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1. INT. MERIWETHER FACILITY - SERVER ROOM - NIGHT

The servers whir noisily to life as a nervous technician 
tries not to panic.

ELECTRICIAN
(growing concern)

Hello? Are you still there? I can’t 
get started if the servers are 
powered on!

TECHNICIAN
(muffled across room)

What? The power should be off by 
now.

ELECTRICIAN
(completely lost)

What? No, the servers are...

Suddenly, a third server whirs to life... and a voice echoes 
through the intercom, LAUGHING IN DARK AMUSEMENT AND VICTORY.

“FRED BLAIR”
(dark, amused)

Oh, there now... no need to be 
afraid. The power is still off. I 
just don’t need it anymore.

Something in the bank of servers sparks, and an unearthly 
energy lashes out, striking the technician -- HE SCREAMS IN 
PAIN AND TERROR AS HIS BODY IS VAPORIZED, then...

2. INT? UNKNOWN - NIGHT?

The technician’s scream is cut suddenly short as the noisy 
server room vanishes into a quiet, dark, windless space that 
echoes faintly into the infinite distance.

A moment of confused silence -- then...

TECHNICIAN
(confusion)

Where... where am I?

No reply.

TECHNICIAN (CONT’D)
(growing nervousness)

Hello? Is anyone there?



His words just echo into the distance. A faint rumbling, 
shifting sound can be faintly heard, along with something 
that sounds like the hiss of machinery... but nothing else.

After a long moment, the technician starts to walk forward. 
Their footsteps sound oddly flat, almost metallic but 
strangely organi.

TECHNICIAN (CONT’D)
(muttering to self, 
worried)

Alright Connor... sounds like 
you’re alone in here. Yeah... 
alone. Better than being trapped 
here with... whatever that thing in 
the server room was. Now you just 
need to figure out where here is. 
No big deal. No problem.

The technician stops, looking around more closely at his 
surroundings.

TECHNICIAN (CONT’D)
(eyes straining against 
the dark)

Looks like... still underground. 
Some kind of tunnel or something. 
Maybe... under the facility? Did I 
fall through the floor somehow?

Slight noise as Connor looks up -- but sees nothing.

TECHNICIAN (CONT’D)
(slightly worried)

Nope, doesn’t look like it... and 
if I fell from up there, I would’ve 
broken my legs. Did I pass out?

Faint movements as Connor checks his head for any sign of 
injury.

TECHNICIAN (CONT’D)
(unconvincing)

I... I must have. Yeah, that must 
be it. They forgot to turn the 
power off, I got electrocuted, and 
then they brought me down here 
to... to...

Connor’s train of thought peters out. After a moment, he 
turns and starts yelling again.

2.



TECHNICIAN (CONT’D)
Hello! If there’s anyone listening, 
this really isn’t funny! I’m 
serious! I’m gonna call the police 
if you don’t --

Connor cuts off, suddenly realizing something. Faint movement 
as he pulls his cell phone out, switching it on with a beep.

TECHNICIAN (CONT’D)
Two bars... thank god.

The technician dials 911, then holds the phone up to his ear. 
It rings for a moment (the sound oddly discordant) then what 
sounds like an automated message plays.

“FRED BLAIR”
(taunting)

We’re sorry, the number you’re 
trying to reach has been 
disconnected. Please hang up and 
try again.

The call disconnects. Connor sits frozen for a moment, then 
looks at his phone.

TECHNICIAN
(horrified realization)

That voice...
(sudden alarm)

Wait, when did the battery get so 
low? I charged it this morn--

He cuts off as the phone dies. He stares at it for a long 
moment, TRYING TO BREATHE SLOWLY AND STAY CALM.

TECHNICIAN (CONT’D)
(on the edge of panic)

What the fuck is happening?

In the distance, A LOW MOAN IS HEARD, echoing up the tunnels 
towards Connor. HIS BREATHING CUTS OFF as he strains to 
listen.

TECHNICIAN (CONT’D)
(whisper, nervous)

Hello? Who’s there?

No reply. Connor begins to walk forward slowly, staring out 
into the dark.

THE MOAN RISES AGAIN, a little to his left. Connor stops, 
then turns slightly and walks towards the apparent source.
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TECHNICIAN (CONT’D)
If you can hear me, then keep 
making noise... it’s hard to see in 
here.

THE VOICE MOANS AGAIN, a pained but almost lethargic sound -- 
but undoubtedly closer now.

TECHNICIAN (CONT’D)
Hold on, I think I’m almost--

Connor cuts off as THE MOAN RISES ALMOST TO A WAIL, now close 
enough that its source is clear... as is the strong digital 
distortion of the noise, like certain frequencies have been 
stripped from it.

TECHNICIAN (CONT’D)
(staring in mute horror)

Oh my god.

There’s a faint sound of movement as the figure tries to 
reach out towards Connor, but they’re snapped back by a 
sharp, almost magnetic sound.

TECHNICIAN (CONT’D)
(shaking out of their 
stupor, trying to help)

Hold on buddy, I’m gonna get you 
out of that wall... god, how’d you 
even get stuck in there like that?

Connor reaches out to pull them out, but the WAIL RISES TO A 
NOISE OF ALARMED WARNING -- ALMOST WORDS.

TECHNICIAN (CONT’D)
(jumping back)

What, what? I’m just trying to help 
you?

The trapped figure MAKES A FAINT SOUND OF PROTEST, moving 
just enough to shake their head.

TECHNICIAN (CONT’D)
(suddenly realizing, 
mounting dread)

Wait... are you saying that if I 
try to help you -- I’ll end up like 
that?

The figure makes AN AFFIRMATIVE NOISE, nodding as much as 
they’re able. Connor stands there for a moment, frozen in 
indecision before...

4.



TECHNICIAN (CONT’D)
Sorry, I.. I can’t just leave you 
here. Maybe I can find something to 
get you out, just -- hold on.

The technician hurries off down the tunnel, the trapped 
figure MAKING A LOW MOAN as they flee.

Connor's footsteps echo in the cavernous space, shifting from 
more metallic to more organic as he goes along, but there is 
no discernible change in his environment.

After a while, he slows down, glancing around in confusion.

TECHNICIAN (CONT’D)
(confusion)

Wait. Where... where am I?

No reply -- again.

TECHNICIAN (CONT’D)
(growing nervousness)

Hello? Is anyone there?

Silence -- and then the LOW MOAN OF THE TRAPPED FIGURE 
carries down the tunnel towards him.

TECHNICIAN (CONT’D)
(suddenly remembering)

Oh right -- hang on buddy, I’m 
coming!

Connor rushes over to the trapped figure, who makes a NOISE 
OF RECOGNITION at the sight of him.

TECHNICIAN (CONT’D)
It’s okay, it’s okay -- I’m back. I 
couldn’t find anything to get you 
out, but... I mean, I could just 
try to pull you out of the wall, 
right?

The trapped figure WAILS IN PROTEST, and Connor jumps back.

TECHNICIAN (CONT’D)
Right, right, you said already... 
dammit, there’s gotta be something 
in here that can help.

The trapped figure gives a LOW, HOPELESS MOAN -- they know 
there isn’t.
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TECHNICIAN (CONT’D)
Listen, I’ve gotta try, okay? I 
can’t just leave you like this. 
Hold tight... I promise, I’ll get 
you out.

The figure GIVES A HOPELESS MOAN, but Connor is already up 
the tunnel, running at full pelt.

He runs for a few moments -- then suddenly, his phone rings.

TECHNICIAN (CONT’D)
(confused, excited)

What the hell... I have service 
down here?

(answers call, hopeful)
Hello?

“FRED BLAIR”
(pretending to be an 
automated message)

Do you feel like your life is 
going round in circles? Are 
you sick of the same old 
routine day after day? Are 
you tired of that inescapable 
sense that the world is 
feeding on you, draining your 
life away until you/can’t 
even tell who you are anymore-
-

TECHNICIAN (CONT'D)
(growing alarm)

Hello? Can you hear me? I’m 
trapped somewhere underground 
and I can’t get out... I 
think I’m--

The phone call suddenly disconnects. Connor stands in stunned 
silence, then pulls the phone from his ear, staring at it -- 
a faint recollection tugging at his mind.

TECHNICIAN (CONT’D)
Didn’t... isn’t that the same... 
and my phone, it was...

(long beat, growing 
terror)

What the fuck is happening--?

A LOW MOAN suddenly rises from the trapped figure... now up 
ahead again. Connor jumps.

TECHNICIAN (CONT’D)
(beat -- whisper, nervous)

Hello? Who’s there?

THE MOAN RISES AGAIN, a little to his left. Connor hesitates, 
then starts towards the source of the noise.
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TECHNICIAN (CONT’D)
If you can hear me, then keep 
making noise... it’s hard to see in 
here.

THE VOICE MOANS AGAIN, a more worried and heartbroken sound -- 
they’ve realized what’s happening to Connor.

Connor doesn’t hear the subtlety -- but he does finally see 
the trapped figure.

TECHNICIAN (CONT’D)
Oh god, it’s you -- of course it’s 
you. Sorry, it’s just -- been a 
while. Right? It feels like it’s 
been a while?

THE FIGURE GIVES A MORE DISTRESSED MOAN, trying to make the 
situation clear to no avail.

TECHNICIAN (CONT’D)
(misinterpreting their 
distress)

Hey, I’m sorry, it’s just... it’s 
been a really stressful day is all. 
I was, uh... um...

(struggling to remember)
What was I doing? It was... 
something with, uh... computers! 
That’s right... big computers. And 
I was... uh... was I a programmer? 
No, no, that’s not right...

(pause, trying to remember 
-- growing alarm)

Why can’t I remember?

The trapped figure MOANS LOUDER, TRYING TO FORM WORDS -- 
trying to warn him.

TECHNICIAN (CONT’D)
(realizing, growing panic)

Wait... how many times have I been 
here? I can’t... I can’t remember. 
I can’t remember anything!

The trapped figure SUDDENLY CRIES OUT, and the magnetic sound 
that pulled them back into the wall suddenly spikes. A sound 
somewhere between shifting rocks, organic movement, and 
digital white noise rises as they’re drawn further into the 
wall.
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TECHNICIAN (CONT’D)
(horrified)

What is... no, no, no, no! Grab 
hold of something, you’re--

The WAIL CUTS OFF WITH HORRIBLE FINALITY, and all other sound 
dies. Connor stands motionless for a long second, facing the 
unmistakable feeling that he’s just watched someone die.

TECHNICIAN (CONT’D)
(PANTING, horrified)

...fuck.

A moment of echoing silence... then Connor’s phone rings 
again.

TECHNICIAN (CONT’D)
(confused, excited)

What the hell... I have service 
down here?

(answers call, hopeful)
Hello? Who is this? Help me 
please!?

“FRED BLAIR”
(pretending to be pre-
recorded again)

And Canst thou draw out leviathan 
with an hook? or his tongue with a 
cord which thou lettest down? Canst 
thou put a hook into his nose? or 
bore his jaw through with a thorn? 
Will he make many supplications 
unto thee? will he speak soft words 
unto thee? Will he make a covenant 
with thee? Lay thine hand upon him, 
remember the battle, and do no 
more. Behold, the hope of him is in 
vain: shall not one be cast down 
even at the sight of him? None is 
so fierce that dare stir him up: 
who then is able to stand before 
me? Who hath prevented me, that I 
should repay him? whatsoever is 
under the whole of heaven is 
mine... forever.

TECHNICIAN
(horrified, whispered 
revelation)

Holy shit... it’s him... it’s the 
voice from the server room.
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“FRED BLAIR”
(pause, speaking to him 
directly)

So you still remember your life in 
the waking world, do you?

CONNOR YELPS, hurling his phone against the cave wall in 
terror. It shatters, and “Fred’s” voice disappears.

CONNOR SLOWLY TRIES TO CATCH HIS BREATH, heart hammering. 
Eventually his BREATHING SLOWS, and he recovers slightly.

TECHNICIAN
(worried)

Shit... I hope that isn’t broken...

Connor crosses to where his phone landed, leaning over to 
pick it up...

When the same magnetic sound that drew the trapped figure 
into the wall rises, pinning his hand to the floor.

Connor struggles, trying to get free -- to no avail.

TECHNICIAN (CONT’D)
(mounting panic)

Ah! What the... what is that? Why 
can’t I... ah! Shit, my arm -- 
help! Help!!

No reply -- obviously. Connor STRUGGLES, pulling at his arm 
with all his strength to dislodge it from the wall until...

CONNOR SCREAMS IN PAIN as his shoulder dislocates -- but at 
the same moment his arm comes free and he stumbles backwards, 
landing in a heap.

HE PANTS IN PAIN AND TERROR FOR A LONG MOMENT... and then the 
shattered phone begins to ring.

He doesn’t move to answer it.

TECHNICIAN (CONT’D)
(trying to resist)

Don’t answer it.
(rings again)

It’s broken... it can’t be 
ringing... don’t answer it...

(rings again)
I’m not going to answer it.

One last ring -- then it cuts off pointedly, and “Fred’s” 
voice comes through on speaker.
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“FRED BLAIR”
(taunting)

Clever boy... you’ve held on far 
longer than most of the others I’ve 
drawn in. But it’s already starting 
to slip, isn’t it? Your memory of 
what brought you to this place? Of 
who and what you were beyond the 
veil? Wouldn’t it be so much easier 
to just... let it all go?

TECHNICIAN
I won’t... I can’t...

“FRED BLAIR”
(amused)

Oh, such a strong will... such a 
firm hold on reality. That force of 
will is truly a thing to admire. 
But it can only stretch so far... 
and you need it to hold every time. 
I just need to break it once.

TECHNICIAN
(surge of anger)

Fuck you.

“FRED BLAIR”
(DARK CHUCKLE)

Hold onto that fire, child -- 
you’re going to need it.

(beat)
Just... one more question before I 
go.

TECHNICIAN
I’m not telling you anything.

“FRED BLAIR”
I’m sure you won’t... but just 
humor an old serpent their games, 
would you? What is your name?

TECHNICIAN
(annoyed, blurting out)

It’s --
(pause, realizing)

It’s... it started with a... a... a 
c? Or was it...

BEEP BEEP. The “phone call” disconnects.
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TECHNICIAN (CONT’D)
(rapidly fading panic)

Wait... wait! Don’t leave me here! 
Don’t... please...

The echoes of the technician's cries carry up and down the 
infinite passages of the Oroborus... but no other sound is 
heard.

After a long moment, he stands up, glancing around in 
confusion.

TECHNICIAN (CONT’D)
(confusion)

Where... where am I?

No reply.

TECHNICIAN (CONT’D)
(growing nervousness)

Hello? Is anyone there?

His words just echo into the distance. A faint rumbling, 
shifting sound can be faintly heard, along with something 
that sounds like the hiss of machinery... but nothing else.

ROLL END THEME 
AND CREDITS
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