
Chapter 1 
 
[Viewer Chooses Gender and Name for the NARRATOR.]  
 
NARRATOR: Growing up I’ve developed a habit of creating these scenarios in my mind where 
I’m minding my own business, and then out of nowhere, someone tries to kill me. 
 
Why? I have no idea.  
 
Who? Also no idea.  
 
In what ways? Many.  
 
A common one that runs through my head is:  
 
[Choice] 

1. Drive By Shooting 
2. Street Person Attack 
3. Abduction Murder 

 
[Selection] 
1.Drive By Shooting 
 
NARRATOR: I’m walking down the street, and surprisingly it’s a sunny afternoon. It’s a busy 
street, so cars driving by fast isn’t unusual.  
 
However, the squealing of tires burning the road, paired with fast acceleration already makes for 
a bad combination.  
 
Just as the car is almost lined up with me, I turn my head and see an outstretched arm with gun 
in hand.  
 
Next thing I know, bullets are raining down on me.  
 
The good news though, is that in these scenarios I always end up living.  
 
Little did I know though, in real life, people die.  
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
Chapter 2 
 
NARRATOR: Spring Break had just started and my-- 
 
[Choice] 

1. Girlfriend & Choose Name 
2. Boyfriend & Choose Name 

 
[Viewer chooses the appearance of their choice.] 
 
NARRATOR: --girlfriend Jenna was coming over so that we could could go grab some brunch. 
This new breakfast place recently opened up and we thought it’d be a fun date to kick off the 
next week.  
 
[Text Alert. JENNA’s Message: Almost there!] 
 
[NARRATOR heads out of the house and meets JENNA by the street in front of the 
NARRATOR’s house. They smile, embrace in a hug, and give a short kiss.] 
 
NARRATOR: Ready? 
 
JENNA: I’m starving. Let’s go.  
 
[She turns and heads off on foot down the street, not waiting for Narrator.] 
 
NARRATOR: Hey! Wait up!! 
 
[Narrator runs and catches up with Jenna.] 
 
JENNA: I told you I was hungry.  
 
NARRATOR: I guess brunch isn’t for you.  
 
JENNA: Nope. Early risers need food ASAP.  
 
NARRATOR: Aw, come on. I know you’ve eaten since you got up.  
 
JENNA: True. But that doesn’t mean I’m not still ravished by now. It’s almost noon! 
 
NARRATOR: Don’t worry, babe. We’ll get you your food! 
 



[NARRATOR grabs JENNA’s hand, and they continue down the street. They are now on a busy 
road. Two lanes on each side, with a median in the middle. They are on the sidewalk walking 
out of frame.] 
 
[Street corner behind the walking couple comes in to view. A loud muscle car is seen tearing 
around the corner, tires screeching.] 
 
[NARRATOR’s face is shown up close. Concern fills his face.] 
 
NARRATOR [Internal]: And that’s when the scenario started.  
 
Screeching tires. Loud car coming up from behind. Only…  
 
I’m not alone. Jenna’s here with me. This isn’t right.  
 
[Flashes to car continuing to approach. The couple releases their hand hold.] 
 
I’ve only ever survived these when I’m alone.  
 
[Concern on NARRATOR’s face.] 
 
NARRATOR: Jenna! 
 
[Screen freezes.] 
 
[Choice] 

1. Jump in front of Jenna to protect her 
2. Dive down and save yourself 

 
[Selection] 
2. Dive down and save yourself 
 
[Selection plays out as NARRATOR dives down behind a car parked on the street. JENNA 
catches on a second too late. We see the same arm from before, reaching out of the car 
window. The gun fires.] 
 
[Flash to JENNA’s face in shock and pain. She falls and the car speeds off.]  
 
[NARRATOR jumps up and runs over to JENNA.] 
 
[Montage of images flash through the screen of: NARRATOR kneeling down next to JENNA, 
brushing the hair out of her face, screaming for help/to call 911, flashing lights of an ambulance, 



police and ambulance pulling up, officers pulling a tearful and screaming NARRATOR away 
from JENNA.] 
 
[Hard cut to black, before fading into the next chapter.] 
 
Chapter 3 
 
Scene: Hospital Emergency Room/Waiting Room. NARRATOR is pacing back and forth, deep 
concern in his face and movements. 
 
[Two parents rush in through the doors. They see NARRATOR and rush up to him. He hugs 
them both as best he can. They are seen from the side, waist up, all looking frantic and in tears.] 
 
MOTHER: What’s the update? What’s going on with my baby? Have they said anything-- 
 
FATHER: --Who’s the doctor in charge here. Which way did they take her?  
 
NARRATOR: I-I-I don’t know. They wouldn’t let me ride in the ambulance, and an officer just 
dropped me off here. The nurse at the front-- 
 
FATHER: She will know. Let’s go.  
 
[He grabs MOTHER’s arm and they head off towards the front desk. NARRATOR trailing behind 
her.] 
 
NURSE: Hi there. How can I-- 
 
FATHER: My daughter. Our daughter, Jenna. She was brought here-- 
 
MOTHER: She was shot. But we don’t know what happened or what’s happening now. We 
need to see her. Please.  
 
NURSE: I see. Yes. Let me take a look and see if we have any updates for you.  
 
[She looks down at her computer screen and begins typing.] 
 
NURSE: And this is for-- 
 
MOTHER: Jenna! 
 
NURSE: Okay. I’ll be right back. Wait right here.  
 
[She heads off screen. Focus is back on the three standing at the desk.] 



MOTHER: I just don’t understand. Who would want to shoot her. My baby! 
 
[She bursts into tears again and crumbles in FATHER’s arms. He comforts her.] 
 
NARRATOR [Internal]: I did this. All of it.  
 
Why didn’t I just take her with me. Or jump in front of her.  
 
It should be me there. Not her.  
 
[Nurse comes back.]  
 
NURSE: This is Dr. Havings. He will provide you with some more information regarding your 
daughter.  
 
DR. HAVINGS: Good afternoon. Why don’t we head back here.  
 
[They head to a private room off center from the front desk.] 
 
DR. HAVINGS: Your daughter is a very lucky young lady. Drive by shootings like this typically 
end in immediate death on the scene.  
 
However, only two bullets made contact. One bullet in the abdomen, and the other fracturing her 
collarbone but narrowly missing her lungs. 
 
[MOTHER gasps at this.] 
 
FATHER: Lucky!? I wouldn’t call getting struck by two bullets lucky.  
 
MOTHER: Oh, but how is she!? Will she-she survive?  
 
DR. HAVINGS: We are doing everything we can to ensure so. 
 
She’s in the operating room now, and we will only know more information as things progress.  
 
The bullet in her abdomen has caused a damaging amount of internal bleeding, and we have 
yet to assess whether it made it through to her spinal cord.  
 
If so, and she survives the surgery and treatment, she could still face paralysis.  
 
[MOTHER gasps again.] 
 
DR. HAVINGS: But we will do everything in our power to make sure-- 



[A police officer comes in to view. He interrupts them.] 
 
POLICE: Sorry for the interruption, but we need to see NARRATOR to get his full statement on 
what happened.  
 
[MOTHER and FATHER look confused as to if they should stay with the doctor or follow along 
with NARRATOR.] 
 
POLICE: Why don’t you two stay here and finish up. We’ll be down at the station, and send 
someone down here again as we get more information.  
 
 
Chapter 4 
 
Scene: At the police station inside a detective’s office. NARRATOR is seated, waiting to be 
seen. 
 
NARRATOR [Internal]: This is not good.  
 
I know I didn’t shoot her, but still. I could’ve done something, right?  
 
In my scenarios I’m always alone though, so I haven’t had the chance to calculate my steps if a 
second person-- 
 
[Door opens.] 
 
[Choice] 

1. Male Detective 
2. Female Detective 

 
[Selection] 

1. Male Detective 
 
[LANK enters the office and closes the door behind him. He’s got his hands full with a cup of 
coffee and a notebook. He is middle aged, and looks toughened from the years of working the 
streets in the job.] 
 
LANK: Pleasure to meet you, NARRATOR.  
 
Well, it would be more of a pleasure if we weren’t in this situation.  
 
But typically people meet me when things have gone wrong. And I’m pretty sure I don’t need to 
tell you--things have gone pretty far wrong.  



 
NARRATOR: And you’re…  
 
LANK: Detective Oliver Lank.  
 
Been working these city streets as a lead detective for almost twenty years now. Seen just 
about all you could see out there.  
 
NARRATOR: So you mean, you’ve had other-- 
 
LANK: Drive-bys? Course.  
 
Though they’re not as common nowadays. Most prefer to walk up and shoot.  
 
Much more accurate that way, and ensures a higher kill rate.  
 
[NARRATOR looks horrified at this.] 
 
LANK: So really, you should be glad it was just a drive-by.  
 
Although it was probably due to it being a drive-by, that you were shot at.  
 
NARRATOR: I’m not really sure what you mean by that… 
 
LANK: Well you don’t look like any of them-- 
 
[motions to wall with wanted criminal’s wanted/persons of interest photos] 
 
LANK: And you also don’t look like you’re in a gang.  
 
NARRATOR: Gang?  
 
LANK: That’s right. Most drive-bys are gang related.  
 
But. Why don’t you go into more details of what all occurred this afternoon.  
 
[NARRATOR still looks nervous and unsure, but continues.] 
 
NARRATOR: Okay... 
 
NARRATOR [Internal]: I tell him all that happened.  
 
How we were going out to get food. Just walking along.  



 
How out of nowhere the car came speeding up. And before we knew what was happening, we 
were getting shot at.  
 
Did I tell him I dove for cover and saved myself? No. I still don’t think I can admit that outloud. 
 
He just listened though and asked some questions throughout it.  
 
[Cut back to the office where they’re at.] 
 
LANK: Well, that sounds like about all we need right now.  
 
NARRATOR: And you’re going to catch them off of that?  
 
LANK: Probably not. But we have to make sure we get as much detail as we can from those 
involved.  
 
NARRATOR: But you think it’s gang related?  
 
LANK: If I had to bet on it, yes.  
 
My lieutenant didn’t want me mentioning this but…  
 
You look an awful lot like an opposing gang boss’ kid.  
 
NARRATOR: Wait. What?  
 
So you think I was actually targeted by-- 
 
LANK: I’ve said too much already.  
 
[He stands up and begins ushering him out the door.] 
 
Best be on your way, and we will be in touch if we get more info. 
 
NARRATOR: If they shot at me once, then doesn’t that mean they will try again?  
 
LANK: What? Oh no.  
 
Chances are slim they’d go after you again.  
 
Well, as I’m sure you can guess, I’ve got lots of work to do.  
 



[LANK stands at the door and once again tries to walk him out.] 
 
 
[Choice] 

1. You push back and demand that they keep you involved. 
2. You accept what he says, and realize you will need to do this on your own. 

 
[Selection] 

1. You push back and demand that they keep you involved. 
 
NARRATOR: Wait a minute.  
 
You aren’t getting rid of me this easily.  
 
I was shot at today, my girlfriend might not make it, you tell me that I look like a gang leader’s 
kid and was targeted--and then say “go home and don’t worry about it!?”  
 
I don’t think so.  
 
LANK: Well, unfortunately son, the criminal justice-- 
 
NARRATOR: Use me.  
 
LANK: What?  
 
NARRATOR: As bait. Right?  
 
That’s what I’ve seen on TV.  
 
They use someone who looks similar, to draw the bad guys out, and then catch them! 
 
LANK: Gangs are nothing like they are on TV.  
 
One wrong move, and you’re dead.  
 
NARRATOR: But still, cant-- 
 
LANK: I know you want to help as much as you can.  
 
And we will keep you in mind if we can use you.  
 
But for now, the best help you can be is to leave. 
 



[NARRATOR gets up and storms out of the office.] 
 
[Choice] 

1. You head back to the hospital. 
2. You head home. 

 
[Selection] 

2. You head home. 
 
Chapter 5 
 
Scene: It is now evening. NARRATOR’s two friends, ERICA and MATT, are over. They are 
making dinner while NARRATOR sits staring with a blank expression. 
 
ERICA: Hey, where are your plates again?  
 
[NARRATOR doesn’t respond and keeps staring.] 
 
MATT: Try the second cabinet to the right of the sink.  
 
That’s where we used to keep them when we roomed together on campus.  
 
ERICA: That’s right. You and a few lucky others split one of those fancy suites in the new 
student housing.  
 
MATT: Jealous much?  
 
ERICA: Well when you had to live where I did, and share a crappy tiny bedroom with two other 
people. Then, yes.  
 
I’m still quite jealous of you rich kids.  
 
MATT: Hey now. Don’t judge us based off of that.  
 
Besides, most of it went in to student loans that we won’t pay off until we’re near death.  
 
[They both look at each other, as NARRATOR made a sharp intake of breath when he 
mentioned “near death.”] 
 
ERICA: Matt! 
 
MATT: My bad! Misspoke.  
 



Anyways, the food is just about ready.  
 
[Scene changes to them at a table eating.] 
 
ERICA: I know you’re probably not hungry, NARRATOR, but you’ve really got to eat something.  
 
[Choice] 

1. You stand up abruptly and explode with anger at them. 
2. You agree and remain calm. 

 
[Selection] 

1. You stand up abruptly and explode with anger at them. 
 
NARRATOR: Not hungry? Of course I’m not hungry! 
 
My girlfriend is probably going to die, I couldn’t even face going back to the hospital and seeing 
her grieving parents, and to make it all worse--the police think I was targeted by these guys! 
 
[He leaves his food on the table and storms off to his room.] 
 
ERICA: Should we go after him?  
 
MATT: Not like that. And definitely not now.  
 
ERICA: I’ve never seen him like this. Have you?  
 
MATT: Well. I mean I’ve seen him upset.  
 
But I don’t think many people have been through what he has. Or at least not all in one day. Let 
alone being shot at.  
 
[Changes his tone to a more joking one.] 
 
You ever been shot at?  
 
ERICA: Pshh. Me? Shot at? Definitely not.  
 
MATT: Yeah, me either.  
 
ERICA: So I guess we can’t know what he’s going through. 
 
But still. We’re here now for him, and want to help with what we can.  
 



MATT: Yeah, I’ll check on him in a minute.  
 
Right after I finish your untouched roll! 
 
[He grabs a roll from off her plate and shoves the whole thing in his mouth.] 
 
ERICA: Hey! I was going to eat that! 
 
Why didn’t you just grab his? His whole plate is untouched.  
 
[Matt wiggles his eyebrows playfully, and speaks with his mouth full.] 
 
MATT: Bad luck. 
 
 I don’t wanna get shot at!  
 
[Erica looks shocked that he’s said this and before she can say anything, he jumps up and 
heads over to NARRATOR’s room.] 
 
[MATT knocks on his door] 
 
MATT: Hey, it’s me.  
 
Sorry about that at dinner.  
 
[Pause, but no response from NARRATOR.] 
 
We just want to help you. Even if we don’t know what you’re going through.  
 
We’re here for you, buddy. 
 
 
[Choice] 

1. You open the door and accept your friend’s help 
2. You yell through the door to be left alone 

 
[Selection] 
….To Be Continued…. 
 
(Selection 1 would be the more positive route of them working together with his friends to get to 
the bottom of the mystery--with a more positive outlook. Selection 2 would be the more difficult 
route that the NARRATOR would go through, isolated and alone--with a negative outlook.) 


