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    ‘I am a grown man


    excuse the buttery light haloing my head’




    Kaveh Akbar,


    from Calling a Wolf a Wolf


  




  

    

      

    




    Characters




    TRAE, He/Him. Soft one. Young hot. Acrobat.




    GEOFF, He/Him. Hard bull. Arrogant hot. Athlete.




    DONNY, He/Him. Oldest. Dad hot. Doesn’t dance.




    B., She/They. Someone who is inaccessibly beautiful.




    Setting




    Here.




    Note




    Upon entering the theater, audience members should be provided a paddle.




    One side is green and one side is red.




    Anyone who is comfortable being touched should wave their green paddles when the moment calls for it.




    This ebook was created before the end of rehearsals and so may differ slightly from the play as performed.


  




  

    

      

    




    




    

      The back room of a performance club that used to be a theater. Exposed brick. Heating pipes. Out of its era. Three dressing-room tables for three performers.




      The lights take a long time to rise all the way.




      DONNY sits and meditates somewhere. Eyes closed. So completely still that you think he is a part of the set.




      TRAE lays on his back on a couch. He tosses a paper ball up and down.




      Someone is playing music through a little speaker.




      TRAE. I think it makes me nervous that it doesn’t make me nervous anymore.




      Do you know what I mean?




      Like, okay, I remember you came up to me at the gym. And you said




      I like the way you lift.




      And I was like




      Hey I’m so sorry, mad respect but I don’t roll that way.




      And you clarified that you weren’t, like, coming on to me.




      You just wanted to know if I wanted to make some money.




      …




      And that was three years ago!




      I mean you been doing this even longer. How long you been out here for?




      TRAE looks to DONNY.




      DONNY is meditating.




      TRAE knows not to interrupt.




      And the first time, you showed me the ropes.




      Brought me down here, and walked me through what to expect, what to do if someone is being extra, how to stay composed and Rock Solid.




      And it felt very…




      Like okay my mom was around. When I was a kid.




      And, she had an idea of what love was, and so she loved me.




      But sometimes you want love to be… Constructive. And, instructive? Not…




      …




      And three years ago when you put me in front of my first audience, I was like




      Oh shit.




      It was terrifying. I was nervous. I was afraid.




      Everyone looked so… hungry?




      And you told me ahead of time. You warned me. And ultimately, the job is simple.




      Just go out there, flap your dick around, listen to the music and see where it takes you.




      The dots’ll connect themselves.




      And it’s. You know it’s like the first time someone explains sex to you.




      My mom gave me the talk when I was in first grade.




      But she started with condoms.




      Like before we even got to – I didn’t even know the word vagina yet!




      I didn’t know what sex was and she’s showing me how to put a condom over my two fingers.




      Because she was terrified I would do what everyone else in my family did




      and either get pregnant or get someone pregnant at sixteen.




      And it’s like, because I had this talk, and because I know what a condom is




      I’m supposed to know what sex is?




      …




      …




      But then you fuck a few times and I mean the dots do connect!




      And so before my first show I was so nervous.




      Like this can’t be a real job.




      Like I just go out there, do some dance moves, let them take my clothes off, and they’ll just have their way with me?




      …




      And we get out there…




      And there was this one woman who was so thrilled to be there.




      She looked like a kid the first time they watch Sailor –




      GEOFF. SHAQ ATTACK!!




      GEOFF enters and stuffs the paper ball that TRAE was playing with.




      Whaddup whaddup!




      GEOFF is in a bear costume.




      What we talking about? Donny in the zone!




      DONNY doesn’t react.




      GEOFF works out. Fast, intensive movements. Off and on. TRAE recovers the piece of paper, unbothered.




      TRAE. I was saying how the first girl I danced with looked like, I don’t know, like a kid watching Sailor Moon for the first time –




      GEOFF. You watched Sailor Moon?




      TRAE. No! No of course… I mean I remember flipping through the channels as a kid and Sailor Moon was on one and I was like whoa…




      but then I was like nah I can’t watch this.




      GEOFF. So why is that your example?




      TRAE. Aight fuck it no. I mean like. Skittles.




      The first girl I danced with looked like a kid having Skittles for the first time.




      And it’s like OH MY GOD SKITTLES THIS IS FUCKING AWESOME.




      TRAE checks the clock. It’s almost showtime. Time to prep.


      He cycles between different static exercises.


      Holds a plank as long as he can. Side plank. Yoga.




      GEOFF. Ohhhhh Trae had a Bethany.




      TRAE. Her name was Bethany?




      GEOFF. Nah I’m saying she was a Bethany.




      A Bethany. Like. Has fucked but hasn’t been fucked.




      Prolly got a boyfriend or husband. Or wife even.




      But hasn’t been UHN’d yet. Or UHN’d on demand. On her demand. It’s different.




      Your first party girl was a Bethany.




      GEOFF unzips his bear suit. Begins rubbing his body with oil.




      TRAE. For sure.




      And she looked so hungry to play with me.




      And I was like, oh… I know how to do this.




      And after that. Every time it made me less and less nervous.




      GEOFF, facing away from the audience, begins fluffing himself.




      GEOFF. There’s Bethanies. Danielles. SERENAS. Vivicas. Every once in a while a Noah, which is, whatever.




      TRAE. Right. And now I’m like, anyone could come in and I’d be fine. I’d be just fine.




      GEOFF. Cuz you’re a goddamn pro.




      GEOFF is frustrated with himself.




      Aw fuck. I think I’m.




      Ay Donny can you take a look at this.




      GEOFF goes over to DONNY, who is still meditating.




      Donny am I looking a little small today? Like three-quarter inch off?




      DONNY opens his eyes. Looks at GEOFF.




      DONNY. Full inch.




      GEOFF. AW FUCK.




      Who got the China pills?




      TRAE, from whatever exercise he’s holding, points to his backpack on his table.




      It’s too cold in here. Pipes don’t do goddamn shit.




      DONNY (still meditating). We don’t control the pipes.




      GEOFF goes to look for a pill.




      TRAE. And I’m saying it doesn’t make me nervous anymore.




      But it doesn’t make me excited either.




      And even when I’m fucking my girlfriend.




      It’s like, she comes so easily with me. And she has many of them. Like back to back to back.




      Which is rare, supposedly. Like apparently most women don’t come with most men?




      GEOFF. We ain’t most men heehee.




      TRAE. But for her it’s like this big, powerful experience. This guttural release –




      DONNY. It’s The Beast…




      Silence.




      DONNY is still meditating.




      TRAE and GEOFF look at DONNY to elaborate on ‘The Beast.’




      He doesn’t.




      GEOFF. Cuz good dick is hard to come by.




      And so when you get it, you wrestle it down and you fucking bank that shit.




      You crucify yourself on that dick.




      Trae you’re a motherfucking sacrament.




      Let that bitch pray! Aw yeah here we go.




      GEOFF finds and pops a pill.




      DONNY ends his meditation. He costumes up. Ritual.




      You want one?




      GEOFF tosses a pill to TRAE. TRAE takes it dry.




      TRAE. No but I’m saying I don’t feel anything.




      Not excitement. Not nervous. Not love. Love?! Am I supposed to feel love during sex?!




      Right now there are like twenty women out there –




      DONNY. It’s twenty-eight. Twenty-eight covers tonight.




      

        

          	

            TRAE. Almost thirty women out there.


          



          	



          	

            GEOFF. Big night baybeeeee!


          

        


      




      TRAE. Who are paying INCREDIBLE money for something they thought was illegal.




      But it’s not! God bless the state of New Jersey it’s not.




      Thirty women out there who I am going to fucking entertain.




      And the brave ones are going to get all of my body.




      And some of them will discover their bravery by using me.




      And I just feel like a. A. A not what used to be there!




      DONNY grabs TRAE’s costume bear head.




      And nothing has replaced it. And I miss whatever used to –




      Like when you get fucked the way you deserve to be fucked and it makes you feel like a newborn baby like nerves excitement terror




      Like this bright big light that my whole life used to be built around.




      It’s the Sailor Moon again!




      And Sailor Moon is not there anymore and I don’t even know what’s supposed to be there in its place –




      DONNY moves to TRAE.




      DONNY. Do you come?




      TRAE. What?




      DONNY. With your girlfriend. Do you come?




      TRAE. Most times, yeah.




      DONNY hands TRAE his bear head.


      He puts one hand on TRAE’s shoulder.




      DONNY (deep). All things come and go.




      DONNY walks away to get his own bear head.




      TRAE is like um is that advice useful?




      TRAE. Yeah I don’t think that actually answers my –




      GEOFF goes to TRAE. Slaps his cheeks and holds his face.




      GEOFF. Hey hey my guy my dude my friend.




      I love. I love. I LOVE. When you get all interspective and whatnot.




      But yo.




      Let’s imagine any dude from any where. Call him Bill.




      TRAE. Who is Bill?




      GEOFF. Bill is Bill he’s whatever he’s hypothetical he’s Bill he’s no one.




      But then!




      Bill suddenly has a tight-ass body.




      Bill has a girlfriend whose favorite food is to fuck.




      Bill makes his girlfriend come with the brush of his fingers.




      Bill makes his living by getting a dozen blowjobs a night from bachelorettes and all he has to do is not ejaculate for sixty minutes plus encore.




      Okay.




      Bill is not Bill.




      Bill is just some dude from somewhere.




      You are Bill.




      Okay, Trae.




      Everyone wants to be Bill and somehow you are Bill.




      How fucked is that. That you get to be Bill.




      You. YOU!




      TRAE. Yeah me.




      GEOFF. YEAH YOU!




      Now are you gonna get that dick hard or do I have to do it for you.




      GEOFF playfully grabs TRAE’s crotch.




      TRAE twists away.




      Huh! Huh?!




      TRAE. Nah nah nah you’re right you’re right!




      GEOFF. Yeah I am!!!




      GEOFF grabs his bear head.




      WOO!!!!!!




      DONNY turns off the music.


      They all meet DONNY in the center of the room.




      DONNY. Gents.




      We’ve got twenty-eight covers for the night.




      A bachelorette party of six. Veronica will be in a tiara. But she’s nervous so we let her come to us.




      TRAE. Heard.




      DONNY. Another bachelorette party of five. Micah will be in a white jumpsuit. Her man is incapable of lifting her in the air so tonight we are gonna make her touch the ceiling.




      GEOFF. Love a leg day.




      DONNY. Now there is also a DIVORCE party of three. Tristyn was cheated on by the father of her four kids.




      GEOFF. Aw fuck dude.




      TRAE. Hate that shit.




      DONNY. They were together for… seventeen years…




      Despicable. It’s really despicable.




      Now Tristyn’s friends say that she’s feeling like her body has changed a lot since the last time she was single, and she doesn’t know how to let somebody new look at her.




      So gents.




      We find Tristyn and we worship every inch of her body.




      We make sure she is always within arm’s reach of a hard dick or an asscheek.




      We eat whipped cream off of her fingers and let her give us what her ex-husband refused to respect.




      GEOFF. Fuck yeah!




      DONNY. Someone once told me that if a dream were possible, it wouldn’t be a dream.




      Well.




      Today we go out there and we teach these women that they haven’t dreamt big enough.




      TRAE. Let’s go.




      DONNY. We are the dreambreakers.




      We are the market.




      We have no competition.




      No one can do what we do.




      If you haven’t heard of what we do then you haven’t googled the right things.




      We are not boy toys; we are MAN TOYS.




      We are dancing bears!




      WE ARE DANCING BEARS BABY!




      TRAE & GEOFF. YEAHHHHHH!




      DONNY. HOO!




      TRAE & GEOFF. HA!




      DONNY. HOO!




      TRAE & GEOFF. HA!




      DONNY. HOO!




      TRAE & GEOFF. HA!




      GEOFF (losing it). LET’S GO!




      LET’S GO BABY!




      

        

          	

            GEOFF. LET’S GOOOOOO!!


          



          	



          	

            TRAE. RAHHHHHHHH!!


          

        


      




      At this point, they all have their bear heads on.




      DONNY smacks them both on the ass.




      GEOFF smacks them both on the ass.




      TRAE receives the smacks and then, less authoritatively, smacks each of them on the ass.




      They keep smacking each other on the ass and jumping and screaming as they exit the stage into the glowing light of the party room.




      The party rages on somewhere we don’t see.


      The lights go off in the dressing room, but we see the distant party lights.


      We hear the muffled bass, distant screams, a setting sun.




      The bass cuts out.


      The lights calm.




      The music quiets to a hum but continues.


      A kind of transcendent peace.




      Clean sheets.




      Silently watching TV with your mother.




      A lover grabbing your pinky with their pinky.




      Eating until you’re full.




      Sunlight on bare skin.




      Whispering in a crowded room.




      When the lights begin to rise again on the back room, DONNY is alone onstage.




      He sits in front of his old-school desktop computer. The light bouncing off his face. He sits there for quite a while.




      He grunts to himself. He is not happy with what he’s seeing.




      TRAE enters.


      He puts his bag on his table.


      He looks at DONNY.




      TRAE. You’re not meditating?




      DONNY. No I’m not.




      TRAE takes some things out of his bag.




      TRAE. I was thinking about what you said about how all things come and go.




      Couldn’t sleep last night.




      My girlfriend was knocked out and I was holding her.




      And I was doing that thing where you try to sync up your inhales and exhales with the person sleeping next to you. So that you’re in rhythm and you don’t wake them up with your breathing. Do you do that? Ha.




      But my mind was just… All things come and go.




      And I think that’s a valid stance, like, against the backdrop of all of time




      but I don’t think that’s ACTUALLY what I’m experiencing.




      I –




      DONNY grunts.




      Everything okay?




      DONNY. Hmmmph.




      TRAE. What’s going on?




      DONNY nods for TRAE to come over and look.




      TRAE stands behind DONNY.




      What, what am I looking at?




      Is that…?




      It’s porn?




      DONNY. It’s not porn.




      TRAE. It’s three dudes dancing naked for a crowd of women and.




      That’s porn.




      DONNY. It’s not porn.




      TRAE. Yeah it…




      TRAE takes a closer look.




      DONNY. ‘Wednesdays through Sundays at the Millennium Club. Must call ahead.’




      TRAE. Um. That zip code…




      Millennium Club that’s like.




      That’s a few blocks away?




      DONNY. Yes sir.




      TRAE. But… if they’re doing this a few blocks away…




      DONNY. Mm-hm.




      TRAE. I thought we? But I thought we were like?




      So there’s another group?!




      What are they calling themselves?




      DONNY. The Dancing Bulls.




      TRAE. THE DANCING BULLS!




      Does Geoff know about this?




      He’s gonna lose his –




      Does Margie know?!




      Ohhhh she’s not gonna –




      TRAE walks away.




      TRAE comes back.




      Oh shit they’re really good dancers. They do five nights a week?




      Wow and look at that all three of them dance.




      DONNY. I don’t dance.




      DONNY hasn’t taken his eyes off the computer screen.




      TRAE. Jesus.




      DONNY grunts.




      Okay but they’re like. We’ve been doing this for years.




      This was posted, couple weeks ago.




      So they’re newbies. We’re landmarks.




      They can’t mess with OH MY GOD!!!!




      TRAE stands in shock, mouth aghast.




      DONNY does not flinch.




      TRAE leans in to get a closer look.




      That’s the –




      DONNY. Yes.




      TRAE. That’s the…




      DONNY. Yes.




      TRAE. That’s the biggest dick I’ve ever seen.




      DONNY. Uh-huh.




      TRAE. Can you zoom in on that?




      DONNY. Don’t know how to zoom.




      TRAE leans over and zooms it in.




      TRAE gasps with his whole body.




      TRAE. We can’t let Geoff see this.




      TRAE goes to close the desktop like a laptop.




      DONNY moves the mouse around in a useless panic.




      You gotta close, you know how Geoff gets if he –




      DONNY. How do I get outta full screen –




      TRAE. WHO USES A DESKTOP DUDE!




      GEOFF enters.




      TRAE and DONNY both stand and try to act natural.




      TRAE throws a towel over the desktop.




      GEOFF goes to his station. Doesn’t see them.


      Puts his bag down.




      GEOFF seems very low-energy.




      TRAE and DONNY try to act natural. It’s so weird.




      GEOFF sees them.




      GEOFF. What?




      

        

          	

            TRAE. What? What who, what nothing.


          



          	



          	

            DONNY grunts.


          

        


      




      GEOFF. You’re being mad weird right now.




      TRAE. You’re beingggggggg, why are you being so quiet man what’s up what’s going on?




      GEOFF. I just walked in?




      TRAE. The other day you were all Shaq Attack.




      GEOFF. Oh so now I can’t just enter a room? I can’t just go to a place without speaking my everything? Am I allowed to walk into a room I love and just like be myself whatever that self is on any given day –




      TRAE. What?




      GEOFF. – Or am I just some fucking clownfuck, the fuck man?




      TRAE. What the fuck is going on with you?




      GEOFF notices the desktop.




      GEOFF. Why is there a towel over Donny’s computer?




      TRAE looks at DONNY.




      TRAE. Yeah man why is there a desktop, towel on your desktop?




      DONNY is frozen.




      DONNY. I was watching porn… And beating it… Beating it vigorously… nearing… completion.




      TRAE looks at DONNY like what the fuck are you –




      GEOFF. The fuck are you talking about?




      TRAE face-palm.




      DONNY is like I did my best.




      GEOFF slowly moves to the desktop without taking his eyes off of them.




      What am I gonna see on this computer screen?




      TRAE. We just have to believe it’s gonna be okay.




      Pepsi gotta have Coke.




      Domino’s – Pizza Hut.




      Baskin-Robbins – fuckin, fuckin, fuckin –




      DONNY. Who eats Baskin-Robbins?




      TRAE. Dairy Queen!




      DONNY. It’s Ben & Jerry’s.




      GEOFF snatches the towel off the desktop.


      He looks at the screen.




      GEOFF. Oh so you WERE watching porn…




      GEOFF looks closer.




      TRAE takes a seat.




      What, what is this?




      The Millennium Club is this, is that around the corner?




      GEOFF looks at TRAE and DONNY. They don’t look back.




      Uh-huh…




      GEOFF slowly backs away from the computer.




      Then. He very swiftly turns and kicks the shit out of the coffee table in front of TRAE.




      

        

          	

            TRAE. HOLY SHIT DUDE!


          



          	



          	

            DONNY. HO!


          

        


      




      TRAE. YOUR ENERGY IS WAY OFF TODAY!




      DONNY goes to restrain GEOFF.




      GEOFF. Does Margie know about this? I can’t lose this job man they can’t put us out of business!




      DONNY. We don’t know.




      GEOFF breaks free.




      GEOFF. Nah it doesn’t matter.




      We got. You know. We got the hogs man.




      We got the hogs.




      Trae hits them with 8.75.




      You whip out the hairy 9.


      I finish with anywhere from 9.5 to 10 depending on the temperature outside.




      Right? Just say I’m right.




      DONNY looks down and shakes his head like it’s worse than you think.




      GEOFF rushes back to the computer screen.


      He watches.




      (Mortified.) Aw nooooooo.




      That’s gotta be.




      DONNY. Twelves across the board.




      GEOFF. THAT’S NOT EVEN PRACTICAL!




      TRAE. And all three of them actually dance.




      DONNY. I DON’T DANCE. ME NOT DANCING IS. That’s not the issue here let’s.




      Boys we gotta focus!




      They herd around the desktop.


      Fury. Horror. Curiosity. Wonder.




      GEOFF. God the girls are hanging off it like a fucking monkey bar.




      DONNY. That’s almost fifty covers in there.




      TRAE. They’re… really good at dancing.




      They watch.




      Is there volume?




      TRAE turns on the volume.


      We hear a chorus of femme voices, screaming like an amusement park.




      GEOFF. Oh I can’t hear that I’m gonna puke turn it off.




      TRAE tries to turn it off.




      – Turn it off! Dude turn it –




      TRAE. – I’m trying it’s a freakin time capsule –




      GEOFF. – No the monitor is separate from the speaker –




      GEOFF slams buttons until the whole thing shuts down. Quiet.




      DONNY. …do you think it saved my tabs?




      GEOFF. Does Margie know about this?




      TRAE. We haven’t heard anything.




      GEOFF. She’s not gonna, like, fire us and look for different guys is she?




      DONNY. I don’t know.




      TRAE. She’s taken care of us since the beginning.




      GEOFF (to TRAE). Have you ever actually met Margie?




      TRAE. No.




      GEOFF. Me either.




      DONNY. She’s a businesswoman. She just wants good business.




      TRAE. Well having a neighboring club with hotter guys is not good business.




      DONNY. Just because they have bigger dicks does not mean they’re hotter.




      TRAE. Mmmmmbut they are.




      DONNY. Don’t say that man.




      TRAE. What it’s not bad to admit. THEY’RE HOT. They’re fucking hot.




      And it’s okay. People can be hotter than me. Objectively.




      That is totally allowed, that –




      THEY’RE SO HOT.




      GEOFF. This is what always happens. You think you have something good.




      Something special. And then…




      A long moment.




      TRAE. Ya know what? No. No!




      Forget these Dancing Bulls and their twelve-inch synchronized dicks.




      A Boeing 757 don’t mean shit if you can’t land it.
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