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ACT I

Scene One

Small town jail--present day.

Lee sits on a bench behind bars with his legs

crossed as he kicks his foot up and down. A skimpy

tank-top and cutoffs cling tightly to his lean

body. His slim frame, hairless skin, and stunning

eyes behind eyeliner make him look like a boy. Yet

the emaciation apparent in his appearance--his

worn skin, sunken cheeks, and bruised neck--show

that he has been around for far too long. He’s

very flamboyant in speech and manner but not in a

comical way--his fierce personality demands

respect. He whistles to himself. Larry sits at a

desk in front of the bars, reading a sports

magazine. Larry is dense in build with an

intentionally burly appearance constructed by

facial hair and big pecs underneath his police

uniform. The cell phone on Larry’s desk rings.

Larry answers it. Lee watches him talk with

suspicion.

LARRY

Hello.

Beat.

Oh...uh...alright. I’ll see you later then. Working.

He quickly hangs up as he stares at his phone. He

slowly sets it on his desk and sinks into his

chair and stares off into space for a moment. He

then rests his head in his hands, and then

straightens himself.

LEE

What was that call about?

Larry is silent at his desk. Lee smiles and begins

to whistle louder. Larry gets annoyed with Lee’s

whistling. His annoyance escalates throughout the

scene as he tries to remain calm.

LARRY

Can you stop the whistling?

LEE

I don’t have no harmonica...I mean, isn’t that what I’m

supposed to have in this situation? Small town jail an’

all.

(Suggestively. )

(MORE)

(CONTINUED)
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LEE (cont’d)
I need something to blow.

LARRY

Ha. You’re funny, man.

LEE

Oh, come on, big policeman. We’re all alone here. All

the other boys are out getting action--

LARRY

Not gonna listen...

LEE

--don’t you think you deserve a little action?

LARRY

(Reading his sports magazine.)

Did you know Kobe Bryant speaks Italian?

LEE

Did you know I give the best head in this hemisphere?

LARRY

Doubt it.

LEE

What, you think you’re better at suckin’ dick than I

am?

LARRY

Naw, man. I think if you gave the best head in the

hemisphere, you wouldn’t be a small town prostitute.

LEE

Who said I was a prostitute?

LARRY

The cop who busted you.

LEE

I wanted to do my stuff with that guy! It’s not

prostitution if I was attracted to him. It’s just

called gold digging.

LARRY

So you’ve never done it with an ugly guy? For the

money?

LEE

Nope...

(CONTINUED)
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LARRY

And you never will?

LEE

I’d stoop as low as you...if it would get me outta

here. Anything is better than confinement.

LARRY

Sorry, man. I don’t like men.

LEE

Neither do I. They’re pigs. But I like what comes

attached to them.

Larry ignores Lee.

That’s cool. Keep playing hard to get.

Lee begins to whistle as loud as possible.

LARRY

(Looking down at his magazine.)

I have a gun, dude.

LEE

Ooooh, let me see it!

Larry roles his eyes and brandishes the gun.

Oh, you could really do some damage with that. You ever

kill a man with a gun?

Larry is silent.

Oh, stop ignoring me! You know you want it, Larry.

Lee sticks his head in between the bars and flaps

his tongue up and down. Larry continues to ignore

Lee.

LOOK AT ME!

Larry finally looks. Beat. Lee smiles.

Hi.

Larry shakes his head and returns to his magazine.

Lee begins to sing "Like a Virgin" to himself

while he dances promiscuously on the bars.

LIKE A VIRGIN. Whew! Touched for the very first time. A

street urchi-i-i-in. But at least my ass is fine! Oh,

woah, ah, ooooh--

Larry continues to ignore Lee.

You like my singing, Larry? I wanted to be the next

Madonna. But then I found out no one wants to have a

male Madonna. I only wanted to be seen.

(CONTINUED)
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LARRY

So touching.

Lee laughs and continues to sing to the tune.

LEE

Larry’s a faggot. Whew! But not very kind. Such a

fa-a-a-a-got. I know you want me to suck you dry!

LARRY

(Sarcastic, his annoyance growing.)

Yep, I’m the faggot between the two of us.

LEE

You’re a bitch to the system.

LARRY

And you’re a bitch to old men with menopausal wives. I

win!

LEE

At least I own what I am.

LARRY

I have nothing to own up to.

LEE

Then look me straight in the eyes and take your

baseball cap off.

Larry does so. Lee looks. He smiles.

Does the name Terry ring a bell?

LARRY

What are you--

LEE

T-E-R-R-Y. He’s the other small town prostitute.

Sometimes, we walk together in the daylight. Share

stories. One day, we passed this one man, walkin’,

walkin’, walkin’, and Terry says to me, "He fucked me

once. Found him on Craigslist. Never got back with me

after our first lay."

LARRY

I don’t care about this story.

LEE

But you do, because this man was you walking down the

street, Larry. You boned Terry. Larry and Terry sittin’

in a tree. F-U-C-K-I-N-G.

(CONTINUED)
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LARRY

You’ve got the wrong guy.

LEE

He said you were bad in the sack.

LARRY

No he didn’t--

Beat. Lee chuckles.

LEE

Let me out, and no one would ever have to know.

LARRY

(Becoming very irritated.)

Like they’d believe you.

LEE

I would never tell them, Larry. You know why?

Beat. No response.

Because I’m a good person.

Lee sticks his hand out of the bars and brandishes

a pinky.

Pinky promise. Come on, Larry. Come wrap pinkies with

me...

Larry pauses. Walks up to Lee.

That’s it...Larry.

Larry gets very close. He hits the bars with his

billy club.

LARRY

Why are you such a faggot?

Lee cackles. Beat.

LEE

I do it all just to scare "real men" like you.

LARRY

You don’t scare me. I know you’re type. You’re just an

insane liar.

LEE

I speak nothing but the truth.

(Suspicious of Lary’s attitude.)

Who was that on the phone? Your girlfriend?

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 6.

LARRY

No.

LEE

Boyfriend...

LARRY

God, no.

LEE

Your...buddy who you jerk off with on cold nights.

LARRY

SHUT THE HELL UP!

Larry is now facing Lee. His face is incredibly

red.

LEE

What is wrong, my friend?

LARRY

NOTHING!

LEE

"Nothing" doesn’t scream like that. Psycho.

LARRY

WHORE!

LEE

Oh, don’t start name-calling with me. I will win.

Beat. Lee smiles.

I always win.

Lee lets out a big cackle.

Now, tell Mama what’s wrong. And I’ll hold you. And

make it all better.

Larry is affected by these words.

LARRY

My mom just died. That was the phone call.

LEE

Oh, God, I’m sorry. Are...are you okay?

LARRY

It...it was coming. She was...vegetated.

(CONTINUED)
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LEE

I know it hurts. My mom died when I was thirteen.

LARRY

You’re lying again...

LEE

Really. I’m dropping my shit. When a mother dies, a

queen commiserates.

Beat.

I really am sorry. I’m here for you if you’ll let me

be.

Beat.

Tell me how you feel.

Beat.

LARRY

(With the tone or retaliation.)

Guilty.

Beat.

LEE

Why?

Beat.

LARRY

Because I’ve spent most of my life hating her.

LEE

Freudian bullshit teach you to pin all your problems on

your mother?

LARRY

She let me play with Barbies, and wear her dresses.

Painted my nails.

LEE

But then came...

LARRY

Kindergarten.

The two share a short, knowing laugh.

LARRY

The first week of school, I killed all my Barbies.

(CONTINUED)
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LEE

Eee-gads! You get off on that?

LARRY

I took all of them and hid them in my closet. Then put

duct tape on the door. Then, that weekend, I burned off

their hair and popped off their heads. Broke off their

limbs. I was so proud.

LEE

Yeah. You did good, kid.

LARRY

My mom cried.

LEE

Because she couldn’t protect you anymore.

LARRY

She created something sissy inside me.

LEE

That you could never get rid of.

LARRY

Even with sports.

LEE

And girls.

LARRY

And drinking and smoking.

LEE

And walking like John Wayne.

LARRY

And speaking from your throat--Adam’s apple as low as

possible.

LEE

None of that stopped you from wanting to put on a dress

and paint your nails like you were four again?

Long silence.

That never had to end.

(Spinning around and holding up his

painted nails. Sing-songy.)

It never ended for meeee.

LARRY

Nobody likes an outlier.

(CONTINUED)
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LEE

But everyone loves a good blowjob. I’m far better than

Terry...

LARRY

You ever thought some guys just want someone to talk

to?

LEE

How are we supposed to talk with these bars between us?

LARRY

If I let you out, you’ll run away.

LEE

No, I won’t. I just wanna get closer to you. I love to

touch a man in misery.

LARRY

(Laughing.)

You’re sick.

Larry gets another call.

Hello?

Beat.

No, I can’t come--I’m on the job.

Beat.

Ignoring my responsibilities?

Beat.

My priorities are fine. Trisha, just--

Beat. Larry looks at his phone.

Trisha?

LEE

She hang up on you?

Silence as Larry stares at his phone. He slams it

on his desk. He walks to the bars, unlocks them,

and slides them open.

LARRY

I have a gun. I will let you out. We talk. You make a

run for the door--out comes the metal. You’ll be put

back in the cell later when the crew is on their way

back. But I know someone who’s into helping youth out

on the street. He works for a charity house. He’ll get

bail for you and set you up there, hoping to

reintegrate you.

(CONTINUED)
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LEE

He’ll fail.

LARRY

Not my problem.

Lee walks up to Larry, stroking his chest.

And please don’t do that.

LEE

Can I just feel--

Larry points to the chair at the desk.

LARRY

Sit down.

Lee walks to the chair and sits.

LEE

What about the cameras? Don’t want your amigos to know

that you--

LARRY

Camera is broken. Shhhh. It’s a secret.

Lee lets out a laugh.

LEE

I’m Lee, by the way. Not like you would ever ask.

Beat.

What was your first time with a guy like?

Beat.

Come on. I need some excitement. Let me guess--middle

school. You and the other star football player--

LARRY

College. In the sauna at a gym. The guy was at least

forty but sexy. Trim.

LEE

Dick size.

LARRY

Average.

LEE

Bummer.

(CONTINUED)
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LARRY

I walked in. Sat down. We made eye contact. And we made

eye contact again. Then again and--

LEE

Let’s cut to the chase--he gave you seven minutes in

heaven.

LARRY

No. Only one minute--maybe less. First time--

LEE

Like a virgin.

LARRY

He tried getting me to return the favor...and I said...

LEE

That you weren’t gay?

LARRY

I said I wasn’t into men.

LEE

And you believed it, too.

LARRY

And I just walked out.

LEE

But you went back.

LARRY

Seven times.

LEE

Lucky number.

LARRY

Sometimes, I would wait until I was dying of heat in

there.

Lee walks to Larry, placing a hand on his cheek.

LEE

Waiting for the person who would empty you out. Waiting

to empty out--

LARRY

That little part of me that was like you.

Lee playfully slaps Larry.

(CONTINUED)
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LEE

Dick head.

Lee runs a hand on Larry’s chest.

LARRY

Why do you want to touch me like that?

LEE

Because I wanna taste your self-hate. It tastes like

pride to me. Validation.

Lee removes a necklace from beneath Larry’s shirt.

A crucifix?

Larry quickly places it back under his shirt. Lee

begins to run his hand lower.

You know you wanna sin with me, angel.

Larry turns Lee around and clasps him to his body

with one arm, trapping Lee’s arms. Larry pulls out

his gun and holds it in front of Lee’s face. He

does not point it at him, just wants him to see

it. Lee playfully tries to escape while they talk,

but Larry continues to keep him contained.

LARRY

I did kill a man before. With a gun like this.

LEE

Oh, baby, that’s hot!

LARRY

He was a rapist.

LEE

I’ve probably been employed by plenty of those.

LARRY

And he tried to run away after being caught in the act.

And I shot him while he was crawling out the window.

Because he didn’t deserve to live. To get away.

LEE

Oooh, you’re so powerful.

LARRY

And I thought, "This is what being a man is. So much

power you can take a life."

LEE

But that only made you realize how dead you were...

(CONTINUED)
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LARRY

Like I shot the little boy that wore his mother’s

dresses--

LEE

(Holding up his hot-pink nails.)

And painted his nails hot-pink--

Lee begins to drift away but Larry pulls Lee in

close and grabs very tightly.

LARRY

Stop trying to get away!

Lee gropes Larry sexually.

Just hold me!

Larry begins to sink to the floor with Lee in his

arms. He rests his hands on the ground.

Please.

Lee grabs Larry’s gun and points it at him. He

fiddles with it and stands. Larry lies still, in

shock and dismay on the ground looking at the gun.

LEE

Safety off.

LARRY

Please. You’ll get your bail tomorrow.

LEE

I LIKE TO WORK FOR MY MONEY! I killed a man once too.

With his own gun. In self defense. And I didn’t give a

shit.

Beat.

Now do you think I’m a faggot? Or do you think I’m a

man?

Beat. Lee rips off Larry’s necklace. He laughs to

himself as he pockets it.

Stick your face under my foot!

LARRY

What?

LEE

You heard me!

Larry sticks his face under Lee’s foot. Lee steps

on it.

Now, tell me you’re my little faggot.

(CONTINUED)
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Beat. Lee steps down harder.

LARRY

I’m your little faggot.

LEE

Isn’t this hot? Now, get in the cell and give me your

keys.

Larry gives his keys to Lee and gets in the cell.

Lee locks him in.

LARRY

Why are you doing this, Lee? You’re screwing yourself

over.

LEE

Because I’m an "insane liar"

Lights out.

My mother’s still alive and I hate her Baptist guts.

Scene Two

Mitchell and Darrell’s kitchen.

Mitchell sits at a table stage right going over

paperwork. He is an attractive, effeminate, small

man with a big, anxious attitude. His leg bounces

up and down emphatically while he sifts through

the papers and sips on a coffee mug--always

placing his mug on his coaster. He is not nearly

at the level of Lee, but he is very much a gay

man. Darrell enters carrying a cup of coffee. He

is tall and stocky--masculine. But there is a

fineness in him. Soft words and a shaven face.

Smooth movements and gentle gestures. But,

something is brewing in him, ready to erupt. He

sits at the table. Darrell puts down the cup of

coffee on the table. Mitchell looks up from his

papers at the mug and moves a coaster under it. He

returns to his papers.

MITCHELL

I’ve been thinking about names. If he or she is a baby

of a different race--like, Hispanic, can we give him or

her a Hispanic name? I know I sound a little stupid,

but I love Spanish names. Like...

(Trying too hard to pronounce it

Spanish-like.)

Ehctorr.

(CONTINUED)
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DARRELL

Hector?

MITCHELL

No, Ehctorr. You have to roll your "r" at the end.

Rrrr. Try.

DARRELL

No...

MITCHELL

Just try! We might be adopting a Hispanic baby! Or

Latino. Or whatever is more correct.

DARRELL

We’re not naming him Ehcter.

MITCHELL

Orrrr. Just try.

DARRELL

No.

MITCHELL

Come on. And why couldn’t we name him that--if he or

she is a boy, that is.

DARRELL

(Drinking his coffee.)

Because we’re not Hispanic. Or Latino. I don’t really

want to make us into the showcase of multiculturalism.

Two gay men with a son named Ehctorrr.

MITCHELL

Thank you for saying it right! But really, it’s

sticky--adopting. Because of the culture clash. Because

we don’t want to deny him or her of her or his cultural

identity but who are we to--

DARRELL

I’ve told you I don’t think this is a good idea

anyways--

MITCHELL

--support such a culture. Who are we to give him or her

an idea of what it is to be Hispanic or Latino or

Native American or--

DARRELL

(Putting down his coffee--not on the

coaster.)

Not a good idea.

(CONTINUED)
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MITCHELL

--Or even Southern, really. What if she or he is a

Southern baby? That’s its own subculture.

DARRELL

Southern?

MITCHELL

(Putting the mug back on the coaster.)

Yes. Southern.

DARRELL

Do you know how asinine you sound?

MITCHELL

I’m being culturally sensitive.

DARRELL

So, because the child is from the South--the one-month

to...two-year-old--

MITCHELL

No, I don’t want one that old--their personalities are

already formed by then.

DARRELL

Whatever. Because the child is from the South, we are

supposed to read him to bed with...Tennessee Williams?

MITCHELL

It is part of his or her heritage. Just how he or she

was born. Be more sensitive.

DARRELL

There’s a line between sensitive and retarded.

MITCHELL

That’s insensitive! What if he or she has a mental

problem?

DARRELL

Then we send him back.

Darrell downs the rest of his coffee. Places it

off the coaster. Mitchell attempts to put it back

on the coaster. Darrell stops him.

It’s empty!

Mitchell takes the cup to the sink.

MITCHELL

That’s not funny, Darrell. You don’t just send a kid

back.

(CONTINUED)
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DARRELL

I wasn’t being serious about sending--

MITCHELL

It’s not a joke. You don’t joke about a child.

DARRELL

Well, I don’t want the kid in the first place.

MITCHELL

You said--

DARRELL

I said, "Okay." I finally said, "Okay." A month ago.

After how many months of pushing and prodding to make

me utter those two syllables?

Long beat.

MITCHELL

You know what? It’s too late for this. We’ve been up

way too late after having a long day of work to be

going through these papers. Let’s just go to bed and

start new in the morning.

DARRELL

(Defeated.)

Okay...

Darrell stands up and leans against the table.

Mitchell walks over and gives Darrell a quick

kiss.

MITCHELL

You don’t know how happy it makes me that you agreed to

this.

DARRELL

I think I do.

Darrell runs his hand over Mitchell’s face. He

flips Mitchell around so that he is sitting on the

table. Darrell goes in for a kiss, but Mitchell

breaks away and hops off of the table.

MITCHELL

Darrell, tables weren’t made for being sat on.

Mitchell begins to gather the papers on the table

into a folder.

I’ve been thinking about it, and what do we do about

the whole gay thing?

(CONTINUED)
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DARRELL

The what?

MITCHELL

The gay daddies thing? Like, I don’t want to impress a

sexuality onto the child. It would be hypocritical to

install hetero-normative values into him or her, but it

would also be detrimental to tell him or her that she

or he can be with whoever he or she wants to be with.

Because what if he or she ends up getting a crush on

someone of the same sex in kindergarten? But then, he

or she gets his or her ass beat because of what we

taught him or her? Can you imagine the psychological

damage?

DARRELL

I thought we were going to bed.

MITCHELL

Yeah. Yeah. Totally. Just, just a thought. I’m just

worried for not preparing him or her for the real

world. Do we tell him or her..."Yeah, like whoever you

want, but if it’s someone of the same sex, keep it a

secret!"

DARRELL

I am really tired. This paperwork did tire me out.

MITCHELL

You didn’t even do any of it. I did everything.

DARRELL

Mitchell...

MITCHELL

Sorry...you know I just want to do this all perfectly.

I want to do the best for him or--

DARRELL

It.

MITCHELL

What?

DARRELL

It.

MITCHELL

It?

DARRELL

Call the child, "the child," or call the child, "it." I

can’t take another "he or she" or "him or her" coming

out of your mouth.

(CONTINUED)
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MITCHELL

Well, that’s because you want a boy so bad.

DARRELL

Yeah, I did. But you wouldn’t let me have that even

with the compromise I made.

MITCHELL

Sexism!

DARRELL

If we had a girl...who would teach her how to use a

tampon?

MITCHELL

I guess I would. With diagrams.

DARRELL

But you don’t really know what it’s like.

MITCHELL

Then we’ll ask Dana. And Dana can do a thorough

demo-fucking-stration.

DARRELL

I also thought it would be nice to have a kid with my

genes.

MITCHELL

Ego-centrism?

DARRELL

I’m tired...

MITCHELL

Why don’t you want to have this baby? That’s what

husbands do.

DARRELL

Husbands?

MITCHELL

Yeah?

DARRELL

We’re not married.

MITCHELL

That’s the government’s fault. We totally would be if

there weren’t fascists in office.

Beat. Mitchell looks for agreement but does not

receive it.

(CONTINUED)
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DARRELL

Remember what you said about starting over in the

morning?

MITCHELL

Well, it will just start your doubting cycle all over

again.

DARRELL

My cycle? It’s your cycle. "Let’s go to bed. No let’s

talk. Let’s go to bed. No, let’s talk."

MITCHELL

Why don’t you think we could raise this child?

DARRELL

Because we’re both men.

MITCHELL

And...

DARRELL

And children need a mother figure.

MITCHELL

He or she would need a stable, loving home.

DARRELL

It would need a nurturer. Women are nurturers.

MITCHELL

I could be that.

DARELL

But you’re not a woman.

MITCHELL

I’m kinda womanly. I mean between us, you know... and I

like the arts and not sports. And I...grew up taking

ballet classes.

DARRELL

But you don’t have a tit for the kid to--

MITCHELL

Irrelevant! And ewe! Not that women’s mammary glands

are gross but--

DARRELL

You’re not a woman! Get over it.

(CONTINUED)
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MITCHELL

I know I’m not a woman, but statistics show--

DARRELL

That two male parents is the worst environment--

MITCHELL

--that it can be done. Two men can--

DARRELL

--to raise a child in. Worst.

MITCHELL

I don’t think we would be the worst. And...a lack of a

woman isn’t what the problem would be. My greatest fear

is the lack of a second father.

DARRELL

I’m going to bed.

Darrell gets up.

MITCHELL

An absent parent. One who leaves the house for hours at

a time without picking up his phone. To what? Go sit by

the lake? Or work out at the gym? Or...browse an adult

sex shop?

DARRELL

Are you ever going to forgive me for that one visit?

MITCHELL

I don’t care about it. But if we’re going to have this

child, then you need to be in it too. You can’t just

disappear.

DARRELL

So not only do I have to agree to let you have this

kid, but I have to agree to be the perfect father?

Long beat. Mitchell walks to Darrell and places a

hand on his chest.

MITCHELL

I’m not asking for perfection. Just effort.

Darrell embraces Mitchell. He uses his hand to

place Mitchell’s head firmly in his chest as he

stares at the folder on the table. They rest.

DARRELL

I’m sorry. I’m just really tired.

(CONTINUED)
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MITCHELL

Yeah. Let’s...let’s go to bed.

Darrell’s phone vibrates in his pocket. He removes

it and looks at his message while he still

embraces Mitchell. He let’s out an uncomfortable

sigh.

DARRELL

I...uh...I gotta go.

MITCHELL

(Breaking away.)

Wait, why?

DARRELL

It’s...it’s Dana. She messaged me, and she’s locked out

of her car again. She needs our thingy to get it

unlocked.

Long beat.

MITCHELL

I’ll go do it for her.

DARRELL

No, I can.

MITCHELL

No, really. I think I could use Dana tonight. I’ll go

get the thingy and bring the thingy right to her.

DARRELL

I could too. I haven’t seen her in--

MITCHELL

Darrell?

DARRELL

Yeah?

MITCHELL

Let me see your phone.

DARRELL

Why?

MITCHELL

Because Dana’s in Chicago.

DARRELL

No. She must have just gotten back.
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MITCHELL

No. She’s there ’til Tuesday.

DARRELL

She’s my sister, I would know, not--

MITCHELL

You’re distant from everyone lately. I’m closer to her

than you are. Give me. Your phone.

DARRELL

Can’t you just trust me?

MITCHELL

You lied to me. And a bad lie. I talk to Dana.

Regularly. We work together.

DARRELL

I told you. I’m tired.

MITCHELL

Too tired to lie correctly?

Mitchell snatches Darrell’s phone. He reads the

message.

Fuck dammit!

(Reading the text.)

"I need you, now. Really badly. It’s an emergencey--"

DARRELL

Mitchell--

MITCHELL

--From Larry. Larry?

DARRELL

I only didn’t tell you because I know you’re jealous of

him.

MITCHELL

Jealous of that pathetic little closet case?

DARRELL

Nice, Mitchell.

MITCHELL

There’s a difference between jealousy and suspicion. I

am suspicious of Larry. Because Larry is a mess. Larry

is a sexual deviant--

DARRELL

Please stop your puritanical judgment.
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MITCHELL

I heard he’s hooked up with guys he met on Craigslist,

Darrell.

DARRELL

Dana hooked up with a guy she met on Craigslist.

MITCHELL

Well, he bought her dinner first. "I need you. Now.

Really badly?" No one sends that message to just a

friend. At one in the morning. What is going on?

DARRELL

Nothing.

MITCHELL

Todd told me he saw your cars parked together once by

his place. When you were supposed to be at the gym.

DARRELL

Well, tell that little queen, Todd, that Larry and I

were both at the gym, and we went to his place to

protein up.

MITCHELL

You didn’t tell me about it.

DARRELL

Because you’re jealous.

MITCHELL

No, suspicious. Just tell me. What were you proteining

up on? Huh?

Mitchell exits quickly and reenters.

DARRELL

I’m the only gay friend he has and he’s an insecure

wreck who’s mother is in a coma...

MITCHELL

Then explain this.

He reenters and throws a condom on the table.

Beat.

DARRELL

I don’t get it.

MITCHELL

A condom, Darrell. A condom that I found in your pocket

while doing YOUR laundry. We haven’t used a condom in

years.
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DARRELL

That can’t be right. I wouldn’t have a condom in my

pocket.

MITCHELL

Oh, so I guess someone planted it in there.

DARRELL

Or you’re just using this as a trick. Playing me in a

game as you in--

MITCHELL

I would never--

DARRELL

--terrogate me. And you would never? Mitchell, this is

right up your alley. How did you get me to sign into

buying this house with you?

Mitchell is silent. He taps his foot.

How?

MITCHELL

Good logic.

DARRELL

You lied about a robbery. You broke down a damn window

in our old place, hid some of our shit in our storage

garage, and then spent the next week talking about how

dangerous our neighborhood was.

Beat.

MITCHELL

I didn’t think you’d need something from that storage

garage so soon.

DARRELL

Well, I had already signed on this place. So it didn’t

matter by then.

MITCHELL

That was then. This is...just tell me. Tell me if

something is going on between you two because we cannot

raise a child in a glass house of lies and infidelity.

Long beat.

DARRELL

Why didn’t you ask me earlier about me being at

Larry’s? About the condom?
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MITCHELL

Because I was trying to trust.

DARRELL

And when did this new, trusting Mitchell come about?

MITCHELL

Since--

DARRELL

Since you’ve wanted to have this baby.

MITCHELL

Maybe I’ve just matured.

DARRELL

Or maybe you don’t want anything to ruin your perfect

world. You don’t want any disruptions. You’re going to

ignore everything so you can get your "Ehctorrrrrrr."

Beat.

MITCHELL

Maybe, I have ignored. Maybe, I did have some

subliminal reason to intentionally never look at your

phone anymore. Or to never clean your car. Or to not

smell you as closely as I once did--

DARRELL

Maybe you just ignored me completely.

MITCHELL

WELL, I’M DONE! And I want to know.

DARRELL

Because you can’t raise a child in the house of an

adulterer?

MITCHELL

You of all people should know that. With the father you

had.

Long beat.

DARRELL

Fine. Larry and I are messing aroun--.

Mitchell quickly grabs the folder on the table and

places it in the oven upstage. He turns on a dial

on the oven.

What are you doing?
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MITCHELL

Burning this crap!

DARRELL

You’re going to burn the house down!

Darrell tries to get the oven open, but Mitchell

keeps blocking him.

MITCHELL

I can’t think of anything more pleasant than this house

burning to the ground!

DARRELL

Mitchell--

MITCHELL

Let it burn, Darrell. Let my dream burn. You already

killed it. Now, it’s my turn to be the loving relative

that must dispose of the corpse.

DARRELL

Come on...

MITCHELL

You’ve been cheating on me, idiot! With that closeted

psycho!

DARRELL

I can explain!

Beat. Mitchell begins to walk downstage to the

table.

MITCHELL

Do not take those papers out, Darrell. I do not want to

see them. Sit down and explain. If you can do so, I’ll

turn the oven off. I canNOT wait to hear your

rationale.

Darrell walks to him. They both sit at the table.

DARRELL

Well, sometimes, it got lonely.

MITCHELL

I was home way more than you ever were. I was here.

Waiting for you. I was lonely.

DARRELL

You ignored me.

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 28.

MITCHELL

You were never here to ignore. Because you were

with...Larry.

DARRELL

It’s only been going on for a month.

MITCHELL

A month! How many times have we done it in the last

month?

DARRELL

Two and a half.

Long beat.

MITCHELL

Only takes one time to get HIV.

DARRELL

I was safer than that. We never--

MITCHELL

Herpes, Darrell, herpes.

DARRELL

I’ve never seen a breakout on him.

MITCHELL

People with herpes shed. They shed and don’t show. And

you touch their dick and then you touch yours and then

you get the herp. And then you bring it home to me

and...and...Merry Christmas! Happy Birthday! I got you

open sores on your asshole!

DARRELL

You’re not letting me explain--

MITCHELL

Does he satisfy you like I can’t?

DARRELL

That’s irrelevant. Let me just say we never--

MITCHELL

Sexually? What does he do that I can’t do?

DARRELL

Why would you ask that?

MITCHELL

Because I wanna know! Because I hope it’s the sex.

Because if what you have is emotional with him--
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DARRELL

(Having enough.)

He treats me like his bitch.

MITCHELL

--That I can’t. That I can’t--

Long, long beat.

I’m sorry, did you just say he treats you like his

bitch?

DARRELL

Yep.

Long, long, long beat. Mitchell tries to process

this while he takes an awkward sip of his coffee.

He places it on the table--not on the coaster.

And he smokes weed with me too. Which you won’t.

MITCHELL

It congests me! And can we get back to the bitch thing?

DARRELL

I’d rather not.

MITCHELL

You never asked me to treat you like--

DARRELL

Because you’re such a bitch!

MITCHELL

Not true! I am not a mean--

DARRELL

No, not as in bitchy like your boss. As in bitchy like

bottom. I can’t ask you to throw me around a bit.

You’re so small.

MITCHELL

I’m muscular.

DARRELL

I can’t ask you to call me your slut. It would just be

weird.

MITCHELL

Because you’re my husband not my slut.

DARRELL

Not your husband.
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MITCHELL

Again--government’s fault!

DARRELL

I can’t ask you to call me faggot.

Beat.

MITCHELL

He calls you...

DARRELL

While he lightly slaps me.

MITCHELL

And you get off on it?

Long silence.

Does he spank you too?

Long beat.

God, that is so patronizing.

DARRELL

Sometimes, you just want a man.

Beat.

MITCHELL

And I’m not--

DARRELL

Remember how you told me you couldn’t tell I was gay

when I met you?

Beat.

Did that turn you on?

Beat. Mitchell walks to a cupboard. Gets a trash

bag. He beings to pull a set of dishes out and

puts them in the trash bag.

What are you doing?

MITCHELL

Remember what you said to me when I got these plates?

DARRELL

No.

MITCHELL

They’re so pretty. Hand painted engraved plates.

Flowers and trees and sky and sunlight on them. And you

said they were gay.
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Mitchell begins beating the bag on a rug. We hear

the plates breaking.

DARRELL

(Weak.)

Stop.

MITCHELL

I thought I could trust you enough to be myself.

More breaking of plates. Darrell’s phone vibrates

upon the table. He reads the message.

DARRELL

Shit.

MITCHELL

(Still breaking the plates but tiredly

as if it is his job.)

What now? Did he find someone online to have a

threesome with?

DARRELL

No. He gave more detail as to what happened tonight.

MITCHELL

Then go.

DARRELL

He was held at gunpoint by this one hooker who--

MITCHELL

I don’t give one fuck about whatever happened to him.

And I’d like you to leave.

Long pause as the two stare at each other.

Mitchell gives the plates one final beating on the

floor as he looks Darrell dead in the eyes. He

then turns away. Darrell waits for a moment. He

walks to the oven and turns a dial. The two do not

look at each other during this action. Darrell

laughs lightly and quickly.

DARRELL

You turned the stove top on. Not the oven.

Mitchell will still not look at him. Darrell

exits. We hear a door shutting in the distance.

MITCHELL

(Stationary, yet calling out to

Darrell.)

I made that mistake on purpose!
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Silence. Mitchell faces the bag filled with plate

debris. He then opens the oven and removes the

folder without looking at it and quickly shoves it

into the trash bag of shards. He looks at a pink

oven mitt on the stove top and throws it in as

well. He then places the bag in a trash can and

stares at it. Finally, he sits on the trashcan lid

for a long beat. He looks at the condom on the

table, rushes to it, and throws it in the trash as

well. He then walks back to the table and places

his mug of coffee on a coaster. Lights out.

Scene Three

Motel room.

There is a bed center stage, a doorway bordering

the exit of stage right, a chair with a jacket on

it, and a dresser and nightstand. Lee sits on the

bed texting with a big purse in his lap. We hear a

faucet running and Lee tucks the phone quickly

into his pocket. Mitchell enters looking at Lee

awkwardly.

LEE

How was the bathroom.

MITCHELL

Kind of...grimy.

LEE

Ooh, dirty is hot...so, what did you pick me up for?

We’re not at this motel just to be besties are we?

MITCHELL

Well, you are...open...to a lot of things, aren’t you?

LEE

I’m a prostitute. It’s my job.

MITCHELL

I think the correct term is sex worker.

LEE

Uh-huh.

MITCHELL

Well, there are certain...things I wanna do that...a

normal guy might not--
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LEE

I’ve done it all.

MITCHELL

But I don’t wanna have...real sex. Like no...

penetration.

Beat.

LEE

Are you into water sports?

MITCHELL

Like polo?

LEE

Piss play. It’s not that strange of a request, really--

MITCHELL

No, no. I--

Mitchell becomes more masculine, but his words are

forced and awkward.

I want to dominate you.

LEE

Oh, make me your bitch?

MITCHELL

Yeah.

LEE

Choke me a bit?

MITCHELL

Maybe.

LEE

Doms don’t say maybe. They’re always decisive.

MITCHELL

I’ll...do what I want.

LEE

Okay, sir.

MITCHELL

I want to call you...whore.

LEE

Um...I like that.
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MITCHELL

Strip you down.

LEE

Sounds dreamy, captain. You wanna slap me around?

MITCHELL

Yeah.

LEE

And call me faggot?

Beat. Mitchell becomes his real self and is

serious--almost questioning himself with guilt.

MITCHELL

Yeah, that’s exactly what I want.

Beat.

LEE

Well, get going, sir. I need some discipline. I’ve been

a very bad boy tonight.

(Referencing purse.)

I stole this purse.

MITCHELL

Um.

Mitchell moves his hands to Lee’s pants buttons.

You know what? Wait. What’s your name?

LEE

For you--it’s bitch.

MITCHELL

No, really, what’s your name?

LEE

What do you want my name to be, master?

MITCHELL

Master is too far--I’m a human rights advocate.

LEE

Okay, Daddy--

Mitchell shakes his head, "no." Lee rolls his

eyes.

MITCHELL

I just wanna know your real name.
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LEE

Rick.

MITCHELL

Oh, okay. I’m...I’m Mattew.

LEE

Okay, Matt. Now we’re getting somewhere.

(Somewhat sarcastically to self.)

I’m so turned on.

MITCHELL

I...I just want to make clear that this is not my

normal type of thing.

LEE

Oh, sure. I bet you’ve never done anything like this

before, angel.

MITCHELL

No, really. I--I help get kids off the street. I’m a

social worker and volunteer at this shelter. I

don’t--do it with the guys on the street.

LEE

A humanitarian. Cute.

MITCHELL

It’s just--I don’t whore around, really.

LEE

Oh, I’m sure you’re well above that.

MITCHELL

Not to say you’re below me because that’s so not true

and I know it. I fully acknowledge that no one is below

me based on their occupation or sexual--

LEE

I thought being someone’s bitch meant that you were

below them.

MITCHELL

But that’s in pretend sex world. I’m talking...real

world.

LEE

But in the real world, everyone is someone’s bitch.

MITCHELL

Not true. The president?
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LEE

He’s everyone’s bitch.

MITCHELL

Well...this is sex bitchiness, which is not real.

LEE

What’s realer than sex?

MITCHELL

Love?

LEE

(Laughing.)

You’re such a faggot. It’s almost cute.

MITCHELL

I don’t like that word.

LEE

You said you wanted to call me "that word."...

MITCHELL

Well, it’s complicated.

LEE

Complicated?

MITCHELL

Yeah, my husband--technically partner---apparently

likes to be called...that word.

LEE

Uh-huh...

MITCHELL

And I just found out tonight that he cheated on me with

this closeted cop.

LEE

Okay...

MITCHELL

And the cop, Larry--

LEE

Larry?

MITCHELL

Yeah, Larry would call him that and stuff while they

had sex.
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LEE

And you volunteer at a center that

reintegrates...troubled youth.

MITCHELL

Yeah, like you. You know, sex-workers. But that’s kinda

besides the point--

Mitchell is interrupted by Lee’s laughing.

LEE

So...if Larry would have asked you tomorrow to bail a

prostitute out using your center and reintegrate this

kid...you would have done it?

MITCHELL

Well, not anymore. Because I found out that he’s been

fucking my hus--well, partner. Who I’ve been with for

seven years!

LEE

Sounds painful.

MITCHELL

It’s heartbreaking!

LEE

I was talking about the seven years.

Beat.

MITCHELL

Anyways, I picked you up because of that. Heartbreak

and--

LEE

When you learn to stop justifying your actions, your

life becomes a lot easier.

Beat. Mitchell slowly reaches out to grab Lee’s

hair. He grasps a handful of it. Lee smiles.

MITCHELL

Bitch.

LEE

Sir.

MITCHELL

(Moving his hand away.)

I’m sorry, this is weird.
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LEE

Shut up. Stop thinking.

MITCHELL

But I can’t. I went to grad school.

Lee roles his eyes and places Mitchell’s hand on

his head. Mitchell grabs the hair again.

Slut?

LEE

Yeah, I’m your slut.

MITCHELL

I mean, you know this is pretend, right? I don’t really

think that of you.

LEE

Yes, you do.

MITCHELL

I do not think you’re my slut.

LEE

But you think I’m a slut.

MITCHELL

I don’t like those labels...

LEE

Well, I am one liberated creature of lust. Now, make me

yours.

MITCHELL

Do you think we could...just talk?

LEE

Jesus Christ, no. You’re more annoying then syphilis!

No wonder your "partner" wanted sex from elsewhere.

Long beat.

MITCHELL

You know what? This was a bad idea...I’m...I’m gonna

go.

Mitchell begins to walk to the door.

LEE

Wait, what? You’re walking out on--

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 39.

MITCHELL

I mean, I can give you a ride back.

Lee grabs Mitchell’s arm.

LEE

Oh, no, no, no mister.

MITCHELL

Stop! I revoke my consent!

LEE

You know why your man didn’t want you anymore? Because

you’re a pussy.

MITCHELL

That word is degrading to women--

LEE

Case in point. Or point in case. I always forget which

is which.

MITCHELL

It’s case in point.

Beat.

LEE

Anyways, you’re a--

MITCHELL

Don’t say it.

LEE

You’re a little princess. You’re this small little man

that can’t even follow through with a lay. Can’t finish

what he started.

MITCHELL

Okay, I’m not giving you a ride back any--

LEE

I bet you can’t even cum when you top.

MITCHELL

I can too!

LEE

But how long does it take? And when you do top--maybe

once a month--do you think of it being the other way

around?

Mitchell is silent.

(MORE)
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LEE (cont’d)

Face it, you’re not attractive to a man. A man wants a

man. Maybe a lesbian would like you.

MITCHELL

I’m not going to let a person like you get to me.

LEE

What? A whore like me? Is that--

MITCHELL

I’m not going to use that term with--

LEE

--what you want to say? Guess what, baby--I’ve seen a

whole lot of men as a whore, and you do not even fall

in the category of men. I bet you used to dress up in

your life-sized Barbie’s dress when you were younger. I

bet you wanted to be the pink power ranger. Bet none of

the boys liked you at school because you couldn’t throw

a ball and ’cause you talked all funny and your hips--

MITCHELL

Like it’s not the same story for you!

LEE

Fine, you can be just like me.

MITCHELL

Oh, no. I am NOT just like you.

LEE

Then prove it, bitch!

Mitchell grabs Lee’s hair. Mitchell has been

overcome with aggression. Something is pumping in

him.

MITCHELL

Don’t call me that, you little faggot.

He drags Lee to the bed by his hair.

LEE

That’s more like it.

MITCHELL

I am above you. I’m nowhere near you.

LEE

Yes, sir.
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MITCHELL

Why do you let men do this to you?

LEE

Do what?

Mitchell slaps Lee.

LEE

It’s fun. To pretend someone has all control over

you...sir.

MITCHELL

Pretend?

LEE

You think I’m not the one who’s in control?

MITCHELL

You’re submitting.

LEE

No, sweetie.

There’s a knock at the door.

’Bout damn time!

Lee gets up to open the door.

I’m the player. And you’re the prey.

MITCHELL

(Whispering.)

Don’t open it!

LEE

Don’t worry, sir. I know exactly who this is.

Lee pushes his way through Mitchell and opens the

door. Mike walks into the room--a man of many

muscles and many tattoos. He walks and talks with

hardness and noticeable stupidity.

Hey, baby.

Lee kisses Mike.

MITCHELL

Who is this? I thought this was a two person thing. I

didn’t sign up for a threesome.

Mike pushes Lee away.
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MIKE

What the hell were you thinking?

MITCHELL

Who is this?

LEE

(To Mike.)

Don’t reprimand me.

MITCHELL

Who is this?!

MIKE

(To Lee.)

I’m your pimp--I do what I want.

MITCHELL

Okay--

LEE

You’re not my pimp.

MITCHELL

--so he’s your pimp?

LEE

No, he’s not my pimp. He’s my boyfriend who mooches off

of me and body guards me the rare cases I can’t handle

a john.

(To Mike.)

Not. My pimp. Dumbass.

MIKE

Getting a cut of what you make. Protecting you. Sounds

like a pimp to me.

MITCHELL

Yeah, me too.

LEE

Shut up, Mitchell.

MITCHELL

How did you know my real name?

Lee removes a cellphone from his pocket. Mitchell

gasps.

I can’t believe you took my phone. That is so

disrespectful.
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LEE

(Referencing Mike.)

I needed to text this idiot. And you can’t believe it?

You left it in your jacket pocket while you went to the

bathroom. What did they teach you in "grad school?"

MITCHELL

Um...to trust people of lower class standing because

they’re humans too. Which I was trying to do--

LEE

Jesus Christ! You need to be educated by the real

world. So, here’s lesson one, genius:

Lee puts the phone back in his pocket.

Trust no one.

(To Mike.)

Did you bring the bag?

MITCHELL

Give me my phone back.

Mitchell begins to walk to Lee.

MIKE

Yeah.

Without even looking at Mitchell, Lee pushes him

back onto the bed as Mike hands him the bag.

What are we going to do?

MITCHELL

Well, if--

LEE

I’ve got a plan, baby.

MITCHELL

--you’re not giving me my phone, then I am leaving.

LEE

You’re staying right here or we’re knocking every one

of your teeth out and selling them on the black market.

MITCHELL

(Recoiling.)

Violence never wins.

LEE

(To Mike.)

Don’t worry. We’re going to tie him up, take his car

and money, sell his car to Freddy, take off with the

money, and go to Mexico.
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MIKE

Mexico?!

LEE

Yes, Mexico. It’s the land of the free. Criminals do

whatever they want there. Half of them are in the

government.

MIKE

I don’t wanna go to Mexico.

LEE

Well, I’m sorry. You got any better ideas?

Long beat as he contemplates.

MIKE

No.

LEE

That doesn’t surprise me.

MITCHELL

I have an idea!

LEE

Oh, God...

MITCHELL

The idea is justice and responsibility and...treating

thy neighbor well and not...chaining him up so you can

steal his car to go sell it on the black market then

take off to Mexico.

LEE

You’re not my neighbor.

MITCHELL

I was using biblical terms.

LEE

You think I’ve read the Bible?

MITCHELL

Well, maybe. I try not to assume things about a person

based on their occu--

LEE

Jesus Christ, you’re more messed in the head than I am.

MITCHELL

Really, why do you have to fuck over another human

being like this?
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LEE

Because that’s the human condition, baby--someone’s

always gotta be fucking someone.

MIKE

Everybody is talking about what you did. They’re saying

I need to learn how to control my hoe.

LEE

Then "everybody" can choke on their own vomit.

MIKE

Why would you do it? To a cop in a jail?

MITCHELL

Oh...oh...oh. No. You are not telling me you were the

one who assaulted Larry.

LEE

I seduced him not assaulted.

MITCHELL

Oh, my God. I can’t believe this. The runoff of the

crime against him is taking a huge piss all over me!

LEE

Ironic. Poetic.

MITCHELL

I really hate him!

LEE

(To Mike.)

The cop I seduced--he’s Mitch’s boyfriend’s--

MITCHELL

Ex-partner!

LEE

--mistress.

Long beat. Mike winces.

LEE

(To Mitchell.)

Too many connections for him to follow.

Lee empties out the bag Mike gave him. A rope,

some cocaine, alcohol, weed, and handcuffs fall

out onto the floor.
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MITCHELL

You are not going to--

LEE

Where’s the gag?

Beat.

MIKE

I forgot it.

MITCHELL

Thank God.

Lee walks to his purse and removes the gun he

stole from Larry.

LEE

You scream, and I’ll clock you!

MITCHELL

Oh. A gun. Of course! I’m so stupid.

LEE

No. You were just trusting the poor little prostitute.

You get an A-plus with a shiny gold star for political

correctness.

(To Mike.)

So. I’ve been listening to this little queer speak and

speak all night...and you forgot the gag?

MIKE

Sorry.

LEE

Whatever. Handcuff him to the bed.

Mike goes to do that. While he does it, Mitchell

speaks.

MITCHELL

You know, you don’t have to do this. There’s help out

there for you, Rick.

MIKE

Who the hell is Rick?

LEE

I am.

MIKE

Oh...okay.
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MITCHELL

Really. The state you’re in is just a product of a

failed system and many realize that.

LEE

A failed system?

MITCHELL

Yes. The power structure of society failed you and this

is what you had to turn to to survive. I understand

prostitutes, Rick. I’m a social worker.

LEE

Oh, so you could save me?

MITCHELL

Yes. I have connections. If you stop now, I can get you

help.

LEE

Fuck your help. You think I wanna be locked in some

half-way home where they test my piss every day?

MITCHELL

They don’t do it every day, Rick.

LEE

What if I like my profession?

MITCHELL

Well, that stems from mental issues that our country’s

health care system just didn’t take care of for you. I

mean, it costs a fortune just for a check up. How on

earth could you afford therapy?

LEE

Alright--we need to gag him somehow.

MIKE

The rope?

MITCHELL

You have to do--

LEE

No. It won’t fit tight enough.

MITCHELL

--no such thing. I’ll be really quiet. Promise.

LEE

We need you silent when we’re gone. Need you silent and

immobile enough for us to dispose of your car.
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MITCHELL

I won’t say a word until dawn.

LEE

You can’t shut your mouth for one--

Lee notices something on the dresser in the motel

room. He crouches down and looks at its legs.

They duct taped the dresser leg!

MITCHELL

That’s classy.

LEE

They probably have duct tape to fix things with in the

office. I’ll...I’ll go get it from them. Sit tight,

smarty.

Lee exits. Mike and Mitchell are alone.

MITCHELL

What’s your name?

MIKE

Mike.

MITCHELL

You know, Mike, you don’t have to do this with Rick.

MIKE

His name is Lee.

MITCHELL

Of course he lied to me. Or is his identity just very

fluid?

MIKE

You really should shut up.

MITCHELL

So let me get this straight...Lee is your boyfriend.

MIKE

Yeah...

MITCHELL

But he’s a sex-worker?

MIKE

Sex-worker?
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MITCHELL

Prostitute...

MIKE

Oh. Yeah.

MITCHELL

So how does that work exactly?

MIKE

Business and pleasure are different.

MITCHELL

Well, if you two really are partners...shouldn’t you

have more say in this nonsense. I mean, Mike--you look

pretty logical. I’m sure you know this is all just

silly.

MIKE

He won’t listen.

MITCHELL

Then you should get out of this abusive relationship.

MIKE

He doesn’t hit me.

MITCHELL

Come on, Mike. Isn’t there something more you want to

do with yourself? When you were little, didn’t you

dream of being an astronaut, or a pilot...or maybe even

a...real pimp with a...hoe that respects him?

MIKE

I want to be a rapper.

Beat.

MITCHELL

That’s lovely, Mike. Really. Your personality is so big

and performer-like.

MIKE

My rap name is Ill Money.

Beat.

MITCHELL

That...that’s such a good rap name. It sounds

very...hard.
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MIKE

You know why I like it? Because it would mean that I

have so much money, it’s sick. And sick is

a...syno...sina...what’s the word for a word being like

another word.

MITCHELL

(Third-grade-teacher-like.)

A synonym?

MIKE

Yeah. Sick is a synonym for ill.

MITCHELL

Wow. Mike...that is literary.

Lee rushes back onstage.

LEE

Cops. In the office. Showing the clerk a picture of me.

MIKE

What!

LEE

You heard me, jizz face! The po-pos are outside. They

must be searching all nearby motels!

MITCHELL

That is where men take hookers, isn’t it? Oh, God. I

will never be taken as a serious social worker after

this--

LEE

(To Mitchell.)

I still have a gun to shoot you with.

Beat.

What are we going to do...what are we going to do...

MIKE

Do you think we could take the cops?

LEE

God, you’re stupid. Uh...uh...

Lee begins hitting the surface of the dresser.

Fuck, fuck, fuck! I am not going to prison!

There is a knock at the door. Lee looks around the

room.

They know we rented this room out. Mike, give me the

key to the handcuffs.
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Another knock.

OFFSTAGE VOICE

It’s the police.

MITCHELL

You’re going to set me free?

Lee uncuffs Mitchell.

LEE

Not really. Walk with me to the door.

Lee puts his gun to Mitchell’s head.

MITCHELL

Oh, God--I very strongly dislike Larry!

Lee and Mitchell walk to the door. Lee opens it

while grabbing onto Mitchell. As he opens it, the

lights blackout.

LEE

If you come in here po-leece man, this guy is dead.

Lee slams the door shut.

Okay, boys. Let’s move the mattress to the window.

Don’t want a sniper to get me while I hold y’all

hostage.

Scene Four

Back to the jail.

Larry and Darrell sit behind bars with each other.

LARRY

I just can’t believe it happened...

DARRELL

But you’re okay?

LARRY

Yeah...yeah. He didn’t hurt me. He just...humiliated

me. Acted like he was having a fit of withdrawal and

lured me in here.

DARRELL

But you’re okay?

LARRY

He took my gun, but--
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DARRELL

You’re okay?

LARRY

Yeah, Darrell.

DARRELL

Then why would you text me at a time like that?

LARRY

I thought--

DARRELL

You don’t think Larry, you feel. Feel with your dick.

How could you not know Mitchell would have been around?

LARRY

I...I was in a strange place after--

DARRELL

But you’re okay. There was no need for me to be

here...And now Mitchell knows.

LARRY

Mitchell knows? About--

DARRELL

Us.

LARRY

How?

DARRELL

Your text. And this condom he implanted in my pants to

lure me into confessing. Made me want to hurt him with

the truth.

LARRY

I can’t believe a guy would do something like that to

another guy.

DARRELL

It’s called a relationship, Larry.

LARRY

Right.

Beat.

I’ve been wanting to try that.

DARRELL

A relationship?
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LARRY

Yeah.

DARRELL

You’re not ready.

LARRY

Thanks.

DARRELL

Don’t get mad. I’m helping you.

LARRY

You’re the one who was cheating.

DARRELL

Don’t go there.

LARRY

Well, don’t put yourself on a level above me.

DARRELL

(Sarcastically.)

Sorry.

LARRY

Then tell me that I’m ready. Say if you’re ready, then

I’m ready.

DARRELL

I’m ready. I’ve been ready. I was in a relationship--

Larry kisses Darrell. Darrell pushes him away.

LARRY

You said you were ready?

DARRELL

Not for kissing.

LARRY

You said you were ready. Ready for a relationship.

Well, I know I’m ready.

He goes in to kiss Darrell again. Darrell moves

back.

DARRELL

Larry, I am not ready for you. I...you’re not ready for

anyone. You’re in the closet still.
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LARRY

Not completely.

DARRELL

Maybe your foot is sticking out.

LARRY

Come on. Just...just be with me.

Darrell walks to the other side of the bars.

DARRELL

I’m sorry. I’m gonna go.

Darrell begins to walk off.

LARRY

STOP, BITCH.

DARRELL

Excuse me?

LARRY

I told you to stop. Come back now.

DARRELL

You’ve gotta be kidding me. You think you can talk to

me that way?

LARRY

Yes. Because you’re my bitch.

DARRELL

No, Larry. You were mine. I set the limits.

The two stare at each other with the bars in

between them.

I wanted you to give me the love I deserved. Beat the

shame for what I was doing with you right out of me.

LARRY

Maybe that’s why I didn’t like those moments that much

then.

DARRELL

It was the time of your life.

LARRY

No, I liked the showers.

DARRELL

Those short showers?
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LARRY

Yes. Where we’d...run white bar soap over each other’s

faces. And be so close--

DARRELL

We were never close.

LARRY

But we were innocent--

DARRELL

We were high. We smoked every--

LARRY

--All the bad stuff washed away--

DARRELL

Bad stuff?

LARRY

--Like after my baptism. Forgiven. Soft.

DARRELL

I felt guilty.

Long beat.

LARRY

We can change that. Be with me. Sleep in my bed. We can

make a better--

DARRELL

I can’t trust you.

LARRY

I got tested for everything a week ago.

DARRELL

Yeah. Sure.

LARRY

All of it--HIV, the herp, hep--

DARRELL

I don’t need a list.

Larry sticks his hands out of the bars, giving

Darrell his wallet.

LARRY

Look, I’ve got the business card of the clinic in my

wallet.
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Darrell opens the wallet and looks around in it.

He freezes.

DARRELL

How long have you wanted to be with me?

LARRY

A while, to be honest.

DARRELL

So, you hoped that I could be yours?

LARRY

And I would be yours.

DARRELL

So I would really be your whore? Is that it?

LARRY

No. You’d be my lover, dammit.

DARRELL

We never said the word love to each other.

LARRY

But we made it.

DARRELL

You were supposed to learn the difference between those

two things at college.

LARRY

I went to community college.

DARRELL

No excuse!

Darrell removes a condom from the wallet.

This is the exact match.

LARRY

Match?

DARRELL

Don’t play dumb.

LARRY

I’m trying to be honest and intelligent right now, so

fuck you!

DARRELL

That is the exact match to the condom found in my

laundry by Mitchell.
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LARRY

No...that’s--

DARRELL

I knew it couldn’t have been me because we didn’t ever

actually go far enough. Because I didn’t trust you. But

you bought condoms. To put in my pocket and blow my

cover.

LARRY

I would never do that to another guy.

DARRELL

But you’d do it to a lover.

Beat.

LARRY

Fine, you caught me. I got the condoms for that

purpose.

DARRELL

And you had the other condom on you so you could go

cruising after work.

LARRY

No.

Beat.

I got it for you. And me. When you’d finally be mine.

Long beat.

DARRELL

Did someone take a huge dump in your head? Really, did

someone straight up unhinge your cranium, sit on it,

then--

LARRY

Maybe that’s love. Isn’t it supposed to make you

stupid?

DARRELL

That was jealousy you felt.

LARRY

You think I’m jealous of that little bitch, Mitchell?

Darrell reaches through the bars and grabs Larry

by the throat.
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DARRELL

What did you just say?

LARRY

He treated you badly.

DARRELL

He’s better than you’ll ever be.

LARRY

He didn’t get you.

DARRELL

Who could?

LARRY

Me. Me. I do. We held each other.

Darrell takes Larry’s hand and brings it to his

own neck so they are both lightly strangling each

other.

DARRELL

We hated.

Silence. Larry’s radio gets an announcement. The

two let go of each other.

LARRY

Hello?

RADIO VOICE

Lieutenant, they found that prostitute. In a motel. He

has two men with him, one he is holding hostage. His

name’s...Mitchell Conner.

Darrell and Larry stare at each other.

Gun point. And he has four demands otherwise he’s

killing him. He wants you, Larry; he wants this guy

named Darrell; an iPod with stereos; and he wants a

wig.

Long silence.

DARRELL

Your shit just avalanched a huge pile of bad on me.

Guess we’ve gotta go.

LARRY

I’m not going. That guy is crazy.
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DARRELL

Larry, you let that thing out of its cage. So you are

going to do whatever it takes to make sure it does not

harm a hair on my husband’s head.

Lights out.

Scene Five

Back to the motel.

Mitchell is cuffed to the bed by one wrist and

Lee is standing with his gun and a big blond wig

on his head. Mike idly broods in a chair.

Throughout the scene, he watches Lee with wonder

and resentment, laughing at Lee’s stunts from time

to time. The mattress is off of the bed--either

propped against the motel window or just offstage.

On the dresser is a stereo with an iPod plugged

into it. As the lights fade on, Lady Gaga’s Bad

Romance begins to play as Lee mouths the words,

using his gun like a microphone. He stops singing,

walks to the dresser, snorts a line of coke off of

it, and takes a shot of vodka. He begins to grind

his back side on a wall.

LEE

You know why I love dance, Mitchell?

Mitchell is silent in fear.

MITCHELL

I don’t know...

LEE

Loosen up, kid. It’s not like I’m going to kill you as

long as your man gets here. Have some faith.

MITCHELL

Why do you like dance, Lee?

LEE

Because it’s absolute freedom. It’s loss of all those

damn inhibitions--

MIKE

You have inhibitions?

LEE

Lots of them. All those expectations I can’t meet. But

they roll off my shoulders when I start to move my ass.

Lee punches the wall in sudden frustration.

Mitchell jumps.
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What the fuck are we going to do?!

MIKE

Mexico?

LEE

We’re not getting out of this motel room. How are we

getting to Mexico?

MIKE

We get this guy in the car, hold him hostage all the

way there?

MITCHELL

I get carsick really easily! I’ll cover everything in

puke.

LEE

Don’t worry, baby. You’re the last person I want to

take on a long ride.

Beat.

Tell me I’ll never get away with this.

MITCHELL

You’ll...never get away with this?

Lee smiles soberly.

LEE

It’s like I’m the villain in a movie. On the big

screen. I bet the viewers love me.

Lee walks to Mitchell and gets on the bed. He puts

the gun to Mitchell’s head and straddles him.

Slap me again, Mitchell.

Mitchell shakes his head, "no" definitively.

Why are you so scared?

MITCHELL

Because you have a gun?

LEE

(Grabbing his own crotch.)

Everybody’s got a gun. Some just use them and some

don’t. You know, Mitchy, you’re cute for a sissy.

MITCHELL

Will you please just tell me what you’re doing?
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LEE

See, it’s probably my last day in the grand free

world...so I’m gonna have some fun and set things

straight...you’ll thank me when I’m done.

There is an announcement from offstage from an

officer speaking into a megaphone. Lee turns down

the speakers.

OFFSTAGE VOICE

The two people you requested are here. You have twenty

minutes...and then a mediator will be sent in.

There is a knock at the door.

LEE

(Pointing the gun at the door, smiling.)

Come in and put your hands up!

The two men come in with their hands on their

heads. They shut the door behind them.

Hello, boys. Did you just finish swapping BJ’s?

DARRELL

I don’t think we’ve met.

LEE

I don’t need to meet you. You meet one man, you’ve met

them all. Now, strip down to your underwear men. Gotta

make sure you aren’t packing any guns. That would be

dangerous...

The men begin to follow Lee’s orders.

MITCHELL

I’m so sorry, Darrell. I had no idea this was going to

happen.

Beat.

And fuck you, Larry!

LARRY

You thought I knew this was going to happen?

MITCHELL

You’ve ruined my life in several ways tonight, so just

shut up.

DARRELL

Alright, we’re stripped down. Now what?
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LEE

Throw your clothes over to me.

They do so.

Good boys. Now, get on your knees on the floor.

The men do it.

Lovely. We’re going to have a little going away party

for me. Sound good?

The room is silent.

I have alcohol, cocaine, a joint, cigarettes...any

takers?

The room is silent.

YOU ARE NOT MAKING MY PARTY VERY ENJOYABLE!

MITCHELL

I’ll hit the joint.

LEE

Ooooh, who would expect you to be the party animal?

DARRELL

You don’t have to smoke the weed--

LEE

Shut up, adulterer.

MITCHELL

I’m going to smoke this weed, Darrell. I am perfectly

capable of smoking weed.

Beat.

I can probably smoke more than Larry. Yeah.

Lee puts the joint in Mitchell’s mouth and lights

it.

LEE

Now suck.

Mitchell rolls his eyes and inhales. He lets out a

tremendous cough.

LARRY

Let me have some.

DARRELL

This is not the time for a competition.
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LEE

I’m not giving Larry any. He’s a liar. Telling people I

assaulted him.

LARRY

You held a gun to my head.

LEE

And you just let me out of the cage so we could talk

like little girls.

DARRELL

You just let him out?

MITCHELL

Darrell, you cheated on me with a guy this stupid?

LARRY

I’m in the room, Mitchell.

MITCHELL

I don’t care.

LEE

Stop fighting, ladies! This is my party, and the only

crying will be from me...if I want to.

The room is silent.

MIKE

I need a drink.

Mike walks to the alcohol and takes a shot.

LEE

Okay. So. Game time. Everyone ready to play?

Silence.

Do I have to shoot someone to get a response?

MITCHELL

We’re all ready...all so ready!

LEE

Okay. Good.

Lee looks out into the audience.

Hello, ladies and gentlemen. Whores and dicks! Welcome

to the best show in all time, "Lee Live." Insert wild

applause.
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MIKE

What the hell are you doing?

LEE

SHUT UP! This is my show! I’m the shining star.

Lee does a slow motion spin around the room,

pointing out his gun. His circle makes him face

the audience.

And you’re all my captive Barbies.

Beat.

So, on today’s episode of Lee Live, we are going to do

some serious damage control. Darrell has been cheating

on Mitchell--who’s been his "partner" for the past

seven years (unlucky number, I know)--with Larry. Larry

is a popo who is in the closet and who’s mother just

died.

MITCHELL

Oh, I’m sorry, Larry. Wait, no--fuck you, still.

LEE

Aaaannnnd why did you do this, Darrell? Why did you

have a steamy affair with Larry?

DARRELL

Loneliness.

LEE

Not true! New rule to this game show-slash-afternoon

jabber. This--

He indicates to his gun.

Is the gun of truth and power. It can sense lies. If

you are lying, it will shoot you.

MITCHELL

He did it because I’m not man enough.

DARRELL

That’s not what I said--

MITCHELL

I didn’t know I had to lie about who I was to get love

from you--

DARRELL

Mitchell...

MITCHELL

--And did Larry piss on you?
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Silence.

DARRELL

What?

MITCHELL

Lee said it was common.

DARRELL

No, he never pissed on me.

MITCHELL

Well, it just seemed like a dominant thing to do. Like

a dog marks his territory. Cheater.

LEE

Don’t worry, Mitchell. We’re going to get back at him.

Lee walks to Mitchell and uncuffs him.

Walk to Darrell, Mitchell.

Mitchell walks to Darrell.

Slap him. Like you slapped me.

Mitchell is still.

MITCHELL

I can’t do it.

LEE

It’s what he’s always wanted.

DARRELL

What I really want is for you to listen--

LEE

Slap him!

Mitchell slaps Darrell.

MITCHELL

Bitch!

LEE

Nice touch, boy.

Mitchell slaps him again.

MITCHELL

Cheater!

Mitchell slaps him again.

You stupid shit.

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 66.

LARRY

I have a confession.

MITCHELL

This is not your time to speak, home wrecker.

LARRY

I planted the condom in Darrell’s wallet. Be mad at me.

Slap me. We never even really...went far enough. But I

wanted you to find out, so I could have Darrell to

myself.

Beat.

LEE

I don’t know what exactly is happening, but the plot is

thickening.

MITCHELL

Lee, give me your gun.

LEE

Oh, snap. Someone’s ayyyyngry.

MITCHELL

Dammit, I could never actually shoot anyone.

Beat.

Lee, will you just shoot Larry? Just...in the leg or

something. Don’t kill him.

LEE

Sorry, I’m not done with him. Now, Mitchell, tell

Darrell to crawl on the floor.

Mitchell is reluctant.

Tell him, or the gun of truth and power shoots you.

MITCHELL

...Crawl on the floor. Crawl...crawl to the dresser.

LEE

No, lead him with your hand to his face.

MITCHELL

What?

LEE

Put your hand in front of his face and make him follow.

Make him get low to the ground. Army crawl. Keep your

face real close to that hand, Darrell.

Mitchell and Darrell follow these instructions

(MORE)
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LEE (cont’d)

Good...kick him, Mitch.

Mitchell kicks him in his side.

You like that, don’t you, Darrell?

MITCHELL

I don’t want to do this anymore!

LEE

That’s why Darrell cheated on you in the first place.

DARRELL

No. It. Isn’t.

MITCHELL

(Kicking Darrell once more.)

That’s not what you said!

Beat.

Oh, sorry, I got carried away.

LARRY

Now, we were kinky, but I never kicked him. And how do

these people know about our love life?

DARRELL

Sex life, Larry.

MITCHELL

Yeah. Sex life, Larry.

LEE

Shut up! I’m the host here.

Quiet.

Now, Darrell, why did you cheat on Mitchell if wasn’t

because--

MITCHELL

Because I’m not man enough? You made me feel like I was

in elementary gym class, and no one was picking me for

kickball again. It always ended up between me and the

kid with chronic asthma--not to make fun of

disabilities. But, Darrell--

LEE

Mitchell--

MITCHELL

--You picked the kid with asthma. Worse, actually. You

picked the man with--
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LEE

Mitchell!

Lee walks over to Mitchell and puts the gun very

close to his head. Mitchell looks at the gun and

sighs.

MITCHELL

I’m way too high for this!

LARRY

You took one hit.

MITCHELL

Sorry, I don’t have stoner tolerance like you.

LEE

Shut up! And let Darrell talk!

Long beat.

MITCHELL

(Whispering.)

Talk, Darrell.

DARRELL

About what?

LEE

(Pressing the gun against Mitchell’s

skull.)

This may be the last moment you have with your

boyfriend--

MITCHELL

Partner.

DARRELL

Husband.

Mitchell lets out a gasp of happiness.

MITCHELL

Darrell--

LEE

Jesus Christ, let him finish. And you may be about to

die, Mitchell, so I would suggest you shut up.

MITCHELL

Totally going to do that now.
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LEE

Anyways. Talk, Darrell. Tell your "husband" how you

feel about him.

Silence.

I’m about to blow his brains out! Let it out now or

forever hold your peace. And this gun can catch lies,

remember!

DARRELL

YOU DON’T THINK I WANTED A BABY WITH YOU?

MITCHELL

Well...not really. You always--

DARRELL

Let me talk! Now is the time for me to talk! Finally!

LEE

Yeah. Say one word, Mitchy-poo and your head’s done

for.

DARRELL

Okay, Mitchell. Rule: I’m going to have a conversation

with you, and when I say "end," only then can you reply

to my statement.

MITCHELL

Oh, this is ridicu--

Lee points the gun close to Mitchell’s head.

Not talking--sorry. Forgot. Not talking.

DARRELL

Okay...I don’t know what this guy is about to do. But

if this is it, you’re at least gonna understand why I

did what I did before this is all over. You think it’s

because you weren’t man enough? Why do you think that?

Because you wouldn’t listen to what I wanted to say in

the first place--you just skipped to the sex. What I

wanted to say was...Mitchell, over the past..six

months--when we have slept together--who were you

having sex with?...End.

Mitchell is quiet. He looks at Lee for approval.

LEE

He said end.

MITCHELL

Obviously, you, Darrell. I was always faithful.
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DARRELL

Did it feel like me anymore? End.

MITCHELL

What do you even mean?

DARRELL

Did I touch you like I used to? Did our rhythms go

together like they did before the house and the baby?

MITCHELL

What--

DARRELL

I didn’t say, "end."

Beat while Mitchell remains quiet.

End.

MITCHELL

Oh, so I can talk now?

DARRELL

Yes.

MITCHELL

There was no "end" after that yes...

LEE

Oh, God, don’t make me pistol whip you.

MITCHELL

Fine. You didn’t touch me like you used to.

DARRELL

And that was before I started to cheat. The changes

came before. Why do you think that is? End.

MITCHELL

I don’t know. END.

DARRELL

Because you were making me into another man. You

wouldn’t listen about the house or the baby. You

wouldn’t take the time I needed. You just fed words

into my mouth. On everything. Like I was your puppet.

Like you wanted me to feel ashamed of how I really

felt. I didn’t even know how to be around you anymore.

So when you were sleeping with me, who were you

fucking? End.
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MITCHELL

You! End.

DARRELL

No. You were fucking the man that you wanted me to be

and the man I couldn’t be. Because I wasn’t even in the

picture anymore. And being...invisible...gets lonely.

And I know there’s no excuse--there’s never an excuse

for what I did. But if you think...if you think that I

didn’t want you in my future--that I didn’t want a

family--with time...with more time, you’re wrong.

Because, in this really fucked up world, you’re the

best man I’ve ever known. But I can’t be you.

Gestures around the room.

But I’m still here. For you.

Silence.

MITCHELL

You never said end.

DARRELL

Because I don’t want to hear your rebuttal. I can’t

argue with you anymore.

MITCHELL

But--

LEE

He didn’t say end.

MITCHELL

Just--

Lee points the gun closer to Mitchell’s head,

basically touching his scalp.

Fucking shoot me already if you’re going to do it, but

I have something to say to my husband: Darrell, I love

you.

Long beat.

And I hope this isn’t the end of us.

Beat.

DARRELL

I love you too.

LARRY

Well, I’m really glad you two worked that out. Really

great witnessing it. Don’t quite know why I’m here--

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 72.

LEE

You’re here because I want you to be, bitch!

The room is quiet. Mitchell laughs a little.

Are you laughing at me?

MITCHELL

No...no. The situation. Now Larry’s being called a

bitch...it’s, you know, ironic?

LEE

Now, Darrell, apologize to Larry.

MITCHELL

What?

LEE

Mitchell, you’re not allowed to talk now either.

MITCHELL

But you’re making Larry the victim?

LEE

He was.

Beat.

DARRELL

He’s right.

MITCHELL

No--

DARRELL

He’s right. I’m sorry, Larry. I used you. I knew you

cared...when I didn’t.

LEE

(To Darrell.)

Crawl over to Larry.

Darrell does so.

And give him a hug.

Larry and Darrell stare at each other for a beat.

They hug.

MITCHELL

It doesn’t need to be a long hug.

Darrell whispers something in Larry’s ear. Larry

stares off into space, touched.

What did you say, Darrell?
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LEE

(To Darrell.)

Great. Now back up.

Darrell backs away.

MITCHELL

What did you whisper, Darrell?

LEE

It’s time to play with my Larry, now, Mitchell. So once

again, shut up.

LARRY

Oh, God.

Lee sits down on Larry’s lap.

LEE

Mike, bring me my Vodka.

Mike gets the vodka and gives it to Lee.

Now, Lare-bear--thank you Mike--

Lee takes a swig of his vodka.

Tell Momma this: you have a lotta guilt, don’t you? For

being a homo.

Larry is silent. Lee puts the gun to his head.

LARRY

YES! Okay?

LEE

Great. Just the answer I was expecting.

Lee pours the vodka on Larry’s head.

LARRY

(Trying not to get the vodka in his

mouth.)

What are you doing?

LEE

A Baptism. Saint Lee style. I’m absolving you of all

your sins.

Mike laughs.

What? I’m a saint. Anyways, Larry. All your guilt--it’s

washing away with this bottle of Burnnette’s. You feel

it? Doesn’t it feel good? The way the alcohol makes you

feel your shame being lifted away.
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LARRY

It just feels cold.

LEE

That’s what a miracle feels like. Sin being evaporated

off of your skin.

Lee does a the sign of the cross on his body with

his gun.

Now say it. Say that you’re a homosexual.

Long beat.

LARRY

I’m a homosexual.

LEE

Good. And the audience gives you a lovely round of

applause. Now here--

Lee puts his wig on Larry.

Let’s go back to being that little boy. With pink

finger nail polish in his life-sized Barbie’s dress.

LARRY

I can’t.

LEE

You can when a gun’s to your head.

LARRY

Okay.

LEE

And now, I will play your mother. What was her name?

LARRY

Cassandra.

LEE

What was she? A school teacher? A stay-at-home mom?

LARRY

She was a psychologist.

LEE

Oh, that explains why you’re so messed up. So, I’m

Cassandra the psychologist.

Lee’s voice becomes higher, and he adapts an

English accent.

Hello, son. Don’t you look pretty?
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LARRY

My mother wasn’t British.

LEE

(Breaking persona.)

Well, she was a professional. And all of them seem

British in my mind. Anyways,

He resumes his persona.

Son, tell me you’re a pretty princess.

LARRY

I’m a pretty princess.

LEE

Tell me you want to be a Barbie.

LARRY

I want to be a Barbie.

LEE

Now, tell me you love yourself. And you’ll always love

that Barbie deep down inside of you.

LARRY

Never.

Lee takes out a lighter from his pocket and holds

it to Larry’s face.

LEE

Your hair is covered in a highly flammable substance,

love.

LARRY

I hate Barbies!

LEE

You love them! Thank me, son, for letting you play with

them.

Larry is silent.

Say you love me!

Larry is silent.

Say you love the Barbie in you!

Lee breaks his persona.

Mitchell, grab unto Darrell.

Mitchell crawls to Darrell. They embrace on the

floor.

When you look at them, Larry, do you see faggots?
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LARRY

Partially, to be honest.

MITCHELL

Disrespectful, Larry--

LEE

And the other part you see is?

LARRY

Love.

LEE

So, what do you want? To be a faggot or be loved?

Long pause. Lee plays with the lighter in his

hand, flicking it on and off dangerously close to

Larry’s face.

Is that a tear I see in your face, Larry?

LARRY

Shut up.

Long silence. Larry looks up at the sky. He is

incredibly moved.

I’m sorry mom. I’m sorry for resenting you. You did the

best thing a mother could for her child. I love you.

And I love the boy with the bright pink nails. I love

that little...

LEE

That little fag--

LARRY

Person! That little person, dammit!

Larry collapses on the floor. A silence in the

room as everyone looks at each other.

LEE

Good.

Lee pulls Mitchell’s cell phone out of his pocket.

Now, call your father.

LARRY

Fuck you!

LEE

Call or die!

Larry takes the phone and dials the number. It

rings.
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LARRY

Hello, Dad.

Beat.

Yeah, yeah. The news is right. I’m in here with a crazy

psycho hooker.

LEE

Watch it.

LARRY

I’ll be okay...I think.

LEE

(Quietly.)

Tell him you’re gay.

Larry shakes his head. Lee points his gun close.

Tell him.

Larry shakes his head and pounds on the ground

with his fist in defiance. Lee hits Larry upon the

head with the gun.

DAMMIT, LARRY! Let that Barbie out!

LARRY

(Quickly.)

Dad, I’m a homosexual!

Long beat as Larry listens. He hangs up the phone.

He said he knew since I was sixteen. He found porn on

the computer that--

LEE

Tada! Lee works miracles.

Lee stands up proudly and takes a bow.

(To audience.)

Ladies and Gentleman, whores and dicks, I gave you--

Mike grabs Lee from behind. They struggle for

control and for the gun.

MIKE

I am not letting you take me down.

LEE

Oh, look who’s the big man.

MIKE

I’m done with your psycho stuff. I’m gonna turn you in

and get off. You cannot hold Ill Money down--
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Lee kicks Mike in the balls and pushes him away.

Mike collapses on the ground in pain. Lee hurries

away, pointing his gun at all of the men.

LEE

Number one rule about being a man, Ill Money: never

forget how vulnerable you are.

Lee paces, pointing his gun at Mike. He climbs on

top of the dresser, pointing his gun at everyone

in the room.

You were supposed to be my partner in crime.

MIKE

(In pain.)

If I was your partner...we wouldn’t be in this crap.

God...I think my balls...are in my lungs.

LEE

I trusted you.

MIKE

And I trusted you...to not get us into this. I can’t

stay in this abusive relation--

LEE

Oh, God. Abusive relationship? Where did you pick that

up from?

Silence. Mitchell shifts uncomfortably.

All I wanted was earth and blue sky. Freedom. No matter

how hard I try, there’s no escape. No matter what I

do...all I’m gonna get is a cage. No escape. No

redemption.

Lee points his gun at Mike.

Who should I shoot first? The traitor?

Lee then points his gun at Mitchell, then Darrell.

The blind lovers?

Points at Larry.

Put him out of his misery?

He then turns the gun onto himself.

Or me.

MITCHELL

No one has to die!

LEE

A party isn’t actually epic if someone doesn’t die!
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MITCHELL

I think I could challenge that statement?

OFFSTAGE VOICE

Your time is almost up. We are sending the mediator in

shortly.

LEE

Oh, God.

Lee slumps down and sits on the dresser.

Your blood isn’t worth it.

The lights shut off. The stage is now in a dim

light. Lee laughs to himself.

They shut the power off. They think it will get me out

quicker. The party’s over, isn’t it?

MITCHELL

Does that mean we can go?

LEE

The lights are dimming. And I’m all alone. And the

clock is hitting twelve. And my dress is turning to

rags.

MITCHELL

I told you there are outs. Help for someone like you.

LEE

(Pointing his gun at Mitchell.)

Entrapment! That’s all there is for me. They’re gonna

shove me into some closet-cage. No. NO. The ball is

over, but I’m not going to my evil stepmother’s

fortress.

Lee begins punching the dresser repetitively while

letting out a long scream.

This is it...

He rips all of the drawers out of the dresser and

throws them throughout the room as the other

characters dodge them.

This is it! THIS IS IT!

Lee calms himself and smiles as he looks into the

mirror on the dresser.

Freedom.

Lee begins to undress himself. As he does so, he

begins to unravel into an aloof tenderness.

I bet there are so many cameras out there. Ready to

flash. Ready for the money shot. Ready to see the star

of the show. The Madonna.
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Lee is stripped to his underwear.

I’m going to walk outside, point my gun at a cop, and

all around the world, they will see me. All of me.

Free. And then they’ll shoot, and I’ll be free forever.

All I’ve ever wanted is to be seen and be free. That’s

all I’ve ever wanted for anyone.

Lee walks to the door. He stops by Larry.

Mike, you’ll get off free for this. Tell them I dragged

you into it then held you here. Mitchell, the story

goes like this--you didn’t pick me up, I hid behind

your car in a parking lot and made you drive me here.

Larry, I assaulted you. Everything was my fault. We all

squared up?

The entire room stares at Lee in shock.

MIKE

Don’t.

LEE

Why?

MIKE

Because I need you.

LEE

You’d be better off without me. That’s why you tried

getting rid of me just then.

MIKE

I tried helping you just then. Tried ending this shit.

LEE

What? My downward spiral?

MIKE

Just don’t do it. For me.

LEE

Why should I care about you?

MIKE

I...I didn’t fuck one other guy while I was with you.

LEE

I fucked plenty.

MIKE

That was business.
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LEE

You know, people can enjoy their jobs.

MIKE

You don’t have to--

LEE

(To Mike, pointing the gun at him.)

No one tells me what I have to do!

Beat. Lee looks down at Larry and begins to

tremble.

And I lied to you when I said I killed a man and was

fine with it.

Lee reaches into the pocket of his cutoffs on the

floor. He removes the crucifix necklace.

It haunts my dreams every night. And there’s no escape.

No redemption.

He gives Larry the necklace.

We’re not that different. I guess none of us are.

Beat. Lee becomes vulnerable, almost child-like as

he walks to a mirror--which can be on the dresser

or stand alone. He looks into it, and, in the

reflection, looks at Larry.

Do you remember what I said about being a good person?

LARRY

Yes.

All the confidence we associate with Lee is now

lost. His armor is broken and his demeanor changes

to a desperate plea on the verge of tears as he

stares into the mirror.

Now do you believe me?!

Long beat.

LARRY

Yes.

Lee walks to Larry and gives him a kiss on the

forehead and then licks the alcohol off of his

lips. He steadies his trembling and wipes his

eyes.

LEE

Do you all believe me?
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ALL

Yes.

LEE

I guess that’s the best I’m ever gonna get.

He walks to the door. He then begins to take off

his underwear and the lights quickly blackout. We

hear him open and close the door in the darkness.

MITCHELL

What will we do now?

LARRY

Wait until we can come out?

DARRELL

When will that ever happen?

Gunshot. Lights flash on long enough for us to see

the characters reacting onstage with the jail cell

bars now downstage-center, dividing the audience

from the characters. Only a quick flash for us to

see they are all truly upset with Mike clinging

onto Lee’s clothes, Larry staring at the necklace

in his hands, and Mitchell and Darrell holding

each other. Then fade to black.

CURTAIN.


