5 M AR O

l .
6 MARGOT. (More confused/amused than concerned.) Victor! VI CTo R
b Where did you come from?

VICTOR. Your bathroom.

To describe the characters, though they can’t yet be seen:
Margot is midtwenties to early thirties: A beautiful Broadway
actress and singer, easily and frequently cast as the ingenue,
but at a point in life when she realizes she’s wiser and stronger
than the characters she plays. Shes too smart to be wasting
time on Victor Pratt, but a lack of options can cloud one’s
Jjudgement. Tonight she’s fooled herself into thinking she can
enjoy the upsides of Victor and ignore the downsides—
amuse herself, even if her teasing and sarcasm go over his
pretty head. But how long is that game worth the cost?

Victor is midthirties to forties, impressively self-involved and
handsome—indeed, in his own self-involved mind, the
handsomest, sexiest, manliest man on Broadway. Possibly
dumb as a rock, or at least always a beat behind, having just
missed the thing, trying to catch up.

MARGOT. You came into my room without me?
VICTOR. Ireally needed to use the can.

MARGOT. That’s not the point, Victor. I didn’t invite you to my
room.

VICTOR. You gave me a key.
MARGOT. That was last night.
VICTOR. You didn’t take it back.
MARGOT. That doesn't matter. Lovers are like vampires; they
have to ask permission before entering. What are you doing?
VICTOR. Ithought I'd kiss you. With your permission.
MARGOT. Alright. 'll permit it.
A beat of silence to establish they’re kissing. Then the bath-
room door opens. Oliver, in a robe, dashes out, grabs his

trousers from the bed, exits into the bathroom and closes
the door.

Mmm. That was nice.
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VICTOR. You still mad I showed up without asking?
MARGOT. I'm not mad, but let’s say, for future nights. ..
VICTOR. Oho! What's a future night?
MARGOT. As in...nights in the future.
VICTOR. That sounds exciting.
MARGOT. I'm talking about tomorrow.
VICTOR. But you said the future.
Beat.

MARGOT. I'm never quite sure if you're...playing dumb, or...
Never mind, just kiss me.

The bathroom door opens. Oliver enters, wearing socks but
no shoes, trousers, and an undershirt but no dress shirt. He
makes a dash to his open suitcase, pulls out two dress shirts.
Trying to decide between the two, he glances at the stage-left
wall—which would Margot prefer? He chooses one and
dashes back to the bathroom, exiting and closing the door
behind him.

VICTOR. Damn. That was a really long Kiss.

MARGOT. Victor. Does any part of this feel like a mistake to you?
VICTOR. Any part of what?

MARGOT. What were doing.

VICTOR. What are we doing?

MARGOT. Exactly.

VICTOR. You know, you're a little confusing, sometimes.
MARGOT. Only sometimes? I'll work on that.

VICTOR. Oh—you know what? I need to go to the bathroom again.
MARGOT. You say the sweetest things.

VICTOR. Won't be long. 7 ST0 P

We hear the distinct, if faint, sound of a door closing. The
hallway door opens. Charlotte and Arthur enter. Charlotte
will quietly close the door.

CHARLOTTE. (Whispering.) Shh! She’s right over there.

ARTHUR. (Whispering.) Are you sure she’s alone?
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