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GUY sits waiting nervously. Fidgeting.  

 
GIRL comes in, right away tension is set. She drops her stuff, takes a beat, then looks up at him 
with a fake smile almost as if you’re talking to a child.  
 

GUY 
That really scared me. 

 
Beat 

 
GIRL 
Why? 

 
GUY 

You turned off your location. You always keep that on. 
 

GIRL 
oh no everything’s fine. don’t even worry about it 

 
GUY 

But I wasn’t sure you were gonna home tonight and then I couldn’t see where you were- 
 

GIRL 
Of course I was, this is my apartment. You don’t need to know where I’m going all the time- 

 
GUY 

But I was afraid you were gonna go somewhere else or something and you were out there by 
yourself- 

 
GIRL 

Would it have mattered? 
 

GUY 
Of course it matters. Baby, you matter to me so much. And I just want to understand what I did, I 

really--I have no idea- 
 

GIRL 
You can go home tonight if you want. You should go- 

 
GUY 

No, please, I want to talk about this. I don’t want to leave- 
 
 

 



 

 
GIRL 

Talk about what? There’s nothing to talk about. 
 

GUY 
Yes there is, of course there is. I just want to fix it 

 
GIRL 

Fix what? 
 

GUY 
Whatever I did, clearly I made you upset about something and I want to know what. 

 
GIRL 

oh no you didnt do anything really. dont worry about it 
 

GUY 
Of course i'm worried about it, I just want to know whats wrong 

 
GIRL 

Nothinggg you didn’t dooo anything okay?? 
 

GUY 
Yes I did, I just don’t understand why you won’t tell me because I want to fix it 

 
GIRL 

There’s nothing to fix!!! 
 

GUY 
Please, baby just tell me- 

 
GIRL 

what's wrong??? 
(shift) Is you didnt invite me to the fucking bar with all of our friends. 

 
GUY 

Oh. Well, your sister invited me, and it’s close to your work, so I was going to wait there until you 
got out, you know? 

 
GIRL 

No. I don’t know. All I got was a lousy fucking picture of you, my sister, and our friends at a 
fucking bar without me. 

 
 

 



 

GUY 
well, of course you were invited, what do you mean?? She’s your sister- 

 
GIRL 

what so that means im automatically invited - 
 

GUY 
yes!! I thought so- 

 
GIRL 

why didnt anyone tell me i could come?? it’s just cause I might not be able to, right, like I- 
 

GUY 
no, what? no, it’s not like that, obviously we wanted you there- 

 
GIRL 

We??? Right cause you were there with all my friends, and I wasn’t even fucking invited - 
 

GUY 
you were invited- 

 
GIRL 

no i really wasn’t -  
 

GUY 
it’s your sister!!! of course you’re invited you’re always invited if your sister is there - 

 
GIRL 

no one told me anything. I got out of work and it was a SHITTY shift and all I could think about 
was coming home to you, you would be there, ready to pick me up. but no, you weren’t there, 

and i tried to call you and you didnt pick up, didn’t even ask me if i wanna go, or ask me if 
maybe id be fucking interested - 

 
GUY 

i was just waiting to pick you up- 
 

GIRL 
no, you weren’t, you just didn’t want me there- 

 
GUY 

Yes I did-  
 

GIRL 
You didn’t want me there. 

 



 

 
GUY 

I was just there to wait for you, that’s all it was- 
 

GIRL 
You didn’t want me there. 

 
GUY 

no I promise it wasn’t like that, i really just thought - 
 

GIRL 
you thought what??? 

 
……. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 



 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 


