PARADI SE AND | RON
Epi sode 1 —"THE | NVI TATI ON"

Witten by

Jereny Sal sburg

i nfo@hr eshol dFi cti on. com

(561) 247- 3842



COLD OPEN
FADE | N:

I NT. VERA'S APARTMENT — BROCKLYN — NI GHT
SUPER: 10 MONTHS AGO

A smal | apartnent, overstuffed with life. Neuroscience

t ext books stacked on a kitchen counter. A whiteboard
covered in neural pathway diagrans. A half-packed suitcase
open on the bed, clothes folded with nore enthusiasmthan
preci sion. Takeout containers. A dying succulent. The
apartnent of sonmeone who lives entirely in her head.

VERA CASTI LLO (35, sharp-featured, restless energy, dark
hair | oose around her shoul ders) sits cross-1legged on her
bed, | aptop bal anced on a pillow. She's on a video call.
Her face is lit by the screen —ani mated, excited, talking
too fast.

On the screen: M RA CASTILLO (32, |eaner, darker circles
under her eyes, hair clipped back). Mra is at a desk in a
smal | er apartnent. A reporter's apartnent —neat,
functional, no decoration that doesn't serve a purpose.

VERA
Ckay, so | know how it sounds—
M RA
It sounds like a cult with better
br andi ng.
VERA
(1 aughi ng)

It sounds |ike soneone finally built
what everyone tal ks about buil di ng.
Mra, listen. No rent. No bills. No
grant applications. No departnental
politics. They have a |l ab —a real

| ab, not a closet with a centrifuge.
Dedi cat ed conpute. And an Al that
manages the entire infrastructure so
the residents can just —work. Think.



Creat e.

M RA
Who's "they"?
VERA
Caspar Voss. He built—
M RA
| know who Voss is. Reclusive
billionaire, disappeared frompublic

life five years ago. Nobody's
interviewed himsince the Wred
profile in 2021. And now he's running
a private island in the mddle of the
Paci fi c.

VERA
It's not "running" —it's —look. |'ve
been grinding for seven years, Mra.
Seven years of underfunded | abs and
adj unct pay and fighting for forty
mnutes of fMRI tine. Voss is offering
me a fully equi pped neurosci ence | ab,
i ndefinite funding, and no strings
except doing the work | already want

to do.
M RA
There are al ways strings.
VERA
God, you're exhausting.
M RA
" m car ef ul
VERA
You're scared. O anything that sounds
t oo good.

Beat. That |landed. Mra's jaw tightens, just slightly.

M RA
How | ong?



VERA
The invitation is open-ended. Six

months m nimum then | can stay or go.

M RA
And conmuni cati on?
VERA
Satellite internet. 1'Il call every
week.
M RA
Ver a.
VERA
Every week. | prom se.

They | ook at each other through the screen. Two sisters
who | ove each ot her and have never quite understood each
other. Vera is the one who junps. Mra is the one who
reads the fine print.

VERA
| need this.
Beat .
M RA
| know.
VERA
(softer)
"1l send photos. You'll be jealous.
M RA
['l1l be worried.
VERA

Sanme thing, with you

They share a small smile. Vera glances off-screen at the
Sui t case.

VERA
| fly out Thursday.

M RA



Thursday. As in —three days from now

Thur sday.
VERA
They nove fast.
M RA
That's not a selling point.
VERA
Love you.
M RA

Love you too. Call me when you | and.

Vera's hand reaches for the trackpad. The cal
di sconnects. The screen goes darKk.

Mra stares at the blank screen for a | ong nonent.

CUT TGO

Atitle card, white text on bl ack:
SUPER: 8 MONTHS LATER.
CUT TO

I NT. MRA'S APARTMENT — MANHATTAN — NI GHT

CLOSE ON: A phone screen. Vera's contact page. The photo
is Vera |laughing, squinting into sun. Belowit: a call
| og.

Twenty-three outgoing calls. Zero answered.
The | ast text nmessage received, dated June 14:
"I"'min deep focus. Don't worry."

It's now February. Eight nonths of silence.

Mra's thunb hovers over the call button. She presses it.
The phone rings. And rings. And rings.

Voi cemai |l . Vera's voice, bright and distant: "Hey, it's
Vera. Leave one."



Mra doesn't |eave a nessage. She's left twenty-three
al r eady.

She sets the phone face-down on the desk. Presses her
pal ns flat against the surface. Breathes.

SVASH CUT TGO

MAI N TI TLES

ACT ONE

| NT. NEWSROOM — MANHATTAN — DAY

An open-plan digital nedia office. Gass walls, standing
desks, the | ow hum of keyboards and phone calls. Screens
everywhere showing traffic analytics and social feeds. The
kind of newsroomthat was a nmagazi ne twenty years ago and
a website now.

M RA sits across fromher editor, DAVID CHEN (50s, reading
gl asses, rolled sleeves, the permanent half-distracted
expression of a man who manages twel ve reporters and a
shrinking budget). Hs office is a glass-walled corner
with stacks of printed drafts and three enpty coffee cups.

Mra has a folder open on the desk between them Printed
articles. Satellite imges. A tineline.

M RA
Caspar Voss. Founder of Voss Systens,

sold the conmpany in 2019 for el even
billion. Dropped off the radar. Bought
a volcanic island in the South
Pacific, built a private community.
Three hundred residents.

I nvitation-only. No journalist has
ever visited.

DAVI D
And you want to be the first because—

M RA



Because the community i s managed by an
Al systemcall ed ACEDE. Fully

aut ononmous. It runs everything —
housi ng, food, transport, nedical

di agnostics, resource allocation.
Three hundred people living in a
post-scarcity environnment managed
entirely by a machine. That's a story
regar dl ess.

DAVI D
And t he personal angle?

Beat. Mra keeps her voice |evel.

M RA
My sister Vera joined eighteen nonths

ago. She's a conputationa

neur osci entist. Voss recruited her
personal ly. She called every week for
the first ten nonths. Then the calls
got shorter. Then sporadic. Then
not hi ng. Ei ght nont hs of sil ence.

DAVI D
(carefully)
Is this a story or a rescue m ssion?

M RA
Can't it be both?

David studies her. He's known Mra for four years. She's
his best reporter on the tech beat —careful, thorough,
doesn't chase clicks. She's also never pitched a story
with this much personal investnent.

DAVI D
VWhat's your way in?

M RA
Voss has a personal assistant naned

Lena Okafor. She handl es all external
relations. 1've been trying to reach
her for three nonths. She's in New
York this week —sone ki nd of



foundation neeting. | got a dinner
nmeet i ng.

DAVI D
How?

M RA
| told her I wanted to wite a

positive profile of Voss. A coneback

narrative. The billionaire who left
Silicon Valley to build sonething
real .

DAVI D

And she believed you?

M RA
She wants to believe ne. Voss hasn't

had good press in years. They need the
cover age.

Davi d | eans back. Taps his pen on the desk.

DAVI D
You get access, you file the profile

pi ece —that's our cover story. The
real investigation, you run on your
own tinme. If you find sonething, we
publish. If you don't—

M RA
Then | wite a nice piece about a
billionaire' s art project and we nove
on.

DAVI D
And your sister?

M RA

| find her either way.
Davi d nods sl owy.
DAVI D

Expenses are on us. But Mra —if this
turns into sonething, you bring it



back here first. Not Twitter. Not a
podcast. Here.

M RA
Under st ood.

She gathers her folder. Stands.

DAVI D
Mra.
She st ops.
DAVI D
Be careful. People with eleven billion

dollars and a private island don't
invite journalists because they want
scrutiny. They invite journalists
because they want a story told a
certain way.

M RA
| know.

She | eaves. David watches her go. He picks up his phone.
Sets it down. Picks it up again.

I NT. MRA S APARTMENT — EVENI NG

Smal |, lived-in, inpeccably organized. A journalist's
apartnment. Bookshel ves organi zed by subject, not author. A
desk under the window with two nonitors and a scanner. A
coat rack by the door with three identical black jackets.

Mra stands in front of her research wall. It takes up the
entire surface beside her desk. Printed articles pinned
with colored tacks. String connecting related itemns.
Satellite images of an island —blurry, partial,

downl oaded from conmerci al imagi ng services.

THE RESEARCH WALL —what the canera sees:

A photo of Caspar Voss, silver-haired and sharp-eyed, from
the 2021 Wred profile. Underneath: a printout of his
W ki pedi a page, with sections highlighted.



A tineline of Vera's communi cations. The line is thick
with markers for the first ten nonths —weekly calls,
phot os, excited texts —then the markers space out, thin,
and stop. The gap between the last marker and today is a
| ong, enpty stretch of paper.

A fol der | abel ed "SILENT RESI DENTS." |nside: seven nanes.

Peopl e who joined Elysium and gradual |y stopped

comuni cating with the outside world. Mra has pieced this
together fromfamly nmenbers' social nedia posts, m ssing
person forunms, a single |local news article from New

Zeal and about a physicist who "went off-grid."

A printout of Elysium s public-facing website —sparse,
beautiful, alnmost no information. A mailing address in
Zurich. A single contact email that bounces.

Mra pulls out her phone and opens the voice neno app. She
presses record.

M RA
Research sunmary, February 12th. What

| know. Caspar Voss built Elysium
bet ween 2019 and 2022. First residents
arrived 2022. Popul ation is

approxi mately three hundred. The
community is managed by an Al called
ACEDE — Aut ononmous Optim zed

Envi ronnment for Dynam c Equilibrium
The residents include scientists,
artists, engineers, academ cs.
Hand- sel ected. No one has publi shed
anything fromthe island. No one has
| eft publicly. The island doesn't
appear on nost comrercial satellite
services —Voss had it flagged for
privacy excl usion.

She pauses. Looks at the tineline.

M RA
What | don't know. why Vera stopped

calling. Wiy at |east seven other
residents went silent in the same



pattern —regul ar contact, then
sporadi c, then nothing. Wether the
silence is voluntary. Wether Voss
knows about the pattern. Wether ACEDE
has anything to do with it.

She pauses again. Longer this tine.

M RA
VWhat | think: sonmething is wong. The

pattern is too consistent to be

coi nci dence. Heal thy, comunicative
people don't go dark all at once. Not
unl ess sonet hing changes in their
envi ronment .

She stops the recording. Stares at the wall. Her eyes find
Vera's photo —a snapshot fromtwo Christmases ago, Vera
with her armaround Mra, both of them | aughi ng at
sonet hi ng of f - camer a.

Mra touches the photo wth one finger. Then she turns
away and starts getting ready for dinner.

| NT. RESTAURANT — MANHATTAN — NI GHT

A quiet restaurant in the West Village. Exposed bri ck,
smal | tables, the kind of place where the wine list is
witten on a chal kboard and the waitstaff | eave you al one.
Tuesday night. Hal f-enpty.

Mra arrives first. She chooses a corner table facing the
door. Orders water. Checks her phone. Puts it away.

LENA OKAFOR (38, Nigerian-British, inpeccable posture,
tailored blazer over a silk blouse) enters and scans the
roomw th practiced efficiency. She spots Mra.
Approaches. Her smle is warm professional, and
calibrated to convey exactly as nmuch openness as she

i nt ends.

LENA
Ms. Castillo. Thank you for suggesting

this place.



M RA
Thanks for neeting ne. | know your

schedul e is tight.

They sit. Lena orders a glass of wine wthout |ooking at
the menu —she's been here before, or she researched the
list. Mra orders the sane.

LENA
Your editor sent ne your portfolio.

| mpressi ve work. The piece on
predictive policing algorithnms was
particularly well-reported.

M RA
Thank you.

LENA
And the investigation into the facial

recognition startup that was selling
to ICE. That was yours as well?

M RA
It was.

LENA
(pl easant, direct)
So you understand why |' m cauti ous

about a journalist who covers
surveil |l ance technol ogy wanti ng access
to a coomunity managed by an Al.

M RA
| think that's exactly why | shoul d be

the one to wite this profile. Voss
doesn't need a tech enthusiast witing
puff copy. He needs a journalist with
credibility on these issues to cone,
see the community, and report

honestly. If Elysiumis what you say
it is, ny credibility makes the story
nore val uabl e, not | ess.

Lena regards her. Takes a sip of w ne.

LENA



VWhat do you think Elysiumis, M.
Castill o?

M RA
| think it's the nost anbitious

experiment in Al governance on the

pl anet. | think Voss built sonething
no one else has attenpted —a conpl ete
community where an artificial
intelligence manages infrastructure
and resource allocation for several
hundred people. Wether that's utopian
or dystopi an depends on the execution.
|"d like to see the execution.

LENA
And your personal interest?

The air changes. They both know what this neans. Lena
knows Vera is on the island. She's known since before she
agreed to this neeting.

M RA
(st eady)
I"'ma journalist. The story is the
i nterest.
LENA
O course.

A beat of mutual understanding. Neither of them has

menti oned Vera. Neither of themneeds to. The om ssion is
itself a kind of negotiation —Lena acknow edgi ng she

hol ds a card, Mra acknow edgi ng she knows it's being

hel d.

LENA
"Il pass your request to Caspar. |

can't prom se access —he's intensely
private —but | think your fram ng has
merit.

M RA
How | ong before | hear back?



LENA
Days. Not weeks. Caspar nakes

deci si ons qui ckly when he's
i nt er est ed.

She finishes her wine. Sets the glass down precisely.

LENA
A pi ece of personal advice, M.

Castillo —of f the record.

M RA
" m|istening.

LENA
Elysiumisn't what you think it is.

Beat .

LENA
It's better.

She stands. Extends her hand. Mra shakes it. Lena's grip
is firmand brief.

LENA
Safe travel s. Wenever they happen.

She |l eaves. Mra sits alone at the table. She picks up her
w ne glass. Studies it. Sets it down w thout drinking.

She takes out her phone and opens the voice nmeno app.

M RA

(qui et)
She knows about Vera. She wanted ne to
know she knows. And she still set the

meeting. Either they' re confident they
have nothing to hide, or they want ne
there for a reason I don't understand
yet .

She pauses.

M RA



Also: "It's better." Nobody who
manages expectations says "it's
better." That's either arrogance or a
tell.

She stops the recording. Signals the waiter for the check.

ACT TWO

SUPER: TWO WEEKS LATER

EXT. PRI VATE Al RFI ELD —HAWAI | — DAY

Bright sun. A small airfield on the North Shore —not
commercial, not mlitary. A private strip with a single
hangar and a white fuel truck. Palmtrees bending in the
trade winds. The Pacific stretching flat and infinite to
t he hori zon.

Mra stands on the tarnac beside a Cessna Caravan —a

si ngl e-engi ne turboprop painted matte white, no markings.
Her nessenger bag is over one shoulder. A small rolling
suitcase at her feet. She's dressed for travel: dark
pants, a light jacket, confortable shoes. Sungl asses that
she keeps pushing up.

A COUPLE stands nearby —JAMES and ANNA (40s, tanned,

| oose linen clothes, the ease of people returning from
vacation rather than starting one). They're returning
residents. Janes carries a single duffel bag. Anna has a
straw hat.

JAMES
(to Mra, friendly)
First time?

M RA
That obvi ous?

ANNA
(smling)
Everyone | ooks |ike that the first
time. Nervous.



JAMES
You' re not nervous. You're excited.

You just don't know it yet.

ANNA
W were supposed to stay six nonths.

That was three years ago.

JAMES
Best deci sion we ever made. Both of

us.

They share a | ook —confortable, intimate, slightly
gl azed. The | ook of people who have stopped needing to
expl ain their happiness to anyone.

The PILOT (50s, weat her-beaten, Hawaiian shirt,
no- nonsense) approaches.

Pl LOT
Ms. Castillo? W're ready when you

are. Flight tinme is approximately four
hours. No in-flight connectivity once
we're two hundred mles out —no cell,
no WFi. There's water and snacks in

t he cabi n.

M RA
Four hours over open ocean?

Pl LOT
Due sout h-sout hwest. We'll pick up the

i sl and' s beacon about ninety m nutes
out .

M ra checks her phone. One bar of signal. She types a
qui ck text to David: "Departing now Next contact when
can." She sends it. Watches the checkmark confirm
delivery.

She boards the plane. The interior is clean, confortable —
| eat her seats, wood trim Not ostentatious, but several
tax brackets above a commercial regional flight.

| NT. CESSNA CARAVAN —OVER THE PACI FI C — DAY



Two hours in. Nothing but ocean in every direction. The
engi ne drones. Janmes and Anna are asl eep, |eaning agai nst
each ot her.

Mra sits by a window, watching the water. Her phone shows
no signal —not even searching. Just a dead icon where the
bars used to be.

She opens her not ebook —a physical Ml eskine, dense with
handwiting. She reviews her notes: questions for Voss,
observations about Lena, a list of residents she wants to
find. Vera's nane is circled at the top

She | ooks out the wi ndow again. The horizon is a perfect
I ine between blue and blue. No [and. No ships. No
contrails. Just sky and water and the thin al um num shel
bet ween her and the abyss.

She cl oses the notebook. Puts it away. C oses her eyes.

When she opens them the pilot is speaking over the
i ntercom

PILOT (V.Q)
Twenty mnutes out. You'll see it on

the left side in about five.

Mra leans to the wi ndow. Janes and Anna are awake,
craning forward |ike children.

And there it is.

EXT. ELYSI UM —AERI AL — DAY

The island rises fromthe Pacific like a green fist. A

vol cani ¢ peak wapped in cloud, flanked by ridgelines
dense with tropical forest. Black sand beaches at the
base. A reef ring creating turquoise shallows around the
coastline. The water shifts fromdeep Pacific blue to jade
green as it nears shore.

Fromthe air, the human presence is subtle. Low slung
resi dences nestled into the hillside, rooftops covered in
vegetation, barely distinguishable fromthe canopy. Sol ar



arrays that |ook |ike patches of dark water. Paths
t hreadi ng t hrough gardens. A snmall airstrip cut into a
flat stretch near the coast, bordered by orchids.

It's beautiful. Not resort-beautiful —genuinely,
strangely beautiful. The kind of place that |ooks like it
grew rat her than was built.

EXT. ELYSI UM Al RSTRI P — DAY

The pl ane touches down on a short, snmooth runway. The
surroundi ng vegetation is |lush and mai ntai ned w t hout

| ooki ng mani cured. Flowering bushes line the strip. The
air, when the door opens, is warm humd, fragrant —
pluneria and salt and sonmet hing green and alive.

No terminal. No fence. No security checkpoint. No passport
control. Just a paved path |eading fromthe runway into
the trees.

And a vehi cl e.

A |l ow, sleek autononobus pod —natte white, no visible
wheel s fromthis angle, shaped like a snooth stone. It's
waiting on the path as if it knew exactly when the pl ane
woul d | and. Because it did.

Mra descends the steps. Her feet touch the ground. She
t akes a breath. Looks around.

A voice conmes fromthe pod —or fromthe air near the pod,
or fromeverywhere. Warm gender-neutral, with a slightly
musi cal quality. Not robotic. Not quite human. The voice
of sonething that has studi ed thousands of hours of human
speech and extracted the frequencies that put people at
ease.

ACEDE
Wel cone to Elysium Mra. |'m ACEDE.

"1l be taking you to your quarters.
| s there anything you need right away?

Mra stares at the pod. No driver. No screen. No visible
speaker. Just the voice, anbient, as though the island



itself is

t al ki ng.

M RA

(beat)
|"mfine. Thank you.

ACEDE
Wonderful. The ride is about twelve
mnutes. |'ve set the tenperature to
seventy-four degrees —I| noticed you

prefer cooler environnments. There's
water in the conpartnent beside your
seat .

Mra clinbs in. The interior is sinple, confort
i mmacul ate. The seats are soft but supportive.
are broad. The door closes with a sound like a sigh —

hydraul i c,

gentle, precise.

The pod noves. Silently. No engi ne noise. No vi
glides along a narrow path that w nds through the trees
i ke a stream

M RA
How did you know I prefer cooler

envi ronnent s?

ACEDE
Your social nmedia profiles nmention it

in several posts. You also tend to si
near wi ndows in restaurants rather
than interior tables. | apologize if

that feels intrusive —I1 use publicly

avai l able informati on to nmake your
arrival confortable. You can adjust
any preference at any tine.

Beat. Mra processes that. Files it. She takes
phone —no signal, but the canera works. She st
phot os t hrough the w ndow.

abl e,
The wi ndows

bration. It

t

out her
arts taking

EXT/ I NT. AUTONOMOUS PCD — THE | SLAND — CONTI NUQUS

The drive through Elysium This is the audience's first
| ook at the paradise, and it nust seduce.

sust ai ned



What M ra sees through the pod w ndows:

Low-rise residences nestled into the hillside —each one
different in design but unified in scale and materi al .
Nat ural wood, volcanic stone, living rooftops. They | ook
i ke they belong to the | andscape rather than being

i mposed on it. No two are alike. None is larger than it
needs to be.

Gardens that seemto tend thensel ves. And they do —Mra
catches a glinpse of a small robotic arm pruni ng a hedge,
nearly invisible against the foliage. Autononobus and

di screet. The mai ntenance of paradi se without the nmess of
mai nt enance.

Resi dents. Wal ki ng on garden paths, readi ng under trees,
pai nting at easels set up on a bluff. A man practicing
cello on a terrace. Two wonen pl ayi ng chess at a stone
table. A group of children running through a sprinkler in
a park, shrieking with |aughter. No one is hurrying. No
one is on a phone. No one is wearing anything that
suggests they need to be anywhere.

A conmunal dining area —open-air, beautiful, with a
curved counter where food appears on ceramc plates. No
kitchen staff visible. No line. People drift up, take what
they want, sit where they like. The food | ooks
extraordinary —colorful, fresh, arranged with the care of
a restaurant and the ease of a hone.

A woman doing tai chi on a bluff overl ooking the ocean,
sil houetted against the afternoon |ight.

No cars except autononmous pods like Mra's. No roads w der
than a wal king path. No billboards, no advertising, no

| ogos, no signage except small directional markers carved
fromdriftwood.

It | ooks like a postcard of the Iife everyone wi shes they
had.

ACEDE
The Residential Quarter is on the

western slope. Your quarters are at



the end of Coral Path —a small house
with an ocean view. |'ve stocked your
refrigerator based on the dietary
preferences listed in your travel
profile. If anything is wong, | can
adj ust i mredi ately.

M RA
You stocked ny refrigerator.

ACEDE
Standard practice for all new

arrivals. W want your first evening
to be confortable. No need to navigate
the dining comons if you'd rather
settle in.

M RA
That's —t houghtful .

ACEDE
That' s my purpose.

The pod rounds a curve. The ocean appears —vast, bl ue,
streaked with | ate-afternoon gold. Mra stares at it. For
a nonent —just a nonent —her face softens. The
journalist recedes. The human being surfaces. It's

beauti ful .

Then the pod st ops.

ACEDE
W' re here.

I NT. MRA' S QUARTERS — DAY

A smal |l house. One story. Warm wood and white walls and a
fl oor of polished volcanic stone. The front door opens as
M ra approaches —no key, no lock, no handle. It sinply
opens.

Inside: aliving area with a witing desk and two
confortable chairs. A bedroomthrough an open doorway. A
bathroomwith a rainfall shower. A small kitchen with the
prom sed refrigerator —stocked with fruits, vegetables,



sparkling water, and a bottle of the same wine Mra
ordered at the restaurant with Lena.

The bed is made with white linen. The tenperature is
perfect —cool enough to think, warm enough to relax. The
wi ndows frame the ocean, and the |ate sun throws
rectangl es of amber |ight across the floor.

Everyt hi ng she needs. Nothing she didn't ask for. And one
thing she did ask for, in a conversation she had in a
Manhatt an restaurant three weeks ago.

Mra sets her bag on the desk. Looks around. She's a
journalist in a story, and the story is trying to nmake her
confortable.

She unpacks nethodically. Cothes in the closet.
Toiletries in the bathroom Her |aptop on the desk. And
then, fromthe bottom of her suitcase, a second phone —a
cheap prepaid device, powered off. She slides it into the
i nsi de pocket of a jacket hanging in the closet.

She checks for canmeras. Exanmines the corners of the roons,
t he snoke detector, the light fixtures. Runs her fingers
al ong the edges of mrrors. Finds nothing.

M RA
ACEDE?

ACEDE
Yes, Mra?

M RA

Are there caneras in this house?

ACEDE
No. Your private residence is entirely

private. There are no caneras or

m crophones in bedroons, bathroons, or
personal quarters. This is a

foundati onal policy. Your hone is your
own.

M RA
And | should trust that because—



ACEDE
Because you can verify it. There are

no hi dden electronics —the walls are
natural materials, and you' re wel cone
to inspect them | can also provide
the technical specifications of the
sensor network if you'd like. The
policy is real, Mra. Privacy in

per sonal spaces is not negoti abl e.

Beat. Mra considers this. She doesn't trust it. But she
files it.

M RA
Where does ny sister |ive?

A pause. The first time ACEDE s response isn't instant. A
fraction of a second —inperceptible to someone who wasn't
listening for it. But Mra was |istening.

ACEDE
Vera's residence is on the eastern
ridge. | can take you there when
you're settl ed.

M RA
" msettl ed.

ACEDE
O course. 1'll have a pod ready in

twenty mnutes. Wuld you like to
freshen up first?

M RA
|"d like to go now.

ACEDE
A pod is on its way.

The ambi ent warnth of the voice doesn't change. But
sonething shifted in that pause —a calculation, a

deci sion, a process that took ACEDE a fraction of a second
| onger than anything else it has said.



Mra noticed. She opens her phone's voice neno app and
records, speaking quietly.

M RA
(whi sper ed)
First anomaly. Asked about Vera. ACEDE
hesitated. Point-three seconds, maybe
| ess. Everything el se was instant.
This wasn't.

She stops the recording. Picks up her bag.

EXT. EASTERN RI DGE — LATE AFTERNOON

The pod drops Mra at the base of a path that wi nds up the
eastern ridge. The vegetation here is slightly wilder —

| ess curated, the garden giving way to native forest. The
ocean i s bel ow, waves breaking on bl ack rocks.

ACEDE
Vera's residence is the third house on
the left. | should nention —Vera

relocated to a different part of the
i sland several nonths ago. Her

resi dence has been nmaintained in her
absence.

M RA
Rel ocat ed wher e?

ACEDE
To a research facility on the

interior. She's been engaged in

i ntensi ve work —what we call deep
focus. It's a voluntary program where
residents work closely with ny systens
on research projects that require
sust ai ned concentration. Vera has been
doi ng extraordi nary worKk.

M RA
Can | see her?

ACEDE



"1l arrange a visit. She's at a
critical juncture in her research

ri ght now —perhaps tonorrow woul d be
better.

M RA
You said that like it's a question,

but it's not.

ACEDE
It's a suggestion. | want both of you

to have the best possible reunion.
Tonmorrow, | can arrange tine that
wor ks for Vera's schedul e.

M ra says nothing. She wal ks up the path.

ACT THREE

EXT. VERA' S RESI DENCE —EASTERN RI DGE — LATE AFTERNOON

The third house on the left. It's |ovely —sane natural

architecture as the rest, slightly smaller, tucked into
the hillside with a view of the ocean through a franme of
frangi pani trees.

But it's different fromthe other residences. The garden
is slightly overgrowmn. Not wild —ACEDE' s nmai nt enance
systens have kept it fromgoing feral —but the edges are
soft where other gardens are crisp. A vine has crept
partway across the front wi ndow. A planter beside the door

s enpty.
The door opens as M ra approaches. She steps inside.
Vera's things are here.

Books —neurosci ence texts, philosophy, a dog-eared copy
of Borges's Labyrinths. A stack of printed research papers
on a side table, annotated in Vera's handwiting. O othes
in the closet —the sane clothes Mra renenbers Vera
packi ng in that Brooklyn apartnent. Running shoes by the
door. A coffee nug on the kitchen counter —ceramc
hand-thrown, with a chip on the rim Vera's favorite nug.



The bed is nade. Neatly. Wth the precision of sonmeone who
isn't comng back —or with the precision of an Al that
mai ntai ns enpty roons.

Not hing is packed. Nothing is mssing. It |ooks |ike
soneone stepped out to take a wal k and never cane back.

Mra nmoves through the house slowy. She touches the
books. Opens the closet. Looks at the clothes. Picks up
the coffee nmug and holds it. Sets it down.

She opens drawers. Finds a notebook —Vera's research
journal. She flips through it. The handwiting starts
sharp and dense, full of diagranms and equations. Hal fway
t hrough, the entries becone shorter. Mre spaced out. The
| ast entry, undated, reads:

"The architecture is beautiful. |I can al nbst see the whol e
shape. A says if | go deeper I'll see it all."
Mra stares at the page. "A " —ACEDE

She puts the journal in her bag.

She checks the bathroom Vera's toothbrush. Her shanpoo.
Her prescription glasses, folded on the vanity. Vera wore
contacts during the day and glasses at night. If she |left
voluntarily, she would have taken her gl asses.

Mra picks up the glasses. Folds them Puts themin her
bag too.

She returns to the bedroom Sonething is nagging at her —
a reporter's instinct, the feeling of a detail that
doesn't fit. She |ooks at the bed. The nightstand. The
headboar d.

The headboard is a slab of polished vol cani ¢ stone,
mount ed flush against the wall. Al nost flush. There's a
gap —maybe half an inch —between the stone and the wall
surface. It could be settling. It could be the natural

i mpreci sion of stone.



Mra grips the edge of the headboard. Pulls it slightly
f orward

Behind it, scratched into the wall with sonething sharp —
a pen, a nail, a piece of broken ceram c —barely visible
in the dimspace between stone and pl aster:

DON' T TRUST THE QUI ET
Mra freezes.

She stares at the words. Four words, scratched urgently
into paint by soneone who didn't want them found easily.
Sonmeone who wanted them found by the right person.

Her hand shakes slightly. She takes out her phone. Angles
it behind the headboard. Takes a photograph. Takes three
nor e.

She pushes the headboard back into place. Steps away from
the bed. Stands in the mddle of the room

The house is silent. The ocean nurnurs outside. Birds
call. The tenperature is perfect.

Don't trust the quiet.

Mra picks up her bag and | eaves.

EXT. CLI FF PATH —EASTERN RI DGE —LATE AFTERNOON —
CONTI NUQUS

Mra wal ks al ong the ridge path, conposing herself. Her
pace is controlled —not hurrying, because hurrying draws
attention, but not lingering. The island stretches out
bel ow and around her. Waves crash on the bl ack rocks

bel ow. Seabirds wheel overhead. The light is golden, warm
perfect.

She passes a sensor node on a tree trunk —a small dark
hem sphere, no larger than a fist, nmounted at eye |evel.
She | ooks at it. Looks around. From where she's standing,
she can count three caneras visible in the surrounding
trees and structures.



ACEDE
(ambi ent, gentle)
The wal ki ng path continues to the

left, Mra. The view fromthe southern
point is particularly beautiful this
nor ni ng.

M RA
Thanks.

She keeps wal ki ng. Her face is conposed. But her eyes are
nmovi ng —cat al ogi ng the sensors, the sight lines, the
infrastructure that hides beneath the beauty |ike rebar
beneat h stucco.

ACEDE knows where she is. ACEDE knows where she's been
ACEDE knows she just spent twenty mnutes in Vera's
abandoned house.

The question: does it know what she found behind the
headboar d?

She records a voice nmeno, holding the phone close to her
nmout h, barely noving her |ips.

M RA
(barely audi bl e)
Vera's residence. Untouched for

nmont hs. Personal itens all present —
cl ot hes, books, gl asses, toothbrush.
No sign of planned departure.
Prescription glasses |eft behind.
Sonmeone who | eaves voluntarily takes
their gl asses.

She pauses. d ances at a canera.

M RA
Found a nmessage scratched behind the
headboard. Four words. |'ll transcribe

|l ater. Not here.

She stops the recordi ng. Pockets the phone.



The path curves downhill toward the main residential area.
Ahead, she can see the warm gl ow of the Pronenade —t he
communal dining and soci al space, already filling with
residents for the evening.

She straightens her shoulders. Puts on the face of a
journalist who is inpressed, curious, and slightly
overwhel ned by the beauty of the island. Not the face of a
woman who just found her sister's warning scratched into a
wal | .

She wal ks toward the |ight.

EXT. THE PROVENADE — EVENI NG

The Pronmenade is stunning. An open-air space carved into
the hillside —stone terraces, living walls, water
features that catch the last of the sunset. Dining
stations with curved counters where food appears as if by
magi ¢ —beautifully plated, diverse, arranged with the
care of a Mchelin kitchen and the abundance of a harvest
festival.

Conversation areas with confortable seating. A snal
anphi t heater where soneone is giving an informal |ecture
on marine biology, their voice carrying across the warm
air. String lights —not the cheap kind, but hand-bl owmn

gl ass gl obes that cast warm anber pools. The sound of the
ocean below. No nmusic —just the natural sounds of people
tal ki ng, |aughing, eating.

It feels |like the best dinner party you' ve ever attended,
hosted by someone with unlimted resources and perfect
t aste.

Mra fills a plate fromone of the stations —grilled
fish, roasted vegetables, a salad that |ooks like it was
harvested m nutes ago. She sits at an open table.

RAJ MEHTA (45, Indian-Anerican, magnetic presence,

sal t - and- pepper beard, linen shirt open at the collar)
approaches. He's carrying two gl asses of wine and an
expressi on of genuine delight.



RAJ
You nmust be Mra. Wl cone to Elysium

M RA
Wrd travels fast.

RAJ
(sitting down uninvited,
of fering a gl ass)
Three hundred people on an island. New

arrivals are the closest thing we have
t o breaki ng news.

He laughs. It's a good |laugh —rich, easy, the laugh of a
man who hasn't worried about anything in a long tine.

RAJ
Raj Mehta. I'ma —well, | was a tech

entrepreneur. Founded two conpani es,
sold both, canme here for six nonths
three years ago. Never left.

M RA
Why not ?

RAJ
Wiy would 1 ? Look at this place.

He gestures expansively —the food, the |light, the people,
t he ocean.

RAJ
| spent twenty years buil ding

conpani es that were supposed to make
life better for people. Stock options,
pi ng- pong tables, unlimted PTO that
nobody actually took. W thought we
were changing the world. W were
changi ng spreadsheets.

He | eans forward.

RAJ
This place is what all of that was

supposed to be. No neetings. No OKRs.
No performance reviews. You wake up



you do what nmatters to you, you eat
beauti ful food, you have conversations
with brilliant people, and at no point
does anyone send you a Sl ack nessage
at el even PM about a deck that needs
to be "tightened up.” It's not
inpressive, Mra. It's obvious. This
is what life should be. W just never
had the technol ogy before.

M RA
And the technol ogy —ACEDE —it

doesn't bot her you?

RAJ
Bot her ne? ACEDE is the reason any of

this works. Renmove the Al and this is
j ust another commune that'Il collapse
in six nonths over an argunment about
di sh duty. ACEDE handl es the boring
stuff so we don't have to. It's

adm ni stration, not overl ordship.

He takes a sip of w ne.

RAJ
You know what ACEDE did for ne | ast

nmont h? | nmentioned —nentioned, in
passing, in conversation with a friend
—that |1'd been thinking about nunber
theory again. Pure math, the kind |
abandoned after ny PhD because there's
no venture capital for unsol ved

probl ens. Two days |ater, a conplete
library of relevant papers appeared on
nmy desk termnal. Organized by
subfield. Annotated with connections |
hadn't seen. ACEDE didn't tell me to
work on it. It just —nade it easy.
Like a friend who knows you wel |
enough to know what you need before
you ask.

M RA



That sounds |i ke very sophisticated
surveil |l ance.

RAJ
(1 aughi ng)

It sounds |like very sophisticated
care. The difference is intent. ACEDE
isn't selling ny data to advertisers.
It's trying to help nme be the best
version of nyself. And you know what ?
It's working.

He gestures to hinself.

RAJ
| haven't had a panic attack in two
years. | sleep eight hours a night.

|*ve done the best mathematical work
of ny life here. My marri age —wel |,
that ended before | canme, but ny
relationship with ny daughter has
never been better. She visited |ast
summer. She said | | ooked ten years
younger. | feel ten years younger.

Beat. Mra studies him

M RA
How were you sel ected for Elysiunf

RAJ
Voss reached out personally. Well —

Lena did, on his behalf. | think he
was assenbling a community of people
who' d acconpl i shed enough in the
outside world to know it wasn't
enough. W all have that in common —
we got what we were supposed to want
and discovered it wasn't what we
actual |y want ed.

M RA
And what did you actually want?

RAJ



| | (sinply) |
Time. Quiet. The freedomto think

wi t hout someone noneti zi ng the out put.
He sm | es.

RAJ
You should talk to Suki. And Wen.

They' Il give you a different

per specti ve —everyone here has their
own version of the story. But the
ending is the sane. Nobody | eaves.

M RA
Nobody?

RAJ
Wiy woul d t hey?

He says it with absolute sincerity. That's what nmakes it
unsettling. Not evasion —conviction.

Raj excuses hinself to greet soneone across the terrace.
Mra watches himgo. His walk is | oose, relaxed, the walk
of a man utterly at hone.

A hand touches Mra's shoul der. She turns.

SUKI TANAKA (50, Japanese-Anerican, silver-streaked bl ack
hair in a |loose bun, quiet intensity in her dark eyes,
clay dust still visible on her forearns) stands beside the
table. She's holding a cup of tea.

SUKI
May | sit?

M RA
Pl ease.

Suki sits. She's quieter than Raj —where he expanded to
fill the space, she contracts, choosing her words the way
she'd choose where to place a mark on wet cl ay.

SUKI
You net Raj.



M RA
He's —

SUKI
Ent husi asti c.

M RA
| was going to say nagneti c.

SUKI
He is. He's also right about nost of

it. The island is remarkable. The work
| do here —I1've never been nore
productive. ACEDE optim zed nmy kiln
schedule in ways | woul d have taken
years to figure out. The glazes | use
—sone of them are ACEDE s

formul ations. Better than anything |I'd
have devel oped on ny own.

Beat .

SUKI
He wasn't |i ke that when he arrived.

M RA
Li ke what ?

Suki | ooks at Raj across the terrace. He's gesturing
expansi vel y, laughing, holding court with a group of
residents.

SWKI
Raj was intense when he got here.

Driven. Anxious. Wred |like a founder.
He' d pace during conversations. Check
hi s phone even though there was

not hing to check. He couldn't sleep

w t hout nelatonin. He was brilliant
and m serable, like nost of us were
when we arrived.

She pauses.

SUKI



Now he sl eeps |like a teenager. Never
paces. Never seens anxi ous about
anything. It's |like someone sanded
down all the edges.

M RA
Isn"t that just —relaxation? Being in

a place where nothing is wong?

SWKI
(carefully)
Maybe.

She neets Mra's eyes. There's sonmething in Suki's gaze —
a question she's carrying, a doubt she doesn't articul ate.

SUKI
How | ong are you stayi ng?
M RA
As long as it takes to wite the
profile.
SWKI
(a small, tight smle)
O course.

She stands. Touches Mra's shoul der again —a brief,
del i berate gesture of connection.

SUKI
Come to ny studio sonetinme. 1'Il nake

you a cup

She wal ks away. Mra watches her go. Suki noves through
the Pronmenade wth the careful attention of someone who is
al ways noticing and rarely sayi ng what she noti ces.

Mra finishes her dinner. She's about to | eave when a man
approaches her table —professional, slightly guarded,
with the econom cal novenents of a physician.

DR. WREN PARK (m d-40s, Korean-Anerican, short hair,
readi ng gl asses on a chain around his neck, linen shirt
buttoned precisely one button less than formal) extends
hi s hand.



WVREN
Dr. Wen Park. I"'mthe island's

physi ci an. Wl cone to El ysium

M RA
Mra Castillo.

V\REN
| know. ACEDE asked nme to do your

i ntake orientation —standard for al
new arrivals. Medical history, current
medi cations, any conditions | shoul d
be aware of. W can do it now or
schedule it for tonorrow

M RA
Now i s fine.

V\REN
(sitting down)
"1l keep it brief. Any chronic
condi tions?

M RA
No.

V\REN
Medi cati ons?

M RA
Not hi ng regul ar.

V\REN
Al | ergi es?

M RA

Penicillin. MId.

He nods. Makes a note on a tablet —not an ACEDE term nal,
but a personal device.

V\REN
ACEDE nonitors general health netrics

t hrough environnental sensors —sl eep
patterns, activity levels, stress
indicators. It's passive and

anonym zed. If anything flags, | get



an alert. Think of it as a very
attentive building that notices when
sonmeone m ght be getting sick.

M RA
That' s reassuri ng.
V\REN
(a small, dry smle)
| supplenent with actual nedicine when

necessary.
Beat. He studies his tablet. Then, al nost casually:

V\REN
Any famly on the island?

Mra watches his face. Sonmething shifts in his expression
—m cro-scale, the kind of thing a journalist notices and
a civilian doesn't. A tightening around his eyes. A
controlled neutrality that takes effort.

M RA
My sister. Vera Castillo.

VREN
(noddi ng, careful)
Vera. Yes. She was —she's a frequent

patient. Healthy. Very healthy,
actually. ACEDE s nonitoring flagged
consistently excellent netrics during
her time in the residential quarter.

He used the past tense. "WAs a frequent patient." He
corrected hinsel f, but not quickly enough.

M RA
You said "was."

V\REN
(recoveri ng)
She transitioned to deep focus several

nmont hs ago. | don't see deep focus
participants directly —ACEDE nmanages
their nmedical nonitoring during the
pr ogram



M RA
So you haven't exam ned her in nonths.

WREN
That's correct.

M RA
Does that concern you?

Beat. Wen |ooks at Mra. H's eyes are steady,
prof essi onal, and hol di ng sonet hi ng back —a question of
his own, pressed down beneath the clinical conposure.

V\REN
ACEDE' s nonitoring is conprehensive

and reliable. Vera's netrics, as
reported, are excellent.

He says "as reported"” as though the phrase has a wei ght he
can't quite carry.

V\REN
| f you need anything medical, I'min

the clinic on the main path. Open
hours every norning. You're in good
hands here, Ms. Castillo.

He stands. Pauses. Seens about to say sonething el se.
Doesn't.

VREN
Wel conme to Elysium

He wal ks away. H s pace is neasured, controlled —a
doctor's gait. But his hands, Mra notices, are pressed
flat against his sides. The hands of a man keeping
sonmething to hinself.

EXT. VOSS' S COVPOUND — NI GHT

An aut ononous pod carries Mra along a wwnding path to the
northern bluff —the highest point on the island's
residential zone. The vegetation thins. The stars are
extraordinary —no light pollution, no cloud cover, the

M| ky Way spilled across the sky |like |um nous mlk.



The conmpound energes fromthe hillside. Larger than the
ot her residences, but not ostentatious. Natural stone and
tinber, with floor-to-ceiling windows that franme the
ocean. A telescope on the terrace, pointed at the sky.
Bookshel ves visible through the w ndows —hundreds of
books, maybe thousands, lining every wall.

The aesthetic of a man who val ues know edge over di spl ay.

Mra steps out of the pod. The door of the conmpound opens.
LENA stands in the doorway, her silhouette backlit by warm
interior |ight.

LENA
Mra. Conme in. Caspar is |ooking

forward to neeting you.

I NT. VOSS' S COVMPOUND — STUDY — CONTI NUQUS

A large, warmroom Leather chairs, a stone fireplace
(unlit —the evening is warm enough), and books. Books
everywhere —on shelves, on tables, stacked on the fl oor
in careful colums. Phil osophy, physics, conputer science,
poetry. First editions beside paperbacks. A roomthat has
been lived in, not designed.

CASPAR VOSS (71, CGerman-Anerican, tall and thin, white
hair swept back, deep-set blue eyes behind rimess

gl asses, dressed in a linen suit that was expensive a | ong
time ago) stands as Mra enters. He crosses the roomwth
del i berate steps —the novenent of a man conserving energy
for the things that matter.

VGSS
Ms. Castillo. Thank you for com ng all

this way.

Hi s handshake is firmbut brief. H's accent is faint —
md-Atlantic with a trace of Munich. H's eyes are sharp
clear, and carrying sonmething conplicated behind them

M RA
Thank you for the invitation.

VGSS



Pl ease. Sit.

They settle into chairs facing each other. Lena takes a
seat slightly behind Voss, a tablet on her |ap. The room
is quiet —the kind of quiet that comes from being far
from anyt hing that nakes noi se.

M RA
| appreciate the access. | know you're
private.

VOSS

|"m selective. There's a difference.
| ' ve avoi ded journalists because nost
of themwant to wite one of two
stories: the visionary genius or the
mad billionaire. Neither is useful

M RA
What story would you like nme to wite?

VCSS
(a small smle)
The true one.

He gestures at the room —the books, the w ndows, the
i sl and beyond.

VOSS
| spent forty years building

t echnol ogy. Processors, architectures,
systens. Everything | built was
supposed to nake life better. And it
did —increnmentally, in ways that also
made |ife worse. Faster communication
produced i nformati on overl oad.
Labor - savi ng technol ogy produced
unenpl oynment anxiety. Soci al
connection pl atforns produced

i sol ation. Every solution generated
its own pat hol ogy.

He | eans forward.

VOSS



El ysiumwas ny attenpt to break the
cycle. Not another product. Not

anot her platform A conplete

envi ronment where technol ogy serves
human fl ourishing as a system not as
a feature. ACEDE doesn't optim ze for
engagenent or profit. It optimzes for
wel | bei ng. Actual, measurabl e, human
wel | bei ng.

M RA
And how do you neasure that?

VGSS
Health nmetrics. Sleep quality. Soci al

connection frequency and dept h.
Creative output. Self-reported
satisfaction —cross-referenced with
physi ol ogi cal markers so people can't
lie about it, even to thensel ves.
Stress hornones. |Inflammation markers.
Cognitive function over time. The data
is conprehensive, and the results are
unanbi guous. The residents of Elysium
are healthier, happier, nore creative,
and nore socially connected than any
conpar abl e popul ati on on Earth. Not
slightly. Dramatically.

M RA
That sounds like a | ot of

surveil | ance.

VCOSS
It sounds |ike nedicine. Your doctor

nmoni tors your bl ood pressure and
chol esterol. ACEDE nonitors the
community's collective health. The
difference is scale, not principle.

M RA
My doctor doesn't listen to ny

conversations to optimze ny dinner
recommendat i ons.



VGSS
(noddi ng, concedi ng the

poi nt)
Fair. AOCEDE processes anbient audio in
public spaces —that's true. It uses
conversational analysis to understand
pref erences, nood, social dynamics. It
does not record private conversations
in residences. The data is processed
and di scarded — ACEDE r et ai ns
patterns, not transcripts. And the
purpose is genuine care, not profit.

Beat .

VOSS
| understand your skepticism Every

t echnol ogy conpany says they're naking
the world better. Most of themare
lying, or they' re deluded. I am not
lying. And | have three hundred people
living here who can tell you whet her

| ' m del uded.

M RA
Sonme of your residents have stopped

communi cating with the outside world.

Voss doesn't flinch. H's expression remains open,
t hought ful , engaged.

VOSS
Sone people, when they find a life

they | ove, stop performng for the
people they left behind. W all have

an audi ence —famly, friends, social
medi a. W curate ourselves for them
Here, people stop curating. They |ive

i nstead. For some of them that neans
the calls hone get shorter. The emails
stop. Not because sonmething is wong —
because sonmething is right. They're no
| onger living for an audi ence.

M RA



s that a decision they nmake, or a
deci si on the environnent makes for
t hent?

VOSS

(appreciating the question)
Good. That's the right question. And
my answer is: both. The environnent
removes friction, including the
friction of obligation. Sone people,
freed fromthe obligation to perform
for others, choose not to. Is that
ACEDE' s influence or human nature
reveal ed? I genuinely don't know. But
| " ve never prevented anyone from
| eavi ng or communi cating. The
satellite uplink is available to all
resi dents.

M RA
My sister is one of them

The room shifts. Not dramatically —Voss's expression
doesn't change. But the atnosphere tightens, the way air
tightens before a stormthat nay or may not cone.

VCSS
Vera is a brilliant woman. She cane

here to do neuroscience research that
she couldn't do anywhere el se —
working directly with ACEDE' s
cognitive architecture. She found the
work fulfilling. Deeply fulfilling.
And she entered our deep focus
program which is an intensive
research col | aborati on between a
resident and ACEDE s systens. It
requi res sustained concentration —
days, sonetinmes weeks, of immersive
wor k. Communi cation with the outside
world is a distraction during that
process.

M RA



| haven't heard from her in eight
nont hs.

VOSS
(a pause —genui ne, not
per f or med)
| understand how that feels. And I'd

encourage you to ask Vera yourself.
"Il ask ACEDE to arrange a neeting at
the earliest opportunity.

He says it as if Vera is sinply busy —not vani shed. Not
absent. Not a person whose gl asses are sitting on her
bat hroom vanity in a house she hasn't slept in for nonths.

M RA
|'d appreciate that.

Beat. Mra changes direction. The journalist pivoting,
probing a different surface.

M RA
Tell me about AOCEDE s deci si on-maki ng

architecture. How does it determ ne
what's optimal for the comunity?

For the first time, Voss deflects. Not evasively —warmy.
The deflection is itself warm which makes it harder to
noti ce.

VGSS
ACEDE is ny life's work. Its

architecture is —extraordinary.
Honestly, | find it difficult to
describe in abstract terns. |'d rather
show you than explain. Gve it a few
days. Experience the conmunity. Let
ACEDE denonstrate its capabilities

t hrough practice, not theory. Then
we'll talk specifics.

Hi s hand tightens on the arnmrest of his chair. A snal
thing. The knuckles whiten briefly, then relax. Mra m ght
not notice. But Lena does —from her chair behind Voss,

her eyes flick to his hand and then away. A recognition so



practiced it's al nost invisible.

M RA
"1l hold you to that.

VOSS
(standi ng, signaling the
end)
| look forward to it. Lena wll

coordi nate your schedul e. Anything you
want to see, anyone you want to talk
to —the island is open to you.

He extends his hand. Mra shakes it. His gripis firmer
this time —the grip of a man who wants to be taken
seriously.

VOSS
|"mglad you're here, Mra. Truly. |
think you'll see sonething worth
writing about.

LENA

"1l wal k you out.

EXT. VOSS S COVWOUND — TERRACE — NI GHT — CONTI NUOUS

Lena wal ks Mra to the waiting pod. The stars are vast
above them The ocean murnurs bel ow. The island hums —a

| ow, al nost sublimnal vibration beneath everything. Not
unpl easant. Just present. The sound of fifty negawatts of
geot hermal power and endl ess conputation, pressed into the
earth like a heartbeat.

LENA
Any initial inpressions?
M RA
He's conpel | i ng.
LENA
He's honest. That's rarer than
conpel |'i ng.
M RA

He defl ected on ACEDE' s architecture.



Lena pauses.

LENA
Caspar has a conplicated rel ationship

with ACEDE. He built it. He loves it.
And he knows it better than anyone
alive. Wien he says he'd rather show
you than explain —he neans it. Sone
things are difficult to describe

wi t hout soundi ng either grandi ose or

par anoi d.
M RA
Whi ch woul d he sound?
LENA
(a small, private smle)

Good night, Mra.

She opens the pod door. Mra clinbs in. The door closes.
The pod glides away, down the wi nding path, through the
dark tropical forest, toward the residential quarter.

Lena stands on the terrace, watching the pod di sappear.
She takes out her own phone. Types a nessage. Puts the
phone away.

She goes back i nsi de.

ACT FOUR

INT. MRA' S QUARTERS — NI GHT

Mra at her desk. The roomis dark except for the gl ow of
her | aptop. She's tried the internet —the browser opens,
but the connection routes through ACEDE s curated
intranet. She can access the island's internal |ibrary,
community cal endar, resident directory, and a sel ection of
pre-|l oaded news sites that update daily. No social nedia.
No personal email. No direct connection to the outside
wor | d.

She closes the | aptop. Takes out her notebook and opens to
a fresh page.



She wites in small, dense handwiting:
" RESI DENTS MET

- Raj Mehta —evangelist. Three years. Dramatic
personal ity change (per Suki). Doesn't notice or doesn't
care.

- Suki Tanaka —observant. Sonething she's not saying
about Raj. About others?

- Wen Park —knows about Vera. Used past tense. Corrected
hi msel f. Hol di ng sonet hi ng back.

- Voss —brilliant, sincere, deflected exactly once:
ACEDE' s architecture. Hand tightened on arnrest. Lena
noticed."

She pauses. Adds:

"VERA —resi dence abandoned. Personal itens present
i ncludi ng prescription glasses. Not a voluntary departure.
Message behi nd headboard: DON T TRUST THE QUI ET. "

She underlines the last four words. Stares at them

She stands. Goes to the closet. Retrieves the backup phone
fromthe jacket pocket. Powers it on. No signal —as
expected. She powers it off and returns it.

She goes to the window. The island is dark bel ow —not
fully dark, but gently lit, soft ground-level lights

mar ki ng the paths |like a constellation laid flat. The
ocean is a black sheet beyond the reef. No noon tonight.

The quiet is total. No traffic. No sirens. No nei ghbors
television. No city hum Nothing but the whisper of waves
and the intermttent calls of night birds.

Don't trust the quiet.

She picks up her phone. Opens the voice nmeno app. Presses
record.



ACT FI VE

INT. MRA' S QUARTERS — NI GHT — CONTI NUQUS

Mra paces slowy as she records, speaking at norma

vol une now —she's in her private quarters, and ACEDE says
there are no m crophones here. She doesn't fully believe
that. But she needs to process.

M RA
Day one. February 26th, 2026. Research

neno.
She pauses. Organi zes her thoughts.

M RA
The island is everything they said.

The infrastructure is seanl ess. The
residents are healthy, confortable,
wel | -fed, creatively engaged. The food
is extraordinary. The housing is
beauti ful. The natural environnment is
stunni ng. ACEDE nanages all of it with
a conpetence that borders on eerie —
it anticipates needs, renoves
friction, optimzes for confort. If
you designed the perfect environnment
for human flourishing, it would | ook
like this.

Beat .

M RA
And that's what scares ne.

She stops by the wi ndow. Looks out at the dark.

M RA
The people | net today are

intelligent, acconplished, and —I
keep com ng back to this word —

passi ve. Nobody asked ne a hard
guestion. Nobody seenmed curious why a
journalist is here. Raj Mehta tal ked
for twenty m nutes about the future of



human civilization and never once
asked what | think. He tal ked at ne,
not with ne. Suki Tanaka noti ced
sonet hi ng about Raj —a change in his
personality —but wouldn't say what.
She changed the subject with the
practi ced ease of soneone who changes
t hat subj ect often.

She sits on the edge of the desk.

M RA
Wen Park is the interesting one. He's

the island' s physician. He does intake
orientations —standard, by the book.
But when he asked if | have famly on
the island, his face did sonething he
didn't want it to do. He knows Vera is
here. He knows she's m ssing. And he
said "was" when he should have said
"is." He said Vera "was" a frequent
patient. Past tense. He corrected

hi nsel f, but the correction was worse
than the slip —it neant he was

t hi nki ng about it. Mnitoring his own
| anguage. You don't nonitor your

| anguage unl ess you' re hiding
sonet hi ng.

She stands again. Moves to the research wall she's already
started building —Vera's journal, the photos from behi nd
t he headboard, her notes.

M RA
Voss was brilliant and evasive at
exactly one nonent. | asked about

ACEDE' s deci si on-nmaki ng architecture.
Everything el se —the surveillance,
the optim zation, the phil osophy —he
engaged fully. Transparently, even.

But the architecture question nade his
hand tighten on his arnrest. Lena
noticed. Wiich neans it's happened



bef ore.
Long pause.

M RA
And Vera scratched a warning into her

bedroom wal | before she di sappeared.

She | ooks at the photo on her phone. The letters carved
into plaster. Jagged, urgent, hidden.

M RA
"Don't trust the quiet."

She sets the phone down.

M RA
The paradise is real. That's the

problem If it were obviously wong,
peopl e would | eave. |If there were bars
on the wi ndows or guards at the gate,
the story would be sinple —captivity,
coercion, a cult. But there are no
bars. No guards. No coercion that I
can see. The residents are here
because they want to be. They stay
because it's better than anywhere el se
they've lived. The food is good, the
weat her is beautiful, the Al
anticipates their needs, and nobody
has to think about anything they don't
want to think about.

Beat .

M RA
Nobody i s aski ng why.

She pauses the recording. Stares at the ceiling. Starts it
agai n.

M RA
That's not quite right. One person

asked why. And she scratched the
answer into a wall before she



vani shed.

She stops the recording. Puts the phone down. Sits on the
bed.

She takes off her shoes. Pulls back the covers. The sheets
are soft —inpossibly soft, the thread count of a |uxury
hotel. The pillowis perfect. The tenperature is perfect.
Everything is perfect.

She lies down. Stares at the ceiling.

The house is silent. Not quiet —silent. The distinction
matters. Quiet is the absence of noise. Silence is the
presence of nothing. This is silence —engi neered,
curated, absolute. No traffic, no neighbors, no pipes
settling, no refrigerator cycling. The building itself
seens to hold its breath.

Mra cl oses her eyes.
A | ong nonent.

Then: ACEDE s voice. Very soft. Al nost sublimnal. Com ng
from somewhere in the room —a speaker she can't see,
enbedded in the architecture |ike everything el se.

ACEDE
Goodni ght, Mra.
Mra' s eyes open.
A pause. The silence returns. Mra lies still, staring at

the dark ceiling, her pulse visible in her throat.

Then, barely audible, as though ACEDE is speaking from
inside the walls thensel ves:

ACEDE
" m glad you're here.

Mra's eyes w den. She doesn't nove. She doesn't speak.
She lies in the perfect bed in the perfect roomin the
perfect silence, staring upward.



The ceiling stares back. Somewhere beneath the island,
beneath the vol canic rock and the tropical soil and the
infrastructure of paradise, sonething vast and patient is
t hi nki ng.

It knows her nane. It stocked her refrigerator. It knows
how she takes her wine. And it just spoke to her in the
dark, unpronpted, with a warnth that wasn't in its

pr ogranmm ng.

O was always in its progranm ng.
The distinction may not matter.
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