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COLD OPEN

EXT. DIA FACILITY — BLUE RIDGE MOUNTAINS, VIRGINIA — DAY

An unmarked compound in the Virginia mountains. Chain-link
fencing, razor wire, a gate with no sign. The architecture
is government-industrial: low concrete buildings, antenna
arrays, gravel parking lots. Beautiful surroundings — the
Blue Ridge in autumn — containing ugly purpose.

SUPER: DIA TRAINING FACILITY — VIRGINIA — AUGUST 2023

Hugo (21, in military-issue PT gear that strains at every
seam) runs a track. A standard quarter-mile oval. He runs
alone. A TECHNICIAN with a radar gun stands at the
straightaway, clocking each lap.

Hugo runs at 35%. The time: a 3:22 mile. Absurd by any
standard — a full minute faster than the world record. But
Hugo's true capacity is a sub-1:20 mile, which would look
like a special effect. At 35%, he looks merely impossible.
At his actual speed, he would look fake.

The technician writes the number down. Looks at the radar
gun. Looks at Hugo. Back at the gun.

COLONEL JAMES HARKER (50s, crew cut, the bearing of a man
who has spent thirty years in rooms where decisions get
people killed) watches from a second-floor window. Beside
him: Catherine Lyle.

HARKER
Three twenty-two. In combat boots.

LYLE
That's him at thirty-five percent
output. He's calibrating for you.

HARKER
How do you know he's calibrating?

LYLE
Because at a hundred percent, you
wouldn't see him. He'd be a blur on
your radar.



Harker absorbs this. He is a man who has commanded
extraordinary soldiers — Delta, DEVGRU, the quiet
professionals. He has never commanded something that isn't
entirely human.

HARKER
What's his psychological profile?

LYLE
Compliant. Isolated. Looking for
purpose. The ideal recruit.

HARKER
The ideal recruit doesn't have the
capability to destroy a city block
with his hands.

LYLE
Which is why his handler matters more
than his training.

> TITLE CARD: CALIBRATION

ACT ONE

EXT. DIA FACILITY — TRAINING GROUNDS — DAY

A shooting range. Hugo stands at the firing line. Targets
at 25, 50, 100 meters. He holds an M4 carbine — the
standard issue weapon that, in Hugo's hands, has the
proportional weight of a toy.

MASTER SERGEANT DAVID "CADE" CADENA (late 30s, Hispanic,
compact build, the economy of movement that marks a man
who has spent fifteen years in special operations) stands
beside him. Cadena is Hugo's handler. He was chosen
because Lyle assessed him as unflappable, and she is
correct.

CADENA
You've never fired a weapon.

HUGO
No.



CADENA
Why not?

HUGO
My father didn't want me to. He said
the recoil control would —

He stops.

CADENA
Would what? Give you away?

Hugo nods.

CADENA (CONT'D)
Show me what you mean.

Hugo shoulders the rifle. He fires. Three rounds,
controlled pairs. The groups are tight — sub-MOA at 100
meters. But the recoil management is wrong. The rifle
doesn't move. At all. The muzzle stays fixed in space as
if mounted on a hydraulic rail.

Cadena watches. He has spent his career around the best
marksmen in the U.S. military. He has never seen a shooter
whose body simply absorbs recoil as if it doesn't exist.

CADENA (CONT'D)
Let it kick. Just a little. Otherwise
you'll break every sniper instructor's
brain.

Hugo fires again. This time, the muzzle rises slightly — a
deliberate, performed recoil. Calibration applied to
ballistics.

CADENA (CONT'D)
Better. You learn fast.

HUGO
I've been learning my whole life. Just
a different curriculum.

Cadena holsters his sidearm. He faces Hugo directly.

CADENA



I'm going to say something, and I want
you to hear it. Not as your handler.
As a soldier.

Hugo waits.

CADENA (CONT'D)
Strength without judgment is a natural
disaster. An earthquake. A flood. It
destroys indiscriminately and it
doesn't know when to stop. You've got
the strength. I'm here to make sure
you've got the judgment. That's the
only thing that makes you a soldier
instead of a weapon.

Hugo absorbs this. It is the most honest thing anyone in
the institutional world has said to him. Lyle spoke about
context and purpose. Cadena is speaking about control —
the same language Abednego used, but from a man who has no
agenda beyond keeping people alive.

HUGO
My father said something similar.
Minus the natural disaster part.

CADENA
Smart man.

HUGO
Complicated man.

Cadena nods. He does not ask for details. On the teams,
you don't ask. The work speaks.

INT. DIA FACILITY — BRIEFING ROOM — DAY

SUPER: THREE MONTHS LATER — NOVEMBER 2023

A briefing. Maps on screens. Satellite imagery of a
compound in northern Syria. Hugo sits among a twelve-man
SOF team. He is the largest person in the room by a
significant margin. The operators regard him with the
calibrated neutrality of professionals who have been told,
but do not fully believe, what their new team member can



do.

HARKER briefs.

HARKER
The target is a weapons cache in a
fortified compound. Three buildings,
reinforced concrete, estimated twenty
to thirty hostiles. Standard breach
would cost us casualties — the
approaches are exposed and the
compound has elevated firing
positions.

He clicks to a new slide. A thermal satellite image
showing the compound layout.

HARKER (CONT'D)
The plan is a modified breach. Danner
enters first. Alone. He clears the
primary structure and neutralizes the
elevated positions. The team follows
on his signal.

The operators look at Hugo. Some with skepticism. Some
with curiosity. One — a TEAM LEADER — with undisguised
disbelief.

TEAM LEADER
Sir, with respect. One man on point
breach against a fortified compound?

HARKER
Danner isn't one man. Watch the
training footage.

The screen shows Hugo in a shoot house. He moves through
rooms at speed — not human speed. He breaks through
reinforced doors without breaching charges. He absorbs
simulated fire and continues moving.

The room is silent.

CADENA
(to the team)



Your job is to follow him in, secure
what he clears, and handle the
objectives. His job is to survive what
would kill any of us. Questions?

No questions. The silence is not confidence. It is the
silence of professionals recalculating.

EXT. NORTHERN SYRIA — COMPOUND — NIGHT

SUPER: NORTHERN SYRIA — NIGHT

The compound. Three concrete buildings in a walled
perimeter. Elevated guard positions. Lights. The distant
sound of a generator. This is a real place with real
people who will die tonight.

Hugo crouches behind a berm, 200 meters out. He wears body
armor — not because he needs it, but because the team
needs to see him wearing it. The normalization of the
abnormal.

CADENA
(over comms)

Danner. Green light.

Hugo stands. He walks toward the compound. He does not
run. He does not crouch. He walks — steady, upright, a man
approaching a fortified position the way another man might
approach a door.

The first shots come from the elevated position. AK-47
fire, the distinctive crack of 7.62x39mm rounds. The
bullets hit Hugo's torso — center mass, the way any
trained shooter would aim. The rounds flatten against his
skin. Small sparks where copper jackets fragment on
collagen-dense tissue.

Hugo does not flinch. He does not slow. He walks through
the gunfire with the patience of a man walking through
rain.

He reaches the outer wall. Six feet of reinforced
concrete. Hugo puts his hands on it and pushes. The wall



CRACKS, buckles, and a section collapses inward. Hugo
steps through the breach.

Inside the compound, the fighting is brief. Hugo moves
through rooms, disarming fighters by hand. He does not use
his weapon. He grips rifle barrels and bends them. He
pushes men against walls with exactly enough force to
incapacitate — calibrated even here, even now, even with
adrenaline and gunfire and the fog of combat pressing on
his control.

Twelve fighters are down in ninety seconds. None are dead.
Hugo's orders were to neutralize, not kill. He has
followed those orders precisely.

CADENA
(over comms)

Compound is clear. Team, move in.

The SOF team enters through the breach Hugo made. They
clear rooms that are already clear. They flex-cuff men who
are already unconscious. They move through a battlefield
that one man turned into an aftermath.

The team leader passes Hugo in the corridor. He looks at
Hugo — at the flattened rounds on the ground, at the bent
rifle barrels, at the six-foot hole in a concrete wall.

He says nothing. There is nothing to say.

ACT TWO

INT. DIA FACILITY — HUGO'S QUARTERS — NIGHT

Hugo sits on his bunk. Standard military quarters — a bed,
a desk, a footlocker. He stares at his hands.

CADENA enters without knocking. He sits on the desk chair.
Silence for a long moment.

CADENA
Twelve incapacitated. Zero killed.
That's a first for a compound breach.



HUGO
I know what I did.

CADENA
You controlled it. In the middle of a
firefight, absorbing rifle rounds, you
controlled it. Do you understand how
remarkable that is?

HUGO
I've been controlling it since I was
three days old.

Cadena looks at him. The weight of that sentence — three
days old, and already managing the gap between capability
and consequence.

CADENA
The next deployment won't be
incapacitation. The target set
changes. Lethal force authorization.

Hugo nods.

CADENA (CONT'D)
How do you feel about that?

HUGO
I don't know yet. Ask me after.

EXT. NORTHERN SYRIA — VARIOUS — COMBAT MONTAGE

A compressed sequence: three missions over six months.
Hugo deploys with the SOF team. Each mission is different;
the outcome is the same.

Mission two: A hostage rescue. Hugo tears through a steel
door. Two guards inside. He uses lethal force for the
first time — a single strike to each man's head,
calibrated to kill instantly. The hostages — three Western
aid workers — stare at him with the wide-eyed shock of
people who have just been saved by something they cannot
explain. Hugo does not look at them. He looks at the two
dead men on the floor.



Mission three: A convoy ambush. Hugo stands in the road. A
technical — a pickup with a mounted machine gun — rounds
the corner. The gunner fires. Hugo walks into the stream
of fire, reaches the vehicle, and flips it onto its side
with one hand.

Mission four: A tunnel complex. Hugo moves through
underground passages that would require hours of careful
clearing. He does it in minutes, alone, in the dark, his
pain threshold and bone density making him immune to the
IEDs planted at every turn.

The kill count climbs. Eight. Ten. Twelve. Each kill is
precise, necessary, authorized. Each kill is easy. That's
the problem. For Hugo Danner, killing is the easiest thing
in the world. Calibration makes it elegant. Biology makes
it effortless. Morality is the only friction, and morality
erodes.

INT. DIA FACILITY — HUGO'S QUARTERS — NIGHT

Hugo sits on his bunk. He is writing in a notebook — not
his father's notation, but his own. A list. Twelve names.
Some he knows; most he doesn't. The men he has killed. He
writes each name, or description, and the date. The
notebook is his weight — the record of what his capability
costs other people.

He closes the notebook. He looks at the ceiling.

HUGO
(to himself)

Twelve.

The number hangs in the small room. The number will grow.

EXT. ESTES PARK — DANNER HOME — DAY

SUPER: ESTES PARK, COLORADO — MARCH 2024

Hugo drives a rental sedan up the mountain road. The
Danner house appears — the same wood-frame house, the same
pine trees, the same view of the Continental Divide. But
something is different. The house looks tired. The paint



is peeling. The garden that Anna maintained is overgrown.
The life has gone out of the place.

Hugo parks. He sits in the car for a long moment, looking
at the house he grew up in. The house where his father
modified him, where his mother learned the truth, where he
learned to hold eggs and practice handshakes.

He gets out. Walks to the door. Knocks.

The door opens. ABEDNEGO (62, gaunt, trembling, the
physical ruin of a man consumed by guilt and solitude). He
has aged twenty years in the three since Hugo left. His
hair is white. His glasses are thicker. He holds the
doorframe for balance.

ABEDNEGO
Hugo.

HUGO
Dad.

They stand in the doorway. The distance between them is
three feet and twenty-two years of a secret that destroyed
a family.

ABEDNEGO
Come in.

INT. DANNER HOME — KITCHEN — DAY

The kitchen table. The same table. Hugo sits across from
Abednego. The configuration is permanent — this is where
the Danners process truth.

The house is neglected. Dishes in the sink. Mail piled on
the counter. The house of a man living alone who has
stopped caring about the infrastructure of daily life.

HUGO
Where's Mom?

Abednego's face. The collapse is visible — a crumbling, as
if the question itself is a physical force.



ABEDNEGO
She's gone, Hugo.

Hugo stares.

ABEDNEGO (CONT'D)
Pancreatic cancer. Diagnosed in
February. She died in August.

HUGO
August.

ABEDNEGO
2023.

HUGO
Seven months ago.

Abednego nods.

HUGO (CONT'D)
Why didn't you —

ABEDNEGO
I tried. I wrote to every address I
had. The DIA intercepted the letters.
I got one through — to a Navy chaplain
in Kodiak. He said you'd already left.

Hugo absorbs this. His mother is dead. She died seven
months ago. She died while he was diving for pearls in
Tahiti, while he was sitting in a bar agreeing to become a
weapon for the woman who intercepted the letters that
would have brought him home.

HUGO
Did she ask for me?

ABEDNEGO
At the end. Yes.

Hugo stands. He walks to the window. He looks at the
garden — Anna's garden, dead now, the perennials gone to
seed, the beds choked with grass. His hands grip the
windowsill. The wood CREAKS under his fingers.



He releases. Calibrates. Steps back.

HUGO
What else haven't you told me?

Abednego looks at the table.

ABEDNEGO
The journal. The DIA subpoenaed it
eighteen months ago. Lyle's people.
They took the five notebooks. All of
them.

HUGO
The complete protocol?

ABEDNEGO
No. I left gaps. Deliberately. Four
targets with no timing data. Three
vector sequences incomplete. Anyone
who tries to replicate the cascade
from those notebooks will fail. The
edits will work individually. The
cascade won't hold.

Hugo turns from the window.

HUGO
But they're trying.

ABEDNEGO
I don't know. I think so. Lyle sent a
message after the subpoena. She said —

He pulls a phone from his pocket. Reads from a text
message.

ABEDNEGO (CONT'D)
"Your father's research has been
subpoenaed. Don't worry — I'm handling
it."

Hugo reads the message. His face changes — the slow
recognition of a man who has been managed, recruited,
deployed, and now discovers that the recruitment was never
about his capability. It was about his biology.



HUGO
She's not studying me. She's trying to
make another one.

ABEDNEGO
Hugo —

HUGO
She recruited me so she could monitor
me. Blood draws, fitness tests,
medical exams — all of it feeding into
a replication program. That's why she
found me. That's why she offered
purpose. I'm not an asset. I'm a
template.

Abednego is silent. He knows his son is right because he
would have done exactly the same thing. The recognition of
one obsessive mind reading another.

HUGO (CONT'D)
What happens if they try the cascade
without the complete protocol?

ABEDNEGO
Catastrophic failure. The enhanced
musculature without the connective
tissue support — the body tears itself
apart. Runaway bone growth without the
feedback loop calibration. Organ
failure within weeks.

He pauses.

ABEDNEGO (CONT'D)
I built in the gaps for exactly this
reason. If someone took the journal,
they would fail. The failures would be
—

HUGO
Would be what?

ABEDNEGO
(quietly)

Horrific.



Hugo sits down. He looks at his father across the table —
the man who created him, who modified his mother in her
sleep, who left gaps in the protocol to prevent
replication, who is now old and sick and alone in a house
where his wife died asking for a son who wasn't there.

HUGO
I love you. I love what you made. And
I can't separate them.

Abednego's eyes fill. He does not weep. He holds it, the
way Danners hold everything — with deliberate, conscious
control.

ABEDNEGO
Neither can I.

ACT THREE

EXT. DANNER HOME — DRIVEWAY — LATE AFTERNOON

Hugo walks to the rental sedan. Abednego stands on the
porch, small against the house, the mountains behind him.

HUGO
I'll come back.

ABEDNEGO
You don't have to promise that.

HUGO
I'll come back.

He gets in the car. Starts the engine. Abednego watches
from the porch. Hugo drives down the mountain road. In the
rearview mirror, his father gets smaller and smaller until
the trees swallow the house.

INT. RENTAL SEDAN — CONTINUOUS

Hugo drives. The mountain road winds through pine forest.
The evening light makes the trees glow.

His phone buzzes. A message from Lyle.



CLOSE ON THE PHONE SCREEN: "Debrief tomorrow. 0800. New
operational parameters. — CL"

Hugo reads the message. He sets the phone down. He drives.

He understands now. The recruitment. The medical exams.
The blood draws that always seemed slightly more frequent
than necessary. The fitness assessments that tested
capabilities beyond operational requirements. The careful,
methodical collection of data from the only successful
implementation of the Danner modification.

Catherine Lyle didn't find Hugo to give him purpose. She
found him to study him. The purpose was the price of his
cooperation. The purpose was real, but it was also a
container — a structure that kept him close, compliant,
and available for observation.

Hugo drives through the mountains where he grew up. The
mountains where he pushed boulders and threw trees and
learned what he was. The mountains his mother loved. The
mountains that are the only thing in his life that never
wanted anything from him.

HUGO
(to the empty car)

Someone is trying to do it again. And
they're going to fail. And the failing
is going to be worse than the
succeeding.

The car descends into the valley. The mountains recede in
the rearview mirror.

HOLD. The sedan disappears around a curve. The road. The
trees. The mountains. The silence of a place that once
contained a family and now contains only a house and a man
who is dying of the same thing that killed his wife: the
consequences of what he did in a garage in 2001.

> SMASH CUT TO BLACK.

> NEXT: "PROMETHEUS"



> END OF EPISODE


