FADE IN:

EXT. DEEP SPACE

Endless darkness.

Thousands of distant stars illuminate the void like fragments of forgotten worlds.

Slowly, a massive structure emerges from the shadows.

THE SOLARIS.

A colossal syntharion warship drifting silently through space.
Ancient.
Majestic.
Almost godlike.

SYLARIS (V.O.)
I did not choose my power.

The Solaris moves through the stars, its metallic surface reflecting faint blue and gold light from a distant nebula.

SYLARIS (V.O.)
It was given to me.

FLASHES OF MEMORY:

— Golden towers rising above the clouds.
— Vast Elyrian cities glowing beneath alien skies.
— Children running through streets of white and gold.
— Massive structures powered by light itself.

SYLARIS (V.O.)
And when I finally accepted it...

A YOUNG BOY looks toward the sky.

Far away, something burns.

SYLARIS (V.O.)
...it changed my entire life.

The images become faster.

— Panic.
— Explosions.
— Sirens.
— Shadows descending from the heavens.
— Black mechanical silhouettes moving through fire and smoke.

SYLARIS (V.O.)
There was once a civilization older than anything humanity has ever known.

A glimpse of the ELYRIAN COUNCIL.

A glimpse of war.

A glimpse of death.

SYLARIS (V.O.)
We called ourselves... Elyrians.

A deafening metallic sound echoes through the darkness.

The skies above Aurelis begin to collapse.

SYLARIS (V.O.)
And we believed nothing could ever destroy us.

Suddenly —

ALARMS.

RED LIGHT floods the screen.

The vision of Aurelis disappears into darkness.

SYLARIS (V.O.)
We were wrong.

CUT TO:

INT. SOLARIS — MAIN OBSERVATION HALL

A gigantic panoramic window overlooks the endless stars.

Standing before it is SYLARIS.

Tall.
Calm.
Haunted.

The reflection of distant stars dances across his eyes as he stares into the void.

Behind him, syntharion symbols pulse softly along the metallic walls.

The chamber doors suddenly open.

A SYNTHARION OFFICER enters quickly, visibly tense.

SYNTHARION OFFICER
Commander... we've detected something.

Sylaris slowly turns toward him.

SYLARIS
What kind of signal?

The officer hesitates.

SYNTHARION OFFICER
Unknown origin.

(beat)

But the energy signature matches ancient Vorrath technology.

Silence.

The atmosphere in the room changes instantly.

SYLARIS (V.O.)
And now...

A holographic projection suddenly ignites across the chamber.

A frozen planet slowly rotates in the darkness.

EARTH.

Coordinates begin locking onto one location.

SIBERIA.

SYLARIS (V.O.)
...the ones who destroyed us...

The coordinates stop moving.

A deep warning tone echoes through Solaris.

SYLARIS (V.O.)
...I've found them again.

CUT TO BLACK.

TITLE CARD:

LEGACY OF ELYRIAN

INT. SOLARIS — MAIN COMMAND BRIDGE

A massive circular chamber filled with holographic displays and syntharion technology.

Outside the enormous forward window —

EARTH slowly rotates in the darkness of space.

Frozen clouds swirl above the northern hemisphere.

Dozens of SYNTHARION OFFICERS work in complete synchronization around the bridge.

At the center stands ADMIRAL RHEAGAR.

Tall.
Intimidating.
Disciplined.

Blue holographic projections illuminate his sharp features.

A warning signal pulses across the bridge.

One of the officers looks up immediately.

SYNTHARION OFFICER
Energy fluctuations increasing near the planet's northern sector.

RHEAGAR
Source?

Before the officer can answer —

A female voice suddenly fills the bridge.

Confident.
Smooth.
Almost amused.

LUX (O.S.)
Oh, this is bad.

Several officers exchange tired looks.

RHEAGAR closes his eyes for a moment.

RHEAGAR
Lux...

A holographic figure materializes above the center console.

LUX.

An elegant artificial intelligence formed from blue light.
Human in appearance, but slightly unnatural.
Too perfect.
Too aware.

She casually examines the incoming data floating around her.

LUX
No, really.
Ancient Vorrath energy signature hidden beneath a frozen planet inhabited by emotionally unstable primates?

(smiles)

What could possibly go wrong?

Several younger officers try not to react.

Rheagar remains completely serious.

RHEAGAR
Can you confirm the origin?

Lux moves her hand through the holograms.

The signal expands across the bridge.

Deep beneath SIBERIA —

An unknown structure pulses with dark energy.

LUX
Confirmed.

(beat)

The signal matches archived Vorrath frequencies with ninety-nine point eight percent accuracy.

Another pause.

LUX tilts her head slightly.

LUX
Which is honestly impressive considering most civilizations usually explode before leaving this much behind.

Rheagar ignores the comment.

RHEAGAR
How long has it been active?

LUX
Approximately fourteen minutes and twenty-two seconds.

(smirks)

So technically speaking, this is still everyone's fault except mine.

RHEAGAR
Where is Sylaris?

Lux glances toward the bridge entrance.

LUX
Listening.

The doors behind them slowly open.

Sylaris enters the bridge in silence.

Every officer immediately straightens.

The atmosphere changes instantly.

Lux watches him carefully for a brief moment.

For the first time, her expression softens slightly.

LUX
I assume you'd like the optimistic version first?

SYLARIS
There isn't one.

Lux smiles faintly.

LUX
Good.
I always hated lying to you.

The hologram of Earth rotates slowly between them.

Deep beneath Siberia —

The signal pulses again.

The holographic image of Siberia slowly rotates above the bridge.

Dark energy pulses beneath layers of ice and rock.

Silence fills the room for a moment.

Then —

SYLARIS
The plan is simple.

Several officers immediately look at him.

Lux already looks concerned.

Which, for an AI, is somehow even more sarcastic than usual.

SYLARIS
I go down alone.
I locate the source.
I determine whether the signal is active or abandoned.

LUX
Ah yes.

She folds her arms dramatically.

LUX
The legendary "recklessly throw Sylaris directly into danger" strategy.

(beat)

A timeless classic.

A few officers quietly lower their heads to hide their reactions.

Rheagar does not.

RHEAGAR
Commander, with all due respect, we don't know what's waiting beneath that ice.

SYLARIS
Exactly.

Sylaris steps closer to the hologram.

The frozen terrain reflects across his face.

SYLARIS
One unidentified man on Earth won't attract attention.

He points toward the signal.

SYLARIS
A syntharion squad descending from orbit will.

Lux raises a finger slightly.

LUX
To be fair, humans in 1938 are also significantly less prepared to emotionally process you.

Sylaris gives her a brief look.

She smiles innocently.

LUX
What?
You have dramatic energy.

Rheagar steps forward.

RHEAGAR
If Vorrath technology truly survived, then this could be a trap.

SYLARIS
Then it's a trap meant for me.

That answer silences the room.

Even Lux stops joking for a second.

Sylaris keeps his eyes fixed on the hologram.

SYLARIS
One person can move faster.
One person can stay invisible.

(beat)

And one person can do what an army cannot.

Rheagar studies him carefully.

He clearly dislikes the idea.

But he already knows the decision has been made.

RHEAGAR
How do you intend to reach the surface unnoticed?

Lux instantly answers before Sylaris can.

LUX
Oh, that's the easy part.

A new hologram appears beside Earth —

A sleek syntharion transport pod.

LUX
Minimal heat signature.
No detectable propulsion trail.
Practically invisible to human technology.

(smiles)

Honestly, the pod is safer than your plan.

SYLARIS
Prepare it.

RHEAGAR
Commander—

Sylaris finally looks directly at the admiral.

Calm.
Certain.

SYLARIS
I won't risk Solaris for this.

A long silence.

Then finally —

Rheagar lowers his head slightly.

Not as an officer.

As a sign of trust.

RHEAGAR
Your transport will be ready immediately.

Lux glances between them.

LUX
Well.

(claps softly once)

This feels emotionally unhealthy already.

The signal beneath Siberia pulses again.

Stronger this time.

INT. SOLARIS — PRIMARY HANGAR

An enormous metallic chamber illuminated by cold blue lights.

Rows of syntharion ships rest silently across the platform.

At the center of the hangar —

A sleek black TRANSPORT FIGHTER waits for launch.

Minimalistic.
Fast.
Built for infiltration rather than war.

Steam slowly rises beneath the craft as its systems power on.

Mechanics and syntharion technicians move around it with precise efficiency.

Sylaris walks across the platform toward the fighter.

Behind him —

Rheagar follows at a steady pace.

A holographic communication ring suddenly flickers near the ceiling.

Lux's voice echoes through the hangar speakers.

LUX (O.S.)
I still believe this plan deserves to be officially categorized as "deeply questionable."

SYLARIS
Noted.

LUX (O.S.)
Ignored, but noted.

Sylaris reaches the fighter.

The cockpit slowly opens with a hydraulic hiss.

Rheagar stops beside him.

RHEAGAR
Commander... this goes against all strategic logic.

Sylaris looks at the ship in silence for a moment.

Then —

SYLARIS
I'm not risking anyone else's life for this.

RHEAGAR
And your own?

Sylaris finally looks at him.

Calm.
Unshaken.

SYLARIS
That's my decision to make.

Rheagar exhales quietly, frustrated but unable to argue further.

Above them, Lux materializes briefly as a blue holographic projection near the fighter.

Relaxed as always.

LUX
Also, for the record...

She points toward Sylaris.

LUX
He's technically not going alone.

Sylaris raises an eyebrow slightly.

LUX smiles.

LUX
I will be maintaining constant communication between the fighter and Solaris.

(beat)

Which means I get the privilege of witnessing every terrible decision in real time.

SYLARIS
Comforting.

LUX
You're welcome.

She casually walks through the holographic display of the fighter schematics.

LUX
Navigation systems are synchronized.
Stealth protocols active.
Communication link stable.

(pauses)

And before you ask — yes, I also prepared three emergency extraction routes in case your "simple plan" becomes catastrophically complicated.

SYLARIS
You assume too much.

LUX
I know you too well.

That actually earns the faintest hint of a smile from Sylaris.

Rheagar notices it immediately.

And for a second, the tension on the hangar eases.

Then —

WARNING LIGHTS pulse softly across the chamber.

The signal from Siberia intensifies again.

Lux's expression shifts instantly.

LUX
The energy spike just increased by another twelve percent.

(serious now)

Whatever is down there...

it's waking up.

Sylaris steps into the fighter.

The cockpit closes around him.

Engines begin to hum with deep mechanical resonance.

Rheagar steps back slowly.

RHEAGAR
Good luck, Commander.

Sylaris activates the controls.

SYLARIS
Keep Solaris hidden.

LUX (O.S.)
Try not to die.
I dislike replacing important people.

The fighter lifts slowly off the platform.

Blue light floods beneath the craft.

Then —

BOOM.

The ship launches forward into the darkness of space.

EXT. EARTH ORBIT

The syntharion fighter tears through the upper atmosphere at impossible speed.

No fire.
No sonic boom.

Only a faint distortion in the clouds before the craft disappears into the frozen darkness below.

INT. SYNTHARION FIGHTER — COCKPIT

Blue holographic systems illuminate the cockpit.

Siberia rapidly expands across the navigation display.

LUX (V.O.)
Estimated arrival time: two minutes and thirty-four seconds.

(beat)

Human aviation technology truly is adorable in this century.

Sylaris remains focused on the frozen terrain ahead.

The fighter cuts through violent snowstorms effortlessly.

LUX (V.O.)
Surface temperature below minus forty degrees Celsius.

(pauses)

You know, normal people would already be dead.

SYLARIS
Good thing I'm not normal.

LUX (V.O.)
Debatable.

EXT. SIBERIA — NIGHT

Endless frozen wasteland.

Snowstorms tear across the icy plains beneath the pale moonlight.

Then —

The syntharion fighter descends silently between massive frozen cliffs.

Its surface bends light around itself.

Almost invisible.

The craft slowly settles behind layers of rock and ice.

A faint shimmer pulses across its hull.

OPTICAL CAMOUFLAGE ACTIVATED.

Within seconds —

The fighter disappears completely into the environment.

Only blowing snow remains.

The cockpit opens.

Sylaris steps out into the freezing storm.

The violent wind crashes against him —

—but he barely reacts.

Snow and frost move unnaturally around his body, subtly redirected by the presence of his water affinity.

He calmly scans the horizon.

Far in the distance —

LIGHTS.

Industrial.

Hidden between mountains of ice.

A FACILITY.

Half buried beneath the frozen terrain.

Smoke rises from hidden vents.

LUX (V.O.)
Well.

There it is.

Sylaris narrows his eyes slightly.

Through the storm, armed guards patrol the perimeter.

Old military vehicles.

Watchtowers.

Power generators.

But beneath all of it —

something darker pulses.

Even from here, he can feel it.

SYLARIS
The signal's stronger than before.

LUX (V.O.)
Yes, I noticed the horrifying ancient alien energy too.

(beat)

Very difficult to miss, honestly.

Sylaris begins moving toward the facility through the storm.

Silent.
Controlled.

LUX (V.O.)
So...

should I assume your brilliant strategy involves infiltrating the heavily armed secret base alone?

SYLARIS
Correct.

LUX (V.O.)
Ah.

A brief pause.

LUX (V.O.)
And eventually allowing yourself to get captured so they lead you directly to the source?

Sylaris says nothing.

Lux immediately sighs dramatically through the communicator.

LUX (V.O.)
Knew it.

SYLARIS
It saves time.

LUX (V.O.)
It also significantly increases your chances of being shot.

SYLARIS
They won't kill someone they don't understand.

LUX (V.O.)
That sentence feels historically dangerous.

Sylaris reaches the outer perimeter fence.

Hidden searchlights move slowly through the storm.

Beyond them —

the Siberian facility waits in silence.

EXT. SIBERIAN FACILITY — NIGHT

Snow crashes violently against the metal walls of the hidden base.

Searchlights cut through the storm.

Sylaris moves silently between shadows near the outer perimeter.

Unseen.

Several guards pass only meters away from him.

None of them notice.

INT. SIBERIAN FACILITY — LOWER CORRIDORS

Cold industrial hallways.

Dim lights flicker overhead.

Steam leaks from old pipes running across the ceiling.

Sylaris walks carefully through the facility, staying hidden behind machinery and storage containers.

Russian voices echo somewhere in the distance.

He stops near a reinforced observation window.

Inside —

A LABORATORY.

Doctors and scientists move frantically around strange black fragments placed across metal tables.

The fragments pulse faintly with dark energy.

Vorrath technology.

Human test subjects lie unconscious nearby, connected to primitive machines covered in wires and experimental equipment.

One of the scientists injects dark liquid into a prisoner's neck.

The man's body instantly convulses.

Bones crack violently.

The room erupts into panic.

Sylaris watches in silence.

His expression hardens.

LUX (V.O.)
I officially hate this place.

Sylaris continues moving.

He reaches another chamber.

Inside —

Blueprints.
Ancient symbols.
Energy readings.

And one symbol repeated everywhere.

A TORNADO split apart by a lightning strike.

Sylaris studies it carefully.

LUX (V.O.)
Unknown symbol detected across multiple sectors of the facility.

(beat)

Well, that's definitely not concerning at all.

Farther down the corridor —

A heavy reinforced door slowly opens.

Several armed soldiers escort a man through the hallway.

IGOR VOLKOV.

Mid-forties.
Cold eyes.
Military posture.

But there is obsession behind the calmness.

Sylaris watches him disappear deeper into the facility.

LUX (V.O.)
I assume that's our emotionally unstable scientist.

SYLARIS
Most likely.

He keeps watching the guards.

Thinking.

Calculating.

Then —

He steps out from the shadows.

Directly into the center of the corridor.

Instantly —

ALARMED SHOUTS.

Russian voices echo through the hall.

Weapons are raised immediately.

GUARD #1 (IN RUSSIAN)
Don't move!

Sylaris slowly raises his hands.

Completely calm.

LUX (V.O.)
Oh good.

Here comes the part where you intentionally surrender yourself to armed lunatics.

GUARD #2 (IN RUSSIAN)
Who are you?!

Sylaris says nothing.

The guards approach carefully.

Confused by how calm he is.

One of them roughly grabs his arm.

Sylaris allows it.

LUX (V.O.)
You know, most infiltration plans usually avoid this step.

SYLARIS
This one doesn't.

The guards force him down the corridor at gunpoint.

INT. SIBERIAN FACILITY — INTERROGATION SECTOR

Massive reinforced doors slide open.

Sylaris is pushed into a cold interrogation room.

Metal table.
Single hanging light.
Concrete walls.

The door SLAMS shut behind him.

Silence.

Lux speaks quietly through the communicator.

LUX (V.O.)
So.

(beat)

Still convinced this was the efficient approach?

Sylaris calmly sits down at the table.

SYLARIS
They're already bringing me to whoever's in charge.

Outside the room —

Heavy footsteps approach.

INT. SIBERIAN FACILITY — INTERROGATION ROOM

Cold white light hangs above the metal table.

Sylaris sits calmly in the chair.

Two armed soldiers stand behind him, rifles raised at all times.

Outside —

Heavy footsteps approach.

The reinforced door opens.

Three more soldiers enter first.

Then —

IGOR VOLKOV steps inside.

White military coat.
Sharp features.
Controlled movements.

The room immediately grows tense around him.

The door closes behind them.

Lux's voice quietly speaks through Sylaris' communicator.

LUX (V.O.)
Well...

(beat)

Igor Volkov.

Founder of a secret extremist organization hidden beneath Siberia.

(sarcastic)

And somehow he still has no idea he's interrogating the single worst person he could have possibly captured.

Volkov slowly approaches the table.

Studying Sylaris carefully.

IGOR VOLKOV
Who are you?

Sylaris looks directly at him.

Completely calm.

SYLARIS
Sylaris.

A brief silence.

One of the soldiers exchanges a confused glance with another.

Volkov narrows his eyes slightly.

IGOR VOLKOV
That's not a Russian name.

SYLARIS
No.

Volkov slowly circles the table.

IGOR VOLKOV
How did you enter this facility?

No response.

IGOR VOLKOV
Who sent you?

Still nothing.

Volkov leans slightly closer.

IGOR VOLKOV
What did you see?

Sylaris finally looks directly into his eyes.

And everything changes.

Silence fills the room.

The air itself feels heavier.

Lux notices it instantly.

LUX (V.O.)
Oh.

There it is.

Sylaris' voice becomes quieter.

Controlled.

Almost gentle.

SYLARIS
Tell me who you are.

Volkov freezes.

His expression slowly empties.

The soldiers immediately notice something is wrong.

IGOR VOLKOV
My name is Igor Volkov.

His voice becomes emotionless.

Automatic.

IGOR VOLKOV
I lead an organization known as the Black Call.

One of the guards looks confused.

GUARD #1
Sir...?

Volkov continues speaking.

Unable to stop.

IGOR VOLKOV
We were formed through hidden cooperation between factions inside Germany, Russia, and the United States.

The soldiers stare at him in disbelief.

IGOR VOLKOV
Governments fear chaos.
Fear freedom.
Fear what humanity becomes without control.

Volkov slowly turns toward Sylaris like a machine obeying commands.

IGOR VOLKOV
The Black Call exists to create order.

(beat)

Absolute order.

Sylaris listens silently.

IGOR VOLKOV
We discovered ancient technology beneath the Siberian ice.

Technology left behind by beings far beyond humanity.

Vorrath.

The room becomes completely silent.

Even the guards seem disturbed hearing the name.

IGOR VOLKOV
Their knowledge will allow us to evolve humanity beyond emotion...
beyond weakness...
beyond free will.

Lux almost sounds offended.

LUX (V.O.)
Well that's aggressively disturbing.

Volkov keeps speaking.

Revealing everything.

Facilities.
Experiments.
Human testing.
Future operations.

The guards look increasingly horrified.

None of them understand why their commander is exposing everything.

Finally —

Volkov stops.

Silence.

Then suddenly —

He blinks.

Reality crashes back into him.

Confusion.

Fear.

He slowly realizes what just happened.

IGOR VOLKOV
What...?

He looks around at his own soldiers.

Then back at Sylaris.

And panic finally appears in his eyes.

IGOR VOLKOV
Kill him!

Instantly —

The soldiers raise their rifles and FIRE.

But the bullets stop in midair.

Frozen.

Suspended inches from Sylaris.

The entire room goes silent.

The soldiers stare in horror.

Sylaris slowly stands.

Every bullet remains floating around him.

LUX (V.O.)
Okay.
Now they understand why this was a terrible idea.

Volkov backs away in shock.

IGOR VOLKOV
What are you...?

Sylaris raises his hand slightly.

BOOM.

An invisible force SLAMS the soldiers violently into the concrete walls.

Weapons crash across the floor.

The lights flicker violently.

Volkov stumbles backward toward the exit.

Terrified.

He runs.

The reinforced door opens behind him —

and Igor Volkov disappears into the corridor.

Sylaris calmly lowers his hand.

The bullets fall harmlessly onto the metal floor.

CLINK.
CLINK.
CLINK.

Silence.

LUX (V.O.)
So...

(beat)

I'm guessing stealth mode is officially over now?

INT. SIBERIAN FACILITY — INTERROGATION ROOM

The unconscious soldiers slowly slide down the cracked concrete walls.

Alarm sirens suddenly erupt across the entire facility.

RED WARNING LIGHTS begin flashing overhead.

The reinforced interrogation door locks automatically.

Sylaris watches the entrance for a brief moment.

Unimpressed.

LUX (V.O.)
Well.
Your cover lasted longer than I expected.

SYLARIS
Locate the signal.

Instantly, holographic coordinates appear inside his communicator display.

LUX (V.O.)
Tracking now.

A detailed scan of the underground facility rapidly forms.

Multiple sectors.
Energy routes.
Hidden chambers.

Then —

A massive pulsing source appears deep beneath the base.

LUX (V.O.)
Found it.

(beat)

And I really wish I hadn't.

INT. SIBERIAN FACILITY — CONTROL CENTER

Dozens of operators panic around glowing consoles.

Russian voices overlap chaotically.

Igor Volkov storms into the room.

Furious.
Shaken.

IGOR VOLKOV
Activate the preparation sequence immediately!

One of the technicians hesitates.

TECHNICIAN
Sir, the core isn't stable—

IGOR VOLKOV
DO IT!

The entire facility trembles.

Deep underground —

Something awakens.

INT. INTERROGATION ROOM

Sylaris calmly places his hand against the concrete wall beside him.

The ground vibrates.

Cracks rapidly spread across the surface.

LUX (V.O.)
You know, doors usually exist for a reason.

Without reacting —

Sylaris closes his fist.

BOOM.

The entire wall explodes outward in a violent wave of stone and metal.

Dust fills the corridor beyond.

Sylaris immediately steps through the разрушенный wall.

INT. SIBERIAN FACILITY — LOWER CORRIDORS

Chaos.

Armed soldiers flood the corridors.

The moment they see him —

GUNFIRE erupts.

Sylaris raises his hand.

An invisible telekinetic force tears rifles from their hands instantly.

Weapons crash into ceilings and walls.

Another soldier fires blindly.

Sylaris redirects the bullets midair.

The rounds slam harmlessly into pipes above the corridor.

Steam explodes everywhere.

LUX (V.O.)
Left corridor.
Thirty meters ahead.

Sylaris moves through the chaos with terrifying calmness.

A soldier charges toward him.

Sylaris thrusts his hand forward —

The man is violently thrown across the corridor into reinforced steel doors.

More guards appear ahead.

Sylaris stomps his foot against the floor.

The metal beneath them bends upward as stone erupts through the corridor, throwing the soldiers off balance.

LUX (V.O.)
Reminder:
our objective is the Vorrath core.

(pauses)

Not redecorating Siberia.

SYLARIS
Working on it.

INT. SIBERIAN FACILITY — VORRATH CORE CHAMBER

Massive reinforced doors slide open.

Sylaris stops immediately.

Before him —

THE VORRATH COMPUTER.

Gigantic.
Ancient.
Terrifying.

Black metallic structures pulse with dark energy across the chamber.

The machine feels alive.

Cables spread through the walls like veins.

Symbols move across its surface in an unknown language.

Even Lux becomes quieter.

LUX (V.O.)
Oh...

A long pause.

LUX (V.O.)
I genuinely hate that thing.

Dark energy pulses through the chamber.

The machine slowly begins activating.

LUX (V.O.)
Beginning data extraction now.

Blue syntharion code rapidly floods across Sylaris' communicator.

LUX (V.O.)
Copying all recovered files from the Russian systems.

(pauses)

Experiments.
Research logs.
Black Call operations.

Another pulse shakes the chamber.

LUX (V.O.)
And unfortunately...
they learned far too much.

Sylaris slowly approaches the core.

The machine emits a deep mechanical sound.

Almost aware of his presence.

LUX (V.O.)
Data transfer complete.

Sylaris places his hand directly against the black metallic surface.

Then —

The metal begins shifting unnaturally around his arm.

Earth and mineral structures inside the alloy separate under his control.

His hand phases directly through the outer shell.

LUX (V.O.)
Please tell me you're about to do something dramatic.

Sylaris says nothing.

His eyes harden.

Then —

He drives his fist directly into the heart of the machine.

BOOM.

A catastrophic shockwave erupts through the chamber.

Dark energy explodes across the walls.

The Vorrath computer begins collapsing from within.

ALARMS scream louder than before.

Entire sections of the facility start failing instantly.

LUX (V.O.)
Excellent.
You've officially destroyed the ancient nightmare machine.

(beat)

Now RUN.

INT. SIBERIAN FACILITY — ESCAPE CORRIDORS

Emergency lights flicker violently.

Pipes burst overhead.

The entire base begins collapsing around him.

LUX rapidly projects a route through his communicator.

LUX (V.O.)
Hangar sector ahead.
Eastern passage.
Move.

Sylaris sprints through the collapsing corridors.

Behind him —

The dark energy of the dying Vorrath core consumes the facility.

INT. SIBERIAN FACILITY — MAIN HANGAR

The entire structure shakes violently.

Emergency sirens scream across the collapsing base.

Sparks rain from the ceiling.

Sylaris bursts into the massive underground hangar as armed soldiers immediately open fire.

Without slowing down —

He raises his hand.

The rifles are ripped violently from their grip by telekinesis and hurled across the chamber.

Another group rushes him from the side.

Sylaris thrusts both hands forward.

An invisible force slams the soldiers across the hangar floor like ragdolls.

LUX (V.O.)
Multiple structural failures detected.

(pauses)

Which I suppose means we're officially past the "subtle infiltration" phase.

SYLARIS
Open the exit.

Above him —

Massive reinforced hangar doors remain sealed near the top of the chamber.

No visible way out.

LUX (V.O.)
Already working on it.

Sylaris looks upward.

Then down at his feet.

Flames slowly ignite beneath him.

Controlled.
Focused.

The fire spirals around his legs like living energy.

Several surviving soldiers stare in shock.

LUX (V.O.)
You know, humans in this century are absolutely not prepared for this visual.

Suddenly —

BOOM.

A blast of fire erupts beneath Sylaris.

He launches upward through the hangar like a living rocket.

The flames beneath him propel him rapidly toward the ceiling.

At the same time —

The gigantic hangar doors begin opening remotely.

Metal groans violently as freezing Siberian wind floods the chamber.

Snow explodes inward.

LUX (V.O.)
Hangar access overridden.

(pauses proudly)

Also deleting all syntharion traces from their systems permanently.

A dozen computer screens across the facility suddenly go black.

Data erased.
Records destroyed.
Evidence gone.

LUX (V.O.)
Good luck explaining any of this to future historians.

Sylaris reaches the upper platform near the opening —

Then stops.

Standing directly in his path —

A MAN.

Thin.
Severely dehydrated.
Barely human anymore.

Dark veins spread beneath his skin.

His eyes burn with unstable orange light.

The man stares at Sylaris with desperation and madness.

Then suddenly —

FIRE erupts from his hands.

The flames surge violently across the hangar toward Sylaris.

LUX (V.O.)
Oh.
That's new.

Sylaris barely moves.

The fire crashes around him harmlessly.

He instantly understands.

Experimentation.

The man screams and forces even more flames from his body.

Too much.

His unstable power spirals out of control.

The fire intensifies beyond what his body can endure.

Skin begins burning.

Veins rupture beneath the heat.

LUX (V.O.)
He's overloading himself.

The man lets out one final scream —

Then his own flames consume him completely.

Within seconds —

Only ash remains on the metal floor.

Silence.

Sylaris watches the remains without satisfaction.

Only sadness.

LUX speaks more quietly now.

LUX (V.O.)
They turned him into a weapon.

Sylaris looks toward the collapsing facility behind him.

SYLARIS
No.

(beat)

They tried to.

The entire hangar begins collapsing.

Lux immediately snaps back into focus.

LUX (V.O.)
Emotional reflection later.
Immediate survival now.

Your fighter is still cloaked outside the eastern ridge.

Sylaris looks once more at the ashes on the floor.

Then —

He launches upward through the open hangar into the freezing Siberian storm as the facility collapses beneath him.

EXT. SIBERIAN FACILITY — NIGHT

The frozen complex collapses beneath the storm.

Explosions erupt across the mountainside as fire and smoke rise into the Siberian sky.

Sylaris lands briefly atop a frozen ridge overlooking the facility.

Then —

LOUDSPEAKERS across the entire base suddenly activate.

Igor Volkov's voice echoes through the mountains in Russian.

IGOR VOLKOV (V.O.) (IN RUSSIAN)
All units engage immediately!
Do not let him escape!
Kill him!

Searchlights instantly lock onto Sylaris.

Moments later —

Massive hangar doors across the surrounding cliffs burst open.

TANKS roll out onto the snow.

Dozens of armed soldiers flood the battlefield from every direction.

Gunfire erupts immediately.

Even Sylaris looks briefly surprised.

LUX (V.O.)
Well...

(beat)

Apparently they took the destruction of their ancient apocalypse machine personally.

Explosions tear through the snow around him.

Missiles launch from the tanks.

Sylaris looks around once.

Calculating.

Then —

The wind around him begins to change.

Snow spirals violently outward.

A massive vortex of air forms beneath his body, spinning faster and faster around his waist and legs.

The storm itself bends around him.

LUX instantly recognizes what's happening.

LUX (V.O.)
Oh no.

(pauses)

You're doing the dangerous one.

Sylaris slowly rises into the air.

Higher.

Higher.

The vortex beneath him becomes enormous.

Flames ignite inside the spinning wind.

Blue and orange fire merge into the storm.

The soldiers below stop firing.

Some stare upward in terror.

The tanks continue advancing.

Sylaris reaches the center of the blizzard above the battlefield.

His eyes harden.

Then —

SYLARIS
NAPALM DEATH.

BOOM.

The vortex explodes.

Hundreds of flaming projectiles erupt outward in every direction like meteor showers.

Entire sections of the battlefield vanish beneath waves of fire.

Tanks explode instantly.

Shockwaves tear through the snow and ice.

Soldiers are thrown violently across the frozen terrain.

The mountain itself trembles beneath the impact.

Firestorms consume everything around the facility.

From above —

It looks like the end of the world.

INT. SIBERIAN FACILITY — CONTROL CENTER

Chaos everywhere.

Operators scream as systems fail around them.

But Igor Volkov doesn't move.

He stares at the burning battlefield through the massive observation window.

Completely mesmerized.

Obsessed.

IGOR VOLKOV
Incredible...

The flames reflect in his eyes.

IGOR VOLKOV
Not a weapon...

(whispers)

A god.

One of the terrified technicians looks at him.

TECHNICIAN
Sir, the facility is collapsing!

But Volkov barely hears him.

His eyes remain locked on Sylaris in the storm.

IGOR VOLKOV
We will recreate him.

(beat)

No matter the cost.

Outside —

The battlefield burns.

Nothing remains standing.

Snow melts beneath rivers of fire.

Sylaris slowly descends back onto the frozen ridge.

Breathing heavily.

Not proud.

Only exhausted.

LUX (V.O.)
You know...

(pauses)

Every time you use that attack, I feel professionally obligated to remind you how catastrophically unsafe it is.

Sylaris looks back once at the burning ruins.

Then turns away.

Far ahead —

A faint shimmer reveals the hidden syntharion fighter beneath its optical camouflage.

The cockpit opens automatically as he approaches.

LUX (V.O.)
Solaris is preparing your return trajectory now.

Sylaris enters the fighter silently.

The cockpit seals around him.

Moments later —

The engines ignite.

The fighter launches upward into the storm and disappears into the night sky as the Siberian facility burns below.

INT. SOLARIS — MAIN COMMAND BRIDGE

The syntharion fighter docks inside the station with a deep metallic hum.

Moments later —

The bridge doors open.

Sylaris enters.

Smoke stains parts of his coat from the battle beneath Siberia.

The entire command crew immediately turns toward him.

Rheagar steps forward first.

RHEAGAR
Report.

Sylaris walks toward the central holographic table.

Earth still rotates above the projection systems.

SYLARIS
The signal originated from an active Vorrath core hidden beneath Siberia.

The bridge immediately falls silent.

SYLARIS
A human organization calling itself the Black Call recovered the technology years ago.

Lux materializes beside the hologram.

More serious now than before.

LUX
Their leader is Igor Volkov.

A new holographic profile appears above the table.

IGOR VOLKOV.

LUX
Extremely intelligent.
Deeply unstable.
Uncomfortably ambitious.

(beat)

Honestly, he feels like the type of person history books usually regret.

Sylaris continues.

SYLARIS
They've already begun experimenting on humans using Vorrath energy.

Several officers exchange worried looks.

SYLARIS
And they're trying to build an ideology around it.

RHEAGAR
What kind of ideology?

Sylaris looks directly at the hologram of Earth.

SYLARIS
Control.

(beat)

Absolute control.

The bridge grows quiet again.

Lux lowers her eyes slightly.

SYLARIS
The Vorrath core has been destroyed.

LUX
Along with approximately ninety percent of the facility.

(pauses)

The remaining ten percent is currently on fire.

Rheagar exhales slowly.

Relieved.

But Sylaris doesn't look relieved at all.

RHEAGAR
Then it's over.

Sylaris looks at him.

And for the first time since returning —

there is uncertainty in his expression.

SYLARIS
No.

(beat)

It's only beginning.

Silence.

The hologram of Earth slowly rotates between them.

Then —

CUT TO:

EXT. DEEP SPACE

Solaris drifts silently through the stars.

SYLARIS (V.O.)
I thought destroying the Vorrath technology would end everything before it truly began.

A brief pause.

SYLARIS (V.O.)
I was wrong.

Earth slowly fills the screen.

Then —

FADE TO BLACK.

SYLARIS (V.O.)
Because my story...

(beat)

...was only just beginning.

A short silence.

Then suddenly —

SYLARIS (V.O.)
Seventy-four years later.

CUT TO:

EXT. SMALL TOWN — NIGHT — 2012

BOOM.

A violent explosion of elemental energy erupts through a forest.
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TO BE CONTINUED
