
DAWN OF US SYNOPSIS 

 
We fucked our planet. 

No other option but to leave it. Aboard the warship Olympus, the last of a 
clan launch into the stars— hunted by the Titans. 

During the journey, Ares wakes from deep hibernation. An infantry hoplite 
and son of the clan leader, he carries heavy expectations. But born in 
space, never having touched solid ground, he questions everything. 

Ignoring his duties as they near a possible new home, Ares discovers an 
empty penitentiary cell. Suddenly, alarms blare. The ship spirals out of 
control, crashing through the atmosphere—almost everyone aboard is lost. 

Deep inside Olympus, the main power core shatters. A mysterious cube 
slips free—landing far away, where a curious antagonist seizes it with their 
teeth. 

From the fiery wreckage, Ares crawls out, desperate to find survivors. He 
grabs a hand—it snaps away. Then a cry for help. It’s Athena, his sister and 
military intelligence officer—the one he’s most at odds with. 

They follow the screams—then hear a chilling murder scream. In the 
shadows, something fast and deadly snatches a crewmember. 

Shit. Just when they thought it couldn’t get worse. 

As they press on, Ares and Athena find family—three dire wolves, their 
sister Artemis, an elite recon archer, and their uncle Hades, chief marshal 
of Olympus, clutching the spot where his wife was taken. He commands the 
wolves to go after her. They vanish into the dark, howling in pain. 

With no other choice, the survivors must find shelter—and survive the 
night. 

Aboard Olympus, Hades jolts awake to alarms. Panic floods him as he 
searches for his wife, Persephone. In zero gravity, he drifts toward a limp 
body—not hers. Then, a weak call from her sleep pod. He opens it and holds 
her tight, whispering empty promises. The ship burns around them. She 
calls his name as they plunge. 

Crash. Black. 



Ash drifts down as Hades forces his eyes open, crawling to Persephone’s 
still form. He cradles her lifeless body, desperate, whispering her name. 
Then—a breath, cold and close. He looks up to monstrous jaws. Persephone 
is ripped from his grip, vanishing into darkness. A scream chokes in his 
throat. 

Hades wakes from his nightmare. 

Day breaks. Olympus has slammed into a mountain—most of it still intact, 
but barely. Voices clash in heated debate: stay and wait for rescue—or risk 
everything to reach the main group before nightfall. Then they find the 
wolves—scarred but alive—and a war chariot. 

In the forest, a woman runs for her life. She crashes onto unconscious 
survivors. Aphrodite—clad in a spacesuit—barely registers the turmoil 
before sinking back into darkness. 

Desperately trying to warn them of the coming horror, the woman is 
suddenly choked out by a convict. He wakes his friend, another 
condemned. They sneer, reveling in the havoc they’re about to unleash. 
Then—a sound. 

A monstrous shadow descends on the choked woman. The stench claws at 
her throat. She wakes—only to be ripped apart alive. 

Aphrodite jerks awake to the sickening crunch. Her scream shatters the 
silence, waking Asia, who screams back. The last to stir, a gentle professor, 
blinks his eyes open behind thick glasses. 

The war chariot rolls in, unaware of what just unfolded. Heavily armed 
now, our crew investigates—they spot a monstrous footprint. A noise snaps 
them to alert. Weapons raised, they brace for attack. 

An panicked owl streaks out of nowhere—straight into Athena’s chest just 
to fly off immediately. She tries to call her companion back, but the bird 
disappears into the shadows. 

Aphrodite collides with Ares and stuns everyone, Asia following in frantic 
fear. Panic ripples through the group. From the chariot, Artemis unleashes 
a barrage—heavy-caliber fire tearing into the direction of the threat. 

Ares tries to calm the newcomers, assuring them they’re not helpless—that 
they’re trained, lethal. He doesn’t finish the sentence. A massive, horned 
monster barrels out of the treeline, slamming into the chariot with bone-



crushing force. Artemis and the lone wolf are thrown—screaming—over the 
cliff’s edge. 

Ares bolts after Artemis—but the real threat finds him first, swatting him 
through the air like a rag doll. A colossal predator bursts from the brush. 
It stomps. Chomps! Aphrodite runs. The monster gives chase. 

“Find Arti!” Ares yells to Athena, scrambling to his feet. Hades holds back 
with Asia. 

Aphrodite sprints for her life—jaws snap inches from her spine, nearly 
cleaving her in two. 

Having lost both, he follows their tracks. Ares feels the heat of its breath 
behind him— He spins, igniting the flamethrower on his sword. 

The group is separated. The obvious move: rendezvous at Olympus on the 
mountain before nightfall. 

Asia, the medic, tends to Hades—bloodied but alive. 

Athena stares down from a cliff to the bottom of the ravine. The chariot lies 
in ruin. No sign of Artemis. No chance of survival. 

Elsewhere, Ares and Aphrodite find the professor, shaken but standing. 
Together, they press on—quiet, cautious—as something massive circles in 
the sky above, hunting. 

They reach a shattered wing of Olympus, now stretched across a gorge like 
a broken bridge. As they cross, shadows close in—the convicts. Armed. 
Smirking. Bloodthirsty. Tension crackles. Ares snaps—his temper flares, 
and he charges. A mistake. 

The bridge gives way— and the group plummets into the roaring river 
below. The current tears them apart. The professor is swept down a 
separate fork, vanishing into the whitewater. 

 The flying menace kills one of the convicts. 

Aphrodite spots Ares—unconscious, drifting toward the falls. She races 
without hesitation. They're both sucked into the torrent, swallowed by the 
waterfall, vanishing into the deep blue. 

Bubbles rise. Then—Aphrodite surfaces, dragging Ares to shore. 



She works on him, pounding his chest, giving breath. He jolts awake, 
coughing, gasping—alive. He stares up at her, shaken. A realization settles. 
She consoles him—on where they are, what they’ve lost… and what’s left. 

Suddenly, they spot it: Olympus’ communications array—intact, but 
damaged. It just needs a simple repair. Ares nearly electrocutes himself 
trying. But the panel lights up. The signal connects. Olympus hears them. 

Athena moves carefully through the forest, a lone wolf at her side, her owl 
gliding overhead. “I’m alone,” she mutters under her breath. Suddenly—a 
rustle. She spins, spear and shield ready—only to find a strange giant alien 
munching leaves. Harmless. 

She exhales. “Okay… not alone.” She glances at her companions and they 
slip into the tall grass open. Dusk settles and a massive snout emerges 
from the treelike and sniffs their scent.  

At the bottom of the ravine, the chariot lies—encased in hardened safety 
foam. A foot breaks through the crust. Artemis pulls herself free. She frees 
the wolf, then scavenges through the wreckage—grabbing a bow, an axe, 
and finally, a battle-cycle. Trained for this. Artemis revs the cycle and rides 
off—ready to turn the tide. 

Inside the tall grass, Hades and Asia move cautiously, the wolf leading the 
way. Asia suddenly freezes, eyes locked on a shadowy shape ahead. Hades 
whispers, “What is it?” She responds with fear, “alien.” 

Suddenly, footsteps crash through the brush—the last convict appears, 
launching a vicious ambush. Hades meets the attack with cold fury. The 
fight is brutal but swift. With a final, powerful throw, he sends the convict 
flying—straight into the gaping jaws of the real threat lurking nearby. 

They freeze in silence, straining to hear. Footsteps approach. Athena 
emerges—relief flooding her face as she spots them. The wolves rush 
forward, nuzzling her as she gasps for breath, firing off questions. 

“Wait—why aren’t you answering?” 

Suddenly—attack. The wolves leap into action, snarling and biting. Athena 
raises her shield. A blinding flash erupts—searing the attackers’ eyes. With 
precision, she hurls a spearhead. It strikes true, obliterating their foes. 

Nearby, Ares and Aphrodite pause, acknowledging the commotion.  



Reloading, Hades spots strange feet—then claws—then eyes. Ambush. He 
fights desperately, razor teeth snapping inches from his flesh. A net fires—
trapping the beast. Hades finishes it and orders Ares to fire a flare. 

The night erupts in light as a horde barrels toward them. Ares unleashes 
flames from his sword—burning until it sputters. He calls in artillery from 
Olympus. “Run!” he commands. Hit markers crackle from his sword—
electrocuting, signaling. 

Explosions rip through the plain before Ares and everyone else can get out 
safely. Asia, barely conscious, calls out her dead husband’s name before 
slipping into darkness. 

In a flashback on our planet. At a military funeral, Asia receives her 
husband’s helmet, colors, and dagger. Alone in her quarters aboard an 
incomplete Olympus, she battles despair—attempting suicide, but failing.  

The next day, she’s reassigned to the brig. Her mission: care for the most 
dangerous prisoner—a Titan who crossed over but was branded a traitor. 

Her orders are brutal: administer a painful injection on every visit. Due to 
her code as a healer, she is reluctant but ordered nonetheless by higher-
ups. The prisoner surprises her—soft-spoken, even kind. Hades strikes the 
chained Titan, revealing deep animosity. 

Olympus launches. 

Time passes. Asia prepares the injection. The prisoner notices her wearing 
her late husband’s ID tags and shows remorse. She hesitates. Withdraws. 
Leaves without injecting. Finally, she reveals her name. 

Waking early from hibernation, Asia drifts through the near-empty ship. 
She reaches the penitentiary and awakens the prisoner. She uncuffs him, 
sliding his glasses onto his face—revealing the man as the professor. Trust 
gained, she injects him with a serum to revive his atrophied muscles and 
boost his strength. 

He leads her to a hidden chamber he built when designing Olympus. He 
hands her a survival bag and a tracker. He hacks the ship’s systems, 
determined to isolate the cube and bring down Olympus. Alarms blare. 

Wounded, Hades limps through to find Asia, fragile but alive. Before he can 
speak, a blunt strike knocks him out cold. The traitor stands over him, 
lifting Hades’ own weapon for the kill. Asia throws herself between them. 



“Stop!” He hesitates, but lowers the weapon… and instead pulls Asia to 
safety. 

“What have you done?!,” she screams, shaking. “There were family. 
Friends!” 

She slips from his grasp and vanishes into the tall grass. Frantic, the 
professor searches for her—Only to find... 

Ares, Athena, and Aphrodite regroup—battle-worn, tense. Clink. Clink. 
Grenades roll in. FLASH. The world goes white. 

High on the mountain, Aphrodite jolts awake—bound, gagged, wrists raw 
from struggling. The professor nearby, calm. Too calm. “Relax. Your friends 
are alive,” he says. “I’m not done with them yet.” 

He turns to the cube—glowing, pulsing like it’s alive. He draws her blood, 
then injects it into the cube’s core. “Trippy, isn’t it? This cube holds the 
complete genetic code of our old world. Everything—extinct and living.” 

He explains her past was lie. Her parents didn’t die during the war. The 
truth is… she never had any parents.  

The cube responds—whirring, shifting, decoding her blood. “Those who 
built this left coordinates. They knew our end was near.” The cube emits a 
signal. “It’s coming,” he whispers. “Chaos.” 

The professor hesitates. The war began because of her. And to stop it, she 
has to die. His hands sets the timer on the explosive. Sorry… But this is the 
only way. He walks away as she frantically struggles to loosen her bonds.  

Ares, Athena, Hades, and two wolves race up the mountain. The terrain 
tightens—too cramped for fire support. They move carefully, every step 
measured. Athena’s foot catches something—warm, barely breathing. It’s a 
soldier from Ares’ unit—mortally wounded. He dies before their eyes.  

Silence falls as they search for the rest of the squadron. A sudden light 
reveals the brutal truth: All are gone. Eaten. Bloodied. Reduced to bones. 
They’ve stumbled into the nest! Hades’ face hardens. The same monsters 
that took Persephone. 

They tread unknowingly close to the waiting monsters. The owl’s sharp 
warning cuts through the silence—ambush! They’re overwhelmed on every 



front. Athena accidentally discharges a warhead as she’s struck—an 
explosion sends rocks crashing down.  

A massive claw smashes into Ares’s helmet, sending him sprawling onto 
his back. Death stares him down. Then—Aphrodite swings in with his 
sword, ripping the monster apart.“That’s twice, soldier!” she reminds him. 

Outnumbered, no hope left, the monsters suddenly explode—shattered 
from within. From a high advantage emerges their savior: Artemis, bow 
drawn and steady. A wolf charges down to back them up. Together, they 
turn the tide—unstoppable. 

The unattended battle-cycle’s lights flare to life—blinding them against the 
jagged rocks. “It’s that the professor?” Ares ask. Gunfire erupts, rounds 
pinging off stone. They scramble for cover behind boulders. 

Ares quickly signals Athena with a plan. They strike in perfect sync— 
working together for the first time. Ares lunges, nearly gaining ground. But 
the traitor lands a dirty punch, blinding Ares. Back on the cycle, the traitor 
fires rockets into the rocky mountainside. A thunderous rockslide crashes 
down. They’re swallowed by rubble. 

The traitor flees—only to be slammed to the ground by Hades. As Hades 
closes in, the monster that took his wife charges. “It’s you,” Hades snarls. 
They clash fiercely, tumbling over sharp rocks and ledges. Hades clings to a 
ledge, the monster biting into his leg! 

Ares, supported by the others and the wolves, reaches out and grabs 
Hades’ hand. With a final, selfless look, he lets go and falls into the black 
void below. Silence crashes over them. Shock. Sorrow. 

They notice a harsh realization—Artemis is gone. They search—and find 
her, crushed beneath rubble, barely alive. 

Ares’s temper flares—eyes burning with rage. Sparks fly as he drags his 
sword’s point on the ground toward the traitor and aims it inches from his 
face. Before he can strike, Athena calls out, “Artemis is alive!” 

He lowers the sword and takes a breath. He hauls the traitor upright. 
“Carry Artemis.” he orders. He looks to the wolves, his gaze heavy. 

“Don’t bother trying. They’re not leaving him.” 

The group presses on. 



Moments after they vanish, the giant monster’s massive snout emerges 
from the shadows, sniffing the air above a lifeless carcass. The wolves 
tense, growling low, muscles coiled for battle. But the monster doesn’t care
—it sniffs once, uninterested. It locks onto something it wants. A scent. A 
flavor. The hunt continues. 

Dawn breaks. Athena pounds on the hatch of Olympus, tired with nothing 
left as the others cling to fraying sanity. Ares stares out across the horizon, 
a shadow creeping over him. A glob of drool hits the dirt near him. Fuck.  

Suddenly—SPLAT! He looks down. The giant snout of a dead monster lies 
just feet away. A hand reaches down to pull him up. It’s Zeus—his father. 
Behind, infantry and war machines pour from Olympus. 

They meet eyes. “I think it’s time you owed us an explanation.” He reveals 
the cube, glowing ominously. Zeus agrees to tell them everything— 
including who the prisoner really is. 

Apollo, head doctor and Artemis’s twin, works swiftly—tending to his 
sister’s critical condition with determination. 

Soldiers surround the fallen monstrous alien, awe on their faces—until a 
searing laser cuts through the sky, exploding among them. From another 
brilliant beam, Titans descend—merciless and relentless. They open fire on 
everyone—soldiers, civilians—no one is safe. 

Our heroes scramble, barricading themselves inside. But the Titans break 
through the defenses, and a blast knocks Ares cold. Clutching the cube, 
Ares stirs. He races to the core, desperate to activate the defenses. 

He places the cube. At first—nothing. Hopelessness creeps in. Then—a 
spark. The cube hums, converting power and charging the cannons. 

Ares reunites with Aphrodite. They share a light hearted moment in a 
moment of certain death. The cannons come to life, charge, and fire.  

The mountain where Olympus once crashed is now a sprawling city— But 
it's burning. Again. Explosions echo through the skyline. Smoke rises 
where hope once stood. In the rubble, a dead hand clutches the cube. 

On a high cliff overlooking it all, Ares and Athena stand side by side. She 
asks, “Are we really going to let past repeat itself?” Ares doesn’t turn and 
responds to her. “It’s not up to us anymore.” 



Flashback to Olympus with Asia and the professor in the secret chamber. 
Concerned, she asks, “What are you doing?” His response, “Saving the 
human race.” After a pause, she replies, “At what cost?” 

Olympus crashes! Within the ship’s core, the cube dislodges, tumbling free, 
glowing brighter. It sends out a pulse—a signal. 

Far across the stars… A silent behemoth floats: a giant, ancient machine 
hidden in the dark. Its surface begins to shift, awakening. Lenses open. 
Energy coils spin. Crystals form. It locks onto the signal. A beam charges—
then fires. 

Chaos tears across space. It shatters asteroid belts, punches through 
moons, and rewrites everything in its path. It travels for years—
unstoppable. 

Until it reaches… 

Premiering in the open, the monsters are revealed to be none other than 
prehistoric dinosaurs. Not the future, not some unknown distant planet—
our heroes have crashed on Earth during the Late Cretaceous Period. 

Chaos pierces through the atmosphere, burning the sky in its descent. 

Below, the cube—Gaia—waits. They meet. Impact. A blinding light followed 
by an extinction-level eruption. Shockwaves tear across the globe. 
Firestorms sweep the land. Super tsunamis swallows coastlines. Ash 
chokes the sky. The reign of the dinosaurs ends—and are replaced with us 
as the dominant species.  

Millions of years pass. Mountains form. Oceans shift. Civilizations bloom. 

And then— Oil spills and trash pollute the seas. Forest fires rage 
unchecked. Skies fill with chemicals and smoke. Cities riot. Nations war. 
Hate rages. 

History repeats itself. 

Epilogue. 



EARTH. BEFORE CHAOS. The Titans arrive. A heavily armed recon team 
touches down to investigate the missing pursuit unit.In the dense 
wilderness—Contact. Raptors strike. Violent. Fast. Coordinated. 

The team barely escapes, retreating with a captured prisoner—one of their 
own. It’s the professor… revealed to be Prometheus. 


