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OVER BLACK

RON (V. Q)
You said you' ve been here before?

JENNI FER (V. O.)

A coupl e years ago. It was nore...
(beat)
Well, it had nore going for it.

Chuckl i ng.
FADE | N:
| NT. RESTAURANT - NI GHT

Nearly enpty. Intimate lighting. H gh cielings. Tables
spread out with [ots of space in between. RON and JENNI FER
both in their late twenties, attractive, sit at opposite
ends of a long, sleek table, acconpanied only by two other
patrons in opposite corners of the room

RON
| think it still has plenty going
for it. For instance, | can pretend
that | rented out the entire place
for us.

JENNI FER
Good point. And | can pretend to be
i mpressed.

RON

(smiles)

Ww. Touche'.

A wai ter approaches, wearing a surgical mask and rubber
gloves. He places two glasses of red wine in the center of
the table.

WAl TER
"1l be right back with your neals.
JENNI FER RON
Thank you. Thank you, appreciate it.

The waiter disappears back into the dimy lit room Ron and
Jenni fer simultaneously reach for their wine glasses in the
center of the table, revealing identical black wist bands.
Suddenly, the wistbands start blinking red. An authoritative
voice emts fromthem



AUTOVATED VO CE (V.0O)
(filtered)
Proximty alert. Please distance
your sel f.

Jennifer rolls her eyes.

JENNI FER
Yeah, yeah..

They both bring their glasses to their sides of the table.

RON
These things never mss a beat. Never.

Jenni fer chuckles, raises her glass. Ron follows suit.

JENNI FER
Wl l, cheers, | guess...

RON
To proximty alerts.

JENNI FER
To proximty alerts.

Ron smrks, shakes his head; what a world. They both sip
their wne.

Awkwar d sil ence.

RON
| don't know what to tal k about.
There's literally nothing to talk
about .

JENNI FER
I know, right? This sucks. Not
you, but... this.

RON
Actual ly... sonething did happen
today. This norning, | wal ked from

ny kitchen to ny living room

JENNI FER
Exciting. Not to upstage you... but
I wal ked fromny kitchen to ny living
room then back to ny kitchen

RON
Whoah, settle down there.

JENNI FER
I know. Livin' on the edge.



RON
You shoul d add sonme cartwheel s next
time, just to spice things up.

JENNI FER
I'll take that into consideration

Anot her brief pause. They smle warmy at each other...
yet, a hint of sadness in their eyes. Jennifer takes another
sip of her w ne.

JENNI FER ( CONT' D)
You know, you're nore handsone in
per son.

RON
Interesting, |'ve been told that |'m
very phot ogeni c.

Jennifer squints. Ron raises his eyebrows in nock surprise.

RON ( CONT' D)
Wait, so you're telling nme that,
after three digital dates, you decided
that you nust get dinner with this
"meh' | ooking guy?

JENNI FER
| was really betting on it being bad
l'ighting.
RON
@uess you | ucked out there.
(beat)
You don't | ook so bad yourself, by
t he way.
JENNI FER
Gh?

Ron takes a sip of his wine, gives her another grin.

RON
Yeah... way better in person.

Jenni fer laughs out loud. As if perfectly tined, the waiter
reappears, placing two entrees in the center of the table,
bef ore qui ckly di sappearing agai n.

Ron and Jennifer alnost go for their nmeals at the sane tineg,
but stop abruptly. Jennifer notions to him

JENNI FER
Go for it.



RON
It's all you.

JENNI FER
You're sure...

RON

Positi ve.

After a beat, Jennifer grabs her plate-- and Ron briskly
reaches for his at the sane tine. Wist bands blink red.

AUTOVATED VO CE (V.0O.)
(filtered)
Proximty alert. Please distance
your sel f.

Ron starts | aughi ng.

JENNI FER
| knew it! Asshole.

She takes a roasted potato off her plate and throws it across
the table at him

I NT. RESTAURANT - LATER

Ron and Jennifer's plates are enpty, as are their w ne
gl asses.

JENNI FER
Seriously, that's the one good thing
that cane out of this. | can order

a personal pizza on a Friday night,
sit alone on ny couch, watch
television... and it's perfectly
accept abl e.

RON
| mean, that sounds |ike a perfect
Friday night to ne.

JENNI FER
Tell that to my ex-roomate. She
woul d judge ne hard. Like... with

her eyes, as she would | eave to go
cl ubbi ng or whatever.

RON
Ext roverts.

JENNI FER
How do you know |'m not an extrovert?



RON
Friday nights al one on your couch?
That's text book introvert. Takes
one to know one.

The waiter appears, places a check in the center of the table.

WAI TER
No rush, whenever you're ready.
Thanks guys.

The waiter disappears. Ron and Jennifer |ook at the check;
a signal that their night is nearing its end. Neither of
themreach for it. The atnosphere suddenly sol em.

RON
You know, | would totally spend Friday
nights introverting with you. If--
wel |, you know.

Jennifer smles at himwarmy.

JENNI FER
Yeah. ..

The two of them stare at the check. Anmbient sound fades
away. Silence.

EXT. RESTAURANT ENTRANCE - MOMENTS LATER

An enpty city street, illum nated by street lights. Harsh
shadows. Unusual ly quiet.

Ron and Jennifer face each other, great distance between
them On the ground around them a large red painted sem -
circle protrudes fromthe restaurant entrance.

RON
This was nice.

JENNI FER
It was.

They stand there, clearly not wanting to | eave. They | ook

at each other, focusing on their subtle features. Ron's

kind smle, Jennifer's conpassionate eyes. A warmmess between
t hem

RON
I wish.. You know. | wish it wasn't
like this.

Jenni fer nods, |ooks down at the ground. After a noment,
Ron hesitantly takes a step forward. Jennifer abruptly takes
a small step back



JENNI FER
Ron. ..

He stops, self aware. She |ooks at him angui shed. Raises
her wist band, nmanages a subtle smle.

JENNI FER ( CONT' D)
Proximty alert.

Ron si ghs, nods his head.
He | ooks at his own wi st band.
RON
You know, sonetinmes | want to tel
this thing to go fuck itself.

JENNI FER
Hell. Yes.

Beat. A look of intent in Ron's eyes.

RON
Wiy don't we?

Jennifer |ooks at hima | ong nonent.
Then, an enpathetic smle.

JENNI FER
Good ni ght, Ron.

Ron smiles sadly in return.

RON
Good ni ght, Jen

Wth that, Jennifer turns and disappears into the harsh
shadows of the city, |eaving Ron there al one.

He stands there, deep in thought.
Slowy, he turns and | eaves in the opposite direction.

Not hi ng I eft but an enpty street, distant sounds echoing
t hr ough the night.

CUT TO BLACK
END
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