INT. CAR—EVENING
MARK, a handsome brown haired man in his mid twenties, and KELLY a good looking girl of about the same age, with dark brown hair, sit as Mark drives down the highway.

The highway is rather busy for the rural area it is in, and cars rush by in the lanes surrounding them.  Music softly play’s from the radio, while Kelly hums and does her nails.  Mark intently watches the cars that pass them.  Mark turns the music down.




MARK



Do you ever think—





KELLY



Hon, turn the music back up, I love

this song.



MARK

Right.

He turns the music back up, and goes back to intently staring at the cars that pass them.  Kelly hums along with tune of the song and finishes painting the nails on her left hand.  The song ends, Kelly turns the radio down.





KELLY



So what’s up baby?





MARK



Nothing; just thinking.





KELLY



About what?





MARK



Just, you know, all these cars that 

pass us.







KELLY



The cars?  What about them?  Pollution?





MARK



No, not actually the cars; the people



inside the cars.  Like who they are and



where they’re going.





KELLY


Ah, the people in the cars.  I



wouldn’t let it bother you hon.

Kelly turns the radio back up, and begins painting her left hand.  Mark turns his right turn signal on as they approach the next exit.  Kelly turns the music down.





KELLY



What’s up babe?





MARK


I thought we’d stop and get a bite to eat.





KELLY



Cool.

She turns the music back up.  They turn into the exit.





MARK


They don’t really actually bother me.

KELLY



Who?





MARK



The people in the cars.  They don’t bother

me, I just think it’s weird to think about.



KELLY

What?





MARK



How we don’t know anything about them.



I just think that it’s weird.

A car rushes out of the parking lot of an apartment complex--the driver chatting away on his cell phone--cutting them off.  Mark stomps on the breaks and lays the horn.  Kelly screams then rolls down the window and flicks him off.




KELLY


Bastard.

INT. “BASTARD’S” CAR—SAME TIME

RICK, a man in his late forties with jet black hair and glasses drives the car, he is talking frantically into his cell phone.  






RICK



Don’t worry honey, I’m on my way

 . . . is he talking to you? Are

you still there? You need to leave.
Get out of his house, go somewhere

public.  Yes you have to leave!  Darling,
it’s not safe their, you have to leave.

I don’t care how sorry he is.  I’m coming.
INT. CHRIS’S BASEMENT—NIGHT

LUCY an older teenage girl speaks on her cell phone.  CHRIS, a teen about a year or two older than her stands sullenly across the room.





LUCY



Dad, I’ll be fine, it’s okay,



Chris will drive me home. Yes,



of course I broke up with him.



No, that does not mean he can’t

drive me home.  He’s really sorry.

What?  Fine.  Fine.  I’ll meet you

at the gas station.  Bye.  I love 

you too.
She hangs up the phone and puts it in her pocket.





LUCY




(Cont’d)



I have to go Chris.





CHRIS



C’mon babe, I’ll give you a ride.





LUCY



Chris, I’m sorry, but we’re over.

My dad is picking me up at the gas
station down the street. I’m sorry.
But, I . . . I’m not sorry.  I can’t

deal with this.  You hurt me, and I’m
leaving.

CHRIS



Lucy, I’m really sorry. Just let me 

walk you there.  We can talk, it’ll be

be alright.  I’m so sorry, I didn’t mean

it Lucy, I love you.  I’m so sorry.



LUCY



I’m just going to go Chris.  Maybe we can


talk about this after we’ve both cooled



down a lot.





CHRIS



I’ll walk you to the gas station, we can

talk about it.


LUCY

No, I’m going alone.

Lucy begins to walk up the stairs.





CHRIS



Lucy, wait. Wait!

Lucy ignores him and continues up the stairs.





CHRIS



WAIT! Stop!  Don’t fucking ignore



me!

He rushes up towards her, she looks back frightened, and tries to run up the stairs.  Chris grabs her ankle, and she trips, knocking her head on the top stair.  Chris let’s go and steps back as she rolls down the stairs unconscious.





CHRIS



Fuck!  FUCK!

He grabs his hair and pulls at it furiously.





CHRIS



Shit!  FUCK!

He kicks Lucy’s unconscious body in blind rage.

EXT. DINER—NIGHT

Mark and Kelly exit the diner, Mark has his arm over her, they walk to the car.





MARK


That was the second best chili I



have ever had in my entire life.





KELLY



Second best?  What is the first best

chili you have ever had?



MARK

Yours, of course.
He kisses her hair.  They laugh.





KELLY



I’m speechless.

They enter the car, and pull out of the parking lot.  As they are about to merge into the street, a Chris’s car speeds by cutting them off.
INT. MARK’S CAR—NIGHT

Mark slams on the breaks.  Kelly screams.





KELLY



What the hell is with all these guy’s



cutting us off tonight?

Mark pulls onto the main road.





MARK



You never know Kelly, he could have



been rushing to the hospital.





KELLY



I guess.  There was a sick looking girl



in the passenger seat.  That is weird to
think about we have no idea about anything
in those people’s lives, and I still think
that he is a big dick.

MARK

Exactly.  All these people we don’t

know anything about.  We have never

met them, and probably never will, 

but they all have their own lives as

intricate and detailed as ours.


KELLY

Yeah, he’s probably a really nice guy.

EXT. GAS STATION—NIGHT

Rick leans against his car, looking hopefully down the street looking for his daughter.  He takes out his cell phone and makes a call.

INT. CHRIS’S CAR—NIGHT

Lucy’s phone rings in her purse as she sits unconscious in the passenger seat.  An angry looking Chris drives--swearing under his breath—down the streets of the town. 
EXT. GAS STATION—NIGHT

Rick leans against his car, talking into his cell phone.





RICK

Lucy, it’s me, dad.  I’m extremely

worried about you.  Hope you’re on your

way, call me when you get this.  Bye, 

I love you.

INT. CHRIS’S CAR—NIGHT

Chris parks next to an overgrown park, opens the passenger door and gets Lucy out. He lay’s her unconscious body near a bush.  
He goes back to the car, and empties the contents of her purse into it, then tosses the purse farther down the street.  Lucy regains consciousness.




LUCY



Where the hell am I?  What happened?



Chris, is that you?  What the hell did

you do?



CHRIS

Sorry Lucy.

He punches her in the face.

EXT. GAS STATION—NIGHT

Rick is still waiting.  He takes out his cell phone and makes another call.





RICK



Hello?  Is this Chris?  Where the

hell is my daughter?

INT. CHRIS’S HOUSE—NIGHT

Chris is talking on his home phone.





CHRIS



She wouldn’t let me drive her home.



She left like twenty minutes ago. Is



she okay?  She said you were waiting

at the gas station for her.  You are?

Oh god.  I hope she’s all right.  there

have been some muggings near the park 

recently.  Yeah, it’s right on the way 

to the gas station.  I’m so sorry.  

Want me to call the police?

INT. MARK’S CAR—NIGHT
Mark drives and Kelly is in the passenger seat, music lightly plays.





MARK



We had better get some gas before

we get back on the highway.



KELLY

Right.

They are about to pull into a gas station when a car rushes out of it and cuts them off.





KELLY



Oh c’mon!

Mark laughs.





MARK



This is getting crazy.
KELLY



I wonder what that guy’s story is. 

What is so important that he needs

to come flying out of a gas station

at sixty miles an hour?



MARK

You never know Kells.

Two police cars and an ambulance pass them.




MARK



You never know.

END.

