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FADE IN:
TITLE CARD: "Every choice creates a ghost of what could have been."

EXT. CERN RESEARCH FACILITY - GENEVA, SWITZERLAND - NIGHT (2012)
Lightning splits the sky. Rain hammers the massive particle accelerator complex.
Through a window: Two figures struggle in a lab, silhouetted against pulsing blue light.
INT. CERN QUANTUM LAB - CONTINUOUS

DR. SAMUEL STONE (44) and DR. DARIUS VOSS (47) fight over a USB drive marked SILENT.
Both men are beyond exhaustion—shirts stained, faces gaunt.

Behind them: A holographic projection shows the GOLDEN GATE BRIDGE. Red fractures pulse
through its structure like cracks in glass.

VOSS
It's stabilizing! Claire's tumor is—

SAMUEL
The bridge is failing!

On a monitor: CLAIRE VOSS (9) lies in a hospital bed, fractal patterns glowing beneath her
skin. The patterns fade. Her breathing eases.

On another monitor: The Golden Gate Bridge. A WOMAN crosses it, stumbles, collapses.

VOSS
(seeing Claire improve)
It's working. God, Sam, it's actually—

SAMUEL
We're killing people!

Samuel breaks free, runs for a console. Voss tackles him. They crash into equipment. The USB
drive skitters toward a ventilation grate.



CLAIRE'S VOICE crackles through speakers:

CLAIRE (V.0.)
Daddy? I'm cold. Where are you?

Voss freezes, looks at Claire's monitor. Her eyes flutter open—the first time in weeks.
VOSS
(whispers)
Claire...

Samuel reaches the USB drive. His fingers close around it.

SAMUEL
I'm sorry, Darius. | can't let you choose who lives.

VOSS
YOU'RE CHOOSING! You're choosing strangers over my daughter!

SAMUEL
I'm choosing to stop playing God!

He jams the drive into the console.
The room floods with BLINDING WHITE LIGHT.
A small figure emerges from behind equipment—YOUNG AARON (10), eyes wide with terror.

AARON
Dad?

Samuel's face drains of color.

SAMUEL
Aaron? What are you—RUN!

The light expands. The sound of reality TEARING.
VOSS
(screaming)

CLAIRE!

On the monitors: Claire convulses. The Golden Gate Bridge stabilizes.



And then—
Everything inverts.
Claire flatlines. The bridge shatters.
CUT TO BLACK.
Static. Claire's voice, fading:

CLAIRE (V.0.)
Daddy... it's dark...

Silence.
TITLE CARD: THE SILENT KEY
TITLE CARD: BROOKLYN, NEW YORK - PRESENT DAY
INT. AARON'S APARTMENT - DAWN
A clock reads 6:47 AM.
AARON STONE (32) jerks awake, gasping. Same nightmare. Always the same.

The studio apartment is chaos—equations scrawled on every surface, photos of collapsed
bridges connected by red string, empty coffee cups forming a miniature city on his desk.

He looks like his father. Same lean build, same intelligent gray eyes. But hollowed out. Haunted.

Aaron moves to the bathroom. Splashes water on his face. In the foggy mirror, condensation
forms words he doesn't remember writing:

IIE + A = ?ll
He stares at it. Then wipes it away. Always the same.
INT. AARON'S APARTMENT - KITCHEN - CONTINUOUS

Aaron makes coffee with mechanical precision. Every movement identical to yesterday. And the
day before. And the day before.

On the counter: A STUFFED RABBIT named Whiskers. Worn, missing one eye, loved nearly to
death.



His laptop CHIMES.
He ignores it.
It CHIMES again. Urgent.
Aaron opens it to two emails:

FROM: DataFlux Industries
SUBJECT: Final Warning - Performance Review Monday 9 AM

He checks the time. 7:03 AM. Monday.
He's about to be fired. He deletes it without reading.
The second email:

FROM: Dr. Darius Voss, NexTek Solutions
SUBJECT: Your Father's Work

Aaron's hand freezes on the mouse.
He hasn't heard that name in twenty-two years.
INSERT - EMAIL TEXT:
"Aaron—

| know what Samuel told you about that night. He was wrong about many things, but right about
one: you deserve the truth.

A car will arrive at 8 AM. Bring what your father gave you.
It's time to finish what we started.
—DV"
BACK TO SCENE
Aaron stares at the screen. His hand trembles.

He picks up Whiskers. His thumb finds a hidden seam in the base—muscle memory from
childhood. A compartment pops open.



Inside: The USB drive. SILENT, worn almost smooth.

AARON
(whispers)
How does he know?

He plugs it into his laptop.

The screen fills with cascading code—fractal, looping, impossible. Aaron's tried cracking this for
years. Every algorithm fails.

But today—something new.
A file. Timestamp: 6:47 AM. This morning.

AARON (CONT'D)
That's... that's impossible.

He clicks it.
His father's face appears. Younger, desperate. The image glitches.

SAMUEL (VIDEO)
Aaron. If you're seeing this, the algorithm's activated. Which means Voss found you.

Static distorts the image.

SAMUEL (VIDEO) (CONT'D)
What we built at CERN—it wasn't quantum observation. It was quantum *selection*. We created
a system that collapses probability waves at macroscopic scale. Entangles unrelated objects
through computational force.

The video shows equations Aaron doesn't understand.

SAMUEL (VIDEQO) (CONT'D)
To save something, you mark it as stable. But quantum systems require balance. The algorithm
automatically selects an equivalent system to destabilize. Mass for mass. Energy for energy.

On screen: Young Claire in her hospital bed. Fractal patterns beneath her skin.
SAMUEL (VIDEQO) (CONT'D)

We tested it on Voss's daughter. Entangled her tumor with the Golden Gate Bridge's structural
integrity. When we activated it... her cancer collapsed. The bridge started failing.



Aaron leans closer, horrified.

SAMUEL (VIDEO) (CONT'D)
But there was a second test subject. Your sister. Evelyn.

The image shifts: A second child, maybe seven, lying unconscious nearby. Same fractal
patterns. Same wires connecting her to machines.

Aaron's breath stops.

SAMUEL (VIDEO) (CONT'D)
| ran the algorithm on her first. To prove it worked. | entangled her with a dam in China. When |
activated it... she lived. Three hundred people drowned.

His father's face crumbles.

SAMUEL (VIDEO) (CONT'D)
I murdered three hundred strangers to save my daughter from pneumonia. And when | realized
what I'd done—what we'd *built*—I tried to shut it down. The Silent Key reverses the
entanglement. Lets reality return to natural probability.

The video corrupts violently.

SAMUEL (VIDEO) (CONT'D)
But Voss survived the meltdown. He's been using the algorithm for twenty-two years. And
Aaron—Evelyn's still alive. The algorithm kept her in superposition. She's been dying and living
simultaneously ever since.

The screen shows fractal patterns spreading across skin.
SAMUEL (VIDEOQO) (CONT'D)
If those patterns reach her heart, she'll collapse into the dead state. Voss will use the algorithm
to save her. And seven thousand people will die.
Static.
SAMUEL (VIDEOQO) (CONT'D)
The Silent Key is the only thing that can stop him. But Aaron—if you use it on Evelyn, she might
die. Reality will choose naturally. No interference.

His father looks directly at the camera. Directly at him.

SAMUEL (VIDEO) (CONT'D)



| couldn't make that choice. That's why | died.

Don't be like me.
The video ends.

Aaron sits frozen.

His sister is alive.

His father was a murderer.
And in less than 24 hours, seven thousand people will die unless he does something.
His phone BUZZES. Text from unknown number:
"Car's waiting. Don't keep him waiting. —M"
Aaron looks out the window. Seven floors down: A black Mercedes idles at the curb.
He has two minutes.
AARON
(to Whiskers)
| don't know what to do.

The rabbit doesn't answer.

Aaron makes a decision. He pulls a knife from the kitchen drawer, cuts open Whiskers' seam
further, and removes more stuffing.

He places the USB drive inside. Sews it shut with shaking hands—his father taught him this
stitch when he was eight.

AARON (CONT'D)
Sorry, Whiskers.

He grabs his jacket. The rabbit. His keys.

At the door, he stops. On his conspiracy board: A photo of the Golden Gate Bridge. Below it, his
handwriting: "Dad—why?"

Now he knows.



He tears it down. Pockets it.
And leaves.

INT. MERCEDES S-CLASS - MORNING
Aaron slides into the backseat, clutching Whiskers.
The door closes with a pneumatic hiss.

He's not alone.

A WOMAN sits across from him. Mid-30s, severe black suit, dark hair pulled back tight. She
doesn't look up from her tablet.

The car pulls away.

Aaron notices her hand on the tablet. A scar—fractal, faint—spreads from her wrist like frozen
lightning.

AARON
| didn't realize this was a carpool.

The woman doesn't respond.

AARON (CONT'D)
You work for Voss?

WOMAN
| run NexTek.

Her voice. Something familiar in it.
Aaron looks closer. Her profile. The shape of her jaw. Her eyes—qray, like winter lakes.
Like his eyes.
AARON
(barely audible)
Evelyn?

The tablet drops from her hands.

Just for a second.



She recovers fast, face hardening into a mask.

EVELYN
Mr. Stone.

She extends her hand—professional, distant.

Aaron just stares. At her. At the fractal scars spreading up her wrist. At the sister who drowned
when he was three years old.

AARON
You died. | went to your funeral. There were... there were dandelions.

Something flickers in her eyes.

EVELYN
Weeds pretending to be flowers. Dad always knew what | really was.

AARON
How is this possible?

EVELYN
Same way anything's possible. Someone decided it should be.

The car glides through traffic. Silence stretches.

AARON
Dad's video... he said you're dying.

Evelyn's fingers stop moving on the tablet.

EVELYN
The algorithm maintains my entanglement. But systems decay. In six weeks, the patterns reach
my heart. Then reality chooses. And I'm not confident about its choice.

AARON
So Voss is going to—

EVELYN
Save me. Yes. By entangling me with the Brooklyn Bridge. Seven thousand people on their

morning commute versus one ghost who should've died twenty-two years ago.

She looks at him directly for the first time.



EVELYN (CONT'D)
The math is simple, Aaron. Even | can see that.

AARON
Then why are you telling me? Why not just let him do it?

EVELYN
Because I've been dying for twenty-two years. And I'm tired of taking other people down with
me.

She pulls up something on her tablet. Shows him:
The Brooklyn Bridge. Red fractures spreading through its supports like infection.

EVELYN (CONT'D)
This starts in thirty-six hours. Morning rush. Voss will activate the algorithm remotely. The bridge
collapses. | stabilize.

AARON
And you want me to stop him.

EVELYN
| want you to have a choice. Which is more than Dad gave either of us.

The car slows. Through the window: A massive glass facility that seems to bend light wrong.
A sign: NEXTEK SOLUTIONS - Observing Tomorrow, Today
EVELYN (CONT'D)
Last chance. Walk away. Go back to your apartment, your conspiracy board, your coffee routine.

Live your normal life.

AARON
Would you?

EVELYN
(sad smile)
| tried. Turns out being a quantum ghost doesn't leave much room for normal.

The car stops. The driver opens the door.

Evelyn steps out—all business, ice queen armor back on.



Aaron follows, clutching Whiskers.
EXT. NEXTEK FACILITY - DAY
The building towers above them. Glass walls reflect fractured patterns in the sky.
Aaron looks up. For just a second, he sees cracks spreading through the structure itself.
He blinks. Gone.
EVELYN
(not looking back)
Stop seeing what isn't there. You'll make it real.
She walks toward the entrance.

Aaron hesitates. He could run. Get a cab. Disappear.

But he thinks of seven thousand people. His sister, flickering between alive and dead. His
father's last words: *Don't be like me.*

He follows her inside.
INT. NEXTEK FACILITY - LOBBY - DAY

The lobby is aggressively perfect. White marble, holographic displays showing bridges
rebuilding themselves in reverse, tunnels healing.

Soulless perfection.

AARON
Where are we going?

EVELYN
Voss wants to meet you. Then security screening. They'll scan for weapons, recording devices,
anything that threatens proprietary research.

AARON
Security is Marcus Miller?

EVELYN
(doesn't slow down)
Dad's friend. Yes.



AARON
He knew you were alive?

EVELYN
Everyone knew. Except you.

The words hit like a physical blow.

AARON
Why didn't Dad tell me?

Evelyn stops. Turns to face him.

EVELYN
Because you were three. Then five. Then ten. At what age exactly do you tell your son his
sister's a quantum mistake? That his father's a mass murderer? That the entire world's been
lying to him?

AARON
How about at any age? How about the truth?

EVELYN
The truth is I'm not your sister anymore. I'm the thing that replaced her. A probability wave that
collapsed wrong. And if you use that key on me, I'll finally finish dying properly.

She turns away.

EVELYN (CONT'D)
Dad was protecting you from having to choose. Guess that didn't work out.

They reach an elevator. Evelyn scans her palm. The doors open.
INT. ELEVATOR - CONTINUOUS
They ascend in silence.
Aaron watches the fractal scars on her wrist pulse faintly with her heartbeat.

AARON
What does it feel like?

EVELYN
Like drowning. Constantly. Every cell in my body vibrating between existing and not existing.



She looks at him.

EVELYN (CONT'D)
I'm alive. I'm dead. I'm both. I'm neither. The only constant is it hurts.

AARON
The Silent Key could stop that.

EVELYN
The Silent Key could *end* that. There's a difference.

The elevator opens.
INT. NEXTEK FACILITY - EXECUTIVE FLOOR - CONTINUOUS

They walk down a glass corridor overlooking labs below. SCIENTISTS work on holographic
projections—bridges, tunnels, buildings, all showing fracture patterns.

AARON
What does NexTek actually do?

EVELYN
Officially? Infrastructure consulting. We predict structural failures before they happen.

AARON
And unofficially?

EVELYN
We create them. Voss has been using the algorithm for twenty-two years. Saving clients by
sacrificing their competitors. Healing investors by collapsing their enemies.

She stops at a door.

EVELYN (CONT'D)
Three rules: Don't mention we're related. Don't ask about CERN. Don't believe anything Voss
says about Dad.

AARON
Why should [ trust you instead?

EVELYN
You shouldn't. But I'm the one telling you the truth: You're not here for a job. You're here
because Voss needs the Silent Key to finish his life's work.



AARON
Which is?

EVELYN
Bringing Claire back.

Aaron's blood runs cold.

AARON
She died twenty-two years ago.

EVELYN
So did I.

She opens the door.
INT. VOSS'S OFFICE - CONTINUOUS
The office is a shrine to grief.

Photos everywhere. Claire at the park. Claire drawing fractals. Claire in the hospital, smiling
despite tubes and wires. Claire, Claire, Claire.

DR. VOSS stands at the window, looking out at the city. Older, grayer, but Aaron recognizes him
from nightmares.

VOSS
(not turning)
You look like him. Samuel. Same way of standing, like you're ready to run.

AARON
| don't run.

VOSS
(turns, smiling)
No? Then you're braver than your father.

They lock eyes. Twenty-two years of grief and rage condensing into this moment.

VOSS (CONT'D)
Aaron Stone. Welcome. Evelyn, you can go.

Evelyn hesitates. Looks at Aaron—a warning, or an apology.



She leaves. The door clicks shut.

AARON
You killed my father.

VOSS
Your father killed himself. | just didn't stop him.

He moves to his desk, pulls up a holographic display—the Brooklyn Bridge, fractures spreading
in real-time.

VOSS (CONT'D)
Thirty-four hours until structural failure. Seven thousand, two hundred and thirteen people cross
that bridge during Monday morning rush hour.

He zooms in. The display shows FACES. Names. Ages.

VOSS (CONT'D)
James Chen, 34, architect, two daughters. Sarah Williams, 28, teacher, pregnant with twins.
Marcus Del.uca, 45, firefighter—

AARON
Stop.

VOSS
Why? Don't they deserve names? Your father treated casualties like abstractions. Numbers.
Statistics.

He gestures to Claire's photos.

VOSS (CONT'D)
| can name every person I've saved. Every person I've sacrificed. Can you?

AARON
You're not a savior. You're a serial killer with a god complex.

VOSS
And what does that make your father? The man who built this? Who tested it on his own
daughter?

The words land like punches.

VOSS (CONT'D)



Samuel couldn't live with what he created. So he tried to destroy it. Tried to take the choice
away from everyone.

He pulls up another hologram—complex quantum equations spiraling around a mathematical
key.

VOSS (CONT'D)
But the Silent Key doesn't just reverse entanglements. It allows *simultaneous observation*. We
could stabilize multiple states at once. Save everyone. Choose all outcomes.

AARON
Or collapse reality trying.

VOSS
Progress requires risk.

AARON
This isn't progress. This is playing God.

VOSS
Someone has to.

He closes the hologram. Steps closer.

VOSS (CONT'D)
I'm offering you a choice your father never gave me. Help me complete the algorithm. We save
Evelyn, save those seven thousand people, save everyone.

He extends his hand.
VOSS (CONT'D)
Or walk away. Watch your sister die. Watch the bridge fall. Watch the world continue collapsing

piece by piece because someone decided playing God was wrong.

Aaron stares at Voss's hand. At his face—a grieving father who's spent twenty-two years trying
to undo one terrible night.

Aaron thinks of his father. Of three hundred people drowning. Of Evelyn flickering between
states. Of bridges falling and people dying.

He doesn't shake Voss's hand.

AARON
| want to see where it happened. The original lab.



Voss's smile doesn't waver.

VOSS
Of course. Marcus will take you.

He presses a button. The door opens.
MARCUS MILLER (50s) enters—military bearing, kind eyes turned cautious. Aaron recognizes
him instantly. Birthday dinners. Awkward conversations. A man who never once mentioned

Evelyn was alive.

AARON
Uncle Marcus.

Marcus flinches at "uncle."

MARCUS
Aaron. It's... good to see you.

AARON
Is it?

The tension could crack diamonds.

VOSS
Marcus, show him the lab. Show him what we've built.

Marcus nods. Gestures for Aaron to follow.
Aaron does—clutching Whiskers, feeling the weight of the Silent Key hidden inside.

As they leave, Voss returns to his window. Looks out at the city. At the bridges holding it
together.

VOSS (CONT'D)
(to himself)
Soon, Claire. Soon.
INT. NEXTEK FACILITY - CORRIDOR - CONTINUOUS

Aaron and Marcus walk in silence.

Finally:



AARON
Twenty-two years.

MARCUS
Aaron—

AARON
Twenty-two years you looked me in the eye. Every birthday. Every Christmas. Every goddamn
time you asked how | was doing. And you never once mentioned my sister was alive.

MARCUS
It wasn't my secret to tell.

AARON
It wasn't a secret. It was a lie.

Marcus stops walking.

MARCUS
Your father made me promise. He said you deserved a normal life. A chance to be something
other than collateral damage.

AARON
How'd that work out?

MARCUS
You got twenty-two years of normal. That's more than Evelyn got.

They reach a secure door. Marcus scans his palm.

MARCUS (CONT'D)
The lab's through here. But Aaron—before we go in—you need to understand something.

AARON
What?

MARCUS
What your father built... it's not good or evil. It's a tool. And like any tool, it depends on who's
using it.

AARON
Voss has been using it to kill people.



MARCUS
Voss has been using it to save people. The ones he chooses. Yes, others die. But they would've
died anyway. Car accidents. Disease. Random chance. He's just... directing the randomness.

AARON
That's insane.

MARCUS
That's reality. People die every second. Someone's always choosing who. Usually it's chance.
Luck. God, if you believe in that. Voss just took the choice away from chaos.

He opens the door.

MARCUS (CONT'D)
Your father couldn't live with that. Could you?

INT. QUANTUM LAB - CONTINUOUS
The lab is smaller than Aaron imagined. Cleaner. Almost sterile.

But there—burn marks on the floor. Scorch marks on the walls. The ghost of that night still
visible.

Aaron stands where his father stood.

AARON
| was here. That night. | remember the light.

MARCUS
You shouldn't have been. Samuel brought you to show you where he worked. Thought you were
in the break room. When the meltdown started—

AARON
| tried to find him.

MARCUS
You almost died.

Aaron touches the console where his father inserted the drive.

AARON
The Silent Key—what exactly does it do?

MARCUS



It severs the quantum entanglement. Returns both systems to natural probability states.
Whatever was artificially stabilized becomes unstable. Whatever was destabilized... gets a
chance to restabilize naturally.

AARON
So if | use it on Evelyn—

MARCUS
She might survive. Might not. Reality chooses. No interference.

AARON
And if | don't?

MARCUS
Voss activates the algorithm in thirty-four hours. The Brooklyn Bridge collapses. Evelyn lives.
Seven thousand people die.

Aaron looks at the burn marks. Imagines that night. The light. The sound of reality tearing.

AARON
There has to be another way.

MARCUS
Your father thought so too.

He gestures to the scorch marks.

MARCUS (CONT'D)
This is what "another way" looks like.

Aaron's phone BUZZES. Text from Evelyn:
"Voss is activating the algorithm early. You have 6 hours. —E"
Aaron's blood runs cold.

AARON
He's moving the timeline?

MARCUS
(checks his phone, shocked)
That's... that's not possible. The entanglement needs time to stabilize—

AARON



How early?
Another text from Evelyn:
"Meet me in Lab 7. Come alone. I'll explain."
Aaron looks at Marcus.

AARON
Where's Lab 7?

Marcus hesitates.
MARCUS
Aaron, if Voss is accelerating the protocol, you need to give him the key. Now. Before he

destabilizes—

AARON
Where. Is. Lab Seven.

Marcus's jaw tightens.

MARCUS
Sub-level three. But Aaron—

Aaron's already running.
INT. NEXTEK FACILITY - STAIRWELL - CONTINUOUS
Aaron takes the stairs three at a time, Whiskers clutched against his chest.
His mind races. Six hours. The video said thirty-six. What changed?
He bursts through a door marked SUB-LEVEL 3.
INT. SUB-LEVEL THREE - CORRIDOR - CONTINUOUS
Dim. Clinical. The hum of machinery behind sealed doors.
Aaron finds Lab 7. The door is ajar.
He pushes it open.

INT. LAB 7 - CONTINUOUS



Evelyn stands in front of a massive holographic display. But she's not alone.
DR. VOSS is there. And MARCUS, who took a different route.
Aaron stops.

AARON
What is this?

Evelyn turns. Her expression is unreadable.

EVELYN
I'm sorry, Aaron.

Voss steps forward.

VOSS
We need the key. Now.

On the holographic display behind them: Not the Brooklyn Bridge.
The entire city. Every bridge. Every tunnel. Every structure.
All showing fractures.

AARON
What did you do?

VOSS
What | had to. The algorithm's been running for twenty-two years. Every save, every
sacrifice—they're all connected. Entangled. A network of choices holding each other up.

He zooms in on the display. The fractures spread from structure to structure like a web.
VOSS (CONT'D)
If one fails naturally, they all fail. Cascade collapse. The entire city's infrastructure will come

down in six hours unless | stabilize it.

AARON
How?

Voss looks at Evelyn.



VOSS
By severing her entanglement. Let her collapse. Use that quantum release to stabilize
everything else.

Evelyn's face is stone.

EVELYN
He's been planning this for months. | just found out this morning.

AARON
So you sacrifice yourself to save the city?

EVELYN
| sacrifice myself to save seven hundred thousand people. Better math than the Brooklyn
Bridge.

AARON
No.

VOSS
Aaron, there's no time—

AARON
| said NO.

He pulls Whiskers closer.

AARON (CONT'D)
The Silent Key reverses the entanglement. Lets reality choose naturally. You're saying the entire
network will fail?

VOSS
Yes. Bridges, tunnels, buildings—everything I've saved over twenty-two years. All at once.

AARON
How many people?

Silence.

AARON (CONT'D)
How many people die if | use the key?

MARCUS
We don't know. Hundreds. Thousands. Maybe more.



AARON
And how many die if we do nothing?

EVELYN
Everyone. The cascade collapses the whole network.

Aaron looks at each of them. At Evelyn's fractal scars. At Voss's desperate eyes. At Marcus's
soldier's resignation.

At Whiskers, holding the key that started everything.

AARON
There's a third option.

VOSS
There isn't.

AARON
What if we don't reverse the entanglement? What if we complete it?

Evelyn's eyes widen.

EVELYN
Aaron, that's—

AARON
Dad's video said the Silent Key allows simultaneous observation. What if instead of severing the
network, we stabilize ALL of it? Lock everything in the saved state permanently?

VOSS
That would require—

AARON
Sacrifice. | know. Mass for mass. Energy for energy.

He looks at the holographic display. At the city.
AARON (CONT'D)
What's the equivalent? What would we have to collapse to stabilize an entire city's

infrastructure?

Silence.



Marcus speaks quietly:

MARCUS
Another city.

The words hang in the air.

VOSS
I've run the calculations. Shanghai. Population twenty-eight million. Equivalent structural mass.
If we entangle New York's network with Shanghai's and activate—

AARON
Twenty-eight million people?

VOSS
Or seven hundred thousand here. Choose.

Aaron's legs give out. He sits on the floor, clutching Whiskers.
This is what his father faced. This is why he tried to shut it down.

EVELYN
(sits next to him)
There's a fourth option.

AARON
What?

EVELYN
You let me die. No algorithm. No entanglement. Just... natural death.

AARON
The network collapses.

EVELYN
Some of it. Maybe. But not all at once. Structures fail over time. People evacuate. Casualties in
the hundreds instead of thousands.

VOSS
And you die.

EVELYN
I've been dying for twenty-two years, Darius. I'm just finally ready to finish.



She looks at Aaron.

EVELYN (CONT'D)
Use the key on me. Sever my entanglement. Whatever happens after—that's just reality
correcting Dad's mistake.

AARON
You're not a mistake.

EVELYN
I'm three hundred dead people's ghost. Yes, | am.

Voss moves closer, voice desperate:

VOSS
Aaron, please. Give me the key. | can save everyone. New York, Shanghai, all of it. | just need
more time to refine the calculations—

AARON
You've had twenty-two years.

VOSS
And I've saved thousands! Millions when you count infrastructure saves, disaster prevention—

AARON
By killing others. By choosing.

VOSS
SOMEONE HAS TO CHOOSE!

The shout echoes in the lab.
Voss's composure cracks.
VOSS (CONT'D)
You think | wanted this? You think | wanted to spend two decades playing God? | just wanted
my daughter back. One little girl. And your father wouldn't even give me that.
He sinks into a chair.
VOSS (CONT'D)

Every choice I've made, every life I've taken—it's all been trying to prove Samuel wrong. That
we could control it. Direct it. Make it mean something.



He looks up at Aaron with tears in his eyes.

VOSS (CONT'D)
Please. Help me prove he was wrong.

Aaron stands. Walks to the holographic display. Looks at the city.

Seven hundred thousand people. Going about their lives. No idea their existence depends on
the choice of a thirty-two-year-old data analyst holding a stuffed rabbit.

He thinks about his father's last words: *Don't be like me.*

He thinks about three hundred drowned people who never knew they died for a little girl's
pneumonia.

He thinks about Claire, flatlined in her hospital bed twenty-two years ago.
He thinks about Evelyn, flickering between alive and dead every second for two decades.
Aaron makes his choice.
He pulls out his phone. Dials 911.

AARON
(into phone)
| need to report a terrorist threat. Multiple bridge failures planned across New York City in the
next six hours. NexTek Solutions facility. Yes, I'll hold.

Voss's face drains of color.

VOSS
What are you doing?

AARON
Buying time. If you activate the algorithm, the bridges fail anyway. People die. But if we
evacuate—close the bridges, clear the tunnels—

EVELYN
The casualties drop to dozens. Maybe less.

AARON
(into phone)
Yes, I'm still here. The threat is real. You need to shut down the Brooklyn Bridge immediately.
And the Manhattan. And—



Marcus grabs the phone from Aaron's hand. Ends the call.

MARCUS
You just made us all accomplices.

AARON
We already were.

He turns to Evelyn.

AARON (CONT'D)
I'll use the key. On you. Right now. But first, Voss has to broadcast a warning. Every bridge,
every tunnel. Give people a chance to evacuate.

VOSS
If I do that, the authorities will shut us down. Seize the research. Destroy twenty-two years of
work—

AARON
Good.

EVELYN
Aaron—

AARON
This thing Dad built—it's not a tool. It's a weapon. And as long as it exists, someone will use it.
Someone will choose. And | won't let that someone be me.
He reaches into Whiskers. His fingers find the USB drive.
Aaron pulls out the SILENT KEY.

It looks so small. So ordinary.

AARON (CONT'D)
I'm finishing what Dad started. I'm shutting it down. All of it.



