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FADE IN:

INT. NICE SUBURBAN HOUSE - BATHROOM - EVENING

Two separate people, a husband and a wife, stand in front of 
two separate sinks, dressing and preparing in front of two 
separate mirrors.

The husband, TOM, has on nothing but his boxers so far.

The wife, JACKIE, has on a dress, not zipped, and no makeup 
or jewelry.

There’s an odd silence between them as Tom puts on deodorant 
and Jackie starts her makeup.

JACKIE
Where’d you say you were going 
again?

She doesn’t look at him as she asks.

TOM
What? Oh, just a work event. 
Nothing special.

He doesn’t look at her as he responds.

JACKIE
Ah.

More silence.

TOM
What about you?

JACKIE
Fundraiser. For the library, I 
think. I don’t remember. Tina 
invited me.

TOM
Sounds fun.

JACKIE
Yeah.

Silence again.

A phone chirps in the other room. Jackie leaves to go get it.

When he’s sure she’s gone, Tom picks up his phone and scrolls 
through his recent text messages.



On the screen --

Susan: Can’t wait to see you tonight ;)

Tom: I can’t wait to finally get my hands on you tonight.

He puts it away and pulls on a pair of nice pants as Jackie 
comes back in.

TOM
Anything important?

JACKIE
No. Just Tina texting me about 
tonight.

She goes back to putting her makeup on.

Tom’s phone buzzes on the counter.

On the screen --

Susan: Mmm. Me neither. All of this waiting has me so hot.

JACKIE (CONT’D)
Who’s that?

Tom’s head jerks up. She isn’t looking.

TOM
Oh, it’s no one. Sports score.

JACKIE
Who’s playing?

TOM
You ask a lot of questions, you 
know.

This doesn’t even seem to phase Jackie.

JACKIE
I was just wondering.

TOM
Sorry. Work is stressful.

JACKIE
I bet.

More silence as they continue to get ready.

Tom looks at his watch as he pulls on a shirt.
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TOM
I’ve gotta get going.

JACKIE
Yeah, me too.

She puts the finishing touches on her makeup as he buttons 
his shirt and ties a tie. 

Still in silence.

She turns towards him.

JACKIE (CONT’D)
Zip me up?

INT. NICE SUBURBAN HOUSE - FRONT HALLWAY - LATER

They’re putting on their coats.

TOM
Need me to drop you off anywhere?

JACKIE
No, I’m going to take my car.

TOM
Tina’s not picking you up?

JACKIE
No. I’m driving tonight.

TOM
Ok.

More silence. They exchange emotionless kisses on cheeks.

TOM (CONT’D)
See you tonight.

He walks out the door texting. She watches him go.

Then her phone chirps.

On the screen --

Dave: I’ll be waiting for you. :)

She types her own message in reply --

Jackie: He just left, so I’ll be there as soon as I can.
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INT. DIMLY LIT RESTAURANT - LATER

Jackie walks in and scans the restaurant. She approaches the 
maitre d’.

JACKIE
Jones.

The maitre d’ scans his list.

MAITRE D’
Yes, I believe the rest of your 
party is already here. Follow me.

She follows, shaking a little from nervous energy.

The maitre d’ presents the table and steps aside. Jackie’s 
jaw drops.

JACKIE
Oh.

Tom’s sitting at the table, just as surprised to see her.

FADE TO BLACK.
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