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EXT. SUPERMARKET PARKI NG LOT- NI GHT

STEVEN wal ks out of the supernmarket, pushing a shopping cart
| oaded with food. Steven is in his early 20s, wearing the
casual college guy attire. He's fresh faced, a sheen of

nai vete wafting off him

PHOEBE i s wal king right behind him | ooking over a receipt.
She’s also in her early 20s, her dark hair swept in a
ponytail, wearing gymattire.

St even and Phoebe place their groceries inside his car,
cramm ng an unholy anmount of food into the trunk.

I NT. STEVEN S CAR- NI GHT

STEVEN
We shoul dn’t have bought that ice
cream

PHOEBE

Well, we did. You wanted it. The
whol e "buy one get free" deal.

Steven starts the car, backing out of the parking space,
until a BLONDE WOMAN waves them down. She’s in her 40s, with
fried hair and tan skin rem niscent of a worn out | eather
handbag. She approaches the car with an oversized white
purse huggi ng her side.

Phoebe has a wary | ook on her face as the wonan wal ks
t owar ds t hem

PHOEBE
Don't do it, | know what you're
goi ng to do.
STEVEN
No you don’t.
PHOEBE
Steven, | swear if you talk to her

in any way, shape, or forml’'II-

Steven smles, finger pressing a button. Hi s wi ndow starts
to roll down.

PHOEBE
(Wi sper s)
What are you doi ng?

St even i gnores Phoebe.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 2.

STEVEN
Do you need any hel p?

The Bl onde Wbnan approaches the car, her eyes w de, quickly
gl anci ng over her shoul der.

BLONDE WOVAN
| just need a ride. It’s close bhy.

PHOEBE
(whi speri ng)
Are you ki ddi ng ne?
STEVEN
Sure! W' Il give you a ride.

Phoebe el bows Steven in the ribs as the wonan enters the
car.

BLONDE WOVAN
Thank you so much guys.
(squeezes her purse)
Thank you, so, so nuch

STEVEN
No probl em

An eerie quiet fills the vehicle.
STEVEN

(clearing throat)
So, where do you need to go?

BLONDE WOVAN
[t’s um not that far from here.
Just get on the road and I’ tel

you.

EXT. STEVEN S CAR- N GHT

Steven drives onto the road. They’'re on a main street, cars
buzzi ng by, college kids wal king about, littering the
si dewal ks.

They keep at it, for what seens |ike a few m nutes.



I NT. STEVEN S CAR- NI GHT

Steven's cheery attitude is depleting by the m nute,
regretting his chivalrous act, shaking his head.

BLONDE WOVAN
Just keep goi ng straight.

St even nods hi s head.

PHOEBE
What happened?
(pauses)
If you don’t m nd ne asking?

Steven turns, giving Phoebe crazy eyes. The Bl onde Wman
shakes her head, adjusting the strap of her purse.

BLONDE WOVAN
son LUSt canme back from col |l ege,
but ny husband left ne.

Phoebe turns to face the woman, eyeing her down, as if
trying to recall sonething.

PHOEBE
He left you? Where, at the grocery
store?

The woman | ooks at Phoebe. She’'s silent, eyes boring holes
into the girl’s head, making her unconfortable.

BLONDE WOVAN
He did. We had an argunent and he
just left nme there.

Phoebe turns away fromthe woman, stealing a quick glance at
Steven. Hi s knuckles are white washed, his body stiff.

PHOEBE
Where’ s your son?

BLONDE WOVAN
At a friend s house.
(poi nting finger)
Make a | eft here.

Steven turns the car. They're in a nei ghborhood. The street
lined with shoddy hones.

BLONDE WOVAN
Keep goi ng straight.

St even nods hi s head.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 4.

STEVEN

What school does your son go to?
BLONDE WOVAN

He actual | y-

Wil e the woman is going on about her son’s university,
Phoebe is texting her roommte, updating her on the
situation. She has her phone in between her |egs, the nobile
barely emanating any form of |ight.

BLONDE WOVAN
Who you’' re texting?

Phoebe’ s eyes go w de, stunned.

STEVEN
Probabl y her boyfriend.

PHOEBE
Yeah, he’s out of town this
weekend. Wondering what |I'’mup to.

The woman sits back, |ooking out the car wi ndow, fiddling
wi th her purse.

BLONDE WOVAN
Turn here.

The car makes a left, venturing out onto a nmain road.

BLONDE WOVAN
My son has a girlfriend. Nice girl.

St even and Phoebe exchange gl ances.

PHOEBE
So, your son’'s at a friend s
pl ace?

BLONDE WOVAN .
Yeah, hopefully 1’1 nmeet up with

hi m have di nner. Catch up.
Phoebe turns to Steven, nouthing "the heck?" Steven shrugs
hi s shoul ders, eyes darting to the rear view mirror and back
onto the road.

BLONDE WOVAN
He’ s been taking care of ne.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 5.

PHOEBE
Isn’t your son away for college?

BLONDE WOVAN
Yes.

Phoebe turns around, a sense of anger and urgency emtting
from her.

PHOEBE
But he’s taking care of you?

BLONDE WOVAN
Yes. My husband took everything and
now ny son’s taking care of ne.

The wonman stares once again, but only for a beat, | ooking
out the w ndow.

PHOEBE
O course he did.

An orange |ight conmes on. The gas light. Steven eyes the
illumnating synbol with tight lips. He turns to Phoebe, her
attention el sewhere.

STEVEN
| need to get gas.

Phoebe’ s head snaps towards Steven's direction. Her eyes
flash towards the light, then onto Steven. She sinks into
her chair, running her fingers through her ponytail.

PHOEBE
(poi nts)
Turn into this gas station.

Steven turns, parking.

STEVEN
It will only be a second, prom se.
He gives Phoebe a | ook. The "I’m sorry" eyes, pleading to

hang on. He slans the car door and wal ks away. He left his
cell phone in the cup holder, a detail that visibly irks
Phoebe.

BLONDE WOVAN
Are things alright?

PHOEBE
Yeah, it’s just been a |ong day.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 6.

The woman smles, inching off the backseat, closing the
space between her and Phoebe. Her purse pressed agai nst her
chest.

BLONDE WOVAN
s your friend waiting for a call?

PHOEBE
What do you nean?

BLONDE WOVAN
Vll, you keep |l ooking at his
phone. |Is he waiting for sonmeone?
Are you?

The tension in the air is palpable. The two wonen are now
i nches apart from one another. Phoebe swallows. The gulp is
audi bl e.

PHOEBE
| feel like I've seen you before.

The bl onde woman smles; simlar to the Cheshire cat, who
happens to have an addiction to tanning.

BLONDE WOVAN
Have you?

The driver door opens, Steven popping his head in.

STEVEN
| just need to punp the gas.

He | ooks at the two wonmen before him Phoebe appears as if
she’s on the brink of shattering into a mllion pieces,
whil e the bl onde woman eases her way into the backseat,

cl utchi ng her purse.

Steven squints his eyes, his signal that something is wong.
Phoebe shakes her head, waving her hand in front of him

PHOEBE
Do that. Fill up the car

Steven hesitates for a noment, before closing the door.
Phoebe sl unps in her chair, rubbing her face.

BLONDE WOVAN
Do you renmenber me?

Phoebe doesn’t turn around, just stares into her hands.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 7.

BLONDE WOMVAN
Your friend doesn’'t remenmber ne,
but you do.
(pauses)

It’s been a | oooong tine, but I
finally found you kids.

St even opens the door, putting the keys into the car’s
i gnition.

STEVEN
Alright | adies. Wiere are we
headi ng?

Steven | ooks over his shoul der, the woman staring at him

BLONDE WOVAN
When you get out, nmake a |left. Just
head on straight and we’ll be
t here.
STEVEN
Where is it agai n?
BLONDE WOVAN
You' Il know when | tell you.

Steven sets his attention onto the road. Phoebe rennins
silent, which causes Steven to stir in his seat. He nobves
his head side to side, stretching his fingers, biting his
lip.
STEVEN
Do | keep on goi ng?

BLONDE WOVAN
Like | said, head straight until |
say. We're al nost there.

STEVEN
Meeti ng your son, right?
BLONDE WOVAN

Yes.
The woman tugs on the strap of her bag.
Steven’s brow furrows, mouth formng an O He | ooks at

Phoebe, who seens to have clinbed out of her self induced
par al ysi s.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 8.

The wonman

The wonman

BLONDE WOVAN
Turn into this plaza.

points to a fast food restaurant. Steven pulls in.

opens the door, halfway out the car until she

turns around.

She steps
wal k into

BLONDE WOVAN
Thank you so, so, nuch

out and cl oses the door. The duo watch the woman
the fast food joint.

PHOEBE
VWhat is WRONG with you Steven?

STEVEN
VWhat do you want from ne Phoebe? |
can’t help but say YES!

PHOEBE
You can’t say no to any wonan.
None, unless it’s nme. Geat.

STEVEN
That’ s not fair Phoebe! | was just
bei ng a good person.

PHOEBE
YES. You're such a good person!
Leaving ne alone with a crazy | ady.
Beautiful. She could ve killed mne!

Steven huffs out a sigh, banging his head agai nst the
st eeri ng wheel .

STEVEN
She didn't kill you, she didn’t
kill me. W're fine.

Phoebe | ooks out the wi ndow, biting her nail

PHOEBE
She knows who we are.
STEVEN
VWhat ?
PHOEBE

We’ ve seen her before.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 9.

STEVEN
CGet out! 1’ve never seen that |ady
inny life!

Phoebe | ooks at Steven, |eaning her head back into the
seat’ s headrest.

PHOEBE

You have. Renenber freshman year?
STEVEN

Not nuch.
PHOEBE

Renmenber we stole that plastic
flam ngo for your frat? That big
fl uorescent one?

STEVEN
That, | do remenber. Fratty the
Fl ami ngo, the ultimate house good
l uck charm

PHOEBE

You guys naned it?

(shakes head)
Doesn’t nmatter. Do you renenber the
part where the |ady ran out of the
house? She cane at us with a frying
pan, asking for the flam ngo back.

STEVEN
Wien it conmes to | awn ornanent
theft, you know I only | ook one
way: straight ahead.

PHOEBE
Unli ke you, | turned around and I
swear it’s that bl onde | ady.

STEVEN
Nowa-

A knock fromthe passenger’s w ndow causes the pair to junp.

It’s the Bl onde Wonan, twirling her finger, notioning to
| ower the wi ndow.

PHOEBE

|’mnot lowering it. Nope, not
doing it.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 10.

The wi ndow starts to descend, slowly. Phoebe shoots her head
back, seeing Steven's finger pressing down on a button. He
mout hs "sorry."

BLONDE WOVAN
Listen, | know you two are busy,
but | forgot to show you sonet hi ng,
while we were chatting.

The worman sinks her hand into her purse. Rummagi ng around.
Her eyes light up, as if she’s found the freaking Holy
Gail.

BLONDE WOIVAN
Here it isl!

She takes out a square piece of paper. She holds it in front
of her face for a nonent, her eyes darken. She turns the
pi ece of paper around.

The piece of paper is actually a photograph. The picture:
t he pi nk FLAM NGO. The sane one the pair stole from her
[ awn.

BLONDE WOVAN
VHERE | S I T?

The bl onde woman reaches into her purse with the speed of
Usain Bolt, pulling out a frying pan.

BLONDE WOVAN
VHERE | S I T?

The duo screans as the woman stabs the frying pan through
the wi ndow. Steven hits the accel erator, speedi ng away,
| eavi ng behind the crazed wonman.



