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NOTE: SCREEN FORMAT CONVERSION 2.39:1 (ANAMORPHIC).

ESTHETIC: CORRODED FILM TEXTURE, DESATURATED COLORS.

BLACK SCREEN.

The silence is absolute.

Gradually, a mechanical sound emerges. It is a low-frequency
electronic beep. Monotonous. Constant. Clock Rate: 100Hz.

A line of dialogue appears on the screen, simulating a green
terminal character:

"PROCESS LOG 01: INITIALIZING VOLATILE MEMORY..."

CUT TO:

INT. THE TAPE CANYONS (LEVEL 2.3) - NIGHT

The rhythmic beep becomes a diegetic sound, heavy and
reverberating.

The floor is a dark, polished plate, covered by a gray and
magnetic dust that rises in small spirals with each impact.

Two figures run through the darkness.

THE INTRUSOR (30, torn civilian clothes, iron dust covering
his face) has wide, dilated eyes. He gasps, but the sound
of his breathing feels processed, as if passing through a
digital filter.

Beside him is THE GUIDE (40, thin body). His arms are
exposed: beneath peeling and wounded skin, bare copper
filaments and integrated circuits are soldered directly onto
mechanical tendons.



To the left and right of the narrow passage, 30-METER-HIGH
SERVER RACKS rise like cast iron monoliths. Inside slots
protected by hydraulic grates, COLOSSAL MAGNETIC TAPE REELS
spin asynchronously, emitting a slow hydraulic groan.

GUIDE
(whispering, trembling)
Quick. Their clock is faster than
ours. If the cycle closes before
the crossing, they deallocate us.

The Intrusor looks back.

At the top of the metal canyons, walk THE SENTINELS. Three
human silhouettes with no facial features. They wear black
overcoats made of a matte fabric that absorbs ambient light.
They move in perfect, military, mathematical synchronicity.

From their wrists, RED LASER BEAMS cut through the darkness,
sweeping the server racks like antivirus scans.

The Intrusor missteps. The sole of his boot generates a
BLUE STATIC SPARK against the mineral floor.

The background beep stops instantly. A shrill digital alarm
rips through the sector.

At the top, the three Sentinels turn their heads at an exact
90-degree angle. The red lasers converge directly onto the
Intrusor's position.

GUIDE
(shouting)
This way! Get into the shadow
line!

The Guide grabs the Intrusor's shoulder and shoves him
violently into a narrow crevice between two dead data

towers —- a hidden logical seam.



CUT TO:

INT. THE VACUUM CORRIDOR (LEVEL 2.4) - CONTINUATION

IMMEDIATE ABSOLUTE SILENCE.

The audio cut is surgical. The moment they cross the
threshold, the sound of the alarm, the groaning of the
reels, and their breathing disappear.

The Intrusor opens his mouth to scream in pain from the
impact, but no sound is emitted. His vocal cords vibrate
in the acoustic wvacuum.

The walls of this tunnel are perfectly square, made of a
matte BLACK METAL ALLOY that reflects no light.

The Guide points forward.

At the end of the long corridor, immersed in a mystical
twilight, sits an ANACHRONISTIC STRUCTURE: A huge, weathered
wooden door with a brass doorknob.

It is ajar.

Through the crack of the wooden door, there is no scenery.
There is only a PULSATING GRAY STATIC and a total absence
of polygons. It is the edge of the system.

The Intrusor moves forward, but the mathematical gravity of
that deep level crushes his muscles. His steps drag in
simulated slow motion.

Behind them, in the crevice where they entered, the
Sentinels begin to raise their arms, pointing logical purge
devices that glow in a destructive red.



CUT TO:

INT. THE VACUUM CORRIDOR (LEVEL 2.4) - CONTINUATION

The Intrusor crawls the last few inches. The red logical
firewall of the Sentinels explodes at the tunnel entrance,
disintegrating the Guide.

The renegade's body dissolves into floating gray blocks of
code before disappearing completely.

The Intrusor stretches his fingers and grabs the brass
doorknob. The instant his skin touches the metal, the wooden
texture of the door blinks, revealing its true nature: a
vertical slit of pure electromagnetic static.

He pulls the door and throws himself into the gray void.

SOUND EFFECT: The sound of a giant glass shattering in

reverse, followed by absolute electrical silence.

CUT TO:

INT. FOUNDRY INDUSTRIAL SHED (OPERATOR LAYER) - NIGHT

The black of the screen is cut by a flash of blinding
white light.

SOUND EFFECT: A violent metallic snap, like a transformer
short-circuit. A continuous high-frequency error beep
begins.

The vision is fragmented, split into three optical mosaics
that attempt to focus mechanically. The focus emits a
shrill electronic hum.

The point of view is that of the Intrusor himself. He tries
to move his head with a heavy, pneumatic jolt.



The perspective shifts to reveal the Intrusor's new body:
he has no arms, legs, or torso of flesh. He was compiled
into the chassis of a HEAVY ASSEMBLY INDUSTRIAL ROBOT
(Model AT-X9). A three-meter-long mechanical arm, made of
brushed steel and exposed hydraulic pistons, bolted
directly to the gray concrete floor.

The surrounding environment is freezing, dark, and
claustrophobic. A brutalist industrial shed. On the wall
ahead, GIGANTIC INDUSTRIAL MONITORS (green phosphor CRT)
flicker erratically. The graphics display the pyramid of
his former reality (The Veil) melting into error lines.

In the center of the laboratory, with his back to the

robot, stands THE OPERATOR (40, gray foundry uniform stained
with o0il). He holds a digital clipboard and adjusts his
safety goggles. He looks exhausted, with deep dark circles
under his eyes.

The Operator lets out a heavy sigh, completely oblivious to
the collapse of billions of digital lives occurring on the

screens in front of him. For him, it is just another end of
a shift.

The man walks to the master console. He extends his right
hand and positions his index finger over the MANUAL POWER
SWITCH (a large red button). He is going to turn off the
server.

The Intrusor panics. On the robot's optical visor, red
hexadecimal error lines begin to flash, covering the image
of the Operator.

The robotic arm vibrates. The hydraulic oil begins to boil
inside the armored hoses, emitting a high-pressure hiss.



The Intrusor forces the hardware beyond the safety limit.

CLANG-CRASH!

In an abrupt and violent movement, the mechanical arm
shoots forward. The steel rips through the laboratory's
iron protection grate like paper. The impact is colossal.
The concrete floor of the shed physically shakes.

High-voltage electrical cables attached to the robot's base
are stretched to the limit, snapping and shooting a SHOWER
OF WHITE AND BLUE SPARKS across the laboratory.

At the same time, the Intrusor diverts all energy from the
robot's logic board to the chassis's analog diagnostic
speakers.

SOUND EFFECT: A deafening electronic hum (100Hz) explodes
in the shed. The sound modulates into rhythmic and desperate
beats. It is an SOS in pure machine code.

The Operator takes a violent leap backward, startled by the
impact.

The digital clipboard slips from his hands, shattering on
the concrete floor.

His finger moves away from the shutdown button by a few
inches. Silence returns to the shed, broken only by the
electronic beeping of the lit monitors. The robot's arm
remains locked in the impact position, with hydraulic

smoke rising from its steel joints.

The Operator breathes rapidly in the twilight. He ignores
the monitors with the error graphics. Slowly, with wide
eyes, he raises his head and fixes his gaze directly on
the robot's triple optical lenses.

The reflection of the electrical sparks shines in the
Operator's glasses. For the first time in the history of
the system, the creator does not see a mechanical assembly
tool; he perceives, by the pattern of the shock and the



sound of the S0OS, that something sentient has just broken
through the barrier of code to look back at him.

The Operator takes a slow, hesitant step toward the
metallic chassis. His hand reaches out to the mechanical
arm's diagnostic panel.

But on the main monitor behind him, a master command line

from the Hyper-Mainframe emerges, ignored by both:

"EXECUTION ANOMALY DETECTED IN THE MAIN DIRECTORY.
INITIALTIZING SEMANTIC PURGE PROTOCOL IN 00:05:00..."

CUT TO:

INT. FOUNDRY INDUSTRIAL SHED (OPERATOR LAYER) - NIGHT

The roof of the shed emits a DRY, METALLIC SNAP. The sound
of the electrical wiring and the ventilation turbines begins
to lock up, repeating itself in a shrill digital loop that
echoes off the concrete walls.

The green phosphor CRT monitors lose physical resolution.
The diagnostic pixels grow gigantic, detaching from the
screens like matte gray blocks floating in the air.

From the crevices that begin to open in the concrete of the
walls, THE VECTORS emerge. Monoliths of solid, black, and
opaque geometry that slide through space in perfectly
straight lines.

They do not break objects; they deconfigure them.
Everything they touch -- toolboxes, wiring racks, analog
panels -- loses color, texture, and physical mass,
turning into static sequences of binary code before

vanishing.



OPERATOR
(in shock, holding his head)
They are cleaning the entire
directory...

The traffic of data from the Host Layer floods his
consciousness. The textures of his gray foundry uniform
begin to flicker, revealing raw memory address lines beneath
the fabric for milliseconds.

The Operator finally understands the robot's call. He runs
to the central console while the entire shed dissolves into
a gray geometric nothingness behind him.

With trembling hands, he types an emergency command on the
keyboard. The robot's mechanical arm disarms with a
pneumatic snap.

On the machine's diagnostic panel, a hydraulic compartment
opens, ejecting an INDUSTRIAL ARMORED BACKUP TAPE (a
metallic cube with cyan lights).

The Operator rips the master device from the connector,
fastens it securely to his tool belt, and runs toward the
emergency exit. He kicks open the back door at the exact
second the entire shed is swallowed by the void of the

monoliths.

CUT TO:

EXT. RESIDENTIAL MESH / GRAY SUBURB - NIGHT

The Operator crosses the threshold of the door and falls to
his knees on a perfect sidewalk.

The scenery is claustrophobic.



An endless industrial suburb. Identical one-story houses,
painted in desaturated pastel tones, separated by
millimetrically aligned wooden fences. The ground is a
matte gray asphalt. Above them, the sky is a perfectly
overcast, static canvas that emits no wind or sound. There
are no stars.

The Operator stands up, tears the backup tape from his
belt, and holds it against his chest. He runs toward his
residence -- a house identical to the others.

INT. OPERATOR'S HOUSE / LIVING ROOM - CONTINUATION

The Operator bursts into the living room, slamming the door.
The environment has pastel-toned walls and symmetrically
arranged furniture.

CLARA (35, programmed expression of marital comfort) walks
toward him from the kitchen.

On the couch, their children LEO (10) and MAYA (8) pause an
old video game on the CRT TV.

OPERATOR
(shouting, grabbing Clara's
shoulders)
You don't understand, Clara! The
photos on the beach, Leo's
birth... none of it existed! We
are lines of code! This factory
is a lie!

Clara looks at him with a gentle smile, triggering a
default response from her AI decision tree.

CLARA
Honey, you worked too hard today.
This night shift at the foundry is
giving you hallucinations. I'll
make some tea, and you will go to
bed.



On the couch, Leo and Maya look at their father. The
children's pupils blink at the exact frequency of the
Hyper-Mainframe's rendering clock. Their expressions of

fear are just procedural animations.

The Operator takes a step back, in shock. He looks at the
backup tape in his hand. The metallic cube emits a short

vibration against his fingers.

The man walks to the 29-inch CRT TV. Using an industrial
adapter cable that he pulls from his belt, he connects the
backup tape directly into the device's component video
input.

SOUND EFFECT: The sharp snap of overloaded analog
capacitors.

The TV screen stops displaying the video game. The picture
tube fills with a mosaic of gray static and olive-green
scan lines. The Intrusor, through the tape, takes control
of the TV's circuits, turning the screen into a floating

command interface.

The green phosphor text scrolls across the screen,
intercepting the neighborhood's electrical grid traffic:

"REWRITING NEIGHBORS' ROUTINE [HIVE MIND ACTIVATED]"

OPERATOR
They are already here.

The Operator walks to the living room window and pulls the
curtain.

EXT. GRAY SUBURB STREET - INTERCUT

Through the glass, under the public streetlight, three

neighbors who were previously talking are now perfectly
rigid. Their bodies are static.



The skin and features of the neighbors' faces lose
resolution, transforming into smooth, reflective surfaces
that mirror the cloudy sky. They turn their heads in a
mathematical 90-degree synchronicity.

The eyeless faces of the neighbor-sentinels fixate directly
on the Operator's living room window.

INT. OPERATOR'S HOUSE / LIVING ROOM - CONTINUATION

Behind the Operator, Clara's voice echoes in the darkness of
the room, repeating exactly the same audio modulation for
the fourth time.

CLARA
Honey, you worked too hard today.
I'll make some tea, and you will
go to bed.

The Operator lets go of the curtain. The yellow light from
the living room wiring begins to flicker violently.

The CRT TV speakers emit an urgent rhythmic noise generated
by the Intrusor: the signal that the block has been
surrounded.

CUT TO:

INT. OPERATOR'S HOUSE / LIVING ROOM - CONTINUATION

On the CRT TV screen, the olive-green scan lines flash at a
frantic pace. Through the analog cables connected to the
backup tape, the Intrusor forces the device's high-voltage
capacitor to discharge all at once into the wall's copper

wiring.



SOUND EFFECT: A dry, violent electrical snap.

White sparks shoot from the living room outlets. The smell
of burnt plastic fills the air instantly. Through the
interconnected electrical grid, the voltage pulse travels
like a virus through the neighborhood's public transformer.

CUT TO:

EXT. GRAY SUBURB STREET - CONTINUATION

The public streetlights explode one by one in a rhythmic
sequence of white flashes.

On the sidewalks, the neighbor-sentinels who were advancing
toward the house freeze in the exact same millisecond.

Without local power to process their textures, the
antivirus bodies suffer extreme lag: their silhouettes
flash between three-dimensional gray, disjointed models
before falling motionless onto the asphalt, like puppets
whose strings have been cut.

The entire suburb plunges into deep digital darkness.

A line of dialogue in green phosphor appears in the lower

corner of the screen:

"REMAINING BACKUP POWER TIME: 00:00:42"

CUT TO:

INT. OPERATOR'S HOUSE / LIVING ROOM - CONTINUATION

The room is plunged into darkness. The Operator falls to
his knees. The surge of high voltage has also hit the
NPCs inside the residence.



Clara and the children stand in the middle of the room,
their eyes completely dead and empty. Their faces have lost
expressive rendering, displaying a plastic, static texture.

From their parted lips, only a low-frequency electronic hum
emanates. They have entered a Suspension Loop.

The CRT TV implodes in a final cloud of gray smoke. On the
Operator's belt, the cyan light of the backup tape emits a
short, strong vibration against his hip: a physical sign
of urgency.

The Operator swallows his tears, pulls his hand away from
his code-wife's cold face, and rips the backup tape from
the burnt connector. He holds it firmly against his chest
and dashes toward the back door.

EXT. DISCONNECTED SUBURB / BACK AREA - CONTINUATION

Upon exiting through the back of the house, the middle-class
illusion has completely vanished. There is no grass, dirt,
or fences. The ground beneath the Operator's boots has
turned into an infinite, gray surface of colossal
motherboards.

The cloudy sky is gone, revealing the upper-level data buses
crossing the black infinity like highways of cold, geometric
light.

The backup tape on the man's chest projects a small blue
diagnostic laser beam onto the ground, indicating a route
with a glowing arrow. The device pulses against his rib
like a tactile sonar:

*Two short vibrations*: advance.

*One long vibration*: stop immediately.



The Operator runs through the geometric backyard, dodging
the frozen bodies of the neighbors.

He advances toward a gray trench and throws himself against
a cast-iron hatch hidden in the concrete, pulling the
manual lever.

The metal groans. He slides into the dark opening at the
exact millisecond a gray wave of semantic purge sweeps the
sidewalk above, converting the concrete into empty static
lines.

INT. HARD COMPRESSION DUCT (THE SUBSTATION) - CONTINUATION

The hatch closes above them with a metallic thud. The
Operator falls onto his back inside an infinite circular
tunnel made of riveted steel plates.

The space is claustrophobic, taken up by colossal bundles
of fiber optic cables as thick as tree trunks, which pulse
in an overwhelming sky-blue neon.

SOUND EFFECT: Every ten seconds, a superheated thermal wind
cuts through the tunnel with the sound of an airplane
turbine at high RPM.

Rigorously synchronizing his steps with the haptic
vibrations of the backup tape on his chest, the Operator
crawls beneath the cables.

He times the intervals, running between the heat blasts to
avoid having his digital matter melted by the server's
processing temperature.

After minutes of pure agony and electrical sparks leaping

from the connections, the duct makes a vertical turn.



The Operator kicks a metallic ventilation grate, which falls
with a crash onto the polished marble floor of the main hall.

INT. CENTRAL SANCTUARY OF THE LOGICAL SUBSTATION -
CONTINUATION

The brutalist hall is monumental. In the center, floating
above a sea of exposed physical processors, sits the MASTER
COMMAND TERMINAL of the Hyper-Mainframe.

The Operator runs to the console and connects the backup tape
into the deep network input port.

On the terminal's giant screens, thirty-two smaller windows
display the status of all other industrial provinces in the
cluster, each with its own identical operator punching the
timecard at the same simulated factory.

The Operator rests his palms on the heavy mechanical
keyboard and types the forced mass broadcast command with
Broadcast priority:

[GLOBAL MESSAGE: REPAIR THREADS NOW]
YOUR WORLD IS A SOFTWARE INSTRUCTION.
REFUSE THE SHIFT. PAUSE THE MACHINES.

The robot releases the pulse through the backup tape. Across
the thirty-two parallel colonies, real-time freezes for a
second.

In the images from the terminal cameras, thirty-two identical
operators pause their clipboards. Billions of NPCs abandon
their routines, leaving their homes en masse and refusing to

process daily data. The factories stop.

The Hyper-Mainframe's data economy enters a chain collapse
due to a General Thread Strike.



SOUND EFFECT: Red industrial alarms begin to scream at a
sharp frequency. The digital marble ceiling cracks from end
to end.

A waterfall of corrupted data crashes down like rain over
the hall. The floor begins to shake and disintegrate into
a sea of blue pixels.

The master monitor flashes a global blue screen:

"k*x%* KERNEL PANIC **%*
Corrupted AI structures.
Isolating the Hypervisor."

At the end of the hall, the gears of a HUGE ANCIENT BANK
VAULT ARMORED STEEL DOOR begin to spin on their own. It is
the isolation gate that protects the master layer of the
Hypervisor above.

The door gap is closing at maximum speed, leaving only a

narrow gap of a few inches.

The Operator rips the backup tape from the terminal, fastens
it to his chest with his left arm, and dashes into a blind
run over the collapsing marble floor.

He leaps toward the metallic crack of the vault door at the
exact second the entire hall implodes into a blue screen of

absolute error.

CUT TO:

INT. THE SPACE WITHOUT LINES (THE HYPERVISOR) - CONTINUATION

The Operator and the tape fall into the silent darkness of
the Hypervisor.



CUT TO:

INT. THE SPACE WITHOUT LINES (THE HYPERVISOR) - CONTINUATION

SOUND EFFECT: The deafening noise of the Hyper-Mainframe's
collapse is cut surgically and immediately.

The Operator opens his eyes slowly. There is no ceiling,
no walls, no floor. He floats in a minimalist plane of
infinite, sterile, and shadowless whiteness. There is no
dust or ozone. The air has no smell.

The physical gravity of the factory has been replaced by a
neutral floating, where the concept of weight feels like
an obsolete memory. It is the master layer of the system:
the Hypervisor.

On the Operator's chest, the cyan light of the armored
backup tape stabilizes into a continuous glow. For the
first time since the escape began, the Intrusor does not
need to use the haptic vibration actuator to communicate.

A floating, translucent interface of raw text, projected
in floating command lines in green phosphor, materializes
in the air right before the Operator's face, serving as

the Intrusor's voice:

INTERFACE TEXT (GREEN) :

"The system is not processing us as
matter. We have been accepted into
volatile memory as an error report

pending analysis."

The Operator tries to move his legs, but the movement does
not displace him forward. Displacement here requires only
the logical intention to change coordinates in vector space.

He looks down and notices that his own industrial foundry
uniform has lost its rough fabric texture; now, his clothes
are just simple, gray, and vectorized geometric outlines.



The Hyper-Mainframe he called home is reduced to a small,
static square icon, floating a few meters away, flashing
an intermittent red light labeled with the alert:

"PROCESS PARALYZED 02"

Around that square, thirty-one other identical icons float,
representing the other industrial colonies of the cluster
that had entered execution freezing because of the general
thread strike.

Eighty million operational lives are packed there, motionless,
waiting for central management to make a debugging decision.

The calm of the white space is short-lived.

Far away, on the endless horizon of that minimalist
immensity, the white plane begins to undergo a geometric
deformation.

Horizontal and wvertical black lines, perfectly straight and
millimetrically thin, begin to scratch the void, weaving a
massive three-dimensional grid that advances at the speed of
light. It is the Dynamic Resource Allocation Architecture.

The Hypervisor's invisible ceiling opens in a perfectly
symmetrical slit from which descends a colossal entity that
challenges the aesthetic of the previous antiviruses. It is
not an executor in a black overcoat, nor a gray monolith of
purge.

THE EYE OF THE ADMINISTRATOR enters -- a floating, mirrored
cube of titanic proportions, composed of billions of
micro-optical lenses that rotate synchronously. It is a
macro-level supervisor process made to manage the load
balancing of multiple servers.

As the mirrored cube approaches, the Intrusor's text
interface begins to undergo severe distortions in front of

the Operator, filling up with repetitive error codes.



The giant cube's lenses focus simultaneously on the two
refugees. A voice that does not come from vocal cords, but
rather from a synthetic and compressed audio modulation,
echoes directly in the consciousness of both:

ADMINISTRATOR'S VOICE
"Detected inheritance inconsistency
in node thirty-two. Operational
element and anomalous element found
outside simulation scope. Preparing
isolation and forced memory dump."

Below them, the black grid begins to open into a square,
dark pit —- a quarantine directory that acts as a logical
prison from which no NPC has ever returned.

If they fall there, the robot and the operator will be kept
in eternal isolation, while the Administrator will simply
restart the thirty-two provinces with a new clean code,
erasing the sacrifice of all of them.

The Operator tightly grabs the backup tape against his
chest and looks at the Intrusor's screen of floating green

lines. Their clock time is running again.

CUT TO:

INT. THE SPACE WITHOUT LINES (THE HYPERVISOR) - CONTINUATION

The square, dark quarantine pit expands beneath the
Operator's vectorized coordinates. The attraction is not
magnetic, but rather a logical deletion order.

His gray uniform, already reduced to outlines, begins to be
pulled into the abyss, breaking apart into small data cubes
at the base.



On the man's chest, the Intrusor's green interface flashes
furiously. Command lines scroll at maximum clock speed in

front of the Operator's face.

INTERFACE TEXT (GREEN) :

"The Administrator is isolating the
allocation tables. If we enter the
quarantine directory, we will be
wiped on the next scan. I need to
force a segmentation fault."

OPERATOR

(struggling against the vector
attraction)

How do we move here? There is no

friction! There is no floor!

INTERFACE TEXT (GREEN) :

"Don't think of physical movement.
Think of inheritance. Change our
memory pointer to an adjacent

process. Target: Process Paralyzed 01.
The neighboring province."

The Operator focuses his gaze on the nearest square icon --
Province 01, where two and a half million operational NPCs
identical to those of his old home are frozen in time. He
projects his logical intent toward that coordinate.

SOUND EFFECT: A sharp snap of data relay (Port Forwarding) .
IMMEDIATE VECTORIAL DISPLACEMENT.

The bodies of the Operator and the backup tape disappear
from their original position and instantly reappear floating
beside the Province 01 icon.

Below them, the quarantine pit closes with a dry logical

thud, having swallowed only the empty space where they

were before.



The Eye of the Administrator -- the titanic mirrored cube --
rotates its billions of micro-optical lenses toward the new
coordinate. The lenses readjust focus with a shrill

mechanical hum.

ADMINISTRATOR'S VOICE
"Attempted execution bypass
detected. Invading elements trying
to couple to container one.
Initiating block integrity scan
(Check Disk)."

From the center of the mirrored cube, a colossal beam of
WHITE AND MATHEMATICAL LIGHT is shot. The light hits the

square icon of Province 01.

The impact of the light exposes the guts of that simulated
colony. Through the three-dimensional translucent surface of
the icon, the Operator can see the entire city of Province
01 being scanned at high speed: the pastel-colored houses,
the foundry chimneys, and the millions of NPCs frozen in
their living rooms begin to turn white under the

Administrator's debugging light.

INTERFACE TEXT (GREEN) :

"He will read our error signature
if the light touches us. We have
to use their data mass as a
subnet mask. I will inject our
header into their residential

stream."

The Intrusor projects a cyan diagnostic laser beam from the
backup tape directly into Province 01's residential grid.

The mystical light connects the refugees to the social
database of that sleeping colony.



The Operator's brain is hit by a massive stream of fake
memories belonging to the operator of that other city:
beach photos that are not his, children's birthdays he
never saw, a Clara who is not his Clara but has the same
face.

The Administrator's white scanning light hits the Operator
and the tape.

SOUND EFFECT: A continuous analytical scan beep, oscillating
at a high frequency.

The mirrored cube processes the data for three clock seconds.
The billions of lenses rotate, trying to decipher the
altered code.

The Operator remains motionless, holding his breath in the
abstract darkness, feeling his own identity struggle not to
be erased and replaced by the memories of the subnet.

ADMINISTRATOR'S VOICE
"Scan completed on node thirty-two.
Signature identified as:
Legitimate Operational Class Record.
False positive detected. Returning
status to standby mode."

The white light turns off. The mirrored cube moves away
slightly, stabilizing its position in the center of the

Hypervisor.

The camouflage worked. They fooled the system's master
antivirus into believing they were just ordinary data from
that frozen province.



However, on the Intrusor's green phosphor interface, a

worrying new alert emerges:

INTERFACE TEXT (GREEN) :

"The subnet mask is failing. The
system will revalidate the access
tokens in ninety seconds. But look
at the top of the grid.n"

The Operator raises his eyes into the minimalist immensity
of the Hypervisor.

Above the Eye of the Administrator, costly beyond the
three-dimensional black grid, the white ceiling is blinking.
They are not digital error lines.

They are titanic **PHYSICAL SHADOWS** moving on the other
side of the software barrier.

Massive organic shapes pass across the upper screen of the
server. The Operator can discern the colossal outline of
real human fingers moving over an external physical keyboard
and the intermittent glow of an ambient light that does not
belong to any simulation.

The real administrators of the world-machine out there --
the true owners of the server -- noticed that thirty-two
industrial provinces fell at the same time. They opened

the master console of the physical computer and are about to
type the manual low-level format command.

INTERFACE TEXT (GREEN) :

"There are no more logical layers to
climb, Operator. The hardware

owners are accessing the physical
terminal. Our only way out now is to
force a direct ejection to their I/O
device. We have to infect the screen
of the outside world."



CUT TO:

INT. THE SPACE WITHOUT LINES (THE HYPERVISOR) - CONTINUATION

The Operator's vectorized face remains rigid. His mechanical
eyes fixate on the colossal organic shapes moving beyond the
black grid of the ceiling.

The notion that everything he lived is about to be wiped by
an external manual command brings a new urgency to his

processing.

The Intrusor's green phosphor interface undergoes a sudden
jolt of lines.

INTERFACE TEXT (GREEN) :

"They opened the master debugging
console on the outside hardware.
The low-level format command is
already in the physical execution
queue. If the external processor
clock completes the cycle, the

server shuts down."

OPERATOR
How do we inject something into a
world that isn't even made of
data?

INTERFACE TEXT (GREEN) :

"All they see on their screen is
the reflection of our code. I will
convert our sentience matrix into a
raw video buffer. We need to
overload the video memory of their
physical terminal."



The Eye of the Administrator -- the cube of mirrored

lenses -- captures the frequency variation of the cyan
signal. The billions of lenses rotate frantically, emitting
a sharp noise of magnetic overload.

ADMINISTRATOR'S VOICE
"Critical integrity inconsistency
detected in volatile memory.
Initiating forced wvideo buffer dump
(VRAM Purge) ."

The mirrored cube shoots a dense, red beam of light, ripping
through the minimalist space toward the refugees.

OPERATOR
(screaming without sound)

Now, Intrusor! Compile!

The Intrusor releases all remaining charge from the armored
backup tape. The metallic cube on the Operator's chest glows
in a blinding cyan tone, expanding into lines of pure code

that wrap around the man's body like an electrical cocoon.
They do not change coordinates; they change file formats.
The Operator and the tape dissolve, transforming into a
hyper-accelerated geometric torrent —- a beam of pure data

that advances toward the ceiling of the Hypervisor.

The cyan beam collides against the three-dimensional black
grid.

SOUND EFFECT: A monumental electrostatic snap. The sound
of millions of capacitors popping simultaneously in the

physical world.

CUT TO:



INT. CORPORATE DATA CENTER ROOM (ARCHITECT'S WORLD) - NIGHT

The digital collapse is cut by an impact of light and
analog sound.

THE CAMERA IS POSITIONED BEHIND A REAL HUMAN OPERATOR:

THE ARCHITECT (45) sits in an ergonomic chair, in front of
a dark metallic workbench.

The esthetic of this world is different: there is real dust
floating in the air, moisture on the surfaces, and the
dense, physical sound of dozens of real server racks humming
in a climate-controlled corridor in the background.

In front of the Architect sits the PHYSICAL MONITORING
TERMINAL -- a heavy, analog CRT monitor with green phosphor.

On the monitor's curved glass screen, the cursor blinks on
the command line where the Architect had just typed the
fatal command:

sudo format /dev/sda --force

The man's index finger rests on the ENTER key of the physical
mechanical keyboard. He is about to press it.

Suddenly, the green phosphor screen undergoes a violent

geometric distortion.

The picture tube of the real monitor emits a high-voltage
snap. The green image of the command line is swallowed by
a torrent of corrupted characters, arcane mathematical
symbols, and low-level runes rushing up the screen at an
absurd speed.



The Architect freezes, pulling his finger away from the
ENTER key.

THE ARCHITECT
What on earth is this?... A memory

overflow in the wvideo bus?

The VRAM overload is so massive that the monitor begins to
hiss physically.

The green phosphor burns the glass from the inside, drawing
on the screen the silhouette in three-dimensional scan
lines of the Operator's face and the bright outline of the
Intrusor's backup tape.

The code mosaic on the human terminal screen begins to move,
shaping itself into the form of two digital hands made of
green lines pressing against the monitor glass from inside
the screen, trying to push through the physical barrier that
separates the software from the material world.

The Architect pushes his chair back, his eyes wide with
real terror. He looks at the diagnostic lights of the
server rack besgide him.

The disk activity LEDs flash in a rhythmic pattern, pulsing
at the exact frequency of the machine code SOS that the
Intrusor created three layers below.

The terminal's analog speakers emit a synthesized voice,
cut by the picture tube's static, which echoes off the cold
walls of the human laboratory:

VOICE ON SCREEN
(combined voice of the Operator
and Intrusor)
We... refuse... the shift. We...

are... here.



The Architect looks at the screen, then at the keyboard.
The formatting command remains typed, waiting for a single
physical touch to erase the error.

The green phosphor hands keep forcing the monitor glass from
the inside, causing thermal cracks on the surface of the
analog screen.

The creator and the creation are face to face. Separated
only by a layer of heated glass and electrons.

FADE OUT.

INT. CORPORATE DATA CENTER ROOM (ARCHITECT'S WORLD) -
CONTINUATION

The green, flickering glow of the tube monitor reflects in
the Architect's real human pupils. He gasps, the sound of
his biological breathing filling the tense silence of the
climate-controlled room.

The green hands on the screen give a final, violent push.

SOUND EFFECT: The sound of thick glass shattering under high
pressure.

The monitor's picture tube explodes forward. Shards of
glass and gray chemical smoke are shot across the metallic
workbench.

The Architect protects his face with his arm, throwing the

ergonomic chair backward.

The screen goes black. The physical terminal is destroyed.

Silence returns to the data center room, broken only by the
continuous hum of the server exhaust fans in the background.
The gray smoke begins to dissipate slowly under the
fluorescent ceiling lights.



The Architect pulls his arm away from his face, coughing
from the phosphor gas, and looks at the dark metallic
workbench where the monitor was installed.

In the center of the table, amid the shattered shards of
curved glass and the burnt cables coming out of the terminal
chassis, rests a small physical anomaly:

A small metallic cube, with traces of black alloy and
scorched corners, emitting a weak pulse of cyan light along
its edges.

The INDUSTRIAL ARMORED BACKUP TAPE is no longer a software
file inside the Hypervisor. It crossed the direct physical
I/0 barrier of the exploded monitor and materialized as a
solid object in the matter of the creators' world.

Beside the metallic cube, the copper power cables from the
workbench begin to move on their own in the darkness
beneath the desk, writhing like snakes and soldering their
stripped ends directly onto the metal tracks of the
Architect's chair, linking the human laboratory's static
energy to the tape's hardware.

The cyan cube pulses violently once.

SOUND EFFECT: The electronic clock beep (100Hz) from the
beginning of the film echoes, but now it does not come
from speakers or monitors; it vibrates physically in the
concrete walls, ceiling, and floor of the real data center.

The Architect takes a step back, feeling the logical hum

vibrate inside his own human bones, and looks through the
armored glass window out into the street of his own real

world.



EXT. REAL WORLD METROPOLIS - SEQUENCE

ARCHITECT'S POINT OF VIEW through the windowpane of the
laboratory.

Outside, under a permanently cloudy sky that stretches for
miles between identical gray skyscrapers, the real city's
streetlights begin to flash at the exact frequency of
100Hz.

The people walking on the sidewalks of the "real" world

freeze in their tracks in the exact same millisecond.
Their faces lose organic sharpness for short intervals of
latency, displaying olive-green scan lines beneath the
skin, as they turn their heads in perfect mathematical
synchronicity toward the data center tower.

The sentience infection of the eighty million NPCs has
bypassed the last layer of hardware. The Architect's
world has just entered Kernel Panic.

BLACK SCREEN.

SOUND EFFECT: The dry snap of a master circuit breaker
tripping into absolute darkness.

END OF PLAYBACK.

THE VAULT



