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ACT One —The Beautiful Lie
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(After the events in Snow Valley. The aftermath is not settled.)
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Scene One: “The Lie Lives”
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INT. NOVA’S CABIN – BEDROOM – DAY

The room is dim. Quiet.

The kind of silence that knows secrets and holds them.

Rose gold sunlight creeps through the blinds, casting striped shadows on the floor. It's climbing up Nova's bare thigh—warmth against iced skin.

Nova is awake. Lying still.

Silent.

Contemplating restraint versus reacting.

Madalyn lies behind her, propped against the headboard. Calm. Too calm.

MADALYN (serene, finishing telling the story of Snow Valley)

...and that’s what I told him. That story, the story. How he helped me stop Kenshaw.

It was perfect, right?

I like that name I gave him. Jamie.

It’s after my grandfather.

He was a massive jerk, too.

Madalyn grins.

He will never know who Greg was. Greg is gone.

And well, you know.

I will always be me.

Madalyn’s voice, a lullaby, sweet venom.

Nova is stretched between Madalyn’s legs, eyes pinned to the ceiling.

One thin sheet between them. Only one partition of peace.

NOVA (cold, controlled)

So that's the version you fed him? My story?

How you and I met?

You just swapped names and made him me.

Like you're a fucking playwright, Madalyn? Really?

Her voice doesn’t rise.

It lands like a blade drawn in the dark.

Sharper that way.

Madalyn doesn’t answer. That’s her specialty—weaponized silence.

NOVA (colder now)

Just that easy for you, huh? You use my past, our exact story, and serve it up to him like a warm fucking pastry?

You’re going to let this fucking lie live?

I hope you know what you’re doing.

I really do.

MADALYN (slowly shaking head)

Some memories aren’t just made, they’re curated.

We talked about this, Nov.

It's my story too, you know.

In case you’re feeling some type of way about it.

What is your heartburn about?

NOVA (eyes narrowing)

Nova exhales. Sharp. Barely restraining the kill shot.

Don't bait me, Madalyn. We're smarter than that.

The sunlight shifts, climbing her ribs. Her control is slipping.

Nova sits up. Her palms rest on Madalyn’s knees—dominance masked as affection.

NOVA (cold, measured)

Let me get this straight...

You lie to him, implying he was some knight in shining flannel, and then it's all bagels and back rubs with this backstory?

Nova leans closer.

Then....poof. He’s your ex-corporate villain, turned perfect savior.

Convenient as hell, Madalyn.

Convenient.

NOVA (cont’d quiet, flat)

If he believes you, and this lie, and he trusts you, touches you..... What am I supposed to do, just disappear?

NOVA (cont’d)

That’s what I’m “feeling some type of way” about.

Nova air quotes.

Madalyn looks down. Her fingers reach for Nova’s hair—habitual, manipulative.

MADALYN (soft)

It's not all just a lie. We—

NOVA (cuts her off, cold)

Do you need the bathroom?

MADALYN (confused)

What? No. Not yet, why?

NOVA

Because that's where that shit belongs.

Nova stands. Effortless.

Moves to the curtain. Fingers curl into the fabric.

She yanks it open. Sunlight slashes the room open like a confession.

Wants to battle in conversation but wants out of the topic.

Nova doesn't blink.

Madalyn clenches.

MADALYN (low, under her breath, sinister)

Well, this shit story worked for you.

NOVA (ice cold, doesn’t hear Madayln)

Nova walks towards the bathroom.

What?

I was fine and all with helping you nab and drag that Kenshaw fucker.

You know. Being that I'm the real one helping to stop Kenshaw.

However.

Madalyn.

Giving our story, my story, to twist him is, well, low.

Wrong.

It complicates things. With us.

You know it.

Why would...

(cuts herself off)

Where is he now?

.....does the bastard know you're gone?

MADALYN (voice tightening)

My house—and he's fine.

He's definitely asleep, with the way this stuff works.

He... he should think it's all real when he wakes. My story.

It's soaked in. A memory now.

It should be all he has.

For trying to take all I have.

NOVA (leaning against the doorway)

Your house? Is that smart?

You're gambling on his mind like it's a fucking game night.

What happens when he becomes aware that he's not aware?

Are things set up there?

Pictures, clothes.

I don’t like this play.

MADALYN (softly, a dagger disguised as worry)

Relax. I have pictures.

Actually.

Of you and me. Like cute family pictures.

Madalyn points to Nova.

I got it.

Nova freezes. Her chest tightens.

She doesn’t turn.

Her eyes flick—quick, involuntary—to the cracked photo frame on her dresser. It's an old picture. Nova and Madalyn. Nova doesn’t remember taking it. Being in it. Not at all. But it’s there.

Smiling.

Real.

Tangible.

A memory with no roots.

NOVA (cold, coiled) 

Say that again?

MADALYN (playing innocent) 

The pictures. Of us.

Just cousin memories, Nov. You know—sweet, harmless...So yes, I told him about you.

Well. In a way.

Madalyn grabs her cell phone. Slowly pulls up a picture of her and Nova. Flashes it to her.) Nova’s pupils constrict. For a second, the image doubles.

A blink—her face glitches in the reflection — wrong hair, wrong shirt, a memory that doesn’t match the moment.

Like the mirror caught a version of her that no longer exists. Her fingers twitch.

She steadies them. Immediately. It's nothing. Or it’s everything.

MADALYN 

Madalyn stands, pulling on her sweater, letting one shoulder drop—her signature move.

I'll handle him. I got it. I’ll figure it out.

The soft sunlight bounces on Madalyn’s hair. It’s fury, highlighted. Its enchantment exposed.

Phoenix. Fire. Energy.

Nova stares. Trance-like.

Nova’s voice tightens—dangerous.

NOVA (low)

If this breaks wrong, it's not him you need to worry about.

Madalyn stops in the doorway.

For the first time, she turns the blade just before she exits.

MADALYN (smiling, calm)

You say that, like you're the one handling this story.

But honey... you're still stuck on the prologue.

NOVA (questioning)

Did he touch you?

*SLAM* Madalyn is gone.

The door slam jolts Nova. 

Suddenly her house is recognizable but feels unfamiliar. 

Her familiarity just walked out of the door.

Nova stands there. Alone. Chest on fire.

Her reflection catches her eye, split by light and shadow.

One-half of her face is finished. The other? Still a draft.

Her mirror trembles.

Her fingers tremble. Just once. She kills it. Immediately.

Nova walks to the tub. Her reflection lags—only a second.

The mirror doesn’t want to let go.
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