
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


TWO SEATS LEFT

Written by Kevin James Joseph McNamara


TWO SEATS LEFT

Scene 1 – INT. SUBWAY PLATFORM – MORNING – WINTER

RUSH HOUR. Wind howls through the elevated Brooklyn platform. Commuters huddle, bundled in layers, clutching coffee cups and bagged breakfast sandwiches.

A DING echoes. The approaching train lights flicker through the fog.

CLAIRE OKAFOR (31), African-American, sharp-eyed, tightly coiled confidence in a long navy coat, clocks the train’s speed. She shifts her tote higher, ready to pounce.

NOAH ELLIS (29), Caucasian, lanky, bundled but slightly rumpled, clutches a paperback and adjusts his glasses.

The train SCREECHES into the station.

The doors SLIDE open. The crowd shuffles. Claire darts left—Noah mirrors her from the right.

They weave between bodies like sprinters dodging obstacles. Claire jukes around a street musician’s sax case. Noah slips past a stroller—barely.

TWO OPEN SEATS. One double—together, against the window.

Claire gets there a half-step before Noah.

NOAH

(grinning, breathless)

Don’t make me challenge you to a rematch next stop.

CLAIRE

(already sitting)

Challenge accepted. But you’ll need better shoes.

Noah slides into the other seat beside her, winded, trying not to elbow her with his book. A beat.

He glances over. She’s not looking.

She opens a physics article on her phone. He flips to his marked page.

She glances over. He’s not looking.

The subway lurches forward. The lights flicker.

They ride in silence... for now.

FADE OUT.

TWO SEATS LEFT

Scene 2 – INT. SUBWAY CAR – CONTINUOUS

The train JERKS to a stop in the tunnel.

Lights dim. That familiar flicker. Groans from passengers.

PA SYSTEM

(apologetic, fuzzy)

We are being held momentarily by the train’s dispatcher. Please remain on board.

Claire exhales. She adjusts her scarf and gives Noah a side glance.

CLAIRE

(gesturing at his book)

Let me guess—chapter three made you feel smarter than you actually are?

Noah blinks. Busted.

NOAH

(smiles)

I skipped chapter three.

CLAIRE

Of course you did.

NOAH

You’re a physicist.

CLAIRE

(straight-faced)

Received my PhD two years ago. And you’re an economist.

NOAH

How’d you know? I just received my PhD this year.

CLAIRE

That book—The Quantum Behavior of Markets.

Only economists read it to sound interesting at dinner parties.

He laughs—she’s not wrong.

NOAH

So what do physicists read on trains?

CLAIRE

(pulls a sci-fi novel from her tote)

Time travel, aliens, complicated women. You know—nonfiction.

They both chuckle. Silence falls again, but it’s warmer now.

CLAIRE

I’m Claire.

Noah opens his mouth—

—but the PA system interrupts.

PA SYSTEM

We will be moving shortly.

The train SHUDDERS back to life.

NOAH

I’m—

The train doors slide open at the next stop. Both look up.

They jump to their feet simultaneously.

NOAH

Oh—

CLAIRE

This is me—

They exit hastily, bumping shoulders.

EXT. STATION PLATFORM – CONTINUOUS

They head opposite directions—her to the stairs, him to the exit.

Claire glances back.

Noah does too—two beats too late.

A beat of stillness.

Then the crowd swallows them both.

CUT TO:

TWO SEATS LEFT

Scene 3 – MONTAGE – VARIOUS LOCATIONS – WINTER TO SPRING

—INT. CAFE – DAY

CLAIRE stirs tea distractedly while her friend MONICA (30s, stylish, skeptical) scrolls her phone.

MONICA

He didn’t ask for your number?

CLAIRE

No time. We barely made it off the train alive.

MONICA

You said he reads economic theory on the subway. That’s not sexy.

CLAIRE

It was.

—INT. LIVING ROOM – NIGHT

NOAH lounges on a couch littered with academic journals. His roommate JAMES (30s, scruffy, sarcastic) drinks orange juice from the carton.

NOAH

She quoted Feynman, mid-lurch, between West 4th and Broadway-Lafayette.

JAMES

That’s... weirdly hot.

NOAH

I know.

—INT. SUBWAY CAR – DAYS LATER

CLAIRE rides the train, scanning every face, every car. Nothing.

She half-smiles at a stranger. It's not him.

—INT. SUBWAY PLATFORM – DIFFERENT TIME
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