MIRA   
You know her too? 
 
Dr. Virelle steps closer — slowly, as if approaching a ghost. 
 
DR. VIRELLE   
We thought you were dead. 
 
Elira doesn’t move. 
 
Her voice is quiet. 
 
ELIRA   
I don’t remember you. 
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Dr. Virelle’s expression cracks — pain, guilt, fear. 
 
DR. VIRELLE   
You wouldn’t.   
They made sure of that. 
 
Noah tenses. 
 
NOAH   
Who made sure? 
 
Kael answers. 
 
KAEL   
Helix. 
 
The lights flicker violently. 
 
A deep hum rolls through the floor. 
 
Elira winces —   
a sharp pain behind her eyes. 
 
Mira grabs her arm. 
 
MIRA   
Elira—? 
 
Elira gasps, clutching her head. 
 
A pulse travels through the walls —   
a low, rhythmic vibration. 
 
Jonas checks his device. 
 
JONAS   
The whole facility just spiked.   
Something’s activating. 
 
Kael curses. 
 
KAEL   
Not again.   
Not now. 
 
Dr. Virelle grabs Elira’s shoulders. 
 
DR. VIRELLE   
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Listen to me—   
you need to leave.   
All of you. 
 
Marko snaps. 
 
MARKO   
We’re not going anywhere until you explain what’s happening! 
 
Dr. Virelle’s voice rises — desperate. 
 
DR. VIRELLE   
Helix is waking up!   
And it remembers her! 
 
Elira’s pulse spikes.   
The lights flicker in sync. 
 
Noah sees it. 
 
NOAH   
Elira—   
your eyes— 
 
Elira’s pupils dilate unnaturally.   
Her breath shakes.   
Her hands tremble. 
 
The hum grows louder. 
 
The walls begin to shift —   
panels sliding open, vents unlocking. 
 
Jonas shouts: 
 
JONAS   
Gas release!   
It’s flooding the corridor! 
 
A white mist pours from the vents. 
 
Thomas grabs Elias and Luca. 
 
THOMAS   
Masks on! Move! 
 
Kael pulls Dr. Virelle back. 
 
KAEL   
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This way!   
Emergency shutters! 
 
Elira stumbles — dizzy, vision blurring. 
 
Noah catches her. 
 
NOAH   
Stay with me.   
Elira—   
look at me. 
 
Elira staggers — 
not from fear, 
not from panic, 
but from a sharp internal pulse ripping through her skull. 
 
Her breath catches. 
 
Her hand flies to the wall for balance. 
 
Her pupils contract unnaturally. 
 
The hum spikes. 
 
The walls pulse. 
 
The gas thickens. 
 
Dr. Virelle shouts: 
 
DR. VIRELLE   
She’s triggering the system!   
Get her out of here! 
 
Kael slams a panel. 
 
A side door unlocks. 
 
KAEL   
Through here!   
Now! 
 
The team drags Elira toward the door as the corridor fills with gas. 
 
The walls begin to close —   
panels sliding inward like jaws. 
 
Noah lifts Elira in his arms. 
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NOAH   
I’ve got you.   
Hold on. 
 
The team dives through the door. 
 
Kael slams it shut. 
 
The gas corridor seals behind them. 
 
CUT TO BLACK. 
 
--- 
 
FADE IN: 
 
INT. HELIX – EMERGENCY QUARANTINE WING – CONTINUOUS 
 
The door SLAMS shut behind them. 
 
The gas corridor seals with a metallic SCREECH. 
 
The merged unit stumbles into a wide, dimly lit chamber —   
white walls, cracked monitors, overturned medical carts. 
 
Human.   
Abandoned.   
But not empty. 
 
Elira steadies herself against the wall —   
jaw clenched, breath sharp, eyes unfocused for a second. 
 
Noah stays right beside her. 
 
NOAH   
(low)   
You’re alright.   
Stay with me. 
 
Elira doesn’t speak —   
but her fingers curl into the metal wall,   
as another pulse hits her spine. 
 
Mira sees it. 
 
MIRA   
Her vitals are spiking.   
This place is reacting to her faster than before. 
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Kael slams a manual lock on the door. 
 
KAEL   
We don’t have long.   
Helix will reroute the gas. 
 
Jonas checks his device —   
the screen flickers, then stabilizes. 
 
JONAS   
We’re in a dead zone.   
No sensors.   
No cameras.   
No automated systems. 
 
Marko exhales. 
 
MARKO   
Finally.   
A break. 
 
Kael shakes his head. 
 
KAEL   
Not a break.   
A trap. 
 
Before anyone can respond— 
 
A metallic THUD echoes from the far end of the chamber. 
 
Then another. 
 
Then another. 
 
Heavy.   
Synchronized.   
Marching. 
 
Luca’s eyes widen. 
 
LUCA   
Those are boots. 
 
Thomas raises his weapon. 
 
THOMAS   
Positions! 
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The lights flicker violently. 
 
A row of armored figures emerges from the shadows —   
full Helix security suits, visors black, faces hidden. 
 
Weapons raised. 
 
Silent. 
 
Hostile. 
 
Kael curses under his breath. 
 
KAEL   
They think we’re rebels. 
 
Marko scoffs. 
 
MARKO   
We’re the ones being attacked! 
 
Kael steps forward, shouting: 
 
KAEL   
Stand down!   
This is Kael Rhyden, Head of Security!   
I am ordering you to— 
 
A stun round SLAMS into the wall beside his head. 
 
The guards do not respond. 
 
They advance. 
 
Silent.   
Precise.   
Unquestioning. 
 
Dr. Virelle grabs Elira’s arm. 
 
DR. VIRELLE   
We need to move.   
Now. 
 
Noah pulls Elira behind cover. 
 
NOAH   
Jonas! Mira! With me! 
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Thomas shields Elias and Luca. 
 
Marko fires a warning shot. 
 
The guards open fire —   
non‑lethal rounds, but powerful enough to break bone. 
 
The chamber erupts into chaos. 
 
--- 
 
VIRELLE’S COMMS BREAK THROUGH 
 
Dr. Virelle slams her hand onto a cracked comms panel. 
 
Static. 
 
Then— 
 
A faint voice. 
 
ARDENT (V.O.)   
—Virelle?   
—repeat—   
—signal restored for—   
—seconds— 
 
Virelle’s eyes widen. 
 
DR. VIRELLE   
Ardent!   
Ardent, do you hear me?! 
 
The static clears for a moment. 
 
ARDENT (V.O.)   
Virelle?   
What happened?   
We lost Helix entirely—   
blackout across all channels— 
 
Virelle looks at Elira —   
then speaks the words she never thought she’d say. 
 
DR. VIRELLE   
She’s alive. 
 
Silence. 
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Then— 
 
ARDENT (V.O.)   
…Elira? 
 
Virelle nods, breath shaking. 
 
DR. VIRELLE   
Yes.   
She’s here.   
She’s awake.   
And Helix is reacting. 
 
A long pause. 
 
Then Ardent’s voice changes —   
sharper, urgent, terrified. 
 
ARDENT (V.O.)   
Virelle.   
Listen to me carefully. 
 
The guards advance. 
 
Noah fires back. 
 
Elira grips the wall, another pulse ripping through her. 
 
Ardent continues: 
 
ARDENT (V.O.)   
Bring her out.   
Alive.   
No matter what. 
 
Virelle’s eyes fill with fear. 
 
DR. VIRELLE   
Ardent—   
Helix is locking down again—   
we don’t have time— 
 
ARDENT (V.O.)   
This is your last chance.   
Do not lose her again. 
Reinforcements will reach you in— 
 
The comms panel SPARKS violently. 
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The signal collapses into static. 
 
Then dies. 
 
--- 
 
 HELIX SCREAMS 
 
The lights explode into red. 
 
A deafening alarm BLARES through the chamber —   
not a siren,   
not a warning,   
but a SCREAM. 
 
The walls vibrate violently. 
 
Panels slam shut. 
 
Doors lock. 
 
The guards surge forward. 
 
Jonas shouts: 
 
JONAS   
It’s back online!   
And it’s angry! 
 
Mira pulls Elira behind a medical cart. 
 
MIRA   
Elira—   
look at me—   
your eyes— 
 
Elira’s pupils flicker with faint light. 
 
Her breath trembles. 
 
Her hands shake. 
 
Noah sees it. 
 
NOAH   
She’s going into overload. 
 
Kael grabs his weapon. 
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KAEL   
We need to get her out of here NOW! 
 
Marko fires another round. 
 
MARKO   
We’re pinned! 
 
Mira pulls Elira tighter behind cover. 
 
MIRA   
Her eyes—   
they’re reacting to the pulses— 
 
Elira’s pupils flicker with faint light. 
 
Her breath trembles. 
 
Her hands shake. 
 
Noah sees it. 
 
His voice drops even lower. 
 
NOAH   
Stay with me.   
Don’t drift. 
 
Another pulse hits her —   
violent, electric. 
 
She grips his arm —   
not clinging,   
just grounding herself. 
 
Thomas fires a burst. 
 
THOMAS   
Fall back!   
Move! 
 
Jonas calls out: 
 
JONAS   
Protect the commander! 
 
Kael slams a panel. 
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A side door unlocks. 
 
KAEL   
Through here!   
Move! 
 
Noah lifts Elira —   
not because she’s weak,   
but because the pulses are hitting too fast. 
 
He carries her with controlled strength. 
 
NOAH   
I’m right here. 
 
The teams dive through the door. 
 
Kael slams it shut. 
 
The guards hit the other side like a battering ram. 
 
CUT TO BLACK. 
 
— 
 
FADE IN: 
 
INT. HELIX – LOWER ACCESS CORRIDOR – CONTINUOUS 
 
The door Kael slammed behind them buckles inward. 
 
Not from fists.   
Not from tools. 
 
From impact after impact —   
like something ramming it with inhuman force. 
 
Mira holds Elira upright.   
Elira’s eyes flicker with faint pulses —   
not glowing, not magical —   
just reacting to the frequency waves hitting her nervous system. 
 
Noah checks her pulse. 
 
NOAH   
She’s going into overload. 
 
Kael loads his weapon. 
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KAEL   
We need to get her out of here NOW. 
 
Marko fires at the hinges. 
 
MARKO   
We’re pinned! 
 
Jonas scans the wall with his portable reader. 
 
JONAS   
The system is rerouting guards from every sector.   
They’re coming straight for us. 
 
The door EXPLODES inward. 
 
Not metal —   
black-armored guards, faces fully covered, no skin visible, no eyes, no voice. 
 
Not human silhouettes.   
Not machine silhouettes. 
 
Something in between. 
 
A SWARM. 
 
They rush in with terrifying speed. 
 
Noah fires.   
Thomas fires.   
Marko charges.   
Mira drags Elira behind cover.   
Kael slams a second emergency barrier. 
 
But the guards don’t stop. 
 
They climb the walls.   
They crawl across the ceiling.   
They drop behind the team. 
 
It’s chaos—   
but silent, coordinated, surgical. 
 
Noah shouts: 
 
NOAH   
Hold the line! 
 
Thomas empties a full magazine. 
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THOMAS   
They’re not stopping! 
 
Marko tackles one —   
it doesn’t grunt, doesn’t react —   
just twists its body unnaturally and keeps coming. 
 
Mira screams: 
 
MIRA   
Noah! Elira’s fading! 
 
Elira’s breath trembles.   
Her pupils flicker.   
Her hands shake. 
 
Another pulse hits her —   
violent, electric. 
 
She grips Noah’s arm —   
not clinging,   
just grounding herself. 
 
Noah’s voice drops. 
 
NOAH   
Stay with me. Don’t drift. 
 
Kael sees something horrifying: 
 
KAEL   
They’re not attacking us.   
They’re trying to get to her. 
 
Jonas checks his scanner. 
 
JONAS   
They’re receiving direct commands from the second layer.   
Aggression level rising.   
Target priority: Elira. 
 
The guards lunge as one. 
 
Kael slams a panel. 
 
KAEL   
Side door! MOVE! 
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The team dives through.   
Kael slams it shut. 
 
The guards hit the other side like a battering ram. 
 
CUT TO BLACK. 
 
--- 
 
INT. HELIX – SERVICE CORRIDORS – CONTINUOUS 
 
The team runs. 
 
The walls shift.   
The floor tilts.   
Corridors reconfigure. 
 
Not randomly.   
Not chaotically. 
 
Perfectly.   
Surgically.   
Mathematically. 
 
Noah tries to carry Elira forward —   
a wall drops between them. 
 
NOAH   
ELIRA! 
 
Mira grabs Elira —   
a barrier slices down, separating them. 
 
Thomas tries to flank —   
the floor slides him into a sealed alcove. 
 
Marko charges —   
a corridor folds sideways, redirecting him. 
 
Jonas tries to hack —   
the panel retracts into the wall. 
 
Kael reaches for Elira —   
the floor under him shifts, pulling him back. 
 
Elira is pulled down a narrowing corridor —   
not by hands, not by machines —   
but by the architecture itself. 
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She looks back.   
Her eyes meet Noah’s through a shrinking gap. 
 
The gap seals. 
 
Darkness. 
 
--- 
 
INT. HELIX – LOWER PASSAGES – CONTINUOUS 
 
The team regroups, breathless, furious. 
 
Jonas scans. 
 
JONAS   
She’s below us.   
Level 9… maybe 10.   
The system is dragging her toward the command layer. 
 
Kael stops running. 
 
KAEL   
No.   
No, no, no —   
that’s where everything went wrong. 
 
Mira turns to him. 
 
MIRA   
Kael… what do you mean? 
 
Kael finally breaks. 
 
KAEL   
Helix wasn’t always like this.   
The first layer was human —   
research, architecture, medicine.   
Her parents built it.   
Elira’s parents. 
 
Marko steps closer. 
 
MARKO   
And the second layer? 
 
Kael’s voice darkens. 
 
KAEL   
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A parasite.   
A corrupted command system.   
It took control of the guards.   
The experiments.   
The memories.   
Everything. 
 
Mira’s breath catches. 
 
MIRA   
It killed her parents. 
 
Kael nods. 
 
KAEL   
And it wants her back.   
She’s the only bridge it ever had. 
 
Noah doesn’t say a word. 
 
He just stops moving. 
 
His shoulders rise once with a slow inhale. 
His jaw locks. 
His eyes narrow — cold, calculating. 
 
Then— 
 
His fists clench. 
In decision. 
A silent promise. 
A silent threat. 
 
The alarms SCREAM. 
 
The second layer’s voice —   
glitching, metallic, broken —   
echoes through the walls. 
 
HELIX SECOND LAYER (V.O.)   
—BRIDGE—   
—RETRIEVE—   
—RETRIEVE—   
—RETRIEVE— 
 
--- 
 
The corridor SHUDDERS. 
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Lights flicker.   
Metal groans.   
A low, rising hum fills the air — like the building inhaling. 
 
Then— 
 
BOOM. 
 
A side wall EXPLODES inward. 
 
Black‑armored guards pour out —   
faces fully covered, no eyes, no skin, no voice.   
Not human.   
Not machine.   
Something in between. 
 
A swarm. 
 
Noah doesn’t speak.   
He just steps forward, fists clenched, jaw locked, eyes cold. 
 
Thomas fires.   
Marko charges.   
Mira drags Elira behind cover.   
Jonas tries to hack a panel. 
 
More guards drop from the ceiling.   
More crawl out of vents.   
More sprint down the hall. 
 
It’s a flood. 
 
Virelle appears from a side corridor —   
breathing hard, coat torn, hair wild. 
 
DR. VIRELLE   
They’re not guards anymore!   
The second layer rewrote their motor cortex—   
they’re drones now! 
 
Kael grabs her arm, pulling her behind a pillar as a guard slashes past. 
 
Virelle shouts over the gunfire: 
 
DR. VIRELLE   
Helix had two layers!   
The first was human — research, medicine, architecture—   
 
A guard lunges.   
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Noah intercepts — silent, brutal, efficient —   
breaking its arm, slamming it into the wall. 
 
Virelle continues, breathless: 
 
DR. VIRELLE   
But the second layer—   
the command layer—   
it wasn’t supposed to activate!   
It was experimental!   
Unstable! 
… 
Elira’s parents were two of those architects! 
Her mother — head of the medical unit! 
Her father — head of systems engineering and architecture! 
 
Kael fires three rounds, grabs Virelle’s coat, pulls her behind cover. 
 
KAEL 
They were the first to notice the corruption! 
 
A guard slams into Kael’s shield. 
He shoves it back, panting. 
 
KAEL 
They tried to stop it — 
both of them — 
but the second layer was already rewriting itself! 
 
Virelle ducks as a guard’s blade‑arm slices past her face. 
 
Kael fires three rounds into a guard’s chest. 
 
DR. VIRELLE 
It infected the command core! 
It took control of the guards! 
It erased memories! 
 
KAEL   
It woke up once when she was eight! 
Before the collapse! 
Before the blackout! 
It shut the whole facility down!   
We lost control—   
we lost everyone! 
That’s when she disappeared! 
 
Virelle shakes her head violently. 
VIRELLE 
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No— 
no, Kael— 
that wasn’t the first time! 
 
The team freezes for half a second. 
 
Even Noah’s eyes flicker. 
 
Mira screams: 
 
MIRA   
Why her?!   
Why does it want her?! 
 
Virelle ducks as a guard swings at her. 
 
DR. VIRELLE   
Because she was the only one it couldn’t overwrite!   
The only mind it couldn’t access!   
She’s the bridge—   
the one connection it never broke! 
 
Jonas yells: 
 
JONAS   
They’re targeting Kael!   
Why Kael?! 
 
Kael reaches into his pocket—   
and freezes. 
 
The device.   
The heavy, pulsing USB‑C. 
 
KAEL   
…she put this on me. 
 
Virelle stares at it — 
confused, terrified. 
 
VIRELLE 
I’ve never seen that before. 
It’s not Helix tech. 
It’s not ours. 
 
Kael’s breath catches. 
 
KAEL 
Elira… 
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she put this on me. 
 
Virelle’s eyes widen — 
not in recognition, 
but in fear of the unknown. 
 
VIRELLE 
Then she knew something we didn’t. 
 
Noah’s fists tighten.   
His breath sharpens.   
He steps forward again —   
silent, lethal. 
 
The corridor shifts violently — 
walls sliding, floor tilting, doors sealing. 
 
The guards SWARM. 
 
Too many.   
Too fast.   
Too close. 
 
Thomas is knocked down.   
Marko is pinned.   
Mira screams for help.   
Jonas is dragged backward. 
 
Kael shouts: 
 
KAEL   
FALL BACK!   
MOVE! 
 
The corridor shifts —   
walls sliding, floor tilting, doors sealing. 
 
Helix is herding them. 
 
Virelle grabs Kael’s arm. 
 
VIRELLE   
It’s taking her to the command chamber!   
If she reaches it—   
the second layer will consume her! 
 
Kael looks at Noah. 
Then at the device. 
Then at the corridor Helix is forcing them toward. 
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KAEL 
…then we finish what she started. 
 
Not a threat. 
Not a plan. 
A vow. 
 
Noah doesn’t speak.   
He just nods once —   
a silent, deadly promise. 
 
The device pulses again — 
BOOM — 
a shockwave of light rippling across its surface. 
 
The guards scream. 
The walls shift. 
Helix roars. 
 
The guards charge again. 
 
The team runs. 
 
CUT TO BLACK. 
 
--- 
 
INT. HELIX – COMMAND CHAMBER – MOMENTS LATER 
 
The team bursts in. 
 
Elira is there. 
 
On a chair —   
not strapped, not restrained —   
just too weak to stand. 
 
Her head hangs.   
Her breath shallow.   
Her eyes half‑open but unfocused —   
like she’s in a transition state. 
 
The pulses hit her again.   
Her body trembles. 
 
The second layer SCREAMS through the speakers —   
a digital howl. 
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The guards swarm in behind the team —   
a black wave. 
 
They attack. 
 
Not randomly.   
Not wildly. 
 
All of them go for Kael. 
 
Because of the device. 
 
KAEL   
They want the device.   
They want to stop me. 
 
Noah tries to reach Elira —   
a barrier slams down. 
 
Thomas fires —   
bullets flatten. 
 
Marko charges —   
thrown back. 
 
Mira screams: 
 
MIRA   
Kael, DO IT!   
She can’t hold it anymore! 
 
Her eyes don’t track anymore — 
they’re drifting, unfocused, slipping away. 
 
Kael looks at the device in his hand. 
The pulse inside it trembles against his palm — 
wrong, alive, ancient. 
His fingers tighten around it. 
Not with certainty. 
With fear. 
 
KAEL 
…Elira… 
 
He hesitates. 
Because he doesn’t know the aftermath. 
He doesn’t know if this saves her. 
Or destroys her. 
Or destroys everything. 
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Another pulse hits her — 
her body jerks, then goes frighteningly still. 
 
Too still. 
 
Her head drops. 
Her breath thins. 
Her pulse flickers. 
 
Kael’s eyes widen. 
The hesitation breaks. 
 
He steps forward — 
jaw clenched, breath shaking, device trembling in his hand. 
 
KAEL 
…no. 
Not like this. 
 
He raises the USB‑C. 
 
CLICK. 
 
--- 
 
Everything stops. 
 
The guards freeze mid‑step.   
The second layer’s scream cuts off.   
The lights flicker —   
then stabilize. 
 
White.   
Soft.   
Human. 
 
Every lock in the chamber releases at once — 
a chain of metallic clacks echoing through the room. 
 
The guards freeze mid‑step. 
The lights flicker. 
The second layer’s scream cuts off like a severed wire. 
 
Then— 
 
The seals open. 
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All of them. 
 
A rush of cold air blasts through the chamber. 
 
Noah doesn’t hesitate. 
He doesn’t think. 
He doesn’t breathe. 
 
He moves. 
 
Fast. 
Silent. 
Deadly. 
 
He sprints across the floor before anyone else reacts. 
 
Elira collapses. 
 
Noah catches her. 
 
NOAH   
ELIRA! 
 
Her pulse is too weak.   
Her breath shallow.   
Her eyes unfocused. 
 
Then— 
 
ALARM. 
 
HELIX (V.O.)   
SELF‑DESTRUCTION PROTOCOL   
FIVE MINUTES 
 
Noah lifts her. 
 
NOAH   
Move. 
Now. 
We’re leaving. 
 
They run. 
 
--- 
 
Corridors that were sealed minutes ago now stand wide open. 
Cold air rushes through them like a storm. 
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The team sprints through collapsing hallways, 
dodging falling panels, 
jumping over ruptured cables. 
 
Jonas checks his comm. 
 
Static— 
then suddenly: 
 
BEEP. 
 
JONAS 
Comms— 
they’re back! 
We have signal! 
 
Kael shouts: 
 
KAEL 
Ardent! Do you copy?! 
 
A burst of noise— 
then a voice, sharp, urgent: 
 
ARDENT (V.O.) 
Kael?! 
We’re outside! 
We’ve been waiting for you— 
the blackout dropped for thirty seconds— 
we saw the doors open! 
 
Virelle nearly collapses in relief. 
 
VIRELLE 
Ardent— 
we have Elira— 
she’s critical— 
we’re coming out now! 
 
Noah doesn’t speak. 
He just runs harder. 
 
--- 
 
The purge hits the facility like a shockwave. 
 
K-CHUNK. 
 
Every lock releases.   
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Every door blasts open.   
Every barrier retracts. 
 
Cold air floods the hallways. 
 
KAEL   
It’s clearing the whole structure—   
RUN! 
 
Noah doesn’t wait.   
He lifts Elira tighter against his chest and sprints. 
 
The team follows, boots pounding against metal,   
the entire facility shaking beneath them. 
 
No guards.   
No resistance.   
Just the sound of a dying machine opening its own veins. 
 
--- 
 
THE EXIT HATCH — WIDE OPEN 
 
The final hatch is already blown outward by the purge. 
 
Snow whips inside.   
Cold air hits them like a wall. 
 
They don’t stop.   
They don’t look back. 
 
--- 
 
EXT. HELIX PERIMETER – EARLY MORNING 
 
The hatch spits them out into the open world— 
cold air, 
snow whipping sideways, 
the first light of dawn spilling across the horizon. 
 
The sky is orange‑gold, 
the sun just beginning to rise behind the mountains, 
casting long shadows across the frost. 
 
Their boots hit the snow hard. 
Breath clouds in the freezing air. 
Noah still carrying Elira like she’s the only thing anchoring him to the earth. 
 
The world is quiet for half a second— 
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just wind, snow, and the pale morning light. 
 
Then everything else hits. 
 
Ardent’s unit is already there. 
 
Harlan.   
Eren.   
Lena.   
Dr. Voss.   
Dr. Leon.   
Noah’s remaining soldiers. 
 
Weapons raised.   
Eyes wide.   
Waiting for them. 
 
ARDENT   
THERE!   
MOVE! MOVE! 
 
Noah keeps running, Elira in his arms. 
 
Then— 
 
BOOM. 
 
The explosion erupts behind them.   
A deep, earth‑shaking detonation. 
 
A shockwave of warm air blasts across the snow,   
rolling over them like a furnace. 
 
Everyone braces—   
hands up, bodies low,   
snow swirling around them in a violent spiral. 
 
For a moment—   
just a moment—   
the warmth feels like relief. 
 
The sky glows orange.   
The first light of morning breaks over the mountains.   
Steam rises from the crater where Helix once stood. 
 
They all breathe out—   
shaking, exhausted, alive. 
 
Then Noah looks down. 
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And everything stops. 
 
--- 
 
THE REALIZATION 
 
Elira’s head rests against his shoulder.   
Her hair dusted with snow.   
Her skin pale. 
 
Noah shifts her slightly—   
just enough to check her pulse. 
 
Nothing. 
 
His breath catches.   
His chest tightens. 
 
He lowers her to the ground—   
knees hitting the snow hard. 
 
NOAH   
…Elira? 
 
Mira drops beside him instantly. 
 
MIRA   
No, no, no—   
come on—   
stay with me— 
 
Jonas freezes.   
Marko’s face collapses.   
Virelle covers her mouth.   
Kael stumbles forward like he’s been shot. 
 
Blood trickles from Elira’s ears.   
Her nose.   
Her temples. 
 
Her chest doesn’t rise.   
No breath.   
No pulse.   
No sound. 
 
Dr. Voss and Dr. Leon sprint toward them—   
bags open, gloves on, panic in their eyes. 
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DR. VOSS   
Clear space!   
Now! 
 
DR. LEON   
She’s unresponsive—   
get the kit—   
move! 
 
Ardent steps back, stunned.   
Harlan lowers his weapon.   
Eren whispers something like a prayer.   
Lena turns away, tears in her eyes. 
 
Noah doesn’t move.   
He just kneels there,   
hands on Elira’s shoulders,   
snow falling around them,   
the world collapsing in silence. 
 
--- 
 
CONTINUATION — THE MEDICS TAKE OVER 
 
DR. LEON   
She’s hypoxic—   
no pulse—   
no chest rise— 
 
Noah doesn’t move. 
 
He’s frozen, kneeling in the snow, hands still on Elira’s shoulders, eyes locked on her face like he’s trying to will her back. 
 
Mira gently touches his arm. 
 
MIRA   
Noah…   
let them work. 
 
He doesn’t hear her.   
Or he refuses to. 
 
Kael steps forward, voice cracking. 
 
KAEL   
Noah—   
you have to let them— 
 
Noah finally pulls his hands away, but only by a few centimeters.   
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He stays right there, hovering, breathing hard, eyes burning. 
 
Dr. Voss starts compressions.   
Dr. Leon prepares the injector. 
 
Jonas stands behind them, hands in his hair, shaking. 
 
JONAS   
She was fine—   
she was breathing—   
she was— 
 
Marko grabs him, pulling him close before he collapses. 
 
MARKO   
Jonas—   
Jonas, look at me—   
breathe—   
breathe— 
 
Virelle is crying silently, one hand over her mouth, the other gripping her coat like she’s holding herself together. 
 
Kael stumbles backward, staring at the blood on the snow. 
 
KAEL   
This is my fault…   
I should’ve—   
I should’ve— 
 
Mira snaps at him, voice sharp through tears. 
 
MIRA   
Kael, stop—   
this isn’t on you—   
this is Helix—   
this is all Helix— 
 
Ardent steps forward, voice low, steady, commanding. 
 
ARDENT   
Everyone hold position.   
Give them room. 
 
The morning sun rises higher, turning the snow gold.   
Steam still rises from the crater behind them.   
The air is cold again, the warmth of the explosion fading. 
 
Dr. Leon injects the stimulant. 
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DR. LEON   
Come on, Elira…   
come on… 
 
Dr. Voss keeps compressions steady, relentless. 
 
Noah leans in, whispering—   
barely audible. 
 
NOAH   
Stay with me…   
please… 
 
The wind howls.   
The world holds its breath. 
 
And then— 
 
Elira’s fingers twitch. 
 
Just once. 
 
Dr. Voss freezes. 
 
DR. VOSS   
Wait—   
wait— 
 
Everyone stops. 
 
Noah’s eyes widen. 
 
Mira gasps. 
 
Jonas chokes on a sob. 
 
Kael stumbles forward. 
 
Virelle drops to her knees. 
 
Dr. Leon checks her neck. 
 
DR. LEON   
I’ve got something—   
weak—   
but it’s there— 
 
Noah’s breath breaks. 
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He reaches for her hand—   
slowly—   
carefully—   
like she might shatter. 
 
Her fingers twitch again. 
 
The faintest breath escapes her lips. 
 
And Noah whispers: 
 
NOAH   
…Elira. 
 
--- 
 
CONTINUATION — THE WHITE SILHOUETTES 
 
Dr. Voss and Dr. Leon work on Elira with frantic precision. 
 
NOAH stays right beside her, one hand on her arm, refusing to move even an inch. 
 
ARDENT   
Aircraft inbound!   
Clear the perimeter! 
 
The aircraft descends through the orange morning sky —   
snow whipping around its engines,   
lights cutting through the steam rising from the crater. 
 
The ramp lowers. 
 
Soldiers rush out with a stretcher. 
 
DR. VOSS   
We need her inside—   
now! 
 
Noah lifts Elira himself.   
He doesn’t wait for help.   
He carries her up the ramp, jaw clenched, eyes burning. 
 
Kael, Jonas, Marko, Mira, Virelle follow —   
broken, shaking, silent. 
 
The engines roar. 
 
The aircraft begins to rise. 
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And then— 
 
Elias freezes. 
 
ELIAS   
…what is that? 
 
Mira turns. 
 
MIRA   
No.   
No, no, no—   
that’s not—   
that’s not possible— 
 
Virelle’s breath catches. 
 
LENA   
Those aren’t structures.   
Those aren’t—   
those aren’t mountains— 
 
Eren steps to the edge of the ramp, eyes wide. 
 
EREN   
Everyone—   
look. 
 
--- 
 
THE WHITE SILHOUETTES 
 
Across the distant mountain ridges—   
in the orange dawn light—   
white shapes begin to appear. 
 
Not glowing.   
Not moving.   
Just… forming. 
 
Like fog condensing into geometry. 
 
Like statues carved out of the sky. 
 
Thousands. 
 
Tall aligned with the mountains..   
Wide as cliffs.   
Their edges sharp, clean, impossible. 
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MIRA 
They’re huge— 
 
The aircraft rises higher.   
The white humanoids stand along the mountain ridges, blending with the rock, still as statues. 
 
Kael stares, breath shaking. 
 
KAEL   
Those aren’t the units we saw inside. 
 
Virelle steps forward slowly, eyes wide, voice trembling. 
 
VIRELLE   
No…   
they’re not. 
 
She swallows hard.   
Her hand lifts to her mouth. 
 
VIRELLE   
I’ve seen those shapes before. 
 
Jonas turns sharply. 
 
JONAS   
Where? 
 
Virelle’s voice cracks — not from fear, but from memory. 
 
VIRELLE   
In the old Helix archives.   
In the drawings they burried.   
The sketches they said were “misinterpretations.”   
The ones we weren’t allowed to study. 
 
She stares at the humanoids —   
their pale bodies aligned with the mountain ridges,   
their silhouettes blending into the snow and stone. 
 
VIRELLE   
Those are the originals.   
The first ones ever recorded.   
The ones Helix erased. 
 
Mira whispers: 
 
MIRA   
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You mean…   
they were real? 
 
Virelle nods slowly. 
 
VIRELLE   
I thought they were myths.   
Concept art.   
Old hallucination reports.   
But the shapes…   
the posture…   
the way they stand with the mountains… 
 
Her voice drops to a whisper. 
 
VIRELLE   
It’s exactly like the drawings. 
 
Kael’s breath catches. 
 
KAEL   
And they’re all looking at her. 
 
The humanoids remain still.   
Silent.   
Aligned with the mountains like part of the landscape. 
 
Watching Elira. 
 
Only Elira. 
 
Noah doesn’t turn. 
 
He doesn’t look. 
 
He doesn’t speak. 
 
He stays beside Elira, 
thumb brushing her knuckles, 
breath shaking, 
focused entirely on her. 
 
The silhouettes do not move.   
Do not speak.   
Do not advance. 
 
They simply watch. 
 
Silent.   
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Endless.   
Fixed on Elira’s unconscious body. 
 
--- 
 
THE DEPARTURE 
 
Ardent shouts from the cockpit: 
 
ARDENT   
We have to go!   
NOW! 
 
The white silhouettes remain still—   
their massive forms etched against the orange sky,   
like ancient guardians carved into the world itself. 
 
As the aircraft rises above the treeline,   
the silhouettes tilt—   
just slightly—   
their heads following the aircraft’s ascent. 
 
Not threatening.   
Not attacking. 
 
Just watching. 
 
Jonas grips the railing, voice shaking: 
 
JONAS   
Why aren’t they moving?   
Why aren’t they doing anything? 
 
Virelle whispers: 
 
VIRELLE   
They’re waiting. 
 
Kael turns sharply. 
 
KAEL   
For what? 
 
Virelle looks at Elira. 
 
VIRELLE   
For her. 
 
The aircraft breaks through the last layer of morning mist. 
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The white silhouettes fade behind the mountains—   
still staring,   
still silent,   
still fixed on the girl being carried away. 
 
And as they disappear into the distance… 
 
one of them raises its head. 
 
Just a fraction. 
 
As if acknowledging her departure. 
 
As if recognizing her. 
 
As if remembering her. 
 
--- 
 
The silhouettes fade behind the mountains. 
 
The aircraft climbs— 
 
Then the cockpit lights flicker. 
 
A burst of static crackles through the speakers. 
 
SKRRRRK— 
 
PILOT 1 
What the hell— 
Ardent, we’re losing nav— 
 
The aircraft shudders violently. 
 
Everyone grabs onto something. 
 
Mira gasps, clutching the railing. 
 
MIRA 
Is it the purge? 
Is it still reaching us—? 
 
Virelle shakes her head, pale. 
 
VIRELLE 
No… 
this is something else. 
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Another burst of static. 
 
But this time— 
 
A voice inside it. 
Broken. 
Distant. 
Not human. 
 
STATIC VOICE (V.O.) 
…descend… 
 
Jonas’s eyes widen. 
 
JONAS 
Did— 
did anyone else hear that? 
 
The aircraft tilts sharply. 
 
The pilots fight the controls. 
 
PILOT 2 
It’s forcing us down— 
I can’t stabilize! 
 
PILOT 1 
We have to land— 
NOW— 
before we lose the engines! 
 
The alarms blare. 
 
The floor vibrates under their feet. 
 
The aircraft tilts violently. 
 
Mira screams, grabbing the railing 
 
MIRA 
We’re dropping—! 
 
Noah tightens his hold on Elira, pulling her closer, shielding her with his body. 
 
NOAH 
Stay with me… 
I’ve got you… 
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Her pulse is faint. 
Her breath shallow. 
Her skin cold. 
 
Everyone’s eyes are on her. 
 
Everyone is terrified. 
 
THE LANDING 
 
EXT. WHITE EXPANSE – UNKNOWN LOCATION – MOMENTS LATER 
 
The aircraft hits the snow with a heavy THUD, skidding but staying intact. 
 
The engines wind down.   
The ramp lowers with a groaning hiss. 
 
Cold air floods in. 
 
Noah is the first out —   
Elira in his arms, her head against his shoulder, her breath shallow, her skin cold. 
 
He doesn’t wait.   
He doesn’t hesitate. 
 
He steps into the snow. 
 
KAEL, JONAS, MARKO, MIRA, VIRELLE, ARDENT, HARLAN, EREN, LENA, DR. VOSS, DR. LEON, 
THOMAS, ELIAS, LUCA —   
all spill out behind him, shaken, breathless, terrified for Elira. 
 
Then they all stop. 
 
Every single one of them. 
 
--- 
 
THE IMPOSSIBLE WORLD 
 
They stare. 
 
They can’t breathe. 
 
They can’t speak. 
 
They are standing in a perfect circular plain of untouched white snow —   
stretching endlessly in every direction. 
 
No mountains.   
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No trees.   
No wind.   
No sound. 
 
Just a white world under a pale morning sun. 
 
Mira whispers: 
 
MIRA   
Where…   
where are we? 
 
Harlan turns in a slow circle. 
 
HARLAN   
This isn’t anywhere on the map… 
 
Eren swallows hard. 
 
EREN   
This isn’t anywhere on Earth… 
 
Virelle shakes her head violently. 
 
VIRELLE   
No.   
No, no—   
this isn’t possible.   
This terrain doesn’t exist. 
 
Dr. Voss kneels beside Noah. 
 
DR. VOSS   
We need to get her inside—   
we need heat—   
we need— 
 
Then she freezes. 
 
Everyone does. 
 
--- 
 
THE LIGHT 
 
A faint glow appears beneath Noah’s boots. 
 
A thin white-gold circle,   
perfectly round,   
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perfectly smooth,   
carving itself into the snow like a living line. 
 
Jonas stumbles backward. 
 
JONAS   
No—   
NO—   
what is that—?! 
 
Kael runs forward. 
 
KAEL   
NOAH—   
MOVE—   
MOVE NOW—! 
 
Noah tries to step back— 
 
But the circle brightens. 
 
The snow beneath him begins to sink. 
 
Slowly.   
Silently.   
Like a trapdoor opening. 
 
Noah’s eyes widen. 
 
NOAH   
Elira—   
hold on— 
 
He tries to climb out—   
but the snow behaves like liquid light, pulling them downward. 
 
--- 
 
THE DESPERATE GRAB 
 
Kael lunges. 
 
KAEL   
NOAH—   
TAKE MY HAND—! 
 
Noah reaches out— 
 
Their fingers touch— 
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And a shockwave blasts outward. 
 
BOOM— 
 
Kael is thrown back several meters, hitting the snow hard. 
 
Marko and Thomas try next. 
 
MARKO   
NOAH—! 
 
THOMAS 
… Commander! 
 
They grabbed his wrist but then thrown back instantly. 
 
Mira screams and reaches for Noah and Elira— 
 
MIRA   
NOAH—   
ELIRA—   
NO—! 
 
She throws herself forward, reaching out with both hands— 
 
But the moment her fingers cross the glowing edge— 
 
the force hits her like a wall. 
 
She’s lifted off her feet, thrown backward— 
 
—but she never hits the ground. 
 
Marko, bruised and shaking, lunges and catches her mid‑air, pulling her into his chest before she can slam into the snow. 
 
MARKO 
Mira— 
Mira, stop— 
you’ll get yourself killed— 
 
Mira sobs into his shoulder, reaching toward the light even as he holds her back. 
 
MIRA 
Bring them back— 
please— 
please— 
bring them back— 
 

71 



 

Dr. Voss and Dr. Leon fall to their knees, shielding their faces from the light. 
 
Virelle covers her mouth, tears streaming. 
 
VIRELLE   
It’s taking them—   
it’s taking them—   
but I don’t know what it is—   
I don’t know— 
 
No one does. 
 
No one has ever seen anything like this. 
 
No one even has a name for it. 
 
--- 
 
THE SWALLOWING 
 
The circle widens. 
 
The snow collapses inward. 
 
Noah holds Elira tighter, refusing to let go. 
 
NOAH   
I’m here—   
I’m here—   
I’m not letting you go— 
 
The light rises around them. 
 
Up to their knees.   
Their waist.   
Their chest. 
 
Kael screams, voice breaking: 
 
KAEL   
NOAH—! 
 
Jonas chokes on a sob. 
 
JONAS   
Please—   
please—   
don’t— 
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Marko slams his fists into the snow. 
 
MARKO   
NO—   
NO—   
NO—! 
 
Mira collapses, shaking. 
 
MIRA   
Bring them back—   
bring them back—   
please— 
 
The light reaches Noah’s shoulders. 
 
He looks up at them —   
eyes burning, terrified, desperate. 
 
NOAH   
Take me—   
but let her live— 
 
The light swallows his face. 
 
His voice fades. 
 
And then— 
 
They’re gone. 
 
The circle closes. 
 
The snow becomes smooth again. 
 
Perfect.   
Untouched.   
Silent. 
 
As if nothing ever happened.. 
 
--- 
 
 THE MOMENT THE WORLD HOLDS ITS BREATH 
 
EXT. WHITE EXPANSE – CONTINUOUS 
 
The snow settles. 
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The light fades. 
 
The circle closes. 
 
Silence. 
 
Not ordinary silence.   
A silence that feels engineered.   
A silence that feels like the world is holding its breath. 
 
The team stands frozen. 
 
Noah and Elira are gone. 
 
The snow is smooth again —   
perfect, untouched, as if nothing ever happened. 
 
But everyone knows something did. 
 
Something impossible. 
 
Something ancient. 
 
Something older than anything they’ve ever studied. 
 
--- 
 
THE AFTERMATH 
 
Mira collapses into Marko’s arms, shaking violently. 
 
MIRA   
They’re gone—   
Marko—   
they’re gone— 
 
Marko holds her tight, jaw clenched, eyes burning. 
 
MARKO   
I know…   
I know… 
 
Jonas stares at the snow, breath trembling. 
 
JONAS   
It erased them…   
it erased them… 
 
Kael drops to his knees, hands digging into the snow. 
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KAEL   
NOAH—   
ELIRA—   
ANSWER ME—! 
 
His voice echoes across the empty white plain. 
 
No answer. 
 
Virelle stands perfectly still. 
 
Her eyes wide.   
Her breath shallow.   
Her mind racing. 
 
VIRELLE   
This wasn’t Helix. 
 
Everyone turns to her. 
 
VIRELLE   
This wasn’t a purge.   
This wasn’t a system failure.   
This wasn’t anything we’ve ever seen. 
 
She looks at the snow. 
 
At the perfect circle. 
 
At the place where reality folded. 
 
VIRELLE   
This was…   
something else. 
 
Ardent steps forward, voice low, steady, trying to anchor the group. 
 
ARDENT   
Everyone—   
listen to me— 
 
But the ground interrupts him. 
 
--- 
 
THE FIRST RUMBLE 
 
A tremor. 
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Soft.   
Barely noticeable. 
 
But enough to make everyone freeze. 
 
Harlan raises his weapon. 
 
HARLAN   
What was that? 
 
Luca steps back, eyes wide. 
 
LUCA   
Something’s moving under us— 
 
The snow ripples. 
 
Just once. 
 
Like something breathing. 
 
Mira clutches Marko’s coat. 
 
MIRA   
No…   
no, no, no— 
 
Thomas whispers: 
 
THOMAS   
It’s alive… 
 
Virelle shakes her head slowly. 
 
VIRELLE   
No. 
 
She looks at the ground beneath them. 
 
VIRELLE   
It’s awake. 
 
--- 
 
CUT TO — NOAH & ELIRA 
 
INT. THE PLACE BELOW MEMORY – CONTINUOUS 
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No impact. 
 
No collision. 
 
No moment of arrival. 
 
One second there had been light swallowing gravity whole. 
 
The next—   
silence. 
 
A pressure silence. 
 
The kind that makes sound feel delayed,   
as though the world has forgotten how to move air. 
 
Noah hits the ground hard enough to lose breath. 
 
Pain detonates through his shoulder and ribs, white‑hot and immediate. 
 
But instinct outruns injury. 
 
NOAH   
Elira— 
 
His voice breaks. 
 
She had fallen with him. 
 
No. 
 
Not fallen. 
 
Lowered. 
 
Placed. 
 
He pushes himself up, breath ragged, palms scraping against unfamiliar stone. 
 
Darkness surrounds them —   
but not complete darkness. 
 
Something pale lives inside it. 
 
Thin veins of dim white threading through the ground like sleeping arteries beneath skin. 
 
Elira lies half against him, half across the floor. 
 
Still. 
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Too still. 
 
Noah drops to his knees. 
 
NOAH   
Elira. 
 
Nothing. 
 
Her head tilts unnaturally against his arm.   
Blood traces down from her nose again — fresh, thin, terrifying. 
 
Another line of blood beneath her ear. 
 
Seeping. 
 
Wrong. 
 
Noah’s stomach drops. 
 
NOAH   
No.   
No, no… 
 
He presses trembling fingers to her neck. 
 
Pulse. 
 
Weak.   
Irregular. 
 
But there. 
 
Breathing shallow. 
 
Too shallow. 
 
Relief hurts. 
 
He exhales sharply, leaning closer. 
 
NOAH   
Stay with me… 
 
Nothing. 
 
She looks impossibly small unconscious. 
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Not weak. 
 
Never weak. 
 
Just frighteningly human. 
 
Breakable. 
 
He hates it instantly. 
 
He checks pupils.   
Uneven.   
Breathing.   
Interrupted.   
Blood.   
Pressure.   
Too many variables. 
 
NOAH   
Come on… 
 
Her breath catches. 
 
Stops. 
 
Restarts. 
 
Too slow. 
 
Again. 
 
He adjusts her airway, hands shaking. 
 
Her breathing steadies — barely. 
 
The air here feels strange. 
 
Cold without temperature. 
 
Dense. 
 
Like breathing inside something asleep. 
 
Only then does Noah look up. 
 
And immediately wishes he hadn’t. 
 
--- 
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THE CHAMBER 
 
This isn’t Helix. 
 
Not the Helix they knew. 
 
No white corridors.   
No steel.   
No architecture. 
 
The chamber stretches impossibly far into darkness. 
 
Massive.   
Ancient.   
 
Columns rise into blackness so tall he can’t see where they end. 
 
Some broken.   
Some bent inward like structural bones carrying impossible weight. 
 
The walls don’t remain still. 
 
Not moving. 
 
Not exactly. 
 
Changing. 
 
Slowly. 
 
Like memory trying to become architecture. 
 
White fractures pulse faintly beneath black stone. 
 
Breathing. 
 
The entire place feels alive. 
 
Older than Helix.   
Older than humanity.   
Older than Earth. 
 
Something cold moves across Noah’s spine. 
 
He looks behind them. 
 
Nothing. 
 
No opening.   
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No tunnel.   
No crater.   
No entrance. 
 
Just floor. 
 
Smooth.   
Unbroken. 
 
Like they had always belonged here. 
 
NOAH   
…no. 
 
His hand flies to his comm. 
 
Dead. 
 
Static. 
 
Nothing. 
 
No one. 
 
Just him. 
 
And her. 
 
Alone. 
 
The thought hits harder than the fall. 
 
Elira shifts. 
 
Barely. 
 
A microscopic involuntary movement. 
 
Then blood slips from her nose again. 
 
Fresh. 
 
Noah freezes. 
 
NOAH   
Elira— 
 
Her breathing changes. 
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Smaller.   
Interrupted. 
 
His pulse spikes. 
 
NOAH   
Stay with me. 
 
He lifts her slightly. 
 
Her head rolls. 
 
Another red thread slips from her ear. 
 
Fear hits him cleanly. 
 
Surgical pressure.   
Brain trauma.   
Hemorrhaging. 
 
Critical. 
 
He looks around wildly. 
 
Nothing. 
 
No equipment.   
No supplies.   
No light source beyond the pale veins beneath stone. 
 
No help. 
 
His throat tightens. 
 
NOAH   
You’re okay… 
 
It’s a lie. 
 
He knows it. 
 
She doesn’t answer. 
 
The chamber does. 
 
A pulse moves beneath the floor. 
 
Soft. 
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Almost imperceptible. 
 
Noah stills. 
 
The pale veins brighten. 
 
Elira’s breathing steadies slightly. 
 
He looks down. 
 
Looks at the floor. 
 
Looks at her. 
 
Realization hits. 
 
NOAH   
…what. 
 
He shifts her a few inches. 
 
The chamber darkens. 
 
Her pulse weakens. 
 
He moves her back. 
 
The veins brighten. 
 
Her breathing stabilizes. 
 
The chamber is reacting. 
 
To her. 
 
Or for her. 
 
Maintaining her. 
 
Keeping her alive. 
 
Noah’s breath shakes. 
 
He looks into the darkness. 
 
NOAH   
What are you? 
 
The chamber answers. 
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Not with sound. 
 
With movement. 
 
Far ahead — something shifts. 
 
Tall.   
White.   
Humanoid. 
 
Watching. 
 
Not Helix. 
 
Not machine. 
 
Older. 
 
Noah leans over Elira instinctively. 
 
Protective. 
 
The figure lowers its head. 
 
Recognition. 
 
Noah’s voice is a whisper. 
 
NOAH   
You’re not taking her. 
 
The chamber pulses. 
 
The floor shifts. 
 
A path opens. 
 
Waiting. 
 
Inviting. 
 
Or commanding. 
 
Noah looks down at Elira. 
 
Unconscious.   
Bleeding.   
Critical. 
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Dependent on a place he doesn’t trust. 
 
He has no choice. 
 
He lifts her carefully. 
 
NOAH   
I’m here. 
 
The chamber breathes. 
 
And the path lights the way forward. 
 
--- 
 
Noah tightens his grip on Elira and steps onto the illuminated path. 
 
The floor reacts instantly — not brighter, not louder, just aware.   
The light narrows into a precise line beneath his boots, guiding him forward with unnerving intention. 
 
Behind him, the chamber remains silent.   
No echoes.   
No footsteps.   
Only his breath, and hers — thin, fragile, fading. 
 
He moves. 
 
Slow.   
Controlled.   
Every step a negotiation with fear. 
 
Elira’s pulse flutters against his wrist.   
Too weak.   
Too irregular. 
 
He keeps going. 
 
--- 
 
THE FIRST SHIFT 
 
The path bends — not like architecture, but like a thought changing direction. 
 
The air thickens.   
Gravity tilts a fraction.   
The chamber’s geometry rearranges itself at the edge of his vision —   
not moving,   
but becoming. 
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Elira’s breathing dips. 
 
Noah tightens his hold. 
 
Her chest rises once, barely. 
 
The veins in the floor brighten in response. 
 
Not random.   
Not environmental. 
 
Responsive.   
Targeted.   
To her. 
 
--- 
 
THE OBSERVER 
 
Another figure emerges between two towering columns. 
 
White.   
Tall.   
Humanoid only in outline. 
 
Its surface is smooth, like bone polished by centuries.   
Its head tilts — not at Noah, but at Elira. 
 
Recognition. 
 
Not curiosity.   
Recognition. 
 
Noah’s jaw locks. 
 
NOAH   
You stay back. 
 
The figure doesn’t move. 
 
But the chamber does. 
 
A deep pulse rolls through the floor —   
not sound,   
not vibration,   
something older. 
 
The path widens. 
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Not inviting.   
Not threatening. 
 
Just inevitable. 
 
--- 
 
THE THRESHOLD 
 
The corridor opens into a vast circular chamber —   
a hollow sphere carved into darkness. 
 
The ceiling disappears into black.   
The floor is a perfect disc veined with pale light, pulsing in a slow, ancient rhythm. 
 
A heartbeat. 
 
Not his.   
Not hers. 
 
Something older. 
 
Noah steps onto the disc. 
 
The reaction is immediate. 
 
A ring of light ignites around them — thin, precise, cold. 
 
Elira’s pulse steadies for a moment. 
 
Then drops again. 
 
NOAH   
Come on…   
come on… 
 
The ring brightens. 
 
A second ring forms.   
Then a third. 
 
Concentric circles locking into place like an ancient mechanism waking from centuries of sleep. 
 
The air shifts — not temperature, but meaning. 
 
Something is about to happen.   
Something irreversible. 
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Elira’s lashes tremble.   
Her breath stutters.   
Her fingers twitch once against his chest. 
 
Then— 
 
The floor beneath them changes state. 
 
Not melting.   
Not breaking. 
 
Becoming something that can take them. 
 
Noah’s eyes widen. 
 
NOAH   
Not now— 
 
The rings tighten. 
 
The chamber inhales. 
 
And the floor begins to take them. 
 
--- 
 
CONTINUATION — THE DESCENT BEGINS 
 
The floor doesn’t drop. 
 
It yields. 
 
Like a membrane recognizing pressure.   
Like a surface deciding what is allowed through. 
 
Noah’s boots sink first —   
not swallowed,   
not trapped,   
just… accepted. 
 
The rings around them tighten, locking into a perfect geometry. 
 
Elira’s body reacts before Noah does. 
 
A sharp inhale.   
A tremor through her fingers.   
A pulse spike against his wrist. 
 
Then a collapse. 
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Her breath stutters into silence for one terrifying second. 
 
NOAH   
Elira—   
Elira, stay with me— 
 
The chamber responds before she does. 
 
A surge of white light pulses outward from the veins beneath them —   
a shockwave of silent force. 
 
The air ripples. 
 
The Observer lifts its head. 
 
Not alarmed. 
 
Acknowledging. 
 
As if this moment was expected. 
 
As if this moment was the reason they were brought here. 
 
--- 
 
THE FLOOR OPENS — BUT NOT DOWNWARD 
 
The surface beneath them splits —   
not vertically,   
not horizontally. 
 
It opens like a lens. 
 
Two layers sliding past each other in a perfect, silent rotation. 
 
Noah tightens his grip on Elira as the world beneath them becomes a spiraling aperture of white stone and living light. 
 
There is no fall. 
 
There is no gravity. 
 
There is only transition. 
 
The chamber inhales again. 
 
And Noah feels the pull. 
 
Not physical.   
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Not gravitational. 
 
Directional. 
 
Like being drawn into a thought. 
 
He holds Elira closer, forehead against hers. 
 
NOAH   
I’ve got you.   
I’ve got you. 
 
The rings collapse inward. 
 
The aperture widens. 
 
And the world above them dissolves into white. 
 
--- 
 
CUT TO — THE TEAM ABOVE 
 
EXT. WHITE EXPANSE – SAME MOMENT 
 
The ground shudders. 
 
A shockwave of pale light ripples across the circle where Noah and Elira vanished. 
 
Mira stumbles back. 
 
MIRA   
What—   
what is that— 
 
Kael shields his eyes. 
 
KAEL   
Everyone get back—! 
 
But Virelle doesn’t move. 
 
Her eyes widen. 
 
Her breath stops. 
 
VIRELLE   
It’s opening again. 
 
The snow at the center of the circle begins to swirl —   
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not outward,   
but inward. 
 
A vortex of white dust rising like breath. 
 
Harlan raises his weapon. 
 
HARLAN   
We’re not going down there— 
 
Virelle whispers: 
 
VIRELLE   
We don’t have a choice. 
 
The ground pulses. 
 
Once. 
 
Twice. 
 
A third time. 
 
Each pulse stronger. 
 
Each pulse synchronized with something below. 
 
Something waking. 
 
Something calling. 
 
The circle brightens. 
 
The air thickens. 
 
And the surface begins to unseal. 
 
--- 
 
CUT BACK TO — NOAH & ELIRA 
 
INT. THE DESCENT — CONTINUOUS 
 
They are suspended in a column of shifting light. 
 
Not falling. 
 
Not floating. 
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Translated. 
 
The walls around them are not walls —   
they are layers. 
 
Seven of them. 
 
Each one sliding past the next like pages of a book being read by something ancient. 
 
Noah’s breath catches. 
 
He recognizes none of it. 
 
But something in Elira does. 
 
Her fingers twitch. 
 
Her pulse spikes. 
 
Her lips part in a soundless gasp. 
 
The light around them responds instantly —   
tightening,   
focusing,   
centering on her. 
 
Noah feels it. 
 
A presence. 
 
Not hostile. 
 
Not welcoming. 
 
Evaluating. 
 
The descent accelerates. 
 
The layers blur. 
 
And then— 
 
A final pulse. 
 
A final shift. 
 
A final breath of the chamber. 
 
They cross the threshold. 
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Into the place no one has ever reached. 
 
Into the place no one even knew existed. 
 
Into Origin. 
 
--- 
 
 THE SEVEN LAYERS OF TRUTH 
 
INT. ORIGIN — THE FIRST LAYER — THE BRIDGE OF SILENCE 
 
Noah stands alone. 
 
His arms still curved around the shape of someone who is no longer there. 
 
His breath breaks. 
 
NOAH   
…Elira? 
 
The others arrive behind him —   
Mira, Jonas, Marko, Kael, Virelle, Thomas, Elias, Luca —   
all pulled into the chamber by the same invisible gravity. 
 
Mira sees Noah’s empty arms. 
 
Her voice cracks. 
 
MIRA   
Where is she? 
 
Noah looks down at his hands. 
 
NOAH   
She was here.   
She was right here. 
 
A pulse moves through the chamber —   
soft, ancient, older than sound. 
 
ORIGIN   
Be still.   
You have reached the First Layer.   
Now you will understand. 
 
The floor brightens. 
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A bridge forms —   
not built,   
not extended,   
but remembered into existence. 
 
A bridge made of memory. 
 
A bridge made of truth. 
 
--- 
 
The bridge stretches into a horizon of white fractures and black stone. 
 
The team steps onto it. 
 
The moment their feet touch the surface— 
 
Their memories appear beneath the glass. 
 
Not visions.   
Not illusions. 
 
Their actual memories. 
 
Noah sees Elira as a child —   
alone in a white room,   
drawing symbols she didn’t understand. 
 
Mira sees Elira asleep in the medbay —   
breathing so shallow Mira thought she was dead. 
 
Jonas sees Elira in training —   
blood dripping from her ear,   
still standing,   
still fighting. 
 
Marko sees the moment he hit her too hard —   
and she didn’t blame him. 
 
Kael sees her at age eight —   
walking barefoot through Helix,   
doors opening for her like she was gravity. 
 
Virelle sees Elira’s birth —   
the monitors glitching,   
the symbols flashing,   
the impossible heartbeat. 
 
The bridge glows brighter. 
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ORIGIN   
You remember her pain.   
Now remember mine. 
 
The bridge cracks open— 
They fall— 
Not downward. 
Inward. 
 
And the world falls away. 
 
--- 
 
SECOND LAYER — THE ROOTS 
 
They land in a vast cavern of roots — 
thicker than mountains, 
glowing with white veins. 
 
Each root is a world. 
Each world is a memory.  
Each memory is a civilization. 
 
ORIGIN   
Before life, there was thought.   
Before thought, there was me. 
 
The roots show: 
 
- The first ancient beings   
- Their crystalline cities   
- Their language of light   
- Their coexistence with Origin   
- Their hunger for knowledge   
- Their rise   
- Their fall 
 
The roots tremble. 
 
ORIGIN   
They grew greedy.   
They wanted to own me.   
To weaponize me.   
To become gods. 
 
The roots turn black. 
 
Poison spreads. 
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The chamber darkens. 
 
ORIGIN   
So I sank deeper.   
I buried myself.   
I erased myself from their world.   
But I could not bury the seeds they left behind 
 
Mira whispers: 
 
MIRA   
The seeds…   
humanity. 
 
ORIGIN   
Yes.   
Their greed became your inheritance. 
 
The roots pulse violently. 
 
A shockwave hits the team. 
 
Elira’s scream echoes through the chamber —   
not physically,   
but through the roots. 
 
Noah’s breath stops. 
 
NOAH   
Elira—? 
 
ORIGIN   
She is here. 
She is hurt. 
She is healing.   
 
Slowly.   
 
She shut down Helix to protect you.   
But the strain injured her mind.   
Her consciousness is stabilizing within me. 
 
Noah’s knees nearly buckle. 
 
--- 
 
THIRD LAYER — THE POISON 
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The roots twist. 
 
A new memory appears. 
 
Helix. 
 
Not the facility they know. 
 
The ancient Helix. 
 
A civilization built by descendants of the ancient ones —   
obsessed with reclaiming Origin. 
 
ORIGIN   
They found fragments of me.   
Artifacts.   
White guardians.   
Pieces of my ancient protectors. 
 
The white guardians appear —   
tall, bone‑smooth, silent. 
 
ORIGIN   
They used these fragments to build soldiers.   
Anchors.   
Guardians.   
Replicas of what once protected me. 
 
Kael steps forward, trembling. 
 
KAEL   
I…   
I was built from them? 
 
ORIGIN   
Yes.   
You carry their aura.   
You were meant to protect her. 
 
Kael’s voice breaks. 
 
KAEL   
I failed her. 
 
ORIGIN   
You did not.   
You brought her home. 
 
The roots darken again. 
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ORIGIN   
Helix poisoned her.   
Through her, they poisoned me.   
They tried to force open my gates.   
Just like the ancients before them. 
 
Jonas whispers: 
 
JONAS   
History repeated itself… 
 
ORIGIN   
Because they never learned.   
Because they never understood. 
 
--- 
 
FOURTH LAYER — THE BIRTH 
 
The chamber becomes a birth room. 
 
Elira’s mother screams.   
Her father holds her hand. 
 
The baby is born silent. 
 
Dead. 
 
Then— 
 
A pulse of white light beneath her skin. 
 
Her eyes open. 
 
Black.   
Reflective.   
Ancient. 
 
ORIGIN   
She was born human.   
But her consciousness was born here.   
 
The chamber stills. 
 
The impossible architecture slows. 
 
For the first time— 
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the pressure changes. 
 
Not heavier. 
 
Sadder. 
 
The voice does not arrive through sound. 
 
It arrives through memory. 
 
Through feeling. 
 
Through something older than thought. 
 
And then— 
 
words. 
 
Slow. 
 
Ancient. 
 
As though language itself hurts. 
 
ORIGIN 
Before your mouths learned sound— 
she knew me. 
 
Before symbols. 
Before names. 
Before fear had language— 
she understood. 
 
A pause. 
 
The structures above tremble. 
 
Memories shifting like stars. 
 
ORIGIN 
You believed she was alone. 
She was not. 
 
You believed she was silent. 
She was listening. 
 
The air deepens. 
 
Something enormous grieving. 
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ORIGIN 
She entered your world through flesh. 
But she arrived here— 
before breath. 
Before memory. 
Before speech. 
 
The chamber pulses once. 
 
A child’s drawing flickers through darkness. 
Tiny hands. 
Impossible symbols. 
 
ORIGIN 
You called them drawings. 
She was remembering. 
 
A pause. 
 
Long. 
Heavy. 
 
Then— 
 
quieter. 
 
More devastating. 
 
ORIGIN 
She did not learn me. 
She returned. 
 
Everything stops. 
 
Even breath. 
 
And then— 
 
the words that break them. 
 
ORIGIN 
You ask what she is. 
The answer was always grief. 
She belonged to your species. 
But before language— 
before history— 
before the shape of your sorrow— 
she knew my voice. 

100 



 

 
A silence so deep it aches. 
 
ORIGIN 
She was born human. 
But consciousness remembered me first. 
 
A beat. 
 
Ancient sorrow. 
Ancient love. 
 
ORIGIN 
She is— 
the closest thing I have ever known to a child. 
 
The team watches Elira grow: 
 
- Drawing symbols before she could speak   
- Opening doors without touching them   
- Walking barefoot through Helix   
- Being studied   
- Being tested   
- Being hurt   
- Being isolated   
- Being feared 
 
Then— 
 
Her parents. 
 
Recording messages.   
Hiding time capsules.   
Planning escape. 
 
Then— 
 
Their removal. 
 
Their disappearance. 
 
Their erasure. 
 
Mira cries. 
 
MIRA   
She never knew… 
 
Jonas’ voice breaks. 
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JONAS   
She deserved better. 
 
ORIGIN 
She did know. 
 
Everyone freezes. 
 
Noah’s breath stops. 
 
NOAH 
…what? 
 
The world shifts. 
 
The white light bends. 
 
--- 
 
FIFTH LAYER — THE FRACTURE 
 
INT. HELIX – ELIRA’S ROOM — EARLIER THAT DAY 
 
Elira sits on her bed. 
Tall. 
Strong. 
Built. 
A commander in every sense. 
 
But right now— 
 
She looks like a ghost. 
 
Her eyes are red. 
Her breathing is shallow. 
Her hands shake. 
 
On her lap: 
 
Her parents’ time capsule. 
 
The recording plays again. 
 
Her mother’s voice trembles. 
 
ELIRA 
Why didn’t you tell me… 
why didn’t anyone tell me… 
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Her breath breaks. 
 
Her entire world collapses inward. 
 
Then— 
 
A knock. 
 
A voice through the door. 
 
TEACHER (O.S.) 
Commander Elira. 
Training hall. 
Now. 
 
Elira closes her eyes. 
 
She wipes her tears. 
She stands. 
She puts the device away. 
 
She puts her armor back on. 
She puts her mask back on. 
She leaves the room. 
 
INT. TRAINING HALL — MOMENTS LATER 
 
Elira enters. 
Her eyes— 
Her eyes are empty. 
 
Marko notices immediately. 
 
MARKO 
Elira…? 
You okay? 
 
She doesn’t answer. 
 
She takes her stance. 
 
Sword in hand. 
 
Perfect posture. 
 
Perfect form. 
 
But her mind is somewhere else. 
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Her parents’ voices echo in her skull. 
 
We love you… 
We tried to protect you… 
We’re sorry… 
 
A faint pulse hits her. 
 
She blinks. 
 
Her grip slips — 
just a fraction. 
 
Marko frowns. 
 
MARKO 
Elira… 
you’re not here. 
 
She forces a breath. 
 
ELIRA 
Again. 
 
Marko hesitates. 
 
MARKO 
You’re distracted. 
We can stop— 
 
ELIRA 
Again. 
 
Her voice deep now.. 
 
Marko lifts his sword. 
 
He swings. 
 
Elira moves to block— 
But the pulse hits her mid‑movement. 
 
Her vision whites out. 
Her timing slips. 
Her guard drops. 
 
Marko’s blade hits her temple. 
A sickening crack. 
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Her head snaps sideways. 
Her knees buckle. 
But she does not fall. 
 
Her pupils are uneven. 
Her balance is off. 
Her hand trembles. 
But she stands. 
She always stood. 
 
Marko drops his sword. 
 
MARKO 
Elira— 
I’m sorry— 
I didn’t mean— 
 
Elira wipes the blood from her face. 
 
She doesn’t look angry. 
As if she deserved it. 
 
Blood runs down her neck. 
 
The memory dissolves. 
 
Marko collapses to his knees. 
 
MARKO 
I did that… 
I did that to her… 
 
Origin speaks softly. 
 
 
ORIGIN 
She never blamed you. 
She blamed herself. 
 
Noah’s fists tighten. 
Too tight. 
His knuckles pale. 
His breathing sharpens. 
 
NOAH voice breaking 
Where was I? 
 
The question tears out of him. 
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Raw. 
Ugly. 
Real. 
 
The chamber answers with silence. 
 
Then— 
 
Mira. 
Barely above a whisper. 
Shaking. 
 
MIRA  
You were gone. 
 
Noah turns. 
 
She cannot even look at him. 
 
MIRA  
They sent you away. 
That emergency mission… 
 
Her voice fractures. 
 
MIRA  
She told me not to call you. 
 
A beat. 
 
MIRA  
She said— 
 
Mira stops. 
 
Can’t say it. 
 
Noah steps closer. 
 
NOAH  
What did she say? 
 
Mira finally looks at him. 
 
Tears held too long. 
 
MIRA  
“He already has enough to carry.” 
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Silence. 
 
Complete. 
 
Violent. 
 
The team watches: 
 
- Elira overdosing on meds   
- Elira sleeping too long   
- Elira’s heartbeat disappearing for seconds   
- Elira waking up pretending nothing happened   
- Elira drowning silently 
 
And suddenly— 
The worst realization hit Noah. 
She was protecting everyone. 
Even while disappearing. 
 
ORIGIN 
She was never alone. 
With you all. 
She is here now. 
She is home. 
And she is healing. 
 
Ahead of them— 
 
Elira’s unconscious body floats in white light, 
her roots blackened, 
her mind fractured, 
her heart still beating. 
 
Barely. 
 
--- 
 
THE SIXTH LAYER — THE HEALING 
 
The Fifth Heaven dissolves. 
 
The training hall fades into white. 
 
The blood on the floor evaporates. 
 
The sound of Elira’s heartbeat —   
weak, uneven, fading —   
echoes through the void. 
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The team stands on a new surface: 
 
A bridge of light.   
A bridge of memory.   
A bridge of truth. 
 
Ahead of them— 
 
Elira floats. 
 
Unconscious.   
Suspended.   
Weightless. 
 
Her body is strong, built —   
but limp.   
Her head tilted.   
Her hair drifting like she’s underwater. 
 
Her skin glows faintly with white veins —   
but the veins are blackened in places,   
like roots poisoned from within. 
 
Her breathing is shallow.   
Her pulse is faint.   
Her consciousness is fractured. 
 
Noah steps forward, breath shaking. 
 
NOAH   
Elira… 
 
Origin speaks —   
not loud,   
not booming,   
but soft,   
like a parent speaking to a child. 
 
ORIGIN   
She is healing.   
Slowly.   
The fracture in her mind was deep.   
The pulses were the first sign.   
The day she faltered… was the day her consciousness began to tear. 
 
Marko’s voice breaks. 
 
MARKO   
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Because she watched her parents’ recording… 
 
ORIGIN   
Yes.   
Her heart broke.   
Her mind followed. 
 
Mira covers her mouth. 
 
MIRA   
She went to training right after…   
she didn’t even give herself time to breathe… 
 
Jonas whispers: 
 
JONAS   
She was trying to hold herself together… 
 
Mira is shaking. 
 
Noah is holding his breath. 
 
Origin speaks —   
not with pity,   
not with sentiment,   
but with ancient clarity. 
 
ORIGIN   
You misunderstand her.   
She did not seek perfection.   
She sought solutions. 
 
The team looks up. 
 
Origin continues — slow, deliberate, devastating. 
ORIGIN   
The moment she learned the truth about her parents…   
she did not collapse.   
She did not break.   
She began planning. 
 
A new layer of the bridge lights up beneath their feet. 
 
Images appear: 
 
- Elira opening her father’s encrypted files   
- Elira studying barrier schematics   
- Elira analyzing Origin resonance frequencies   
- Elira mapping Helix’s weak points   
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- Elira writing equations on her wall   
- Elira drawing Origin’s shape again and again   
- Elira calculating the pulses inside her skull   
- Elira researching neurological overload   
- Elira trying to understand her connection to Origin 
 
Mira gasps. 
 
MIRA   
She… she was researching all of this… alone? 
 
Origin answers. 
 
ORIGIN   
She began searching for ways to stop what was coming.   
She studied her father’s solutions.   
She investigated the barrier.   
She analyzed the pulses.   
She traced the connection between herself and me.   
She tried to understand why she existed. 
 
Jonas whispers: 
 
JONAS  
She was preparing… 
ORIGIN   
Yes.   
She was preparing for war.   
Long before any of you knew there was one. 
 
The bridge brightens again. 
 
A new memory appears: 
 
Elira sitting at her desk, exhausted, eyes red, hands shaking —   
but still writing equations, still drawing Origin’s shape, still searching. 
 
ORIGIN   
She did not seek perfection.   
She sought answers.   
She sought control.   
She sought a way to protect you all. 
 
Kael’s voice breaks. 
 
KAEL   
She was trying to save us… 
 
ORIGIN   
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She always was. 
 
--- 
 
The bridge brightens. 
 
Elira’s body glows. 
 
Her fingers twitch —   
barely. 
 
Noah steps closer. 
 
NOAH   
Let me hold her. 
Origin pauses. 
 
Then— 
 
ORIGIN   
You may. 
 
The light around Elira shifts. 
 
Her body lowers —   
slowly,   
gently,   
like a falling feather. 
 
She drifts toward Noah. 
 
He reaches out. 
 
His hands tremble. 
 
She lands in his arms   
like she belongs there. 
 
Her head rests against his shoulder.   
Her hair brushes his cheek.   
Her breath warms his neck —   
weak, but real. 
 
Noah closes his eyes. 
 
NOAH   
I’ve got you…   
I’ve got you… 
 

111 



 

Mira sobs softly. 
 
Marko wipes his face. 
 
Kael looks away, jaw clenched. 
 
Origin continues. 
 
ORIGIN   
Her consciousness is here.   
Her body is with you.   
Both must heal.   
Both must rest. 
 
Noah looks down at her. 
 
NOAH   
Will she wake up? 
 
A long silence. 
 
Then— 
 
ORIGIN   
Yes.   
But slowly.   
Her mind was torn between two worlds.   
Now it must choose one. 
 
Noah holds her tighter. 
 
--- 
 
THE SEVENTH LAYER — ORIGIN’S TRUE FORM 
 
The bridge expands. 
 
The world opens. 
 
A horizon of light appears —   
a sky made of memory,   
a ground made of thought,   
a world made of consciousness. 
 
Origin rises from the center —   
not humanoid,   
not mechanical,   
not divine. 
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A mind made visible.   
A world made conscious.   
A parent made shape. 
 
The team shields their eyes. 
 
Origin speaks. 
 
ORIGIN   
I cannot harm the ones I created.   
That is my weakness.   
Helix used it.   
Helix will use it again. 
 
Kael steps forward. 
 
KAEL   
So that’s why…   
that’s why I pressed that button.   
That’s why everything felt wrong. 
 
ORIGIN   
You were guided.   
All of you were.   
To bring her home. 
 
The sky darkens. 
 
ORIGIN   
Chaos will return to Earth.   
Helix will rise again.   
I cannot stop them.   
But she can. 
 
Do not underestimate them. 
 
The team stiffens. 
 
Marko grips his weapon. 
 
Mira’s breath catches. 
 
Jonas swallows hard. 
 
Then Origin’s voice softens — 
not weaker, 
but deeper. 
 
ORIGIN 
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But do not underestimate yourselves either. 
 
The team looks up. 
 
Confused. 
Hopeful. 
Terrified. 
 
ORIGIN 
You carry more than training. 
More than skill. 
More than duty. 
 
The bridge beneath them glows. 
 
Symbols appear under their feet — 
the same symbols Elira drew as a child. 
 
ORIGIN 
You carry resonance. 
You carry connection. 
You carry her. 
 
Noah looks down at Elira in his arms. 
 
Her eyelashes flutter —   
just once. 
 
Origin continues. 
 
ORIGIN 
She is your anchor. 
And you are hers. 
Together, you are stronger than Helix ever calculated. 
 
Marko whispers: 
 
MARKO 
So we’re not just soldiers… 
 
ORIGIN 
No. 
You are the ones she chose. 
And the ones I accept. 
 
The light around Elira brightens. 
 
Her unconscious body glows faintly. 
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ORIGIN 
Do not fear the future. 
For she will guide you. 
She will guide humanity. 
She will guide the world that comes after Helix. 
 
Noah’s voice breaks. 
 
NOAH 
She’s not ready… 
 
ORIGIN 
She will be. 
But not now. 
She must heal. 
She must rest. 
She must remember who she is. 
 
The ground beneath them opens — 
not violently, 
but like a flower blooming. 
 
Five pedestals rise. 
 
Each holding an artifact. 
 
Each glowing with the same white light as Origin. 
 
ORIGIN 
Take these. 
Fragments of my first world. 
Tools your ancestors once used. 
Keys Helix could never decipher. 
 
The team steps forward. 
 
Each artifact responds to a different person: 
 
Kael’s glows brightest — recognizing the guardian in him. 
Noah’s hums softly — resonating with Elira’s pulse. 
Mira’s warms — sensing her healing nature. 
Jonas’ flickers — reacting to his analytical mind. 
Marko’s vibrates — matching his protective instinct. 
 
ORIGIN 
These will protect you. 
These will hide you. 
These will help you understand what is coming. 
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The sky cracks open. 
A vision appears: 
 
Earth in chaos 
Helix rising again 
The barrier collapsing 
The humanoids awakening 
A war not of armies, but of consciousness 
And Elira standing at the center of it all Older 
Stronger 
Transformed 
Radiant 
Terrifying 
Beautiful 
Inevitable 
 
Origin’s voice echoes through the layers. 
 
ORIGIN 
Take her north. 
Beyond the barrier. 
To the only place Helix will not search. 
There, she will heal. 
There, she will awaken. 
There, she will remember. 
And when the time comes… 
she will return. 
Do not stop her. 
Do not fear her. 
Do not lose her. 
 
The aircraft waits. 
 
Silent. 
 
The barrier dissolves. 
 
The world opens. 
 
Ancient mechanisms frozen in white frost. 
The frozen humanoids flicker — 
their eyes dimming, 
their systems shutting down. 
 
The impossible world around them begins to dim —   
not dying,   
not collapsing,   
simply resting. 
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The seven layers slow above them.   
Massive.   
Endless.   
Watching. 
 
Noah lifts Elira carefully into his arms. 
 
She feels impossibly light.   
Too light. 
 
Her head rests against his chest.   
Still unconscious.   
Still somewhere between worlds. 
 
The team stands motionless. 
 
Nobody wants to leave.   
Nobody knows how. 
 
The bridge beneath them glows softly.   
The symbols under their feet fade —   
one by one —   
like stars disappearing at dawn. 
 
Jonas lowers his eyes.   
Mira wipes tears.   
Marko stands still, listening harder than he ever has. 
 
Noah looks down at Elira. 
 
Still. 
Exhausted. 
Too quiet. 
 
NOAH 
Will she remember us? 
 
The question barely survives the room. 
 
A long silence. 
 
The horizon shifts. 
Memories flicker through the air. 
Fragments. 
 
Elira fixing Mira’s jacket wordlessly. 
Elira waiting outside Marko’s room after an argument. 
Elira staying awake after Noah left for missions. 
Jonas ranting while she silently listens. 
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Elira standing guard while everyone else sleeps. 
 
Small things. 
Invisible things. 
The things nobody notices until absence teaches them to. 
 
Then— 
 
ORIGIN. 
 
Soft. 
Deep. 
Ancient. 
 
ORIGIN 
She remembered what each of you tried to hide. 
 
Mira stops breathing. 
 
The memories change. 
 
 
 
MARKO. 
 
Hands shaking after hurting her. 
Alone. 
Angry at himself. 
Unseen. 
 
Elira leaving food outside his room. 
 
Nothing written. 
No accusation. 
No anger. 
 
Only— 
staying. 
 
JONAS. 
 
Sleepless. 
Overworked. 
Failing quietly. 
Elira sitting beside him for hours in silence while he pretended not to panic. 
 
ORIGIN 
She finished your tasks in secret. 
Night after night. 
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Line after line. 
Equation after equation. 
So you would not break the way she was breaking. 
 
Jonas’ breath leaves him. 
 
KAEL. 
 
Younger. 
As her guardian. 
Bleeding. 
Pretending he could still stand. 
Elira wordlessly moving closer. 
Watching the hallway. 
Guarding him while he slept. 
 
MIRA. 
 
Mira cried in the supply closet,   
knees pulled to her chest,   
face buried in her hands,   
trying to breathe without making a sound. 
 
Elira found her. 
 
No words.   
No questions.   
No light. 
 
She just knelt down and touched Mira’s shoulder. 
 
Mira didn’t look up.   
Didn’t speak.   
Didn’t explain. 
 
She was too tired. 
 
Too empty. 
 
Too done. 
 
Elira slid her arms under her —   
slowly, carefully —   
and lifted her. 
 
Mira didn’t resist.   
Her body just folded into Elira’s,   
head against her collarbone,   
breathing uneven and exhausted. 
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By the time they reached Mira’s room,   
Mira was already half‑asleep,   
murmuring something that didn’t make sense. 
 
Elira laid her on the bed.   
Pulled the blanket over her.   
Brushed hair from her forehead. 
 
Mira’s eyes fluttered once,   
barely open,   
barely aware. 
 
She whispered something soft —   
not words,   
just a sound of someone who finally stopped fighting. 
 
Then she fell asleep. 
 
Deep.   
Heavy.   
Safe. 
 
Elira stayed a moment longer.   
Watching her breathing settle.   
Watching her face soften.   
Watching the tension leave her shoulders. 
 
Only when Mira looked peaceful again   
did Elira stand. 
 
She turned off the light.   
Closed the door quietly. 
 
And walked away   
as if nothing happened. 
 
Mira never knew how long Elira stayed. 
 
Elira never told her. 
 
 
NOAH. 
 
Noah didn’t fall apart in front of people. 
 
He fell apart outside. 
 
After missions.   
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After losses.   
After the kind of choices that leave stains no one else can see. 
 
He’d walk past the barracks,   
past the lights,   
past the noise,   
until he reached the far edge of the compound —   
where the fence met the dark. 
 
He’d stand there.   
Hands gripping the railing.   
Breathing like every inhale hurt. 
 
He didn’t want anyone to follow him. 
 
But Elira did. 
 
Not close.   
Not beside him. 
 
A few meters back.   
Sitting on a crate.   
Knees pulled up.   
Watching the sky, not him. 
 
She never said his name.   
Never asked what happened.   
Never tried to fix him. 
 
She just stayed. 
 
Sometimes he’d speak.   
Half sentences.   
Fragments. 
 
NOAH   
I should’ve done more. 
 
Or— 
 
NOAH   
I hesitated. 
 
Or nothing at all. 
 
And every time,   
when he finally turned to go,   
thinking she’d left— 
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she was still there. 
 
Quiet.   
Steady.   
Present. 
 
One night, he didn’t speak at all.   
He just stood there,   
shoulders shaking once —   
barely —   
like a man trying not to break. 
 
Elira walked to him. 
 
Slowly.   
Carefully.   
Like approaching something wounded. 
 
She didn’t touch him. 
 
She just stood beside him,   
close enough that their arms almost brushed. 
He didn’t look at her. 
 
He didn’t need to. 
 
Her presence was enough. 
 
Eventually, his breathing steadied.   
His hands loosened.   
His shoulders lowered. 
 
He whispered —   
not to her,   
not to the night,   
but to the part of himself he kept locked away: 
 
NOAH   
Don’t… leave. 
 
Elira didn’t answer. 
 
She didn’t need to. 
 
She stayed until he could breathe again.   
Until the shaking stopped.   
Until he could walk back on his own. 
 
He never thanked her. 
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She never asked him to. 
 
But he slept better on the nights she stayed. 
 
Noah’s breathing breaks. 
 
The memories stop. 
 
Silence. 
 
 
ORIGIN 
She learned your grief before you spoke it. 
 
A pause. 
Heavier now. 
Older. 
 
ORIGIN 
And every time you suffered— 
she carried a piece. 
 
Noah shuts his eyes. 
Mira cries openly now. 
Marko turns away. 
Jonas lowers his head. 
Kael cannot move. 
 
Because suddenly— 
they understand something unbearable. 
All those moments they thought she was distant. 
Silent. 
Detached. 
 
She was staying. 
Even while drowning. 
 
ORIGIN 
You believed you protected her. 
The chamber quiets. 
 
ORIGIN 
She spent her life protecting what was broken inside you. 
Silence. 
 
No one survives the sentence unchanged. 
 
Origin continues  gently. 

123 



 

 
 
ORIGIN 
She carried your failures as if they were her own. 
She carried your fear so you would not drown in it. 
She carried you— 
while believing she deserved none of you. 
 
Jonas shuts his eyes. 
Not to hide tears. 
To hide the guilt. 
Mira reaches for him but stops halfway — 
because she knows this is a wound he must feel. 
Marko looks away, jaw trembling. 
Kael stands frozen, absorbing every word. 
Noah lowers his forehead to Elira’s hair. 
 
ORIGIN 
She was not made for you to protect her. 
She was made to protect you. 
 
A silence. 
 
Then— 
 
ORIGIN 
And she did. 
 
Her eyelashes flutter softly, 
like she hears all of it 
from somewhere far away. 
 
--- 
 
THE SKY OPENS 
 
The impossible sky begins opening.   
Slowly.   
Like enormous curtains made of memory. 
 
A fracture appears overhead. 
Light. 
 
Real light. 
 
Cold.   
Blue.   
Morning. 
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For the first time—   
sky. 
 
Real sky. 
 
The team looks up.   
Speechless. 
 
Outside—   
beyond the collapsing barrier—   
the world exists. 
 
Mountains.   
Clouds.   
Wind.   
Distance. 
 
Wild.   
Uncontained.   
Beautiful.   
Terrifying.   
Alive. 
 
Thomas laughs once.   
Disbelieving.   
Almost crying. 
 
Jonas just stares. 
 
Kael removes his gloves.   
Feels cold air.   
Real cold.   
Not manufactured.   
Not monitored. 
 
Mira whispers— 
 
MIRA   
It’s real… 
 
The barrier cracks farther.   
Huge sections collapse into glowing dust. 
 
And suddenly—   
wind. 
 
Actual wind. 
 
Moving through their hair.   
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Their clothes.   
Their skin. 
 
The world breathing. 
 
--- 
 
BOARDING THE AIRCRAFT 
 
The aircraft hums awake.   
Its doors open.   
Warm light inside. 
 
Exhaustion hits them.   
Hard. 
 
Noah climbs in first.   
Still holding Elira. 
 
He sits.   
Careful.   
Too careful. 
 
Adjusts her against him.   
Like if he moves wrong—   
she disappears. 
 
Marko drops into a seat. 
Silent. 
Eyes half‑closed. 
He looks like he could sleep for a week. 
 
Kael stares out the opening.   
Thinking.   
Already calculating.   
Already afraid. 
 
Jonas pulls a blanket around Mira, who’s still crying quietly. 
He doesn’t say anything. 
He just sits beside her, shoulder touching hers, grounding her.But it isn’t just them. 
 
Virelle lowers herself next to Mira’s other side — slow, careful, like she’s afraid any sudden movement might shatter what’s 
left of the girl. 
She doesn’t speak either. 
She just rests her hand near Mira’s knee, not touching, just there, offering quiet presence the way medics do when words 
would only make things worse. 
 
Nobody speaks. 
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They are too tired to become people again. 
 
Ardent slumps into a seat near the cockpit with Harlan, 
helmet off, 
hair damp with sweat. 
He’s not barking orders. 
He’s not analyzing. 
He’s just…  
breathing. 
Barely. 
 
Eren & Lena sit pressed together, 
shoulder to shoulder, 
both asleep before the helicopter even lifts. 
Lena’s head rests on Eren’s shoulder. 
Eren’s chin rests on her hair. 
They look like children who finally stopped running. 
 
Dr. Voss is hunched over, 
Thinking. 
Eyes red. 
 
Dr. Leon is asleep sitting upright, 
head against the metal wall, 
arms crossed tightly, 
as if holding himself together. 
 
Elias and Luca sit shoulder‑to‑shoulder, 
both asleep, heads leaning against each other. 
 
Thomas sits beside Noah, 
close enough to touch, 
close enough to protect, 
close enough to feel the warmth of Elira against Noah’s chest. 
He doesn’t speak. 
He doesn’t move. 
He just watches her breathe. 
 
Outside—   
Origin remains. 
 
Not standing.   
Not watching. 
 
Present. 
 
The endless architecture dissolves into distance.   
Like memory returning underground. 
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The aircraft rises. 
 
The world spreads beneath them.   
Forests overtaking forgotten structures.   
Rivers swallowing ancient barriers.   
Clouds moving over things civilization forgot existed. 
 
Inside—   
warmth.   
Breathing.   
Life. 
 
Noah looks down. 
 
Elira hasn’t moved. 
 
He brushes hair from her face. 
 
A whisper. 
 
NOAH   
You scared the hell out of us. 
 
Nothing. 
 
Then— 
so small he almost misses it— 
her fingers twitch. 
 
Just once. 
 
Enough to make Thomas inhale sharply. 
Enough to make Mira stop crying. 
Enough to make Jonas freeze. 
Enough to make Kael turn his head. 
 
Still unconscious. 
But— 
there. 
Alive. 
The aircraft disappears into cloud. 
 
Hope hurts. 
 
But it’s there. 
 
--- 
 
ELIRA’S INNER WORLD 
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Darkness.   
Softness.   
A place between dreaming and memory. 
 
Elira stands alone. 
 
No pain.   
No noise.   
No fear. 
 
Only stillness. 
 
Then—   
warmth. 
 
Familiar.   
Older than childhood.   
Older than thought. 
 
She turns. 
 
Nothing there. 
 
And yet—   
everything. 
 
The feeling she knew before language.   
Before names.   
Before loneliness. 
 
ORIGIN   
Little rememberer. 
 
Elira closes her eyes. 
 
Something inside her finally rests. 
 
ORIGIN   
You carried too much. 
 
A pause.   
Ancient grief.   
Ancient affection. 
 
ORIGIN   
Sleep now.   
The world can wait. 
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For the first time—   
she does not resist. 
 
Darkness folds around her gently.   
Like home. 
A faint warmth.   
Something like a smile from something older than stars. 
 
ORIGIN   
Come back when you are ready.   
 
FADE OUT. 
 
Silence. 
 
Then— 
 
one final pulse. 
 
Deep beneath the Earth. 
 
Waiting. 
 
--- 
 
END. 
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