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For those who whisper the truth, even when no one believes them.
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This story began with a question. Who can you trust when truth itself is a weapon?
What started as a collection of scenes became a single thread about power, fear, and the cost of believing the wrong story.
I offer this script as a warning, and as a spark. Even in the darkest places, trust and courage can survive.
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OVER BLACK

Winston J. Santos(V.O.)

Trust is the oldest currency.

Winston (V.O.)

Before banks or armies, survival depended on it.

Winston (V.O.)

Once broken, trust spreads like poison.

Winston (V.O.)

This story begins with whispers that became headlines, and headlines that became orders.

THE STAKES

ACT I – The Illusion of Truth

Scene 1 – Movie Theater

EXT. MOVIE THEATER – NIGHT

A busy marquee flickers in neon. The sidewalk buzzes with late-night chatter until—

A GUNSHOT.

A WOMAN, mid-30s, drops to the pavement, clutching her bleeding leg.
Twenty feet away, a shooter (MAN) grips a smoking pistol, eyes wild.
A Officer Daryl Boone (40s) rushes onto the scene, gun drawn.

Officer Daryl Boone
Put down the gun or I will need to shoot!
The shooter turns his head, locking eyes with the officer. A tense beat.
Instead of surrendering, he pivots back toward Sasha Ruiz and FIRES again; missing her.
TWO SHOTS ring out — the OFFICER’s.
The shooter jerks forward, collapses to the pavement.
The OFFICER breathes hard, radio to his mouth.

Officer Daryl Boone
This is Unit 4-9. Shots fired. Need ambulance and medical examiner at the Regency Theater, corner of 12th and Fulton.
Paramedics arrive. Sasha Ruiz, pale but alive, is lifted into an ambulance, bandages pressed to her wound.

Two CORONERS zip the shooter into a black body bag. The OFFICER watches, jaw tight, neon buzzing above.

From the crowd steps CAPTAIN COSTELLO (50s, imposing). He immediately begins issuing orders, voice sharp and calm.

COSTELLO
(to officers)
Secure the perimeter. Keep civilians back. Nobody gives statements until I clear it.
An OFFICER approaches him with questions, but Costello brushes past.

OFFICER
Captain, what about the shooter? Who was he?
COSTELLO
We’ll handle it. That’s all you need to know.
He directs the coroners and medics with an authority that suggests he knows more than he admits. The Officer Daryl Boone who fired the shots watches uneasily as Costello takes over.

CUT TO BLACK.

End of Scene 1

THE STAKES
Scene 2 – The Cult Toast
INT. NIGHTCLUB / CHURCH HALL – NIGHT

The room pulses with energy — it could be a nightclub with low lights and thumping bass, or a converted church with stained glass and echoing acoustics. Dozens of FOLLOWERS crowd around their LEADER (50s, charismatic, beaming).

The crowd chants his name. A cheer rises like a wave.

LEADER
(raising a glass)
To freedom and truth... and to us!
The FOLLOWERS raise glasses in unison, a ritual. They drink deep.

For a beat, the room glows with joy. Laughter, clapping, stomping feet.
Then —
One woman drops her glass. Another clutches her stomach.
Within minutes, chaos.
FOLLOWERS collapse, twitching, vomiting. The sound becomes grotesque:
moaning, gagging, glass shattering against the floor.
The LEADER stares, frozen, horrified. A dozen HELPERS rush among the bodies, frantic, lifting heads, shouting names.

HELPER #1
What’s happening?! Somebody—call—!
HELPER #2
No! No calls. Not yet!
Panic surges. People are dying — 27 in all.

The HELPERS drag bodies to the sides of the hall. Time crawls. Minutes become hours. Still no help called.

TWO HOURS LATER (Somebody unknowingly called)

The doors burst open — POLICE flood in with PARAMEDICS. Flashing lights spill across the faces of the dead.

The MEDICAL EXAMINER shakes his head. Body bags are laid out across the floor. Zippers close one after another.

The LEADER sits against a wall, hands trembling, as DETECTIVES loom over him.

DETECTIVE
You watched them drink. You watched them die.
Why didn’t you call?
The LEADER tries to answer, but his voice catches.

Around him, SURVIVING HELPERS are being grilled one by one. Flashbulbs pop.
The room smells of alcohol, ink, and death.
FADE OUT.

End of Scene 2

THE STAKES
Scene 3 – The Party Hall
INT. PARTY HALL – NIGHT

Music still plays faintly from a half-broken speaker, but the celebration is over.
Dozens of ADULTS stagger around, pale and trembling. They vomit into trash cans, onto tables, onto the floor.
The MAINTENANCE CREW scrambles with mops and rags, slipping in the mess.

MANAGER
(barking)
Move faster! I don’t care how — just keep it clean!
Luis “Chewy” Mendoza (50s, quiet, thoughtful) pauses his frantic scrubbing. He studies the sickened crowd with sharp eyes. Something about their condition doesn’t feel right.

A WOMAN tries to answer a question shouted at her by a friend — but her jaw hangs slack. She moans like a sleepwalker. Around the hall, others mimic her: glassy-eyed, zombie-like.

Luis “Chewy” Mendoza sets down his mop. From a supply cart, he pulls out empty glass jars. Kneeling, he carefully scoops samples of vomited food from different victims. He labels each jar with masking tape.

Across the room, confusion grows.

PARTY GUEST
(pleading)
What... where are we? What happened?
A MAN clutches his head.

MAN
I... I don’t remember. I don’t... know...
Winston (V.O.)
A few dozen had lost their memories.
The doors swing open. A group of VOLUNTEER DOCTORS enter, still in suits from the party, sleeves rolled up. They kneel among the sick, checking pulses, prying open eyelids.

DOCTOR #1
Pulse irregular. Severe disorientation.
DOCTOR #2
We’ll monitor them, keep them hydrated.
Days later —

MONTAGE:
– Patients lying in hospital beds, staring blankly at ceilings.
– Families crying beside them.
– Doctors scribbling notes, frustrated.
Gradually, their long-term memories trickle back — names, places, childhood stories. Relief spreads.

But when asked about the party —
what they ate, who they sat with, what the toast was for —
Nothing.

DOCTOR #3
(food poisoning diagnosis)
Different dishes, same reaction. It doesn’t add up...
(pause, forcing conviction)
But yes — food poisoning.
The doctors exchange uneasy glances. They’ve chosen the safe answer.

Luis “Chewy” Mendoza watches from a distance, jars in his bag.
He knows better.
FADE OUT.

End of Scene 3
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THE STAKES
Scene 4 – Across from the Movie Theter
EXT. ACROSS FROM THE MOVIE THEATER – NIGHT

The neon marquee still flickers across the street. Yellow tape flaps in the breeze as POLICE finish clearing the scene. An ambulance pulls away, siren fading into the distance.

On a
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