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Written by Michael Levesque














                                                           Cast List

Michael: 30’s-40’s. Good looking. An actor in a play. The role he is playing is a sex addict and in love with Greg.


Greg: 30’s-40’s. Very good looking and masculine. An actor in a play. The role he is playing is not always the most trustworthy. Likes Michael.


Ray: 60’s-70’s. An actor in a play. The role he is playing is father to Michael. Abusive and ill.


Steven: 30’s-40’s The director of the play and the role of Michael in real life.


Rodger: The technician for the play. A voice over.

Phil: 60’s-70’s. Stevens real father. The role of ray is him and his story.



                                                  




 




Synopsis
Michael is living with his father taking him because he is ill. Michael has met Greg and falls instantly in love with him. As the play progresses Michael starts to realize he may be a sex addict. With further discovery he realizes he was sexually abused by his father in the addict and this is why he has so many issues around sex, including the need to get it always from any one. About three quarters through the play we realize we are watching a play during dress rehearsal and all we’ve been watching is really Steven’s, the director’s story. Stevens father Phil shows up to watch the rehearsal and as the play is ending there is a sense of hope that all is out in the open now and the healing can begin.


                       Sample Script

                        ACT ONE 



    Scene One
(The lights are in black except a few candles burning. You can see the shadows of two people having sex. You can hear them as well. There is music playing too. They are close to orgasm. You can also hear an occasional knocking on the ceiling. They are in the attic. The moans get louder until)




GREG/MICHAEL

AHHHHH!!!!(you see the bodies collapse. They rest. You hear the banging on the ceiling again)







MICHAEL
Oh my God...







GREG

Oh my God is right. I don’t know if it’s ever been that great!






MICHAEL

Shit....






GREG

Wow... (you hear the banging again)






MICHAEL

Whew.....






GREG

Yeah....(they laugh)






MICHAEL

Here...Let me get you a towel. Shit, where’s the light?(he knocks something over on Greg)










GREG


Shit...whoa... (banging)






MICHAEL
Sorry... (the light comes on. They are both naked. Banging)







GREG

What the fuck is that?







MICHAEL

It was just the lamp.







GREG

No, not that.(banging) THAT!







MICHAEL
Oh that... (find's towel) I got it...It’s just my father banging away.






GREG
Like father like son huh? (he laughs)







MICHAEL

Here... (he throws him the towel) I hope not.






GREG

Why does he do that? I thought you said he understood.







MICHAEL

He’s jealous. The poor bastard hasn’t gotten laid since his wife died two years ago.






GREG
Your mother? Here. (he throws the towel back)







MICHAEL

His wife. My mother's been dead for over five years now. (blows out the candles)







GREG
That must have been tough.






MICHAEL

What?








GREG
I said it must have been tough...







MICHAEL

Oh…it was...It was.






GREG
So is that when he married this second woman?






MICHAEL
Second?? You mean more like forty second.(starts to pick up the room)







GREG

What?







MICHAEL

My father was a whore.






GREG
Like father like son?






MICHAEL
I’ve had my days.













GREG
And nights to I’m sure.







MICHAEL 
(ignoring that) He married Emily about fifteen years ago. She died a little over a year ago.






GREG

Hmmm....I lost my father not even a year ago... (they look at each other) I miss him a lot. (breaks the stare) You’re lucky to be having this time with your father. (Michael puts on his underwear) I wish I had done that.







MICHAEL

(Michael throws Greg his underwear)Here.






GREG
Come here.






MICHAEL
What?






GREG
Come here... (Michael walks over to the foot of the bed)Lie down.






MICHAEL

Didn’t we just do that? I’m sorry I need more recovery time than a couple of minutes. I’m 43 not 23.






GREG

Just lie down... ( he does) You OK?







MICHAEL

Yeah....






GREG
What?







MICHAEL
I know this sounds bad but....I’m not used to guys wanting to stay after we’re...you know...done.






GREG
I didn’t realize we were done. I was hoping we were just beginning.






MICHAEL

(sits up) Right.


GREG

I’m serious.







 




MICHAEL

(Studying him) Really?






GREG

Of course...Unless you want me to go.






MICHAEL
No, I’d love you to stay...I mean...You can stay as long as you’d like.






GREG

Over night?







MICHAEL
Sure...but...I mean...






GREG

But what?






MICHAEL

It’s a single bed.







GREG

So we’ll have to sleep close together. Come on get closer..(he does. Awkwardly Michael starts to run his fingers through Greg’s hair) Hmm...that feels great. So what’s wrong with your father?






MICHAEL

Where do I start?






GREG

Is he that sick??







MICHAEL

Define sick.






GREG

Obviously you’re close, right?






MICHAEL
Define close.







GREG

You’re here.






MICHAEL
We live in the same house. (starts to get up)Music?







GREG
No, wait!(Greg pulls him back down) You’re not close?







   




MICHAEL

Listen, I don’t think I could get any closer right now, alright?







GREG

No, you and your father.






MICHAEL

I don’t know...He thinks we are.







GREG
So then why are...







MICHAEL

Am I here? No one else wanted to take care of the guy, and he won’t go into a home. All my brothers and sisters are married with two kids each.... I have eight nieces and nephews...So... I was the logical choice. It actually works out quite miraculously. I was tired of living in New York...I love California...This is where I grew up and I finally got the attic for my bedroom slash office. I don’t have to pay rent and trust me as a playwright that works out just perfect. There you go...How about you?







GREG

(referring to hair being touch still) That feels so great. Can I tell you that?







MICHAEL

So....







GREG
So what?






MICHAEL

Well, you said you gave up a great job in....






GREG

Publishing.






MICHAEL
Right...Sorry... Probably a writer’s mental block or something...To pursue acting right?






GREG

Yeah... (he sits up)Crazy huh? At 41...







MICHAEL

No, not crazy at all! That’s one of the things I’m most attracted to about you.






GREG
I didn’t realize you were attracted to me.







MICHAEL
Yeah, right. I told you I saw you the minute I got in the locker room. You bending over in your BVD’s. I thought you were leaving until I got out on the floor and then you wouldn’t stop working me.







GREG
I wasn’t working you.







MICHAEL

Yeah right.






GREG
I wasn’t...







MICHAEL
Listen if you were working those weights half as much as you were working me....






GREG

Yeah, yeah, yeah...what ever. I saw you and I thought you looked familiar...







MICHAEL

That’s all?







GREG
...and attractive. (they kiss)So... that’s it.







MICHAEL

That’s it?







GREG

My story. I’m looking at going back to New York to study some more. Then I’ll try to figure out where I want to live.







MICHAEL
That’s exciting! (no response) Isn’t it? (still none) I think it is...I think it’s great!







GREG

This is going to sound strange, but you’re the first guy I’ve met that feels that way. Most guys look at me like I’m out of my mind. 






MICHAEL

I’m a writer slash actor remember?






GREG
I mean I made a boat load of money in publishing,  and not that money’s the issue it’s just that...






MICHAEL
Are there a lot?


GREG

A lot of what? Money? Yeah…that’s what...






MICHAEL
Guys.






GREG

Boy, you cut to chase, don’t you?






MICHAEL

(sitting up)Hello!! “Like father like son?” I’m not asking you anything you didn’t ask me.







GREG

(grabbing his shoulders) I love your size.







MICHAEL
So I heard.







GREG

Not that size, though I did love that too. I mean this...Your shoulders...You’re so big.







MICHAEL

So are there? Guys....A lot...







GREG

Well sure...but like I told you, I don’t fuck around. It’s not me.






MICHAEL
It’s not?






GREG
No!






MICHAEL
Hmm...You have a lover?







GREG

God! Come on...We’ve just met!







MICHAEL

“Come on we’ve just met?”







GREG

Yeah...I mean...Do you need to know everything our first night together?






MICHAEL
(standing) Wait a minute...

GREG

Don’t get up! Come on....Stay.






MICHAEL
No! Wait! OK... forget about the fact that I was just deep inside your ass hole...But talking about our dead parents is what? Idle chit chat...But asking a guy, a guy I might add, is so my type is too...







GREG

You’re such a big girl!







MICHAEL

Shut up! You are! 






GREG
You are...







MICHAEL
Shut up!







GREG
See...





MICHAEL

(They grab hands pushing on each other)Anyway...Asking you if you have a lover is too personal??!! It’s a simple question Greg...Yes or no?(pause) Greg? Yes, or no?(pushes Greg down) 






GREG
Whoa!! (pause. he sits up)It’s not a simple answer alright?






MICHAEL

Fuck! You do! You have a lover! Shit!!(banging. Calling out) SHUT UP!!






GREG

Jesus Michael! Why are you getting so angry?






MICHAEL
I’m not angry!






GREG
This isn’t angry? Just calm down.






MICHAEL
Why are you trying to monitor me???(banging) SHUT THE FUCK UP!!!







GREG
Maybe he needs something.


MICHAEL

He can wait! I’ve waited my whole life for him. So fuck him! I finally have a guy up here I think I could really care for....






GREG

(he stands)So you care for me?






MICHAEL
What do you think?






GREG
I think I’m “so your type.....”






MICHAEL

Don’t avoid the question. (he goes to touch Michael) Don’t!






GREG
(pause)What’s going on here?






MICHAEL
I’d like an answer to a simple question.






GREG 
(Pause) We haven’t lived together for over a year. He lives out in Chicago and I have no intention of ever living there. It’s over...It’s over...







MICHAEL

Does he know that?






GREG
I think so...Wouldn’t you?






MICHAEL

But you haven’t told him....






GREG

Not in so many words...but...






MICHAEL

But.....






GREG
It’s over...







MICHAEL

Over.

GREG

Yes, tru
st me. Like I said I don’t fuck around. I think it’s cheap. I’m not like that. Really. Trust me. 






MICHAEL
Listen, I have no intention of having an affair.






GREG
You’re not having an affair. We just met. God!






MICHAEL
Listen, don’t act like I’m the only one here coming on a little strong, alright?






GREG
I like you. I’m attracted to you and I’d like to see you again. Alright?






MICHAEL

(pause)I care too much about my karma to do something like that.






GREG

Your Karma is just fine, all right? Seriously.. it’s over....Now come on. Calm down...(he does) Boy, I can see you’ll be a lot of energy.(Michael flinches) I mean that in a good way. You better go see if your father needs anything.







MICHAEL
He’s fine.






GREG

Come here.







MICHAEL
What?






GREG

Come here. (he does. They start to kiss) Can I tell you something I’ve never told anyone before?






MICHAEL

OK.....






GREG
I think I’m going to be very famous.






MICHAEL
Yeah?






GREG
Yeah, I do. Is that stupid?







MICHAEL

Stupid? No! I believe we have the power to be anything we want. Why the hell do you think I started writing? That’s why I love that you’re doing this. It’s so fucking great! You’re going for what you want in life.






GREG

I most certainly am..(they kiss again)I guess you didn’t need as much recovery time as you thought you did.(he starts to get up) Where you going?







MICHAEL
The lights.





GREG
Leave them on. I want to see you this time. (they make love, lights fade. We hear banging)










