Returning the Favor

An original short script by Steve Meredith
INT-BUS-MORNING

We see the Driver; a medium build man named JACK slow the bus to a stop and open the door for passengers to file on.  A businessman named GEORGE approaches him.  Both men have thick Bostonian accents
George:

Hey, can I have a transfer?

Jack:

Sure buddy, what zone?

George:

Four, please.

Jack:

Zone four?  You don’t usually go down there George, what’s the occasion?

George:

Eh, Boss wants me to meet some with some people at our new branch.

Jack:

Be careful down there man, that’s the--

George:

The Irish neighborhood, I know, wife’s been raggin’ me all week about it.

GEORGE pats JACK on the shoulder and takes a seat near the middle of the bus.  

EXT-BUS-MORNING

The camera slowly follows the bus until it gets on the highway, the camera then breaks away to reveal a beautiful view of the Boston skyline.

INT-BUS-MORNING

The bus is now in the heart of downtown Boston’s commercial business district, GEORGE gets up and goes to the front of the bus to get off.  HE gets up and hands JACK a five dollar bill.
Jack:

Aw, c’mon man, your fare is enough—

George:

Take it, thanks for the transfer.

Jack:

You’re welcome, thanks for the tip.

George:
Just returning the favor, bud.

GEORGE gets off the bus, and the bus leaves the stop.  GEORGE checks his watch and begins walking the rest of the way to HIS office building.  On the way he hears the scream of a woman coming from a nearby alley.  HE checks his watch and rushes to the alley to find a woman, named LEAH, getting mugged by a thief.

Thief:

What are you fuckin’ deaf, hand over the fuckin’ money or you’re gettin’ a fuckin hole put in your fuckin’ head.

The THIEF takes out a gun and puts it to the woman’s head.  HE cocks back the hammer.  GEORGE notices a rusty steal chair in a nearby dumpster, grabs it, comes up behind the THIEF, and bashes it over the THIEF’S head, knocking HIM out, and making HIM bleed.

George (to LEAH)

Are you alright?

Leah (shaken up)

Yeah…yeah, I think I’ll be alright, thank you for saving my life.

George:

Aw, nah, I was just in the right place at the right time.  I’m George, by the way.
Leah:

I’m Leah, it’s nice to meet you.

George:

You sure you can make it?

Leah:

Yeah, I’m actually late for work.

George:

Well that makes two of us.

GEORGE and LEAH exchange business cards and part ways.

INT-QUIZNO’S SUB SHOP-LATER THAT DAY

It is now the lunch hour, and GEORGE is in line with a few of his co-workers, casually discussing some business, when GEORGE realizes HE forgot HIS wallet.

George:

Shit, I forgot my wallet, damn.

Co-worker #1:

Nah man, I got you.

George:

No, man, just wait here I’ll—

Leah:

I got you.

GEORGE turns around to see LEAH, who is handing HIM a twenty dollar bill.

George:

Hey Leah, you don’t have to do that—

Leah:

C’mon, it’s the least I could do for someone who saved my life.

George looks skeptical for a minute, but then accepts the money.

George:

Thank you.

Leah:

Just returning the favor.

INT-BAR-NIGHT

It is the end of the day and GEORGE just got out of HIS meeting, HE walks into a bar and sits down at the bar.

Woman Bartender:

What can I get you?

George:

Scotch straight.
Bartender:

Yeesh, rough day?

George:

Long day, very long day.

The BARTENDER hands HIM the drink and tends to a very drunk, seemingly violent man.

Thug:

Hey bitch, I thought I told you to keep em’ comin’

Bartender:

You’ve had enough, why don’t you pay and go?

The THUG then produces a gun, and lays it on the table.

Thug:

Keep em’ comin’.

The BARTENDER is frightened by this sight, but it doesn’t keep HER from doing HER job.  SHE gets THE THUG another drink and puts it in front of him.  GEORGE notices this.

George:

Hey man, why don’t you just put the gun aw—

Thug: (grabbing the gun fast, and waving it at George)
Why don’t you keep you fuckin’ mouth shut—

Just then a scotch glass is smashed over the THUG’S head, and the THUG’S head is hit off the bar twice.  Attacking the THUG is the bus driver, JACK.

Jack: (shouting)

How many nights are you gonna get fuckin’ wasted and start a fuckin fight Kevin?  HOW MANY FUCKIN’ NIGHTS—

Thug:

Alright, Alright, I’ll fuckin’ go man.

Jack:

Get the FUCK out!

The THUG leaves the bar, leaving GEORGE and JACK sitting next to each other at the bar.  

Jack:
Thugs like those are exactly why I tell you to watch yourself in these neighborhoods, man.  I grew up here, and when you grow up in a place like this, you learn to fight fast.
George:

Thank you, Jack.

Jack:
Just returning the favor.

George smiles as the camera zooms out on the scene.

ROLL CREDITS.

THE END.
