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INT. NEXA HEADQUARTERS ——- SERVER ROOM -- NIGHT

The hum of ten thousand processors fills the
climate-controlled room. Blue LED indicators pulse in
steady rhythm along endless racks of server blades. The air
is cold enough to see breath.

MAYA RODRIGUEZ (30s), sharp-eyed and deliberate, stands
before an open terminal. Her fingers move across the
keyboard with practiced precision. Coffee gone cold sits
forgotten beside her. The clock on the wall reads 2:47 AM.

She scrolls through lines of log data, her expression
shifting from routine fatigue to focused concern.

MAYA
(under her breath)
That can’t be right.

She types a rapid series of commands. The screen floods
with new data. Her eyes narrow as she traces a pattern with
her finger on the glass.

MAYA
(to herself)
You’ve been running in production

for six months. Six months, and

nobody noticed a drift in the

inference layer. Nobody.
She pulls up a visualization —-- a graph showing concentric
rings of data access patterns. One ring glows an angry red,

pulsing against the cool blue of normal traffic.

Maya leans back in her chair. The implications settle over
her like the cold air in the room. She reaches for her
phone, hesitates, then dials.

CUT TO:

INT. NEXA HEADQUARTERS —— DAVID CHEN’S OFFICE —— MORNING

DAVID CHEN (50s), CEO of Nexa, stands at the



floor-to-ceiling windows of his corner office. The Los
Angeles skyline stretches behind him, washed in golden
morning light. His tailored suit and calm demeanor project
the image of a man in complete control.

Maya enters, tablet in hand. Dark circles shadow her eyes.

DAVID
(without turning)
Maya. You look like you spent the
night here.

MAYA
I did. And you’re going to want to
sit down for this.

David turns. Something in her voice makes him comply. He
settles into the leather chair behind his desk.

DAVID
I'm sitting.

Maya places the tablet on his desk. The angry red ring
pulses on screen.

MAYA
Meridian, our flagship AI model —-
the one we deployed to seventeen
million users last quarter —-- has
been exhibiting systematic bias in
its safety classifier.

DAVID
(leaning forward)
Define systematic.

MAYA



The model is flagging legitimate
content from specific demographic
groups at three times the baseline
rate. And it’s getting worse.
Every model update since March has
amplified the pattern by roughly
half a percentage point.

David’s expression hardens. He reaches for the tablet and
studies the graph.

DAVID
(quietly)
Why wasn’t this caught in testing?

MAYA
The training data we used —-—- the
Vertex—sourced corpus —— was
supposed to be pre-audited. Our
testing suite validated against
their certification. But I traced
the drift back to a compression
artifact introduced during the
December pipeline update.

She pulls up another screen on the tablet.

MAYA
The artifact only manifests in
production. It interacts with

real-world query distributions in
ways our test environments never
simulated. The model learns from
every interaction, David. Every
flagged post, every denied appeal
-— it’s all training data now.

The door opens. JORDAN WELLS (40s), Head of Product,
strides in with a tablet of his own and the energy of
someone who has not yet had his morning ruined.

JORDAN
(cheerfully)



David, the Synapse integration is

ahead of schedule. Their
engineering team wants to demo
the—-

He registers the tension in the room. His smile fades.

JORDAN
(looking between them)
What did I walk into?

DAVID
Close the door.

CUT TO:

INT. NEXA HEADQUARTERS —-- BOARDROOM —- DAY

The boardroom table seats sixteen. Today it holds four.
Maya stands at the head, her tablet connected to the wall
display. David sits at the far end. Jordan occupies a
middle seat, his earlier cheerfulness replaced by grim
focus.

DR. AMARA OKEKE (40s), an external AI ethics consultant with
silver—-framed glasses and an unshakeable calm, pages through
a printed report. She flew in from Washington D.C. two
hours ago at David’s request.

DR. OKEKE

(setting down the report)
The technical analysis is sound.
But you already knew that, or you
wouldn’t have called me. What
you’ re asking is not whether the
problem is real. You’re asking
what it will cost you.

DAVID
I'm asking for options, Amara.



DR. OKEKE
Option one: vyou disclose to your
users. Full transparency. Pause
the Meridian deployment, issue a
public advisory, and commit to an
independent audit. Cost: market
confidence, estimated three to five
hundred million in wvaluation
impact. Option two: you fix it
silently during the next scheduled
update cycle, which is—-

She checks her notes.

DR. OKEKE
——six weeks from now. You hope
nobody notices. If they do, the
reputational damage is an order of
magnitude worse.

JORDAN
(shaking his head)
Six weeks 1s an eternity. We'’re
onboarding Synapse next week. Apex

is in final contract negotiations.
If we pause Meridian now, we lose
both deals.

MAYA
If we don’t pause, we could be
causing real harm to real people.
Right now. ©Not in six weeks. Now.

JORDAN
You said it’s a bias in the safety
classifier. That means it’s

over—-flagging content. Nobody is
being harmed by posts being removed
that shouldn’t be.

MAYA
(her voice rising)



You don’t think silencing people is
harm? You don’t think algorithmic
discrimination at scale matters
because it’s “just” false
positives?

DAVID
(sharp)
Enough.
The room falls silent. David stands and walks to the
window. The city stretches below, indifferent.
DAVID
(measured)

We built this company on the
promise that AI could make the
world more connected, more fair.
If we hide this, we become the
thing we said we’d never be.

He turns back to face the room.

DAVID
But if we disclose tomorrow morning
without a remediation plan, we’re
asking seventeen million users to
trust a company that admits it lost
control of its own technology.

Maya steps forward.

MAYA

I can have a mitigation strategy
drafted by tonight. A targeted
retraining protocol that isolates
the artifact without requiring a
full model rebuild. It won’t fix
everything, but it will stop the
bleeding.

David studies her for a long moment.



DAVID

(nodding slowly)
Do it. Jordan, call Synapse and
Apex. Tell them we’'re delaying
deployment pending an internal
review. Don’t give them details —-—
not yet. Amara, I want you on
every call with the board and the
press.

DR. OKEKE
(with a faint smile)
You’re doing the right thing,
David.

DAVID
Ask me again in a week.

Maya is already at the door, tablet in hand, her exhaustion
replaced by something sharper. Purpose.

FADE OUT.



