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And now these three remain: faith, hope and love. But the greatest of these is love.
— 1 Corinthians 13:13


INT. CLUB SX PHECDREE — CD RELEASE PARTY — NIGHT

The club PULSES. A sea of bodies under strobing light. In the crowd, MEN IN DARK SUITS move with mechanical precision — checking phones but watching everything.
Behind the decks, TONE (late 20s, magnetic, effortlessly cool) commands the room. His music is a living thing.
In the VIP area, VERONA (late 20s, stunning) nurses a drink. The ice in her glass floats slightly — then settles. She watches Tone with a knowing smile.
Beside her, TRENCH (30s, built like a linebacker, fresh scars along his jaw that seem to be slowly closing) surveys the room. His eyes track the suits.
LEAH (late 20s, press credentials, sharp eyes behind stylish glasses) approaches the velvet rope, recorder in hand.
LEAH (to manager)
I believe the man of the hour has arrived. Leah, Spank Magazine. We spoke about an interview?
As she approaches, Tone and Verona breeze past her, perfectly in sync. The crowd parts for them like water.
Two women in the crowd catch Tone's eye. For a brief moment, their features seem to match Verona's — then shift back to strangers.
TRENCH (whispering to himself)
Just don't stay in love for too long.
A drop of blood falls from Trench's healing knuckles. The Agents clock him and note it.

INT. TONE'S APARTMENT — LATER THAT NIGHT

Tone opens his door to Leah. He's different here — guarded, less showman. The apartment is spacious, a fortress of records and sound equipment.
TONE
It's ok. She's not here.
He motions her inside. Leah places a tape recorder on the patio table between them.
LEAH
Hope you don't mind.
TONE
Whatever helps.
Through the patio glass, a dark sedan idles below. An Agent watches from the driver's seat.

INT. SAME APARTMENT — INTERVIEW IN PROGRESS — CONTINUOUS

LEAH
So tell me about yourself, Tone. The man behind the music.
TONE (a long beat)
I'm a player of music. Which means I like lots of styles. I look for variety. I try to see and hear the world differently — because the audience wants to dance to a different beat every night.
LEAH
And in your personal life?
Tone smiles slowly. The story begins.

EXT. SUBURBAN STREET — DAY (FLASHBACK — TONE, AGE 10)

Young TONE peers through a cracked window. Inside, his mother laughs with a man who isn't his father. The boy's face goes still — something closes behind his eyes forever.
He turns and walks away. Each step deliberate. Already learning the rules of a world where people pretend.

INT. TONE'S APARTMENT — BACK TO INTERVIEW

TONE (V.O.)
I grew up understanding one thing: people show you what they want you to see. My mother taught me that. Not on purpose.

INT. CLUB SX PHECDREE — NIGHT (SOME WEEKS EARLIER)

MANNY (late 20s, lovably awkward, perpetually off-balance) rushes behind the bar. A stack of cups he's carrying seems to float a half-second too long before he catches them. He doesn't notice.
Tone watches from the booth, shaking his head affectionately.
TONE (to Verona)
That man has been falling his whole life. He just hasn't hit the ground yet.
Verona watches Manny with something like recognition. A beat.
VERONA
Maybe he doesn't have to.

INT./EXT. TONE'S CAR — MOVING — NIGHT

Tone drives. Verona in the passenger seat. Through the rearview, a black SUV follows two cars back.
VERONA
He just needs a lot of love.
TONE
You're right about that.
A streetlight catches Verona's face — for a split second she looks exactly like a girl Manny was hitting on inside. Then she's herself again. Tone blinks. Keeps driving.

INT. RECORD STORE — DAY

Tone browses new releases. Manny trails behind, pretending to browse, actually watching girls.
On a WANTED BOARD near the exit, among missing persons and stolen cars, is a blurry photograph. A figure whose features seem to shift even in the still image. SUPERNATURAL PHENOMENA — FEDERAL INTEREST. Manny stares at it, uneasy.
Trench materializes behind Manny.
TRENCH
Boo.
Manny jumps. Three records rise off their shelves. He frantically waves them back down.
TONE (without looking up)
Sorry, man. My boy's coming down off ecstasy. Got the jitters.
Trench walks a different aisle. Under the fluorescent lights, the fresh scars on his neck are visibly knitting closed.
GIRL 4 catches Tone's eye across the store. She looks exactly like Verona for a moment — then doesn't. Her wannabe BOYFRIEND notices and storms over. Trench smoothly steps between them.
TRENCH
How you doing?
BOYFRIEND
Get out of my way.
He pulls a knife. Trench moves with liquid grace — one precise strike sends Boyfriend into a display. The knife clatters to the floor, bent impossibly.
Trench exits fast, catching Tone's eye on the way out. The Agents by the window photograph everything.

INT. TONE'S APARTMENT — NIGHT (FLASHBACK — THREE YEARS EARLIER)

Younger Tone at his turntables. MELANIE (25, warm, genuine) watches from the couch. This woman he actually trusted.
MELANIE
I'm leaving, Tone. Not because I don't love you. Because you'll never let me.
She sets her key on the counter and walks out. Tone doesn't move. The door clicks shut. In the silence, his face settles into that same stillness he learned as a boy.

INT. TONE'S APARTMENT — BACK TO INTERVIEW

LEAH
Was there ever someone who almost changed the pattern?
TONE (quiet)
Yeah. There was.

EXT. BEACH — DAY

Tone and Manny walk the shore. Manny's basketball keeps trying to float. He bounces it harder to compensate.
TONE (V.O.)
Manny loved to be wherever ladies would be at. And on a Saturday afternoon, the beach was filled with them.
They pass a PALM READER's tent. She looks up, startled to see Tone.
PALM READER
Oh. It's you, Tone.
Tone gives her a puzzled look. Across the basketball court, VERONA approaches in sunglasses. The palm reader suddenly grabs her wrist.
PALM READER
You, my dear — I read your fortune? Yes?
Verona spots Tone and panics, quickly sitting with her back to him.
VERONA
All right, lady. Tell me what I'm thinking.
PALM READER
Trust. You are seeking trust.
VERONA (sarcastic)
Is it that obvious?
PALM READER
You cannot force change.
VERONA
You don't know my plan. It's foolproof.
PALM READER (leaning in)
I know what you have planned for him, mentirosa.
The word hits like a slap. Verona's face begins to SHIFT involuntarily — features rippling. The palm reader grabs her hand tighter, hiding it from view.

EXT. BASKETBALL COURT — CONTINUOUS

Manny throws the ball at Tone's chest. It curves unnaturally but Tone catches it.
MANNY
I saw your girl at the club last night. I thought she was that Maria we met the other week.
TONE
They don't look anything alike.
MANNY
I've been on ecstasy for five days. Actually six now. Makes me confuse people.
They play. Manny's jumps float a fraction too long. He doesn't notice. In the background, Verona's silhouette briefly flickers at the palm reader's tent.
MANNY
When are you and Verona getting married?
TONE
Who says we're getting married?
MANNY
After two years, you're either playing her or marrying her.
Tone stays quiet.
MANNY
Are you playing Verona? Cause if you are I'd like some of—
Tone hurls the ball with devastating force. It curves impossibly AROUND Manny and strikes him in the back. An Agent in the bleachers quietly takes notes.

INT. CLUB SX PHECDREE — NIGHT

The club throbs. Agents move through the crowd like sharks. Verona sits in a corner, the ice in her drink floating unnaturally.
NONAME (30s, drunk) spots Verona and makes his way over.
NONAME
Manny, is this your— damn, she—
Before he can finish, Verona moves. Impossibly fast. Noname goes flying — floats a moment — then lands hard. The Manager rushes over.
MANAGER
Get this happy-meal-mini-biscuit-head out of here.
As guards haul Noname out, objects drift slightly in Verona's wake.
MANAGER
I'm sorry about that, Verona. You know how the rules are.
TONE (V.O.)
We have average relationship problems. She can have a temper at times.

INT. ANOTHER BEDROOM — NIGHT

LAZETTE (25, striking) and Tone in bed. For a fleeting moment, her features mirror Verona's exactly. Tone doesn't see it.
LAZETTE (breathless)
Do you like this?
TONE
Why wouldn't I?
Outside the window, Trench watches. His face healing from fresh wounds. He turns and walks away.

INT. TONE'S BEDROOM — MORNING

Objects in the room hover slightly, then settle as Manny enters.
MANNY
Time to wake up, sleepy head. Game to play.
Through the window: Agents in a van across the street installing surveillance equipment.

EXT. BEACH — NIGHT

Stars above. Tone and Verona close together. Small grains of sand near her fingertips hover before settling.
VERONA
You know I would do anything for you.
TONE (hinting)
Anything?
VERONA
We just did that.
She holds up photographs. In each one, Verona looks subtly different — though Tone doesn't seem to notice.
TONE
Who's that?
Verona quickly shuffles a photo to the bottom of the stack.
VERONA
Just family.

INT. CLUB BATHROOM — NIGHT

Verona applies makeup in the mirror. Their reflections show different faces than they wear.
LEAH
That DJ is hellafine.
VERONA
Yeah. I thought so this morning.
LEAH
Aren't you worried he's playing you?
VERONA
I'm not worried about it. He can't play me.
Leah adjusts her glasses — the same frames the Agents wear.
LEAH
He can play me right after our interview.
Verona's eyes flash black. The mirrors ripple like water. Everything not bolted down begins to rise.
FIGHT SEQUENCE — Verona's movements blur between different fighting styles, shifting forms. Leah holds her own with inhuman precision.
The Manager bursts in to find Verona standing alone. Everything settled back in place. Leah is gone.

EXT. CLUB ENTRANCE — MOMENTS LATER

Manny exits with his crates. They're unusually light. Tone sits on the steps.
TONE
Put those back. You ain't fired.
MANNY
He was real mad this time.
TONE
I talked to him. It's ok.
Manny sits. Objects around him drift slightly. He corrects them without realizing.
MANNY (voice breaking)
I haven't had sex since my junior year of high school. The only club I go to is this one. I'm a hermit, a fake. I can't even try to be. I'm a fraud. I ain't no player like you.
As Manny speaks, loose objects around them begin to FLOAT. He cringes, watching for Tone's reaction.
But Tone already has his headphones on, listening to a new mix. Manny composes himself, humiliated and strangely relieved.
MANNY
Well. I've got to go.
As Manny leaves, the concrete beneath where he sat has a fresh hairline crack.

EXT. PARKING STRUCTURE — NIGHT

Trench intercepts Tone at his car. Fresh cuts on his hands, already beginning to close.
TRENCH
You love her.
TONE
What's it to you?
TRENCH
Everything. Because of what she is. And what they'll do when they find her.
TONE
Who finds her?
Trench nods toward the street. A dark SUV idles at the corner.
TRENCH
They see people like us as weapons. Nuclear weapons. Something no one should have — but someone will, so they figure they better control it first.
He holds up his hand. Before Tone's eyes, a cut across his palm visibly closes.
TRENCH
I can't really die. That's why I forget that the people around me can. Don't forget it, Tone.
He walks away. The SUV idles. Tone stares at his own hands.

INT. CLUB SX PHECDREE — NIGHT (MONTAGE)

RAPID CUTS — Agents at every corner of Tone's life:
— In the crowd while he DJs.
— Across the street from his building.
— At the record store. At the beach.
— Always watching. Always noting.
Manny moves through all these scenes, oblivious. Every time he's startled, objects nearby drift. Every time he concentrates, they settle. He thinks it's the drugs he pretends to take.

INT. TONE'S APARTMENT — NIGHT

Leah sits across from Tone. She removes her glasses — the Agent frames. Her eyes are direct.
LEAH
You're being played still. Just not the way you think you are.
TONE
What does that mean?
LEAH
It means you should ask Verona about the women in your life. All of them.
She leans in. He pulls back.
LEAH
You're a player but you don't want to get it on right now?
TONE
I don't want to do that anymore. I thought you could help me stop. I'm guessing not.
Leah stands, puts the Agent glasses back on. Pauses at the door.
LEAH
She loves you. In her way. In every way she knows how.
She exits. Verona emerges from the bathroom, casually drying her hair. Each water droplet reflects a different woman's face.
VERONA
Are you ready for your surprise?
TONE (uncertain)
Yeah. My surprise.
VERONA
Put this on, then.
She holds up a blindfold. Through the window, Agents take positions around the building.

EXT. TONE'S OLD CHILDHOOD HOME — NIGHT

Verona leads the blindfolded Tone up the walk. Each streetlight they pass reveals a different woman's reflection in the car window.
VERONA
Ok. You can take it off now.
He removes the blindfold. Smiles at the sight of the house — his childhood home. The for-sale sign now has a bold SOLD sticker.
TONE (quiet)
My old house.
She smiles. He laughs. They embrace. Tone pauses at the entrance.
VERONA
What's wrong?
TONE
Nothin, Verona. Nothing at all.

INT. OLD HOUSE — CONTINUOUS

They make love. Verona above him, looking down. Her face begins to SHIFT and CHANGE.
TONE (V.O.)
Let me introduce to you the most wonderful wife in the world. My Verona.
Her features morph through every woman he has ever known — each transformation triggered by emotion:
— Lazette.
— Maria from the record store.
— Girl 4 from the club.
— Melanie.
Her transformations accelerate. She is losing control. Her clothes remain the same but her body cycles through face after face.
Tone watches. And UNDERSTANDS.
FLASH CUTS — rapid fire:
Every woman who ever stirred something in him. Every man who felt like a genuine friend. All of them carrying the same quality. The same knowing look. The same weight behind the eyes. All of them Verona. Watching. Testing. Protecting. Loving.
He had been faithful to her all along. Without knowing it.
The front door BURSTS open.

INT. OLD HOUSE — CONTINUOUS

AGENTS pour through every entrance. Six of them, weapons drawn, faces blank.
LEAD AGENT (into radio)
Confirmed. We have confirmation on Subject One. Proceeding with acquisition.
Verona's form RIPPLES through different identities as she tries to maintain control. The house bends around her.
Trench CRASHES through a window, already bleeding, already healing.
TRENCH
Get them out. I'll hold them.
Tone makes his choice without hesitation. He LUNGES to shield Verona. His movement causes an Agent's shot to go wide.
VERONA (voice shifting through multiple registers)
No!
Another shot. Tone takes it. He looks down, surprised.
He looks at Verona — really looks at her — all of her — and almost smiles.
TONE (barely)
I knew you.
He falls.
Verona SCREAMS — and in that scream her form explodes through a dozen faces at once. The windows shatter outward.

INT./EXT. OLD HOUSE — CONTINUOUS

Trench fights the Agents with terrifying economy. They shoot him. He absorbs it. Heals. Keeps coming.
LEAD AGENT (into radio, alarmed)
Subject Two is non-compliant. I repeat, non-compliant.
Trench takes one Agent's radio and speaks into it.
TRENCH
Tell your people what we are. Tell them what you know. Nuclear weapons don't grieve. We do.
He drops it and keeps fighting.

EXT. OLD HOUSE — CONTINUOUS

Verona drags herself toward Tone's motorcycle. She is cycling through faces rapidly, uncontrolled — grief stripping her of discipline.
Manny appears from around the corner. He had followed them. He sees everything.
MANNY (barely a whisper)
Tone…
Verona looks at Manny. He looks at her shifting face. He should run. He doesn't.
VERONA (cycling through faces)
I can't stop it. I can't stop.
MANNY
Hey. Hey, look at me.
He steps forward. Around him, the gravel, the leaves, the loose debris — it all begins to RISE. Slowly. Without him telling it to.
Manny stares at his hands. Things he's explained away for years — the floating cups, the drifting records, the cracked concrete — it all clicks.
MANNY (to himself)
Oh. Oh, that's… that's what that is.
He turns to Verona. Her shifting slows slightly under his calm.
MANNY
We have to go. Right now. You can fall apart later. Right now we go.

EXT. STREETS — NIGHT

Verona and Manny roar away on Tone's motorcycle. Behind them, through the old house windows, the glow of Trench's ongoing battle.
In the mirrors, Verona's reflection shifts constantly. She grips the handlebars. Forces herself to breathe.
TONE (V.O.)
Do you ever get a song stuck in your head? Even after years of hearing it only once, it still echoes.

INT. CLUB SX PHECDREE — LATER THAT NIGHT

The club in full swing. Verona and Manny slip inside. She blends into the dancers, her shifting camouflage now.
Manny hangs back. Watches. Objects near him bob gently, responding to his attention. He experiments — lifts a glass. Sets it down. His face is a man discovering who he actually is.
Verona dances. Her face cycles through every woman she's been. She lets it. Lets herself grieve through the movement, hidden in plain sight.
The Agents enter the club.
Manny sees them. Concentrates. The Agents' equipment begins to malfunction — earpieces cutting out, cameras scrambling. They look around, confused. The dance floor is just a dance floor. Full of faces.
The Agents move through. Find nothing. Leave.

INT. CLUB — BACK BOOTH — LATER

Verona and Manny sit in the darkest corner. The music thumps. She is herself now — holding it together.
MANNY
How long have you been…
VERONA
Since I was born. Trench too. We didn't choose it.
MANNY (quiet)
What happens now?
Verona looks at the dance floor. Everyone moving. Everyone pretending to be one thing or another.
VERONA
We disappear. And then we reappear somewhere else. Somewhere they haven't looked yet.
MANNY
We?
She looks at him. He looks at his hands. The glasses on the table hover an inch.
VERONA (small, sad smile)
Welcome to the family, Manny.

EXT. OLD HOUSE — LATER

Trench stands in the ruins of the front room. He is shot in four places. Each wound slowly, visibly closing.
The Lead Agent stands before him, wary.
LEAD AGENT
You understand why we do this.
TRENCH
No one should have that ability. But someone will. So you better control it first.
LEAD AGENT
You said it, not me.
TRENCH
I said it so you'd know I understand your fear. Fear is reasonable. What you do with it isn't.
He turns and walks into the dark.
LEAD AGENT (into radio)
Subjects have evaded. Three confirmed. Origin still unknown. We start over.

INT. TONE'S APARTMENT — THE INTERVIEW — NIGHT

We are back at the beginning. But now we understand.
LEAH
You said you wanted to stop. Stop what, exactly?
TONE
Playing. I wanted to stop playing. I just didn't know the game I was already in.
LEAH
What changed?
Tone is quiet for a long moment.
TONE
Someone showed me every version of themselves. And trusted me with all of them.
He looks out toward the patio. The dark sedan below is gone.
TONE (CONT'D)
I'd never been trusted like that. Didn't know what to do with it.
LEAH (gently)
And now?
He looks at the recorder. Then at Leah.
TONE
Now I know.
SMASH CUT TO BLACK.
Over black, a SONG builds. Tone's voice, sampled and looped, speaking beneath the music:
TONE (V.O.)
I like those differences in everyday people. All those songs playing at once.
FADE OUT.
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