THE DOCTOR AND THE DETECTIVE
Pilot Episode: "The Mind Hack Conspiracy"
Details of Act 1
Written by David S. Lobel-Mandrake

FADE IN:
EXT. CITY PLAZA – NIGHT
A bustling metropolis illuminated by neon lights and digital billboards. A high-tech, near-future society. Towering screens flash advertisements.
BILLBOARD ADVERTISEMENT:
A sleek, professional VOICE narrates over a futuristic advertisement.
VO (COMMERCIAL)
"Introducing the future of finance, security, and personal freedom—The Credit Chip! A revolutionary implantable ID, financial tool, and health monitor in one. Your life. Your convenience. Your future. One scan away."
Images of smiling citizens using their wrist implants to pay for goods, enter buildings, access transit. Everything is seamless. Effortless.
But something feels off.
ANGLE ON: A BUSINESSMAN IN A SUIT
Mid-40s. Clean-cut, professional. But there’s something...wrong. His expression is vacant, his movements stiff, robotic. He walks through the plaza with a hollow stare.
As he nears a street performer playing a violin, his body tenses unnaturally.
CLOSE-UP: HIS HANDS
They tremble. Then clench into fists. His breathing becomes erratic.
The violin music distorts in his mind, becoming an unbearable dissonance.
Then—
SUDDENLY, HE LUNGES!
He grabs the violinist by the throat, lifting him off the ground with unnatural strength.
SCREAMS ERUPT!
CROWD MEMBER #1
"Oh my God!"
CROWD MEMBER #2
"He’s gone crazy!"
The violinist kicks and gasps for air.
ANGLE ON: SEDGWICK LOBEL
Standing just beyond the chaos. Late 40s, rugged, trench coat, piercing eyes. A man who has seen too much. A private investigator with a past.
He narrows his gaze at the businessman, focusing on the man’s wrist.
CLOSE-UP: A FAINTLY GLOWING IMPLANT UNDER HIS SKIN – THE CREDIT CHIP
Sedgwick tenses, eyes sharpening. He’s seen this before.
SECURITY FORCES ARRIVE
A squad of private security officers—dressed in sleek black uniforms—descend on the scene. One of them pulls out a futuristic stun baton and jabs it into the businessman’s side.
ZZZTTTTTT!
The businessman convulses violently before collapsing to the ground, unconscious.
The crowd is frozen in shock. The security officers quickly restrain the businessman, scanning his chip with a handheld device. Beep.
SECURITY LEADER
(quietly, into an earpiece)
"Another one. Process and retrieve."
Two officers drag the unconscious man into a black, unmarked vehicle. No questions. No explanations. Just another day.
The violinist, shaken, stares at his broken instrument.
Sedgwick watches the scene unfold, eyes dark with recognition.
He flicks his cigarette onto the pavement, crushing it underfoot. Then, without a word, he turns and disappears into the night.
FADE TO BLACK.
END SCENE.

