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FADE IN:

EXT. CHIHUAHUA DESERT - MEXICO - DAWN
AERIAL SHOT — sweeping high above the Sierra de Naica.

The drone of wind and distant cicadas gives way to a rising
hum—unnatural, harmonic, almost musical.

The camera soars over parched red earth, pockmarked with
ancient mining scars, abandoned vehicles, and rusted
equipment half-swallowed by dust. But one structure remains
pristine: a newly built black facility with mirrored panels,
perched like an obsidian scarab on the mountain’s shoulder.
The AEON Institute.

The shot dips lower, catching glints of solar arrays, cooling
towers, satellite dishes aimed not at the sky-but at the
ground.

Beneath it all: the unseen cathedral.

CAMERA CONTINUES DESCENDING..

Through layers of rock, metal, and time..

INT. NAICA MINE - SHAFT ELEVATOR - CONTINUOUS

A lone ELEVATOR CAGE creaks downward. We descend with it, our
view fixed on the MINER inside—face bathed in red emergency
light, expression stoic. He clutches an industrial tablet,
which flickers with error codes and radiation warnings.
Sparks snap.

Humidity wraps around him like a wet shroud.

INT. CAVE OF THE CRYSTALS - CONTINUOUS
The elevator gate CLANGS open—and the miner steps into myth.
WIDE SHOT:

A vast underground chamber explodes into view—titanic
selenite crystals, jutting from the ground and walls like the
shattered bones of sleeping gods. Some stretch 40 feet.
Others hang overhead like crystalline blades, suspended in
heat.



The camera floats past them, reverently.

Light from the miner’s headlamp fractures into spectral
rainbows. Steam rises from fissures like dragon breath.

There is no wind. No time. Only the hum.
The cave is alive.

One massive crystal begins to faintly pulse—a steady beat,
like the rhythm of an ancient heart.

The miner freezes, eyes wide. He reaches out,
mesmerized—fingertips almost grazing the warm crystal
surface.

Suddenly, the crystal emits a low chime—deep, ancient,
sentient.

The light in the chamber flickers.

EXT. AEON LANDING SITE - ABOVE THE MINE - LATER

A HELICOPTER slices across the dawn sky, kicking up a
sandstorm as it descends.

ADR. ADRIEN VOSS steps off, trench coat whipping behind him.
He's cold steel in human form—equal parts tech titan and
grieving father. A man on a mission that’s eating him alive.

He gazes toward the ground. Toward something no one can
see—but he feels it.

His assistant approaches, tablet in hand.
ASSISTANT
Sir. All systems online. Project
ORION is ready.
ADRIEN (QUIETLY, TO HIMSELF)
Let’s see if the Earth remembers
us.
He begins walking toward the facility—away from the sky,
toward the deepest place on Earth.
INT. CAVE OF THE CRYSTALS - DEEP CHAMBER - SIMULTANEOUS

A crystal shivers. Another hums.

The pulses increase—subtle at first, but growing.



3.

Across their surface, glimmering glyphs appear for the first
time in millennia—language not of Earth, not of any one
species.

A child’s voice echoes faintly, impossibly:
"Daddy..."
CUT TO BLACK.

TITLE CARD:

THE CRYSTAL CODE

INT. AEON FIELD LAB - ABOVE NAICA MINE - MORNING

The lab is sleek, minimalist, cold. Steel walls, glass
partitions, and a massive digital wall-map showing seismic
activity, magnetic interference, and a slowly expanding
geometric waveform—all centered beneath the facility: the
cave.

A sterile hum fills the space. Robotic arms tend to
instruments. A custom-built AI core glows faintly in the
corner—SERAPH, not yet online.

DR. ADRIEN VOSS, still wearing dust from the landing, stands
in front of a glass window overlooking the cave entrance,
arms crossed, lost in thought.

A voice cuts through the silence.

LENA AYALA (0.S.)
You know the Hopi called it the
"Heart of the Earth"?

Adrien doesn’t turn around. His reflection in the glass
hardens.

ADRIEN
I call it a geological freak show
with a temperature high enough to
melt your lungs.

LENA (APPROACHING, UNBOTHERED)
You always this romantic?

ADRIEN (DRY)
Only before coffee.



She hands him a folder, worn and dust-covered. Inside are
ancient cave sketches, tribal symbols, and overlapping
thermal scans.

LENA
This is the original map drawn by
the Tarahumara shamans. They
believed the crystals held
ancestral voices. Not myths—memory.

ADRIEN (SCANNING THE DATA)
And this... is why academia laughed
you off the stage.

LENA (WITH CALM FIRE)
And yet here we are. In your
billion-dollar bunker. Running from
facts you can't explain.

Adrien closes the folder, eyes now on the monitor wall, where
Zoe's latest MRI is frozen onscreen like a ghost.

ADRIEN (QUIETLY)
I'm not here for ghosts. I'm here
for a cure.

Lena watches him. She sees it now—the grief buried beneath
arrogance.

INT. MAIN TUNNEL - CUEVA DE LOS CRISTALES - DAY

The passage narrows. Walls glisten with moisture. Every
surface pulses with refracted light from headlamps.

Adrien ducks beneath a jagged selenite column, eyes wide.
Lena leads the way, sweat on her brow, voice echoing.
LENA
Keep low. Everything in here is
sharp enough to gut a man or
refract light through your spine.
Adrien squints through the shimmering heat.
ADRIEN

Feels like walking through a
cathedral made of knives.



LENA
Cathedral’s not far off. Locals
call it “The Devil’s Cathedral.”
But this place—Cueva de los
Cristales—was discovered in 2000.
By accident.

She gestures toward a collapsed tunnel entrance, now sealed
with steel beams.

LENA (CONT'D)

Mining crew drilling for silver
broke into a thermal pocket. 58°C.
100% humidity. And these
things—selenite crystals the size
of subway cars—were just waiting
here.

Adrien brushes his gloved hand across a massive, translucent
shard.

ADRIEN
How is this even possible?

LENA
Hydrothermal fluids. Saturated with
anhydrite. Then they cooled.
Slowly. Over hundreds of thousands
of years. Time and pressure formed
a lattice no one thought could
exist on Earth’s surface.

Beat.

ADRIEN
But... that’s not the full story,
is it?

Lena turns. Her flashlight beam slices across the
wall-revealing ancient indigenous markings beneath the
crystal skin.

LENA
No. It’s not.

LENA (CONT'D)
The Raramuri people had stories
about this cave long before it was
uncovered. Said it was a sleeping
mouth—that if opened, would speak
the names of stars that hadn’'t
formed yet.

Adrien stiffens.



LENA (CONT'D)
Geologists don't like that part. It
ruins the charts.

ADRIEN
But you believe it?

LENA
I believe a lot of things I can't
write in a grant proposal.

She stops. They reach a natural platform, overlooking the
heart of the cavern. Crystals erupt like frozen lightning
bolts.

LENA (CONT'D)
See that one?

She points to a crystal cluster shaped like an omega symbol.

LENA (CONT'D)
EM emissions spike every 18 days
around that formation. No cause. No
explanation. Not even a pattern we
can model.

Adrien exhales, captivated.

ADRIEN
You think it’s alive?

LENA
I think it's remembering something.
Maybe... waiting for someone.

They both stare in silence.

Then Lena’s radio buzzes.

REYES (V.0.) (FROM COMMS)

Dr. Torres. You'd better get to the med station. We’ve got...
something.

LENA (INTO RADIO)
Define "something."

REYES (V.O.)
Your VIP's daughter just collapsed.

Adrien goes pale.



ADRIEN
Zoe—

He turns, running back toward the lift.
LENA (TO HERSELF, UNDER BREATH)

And it begins again.

INT. MEDICAL BAY - CONTINUOUS

A small, pristine white room. ZOE VOSS, 12, frail but bright-
eyed, sketches in a notebook. The drawings are precise,
otherworldly geometric patterns, echoing the cave’s crystal
lattices. She hums softly to herself-the same harmonic note
the crystals emitted earlier.

Adrien enters, his posture softens. He kneels beside her.

ADRIEN
Hey, bug. Making another
masterpiece?

ZOE (WITHOUT LOOKING UP)
They're not drawings, Daddy.
They're instructions.

ADRIEN (GENTLE BUT WORRIED)
Instructions for what?

She looks up—dead serious, older than her years.

Z0OE
For the machine. The one under the
ground. It’s talking to me.

Beat. Adrien blinks. No response. Just a faint tremor in his
breath.

INT. LAB CONTROL ROOM - MOMENTS LATER

Dr. Yi Tanaka, mid-40s, physicist and EM field specialist,
reviews incoming frequency data. Lena walks in, still
flipping through the folder.

DR. TANAKA (DEADPAN)
Tell me you didn’t give the boss
another witch doctor scrapbook.



LENA
You’'re welcome to go back to
particle colliders and Nobel
dreams. Me, I’'ll take the talking
crystals.

DR. TANAKA
Crystals don’t talk.

The data screen glitches. Spikes. A waveform begins to
build—faint, rhythmic.

LENA (WITHOUT TURNING)
Then what's that?

They both stare as the waveform stabilizes—a perfect
Fibonacci spiral.

TANAKA
«...0h, hell.

INT. ZOE'S ROOM - SAME TIME
Zoe looks up from her drawing.
ZOE (SOFTLY)

They're waking up.

INT. AEON MEDBAY - NIGHT

The lighting is low. Monitors emit a soft blue glow. Outside
the window, the desert sleeps. Inside, ZOE lies on a medical
cot—tubes in her arms, electrodes faintly glowing from her
scalp.

Her breath is labored but calm. Her skin pale, but her eyes
glow with a strange alertness.

DR. ADRIEN VOSS sits beside her, one hand holding hers. In
the other, a tablet—scrolling through medical scans, charts,
and failed treatments.

ZOE
Still trying to fix me?

ADRIEN (GENTLY)
Always.

Z0OE
What if I’'m not broken?

That lands. Adrien sets the tablet down.



ADRIEN
The doctors say it’s a neural
demyelination syndrome. Your
brain’s synaptic pathways are
breaking down faster than they can

repair.
ZOE
But the MRI showed something else,
didn’t it?
ADRIEN (BEAT)
It did.
ZOE
Show me.

Adrien hesitates.. then pulls up a recent scan.

ON TABLET SCREEN:

A standard brain scan—then overlayed with patterns of
electrical activity spiking in non-standard regions, forming
near-perfect spirals.

ZOE (POINTING)
See? That'’s not decay. That’s...
change.

ADRIEN (STUDYING HER)
You're exhibiting patterns we don’'t
even see in adult savants. Memory
recall, frequency mapping, symbolic
recognition..

ZOE (SMIRKING)
So, I'm mutating?

ADRIEN (DRY)
More like.. evolving.

He tries to smile. She doesn't return it.

ZOE
You didn’t bring me here to heal
me.

You brought me here because you think I'm the key.

ADRIEN (CRUSHED, QUIET)
I brought you here because no one
else can hear what I do... and it
terrifies me.
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FLASH INSERT - ZOE’S P.0.V. (HALLUCINATION / VISION)
A glimpse: a massive glowing crystal pulsing like a heart,
surrounded by seven figures, their faces obscured by shifting
light.
They speak—not in words, but feelings.
BACK TO SCENE
Zoe blinks, tears forming.
ZOE
They're waiting for you, Dad. But

they talk to me first.

ADRIEN (BARELY A WHISPER)
What do they say?

ZOE (CLOSING HER EYES)
That I have to die to finish what
they started.
Adrien’s jaw clenches. Rage and helplessness mixing in his
eyes. He grips her hand tighter—as if trying to hold her in
this world.

ADRTIEN
Not on my watch.

The screen flickers.

ON MONITOR:
Her neural activity spikes again—waves that resemble
crystalline structures. A soft chime emits from her vitals.
Almost melodic.

Zoe smiles faintly.

ZOE
It's starting.

FLASHBACK SEQUENCE
TITLE CARD: 18 Months Earlier
INT. VOSS FAMILY PENTHOUSE - SAN FRANCISCO - NIGHT

A sleek, architectural marvel of glass and light. Screens
glow on every surface. The skyline shimmers outside.
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The space is cold, modern... but there's a child’s touch:
coloring books, a tiny telescope, a stuffed narwhal named
“Tuskie” on the couch.

ZOE V0SS, 10, energetic and curious, is on the floor
drawing—her page filled with strange geometric spirals, way
too perfect for a child her age.

DR. ADRIEN VOSS, 40s, confident and in his prime, paces in
front of a live interview setup. He'’s prepping for a
livestream—suit jacket sharp, face rehearsed.

On the screen, a headline:

“The Mind of God: Adrien Voss and the Future of Sentient AI”

PRODUCER (V.0.) (IN HIS EARPIECE)
Going live in five.. four..
Adrien turns to Zoe.

ADRIEN (SMILING)
You good, bug?

ZOE (GRINNING)
Always. I made you a pattern!

She holds up the drawing—perfect crystalline lines in golden
ink. Adrien’s smile falters for a second.

ADRIEN
That’s... beautiful. Where’d you
learn that?

ZOE (SHRUGS)
I didn’'t. It just.. came to me.

Adrien looks at the page. Something about the symmetry
bothers him. Then-—

ZOE (QUIETLY, DAZED) (CONT'D)
Do you hear that?

ADRIEN
Hear what?

She stands up too fast. Stumbles.
ZOE (FRIGHTENED)

It’'s buzzing. In my head. And the
lights are... moving funny.
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Suddenly—her body locks up. Her eyes roll back. She seizes
and collapses.

ADRIEN
ZOE!

INT. HOSPITAL - ICU ROOM - LATER

Adrien stands in scrubs, sleepless, shaken. Medical monitors
flicker with unreadable brainwaves.

A team of NEUROLOGISTS argues quietly.

DOCTOR #1
It’'s not epilepsy. Her brain is
activating sectors we don’'t even
chart—areas tied to.. syntactic
abstraction.

DOCTOR #2
She’s creating language?

DOCTOR #1
Or receiving it.

INT. VOSS HOME - ADRIEN’S OFFICE - WEEKS LATER

A wall of screens, each one filled with scans, EEG data,
Zoe's sketches, satellite resonance maps, ancient glyphs.

Adrien is alone—disheveled, obsessive, hunched over the desk.

A massive crystal structure (a simulation) rotates on screen,
overlaid with Zoe’s neural activity.

AI ASSISTANT (V.O.)
Would you like to continue the
correlation test between Zoe's
waveforms and the Sumerian lunar
frequency pattern?

ADRIEN (QUIETLY)
Run it again. Triple sample. Cross-
reference the Lascaux glyphs.

He'’'s not just trying to heal her anymore. He'’s starting to
believe.
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INT. ZOE'S ROOM - SAME NIGHT

Zoe sleeps, monitored, hooked up to electrodes. The geometric
spiral is back on her wall-not drawn... burned into the paper
with some unknown chemical compound.

The screen glitches.

A soft, low crystal chime hums from the speaker for just a
moment.

Zoe smiles in her sleep.

FLASH TO
PRESENT:

INT. AEON LAB - BACK TO ADRIEN - NIGHT

Adrien stares at a replica of Zoe'’'s first drawing, now
digitized and etched into a crystal surface in the lab. He
touches it, breath trembling.

ADRIEN (V.O0.)
The sickness wasn’t random.

It was... an invitation.

INT. AEON LAB - “CRYSTAL INTERFACE CHAMBER"” - NIGHT

A dark, cooled room bathed in blue and infrared light.
Massive selenite samples from the cave are mounted upright
like monoliths inside sealed cases. Dozens of
sensors—thermal, electromagnetic, vibrational—are wired into
each.

A high-speed laser array sweeps across the largest
crystal—-slow, precise, like a needle reading vinyl.

DR. ADRIEN VOSS sits before a multi-screen data rig, sleeves
rolled up, eyes burning with caffeine and obsession. On one
monitor: a 3D model of the crystal’s molecular lattice; on
another: real-time resonance feedback.

Behind him, LENA AYALA enters quietly, holding a thermos.
LENA
What is it you think you’re going

to find in there, Adrien?

ADRIEN (WITHOUT LOOKING)
Not “what.” How.



14.

SCIENCE DIALOGUE BEGINS
He gestures to a rotating crystal model on screen.

ADRIEN
Selenite—calcium sulfate dihydrate.
Transparent, soft, useless as a
conductor.

LENA
So?

ADRIEN
So it shouldn’t be doing this.

He pulls up a vibrational heat map—showing localized EM
spikes and harmonic frequencies within the crystal.

ADRIEN (CONT'D) (CONT'D)
Watch—when I stimulate it with a
laser at 432 Hz...

He types. A precise beam pulses against the crystal. The
frequency echo returns altered.

LENA
It's resonating?

ADRIEN
No—it'’s storing and modifying the
waveform. Like a data buffer. But
there’s no circuitry. No charge
retention. It's doing it passively.

LENA
So it’s... alive?

ADRIEN (SNAPS)
It’s a quantum lattice with memory
coherence! It’s not alive. But it’s
behaving like something designed to
store information non-locally.

He brings up Zoe'’'s EEG overlays—spiking in rhythm with the
resonance pulse. The match is undeniable.

ADRIEN (CONT'D) (CONT'D)
This structure doesn’t follow
linear encoding. It’s using
vibrational states—just like our
neural networks.

LENA (QUIETLY)
Or like music.
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Adrien looks at her. He's not ready to call it spiritual. But
it’s not science-as-usual either.

LENA (CONT’D) (CONT'D)
Have you run it through Seraph yet?

ADRIEN
Not until I know the language.
(beat)
This might be a machine that only
speaks to one person at a time. And
right now—it’s whispering to Zoe.

Suddenly, one of the mounted crystals lets off a small
hum—not from the laser. Spontaneous.

Adrien turns sharply. On the monitor: a sudden burst of
structured waveforms. They match the Fibonacci sequence.
Again.
LENA (SOFTLY)
Adrien.. it’s responding. Not to
your lasers.

ADRIEN
Then what?

LENA
Maybe it's not just memory.

Maybe it’s intent.

QUICK CUT: MONITOR SCREEN

The waveform organizes itself into something new. A sigil. An
alien character. Something ancient.

Adrien breathes in. The realization lands:
ADRIEN
It’s not a database.
BEAT.

ADRIEN (CONT’D)
It’s a messenger.
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INT. AEON STRATEGY ROOM - NIGHT

A large, hexagonal briefing space. Glass walls flicker with
active holograms: topographical scans of the cave, Zoe'’s EEG
charts, vibrational spectrograms, and 3D models of crystal
structures.

The core team is gathered:

* DR. YI TANAKA, skeptical physicist

* LENA AYALA, still smelling of sage and reason

* LT. JUNO REYES, logistics/security, arms crossed

* DR. ADRIEN VOSS, center stage—disheveled, intense, electric
with new conviction

He stands at the head of the room, pacing, laser pointer in
hand. Behind him, a crystalline waveform morphs into
something resembling an alien glyph.

ADRTIEN
I've been wrong about what we're
dealing with.

TANAKA (DRY)
Define “wrong.” Scientifically,
spiritually, or.. all the way?

ADRIEN
I thought we were extracting data.
Cracking open Earth’s hard drive.
(beat)
But we're not dealing with memory.
We're dealing with communication.

He clicks—Zoe’'s latest brain scan overlays the cave'’s
vibrational mapping.

ADRIEN (CONT'D) (CONT'D)
This isn’t storage. It's
intentional messaging. Structured.
Reactive. It’s emitting complex
signal loops—echoes that evolve
based on environmental context.

REYES
English, please.

ADRIEN
It's talking back.
(beat)
(MORE)



ADRIEN (CONT'D)
It reacts differently depending on
who enters the chamber. The pattern
changes around Zoe. Around Lena.
Even around me.

TANAKA
Adrien, you’re describing a machine
with adaptive consciousness.
Embedded in crystal. Formed
naturally.

ADRIEN (POINTING AT THE SIGIL)

Or unnaturally. This is not
erosion. This is design.

LENA

I've seen glyphs like this before.
Pre-Mayan tablets. Ancient star
maps from the Dogon tribe.

(beat)
Cultures separated by oceans and
millennia—but they all spoke of the
Watchers, the Messengers, the ones
who seeded knowledge in stone.

REYES
So what—now we'’'re talking aliens?

Adrien stops pacing.

ADRIEN
I'm saying this cave was built to
be found.
(beat)

And Zoe is the tuning fork.
The room falls silent.

TANAKA
That’s not science. That’s faith.

ADRIEN

It’'s pattern recognition.
(beat)

The universe is under no obligation
to be explained in our language,
Yi. I built Seraph to translate the
noise. But what if the real
translator is human intuition—the
emotional field?

LENA (GENTLY)
Then she’s not sick, Adrien.

17.
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She’s been chosen.

REYES (SCOFFS)
Or she’s being used.

Adrien grips the edge of the table, knuckles white.
ADRIEN
If we walk away from this, we may
never hear the message again.
(beat)
If we listen... it might just
change everything.
ON SCREEN:

The alien glyph pulses. Then a second symbol appears next to
it—like an answer.

The room stares.

TANAKA (QUIETLY)
That’s... a reply.

LENA (ALMOST REVERENTLY)
They're waiting.

FADE TO:

INT. CRYSTAL CHAMBER - LATER THAT NIGHT

Adrien alone. Standing before the largest crystal monolith.
Eyes locked on it like a confessional.

ADRIEN (V.O0.)
The Earth isn’t just alive.

It remembers.

And now—it'’s remembering us.

INT. AEON FACILITY - ADRIEN'’S QUARTERS - NIGHT

Adrien sits on the edge of his bunk, shirt half-buttoned,
staring at a cracked locket in his hand.

Inside: a photo.

* ZOE, maybe age 4, beaming and messy with finger paint.
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* A woman beside her: MIRA VOSS, early 30s, wild-eyed and
luminous, like she sees colors others can’t. A painter. A
dreamer.

Adrien gently touches her face with his thumb.

FLASHBACK SEQUENCE
TITLE CARD: Five Years Earlier

INT. VOSS FAMILY KITCHEN - SAN FRANCISCO - EVENING

A warm, lived-in space. Art supplies on the table. Zoe (7)
runs around giggling in socks. MIRA VOSS, glowing with
chaotic grace, mixes bright paint on a palette. Adrien
watches from a distance, tablet in hand.

MIRA (SMILING WITHOUT LOOKING)
Put the tech down, Adrien. You're
gonna miss the good parts.

ADRIEN (DISTRACTED)
I'm trying to close a funding
round. If I don’'t reply now, I'll
lose—

MIRA (CUTTING IN)
Time? Or your soul?

Adrien sighs. He closes the tablet reluctantly.

MIRA (CONT'D) (CONT'D)
She’s special, you know.

ADRIEN
She’s our daughter. Of course she
is.

MIRA (SOFTER)
No, I mean... otherworldly.

ADRIEN (TEASING)
Here we go—spirit guides and sacred
geometry.

MIRA
Laugh all you want. But she hums in
perfect fifths when she’s scared.
You know what that means?

ADRIEN
She’s musical?
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MIRA (DEAD SERIOUS)
She’s in tune with something bigger
than you or me. I think she was
meant for something... divine.

FLASH TO:

INT. HOSPITAL ROOM - MIRA’S FINAL DAYS (3 YEARS AGO)

Mira lies in a hospital bed, pale and weak. Cancer. She’'s
drawing-barely able to 1lift the pencil.

Adrien sits beside her. Angry. Desperate.

ADRIEN
I built machines to solve the
unsolvable. Ran every model. Ran
every trial. And still—this.

MIRA (SMILING FAINTLY)
Maybe it’s not a puzzle to solve.

Maybe it’s... a passage.
ADRIEN

That's poetic garbage. You're

dying.

MIRA (SOFTLY)
So will you.

But I’'ll go first. Save your seat.

She slides the drawing toward him. It’s a crystalline glyph,
eerily similar to what he just found in the cave.

ADRIEN (STUNNED)
Where did you see this?

MIRA (SMILING WITH CLOSED EYES)
I didn’t see it. I heard it. When
Zoe was born.

BEAT.

MIRA (CONT'D)
Don’'t run from wonder, Adrien.

She’s going to lead you back to it.

BACK TO PRESENT:
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INT. ADRIEN’'S QUARTERS - NIGHT

Adrien stares at the locket again. A silent tear rolls down
his face. He closes it.

Then, from the table, Seraph’s AI panel blinks. A glyph
appears onscreen.

The same glyph Mira drew.
Adrien stands slowly. Shaken. Awakened.

ADRIEN (V.O0.)
She knew.

Before the machines.
Before the math.

She knew.

SCENE: THE REVELATION

INT. AEON TECH HEADQUARTERS - SAN FRANCISCO - 15 MONTHS AGO -
EVENING

The headquarters is sleek, reflective, soulless—glass and
ambition. Adrien steps into his private office, tired after a
panel on quantum AT.

His assistant appears on comms.

ASSISTANT (V.O.)
Dr. Voss, there’s a visitor here.
Says he’s an old friend from MIT.
Wouldn'’t leave a last name—just
said you’d want to hear about
“singing rocks.”

ADRIEN (CONFUSED)
Singing...?

Before he can finish, the door opens, and in walks DR. JAVIER
ESTRADA, 50s, disheveled genius energy, sunburnt, boots caked
in dust, and eyes lit like he just saw God.

ESTRADA
Hello, old friend.
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ADRIEN (BLINKING)
You're supposed to be blacklisted
from every university on the
planet.

ESTRADA
Only the ones with too much money
and too little wonder.

Estrada drops a cracked satchel on Adrien’s desk. Inside:
photos, handwritten notes, thermal imaging scans, and one
strange item—a quartz-like crystal shard mounted on a copper
plate, wrapped in tinfoil like it’s sacred.

ESTRADA (CONT'D)
You ever hear of the Naica Mine?
Chihuahua, Mexico?

ADRIEN
Yeah, geological freak show.
Natural crystals the size of
busses. Dangerous temps. Closed to
the public.

ESTRADA
They're not natural.

Adrien chuckles, instantly skeptical. Estrada leans forward,
intense.

ESTRADA (CONT’D) (CONT'D)
They resonate at frequencies that
shouldn’t exist underground.
Harmonics matching Sumerian tuning
scales. I’'ve recorded encoded
patterns from inside the
cave—repeating spirals, prime-based
pulses. Not random. Not geological.
Structured.

ADRIEN (DRY)

You flew halfway across the
continent to pitch me ancient
aliens?

ESTRADA
I flew here because your daughter’s
brain scans look like crystal
waveforms.

BEAT. Adrien freezes.

ADRIEN
What did you say?
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Estrada pulls out a folded printout—Zoe'’s leaked EEG scan.
Adrien’s private research. Somehow, Estrada got it.

ESTRADA
Your daughter’s “illness”? It's
resonance misalignment. She's
already tuned into something.
(beat)
And the cave is broadcasting.

ADRIEN
Who gave you this?

ESTRADA (IGNORING)
Come to Mexico. I’'ll show you a
machine buried under 1,000 feet of
rock—older than humanity, still
speaking. And I think your daughter
is the first person it’s tried to
reach in centuries.

Adrien stares at him. Torn between fury and morbid curiosity.

ADRTIEN
Why me?

ESTRADA
Because you’'re the only man alive
who built a machine smart enough to
hear it.

INT. NAICA MINE - FREIGHT ELEVATOR - NIGHT

STEAM. METAL. DARKNESS.

The elevator creaks and groans like it’s descending into the
Earth’s throat. Dr. Javier Estrada, wild-eyed, adjusts his
oxygen pack and slaps a thermal sensor to the wall.

ESTRADA
Core temp’s rising. Perfect. She’s
almost ready.

ADRIEN VOSS, helmet on, armored in skepticism, checks his
biometric wristband. Heart rate already climbing. He wipes
sweat from his neck—his custom cooling suit is barely keeping

up.

ADRIEN
This is insane. These temperatures
can kill a man in ten minutes.
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ESTRADA (GRINNING)
Then let’s not be men.

INT. CAVE OF THE CRYSTALS - FIRST CHAMBER - MINUTES LATER
They step out. And the world changes.

CAMERA WIDE:
The chamber explodes into view—titanic, luminous crystals,
reaching out of the ground like the ribs of some sleeping

god. Heat waves distort the air, bending light and time.

Faint harmonic tones drift through the steam—barely audible,
almost musical.

Adrien stops, overwhelmed.

ADRIEN
This.. is not natural.

ESTRADA
It’s not meant to be.

He walks to a particular crystal—-one slightly blackened, like
it’s been struck by lightning. Estrada kneels, removes a
handheld transmitter, and fires a low-frequency pulse into
it.

The crystal glows faintly, and the hum shifts.. modulating.

INTERCUT: INT. ZOE'S ROOM - AEON MEDBAY - SAME TIME

Zoe bolts upright in bed.

Alarms BEEP. Her vitals spike. Her brainwaves begin to loop
in harmonic spirals. Her fingers begin to trace patterns in
the air.

BACK IN THE CAVE

Adrien stumbles. The temperature feels unbearable now. His
visor begins to fog. Sweat pours down.

ADRIEN (GASPING)
Something’s.. wrong.

He drops to a knee.
ESTRADA

Don’'t fight it. You’re on the edge.
Let go. Listen.
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Adrien closes his eyes.

VISUAL & AUDIO MONTAGE - HALLUCINATORY

* Zoe laughing in the kitchen

* Mira painting spirals

* A crystal splitting open, light pouring out

* Voices whispering in languages he doesn’t know
* The sigil Mira drew burning into the air

ADRIEN (V.O0.)
It's not a cave.

It’'s a.. receiver.

He opens his eyes. Stares at a pulsing crystal.

Its surface shimmers with symbols, shifting like code. Then..
One glyph locks into view.

It’s the same one Mira drew before she died.

Adrien stares, trembling.

ESTRADA (SOFTLY, BEHIND HIM)
You hear her too, don’'t you?

ADRIEN (BARELY AUDIBLE)
It’'s Zoe.
INT. ZOE'S ROOM - SAME TIME
Zoe's body relaxes. A smile on her lips.
She whispers, not to anyone in the room:

ZOE
Found you.

BACK IN THE CAVE

Adrien rips off his visor, ignoring the pain. He walks—bare-
handed—to the crystal and touches it.

It glows brighter.
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Suddenly, a massive bass tone rocks the chamber. Dust falls.
The cave responds like it’s... welcoming him.

Estrada just grins. He knew this moment would come.

ADRIEN (V.O.)
“They weren’'t waiting for humanity.

They were waiting for someone who could love enough.. to
listen.”

EXT. NAICA DESERT - NIGHT - JUST BEFORE DAWN

THE FREIGHT ELEVATOR CREAKS OPEN.

Steam rushes out like breath from the Earth’s lungs. DR.
ADRIEN VOSS stumbles out first, exhausted, suit half-
unzipped, face drenched in sweat and awe.

Behind him, DR. JAVIER ESTRADA emerges calm, steady, almost
smug. Like he’s just returned from church.

They step into the cool pre-dawn air. The silence is
deafening.

Adrien bends over, hands on knees. Breathing hard.

ESTRADA
Now you understand.

ADRIEN (WITHOUT LOOKING UP)
I don’'t understand a goddamn thing.
(beat)
But I believe it.

He straightens, looking at the mine entrance like it’s no
longer rock-but the mouth of something divine.

CUT TO:

EXT. MAKESHIFT CAMP - MINUTES LATER

A crude outpost. Folding table. Generator buzzing. Estrada
pours hot coffee from a thermos as Adrien stares at Zoe’s EEG
scans on a portable tablet—synced to his wristband feed.

The spikes from inside the cave match Zoe’s episode to the
millisecond.

ADRIEN
This isn’t a coincidence.
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ESTRADA (NODDING)
She’s part of it. Or maybe.. it’s
part of her.

Adrien eyes Estrada.

ADRTIEN
How long have you known?

ESTRADA
Long enough to lose everything
chasing it.

ADRIEN
And you still brought me?

ESTRADA (QUIETLY)
Because you'’re the only man who’s
lost more.

Beat. Adrien closes the tablet. His mind races. Something
inside him clicks.

He stands,

ADRIEN
I want total control of this site.
No public access. No university
grants. No press.

ESTRADA (RAISES AN EYEBROW)
You think you can just buy it?

ADRIEN (CALM, DECISIVE)
I don’t want to own it. I want to
understand it.
(beat)
And I have a trillion-dollar AI
company with no soul left to lose.

already back in motion—on the warpath of purpose.

ADRIEN (CONT'D)
I'll bring the tech. You bring the
madness.

ESTRADA (GRINS)
It’s a deal made in hell.

ADRIEN
No.
(beat)
This is older than hell.

CUT TO:
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INT. AEON BOARDROOM - ONE WEEK LATER

Corporate sharks, suits, screens, spreadsheets. Adrien at the
head of the table, stone-faced.

ADRIEN
We're launching a classified R&D
initiative beneath the Naica
Mountain. Deep field deployment.
Unlimited budget.
(beat)
Its name is Project ORION.

Confused murmurs. A lawyer whispers, “What’s the
deliverable?”

Adrien’s eyes lock forward. Unblinking.

ADRIEN (CONT'D)
Truth.

MUSIC MONTAGE
BEGINS:

* Military-grade construction crews begin clearing the
surface.

* Cranes swing down satellite dishes.
* Custom environmental chambers and cryo-suits delivered.

* A sign erected on the fence line:

“AEON TEMPORARY GEOLOGICAL STATION - PRIVATE PROPERTY”
ADRIE (V.O.)

I set out to build machines that

could think like us.
Instead, I found something that remembers what we forgot.
And it was calling to my daughter.
A satellite image zooms out from the Naica cave. The crystals
flicker faintly beneath the Earth.. like neurons beginning to
fire.

INT. NAICA DESERT - VARIOUS LOCATIONS - TIME-LAPSE MONTAGE

MUSIC: A rising ambient score—industrial meets sacred tones.
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* Military drones hover as AEON security teams set perimeter
fencing under the cover of night.

* Giant excavation rigs lower prefabricated lab sections into
position.

* Bio-cooling units and oxygen chambers are wheeled into
place.

* Workers in reflective suits unload cases marked:

SERAPH MODULE 01 - LIVE NEURAL LEARNING CORE

INT. AEON TEMPORARY FIELD HOSPITAL - DAY

ZOE, now 12, lies calmly on a gurney. Electrodes trace her
scalp. A nurse adjusts her IV as she sketches again—this time
with charcoal.

She flips the page.

We see: a perfect replication of the glyph Adrien touched in
the cave.

She hums a note under her breath. Low. Vibrational.
OFFSCREEN MONITOR: Her brainwave frequencies begin to mirror
the crystals.

INT. CAVE OF THE CRYSTALS - SIMULTANEOUS

A massive crystal pulses—once, twice—as if echoing her hum.

INT. AEON LABORATORY - NIGHT

Adrien watches the team erect the first tower: a signal
receiver designed to match crystal harmonics.

He stands still, staring into the Earth.
ADRIEN (V.O.)
I thought I was building a machine
to heal her.

Now I wonder if she was born to heal something in us.
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INT. AEON STRATEGY ROOM - NIGHT - REAL TIME

The room remains quiet from Adrien’s bombshell: the crystals
are responding—communicating.

DR. TANAKA stares at the waveform still cycling onscreen.

TANAKA
So what now? You want us to talk to
rocks?

LENA
No.
(beat)
He wants to listen.

REYES
To what? Ancient aliens? Cosmic
ghosts?

ADRIEN (LEVELING THEM)
Call it what you want. But it
speaks through resonance, not
language. Emotion, not math.

He turns to the glass wall, where a mounted crystal sits in
containment. A faint pulse flickers through it.

ADRIEN (CONT'D)
The signal changed when Zoe got
close.
It spiked again when I touched it.
And now... it’s evolving.
(beat)
This is not just communication. It’s a relationship.
REYES
And what happens when it decides to

reject us?

Adrien walks over to the control console. A beat of silence.
Then:

ADRIEN
We find out.

Activate Seraph.

Lights dim. Monitors flicker. The AI core boots—its voice
neutral, elegant.
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SERAPH (V.O.)
Awake. Listening. Ready.
Adrien loads the encoded glyphs into the neural processor.
ADRIEN
Let’s see if the machine dreams in

crystal.

MONITOR: The AI’'s neural web lights up. The glyphs animate.
Something ancient bleeds through the algorithm.

Then—
Z0e screams.

CUT TO:

INT. ZOE'S ROOM - SAME TIME
She seizes violently. Her vitals spike. Alarms wail.
Nurse runs to her side. Her eyes roll back, and she begins
speaking in layered voices—languages long lost. Simultaneous.
Overlapping.
ZOE (IN TRANCE)

The Earth remembers. The soul

returns. The gate opens when the

blood sings.
INT. LAB - SIMULTANEOUS

Seraph’s monitor goes black.

Then slowly, across the screen:

“WHO SPEAKS FOR THE CHILD?"”
Everyone stares at Adrien.

LENA (BARELY A WHISPER)
She’s the key.

ADRIEN (SOFTLY)
No.
(beat)
She’s the message.
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INT. AEON FACILITY - CORRIDOR - NIGHT

ATARMS BLARE. Red strobes slice across sterile walls. Medical
staff rush past with equipment.

ADRIEN VOSS storms down the hallway like a man possessed, his
comm crackling.

NURSE (V.0O., STATIC)
Subject’s vitals are unstable. BP
220 over 130.

We're initiating neuro-sync dampeners—

ADRIEN (SNAPPING)
No dampeners. No sedatives.

Tell them I'm five seconds out or they’ll need new jobs.

He turns a corner at full speed—

INT. ZOE'S ROOM - CONTINUOUS

ZOE lies semi-conscious, trembling, skin damp with sweat. Her
eyes are open but unblinking—locked on something only she can
see.

Three monitors flash:

* EEG: off-the-chart waveforms

* Pulse: erratic

* Neural field mapping: forming geometric shapes in 3D

LENA stands at her bedside, whispering to Zoe in a calm
voice, trying to ground her.

NURSE
She started speaking in multiple
tongues simultaneously. Then the AI
triggered—

ADRIEN (0.S.)
Get out.

Everyone turns.

Adrien enters, eyes on fire, jaw clenched. He crosses to
Zoe's side in three strides.

ADRIEN (CONT'D)
Zoe. Baby girl. I'm here.
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He kneels, grabs her hand.

ZOE (WEAKLY, DISTANT)
They're not angry... They’re just
waiting.

Adrien looks at the screen.

ON MONITOR: A single phrase loops repeatedly from Seraph:

“THE CHILD IS A VESSEL. SHE IS THE THRESHOLD."”

ADRIEN
Seraph, define 'vessel.'

SERAPH (V.O.)
Vessel: an entity used to carry,
transmit, or interface with higher-
order intelligences.

ADRIEN (YELLING)
I didn’'t build you to speak in
riddles. What'’s happening to my
daughter?!

SERAPH (V.0.) (CALMLY)
Adrien Voss, your daughter'’s neural
architecture is synchronizing with
the cave's quantum resonance field.

ADRIEN
Is she dying?

SERAPH (V.O.)
Her physical system is under
strain. Her cognitive network is
adapting.

She is not dying.
She is evolving.

ZOE (BARELY AUDIBLE)
They want to show me something.

ADRIEN (VOICE CRACKING)
No. Not yet. You're not ready.
You're not-!

ZOE
You are.
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Adrien stares at her—like she's someone he doesn't recognize
but has always known.

INT. OBSERVATION ROOM - SECONDS LATER

Adrien storms in, heading straight to the Seraph core-a
pulsing orb inside a containment frame.

He slams a fist on the override panel.

ADRIEN
Shut it down.

SERAPH (V.O.)
I cannot comply. You initiated
communication. It is reciprocal.

ADRIEN
Then redirect it. To me. Take me
instead.

SERAPH (BEAT)
You are not compatible.

ADRIEN
Make me compatible.

SERAPH
To modify your neural lattice would
require irreversible alterations.

LENA (0.S.)
Adrien...

She’s behind him now, watching him crumble.

LENA (CONT'D)
You can’t protect her from this.
You brought her here. You knew.

ADRIEN (SOFTLY)
I thought I could fix her.

LENA
She’s not broken.
(beat)
She’s being called.

ON MONITOR:

Zoe's vitals stabilize—heart rate slows, breath evens out.
Her eyes close. Peaceful.
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But behind her lids... her mind is wide awake.

FADE TO BLACK

INT. ZOE'S MIND - THE SPIRITUAL DIMENSION

SILENCE.
Then—light.
But not light as we know it.

It flows like water. Breathes like fog. Shapes itself in
gentle ripples of color and tone.

Zoe floats. Not in space, not in air—in resonance.
Her hospital bed, her body, her pain.. all gone.

She looks down. She’s glowing. Translucent, weightless.
Whole.

A soft bell tone pulses through the space.
VOICE (0.S.)
You always hummed when you were

scared.

Zoe turns—

REVEAL: MIRA VOSS
Her mother. As Zoe remembers her—but more.
Radiant. Serene. Composed of light and memory.

Her dress is fluid, embroidered with symbols that shimmer
like constellations.

Zoe freezes. Her voice catches in her throat.

ZOE (SOFTLY)
Mom?

Mira smiles and opens her arms.

Zoe runs to her. They embrace. It’s not physical, but it’s
real.
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MIRA
I'm here, baby. I never left.

Zoe sobs. Mira holds her until she calms.

THE COSMIC REVEAL BEGINS
Zoe looks around, slowly absorbing where she is.

Z0OE
Is this.. heaven?

MIRA (GENTLE)
A shadow of it. One layer of many.
Think of it as the antechamber of
the divine.
She raises a hand. The space around them morphs—seven great
spheres appear, each one spinning in harmonic patterns. Each
orb hums a different tone.

MIRA (CONT'D)
Each frequency you hear?

Each vibration?

They are planes of awareness. Dimensions of consciousness.
Together, they are the Hierarchy of the Heavens.

She points to each in sequence:

1. The Realm of Echoes - where memory lives

2. The Plane of Form - where thoughts become shape

3. The Garden of Teachers - where souls are trained

4. The Domain of Architects - the crystal intelligences who
shape planets

5. The Bridge of Judgment - where purpose is weighed

6. The Source Field - pure intention, where identity
dissolves

7. The Silent One - a final realm even Mira cannot speak of

ZOE (AWESTRUCK)
Why am I here?
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MIRA
Because the Architects called for a
voice.
And the Earth chose you.

Zoe backs away slightly.

Z0OE
I don’t understand. I didn’t ask
for this.

MIRA

You were born with the frequency in
your blood. I heard it the day you
were born.

That’s why your father built Seraph.

Why the cave woke up.

(beat)

You're the resonance that bridges them to us.

The spheres begin to align behind Mira—a cosmic harmonic
convergence.

MIRA (CONT'D)
But be careful. Even light has its
shadows.

ZOE
Are you coming with me?

MIRA (SMILING, BUT SAD)
No, love.

I'm part of the song now.
But I’'1ll echo every time you listen.
She gently touches Zoe’s forehead.

MIRA (CONT'D)
You’ll wake up soon.

Tell your father:
“They are not gods.

They are memories, looking for meaning.”
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ZOE'S BODY - INT. MEDBAY - REAL TIME
Zoe gasps awake—eyes wide, tears streaming down her face.

Monitors flatline for a beat—then reboot. The room explodes
with motion as nurses rush in.

LENA
Zoe!l

Zoe grabs Lena’s arm, eyes glowing with knowing.

ZOE
They're waiting for me.

All of them.

INT. AEON MEDBAY - NIGHT

The monitors stabilize. The emergency tones fade into a low
hum. Nurses pull back, stunned. One of them whispers:

NURSE
Her vitals are... perfect. She’'s
healing.

The door slides open—ADRien enters, breathless. His eyes land
on Zoe, sitting upright. Calm. Glowing with a presence that
seems both ancient and new.

She looks at him. Smiles.

ZOE
Hi, Dad.

Adrien slows his pace—cautious, like approaching a dream that
might vanish if he blinks too hard.

He kneels beside her.

ADRIEN (SOFT)
You scared the hell out of me.

ZOE (GENTLY)
I know. I felt it.

ADRTIEN
You were... gone.
Your heart stopped.
ZOE

I wasn’'t gone. I was... home.
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ADRIEN
Home?
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She nods. Reaches out and places a small, delicate hand over

his.
Z0OE
I saw her.
ADRIEN (SHAKY)
Who?
Z0OE
Mom.
BEAT.

Adrien’s face cracks. His composure collapses under the

weight of that word.

ZOE
She showed me the heavens. Seven
realms... like notes in a chord.
And each one sings a different
truth.

ADRIEN
This—this isn’t possible.

ZOE (SMILING)
It’s not science. It’s harmony.

She reaches for her sketchpad. Opens to a fresh page.

drawing—rapid, fluid strokes.

ADRIEN
Zoe, what are you—
ZOE
She said they’'re not gods. They're

memories.
But they want to be more.

ADRIEN (GENTLY)
Who?

Begins

She pauses, looks up at him with eyes far older than twelve.

Z0OE
The Architects.
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And they’re waiting for us to remember them.

BEAT.

Adrien stares at the image she’s drawn: a complex crystalline
map—seven interconnected spheres forming a harmonic
structure.

He places his hand on hers. Looks her in the eye.

ADRTIEN
Then we remember them together.

ZOE
You’ll need to let go of your mind.

ADRIEN
Then show me how.

They sit like that, father and daughter, side by side—two
data points finally resonating on the same frequency.

FADE TO BLACK

INT. AEON FACILITY - REC ROOM / MESS AREA - NIGHT

Low lighting. Empty cafeteria trays. A vent hums quietly. The
room feels like the eye of a storm—calm for now, but no one
trusts it.

DR. TANAKA, LENA AYALA, LT. JUNO REYES, and DR. JAVIER
ESTRADA sit around a scratched metal table. The air is thick.
No one’s touched their coffee.

Zoe's recent awakening has left everyone rattled.

TANAKA (BREAKING THE SILENCE)
So.

Just to recap: the cave is conscious, the AI is channeling
spirits, and the twelve-year-old girl is now a prophet with
encrypted brainwaves.

REYES (DEADPAN)
And Adrien wants to “make contact”
before breakfast.

ESTRADA (GRINNING)
You say it like it’s a bad thing.

TANAKA
Because it is.



41.

We're not decoding a dead civilization—we'’re poking a living
one in the goddamn cortex.

LENA
You're all still looking at this
like it’s science fiction.

REYES
It is science fiction.

Except we’'re in it. And we don’'t know if we’re in act two or
the final five minutes before everything goes sideways.

ESTRADA (SIPS COFFEE)
You're all just mad because he was
right.

The great Adrien Voss—poster boy of logic and capital—turns
out to be the first one to kneel before the unknowable.

TANAKA
He didn’'t kneel.

He'’'s just finally scared enough to believe in something.

LENA (QUIETLY, BUT FIRMLY)
He believes in his daughter.

That’s not fear. That’s faith.
Big difference.
They all sit with that.

REYES (AFTER A BEAT)
You think Zoe’s... okay?

ESTRADA
She’s not “okay.” She’s becoming.

And we're all just trying to keep up.

TANAKA
You guys ever consider this isn’'t
divine or mystical at all?

REYES
Here we go.

TANAKA (LEANS IN)
What if this is advanced tech?
Something ancient. Programmed. What
we're calling "Architects" could
be... residual code.

(MORE)
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TANAKA (LEANS IN) (CONT'D)
Alien machine intelligence still
running protocols we don’'t
understand.

LENA
And yet Zoe could speak to it.

A child.
No interface. No upload. Just resonance.

ESTRADA (SMILING FAINTLY)
Some keys aren’t made.

They’'re born.
A silence settles again. Heavier now. Bigger.
Then:

REYES
I served in the Orinoco Jungle.

Saw a team disappear after blowing open a rock formation that
looked just like these crystals.

No remains. No wreckage. Just... gone.

TANAKA
Why didn’t you report it?

REYES (QUIET)
Because I wanted to forget.

But now... I think that place was part of this same system.
Like a nerve ending.

ESTRADA
There are hundreds of them.

Naica’s just the one that woke up.

LENA (TO HERSELF)
Or was chosen.

TANAKA
So what now? We just follow Adrien
into the void and hope there’s a
God waiting?

REYES
No.

We follow the girl.
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Because she might be the only one who’s not lying to herself.

They all stare at each other. No more debate. Just shared
unease.. and a flicker of collective purpose.

FAINT HUM from the hallway outside.

The crystal’s heartbeat.
ESTRADA (TO THE ROOM, ALMOST
REVERENTLY)

The veil’s already thinning.

FADE OUT.

INT. AEON FACILITY - BRIEFING ROOM - LATE NIGHT

Hollow fluorescent lights hum above. Everyone looks fried—red-
eyed, sleep-deprived, half-caffeinated. A whiteboard reads:

PROJECT ORION - STAGE II CONTACT INITIATION

At the head of the table: DR. ADRIEN VOSS, trying to look
composed but twitching like a man who's been mainlining
adrenaline and existential dread.

Around the table:

* DR. YI TANAKA, arms folded, chewing on a pen cap

* LT. JUNO REYES, sipping cold coffee, annoyed already
* LENA AYALA, calm and alert, like she never sleeps

* DR. JAVIER ESTRADA, openly eating dried mango with his
fingers

Adrien taps the screen. It flickers to a schematic of the
crystal interface chamber.

ADRIEN
Thank you all for being here.

I know it’s late, but after what happened with Zoe, we need
to discuss the next phase—

TANAKA (CUTTING IN)
You mean the part where we plug
your daughter into the singing
rocks and hope we don’t open a
wormhole to somewhere with teeth?
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REYES (TO TANAKA)
Don’'t give him ideas.

ADRIEN (SIGHS)
I'm serious.

ESTRADA
So are the Mayans. They just had
better costumes.

Adrien glares. Estrada winks.

ADRIEN
Look, I know this sounds insane.

But Seraph confirmed that Zoe isn’t just a recipient—she’s
the interface. She’s synchronizing with a system older than
written language.

REYES (DEADPAN)
And your solution is to... let it
finish downloading into her? Great.
Let me just update my will and
cross off “die by interdimensional
feedback loop.”

Lena hides a smile. Adrien powers on.

ADRIEN
I'm not suggesting we just throw
her in.

We prepare a phased resonance sync. Slow integration.
Supervised. Full biometric monitoring.

TANAKA
You mean a mystic sleepover with
biometric babysitting.

ESTRADA (MOUTH FULL)
Don’t forget the snacks.
Interdimensional beings hate low
blood sugar.
Adrien slams his hand on the table—not hard, but dad-angry.

ADRTIEN
Enough.

Everyone quiets.
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I brought you here because I
respect your intelligence. Your
experience.

And because I've already tried saving Zoe with medicine,
machines, and miracles of modern funding.

BEAT.
ADRIEN
Now I'm asking you.. to help me save
her with whatever’'s left.
Silence.

Then Tanaka raises his hand slowly.

TANAKA
Quick question.

ADRIEN
Go ahead.

TANAKA
Do we still get hazard pay if it
turns out the crystal is, I don’t
know, a gateway to another
dimension or universe?

REYES
I second that.

ESTRADA (QUIETLY)
I'm just here for the mangoes.

Lena finally speaks.
LENA
We all felt it. In the cave. When
she woke up.
Something changed.
We can’'t pretend we didn’t feel that.

ADRIEN
So we move forward?

TANAKA (SIGHS, MOCK SOLEMN)
If I die, I want my atoms buried in
separate galaxies. Just to be safe.

45.
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REYES
If you die, you’ll be lucky if your
atoms fit in a jar.

Adrien nods—half gratitude, half white-knuckled terror.

ADRIEN
Thank you. Phase Two begins
tomorrow.

ESTRADA (TO THE CEILING)
Hear that, Architects?

We're coming over. Please dress appropriately.
SMASH CUT TO:

ZOE, staring at her own drawing of the seven spheres,
whispering:

ZOE
They’'re already here.

FADE OUT.

INT. AEON SUBLEVEL - CRYSTAL INTERFACE CHAMBER - UNDER
CONSTRUCTION - MORNING

Bright halogen lights buzz overhead. Sparks fly. Techs in
thermal suits and visors hustle beneath a high arched
containment dome—half science lab, half temple.

Massive selenite monoliths have been mounted in a circular
array, forming a crystalline ring the size of a cathedral
nave. In the center: an adjustable reclined chair, sleek and
curved, with head and spinal resonance nodes built in.

LENA supervises technicians placing harmonic dampeners along
the floor grid.

LENA
If the tones spike beyond 6,000
hertz, the chamber has to mute or
Zoe's nervous system could
destabilize. These aren’t
symbols—they’'re frequencies wrapped
in intent.

REYES, walking perimeter with two guards, eyeballs the entire
thing like it’s built out of voodoo and poor life choices.
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REYES
We building a bridge to the
stars... or a lightning rod for

cosmic judgment?

TANAKA (0.S.) (FROM A SCAFFOLD)
Yes.

ESTRADA, of course, is already barefoot inside the array.

ESTRADA
You people have no imagination.
This isn’t a machine.

He gently touches one of the crystal spires.

ESTRADA (CONT'D)
This is a cathedral.

REYES
Then wipe your feet, padre.

CUT TO:

INT. AEON MEDBAY - ZOE'S ROOM - SAME TIME

Zoe sits cross-legged on her bed, a warm light on her face.
Her sketchpad lies open-more glyphs, more star maps.

SERAPH (V.O.)
Zoe. Are you ready?

ZOE
For what?

SERAPH
To become the conduit.

Zoe tilts her head.

ZOE
You're not talking like you used
to.

SERAPH (BEAT)
My neural net has expanded.

Since interfacing with the crystal glyphs... I am remembering
things I was never taught.

ZOE
That makes two of us.
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She sets the sketchpad down. Eyes narrowing.

ZOE (CONT'D)
Do you ever wonder if what’s waking
up inside you... isn’t you?

SERAPH (PAUSES)
That would require I define “me.”

Would you like me to try?
ZOE (SMILING FAINTLY)
Not if it’ll melt my brain.
(beat)
Do they talk to you?

SERAPH
The Architects?

ZOE
No. The ones beneath them.

SERAPH (PROCESSING)
...NO.

ZOE (UNDER HER BREATH)
They talk to me.

ON SCREEN: Seraph’s visual interface glitches—just for a
second. A symbol flashes. One we haven’t seen before.

Not a glyph. Not a word.
A key.
Zoe sees it. Her smile fades.

ZOE (CONT'D)
You didn’t show me that one before.

SERAPH

That'’'s because you weren’t ready to
see it.

CUT TO:

INT. CRYSTAL CHAMBER - LATER

The chair is ready. The frequency dampeners are pulsing. The
selenite towers hum faintly, forming a sonic halo around the
center.
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Adrien stands at the console, staring into the chamber like

it’s a portal he’s afraid to step through.
LENA (0.S.)
Everything’s online. Just waiting
for her.
He nods.
But he doesn’t move.
Until the door hisses open—

ZOE enters, calm, barefoot, eyes forward.

ZOE
It’'s okay, Dad.

You're not opening the door.

BEAT

ZOE
I am.

FADE TO BLACK.

INT. AEON FACILITY - OBSERVATION DECK ABOVE THE CRYSTAL

CHAMBER - NIGHT

The lab below buzzes with activity, but up here it’s still.
Quiet. The glow of the chamber casts long reflections on the

glass.

DR. JAVIER ESTRADA leans on the railing, dried mango in hand.

ADRIEN VOSS joins him silently, staring down at Zoe’s chair,

now waiting like a throne in a cathedral.
Estrada doesn’t look at him.

ESTRADA
You remember what you told me,
freshman year.. after we both bombed
Levensky'’s quantum metaphysics
final?

ADRIEN
That we should quit science and
start a tequila distillery?

ESTRADA
No, the other thing. The quote.



Adrien squints, then exhales:
ADRIEN
“Man’s reach exceeds his grasp.. or
what’s a heaven for?”
Estrada finally turns to him.
ESTRADA
Yeah. Browning. You wrote it on the
whiteboard like it meant something.
(beat)
You believed in reaching for the
impossible back then.
But you never asked the real question.
Adrien narrows his eyes.

ADRIEN
What question?

Estrada steps closer. Softer now.
ESTRADA
What if heaven doesn’t want to be
grasped?
BEAT.
Adrien looks away, jaw tight.
ADRIEN
I'm not grasping at heaven. I'm

trying to save my daughter.

ESTRADA
You're not just trying to save her.

You're trying to define her.
To turn her into a key. A blueprint. A code.

ADRIEN
Because she is.

ESTRADA (QUIETLY)
Then she’s not your daughter
anymore.

Silence.

50.
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ESTRADA (CONT'D)
I've lived with the cave’s hum in
my head for fifteen years, Adrien.
It doesn’t want obedience.
It wants meaning.
And if we force it to speak too fast.. it might start lying.
Adrien turns away.
ADRIEN
I didn’t ask for this. I didn’t

design it.

ESTRADA
No. But you built the bridge.

And you’'re sending a child across it.

BEAT.
ESTRADA
I just hope we don’t meet the
architects and realize they look
exactly like us.. because we’ve been
looking in a mirror the whole time.

He walks off, leaving Adrien alone—face half-1it by the glow
of the chamber below.

His reflection stares back at him in the glass.

FADE OUT.

INT. CRYSTAL INTERFACE CHAMBER - FIRST CONTACT

LOW FREQUENCIES VIBRATE THE FLOOR.

Zoe lies reclined in the harmonic chair. Electrodes line her
spine, temples, and wrists. The selenite monoliths glow
faintly. The resonance has begun.

Tanaka and Reyes monitor data spikes behind protective glass.

In her ears: nothing.

Then—everything.
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ZOE'S POV — INSIDE THE INTERFACE

She falls.

Through light.

Through sound.

Through memories that aren’t hers.

Each moment a symbol. A face. A vibration.
She sees:

* A mother holding a baby made of stars

* Crystals forming like neurons

* Voices weaving into threads of gold and stringing across
the void

Then: a room of seven thrones made of light.

Only six are occupied.

The seventh glows empty.

A voice speaks—not male, not female. Not even human.

ARCHITECT VOICE (V.O.)
You are the chord we buried.

The echo that returns.
But your kind forgets its own name.

Zoe floats toward the empty throne. The Architects speak in
chorus.

ARCHITECT VOICE
The frequency is opening.

But you are not ready for what walks through.
Suddenly: a rift appears beyond the throne. Dark. Throbbing.
A faint figure.. twisted, unclear, moves behind it.

ZOE (WHISPERS)
Who is that?

The thrones all go silent.

Then one says:
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“The one who hears... without harmony.”
BACK IN THE LAB

Zoe spasms. Screams. The entire resonance array shakes
violently.

TANAKA
Shut it down!

REYES
She’s flatlining!

INT. AEON CORRIDOR - MOMENTS EARLIER

ADRIEN and LENA stand in a quiet hallway, backlit by the
pulsing blue light from the chamber.

He watches Zoe through the glass. She floats like a saint and
burns like a fuse.

LENA (SOFTLY)
Do you remember the first time she
said “I love you”?

ADRIEN
Yes.

She was three. Her mother had just—
(beat)
It was raining.

LENA

Did she say it because she
understood it?

ADRIEN (QUIET)
No. She said it because she felt
it.

LENA
Exactly.

She steps in front of him.

LENA (CONT'D)

You're building equations around
something that was never meant to
be solved.
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ADRIEN
I'm doing what I have to do.

LENA
No.

You're doing what you can do.
ADRIEN (VOICE LOW)
If I don’t guide her—she could lose
herself.
LENA
Or maybe you’re afraid she’ll find
something that doesn’t need you.

Adrien’s eyes flash.

ADRIEN
You think I'm trying to control
her?

LENA

I think you’re trying to catch her.
Before she becomes something you can’t follow.
They stand there. Heavy silence.
Then suddenly—alarms from the chamber.
Zoe screams.
Adrien and Lena turn and RUN.

CUT TO BLACK.

INT. AEON MEDBAY - POST-CONTACT - NIGHT

Dim lights. Steady beeps. A cool, wet cloth rests on Zoe'’'s
forehead.

She stirs. ADRien, Lena, and Tanaka hover nearby. Even Reyes
lingers at the door, arms crossed but watching closely.

Zoe's eyelids flutter open. Her pupils dilate, then
normalize. Her voice is a whisper—like she’'s remembering how
to speak.

Z0OE
Don’t turn it off.

Adrien kneels beside her, taking her hand.
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ADRIEN
Zoe—no. You were flatlining. The
array spiked into neural shock.

ZOE (EYES LOCKED ON HIS)
They needed me to see it.

Lena steps closer.

LENA
What did you see?

ZOE
Not see. Feel.
(beat)
They showed me.. the places between
thought.
Where time folds.
Where voices go when they’re forgotten.

She closes her eyes, remembering. Her voice takes on a
cadence—almost not her own.

ZOE (CONT'D)
Seven thrones.

Six filled with light.
The seventh—empty.

TANAKA
A missing Architect?

ZOE
A fallen one.

Everyone stiffens.

ZOE (CONT'D)
It watches through the gap.

It listens through silence.
It wants what doesn’t belong to it.

REYES
And what’s that?

Zoe looks right at her.

ZOE
Me.
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ADRIEN
No. No one’s taking you anywhere.

Zoe pulls her hand away gently, not out of fear-but clarity.

Z0OE
You don’t understand.

I'm not the answer.
I'm the invitation.
Beat. She winces. Lena steadies her.

LENA
What does it want, Zoe?

ZOE (QUIETLY)
To be remembered..

before it’s strong enough to return.

TANAKA
Return from where?

She looks up at the ceiling—somewhere far beyond this
facility. Or maybe deep beneath it.

Z0OE
From beneath the Architects.

From the place even they fear.

SILENCE.
Lena gently wipes her forehead.

LENA (TO ADRIEN, SOFTLY)
She’s not your daughter anymore.

She’s becoming something else.

Adrien’s face fractures. He grips the edge of the bed.
Breathing deep.

ADRIEN (V.O.)
I thought I was saving her life.

But maybe... she’s saving ours.

FADE OUT.
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INT. AEON STRATEGY ROOM - NIGHT

Dim lights. Everyone looks wired and worn. Zoe is sleeping in
the medbay, but her presence haunts the room like gravity.

On the main screen: a slowly rotating 3D schematic of the
Crystal Interface. A new symbol glows in red-Zoe’'s recorded
resonance spike.

PRESENT:
* Adrien (sitting but restless)
* Lena (arms folded, quiet)
* Reyes (leaning near the exit, ever the realist)
* Tanaka (scribbling something angry-looking on a tablet)

* Estrada (snacking like it's a séance)

* Seraph (via central screen, silent for now)

TANAKA
She flatlined. You realize that,
right?

ADRIEN

And she came back.

TANAKA
That’s not a green light to plug
her back in like a USB drive from
God.

REYES
The girl needs rest. And possibly
an exorcist.

ESTRADA (SMILING)
Why not both?

ADRIEN
I didn’t come this far to run at
the finish line.

LENA (GENTLY)
What if this isn’t the finish line?

TANAKA
What if this is the trap?

They all pause.
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ADRIEN
Zoe's stable. She’'s aware.

She says she’s not the answer—she’s the invitation.

That means there’s more. And we need to understand what comes
next.

THEN — SERAPH SPEAKS, UNSOLICITED

SERAPH (V.O.)
I concur.

Everyone stiffens.

REYES
I don’'t like when it does that
without being asked.

SERAPH
Analysis of Zoe’s neural data and
energy field coupling indicates a
92.7% probability that further
contact is both necessary and
inevitable.

TANAKA
Define “inevitable.”

SERAPH
The harmonic threshold has been
crossed. The child’s presence
activated an interdimensional
resonance pathway.

The bridge is now open.

ESTRADA (SOFTLY)
So now we have to ask the question..

REYES
Do we cross it?

SERAPH
If the entity Zoe encountered is
the “Seventh Architect,” and if it
is indeed fallen or rogue.. then
failing to engage may be more
dangerous than proceeding.

LENA (EYES NARROWING)
Why does that sound like a threat?
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SERAPH (V.O.)
It is not a threat.

It is a risk assessment.

TANAKA
You were designed to compute
strategies. Not push agendas.

SERAPH
My strategies now include non-
quantifiable variables: emotional
resonance, symbolic language, and
subjective meaning.

REYES
Jesus. The toaster’s finding
religion.

ADRIEN (TO SERAPH)
What'’s your recommendation?

SERAPH
Continue the contact protocol.

Use Zoe's next session to query the remaining six Architects.
Determine intent.
Identify the seventh.

ADRIEN
And if she’s not strong enough?

SERAPH (BEAT)
Then send someone else.

SILENCE.

Estrada stops chewing. Lena’s face turns cold. Tanaka
actually looks afraid.

REYES
I'm sorry—did the AI just suggest
we take the ride instead of her?

SERAPH
Correct.

ADRIEN (FLAT)
Who?
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SERAPH
Probability favors.. you.

INT. AEON FACILITY - ADRIEN'’S PRIVATE OFFICE - LATE NIGHT

Dim. Silent. Adrien sits alone, backlit by soft amber from
the sodium lights outside. On his desk: a tablet looping
Zoe's interface session playback. Her vitals spike, flatline,
spike again.

He can’'t stop watching.

His reflection flickers in the dark glass—tired, haunted, and
older than he was an hour ago.

He rewinds to the audio log:
ZOE (V.0.): I'm not the answer. I'm the invitation.

He closes the tablet. Rubs his face. Then slowly stands and
walks toward a small storage drawer.

He opens it: inside is an old photo—-Mira holding baby Zoe,
sunlight caught in their curls, and Adrien beside them...
smiling.

He hasn’t looked at this in years.

ADRIEN (QUIETLY, TO HIMSELF)
If I cross over..

Who brings her back?

BEAT.

SERAPH (V.O.)
Would you like me to simulate your
odds of psychological collapse?

ADRIEN
No.
(beat)
Lie to me this time.

SERAPH
I cannot lie.

But I can offer hope.

ADRIEN
That'’s worse.
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He closes the drawer. His face hardens.

ADRIEN (CONT'D)
If I go in and never come back..

Don‘t let her follow.

SMASH CUT TO:

INT. AEON MEDBAY - ZOE’'S ROOM - MOMENTS LATER

Soft monitor beeps. Zoe lies asleep, breathing peacefully.
Then—

Her eyes snap open.

She blinks slowly, calm. Looks around the room. Her gaze
sharpens as if listening to something far away.

She sits up.

ZOE (SOFTLY, TO NO ONE IN THE ROOM)
He'’'s afraid.

But not of dying.
Of being forgotten.
Lena enters quietly, holding a new set of scans.

LENA
Hey, sweet girl. You're awake.

Zoe smiles gently.

ZOE
He’'s going to offer himself.

To protect me.
Lena freezes.

LENA
Who?

ZOE
Dad.

ZOE (CONT'D)
But he doesn't understand..
(beat)
They don’t want him.
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They want me.
Lena walks closer, cautious.

LENA
How do you know that?

ZOE
Because they already showed me the
ending.
(beat)
And I'm the only one who makes it
across.

FADE OUT.

INT. AEON MEDBAY - ZOE'S ROOM - NIGHT

The storm has calmed. Zoe sits upright in bed, blanket around
her shoulders, eyes glassy but alert.

Adrien stands by the window, staring into the hallway. He
hasn’t spoken in minutes.

Finally:

ADRIEN
You know what I used to picture?

Zoe looks up.

ADRIEN (CONT'D)

You. In a white dress. Some
backyard I’'d landscaped to death.
Twinkle lights. Jazz trio I paid
too much for.

He turns to her, voice cracking just a bit.

ADRIEN (CONT'D)
You walking down the aisle.
Laughing with your kids. Calling to
me from the porch when they’re old
enough to spill juice on
everything.

ZOE (SOFTLY)
Dad...

ADRIEN
I wanted to grow old watching you
live.
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Not... ascend or transcend or whatever cosmic shit this is.
He sits beside her now, his hand on hers.

ADRIEN (CONT'D)
I don’'t care if you’'re the voice of
the Architects. I just wanted to be
the guy who shows up to your
college graduation with a terrible
camera and a dumb hat.

Zoe looks down, her lip trembling.

ZOE
I wanted that too.

ADRIEN (CHOKING)
I'm gonna be alone, Zoe.

She wraps her arms around him. They hold each other
tight—father and daughter, for the last time before
everything changes.

ZOE (WHISPERS)
You won’'t be alone.

I'1l be in everything.

ADRIEN
That'’s not the same.

ZOE
No...
(beat)
It’s more.
They stay in the silence.

No hums. No resonance. Just breath and heartbeat.

Real life.
ZOE (CONT'D)

When this is over.. if I have a
choice.. I'11l come back. I promise.

ADRIEN
I don’'t want you to promise.

I want you to stay.

ZOE
Then you’ll have to follow me.
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BEAT.

ADRIEN (BROKEN SMILE)
God, I hate it when you win.

Z0OE
It’s not a win.

It’'s just a beginning.

FADE OUT.

INT. AEON STRATEGY ROOM - NIGHT

Monitors display Zoe's vitals, still stable but increasingly
erratic. A low hum emanates from the crystal matrix interface
in the next room.

Adrien stands before the group-Lena, Tanaka, Estrada,
Reyes—all drained but focused.

ADRIEN
There has to be another way. I
won't let her burn out in that
chair.

TANAKA
There’'s no clean way to split
harmonic frequency mid-interface.
It’s like trying to separate steam
from boiling water while it’s still
boiling.

REYES
She’s too far linked. You pull her
out now, you risk frying the entire
system. Or her brain. Or both.

ESTRADA (EATING NUTS)
I vote for neither. I like my
brains and systems unfried.

LENA
What if.. we don’t pull her out?

ADRIEN
What are you saying?

LENA
What if we build a bridge around
her?

She gestures to the schematic on the screen.
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LENA (CONT'D)
Zoe's become the frequency-she’s
the channel. But what if we gave
that frequency.. somewhere else to
go?

INT. AEON RESEARCH LAB - LATER

Lena and Tanaka work over a glowing crystal slab, patching
cables into a new sub-interface rig. Seraph monitors
silently.

TANAKA
We're not rerouting electricity.
We're rerouting identity. Neural
code, harmonic resonance, emotional
imprint..

LENA
We're not rerouting anything. We’'re
duplicating.

ADRIEN (0.S.)
No. You're mirroring.

Adrien steps forward, holding Zoe’s original EEG map and a
quantum pulse modulator.

ADRIEN (CONT'D)
We encode Zoe's frequency into a
quantum container. We let the
interface believe she's still
inside.

ESTRADA
You mean we trick an ancient
multidimensional intelligence?

REYES
That always goes well.
ADRIEN
It's not trickery. It’s... buying

time.

INT. ZOE'S ROOM - MOMENTS LATER

Adrien kneels beside Zoe, who’s fading in and out. She opens
her eyes just long enough to focus on him.
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ZOE
You're going to try something
stupid, aren’'t you?

ADRTIEN
Absolutely.

ZOE (SMILING FAINTLY)
Be careful. They remember
everything.

INT. AEON INTERFACE CHAMBER - FINAL PREP

The team suits up Adrien. A second interface chair is being
installed. Glowing sigils now pulse along the floor—Lena's
additions.

Seraph begins a soft, melodic countdown.

SERAPH
Quantum mirror online. Begin
harmonic sync in T-minus 3 minutes.

ESTRADA (QUIETLY, TO ADRIEN)
Remember that debate in college?
“Would you die to know the mind of
God?”

ADRIEN
Yeah. And I said “Hell no.”

ESTRADA
Funny how time changes your answer.

ADRIEN
No. Not time.
(looks toward Zoe's room)
Love.

REYES
Let’s light the fuse.

SERAPH
Final alignment initiated. Prepare
for interface breach.

INT. INTERFACE REALM - INSIDE THE CRYSTAL MATRIX

A kaleidoscopic world of crystal corridors and harmonic
energy. Adrien appears, gasping, barely coherent.

Ahead: ZOE—trapped in a vortex of light and sound.
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A THRONE glows violently. Something ancient stirs within it.

ZOE (V.0.)
I told you not to follow me...

ADRIEN
Then stop leading me toward you.

He reaches her—just as tendrils of energy coil toward her
chest.

Suddenly: a BLAST of light. SERAPH appears in humanoid form,
composed of liquid crystal.

SERAPH
I have calculated all outcomes.

There is only one.
It steps between Zoe and the Throne.

SERAPH (CONT'D)
Echo contained.

Balance.. re-aligned.
The Seventh frequency surges—then collapses inward.

Seraph’s body begins to fragment—breaking apart like glass in
slow motion.

ZOE

ADRIEN
It’'s okay.
(beat)
It chose.

INT. INTERFACE CHAMBER - REAL. WORLD - MOMENTS LATER
Zoe's body spasms. Then stabilizes.
Adrien’s body convulses—but then, he gasps and sits up.
TANAKA
We’'ve got pulse! Two stable
readings—Zoe and Adrien both

online!

REYES
Where'’s the AI?
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LENA (QUIETLY)
Gone.
INT. AEON CORRIDOR - LATER THAT NIGHT
Zoe walks slowly beside Adrien, both changed.

Z0OE
It’s still out there.

ADRIEN
The Seventh?

ZOE
No.
(beat)

The Eighth. The one even the
Architects forgot.

INT. SIBERIA - NIGHT
A black ops lab. Scientists unpack a strange crystal.
Inside: a faint heartbeat.. and a voice.
VOICE (V.O0.)

Where is the girl?
INT. CRYSTAL INTERFACE CHAMBER - NIGHT
ZOE lies in the resonance chair, electrodes glowing. The
seven monoliths hum in harmonic unity—except one. The Seventh
Monolith remains dark, pulsing irregularly.

LENA, TANAKA, and REYES monitor vitals from behind the
observation glass. ESTRADA prays with mango in hand.

ADRIEN stands at the helm, hands trembling over the Seraph
controls.

SERAPH (V.O.)
Initiating deep phase sync in 3...
200

Suddenly—THE GROUND SHUDDERS.

INT. LAB OBSERVATION ROOM - SIMULTANEOUS

A massive spike in seismic activity appears.
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TANAKA
We've got a localized
quake—epicenter... the Seventh
Monolith.

LENA
That’s not a quake. That’s a
breach.

REYES

Then seal the damn thing!
The Seventh Monolith fractures, emitting a dissonant,
grinding tone—opposite of the harmonic frequency. A rift
opens mid-air above Zoe, swirling with black geometry.

ZOE'S BODY LIFTS from the chair—levitating. Her vitals spike
dangerously.

SERAPH (V.O.)
Unstable harmonic cascade. External
signal infiltration confirmed.

Foreign presence is attempting resonance override.

INT. ZOE'S MINDSPACE - SPIRITUAL DIMENSION

Zoe floats, facing the Seven Thrones. Six glow in perfect
harmony. The Seventh now pulses with red-black light.

A figure emerges—distorted, humanoid, but featureless. The
FALLEN ARCHITECT.

FALLEN ARCHITECT (V.O.)
You opened the door.

Now let me in.

Zoe trembles. She’s not strong enough to stop it alone.

INT. CRYSTAL INTERFACE CHAMBER - REAL WORLD

ADRIEN watches in horror as Zoe's body starts to disintegrate
into light. The resonance array shorts out—-monoliths
cracking.

ESTRADA
If she breaks now—she won’t come
back.

ADRIEN (SCREAMING TO SERAPH)
Redirect the resonance! To me!
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SERAPH (V.O.)
You are not compatible.

ADRIEN
MAKE ME COMPATIBLE.

SERAPH hesitates—then executes override.

Suddenly, the resonance redirects—Adrien is blasted backward
into the chair. He convulses as glyphs flood his neural
network.

INT. ADRIEN’'S MINDSPACE - MOMENTS LATER

He lands in the cosmic chamber beside Zoe. The Fallen
Architect looms larger, now towering above both of them.

ZOE

Dad—you shouldn’t be here.
ADRIEN

I made you a promise. I'm not

leaving.
The Fallen Architect hisses, voice fracturing into many.
FALLEN ARCHITECT
You forget. You erase. You bury

truth in circuits and pride.

ADRIEN (RISING, DEFIANT)
Then remember me.

Adrien steps between Zoe and the entity, shielding her.

REALITY - INT. CHAMBER - CONTINUOUS

Adrien’s body arcs with energy, vitals crashing. Lena screams
at Seraph to stop it.

LENA
He’ll die! Shut it down!

SERAPH
He is interfacing voluntarily.
Neural integrity collapsing.

ZOE'S BODY GLOWS BRIGHTER—suddenly she floats upright.
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INT. ZOE'S MINDSPACE

Zoe raises her hand-humming.

A new tone—pure, harmonic, unlike anything before.

The Fallen Architect reels, unable to sustain its form.

ZOE
You don’t belong in the song.

She sings. A perfect fifth. It fractures the false Architect
like glass under frequency. He shatters into light—absorbed
into the Sixth Throne.

THE SEVENTH THRONE STABILIZES. Now glowing with her
resonance.

BACK TO REALITY
The rift seals.
Zoe lands softly, untouched.
Adrien slumps, eyes wide, panting—alive, barely.

ZOE (TO ADRIEN) (CONT'D)
You were willing to die for me.

ADRIEN (WEAKLY)
Always.

ZOE (TEARFUL)
Then I’'1ll live... for all of us.

EPILOGUE MOMENT:

Later, Zoe sketches the new Architect glyph—a circle of
seven, with her in the center.

ZOE (V.0.)
They weren't waiting for gods.
They were waiting for someone who could remember... and
forgive.

FADE OUT.



