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Quinn (40) is reading; sipping a hot 
tea, when Brent enters; Brent (35) 
smiles when he sees Quinn and sits in 
the chair across from him. 

 
     BRENT 
Hi. 
 
     QUINN 
Hi.  
 
     BRENT 
Small world, huh? 
 

Quinn looks up from his book, and 
realizes who it is, and immediately 
becomes nervous. 

 
     QUINN 
Oh. Hi.  
 
     BRENT 
Hello. 
 
     QUINN 
I’ve seen you around. 
 
     BRENT 
Yeah, I’ve seen you see me around. 
 

Quinn slightly chuckles at this.  
 
     QUINN 
Do people really say that? 
 
     BRENT 
Evidently. Whatchya readin’? 
 
     QUINN 
Oh this, it’s nothing. 

 
Brent takes the book and reads the 
cover. 

 
     BRENT 
Ibsen? A Doll’s House? Really? 
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     QUINN 
Have you read it? 
 
     BRENT 
I don’t read.  
 
     QUINN 
Wow, you didn’t even have a little trouble saying that. 
 
     BRENT 
Nope. Reading takes too much time. You can miss a lot of life in 
that time. 
  
     QUINN 
You’re probably right. 
 
     BRENT 
What’s it about? 
 
     QUINN 
I’m reading it for a class I’m teaching. 
 
     BRENT 
You’re a teacher?  
 
     QUINN 
It’s about a woman who leaves her husband. 
 
     BRENT 
What do you teach? 
 
     QUINN 
I mean that’s the crudest summary, but— 
 
     BRENT 
We’re on different wave lengths here. 
 
     QUINN 
I’m sorry. What was your question? 
 
     BRENT 
What do you teach? 
 
     QUINN 
Oh. World Lit. 
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     BRENT 
Yikes. That sounds awful. 
 
     QUINN 
It probably is. 
 
     BRENT 
You don’t like teaching it? 
 
     QUINN 
What? No, I like it. I love teaching. 
 
     BRENT 
Oh, you were just trying to be agreeable? Is that so people will 
like you, or are you worried that I’m going to get up any minute 
and walk away? 
 
     QUINN 
Yes. I mean, yes. To the first. Part. 
 
     BRENT 
You okay? You seem a little jumpy. 
 
     QUINN 
I’m good. 
 
     BRENT 
Okay Professor, teach me about Ibsen. 
 
     QUINN 
Oh, no, I couldn’t do that.  
 
     BRENT 
Come on, sell me on A Doll’s House. 
 
     QUINN 
Well, you haven’t even read it— 
 
     BRENT 
Sell it!  
 
     QUINN 
Well, it’s Ibsen’s most canonical work, it’s not my personal 
favorite, I would have chosen Ghosts, or An Enemy of the People, 
but from a strictly pedagogical standpoint A Doll’s House is the 
most easily accessible to a contemporary audience. Ibsen was 
considered the father of realism, which is a literary movement 
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that shifted focus from the romantic ideals of aristocracy, and 
pulled the focus onto more middle-class domestic strife— 
 
     BRENT 
Wow! I don’t know about selling me on Ibsen, but if I’m ever 
suffering from insomnia I know where to go. 
 
     QUINN 
Yeah, it’s not easy to teach to someone who hasn’t read it. 
 
     BRENT 
Did you watch the TV show Lost? 
 
     QUINN 
I didn’t. I don’t watch TV. 
 
     BRENT 
Ouch, strike two. It’s okay, you get one more. So anyway, Lost 
is about a plane crash that leaves passengers stranded on a 
deserted island. 
 
     QUINN 
Isn’t that just Gilligan’s Island? 
 
     BRENT 
But on the island, all of these survivors stories are told, in 
flashbacks you know, and we soon realize all of these people had 
such bad circumstances before they got on the plane. Like 
everyone was going through a crisis. And then we discover the 
island isn’t just an island, but a spiritual place, and everyone 
of the survivors might have a connection to the island. It’s 
like a karma, past lives kind of thing.  
 
     QUINN 
And so the title Lost then works as a metaphor for these “lost 
souls” who may have had to get lost in order to find themselves? 
Something like that? 
 
     BRENT 
Shit. That is way better than anything I came up with. You see, 
you can teach something you haven’t seen, you must be able to 
teach something I haven’t read. 
 
     QUINN 
Yeah, but that’s television, it’s hardly nineteenth Century 
realism. I mean, I didn’t mean— 
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BRENT 

Yeah, I got it.  
 
     QUINN 
I’m sorry. I guess that’s three strikes, huh? 
 
     BRENT 
Wow, I was kidding about that. You should lighten up. 
 
     QUINN 
Oh. Yeah.  
 
     Pause 
 
     BRENT 
Haven’t seen you in the gym in a while. 
 
     QUINN 
You remember me from the gym? 
 
     BRENT 
I’ve seen you there for over a year. 
 
     QUINN 
I know, but— 
 
     BRENT 
Why do you think I sat down here? 
 
     QUINN 
I guess— 
 
     BRENT 
“Small world, huh?” Nothing? 
 
     QUINN 
I hurt my ankle. 
 
     Beat 
 
     QUINN (Cont’d) 
That’s why I haven’t been to the gym. 
 
     BRENT 
Do a lot of ankle work in the gym, do ya? 
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     QUINN 
No, I was just taking a rest while it heals. 
 
     BRENT 
What’s wrong with it? 
 
     QUINN 
I twisted it, it’s nothing. It’s fine. 
 
     BRENT 
Do you always workout alone? 
 
     QUINN 
Sure. Yeah, I don’t like working out with other people, it makes 
me self-conscious. 
 
     BRENT 
Oh. I guess I won’t ask then. 
 
     QUINN 
Oh, well I mean, it would be okay with someone that I already 
see at the gym. I mean, we’ve already sort of worked out 
together when you think about it. 
 
     BRENT 
I like that. I’ll have to tell that hot trainer guy there that 
he should go out with me since I was thinking about him the last 
time I jerked off, so we’ve sort of already had sex.  
 
     QUINN 
Well, that might be. Different. Not the same.  
 
     BRENT 
Are you okay? 
 
     QUINN 
Yeah. 
 
     BRENT 
Well, as stimulating as this conversation has been— 
 
     QUINN 
Oh yeah, I understand. It was nice seeing you. 
 
     BRENT 
I was just going to get a cup of coffee. Can I bring you one? 
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     QUINN 
No, I don’t drink coffee. 
 
     BRENT 
You’re in a coffee shop. 
 
     QUINN 
It’s tea. Better for you. Healthier.  
 
     BRENT 
Can I get you a tea?  
 
     QUINN 
I have one. Thank you.  
 
     BRENT 
You’re cute.  
 
     QUINN 
Cute? You. Think? I’ve never really thought of myself in terms 
of cuteness. 
 
     BRENT 
You’re name’s Quinn, right? 
 
     QUINN 
Yeah, how did you know that? 
 
     BRENT 
It’s on your gym bag, on that little tag. You actually filled it 
in. 
 
     QUINN 
I did. And you’re Brent. I’d tell you how I know that, but that 
would probably not be a good idea.  
 
     BRENT 
You followed me?  
 
     QUINN 
What? No. 
 
     BRENT 
You went through my locker while I was showering? 
 
     QUINN 
No. 
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     BRENT 
You overheard me answering my phone, “This is Brent,”? 
 
     QUINN 
No. 
 
     BRENT 
Yeah, who does that? 
 
     QUINN 
I just overheard one of the many guys you workout with say it 
once. 
 
     BRENT 
You were embarrassed to tell me that? 
 
     QUINN 
I didn’t want you to think I was eavesdropping on you and your 
friends. 
 
     BRENT 
There not really friends.  
 
     QUINN 
Well. I heard one. More than one.  
 
     BRENT 
So, I guess those headphones are just an accessory? 
      
     QUINN 
No, it’s always sort of. Between. Songs. 
 
     BRENT 
Quinn. Is that your last name? 
 
     QUINN 
No.  
 
     BRENT 
I’m asking you. 
 
     QUINN 
I answered. 
 
     BRENT 
I’m asking you what your last name is. 
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     QUINN 
Oh, sorry. It’s Healey. 
 
     BRENT 
Professor Healey. Nice. Quinn Healey. Really Irish. 
 
     QUINN 
Yeah, both parents. You? 
 
     BRENT 
Oh, I’m a mix of everything. Dutch, German, Irish, English. Last 
name’s Wozniak, Polish.     
 
     QUINN 
Is Brent short for anything? 
 
     BRENT 
No. Is it usually? 
 
     QUINN 
I don’t know.  
 
     Pause. 
 
     BRENT 
So why World Lit? 
 
     QUINN 
Are you…? I’m sorry, I don’t know how to ask this. 
 
     BRENT 
I was considering it, yeah. 
 
     QUINN 
You’re trying to pick me up? 
 
     BRENT 
Pick you up? What is this the eighties? No, I was just passing 
the time.  
 
     QUINN 
Sorry. I’m not very good at this. 
 
     BRENT 
At what? 
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     QUINN 
You’re so relaxed. I don’t understand that. I don’t talk to 
strangers. Very often. 
 
     BRENT 
No kidding? 
 
     QUINN 
You’re really good looking. 
 
     BRENT 
Aw, thank you. 
 
     QUINN 
I’m sort of. I mean. Aren’t I? 
 
     BRENT 
I’m sorry, I don’t know you well enough to speak your language 
yet. 
 
     QUINN 
You’re way better looking than me. 
 
     BRENT 
Yeah? 
 
     QUINN 
Yeah. I mean like four other guys have cruised you as they 
walked past the window.  
      
     BRENT 
Any of them I should go after? 
  
     QUINN 
This is way out of my element here. 
 
     BRENT 
First of all, I sat down because I recognized you, and seeing as 
how we're like twenty miles from our gym, I was taking it as a 
sign.  
 
     QUINN 
A sign. 
 
     BRENT 
That we should meet. I’ve certainly seen your stares at the gym, 
so I assumed that you’d be okay with it.   
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     QUINN 
I’m sure you’re used to getting stares.  
 
     BRENT 
I wasn’t judging. 
 
     QUINN 
I wasn’t staring. 
 

Pause. Brent smiles at Quinn as if to 
call “Bullshit”. 

 
     BRENT 
So, what are you doing all the way out here? 
 
     QUINN 
Wandering. 
 
     BRENT 
Same here. Sometimes I just walk, you know. Get away from 
everything. 
 
     QUINN 
Yeah. Me too. Escape.   
 
     BRENT 
We’ve escaped into each other. That sounds hot, actually. 
 
     QUINN 
How old are you? 
 
     BRENT 
Why? 
 
     QUINN 
I was just asking. Is that rude? Sorry. 
 
     BRENT 
No, it’s not rude. It might be rude. I didn’t take it that way. 
 
     QUINN 
I’m forty. 
 
     BRENT 
Okay.  
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     QUINN 
I’m way older than you, aren’t I? 
 
     BRENT 
Is that a big deal? I mean, do you have age limits for the 
people you have chance encounters with? 
 
     QUINN 
No, I didn’t mean— 
 
     BRENT 
Or maybe you feel a little perverted eavesdropping on the 
conversations of someone so young? 
 
     QUINN 
I wasn’t eaves— 
 
     BRENT 
I’m thirty-five. 
 
     QUINN 
—dropping, I was…wait. No shit? You look way younger than that. 
 
     BRENT 
No, it’s just that thirty-five isn’t old. 
 
     QUINN 
In our community?  
 
     BRENT 
I get more action now than when I was twenty-five. 
 
     QUINN 
Oh? Do you get a lot of “action”? 
 
     BRENT 
Don’t you? 
 
     QUINN 
No. I’m not into that. 
 
     BRENT 
You’re not into what? Sex?  
 
     QUINN 
Casual sex. No, I don’t like it. 
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     BRENT 
You don’t like it?  
 
     QUINN 
No.  
 
     Beat 
 
     QUINN (Cont’d) 
What? 
 
     BRENT 
I’ve never heard another man say that, like ever in my life. 
Every guy likes sex. Casual, pity, awkward, confined spaces, 
there is no way you mean that. Bad sex is still better than 
nearly every other activity on the planet. It’s a built-in 
capacity for pleasure, it’s fucking awesome. Sex is the best 
thing we can do as humans.  
 
     QUINN 
Yeah, I don’t get that. I mean, I get it. Sex is good, but— 
 
     BRENT 
You’re a bitter queen. Oh my god. Let me guess, you were 
rejected trying to pick up some hottie once and it crushed your 
ego? Am I right? 
 
     QUINN 
No. 
 
     BRENT 
I’m right. You have to get back out there. Are you single? 
 
     QUINN 
Yeah. 
 
     BRENT 
You’re not a virgin, are you? 
 
     QUINN 
No, of course not.  
 
     BRENT 
Hey, I’m not judging. 
 
     QUINN 
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I think it’s awfully stereotypically of you. I mean, a gay man 
who likes to have promiscuous sex? Isn’t that a little 1970s? 
 
     BRENT 
Sexploration is not a character flaw. It is a rite of passage 
that everyone, gay, straight, bi, male, female, everyone should 
partake in.  
 
     QUINN 
Why? 
 
     BRENT 
Because sex is fucking awesome. 
 
     QUINN 
Giving in to base desires is hardly a noble pursuit. 
 
     BRENT 
Neither is taking a shit, but you have to do it, right. 
 
     QUINN 
That’s a crude comparison? 
 
     BRENT 
Accurate. There’ve been scientific studies that show that people 
who abstain from sex are more likely to die from like a million 
different things. Sex is a need, like eating or sleeping.  
 
     QUINN 
Yeah, but some of us don’t have the personality to go out and 
just hook up with strangers.  
 
     BRENT 
Fear? 
 
     QUINN 
Yeah. Healthy. Fear. 
 
     BRENT 
You like that word. 
 
     QUINN 
What word? Fear? 
 
     BRENT 
Healthy.  
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     QUINN 
I’m a health conscious person.  
 
     BRENT 
You look it. 
 
     QUINN 
I know I’m not exactly fit. I’m like thirty pounds overweight. I 
get it. 
 
     BRENT 
You’re not overweight. 
 
     QUINN 
No, really I am.  
 
     BRENT 
You look good.  
 
     QUINN 
It’s genetics, I’m sure. I work out, I eat right, I used to 
weigh like fifty pounds more than this— 
 
     BRENT 
Quinn. I’m saying you look good. Take a compliment.  
 
     QUINN 
Thank you.  
 
     BRENT 
You’re welcome. 
 
     QUINN 
I have stomach fat I can’t get rid of. 
 
     BRENT 
You have a little tummy, I can see that. 
 
     QUINN 
It’s gross. 
 
     BRENT 
Wow, that’s a bit harsh, isn’t it? 
 
     QUINN 
In today’s society? I don’t think so. I mean look at what guys 
are supposed to look like. It’s insane. I know you hear how hard 
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women have it, but gay men have it just as hard, because not 
only are we supposed to look like an Abercrombie model, we also 
want to fuck guys who look like Abercrombie models. It’s 
exhausting. I mean look at you.  
 
     BRENT 
You are looking at me. 
 
     QUINN 
Oh. Sorry. 
 
     BRENT 
You don’t have to— 
 
     QUINN 
I mean, I don’t even know what type of guy I should be trying to 
hook up with. Am I a bear? Am I daddy type? I hate that type. I 
don’t want to be with guys who have daddy issues. That’s what I 
really hate about our community. The labels. 
 
     BRENT 
So don’t label yourself.  
 
     QUINN 
I don’t. And look at the result. I’m perpetually free on Friday 
nights.  
 
     BRENT 
Stop trying to figure out what label you are. 
 
     QUINN 
When you look at me what do you see? 
 
     BRENT 
Oh. A direct question? 
 
     QUINN 
I’m sorry. You don’t have to— 
 
     BRENT 
You’re rugged. I like your facial hair.  
 
     QUINN 
Rugged? 
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     BRENT 
Yeah. You’ve got that butch vibe going. I kind of want you to 
tear my clothes off and just pound the shit out of me. 
 
     Pause 
 
     QUINN 
Really? You. You’ve thought about that? 
 
     BRENT 
Not this moment, but yeah. You make a face when you’re at the 
pull-up bar, it’s sort of like this angry face as your pulling 
yourself up, it makes you look really masculine. I kind of 
imagine that’s the face you make when you cum. 
 
     QUINN 
You’ve thought about me…? Really? 
 
     BRENT 
What about you? 
 
     QUINN 
What? Oh. You mean? 
 
     BRENT 
What is it about me that get’s you going? 
 
     QUINN 
Yeah. Well. I guess it’s this…(he gestures to Brent’s entire 
body) this whole general area. 
 
     BRENT 
Yeah. But what about specifics? 
 
     QUINN 
I don’t know. This is awkward. I’m sorry. 
 
     BRENT 
Get over it. 
 
     QUINN 
What? 
 
     BRENT 
Come on. You’re forty. Stop being afraid. 
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     QUINN 
I’m not afraid. I’m just not comfortable. 
 
     BRENT 
How are you going to fuck me if you can’t even talk about it? 
 
     QUINN 
I didn’t. I guess I didn’t realize that was an option. I mean, 
that that was on the table. 
 
     BRENT 
That’s a problem? 
 
     QUINN 
No. No. No. That is not a problem.  
 
     BRENT 
So? 
 
     Pause. 
 
     QUINN 
Okay, but before I do, I have to ask. Is it on the table? 
 
     BRENT 
It might be.  
 
     QUINN 
You have the everything. 
 
     BRENT 
I might need a little context. 
 
     QUINN 
My friend, Katy always tells me that we all have a perfect guy 
in mind, right. And we build him from our idea of what we want. 
The face, chest, shoulders, back, legs, ass… 
 
     BRENT 
Cock? 
 
     QUINN 
Everything. And then we carry this image around in our heads, 
and the people we see that fit more than 50 percent of these 
attributes, he’s good to go. If a guy meets them all, he’s the 
everything guy.  
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     BRENT 
The everything guy. Okay. I can get on board with that. 
 
     QUINN 
And when I first saw you. You were that guy. 
 
     BRENT 
Physically? And when did you see my dick? 
 
     QUINN 
You shower at the gym.  
 
     BRENT 
Pervert. Talk about a bad stereotype. Watching me shower. I feel 
violated. 
 
     QUINN 
You don’t even pull the curtains they have. 
 
     BRENT 
Eh. Why be shy? So. I’m your everything guy. 
 
     QUINN 
Well. You are awfully hot. 
 
     BRENT 
And what personality or intelligent quotient does this 
everything guy have to have? 
 
     QUINN 
What do you mean? 
 
     BRENT 
Don’t you care what kind of guy he is? Or is it just physical? 
(Beat) Oh.  
 
     QUINN 
We were nineteen when she came up with it. 
 
     BRENT 
No, no, I get it. We don’t know each other, so we have to judge 
solely on looks. 
 
     QUINN 
Exactly. It’s exactly what I hate about trying to meet people.  
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     BRENT 
We are a harsh group. 
 
     QUINN 
Yeah. 
 
     BRENT 
Really? Everything? I fit your perfect foot fantasy? 
 
     QUINN 
I don’t really have a foot thing. 
 
     BRENT 
What about ears? I’m self-conscious about my ears. 
 
     QUINN 
They weren’t really in consideration. 
 
     BRENT 
Arms? 
 
     QUINN 
Yes. I mean. Yes. 
 
     BRENT 
My neck? 
 
     QUINN 
Fuck yeah. (Beat) I’ve got a thing for Adam’s apples. 
 
     BRENT 
Really? What kind of thing? 
 
     QUINN 
Just a thing.  
 
     BRENT 
You’d fuck my neck. You dirty old man. 
 
     QUINN 
We can change the subject. 
 
     BRENT 
What about the eyes? 
 
     QUINN 
Yeah. They’re good. Really. Good. 
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     BRENT 
But the personality? That could be anything? 
 
     QUINN 
No. I mean, we’re talking about desire. 
 
     BRENT 
I know, but the term “everything” implies that it’s everything 
you want in a dude. Can that really only be physical?  
 
     QUINN 
No. You know I don’t think that.  
 
     BRENT 
So? Now that you’ve met me?  
 
     QUINN 
You’re a nice guy. 
 
     BRENT 
I’m not too smart. 
 
     QUINN 
What? That’s not true. I wouldn’t say that. 
 
     BRENT 
It’s true. I’m not that smart. I graduated High School with a 
two point eight GPA. I went to community college and got a 
degree in Musical theatre. I’ve been a cater-waiter for fifteen 
years pursuing an acting career.  
 
     QUINN 
None of that tells me anything about how smart you are. 
 
     BRENT 
I thought Benghazi was that actor from The Godfather. 
 
     QUINN 
Well that’s just funny. 
 
     BRENT 
I have to text my brother on how to spell words that I want to 
use for online profiles in sex chatrooms  
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     QUINN 
You still go to chatrooms? 
 
     BRENT 
I went out with a Biologist once. He said I was vapid. I was 
kicking myself for going down on him before I looked that one 
up. But then I got it. I still blew the guy even after he 
insulted me because his insult was kind of true.  
 
     QUINN 
It’s not true. Memorizing words and spelling doesn’t mean 
anything. 
 
     BRENT 
I don’t care. I’m not telling you this for pity. I’m not upset 
about it. I accept it. I’m not scholarly. I’m more elementary. 
I’m not stupid. I’m just average intelligence.  
 
     QUINN 
You’re probably above-average in most of the south. 
 
     BRENT 
That’s probably true. I should move to Kentucky or Alabama.  
 
     QUINN 
Yeah, but then you have to live with the fear of lynching.  
 
     BRENT 
But I could almost assuredly outsmart the lynchers. 
 
     QUINN 
I think it’s great that you know yourself. 
 
     BRENT 
Gross. That sounded like a bumper sticker. Don’t do that. 
 
     QUINN 
What? I mean it. 
 
     BRENT 
So do I. Sentimental bullshit makes my skin crawl.  
 
     QUINN 
Sorry. 
      
     BRENT 
And stop apologizing. It’s off-putting. 
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     QUINN 
Okay. And well done. That was the proper usage of that word. 
 
     BRENT 
Fuck off. 
 
     QUINN 
So, why are you single? 
 
     BRENT 
I didn’t say I was single. 
 
     QUINN 
Oh. I guess, I just assumed. 
 
     BRENT 
How’s that working out for you? 
 
     QUINN 
How…um…how long have you— 
 
     BRENT 
I’m fucking with you. I don’t have a boyfriend.  
 
     QUINN 
Oh? 
 
     BRENT 
If I did, would that change things? 
 
     QUINN 
For who? 
 
     BRENT 
For you.  
 
     QUINN 
I imagine it would mean that, yes. I mean, you wouldn’t have sat 
down, right? 
 
     BRENT 
Why not?  
 
     QUINN 
I don’t mean you wouldn’t have sat down. 
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     BRENT 
Oh. Monogamy. Gotcha! Do you ascribe to that societal standard 
as well? Geez, you are growing more and more disappointing by 
the minute. 
 
     QUINN 
You would cheat on your boyfriend? 
 
     BRENT 
I don’t have a boyfriend. 
 
     QUINN 
Hypothetically? 
 
     BRENT 
Yes. 
 
     QUINN 
Yes? Just like that? 
 
     BRENT 
No.  
 
     QUINN 
No? No, what? 
 
     BRENT 
I don’t think sex is something you should reserve for one 
person. I think it limits your experiences, and places way too 
much value on an arbitrary physical act. Imagine if you only 
drank tea with one person. 
 
     QUINN 
I usually drink tea alone. 
 
     BRENT 
Well, trust me it tastes way better when you drink it with 
someone else.  
 
     QUINN 
How did tea drinking become code for sex? 
 
     BRENT 
Everything is code for sex. We’re taught sex is supposed to be 
something we shouldn’t do unless we’re in love, right? That is 
so fucking stupid. Sex and love are so far apart from each other 
it’s not even funny. 
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     QUINN 
That’s completely false. 
 
     BRENT 
What a surprise, you agree with society. How can sex be equated 
with love? I’ve fucked guys I can’t even stand. 
 
     QUINN 
Yes, it’s possible to have sex without love, but it’s not the 
same. 
 
     BRENT 
It is one hundred percent the same. Why don’t we equate 
defecating with love? 
 
     Beat 
 
     QUINN 
I genuinely don’t have an answer to that. 
 
     BRENT 
Think about it. How many guys do you see in a day that you want 
to fuck?  
 
     QUINN 
I don’t know. It depends on the day.  
 
     BRENT 
I’m not actually looking for a number. The point is, it’s dozens 
and dozens, hundreds even, right?  
 
     QUINN 
Maybe you have a problem? Like a compulsion. 
 
     BRENT 
So, in one day you’ll come across hundreds of guys you want to 
fuck. And how many guys do you come across that you would feel 
comfortable enough to take a shit in front of? 
 
     QUINN 
I’m just conjecturing, but I don’t think I will ever feel 
comfortable taking a shit in front of someone. 
 
     BRENT 
You don’t think after falling in love with someone that the day 
may come when you would be? 
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     QUINN 
I guess it’s possible. 
 
     BRENT 
Exactly! It’s such a distant thought, that it must be more 
significant and meaningful than sex. Right? 
 
     QUINN 
I don’t think I agree with your logic. 
 
     BRENT 
If men think about sex every seven seconds, I don’t get how 
we’re expected to equate it with love, and then we’re supposed 
to feel guilty for fucking someone that isn’t our boyfriend or 
husband. It seems to me we’re just setting ourselves up for 
failure. It’s unreasonable.  
 
     QUINN 
But it’s so intimate.  
 
     BRENT 
I’ve fucked guys whose faces I never saw. One time I had sex 
through a hole in a bathroom stall. How the fuck is that 
intimate? 
 
     QUINN 
Seriously, you might need a support group. 
 
     BRENT 
Sharing feelings, like emotional shit, that is way more 
intimate. Hell, I think sharing a meal with someone is more 
intimate. Sex is mostly about ourselves when you get right down 
to it. But you have dinner with someone, that’s like over an 
hour you have to stay focused on that person. How long does sex 
last? I mean honestly. 
 
     QUINN 
How did we get on this subject? 
 
     BRENT 
I’m trying to convince you to have sex with me. 
 
     Beat 
 
     QUINN 
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I don’t think I need...I mean, it’s a persuasive argument you’re 
making. 
 
     BRENT 
You’re okay with it? 
 
     QUINN 
Yes. I mean, yeah. 
 
     BRENT 
You’re totally fine being a hypocrite? 
 
     QUINN 
Oh yeah. Wait, what? 
 
     BRENT 
You said you’re not into it. You don’t like casual sex. It’s too 
intimate. Right? 
 
     QUINN 
In theory, that’s true. 
 
     BRENT 
In theory? Oh, okay. So, you don’t have to practice what you 
preach, as long as what you preach makes you sound righteous? 
Hmm…sounds an awful lot like religion to me. 
 
     QUINN 
I’m not opposed to having. I’m not. I don’t think— 
 
     BRENT 
Were you raised with religion? 
 
     QUINN 
I was talking about going out and looking for strangers. 
Cruising. I was talking about that. No.  
 
     BRENT 
I’m sorry, I lost track of what the no meant. 
 
     QUINN 
I was raised ridiculously secular. My mother lived on an Ashram 
when she was a teenager, and dated a Black Panther.  
 
     BRENT 
Wow, sounds like you got a cool mom. 
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     QUINN 
Yeah. She threw me a coming out party. 
 
     BRENT 
Awesome. My mother went to therapy when I came out. 
 
     QUINN 
Seriously? 
 
     BRENT 
Oh yeah. I’m from Connecticut. Progressive, yes, but abstractly, 
not so in practice. My parents attended soirees and were on the 
board of opera houses.  
 
     QUINN 
Sounds like we had the wrong parents. 
 
     BRENT 
They never voiced their disappointment about my “lifestyle,” but 
they made little comments. I’m an only child, and I ruined their 
perfect future. No grandkids, no great big wedding, no following 
in dad’s footsteps. He wanted me to go to law school. I went to 
theater school. How’s that for a slap in the tits? 
 
     QUINN 
My mother wanted me to take her to a gay club so she could be 
my, and I quote “wing-mom.” 
 
     BRENT 
See from my perspective that is totally awesome. 
 
     QUINN 
That’s only because it’s from a perspective and not experience. 
Trust me, it was rough. 
 
     BRENT 
I think your perspective is whacked.  
 
     QUINN 
I know how great she is, I do, but it was overwhelming. Being so 
overwhelmed all the time. I felt like I was a test case and she 
was charting every symptom I ever had. She wanted to know 
everything.  
 
     BRENT 
Again, whacked. 
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     QUINN 
Trust me, it’s worse than I’m making it sound. 
 
     BRENT 
I never got coffee. 
 
     QUINN 
Oh yeah. Huh.  
 
     Pause. 
 
     BRENT 
I should let you get back to your book. 
 
     QUINN 
It’s a play. 
 
     BRENT 
To your play, then. 
 
     QUINN 
I have already read it, you know. 
 
     BRENT 
Yeah. 
 
     Beat 
 
     QUINN 
Do you want to stay and have coffee with me? 
 
     BRENT 
You don’t drink coffee. 
 
     QUINN 
Right. 
 
     BRENT 
Right. 
 
     QUINN 
I mean you can drink coffee. I can. Watch. 
 
     BRENT 
I should probably go. 
 
     QUINN 
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Okay.  
 
     BRENT 
Okay? Really?  
 
     QUINN 
You have plans? 
 
     BRENT 
No. 
 
     QUINN 
Oh.  
 
     BRENT 
Come on, you are so close. 
 
     QUINN 
Close?  
 
     BRENT 
Do you want to ask me something? 
 
     QUINN 
Do you want to hang out? With me? Tonight? 
 
     BRENT 
Yeah. Okay. 
 
     QUINN 
Okay. 
 
     BRENT 
You’re not an easy one, Quinn. I’ll give you that. 
 
     Brent stands and goes to exit. 
 
     QUINN 
Where are you going? 
 
     BRENT 
We’re not staying in a coffee shop all night, are we? 
 
     QUINN 
No? No. Um. Let me just put this away, and I’m right behind you. 
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Quinn puts his books in his bag and 
they cross to the park bench, all while 
they continue to talk. 

 
     QUINN (Cont’d) 
So, musical theater, huh? Do you ever do any plays? 
 
     BRENT 
Not so much. 
 
     QUINN 
Have you really never heard of A Doll’s House? I mean having a 
theater degree? 
 
     BRENT 
Musical theater, and yes, I’d heard of it. I’ve never read it. I 
don’t read. I wasn’t lying about that. 
 
     QUINN 
What do you do? 
 
     BRENT 
I watch TV. I go to the movies. I love movies. 
 
     QUINN 
Yeah. That’s sort of a universal truism now, isn’t it?  
 
     BRENT 
What’s a truism? 
 
     QUINN 
Oh? It just means that everyone says that now. 
 
     BRENT 
I’m sorry I’m unoriginal. 
 
     QUINN 
No. No, that’s not— 
 
     BRENT 
Relax, I’m kidding.  
 
     QUINN 
It’s a reflex. 
 
     BRENT 
So is your condescension, just embrace it. 
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     QUINN 
I’m not condescending. That is an undeserved denunciation.  
 
     BRENT 
Is it? Is it, though? 
 
     QUINN 
What’s your favorite movie? 
 
     BRENT 
The Goonies. 
 
     QUINN 
Isn’t that...a cute movie? 
 
     BRENT 
Uh, it’s awesome! It’s the greatest coming of age story ever. 
 
     QUINN 
You know in Latin that’s called a Bildungsroman.  
 
     BRENT 
A Build-a-what? 
 
     QUINN 
Nothing. It’s just. Reflex. 
 
     BRENT 
So, if you’re a college professor, that means you got your what, 
Masters? 
 
     QUINN 
I got a PhD actually. 
 
     BRENT 
Seriously? 
 
     QUINN 
Yep.  
 
     BRENT 
In what?  
 
     QUINN 
Early American Literature.  
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     BRENT 
Wow. That’s awesome. I mean I’d rather have dental work without 
Novocain, but...(Beat) Wait. So that means that you’re Doctor 
Quinn? 
 
     Brent Laughs. 
 
     QUINN 
Well, technically it’s Doctor Healey, but I guess. 
 
     BRENT 
That’s funny. But, it’s great that you’re a PhD. Really. 
 
     QUINN 
Thanks. What about you? 
 
     BRENT 
I told you. I have a BFA in Musical theatre.  
 
     QUINN 
No, I mean— 
 
     BRENT 
Do you want to sit? 
 
     QUINN 
Sure. 
 

They sit on the bench at a healthy 
distance. 

 
     QUINN (Cont’d) 
I mean, don’t you have some accomplishments you’re proud of? 
 
     BRENT 
Accomplishments? 
 
     QUINN 
Yeah.  
 
     BRENT 
I once fucked a member of the Olympic team. 
 
     QUINN 
No, that’s not...really? 
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     BRENT 
Yeah. I’m pretty proud of that. 
 
     QUINN 
No, I don’t mean sex.  
 
     BRENT 
Well, like what? 
 
     QUINN 
I don’t know. (Pause) Summer or Winter? 
  
     BRENT 
Please. It was summer. 
 
     QUINN 
But what about in your work. I mean, you said you’re an actor. 
 
     BRENT 
Yeah.  
 
     QUINN 
What was your favorite role? 
 
     BRENT 
I haven’t really played too many good roles. I’ve done a lot of 
chorus stuff. I can dance, so I got put in a lot of nonspeaking 
roles. 
 
     QUINN 
You dance? 
 
     BRENT 
Surprise! The gay chorus dude is also the gay dancer. Sometimes 
even I get overwhelmed at the sheer number of clichés I fall 
into. 
 
     QUINN 
No, I think it’s great. (Beat) Like a gymnast, or a swimmer? Was 
it a diver?  
 
     BRENT 
He’s no one you’ve heard of. He was an alternate.  
 
     QUINN 
Oh. 
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     BRENT 
It still counts. He was an Olympian. It was a very competitive 
year. 
 
     QUINN 
When was this? 
 
     BRENT 
Like two Olympics ago now, I think. I don’t know, I was pretty 
high all the time back then. 
 
     QUINN 
Drugs? 
 
     BRENT 
I wasn’t a trapeze artist. 
 
     QUINN 
I didn’t mean that to sound like a question.  
 
     BRENT 
Yeah, I was a pretty devout coke fiend for most of my twenties.  
 
     QUINN 
Cocaine. Wow. That’s serious shit. 
 
     BRENT 
Yeah, expensive too. When my dad died, my mom found out that I 
was pretty heavy into it, and she cut me off from the 
inheritance, and I stopped.  
 
     QUINN 
Just like that? 
 
     BRENT 
Pretty much, yeah.  
 
     QUINN 
Wasn’t it hard? 
 
     BRENT 
Everything is hard. I found out two years ago that I am now 
lactose intolerant.  
 
     QUINN 
Oh, I’m sorry, that sucks. 
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     BRENT 
You’re telling me. I love ice cream. I fucking love it so much. 
I would fuck it if it wouldn’t hurt my dick. Finding out that my 
body rejects it now? That was harder than giving up Coke. I 
still cry whenever I pass a Baskin Robbins.  
 
     QUINN 
Don’t they have pills for it? 
 
     BRENT 
They don’t work. They have like an eighty percent success rate. 
I’m one of the twenty percent they do nothing for. 
 
     QUINN 
Oh man. So, no cheese, either? 
 
     BRENT 
I can live without it. It’s just ice cream. What about you? 
 
     QUINN 
I love ice cream. 
 
     BRENT 
No. I mean, did you ever do any drugs?  
 
     QUINN 
No. No, I never tried any drugs. I mean, I’ve smoked pot a few 
times, but that doesn’t really count, does it? 
 
     BRENT 
Not really. 
 
     QUINN 
I was always too afraid to try drugs. Not that anyone really 
offered. I guess I never had the kind of friends that did drugs.  
 
     BRENT 
Academic types? 
 
     QUINN 
Some. 
 
     BRENT 
Most of my friends are still the kind that do drugs. 
 
     QUINN 
Maybe you need a new crowd. 
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     BRENT 
I was thinking the same thing.  
 
     Pause. 
 
     QUINN 
It’s a nice evening. 
 
     Brent chuckles. 
 
     QUINN (Cont’d) 
What? 
 
     BRENT 
You get so antsy.  
 
     QUINN 
Me? I do not. 
 
     BRENT 
You get all nervous whenever we stop talking for even a minute.  
 
     QUINN 
I don’t like uncomfortable silences. 
 
     BRENT 
Why are they uncomfortable? 
 
     QUINN 
Because we don’t know each other. 
 
     BRENT 
How old are you? 
  
     QUINN 
I already told you. 
 
     BRENT 
I know, I’m making a point. 
 
     QUINN 
What? My age should dictate my comfort level with strangers? 
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     BRENT 
If you’re not comfortable sharing silence with me, how are you 
going to handle it if I kiss you? 
 
     Beat 
 
     QUINN 
That’s not. That’s not really a question I can answer. 
 
     BRENT 
You don’t want me to kiss you? 
 
     QUINN 
I didn’t say that. 
 
     BRENT 
Is that an answer? 
 
     QUINN 
I don’t know how to talk about this.  
 
     Quinn stands. 
 
     BRENT 
Why not? 
 
     QUINN 
Because it’s like you’re playing a game with me. 
 
     BRENT 
What game? 
 
     QUINN 
I don’t know. Are you fucking with me? 
 
     BRENT 
Quinn. You need to relax. I’m just talking to you. 
 
     QUINN 
I know. Is that all it is? Just talking? 
 
     BRENT 
Well, you don’t seem to be all that comfortable with the 
talking, so it feels like anything past that might send you into 
a fucking panic attack. 
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     QUINN 
Oh, so you’re sparing my feelings? 
 
     BRENT 
Jesus, we’re just talking. 
 
     Brent stands. 
 
     QUINN 
You keep making those comments.  
 
     BRENT 
I’m flirting with you, dumbass. When was the last time you’ve 
flirted with a guy? Have you ever? 
 
     QUINN 
It’s not flirting. It’s mocking. 
 
     BRENT 
It is not. 
 
     QUINN 
Why did you sit down at my table? 
 
     BRENT 
I’m starting to ask myself the same thing. 
 
     QUINN 
We’ve seen each other for like a year now. Why did you suddenly 
decide to talk to me? 
 
     BRENT 
What difference does that make? I don’t understand what you 
think my agenda is here. 
 
     QUINN 
Do you have an agenda? 
 
     BRENT 
Jesus. 
 
     QUINN 
Is that a yes? 
 
     BRENT 
Okay, this conversation is nuts. I should just go. 
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     QUINN 
Was it because you wanted an easy conquest? 
 
     BRENT 
A what? 
 
     QUINN 
I mean you see me sitting there. All by myself. It’s an easy 
pick, right? You can add another notch. Simple. You’re not a 
stupid guy, you have to know how I’ve been looking at you over 
the past year. You have to know I was looking. So, what was it? 
Feeling horny and just didn’t want to have to work for it? Is 
that what this was? 
 
     BRENT 
Are you out of your fucking mind? Easy? This is the hardest I’ve 
ever have to work just to talk to a guy, let alone fuck one! 
I’ve met, fucked, and left guys in the amount of time we’ve been 
together today. So no, easy wasn’t what I was thinking this is. 
 
     QUINN 
It had to be something. 
 
     BRENT 
Why? 
 
     QUINN 
Look at you. Look at me, and then look at you. This doesn’t get 
with that!  
 
     BRENT 
Oh my God. Really? That’s what this is about? You’re fucking low 
self-esteem? Wow, okay! Way to unprove a stereotype. 
 
     QUINN 
Dis. 
 
     BRENT 
What? 
 
     QUINN 
Unprove isn’t a word. It’s disprove. 
 
     BRENT 
Great, now I’m having an argument with my mother. 
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     QUINN 
Why did you sit down? 
 
     BRENT 
No, I’m not going to feed your ego. 
 
     QUINN 
My ego? 
 
     BRENT 
I told you. I already told you. You don’t accept it, fine. I’ll 
go. 
 
     QUINN 
I don’t want you to go. 
 
     BRENT 
We’re not teenagers. This isn’t all that difficult, you know? 
 
     QUINN 
I know. I’m sorry. I know. This is new territory for me. 
 
     BRENT 
What is? Talking to a guy? 
 
     QUINN 
I stare at you all the time.  
 
     BRENT 
Yeah, I got that. 
 
     QUINN 
You’re the everything guy. You’re the fantasy. The fantasy isn’t 
supposed to become real. It’s confusing. 
 
     BRENT 
It kind of feels like you’re talking about me like I’m not a 
person. 
 
     QUINN 
I’m sorry. I didn’t mean for it to sound like that.  
 
     BRENT 
I was looking too, you know. 
 
     QUINN 
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That’s crazy. I’m not even in the top like eighty percent of hot 
guys at that gym. 
 
     BRENT 
Why are you so wrapped up in looks? 
 
     QUINN 
I’m not. Everyone else is. 
 
     BRENT 
Really? You’ve objectified me, to my face. Like ten times.  
 
     QUINN 
Yeah, well that’s flattering, isn’t it? 
 
     BRENT 
No, it’s not. It’s insulting. I could just as easily say that 
the only reason you’re talking to me is because you want to fuck 
me. 
 
     QUINN 
That’s...that’s not true.  
 
     BRENT 
Really? 
 
     QUINN 
I’d also want to do other things to you.  
 
     BRENT 
You wouldn’t want to friends with someone like me, right? If I 
said I don’t want to fuck you, but I want to be your friend, 
you’d be okay with that? 
 
     QUINN 
Of course? 
 
     BRENT 
Bullshit. 
 
     QUINN 
You don’t know me. 
 
     BRENT 
Everything you’ve said about me has been about how I look.  
 
     QUINN 
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That’s all I had to go on until today. That’s all anyone has to 
go on when we see someone. You don’t look at someone and think, 
Gee he looks intelligent I’d like to discuss Russian poetry with 
him. You see someone and you respond because you think he’s hot. 
 
     BRENT 
When I first saw you, I thought you were hot. 
 
     QUINN 
You did? 
 
     BRENT 
I wanted to talk to you, but you kept looking away every time I 
made eye contact with you. 
 
     QUINN 
I thought you were irritated by the staring. People don’t 
usually stare back. 
 
     BRENT 
You need to get over yourself.  
 
     QUINN 
Yeah. 
 
     BRENT 
I mean it, you are way too in your own head. You’re going to 
miss out on a lot of life that way. 
 
     QUINN 
It’s not that easy. 
 
     BRENT 
It is.  
 
     QUINN 
How would you know? 
 
     BRENT 
It’s self-pity. I’ve thrown myself a fair number of pity 
parties, trust me. But, now that we’ve had our little therapy 
session. I should get going.  
 
     QUINN 
Yeah. 
 
     BRENT 
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I mean it about the pity. Just stop. Don’t let your head tell 
you all those things that are just not true. Tell yourself to 
shut up when you hear them. You’re worth liking, Doctor Quinn.  
 
     QUINN 
Okay. I’ll try. 
 
     BRENT 
Good seeing you. 
 
     QUINN 
Yeah, you too. 
 
     Brent goes to exit. 
 
     QUINN (Cont’d)  
Wait. 
 
     BRENT 
Yeah? 
 
     Quinn crosses slowly to Brent 
 
     BRENT (Cont’d) 
You need something? 
 
     QUINN 
Shh!  
 

Quinn puts a finger to Brent’s lips. 
It’s the first contact they’ve had. 
They stare. After a moment Brent moves 
his hand away from Quinn’s mouth and 
touches his face, and his neck, then 
his chest, and all the way down to his 
stomach. He stops. They make eye 
contact and smile.  

 
     BRENT 
Can I? 
 

Brent holds his hand near Quinn 
indicating that he wants to touch him. 
Quinn nods and Brent puts his hand on 
his lower back. Quinn breathes a little 
quicker. Brent takes his other hand and 
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holds Quinn’s face as if he’s going to 
kiss him.  

 
     QUINN 
My place? 
 
     Brent nods and smiles 
 
     BRENT 
Your place. 
 
     They lean in and finally kiss. 
 
     BLACKOUT 
 
     END of ACT ONE 
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Act Two 
 

Quinn’s bedroom; Quinn enters and turns 
on a light, Brent enters.  

 
      BRENT 
Nice. 
 
     QUINN 
I didn’t clean. I wasn’t expecting company. 
 
     BRENT 
Do people just feel compelled to say that? 
 
     QUINN 
I think so. 
 
     BRENT 
Are you that worried that I’m judging you on your cleanliness? 
 
     QUINN 
It was just a reflex.  
 
     BRENT 
You have a lot of those. 
 
     QUINN 
Oh, I left our drinks in the living room. 
 
     BRENT 
Leave em. We aren’t going to need them, are we? 
 
     Quinn kisses Brent. 
 
     QUINN 
My God, your lips are so… 
 
     They kiss again.  
 
     BRENT 
Oh yeah? 
 

They continue kissing as Quinn pulls 
Brent’s shirt off. Then they stop as 
Quinn stares at Brent’s upper body. 
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     QUINN 
Wow. That. Is. Nice. 
 

Quinn touches Brent and they kiss 
again. Brent pulls on Quinn’s shirt, 
Quinn moves his hand. 
 

     BRENT 
What’s wrong? 
 
     QUINN 
Nothing. Nothing. My God, you are so hot. 
 

They start kissing again, and again 
Brent tries to take off Quinn’s shirt, 
and he again stops him. They stop 
kissing. 
 

     BRENT 
Alright, what are you doing? 
 
     QUINN 
What? Am I doing something wrong? 
 
     BRENT 
I mean with the shirt? 
 
     QUINN 
What shirt? 
 
     BRENT 
Are we really going to play this game? Why won’t you let me take 
your shirt off? 
 
     QUINN 
Oh. I’m cold. 
 
     BRENT 
Quinn? 
 
     QUINN 
Okay, it’s just that this is so hot, right now.  
 
     BRENT 
And? 
 
     QUINN 
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And...nothing. It’s just. Okay, when you took your shirt off, it 
was like incredible.  
 
     BRENT 
I don’t get it. You want to stay dressed for this? 
 
     QUINN 
When you take off your clothes it makes my dick harder, when I 
do it, it’s going to give your dick the opposite effect. 
 
     BRENT 
Oh, we’re back there? 
 
     QUINN 
It’s intimidating. You have to give me this one. I mean, I could 
finish just looking at that. Seriously how do you look like 
that? 
 
     Brent puts his shirt back on. 
 
     BRENT 
This is crazy. 
 
     QUINN 
No, don’t put it back on. 
 
     BRENT 
I don’t need this. If you’re too intimidated to be with me—  
 
     QUINN 
I’m not. I won’t be. I’m just. I’m getting over it. I’ll get 
over it. I promise. 
 
     BRENT 
What do you want to do while we wait? 
 
     QUINN 
We don’t have to wait. I’m sorry. I’m okay. 
 
     BRENT 
You know this is just sex. We’re not getting married. You know 
that, right? 
 
     QUINN 
I know, but I don’t do sex so well. 
 
     Brent chuckles. 
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     BRENT 
That sounds like a Tyler Perry movie. 
 
     QUINN 
Are you making fun of me? 
 
     BRENT 
Who says that to the guy in his bed? 
 
     QUINN 
I’ve only had sex with two people. One of them was a girl. 
 
     BRENT 
Are you kidding? 
 
     QUINN 
No. I had a boyfriend a few years ago. I was a virgin until I 
was thirty two. 
 
     BRENT 
Wow. Okay. 
 
     QUINN 
Please don’t tell me that’s scaring you off? 
 
     BRENT 
Quinn? 
 
     QUINN 
Just forget I said it.  
 
     BRENT 
Quinn? 
 
     QUINN 
We had sex a lot. Like every day for almost a year. 
 
     BRENT 
Quinn!  
 
     QUINN 
What? 
 
     BRENT 
You need this way more than I do, so maybe you should stop 
talking yourself out of it. 
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     QUINN 
Okay. 
 
     BRENT 
It’s just sex. Stop making it more than that. 
 
     They start kissing again. Quinn stops. 
 
     QUINN 
I feel like I should explain. 
 
     BRENT 
I thought you might. 
 
     QUINN 
Brent, I really like you.  
 
     BRENT 
Yeah, your groping is saying that well enough for you. 
 
     QUINN 
I want to have sex with you so badly. I don’t think I’ve ever 
wanted to have sex with anyone as much as I want to with you 
this very minute. 
 
     BRENT 
Quinn, why aren’t you? 
 
     QUINN 
I’m going to be really bad at it. 
 
     BRENT 
Again, why are you saying this to the guy who is in your bed 
waiting to fuck you?  
 
     QUINN 
Because I’m fucking stupid.  
 
     Quinn kisses Brent. 
 
     BRENT 
Stop! 
 
     QUINN 
No, I want to do it. I want to do it right now! 
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     BRENT 
Quinn, stop. 
 
     QUINN 
I’ve ruined it, haven’t I? 
 
     BRENT 
This is unbelievable. You need a shrink. You know that, right?  
 
     QUINN 
I have one. 
 
     BRENT 
Yeah, well you’re not paying him enough. Quinn. This is clearly 
not okay for you.  
 
     QUINN 
It’s not that.  
 
     BRENT 
Really? Cause it seems like you’re afraid of sex, and that is 
not a turn-on.  
 
     QUINN 
I just— 
 
     BRENT 
What? You are so full of excuses, I don’t think I can hear 
another one.  
 
     QUINN 
I don’t do this. I can’t do this. 
 
     BRENT 
Got it. 
 
     QUINN 
Stop!  
 
     BRENT 
Why? You can’t do this. That’s easy enough to understand. I’ll 
go. 
 
     QUINN 
No, I can’t just have sex with you and go back to...whatever I 
would go back to. 
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     BRENT 
What does that even mean? 
 
     QUINN 
This doesn’t happen to me! I don’t know how to have sex with you 
because I’m not good enough at sex to be your fuck buddy, so 
what’s that going to make me? 
 
     BRENT 
Are you talking about a relationship? 
 
     QUINN 
No. Maybe. No. Well, yes, but not in the boyfriend sense. I 
mean, relationship could mean acquaintances.  
 
     BRENT 
I’m not looking for a boyfriend. I hate that shit. 
 
     QUINN 
How can you hate that shit? 
 
     BRENT 
I’ve had dozens of boyfriends. It doesn’t work with me. 
 
     QUINN 
Well, casual doesn’t work with me. 
 
     BRENT 
Clearly. You can’t shut up long enough to have sex. 
 
     QUINN 
I really like you, Brent. 
 
     BRENT 
I know. You keep saying that. 
 
     QUINN 
For like a year now.  
 
     BRENT 
Yeah, you said, I’m the everything man. Sounds like a bad John 
Grisham novel.  
 
     QUINN 
Once we do it. It’s over. I guess I just want to hold on a 
little bit longer. 
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     BRENT 
Great. Now you sound like a stalker. 
 
     QUINN 
Have you ever had one? 
 
     BRENT 
A stalker? 
 
     QUINN 
Yeah. A guy who wouldn’t go away? 
 
     BRENT 
Why, are you looking for pointers? 
 
     QUINN 
Just curious. I’ve never been someone people pursue, so— 
 
     BRENT 
You have to stop talking like that. 
 
     QUINN 
Like what? 
 
     BRENT 
You keep slipping these little comments about your looks. Stop. 
No, I’ve never had a stalker.  
 
     QUINN 
What’s your least favorite thing about yourself? 
 
     BRENT 
That’s really what you want to ask me? 
 
     QUINN 
Humor me. 
 
     BRENT 
I thought that’s what I was already doing. 
 
     QUINN 
Ha-ha. Come on.  
 
     BRENT 
Oh, alright. I guess my least favorite thing about myself would 
have to be my abnormally large penis. Scares people. 
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     QUINN 
That shouldn’t turn me on, right? 
 
     BRENT 
Oh, is that working for you? 
 
     QUINN 
That’s not much that you say that doesn’t work for me. 
 
     BRENT 
Really? That’s a strange power to have. What about is I said, 
Vestibule? 
 
     QUINN 
Yeah.  
 
     BRENT 
Gynecologist. 
 
     QUINN 
Yep, it’s still there. 
 
     BRENT 
Mammory glands. 
 
     QUINN 
Oh yeah. 
 
     BRENT 
Vagina. 
 
     QUINN 
Okay, it’s done.  
 
     BRENT 
It’s done? 
 
     QUINN 
You have lost your power. 
 
     BRENT 
Damned vaginas! They ruin everything! 
 
     QUINN 
They really do.  
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     BRENT 
My nose. 
 
     QUINN 
Okay. 
 
     BRENT 
That’s what I like least about myself. 
 
     QUINN 
Your nose? 
 
     BRENT 
Yep. It’s not a good nose. It’s too something.  
 
     QUINN 
Something? It’s a good nose.  
 
     BRENT 
Your biased. It doesn’t count. 
 
     QUINN 
I’m biased?  
 
     BRENT 
Anyone who still has an erection from making out with me does 
not get a say. You’re so horny you’d probably say I have sexy 
ear canals. 
 
     QUINN 
Are we supposing to be doing this? 
 
     BRENT 
Talking about my ear canals? Why not? 
 
     QUINN 
No, I mean this whole picking each other up and having sex like 
we’re in our twenties. 
 
     BRENT 
You think we’re too old for this? 
 
     QUINN 
I certainly am, aren’t I? 
 
     BRENT 
I’m not that far behind you, you know. 
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     QUINN 
This is what you do when you’re young. We’re supposed to be past 
the whole casual thing. 
 
     BRENT 
You never had that. Nothing wrong with getting an experience you 
never had. It’s a rite of passage. Fuck supposed to.  
 
     QUINN 
So, I’m making up for lost time? 
 
     BRENT 
Exactly. 
 
     QUINN 
So, why are you doing it? 
 
     BRENT 
Me? I’m just really good at it. 
 
     QUINN 
Ah. 
 
     BRENT 
It’s like a public service. 
 
     QUINN 
Really? Wow, you are not lacking confidence.  
 
     BRENT 
You want me to prove it? 
 
     QUINN 
Fuck yeah. 
 
     BRENT 
Yeah? 
 
     They lean in to kiss. 
 
     QUINN 
What are we going to…I mean, are you a…or a...? 
 
     BRENT 
Are you stopping us again to ask me if I’m a top or a bottom? 
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     QUINN 
I didn’t want to stop if we really got going, and I don’t want 
to get our signals crossed. I mean, well, at the coffee shop you 
did mention a certain fantasy about me fucking you, and I was 
just sort of hoping that— 
 
     BRENT 
You’re a top. 
 
     QUINN 
Was that a question? 
 
     BRENT 
No. Guys like you are always tops. 
 
     QUINN 
Guys like me? What do you mean? What am I like? 
 
     BRENT 
You are way too much of a control freak to let a guy fuck you. 
 
     QUINN 
I am not. 
 
     BRENT 
You’re not a top? 
 
     QUINN 
No, I am. I meant I’m not a control freak. What are you? 
 
     BRENT 
I’m a gay man, not a football coach, I don’t assign positions. 
 
     QUINN 
Really? What is that called, versatile? 
 
     BRENT 
It’s called being gay. I like men. I like all kinds of men. I 
don’t limit my experiences. It’s different with every guy. Some 
guys you want to take charge with and others you want to take 
charge. It’s kind of liberating have more than one option. 
 
     QUINN 
Yeah, but don’t you have a preference. 
 
     BRENT 
I do. 
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     QUINN 
What do you prefer? 
 
     BRENT 
I prefer guys who don’t talk so much, and overthink every little 
thing, until every moment is ruined. That’s what I prefer. 
 
     QUINN 
I’m sorry. 
 
     BRENT 
Don’t. Aplogize. 
 
     QUINN 
Don’t be upset. We can go back to the kissing part. 
 
     BRENT 
The moment’s kind of gone for me right now. 
 

Brent gets up and starts looking at the 
books on a bookshelf. 
 

     BRENT (Cont’d) 
I guess being a college professor you read a lot, huh? 
 
     QUINN 
I do. 
 
     BRENT 
The Hunger Games. Really? 
 
     QUINN 
What? You didn’t read them? 
 
     BRENT 
No. I’m not a teenage girl. 
 
     QUINN 
They’re fun.  
 
     BRENT 
Didn’t think PhDs would be the Hunger Games type. 
 
     QUINN 
I like books. I lie all kinds of books. I don’t limit my reading 
based on preconceived notions. 
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     BRENT 
Okay. Okay. Touché as you college people say. What’s your 
favorite? 
 
     QUINN 
My favorite book? 
 
     BRENT 
Yeah. You have one, right? 
 
     QUINN 
I don’t know. I love a lot of books. 
 
     BRENT 
If you had to pick one? 
 
     QUINN 
The first book I ever fell in love with, the one that made me 
want to teach literature was Lolita.  
 
     BRENT 
Kubrick made that movie. 
 
     QUINN 
He did. Are you a Kubrick fan? 
 
     BRENT 
I love movies. Remember? 
 
     QUINN 
So you know the story of Lolita? 
 
     BRENT 
Creepy older guy with the same first and last name falls for a 
child, kills her mother and kidnaps her and takes her all over 
the country trying to avoid the police? Yeah. I’m not a big fan 
of the movie. Not Kubrick’s best. 
 
     QUINN 
No, that would be 2001. 
 
     BRENT 
What are you high? Dr. Strangelove is his best. 
 
     QUINN 
Better than 2001? No way!  
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     BRENT 
2001 is pretentious. Don’t get me wrong I love it, but it tried 
too hard. Dr. Strangelove is the best political satire of all 
time. 
 
     QUINN 
2001 is not pretentious. It’s a rich and textured thematically 
developed expose on human nature. It’s about humanity itself. 
It’s not some little comedy poking fun at war hungry 
politicians. It’s about life. 
 
     BRENT 
Jesus, calm down.  
 
     QUINN 
I take film very seriously.  
 
     BRENT 
You take yourself very seriously. 
 
     QUINN 
You should hear me make a case for Steinbeck.  
 
     BRENT 
I’m afraid you’d cut me. 
 
     QUINN 
Or Emily Dickinson.  
 
     BRENT 
Because I could not stop for death, he kindly stopped for me. 
 
     QUINN 
Oh my God. I think I just had a little orgasm.  
 
     BRENT 
Oh yeah? There’s more where that came from. 
 
     QUINN 
Oh, baby. 
 
     BRENT 
    (With great dramatic flare) 
Hope is the thing with feathers that perches in the soul. 
 
     QUINN 
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Yeah, you need to put your hands on me. 
       
     BRENT 
Oh. Found your G spot, huh? 
 

Brent touches Quinn and goes to kiss 
him but pulls away at the last second, 
teasing him. Quinn moans. 
 
BRENT 

    (Very seductively) 
“He fumbles at your spirit. As players at the keys…” 
 

Brent removes his own shirt, kisses 
Quinn and as he finishes the poem he 
takes Quinn’s shirt and pants off, he 
takes his own pants off and keeps 
touching Quinn but in a teasing way 
that drives Quinn crazy. Never letting 
Quinn touch him.  
 

     BRENT (Cont’d) 
“…before they drop full music on; He stuns you by degree. 
Prepares your brittle substance for the ethereal blow, by 
fainter hammers, further heard, then nearer…then. So. Slow. Your 
breath has time to straighten, your brain to bubble cool,-- 
Deals one imperial thunderbolt...that scalps...your naked soul. 
 

They finally kiss. They end up on the 
bed and have sex. It is intense. It can 
be under covers. A lot of movement. 
Afterward, They collapse on the bed out 
of breath.   

  
     BRENT (Cont’d) 
Come slowly, Eden! 
 
     QUINN 
How do you…(catching his breath) How do you know all these Emily 
Dickinson poems? 
 
     BRENT 
You’ll laugh. 
 
     QUINN 
I will not. 
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     BRENT 
You will. 
 
     QUINN 
Trust me, after what you just gave to me, I will never laugh at 
you. 
 
     BRENT 
I wrote a play about her. 
 
     QUINN 
Are you fucking kidding me? 
 
     BRENT 
You’re not laughing. You’re angry? 
 
     QUINN 
No, that’s fucking amazing. I love Emily Dickinson. I didn’t 
know you wrote plays? 
 
     BRENT 
Yeah, well I don’t. I mean, I wrote that one, but it’s nothing. 
It was for a playwriting class I took in college.  I mean it 
sucked. Do you have a towel or something? 
 
     QUINN 
Oh yeah, sorry.  
 
     BRENT 
Occupational hazard, huh? 
 

Wrapped in a sheet, Quinn exits and 
returns with a towel he hands to Brent. 

 
     BRENT (Cont’d) 
What? 
 
     QUINN 
That’s my jizz you’re wiping off yourself. 
 
     BRENT 
You want to take a picture? 
 
     QUINN 
So, your play. You have to let me read it.  
 



  64 

     BRENT 
No. it’s terrible.  
 
     QUINN 
Tell me about it. 
 
     BRENT 
No. Really you’ll think it’s stupid. 
 
     QUINN 
I won’t. Please? 
 
     BRENT 
Well, you know how she was obsessed with death? 
 
     QUINN 
Sure. 
 
     BRENT 
Yeah, well I wrote a story about how she was actually the angel 
of death, and tried to tell people through her poetry.  
 
     QUINN 
Huh. That’s kind of awesome. 
 
     BRENT 
Yeah, and it takes place on the night her husband dies. The 
night she has to kill him. That was one of the poems I added to 
the scene. It’s about love. She loved him. I don’t know why I 
memorized it.  
 
     QUINN 
To get me off, obviously. 
 
     BRENT 
I can honestly say I never thought it would be foreplay. Ever. 
But, I’m glad it worked. 
 
     QUINN 
I was obsessed with Emily Dickinson in college. I’ve read all of 
her poems like fifty times each, and that bitch had a lot of 
poems. 
 
     BRENT 
I saved the play somewhere. 
 
     QUINN 
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It sounds amazing. Truly. I want to read it.   
 
     BRENT 
Okay. 
 
     They kiss. 
 
     QUINN 
I mean it. 
 
     BRENT 
Okay. 
 
     QUINN 
You’ve never written anything else? 
 
     BRENT 
No, not really. 
 
     QUINN 
And your acting career, how’s that going? 
 
     BRENT 
Are you making fun of me, Professor? 
 
     QUINN 
Technically it’s Doctor. And no, I’m curious. 
 
     BRENT 
It’s not going. I’m not really pursuing it anymore. 
 
     QUINN 
Why not? 
 
     BRENT 
It’s a terrible fucking life. I’m not good enough. 
 
     QUINN 
Why do you say that? 
 
     BRENT 
I don’t. That’s what everyone I audition for says. 
 
     QUINN 
Are you going to do anything else? 
 
     BRENT 
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Nope. I have no backup plan. 
 
     QUINN 
Oh. 
 
     BRENT 
It’s okay to just have a job, you know. We can’t all have 
careers. 
 
     QUINN 
I know. I didn’t say anything to the contrary, did I? 
 
     Brent gets up and slowly gets dressed. 
 
     BRENT 
I always thought I’d be good at it, you know. I was always put 
in plays in school. I don’t know what happened, I just sort of 
lost interest. It wasn’t really for me. 
 
     QUINN 
That happens. 
 
     BRENT 
Are you imitating a mummy? 
 
     QUINN 
What? 
 
     BRENT 
Stand up.  
 
     QUINN 
Why? 
 
     BRENT 
Just stand up. 
 
     QUINN 
Okay. 
 
     Quinn stands in the sheet. 
 
     BRENT 
Take the sheet off. 
 
     QUINN 
Why? 
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     BRENT 
One more question, and there’ll be no seconds for you. 
 
     QUINN 
Fine. 
 

Quinn takes the sheet off and is in his 
boxer briefs. 
 
BRENT 

When did you put your underwear back on? 
 
     QUINN 
I’m quick. 
 
     BRENT 
Take them off. 
 
     QUINN 
No. 
 
     BRENT 
Take them off. 
 
     QUINN 
I don’t want to. 
 
     BRENT 
I’m not asking. 
 
     QUINN 
Neither am I. 
 
     Beat 
 
     BRENT 
That doesn’t even make sense. 
 
     QUINN 
You said if I asked any questions I wouldn’t get seconds. 
 
     BRENT 
Well now if you don’t take your underwear off you’ll definitely 
never get seconds. 
 



  68 

     QUINN 
I don’t want to take them off. 
 
     BRENT 
Do you want to fuck me in the shower? 
 
     QUINN 
That’s not fair. 
 
     BRENT 
Soap me up...get me all slippery, bend me over. 
 
     QUINN 
Fine!  
 

Quinn reluctantly removes his boxers 
and stands nude. 
 

     BRENT 
Nice. 
 
     QUINN 
Are we done? 
 
     BRENT 
No, not yet. 
 

Brent sits on the bed and points 
to the foot of it.  

 
     BRENT (Cont’d) 
Stand there. 
 

Quinn stands at the foot of the bed 
with his back to the audience. 
 

     QUINN 
Happy? 
 
     BRENT 
You’re hot. 
 
     QUINN 
I’m not. 
 
     BRENT 
You have a nice cock.  
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     QUINN 
Oh yeah? 
 
     Brent crawls on the bed toward Quinn. 
 
     BRENT 
Raise your arms. 
 
     QUINN 
What? 
 
     BRENT 
No questions. 
 
     QUINN 
Yeah, yeah. 
 

Quinn raises his arms. Brent kneels on 
the bed in front of him, he nearly 
touches every part of Quinn’s body he 
mentions but he never does. He moves 
his face close to his body as well.  
 

     BRENT 
Nice. I got a thing for armpits. So masculine. I like this curve 
right here, the muscle, the skin, the hair. (he gestures for 
Quinn to put his arms down; Quinn does.) Nipples too. You got 
great nipples. Nice hair on your chest. That line between the 
pecs that runs all the way down your stomach, your smooth 
stomach. I love that line. I could take my tongue and run it all 
the way down that line, tasting you. Tasting your chest, your 
stomach, your pubic hair, your cock, your balls, your thighs, 
great thighs. You’ve got great thighs. 
 
     Brent looks into Quinn’s eyes. 
 
     BRENT (Cont’d) 
I want you. 
 
     QUINN 
You’ve got me. 
 

Pause; Brent lies down and Quinn gets 
on the bed with him. He lays in Brent’s 
arms. 
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     BRENT 
I knew you were at that coffee shop. 
 
     QUINN 
What? You did? 
 
     BRENT 
I did. 
 
     QUINN 
You followed me? 
 
     BRENT 
Don’t get a big head. I’ve seen you there before. You go there 
once a week.  
 
     QUINN 
You spied on me. I’m shocked. 
 
     BRENT 
I go to yoga across the street. Spied?  
 
     QUINN 
You do Yoga? 
 
     BRENT 
I do. 
 
     QUINN 
That’s kind of hot.  
 
     BRENT 
You want to see my downward facing dog? 
 
     QUINN 
I can’t say I won’t attack you if you do that. 
 
     BRENT 
I’d insist on it. 
 
     QUINN 
So, you knew I was there. What else do you know about me? 
 
     BRENT 
You read on the stationary bike. You listen to show tunes while 
you work out, which is weird.  
 



  71 

     QUINN 
How do you know that? 
 
     BRENT 
Your headphones are really loud. 
 
     QUINN 
Oh, that’s embarrassing. 
 
     BRENT 
You chew cinnamon flavored gum. It’s really strong. You can 
barely bench a hundred pounds, you have improper form when you 
do crunches, and your ass looks really good in your red 
basketball shorts.  
 
     QUINN 
You…? You’ve noticed all that? 
 
     BRENT 
You smile at strangers. When you pass people you smile at them.  
 
     QUINN 
I do? I didn’t even know I did that. 
 
     BRENT 
You’re kind. You are nothing like the guys I usually follow into 
coffee shops. 
 
     Pause. Quinn smiles. 
 
     QUINN 
My ass looks good in something? 
 
     BRENT 
I’m not the only one who thinks so. You need to start paying 
attention to the eyes that find you. You never look back. Why 
not? 
 
     QUINN 
I’m shy. 
 
     BRENT 
You just fucked a really hot guy in your bed the same day you 
met him. I’d say you’re okay. 
 
     QUINN 
A really hot guy? You are so modest. 
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     BRENT 
How else should I describe the everything man? 
 
     QUINN 
I never should’ve told you that. 
 
     BRENT 
Live with it. 
 

Brent kisses Quinn’s forehead and gets 
up. 

 
     QUINN 
Where are you going? 
 
     BRENT 
Home. You didn’t think I was staying the night did you? 
 
     QUINN 
No. No, obviously. But, do you have to go this second? 
 
     BRENT 
Why, what’d you have in mind? 
 
     Quinn smirks. 
 
     BRENT (Cont’d) 
Naughty boy. What are you fifteen? 
 
     QUINN 
It’s just that when you have the everything man in your bedroom, 
it’s just such a waste not to destroy him. 
 

Quinn kneels on the bed and leans on 
Brent. 
 

     BRENT 
Oh, you think you could destroy me? 
 
     QUINN 
I am certainly willing to try.  
 
     BRENT 
I bet you are. 
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Brent pushes Quinn to the bed by his 
face. Quinn jumps up and gets dressed. 

 
     QUINN 
Okay. Let’s go somewhere then. 
 
     BRENT 
I am going somewhere. I’m going home. 
 
     QUINN 
No, seriously. Let me take you somewhere. 
 
     BRENT 
Quinn. We’re not a couple. 
 
     QUINN 
I know that. I’m not asking you to be my boyfriend. I’m asking 
you to go out with me. 
 
     BRENT 
Look I had fun, but it’s been hours, I think I should go. 
 
     QUINN 
Oh. Yeah okay. 
 
     Brent tosses his phone on the bed. 
 
     BRENT 
You want to put your number in it, so I can call you? 
 
     QUINN 
Yeah, sure. 
 
     Quinn picks up the phone and stops. 

Brent ties his shoes and sits up, his 
back to Quinn. 
 

     BRENT 
You got it? 
 
     QUINN 
What happens next? 
 
     BRENT 
What do you mean? 
 
     QUINN 
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You’re going to call me? 
 
     BRENT 
Yeah. That’s how this works. 
 
     QUINN 
And then we get together and we what? 
 
     BRENT 
I don’t know. We hang out. 
 
     QUINN 
I don’t want this to sound wrong, but am I just going to be 
someone you fuck? 
 
     BRENT 
You are someone I fucked.  
 
     QUINN 
I mean, will I be on like a rotating schedule or something? 
 
     BRENT 
What do you want to be? 
 
     QUINN 
Not that. 
 
     BRENT 
I told you I don’t do boyfriends.  
 
     QUINN 
Yeah, and I told you I don’t have casual sex. 
 
     BRENT 
I guess we proved you wrong on that one. 
 
     QUINN 
Is that what this was? 
 
     BRENT 
I don’t know. Why do you have to label everything? 
 
     QUINN 
It’s not about labels. I just don’t think I can go back to 
pretending you’re this fantasy that I can’t have. 
 
     BRENT 
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You had me. You win. 
 
     QUINN 
That is not what I meant. 
 
     BRENT 
You know it’s really not that easy having to deal with someone 
who calls you his fantasy. It’s annoying. Please stop. 
 
     QUINN 
This wasn’t about just having sex with you. It was more than 
that. 
 
     BRENT 
It wasn’t.  
 
     QUINN 
This is what you do with all the guys you sleep with? 
 
     BRENT 
How are you this inexperienced at forty? It’s kind of pathetic. 
 
     QUINN 
Oh, we’re going to get mean now? 
 
     BRENT 
Quinn, we hooked up. I’ll call you and we can hang out and maybe 
hook up again. Maybe we can just sit and talk. Okay? 
 
     QUINN 
You know what’s pathetic? 
 
     BRENT 
Please tell me. 
 
     QUINN 
You. Acting like your twenty-five years old just looking for 
guys to fuck and throw away. You’re so afraid of people that you 
can’t even be honest about why you don’t want a boyfriend. 
 
     BRENT 
What the fuck do you know about me? I may be a guy who likes to 
fuck a lot of other guys, but that doesn’t mean I’m afraid of 
people. I don’t think someone who needs to be coddled and 
placated in order to be turned on should be pointing any 
fingers. And if I were going to look for a boyfriend what makes 
you so cocky to think I would ever choose you? 
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     QUINN 
I don’t think you would. 
 
     BRENT 
Oh that’s right, you don’t think you’re worthy of anything, 
right? That’s your game, isn’t it? 
 
     QUINN 
I don’t have a game. 
 
     BRENT 
Neither do I. 
 
     QUINN 
That’s bullshit. 
 
     BRENT 
Fuck you. 
 
     QUINN 
There is a difference between looking for a physical release, 
and wanting to share something with someone. You followed me 
into a coffee shop. You could find someone to have sex with 
almost anywhere I’m guessing. So, you wanted something else. 
What? 
 
     BRENT 
I don’t know what you’re talking about. I’m going to go. 
 
     QUINN 
Okay.  
 
     BRENT 
I’m sorry if I led you on.  
 
     QUINN 
Don’t worry about it. 
 
     BRENT 
I’ll call you. 
 
     QUINN 
You don’t have to. 
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     BRENT 
Jesus, Quinn, why do you have to make everything so difficult? 
We’ve known each other for a day!  
 
     QUINN 
Yeah, except that’s not true is it? Is it? You know what I read, 
what gum I chew, that I smile at people I don’t know. You know 
my atrocious taste in music that I get from my mother and 
apparently can doing nothing about it. You know about that mole 
I have on my hip that no one has ever been in a lighted enough 
room to see outside of medical professionals. You know about my 
Emily Dickinson obsession. That I have a crazy, hippy mother who 
would absolutely want to adopt you, by the way. You know where I 
live, that I liked The Hunger Games, that I teach college 
literature. That I have a PhD. You know what my armpit tastes 
like. You are the only person on this entire planet that can say 
that. And what about you? I mean you’re more withholding than I 
am so I don’t know as much about you, but I’ve been paying 
attention to you for nearly a year. I have told friends about 
you. Maybe that’s creepy. Maybe it’s flattering, I don’t know. 
But I do know that my desire to know you, yeah it was sexual at 
first, but I have become completely enamored with you, and it is 
an infatuation that goes beyond just physical. It’s been nearly 
a year that I’ve been fascinated with you. This isn’t a casual 
encounter, Brent. I’m sorry, but it’s not. 
 
     BRENT 
Aren’t you leaving something out? 
 
     QUINN 
What? 
 
     BRENT 
You’re idea of dirty talk is really disturbing. 
 
     They both laugh at this. 
 
     QUINN 
Who else could make an Emily Dickinson poem so fucking hot? 
 
     BRENT 
I really like you too. 
 
     QUINN 
Don’t say but. 
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     BRENT 
I wasn’t going to. 
 
     Pause 
 
     BRENT (Cont’d) 
I don’t believe that there’s someone out there for everyone. I 
don’t believe in fate. 
 
     QUINN 
I’m not suggesting— 
 
     BRENT 
Let me finish. 
 
     QUINN 
Sorry. 
 
     BRENT 
I’ve never been one of those people who falls for that true love 
bullshit. I think we’re animals and we want to fuck one another. 
That’s honestly what I believe. And we confuse that with 
feelings that are more substantial and that’s where everything 
gets fucked up.  
 
     Pause. 
 
     QUINN 
Are you done? 
 
     BRENT 
No. 
 
     QUINN 
Because really, that was beautiful.  
 
     BRENT 
Stop interrupting me. 
 
     QUINN 
Seriously, you should write for Hallmark. 
 
     BRENT 
I was going to say… 
 
     QUINN 
Yes? Dude, you have to stop doing that.  
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     BRENT 
I was going to say, that I think I’ve been so against all that 
bullshit for so long because I didn’t think anyone would ever 
feel it for me. And don’t say “dude.” 
 
     QUINN 
Yeah, and I can see why you would have that problem. 
 
     BRENT 
No one has. Never. I am the guy you want to fuck. That’s it. 
That’s my function. I get looked at and people want to touch me.  
 
     QUINN 
I feel bad for you.  
 
     BRENT 
It sucks. People aren’t fascinated with me after I make them 
cum. Not until they’re horny again. So, I got good at it. I’m 
good at it.  
 
     QUINN 
Are you bragging? 
 
     BRENT 
But you? You’re so fucking neurotic you were almost unable to 
fuck me.  
 
     QUINN 
Harsh. 
 
     BRENT 
I mean, you talked like the rest of them. Oh, you’re so hot. I 
want you. Blah, blah, blah. 
 
     QUINN 
You are hot. I did want you. I do want you.  
 
     BRENT 
And the fact that you are so much smarter than me? 
 
     QUINN 
I didn’t think I was. 
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     BRENT 
Yeah, the college professor isn’t smarter than the musical 
theater guy. 
 
     QUINN 
Well, I mean, I guess I am more knowledgeable than you are in 
the area of American literature.  
 
     BRENT 
And in probably every other area too.  
 
     QUINN 
I didn’t think about that. 
 
     BRENT 
I did.  
 
     QUINN 
Okay. 
 
     BRENT 
I wouldn’t stimulate you. Intellectually! 
 
     QUINN 
That’s stupid. 
 
     BRENT 
Exactly. 
 
     QUINN 
That was the first stupid thing you’ve said. 
 
     BRENT 
Don’t you picture yourself meeting a guy who you can have long 
talks about poetry and books with? 
 
     QUINN 
Brent, you recited an entire poem to me tonight. 
 
     BRENT 
Yeah, big deal. I don’t know what any of it means. 
 
     QUINN 
Oh my god, stop talking. 
 
     BRENT 
I really don’t. 
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     QUINN 
Brent, being stimulated by someone doesn’t have to mean that you 
know the same things.  
 
     BRENT 
What I’m sayin— 
 
     QUINN 
Yes, please get to a point. 
 
     BRENT 
You wanted to fuck me.  
 
     QUINN 
Okay. 
 
     BRENT 
This was a hook-up. 
 
     QUINN 
Have you heard nothing I’ve said? 
 
     BRENT 
You’ve been horny. That’s what I heard. You have this fantasized 
notion about me, but it’s really just a fantasy. You can’t 
possibly think this is more than a fling. You can’t really 
believe that because we watched each other in a gym and picked 
up on some stuff that we’re somehow connected in a profound way. 
This was sex. It’s what we both wanted. 
 
     QUINN 
What if I want more? 
 
     BRENT 
I’m sure you do. In theory we all want more. 
 
     QUINN 
In theory? 
 
     BRENT 
Yeah. We all want to believe that we’ll meet someone that we’re 
supposed to be with. I get it. I mean, I don’t fall for that 
shit anymore. But, you’re just not there yet. 
 
     QUINN 
Not where? I don’t know what you’re talking about. 
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     BRENT 
You haven’t been with a lot of guys, so you still think that 
every hook-up has meaning. I did too. Of course I was twenty-
three when I realized that most guys just need to fuck. 
 
     QUINN 
Yeah, okay. It starts with a physical attraction, I get that. 
 
     BRENT 
Yeah, but how many guys are you physically attracted to?  
 
     QUINN 
Tons. 
 
     BRENT 
Yeah. And how many of them do you really think you’ll have any 
kind of connection or anything in common with? 
 
     QUINN 
So? We don’t act on all of our attractions. Shouldn’t the ones 
we do mean something to us? 
 
     BRENT 
They do mean something. They just don’t mean something as 
significant as you’d like to think they do. 
 
     QUINN 
Maybe you’re right, maybe it’s my inexperience talking, but I 
don’t want you to walk out that door as just another sexual 
experience. I want to know you. 
 
     BRENT 
I’m not saying we can’t know each other.  
 
     QUINN 
But in what capacity? 
 
     BRENT 
Jesus, you are so quick to label everything. Why can’t you just 
be satisfied that you boned a guy tonight? A guy who is, by the 
way, way out of your league. 
 
     QUINN 
You don’t think I am? And fuck you. 
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     BRENT 
But you want to pretend that we’re something more. Why? Yes, I 
noticed you. I saw the way you looked at me. It’s flattering. I 
appreciate being appreciated. 
 
     QUINN 
Is that it? 
 
     BRENT 
Obviously I was interested enough to follow you into that coffee 
shop. 
 
     QUINN 
Yeah, why did you do that? You don’t have to follow guys to get 
laid?  
 
     BRENT 
I’m starting to regret that I did.  
 
     QUINN 
What are you so afraid of? 
 
     BRENT 
Excuse me? 
 
     QUINN 
Why does it scare you so much to think that this might be 
something more than just a hook-up? 
 
     BRENT 
It scares me that you’re going to go stalker-crazy on my ass. 
We’ve known each other a day. This can’t be more than a hook-up. 
 
     QUINN 
Of course it can. 
 
     BRENT 
You don’t know anything about me.  
 
     QUINN 
We’ve already been through this. 
 
     BRENT 
You know nothing substantial. You know nothing. You have no idea 
who I am, or who I want to be. 
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     QUINN 
I know you want to be a shallow, sex-driven narcissist. 
      
     BRENT 
With great abs. 
 
     QUINN 
You try really hard to present yourself as emotionally 
inaccessible, so the sex can be mechanic instead of vulnerable. 
 
     BRENT 
Wow. Someone’s been to therapy. 
 
     QUINN 
And talking to me today, and having sex with me wasn’t your 
usual routine.  
 
     BRENT 
That’s on you. All I’ve ever had to do in the past was take my 
shirt off and guys are good to go. But you and your god damned 
overthinking. It’s amazing you’re not still a virgin. I hate to 
think of what I’d have had to do if I didn’t have that fucking 
poem up my sleeve. 
 
     Quinn smiles at this. Pause. 
 
     QUINN 
For the record, I was good to go when you sat down.  
 
     BRENT 
You do know why that’s I took you to that park, right? 
 
     QUINN 
You thought I would do it in a park? 
 
     BRENT 
That was clearly before I knew that you were a crazy person. 
 
     QUINN 
I couldn’t have sex in a park. I don’t even like eating 
outdoors. Is that one of your regular places? 
 
     BRENT 
One of my regular places? I’m not a prostitute, you know. 
 
     QUINN 
Oh come on, you mean to tell me you don’t have regular places? 
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     BRENT 
I really don’t. 
 
     QUINN 
Sure. 
 
     BRENT 
I usually go to their places. 
 
     QUINN 
Of course you do. 
 
     BRENT 
Oh, now you’re going to psycho-analyze the meaning behind that? 
 
     QUINN 
Nah, that’s way too easy. 
 
     BRENT 
I’m so intimidated by revealing anything about myself that I 
don’t even fuck guys in my own apartment. I have to detach my 
sex life from my rest of my life as a means of avoiding 
intimacy. 
 
     QUINN 
I told you it was easy. 
 
     BRENT 
Or is it that I have a roommate and I don’t want to be rude.  
 
     QUINN 
How is bringing a guy home, rude? 
 
     BRENT 
The noises they make? Trust me. 
 
     QUINN 
What’s your roommate’s name? 
 
     BRENT 
I don’t have a roommate. It was just a for instance. 
 
     QUINN 
So it is the intimacy thing? 
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     BRENT 
I’ve never really given it any thought. 
 
     QUINN 
Maybe you should. 
 
     BRENT 
I will definitely do that. 
 
     QUINN 
I lost my virginity when I was twenty eight. 
 
     BRENT 
I thought you said— 
 
     QUINN 
I’m not as forthcoming, either. 
 
     BRENT 
Twenty-eight? Weren’t you in pain by then? I mean, I would think 
your balls would explode by that point. 
 
     QUINN 
I had a hard time coming out, and then an even harder time being 
out. It’s just part of my personality I guess, but I have a 
categorical mistrust of people and myself. I never let anything 
happen. I could have had sex dozens of times before then, but I 
talked myself out of them. Even today, with you, my brain is 
telling me to run. I don’t know why. But, when we started 
talking today, I just...I mean, it was easy. I don’t have that 
with guys, especially not with guys who look like you. Maybe it 
was just a hook-up. Maybe I just don’t know how to have one. 
Maybe the thought of someone thinking of me as one, makes me 
feel arbitrary. I don’t know.  
 
     Pause 
 
     BRENT 
My first time, I was fifteen and he was thirty eight. He was a 
friend of my fathers. I had the biggest crush on him. He had 
this dark wavy hair, and he was in such amazing shape. I 
remember whole dinners when he’d come over just staring at his 
chest and arms. He also always wore these tight jeans. Yeah, he 
was the source of many a jerk session sometimes in the same 
room. I was a masturbating ninja. I could jerk off at the dinner 
table with no one the wiser. He was the kind of family friend 
that would come over when no one was home and go for swims in 
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our pool. And on one such occasion, I was skipping school and I 
heard him swimming so I went to the window and watched. He was 
wearing a speedo, which still does it for me, by the way, and 
when he climbed out of the pool, by some improbable miracle he 
looked up at me and winked. I ran to the pool so fast I almost 
fell down the stair. When I got to the deck he was standing in 
the same place with a towel, drying his arms and then he dropped 
the towel, and smiled at me. I tried not to look anywhere but 
his eyes, but that didn’t really work. His speedo looked like it 
was bursting, and the sheer size of the bulge made me hard. He 
was such a masculine guy, and he was practically offering 
himself to me. He started laughing when he saw me trying to 
adjust my erect penis without him noticing. I was embarrassed. 
He went into the house laughing. I followed. When I went into 
the kitchen he was standing by the sink naked. He’d taken his 
swimsuit off and was filling a glass of water in the sink. I 
didn’t need any more encouragement. I crossed to him and started 
touching him and kissing him. My hands tried to grab everything 
at once, and he still laughed at me. I came as soon as he put 
his hand down my shorts. I came again a half hour later as he 
was fucking me in my bed, and an hour after that as I was 
fucking him on the bathroom sink. I know he was a lot older than 
me, but he wasn’t taking advantage, it wasn’t like that. He was 
sweet. He taught me how to fuck. He was good at it. I still use 
some of his techniques. In the end, I broke his heart. I met 
someone else. I was young enough to believe that I couldn’t keep 
fucking him and the new guy. He was fucked up by it. He 
shouldn’t have been at his age, but he was. He sent me letters, 
bought me expensive gifts. He once showed up at my school and 
begged me to fuck him in the boy’s locker room. Eventually he 
tried to run over my new boyfriend, and he went to jail. It was 
a mess.  
 
     QUINN 
He was a child molester. 
 
     BRENT 
I was almost sixteen. I had a bigger dick than he did. 
 
     QUINN 
Still. 
 
     BRENT 
I also fucked him way more times than he fucked me, and never 
because he made me. I jerked off about him more than any other 
guy I’d ever met. I still think about him sometimes when I’m 
fucking other guys. So, as inappropriate as it was for him to 
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fuck a fifteen year old, I was more than willing. God, that was 
so long ago. That was the year before my mom died. 
 
     QUINN 
Oh, I’m sorry. How did she die? 
 
     BRENT 
Car accident. 
 
     QUINN 
Oh shit. 
 
     BRENT 
Five o’clock in the afternoon, just making a left turn onto our 
street. A turn she’d made a thousand times. Some fuck nut in a 
UPS truck just rammed right into her. She died on the scene.  
 
     QUINN 
Jesus, I’m sorry. That’s awful. 
 
     BRENT 
I found out years later that she and my dad were having this 
huge fight for like a month before she died. My old man was a 
piece of shit. 
 
     QUINN 
Why do you say that? 
 
     BRENT 
Oh nothing original. Abusive, alcoholic. Pretty typical. She 
caught him cheating on her like a dozen times, and every time 
she just cried and cried and begged him not to leave her. She 
used to apologize to him for not being a good enough wife. Can 
you fucking imagine that? Making her feel guilty for his 
cheating. It would be admirable if it weren’t so fucking 
pathetic. When she died, he and I didn’t really have anything 
more to say to each other.  
 
     QUINN 
Is he still alive? 
 
     BRENT 
I’m sure he is. I haven’t talked to him in fifteen years. 
 
     QUINN 
That sucks. 
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     BRENT 
She was the only friend I had. That was rough. But, hey that’s 
life, right? 
 
     QUINN 
My grandfather died in front of me. That’s was scary. 
 
     BRENT 
No shit? How old were you? 
 
     QUINN 
I was twelve. He’d had a heart attack and we were visiting him 
in the hospital. The doctors kept insisting that he was getting 
better, but...he was trying to say something and he started like 
gagging, and then all the sound stopped and he looked like he 
was trying to get breath. It didn’t last long. He jerked around 
a little bit and then his machines started beeping like crazy. 
And then it was over. His eyes didn’t close. That’s pretty much 
all I remember afterward. Doctors and nurses were rushing in and 
yelling things to each other, and all I could see were his eyes 
staring out into nothing. They weren’t scared, they weren’t 
really anything, I guess. 
 
     BRENT 
Fuck death, right? 
 
     QUINN 
It messed me up for a while, that’s for sure. 
 
     BRENT 
It seems like that’s what life really is. 
 
     QUINN 
What? 
 
     BRENT 
A few significant events every few years that define everything 
in-between. Every time I feel adjusted to who I am and what I 
am, I have to face something else that changes all of it.  
 
     QUINN 
I guess. I feel like I’ve been in the same routine for twenty 
years now. 
 
     BRENT 
Yeah, but you’re clearly having a midlife crisis. I mean lusting 
after random hot gym dudes. 
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     QUINN 
Fuck you. I’m not middle-aged. 
 
     BRENT 
Oh, I hate to break it to you, gramps— 
 
     QUINN 
I still have a couple years. 
 
     BRENT 
Yeah. Keep telling yourself that.  
 
     QUINN 
I will. 
 
     BRENT 
Hell, I could be middle-aged. I may only live another five 
years. In which case I was middle-aged at fifteen. 
 
     QUINN 
Explains the senior citizen you hooked up with. 
 
     BRENT 
He was younger than you. 
 
     QUINN 
I’m not judging. At least your time was with a guy you were 
attracted to.  
 
     BRENT 
My point is— 
 
     QUINN 
Oh, you were making a point. 
 
     BRENT 
Life ends. Sometimes right in the middle of it. We don’t get the 
endings we want. So, we have to live. Right? 
 
     QUINN 
Now you sound like a twelve step meeting. 
 
     BRENT 
I’m just saying— 
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     QUINN 
I know. I get it. 
 
     Pause 
 
     BRENT 
Well.  
 
     QUINN 
Yeah. 
 
     BRENT 
I should… 
 
     QUINN 
Yeah. 
 
     BRENT 
Quinn, it has been a very strange day. 
 
     QUINN 
Stay. 
 
     BRENT 
What? 
 
     QUINN 
Stay the night.  
 
     BRENT 
I can’t. 
 
     QUINN 
Wait. Hear me out. 
 
     BRENT 
I told you— 
 
     QUINN 
I know what you told me. 
 
     BRENT 
I’m not looking for— 
 
     QUINN 
Brent— 
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     BRENT 
Anything like this— 
 
     QUINN 
Brent— 
 
     BRENT 
I mean if I stayed the night, what would happen next? I don’t 
need that in my life right now— 
 
     QUINN 
Brent!  
 
     BRENT 
What? 
 
     Quinn kisses him. 
 
     QUINN 
Stop talking. 
 
     BRENT 
Did you really just say that? You? 
 
     QUINN 
I’m not asking you to stay the night because I want to be your 
boyfriend, and I’m not asking because I think we have a future— 
 
     BRENT 
Then what is it? 
 
     QUINN 
I’m asking you to stay because I don’t want this night to end. 
Not yet. Because you’re right, life ends. Sometimes while we’re 
still living it. I saw it in my father. When my mother left him, 
he stopped. He just stopped.  
 
     BRENT 
You don’t need other people to function, Quinn. 
 
     QUINN 
No, that’s true. 
 
     BRENT 
It just seems like you want more than I do. 
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     QUINN 
Well that’s easy, that doesn’t count. You only want one thing.  
 
     BRENT 
That’s not true. 
 
     QUINN 
I want to get to know you. Maybe I’ll hate you.  
 
     BRENT 
You might. 
 
     QUINN 
I’m willing to take the risk. I want to spend time with you, and 
get to know you. 
 
     BRENT 
Well then we can do that.  
 
     QUINN 
Really? 
 
     BRENT 
I’m not against knowing people. Jesus. You make me sound like a 
pathological prostitute.  
 
     QUINN 
Stay the night. 
 
     BRENT 
Quinn— 
 
     QUINN 
It’s late. We’re already here. 
 
     BRENT 
Quinn— 
 
     QUINN 
Stop fighting me. You’re the one that told me not to overthink 
everything. 
 
     BRENT 
Say I do stay, what then? 
 
     Quinn shrugs 
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     BRENT (Cont’d) 
That’s it? That’s your answer? 
 
     QUINN 
Look, if there’s no part of you that wants to stay, then just 
go. It’s okay. I get it. But, if there is even a little part of 
you that does want to, isn’t that worth something? 
 
     Pause. Brent sits on the bed. 
     After a minute Quinn sits next to him. 
 
     BRENT 
So? 
 
     QUINN 
So. 
 

Brent goes to say something, but stops. 
He looks at Quinn and smiles. His smile 
says it all. 
 
 
Blackout 
 
End of Play 
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