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I NT. GRIMY BAR - N GHT

Rai n streaks down the dirty w ndowpanes. The air is thick
with stale snoke and cheap |iquor. RONALD PATERSON 60s,

weat hered, haunted eyes nurses a glass of anmber |liquid, the
ice long nelted. The | ow murnmur of conversations and the
clinking of glasses are a dull drone.

Ronal d’s gaze drifts, unfocused. The anbient noise begins to
recede, replaced by a sharp, piercing sound.

FLASH CUT TO

A rain-slicked alleyway. The ARCTIC AIRis thick with
tension. A young KEVIN 17, terrified, disoriented funbles
wi th a handgun, his hands shaking violently. He raises it,
hi s knuckl es white.

CLOSE ON The face of a TEACHER, |lying on the wet asphalt, a
| ook of shock frozen in their eyes. A dark stain blossons on
their shirt.

The sound of a single GUNSHOT rings out, sharp and final.

Back in the bar, Ronald flinches as if struck. H's knuckl es
are white around his glass. He takes a |l arge, desperate gulp
of whi skey.

RONALD
Just... one nore.

CUT TO
EXT. RAIN-SLI CKED ALLEYWAY - NI GHT

The downpour is relentless, washing the grine and bl ood from
the pavenent. The air is a frigid bite. YOUNG KEVIN
seventeen, is a knot of pure terror. H's hands, slick with
rain and sonet hing darker, trenble as he funbles with a
heavy, bl ack handgun. The weapon feels alien, inpossibly
heavy.

He brings the pistol up, his breath ragged, msting in the
frigid air. H's eyes, wde and unfocused, dart wldly.

CLOSE ON The face of a TEACHER They lie sprawl ed on the wet
asphalt, eyes staring, a | ook of utter disbelief etched onto
their features. A dark, expanding stain mars the front of
their worn jacket.

The nmetallic click of the handgun's hanmer being cocked is
unnervingly loud in the sudden, deafening silence that
follows the rain's roar.

Further down the alley, partially obscured by shadow and the
driving rain, the silhouette of M CHAEL DAVENPORT, 40s, sharp
suit, inpassive, watches. He remains perfectly still, a



silent, predatory observer.
KEVI N

(whi spering, a choked sob)
No... no, no, no.

Kevi n stunbl es back, the gun still ainmed vaguely forward, his
entire body shaki ng.

FADE TO BLACK.
| NT. RONALD S BASEMENT - NI GHT

The air is thick with the netallic tang of electronics and
stale coffee. Wres, |like digital vines, snake across the

fl oor, converging on a bank of humm ng server racks. CRTs and
flat-panel MONI TORS cast a sickly green and blue gl ow across
the cluttered space. RONALD 40s, gaunt, w | d-eyed, dressed in
sweat pants and a stained t-shirt is a blur of notion. H's
fingers dance across a nechani cal keyboard, each keystroke a
furious staccato against the |Iow thrum of the machines. Enpty
energy drink cans litter the desk.

RONALD
Al nost there... just a fewnore firewalls to
crack.

He | eans closer to a nonitor displaying cascading |ines of
code, his bl oodshot eyes narrowed in intense concentration. A
hal f - eaten sandwi ch sits forgotten beside a steam ng nug.

RONALD
They think they can bury this. They think they
can erase the truth.

He slanms his fist down on the desk, rattling the nonitors. A
jolt of adrenaline seens to pass through him revitalizing
his frantic typing. The code on the screen shifts, a new

wi ndow openi ng, revealing encrypted files.

RONALD
But the network never forgets. And neither do
l.

He pauses, a grimsatisfaction spreading across his face as a
progress bar fills on one of the screens. The | ow hum of the
servers seens to intensify, a digital heartbeat in the dark
sanctuary.

CUT TO
| NT. RONALD S BASEMENT - CONTI NUOUS
Ronal d's frenzied typing nonentarily ceases. His eyes, glued

to the nyriad screens, dart to a fresh notification that just
materialized on his central nonitor. The text is stark,
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devoid of enotion 'Kevin Paterson - |Incarcerated.' The words
hit himlike a physical blow

RONALD

(a low grow)
No... no, they can't have him

He slams his fist onto the desk with explosive force. The
monitors junp, wires jiggle, and a cascade of enpty energy
drink cans clatters to the floor. The raw, inpotent rage

radi ates off him He pushes back fromthe desk, his chair
scraping loudly against the concrete floor. He stands, pacing
the confines of his sanctuary, his shadow dancing wildly
across the server racks.

RONALD
This isn't over. Not by a |ong shot.

He stops abruptly, a new, colder resolve hardening his
features. He turns back to the console, his novenents nore
del i berate now, but no |l ess intense. He begins typing again,
a different rhythmthis tinme, precise and deadly. A new

wi ndow opens, this one darker, filled wth a single, pulsing
cursor.

RONALD
They want to play ganes? Fine. Let's play.

He focuses on the new interface, his fingers flying across
the keyboard with renewed purpose. The screens around him
begin to shift, the code lines noving with a terrifying
speed.

FADE QUT.
I NT. RONALD S BASEMENT - CONTI NUCUS

The harsh glow of the nonitors reflects in Ronald s w de,
determ ned eyes. The single, pulsing cursor on the new, dark
interface is his canvas. His fingers hover, then strike the
keys with a controlled ferocity.

RONALD
Initialize ZEROX sequence. Core protocol
bf uscati on.

Li nes of code, dense and intricate, begin to popul ate the
screen. It’s not a brute-force attack, but a surgical
incision into the digital world. He's building a ghost, an
entity designed to di sappear even as it operates.

RONALD
Encryption | ayer al pha. Adaptive canoufl age.

He nutters the commands as he types, each word a buil ding
bl ock for his digital weapon. The rhythm c click-clack of the



keyboard is the only sound in the room a stark contrast to
the earlier explosion of rage. He's channeling it now,
shaping it.

RONALD
Threat assessnent npdul e Zero Tol er ance.
Aut onony protocol s engaged.

A small, alnost inperceptible smle plays on his lips. This
is the genesis, the first breath of sonething that could
either save himor consune himentirely. The code buil ds,

| ayer upon layer, a digital fortress of his own design.

RONALD
Payl oad delivery system Ghost Packet. Silent
and untraceabl e.

He | eans closer, his focus absolute. The outside world, his
incarceration, Kevin's fate — it all fades into the
background. There is only the code, and the prom se it hol ds.

CONTI NUED. .
| NT. LAPD PRECI NCT - DAY

The air is thick with the | ow humof fluorescent |ights and
the distant chatter of officers. M CHAEL DAVENPORT 40s, sharp
in a tailored suit, strides through the open-plan office.
He's a picture of controlled authority, his gaze m ssing
not hi ng. He noves with a quiet purpose, a man who bel ongs in
this chaotic ecosystem

He passes a bulletin board plastered with wanted posters and
departnental nenos. His eyes flick over them a practiced
scan. A unifornmed OFFI CER nods respectfully as Davenport
passes. Davenport returns a brief, alnost inperceptible nod,
his focus already el sewhere.

OFFI CER M LLER
Det ecti ve.

M CHAEL DAVENPORT
MIller.

Davenport continues towards his own office, a small space
that still manages to project an inmage of order am dst the
surroundi ng bustle. The precinct is a beehive, and Davenport,
for now, seens above the swarm noving with a grace that
belies the grit of his profession. The cal mbefore the storm

FADE OUT
| NT. RONALD S APARTMENT - NI GHT
The roomis a nonunment to organi zed chaos. Cabl es snake

across the floor like electronic vines, connecting gl ow ng
nmonitors that cast an eerie, shifting light. RONALD 30s,



gaunt and w red, hunches over a keyboard, his fingers a blur.
Enpty energy drink cans forma snmall, netallic graveyard
around him

RONALD
Conme on, you digital ghost. Show ne your face.

On one screen, lines of code scroll at inpossible speeds. On
anot her, a grainy surveillance photo of a nondescript MAN
flickers. Ronald types with a feverish intensity, his eyes
darting between the displays. He’'s navigating the underbelly
of the digital world, a place where identities are fluid and
truth is a comodity.

RONALD
Just a little nore... a whisper in the system

He hits a final sequence of keys. The surveill ance photo on
t he nonitor norphs, details sharpening, features becom ng
eerily famliar. It's a conposite, a digital fabrication.
Ronal d | eans back, a slow, unsettling smle spreadi ng across
his face. The thrill is pal pable, a dangerous cocktail of
power and dread.

RONALD
Perfect. A ghost in the machine. They won't
even know he's there.

He types again, pulling up a new set of data - financi al
records, public profiles, all neticul ously woven around his
creation. The ease with which he’s mani pul ated the systemis
terrifying. This isn't just a gane anynore. It's a plan.

CUT TO
I NT. PRI SON VI SI TATI ON ROOM - DAY

The roomis stark, utilitarian. The air thick with the
metallic tang of disinfectant. KEVIN, 30s, once sharp and
energetic, now appears hollowed out, his eyes sunken, his
shoul ders slunped. He sits opposite a thick pane of
reinforced glass. Across fromhim OFFI CER JENKINS, 40s, a
pi cture of bored authority, sips froma Styrofoam cup, her
expressi on unnoved.

KEVI N
| swear to you, | didn't doit. It was a
frame-up. Soneone planted the evidence.

Kevin | eans closer to the glass, his voice a hoarse plea. He
gestures, a desperate, futile novenent against the barrier.

KEVI N
You have to believe ne. | have a famly.
can't stay here.

OFFI CER JENKI NS



(wi t hout | ooking up)
Save it, inmate. |'ve heard it all.

Jenki ns takes another slow sip of her drink, her gaze fixed
on a point sonewhere beyond Kevin's shoul der. The paper cup
crinkles loudly in the suffocating silence.

KEVI N
But this is different. | have proof. |’ve been
wor ki ng on sonething, trying to clear ny nane.
It’s...conplicated.

He funbles with the collar of his junpsuit, agitated.

OFFI CER JENKI NS
Conpl i cated doesn't get you out of alife
sentence, honey. The judge and jury made their
deci si on.

She finally neets his eyes, but there’s no enpathy there,
only a practiced indifference.

KEVI N
Pl ease, just let me see a lawer. Let ne tell
themwhat | found. It’s about the data. The
digital trail.

OFFI CER JENKI NS

(scoffing)
Digital trail. R ght. Your visiting hours are

up.

Jenki ns stands, her chair scraping against the Iinoleum
floor. She signals to another guard off-screen. Kevin watches
her go, his face a mask of utter despair. H's plea, his
desperate truth, has dissolved into the sterile, unforgiving
air of the prison.

FADE QUT.
| NT. ABANDONED WAREHOUSE - NI GHT

Dust notes dance in the single, flickering beamof a

hi gh-intensity | anp. RONALD, m d-30s, gaunt wi th exhaustion
but fuel ed by mani c energy, hunches over a nakeshift

wor kstation. Wres snake across the concrete fl oor,
connecting a labyrinth of servers and nonitors. The air huns
with the low thrum of processors working overtine.

RONALD
Al nost there. Just a few nore packets to
spoof .
On one of the screens, lines of code cascade, a digital
waterfall. Ronald s fingers fly across a keyboard, a blur of

nmotion. He sips froma |ukewarmcoffee, the bitter taste



doing little to quell the wired intensity in his eyes. He
brings up a conplex architectural diagramof a secure
network, glow ng green lines representing data pat hways.

RONALD
Entrenched. Invisible. They won't see you
comng until it's too |ate.

He clicks a series of conmands, and a section of the diagram
turns a subtle, pulsing red. A digital phantom begins to
materialize within the network’s structure, a ghost in the
machi ne. The hum of the servers seens to deepen, a satisfied
grow .

RONALD

(a grimsm |l e spreading)
Let's see how they like it when the system
starts tal ki ng back.

He types a final command. The red pul se intensifies,
spreading |like a stain through the green architecture. A
single, stark nessage flashes on the main screen, replacing
t he code ACCESS GRANTED. Ronal d | eans back, a shaky breath
escaping his lips. The silence in the warehouse presses in,
heavy wth the weight of his acconplishnent.

CUT TO
I NT. POLI CE PRECI NCT - DAVENPORT'S DESK - DAY

Fl uorescent |ights hum over DETECTI VE DAVENPORT, | ate 40s,
sharp, weary, his suit jacket slung over the back of his
chair. He’'s buried in a nountain of case files, the air
around himthick with the snell of stale coffee and old
paper. Sunlight, fractured by the grinmy precinct w ndows,
casts long, accusing shadows. Davenport rubs his tired eyes,
then picks up a digital tablet, scrolling through a backl og
of digital evidence — grainy surveillance footage, anonym zed
text messages. He's neticulous, his novenents precise even in
hi s exhaustion. He stops, his gaze | ocking onto a new nessage
notification. A faint, alnost inperceptible smle tugs at his
lips as he reads. It’s a personal, brief exchange, a nonent
of respite in the relentless grind of his job. He taps out a
quick reply, his attention still partially on the screens,

t he network diagrans he was just reviewing. He's oblivious to
t he deeper digital currents now churning beneath the surface
of his connected life.

DAVENPORT
Anot her dead end, or a new | ead...gotta be a
| ead.

He sets the tablet down, pushing a stray | ock of graying hair
fromhis forehead. He picks up a worn photo frame fromhis
desk, a younger, smling woman staring back. He holds it for
a beat, his expression softening, before placing it back



down, his focus returning to the digital ghosts on his
screen.

FADE QUT.
I NT. RONALD S APARTMENT - NI GHT

The cranped apartnent glows with the cool, ethereal |ight of
mul tiple nonitors. Cables snake across the desk like digital
vines. RONALD 30s, lean and wired, stares intently at a
screen, his face illum nated by the cascading |ines of code.
H's fingers fly across the keyboard with practiced speed,
each keystroke a neasured step in a digital ballet. The air
thrums with the | ow hum of processing power. On the centra
monitor, a progress bar inches towards conpletion, a silent
testanent to his relentless effort.

RONALD
Come on, you stubborn piece of digital junk.

A series of conplex graphical representations flash on one
screen, illustrating a network topol ogy. Ronald | eans cl oser,
his brow furrowed in concentration. He types a final command.
The progress bar on the main nonitor snaps to 100% A subtl e,
al nost inperceptible chinme emanates from his speakers, a
sound only he woul d recognize. The digital |ock icon on the
screen, once a stark red, turns a satisfying, serene green.

RONALD
a low, triunphant whisper
Got cha.

A faint, alnost invisible smle plays on his |ips. He | eans
back, the intensity in his eyes unwavering as he surveys the
new y opened pat hways. He takes a |ong, slow breath, the
tension draining fromhis shoulders. This is just the first
step, but it’s a vital one. He reaches for a second, nore
secure-looking termnal, his resolve hardening.

CONTI NUED. .
I NT. POLI CE | NTERROGATI ON ROOM - DAY

The stark, sterile roomis famliar territory. KEVIN 40s,
once sharp and confident, now | ooks holl owed out, his eyes
tracki ng the dust notes dancing in the single beamof I|ight
piercing the blinds. Across the battered netal table sits
ELEANOR VANCE 50s, sharp, inpeccably dressed, a stark
contrast to the rooms grimutilitarianism She holds a slim
file folder, her expression a practiced mask of professional
concern.

ELEANOR
Any new | eads, Kevin? Anything at all you
haven't told nme?
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Kevi n shakes his head, a weary gesture. He picks at a | oose
thread on his worn jacket.

KEVI N
They’ ve got everything, Eleanor. Every byte,
every click, every virtual shadow I’ ve ever
cast. It’s all there, laid out like a...a
di gi tal autopsy.

ELEANOR
The prosecution’s case is built on his digital
footprint. They ve mapped his novenents, his
communi cations, even his purchasing habits,
all tied back to your network access.

She opens the file, tapping a finger on a printout show ng a
sprawl i ng, interconnected web of data. Kevin stares at it,
his jaw tight.

KEVI N
| know what they have. What | don't have is a
count er-argunent that doesn't involve
rewiting the | aws of physics.

ELEANOR
softly
We need sonet hing, Kevin. Sonething to cast
doubt. A ghost in the machine, a phantom | P
anyt hing that suggests it wasn't you. The
jury...they’ re not tech-savvy. They' Il believe
what ever’s presented nost convincingly.

Kevin runs a hand over his face, the brief flicker of hope in
hi s eyes extingui shed by the weight of her words. The system
is too vast, too absol ute.

KEVI N
| " ve been through every |og, every backdoor
ever built. There’ s nothing clean enough to
fight this. It’s like trying to argue agai nst
gravity.

FADE QUT.
| NT. ABANDONED WAREHOUSE - NI GHT

Dust nmotes swirl in the sickly glow of a single work | anp.
The air is thick with the netallic tang of decay. RONALD 40s,
gaunt, eyes burning with an unnerving intensity hunches over
a massive, griny workbench. Spread before himis a spraw i ng,
hand-drawn bl ueprint, a terrifyingly intricate web of |ines
and synbols. It’s a flowhart, depicting the systematic
execution sequence of a conplex digital weapon, codenaned
ZEROX. Red lines trace data pat hways, green nodes signify
successful encryption, and stark black 'X s mark points of
targeted corruption
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RONALD
There. The ghost in the machine. O rather,
the architect.

He points a trenbling finger at a particularly dense cluster
of bl ack Xs.

RONALD
This is where it all starts. A zero-day
exploit, burrowed deep into the core
protocols. They thought it was unbreachabl e.

He traces a red line |l eading away fromthe corruption points.

RONALD
But every system has a signature. Every
digital fingerprint. And every defense, no
matt er how sophi sticated, | eaves a trace...a
vul nerability.

RONALD
muttering to hinself
They built the cage, but they forgot to
account for the one man who knew how to pick
the lock fromthe inside.

He taps a section depicting data packets being rerouted and
di sgui sed.

RONALD
Every transm ssion, every keystroke...masked.
Cl ean. Untraceable. Like a phantom breath on
t he wi nd.
He | ooks up, his eyes reflecting the harsh Ilight of the |anp.
A flicker of cold triunph ignites wthin them
RONALD
Kevin's network...nmy access. It wasn't a crine,
El eanor. It was an insurance policy. A
conti ngency.

RONALD
And now, it’s the blueprint for their undoing.

CUT TO
| NT. ABANDONED WAREHOUSE - CONTI NUOUS

The single work |anp casts a stark circle of light on the
grinmy workbench. RONALD, his gaunt face etched with
obsessi on, hunches over a new set of printouts. These are not
bl ueprints, but screenshotted fragnents of a life — soci al
medi a feeds, anonym zed financial transactions, snippets of
corporate work | ogs. Each is nmeticul ously pinned and
annotated with fine-point marker.
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RONALD
Davenport. The perfect facade. Soci al
butterfly, pillar of the community, digital
hermt when it suited him

He picks up a printout show ng Davenport's Linkedln profile,
a curated collection of achievenments and prof essi onal
pl ati t udes.

RONALD
Wrk | ogs...always on tine, always efficient.
The phant om enpl oyee, barely there except for
t he out put.

H's fingers, stained with ink, nove to a page displaying a
series of encrypted cryptocurrency transactions. A conpl ex
web of pseudonyns and of f shore accounts.

RONALD
And the noney...l aundered cl ean through a dozen
digital wallets. Of the books, off the grid.
Except ...

He pauses, eyes narrowi ng as he focuses on a single,
recurring transaction pattern. A subtle deviation fromthe
establ i shed anonymty.

RONALD
There’s a whisper here. A faint digital echo
inthe static. Atransfer to a shel
corporation...one that’'s been fl agged.

He pulls out a thin, high-tech tablet, its screen alive with
cascading lines of code. He taps rapidly, cross-referencing
data points.

RONALD
Every digital footprint, no matter how
carefully erased, |eaves a residue. A shadow
that can be anplified.

He zoonms in on a specific data packet, highlighting a faint,
al nost inperceptible netadata tag.

RONALD
And Davenport, for all his digital
sophi stication, overlooked the npbst
fundamental principle the closer you get to
zero, the nore dangerous the inperfection

becones.
FADE QUT.
| NT. ABANDONED WAREHOUSE - CONTI NUOUS
The single work lanp still illum nates Ronal d' s obsessive

wor kspace. The air huns with the |l ow thrum of el ectronics.
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Ronal d, his eyes bl oodshot but sharp, watches the nmain
nmonitor. A conplex animation of code flows across the screen.
He’s running a sinmulated identity swap on a dedi cated dummy
server.

RONALD
Al right, phase one infiltration and data
obfuscation. Let’s see if you can dance
through the firewalls wi thout a trace.

On screen, a progress bar fills rapidly. Digital markers
representing data packets flash fromred to green. The screen
flickers, showi ng sinulated login attenpts, followed by
successful credential overrides. Ronald s fingers hover over
t he keyboard, a conductor to this digital orchestra.

RONALD
Davenport’s digital ghost...replicating its
signature. Just a touch nore...

He types a quick command. The screen refreshes, now

di spl aying a sinul ated enpl oyee record. Davenport’s photo is
still there, but the work history, the performance reviews,
even the hiring date — all subtly altered, seanl essly
integrated with fabricated data.

RONALD
Perfect. It’s |like he never | ogged a single
hour for the real conpany. Now, the financi al
scrub.

Anot her sinmul ation begins. Transaction | ogs appear, old
entries vani shing, new ones seanl essly layered in. The
digital breadcrunbs |leading to the shell corporation are
bei ng systematically erased and rerouted.

RONALD
The noney trail ...gone. Replaced wth ghost
accounts and dumy entities. Clean as a

whi st | e.

He | eans back, a grimsatisfaction spreading across his face.
The dummy server's status indicator glows a steady,
triunphant green.

RONALD
It works. The program..it actually works.

CUT TO
I NT. PRI SON VI SI TATI ON ROOM - DAY

The roomis sterile, functional. Fluorescent |[ights hum
overhead, casting a pallid glow on the chi pped Form ca table.
KEVI N 40s, gaunt, haunted eyes, but a flicker of alertness
now sits across from ELARA VANCE 30s, sharp suit, intelligent
gaze, exuding quiet confidence. A half-enpty cup of | ukewarm
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cof fee sits before Kevin.

ELARA
M. Thorne, ny name is Elara Vance. |'ve been
retai ned by a new benefactor on your behal f.

Kevin studies her, suspicion warring with a desperate need to
believe. He's seen this before — the slick prom ses, the
hol | ow r eassur ances.

KEVI N
Benefactor? | don’t have anyone left who d do
t hat .

ELARA

This individual prefers to remai n anonynous
for now They believe in your innocence. And
frankly, after review ng your case files, so
do I.

She slides a slimfile across the table. Kevin hesitates,
then opens it. Inside are copies of discovery docunents,
transcripts, and highlighted sections that catch his eye. H's
br eat hi ng deepens.

KEVI N
You...you actually read it all? The whol e ness?

ELARA
Every word. The discrepancies in the tineline,
the m shandl ed evidence...it’s not just weak,
M. Thorne. It’s sloppy. And | think we can
exploit that.

A genuine, albeit fragile, smle touches Kevin's lips. It's a
| ook rarely seen, a crack in the hardened shell he's built.

KEVI N
Exploit...I haven't heard that word in years.

ELARA
We're not just going to chip away at their
narrative, M. Thorne. W're going to
dismantle it. Starting with the digital
footprint.

Kevin | ooks up, a spark igniting in his eyes. He'd al nost
forgotten about the digital side, the cold, hard code that
coul d prove his innocence.

KEVI N
The servers...the | ogs...
ELARA
Precisely. | have a teamworking on it. W'l

find the ghost in the machine.
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FADE OUT

| NT. RONALD S BASEMENT - NI GHT

The air is thick with the snell of ozone and stal e coffee.
RONALD 50s, weary but determ ned, dressed in a worn t-shirt
and jeans sits hunched over a console, the faint glow of a
monitor illumnating his face. Lines of code scroll rapidly
across the screen, displaying the intricate architecture of
the "ZEROX" program His reflection, a pale, distorted mask
stares back fromthe dark glass. He runs a hand through his
t hi nning hair, then squares his shoul ders.

RONALD
Just breathe. One step at a tine.

He reaches for a keyboard, his fingers hovering over the
keys. The cursor blinks, an inpatient heartbeat. He gl ances
at a franed photograph on the desk a younger Ronald, smling,
with a woman and a child. A silent rem nder.

RONALD
This is for you. Al of you.

H's fingers finally nove, typing a conplex command string
with practiced speed. The code on the screen shifts, norphs,
responding to his input. He's a digital surgeon, preparing
for a delicate, dangerous operation. The hum of the servers
is alowthrummng in the silence, the only sound in the
subt erranean space. He | eans closer, his eyes scanning the
data, searching for vulnerabilities, for the hidden pathways.
The fate of Elara Vance, and potentially nmuch nore, rests on
the success of this infiltration.

CUT TO
I NT. RONALD S BASEMENT - CONTI NUCUS

Ronald's fingers fly across the keyboard, a furious dance.

Li nes of code cascade down the nonitor, each one a carefully
pl aced brick in a digital fortress. He's running diagnostics,
a nmeticul ous sweep for any lingering anomalies, any digital
footprint he mght have inadvertently |eft behind. The faint
snel|l of ozone is stronger now, a testanment to the processing
power being pushed to its limts.

RONALD
Al nost there. Just need to scrub the |ogs
cl ean.

He hits another key. A progress bar appears, filling slowy.
He taps his fingers against the desk, a nervous tic, his eyes
darting between the screen and a snmall, secured external hard
drive. The "ZEROX" programitself is conpiled now, a single
monolithic file on the drive, waiting. He gl ances at the
framed photo again, a flicker of resolve in his eyes. He
pulls up a final script, a digital guillotine.
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RONALD
to hinself, a | ow murnur
No wi tnesses. No | oose ends.

He executes the script. The systemwhirs, a final purge. A
traces of his work vanish, leaving only the pristine, blank
interface of his operating system The hard drive wth ZEROX
is ejected with a soft click, a small, dark payl oad. He picks
it up, the cool netal a stark contrast to his clamry hand.
The coiled serpent is ready to strike.

FADE QUT.
| NT. RONALD S BASEMENT - NI GHT

Ronal d, eyes bl oodshot but sharp, stares intently at his
monitor. The hard drive containing ZEROX is plugged in. He
takes a deep breath, his hand hovering over the nouse. The
digital fortress he built is now a |aunchpad. He cli cks.

A new interface bloons on the screen, stark and utilitarian.
A single input field blinks, waiting. Ronald types a series

of commands, a password whispered into the digital void. The
system accepts.

The screen flashes. Then, lines of green text begin to
scroll, inmpossibly fast. It's not code; it's data, parsed,
anal yzed, and rewitten. Small text scrolls across the top
"TARGET CORRECTI ONAL DATABASE LOW SECURI TY."

RONALD
Just a little nudge. A whisper in the right
ear.

The scrolling text resolves into a famliar nanme, then a
mugshot. Beneath it, birthdates, inmate nunbers, and,
crucially, sentences. A green checkmark appears next to an
entry. Then another. And another. Each checkmark represents a
subtle alteration, a fraction of a second shaved off a
sentence, a mnor detail shifted. No alarns. No red fl ags.
Just a silent, invisible hand rearrangi ng the deck chairs.
Ronal d watches, a grimsatisfaction tightening his jaw The
first dom no has fallen

CUT TO
| NT. DAVENPORT' S APARTMENT - NI GHT

The sterile glow of a laptop illum nates DAVENPORT 40s,

sharp, nmeticul ous, dressed in a plain but well-kept shirt. He
sips froma nug, eyes scanning |ines of code. The hum of his
powerful workstationis a lowthrumin the otherw se silent,
mnimalist apartnent. He’s running a routine background
check, cross-referencing public records.

DAVENPORT
muttering to hinself
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Address validation...clear. Enploynent history...
consi stent. Financial records...standard
devi ati on.

He scrolls down, his brow furrowing slightly. A small, al nost
i npercepti bl e inconsistency pops up. A date discrepancy in a
mnor traffic violation record froma decade ago. It’s a
ghost of a decimal point, a msplaced digit. Sonething that
woul d fly past ninety-nine percent of people.

DAVENPORT
That '’ s... odd.

He | eans closer, his fingers hovering over the trackpad. He
opens a new tab, navigating to the original source data for
the record. He conpares it neticulously, his novenents
preci se.

DAVENPCORT
No, that can’'t be right. The tinestanp is...
shifted. Just by a few hours.

He zoons in on the digital record, his gaze intense. It’s not
a data entry error; it looks |like a deliberate, m nuscul e
alteration. He pulls up another database, cross-referencing
it with an internal agency |og. Another flicker of anomaly.
The sane subtle date shift on a different, unrelated record
fromthe sane period.

DAVENPORT
a |l ow grow
This isn't accidental.

He cl oses the wi ndows, the screen going dark for a nonent
before he opens a secure termnal. H's fingers fly across the
keyboard, the soft click-clack a stark contrast to his

previ ous, nore casual browsing. The seed of unease has taken
root.

FADE QUT.
| NT. PRI SON ADM NI STRATI ON OFFI CE - DAY

The office is utilitarian, filled with filing cabinets and
the drone of fluorescent lights. KEVIN, 30s, sits across a
worn netal desk from OFFI CER REI D, 50s, whose face is a
roadmap of bureaucratic indifference. Kevin's clothes are
prison standard issue, faded and ill-fitting. He | ooks weary,
but there's a flicker of sonmething in his eyes —
apprehension. Reid shuffles a digital tablet, his expression
unr eadabl e.

OFFI CER REI D
So, Kevin. Looks |like we've got a m nor update
to your...situation

KEVI N
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hoar sel y
Updat e? What ki nd of update? Nothing good ever
comes with an 'update' in here.

Reid slides the tablet across the desk. Kevin's eyes scan the
screen. A single line item"Mnor Infraction — Unauthorized
Data Access Attenpt — 03/17/2016." The date is significant.
It’s the day before his conviction.

KEVI N
Unaut hori zed data access? What is this? |’'ve
never ...

OFFI CER REI D

(cutting himoff)
It’s a classification. Small stuff. Doesn't
change your sentence, not really. Just...adds a
little sonmething. A note on your file.

Kevin stares at the screen, a cold dread creeping into his
gut. He knows that date. He renenbers that night, the faint
glow of his nonitor in his small apartnent, the nervous
exci tenment of exploring sonmething new, sonething he’d been
warned against. It was a trivial, isolated incident, never
fl agged, never caught. Until now.

KEVI N
But ...t hat was years ago. And it was not hi ng.
How did...why is this show ng up now?

OFFI CER REI D
System updates, | guess. Gitches get ironed
out. Anyway, just need you to acknow edge
recei pt. Sign here.

Rei d pushes a stylus towards Kevin. Kevin hesitates, his gaze
fixed on the screen, on the phantom accusation that has
materialized fromthe digital ether. It feels like nore than
just a note. It feels |ike a door creaking open, |eading
somewhere he doesn’t want to go.

FADE TO BLACK.
I NT. PRI SON SECURI TY HUB - NI GHT

The hub is a sterile nerve center, bathed in the cool,

pul sing gl ow of nonitors displaying a dizzying array of
canera feeds and system readouts. DETECTI VE ROOKER, 40s,

shar p-eyed and perpetually wred, | eans over a console, his
face illum nated by the cascading |ines of code on a nassive
screen. Across fromhim DR ARLO VANCE, 50s, a man whose
genius is etched in the permanent fatigue under his eyes,
meti cul ously works on a specialized termnal. The air huns

W th suppressed energy.

ROOKER
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Anyt hi ng?

Vance doesn't | ook up, his fingers dancing across the

hol ographic interface. The screen before himshows a network
di agram nodes blinking and connecting |ike a malignant
synapse. One | arge node, | abeled "CORE | NFRASTRUCTURE, " is
now al nost entirely consuned by a vibrant, pulsing green.

DR. VANCE
The spread is...remarkable. RONALD s adaptation
i's exceeding ny projections. ZEROX has
bypassed the auxiliary firewalls and is now
deeply enbedded within the correctional
facility’s primary operational matriXx.

ROOKER
Enbedded how? Is it just...looking? O is it
doi ng what we think it’s doing?

DR. VANCE
It’s integrating. Think of it less as a
hostil e takeover and nore as a synbiotic
assimlation. It’'s not *breaking* the system
Detective. It’s becomng part of it. Gaining
control of everything frominmate novenent
protocols to the very power grid.

Rooker shifts, a knot of unease tightening in his stonmach.
He’s seen digital ghosts before, but this feels different,
nore visceral. The green on Vance's screen is |like a cancer
spreading through the facility's digital |ifeblood.

ROOKER
So, if it can control the power grid...it can
control the |lights? The doors? Everything?

DR.  VANCE
Precisely. Ronald isn't just building a
backdoor, Detective. He's building a command
center. And he’s doing it silently, using the
exi sting infrastructure as his canvas. The
speed at which ZEROX is | earning and adapting...
it’s al nost organic.

Vance zoons in on a specific section of the network. A small,
i sol ated data packet is being duplicated, then fragnented,
then reassenbl ed and sent out to a dozen different
sub-systens sinultaneously.

DR. VANCE
See this? This is the distributed propagation
phase. It’s making copies of itself, seeding
them across every critical subsystem If we
try to purge it fromone area, it’'Il sinply
reactivate from anot her.

ROOKER
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So what, we’'re just supposed to sit here and
watch it take over the damm prison?

DR VANCE
For now, yes. W need to understand the ful
extent of its reach before we make a nove. Any
direct confrontation mght trigger a nore
aggr essi ve, unpredictable response. Ronal d has
gi ven ZEROX a profound | evel of autonony.

CUT TO BLACK.
| NT. DAVENPORT' S APARTMENT - NI GHT

The apartnment is a nonunent to organi zed chaos, a carefully
curated blend of vintage tech and nodern mnimalism JULI AN
DAVENPORT, |ate 30s, sharp features softened by the dim
anbient light, sits hunched over a sleek, custombuilt

wor kstation. Multiple nonitors display intricate |ines of
code, network topol ogy maps, and raw data streans. He sips
froma nmug, his brow furrowed in concentration as he

navi gates through |ayers of encrypted files. The only sound
is the soft hum of the machines and the rhythmc tap of his
fingers on a specialized keyboard.

DAVENPORT
to hinsel f
Faint traces, they said. Like static on a
cl ean line.

He isolates a data packet, magnifying it. The packet itself

i s innocuous, a standard systemping, but its originis a
phantom routed through an inpossible nunber of proxies. He
runs a proprietary analysis tool, a conplex algorithm
designed to unearth hidden digital fingerprints. The process
is slow, painstaking. On one screen, a progress bar creeps
forward, agonizingly. He nmutters under his breath, a | ow,

al nost inaudi bl e stream of technical jargon

DAVENPCORT
Not static. Sonmething nore deliberate. A
shadow i n the subnet.

A small w ndow pops up on his main nonitor. A red alert

fl ashes " UNAUTHORI ZED ACCESS DETECTED - TRACE ORIG N

UNI DENTI FI ABLE. " Davenport’s eyes wden slightly, a flicker
of recognition. He's seen this signature before, or sonething
akin to it. He begins typing wwth renewed urgency, his
movenents fluid and precise, as if dancing with ghosts. He
opens another file, a log of his own digital interactions
over the past week. He cross-references it with the anomal ous

pi ng.

DAVENPORT
They were here. O soneone acting on their
behal f.
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He pulls up a visualization of the data intrusion. It’s not a
brute-force attack, but a surgical extraction, a whisper of a
presence that |eaves mnimal disturbance. Yet, the subtlety
is what makes it terrifying. It inplies an agent of inmmense
skill and resources.

DAVENPORT
Whoever you are, you’'re thorough. Too
t hor ough.

CONTI NUED. .
I NT. POLI CE PRECI NCT | NTERROGATI ON ROOM - DAY

The roomis sterile, unforgiving. A single netal table

dom nates the space, bolted to the floor. Two hard chairs
face each other. KEVIN REYNOLDS, 40s, weary and tightly
wound, sits in one. Across fromhim perched on the edge of
his chair, is ANNA REID, 30s, inpeccably dressed, radiating
an air of quiet conpetence. Her briefcase sits on the table,
slightly ajar.

ANNA
You said you wanted to know i f anything was
out of the ordinary.

KEVI N
Anyt hing out of the ordinary is ny Tuesday.
What’ s got your legal mnd all churned up?

Anna slides a thin file folder across the table. Kevin eyes
it warily, then opens it. It contains a single,
of ficial-1ooking docunent.

ANNA
This is your personnel file, or what’'s
supposed to be. | requested it yesterday.

St andard procedure.

KEVI N
And? Don’t tell me ny disciplinary record is
wor se than | renenber

ANNA
There’s a discrepancy. A mnor incident from
| ast nonth. A verbal warning for...excessive
cof fee consunption in the breakroom

Kevin stares at her, a flicker of confusion crossing his
face.

KEVI N
Excessive coffee? That’s what they’ re | ogging
now?

ANNA
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It’s duly noted. However, according to the
official system this report has been purged.
Cl eaned. Like it never happened.

Kevin | eans back, a nmuscle twitching in his jaw

KEVI N
Pur ged? Sonmeone del eted a coffee citation?
Why ?

ANNA

That’ s the question, isn't it? It’s not the
nature of the erased offense that’s
concerning, Detective. It’s the fact that it
*coul d* be erased. And by whom

Anna cl oses her briefcase with a soft click, her gaze steady.

ANNA
Soneone has access to your files, Kevin. And
they’'re using it to...tidy up.

FADE QUT.
| NT. MAX-SECURI TY PRI SON - SEGREGATED UNIT - DAY

Fl uorescent |ights hum over a cranped, w ndow ess observation
room RONALD 40s, sharp eyes, nervous energy hunches over a
console, his fingers flying across a hol ographic interface.
Rows of nonitors display grainy footage of prison common
areas. On one screen, a group of inmates, indistinguishable
from any other, nove through their routines.

RONALD
Initiating ZEROX protocol. Phase one Digital
ghosti ng.

He taps a sequence. The inmates’ ID tags on the nonitors
flicker, then change to generic, unassigned identifiers.

RONALD
Syncing bionetric masks. ldentity overl ay
comenci ng. Target designation Unit 7B
Prisoner 419, real identity...Marcus Thor ne.

A close-up on one inmate. H's face, as seen through the
monitor, nmonmentarily blurs, the digital signature of "Marcus
Thor ne" vani shing, replaced by a placehol der.

RONALD
Seanl ess. Absolutely seanml ess. Now, for the
real test.

He navigates to a different screen, bringing up Thorne’s
digital profile, then a new, fabricated one.

RONALD
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Repl aci ng Thorne with Elias Vance. Security
cl earance | evel A-4. Known associ ates None.
Crimnal record M nor shoplifting.

He hits another key. On the primary nonitor, the inmate
identified as Thorne suddenly vani shes fromthe i nmate roster
and reappears in a different, |ess secure section of the

pri son database, now | abeled "Elias Vance." The shift is

I nst ant aneous.

RONALD
Zero trace. The system believes Thorne was
*al ways* Elias Vance. His history, his
nmovenents...all rewitten in nanoseconds.

He | eans back, a shaky exhal ati on escaping his lips. The
sheer power of it is overwhel m ng.

RONALD
This is...this is nore than | ever i nmagi ned.

CUT TO
I NT. CYBERCRIME UNI T - DAVENPORT'S OFFI CE - N GHT

The roomis a testanent to controlled chaos. Miltiple
nmonitors cast a sterile blue gl ow on DETECTI VE AVA DAVENPORT,
40s, sharp and weary, hunched over her desk. Enpty coffee
cups and scattered case files surround her. She sips froma
fresh mug, eyes glued to a conplex web of data visualizations
on her main screen.

DAVENPORT
Come on, you son of a bitch. Were are you
hi di ng?

Her fingers dance across a keyboard, pulling up a string of
encrypted | ogs. She cross-references themw th recent
departnental security alerts. A stark graphica
representation of network traffic appears, highlighting
anomal i es.

DAVENPORT
Federal w tness protection database breach...
State DW stolen credentials...County court
records wiped clean...All within the | ast
seventy-two hours.

She zoons in on a specific data packet, its origin point
masked by nmultiple proxies. The pattern is too consistent,
too cl ean.

DAVENPORT
This isn't random noise. This is a synphony.

She isolates the common I P signature. It's heavily
obf uscat ed, bouncing through servers across the gl obe. Yet, a
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faint, alnost inperceptible trace remains, a digital
fingerprint no one el se seens to have caught.

DAVENPCORT
There. That residual packet. That’s your
signature. Your ghost in the machine.

She pulls up another file — the digital trace fromthe prison
infiltration, conparing it to the current data. The
simlarities are undeni able, the coding | anguage identical.

DAVENPCORT
ZeroX. They're using ZeroX. But not for
Thorne. They' ve escal ated. They're
systematically dismantling the systemfromthe
i nsi de out.

A grimrealization daws on her face. This is far bigger than
a single inmate escape.

DAVENPORT
This is a full-spectrumassault. And | think
know who’ s conducting the orchestra.

FADE QUT.
| NT. ABANDONED SERVER FARM - NI GHT

Dust notes dance in the sparse beans of energency |ighting.
CRATES of obsol ete servers loomlike forgotten nonoliths.
RONALD " ZEROX" VANCE, 30s, sharp-eyed and unnervingly cal m
sits before a portable workstation. Miultiple screens flicker,
di splaying intricate data streans and network maps. He sips
froma thernos, his expression unreadabl e as he watches
Davenport's digital footprint.

RONALD
Fol |l ow the crunbs, Detective. Just keep
foll ow ng the crunbs

On one screen, a sinmulated "hack” is unfolding, neticulously
crafted to mmc the ZeroX signature Davenport identified. It
|l eads to a fabricated digital persona, the ghost of a phantom
hacker collective. Ronald’ s fingers fly across his custom
interface, planting nore seeds of msdirection — false IP

| ogs, decoy server access points. He's building a digital

m rage.

RONALD
to hinself
They’ re so predictable. Always |ooking for the
| oudest signal, the nost obvious trail.

He wat ches as Davenport’s virtual agents, represented by
bright, probing cursors, begin to latch onto the fal se | eads.
A faint, alnost inperceptible smle plays on his lips. He's
not just hiding; he's conducting a digital orchestra of



25.
decepti on.

RONALD
And she’s dancing to nmy tune.

He pulls up alive feed of a major financial district’s
surveillance caneras. The city lights glint off his gl asses.
The real objective is still out there, a target he’s been
meti cul ously working towards while the police chase shadows.

RONALD
Phase one conplete. Now for the real concert.

CONTI NUED. .
I NT. CORRECTI ONAL FACI LITY - VI SI TATI ON AREA - DAY

The sterile, fluorescent-lit roomis divided by thick

pl exi gl ass. KEVIN 40s, gaunt, eyes darting sits rigidly, his
hands cl asped on the counter. Across fromhim his weary
PUBLI C DEFENDER, MARTHA JENKI NS 50s, sharp, pragnatic, |eans
forward

MARTHA
They noved you. This norning, first light.

KEVI N
VWhat ? Wher e?

MARTHA
West Wng. Isolation block. Oficially, it’s a
‘precautionary transfer.’ Standard procedure,
t hey say.

Kevin's jaw tightens. He gl ances nervously towards the guards
patrolling the perinmeter of the room

KEVI N
Precautionary for what? | haven't done
anyt hi ng.

MARTHA

That’s what |'"mtrying to figure out, Kevin.
This isn't random Not with the system
glitches they' ve been reporting city-w de

si nce yest erday.

KEVI N
G itches? What kind of glitches?

MARTHA
Fi nanci al networks, traffic control, even sone
city surveillance feeds. They're calling it a
sophi sticated cyber-attack. And you, ny
friend, are suddenly in solitary confinenment.
It feels...connected.
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Kevin's eyes widen with a dawni ng horror. He pushes his hand
agai nst the plexiglass, as if trying to break through.

KEVI N
No. They can't...they don't know. | didn't do
anyt hing they can prove.

MARTHA
That’ s the problem Kevin. Soneone el se m ght
have. Sonmeone who's very good at meking it
| ook |ike *you*.

CUT TO
| NT. DAVENPORT' S APARTMENT - NI GHT

The apartnment is a controlled chaos of gl ow ng screens and
scattered data chi ps. DETECTI VE DAVENPORT, 40s, sharp,
haunted, stares intently at a conplex network schematic
projected onto his wall. Hs fingers fly across a hol ographic
keyboard. Enpty coffee cups litter the desk.

DAVENPORT
It's not just noise. It's surgical.

He zoonms in on a specific node, highlighting a series of
encrypted data packets.

DAVENPCORT
They' re not smashing through walls. They're
finding the back door soneone |eft unl ocked.
Sonmeone who knows the bl ueprints.

He pulls up a different screen, displaying security logs from
the city's power grid. A pattern energes — subtle, al nost
i npercepti bl e.

DAVENPCORT
This...this isn't brute force. This is sonmeone
wal ki ng through the systemlike they ow it.
Li ke they *built* it.

He rubs his tenples, a grow ng unease clouding his features.
The inplications are staggering. This isn't a hacker. This is
an insider.

DAVENPORT
But who? And why make it | ook Iike a random
attack? Unl ess...they want us looking in the
wong direction entirely.

He | eans back, the hol ographic projection casting an eerie
bl ue glow on his face. H's suspicion solidifies into a cold
dr ead.

DAVENPORT
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They're fram ng soneone. O they're covering
for soneone very, very close.

FADE QUT.
| NT. DATA REPCSI TORY - NI GHT

Rows of humm ng servers stretch into the gloom their
blinking lights a silent, rhythm c pul se. RONALD, 30s,
sharp-suited, noves with predatory grace between the towering
racks. He wears a pair of high-tech gloves, his fingers
danci ng over a portable console. The air is cool, sterile.

RONALD
Just a little adjustnment. A whisper in the
digital w nd.

He plugs a thin fiber optic cable into a central conduit. H's
eyes, magnified by a subtle augnented reality overlay on his
gl asses, scan lines of code scrolling on the console.

RONALD
Everyone thinks it’s brute force. Chaos. But
true mastery...is art.

He navigates a conplex firewall wth practiced ease. On his
consol e, a visual representation of the network shifts. Data
packets, previously dispersed, are rerouted, converging on a
specific point. He isolates a cluster and injects a specific,
enbedded signature.

RONALD
There. A ghost in the machi ne, whispering ny
ol d partner's nane.

He wat ches as the systemlogs the fabricated activity. The
signature is undeniable, a digital fingerprint neticul ously
pl aced. He pulls up a live feed of a security camera angl ed
towards a public termnal — the one Davenport is known to
frequent.

RONALD
Perfect. Alittle digital breadcrunb for our
t enaci ous detective.

He makes a final adjustnent, ensuring the altered |l ogs wll
be prioritized in any forensic scan. A faint, satisfied smrk
pl ays on his I|ips.

RONALD
Let the fram ng begin.

CUT TO
| NT. LAPD | NTERNAL AFFAI RS - DAY
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Fl uorescent |ights humover a drab, cubicle-filled office.
DETECTI VE CHEN, 40s, weary but sharp, sips |ukewarm coffee
froma chi pped nug. Her screen displays a network activity
| og.

CHEN
What have we got?

JACOBS O S.
Anot her whi sper.

JAKE JACOBS, 30s, IT forensics specialist, appears from
behind a partition, holding a tablet. He's perpetually wred,
eyes darting.

JACOBS
LAPD I T fl agged a series of anomal ous | ogins.
Encrypted comms, routing through offshore
servers. Standard stuff, usually.

CHEN
"Standard stuff"” doesn't usually end up on ny
desk, Jake.

JACOBS

This one’s...different. The access | ogs show a
tenporary el evation of Detective Davenport’s
credentials. Brief, clean. Al nost surgical.

Chen | eans forward, coffee forgotten.

CHEN
Davenport ? What was he accessing?

JACOBS
That’ s the kicker. It wasn't anything
sensitive. Just public-facing data streans.
But the *way* it was accessed, the pattern...it
| ooks |Ii ke soneone was testing the waters. O
pl anti ng sonet hi ng.

CHEN
Pl anting what ?

JACOBS
That’s what we’'re trying to figure out. It’s
too subtle for a direct probe. Mre like a
digital calling card, left behind so a
specific forensic tool would pick it up later.

Chen rubs her tenples.
CHEN
So, our phantomis fram ng Davenport for...
unaut hori zed data stream observation?

JACOBS
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O making it |look Iike Davenport is

conprom sed, so any real evidence agai nst him
gets dismssed as a hack. It’'s a
doubl e-l ayered play. Low Il evel enough to be a
glitch, but deliberate enough to be a nessage.

CHEN
Start building a parallel analysis. | want to
know every single byte that was touched, and
who has the keys to Davenport’s ki ngdom

Quietly.

JACOBS
Already on it. This feels...famliar. Like that
case downtown, the one with the ghost
si gnat ur e.

Chen’s eyes narrow, a cold understandi ng dawni ng.
FADE OUT
| NT. SECURE DATA FACILITY - N GHT

The sterile, chrone-lined chanber huns with suppressed power.
RONALD, 30s, sharp suit, unnervingly calm sits before a bank
of hol ographi ¢ di splays. Code cascades across themlike
digital rain. He mani pul ates the projections with precise,

al nost graceful hand novenents.

RONALD
Initiating primary objective. Erasing al
digital footprints associated wth Subject K

On one display, a file marked "KEVIN MERRI CK - CRI M NAL
RECORD' flickers. Lines of text, charges, convictions — a
life etched in data. Ronald types a final command.

RONALD
Sanitize. Purge. Redact.

The file transforns. Text dissolves, replaced by zeros. The
charges vani sh. The convictions w nk out of existence. The
digital ink doesn't fade; it evaporates. A clean, unblem shed
void remai ns where Kevin's past once was.

RONALD
Confirmation. Subject K s record is now...
pristine. As if he never existed.

He | eans back, a subtle, satisfied smrk playing on his |ips.
The silence in the roomfeels heavy, charged with the unseen
force that just rewote reality.

RONALD
The first stone has been |laid. The foundation
is solid.
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CUT TO

| NT. DAVENPORT' S APARTMENT - NI GHT

KEVI N DAVENPORT, 40s, harried, dressed in runpled work

cl ot hes, hunches over his high-tech workstation. The gl ow of
mul tiple nonitors paints his face in shifting blues and
greens. He's been at this for hours. H's coffee cup sits cold
and forgotten.

DAVENPORT
Come on, you son of a bitch. I know you' re in
t here.

He navi gates through | ayers of encrypted directories, each
click a careful, deliberate probe. A file, previously
accessi bl e, now di spl ays a garbl ed ness of characters.

DAVENPORT
Corruption? That’s not possible. Not with this
encryption.

He tries to log into a secure server. A red ERROR nessage
fl ashes prom nently ACCESS DEN ED

DAVENPORT
Denied? | *own* this server. Who the hell is
doing this?

He slams his fist lightly on the desk, the frustration
evident. He pulls up a network activity log. Strange IP
addresses, flickering in and out of existence, are |eaving
digital breadcrunbs, but they re neticul ously obscured.

DAVENPORT
It’s a ghost. O worse. Soneone’s actively
erecting firewalls around nme, not just
bl ocki ng, but *erasing* ny presence.

He attenpts to open a critical data packet, a vital piece of
the puzzle he’s been building. The wi ndow fragnents and

di sappears. A new, stark white screen appears, displaying a
single, nocking Iine of text.

DAVENPORT
"You have exceeded your authorized access
paraneters.' Authorized?

He stares at the screen, the inplication sinking in. The
digital world he commands is turning against him a
sophi sticated, intelligent adversary.

DAVENPORT
They’ re not just covering their tracks.
They’ re hunting ne.

FADE QUT.
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| NT. DAVENPORT' S APARTMENT - CONTI NUOUS

KEVI N DAVENPCRT, still glued to his workstation, stares at

t he nocki ng nessage. The screen flickers, then resolves into
a new, raw data stream Nunbers, letters, and synbols cascade
down the nmonitor in a dizzying display. Davenport’'s fingers
fly across the keyboard, his focus absolute. He's

deci phering, not just reading. The air crackles with his

i ntense concentration.

DAVENPORT
Par aneters...aut hori zed access...This isn't a
standard hack. It's a damm statenent.

He isolates a string of characters, a pattern energing from
the chaos. Hi s eyes narrow, piecing together the fragnents. A
single, stark tinmestanp appears, stark agai nst the conpl ex
code 081743.

DAVENPORT
081743... The arrest. The exact m nute.

He | eans back, a chilling realization dawning on his face.
This isn't just about preventing access; it's personal. The
adversary knows him Knows *when* he fell.

DAVENPORT
You're not just good. You' re watching. You're

pl ayi ng.

He types a rapid series of commands, attenpting to trace the
origin of the tinmestanp, to find the ghost. The system fights
back, the |IP addresses dissolving |like snoke. Another nessage
mat eri alizes on the screen, this one sinpler, colder.

DAVENPORT
' The gane has begun.'

Davenport’s jaw tightens. The frustration is replaced by a
grimresolve. He’'s no longer just a victimof circunstance;
he's a participant in a dangerous, high-stakes gane. He
begins to set up counterneasures, his novenents qui ck and
precise, a digital warrior preparing for battle.

FADE QUT.
| NT. DAVENPORT' S APARTMENT - NI GHT

Davenport’s apartment is a shrine to digital warfare. Screens
glow wi th cascadi ng code, nonitors display network topol ogy
maps, and the air huns with the | ow thrum of powerful
processors. Davenport, eyes bl oodshot but intensely focused,
stares at the | atest encrypted nmessage flickering on his main
monitor. He's been here for hours, chasing digital ghosts. He
i sol ates a sni ppet of corrupted data, a ghost in the machine
that’s been taunting him He runs it through a decryption
algorithm his fingers a blur on the keyboard. The garbl ed
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text resolves into a single, chilling phrase.

DAVENPORT
"Justice is served.'

He flinches, the words hitting himlike a physical blow.
Justice? This is a digital assault, a violation. He pulls up
a list of authorized personnel fromthe precinct's internal
server, cross-referencing it with the timestanps fromthe
previous attacks. H's breath hitches as a nanme pops up, a
name he’d dism ssed as irrelevant. detective Mller. He
cross-references MIller's known associates, his digital
footprint, his access logs. A pattern energes, a chilling

al i gnnment of data points.

DAVENPORT
MIller...he was there. The entire ti me.

He zoons in on MIler's recent network activity, a faint echo
of the intrusion detected. It’s masked, cloaked in |ayers of
sophi sticated evasion, but the signature is undeniable. The
timng aligns perfectly with the data breach that conprom sed
Davenport’s secure files. A cold dread washes over him It
wasn’t a random act of cyber-terrorism It was orchestrated.
By soneone on the inside. Soneone he trusted.

DAVENPCORT
whi speri ng
You were the one watching nme. Al al ong.

He slanms his fist on the desk, the nonitors reflecting the
sudden viol ence. The initial shock gives way to a burning
anger, then a stark, terrifying clarity. He knows who it is.
The pieces click into place wth an al nost unbear abl e
finality.

CUT TO
I NT. PRI SON SERVER ROOM - NI GHT

The air in the server roomis cold, sterile, hummng wth the
silent power of countless machines. Rows of blinking lights
forma digital city under the fluorescent glare. RONALD 40s,
sharp, ruthless eyes, dressed in prison guard uniform noves
with practiced efficiency, a small, sophisticated device
connected to a main console. Hs face is illum nated by the
cascading lines of code on the screen.

RONALD
Just a few nore seconds.

He types a final command. A progress bar inches towards
conpletion. On a separate nonitor, a schematic of the
prison’s internal network flashes, critical nodes turning
fromred to green.

RONALD
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a | ow mur nur
Access granted. Full systemcontrol.

He pulls out the device, a subtle smle playing on his |ips.
He gl ances at the nain screen, now di splaying a command
pronpt with system adm nistrator privileges. He has bypassed
all security protocols. The prison’s entire digital
infrastructure, frominmate tracking to internal

communi cations, is now under his dom nion

RONALD
Phase one conplete. Tine for the real show.

He turns, surveying the glowi ng servers with a proprietary
air, the architect of a digital takeover. The silence of the
room feels heavy wth anticipation.

FADE QUT.
| NT. LAPD CYBERCRI ME DI VI SI ON - DAY

Fl uorescent |ights humover a vast open-plan office. Rows of
cubicles, nonitors displaying conplex data streans, and the
| ow murmur of activity. DETECTI VE ANNA REI D, 30s, sharp,

no- nonsense, hunches over her termnal, a fresh coffee cup
steam ng beside her. She's review ng flagged system
anomalies. The digital net is starting to tighten.

ANNA
VWhat the hell is this?

She zoons in on a series of encrypted data packets, unusually
routed through a ghost server within the prison’s network.
The tinmestanps are erratic, defying standard protocols.

ANNA
Internal Affairs flagged these? Davenport’s
digital footprint is starting to |ook...
synt heti c.

She pulls up a profile for DETECTI VE MARK DAVENPORT, 40s,
grizzled, once a respected figure. Now, a faint red warning
icon hovers next to his digital identifier. Across the room
DETECTI VE CHEN, 30s, diligent, approaches cautiously.

CHEN
Anyt hi ng, Anna? Command wants an update on the
Davenport anonaly.

ANNA
It’s nore than an anomaly, Chen. It’s a ghost.
Sonmeone’ s been neticul ously scrubbing and
rerouting traffic through his credential s.
It’s too clean for a hack. This | ooks like...an
inside job, but with |ayers.
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She gestures to her screen. Chen |leans in, his brow
furrow ng.

CHEN
The warden’s security detail just got a quiet
directive. Surveillance on Davenport.
Di screet. They' re watching his novenents, his
conms.

ANNA
Good. But they’'re | ooking at the wong man, or
rather, the wong *layer*. This isn't
Davenport’s work. Soneone else is pulling the
strings fromthe shadows, using himas a
proxy. We need to find the puppeteer.

Anna’ s gaze sharpens as she stares at the screen, a chill
runni ng down her spine. The digital web, unseen by nost, is
bei ng woven tighter around themall.

CUT TO
I NT. RONALD S BASEMENT LAB - NI GHT

The air is thick wwth the hum of overcl ocked servers and the
sterile scent of ozone. Rows of custombuilt PCs, their
screens a kal ei doscope of scrolling code, dom nate the
cranped space. Cabl es snake across the floor like netallic
vines. RONALD, 50s, a wiry man with eyes that dart behind
thi ck spectacles, neticulously adjusts a cooling fan on a
central server

DAVENPORT
Ronal d.

Davenport stands in the doorway, his trench coat danp from
the rain. H's presence casts a | ong shadow, instantly
anplifying the clandesti ne atnosphere. Ronald visibly
flinches, his hands nonentarily freezing over the fan.

RONALD

(startl ed)
Detective. | wasn't expecting you. Especially
not ... here.

Ronal d turns, his novenents jerky, a nervous tic playing at
the corner of his nmouth. He subtly tries to angle hinself to
bl ock Davenport’s view of a particularly conplex data cluster
on a nearby nonitor.

DAVENPORT
We need to tal k about the prison network,
Ronal d. About the packets. About the ghost.

Davenport takes a slow step into the [ ab, his eyes scanning
the room m ssing nothing. The humm ng machi nes seemto pul se
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with an unnatural life.
RONALD
(attenpti ng nonchal ance)
The prison network? Detective, |I’mjust a
consultant. | manage the infrastructure,

ensure uptinme. Nothing beyond that.

DAVENPORT
That’ s not what the data suggests. It suggests
soneone’ s been playi ng ganes. Soneone with
your fingerprints all over it, but a ghost
doing the actual work. Wio is it, Ronal d? Wo
are you working for?

Davenport’s voice is a low grow, edged with a dangerous
intensity. He noves closer to Ronald, invading his personal
space. Ronal d backs away instinctively, his gaze flicking
bet ween Davenport and the server bay.

RONALD

(voi ce strained)
| don't know what you're tal king about. It's
just...systemoptim zation. Routine upgrades.

DAVENPORT
Optim zation that | eads straight to a phantom
| P? Upgrades that bypass every security
protocol? Don't lie to nme, Ronald. | know what
you' re doing. | just need to know *why*.

Davenport’s hand drifts towards the conceal ed weapon under
his coat. The tension in the roomis pal pable, thick enough
to choke on.

FADE QUT.
I NT. RONALD S BASEMENT LAB - NI GHT

Davenport’s flashlight beamcuts through the dim cluttered
basenent. Ronal d stands by a bank of nonitors, the flickering
screens reflecting in his w de, unblinking eyes. The hum of
machi nery is a constant, oppressive drone. Davenport’s danp
trench coat drips onto the concrete floor, each drop an
anplified sound in the tense silence.

DAVENPCORT
You said you were just optimzing. That you
di dn’t know anyt hi ng.

Ronald slowy turns fromthe nonitors, a faint, alnost serene
smle playing on his |lips. He gestures to a primary screen
di spl ayi ng conpl ex code.

RONALD
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(calmy)
And | didn’t, not in the way you neant. |
wasn’t creating the ghost, Detective. | was

*unmaski ng* it.

He taps a key, and a series of images flash across the screen
grainy security footage, altered tinmestanps, and forged

di gital communications. The digital tapestry of Kevin's

all eged crines begins to form

DAVENPORT
VWhat is this, Ronal d?

RONALD
This is the truth. The real truth, scrubbed
cl ean. The system you protect, the one that
| ocked up Kevin, it’s built on lies. | just...
hel ped them see the light. O rather, | nade
sure the light showed *their* sins, not his.

Ronal d’s voice is devoid of the earlier nervousness, replaced
by a chilling certainty. He points to a specific log entry,
hi ghl i ghting a subtle mani pul ati on.

RONALD
See here? This access code. It wasn't Kevin's.
It was routed through a dozen dead drops, a
phantomtrail designed to | ead anywhere but
the real perpetrator. | traced it. | rerouted
it. I showed them where the breadcrunbs
*real |l y* ended.

DAVENPORT

(di sbelief dawni ng)
You...you didn’t frame him You exposed the
real framer.

RONALD

(a grimsatisfaction)
For Kevin. Someone had to. And | have the
skills to nmake sure the right people see it.
All of it. It’s not about revenge, Detective.
It s about bal ance.

CUT TO
| NT. PRI SON BLOCK CORRI DOR - CONTI NUOUS

The sterile, grey corridor of the maxi mumsecurity prison is
suddenly bathed in a chaotic strobe of digital |ight.

Moni tors nounted on the walls, previously displaying nundane
inmate rosters and security feeds, now flash with a torrent
of rapidly changing data. Inmates, startled by the sudden

vi sual assault, press their faces against cell bars, their
eyes wide. A low, rising whine emanates fromthe unseen



37.

syst ens.

RONALD
[t's time.

He’s no longer at the nonitors, but this is his voice,
projected, anplified, echoing through the cell block's

i ntercom system Davenport, still reeling fromthe revel ation
in the basenent, stares down the corridor as the digital
chaos unf ol ds.

DAVENPORT

(hushed, stunned)
Ronal d, what the hell have you done?

RONALD
Unl eashed the truth. The ZEROX protocol is
active. It’s rewiting the narrative,
Detective. Every fabricated record, every
fal sified confession, every piece of digital
perjury...it’s all being scrubbed, overwitten
with the absol ute.

On a nearby nonitor, an inmate’'s profile picture norphs, the
digital tinmestanp on their conviction |ogs flashing
erratically, then settling on a new, unblem shed date. The
effect is mrrored across dozens of screens. Alarns begin to
blare, a jarring counterpoint to Ronald s steady voi ce.
Guards, confused and pani cked, start noving through the
corridors, their radios crackling with urgent, unintelligible
reports.

DAVENPCORT
You're not just exposing them Ronald. You' re
destabilizing the entire system They re going
to lock this place down. They' |l find us.

RONALD
Let them | ook. They’' |l be too busy chasing
ghosts in the machine. This isn’'t about
catching them Davenport. It’s about breaking
the illusion. And it’s just getting started.

CUT TO BLACK.
| NT. PRI SON BASEMENT - CONTRCL ROOM - CONTI NUOUS

Davenport, bathed in the frantic glow of multiple nonitors,

sl ans his hands onto a keyboard. The previously ordered
server racks now pulse with errant light, the digital chaos
fromthe cell block bleeding into this intinmte space. Al arns
wail, a jarring synphony of systemfailure. He's fighting
against an invisible current, a digital tide he can't fully

grasp.
DAVENPORT
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(frantic, to hinself)
Sever the root. \Were are you?

Hi s fingers dance across the keys, navigating firewalls and
intrusion detection systens with a desperate, raw
intelligence. Each keystroke is a blow, a desperate attenpt
to regain control. He pulls up schematics of the prison's
network, his eyes scanning for the breach point, the digital
tendril Ronald is using to weave his chaos.

DAVENPORT
This is insane, Ronald. You re going to burn
it all down!

On one screen, a progress bar for the ZEROX protocol fills
wi th alarm ng speed. Another displays a live feed of the
prison’s external perinmeter, now swarmng with respondi ng
tactical units, their lights strobing against the night sky.

DAVENPORT
(a guttural plea)
| can shut you down! | can still pull the
pl ug!

He targets a specific data stream a critical conduit he
believes Ronald is exploiting. The systemresists, a digital
wal | pushing back. Ronald s voice, a disenbodi ed whi sper now,
seens to weave through the server hum

RONALD
You can’t pull a plug that’s already
di sconnected, Detective. I'’mnot *in* the
system anynore. | *ant the system And it’s

broadcasting the truth.

Davenport’s face tightens with realization, a cold dread
creeping in. He looks fromthe screen to his own hands, a
dawni ng horror at the scope of Ronald s plan. The al arns
reach a fever pitch

CUT TO BLACK.
EXT. PRI SON - MAIN GATE - MORNI NG

The heavy steel gates groan open, revealing the stark, grey
concrete of the prison yard. KEVIN 30s, gaunt, eyes wide with
di sbelief steps through, blinking against the weak norning
sun. He clutches a single, tattered duffel bag. The air
tastes alien, crisp and unfamliar. Guards watch fromtheir
perches, inpassive, as if watching a ghost.

GUARD 1
You' re cleared. Al charges dropped. Record’s
cl ean.
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Kevin | ooks at his hands, flexing his fingers as if testing
their reality. He scans the enpty road beyond the gate. No
famliar faces. No welcom ng commttee. Just the hum of
distant traffic, a sound of a world he’'d only dreaned of.

KEVI N

(hol | oW y)
Cl ean? Just like that?

He gl ances back at the inposing structure he just exited, a
pl ace of concrete and steel that had defined his existence
for so long. The guards renain silent, offering no

expl anation. Kevin turns back to the gate, a profound unease
settling over him Freedomfeels less |ike a release and nore
i ke an abandonnent.

GUARD 2
Move al ong. You're free.

Kevin takes a tentative step forward, then another. The
asphalt beneath his worn boots feels solid, yet he s wal ki ng
on eggshells. The digital ghost of Ronald, the unseen
architect of his liberty, remains a silent, |oom ng presence
in the back of his mnd, a paradox of freedom born from an
unknown, violent act. He’'s out, but he’s not out.

FADE QUT.
| NT. ABANDONED SERVER FARM - NI GHT

Fl i ckering energency |lights cast |ong, danci ng shadows across
rows of silent server racks. Dust notes swirl in the sparse
illum nation. RONALD 40s, sharp, intense, eyes glued to his
termnal sits hunched over a keyboard, fingers flying with
practiced speed. The air hunms with the I ow thrumof a
portabl e generator powering his setup.

RONALD
Just a few nore packets, you magnificent
bast ar d.
On his main nonitor, lines of code scroll relentlessly. He

navi gates through a conplex web of data, pulling up encrypted
files, manipulating tinmestanps, and injecting fabricated | og
entries. H's novenents are precise, alnost surgical. He opens
a final directory | abel ed "DAVENPORT_FI NAL_PROCFS. "

RONALD
There. The snmoking gun. O rather, the digital
det onati on.

He clicks a final confirmation. A progress bar appears,
filling with unnerving speed. The fabricated digital trail,
meticul ously constructed over days, solidifies into an
unassai |l able narrative. It paints a daming picture of
Davenport as the sole architect behind the devastating
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cyberattacks. He uploads the final data packets to a secure,
untraceabl e server, ensuring their w despread di ssem nation

RONALD

(a grimsmle spreading across his face)
And the world wll know They'Il finally see
the nonster you truly are, Marcus.

He | eans back, the intensity in his eyes nonmentarily
softening into a weary satisfaction. The hum of the generator
seens to pulse with the finality of his actions.

FADE TO BLACK.
EXT. LAPD PRECI NCT 7 - N GHT

Red and blue lights paint the rain-slicked street outside a
nondescri pt LAPD precinct. Patrol cars, SWAT vans, and
unmar ked crui sers surround the building, their occupants a
hi ve of controlled urgency. Oficers, clad in tactical gear,
nmove with purpose, weapons at the ready. The air is thick
with the netallic tang of rain and the |low grow of idling
engi nes.

DETECTI VE M LLER

m d- 40s, weary but resolute, stands beneath a flickering
streetl anp, barking orders into a radio.

DETECTI VE M LLER
Perimeter secured. Al entry points are |ocked
down. We're going in on three.

A grizzled CAPTAIN, visible through the precinct's gl ass
doors, nods grimy.

CAPTAI N
Under st ood. Make it cl ean.

MIller turns, his gaze sweeping over the assenbled officers.

DETECTI VE M LLER
Davenport is inside. The evidence is clear.
He’'s our ghost. Let’s bring himin.

Wth a unified surge, the officers advance. The precinct
doors are breached, the sound swal | owed by the downpour
I nside, the sterile, fluorescent-lit halls are about to
becone a stage for a very public downfall.

CUT TO
| NT. PRECI NCT 7 - SERVER ROOM - NI GHT

The air hums with the |ow thrum of servers. Cabl es snake
across the floor and walls |ike digital vines. DAVENPORT,
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pal e and sweating, is hunched over a termnal, fingers flying
across the keyboard. He's rigged a makeshift broadcast to the
precinct’s internal network, and by extension, to the outside
wor | d.

DAVENPORT
Just a little further. They can't silence
t his.

Suddenly, a jarring ALARM bl ares. Red energency lights flash
reflecting off the polished server racks. The term nal screen
flickers, displaying a "SYSTEM LOCKDOMN' war ni ng

DAVENPORT

(frustrated)
No, no, no! Not now

The server room door BURSTS open. DETECTI VE M LLER and two
heavily armed OFFI CERS stormin, weapons rai sed.

DETECTI VE M LLER
Davenport, don't do anything stupid. It's
over.

Davenport glances up, a wild desperation in his eyes. He hits
a final key. Avideo feed flickers to life on the main server
room nonitor — a shaky, recorded confession from RONALD
inplicating hinmself and a shadowy "Director."”

DAVENPCORT
Over? It’s just beginning, MIler. The truth
is out. Ronald s little enpire is about to
crunbl e.

Mller's eyes widen as he sees the feed. H s hand tightens on
his sidearm The officers flanking himare frozen,
monmentarily stunned by the unexpected displ ay.

DETECTI VE M LLER

(1 ow, dangerous)
You think this changes anythi ng?

The systemalarmintensifies, a high-pitched whine. The
broadcast feed on the nonitor glitches, then cuts out
abruptly, replaced by the | ockdown screen. Davenport stares,
aghast .

DAVENPORT
They're shutting it down! They' re covering it

up!

MIler takes a step forward, his expression hardening into
gri mresol ve.

DETECTI VE M LLER
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You shoul d have thought of that before.

FADE TO BLACK.
I NT. RONALD S SECURE SERVER FARM - CONTROL ROOM - CONTI NUOUS

The roomis a cathedral of humm ng machi nery, bathed in the
cool, pulsing glow of countless nonitors. RONALD 40s, sharp,
unnervingly calm dressed in a tailored suit sits at a
central console, his novenents precise and econom cal. He
sips froma glass of water, his eyes flicking across screens
di spl aying a cascade of data streans and security protocols.
Davenport’s frantic broadcast is a tiny anomaly on one of his
peri pheral displays, already being quarantined.

RONALD
Such a predictable play, Davenport. Trying to
use the system against itself.

He taps a single key. On a | arge overhead nonitor,
Davenport’s video feed, m d-confession, sputters and dies.
The precinct’s alarmsystem still blaring in the distance,
is nuted with another subtle gesture.

RONALD
Silence is a commodity. And ny network is the
mar ket .

He brings up a new feed on the main screen — a perfectly
curated, reassuring news bulletin show ng a serene cityscape.
The anchor's voice is snooth, dispassionate.

RONALD
Truth is what people believe. And belief is
best shaped by control.

He casually gestures to a technician standi ng nearby, who
nods and begins typing, reinforcing Ronald s digital

bl ockade. The vast server farmcontinues its silent, powerful
hum a testanent to Ronal d’' s absol ute conmand.

RONALD

(to hinself, a faint smle playing on his
l'ips)
Sonme enpires crunble. O hers...sinply
reconfigure.

CUT TO
I NT. | NTERROGATI ON ROOM - NI GHT

The sterile roomis cold, harsh. Davenport, dishevelled and
pal e, sits across from DETECTI VE HARDI NG 50s, weathered, his
face etched with a weariness that belies his sharp focus. A
single, unmarked tablet lies on the table between them its
screen a stark white. Davenport’s eyes are fixed on it, his
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breath shall ow. Hardi ng wat ches him unbli nki ng.

HARDI NG
This is your chance, Davenport. To nake it
right. For everyone.

Davenport’s hands trenble as he reaches for the tablet. He
hesitates, then his fingers brush the snooth surface. The
screen flickers to life, displaying a pre-witten confession,
its stark text anplified by the room s oppressive silence.

DAVENPORT
(voi ce hollow, strained)
... | confess. | acted alone. The data
breach, the sabotage... it was all ne.

He forces hinself to | ook at Harding, his eyes pleading for
an escape that isn't there. Harding remai ns inpassive.

DAVENPORT
| was driven by greed. By a desire to...to
cause chaos.

A faint, digital distortion warbles through Davenport’s

voi ce, barely perceptible but present. He flinches, his gaze
darting to a barely visible mcrophone enbedded in the
ceiling. The words are not his own, not entirely.

HARDI NG
Cont i nue.
DAVENPCORT
(voi ce cracking)
My intentions were... malicious. | never
consi dered the consequences. The harm |
caused. ..

He trails off, a sob catching in his throat. The confession
is a venonous tide, washing away his | ast vestiges of

resi stance. On a hidden nonitor in Harding' s pocket, the
recorded confession plays out, clean and unwavering. Ronald s
digital signature is being appended, solidifying the
narrative.

HARDI NG

And the noney? Were did you hide it?
DAVENPORT

It's... untraceable. Buried deep

He sinks back in his chair, defeated, a puppet whose strings
have been expertly pulled. The forced confession plays on the
tablet, a digital ghost haunting the silence.

FADE QUT.
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I NT. PRI SON CELL - DAY

Sunlight, thin and dusty, streans through the barred w ndow
of a prison cell. The bunk is neatly nade, the small space
eerily tidy. DETECTI VE HARDI NG stands in the doorway, his
gaze sweeping over the immacul ate room GUARDS fl ank him
their faces grim The prison’s automated system HUMVS softly
in the background, a testanment to its sterile efficiency. A
single official |ogbook |lies open on the small netal desk.

HARDI NG
Enpt y.

One of the GUARDS, KAVINSKY, a burly man with a perpetua
frown, nudges the | ogbook with a thick finger.

KAVI NSKY
Says he was processed. Rel eased an hour ago.
Cl ean record, full exoneration. Signed off by
the Governor's office.

Hardi ng stares at the entry, a cold recognition dawning on
his face. The systemis perfect, too perfect. The digital
breadcrunbs now |l ead to an irrefutable truth, meticul ously
crafted. Ronald s work.

HARDI NG
The data | ogs?

KAVI NSKY
Aligned. Every step. From his supposed
apprehension to his current status. No
anomal ies. No ghost entries. It’s |ike he was
never here, Detective.

Harding steps into the cell, his boots naking no sound on the
[inoleumfloor. He runs a gloved hand over the snpoth, cool
metal of the bunk. The manufactured reality feels
suffocating. Davenport’s confession, his own conviction-all
orchestrated. A wave of cold dread washes over him

HARDI NG

(voi ce barely a whisper)
He didn't confess. He was programed to.

He | ooks out the bars, the distant hum of the prison now a
sinister lullaby. The unseen consequences of Ronald's digital
war are unfol ding, precise and devastating. Davenport is a
free man, his fabricated guilt erased, |eaving only the
architects of his dowmfall standing in the silence.

FADE QUT.
EXT. DOMNTOM STREET - NI GHT
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Rai n slicks the neon-drenched streets. Headlights cut through
t he downpour as DETECTI VE HARDI NG | ooki ng weary but

resolute, exits a sleek, unmarked vehicle. He pulls his
collar tight against the biting wind. Two unifornmed OFFI CERS,
MR. REYNOLDS and M5. CHEN, flank him their expressions grim
They approach a nondescript apartnment building, its facade a
m xture of old brick and flickering neon. Davenport, | ooking
di shevel l ed and cornered, is being escorted out by two nore
officers. He wears a runpled suit, his face etched with a
desperate, fading defiance.

DAVENPORT
This is a mstake. A fabrication. You don't
under st and what you're doing.

Harding stops a few feet away, his gaze | ocked on Davenport.
The rain beads on his trench coat. Reynolds consults a
tablet, its screen glowing faintly.

REYNOLDS
Al'l your access points have been fl agged,
Davenport. Transaction | ogs, encrypted
communi cati ons, even your personal bionetric
data—al |l point to a conprehensive breach. Your
digital footprint is undeniable.

DAVENPORT

(scoffs, a bitter sound)
My footprint? You call that footprint? It’'s a
manuf act ured ghost, a digital puppet show I
wasn't even there!

Chen steps forward, her voice calmbut firm the rain
spl ashi ng around her boots.

CHEN
The evidence isn't circunstantial, sir. It’'s
absol ute. Your credentials were used to
initiate the server transfer. Your
aut hori zation codes were verified at every
st age.

Davenport gl ances frantically between Hardi ng and the
officers, his eyes wwde wth a dawing, desperate
realization. He opens his nouth to speak, but no sound cones
out. The weight of the digital evidence, inpeccably crafted
by Ronal d, presses down on him He's trapped in a prison of
pure dat a.

HARDI NG
It's over, Davenport. Ronald made sure of
t hat .

Davenport is led towards a waiting patrol car, his shoul ders
sl unped. Hardi ng watches himgo, the rain plastering his hair
to his forehead. The city lights reflect in the puddl es at
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his feet, each droplet a tiny, distorted mrror of the
ni ght's grim proceedi ngs.

CUT TO BLACK.
I NT. RONALD S APARTMENT - NI GHT

The apartnent is a shrine to data. Rows of nonitors glow in
the sem -darkness, a synphony of cascading code and real -tine
surveillance feeds. RONALD, a figure sculpted by the digital
realm sits hunched over his console. H's face, illum nated
by the blue light of the screens, is a mask of intense focus,
but beneath it, a profound weariness is etched. On the main
screen, a live feed shows Davenport being bundled into a
police car, the flashing blue and red |ights painting
abstract patterns on the wet pavenent.

RONALD
a soft whisper to hinself
There. Anot her ghost put to bed.

He watches the feed for a nonent |onger, his fingers stil
hovering over the keyboard, nuscles tensed as if ready to
react to a newthreat. The city's humfilters in, a nuted
backdrop to the silent victory within his four walls. He
shifts, his chair creaking in the stillness. He pulls up
anot her feed, this one showi ng a desolate stretch of hi ghway
m |l es away. The rain has stopped, but the air still hangs
heavy.

RONALD
voi ce flat, devoid of enption
Initiating phase two. Erase the digital trail.
W pe the slate clean.

Hs fingers begin to fly across the keys, a blur of notion.
Lines of code scroll past at an inpossible speed, executing
commands with ruthless efficiency. The satisfaction he m ght
have expected is absent, replaced by a gnawi ng enpti ness. The
obj ective was net, the target neutralized, but the cost,

al ways the cost, weighs heavy. He | eans back, his gaze
drifting fromthe screens to the dark wi ndows of his
apartnent, a solitary figure in a wrld he has so

meticul ously, and so violently, reshaped.

FADE QUT.
I NT. H G+ SECURITY PRISON - | T CONTROL ROOM - CONTI NUCUS

Fl uorescent |ights humover a sterile roomfilled with

bl i nki ng servers and frantic technicians. DATA ANALYSTS,
faces slick with sweat, pore over screens displaying chaotic
networ k di agnostics. Red alerts flash insistently.

CH EF ANALYST
Status report! W' ve lost primary control of
Sector Gamma. \Whatever hit us bypassed every
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firewall like it was air.

ANALYST 1
We're seeing residual data packets, encrypted.
Sophistication is off the charts. It’s unlike
anything in our library.

ANALYST 2
The systemis stabilizing, but it’s..clean. Too
cl ean. Like a phantom just wal ked through and
scrubbed the entire network. No trace, no
origin signature.

CH EF ANALYST
slanm ng a fist on the console
ZeroX. It has to be ZeroX. But how? Who could
depl oy sonething this advanced agai nst us?

ANALYST 1
We're picking up fragnented code strings.
They're conplex, layered. It’s like trying to
read a ghost’s diary. W can see the inprint,
but not the story.

CH EF ANALYST
Keep digging. | don't care if you have to
reverse-engi neer the dam universe. Find ne a
breadcrunb. Find nme anyt hing.

The anal ysts return to their screens, their faces grim The
initial panic is subsiding, replaced by a chilling
realization of how deep the infiltration ran. The hum of the
servers continues, a constant rem nder of the unseen force
that has just dismantled their digital fortress.

CUT TO
EXT. CTY STREET - DAY

The harsh glare of daylight assaults KEVIN 30s, gaunt,
haunt ed eyes. He stands on a busy sidewal k, the cacophony of
the city a jarring synphony after the sterile silence of his
confinenent. He clutches a worn, generic jacket, his knuckl es
white. People flow around himlike water around a stone,
oblivious to his presence, his newfound freedoma terrifying
void. He blinks, disoriented, the vibrant colors of the city
assaulting his senses.

KEVI N

(to hinself, voice hoarse)
It’s...bright.

He takes a tentative step, then another. The pavenent feels
alien beneath his worn shoes. He sees a newsstand, the
headlines a blur of unfamliar events. He stops, squinting at
a digital billboard advertising a product he’s never seen, a
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celebrity he doesn’'t recognize. The world has spun on w t hout
hi m

KEVI N
VWhat day is it?

He funbles in his jacket pocket, his fingers finding only
lint and a single, tarnished coin. He | ooks at his hands,
rough and cal |l oused, but they seemunfamliar, |ike they

bel ong to soneone el se. A passing drone whizzes overhead, its
optical sensor briefly swveling towards hi mbefore
continuing its programred trajectory. Kevin flinches, a
primal fear resurfacing, before he forces hinself to breathe.

KEVI N
(whi speri ng)
They're still watching. Aren't they?

He scans the faces of the people rushing by, searching for
any flicker of recognition, any sign that his former life
still exists. But there’s nothing. Just the indifferent,
relentless current of humanity. He's a ghost in his own city.

FADE QUT.
I NT. ANONYMOUS SERVER FARM - NI GHT

Rows upon rows of humm ng servers stretch into the cavernous
darkness, illum nated only by the rhythmc blink of status
l[ights. The air is cool, sterile, alive with the ceasel ess
mur mur of processing power. DETECTIVE REID, |ate 40s,

shar p-eyed and weary, stands beside DR LENA HANSEN, early
30s, brilliant, her focus absolute as she mani pul ates a

hol ographic interface. CGhostly lines of code shimer in the
air between them

REI D
Anyt hi ng? After all this, anything at all?

HANSEN
The scrub was thorough. Al nost too thorough.
That’ s the anomal y.

Reid | eans closer, his gaze fixed on the swirling data.

REI D
Anomal y how? A m splaced byte? A stray
sem col on?

HANSEN
It's subtler. Think of it |ike a faint echo.
Wien a massive digital footprint is erased,
there are residual energy signatures.
Nanosecond vari ances in server | oad,
m cro-fluctuations in data packet routing.
Usual Iy, they dissipate. These...they're
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cl i ngi ng.

REI D
Cdinging to what?

Hansen zoons in on a specific node within the hol ographic
di splay, a faint, alnost inperceptible ripple distorting the
pure bl ue.

HANSEN
To specific protocols. Ones that ZeroX used.
It’s like a phantom |inb. The system knows it
shoul d be there, or at least, it’'s been
*trained* to expect it. It’s not an active
threat, not in the way we’d understand. It’s
just...residual. Lingering.

REI D
Resi dual enough to track? Enough to tell us
where it went? O who's still holding onto it?
HANSEN

That’s the terrifying part. These aren’t
glitches. They're deliberate, alnost |ike
digital scar tissue. Ronald didn’t just delete
ZeroX; he *wove* it into the fabric of the
network, then attenpted to unpick the
stitches. He left ghosts in the machine. And
ghosts, Detective, have a way of reappearing.

CUT TO
| NT. ABANDONED WAREHOUSE - NI GHT

Dust notes dance in the |one shaft of noonlight piercing the
gl oom RONALD, gaunt and hol | oweyed, hunches over a
battered, portable termnal. The screen casts a sickly green
glow on his face, highlighting the desperate urgency in his
movenents. The air is thick with the scent of decay and
ozone.

RONALD

(muttering to hinself)
Al nbst there. Just a few nore threads to
sever.

H's fingers fly across the keyboard, a frantic, staccato
rhyt hm agai nst the oppressive silence. He's not typing; he's
conducting a desperate surgery. He hits a final sequence of
keys. The term nal BEEPS once, a sharp, final sound.

RONALD
Gone. Al of it. ZeroX...just a phantomlinb
now.
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He sl unps back, exhaustion washing over him The screen
flickers, displaying a single, stark nessage "CORE DATA
CORRUPTED. " He offers a weak, hunorless smle. He's erased
hi s masterpiece, his nonster, from existence, |eaving behind
only digital weckage and the faint, lingering echo Hansen
det ect ed.

RONALD
Let them chase the ghosts. Let themtry to
pi ece together what never was.

He begins dismantling the termnal, his novenents nethodi cal
now, the frenzied energy replaced by a chilling calm

FADE TO BLACK.
I NT. LAPD PRECI NCT - BULLPEN - DAY

The normal |y boi sterous precinct is subdued. Detectives and
uni formed officers nove with a strange qui etude, their faces
etched with a m xture of shock and disbelief. Hushed
conversations pepper the air |ike distant gunshots. Papers
are shuffled with a new, nervous energy.

DETECTI VE M LLER
| still can't wap ny head around it.
Davenport? O all people.

MIller, a grizzled veteran, speaks to DETECTI VE CHEN, who's
staring blankly at a report.

DETECTI VE CHEN
Al'l those years... building his reputation.
And for what? To be the architect of it all?

Chen shakes her head, the novenent slow, heavy. The wei ght of
the revel ation seens to press down on everyone.

DETECTI VE M LLER
They' re sayi ng he bypassed every security
measure. Like a ghost in the machine.

A UNI FORMED OFFI CER wal ks by, casting a wary gl ance their
way .

DETECTI VE CHEN
A ghost who wore a badge. It’'s sickening. What
does this nean for us? For the cases he was
on?

DETECTI VE M LLER
We'll be cleaning up this ness for nonths.
Re- eval uati ng everyt hi ng.

MIler runs a hand over his weary face, the |ines deeper than
usual . The silence that follows is heavy, punctuated only by
the di stant hum of conputers and the clatter of a dropped
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cof fee mug sonewhere down the hall. The foundation of their
trust has been shattered.

FADE QUT.
| NT. | NTERROGATI ON ROOM - DAY

The roomis stark, utilitarian. A single netal table sits
bet ween two chairs. DETECTI VE CHEN wat ches JOHN DAVENPORT,
seat ed opposite her. Davenport, once inpeccably dressed, now
| ooks di shevel ed, his eyes bl oodshot. A one-way mrror

dom nates one wal | .

DETECTI VE CHEN
M . Davenport, we’'ve been over this. The data
doesn't lie. Your access |ogs, the tinestanps,
t he mani pul ation of the evidence logs...it al
points to you.

JOHN DAVENPORT

(voi ce raspy)
It’s not that sinple. You think I wanted this?
That | orchestrated this nmess?

He | eans forward, hands clasped on the table, knuckles white.

JOHN DAVENPCORT
They franmed nme. They used ny own system
agai nst ne. A ghost in the machine, you called
it? That’s exactly what happened. Soneone with
intimate know edge, sonmeone who knew ny
prot ocol s...

DETECTI VE CHEN
And who would that be, M. Davenport? Someone
who al so happens to be the head of
cyber-crimes? Soneone with access to every
digital fingerprint in this city?

JOHN DAVENPORT
You don't understand the pressures. The
threats. | was coerced. They had | everage,
| everage | couldn’t afford to have exposed.

Davenport’s gaze darts around the room avoiding Chen’s
di rect stare.

DETECTI VE CHEN
Leverage? Or a very el aborate way to cover
your tracks? The evidence is overwhel m ng,
John. Every bit of it digitally signed by your
credenti al s.

JOHN DAVENPORT
My credentials were conprom sed! Don’t you get
it? This is bigger than nme. Bigger than
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anyt hing we’ ve seen.

Chen maintains a stoic expression, her eyes never |eaving
Davenport’s. The sterile silence of the roomanplifies the
t ensi on.

CUT TO
| NT. DOWNTOWN APARTMENT - DAY

Sunlight streans through a griny window, illum nating dust
nmotes dancing in the air. KEVIN 30s, gaunt, haunted eyes sits
at a bare kitchen table. A half-eaten bow of cereal sits
before him untouched for hours. H's phone, a burner, lies
face down, silent. H's apartnent is sparse, alnost sterile,
devoi d of personal touches. A single, cheap franed print of a
serene | andscape hangs askew on the wall. He wears cl ean but
ill-fitting clothes, a stark contrast to his former sharp
attire. He picks up a spoon, then drops it with a clatter

t hat echoes in the silence.

KEVI N

(to hinself, a whisper)
What now?

He stares out the wi ndow at the bustling city bel ow. People
nmove Wi th purpose, a rhythm he can no |onger feel. He reaches
for his phone, hesitates, then pulls his hand back. The

wei ght of his erased past presses down on him He closes his
eyes, trying to recall a face, a nane, anything famliar, but
his mnd offers only the dull roar of digital static. He

| ooks at his own reflection in the darkened wi ndow — a

st ranger.

KEVI N
VWho am | ?

He stands abruptly, pacing the small space |like a caged
animal . The silence is a suffocating blanket. He grabs his
j acket, a cheap w ndbreaker, and heads for the door, as if
nmovenent itself m ght provide an answer.

FADE QUT.
| NT. LAPD CYBERCRI ME UNIT - DAY

Fl uorescent |ights hum over banks of nonitors displaying
cascading lines of code and conpl ex network di agrans.
DETECTI VE | SABELLA “1ZZY’ RQJAS, sharp and focused, stands
behind a team of anal ysts hunched over their keyboards. AMR
KHAN, the |ead analyst, m d-30s, intense eyes, points to a
screen. The roomis a synphony of clicking keys and hushed,
urgent voi ces.

AM R
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W&’ ve managed to reconstruct fragnents of the
ZEROX core programmng. It’s...unlike anything
we’ ve ever encountered. The encryption al one
i's pushing the boundaries of theoretical

crypt ogr aphy.

| ZZY
Meani ng?

AM R
Meaning this wasn't sone script-kiddie
joyride. The architecture is |ayered,
self-evolving. It’s designed to | earn, adapt,
and purge itself of any traceable signature
with frightening efficiency. They didn't just
hack the system they rewote the rul es of
engagenent .

He zoonms in on a section of code, highlighting an intricate,
al nost organi c-1ooking pattern.

AM R
Look at this self-replication algorithm It’s
not just copying itself; it's generating
uni que variants on the fly. Standard forensic
tools are useless against it. It's like trying
to catch snoke with a net.

| ZZY
So the people who built this...they’ re not
amat eur s.

AM R

Amat eurs? Detective, these aren't even cl ose
to amateurs. This is state-sponsored or

per haps a shadow entity with resources beyond
our conprehension. The sheer processing power
required for this level of obfuscation..we’'re
tal king about a digital ghost with the
capabilities of a small nation.

| ZZY

(scoffs, a hunorl ess sound.)
A ghost that just erased half the city’'s
digital footprint.

AM R
And that’'s the part that truly unnerves ne.
The data ZEROX targeted wasn’t just financia
or personal. It was operational, critical
infrastructure data. \Whoever is behind this
isn't just looking to profit; they’ re | ooking
to destabilize.

CUT TO
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| NT. RONALD S BASEMENT - NI GHT

The air is thick with the stale scent of old electronics and
dust. RONALD 60s, gaunt, sharp eyes that betray a restless
intellect sits in a worn, high-backed chair. He's surrounded
by a chaotic constellation of nonitors, each displaying

di fferent feeds news channels, encrypted chat |ogs, financial
tickers, and live traffic cans. He nurses a | ukewarm cup of
coffee, his novenents econom cal, al nost predatory.

RONALD
Muttering to hinself, a dry rasp
So it begins. The dom noes fall.

One nonitor shows a BREAKI NG NEWS report a di shevel ed DAVI D
DAVENPORT bei ng escorted by federal agents, his face a mask
of bew | dered panic. Another screen displays a rapid-fire
exchange of encrypted nessages, the text too fast to be
easily read by an untrained eye.

RONALD
Davenport. Predictable. Too rmuch anbition, not
enough caution. Never understood the fragility
of his enpire.

He taps a sequence on a keyboard, and a different nonitor
shifts, now show ng a grainy CCTV feed from outside a

court house. A YOUNG MAN, CHLCE S BROTHER, wal ks out, blinking
in the harsh sunlight, escorted by a famliar,
concer ned- | ooki ng WOMAN Chl oe’ s not her. He | ooks dazed,
relieved.

RONALD
And there’s the collateral benefit. A small
mercy in the deluge. The boy wal ks. Chloe’s
burden |ightened, for now.

Hi s gaze drifts to a map overlaying the city, pulsing with
dozens of red markers — critical infrastructure alerts.
Sirens wail faintly fromthe street outside, a |low thrum
beneath the hum of the conputers.

RONALD
The synphony of chaos. They called it ZEROX. A
whi sper that becane a roar. And the players?
They’'re only just starting to understand the
gane they’ ve stunbl ed into.

He | eans closer to a screen displaying network traffic, his
eyes alight with a dark, intellectual curiosity.

RONALD
They think it’s over. They’'re wwong. This is
just the overture.

FADE QUT.
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| NT. DAVENPORT' S LUXURY APARTMENT - DAY

The opul ent apartnent is in disarray. Papers are strewn
across a polished mahogany desk, a half-enpty bottle of
expensi ve whi skey sits beside a shattered gl ass. DAVID
DAVENPORT, dishevell ed and sweating despite the cool air
condi tioning, paces like a caged animal. H's | awyer, ANNA
REI D 40s, sharp, determ ned, stands by the desk, holding a
tabl et.

ANNA
They’ re not buying the “rogue Al” narrative,
David. Not w thout concrete proof.

DAVENPORT
Proof ? What ki nd of proof do you need? Wy
entire life is being systematically
di smant| ed! They’ ve got ne.

He gestures wildly at the tablet, then sweeps a hand across
the desk, scattering nore docunents.

ANNA
W' re exploring every avenue. |’ ve been
digging into the network | ogs, |ooking for
anomal i es, anything that suggests an external
br each.

DAVENPORT
Scoffs
Anomal i es? This was a precision strike, Anna.
Surgical. The kind that doesn’'t |eave
breadcrunbs for a conpetent forensic team
Wi ch, apparently, we don't have.

ANNA
| found sonething. A phantom | P address. It’s
masked, routed through a dozen different
countries, bouncing off unsecured servers.
Hi ghly sophi sti cat ed.

DAVENPORT
St ops paci ng, eyes narrow ng
Sophi sticated enough to frame ne? Or
sophi sticated enough to be the real culprit?

ANNA
That's the mllion-dollar question. If we can
trace it back, if we can prove it wasn't you...

DAVENPCORT
I nterrupting, desperate
But you can’t, can you? This is it. They ve
got nme backed into a corner, and there’'s
nowhere left to run. | need a mracle, Anna.
Anyt hi ng.
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He sinks into a plush arnchair, his face etched with despair.

ANNA
A mracle mght be too much to ask. But a
hi ghly skilled hacker, maybe. Let nme see what
| can do.

CUT TO
I NT. KEVIN S SMALL APARTMENT - NI GHT

The apartnment is sparse, functional. Fluorescent |ight huns
overhead. KEVIN 30s, gaunt but with a newfound intensity in
his eyes, sits hunched over a glowing nonitor. Enpty energy
drink cans litter the desk. He’'s navigating a | abyrinth of
data streans, his fingers flying across the keyboard with
practiced urgency. The screen displays rows of encrypted code
and system | ogs.

KEVI N
Muttering to hinself
They let me out. Just...let nme wal k. No
expl anation. No parol e board. Nothing. Just a
guard with a clipboard and a one-way ticket
out.

He scrolls through what | ooks like inmate digital files, his
brow furrowed in concentration. He pauses, zooming in on a
specific entry.

KEVI N
But the system flagged ne. Active threat
assessnent. High-risk. Yet...zero incident
reports. Zero disciplinary actions. The | og
shows a 'routine transfer.' Routine?

He pulls up another set of data, cross-referencing digital
communi cation | ogs. He's | ooking for comruni cation spikes,
unusual access patterns.

KEVI N
Soneone wiped it clean. O ...sonmeone altered
it. Someone with access. But who? And why?
Davenport’s gone dark. Anna Reid...is she
connect ed?

H s eyes |and on a peculiar |IP address enbedded deep within
the transfer protocol. It’s heavily obfuscated, bouncing
through nultiple offshore servers. He recogni zes the

si gnature of advanced maski ng techni ques.

KEVI N
That’ s not prison tech. That’s...ghost worKk.
Sophi sticated. They want ne quiet. But they
didn’t count on nme know ng howto listen to
t he sil ence.
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FADE OUT

| NT. LAPD CYBERCRI ME UNIT - SERVER ROOM - NI GHT

The air in the server roomis frigid, buzzing with the | ow
hum of countl ess machi nes. Fluorescent lights cast a sterile
gl ow on rows of blinking server racks. DETECTI VE CHEN, 40s,
sharp and pragmatic, stands beside a termnal. Across from
her is ANNA REID, 30s, dressed in practical tech-wear, her
face illumnnated by the nmonitor's glow. She’s hunched over,
tapping rapidly on a keyboard. Forensic data streans across
the screen, a chaotic nosaic of code fragnents and system

| ogs.

CHEN
Anyt hi ng, Anna? This whol e operation feels
i ke we're chasi ng shadows.

ANNA
Shadows have fingerprints, Detective. W just
have to find where they touched the digital
wal | s.

Anna zoons in on a section of corrupted data, highlighting a
sequence of seem ngly random characters.

ANNA
Here. | found traces. Not a full intrusion,
nmore |like...echoes. Fragnents of code |eft
behi nd, |ike shed skin.

CHEN
Echoes of what? Who is this ghost?

ANNA
That’ s the unsettling part. The syntax, the
formatting...it’s too clean. Too famliar. This
isn't sonme script kiddie fromthe dark web.

She pulls up another wi ndow, a conparison of coding styles.

ANNA
These sni ppets match protocols used
internally. LAPD s own architecture. Sonmeone
W th deep access, Detective. Soneone who knows
our systens fromthe inside out.

CHEN
| nsi de access? So, not an external hack. This
points to...

ANNA

Sonmeone who was either on the inside, or had
inti mate know edge of sonmeone who was. The
access logs for the transfer of Subject K are
cl ean, but the anomalies...they’ re hidden in

t he mai nt enance routi nes, the system
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di agnostics. Like a whisper in the server’s
ear.

CHEN
They're not just trying to silence him
They're covering their tracks with our own
bl ueprints.

ANNA
Exactly. And they did it with a |level of
preci sion that suggests they weren't just
enpl oyees, but architects of the system
itsel f.

CUT TO
I NT. RONALD S APARTMENT - NI GHT

The apartnment is a stark contrast to the sterile server room
Dmy lit, cluttered with enpty coffee cups and di scarded
tech conmponents. RONALD 50s, sharp, weary eyes sits at a
desk, bathed in the cool glow of multiple nonitors. Hi's
fingers dance across a keyboard with practiced ease. On one
screen, a live feed shows a news report nentioning a police

i nvestigation into Davenport.

RONALD

(muttering to hinself)
Davenport. The perfect distraction.

He navi gates through |ines of code, his brow furrowed in
concentration. He's not just deleting data; he's artfully
crafting false trails, burying the truth under |ayers of
di gital canouflage. He's neticul ous, each keystroke a
del i berate brushstroke in his digital masterpiece of
decepti on.

RONALD
They're | ooking at the obvi ous suspect. The
| oud one.

He brings up a systemlog, highlighting a series of deleted
access permssions. He then initiates a secure w pe, the
progress bar inching forward with agoni zi ng sl owness.

RONALD
And | amthe silent architect.

He pauses, a faint, alnost inperceptible smle touching his
lips. He clicks over to a secure nmessagi ng app, typing a
brief, coded nessage.

RONALD
Phase two initiated. Al clear.
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He sends the nessage, then closes the application. The news
report on the other nonitor continues, detailing the

percei ved progress of the LAPD s investigation into
Davenport's affairs. Ronald watches it with detached
amusemnent .

FADE QUT.
| NT. DAVENPORT' S PRI SON CELL - NI GHT

The cell is a concrete box, illum nated by a single,
flickering overhead bul b. DAVENPORT 40s, his once sharp suit
now a drab prison uniform paces the confined space. H's
novenents are agitated, a stark contrast to his usual
controll ed deneanor. H's eyes dart around as if searching for
an escape route that doesn't exist. He stops, running a hand
t hrough his di shevel ed hair.

DAVENPORT
This is inpossible. It’s all fabricated.

He sinks onto the edge of the narrow cot, head in his hands.
The wei ght of the digital evidence, painstakingly conpiled
against him seens to crush him He can picture the
spreadsheets, the encrypted comruni cations, the fabricated IP

addresses — all laid out before a jury.
DAVENPORT
to hinself
Who coul d have done this? Wio knows what
di d?

He | ooks up, a flicker of desperation in his eyes. He
remenbers the |l ate nights, the risks taken, the neticul ous
planning. It was all supposed to lead to a clean slate, not
this sterile cage.

DAVENPORT
They can't prove it. Not really. Not w thout...

Hs voice trails off. He knows the "without" refers to the
original data, the untainted source code that woul d expose
the mani pul ation. But that data is | ong gone, buried deep
within layers of digital obfuscation. H's fight is no | onger
about proving his innocence; it’s about finding a ghost in
the machine that’'s already claimed him

CUT TO
| NT. ARCHI VAL RECORDS ROOM - DAY

Dust notes dance in the shafts of weak sunlight slicing

t hrough griny windows. KEVIN 30s, dressed in a nondescri pt
hoodi e and j eans, hunches over a massive, netal filing
cabinet. He's surrounded by stacks of faded folders and the
musty scent of aging paper. His fingers, stained with ink
froman old stanp pad, nove with practiced speed as he flips
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through brittle pages of declassified prison |ogs. The room
is a forgotten corner of bureaucracy, far fromthe sleek
interfaces he’s accustoned to.

KEVI N
Come on, you digital dinosaur. Sonmewhere in
this paper purgatory...

He pulls out a thick, bound | edger, its cover peeling. He
flips through pages filled with faded handwiting, tracking

i nmat e novenents and adm nistrative notes. He stops, his eyes
narrowi ng as he scans a particular entry. A digital anomaly,
a faint snudge that |ooks out of place anpongst the ink. He
carefully extracts a single, yellowed sheet. It's a |og of
system access, a rare digital printout from decades ago.

KEVI N
VWhat’s this? Anonym zed entry..

Hi s pul se quickens. The tinmestanp aligns with the supposed
alteration of Davenport's record. It's a single, stark line
of encrypted characters, presented as a cryptic code. He
pull s out his phone, its screen glowng starkly in the dim
room He snaps a picture, his novenents precise, a scientist
docunenting a rare specinen.

KEVI N
This has to be it. The ghost ...

He stares at the encrypted string, a nascent understandi ng
dawning in his eyes. This isn't just a clue; it's a digital
breadcrunb, a trail laid by sonmeone who knew how to

di sappear.

FADE QUT.
| NT. LAPD SERVER ROOM - NI GHT

Fl uorescent |ights hum over rows of humm ng server racks.
Cabl es snake across the floor like digital vines. Two TECHS,
m d- 20s, wear sterile booties and face gl ow ng nonitors,
their expressions a mxture of frustration and bew | der nent.
The air is cold, sterile.

TECH 1
Anot her one. Dispatch system just hiccuped.
Data corruption, mnor, but it's there.

TECH 2
Sanme as the intel feed yesterday. And the
traffic canera logs this norning. It's like...
ghost static.

TECH 1
The di agnostics are clean. No mal ware, no
unaut hori zed access, nothing. W’ ve run every
scan known to nman.
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TECH 2
It's subtle. Al nost l|ike...an echo. Sonet hing
| eft behind that’s still resonating.

TECH 1
Resonati ng? What are you tal king about? It’s a
glitch. A bug.

TECH 2
Maybe. O maybe it's the digital equival ent of
a phantom | inb. Something that *was* here, but
isn't, yet still affects the system This
ZEROX thing...they said it was sophisticat ed.

TECH 1
Sophi sticated doesn't explain why it’s causing
traffic lights to flash red for a nanosecond.
This is beyond advanced. This is...absurd.

TECH 2
But it keeps happening. Just small things.
Enough to make you question your sanity if
you' re staring at these |ogs | ong enough.

Tech 2 points to a data streamon his nonitor. A single |line
of anomal ous code flashes for a split second before reverting
to nor nal

TECH 2
See that? Gone. Already gone.

TECH 1
| sawit. What the hell was that?

TECH 2
That, ny friend, is the ghost in the machine.

CUT TO
I NT. ATTORNEY' S OFFI CE - DAY

Dust notes dance in the afternoon sun slanting through the
blinds of a cranped, cluttered office. ARTHUR DAVENPORT' S
LAWER, MARTHA REYNOLDS 50s, sharp, weary eyes, hunches over
a nmountain of digital files spread across her desk. Enpty
cof fee cups and crunpl ed paper surround her |ike a defensive
perinmeter. She wears a determ ned, al nost hunted, expression.

MARTHA REYNOLDS

to hersel f

...network anomalies... unusual access
patterns... flagged for "testing"... nothing
concrete.

She scrolls through endless |ines of code on her nonitor, a
frown deepening on her brow A flicker of recognition crosses
her face as she spots a nane buried deep within a |log entry.



62.

MARTHA REYNOLDS
whi speri ng
Elias Thorne. Who the hell are you?

Martha pulls up a separate database, cross-referencing the
name. She finds a retired LAPD officer, Elias Thorne, a ghost
in the department’s digital archives. A few archived interna
affairs conplaints surface — Thorne felt the departnent had
sidelined his specialized digital forensics unit, accusing
themof willful ignorance regarding energing cyber threats.

MARTHA REYNOLDS
Digital forensics... retired... disgruntled.

Her fingers fly across the keyboard, digging deeper into
Thorne's digital footprint. She finds a fringe tech forum

| ong since purged, where Thorne had posted under an obscure
handl e, discussing "unconventional data manipul ati on" and
"residual network signatures." The dates of these posts align
disturbingly wwth the earlier system"ghost static" reports.

MARTHA REYNOLDS
agrimsmle formng
Resi dual signatures. That’s it. It’s not a
glitch, it’s an inprint. Thorne knew how to
| eave breadcrunbs that weren't there.

She | eans back, the gears in her mnd grinding. This Thorne,
a forgotten expert, mght be the key to everyt hing.

FADE QUT.
I NT. KEVIN S APARTMENT - NI GHT

The cranped space is a chaotic shrine to technol ogy. Wres
snake across the floor |like netallic vines. KEVIN 20s, sharp,
per petual | y-caffei nated, eyes glued to nultiple screens
hunches over his keyboard. Enpty energy drink cans forma
precari ous tower beside him One screen displays a rapidly
scrolling stream of garbl ed characters.

KEVI N
Come on, you digital bastard. Talk to ne.

He types furiously, running a decryption script. Progress bar
craw s agoni zingly slow. The garbled text on the screen
begins to resolve into fragnents. Log entries. Tinestanps.
Encrypt ed commands.

KEVI N
nmutteri ng
Fragnments... |l ooks like part of a system| og.
But encrypted... what kind of encryption?

He initiates another, nore aggressive decryption sequence.
The screen flickers. A warning pops up "UNAUTHORI ZED ACCESS
DETECTED. " Kevin's eyes w den.
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KEVI N
to hinsel f
Not authorized by ne, you magnificent piece of
mal war e.

He ignores the warning, pushing forward. Mre data coal esces.
Keywor ds energe "CHAMELEON," "I DENTITY MASK, " "FACI AL
RECONSTRUCTI ON, " " PERSI STENT THREAD. "

KEVI N
Chanel eon... ldentity Mask... what the hell is
this thing? A progranf For what?

He stares, nesnerized and horrified, as the decoded fragnents
paint a chilling picture of sonething designed to alter and
overwite digital identities on a nmassive scale. He sees
references to deepfake generation, bionetric spoofing, and a
sophi sticated neural network designed to | earn and adapt.

KEVI N
This isn't just data theft. This is..
manuf actured reality. They're not just
stealing identities, they're rewiting them

H s mnd races, connecting the dots to the previous events,
the "ghost static" Martha had nentioned. He realizes this is
far bigger, far nore dangerous, than he’ d inmagi ned.

CUT TO
| NT. ABANDONED WAREHOUSE - NI GHT

Dust notes dance in the single, bare bulb casting a harsh
[ight. RONALD 50s, weathered, haunted eyes stands in the
shadows, a bul ky, ol d-fashi oned coms unit crackling softly
beside him H's gaze is fixed on a griny w ndow of an

adj acent, dilapidated building across a narrow al |l eyway.

I nside that building, faint blue light spills fromKevin's
makeshi ft command center.

RONALD

(to hinself, voice |ow)
He's good. Too good.

Ronal d’s hand tightens on the comms unit. He watches Kevin's
sil houette nove against the glow of nultiple screens, a
famliar, unsettling blend of pride and terror warring within
him He can al nost feel the trenor of the keyboards, the hum
of the machi nes working to unravel the dark secrets he

buri ed.

RONALD
Just keep digging, kid. Just don’t find ne.

A notification fl ashes on one of Kevin's screens, visible
even fromthis distance. Ronald’ s breath catches. He knows
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that notification. It's the precursor to the deep dive, the
point of no return. He sees Kevin |eaning closer, his focus
absolute. The dread intensifies, a cold knot in his gut.

RONALD

(whi speri ng)
Al nost there. You're alnost there. And |I’'m
still here, watching you walk into the storm

He turns away fromthe w ndow, the weight of his actions
pressi ng down. The crackle of the coms unit seens to nock
him He reaches for a button, his finger hovering,

i ndeci si ve. Does he warn Kevin? Does he try to stop hinf The
very thought is a betrayal of his own carefully constructed
reality.

FADE QUT.
| NT. DAVENPORT' S LUXURY APARTMENT - NI GHT

The apartnment is sterile, mnimalist, bathed in the cold,

bl ue lIight of a hol ographic display projecting conplex |egal
statutes. DAVENPORT, 60s, inpeccably dressed but with a
tremor in his hands, paces. He stops before a massive w ndow
overlooking the glittering, indifferent city. His reflection
stares back, a ghost in the machine. He picks up a sl eek,

bl ack tablet, his thunb hovering over an icon | abel ed

" PROFFER AGREEMENT. "

DAVENPORT

(1 ow, ragged breath)
This is it. The end of the |line.

He swi pes through pages of text, dense with | egalese. H's
eyes scan, but his mnd is el sewhere, replaying fragnents of
code, echoes of digital whispers, the phantom touch of
keyboards. He sees KEVIN s determ ned face, the relentless
pursuit.

DAVENPORT
He found the ghosts. Al of them

Davenport closes his eyes, a grimace contorting his features.
The wei ght of years of secrets, of carefully constructed
deceptions, crushes him He |ooks at the tablet again, the
"PROFFER AGREEMENT" a lifeline, a surrender.

DAVENPORT

(a whi sper of defeat)
A deal. To save what little is left.

He opens his eyes, and in them a flicker of sonething akin
to resolve, the desperate fight of a cornered aninmal. He taps
the icon. A new docunent opens, stark and unforgiving.
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CONTI NUE.

| NT. CYBER COVMAND CENTER - NI GHT

Rows of workstations humw th activity. Technicians, faces
illumnated by nonitor glow, furiously tap keyboards. ANNA

30s,

sharp, analytical |eans over a console, her brow

furrowed. Across fromher, MARK 40s, grizzled, weary sips

| ukewar m cof f ee.

i ghts and hushed urgency.

ANNA
It's not a brute-force. Not a virus. The
intrusion vectors are...surgical. They’'re using
backdoors, |egacy access points we thought
wer e dor mant .

MARK
But where are they comng fron? W' ve traced
everyt hing back to dead ends, ghost |Ps that
vani sh the second we | ock onto them

ANNA
That’s the problem Mark. It feels internal.
The progression, the data extraction sequence
—it’s too famliar. Too...precise. Like
soneone’s navigating the systemwth intimte
know edge. Someone who knows our architecture
better than we do.

MARK
An inside job? W’ ve already vetted everyone.
Doubl e- checked credenti al s, background checks...

ANNA
Not necessarily soneone still *here*. Think
about who had access to this |evel of detail.
Who designed parts of this network? Wio knew
its vulnerabilities before they were patched?

Mark sets his coffee down, his gaze hardeni ng. He | ooks at
Anna, a dawning, unsettling realization in his eyes.

MARK
You' re tal ki ng about Davenport.

ANNA
H's fingerprints are all over the digital DNA
of this place. If he’s gone rogue, he woul dn't
attack us conventionally. He’'d use the tools
he built, the pathways he created. He'd be the
unseen hand.

MARK
But why? We took himdown. He's facing life.

ANNA

The roomis a controlled chaos of flashing
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Maybe he’s not goi ng down w thout taking us
with him O mybe...maybe he’'s trying to send
us a nessage. A warning.

FADE QUT.
| NT. CYBER COMVAND CENTER - CONTI NUCUS

Anna stares at her nonitor, a cold dread settling in. The
conplex web of digital fingerprints that seened to lead to
ZEROX has di ssol ved into nothingness. Mark watches her, his
face etched with frustration. Enpty coffee cups litter the
desk. The frantic energy of earlier has been replaced by a
hol | ow still ness.

ANNA
It’s gone. Every single trace.

MARK
What do you nean, gone? W had him W were
tracing the data exfiltration...

ANNA
It was a ghost. A sophisticated honeypot.
Ronal d scrubbed the primary servers, rerouted
everything through a cascade of anonym zi ng
proxies. It's like he built a digital Houdini
box and vani shed inside it.

MARK
Scoffs
Ronal d. O course. The man’s a phant om

ANNA
He didn’'t just erase data; he rewote the
access logs. Made it look like a system
anomaly, not an intrusion. Anyone else would
have |l eft digital breadcrunbs, even a trace of
panic. But this...this is cal culated. Cold.

Anna runs a hand through her hair, her earlier sharp focus
now cl ouded with defeat. She scrolls through Iines of code,
each one a testanent to Ronald' s nmastery of digital

m sdi rection.

MARK
So, what are we left with? Chasing snoke?

ANNA
W're left wwth what he *wants* us to see. A
dead end. A conplete and utter digital
bl ackout where ZEROX was. But it’s too
perfect. Too cl ean.

MARK
That means he's still out there, isn't it? O ...
sonmeone i s using his playbook.
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ANNA
Exactly. The trail goes cold, but the inpact
is still being felt. The data is still out

there, somewhere. And Ronal d, or whoever is
behind this, has just proven they can operate
conpletely in the shadows.

FADE OUT
EXT. SUBURBAN HOUSE - DAY
A quiet street, lined with manicured | awns. Kevin, | ooking
gaunt, stands on a weat hered porch, a worn | eat her satchel
sl ung over his shoulder. He clutches a small, folded piece of
paper — lines of cryptic code. He takes a deep breath, the

air heavy wi th unspoken history. He raises a fist, hesitates,
then raps sharply on the door.

The door opens to reveal RONALD PATERSON 60s, retired,
dressed in confortable, faded clothes. H s eyes, once sharp
and anal ytical, now hold a weary, alnost vacant stare. He
bl i nks, surprised, then recognizes Kevin. A flicker of
sonet hi ng unreadabl e crosses his face.

RONALD
Kevi n? What are you doing here?

KEVI N

(voice tight with enotion)
We need to tal k, Dad.

RONALD

(faintly)
Tal k? After all this tine...

Kevin steps forward, his gaze unwavering. He extends the
fol ded paper.

KEVI N
This is what | found. In your old files. The
ones you told ne to forget about.

Ronal d’s eyes fall on the paper, and a subtle tension enters
his posture. Hi s hand, when he reaches for it, trenbles
slightly. He unfolds the paper, his brow furrow ng as he
scans the famliar, yet alien, sequence of characters.

RONALD
Where did you get this? This...this is old.
From t he Xyl oNet case.

KEVI N
It'’s nore than old, Dad. It's active. It’'s the
key. And | know you know what it unl ocks.
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RONALD

(a sigh escapes him
Kevi n, sone doors are best |eft closed. The
t hings we saw...the things we *did*...

KEVI N
What did you do, Dad? What did you *hi de*?

Ronal d | ooks past Kevin, his gaze distant, lost in a painful
recoll ection. The code in his hand seens to burn, a relic of
a buried past that has finally caught up.

CUT TO
| NT. SUBURBAN HOUSE - LI VI NG ROOM - DAY

The living roomis a testanent to a life |ived — confortabl e,
worn furniture, framed photos on the mantle, a faint scent of
ol d paper and dust. Ronald stands frozen, the paper still in
his trenbling hand. Kevin enters, his novenents deli berate,
scanning the roomas if expecting an anbush. He stops, facing
his father. The silence stretches, thick with unspoken
accusations and regret.

KEVI N
You prom sed ne. You prom sed you' d protect ne
fromall of this. From *thent.

Ronald finally | owers the paper, his gaze neeting Kevin's.
The weariness in his eyes is profound, a deep-seated
exhaustion that goes beyond nere age.

RONALD
Protect you? |I built a wall around you, son. A
wal | of silence. | thought...l thought | was

keepi ng you safe.
KEVI N

(scoffing, a raw edge to his voice)
Safe? You left nme adrift in a sea of their
lies. This code...this isn't just data, Dad.
It’s a weapon they built, and you hel ped t hem
hide it.

RONALD
W were in too deep. The collateral ...it was
al ready too high. Trying to expose themthen
woul d have brought the whol e system down on
us. On *you*.

Kevin steps closer, his voice dropping to a dangerous | ow.
KEVI N

And now? Now they’'re here, aren't they?
Because you couldn't finish what you started.
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Because you chose fear over truth.

Ronal d’ s hands clench at his sides. A spark of his forner
fireignites in his dulled eyes.

RONALD
You don't understand the forces we were up
agai nst, Kevin. The digital ghosts...they were
everywhere. Real. Malignant. W had to make
choi ces no man shoul d have to make.

KEVI N
And |’ m making m ne now. |I’mnot running
anynor e.

FADE QUT.
| NT. ABANDONED WAREHOUSE - NI GHT

Rai n | ashes against the corrugated iron roof. The air is
thick with the netallic tang of rust and decay. Kevin stands
am dst shadows, the glow of a single, bare bulb casting |ong,
di storted shapes. Ronald, his face etched with a lifetine of
regret, sits on an overturned crate, the crunpled ZEROX
schemati c spread between them

KEVI N
So it's true. You built it. You franed him

Ronal d nods, his gaze fixed on the paper, tracing the
intricate lines of the code wth a trenbling finger.

RONALD
It was me, Kevin. Al of it. ZEROX...the data
packets...Davenport’s downfall. | didit.
KEVI N

(a bitter laugh escapes him
Why, Dad? After all this tinme, why would you
destroy your own career, your own |life, to
frame soneone el se?

Ronald finally | ooks up, his eyes neeting Kevin's with a raw,
unflinching honesty. The years of suppressed angui sh pour out
of him

RONALD
Because they had you. They had you, Kevin. You
were a ghost in their machine, a pawn in their
tw sted gane. | saw what they were doing to
you, the control they were exerting. |
couldn't et them w n.

KEVI N
They were...mani pul ati ng ne. You knew.
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RONALD
| knew they were using your genius, tw sting
it. ZEROX was ny attenpt to build a firewall,
a way to neutralize their influence, to break
their hold. But they anticipated nme. They
turned it against us. Wien they threatened to
expose you, to make it | ook |like *you* were
the architect of their destruction, | had no
choi ce.

He pauses, swallow ng hard against a lunp in his throat.

RONALD
Davenport was...a convenient target. A
scapegoat. | had to create a narrative that

woul d protect you, that would discredit their
efforts to frane you. It was the only way to
buy you tine, to give you a chance to escape.

KEVI N

(voice tight with enotion)
So you sacrificed an i nnocent man...to save ne.

RONALD
| sacrificed everything. My reputation, ny
principles..ny son’s trust. For years, |’ve

[ived wwth the weight of it, the guilt. But
seeing you here, alive, free fromtheir
clutches...it was worth it.

The weight of his father’s confession settles over Kevin, a
crushi ng, profound understandi ng.

FADE TO BLACK.
| NT. COURTROOM - DAY

Sunlight streans through the tall, arched wi ndows of a grand,
old courtroom illum nating dust notes dancing in the air.
The atnosphere is tense, expectant. JUDGE ELARA VANCE, a
woman whose sharp gaze m sses nothing, sits at the bench
Across the aisle, DETECTIVE RAY HARRI S, weat hered and

wat chful , observes the proceedi ngs. KEVIN, |ooking conposed
but determ ned, sits beside his |lawer, ANNA REID. Anna,
sharp and inpeccably dressed, stands before the judge, a
secure digital drive in her hand.

ANNA REI D
Your Honor, we are here today to formally
request the reopening of the case agai nst our
client, M. Marcus Davenport.

Anna clicks a button on her device. A large nonitor behind
her flickers to life, displaying Iines of code and distorted
data streans.
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ANNA REI D
For years, M. Davenport has been unjustly
i nprisoned, convicted on fabricated evidence
and mani pul ated digital footprints. W now
possess irrefutable proof of this fabrication.

JUDGE VANCE

(1 eani ng forward)
I rrefutable proof, Ms. Reid? The evidence
presented at trial was deened concl usi ve.

ANNA REI D
Concl usi ve, yes, but manufactured. This drive
contains a detailed forensic anal ysis,
recovered directly fromthe ZEROX network’s
core servers, with corroborating testinony.

She gestures to Kevin.

ANNA REI D
My client, with the assistance of his father,
a former | ead programmer on the ZEROX proj ect,
has uncovered a systematic data mani pul ati on.
The evi dence that convicted M. Davenport was
not only planted, but the original,
excul patory data was systematically erased and
overwitten.

Kevin | ooks at Harris, who remains stoic, his jaw tight.

JUDGE VANCE
The ZEROX project...that’s highly classified
governnment technol ogy. How did you gain
access?

ANNA REI D
The key was provided by Ronald Sterling, a man
who dedicated his |life to this project and,
tragically, to covering up its darkest
secrets. He confessed to creating the fal se
trail that led to M. Davenport’s arrest, al
to protect his son fromthe very sane system

The courtroom mururs. Judge Vance stares at the screen, her
expressi on unr eadabl e.

JUDGE VANCE
If this evidence is as you say, Ms. Reid, then
the inplications are...profound.

ANNA REI D
They are, Your Honor. They inplicate not just
i ndi vidual s, but a system c corruption that
reaches far beyond M. Davenport’s w ongful
conviction. W ask that the court immediately
grant our notion to vacate the judgnent and
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order a full investigation.

FADE QUT.
I NT. RONALD STERLING S HOME - SERVER ROOM - NI GHT

The air in the cranped roomis thick with the snell of ozone
and stale coffee. Flashing blue and red lights frompatro
cars outside cast an erratic glow through the griny w ndow.
DETECTI VE RAY HARRI'S, his face grim surveys the scene.
Techni ci ans in HAZMAT suits swarm around a di smantl ed server
rack, carefully bagging conponents. The roomis a testanent
to obsession — wires snake across the floor, nonitors display
cascading |lines of defunct code, and specialized cooling
units hum nmournfully.

TECH LEAD O S.
W’ ve got fragnents, Detective. Enough to
pi ece toget her a ghost.

Harris approaches a technician holding up a singed circuit
boar d.

HARRI S
A ghost ? Expl ai n.

TECH LEAD
This isn’t just sonme off-the-shelf server
farm Sterling built a fortress. Encrypted
| ayers within | ayers, designed to be
sel f-destructing. The architecture...it’s
unl i ke anything we’ve seen. Proprietary,
mlitary-grade. ZEROX

Harris nods, his eyes scanning the conplex wiring schematics
pi nned to a corkboard. He spots a faded photograph of a
younger Ronald Sterling with a smug-1ooking man in a sharp
suit.

HARRI S
And the perpetrator? You said you had him

TECH LEAD
The data recovery is slow, but the digital
breadcrunbs are here. Sterling s | ogs,
cross-referenced with his access patterns,
point to one individual who had the authorized
credentials and the notive to mani pul ate the
Davenport case. The data wasn't just altered;
it was surgically altered to frame him

The Tech Lead zoons in on a fragnented file on his tablet. It
shows a nane and a digital signature.

TECH LEAD
Hi s son, Detective. Arthur Sterling. He was
accessi ng the ZEROX backdoors, using his
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father’s credentials. He created the fal se
trail.

Harris stares at the nanme, a cold realization dawning. The
meticul ously constructed digital web, spun by a father to
protect his son, had finally unravel ed, exposing the true
architect of the corruption.

CUT TO
I NT. POLI CE STATI ON - | NTERROGATI ON ROOM - DAY

The harsh fluorescent lights of the interrogation room hum
but the atnosphere is different now. The usual tension is
replaced by a subdued, al nost sonber quiet. DETECTI VE RAY
HARRI S stands by the two-way mrror, watching. The door opens
and DAVENPORT, dressed in his own clothes but still bearing
the weariness of his ordeal, is escorted out by a UN FORMED
OFFI CER. Davenport’s eyes, once filled with a desperate fire,
now hold a profound, weary relief.

HARRI S
Davenport.

Davenport turns, his gaze neeting Harris's. There' s no
aninosity, only a shared understandi ng of the darkness
t hey' ve bot h navi gat ed.

DAVENPORT
Det ecti ve.

HARRI S
They’ re dropping everything. Arthur Sterling
confessed. He...he was the one pulling the
strings. Fram ng you.

Davenport’s shoul ders sag, not in defeat, but in the rel ease
of an unbearable weight. A faint, alnost inperceptible smle
touches his lips, tinged with the bitterness of what was

al nost | ost.

DAVENPORT
My son. O course. The man in the suit. Al ways
so polished, so...confident.

HARRI S
Hs father’s | egacy. Tw st ed.

Harris wal ks towards Davenport, extending a hand. Davenport
hesitates for a fraction of a second, then clasps it firmy.
The handshake is solid, a silent acknow edgnent of shared
struggl e and survival.

DAVENPCORT
Thank you, Detective. For not giving up. For
seeing through the static.
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HARRI S
Just doing ny job. Soneone had to.

The Unifornmed O ficer gestures to the door. Davenport nods,
takes a deep breath, and wal ks towards it, a free man

stepping back into a world that tried to break him Harris
wat ches himgo, the sterile room suddenly feeling vast and

enpty.
FADE QUT.
| NT. FEDERAL COURTHOUSE - COURTROOM - DAY

The courtroomis hushed, the air thick with anticipation.
JUDGE MARTHA REYNOLDS presides, her face a stern mask. On
trial sits RONALD, no | onger the inposing figure he once was.
Hi s uniform inpeccably tailored, now hangs | oosely on his
frame. H's face, etched with the years of his career, is now
a canvas of profound regret. Two UNI TED STATES MARSHALS st and
by him their presence a stark rem nder of his fallen status.
Detective Harris sits in the gallery, a silent observer of
this final act.

JUDGE REYNOLDS
M. Ronal d, the evidence presented has been
overwhel m ng. The jury has found you guilty on
all counts.

Ronal d offers a slight, alnost inperceptible nod, his gaze
fi xed on the polished mahogany of the defense table.

JUDGE REYNOLDS
For your betrayal of public trust, your
obstruction of justice, and your participation
in the illegal data harvesting schene that
conprom sed countless citizens, this court
sentences you to..

A heavy silence descends. Ronald’ s jaw tightens, but his
expression remains stoic. He doesn't look at his famly in
the gallery, nor at Harris. He seens lost in a private

r eckoni ng.

JUDGE REYNOLDS
...twenty years in federal prison

The pronouncenent hangs in the air, heavy and final. Ronald
doesn't flinch. The Marshals nove to cuff him He raises his
wists, offering no resistance. H s eyes, when they finally
meet Harris's across the room hold a flicker of sonething
unr eadabl e — perhaps a ghost of defiance, or sinply the
dawni ng conprehensi on of absolute finality.

RONALD

(quietly, alnost to hinself)
| made a choi ce.
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The click of handcuffs echoes in the cavernous room Ronald
is led away, his head bowed, his long career ending not with
a bang, but a whinper of lost integrity. Harris watches him
go, a conplex mx of relief and a strange, sonber respect for
the fallen officer.

CUT TO BLACK.
I NT. KEVIN S APARTMENT - NI GHT

Rai n | ashes agai nst the griny wi ndows of Kevin's cranped
apartnment. The roomis sparsely furnished, functional, a
stark contrast to the opulent offices his father once
commanded. A single, bare bulb casts harsh shadows. On a

chi pped coffee table sits a worn briefcase and a burner
phone. Kevin, dressed in jeans and a sinple t-shirt, paces
the worn carpet, the weight of his father's conviction
pressing down on him He stops, picks up the phone, stares at
it for a long nonent, then tosses it back down.

KEVI N

(rmuttering)
Twenty years. Just like that.

He runs a hand through his hair, agitated. He wal ks to the
wi ndow, watching the distorted reflections in the wet gl ass.
He sees his own tired face staring back, a ghost of his
father's steely gaze in his eyes, but also sonething softer
sonet hing that renmenbers the good. He clenches his fists.

KEVI N
He always said it was for the greater good.
For us.

He turns away fromthe w ndow, his gaze falling on the
briefcase. It's old, scuffed |eather, the kind his father
used to carry every day. He wal ks over to it, his steps
heavy. He hesitates, then kneels, his fingers brushing

agai nst the worn material. A deep breath. He opens it.

I nside, neatly organi zed, are several USB drives and a snall,
| eat her-bound journal. He picks up a drive, its netallic
casing cool against his skin. H's father's | egacy, distilled
into data. Freedom or the continued fight, albeit a
different kind. He closes the briefcase with a decisive snap.

FADE QUT.
| NT. SENATE HEARI NG ROOM - DAY

Sunlight, filtered through tall, arched wi ndows, illum nates
dust notes dancing in the air. SENATOR VANCE, sharp-suited
and i nposing, presides over a panel. Beside him rows of
congressional aides scribble notes. On the witness stand, DR
ELARA REID, a |eading cyber-security expert, |ooks conposed
but serious. Behind her, projected onto a large screen, is a
conpl ex network diagram highlighted in red where



76.
vul nerabiliti es once exi sted.

SENATOR VANCE
Dr. Reid, thank you for appearing today. The
publ i c deserves to understand how a system
designed to protect themcould be so
catastrophically conprom sed.

DR. ELARA REID
Senator, the ZEROX exploit was not nerely a
breach; it was an architectural flaw, a
backdoor | eft deliberately open, disguised as
a failsafe. It exploited trust at the deepest
| evel of our digital infrastructure.

She gestures to the diagramon the screen, where specific
nodes blink om nously.

DR ELARA REID
This network, the very backbone of our justice
system was vulnerable to identity spoofing,
evi dence tanpering, and deep surveillance on
an unprecedented scale. The inplications for
due process, for every citizen's privacy, are
pr of ound.

SENATOR VANCE
And the individual responsible for uncovering
this...M. Thorne? His role in exposing ZEROX
is critical to our understanding.

DR. ELARA REID
M. Thorne provided the initial access vector,
t he key that unlocked the entire system His
efforts, though unorthodox, were instrunental
in preventing a far greater catastrophe. W
are now i nmpl enmenting nulti-|ayered
aut henti cati on protocols, quantumresistant
encryption, and independent audit trails for
all data access.

A ripple of murnurs goes through the roomas the sheer scale
of the proposed changes sinks in.

SENATOR VANCE
The trust in our digital identity has been
shattered. We nust rebuild it, not just with
technol ogy, but with transparency. Your
testinmony today is crucial in that endeavor.

CUT TO
| NT. DAVENPORT' S APARTMENT - DAY
The apartnent is sparse, functional. Boxes are stacked

neatly, sone unpacked, others still taped shut. DAVENPORT,
gaunt but with a newfound stillness in his eyes, sits at a
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worn wooden table. A single, bare bulb hangs overhead,
casting stark shadows. On the table are a few

of ficial -1ooking docunents and a chi pped ceram ¢ nmug of bl ack
coffee. He picks up a franmed photograph, a younger, smling
version of hinmself and a WOMAN, her face obscured by a
snmudge. He traces her outline with a call oused thunb.

DAVENPCORT
| ow, al nost to hinself
They t ook everything.

He places the photo face down. A faint BUZZI NG sound enanat es
froma small, discreet electronic device on the table.
Davenport gl ances at it, then reaches for a tablet beside the
docunents. The screen displays an encrypted nessage. He types
a quick, alnost automatic reply.

DAVENPORT
St at us?

The tabl et CH MES softly, displaying a response. Davenport
reads it, a flicker of sonething akin to resol ve hardening
his features. He closes the tablet, the click echoing in the
qui et room He stands, wal ks to the single wi ndow, and | ooks
out at the indifferent city. The sun is setting, painting the
sky in bruised purples and oranges.

DAVENPORT
a whi sper
It's not over. Not yet.

FADE TO BLACK.
| NT. SECURE SERVER ROOM - NI GHT

Fl uorescent lights hum reflecting off rows of blinking
server racks. The air is cold, sterile. DETECTI VE AMARA
SINGH, sharp and focused, stands before a bank of nonitors,
her reflection a ghostly overlay on the data streans. Across
fromher, DR LEO CHEN, a cybersecurity expert, hunches over
a keyboard, his brow furrowed in concentration. The roomis a
fortress of silicon and steel, designed to keep the digital
world out, and the data in.

CHEN
It's...frustrating. W' ve scrubbed every | ast
byte, every stray packet. The firewalls are
triple-redundant, reinforced wwth the | atest
guantum encryption. ZeroX is gone.

He gestures to a conplex visualization on one of the screens.
It shows the prison's network as a sprawling cityscape, now
nostly dark and inert, save for a few healthy arteries of
data fl ow

SI NGH
But not entirely. \What are those?
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She points to faint, alnost inperceptible glitches, |ike
static whispers, that nonentarily flicker on the periphery of
the network map. They are small, insignificant — but
persi stent.

CHEN

Resi dual energy signatures. CGhost data. It’s
i ke...when you hit a hard drive too many
times. Even when it’s w ped, there are faint
traces, magnetic echoes. This is the digital
equi val ent .

S| NGH
Echoes of ZeroX

Her voice is low, a hint of unease beneath the

prof essionalism She can’t shake the feeling that these
anomal i es, however small, are nore than just digital
detritus.

CHEN
Technically, yes. But they' re inert. They have
no functionality, no ability to propagate.
They' re just...there. Like forgotten words in a
vast, deleted file. W’ ve isolated them They
pose no threat.

Singh leans closer to the screen, her gaze fixed on the
fleeting patterns. She sees sonething in their epheneral
dance, a subtle rhythmthat feels...deliberate.

SI NGH
No threat now. But what if they re waiting?
What if ZeroX didn’t just |eave code, but a
seed?

CHEN
That’s...a theoretical |eap, Detective. The
systemis clean. W’ ve run every di agnostic
i magi nabl e.

Si ngh doesn't | ook away fromthe nonitors. The anonali es,
t hough faint, seemto pulse with a |latent energy, a silent
testament to the ghost in the machi ne.

SI NGH
| hope you're right, Doctor. Because if you're
not ...we m ght have just contained the fallout,
not the threat.

CONTI NUED. . .
EXT. SUBURBAN STREET - DAY
Kevin wal ks down a quiet street, the |ate afternoon sun

casting |long shadows. He carries a worn duffel bag. The
houses are neat, manicured, a stark contrast to the internal
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chaos churning within him He pauses at the end of the
driveway, turning back to look at his chil dhood hone, a
silent nonolith behind him He pulls out his phone,

hesitates, then pockets it. The city skyline, a distant, hazy
si |l houette, beckons.

KEVI N
to hinself, a whisper
What now?

He kicks a | oose pebble on the sidewal k, watching it skitter
away. The weight of his father's adm ssion, the unearthed
truths, feel like a physical burden. He's free of the

i medi ate threat, but the inplications of the ZeroX network,
of his famly's involvenent, weigh himdown. He starts
wal ki ng again, his pace slow, uncertain. Each step is a
guestion mark. He gl ances at the phone in his pocket, then at
the vast, indifferent expanse of the sky. The freedom he
fought for feels hollow, a void waiting to be filled. He's a
ghost in his own life, haunted by the echoes of data and
deceit. The city lights begin to twinkle in the gathering
dusk, prom sing anonymty, but offering no clear direction.

FADE QUT.
I NT. LAPD PRECI NCT - BULLPEN - DAY

Fl uorescent |ights humover rows of enpty desks, a stark
contrast to the usual controlled chaos. Papers are piled
neatly, but the air is heavy with an unspoken tension.
CAPTAI N EVA RQJAS, sharp and weary, stands by a whiteboard
covered in scraw ed notes and a few crossed-out nanes.
DETECTI VE ANNA REI D, her usual intensity dulled by fatigue,
wat ches her.

RQIAS
The press conference was...lively.

Roj as gestures vaguely towards a wall where a bl ank nonitor
hangs.

REI D
That's putting it mldly. They're calling it
the 'digital purge'

RQIAS
They're calling it a ot of things. Wat
matters is what we do next. The internal
affairs review is al ready underway.

REI D
And the cybersecurity audit?

RQIAS
A full sweep. New protocols, new firewalls.
Everything. We can't afford another breach
i ke ZeroX. The public trust is already at an
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all-tinme | ow

Rojas turns fromthe whiteboard, her gaze sweeping across the
silent bull pen.

RQIAS
Every digital footprint we have, every piece
of data, is under the m croscope. They want
answers, and we have to give them sonething
concr et e.

REI D
W'll rebuild. W have to.

RQIAS
Rebui | di ng neans acknow edging the rot. It
means admtting we were conprom sed, not just
by an external force, but by our own
conpl acency.

Roj as wal ks over to Reid, her expression grim

RQIAS
This is a wake-up call, Anna. For all of us.
The digital age isn't sonme abstract concept
anynore. It's the battlefield.

FADE TO BLACK.
| NT. THE NEON SHADOW - NI GHT

M CHAEL DAVENPCORT 40s, sharp suit now a little runpled, sits
al one at the bar. The same worn | eather stool, the sane

hal f-enpty gl ass of anber |iquid. The downpour outside has
softened to a persistent drizzle, its drummng on the griny
w ndows a | ow, rhythm c pul se. Davenport nurses his drink,
his gaze fixed on the condensati on beading on his glass. The
anbi ent hum of the bar — | ow chatter, the clinking of ice —
seens mles away. He’'s an island in the quiet aftermath.

DAVENPORT
Muttering to hinself
They built walls, thinking they could keep the
ghosts out. But the ghosts...they’ re just
reflections. In the chrome, in the data
streans. Everywhere.

He takes a slow sip, the liquor burning a famliar path. Hs
eyes drift to the distorted reflection of the neon signin a
pol i shed chrone counter

DAVENPORT
Justice. Vengeance. They' re just |abels we
sl ap on the sane hunger. The sanme need to
bal ance the scales, even if it nmeans tipping
t hem our sel ves.
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He swirls the remaining liquid in his glass, watching the
anber light catch the few remaining ice cubes.

DAVENPCORT
The system..it’s a fractured mrror. You can
try to fix it, patch it up, but the cracks
al ways show. And through those cracks, you see
what’s really there. The ugliness. The truth.

A flicker of sonething — regret, perhaps, or just exhaustion
— crosses his face. He sets the glass dowmn with a soft clink.

DAVENPORT
And sonetinmes, the only way to clean the
mrror is to shatter it.

FADE QUT.
| NT. ABANDONED SERVER FARM - NI GHT

Dust notes dance in the beam of a single, flickering
energency light. MIles of dormant server racks stretch into
the gloom a graveyard of obsolete data. The air is cold,
thick with the snell of ozone and decay.

DAVENPORT

O S.
They t hought they could erase him Wpe the
sl ate cl ean.

We foll ow Davenport’s gaze as he stands before a single,
bl i nking server. Its lights are faint, alnost nournful. He
hol ds a small, sophisticated device, its screen displaying
lines of scrolling code, stark white against the bl ack.

DAVENPORT
But ZeroX wasn't just code. He was an idea.
And ideas...they're the hardest things to kill.

He runs a gl oved hand over the cold netal of the server
casing, a gesture of respect, or perhaps farewell. The device
in his hand emts a soft, high-pitched whine as it conpl etes
its silent scan. A single, alnost inperceptible flicker
appears on the server’s log display — a ghostly echo of
ZeroX' s presence. It’s a fleeting anomaly, a whisper in the
vast silence.

DAVENPORT
He's still here. Just...sl eeping.

Davenport pockets the device. The energency |ight above him
finally dies, plunging the server farminto absol ute
darkness. Only the faint, rhythmc blinking of that single
server remains, a digital heartbeat in the void.

FADE TO BLACK.
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I NT. KEVIN S APARTMENT - DAY

Sunlight streans into a small, tidy apartnent. Boxes are
stacked neatly in a corner, |abeled "University,"
"Cybersecurity." Kevin, no |onger the haunted figure from
before, sits at a desk, his posture confident. He's dressed
in smart casual attire. On his nonitor, a conplex network
diagramflickers to life, intricate and organi zed. A

hal f-enpty nmug of coffee sits beside a sleek |aptop. He types
with a practiced, fluid notion, his fingers flying across the
keyboar d.

KEVI N
This is it.

He | eans back, a faint smle touching his |lips. He glances at
a framed photo on his desk a younger, smling Kevin with his
parents. The nenory, once a source of pain, now fuels his

pur pose. He opens a new docunent, a single line of text
appearing on the screen "Project N ghtingale Digital
Guardi an. "

KEVI N
to hinself
No nore ghosts in the nachine.

He starts typing again, his focus absolute. The screen fills
w th code, elegant and precise. Hs commtnent is pal pable, a
qui et determnation radiating fromhim He's not just
building firewalls; he's rebuilding hinself, piece by digital
pi ece.

FADE QUT.
| NT. COURTROOM - DAY

The courtroomis hushed, expectant. JUDGE THOWSON, a wonan
whose face carries the weight of countless deliberations,
presi des. RONALD BLACKWOOD, dressed in a worn suit, sits
stoically. Across fromhim DETECTIVE M LLER observes, his
expressi on unreadable. KEVIN BLACKWOOD i s absent. The air
crackl es with unspoken questi ons.

JUDGE THOMPSON
M . Bl ackwood, the evidence presented outlines
a pattern of unauthorized access, data
mani pul ation, and the disruption of critical
financial systens. The prosecution has
detailed your actions with stark clarity.

Ronal d neets her gaze, unwavering. He doesn't offer defiance,
only a quiet acknow edgenent of the facts.

RONALD
| understand the charges, Your Honor.

JUDGE THOMPSON
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And the notive, as presented, is equally
conpl ex. The protection of your son, albeit

t hrough extrene and illegal neans, is a human
i mpul se. Yet, the |aw nust prevail.

She pauses, her gaze sweeping over Ronald, then to the enpty
seat where the prosecution would typically stand. The absence
is a statenent in itself.

JUDGE THOMPSON
In the absence of a formal prosecution
response to the defense’s cl osing argunents,
and consi dering the uni que circunstances
surrounding M. Blackwod’s son’s critical
condition, the court finds itself in an
unpr ecedent ed position.

Ronal d’ s breat hing hitches al nost inperceptibly.

JUDGE THOMPSON
Wi |l e your actions were undeni ably unl awf ul ,
the extent of their imredi ate consequence, the
mtigating factors of parental desperation,
and the unresol ved state of your son’s
wel | -being | eave the court unable to render a
definitive judgnment of guilt at this juncture.

A ripple of murnurs spreads through the spectators. This is
not a verdict, but an abdication of certainty.

JUDGE THOMPSON
Therefore, this court will defer sentencing
indefinitely. M. Blackwod, you are remanded
to house arrest, pending further devel opnents
and a clearer understanding of the full inpact
of your actions, and the state of your son.

Ronal d nods, his face a mask of weary resignation. The
anbiguity is its own sentence. Detective MIler |ooks on, a
flicker of something akin to pity in his eyes. Justice, in
this instance, feels less like a verdict and nore |like a
guestion mark hanging in the air.

FADE TO BLACK.
| NT. BLACKWOOD' S PENTHOUSE - NI GHT

Dar kness. The only illumnation is the faint, pulsing glow of
a single, dormant server rack in the center of a vast,
opul ent room Dust notes dance in the ethereal light. The air

is thick wwth silence, heavy and absol ute.

M LLER
So, thisis it. The heart of the machi ne.

Detective MIller, his trench coat danp fromthe city's
perpetual drizzle, stands sil houetted against the faint
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server light. H's gaze drifts over the room a nonunent to
Ronal d Bl ackwood’ s success, now a tonmb of his anbition.

M LLER
No pronouncenents. No |ast words. Just...
si |l ence.

He approaches the server rack, running a gloved hand over its
cool, nmetal surface. The humof its dormant state is nore
unnervi ng than any active whirring.

M LLER
He built this world. He controlled it. And in
the end, it seens, it consuned him O maybe...
he just wal ked away. Like a phantomin his own
code.

He pulls out a small, encrypted data chip fromhis pocket. He
| ooks at it for a nonent, then slots it into a port on the
server. The server rack remains |ifeless.

M LLER
Justice is a funny thing. Sonetines it’'s a
verdict. Sonetines...it’s just a question |eft
unanswer ed.

MIler turns, his figure receding into the deeper shadows of
t he penthouse. The server rack continues its silent vigil, a
tonbstone for a battle fought in the digital ether.

FADE TO BLACK.



