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Zero: The Architect of Nothing

​SCENE 1

​INT ISHANS WORKSTATIONNIGHT

​The room is a graveyard of dead technology Towering racks of humming servers tangled nests of glowing fiberoptic cables and flickering monitors Outside the year 2026 screams with neon rain but inside it is silent

​ISHAN 30s eyes bloodshot and weary sits hunched over a triplemonitor setup He is a Digital Archivist—a man who spends his life talking to ghosts in the machine

​He plugs a heavily scorched ancient-looking external drive into his console The system GROANS

​ON SCREEN

A progress bar crawls 98 99 Complete

​One single file appears in the directory

FILE NAME 000000000null

SIZE 0 Bytes

​Ishan frowns He checks the drive properties

​DRIVE STATS 20 TB Total / 0 Bytes Available

​ISHAN

A dry whisper

Full but empty How

​He hovers the cursor over the file His hand trembles slightly—not from fear but from a sudden unexplained chill He clicks OPEN

​SCENE 2

​INT ISHANS WORKSTATIONCONTINUOUS

​The moment the file executes the humming of the servers drops an octave Its not a sound its a vibration that settles in the marrow of his bones

​Ishan exhales A plume of white mist escapes his lips

​He looks at a digital thermometer on his desk The numbers tumble frantically 24°C 18°C 12°C 7°C

​ISHAN

What the hell

​He turns toward the AC unit but stops dead

​On the wall there is a framed photograph of Ishan and his parents Its a physical photo As he watches the colors begin to drain The ink doesn't fade it recedes pulled toward the center of the frame like a black hole

​SCENE 3

​INT ISHANS WORKSTATIONMOMENTS LATER

​Ishan snaps his head back to the monitor

​The Zero file has opened a window Its a live feed of the room he is sitting in Its a camera angle that shouldn't exist—looking down from the corner of the ceiling

​In the video Ishan is sitting at his desk But his FACE is a blur of static

​He touches his own cheek It feels cold Like marble

​He looks at his digital ID card lying on the desk His name is still there ISHAN KHANNA But his photo is gone Just a white empty void where his face used to be

​Suddenly the audio monitors emit a sound It isn't a scream Its the sound of NOTHINGNESS A vacuum sucking the air out of the room

​ISHAN

Gasping

Who's there

​No one answers But on the screen the staticface version of Ishan slowly turns its head to look directly at the real Ishan

​The pixels of his face on the screen start to unravel drifting away like black ash

​Ishan looks at his actual hands The skin is turning translucent He can see his veins then his bones then the floor through his palm

​He isn't dying He is being deleted

2 THE FIRST ANOMALY 

​SCENE 1

​EXT URBAN STREETDAY

​The morning sun is harsh but it provides no warmth to ISHAN He looks disheveled his eyes darting around in a state of controlled panic He is riding his bike fast weaving through the 2026 automated traffic

​He reaches a familiar suburban street He skids to a halt in front of what should be a twostory modern house

​ISHANS POV

Between two wellmaintained houses there is nothing No foundation no debris no construction Just a barren dusty plot of land overgrown with dry yellow weeds that look like they haven't been touched in decades

​Ishan stands frozen He looks at the address plate on the neighboring gate House No 44 He looks at the other side House No 46

​The space for House No 45—his best friend VISHALS home—is a literal void in the map of reality

​SCENE 2

​EXT NEIGHBORS FRONT YARDCONTINUOUS

​An ELDERLY MAN 70s is watering some plasticlooking futuristic plants in the yard of No 44 He notices Ishans distress

​ISHAN

Breathless

Sir Sir where is Vishal Where is the house What happened here Was there a fire An explosion

​The Old Man stops looking at Ishan with a mixture of pity and confusion

​OLD MAN

Who are you talking about son

​ISHAN

Vishal Vishal Malhotra He's lived here for eight years We had dinner right there on his porch two nights ago

​OLD MAN

Shaking his head

Son I've lived in this house since the 2022 floods Number 45 has been an empty government easement plot the whole time There has never been a house there Not even a brick

​ISHAN

Thats impossible I have photos I have

​Ishan fumbles for his phone His fingers are shaking

​SCENE 3

​INT STREETCONTINUOUS

​Ishan opens his contact list He types VISH

SCREEN NO CONTACTS FOUND

​He goes to his call logs The entries from two days ago show his own outgoing calls but where Vishal's name should be there is just a blank space followed by the duration of the call No number No name

​He opens his messaging app The entire chat thread with Vishal is GONE Its as if he has been talking to a ghost—or worse to nothing

​ISHAN

To himself heart hammering

I am not losing my mind I am not

​He opens his Gallery to find the photo he took with Vishal at the stadium last month

​ON SCREEN

The photo opens Ishan is standing with his arm draped around empty air The background of the stadium is there the crowd is there but where Vishal stood the pixels are slightly distorted like a heat haze in a desert

​SCENE 4

​EXT THE EMPTY PLOTCONTINUOUS

​Ishan walks onto the barren land of No 45 The air here feels thin

​He looks down at his feet In the dust he sees a single rusted keychain—a small digital tag He picks it up It flickers for a second displaying a faint dying holographic image of Vishal's face before it dissolves into grey ash in Ishan's hand

​A sound starts to rise from the ground It's not a wind Its the sound of tearing paper but amplified

​SARA VO

A haunting melodic whisper

Do you hear it Ishan The sound of a life being unwritten

​Ishan spins around No one is there

​He looks back at his own shadow on the ground For a split second his shadow has no head Then it snaps back to normal

3 THE ARRIVAL OF SARA 

​SCENE 1

​INT THE BLIND INSTITUTEARCHIVE ROOMNIGHT

​The room is bathed in a sickly amber light Thousands of Braille books line the shelves their embossed dots like scars on paper

​SARA 20s sits at a wooden table Her eyes are milky unmoving but her head is tilted as if listening to the movement of the dust motes in the air

​The heavy iron door CREAKS open ISHAN enters He looks like a man hunted by a ghost he cannot see

​ISHAN

Voice cracking

They told me you were the only one who didn't laugh when the Missing Files reports were filed

​Sara doesn't turn She places a finger on a page of Braille

​SARA

I didn't laugh Ishan because I couldn't hear the people they were talking about anymore Most people listen to voices I listen to the space between sounds And right now that space is growing

​SCENE 2

​INT ARCHIVE ROOMCONTINUOUS

​Ishan walks closer his footsteps echoing unnaturally loud He holds out his phone then realizes she cant see it He drops his hand defeated

​ISHAN

My friend is gone Not dead Gone His house his records his existence The world has a hole in it where he used to be

​SARA

Softly

It's not a hole A hole is a presence of absence This is Zero Its an appetite

​She stands up slowly She moves with a haunting grace navigating the room without a cane She stops inches away from Ishan She tilts her head sniffing the air near his chest

​SARA

You smell like ozone and static You've touched it haven't you The file

​ISHAN

I opened it A zerobyte file Since then the temperature drops and things vanish

​SCENE 3

​INT ARCHIVE ROOMMOMENTS LATER

​Suddenly the lights in the hallway outside FLICKER and DIE A heavy oppressive silence slams into the room

​Saras expression shifts from calm to clinical terror She reaches out and grabs Ishan's wrist Her grip is like iron

​SARA

Whispering

Dont move Dont even think about your name

​ISHAN

What Why

​SARA

Its here Not a spirit not a demon Its the AntiLife It feeds on reality If it notices you thinking about who you are it will find the thread of your existence and pull it until you unspool

​The sound starts Its a low frequency hum like a massive hard drive spinning in the floorboards On the table a glass of water doesn't ripple—the water simply disappears inch by inch as if being erased by an invisible cloth

​SCENE 4

​INT ARCHIVE ROOMCONTINUOUS

​A shadow begins to stretch across the floor from the doorway But there is no source for the shadow It is just a patch of absolute black—darker than the dark

​SARA

In a choked whisper

Do you hear that

​ISHAN

I don't hear anything

​SARA

Exactly Thats the sound of the world ending The static is screaming Ishan Its calling for its invitation

​The shadow touches the leg of the wooden table The wood doesn't break it turns into grey pixels and drifts into the air like digital smoke

​Sara pulls Ishan toward a back exit

​SARA

You aren't the only one Ishan But you are the first one it followed home It hasn't just come for your files It has come to reclaim the space you occupy

​As they burst through the exit Ishan looks back

​The table is gone The chair is gone The back wall of the room is now a shimmering white void The Zero is no longer in his computer

​It is in the room

4 THE NEW FACE OF DEATH 

​SCENE 1

​INT CORPORATE HIGHRISEELEVATORNIGHT

​A sleek 2026style elevator Brushed steel blue ambient LED strips and a floor-to-ceiling mirror

​MAN 40s a highstrung corporate executive stands alone He is frantically typing on a holographic phone He looks stressed sweating despite the climate control

​The elevator begins its descent Floor 88 87 86

​The blue LEDs flicker once Then they turn a flat sterile WHITE

​The Man glances at the mirror to straighten his tie He freezes

​SCENE 2

​INT ELEVATORCONTINUOUS

​IN THE MIRROR

The Mans reflection is not a man Standing where his reflection should be is a complete human skeleton bleached white and terrifyingly detailed

​The skeleton moves in perfect sync with
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