
INT. BEDROOM

A dimly lit bedroom, with black shades and dark curtains. A 
clock reads 12:04 pm. RICK, 35, is sleeping in a queen size 
bed.  Half of the room is tidy, half of it is not.

There is a LOUD knock at the door.  Rick sleeps through it. 
The knocking CONTINUES, as it gets more agressive and 
louder.  

The BANGING on the door, now has woken him up. He looks at 
the clock whick reads 12:15 pm, he wipes the drool from his 
face and slowly gets up out of bed.

KNOCK, KNOCK, KNOCK!!

RICK
(low voice)

I'm coming.

As if he is in no hurry, grabs a pair of shorts that were 
on the bed post and puts them on.

KNOCK, KNOCK, KNOCK!!!

RICK
I hear you.

He stumbles through the hallway past the kitchen to the 
front door.  He opens the the door and a large man, HECTOR, 
44, is at the front door.  He doesn't look happy.

HECTOR
Hey, you want to move your fucking 
car out of my diveway! I got to get 
out.

Rick pokes his head out the door and sees a SILVER HONDA 
ACCORD parked, though, blocking the entrance to a driveway.

RICK
That's what you called me out here 
for?

HECTOR
(annoyed)
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I've been knocking for half a 
fucking hour, lets go, I got shit 
to do. I dont mind you parking in 
my driveway, but, when I need to 
get out, I better be able to get 
out.

Rick goes to close the door when Hector blocks it.

HECTOR
So, you gonna move it, or do I have 
to tow that shit.

RICK
Tow?

HECTOR
Yes, I will tow your shit, if you 
don't move it.

RICK
Listen to me, if you do that, we're 
gonna have problems.

HECTOR
Excuse me?!

RICK
I said, if you tow my car, you and 
I are gonna have problems.

HECTOR
Aight, bro.

Hector takes out his cell phone.

HECTOR
We'll see about that shit.

Rick SLAMS the door in his face. He walks off camera back 
to sleep.

FADE OUT

INT. BATHROOM

Rick is brushing his teeth. The bathroom clock read 2:27 pm
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He finishes up and walks to the front door.

EXT. HOUSE DAY

He looks over to the driveway and the car is not there. He 
shakes his head, smirks and walks away.

FADE OUT

EXT. STEET EVENING

Hector is in the driveway having a beer with a group of 
friends. A silver Honda Accord, almost identical to the one 
earlier, pulls into the driveway. Hector looks confused. 
 Out of the car steps Rick.

RICK
(to Hector)

Hey, Im going to be inside, if you 
need to move it just knock on my 
door, ok.

Hector follows Rick to his front door.

HECTOR
Yo, hold on a second, wait a 
minute, wait a minute!

Rick turns around.

RICK
Yeah?

HECTOR
Didn't I tow your car earlier?

RICK
Um...no. My car is right there.

HECTOR
You mean, your car wasn't parked in 
the driveway this morning?

RICK
No. There was no parking around 
here when I got home from work this 
morning. I saw your car was still 

(MORE)
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RICK (CONT'D)
here, so I figured, you had to be, 
so I circled and parked around the 
corner.

HECTOR
If that wasn't yours, than who's 
car went to Pennsylvannia this 
morning?!

RICK
Oh, I don't know. There's more than 
one Honda Accord, I guess and the 
person who owned that one is 
probably not a happy camper.

Hector looks over to his friends, he looks confused.

HECTOR
but hold on a sec, you told me if I 
towed your car, we were gonna have 
problems. Didn't you not say that?

RICK
I did. I did say that, yes. And we 
would have had a problem, because, 
my car was parked legally around 
the corner causing you no harm.

(beat)
Now you would have known this 
useful information if you would 
have asked me nicely this morning 
instead of yelling and cursing at 
me like a psycho. I would have told 
you it wasn't mine, conversation 
would've been over and I go back to 
sleep.

HECTOR
Damn bro. You made me tow some 
other niggas car!

RICK
It would have gotten towed any way, 
because, I would've told you it 
wasn't mine.  How were you supposed 
to get out?
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Hector walks away looking flabergasted. Rick unlocks the 
door and goes in.

CUT TO BLACK

THE END


