LR LAFS

by Steven Kirk

Logline:

On one long, hot summer night in 1987 in the small Midwestern mining town of Stillwater, the
weekly rolling party of teens and young adults driving the local strip for fun, attention, romance,
and trouble slowly thins into the last true “loser laps.” As the crowd dwindles, a quiet young
woman named Nikki begins to see the people, patterns, and false freedoms that have kept her
circling in place, and must decide whether to make one more turn or finally drive toward a future
of her own.

Format: Feature Film Genre: Coming-of-Age Drama

Loser Laps is set over a single summer night in 1987 in Stillwater, where Friday night means
one thing: the Loop. Every weekend, the town’s teenagers and twentysomethings climb into
cars, turn up the music, and circle the strip until the town itself seems to come alive. The early
hours feel electric, loud, and full of possibility. By late night, the crowd thins, the roads get
emptier, and the illusion starts to wear off. Those last few cars still circling after 2:00 a.m. are the
true diehards, the ones driving the “loser laps.”

| sat behind the wheel in this world. Windows down, music up, no work, no school, no parents,
just a few hours with friends, beer in a dark corner of the mall parking lot, and freedom from the
real world. But before long, the Loop became more than just a pastime. It turned into a
seductive, inescapable ritual. That is the realization the story’s lead, Nikki, spends the night
wrestling with.

At the center of the story is Nikki, quietly on the edge of twenty, the steady driver in a world full
of louder personalities. She works in the high school office, knows cars better than most of the
boys showing off on the strip because she grew up around a gearhead father and brother, and
has spent so long being useful to everyone else that she has never had to ask what she wants
for herself. Her best friend Jane is the opposite: loud, glamorous, funny, and fully alive in the
scene, the public face of their car and friendship. They have been doing the Loop together for
years. What started as something to do has become habit, ritual, and identity.

The night begins with a tiny crack. When Nikki picks Jane up, Jane notices Nikki is not as done
up as she usually is. Less makeup. Less effort. Less armor. They roll toward the Loop, merge
into the line of cars, and Jane instantly flips into the party girl everyone expects. On the surface,
everyone seems exactly where they want to be. Also out on the Loop is Roger, the local king of
the strip and Nikki’'s old high school boyfriend. Nikki broke up with him because he refused to
grow up. Underneath that is one of the story’s deeper wounds: Roger once tried to leave
Stillwater, got humbled hard in a world where nobody thought he was special, and came back to
reclaim the one place where he still mattered. He tried to reclaim Nikki too, wanting everything
to go back to the way it was when life still worked. She was tempted, but still said no.



Riding shotgun with Roger is Michael, known to everyone as Weasel, a lonely fifteen-year-old
latchkey kid trying far too hard to be one of the older crowd. Early in the night, Nikki’s orbit peels
off to a loading dock behind Stillwater Mall, where Roger holds court, Weasel tries too hard to fit
in, Jane works the crowd, and Nikki watches from half a step outside it all. Then the movie
quietly changes shape. Jane gets a better offer and, for the first time, leaves Nikki behind after a
brief, stinging disagreement. Suddenly Nikki is alone in the car with the road hum and her own
thoughts, and the same Loop starts looking different.

As the crowd thins, one of the usual stops is a fast-food burger joint, where Nikki catches up
with Jeff, twenty-nine and staring down thirty, a funny, slightly stoned night-shift philosopher
who knows this world a little too well. Nikki suggests he ride with her for a couple of laps and
sober up before getting back behind the wheel. In the car, Jeff talks about what it means to
wake up one day and realize you have been doing the same Friday night too long. He is talking
about himself, but Nikki sees herself.

Stopping back at the burger joint to drop Jeff off, Nikki sees Roger proclaiming it is time to
“‘make a man” out of Weasel, calling over a glammed-up rocker chick nicknamed Cherry Bomb.
She plants a big kiss on the kid and starts leading him toward her car. Roger thinks he is
helping. Nikki knows better. She cuts in, pulls Michael into her car, and takes him home. In that
quiet drive, “Weasel” starts becoming Michael again.

Returning to the Loop, Nikki hits the emotional hinge of the story when she sees Lorraine, a
woman in her late forties who works with her at the school, still out doing the Loop, loud,
overdone, and trying to perform youth like it never left. In that instant, Nikki sees Lorraine not as
a joke, but as a future version of Jane and herself. From there, the glamour curdles. Nikki sees
Jane in another car, still laughing, still in her element, apparently able to keep the old world
going without her. Roger keeps offering Nikki one more warm return to the life they almost had.
Jeff gives voice to what happens when a few aimless years become a life. The roads get
emptier. The music gets farther apart. What started as a rolling party shrinks into the true loser
laps.

Late in the night, the remaining few drift back to the mall lot one last time. The same place that
felt alive earlier now looks hollow, stripped bare, and faintly pathetic. Nikki looks around and
realizes there is nothing here she actually wants anymore. Everyone gets back in their cars. The
pattern tries one more time to absorb her.

At the final stop sign, turning left means continuing the Loop. Going straight means leaving.
Nikki stops. She hesitates. In the car behind her, Jane leans out and yells, “Go!” At first, it
means what everyone thinks it means: move, turn, keep the ritual alive. Nikki sits for one more
beat, then drives straight ahead. Jane sits back and says quietly, almost to herself, “...go.” It is
no longer impatience. It is permission. As Jane and the rest of the cars turn left to continue the
Loop, Nikki drives out of the pattern that has defined her life.

The 60’s had American Graffiti, the 70’s had Dazed and Confused, the 80s has Loser Laps.
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