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for my bois 
hope you love it, 
or hate it 
but nothing inbetween 
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mussy 

(noun) a man-pussy; a reference to the male anus 
-Urban Dictionary 

 
      I don’t like boys, men, or guys. 
      Don’t like how they kick it on couches, 
      laid back, calves cocked 
 
      the neck muscles thrust up. 
 
      Don’t like their biceps bouncing the thunderclap laugh   
       choosing trucks over pink?! The musk, the swoony wake, the misc 
      bulges, stupid weight training Spot me bro— 
 
      I was like pfffft, I says yr kinda of hard to miss? 
     
      What they say to anyone ever in history, or in the locker room when they 
      think no one is listening in a tight towel.  Or everyday when they expect 
      attention, ppl wide-eyed ears like satellites the words (apparently) torch 
      torchin to truth. 
 
      Don’t like them tweeting, texting, um peeling rubber wetsuits off in the 
      parking lot 
 
      sweatpants no discernible underwear lookin like whatever 
 
      Or!  When they slick back swab the deck pocket square shoulders— 

   
      The wave, the fade, the bang bangs. 
 
      Men dancing is fine tho. 
      Or like maybe men in socks?  I dunno 
      -Tommy Pico, from Nature Poem of IRL 

 
 
 
 

gnossienne 

n. a moment of awareness that someone you’ve known for years still has a private and mysterious inner life, and 
somewhere in the hallways of their personality is a door locked from the inside, a stairway leading to a wing of the 
house that you’ve never fully explored—an unfinished attic that will remain maddeningly unknowable to 
you, because ultimately neither of you has a map, or a master key, or any way of knowing exactly where you stand. 
-The Dictionary of Obscure Sorrows 
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“There’s something disturbing about recalling a warm memory and feeling utterly cold.” 

-Gillian Flynn, Gone Girl 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
"There is a loneliness that can be rocked. Arms crossed, knees drawn up, holding, holding 
on, this motion, unlike a ship's, smooths and contains the rocker. It's an inside kind--wrapped 
tight like skin. Then there is the loneliness that roams. No rocking can hold it down. It is 
alive. On its own. A dry and spreading thing that makes the sound of one's own feet going seem 
to come from a far-off place."  
-Toni Morrison, Beloved 

“jealousy is just love and hate at the same time” 
-Drake 

 
 

 
Whitney Houston’s  

“Dance With Somebody (Who Loves me)”  
is the single gayest anthem of all time. 

-common knowledge/fact 
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thepeople 
 
 
 
 

ROD:  mid-thirties, white-passing Latino, would never admit to being gay  
(even tho he definitely has watched some gay porn) 

BEAUX:  mid-thirties, Latino, is starting to realize he might be gay 
DEVYN: early-twenties, dark-complected Latin man, always been gay 

MO:  ageless, white-lady 
 

 

thesynposis. 
 
Rod and Beaux are childhood best friends that been going on an annual hunting trip together 
for at least a decade.  A couple of years ago, they invited Devyn to join them.  Every year the 
three men leave their wives, girlfriends, and day-jobs behind to travel deep in the woods to talk 
trash, pound beer, clean their guns, gut some deer, and most importantly:  eat each other 
out.  Because it's only really gay if they kiss.   
 
When Mo crashes her car not far from the guys' campsite and stumbles on the naked men, 
things get weird.  When she takes their clothes and drinks their beer, things get weirder.  When 
she shows them her superpower, things get weirdest.  And when Mo knows all their secrets, shit 
really hits the fan.   
 
manpussy.  is a sticky, deconstructed shit-show about [queer] men of color navigating toxic 
masculinity, dirty sex, break-ups, the Catholic Church, and how Latina Christina Aguilera really 
is.  
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by the end of this play all three male actors are completely naked 
by the end of this play the actor playing Mo has only added clothes. 
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actONE: a private party in the pines 

(A dense pine forest.) 
(Trees and broken sunlight and pine needles.) 
(BEAUX and DEVYN sit on coolers.) 
(They wear camo.) 
(Something about BEAUX’S camo feels more 
comfortable than DEVYN’S.) 
(Guns are nearby.) 
(Crushed beer cans are scattered here and there.) 
(They sit in this silence for a long while.) 
(But because it’s the woods:  nothing is really silent.  
Birds chirp, bugs crawl, leaves fall, dreams die.) 

 
 BEAUX. 
I’m glad you decided to come. 
 
 DEVYN. 
Yeah, I told you I was— 
 
 BEAUX. 
Right.  Right. 
I just…I know it’s your birthday weekend 
and it’s a big birthday  
and 
you had some other plans 
with some other people, but— 
 
 DEVYN. 
Right. 
But I’m here. 
 
 BEAUX. 
[So earnest.] 
I’m really glad you made it work. 
 

(BEAUX reaches out and touches DEVYN’S thigh.) 
(Something about the earnestness has shook DEVYN 
just a little bit.) 
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 DEVYN. 
[Nowhere near as earnest; forced] 
Me too. 
 
 BEAUX. 
And Rod wouldn’t fuckin ever say it, 
but  
he’s happy you’re here too. 
 
 DEVYN. 
Good. 
I’m glad… 
Glad I could…  
make you guys happy 
and… 

 
 BEAUX. 
It just means a lot that you’re choosing  
to spend your birthday with us 
old guys 
 
 DEVYN. 
You’re not that much older than me. 
 
 BEAUX. 
Yeah.  Right.  It’s just... 
you could be with your friends— 
your other friends and... 
here you are 
out here 
with  
us  
doing 
our thing. 
 
 

 
(BEAUX has more to say.) 
(He stays quiet.) 
 

 
(DEVYN is relieved.) 
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…

 

     

 BEAUX (cont’d). 
I’m gonna talk to him soon— 
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 DEVYN. 

like 

talk-talk? 

 
 … …

 BEAUX. 

yeah 

like talk-talk 
    
  … …

 DEVYN. 
shit 

uh 

right 
 

…

 BEAUX. 

you do want me to talk to him, right? 
like that’s something that you— 
 
 DEVYN. 
of course 
yeah 

 

…

 
 BEAUX. 
because you’re the one that— 
 
 …

 
 DEVYN. 

I know 
I know. 

 
(Something cracks in the forest. 
The singing stops. 
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The sunlight sizzles through the pine trees again. 
All that’s left is these MEN and the racing of their 
hearts. 
Something moves near them. 
They both jump. 
They look over their shoulders. 
They don’t want to seem scared…but they’re a little 
scared. 
And so far out of their element.) 
 
(BEAUX reaches out and touches DEVYN’S leg. 
It’s gentle. 
It could be nothing, 
but it’s not nothing.) 

 
BEAUX. 

don’t worry 
 
 DEVYN. 
not worried 
 
 BEAUX. 
you are worried 
 
 DEVYN. 
I’m fine. 
Don’t tell me how I feel. 
I hate it when you do that. 
 

(There’s a moment. 
This had a sting to it. 
BEAUX felt it. 
DEVYN didn’t mean to be harsh, he’s just—) 

 
 DEVYN (cont’d). 
sorry 

I didn’t mean to— 
 
 BEAUX. 
it’s cool, 
no worries. 
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DEVYN. 
We just have to be 
like: 
mature and— 
 

(There’s a crashing in the pines.) 
 

DEVYN (cont’d). 

shit. 
 
 BEAUX. 
right 
mature 
and 
shit 

(Jesus Fuck.  What is that? 
Is a fucking buffalo charging through these woods? 
DEVYN and BEAUX don’t even flinch. 
They know what it is. 
ROD comes charging through the brush.) 

 ROD. 
What up pussies?! 
 

(ROD changes the entire energy of the woods. 
There’s a care-free spontaneity about him that’s full of 
prickly danger. 
BEAUX changes too. 
Something about ROD. 
That spark of sensitivity that we saw in BEAUX when he 
was alone with DEVYN fades to an ember 
and then burns to ash and then blows away.) 

 BEAUX. 
Hey cumslurper. 
That took you fucking for. 

             ever. 
 ROD. 
Aww:  baby missed me. 
 
 BEAUX. 
Ha. 
Ha. 
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 ROD. 
Ha. 

 
(BEAUX and ROD both look at DEVYN expectantly) 

 
 DEVYN. 
ha? 

 
 ROD. 
Fuckin’ almost shot myself. 
 

(ROD flashes a gun holstered on his side.) 
 
 BEAUX.   DEVYN. 
Why do you have that?  That’s not even a hunting gun. 
 
 ROD. 
Naw, naw— 
this one here is for protection. 
Just got her. 
 
 BEAUX.   DEVYN. 
Right, right.   Glad to know she’s gendered.   
 
 ROD. 
Fuckin’ forgot I was wearing it. 
Threw my pants off so fast, the fucker came flyin’ out. 
 
 BEAUX. 
You’re gonna kill yourself one of these days. 
 
 ROD. 
Nah, 
I’m not your mom. 
 

(ROD chuckles. 
A darkness passes over BEAUX. 
Did he really just fucking say that. 
ROD laughs a little bit more. 
He really was trying to be funny. 
It didn’t work. 
ROD spits.  Because now it’s awkward and he needs to 
do something.) 
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(DEVYN feels really awkward.  This is probably 
something that hadn’t come up yet.) 

 
(When ROD speaks he’s still full of his machismo.  He 
speaks loudly, it’s for everyone.  Not just for the two 
people standing ) 

 
 ROD (cont’d). 
C’mon, you know I was joking. 
 

(BEAUX doesn’t look at him. 
He just sort of kicks dirt.) 
 
(The sound of the forest fill the silence.) 

 
 DEVYN. 
May... 
be: 
you should stop buying guns. 
 
 ROD. 
Lucky for you bitches: 
the safety was on,  
so daddy made it out alive 
 
 BEAUX. 
The fuck took so long? 
you passing a kidney stone or— 
 
 ROD. 
fuck no 
had to take a dump 
 
 
 BEAUX.    DEVYN. 
Out here?    (trying to code-switch and be butch) 

Fuckin’ gross, man? 
 
 ROD. 
I seriously lost like seven pounds. 
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 BEAUX. 
The fuck did you eat? 
 
 ROD. 
It must’ve been the fuckin’ bleu cheese man. 
 
 BEAUX. 
I told you not to fuck with that— 
I told you the shit was way old. 
 
 ROD. 
But it’s bleu cheese! 
It’s already old—the fuck? 
 
 BEAUX. 
Did you take a picture of it? 
 
 ROD.     DEVYN. 
The crime scene was so gruesome,  Why the fuck would he 
I couldn’t have it on my phone.  take a picture of that? 
 
      BEAUX. 
     Somethin’ me and Rod usta do. 
 
      DEVYN. 
     Take pictures of your shits? 
 
      BEAUX. 
     And then send ‘em to each other. 
 
      ROD. 
     But like we’d send ‘em when we were sure the other person 
     wasn’t expecting it.  You know?  Really catch ‘em off guard.   
 
      DEVYN. 
     Charming. 
 
      BEAUX. 
     We used to call it... 
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      ROD. 
     get ready… 

this shit is clever... 
      
      BEAUX. 

We called them... 
Our: 

 
      ROD & BEAUX. 

     Master-feces.   
 

(ROD and BEAUX crack up.) 
(BEAUX and ROD slap hands.) 
(A secret handshake.) 
 
(DEVYN just watches.) 
 

      BEAUX. 
     It’s a pun sorta. 
 
      DEVYN. 
     Yeah, I got— 
 
      ROD. 
     I don’t think you get it. 
 
      DEVYN. 
     No, I get it.  I do. 
 
      ROD. 
     Then why aren’t you laughing? 
   
      DEVYN. 
     I can  

not laugh and still think something is funny— 
 
      ROD. 
     See: 
     “feces” 
     rhymes 
     with  
     “pieces” 
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      BEAUX.  DEVYN. 
     More of a  Right, 
      slant rhyme   Right. 

actually..  I get that— 
 
 ROD. 
And “feces” 
is another word 
for poop! 

 
(ROD opens a huge jar of peanut butter.) 
(He digs his finger into the jar.) 
(He sucks it clean.) 

 
 DEVYN. 
I know. 
 
 BEAUX. 
Dev just has a different sense of humor is all. 
 
 ROD. 
Right, right. 
A lame one. 
 
(ROD dips his finger into the peanut butter and smears a bit on 
DEVYN’S nose.) 
 
 DEVYN. 
[lightly, some part of him loves this]  
Fuck you. 
 
(And it’s one of those things.  One of those things that is so 
fucking annoying, but somehow you can’t help but to smile.) 
(DEVYN smiles hard.  He doesn’t want to, but he can’t help it.) 
(DEVYN gets the peanut butter off his nose with his finger and 
eats it.) 

 BEAUX. 
You went all the way back to the cabin? 
 
 ROD. 
I couldn’t make it all the way back to the cabin. 
I broke into a cold-sweat and  
my fuckin’ thighs were quiverin’. 
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 BEAUX. 
So you didn’t even wash your hands  
and 
now you’ve ruined the peanut butter. 
 
 DEVYN. 
Fuck you! 
I bought that! 
 
 ROD. 
Hardly had enough leaves to wipe my fuckin’ ass. 
 
 BEAUX.      DEVYN.   
You should have just went back to the cabin.  So disgusting. 
       See. 
       This is the shit. 

Straight men do not know how to clean their 
fucking asses. 

 ROD. 
That is the truth. 
 
 BEAUX. 
what do you mean? 
 
 DEVYN. 
haven’t you ever been at a bar 
and you’re like standing there waiting for the bartender or whatever 
and the guy beside you reeks 
like bad 
and you’re like… 
fuck this guy is straight 
and he doesn’t know how to wipe his ass. 
 
 BEAUX. 
no,  

I’ve never experienced that. 
 
 ROD. 
I fuckin’ have. 
One of the other PE teachers at the high school was like that. 
I fuckin’ hated this guy— 
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 ROD (cont’d). 
he was a real douche-type, you know? 
And we’re P.E teachers so we have to be like physical 
and sweat  
and shit. 
So this guy, name was Drew— 
 
 BEAUX. 
--of course it was. 

 
 ROD. 
--and all the girls and some of the boys had crushes on him. 
Because he was real…slick you know? 
Hair was always perfect, 
blue eyes, 
pants too tight— 
you get it. 
 
 DEVYN. 
sounds hot. 
 
 ROD. 
Except he stank. 
He stank bad. 
Fucker smelled like the bathroom of a rest-stop Chipotle.   
 
 BEAUX.   DEVYN. 
fuck    ew! 
 
 ROD. 
Everybody thought he was hot, 
until they fuckin smelled the guy. 
So this one day I ask him, 
I say… 
“Dude, you fuckin’ stink.  What the fuck?” 
 
 DEVYN. 
you said that? 
 
 ROD. 
somebody had to! 
 

(ROD cracks open a beer.) 
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(Huge swig.) 
(He doesn’t even swallow all the way before he 
continues.  The froth foams down his mouth and 
through his beard.) 

 
 ROD (cont’d). 
Most people would be offended or embarrassed or— 
not this fuckface, 
he looked me right in the eye  
and fuckin’ grinned. 
this disgusting fuck says, 
“I’m a man, 
I don’t wipe my ass, 
because a man 
should never 
touch 
his 
asshole.” 
 
 BEAUX. 
so what? 
he takes shits and— 
just… 
gets up— 
just like that? 
 
 ROD. 
just like that. 
 
 BEAUX. 
that’s so unsanitary.  
 
 DEVYN. 
did he get fired or— 
 
 ROD. 
eventually 
and not because he had a shitty ass. 
got caught in the shower with a freshman  
 
 BEAUX. 
she didn’t smell him? 
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 ROD. 
that’s your problem? 
 

(This hangs in the air between the MEN.) 
 
 DEVYN. 
also: 

they were in the shower. 
 
 BEAUX. 
right 
well… 
I hope you actually had enough foliage to fully clean your ass. 
 
 ROD. 
my ass is sparkly right now. 
 
 BEAUX. 
you really couldn’t make it back to the cabin?   
 
 ROD. 
The plumbing in that bitch would not have supported the green demon that just came out of me 
seriously:  
I feel like I just had a miscarriage. 
 
 BEAUX.    DEVYN. 
That’s sick    Unclear if that’s c o m p a r a  b l e. 
 
 ROD. 
I’m tryna be considerate here and you all are being all judgy and shit. 
 
 DEVYN. 
Considerate? 
 
 ROD. 
I mean:  that cabin is old as shit. 
My grandpop built that thing like a hundred years ago. 
And let’s be honest: 
Papa won’t even handy— 
so it’s all fucked. 
Can’t believe it’s still standing: 
The foundation, the insulation, the plumbing. 
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 ROD (cont’d). 
What just came out of me was… 

it was fuckin’ next level.   
I would have backed the shitter up 
and then you two princesses wouldn’t of had a bathroom— 
and because I’m considerate… 
I didn’t do that. 

 
 BEAUX. 
Well thank you? 
 
 DEVYN. 
Super thoughtful. 

 
 ROD. 
Don’t say I never did nothin for you. 
 
 DEVYN. 
If I step in your shit on the way back— 
 
 BEAUX. 
You use poop sticks? 
 

(ROD and BEAUX look at each other.) 
(A smile from BEAUX pierces the silence.) 
(ROD’S face warms.) 
(DEVYN sees it all happen.) 
(He knows he isn’t supposed to have noticed…but he 
has.) 
(And that makes him feel dirty, like a voyeur or…) 
 

      (Then ROD starts to laugh.) 
(BEAUX laughs with him.) 
(DEVYN doesn’t join in.) 
(An inside joke?) 
(There are lots of these.) 
 

 ROD.     DEVYN.   
Fuck!  I forgot to use poop sticks. Poop sticks? 
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 BEAUX. 
If I step in your shit on the walk back, because you didn’t poop stick it... 
I’m gonna beat the fuck outta you. 
 
 ROD. 
Chillllll. 
I didn’t have to poop-stick, I shat in a fuckin hole. 
 
 BEAUX. 
That’s an image. 

 
 DEVYN. 
What are  
poop-sticks? 
 
 BEAUX. 
Oh fuck…we never told you about the poop sticks? 
 
 DEVYN. 
No—never. 
 
 ROD. 
It’s not really a big deal. 
Just a stupid story from when we were kids. 
 
 BEAUX. 
It’s not stupid. 
It’s a great story. 
 

ROD. 
Right. 
But… 
It was from a long time ago. 
 
 BEAUX. 
The best stories usually are. 
 

(BEAUX hands ROD a beer.) 
(ROD looks at BEAUX.) 
(The look is coded.) 
(DEVYN has no clue what to make of it. 
(BEAUX knows exactly what ROD means.) 
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(ROD cracks open the beer.) 
(He takes a huge gulp.) 
 (Huge gulp.) 
(Swallow.) 
(ROD wipes his mouth.  Even though he doesn’t need to.  
He’s good at swallowing.  But a habit is a habit.) 

 
 BEAUX (cont’d). 
When Rod and I were little kids we went to Catholic school. 
 
 DEVYN. 
You two? 
 
 ROD. 
[to BEAUX] 
We really don’t have to— 
 
 DEVYN. 

No fuckin’ way did you two go to a Catholic school. 
 
 BEAUX. 
Hard to believe right? 
 
 DEVYN. 
How am I  
just now        ROD. 
hearing about this shit?!    Not something we talk about often— 
I feel like I’ve been lied to all these years. 
 
 BEAUX. 
It wasn’t the type of Catholic school, you’re picturing though. 
There wasn’t a big ass Cathedral, 
or fancy ass uniforms, 
or a buncha hot, rich white kids: 
it wasn’t like that— 
it wasn’t even in a church. 
 
 ROD.     DEVYN. 
It was too in a church.   Whatdoyamean? 
 
 BEAUX. 
Not really. 
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 ROD. 
That place was definitely a church— 
wasn’t always a church 
and it’s a fuckin’ bowling alley now, 
but: 
when we were enrolled in Catholic school— 
it was a church. 
 
 BEAUX. 
You know that shopping center on Route 10 right before the highway that goes into town? 
 

(DEVYN looks blankly.) 
(ROD tries to jog his memory.) 

 
 ROD. 
It’s right beside the trailer park and in front of the swamp...? 
 
 DEVYN. 
Guys. 
You fuckin’ know I have no clue where anything is out there. 
I didn’t grow up with you dickheads.   
Shit means nothin’ to me. 
 
 BEAUX. 
The point is:  St. Andrew’s School for Young Men  
was in a shitty fuckin’ strip mall. 
 
 ROD. 
Place is derelict  now. 
 
 BEAUX. 

It was derelict then. 
 
 ROD. 
But once the K-Mart closed down, everything else sorta went with it. 
Now there’s just the bowling alley... 
 
 BEAUX. 
That used to be a: 

(big air quotes) 
 

“church” 
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 ROD. 
Place was literally falling apart.   
 
 BEAUX. 
And the playground was even worse. 
 

ROD. 
Fuck you!   
We loved the playground. 
 
 BEAUX. 
Only because it meant we didn’t have to be inside anymore. 
 
 ROD. 
There were a lot of reasons. 
 
 BEAUX. 
Right. 
But it was still a shit-playground. 
 
 ROD. 
At some point during our elementary years, we get this new priest:  Father James— 
 
 BEAUX. 
Woah, woah. 
 
 ROD. 

See. 
I knew we shouldn’t tell this story. 
I told you we didn’t have to— 
 
 BEAUX. 
Dude. 
Relax. 

I just want you to tell the fuckin’ story right. 
 
 ROD. 
Whatdyamean? 
 
 BEAUX. 
You gotta start with Father Dave. 
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 ROD. 
Who gives a fuck about Father Dave? 
 
 BEAUX. 
It just paints the full picture, ya know? 
 
 ROD. 
I don’t even remember Father Dave— 
   
 BEAUX.      ROD. 
Our priest, Father Dave, went on vacation.  Oh shit!  

       The accident! 
 DEVYN. 
Vacation? 
 
 BEAUX. 
Yeah.  Like he was away on vacation… 
 
 DEVYN. 
Priests don’t take vacations. 
 
 ROD. 
I mean, dude.  They are human. 
 
 DEVYN. 
Yeah, but I don’t think that’s how being a priest works. 
 
 BEAUX.    ROD. 
No it is, it totally is—   [to DEVYN] Why are you the expert on this? 
 
      DEVYN. 
     I grew up Catholic. 
  
 BEAUX. 
Yeah      ROD. 
so did we    Shit! 
and—     You went to Catholic school too? 
 
      DEVYN. 
     You don’t have to go to Catholic school  

to grow up Catholic. 
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 ROD. 
right, 
well: 
he was definitely on vacation when the accident happened. 
 
 DEVYN. 
If you say so... 
 
 ROD. 
We know,  
we were there. 
 

(ROD playfully flicks DEVYN.) 
(It stings.) 
(But also the attention feels good.) 
(Something about this sting of attention during the 
ROD and BEAUX show burns a warmth into DEVYN.) 

 
 BEAUX. 
So, Father Dave is on vacation  
and  
drops dead  

while  
playing badminton. 
 
 ROD. 
Truth. 
 
 DEVYN. 
Your priest 
took a vacation 
to play badminton? 
 
 BEAUX. 
I don’t think he went  
to play badminton,  
but while he was away: he played badminton.   
 
 DEVYN. 
And  
he  
died? 
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 BEAUX. 
Had a freak heart attack and died on the court. 
 
 ROD. 
But that’s not all:   
he not only had a heart attack,  
but: 
the heart attack was prompted by  
the  
shuttlecock.  
 

(The word cock fills the forest.) 
 DEVYN. 
What do you mean? 
 
 ROD.       
Shuttlecock is what      DEVYN. 
you call the birdie—    I know what a shuttlecock is.   
 
So the shuttlecock     BEAUX. 
hit his chest—his heart    [flirting, or something] Of course you do. 
to be exact and that prompted 
the cardiac arrest. 
 
 DEVYN.     BEAUX. 
Bullshit.     I think you made that part up. 
 
 ROD. 
It’s true— 
 
 DEVYN. 
How is that even— 
 
 ROD. 
Look he wasn’t just playin’ like:   
recreationally. 
He was playing with like this Jap-dude. 
 
    BEAUX.     DEVYN. 

I’ve never heard this part of the story—  Jap as in Japanese?—  
you’re making this shit up as you go.  you can’t say that.  Jesus. 
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 ROD. 
I’m not making shit up. 
They can launch those fucking things at over 200 mph. 
 
 BEAUX. 
I think you’re exaggerating. 
 
 ROD. 
No, it’s true. 
Google it. 
 
 BEAUX. 
Father Dave was extremely obese.   
 
 ROD. 
Sure.   
 
 BEAUX. 
Dude weighed like seven hundred pounds. 
 
 DEVYN. 
And he was mobile? 
 
 ROD. 
Mobile is a strong word. 
 
 BEAUX. 
The man had no business playing badminton.  
He only had one eye. 
 

ROD. 
No fuckin’ way. 
 
 BEAUX. 
Yes, fuckin’ way.   
 
 ROD. 
I would remember if that man had an eye patch. 
 
 BEAUX. 
He had a glass eye. 
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 ROD. 
Oh shit. 
 
 BEAUX. 
Yeah. 
 
 ROD. 
I just thought he was cross eyed 
or had a dash of Downs. 
 
 DEVYN. 
Dash of Downs?! 
Are you serious? 
 
 ROD. 
what? 
it’s a thing. 
that’s a thing. 
 
 BEAUX. 
that is a little fucked up 

 
 ROD. 
I’m just sayin’— 
I’m sure the obesity 
and the one eye didn’t fuckin help matters: 
but a shuttlecock at 200 plus miles per hour into his heart is what did him in. 
Officially.     
 

DEVYN. 
I think this whole story is bullshit. 
And what the fuck does any of this have to do with poop-sticks? 
 
 BEAUX. 
We’re getting to that. 
So we get a new priest. 
Father James. 
Who was everything that Father Dave wasn’t. 
Dude was young and hip and super fit. 
 

(ROD takes a sip of his beer.) 
(BEAUX takes a long sip of his.) 
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(All of the oxygen is sucked out of the room.) 
 
 ROD. 
He wasn’t all that. 
 
 BEAUX. 
Father James had this huge fucking dog. 
 
 DEVYN. 
And this is the hot priest, right? 
 
 ROD.     BEAUX. 
Nobody said he was hot.  Right. 
Who the fuck said he was hot? 
 
 DEVYN. 
I guess I just assumed that when you said young and fit and— 
 
 BEAUX. 
He was hot. 
 
 ROD. 
How can you say that— 
How can y— 
After… 
Guy was a creep. 
 
 DEVYN. 
What a cliché.   
 
 BEAUX. 

And his huge dog— 
Just ran all loose all around the playground.   
 
 ROD. 
Our playground. 
 
 BEAUX. 
The only place we had to get away from God. 
 
 ROD. 
I dunno what the fuck Father James was feeding this dog— 
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 BEAUX. 
But his shits were huge.   
 
 ROD. 
And Father James never cleaned up after this dog.  
So us kids, 
started getting  

industrious.   
 
 BEAUX. 
We’d break sticks 
and stick them in the poop. 
to like… 
 
 ROD. 
--mark them. 
So we wouldn’t step in dog-shit when we were playing tag. 
 

DEVYN. 
Oh.  That’s creative. 
 
 ROD.   BEAUX. 
Right?!    Poop sticks. 
 

 (A moment passes.) 
(ROD and BEAUX look at each other.) 
(Something passes between them.) 

 
 DEVYN (cont’d). 
I can’t picture you guys at Catholic school. 
 
 BEAUX. 
But isn’t the thought of us in uniforms hot? 
 
 ROD. 
I did look good in my uniform. 
 
 DEVYN. 
Five years I’ve been comin’ out here with you guys  
and I’ve never once heard about this shit. 
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 ROD. 
It’s because of Beaux. 
He had a tough time growing up and— 
 
 BEAUX. 
I didn’t have a tough time growing up. 
 
 ROD. 
No, not like:  growing up— 
 
 BEAUX. 
That’s what you said. 
 
 ROD. 
Right.  But I didn’t mean it like that, I meant with…you know. 
 
 BEAUX. 
I’m fine. 

I’ve told you everything is fine. 
 
 DEVYN. 
High school isn’t great for anyone, right? 
 
 ROD. 
This was different. 
I walked in on Father James fucking Beaux over his desk. 
 
 DEVYN. 
Shit. 
Seriously? 
 
 ROD. 
Seriously. 
 
 DEVYN. 
I had no idea. 
 
 BEAUX. 
I never told you— 
so why would you? 

 
(ROD takes a swig of his beer.) 
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(And then another swig.) 
(DEVYN’S pulse races.) 
(A crow screams across the woods.) 

 ROD. 
To be honest: 
I thought you were gonna talk  
about it. 
Like publicly.   
 
 BEAUX. 
Why would I— 
 
 ROD. 
Like when all this metoo shit was poppin’ off on facebook,  
I was expectin’ you to jump in there. 
You know? 
Tell our story.   
 
 BEAUX. 

our story? 
 
 ROD. 
I mean like: 

your story 
but like: 

I was there and I was involved and it was traumatic and— 
 
 BEAUX. 
It was a long time ago, 
it’s over now 
and 
Father James lost his job— 
 

ROD. 
Damn straight. 
 
 BEAUX. 
And I’ve moved on. 
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 ROD. 
I know, I know. 
It’s just… 

my newsfeed was blowin’ up with stories. 
You guys shit too, right? 
Like all these bitches were poppin’ off— 
and some of it was deep  
scary 
traumatic shit 
but some of it 
was like… 
really? 
This one bitch we went to high school with— 
her name was Rebecca, but now she’s real New Age and goes by Beckx. 
But like:  B-E-C-K-X— 
which makes zero sense likeatall, but whatever: 
she was all like: 

I was walkin down the street and this guy rolled down his window and cat-called me. 
#metoo. 

And I’m jus like: 
you’re bitchin about some dude tryna give you a compliment, 
meanwhile 
my best friend had a nasty old man’s cock inside of him when  
he was fifteen. 
 
 BEAUX. 
He wasn’t old. 

 
(BEAUX detaches from the conversation.) 
(He gulps his beer and looks up through the treetops.) 
(Maybe if he stares long enough this will go away.) 
(Somewhere in the distance a buzzard yells.) 
(Another buzzard yells back.) 
(DEVYN tries to catch BEAUX’S eyes.  It doesn’t work.) 

 
 DEVYN. 
You know you… 

You could’ve talked to me about this. 

 
 BEAUX. 
I don’t need to. 
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 DEVYN. 
I am so sor— 
 
 BEAUX. 
Let’s just drop it. 
 
 DEVYN. 
Of course.   
Sorry. 
Sorry. 
 
 BEAUX. 
Can you stop saying that? 
 
 DEVYN. 
Sure, sorry.   
Fuck. 
 
 ROD. 
It fuckin pissed me off so much. 
I hated that dude. 
 
 BEAUX. 
Rod, drop it. 
 
 ROD. 
I’m just saying. 
[to DEVYN] It’s why I fuckin’ hate the story of you losing your virginity.   
 
 DEVYN. 
What’s wrong with that story? 
 
 ROD. 
You were thirteen. 
 
 DEVYN. 
And Josh was 16.   
It wasn’t like that— 
 
 ROD. 
Still too young. 
That guy sucks. 
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 ROD (cont’d). 
He took advantage of you 
and it— 
 
 BEAUX. 
Devyn’s story is perfectly normal. 
All the kids have the apps and shit now. 
It’s not like when we were growing up. 
 
 ROD. 
It’s still young. 
16 and 13 is a big fuckin’ difference— 
 
 DEVYN. 
but I liked him 

and he liked me 
and it was…nice. 
 
 ROD. 
you were young and didn’t even realize what was happening. 
 
 DEVYN. 
I wasn’t that young— 
I knew shit. 
I came out when I was six years old. 
I was ready. 
It wasn’t some weird creepy shit like Beaux’s story. 
 
 BEAUX. 
You weren’t there. 
Neither of you were— 
 
 ROD. 
I mean, I was— 
 
 BEAUX. 
Not really. 
 
 ROD. 
It’s just too young. 
That’s all I’m sayin’. 
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 DEVYN. 
Right. 
 

(DEVYN deflates.) 
(It’s unclear why.) 
(But ROD has struck a nerve.) 
(BEAUX clocks DEVYN’S reaction.) 
(He’s gotta change the subject.  Fast.) 

 
BEAUX. 

How’re things going with Jordan? 
 
 DEVYN. 
You guys’ last holiday photo was really nice. 
 
 ROD. 
Jordan pays too much money for those, seriously. 
 
 DEVYN. 
The kids are really beautiful. 
 
 ROD. 
Thanks. 
I actually wanted to talk to you guys about that. 
 
 BEAUX. 
You finally found the balls to leave her? 
 
 ROD. 

No.   

Dude. 
I told you. 
That’s not gonna happen. 
 
 BEAUX. 
yeah 
because you’re a— 
 
 ROD. 
We’re 
uh 
actually… 



40. 

 

 ROD (cont’d). 
well:  she’s pregnant. 
 
 BEAUX.   DEVYN. 
Again?    Aww!  Cute. 
 
 ROD. 
Yeah.  Baby Number Three! 
 
 DEVYN. 
Congrats— 
that’s really exciting. 
 
` BEAUX. 
Is it? 
 
 DEVYN. 
I mean, I think so, but… 
 
 BEAUX. 
Just another excuse for Rod. 
 
 ROD. 
Look. 
Dude. 
I really think this’ll be good for us. 
And… 
shit. 
 
 BEAUX. 
You don’t even know if the last one was yours. 
 
 ROD. 
We got that shit sorted. 
 
 BEAUX. 
You had the baby tested, or— 
 
 ROD. 
No. 
I just talked to her. 
She didn’t actually cheat, 
she was just texting. 
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 BEAUX. 

Sexting. 

She was sexting. 
 
 ROD. 
Last time I checked, 
you can’t get pregnant from sexting. 
 
 BEAUX. 
You believe her? 
 
 ROD. 
She’s my wife. 
 
 BEAUX. 
And she’s never lied before? 
She’s not exactly the most trustworthy person: 
you ever tell Devyn how you met her? 
 
 ROD. 
I don’t think it ever came up. 
 

DEVYN. 
And it doesn’t have to. 
 
 BEAUX. 
But if you knew how they met.  It would shed some light on her…character.  
 
 DEVYN. 
if Rod believes her, then— 
 
 BEAUX. 
Rod’s a fucking idiot, so… 
 
 DEVYN.       ROD. 
I assume you guys all went to high school together—  [to BEAUX] Fuck off. 
        We did.  That’s it. 
 
 BEAUX. 
Bullshit. 
She didn’t give you the time of day in high school. 
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 ROD. 
That’s not true. 
We had Chem together. 
 
 BEAUX. 
Rod was tryna be in the Army for a second. 
 
 ROD. 
Navy, dipshit. 
 
 BEAUX. 
Same thing. 
 
 ROD. 
Not true, that’s not— 
 
 BEAUX. 
So while he’s in bootcamp or training or whatever the fuck it is,  
he gets: 

“injured”. 
 
 ROD. 
I did get fucking injured, I twisted my knee— 
 
 BEAUX. 
He comes back home.  To recuperate and recover— 
living in his Mom’s house with his fucking worthless high school drop-out of a brother and he asks his 
brother, he says: 

(When ROD speaks it’s both a flashback and in the 
present.  A suspended moment of both times.) 

 
ROD. 

 
 BEAUX. 
And his brother was all… 

ROD. 
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 BEAUX. 
And thus the greatest love story of our time was born. 
 
 ROD. 
Fuck you dude. 
 
 BEAUX. 
you had to pick the single most boring bitch to knock. 
 
 ROD. 
I don’t give a fuck what you think about her. 
Jordan is a fuckin’ catch. 
She went to the cunt-doctor the other day— 
 
 DEVYN. 
The gynecologist. 
 
 ROD. 
Sure.  Sure.  That. 
And you’ll never guess what she said. 
 

(A silence from the MEN.) 
 
C’mon!  Guess! 
 
 BEAUX.  DEVYN. 
I have no clue.  I don’t even know what goes on there. 
 
 ROD. 
Apparently her vagina has perfect pH. 
You know how rare that is? 
 
 DEVYN. 
I didn’t even know… 
vaginas had pHs.   
 
 BEAUX. 
Everything has a pH. 
 
 ROD. 
A pussy with a perfect pH is super fucking rare, guys— 
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 DEVYN. 
so… 
my asshole has a pH? 
 
 BEAUX. 
I mean…yes? 
  
 DEVYN. 
I bet my asshole has perfect pH. 
 

(A silence.) 
(The trees sway.) 
(They creak with antiquity.  At any moment any of these 
trees could come crashing down.) 

 
 DEVYN (cont’d). 
what? 
you two shy now? 
 
 ROD.   BEAUX. 
no   not shy,  
   just… 
 
 DEVYN. 
I got a pretty fuckin’ asshole. 
I’ve been told that— 
for years, 
for years guys been tellin me that. 
 
 ROD. 
it 
uh 
it… 
 
 DEVYN. 
it’s just us. 
you don’t have to whisper. 
 

(DEVYN reaches out and touches ROD’S knee.) 
(A surge of electricity.) 

 
 ROD. 
it is a pretty asshole. 
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 DEVYN. 
the prettiest asshole you’ve ever seen? 

 
(There’s an awkward moment.) 
(BEAUX’S tongue flicks behind his teeth.) 
(A current of jealously lacerates his skin.) 
(ROD’S heart races.) 

 
I’m kidding— 
that was a joke. 
 

(DEVYN looks at BEAUX.) 
(DEVYN smiles.  This is all foreplay.) 

 
You guys ever looked at your asshole? 
like in a mirror? 
 
 ROD.    BEAUX. 
no—    once or twice. 
I’m not that flexible. 
 
 DEVYN. 
I look at my asshole everyday— 
it’s fuckin’ perfect. 
and my shit is pink— 
like pink-pink. 
 
 BEAUX. 
you were made to be a bottom. 
 
 DEVYN. 
also 
I’m not here to stick my dick into an asshole— 
that’s… 
gross. 

 

BEAUX. 
also… 
your dick is too fuckin big 

 
(DEVYN knows he has a big dick.) 
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(He knows his dick is bigger than most and it’s surely 
the biggest dick in the woods right now.) 
(But he wants to be modest.) 
(But also he wants to take the compliment.) 
(It’s a thin line.) 

 
DEVYN. 

it’s not that big— 
 

ROD. 
yeah it’s not— 

 
BEAUX. 

you could kill somebody with that thing. 
 

ROD. 
his dick isn’t that big 
 

BEAUX. 
are you kidding? 
 

ROD. 
I mean it’s big— 
but it’s not… 
like 
it’s not insane.  
 

(A sting to DEVYN’S confidence.) 
 
 BEAUX. 
it’s bigger than yours. 
 

(A bite to ROD’S confidence.) 
 
 ROD. 
no it’s… 
my dick is… 
 
 DEVYN. 
(to ROD) 
you have a great dick. 
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 BEAUX. 
but  
(to DEVYN) 
it’s smaller than yours— 
 
 ROD. 
so what? 
all of a sudden I have a small dick 
 
 BEAUX. 
it’s not small— 
 

ROD. 
you just said it’s small! 
 
 BEAUX. 

just smaller than Dev’s.   
 
 ROD. 
right 

 
 BEAUX. 
your dick is fine, dude 
it’s like exactly what you expect: 
it’s textbook. 
a textbook dick. 
 

(This was supposed to make things better, but it 
definitely didn’t.) 
(An acorn falls from a tree.) 
(Then another.) 
(And another.) 
(The constant beating of the woods.) 
(Or is it just ROD’S heart shuddering in his chest?) 

 
 DEVYN. 
and  
your dick feels really nice— 
big dicks aren’t comfortable, 
they hurt. 
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(ROD’S eyes dart downward to the pine needles and 
dead bugs and crushed leaves.) 
(He drinks his beer.) 
(DEVYN realizes that he also hasn’t helped.) 
(ROD’S lungs are gulping for breath, but his mouth is 
sealed tight.  Is this what drowning feels like?) 

 
 DEVYN. 
all I’m saying is… 
my asshole is perfect. 
 

ROD. 
what’s my asshole look like— 
 
 BEAUX. 
We don’t know, Rod. 
You don’t really let us see it. 
 

(A fog of tension creeps over the MEN.) 
(ROD takes a swig of his beer.) 

 
 ROD. 
Well I wanna know.    BEAUX. 
since my dick is such a fucking  know what? 
disappointment—       DEVYN. 

nobody said that— 
    
if I have a nice asshole? 
or  
not? 

 
 BEAUX. 
I’m sure it’s— 
 

(ROD unbuckles his pants.) 
 
Are you serious right now? 
 

(ROD drops his pants.) 
(He pulls his boxers down.) 
(But he only pulls his ass out.) 
(He’s self conscious about his dick right now.) 
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(That’ll soon fade, but in the current moment…he’s deep 
in shame.) 
(BEAUX goes behind ROD.) 
(ROD just stands there.) 
(Tall, solid, unmoving.) 
(DEVYN just watches this.  He knows it doesn’t involve 
him.) 

 
 BEAUX (cont’d). 
well dude 
 
 ROD. 
what? 

 
 BEAUX. 
I can’t really see your— 
you gotta bend over. 
 
 ROD. 
o 

right 

 
(ROD reluctantly bends over.) 
(BEAUX stares at ROD’S ass.) 
(BEAUX tries to stifle a laugh.) 
(He doesn’t try hard enough—a chortle escapes.) 
(ROD straightens.) 
(He stands.) 
(Embarrassed.) 

 
what— 
what is it? 
 
 BEAUX. 
noth— 
nothing. 
 
 ROD. 
you’re laughing—why are you laughing? 
 
 BEAUX. 
because: 
you’re fucking clenching. 
relax. 
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(ROD takes a breath.) 
(Stands back up.) 
(Bends over.) 
(Takes another breath.) 

 
 ROD. 
well? 
 

(BEAUX looks at ROD’S asshole.) 
(In a lot of ways, BEAUX has been waiting for this 
moment for a long time.) 
(His spit goes thick and there’s suddenly so much of it.) 
(His dick is instantly hard.) 

 
 BEAUX. 
it’s  

uh 

it’s— 
fuckin’ hairy. 
 

(BEAUX moves his face closer to ROD’S hole.) 
(Not close enough to lick it, but definitely close enough 
to smell him.) 
(All his sweat, his secrets, his shame.) 
(BEAUX opens his mouth—maybe if he opens his 
mouth wide enough and just sits here, he’ll be able to 
taste some forbidden part of ROD.) 
(BEAUX licks his finger.) 
(DEVYN’S eyes flick to BEAUX.) 
(BEAUX feels it.) 
(It’s a warning from DEVYN—not out of jealousy, but 
out of caution.  For ROD.) 

(DEVYN slips his hand into his pants.) 
(For once he gets to watch.) 
(He forgot how fun it can be to just 
watch.) 

(BEAUX’S finger glistens in the sunlight—it’s waxy with 
spit.) 
(BEAUX’S fingers touch the thick tuft of hair that 
guards ROD’S asshole.) 
(ROD flinches.) 
(He immediately stands up, he trips over his pants, and 
almost falls over.) 
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 ROD. 
what the fuck— 
I didn’t say you could touch— 
 
 BEAUX. 
it’s hard to see your hole with all that fuckin’ hair back there. 
 
 ROD. 
but it’s nice, right? 
 
 BEAUX. 
it’s fine 
 

(ROD knows BEAUX is hard as shit in his pants.) 
(ROD flicks BEAUX’S hard cock.) 

 
 ROD. 
you loved it. 
 
 BEAUX. 
fuck off— 
 
 ROD. 
my hairy 
smelly 
shitty 

purple-y 
fuckin asshole got you all worked up. 
 
 BEAUX. 
it did not— 
 

(ROD moves in on BEAUX, fast.  He grabs the back of 
BEAUX’S hair hard.) 
(He gives him a yank.) 
(BEAUX crumples.) 
(Tears fill his eyes, not because he hurts but because of 
the sudden jolt of pain—his scalp is on fire.) 
(ROD smells BEAUX’S neck.) 
(He licks him lightly.) 
 

 



52. 

 

 ROD. 
you loved it… 

 
(ROD gives BEAUX the sweetest kiss on the mouth.) 
(It’s as soft as cotton, as wet as rain, as tender as meat.) 
(It’s everything.) 
(It only lasts a second and in that second, BEAUX dies.) 
(His heart stops functioning.) 
(His lungs don’t fill.) 
(His blood dries.) 
(But a second is short.) 
(And as soon as that second ends, it’s like a jolt of 
adrenaline.) 
(BEAUX pushes ROD away.) 

 
 BEAUX. 

fuck off— 
you don’t— 

you can’t just— 

you don’t get to do that. 
 
 ROD. 
do what? 
 
 BEAUX. 
that— 
that— 
that fucking shit you just did. 
you can’t tell me— 
us  
about your boring wife’s perfect pussy      ROD. 
and her pregnancy       she’s not boring and  
and how fucking perfect life is and then just like fucking kiss and— she’s a great mom  
         besides— 
         you’ve got Lilly and— 
That’s— 
 
 ROD. 
(To DEVYN.) 
You ever meet Lily? 
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DEVYN.  BEAUX. 
No.  I never—  When would he have— 
 

ROD. 
She’s littttt— 
 

DEVYN. 
Yeah, I’ve seen pictures of her and…she seems really: 
sweet? 
 
 ROD. 
Unclear what her pH situation is, but— 
 
 BEAUX. 
I’m sure she’s perfectly regular. 
 

ROD. 
Lily and Beaux been together since high school— 
they were like Prom King and Queen and shit— 
 

BEAUX. 
Homecoming, not prom— 
 
 ROD. 
Same shit. 
When you dickheads gonna have a kid?  I’m ready to be a cool Uncle or— 
 
 BEAUX. 
We’re not. 
 
 ROD. 
Bullshit. 
You and Lily stay talkin’ about kids and— 
 
 BEAUX. 
We separated.  
 
 ROD. 
Oh.  
 
 DEVYN. 

Wait.  What? 
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 BEAUX. 
Yeah. 
 
 DEVYN.   ROD. 
That happened?   Fuck dude! 
    Why didn’t you say something? 

I’m sorry. 

 
 BEAUX. 
Don’t be.   
I ended it. 
 

ROD. 
What happened? 

 
(BEAUX looks at ROD incredulously.) 
(Is he really asking this?) 
(Does he not understand anything?) 

 
BEAUX. 

This. 
This happened. 
 

ROD. 
I thought we had an understanding of what this was and— 
 

BEAUX. 
Yeah, well. 
I couldn’t be stuck anymore. 
 
 DEVYN. 
That feels… 
that feels like a lot,  
like that’s a huge step and… 
 
 BEAUX. 
I had to do something. 
 
 ROD. 
That’s hard dude. 
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 BEAUX. 
Wasn’t hard for me. 
 

DEVYN. 
It’s kinda like my whole thing with Josh. 
 

(Something about mentioning this other guy burns 
around the men.) 
(The atmosphere is seared.) 
(The cosmos are cut.  A small cut, but a painful one.  A 
paper cut.) 

 
Right? 
 

ROD.   BEAUX. 
Is it?   Fuck that dude. 
 
 DEVYN. 
That’s what I’m saying.  It’s hard.   
He’s like… 
you know?   
He’s the one. 
 
 ROD. 
That dude assaulted you. 
 
 BEAUX. 
But he’s not the one. 
 
 DEVYN. 
Okay.  Sure. 
Maybe. 
Like:  not anymore, but… 
he was my first. 
 
 BEAUX. 
That dude is an abusive asshole. 
 
 DEVYN. 
He’s not abusive. 
He’s a nice guy— 
you don’t even know him. 
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 BEAUX. 
He banged you when you were a fuckin’ kid— 
 
 DEVYN. 
I wasn’t a kid— 
 
 BEAUX. 
--manipulated kid-you to get into a committed relationship with him— 
 
 DEVYN. 
I wasn’t a kid. 
 
 BEAUX. 
--cheats on you with his step brother— 
 
 DEVYN. 
it was a family friend— 
not a step brother— 
 
 BEAUX. 
--and gives you gonorrhea.   
I don’t need to know him— 
That’s abusive. 
 

(The air takes all of this on.) 
(Everything gets heavy.) 

 
 DEVYN. 
That was a long time ago. 
 
 BEAUX. 
still. 
 
 DEVYN. 
look: 
He’s not perfect, but he is my first and that— 
 
 BEAUX. 
You gotta get over him. 
Like I don’t get why you’re so fixated— 
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 DEVYN. 
Like you guys— 
you’re each other’s first. 
So if something happened and this ended— 
 

ROD. 
Why… 
why would this end? 
Like why would— 
 
 BEAUX. 
Maybe cuz you keep having kids with a boring bitch you met at the Circle D. 
 
 ROD. 
I think you like me too much for that. 

 
(BEAUX blushes loudly.) 
(It’s so loud we can hear the blood rushing to his face.) 
(Only ROD can make BEAUX blush like this.) 
(Only josh can make DEVYN blush like this.) 
(ROD lets out a laugh.  A small one.) 
(BEAUX can’t help but to smile.) 

 
you’re an asshole— 
and: 
I didn’t meet her at Circle D. 
 
 BEAUX. 
That’s definitely where you assholes had your first date. 
 
 ROD. 
Fuck you! 
No it’s not. 
 
 DEVYN. 
What the fuck is a Circle D? 
 
 BEAUX. 
A gas station. 
 
 ROD. 
The only place in our shitty county to hang out. 
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 BEAUX. 
All the kids— 
 
 ROD. 
--high school kids— 
 
 BEAUX. 
Some younger too. 
 
 ROD. 
Hang out in the parking lot of this gas station. 
 
 BEAUX. 
And then when they get of age, they go across the street to the shitty dive bar— 
the fuck is it called? 
 
 ROD. 
It’s called The Moose. 
 
 DEVYN. 
It’s like a nice gas station? 
like Sheetz  
or Wawa? 
 
 ROD.   BEAUX. 
Fuck no.  Total dump. 
 
 DEVYN. 
So why do people hang out there? 
 
 ROD. 
There ain’t nothing else. 
 
 BEAUX. 
People around there like to stay close to home. 
 
 ROD. 
(to DEVYN) You grew up in the city, so shit was different for you… 
 
 DEVYN. 
Yeah.  I mean.  Yeah.  It was— 
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 ROD. 
Right, right. 
 
 DEVYN. 
It wasn’t great. 
 
 ROD. 
Yeah.  Sure.  But being in the fuckin’ sticks is so much worse. 
 
 DEVYN. 
I was gay  
and Latino  
being raised by my Catholic grandmother,  
it wasn’t cake. 
 
 ROD. 
C’mon.   
 
 DEVYN. 
What? 
 
 ROD. 
Don’t do that. 
 
 DEVYN. 
Do what? 
 
 ROD. 
Make it about that. 
That’s not what we’re talking about. 
 
 DEVYN. 
Says the white man. 
 
 BEAUX. 
Rod isn’t white. 
 
 ROD. 
Rod short for Rodriguez. 
 
 DEVYN. 
I know—I know but… 
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 ROD. 
but what? 
 
 DEVYN. 
It’s just different for you. 
 
 ROD. 
What you mean? 
 
 DEVYN. 
I go through the world looking like 
this. 
And you… 
you look white 

and act white       ROD. 
and people treat you like you’re white.   What the fuck does “act white” mean? 
So it’s…  
different. 

I don’t think you should make assumptions 
about other people. 

You pass:  that’s a fact, 
not an assumption. 
 
 ROD. 
But I’m not white, so what’s the fuckin’ problem? 
 
 DEVYN. 
Maybe on your census form, you’re not white. 
But you look white, 
so as far as I’m concerned:  you’re white. 
 
 BEAUX. 
I don’t think that’s exactly how it works. 
 
 ROD. 
There is a such thing as a white Hispanic— 
Christina Aguilera is Latina as fuck. 
 
 DEVYN. 
She doesn’t even speak Spanish. 
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 ROD. 
And that matters? 
 
 DEVYN. 
Race is about experience 
and perception— 
 
 ROD. 
I don’t owe you an explanation of my background.  Or my experiences. 
 

(A moment.) 
 
How about this shit. 
One time I was in Memphis. 
You ever been? 
 
 DEVYN. 
No. 
 
 ROD. 
The place is fuckin’ ass backwards. 
And I see all these black guys on the street. 
And they’re rough-lookin’ right? 
like  
ghetto? 

 

 DEVYN. 
because they were black— 
they were ghetto? 
 
 ROD. 
no they were ghetto because they were ghetto. 

just like you can be white and rich and still be trailer trash. 
 
 DEVYN. 
that’s not really the same. 
 
 BEAUX. 
just let him tell the story. 
 
 ROD. 
so I look at these guys— 
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 DEVYN. 
these black 
ghetto  
guys 
 
 ROD. 
right 

And I just know… 
I know: 
I’m about to get jumped. 
And I did. 
Got the shit beat out of me. 
And you wanna know why? 
 
Because  
they thought  
I was white. 
 

(This lands.) 
(DEVYN can’t even process this.) 

 DEVYN. 
Are you sure that’s why they jumped you? 
 
 ROD. 
I mean, why else? 
 
 DEVYN. 
Maybe because you’re an asshole. 
 
 ROD. 
I’m just sayin’ 
You don’t know everything about me. 
 
 DEVYN. 
And you don’t know me at all. 
So. 
 
 ROD. 
I’m learning. 
 

(ROD puts his hand on DEVYN’S thigh.) 
(DEVYN shudders.) 
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(ROD grips him tighter.) 
 
 ROD (cont’d) 
That’s why we’re out here, right? 
 
 BEAUX. 
It is. 

 (ROD cracks open a beer.) 
(The MEN drink in silence for a moment.) 

 
 ROD. 
I gotta helluva story about The Moose. 
Some shit went down the other night. 
I was in there the other night and I picked up a bitch. 
 
 BEAUX.     DEVYN. 
Ohmygod.  Your wife is pregnant  You can’t say you “picked up 
and you’re out here—    a bitch”— 
 
 ROD. 
Yeah, yeah whatever. 
Now you wanna defend Jordan? 
When I’m tryna bag a nasty, then you want to defend her? 
 
 BEAUX. 
It’s just fucked up. 
 
 ROD. 
So, like I said: 
I was in there the other night and I picked up a chick. 
She was young lookin— 
 
 BEAUX. 
Oh god.  Was she a minor? 
 
 ROD. 
No! 
Of course not. 
I have fuckin’ standards, alright? 
 
 BEAUX. 
I don’t know where this story is going— 
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 ROD. 
Not there. 
Never there. 
You know I card bitches before I fuck ‘em. 
 
 BEAUX.    DEVYN.   
Wait, is that a real thing?  Literally? 

 
 ROD. 
Fuck yeah it is! 
I can’t take any chances. 
I’m a fuckin’ teacher. 

I work at a high school. 
I gotta daughter that goes to that high school. 
 
 DEVYN. 
what if it’s a fake or something— 
 
 ROD. 
naw, naw. 
I got an app on my phone that scans IDs. 
Shit’s legit. 
 
 BEAUX. 

But she was young? 
 

ROD. 
She was youngish? 
But she was hot 
like in a dirty way. 
And when I’m drunk that’s all I want: 
a dirty bitch. 
Like there’s nothin’ better than being drunk, 
fuckin a girl from the back, 
and slipping your finger into her ass. 
 
 DEVYN.    BEAUX. 
Ugh.  That’s fuckin’ nasty.  Do you ask first? 
 
 ROD. 
Fuck no!  I don’t ask. 
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 ROD (cont’d). 
Never had a girl ask me to stop. 
Why would she? 
Shit feels good. 
Apparently. 

I mean:  right? 
You guys are the experts on that. 
I’ve never had anything in my ass.  
One time, Jordan tried to like  
put her finger in my ass 

and I shut that shit down fast. 
 
 BEAUX. 
Biologically men and women are built differently,  
so I can’t really say how it feels for a woman to— 
 
 ROD. 
This is comin’ from the guy who lectured me the other day on how gender is a…construction— 
 

BEAUX. 
construct 
It’s a construct. 
 

ROD. 
Whatever.  Point is.  You can’t have it both ways. 
It’s either a c o n s t r u c t, 
or it’s not. 
 

DEVYN. 
Gender and sex are different— 
you do know that, right? 
 

ROD. 
Jesus fuck. 
I can’t even get through a story without you two academics gettin’ all deep and philosophical on me. 
 
 DEVYN. 
Sorry. 
I wasn’t trying to get intellectual 
I’m just presenting facts. 
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ROD. 
Well my facts are: 
there’s no better feelin’  
than fuckin’ a nasty bitch  
from behind  
with your finger in her ass. 
 

(The air is polluted by this.) 
(ROD isn’t quite a straight white male, but damn:  he 
knows exactly how to channel one.) 
(And it’s only gonna get worse.) 

Shit is: 
it’s transcendent.  

(ROD winks at the boys.) 
(He’s proud of his vocabulary in this moment.) 
 

There’s just something about taking a woman from behind…. 
 

(ROD gets on his knees.  He grabs the air in front of 
him:  an imaginary woman.) 
 

…and using your finger, which is all the way in her ass— 
like deep. 
If you’re not gettin’ past the second knuckle, you’re not workin’ hard enough. 
Remember that. 

I like to use the middle finger on my left-hand. 
 

(ROD admires this finger.) 
 
That way I’m like learning to make myself ambidextrous. 
Always tryna make myself better, you know? 
So you’re jus’ fuckin’ her like normal 
 

(ROD starts humping the air.) 
(He probably does a bicep pose or something.) 
(He grunts a little too.) 
(There’s something that skirts realism a bit too much to 
make it comfortable.) 

 
And when you’ve got her wet— 
cuz girls get wet you know? 
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 DEVYN. 
I know. 
 
 ROD. 
If a guy gets wet, it’s a 9-1-1.   
 
 DEVYN. 
Thanks for that. 
 

(ROD resumes humping.) 
 
 ROD. 
So she’s real wet, right? 
And you just take your finger, 
give it a little lick. 
 

(ROD puts the finger in his mouth.) 
(He slurps on it.) 
(It makes a loud popping sound.) 
(He gags on the finger.) 
(When he pulls his finger out, it’s way more wet than it 
was ever supposed to be.) 
(It glistens.) 
(It’s not only spit, but it’s also mucus from the deepest 
depths of his throat.) 
 

Then you put shove it in. 
Straight forward. 

(ROD shoves the finger into the imaginary woman’s 
imaginary asshole.) 

 
If you’re fuckin’ her like you should:  she won’t even notice. 
Keep it in there for about thirty seconds. 
You’ll know when it’s time, because your finger’ll start to heat up a little— 
it’s like a microwave.   

and right when that finger gets nice and hot,  
hook it. 
 

(ROD, still humping, curls his finger into a horrific 
hook.) 
(Something about the way ROD hooks his finger should 
make everyone squirm in their seats.) 
(We should feel this.) 
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(DEVYN shudders.) 
(BEAUX wants to shudder, but knows if he does that 
ROD won’t let him hear the end of it.) 

 
 ROD (cont’d). 
And you use that hook to guide her into you. 
So you’re like pulling her back into your cock. 
And everything smells 
like spit 
and pussy  
and asshole  
and it’s amazing. 
 

(ROD fucks the imaginary woman.) 
(He comes with a huge flourish.) 
(And then he lets out a scream or a YEEHAW! or maybe 
he roars.) 
(Then he collapses onto the forest floor.) 

 
 BEAUX. 
I’m surprised you last long enough to make all that happen. 

 
(A dark silence consumes all of them.) 
(The trees blow in the trees above them.) 
(The pine needles crackle and sear as if they are on fire.) 
(They aren’t.) 
(But if they were, then maybe we wouldn’t be in this 
hellscape.) 

 
 ROD. 
The fuck does that mean? 
 
 DEVYN. 
(trying to change the subject) 
Where  
uh 
where was this story going? 
 
 BEAUX. 
Nothing. 
It just seems like you always bust first. 
Five minutes in and Rod is all done. 
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 ROD. 
That’s… 
that’s… 
 

(ROD doesn’t have too much to say.) 
(Because this is a truth.) 
(So he’s sort of just sputtering.) 
(And BEAUX is cracking open another beer.) 
(BEAUX is smiling like the cat that ate the canary.) 

 
 BEAUX. 
I’m just saying— 
 

(ROD found his dig.) 
(He pulls it like a dagger.) 

 
 ROD. 
maybe if your asshole wasn’t so fuckin’ loose,  
I’d last longer. 
 

(This hits BEAUX.) 
(It hits him harder than he wants to admit.) 
(ROD keeps digging.) 

 
never had that problem with a pussy 
not even Jordan and she’s pushed fuckin’ kids outta that thing. 
so maybe you should see a doctor— 
no a specialist  
and get that thing stitched up. 
 

BEAUX. 
As if your fucking cock could stretch me out. 
 

(DEVYN knows he has to save this situation.) 
 DEVYN. 
Uhm— 
where 
uh 
Where was your story going? 
 
 ROD. 
Story? 
 



70. 

 

 DEVYN. 
About the youngish girl you met at the gas station? 
 
 ROD. 
I met her at The Moose, not the gas station. 
 
 DEVYN. 
Right.   
Right. 
 
 BEAUX. 
I forgot about the story,  
lemme guess: 
you fucked her? 
 
 ROD. 
I did. 
But I fucked up. 
Before I went to The Moose, 
I got a fucking chimichanga from the Circle D. 
 
 BEAUX.     DEVYN. 
Why the fuck would you do that?  Yikes.  That sounds like a bad idea. 
 
 ROD. 
I was fuckin’ stoned. 
And drunk. 
And hungry. 
And desperate. 
And…I didn’t have options.   
So I ate it. 
And then went to The Moose. 
 
 DEVYN. 
Where you met— 
 
 ROD. 
Toni. 
 
 BEAUX. 
You remember her name?  I’m surprised. 
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 ROD. 
By the time Toni’s ready to leave The Moose— 
my stomach… 
it’s… 
it’s doing cartwheels, 
no 
not cartwheels: 
round-offs.   

My stomach is flippin’ like she’s fuckin’ Simone Biles or some shit— 
And I’m completely fucked up: 
I’m seeing double— 
 
 BEAUX. 
you drove home like that? 
 
 DEVYN. 
you’re gonna die— 
one of these days, 
you’ll be dead. 
 
 ROD. 
No.  I didn’t drive! 
We walked to her place, 
Or  
her parents’ place? 

 
 BEAUX. 
That’s low. 
 
 ROD. 
She had her own room. 
 
 DEVYN. 
Like a basement suite or just like a room? 
 
 ROD. 
There was no basement.  It was one of those trailers that’s right behind The Moose, you know? 
 
 BEAUX.    DEVYN. 
That trailer park is gross.  Classy. 
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 ROD. 
It’s not really a trailer park. 
 
 BEAUX. 
Yeah 
it is. 
 
 ROD. 
The sign describes it as a: 
Trailer Village. 

 
 BEAUX.   DEVYN. 
Okay.      Trailer  
Sure.     village? 
 
 ROD. 
Whispering Winds:  Trailer Village— 
is what the sign says. 
 
 BEAUX. 
That’s ridiculous. 
 
 ROD. 
It’s what it’s called. 
 
 BEAUX. 
Still ridiculous. 
 
 ROD. 
But that’s its name. 
 
 BEAUX. 
Okay.  Sure.  Maybe? 
 
 ROD. 
No, not maybe—it’s a fact— 
 
 DEVYN. 
He’s right.  I just googled it. 
 
 BEAUX. 
Ohkay.  Thank you for that. 
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 ROD. 
And it’s different than a trailer park. 
 
 BEAUX. 
How— 
how is that assortment of trailers different from any other— 
 
 ROD. 
Because it’s like an eight acre plot of land with nine trailers that all belong to one family. 
 
 DEVYN.    BEAUX. 
So it’s like a commune?   Shit, that’s a cult.   
     Sounds like a cult to me. 
 ROD. 
So I fuck this girl. 
I pull out all the tricks— 
I even ask her to see her vibrator. 
 
 BEAUX. 
That’s my trick. 
 
 ROD. 
Some of the best fuckin’ advice you’ve ever given me. 
 
 DEVYN. 
I’m lost. 
 
 ROD. 
See lots of guys are like threatened by girls’ vibrators and shit, right? 
 
 DEVYN. 
I guess…I don’t really know much about it. 
 
 BEAUX. 
He’s not even setting it up right. 
 
 ROD. 
There’s nothing to set up— 
 
 BEAUX. 
I know lots of women who are ashamed of their sex toys or just masturbation in general.  They think it’s 
private and personal. 
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 DEVYN. 
It kind of is. 
 
 BEAUX. 
But it doesn’t have to be. 
Think about it: 
guys are always whacking off. 
 
 DEVYN. 
I think that’s because guys are gross. 
 
 ROD. 
bitches be gross too 
 
 DEVYN. 
Masturbation by definition is personal—it’s— 
 
 BEAUX. 
But there’s lots of shame.   
 
 DEVYN. 
Why is there shame? 
 
 ROD. 
Because of asshole dudes, bra. 
That’s what I was tryna tap into before I was interrupted. 
 
 BEAUX. 
I’m glad you’re the expert on this now. 
 
 ROD. 
Not all guys are feminists like us. 
 
 BEAUX. 
By looking at a woman’s vibrator or dildo, you can get a sense of what she likes— 
 
 ROD. 
--and more specifically how to  
eat her out.   

 
 DEVYN. 
How does that help you…? 
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 ROD. 
Some girls like lots of pressure on the clit when you eat them out. 
They want you to fuckin’ go in hard. 
Like a beaver chomping on wood or something? 

 
 DEVYN. 
Uh.  Jesus. 
 
 ROD. 
It’s true though! 
 
 BEAUX. 
it is 
 
 ROD. 
See! 
 
 BEAUX. 
Fuckin’ Lily’s vibrator looks like something off a spaceship. 
 
 ROD. 
When I saw that thing—I was shocked. 
 
 DEVYN. 
How’d you see it? 
 
 ROD. 
She seems so sweet and innocent and— 
 
 DEVYN. 
How’d you see it? 
 
 ROD. 
Beaux sent me a picture of it couplea years back— 
 
 DEVYN. 
That’s crazy that Lily doesn’t mind you just sending pictures of her vibrator out— 
 
 BEAUX. 
I mean:  I don’t really ask. 
 

DEVYN. 
Oh.  Isn’t that a little— 
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 ROD. 
See this is what we’re talking about! 
The stigma! 
We’re trying to eradicate that. 
 
 DEVYN. 
Feels like something she might not want shared with everyone. 
 
 BEAUX. 
It’s not everyone, it’s just you guys and… 
we’re… 
well, we’re close.  
So. 
 
 ROD. 
Dated this chick once and her vibrator was like a little bird.   
It was literally shaped like a little bird.   
Like something you’d give a kid to play with in the bath or some shit like that.   
She was a Jew— 
I think it’s like a Jewish thing. 
 
 BEAUX. 
really? 
 
 ROD. 
I read that it’s got somethin’ to do with residual trauma— 
like from the Holocaust or… 
 
 BEAUX.    
Dude, I don’t think that’s…    
 
 ROD. 
I read that shit someplace. 
Someplace real too—not just some wiki shit. 
 
 DEVYN. 
So black girls are the same? 
 
 ROD. 
Hm? 
 
 



77. 

 

 DEVYN. 
If it’s about trauma— 
black girls must be the same   ROD. 

    You mean because of slavery and s h i t ? 
and brown girls and—   
Yeah.  Because of slavery and shit. 
 

(A silence quakes between the men.) 
 ROD. 
Well 
uh. 
I don’t really know. 
Haven’t really fucked many black girls 
or brown girls. 
 
 DEVYN. 
You fucked any black girls? 
 
 ROD. 
Uh. 
There was this… 
Once  
I did yeah— 
well, twice actually— 
there was another… 
but  
I mean, 
I’m not. 
Like. 
Obviously: 
I’m not racist or… 
 
 DEVYN. 
Yeah. 
Obviously. 
 
 ROD. 
I got more experience with this shit than you— 
 
 DEVYN. 
With black girls? 
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 ROD. 
No. 
With girls. 
In general. 

And when I saw this fuckin’ small pigeon shaped vibrator: 
I knew:   
I knew:  she didn’t want a lot of pressure on her clit when I was eating her out.   
 
 BEAUX. 
Meanwhile, Lily on the other hand— 
wants you to use a chainsaw on her clit. 
 

(BEAUX makes a repulsive gesture here.) 
(It’s painful to everyone.) 
(Except ROD.) 

 
 DEVYN. 
For fuck’s sake. 

 
 ROD. 
Well Toni’s vibrator was almost as big as Lily’s… 
but not quite. 
 
 DEVYN. 
Who is Toni again? 
 
 ROD. 
Can’t you follow anything— 
 
 BEAUX. 
Toni is the woman that Rod picked up at Circle D— 
 
 ROD. 
Not at Circle D—jesus fuck— 
are either of you listening:  I met her at the Moose Lodge. 
 
 DEVYN. 
And then went back to the trailer village. 
 
 ROD.    
At this point: 
my stomach is  
fuckin’ killin’ me. 
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 ROD (cont’d). 
Like I thought I was gonna die. 
I thought maybe I was havin’ a fuckin’ appendicitis or something. 
 
 BEAUX. 
This is why you never get food at Circle D. 
 
 ROD. 
In that moment:  I had to make a choice. 
Deal with my stomach: 
or my blue balls. 
I picked my blue balls. 
 
 DEVYN. 
Of course you did. 
 
 ROD. 
So her and I start fucking. 
And it was amazing. 
A nasty fuck with a nasty bitch. 
of course: 
her bed was a fuckin’ water bed. 
Made that bitch feel like she was  
boating through the Bermuda Triangle on a kayak. 
I pulled out all the stops with her: 
eat her out, 
fuck her, 
hook the finger, 
cum on her face— 
all of it. 
 
 DEVYN. 
Charming. 
 
 ROD. 
She wanted it— 
she liked it. 
Every second of it. 
 
 DEVYN. 
I’m sure. 
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 ROD. 
I’m serious! 
we really have to abandon this double standard shit with chicks. 
I’ve met some nasty chicks. 
Bitches really tryna wyle out. 
And then they make us guys like we’re the gross ones. 
 

(DEVYN looks to BEAUX for support.) 
 
 BEAUX. 
I’m with Rod on this one. 
 

(There’s no support to be found.) 
 
 ROD. 
I fuck this lady for hours 
and then I pass out. 
I’m high and drunk and my stomach is fucked up— 
so, 
I’m gone. 
Like I’m out-out. 
And usually once I’m out like that:  there’s nothing that can wake me up 
but something was different. 
It’s like five am and I wake up with a start— 
you know that feeling like  
you’re falling— 
it was like that. 
Like I was havin’ a nightmare, 
but I don’t think I was: 
it was the smell, 
the smell woke me up 
 
 BEAUX. 
What smell? 
 
 ROD. 
Bedroom smelled like the inside of a bathroom at a rest-stop Chipotle.   
 
 BEAUX.    DEVYN.   
Fuck.     dis-gusting. 

You didn’t notice the trailer smelled that bad when you fucked 
her? 
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 BEAUX (cont’d). 
When Rod’s in the zone:   
he doesn’t notice anything. 
 
 ROD. 
No, no, no. 
See. 

It stank 
and I knew the smell, 
knew the smell intimately. 
Because it was me. 
It was my smell. 
 
 BEAUX. 
oh fuck. 
 
 ROD. 
And I was wet. 
But not wet like water makes you wet: 
wet like mud. 
 
 BEAUX. 
oh fuck 
 
 DEVYN. 
I don’t get it. 

 
 ROD. 
I shit myself. 
Bad. 

 
 DEVYN. 
that’s fucking gross. 
 
 ROD. 
it happens— 
shit happens. 
 
 DEVYN. 
often—this happens often?! 
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 ROD. 
not often, 
but it happens. 
 
 DEVYN. 
not to me,  
it doesn’t happen to me— 
 
 BEAUX. 
it’s because he doesn’t drink enough water: 
I’ve been telling him— 
how many times have I told you? 

 
 DEVYN. 
this is why he doesn’t bottom. 
 
 ROD. 
so you two are telling me you’ve never shat your pants? 
 
 DEVYN.    BEAUX. 
never.     maybe when I was a little kid— 
 
 ROD. 
you two are full of it— 
way I see it: 
there are two types of people in this world. 
people who shit their pants 
and people who lie about shitting their pants. 

I’ve shat my pants 
and I shat Toni’s waterbed. 
I mean:  the bedroom was like the fuckin’ Chernobyl Diaries— 
And I panicked. 
 
 DEVYN. 
Please tell me you woke her up. 
 
 ROD. 

I like sorta nudged her…just to see if she was awake…but she was still out. 
I knew I had to get the fuck outta there. 
 
 BEAUX. 
so you just left?  a hit and run? 
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 ROD. 
Well. 

I didn’t want her to uh 
like:   
I didn’t want to her think it was  
me  
that shit the bed. 
 
 DEVYN. 
But it was you. 
  
 ROD. 
Right.  Right. 
But… 
like: 

I have a reputation. 
You know? 
Like I have friends  
and a job  
and a wife  
and kids  
and— 
she’s… 
well: 

I know it sounds terrible,  
but 
she’s nobody. 

And I’m not saying that she doesn’t have the potential to become somebody— 
I’m sure she will one day: 
but now she’s young 
and she has her whole life to 
bounce back from bad sex. 
 
 DEVYN. 
What did you do? 
 
 ROD. 
I took some of the shit… 
like from the bed… 
and I put it on her ass. 
Like on her asshole… 
and on her underwear. 
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 ROD (cont’d). 
But I felt bad. 

Like really bad… 
so before I left… 
I wrote her a note… 
I would’ve texted her, but I never got her number but… 
I found a scrap of paper and a sharpie and I wrote: 
I forgive you. 

I put it on my side of the bed and 
hauled ass. 
I’ve never left a place so fuckin’ fast in my life. 
it was wild— 
 
 DEVYN. 
That is fucked up on so many levels. 
 
 ROD. 
okay 

but also… 
kinda badass, right? 
Like the amount of thought I put into it. 
And I was just sorta reacting, you know? 
 
 BEAUX. 
Yeah. 
 
 BEAUX.. 
I hope she’s okay. 
 
 ROD. 
Who? 
 
 BEAUX. 
The girl you— 
 
 ROD. 
Woman 
and she has a name:  Toni. 
 
 BEAUX. 
Right.   
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ROD. 
No problem. 
I get it. 
We’re all on a journey. 

(ROD crushes his beer.) 
(Stands up.) 
(Stretches.) 
(Yawns.) 

 
  
brb 
gotta piss 
 

(ROD stumbles into the woods.) 
 
 
 BEAUX.   DEVYN. 
He’s killing me.   What the fuck? 
 
Look, I’m gonna talk to him 
and tell him about us and— 

    What the fuck were you thinking? 
Excuse me? 
 
 DEVYN. 
You left your wife? 
 
 BEAUX. 
Oh— 
we talked about that,    DEVYN. 
I thought we…   no— 
didn’t we—    no— 

Are you mad, or— 
Yes. 
I mean… 

 
(DEVYN’S hesitation makes BEAUX’S heart skip a beat.) 

 
 BEAUX. 
I thought this is what you wanted. 
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 DEVYN. 
I never said that, I never said to leave your wife. 
 
 BEAUX. 
I did it for you. 
You told me to be more comfortable with myself and learn to love myself and— 
 
 DEVYN. 
This isn’t what I meant. 
 
 BEAUX. 
But now we can be real. 
This can be real. 
  
 DEVYN. 
So what: 
just like that? 
you own me—   BEAUX. 
   Of course I don’t— 
but— 
I’m your…    
like: 
I’m your fucking boyfriend now? 
 
 BEAUX. 
Is that such a bad thing— 
 

(Footsteps.) 
(BEAUX cracks open a beer.) 
(He drinks to distract himself.) 
(DEVYN wipes his face.) 
(There’s nothing on his face, but he feels like he’s on 
fire.) 
(ROD comes back in.) 
(He dramatically zips his fly up in front of the MEN.) 
(He watches them for a moment.) 
(He looks at the chairs.)  

 ROD. 
why’d we switch? 

 
 BEAUX. 
Switch what? 
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 ROD. 
Seats. 

 
 BEAUX. 
the fuck are you talkin’ about?  We’ve been here all day— 
 
 ROD. 
No, I know that,  
I mean…Like historically.   
 
 BEAUX. 
Hm. 
uh— 

I guess I didn’t notice. 
 
 ROD. 
Really— 
you really didn’t notice? 
 
 BEAUX. 
No, I guess, I didn’t.   
Is it a big deal? 
 
 ROD. 
I mean… 
no. 
Well. 
The fact that you didn’t notice is… 
that’s a big deal, 

I think? 

 

 BEAUX. 
Sorry, I just… 
 
 ROD. 
(to BEAUX) you and I we’ve been doin’ this for ten years 
and he (re: DEVYN)— 
he’s been comin’ with for five years. 
And we always sit the same way. 
(To BEAUX.) 
You’re always to my left 
and you (to DEVYN)  
are always to my right. 
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 ROD (cont’d). 
I’m in the middle. 
Always. 

I feel… 
I feel left out,  
like you guys are over there and… 
 
 BEAUX. 
We’re all here. 
We’re here together. 
 
 ROD. 
Right.  Right. 
But it doesn’t feel that way. 
It feels… 
Can we switch? 

 
 BEAUX.    DEVYN. 
No, I’m comfortable.   Sure, no problem. 
Oh.     Ohh. 
 
Is switching really… 
 
 DEVYN. 
I don’t mind switching, it’s not a big deal— 
 
 BEAUX. 
To you. 
 
 ROD. 
It’s a big deal to you? 
 
 BEAUX. 
No.  That’s not.  I didn’t say that. 
 
 ROD. 
You kinda— 
 
 BEAUX. 
It’s clearly a big deal to you. 
 
 
 



89. 

 

 ROD. 
It just… 

it throws off the energy. 
This trip 
and these woods 
and… 
there’s an energy. 
It’s synergistic 
and  
shit. 

 
(DEVYN gets up and moves his chair to the other side of 
ROD.) 
(BEAUX is pissed.  He shoots a “Are you fucking kidding 
me?” look at DEVYN.) 
(ROD internally beams.) 

 
 BEAUX. 
Better? 
 
 ROD. 
Yea 
thanks. 

 
 DEVYN. 
Woods are quiet. 
 
 ROD. 
Always. 

 
 DEVYN. 
Not like this: 
they’re usually loud, 
like alive. 
This feels different. 
Like something is ready to break? 
 
 BEAUX. 
Maybe it is. 
 
 ROD. 
How about the seal of this tequila? 
Let’s break that. 



90. 

 

(ROD holds up the biggest handle of tequila we’ve ever 
seen.) 
(The bottle is tacky.) 
(But we can tell it’s good shit.) 
(It’s not bottom shelf.) 
(It’s not even top shelf.) 
(This is the shit they keep locked behind the counter.) 
(For all of ROD’S faults, he’s a fucking lush that knows 
how to have a good time.) 

 
 DEVYN. 
It’s early, right? 
 
 ROD. 
Never too early. 
 
 BEAUX. 
Except when it is. 
 
 ROD. 
We get one day.   
One day a year. 
This is that day.   
It’s not too early. 

(ROD digs through his bag.) 
 
 DEVYN. 
We got limes? 
 
 ROD. 
We don’t need limes. 
We take this shit raw. 

(If you were really searching for it, you’d see the half-
wink that ROD shot at DEVYN.) 
(You might convince yourself that it was a twitch or a 
mistake, but it wasn’t.) 

(Digging through his bag.) 
Shit… 
where are they… 
ah! 
got ‘em. 
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(ROD pulls out three shot glasses.) 
 ROD (cont’d). 
So I got three shot glasses. 
And we each got one. 
You gotta guess who’s who. 
 

(ROD balances the three shot glasses on his arm.) 
(BEAUX looks at the shot glasses.) 

 BEAUX. 
So we’ve got a Disney World; 
a HOOTERS, classy; 
and what the fuck is this one? 
 
 ROD. 
My handwriting is shit. 
It’s supposed to say:  HOME DEPOT. 
 
 BEAUX. 
Home Depot? 
 
 ROD. 
right 
 
 BEAUX. 
Why would Home Depot have a shot glass? 
 
 ROD.      
They wouldn’t have a shot glass… 
that’s why I made it. 

 
 (A moment of stillness.) 

Alright,  
so guess. 
 
 BEAUX. 
This is dumb. 
 
 ROD. 
C’mon! 

 
 BEAUX. 
I don’t want to do this. 
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 ROD. 
But I really thought about this and— 
 
 BEAUX. 
This is fuckin’ stupid. 
Rod, 
we’re not… 
we’re not kids anymore. 
I mean: 
guessing games and… 
 
 ROD. 
it’s not a game, it’s just— 
 
 BEAUX. 
we need to talk. 
 

(These words always stop time.) 
(Pine needles that are falling from their branches stop 
midair.) 
(ROD’S heart races.) 

 
 ROD. 
talk? 

 
 BEAUX. 
Dev and I— 
 

(DEVYN’S stomach flips.) 
(BEFORE BEAUX can speak another word, DEVYN’S 
speaking.) 

 
 DEVYN. 
I think  
I’m Home Depot, 
Beaux is Disney, 
and you’re Hooters. 
 
 ROD. 
Yeah.   
Right.   
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 ROD (cont’d). 
that’s…right. 
Damn. 
You’re no fun. 
You guessed it right on the first fuckin guess. 
 

(DEVYN and BEAUX take their glasses.) 
(A moment of quiet.) 
(DEVYN shoots BEAUX a look.) 
(It’s sharp.) 
(It’s cuts BEAUX down.) 
(ROD is to busy pouring tequila into their glasses to 
notice.) 
(The MEN take the shot.) 
(Fuck it burns.) 
(It burns so good.) 
(Liquid fucking fire.) 

 
 ROD. 
Now you gotta tell me why. 
Why you’re Disney and you’re Home Depot. 
 
 BEAUX. 
I already told you: 
I’m not playing this game. 
 
 ROD. 
Fine. 

 
(ROD turns his attention to DEVYN.) 
(DEVYN’S phone dings.) 
(He looks down at it.) 
(It shakes him.) 
(BEAUX notices.) 
(ROD doesn’t.) 

 
 DEVYN. 
sorry— 
I got nothing. 

 
(ROD pours the MEN another shot.) 
(They drink in silence.) 
(DEVYN’S phone dings again.) 
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(DEVYN looks at it.) 
(He unlocks his phone.) 
(Reads.) 
(Responds quickly.) 
(He can feel BEAUX watching him.) 

 
 BEAUX. 
Who’s texting you? 
 
 DEVYN. 
Oh— 
uh: 
it’s… 
Nobody? 
Just. 

Just birthday stuff. 
 

(Another ding.) 
(DEVYN texts back.  There’s something frantic about 
the way he texts.  Something desperate.) 
(It’s not birthday stuff.) 
(BEAUX knows it’s not birthday stuff.) 

 
 ROD. 
You get service out here? 
 
 DEVYN. 
Uh 
yeah. 
 

(DING.) 
(DEVYN looks at his phone again.) 

 
 BEAUX. 
Tell  
him  
to       ROD. 
fuck      wait:  who? 
off 
 

(ROD can tell BEAUX has inside knowledge, which 
makes ROD jealous.) 
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(DEVYN knows BEAUX is pissed.) 
(He can feel it.) 

ROD. 
I thought we said no phones, didn’t we say— 
 

(Ding.) 
     

      (Ding.) 
  
      (Ding.) 

 

       (Then the vibration from a call.) 

(DEVYN stands.) 
 
 DEVYN. 
I— 
I gotta take this- 
I’m sorry. 
I just… 

I’ll— 
I’ll… 

be right back. 
 

(DEVYN gets up.) 
Don’t… 
uh. 

I don’t wanna miss anything, so don’t talk about… 
I’ll only be a second. 
 

(DEVYN answers his phone.) 
(He moves away from the MEN.) 
(ROD and BEAUX watch him disappear into the 
woods.) 
(His muttered conversation moves away from the MEN 
and gets lost into the shadows of the pine trees.) 
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 ROD. 
I’ve missed you, you know. 
You don’t really text back the way you used to. 
 
 BEAUX. 
Things have been… 
 

(ROD grabs BEAUX’S face.) 
 
 ROD. 
I’ve missed you. 
 

(ROD pulls BEAUX in close.) 
(BEAUX doesn’t resist, but ROD is forceful.) 

 
 ROD. 
I can’t stop thinking about you… 
and… 
 
 BEAUX. 
Devyn…? 
 
 ROD. 
Yeah? 
and  
Devyn 
and… 

 
(ROD’S face is inches from BEAUX’S.) 
(ROD massages BEAUX’S back as he holds him.) 
(They’re eye-locked.) 
(ROD is holding onto BEAUX for dear life:  he’s a lone 
life-jacket in a stormy sea.) 
(ROD’S hand moves down BEAUX’S back.) 

 
 
 ROD (cont’d). 
The way you sound… 
the way you taste… 
 

(ROD’S traces the small of BEAUX’S back with his 
fingers.) 
(BEAUX’S body erupts in goosebumps.) 
(BEAUX looses control of his body.) 
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(He leaves his body.) 
(It’s like he’s watching everything from above himself.) 
(He’s there but he’s not.) 
(DEVYN is also there.) 
(He’s watching.) 
(ROD and BEAUX don’t notice.) 
(ROD’S fingertips slip just under BEAUX’S underwear 
band.) 
(ROD’S hand isn’t fully in BEAUX’S pants yet…is ROD 
teasing BEAUX?  Or is he waiting for permission?) 

 
 BEAUX. 
Stop.  We should…wait, until… 
 
 ROD. 
You really want me to stop? 
 

(ROD’S hand slips further into BEAUX’S pants.) 
(ROD grabs a handful of BEAUX’S ass.) 
(ROD squeezes it.) 
(It’s one of those squeezes that not only burns because 
of how hard the squeeze is, but also…he’s opening his 
hole.) 
(Goddamn this hurts so good.) 

 
 ROD (cont’d). 
You want me to stop? 
 

(BEAUX hardly moves.  But ROD sees him shake his 
head no.) 
(BEAUX is too winded to speak.) 
(ROD’s hand travels deeper into BEAUX’S pants.) 
(BEAUX gasps.) 
(BEAUX puts his finger inside of him.) 
 

 ROD. 
I’ve missed you… 
 
 
 BEAUX. 
We have to talk… 
 

(ROD’S finger moves deeper.) 
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(BEAUX’S grip on ROD tightens.) 
(He’s ready to get fucked right here.  Right now.) 

 
ROD. 

…how tight you are… 
 

(DEVYN watches.) 
(There’s something fiery in his eyes.) 
(It’s not wrath.) 
(It’s not even anger…what is it?) 
(Ahh, it’s jealously.) 
(Jealously but he’s also turned on.) 
(He’s so hard right now, he can’t even walk.) 
(And he hates himself for it.) 
(Jealously and self-loathing are a helluva combination.) 

 
(ROD takes his hand out of BEAUX’S pants.) 
(BEAUX’S body relaxes.) 
(ROD smells his finger.) 
 

 ROD. 
…the way you smell… 
 

(ROD puts his finger in front of BEAUX.  BEAUX smells 
it.) 

 
 ROD. 
…the way you taste… 
 

(ROD puts his finger in his mouth.) 
(He sucks them.) 
 
(BEAUX leans in.  He wants a taste.) 
(ROD offers the finger to BEAUX.  BEAUX sucks the 
finger.) 
(They collapse into each other.) 
(Forehead to forehead.) 
(Still lost in each other’s eyes.) 
(DEVYN comes in.) 

 
(ROD makes the first move.) 
(This is part of the tradition.) 
(ROD always makes the first move.) 
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(He leans into BEAUX.) 
(Kisses him on the mouth.) 
(It lingers.) 
(BEAUX snakes his hand into ROD’S pants.) 
(He moves his hand to ROD’S ass.) 
(ROD stiffens.) 
(He starts to panic.) 
(BEAUX’S hand moves aggressively.) 
(BEAUX slips a finger into ROD.) 
(ROD gasps.  He tightens.  He pushes BEAUX away.) 
(BEAUX pulls his hand out of ROD’S pants.) 
(ROD is embarrassed.) 
(BEAUX wipes his finger on his pants.) 
(A “fuck you” to ROD.) 
(ROD responds in the only way he knows how to. 
He pulls BEAUX back in and kisses him.  It’s rough and aggressive. 
There’s spit and thick tongue and teeth. 
A kiss laced with punishment.) 

 
(DEVYN moves in on the MEN.  DEVYN kisses the back 
of BEAUX’S neck while BEAUX kisses ROD.) 
(BEAUX takes off his shirt.) 
(He’s hot.) 
(DEVYN takes off his shirt.) 
(He’s hotter.) 
(Holy fuck.  How are they both this sexy?) 
 
(BEAUX and DEVYN circle each other.) 
(It’s that perfect moment where you’re rediscovering a 
body that fits perfectly into yours after a long time.) 
(BEAUX is in complete awe of DEVYN.) 
(His mouth waters, his pulse races, his cock stiffens.) 

 
(ROD’S pants come down.) 
(ROD’S underwear are flannel boxers.) 
(He probably bought them at TARGET or something.) 
(They’re long.  And not fitted.) 
(They’ve been worn several times too many.) 
(They’re faded and frayed.) 
(His flannel comes off.) 
(But he keeps his undershirt on.) 

 
(BEAUX throws DEVYN on the ground.) 
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(It’s rough.) 
(DEVYN lies on his back.) 
(BEAUX takes off his pants.) 
(His underwear are short and tight.) 
(Something bright.) 
(Like electric blue or hot pink.) 

 
(DEVYN takes his pants off too.) 
(He wears white underwear.  They are so small and so 
tight.) 
(BEAUX and DEVYN start to kiss.) 
 

(ROD digs his hand into his underwear.) 
(He starts to touch himself.) 

 
(DEVYN is on his back.) 
(BEAUX is between his legs, kissing him.) 
(BEAUX moves his hand in-between DEVYN’S legs.) 
(He plays with his balls.) 
(He teases his asshole.) 
(DEVYN gasps.) 
(Breathing gets hard.) 
(BEAUX loves that he can do this to DEVYN.) 
(DEVYN’S cock is a rock underneath his underwear.) 
(BEAUX’S is too.) 
(BEAUX grinds his cock into DEVYN’S.) 

 
(ROD moves towards the MEN.) 
(ROD kisses BEAUX’S back.) 
(If BEAUX notices, he doesn’t show it.) 
(BEAUX is completely lost in kissing DEVYN.) 
 

(A crow screeches.) 
(And just like that we remember:  we’re 
in the woods.) 
(An deep indigo gust of wind rustles 
grounded pine needles and knocks pine 
cones from the trees.) 
(A distant train.) 
(And just like that we remember:  this is 
public.) 
(And at any second:  someone could 
walk past.) 
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(ROD starts to kiss BEAUX’S neck.) 
(There is a new aggression to the way ROD kisses BEAUX.) 

 
(BEAUX starts to move down DEVYN’S neck.) 
(And DEVYN wants it.) 
 
(DEVYN wraps his legs around BEAUX’S waist.) 
(DEVYN guides BEAUX’S head lower and lower.) 
(His neck, his chest bone, his nipples.) 

 
(ROD hungrily kisses BEAUX’S neck even as BEAUX works DEVYN’S 
nipples.) 

 
(BEAUX bites DEVYN’S nipples hard.) 
(He pulls at them with his teeth.) 
(DEVYN moans.) 
(Which makes BEAUX bite them harder.) 

 
(ROD tries to kiss BEAUX’S neck, but the angle and the nipple biting 
and DEVYN’S ecstasy make it hard.) 
 
(ROD takes a step back.) 
(Watches BEAUX and DEVYN for a moment.) 
(ROD touches himself.) 
(ROD sweats.) 
(And not because of how hot it all is.) 
(ROD sweats and flushes red because he’s jealous.) 
(This isn’t the routine.) 
(This isn’t part of the plan.) 

 
(DEVYN wraps his legs even harder around BEAUX.) 
(BEAUX’S back cracks.) 
(BEAUX bites one of DEVYN’S nipples and pinches the 
other one.) 
(DEVYN’S eyes are shut.) 
(He rolls his head back in excitement.) 
(BEAUX goes back up to DEVYN’S face.) 
(They lock eyes.) 
(They smile at each other.) 
(It’s a quick smile…but it’s laced with history.) 
(It’s emotions and feelings and secrets and promises 
and late-night text conversations and) 
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(ROD sees all of it.) 
(It all flashes by him.) 
(It winds him.) 
(What the fuck.) 
(How could.) 
(What exactly.) 
(Fuck them.) 

 
(BEAUX’S head moves down DEVYN’S torso.) 
(He leaves a trail of spit wherever he goes.) 
(BEAUX’S mouth is always wet.) 
(Sometimes too wet.) 
(Not now.   Now it’s perfect.) 
(DEVYN’S body glistens.) 
(He’s wet with sweat and spit and stink and precum.) 
 
(BEAUX pinches both of DEVYN’S nipples right as his 
mouth gets to the waistband of BEAUX’S underwear.) 
(BEAUX moves in tongue underneath the waistband of 
the underwear.) 
(His tongue brushes against DEVYN’S hard cock.) 
(A tease.  A taunt.) 
(DEVYN moans.) 

 
(ROD moves in on the MEN again.) 
(He assesses the situation.) 
(He’s looking for an in.) 
(He lies on the ground beside DEVYN.) 
(He grabs DEVYN’S face and turns it towards him.) 
(DEVYN sees him.  Maybe for the first time.) 
(ROD tries to smile weakly.) 
(DEVYN breaks the moment.) 
(He leans in for the kiss.) 
(It’s a sloppy kiss.) 
(It’s wild.) 
(But there’s something formulaic about it.) 
(Something rehearsed.) 

 
(BEAUX rubs his face across DEVYN’S underwear.) 
(DEVYN’S underwear are soaked.) 
(He’s sweating like he’s never sweat before.) 
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(It’s humid in the woods.) 
(Even when it’s cool; it’s always humid.) 

 
(BEAUX puts his mouth on DEVYN’S cock through his 
underwear.) 
(DEVYN pulls away from ROD.) 

 
 DEVYN. 
f… 

…fucccckkkk…. 

 
(BEAUX looks up at DEVYN.) 
(DEVYN looks down at him.) 
(DEVYN is begging him:  keep going. take off my 
underwear. suck my cock. spit on me. fuck me. im 
yours. fuckmefuckmefuckme) 

 
(But BEAUX wants him to wait.) 
(BEAUX moves back up DEVYN’S body.) 
(BEAUX kisses DEVYN.) 
(A quick kiss.) 
(A quick kiss that somehow contains the entire makeup 
of their relationship.) 
(The kind of kiss that only comes from a deep 
understanding.) 
(A kiss that’s esoterically carved in a font that’s entirely 
their own.) 
(BEAUX slips a hand inside the leg of DEVYN’S 
underwear.) 
(He slips a finger inside him.) 
(DEVYN gasps.) 
(Not because it hurts…but because he’s ready and he’s 
never been more ready.) 
(BEAUX thrusts another finger into him.) 
(Fuck he’s tight.) 
(Fuck he’s hungry for it.) 
(Fuck he’s wet.) 
(Fuck it’s hot.) 
(Another finger.) 
 (DEVYN pulses his asshole around BEAUX’S fingers 
and that makes BEAUX’S hard cock somehow even 
harder.) 
(DEVYN starts to rock.) 
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(He’s riding BEAUX’S fingers.) 
 BEAUX. 
yeah? 

yeah? 

you like that 

 
(It’s not really a question, because BEAUX already 
knows the answer.) 

 
 DEVYN. 
mhmm… 

 
(BEAUX takes his fingers out of DEVYN’S ass and 
throws them into DEVYN’S mouth.) 
(He doesn’t have to ask for permission.  He knows 
DEVYN is into it.) 
(DEVYN tastes himself.) 
(He sucks the fingers clean.) 
(He kisses BEAUX.) 
(BEAUX tastes DEVYN.) 

 
(ROD touches himself inside his pants.) 
(ROD doesn’t want to be hard.) 
(He’s too pissed to be hard.) 
(But somehow he’s hard.) 
(He touches himself furiously.) 
(He touches himself in a pitiful way.) 
(The way you touch yourself when you’re twelve years old and only have 
thirty seconds to cum before your mom walks into the room.) 

(The humid air no longer smells like 
pine needles and fog and swamp and 
dusk.) 
(It reeks of sweat and piss and shit and 
asshole and cum and regrets and 
secrets.) 
(The air takes this on.) 
(A murky heavy fog.) 
(Like pollution.) 
(The smell drives BEAUX crazy.) 
(DEVYN is immune to it.) 
(The smell ignites ROD.) 
 

(ROD rushes to the MEN.) 
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(He grabs BEAUX’S head hard, pulling him away from DEVYN.) 
 

(ROD kisses BEAUX roughly on the mouth.) 
(It’s aggressive and primal.) 
(He bites BEAUX’S lips a bit on the way out of the kiss.) 
(A flash of fear from BEAUX.) 
(DEVYN watches it all from the ground.) 
 
 
 

 
 ROD. 
This  
isn’t 
how 
we 
start 
there’s 
a 
a 
a 

we 
have a system 
a 
routine 

and 
this 

isn’t 
how…. 
this isn’t how we start. 

 
(ROD grabs BEAUX and pulls him off of DEVYN.) 
(BEAUX stands up to face ROD.) 
(BEAUX looks at ROD.) 
(For real.) 
(And this is probably the first time this has happened.) 
(It sets a fire off inside of ROD.) 
(A fire that can only be set off when BEAUX looks at him like this.) 
(A fire that ROD never even knew existed until the first time BEAUX 
looked at him like this all those years ago.) 
(It turns his blood to gasoline, sparks his nerves, melts his organs, and 
sets him ablaze.) 
(BEAUX kisses ROD fully.) 
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(ROD kisses him back.) 
(The lingering.  The longing.  The love.) 
(BEAUX tries to take off ROD’S undershirt.) 
(ROD pulls it back down.) 
(BEAUX tries again.) 
(ROD stops him again.) 
(BEAUX looks at him.) 
(ROD shakes his head.) 
(BEAUX gives him another kiss.  Softer.  An understanding.) 
 
(BEAUX gets on all fours.) 
(DEVYN gets off his back.) 
(He also gets on all fours.) 
 
(DEVYN starts to take his underwear off.) 
 

 ROD (cont’d). 
no 
no 
no, not yet. 

 
(ROD steps back and looks at the MEN.) 
(He admires them.) 
(Asses up.) 
(Backs arched.) 
 
(ROD touches himself.) 
(Slower now and with more intention.) 
 
(ROD moves closer to the MEN.) 
(He stands over them.) 
 
(He gets behind BEAUX.) 
(He kisses his way down BEAUX’S back.) 
(He smells BEAUX’S ass through his underwear.) 
(ROD touches himself more.) 
(ROD goes to DEVYN, he smells him.) 
(ROD bites DEVYN’S ass.) 
 

(DEVYN and BEAUX start to kiss each other.) 
    
    (ROD goes back to BEAUX.) 
    (ROD peels back BEAUX’S underwear.) 
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    (ROD looks at his asshole.) 
    (ROD spits in BEAUX’S hole.) 
 
       (DEVYN and BEAUX keep kissing.) 
 

(ROD slips a finger in.) 
(He can’t wait anymore.) 
(He shoves his face into BEAUX’S ass.) 
(He eats.) 
(BEAUX moans.) 
(ROD uses one of his hands to finger DEVYN.) 
(ROD uses his other hand to jack himself off.) 
(He uses his whole face to rim BEAUX.) 
(Nose, tongue, teeth, beard…) 
(BEAUX’S body trembles.) 
 

(BEAUX and DEVYN keep kissing.) 
 
    (ROD is getting close.  He knows it.) 
    (He doesn’t want to cum, but it’s inevitable.) 
    (It’s about to happen.) 
 

ROD. 
Fuck…. 
I’m… 
 

(ROD stands up.) 
(He blows his load all over DEVYN and BEAUX.) 
(It’s aggressive.) 
(His entire body tremors and pulses.) 
(DEVYN and BEAUX are covered in him.) 
(All of him.) 

 
 ROD. 
fuck 
sorry, I… 
 

(DEVYN and BEAUX hardly notice.) 
(They keep kissing.) 
(BEAUX pulls DEVYN’S underwear off.) 

 
 ROD. 
What are you guys…? 
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(BEAUX turns DEVYN onto his side.) 
(BEAUX spits in his hand.) 
(Rubs it on DEVYN’S hole.) 
(Rubs some on his cock.) 
 

 BEAUX. 
You want it? 

 
 
 DEVYN. 
Yeah. 
 
 BEAUX. 
Beg for it. 

I wanna hear you beg. 

 
 DEVYN. 
please 

please… 

 

 BEAUX. 
yeah? 

louder. 

 
 DEVYN. 
please 

 

 BEAUX. 
what do you want 

 
(BEAUX teases the DEVYN’S asshole with the tip of his 
cock.) 

 
 DEVYN. 
stop teasing me… 

 
BEAUX. 

what do you want 

 
DEVYN. 

I want your big cock inside of— 
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 ROD. 
Guys?  I, uh… 
 
 

(BEAUX enters DEVYN.) 
 

(DEVYN gasps.) 
 ROD. 
I can… 
I can go again. 

(BEAUX fucks DEVYN.) 
(Hard.) 
(It’s all sweat and grunts and pine needles and darkness 
closing in on them.) 
 
 
(The MEN sweat.) 
 
 
(It’s a passionate and love-filled fuck.) 
 
(The day fades around them.) 
 

(ROD touches himself.) 
 
(He cums.) 

 
 

BEAUX. 
I’m… 

uh… 

I’m… 

I’m getting close. 

 

DEVYN. 
No. 

Nonono 

Not yet. 
 
(Stars explode across the sky.) 
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(BEAUX and DEVYN keep fucking.) 
 
 

(Have they forgotten about ROD?) 
 
 

(ROD touches himself again.) 
(He cums.) 
(The stars break against the night.) 
(Tears stream down ROD’S face like silent comets.) 

 
BEAUX. 

I’m… 

uh… 

I’m… 

I’m getting close. 

 
DEVYN. 

No. 

Nonono 

Not yet. 
 
(BEAUX and DEVYN keep fucking.) 
 
(ROD can’t come anymore.) 
 
 
(The stars dissolve and the sun rises.) 
 
 
(ROD slowly buttons his shirt.) 

 
 

(BEAUX and DEVYN keep having sex.) 
(They can’t stop.) 
(Their bodies are slick with sweat.) 
(Pine needles cling to them.) 
(They cling to each other.) 
(The sex hasn’t become monotonous and it never will.) 
(This is fuck is legendary.) 
(The sort of fuck that starts wars and breaks the earth 
open.) 
(The unrelenting fuck of porn-stars.) 
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(And then a sound in the distance.) 
(The sound of a faraway train, or the beginnings of a summer 
thunderstorm, or maybe an earthquake.) 
(ROD hears it.) 
(He stands.) 
(Looks through the trees.) 
 
(The sound gets closer.) 
(Branches start to snap.) 
(Leaves fall off of trees.) 
(Trees fall down.) 

 
ROD. 

Guys. 
 

(The wind picks up like it always does before something fucked up 
happens.) 
(The sky is a black swatch.) 
 
(The thunderous quake is only becoming more thunderous.) 

 
 ROD. 
What  
is 
that 
 

(ROD grabs his shotgun.) 
 

BEAUX. 
Fuck, I’m about to cum. 

 
DEVYN. 

Me too. 
 

ROD. 
Stop! 
 
  DEVYN. 

Don’t stop don’t fucking stop 

 

 BEAUX. 

Fuckkkk. 
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  DEVYN. 

 Cum inside of me. 

 

  BEAUX. 

 Yeah? 

 

  DEVYN. 

 Harder 

 

(The sound is getting closer and closer.) 
(ROD raises the shotgun.) 

 

 

ROD.    DEVYN.   BEAUX. 
STOP!   DON’T STOP    DAMN. 

STOP   DON’T STOP   SHIT. 

FUCKING STOP DON’T FUCKING STOP!  I’M GONNA FUCKIN CUM. 
 
(The EARTH shakes.) 
(Pine needles rain down on the men.) 
(Roots explode out of the earth.) 
 
(Everything glows orange.) 

 
(BEAUX moans.) 
(He cums inside of DEVYN.) 
(DEVYN loves it.) 

 
    (ROD fires the shotgun.) 

 
 (DEVYN cums.) 

 
(A giant dead buck slides in front of the men.  It’s been shot.) 

 
DEVYN. 

What the— 
 

BEAUX. 
--fuck. 
 
 



113. 

 

 ROD. 
Yeah. 
 
(To BEAUX.) 

 
What the fuck. 
 

(The three MEN look around at each other completely 
naked.) 
 

(ROD wraps his arms around his torso.) 
(BEAUX bites his nails.) 
(DEVYN covers his cock with his hands.) 

 
 

(DEVYN’S eyes fix on the deer.) 
(BEAUX’S eyes fix on DEVYN.) 
(ROD stares at BEAUX.) 

 
 
 

(Black.) 
 

(End of Act One.) 
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actTWO: a private party in the pines  

 
(The MEN silently circle the dead deer as they redress 
themselves.) 
(BEAUX and DEVYN are are on a different planet.) 
(They are exhilarated, exhausted, high, sticky, happy, 
exalted, transcended.) 
 
(ROD could kill.) 
(I mean he just did kill.) 
(But he could also kill a person.  A man.  He could kill a 
man with his bare hands.) 

 BEAUX. 
Holy.  Fuck. 
 
 DEVYN. 
That was— 
 
 BEAUX.     ROD. 
Wild.  Like—     hey uh... 
 
 DEVYN. 
I saw my whole fuckin’ life— 
 
 BEAUX. 
-flash before my eyes.  
 
 DEVYN. 
The shot was all— 
 
 BEAUX.     ROD. 
Bam!     g u y s 
 
 DEVYN. 
And we were all 
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 BEAUX. 
(Orgasm sound.) 
Uhhhhh...! 
 
 DEVYN. 
And the deer was all— 
 
 BEAUX. 
Ugh!  
I’m    
dead. 

  
 DEVYN. 
And my ears popped! 
 
 BEAUX.     ROD. 
Mine fuckin’ too!    shotguns are loud and 

 
 DEVYN. 
My shit is still fuckin’ ringin.   stuff. 
 
 BEAUX. 
That deer was on some shit. 
 
 DEVYN. 

Some nut shit. 
 
 BEAUX. 
He was tryna run the fuck down— 
 
 DEVYN. 
Prolly got rabies or some shit like that. 
 
 BEAUX. 
That’s why his eyes was all crooked  
 
 DEVYN. 
and crazy. 
 
 BEAUX. 
And bull big as shit. 
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 DEVYN.     ROD. 
This deer is fuckin’ huge.   uhm 
 

BEAUX. 
I’ve never seen a deer— 
 
 DEVYN.     ROD. 
--that big before.    guys? 
 
 BEAUX. 
Yeah, but I grew up out in the woods— 
  
 DEVYN.    we have a system 
right, right     
 
 BEAUX. 
--and so I’m accustomed to seein’ deer  a thing 
 
 DEVYN. 
true—      a fucking plan 
 
 BEAUX. 

And this.     a way that we operate 
    

 DEVYN.  
This ain’t normal.    a routine 
 
 BEAUX. 
Abnormal fasure.     
 
 DEVYN. 
Maybe she’s pregnant.    a way 
 
 BEAUX. 
Nah, he’s a bro.     and that 
 
 DEVYN. 

How do you know—    that wasn’t... 
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 BEAUX.     ROD (cont’d). 

The horns man.     that wasn’t fucking it 
   
 DEVYN. 

But couldn’t it—    that wasn’t fucking it 
 
 BEAUX.    

It’s biology.     that wasn’t fucking it 
 

       

THAT WASN’T FUCKING IT. 
  

W... 
 
 

Wh... 
 

Wha... 
 
 
 
 

What was     that? 

 
(ROD’S question pulses between the MEN.) 
(The question is on fire.) 
(It burns everything between them.) 

 
 DEVYN. 
The deer?    ROD. 
I dunno, you tell me—  No.  
you guys are the ones   Not the deer. 
who are from out here.  I’m not talking about the fucking deer. 
 
 

Don’t make me say it. 
Please. 

 
 BEAUX. 
Look.  Rod— 
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 DEVYN. 
Hey. 

No. 
Uh. 

Let’s… 
C’mon. 
Let’s go back. 
I’m hungry  
and freaked out 
and 
and we can talk back at the cabin. 
 
 BEAUX. 
I can’t wait any longer. 
 
 DEVYN. 
You can though. 
 
 ROD. 
Wait for what? 
 
 DEVYN. 
It’s my birthday... 
this is my birthday. 
And I want to use my birthday veto to table this discussion and— 
  
 BEAUX. 
We have to talk. 
 

DEVYN.   ROD. 
Fucking.  Really?  Talk? 

That’s what we’re doing. 
That’s what we’ve been doing. 
All day. 
We talked 
And then we fucked 
just like normal,  
but it wasn’t  
and... 

 BEAUX. 
Talk-talk. 
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 ROD. 
Oh? 
Okay. 
Cool. 

About? 
 
 DEVYN. 
I really think we should— 
 
 ROD. 
Just  
shut the fuck up,  
okay?! 
 

(The words slice through DEVYN.) 
(ROD wasn’t expecting to blow up like this.) 
(DEVYN stops talking.) 

I’m sorry. 
I didn’t... 

I didn’t mean that 
 
 BEAUX. 
It’s  
about  
us 
 
 ROD. 
Us? 
What us? 
Who us? 
 

(BEAUX locks eyes with DEVYN before he speaks.) 
 
 BEAUX. 
us-us 

(ROD starts to catch on.) 
 
 ROD. 
like you two? 
like the us that’s… 

the us that’s you and him 
and him and you 
the us that’s not me 
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 BEAUX. 
Yeah. 
 
 ROD. 
And what is there to talk about? 
 

(A silence.) 
(A silence that’s punctuated by evening falling all 
around them.) 
(Night animals wake up and start hunting.) 
(Day animals get hunted.) 
(Leaves crunch.) 
(The wind smells like burning trash.) 
(That’s what people do out here.  They burn their trash.) 
(And someone, someplace is burning their trash right 
now.) 

 
 BEAUX. 
Dev and I have gotten close. 
and every year we get closer and closer 
and  
now… 
we 
like… 

 
 ROD. 
So what? 
You two have been.... 
texting each other. 
Like...  
alone? 

and not in the group? 
 
 BEAUX.    
there have been texts 
and—   
 
 ROD. 
But that’s.... 
that’s:  against the rules— 
 
 BEAUX. 
Whose rules? 
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 ROD. 
The.  
Rules. 
 
 BEAUX. 
But whose rules are they? 
 
 ROD. 
They’re... 
they’re just... 
they’re ours. 

They’re our rules  
about how we... 

how we... 
and... 

 
I wanna see. 
The texts. 
I wanna see. 
 
 BEAUX. 
No. 
 
 ROD. 
Why? 
 
 BEAUX. 
Because they’re... 
 
 ROD. 
Private? 
 
 BEAUX. 
Personal. 

 
 ROD. 
What do you guys talk about? 
 
 BEAUX. 
Just stuff. 
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 ROD. 
Just stuff 

that I can’t be part of? 

 
 BEAUX. 
It’s not even like that, 
it’s not even deep— 
 
 DEVYN. 
it’s really not— 

 
 ROD.     
You talk about me? 
 
 BEAUX. 
It’s not about you. 
 
 ROD. 
But: 
do I ever come up? 
 
 BEAUX. 
sometimes:  yes 
 
 ROD. 
And what do you say? 
 

(A dark silence falls over the MEN.) 
(Somewhere in the distance a hawk screams.) 
(An indigo breeze that reeks of night rattles through the 
trees.) 

You guys shit-talk? 
 
 BEAUX. 
No 
we don’t shit-talk. 
It’s not like that. 
 

(ROD corners BEAUX.  He lowers his voice so DEVYN 
can’t hear.) 
(But DEVYN’S ears are good, so he can definitely hear.) 
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 ROD. 
We got him 
because you wanted to top so fuckin’ bad, 
you wanted to top so goddamned bad and I wasn’t enough— 
he’s only here 
so that you’d stay 
in the woods 
with me. 
 
 BEAUX. 
things have changed. 
 
 ROD. 
but it’s just texts— 
like we can fix this— 
we can get back to how it was? 
 
 BEAUX. 
We’ve been meeting up. 
 
 DEVYN. 
Beaux— 
c’mon. 
 

(ROD is winded.) 
(He’s been kicked in the gut.) 
(Over and over and over again.) 

 BEAUX. 
I want to be honest with you. 
I care about you and— 
 
 ROD. 
You guys have sex? 
Like without me? 
 
 DEVYN. 
Sometimes. 
But most days we 
just get dinner 
or see a movie 
 

(Somehow this makes it worse.) 
 



124. 

 

 ROD. 
This was always our thing. 
Ever since we were little kids, 
this was always gonna be our thing. 
 
 BEAUX. 
Things haven’t been the same between us— 

 
 ROD. 
But they have! 
They have been the same— 
it’s always the same. 
Good. 

 
 BEAUX. 
Maybe for you. 
 

(ROD fills his shotglass.) 
(He looks at his shot glass.) 
 

 ROD (cont’d). 
Hooters, because I’m a nasty dick. 
 

(ROD takes the shot.) 
(He pours a shot into BEAUX’S shot glass.  He drinks it.) 

 
Disney World because you make me happy, 
 

(ROD pours tequila into DEVYN’S shot glass.  It’s a 
heavy pour.  Some of it spills out of the glass and onto 
ROD’S hand. ROD licks his hand.) 

 
Home Depot because you fix us. 
 

(ROD drinks the shot.) 
 
That’s just... 

 
(ROD’S sentence dissolves into the sky.) 
(It’s gone.) 
(His rage bubbles up from inside him.) 
(ROD takes a deep breath.) 
(ROD grabs BEAUX.  He grabs him hard.) 
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(ROD looks into BEAUX’S eyes.) 
(BEAUX is afraid.) 
(ROD is more afraid.) 

 
 ROD (cont’d). 
After 
 
 
 
 
everything  
 
 
 
 
 
we’ve 
 
 
 
 
 
beenthroughyoudothis 
 

(ROD can’t finish the sentence.) 
(But BEAUX knows exactly where it’s going.) 
(And even that is too much for ROD.) 
(He lets go of BEAUX.) 
(BEAUX stumbles backwards as if he’d been pushed.) 
(He wasn’t pushed.) 
(But he might as well have been.) 
 
(ROD snorts through his nose.) 
(He sucks in all the snot.) 
(He hocks a gigantic loogie.  It heavily flies over BEAUX 
and DEVYN’S heads.) 
(It almost lands on them.) 
(DEVYN and BEAUX both flinch.) 

 
 BEAUX.   DEVYN. 
what the fuck dude?  gross 
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 ROD. 
sorry 
allergies 

 
(ROD cracks open a beer.  Chugs it.) 
(The woods crackle around them.) 
(Sounds of night are closing in on them.) 

 
 BEAUX. 
I’m  
sorry we wanted to tell you sooner— 
we should have told you— 
 
 ROD. 
fuck it. 
don’t apologize: 
Seems like a congratulations is in order. 
I’m fuckin’ happy for you guys. 
Thrilled even. 
My boys are... 
growing up  
and... 
moving on. 
 
 DEVYN. 
It’s not really like that… 
 
 ROD. 
You guys have taught me so much. 

So fuckin’ much 
and  
and  
I’m sittin here  
and I’m thinkin’ 
what the fuck can I teach you all? 
what can I teach you two educated fucks? 
and then it hits me... 
 

(ROD kicks the deer.) 
 
I’d bet money that you guys don’t know shit about field dressin’ a deer. 
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(This clouds the air.) 
(The pine trees shake.) 
(Pine needles fall.) 

 
 DEVYN. 
What… 
what’s  
field dressing a deer? 
 
 BEAUX. 
It’s— 
 
 ROD. 
It’s the whole reason,  
we’re “out here”. 
It’s the whole fuckin’ shebang. 
 

(ROD pulls out a knife.) 
(Something in BEAUX retreats.) 
(DEVYN isn’t scared.) 
(But he probably should be.) 
 

It was one of the first things I ever learned. 
My daddy taught me four things: 
crying is for pussies, 
guns only work if the safety is off, 
don’t ever play with a Ouija board, 

and  
how to field dress a deer. 
 

(ROD kneels down beside the deer.) 
(The way ROD handles the knife is scary.) 
(Like at any moment, he could snap.) 
(Snap and--) 

 ROD (cont’d). 
(To DEVYN.) 
Sit over there. 
 

(ROD points near the head of the buck.) 
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(DEVYN goes and sits by the deer’s head.) 
(ROD heaves the deer.) 
(ROD drops the head and upper body of the deer into 
DEVYN’S lap.) 
(DEVYN squirms.) 

 
 
 ROD (cont’d). 
He’s not gonna bite you; 
he’s deader than a goddamned doornail. 
 

(The deer sits in DEVYN’S lap.) 
(Belly up.) 
(Facing the sky.) 
(Blood oozes out of the deer.) 

 
 ROD (cont’d). 
The first step is  
you gotta make sure he’s dead. 
 
 DEVYN. 
I’m pretty certain he’s— 
 

(ROD pulls out his pistol.) 
(Points it at the side of the deer’s head.) 
(The deer’s head that is resting in DEVYN’S lap.) 
 
(ROD pulls the trigger.  It all happens so fast.) 
 
(Blood and deer brain explode all over DEVYN.  He’s 
shocked.) 

 
 DEVYN. 

What the fuck?! 
 
 ROD.    DEVYN.     BEAUX. 
Step one is complete.  You could’ve killed me!   Oh my god! 
I’d say this deer is   You almost fuckin shot me!  Are you alright?! 

dead.  
          Babe? 
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(As soon as BEAUX says “Babe” he knows he’s fucked 
up.) 
(ROD knows the “babe” isn’t to him.) 
(It’s to DEVYN.) 
 
(DEVYN stands.) 
(The deer limply falls off his lap.) 

 
 DEVYN. 
I’m 
fine. 

 
 ROD. 
I was never gonna shoot you. 
I shot away from you.  
 
 DEVYN. 
bullshit! 
 
 ROD. 
Relax. 
You gotta relax. 
 
 DEVYN. 
Fuck you! 
 
 ROD. 
Look. 
The lesson is just gettin’ started 
and...I really wanna finish. 
Okay? 
Babe. 
 

(Something about the way ROD holds the gun makes 
everything threatening.) 
(He’s too fast with it.  He’s too comfortable with it.) 
(And DEVYN knows.) 
(He’s not pointing it directly at DEVYN…but he might as 
well be.) 
(So DEVYN goes back to the deer and props the animal 
back up in his lap.) 
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 ROD. 
And you... 
(to BEAUX.) 
you’re gonna be on this end. 
With me. 
 

(ROD kneels inbetween the deer’s hind legs.) 
C’mhere. 
 

(BEAUX sits down beside ROD.) 
 
Not there...you’re taking the lead. 
 
 BEAUX. 
But I don’t know how. 
 
 ROD. 
I’m gonna show you. 
 

(BEAUX moves in front of ROD.) 
(ROD moves as close as he can to BEAUX without 
actually touching him.) 
(A current of electricity pulses through BEAUX.) 
(He hopes DEVYN didn’t notice.) 
(He really hopes ROD didn’t notice.) 
(DEVYN and ROD both noticed.) 
 
(ROD pulls out his knife.) 
(He can’t just pull it out.  It’s ROD.) 
(Even pulling out a knife is a production.) 

 
 ROD. 
these animals are so… 
they’re really so impressive, 
so muscular. 
Did you know… 
the smell of deer urine attracts other deer? 
 
(ROD whispers this into BEAUX’S ear.) 
They love the smell of piss. 
 

(ROD lets his breath linger in BEAUX’S ear.) 
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… …

 
 ROD (cont’d). 
Now in most circumstances, we’d be wearing gloves for this. 

But...we’re men. 

And we can handle a little blood. 
Right? 
 

… …

 
Take the knife. 
 

 
 ROD. 
You gotta cut a hole  

around his anus. 

 
 BEAUX. 
Wha....what? 

 
 ROD. 

Use all that top-energy you built up. 
Just take the knife  
and... 
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ROD (cont’d). 
You’re gonna trace his asshole with the blade... 
but not too deep... 
if you puncture the colon, 
all the meat will be poisoned 

so 
just 
tease 

his  
hole. 
 

… …

 ROD (cont’d). 
Good. 
Very nicely done. 
 
Next, 
cut there. 

 

 
Pull those out. 

Those are his balls. 

 

… …

 
It’s always sad when that happens. 
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ROD (cont’d). 
You’re taking something from him— 
changing him. 
 

 
 
Slide the knife in there 

slice him. 
 

 
 

… …  
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… …

… …
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… …

 
(The MEN all breathe together.) 
(They all look at each other.) 
(Then they hear something.) 
(Branches crash.) 
(Leaves crumble.) 
(Pine needles crunch.) 
(Footsteps.) 
(Heavy.  Loud footsteps.) 
(And panting.) 
(Ragged panting.) 
(It’s headed right for them.) 
(Like a train.) 
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 ROD. 
you hear that? 
 
 DEVYN. 
yea 
 
 BEAUX. 
what is it? 
 
      (MO stumbles out of the forest.) 
      (She only wears a bra and underwear.) 
      (She is covered in blood.) 

(She walks right for the MEN.) 
(She collapses.) 
(Did she just die?) 

 
 
 ROD.   BEAUX.   
Fuck.   Shit.    
  
 DEVYN. 

What the actual f— 
 

(Black.) 
(End of Act Two.) 
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actTHREE…a private party in the pines 
 

 
 

(The deer is still on the ground.) 
(He’s gutted.) 
(And dead.) 
 
(MO is also on the ground.) 
(She isn’t gutted.) 
(But she might be dead?) 
 
(The MEN circle her.) 

 
 DEVYN. 

This is bad.  

So bad.     BEAUX. 

So,     shit 
so,     shit, 

so,     shit, 

so,     shit,     ROD. 

fuckin’ bad.  shit,    whatdowedo? 

     shit! 

[to BEAUX] 
What 

do  

we  

do? 
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 BEAUX. 

I don’t fuckin’ know— 
why are you lookin at me? 

[t0 DEVYN] why the fuck is he lookin at— 

Why is this my fuckin’ problem! 
I’ve got nothin’ to do with this—nothing! 
 
 ROD. 
I know, I just— 
you’re usually the logical one and— 
 
 BEAUX. 
logic? 
you think this shit is fuckin’ logical? 

a damned near naked bitch covered in blood just stumbled outta the fuckin forest into our  

circle jerk— 
this isn’t fuckin’ logical! 
 
 DEVYN. 
We gotta call for help. 
 
 ROD. 
Right.   
That’s good, 
that’s… 
We should— 
 
 DEVYN. 
--call for help. 
 

[ROD takes his phone out. 
Quick glance.] 

 
 ROD.      
I don’t have signal out here.   
 
 BEAUX. 
I never have signal out here. 
 
 ROD. 
I know.  That’s why we come out here. 
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 BEAUX. 
[to DEVYN] 
You were texting away earlier. 
You have signal, 
why don’t you— 
 
 DEVYN. 
My phone died. 

 
 BEAUX. 
Of course it did. 
 
 ROD. 
Let’s just go back towards the cabin.  We can call for help there. 
 
 BEAUX. 
My phone signal sucks there too. 
 
 ROD. 
We still got a landline there. So that’ll— 
 
 BEAUX. 
Right. 
 
 DEVYN. 
Do we bring her? 
 
 ROD. 
We can’t just leave her out here.  Right? 
 
 DEVYN. 
We bring her with us. 
 
 BEAUX. 
Like drag her? 
 
 DEVYN. 
I was thinking carry?     ROD. 
Like we could carry her. Right 
    right 
    She doesn’t weigh that much, I’m sure I could— 
 

(A phone ding.) 
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(ROD and BEAUX both know it’s not their phones.) 
(They both look at DEVYN.) 
(Another ding.) 
(And another.) 
(The WOMAN, the dead deer, the forest all seem to 
dissolve.) 

 
 BEAUX. 
I thought you… 
I thought you said your phone was dead. 
 
 ROD. 
he did. 
he just said… 
 
 DEVYN. 
shit 

right 
I guess  
I thought 
by accident? 

that  
it had 
died  
or…? 
 
 BEAUX. 
gimme your phone. 

 
 DEVYN. 
wha— 
 
 BEAUX. 
gimme 
 
your  
 
phone 
 

(The air fills with danger. 
A breeze quietly assaults the pine trees. 
Pine needles fall to their deaths on the forest floor.) 
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(BEAUX’S eyes go black with jealously.) 

 
 DEVYN. 
I’m not giving you my phone. 
I can just call— 
I’ll call the police myself and— 
 
 BEAUX. 
I said: 
gimme 

the  

fucking  
phone. 

 

 
ROD. 

dude, 
c’mon. 
it’s not that deep, 
just let him— 
 
 BEAUX. 

shut the fuck up. 
 

(ROD starts to say something, but stops short. 
He bites his tongue. 
Literally. 
ROD isn’t used to BEAUX being the alpha. 
This has him fucked up.) 

 
 BEAUX (cont’d). 
loss of words? 
not used to someone else being the top are you? 
 

(BEAUX walks around ROD. 
He grabs a handful of his ass and squeezes. 
ROD shudders. 
He shakes BEAUX off. 
BEAUX goes to DEVYN. 
He stands inches from him.) 
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 BEAUX. 
I’d like to see your phone, please. 
 
 DEVYN. 
no 
 
 ROD. 
why do you need to see his phone? 
 
 BEAUX. 
I wanna know what the big secret is. 
 
 DEVYN. 
there is no  secret. 
 
 BEAUX. 
so who are you texting? 
 
 DEVYN. 
just a friend 
 
 BEAUX. 
a friend? 
 
 DEVYN. 
I said. 
a friend. 
it’s my birthday and I’m getting texts and dms and— 
 
 BEAUX. 
so if it’s just a friend, why can’t I see your phone? 
 
 DEVYN. 
because 

it’s my phone 
 

(BEAUX stands there inches from DEVYN.  He takes a 
deep breath in.  He’s breathing DEVYN in.  He can taste 
him.) 

 
 BEAUX. 
I think we’re being played. 
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 ROD. 
what do you… 
 
 BEAUX. 
I don’t like being played. 
 
 ROD. 
dude 
what are you talking about? 

 
 BEAUX. 
who is he?     ROD.   
hm?     (to DEVYN) 
someone younger?   what’s he… 
 
 DEVYN. 
you’re crazy. 
 

(DEVYN tries to step around BEAUX. 
(BEAUX blocks his path. 
BEAUX pushes him back a little bit. 
Not enough to make DEVYN fall, but enough to be 
scary.) 

 
 BEAUX. 
I don’t think I am. 
 
 DEVYN. 
I’m here with you guys. 
Why would I be here with you guys if— 
  
 BEAUX. 
so why can’t I see your phone? 
 
 DEVYN. 
because it’s private 

 
(BEAUX leans in close to DEVYN. 
He whispers to him. 
His whisper is so soft that you almost… 
almost can’t hear him. 
This whisper slinks it’s way down DEVYN’S ear and 
makes its way to his heart 
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and just for a second, it makes his heart stop beating.) 
 BEAUX. 
I stick my tongue  

deep inside the orifice  
that you shit out of, 
nothing between us is private. 

 
(BEAUX gives DEVYN a light peck on the neck and 
moves away from him.) 
(BEAUX moves towards ROD. 
He vacillates between the MEN, 
he’s holding court.) 

 
 BEAUX (cont’d). 
See. 
I’m not a fucking detective…but 
I am one of those guys who can always see the twist coming in a movie. 
And my assumption, 

my hypothesis if you will  
is: 
Devyn here has someone else.     ROD. 
Another young, strapping lad.    is that true— 

And we— 
us Rod— 
the two of us— 
we’re just… 
fuck, we’re just play-things. 
Here to dick this faggot down 
and buy him shit he can’t afford on his own. 
 

(This crackles through the trees like a fire.) 
(An owl screeches across the woods.) 
(Cicadas howl their menacing chorus.) 

 
 DEVYN. 
that’s 
not 
true. 

 
 BEAUX. 
(to ROD) 
get his phone. 
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(ROD walks over to DEVYN.  He seems bigger now, 
DEVYN seems smaller.) 
(ROD puts his hand out calmly.) 
(But a storm brews behind ROD’S eyes.) 
(There black with jealously.) 
(DEVYN hands ROD the phone, because he’s fucking 
scared.) 
(ROD takes the phone and hands it to BEAUX.) 
(BEAUX puts the phone on a nearby stump.) 
(He grabs the shotgun and bashes the phone in with the 
butt of the gun.  It splinters and cracks into a million 
pieces.) 

 
 ROD.   DEVYN. 
dude   what the fuck?! 
 
 BEAUX. 
don’t worry, 
I’ll buy you a new one. 

(BEAUX winks at DEVYN.  Then licks his lip, an 
instinct.  DEVYN shudders.) 
(BEAUX kicks the phone off the stump. 
Its’ nothing but trash now. 
It lands in the pine needles somewhere near MO. 
BEAUX drops the shotgun.) 

 DEVYN. 
you happy now? 
 
 ROD. 
is it true— 
what he— 
 
 DEVYN. 
I think we need to deal with this— 
with her— 
she’s probably dead now 
(to BEAUX) 

and that’s gonna be on you. 
 
 BEAUX. 
fuck it— 
fuck her— 
why would we even bother? 
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 DEVYN. 
What are you talking about. 
 
 ROD. 
yeah dude 
I get that you’re angry 
and shit— 

but we  
we 
uh 
we 
gotta help her— 
 
 BEAUX. 

No, no, no, no, no— 
we gotta think. 
use our fuckin’ heads! 
 
 DEVYN. 
think? 
what is there to think about?! 
 
 BEAUX. 

THIS! 
This bitch is dead— 
 
 ROD.     DEVYN.    
We don’t know if she’s dead.  She’s not a bitch. 
 
 BEAUX. 

She’s  

dead. 
(BEAUX nudges MO with his foot.) 
(MO doesn’t move.) 

 ROD. 
Dude! 
Don’t fuckin’ kick her!    
 
 BEAUX. 
I didn’t kick her. 
I nudged her   with my foot. 
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 BEAUX (cont’d). 
And.... 
she didn’t move. 
Cuz 
She’s dead. 

(BEAUX sits down beside MO.) 
(He puts his hand to her neck.) 
(He checks her pulse.) 

 
 ROD. 
Do you even know what the fuck you’re doing? 
 
 BEAUX. 
I was a lifeguard for five whole summers. 
 
 ROD. 
Yeah til they fired your ass. 
 
 BEAUX. 
It was a high school job. 
I graduated high school. 
And left. 
Unlike you. 
They didn’t fire me.  
 
 ROD. 
Bull-fucking-shit. 
It just happened to be that same summer   BEAUX. 
when Jack-Jack Brock mysteriously sunk Oh. 
to the bottom of the deep-end   Fuck you!    DEVYN. 
on your watch.     And whose fault was that? Guys. 
Kid came out of the pool so blue   Your fault!  You fuckin’    
and bloated, the coroner   had me in the locker room Guys! 
said he must’ve been down there  naked and confused 
for at least forty-five minutes   dealin’ with all your closeted, 
and nobody noticed.      sociopathic bullshit! 

          GUYS! 

 

WHAT?!     WHAT?! 
          Fuck Jack-Jack. 

Seriously: 
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              DEVYN (cont’d). 
Fuck.  That.  Dude.   
We gotta deal with this. 
With her. 
 

(ROD reaches out and feels MO’S pulse.) 
(Nothing.) 

 
 ROD. 
Fuck! 
 
 DEVYN. 
what? 

 
 ROD. 
He’s right. 
She 
is  
dead. 
 
 BEAUX.   DEVYN. 
I told you!   fuck 
I’m not an idiot. 
 

(BEAUX starts to pace erratically.) 
(He is losing his shit.) 

 
fuck 

fuck 

fuck 

FUCK! 

 
(ROD grabs BEAUX by the arms.  He grabs him hard.  
Not hard enough to hurt him, but hard enough for him 
to feel it. To know:  he’s there.) 
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(ROD speaks softly now, he’s only talking to BEAUX.) 
(BEAUX takes a deep breath, he relaxes into ROD’S 
arms.) 
(DEVYN just watches.  It’s not the first time he’s felt like 
a third wheel…but it’s definitely one of the last.) 

 
ROD. 

Everything is going to be just fine. 
 
 BEAUX. 
fine? 
Everything is going to be just FINE?! 
Everything is not fine, 
everything is so not fine. 

Beyond not fine. 
 
 DEVYN. 
We have to call the cops. 
 
 BEAUX. 
The cops? 
The fucking COPS? 
 
 DEVYN. 
yea 

 
 BEAUX. 
the kid who’s been screamin’ 
“defund the police” 
on insta for months  
suddenly wants to… 
call the police? 
 
 DEVYN. 
there’s not really another option right now— 
is there? 
 
 BEAUX. 
So what? 
we call the police— 
and, and— 
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 BEAUX. 
The police— 
the fucking police 
are uh 
just  
uh 
gonna come out here 

to the fucking woods—  

and, and, and 
we’re gonna say— 
we’re gonna— 
what exactly are we gonna say? 
 
 ROD. 
We’re gonna tell them what happened. 
 
 BEAUX. 
Which is what? 
Hm? 
What  
happened? 
 
 DEVYN. 
We were out here…. 
hunting… 

and 
uh 

this  
this 
this lady  
just like 
uh 
she  

stumbled ? 
out of the woods  
and  
and then… 
died ? 
in front of us. 
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 BEAUX. 
Real fuckin’ believable. 
I don’t believe that  
and  

I watched it fuckin’ happen. 
 
 DEVYN. 
it’s the truth. 
 
 BEAUX. 
right. 
the truth. 

 
(BEAUX spits.) 
(There’s a stormy darkness to this exchange.) 
(ROD’S mind is racing a million miles a minute.) 
(When he speaks, there’s a vulnerability.) 

 ROD. 
And 
if the police come out here 
like 
what will we tell them about… 

like about us? 
 
 DEVYN.     BEAUX. 
Are you fucking kidding me—   [trying to get ROD on his team] Exactly! 

that’s what your thinking about? 
 
 ROD. 
I’m just… 
asking. 
How would we explain— 
 
 DEVYN. 

We’re hunting. 
We’re out here  
because we’re hunting- 
which we are 
there are guns 
and a dead animal 
and— 
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 BEAUX. 
And she’s covered in us. 
We’ve all busted a nut out here. 
We’re all over her. 
We’re three brown men,   
alone in the woods,  
covered in blood,    DEVYN. 

surrounded by guns,   deer blood! 
dicks in our hands, 
and a dead white lady at our feet. 
 
 ROD. 
shit 
this is 
this is… 

 
 DEVYN. 
They’ll do an autopsy. 
They’ll know that we didn’t— 
we didn’t touch her. 
 
 BEAUX. 
That’s not how this shit works. 
 
 DEVYN. 
I’m fuckin’ gay,  
I’m gay as shit— 
I’ve never touched a woman before— 
I wouldn’t have touched her, 
I’m fuckin gay— 
 

(ROD explodes.  He grabs DEVYN by the shoulders and 
screams at him.) 

 
 ROD. 

But I’m not fuckin’ gay— 
so what about me?! 
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(ROD and DEVYN stand there looking at each other.  
ROD sweats.  DEVYN shivers even though he’s not 
cold.) 
(Their lungs fill together.) 
(ROD presses his forehead against DEVYN’S.) 

 
 ROD (cont’d). 
what 

about 

me 

(BEAUX watches this moment for a second.) 
(ROD and DEVYN breathe together.) 
(BEAUX’S breathing is erratic.) 
 

 BEAUX. 

Hey. 
 

(ROD and DEVYN break away from each other.) 
 
I think we clean her up first. 
Like: 
get us off of her. 
 

DEVYN. 
you’re acting like this is a crime scene— 
 

BEAUX. 

this is a fucking crime scene! 
 

ROD. 
that’s not a bad idea. 
 

BEAUX. 
We can use the tequila to like… 
wash her? 
 
 DEVYN. 
That’s not gonna  work. 

Then she’s just gonna be covered in us and tequila! 
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 BEAUX. 
(ignoring this) 
Once she’s cleaned, 
we just…leave. 
 
 DEVYN. 
Like…  
go home? 
 
 BEAUX. 
No— 
nononono: 
we just… 
go back to the cabin for the night. 

Have some drinks, 
play some games,  
f u c k—     DEVYN. 
just like …    how can you even think about that right now— 
normal, 
like— 
none of this 
ever happened. 
 
 ROD. 
And then…? 
 
 BEAUX. 
We come out here tomorrow. 
Like we usually would. 
And we find her. 
And then we call for help. 
By that point, maybe some animals will have picked away at her or… 
 
 DEVYN. 
This is fuckin’ sick. 

 
 BEAUX. 
Or— 
or— 
what if… 
what if we just… 
burn her? 
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 DEVYN. 
We’re not burning her! 
 

BEAUX. 
I know it sounds crazy—    DEVYN. 
but if—      crazy?! 
if we burn her     you think it sounds crazy?! 
and scatter the ashes    it’s fucking-fucked up! 
it’ll be a long time before anyone finds her. and! 

and!  
then we will have committed a crime! 

 
 ROD. 
but— 
they’ll never know about us 

about this— 
that we were here 
doing this. 
 
 DEVYN. 
We’re not doing this— 
I’m not gonna let you all burn her. 
 
 BEAUX. 
And how are you gonna stop us? 
 

(BEAUX and ROD look at DEVYN.) 
(DEVYN is defenseless.) 
(ROD moves towards DEVYN.) 

 
 ROD. 
Maybe you should just… 
go back to the cabin. 
And wait. 
 

(DEVYN turns and looks at MO.) 
 
 DEVYN. 
I’m not leaving her out here with— 
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 DEVYN (cont’d). 

FUCKING STOP! 
 

…

…

… …

 
 DEVYN. 
We can’t just…burn her 
like a piece of trash. 
 

 
 ROD. 
But we have to— 
you don’t get it, 
you don’t understand! 
 
 DEVYN. 

understand?! 
I don’t understand because I don’t want to burn this lady?! 

 
 ROD. 
You don’t have shit to lose! 
You’re young 

and don’t know any-fucking-thing! 

I have a job— 

at a fucking high school 



159. 

 

ROD (cont’d).  
and a wife 
and a daugher. 
What am I supposed to do? 

Hm? 

Tell my wife and daughter that while I was out here fucking you two— 

fucking two men 

that a woman just crawled out of the woods naked and died?! 

Do you know how fucked up that sounds?! 

I can’t go to jail— 
I can’t lose my job— 

my job as a fucking teacher— 

my daughter is fifteen! 

She’s fifteen and I can’t… 
I can’t  

go to jail 

for  

stupid  

shit. 
 
 DEVYN. 

So what? 
You’re just gonna burn her then?! 
That’s your fuckin’ answer?! 

 

 
 ROD. 

I don’t know! 
I don’t know, 
I don’t… 
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 ROD (cont’d). 
I 
I can’t… 
I…? 

(The forest is silent.) 
 
(MO’S eyes are open.) 
(Wide open.) 

 DEVYN. 
Why are her eyes open—    BEAUX.   

why the fuck are her eyes—  Oh my fuck!    ROD. 
          shit… 

Maybe she’s not dead? 
She’s dead— 
she has to be… 

 
(ROD opens her mouth.) 
(He starts giving her CPR.) 
(He doesn’t really know what’s he’s doing.) 
(But he’s trying.) 
 
 BEAUX (cont’d). 
she’s fucking dead! 
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(BEAUX takes the bottle of tequila and starts pouring 
the rest of it on MO.) 
 

 BEAUX (cont’d).    DEVYN. 
She’s dead,      Fucking put that down! 
she’s dead and we have to…    

we have to get rid of her and—   Beaux! 

      What the fuck! 

 
(ROD grunts in pain.) 
(He’s screaming.) 
(But he can’t quite scream because MO is biting his 
tongue.) 
(MO lets go, ROD falls off of her.  Blood pours out of his 
mouth. 
(And just like that, MO has sprang to her feet.) 
(BEAUX drops the tequila.) 
(MO spits out blood…it’s not hers, it’s ROD’S.) 

 
 ROD. 
(with a bit tongue) 
What 
the  
SHIIIIITT?! 
 
 MO. 
Oh my god! 
It must be a reflex or...? 
I’ve always been a biter 
and— 
 

DEVYN.   BEAUX.    
Shit are you okay?  You’re bleeding— 
    you just fell and 
    we thought you were dead  
    and…  
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 MO. 
Me? 
Dead?! 
 

(MO starts to laugh.  She laughs hard.  Really hard.  The 
MEN just watch her.  She realizes they aren’t going to 
join in.  So she stops.  Abruptly.) 
 
(Then she continues speaking.  Like this outburst never 
happened.) 

No. 
I’m...  
I’m alive. 
No real surprise there,  

but… 

[to ROD] are you alright? 
 
 ROD. 
[holding his tongue] 
I’m… 
fine. 
 
 MO. 
Here you were just tryna be a gentleman  
and... 
bring me back to life... 
which is truly 
just 
so chivalrous of you  
and... 
I just... 
I fucked it up. 
I am just... 
I am tremendously sorry. 
 
 DEVYN. 
You don’t have to apologize, 
it was probably just a reflex or— 
 
 MO. 
You’re right. 



163. 

 

 MO (cont’d). 
100 percent correct. 
My husband, 
ex-husband was always telling me that: 
stop apologizing. 
And it’s true. 
I apologize too damn much. 
So. 
I take my apology back. 
That being said:  
I do appreciate you. 
 
 DEVYN. 
What…  
happened to you? 

 
 MO. 
I... 
well... 
there was... 
It’s hard for me to... 
there was just so much blood 
and… 

and… 

and… 
 
 DEVYN 
Can we call someone for you? 
 
 MO. 
Who? 
Who exactly would you call? 
My emergency contact is dead. 
 
 DEVYN. 
I was thinking we could call an ambulance, or— 
 
 MO. 
Oh no, 
that’s very kind 
but: 
no. 

I’ll be long gone before an ambulance made it all the way out here. 
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 ROD. 
You probably should rest up a bit,  
you look like you could use some rest or… 
 
 MO. 
I look sleepy to you? 
 
 BEAUX. 
you look… 
      
      (BEAUX’S voice trails off.) 

(MO turns her attention to BEAUX.) 
(Her eyes are daggers.) 
(BEAUX is shocked that he even spoke.) 

 
 MO. 
I look… 
what? 

 
 BEAUX. 
uh 
just… 
like… 

 
 MO. 
if you think I look like shit— 
just say: 

You look like shit. 
 
 DEVYN. 
you don’t look like shit, 
but maybe you need rest, or— 
 
 MO. 
You expectin’ me to just lay out here  
on the floor of the woods  

with three strange men 
and sleep? 

right here? 
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 ROD. 
We got a cabin just through those trees there, 
you could go back there 
and we could call for help and— 
 
 MO. 
How many fuckin’ times do I gotta tell you: 

I don’t need no goddamned help. 
 

(This silences the MEN.) 
Sorry— 
shit. 

No. 
I’m not sorry. 
I’m just… 
I’m in a hurry. 
 
 DEVYN. 
Where are you headed? 
 
 MO. 
Just away. 
From here. 
No offense—I don’t mean to get away from you all— 
I’m actually glad I woke up here. 
You strange boys  
and all your weapons  
make me feel safe. 
 
 ROD. 
Thank you. 
 

(MO takes in the campsite.) 
(She’s just there.) 
(Bloody and nearly naked.) 
(Checking out what’s going on with these guys.) 

 
 BEAUX. 
Can we get anything for you? 
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 MO. 

Oh no. 

No, no,  no. 
I don’t want to intrude. 
I’m already interrupting. 
I can tell. 
I just need… 
 
 
a moment. 
 

 
(MO closes her eyes.  She takes a deep breath.) 
(The MEN just watch her for a moment.) 
(And then make “what the fuck is happening?” eye 
contact with each other.) 
(MO takes another deep breath.) 
(The MEN make “I have no fucking clue!” eye contact 
with one another.) 
(And then MO’S opens her eyes, she’s back…and she’s 
had a change of heart.) 
 

 
You know what? 
 

Fuck it. 
Come to think of it: 
I am a bit parched. 
I’m feelin’ a bit... 
dry 
y’all got any water? 
 
 BEAUX. 
We don’t. 
 
 MO. 
No water? 
 
 BEAUX. 
We have water, 
it’s just back at the cabin— 
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 MO. 
For the last fuckin’ time. 
I’m not walkin’ to a cabin. 
 
 BEAUX. 
Alright. 

 
 MO. 
What’s  in the cooler? 
 
 ROD. 
Beer. 
 
 BEAUX. 
And tequila. 
 
 MO. 
Shit. 
Well. 
I guess I’ll take a beer. 

 
(The MEN look at one another.) 

BEAUX.     
You probably shouldn’t drink a beer.   
 
 MO. 
Oh? 
 
 BEAUX. 
You could be concussed.   
 
 MO. 
Well. 
I’ll be god-damned. 
Is that so? 
 
 BEAUX. 
Yes 
and 
you’re also probably dehydrated and— 
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 MO. 
Are you a fuckin’ doctor? 
 
 BEAUX. 
No. 
 
 MO. 
Didn’t think so, 
since five minutes ago… 
you weren’t doing shit to see if I was okay, 

but you were suggesting to burn my corpse. 
 

(A dark silence.) 
(MO looks at everyone expectantly.) 
 

 BEAUX. 
You  

heard  

that...? 

 
(MO bursts out laughing.) 

 
 

(She laughs 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  and laughs 

 
 
 
 
 
 

and laughs some more.) 
 

 
(This laugh though is more of a screech-scream laugh.) 
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(Nails peeling backwards on a concrete 
chalkboard-laugh.) 

 
(And then she stops and looks at the MEN expectantly.) 
 
(ROD, BEAUX, and DEVYN awkwardly laugh.) 
 

 ROD.   DEVYN. 
ha ha   ha     BEAUX. 
    ha?   ha 
hahaha        haaaa 
    
   ha    ahaha 
 

(The laughing has stopped.) 
(MO just looks at all the MEN.) 
(They’re actually pretty fucking scared right now.) 
(She curls her bare feet into the floor of the forest.) 

 
 MO. 

HA! 
 

(THE MEN all jump.) 
(like none of that outburst ever happened.) 
it’s really no big deal— 
 
 BEAUX. 
I’m sorry,  
I didn’t mean it… 
 
 ROD. 
We were all so scared and— 
 
 MO. 
Lucky for me,  
this guy [re: DEVYN] 
stalled you long enough so you couldn’t actually light the fuckin’ match. 
[to DEVYN] 
Thank you. 
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 DEVYN. 
Of course, 
I just… 
 
 MO. 
It’s cuz you’re young. 
Right? 
Like you’re younger than these guys— 
 
 DEVYN.  BEAUX. 
Yeah, I am  Not that much younger. 
 
 MO. 
You saved me. 

 
(MO grabs DEVYN by the back of the head.) 
(She kisses him fully on the mouth.) 
(DEVYN is taken aback.) 
(It happens so fast he can’t even fight it.) 
(He tries to pull out of the kiss, but MO hangs onto to 
the back of his head.) 
(DEVYN tries to squirm out of MO’S grip, but he can’t.) 
(DEVYN pushes MO away.) 
(It’s a harder push than he wanted to.) 
(The push and the beer make her trip.) 
(She falls.) 
(She falls hard.) 

 
 DEVYN. 
Shit. 
 
 ROD. 
Dude. 
 
 DEVYN 
I am so sorry, I— 
 

(DEVYN goes to MO.) 
(Offers a hand to help her up.) 
(MO shrugs him away.) 
(Gets up herself.) 
(She’s emotional.) 
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(Tears in her eyes.) 
(Shit is now really weird.) 
(Everything is suddenly too earnest.) 
(Too real.) 

MO. 
Don’t be sorry.... 
I should’ve known. 

I felt something between us… 

and… 

(And just like that.) 
(It’s gone.) 
(The flood of emotion is behind us.) 
(She’s back.) 

 
I can handle being pushed arounda little bit— 
after all: 
this guy almost cremated me. 
 
 BEAUX. 
I panicked and— 
 
 MO. 
Oh, hush now! 

I get it: 
I really do. 
To be honest… 
If I was you guys,  
I probably would’ve cut me up  
real small and tiny like 
put my skin-bits into a coca-cola bottle 
and threw me out to sea! 
Truly: 

that’s no exaggeration. 
I would have done just that. 
It must be so hard being a man these days. 
So many decisions...so much accountability....and consequences for all of it. 
It’s just.... 
woah. 

 (A moment.) 
I’ll take my beer now. 

(ROD hands MO a beer.) 
Thanks. 

(MO cracks open the beer.) 
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(She guzzles it.) 
(She swallows fast.  But not fast enough.) 
(Beer flows out of her mouth and down her body.  The 
beer mixes with the drying blood and pine needles that 
are stuck to her.  A full river of beer, spit, blood, dirt, 
and pine flows down MO’S body.) 

 MO. 
Sorry.   
First taste of alcohol in months... 
maybe longer... 
 
 ROD.    DEVYN.   BEAUX. 
You should take it easy.  Are you sober or…?  How long have you been out here? 
 
That beer’s gotta pretty high alcohol content. 
 
 MO. 
Is that so? 
 
 ROD. 
Yeah I only buy ‘em with 8% or higher you know? 
 
 MO. 
Pretty. 
Sweet. 

Dude.  

 
(MO takes another huge swig of beer.  She finishes it.  
Crushes the can.) 

GODAMNIT that’s good! 
You boys drinkin? 
I don’t wanna be the only one. 
 
 ROD. 
Yeah, 
we’ve been at it for hours now. 
 
 MO. 
So you guys are feelin it— 
like  
you’re feelin the buzzzzzzzzz? 



173. 

 

 DEVYN.   ROD.    BEAUX. 
I sobered up pretty fast.  Nah, it takes a lot for me. I feel a little light-headed. 
 
 MO. 
Good, good. 
 

(MO collapses in a chair.) 
(It just happens to be DEVYN’S chair.) 
(MO stretches herself out in the chair making herself 
comfortable.) 

 
Y’all don’t mind me sittin’ for a minute. right? 
 
 DEVYN.  BEAUX.  ROD. 
sure…?   You said you  Whatever you need. 
   were in a rush. 

(MO collapses in a chair.) 
(It happens to be DEVYN’S chair.) 

 MO. 
[directly to BEAUX] 
You boys are all so nice. 
 

(MO takes a look at her surroundings.) 
You guys got a… 

…cute thing… 
going on out here. 
 
 ROD. 
thank you 
 
 MO. 
I like this little…set up.    
You boys camping?  
or— 

 
 BEAUX.    
Hunting actually   
 
 MO. 
Ahhh:  yes, yes. 
Duh. 
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 MO (cont’d). 
[MO kicks the dead deer with her outstretched foot.] 
I see that now. 
Catch anything good? 
 
 ROD. 
Well there’s you... 
 
 MO. 
Aw. 
That’s. 
That’s so... 
I feel emotional. 

You’re a sweetheart, 
but… 
you haven’t caught me yet. 

 
(MO throws her crushed can on the ground.) 

 
yes, 
I will take another. 
 

(Nobody asked her if she wanted one.) 
 

BEAUX. 
Is that a good idea? 
 
 MO. 
Is anything? 
But:  you’re right… 
it’s not a good idea. 
I had a problem. 
Like a drinking problem. 
and a drug problem 
and a porn problem 
and a sex problem 
and an eating problem 
And a whole host of other problems, 
so I was sober. 
But… 
That was never gonna last. 
It never does, am I right? 
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 BEAUX. 
I mean, it can… 
 
 MO. 
Do you know me? 
 
 BEAUX. 
Uh 

no, 
but 
I know lots of sober people who— 
 
 MO. 

Do you know me? 
 
 BEAUX. 
No. 
 
 MO. 
Exactly. 
So maybe you shouldn’t be givin’ somebody you don’t know any advice. 

 
(An awkward moment of charged stillness.) 
(MO stares at BEAUX.) 
(BEAUX stares back.) 
(Then MO pops her mouth open into a huge grin.) 

 MO (cont’d). 
I’m fuckin’ with you. 
Jesus. 
You need to lighten up. 
 
 BEAUX. 
Right, right. 
You’re funny. 
 
 MO. 
I’ve been told. 
But look:  I do agree with you: 
It would be unwise for me to drink another beer: 
careless, even. 
Because, this guy— 
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 ROD. 
Rod. 
 
 MO. 
That would be your name. 
 
 ROD. 
Short for Rodriguez. 
 
 MO. 
Now that… 
that’s a surprise.  
And because Rod’s beer is stronger than most… 
I think having another one would be criminal.   

But… 
considering what I’ve been through… 
I think I’ve earned it. 
 

(ROD digs through the cooler.) 
(Fishes out another beer.) 
(Hands it to MO.) 
(She cracks it open.) 
(She puts it to her lips.) 
 

 DEVYN. 
What exactly have you been through? 
 

(MO lowers the beer from her lips.) 
(She looks at DEVYN.) 
(Then at ROD.) 
(And finally at BEAUX.) 
(Her eye contact singes the MEN.) 
(MO takes another gulp of beer.) 

 MO (cont’d). 
So this here is Rod.   
And you boys are— 
 
 DEVYN.   BEAUX. 
Devyn.    Beaux. 
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 MO. 
I’m Mo, short for Montana. 
My parents named me Montana because they conceived me on a little ranch up there.   
It wasn’t their ranch, they sorta of stole it. 
They had an RV of sorts. 
But it won’t like the fancy ones you see now. 
No, won’t nothing like that. 
It was a pick-up truck 
and they covered the cab with a tarp 
and under that tarp they had a mattress. 
They were high school sweethearts that were 
supposed to make it. 
Whatever the fuck that meant. 
But five years outta high school 
and all they had was love, 
a pick-up, 
and a dirty, wet mattress in the back of said pick-up. 
So they started moving from place to place. 
As soon as they got tired of one place, they’d go to another. 
And then another. 
And another. 
Finally they ended up in fuckin’ Montana, 
they were convinced it was heaven. 
Always talking about the lights in the sky  
and the way the mountains looked at dusk 
and the way it smelled when dawn broke. 
Then I came along 
and… 
well. 
I broke? my mother. 
When I came out of her... 
I ripped her insides out with me. 
I was just a baby... 
but 
I remember 
I was conscious 
I made the choice to rip her open. 
She would’ve been a terrible mother, 
I was better off without her 
and somehow… 
I knew that. 

Somethings we just…know. 
You know? 
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(This story clouds the air between the MEN.) 
 
 BEAUX. 
I really think we should get you to a hospital. 
Just to get you checked out— 
 
 MO. 
You think I’m crazy? 
 
 BEAUX. 
I didn’t say that. 
 
 MO. 
But you thought it. 
I saw the thought go through your mind. 
You wanna know what I think is fuckin crazy? 
Here I am... 
and I am fuckin’ hot. 
I don’t really get off tootin’ my own horn. 
But 
toot 
fuckin’ 
toot. 
This body: 

Are.  YOU.  JOKING? 

I’m standing here 
In the woods 
In a bra 

And underwear. 
Covered in blood and sweat and mud 
Alone 
With you three. 
And since I’ve been brought back to life, 
none of you have even looked at me. 
 
 ROD.    BEAUX.   DEVYN. 
I have,     What do you mean?  I’m wasn’t trying to  
I’ve looked and...  What are you saying?  gape  
tryna be respectful.      or... 
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 MO. 
Wait a second... 

wait, wait, wait... 
waittttttttttttttttt 
are you three— 
together? 

 
 ROD. 
Uh,  
what…uh whaddyamean? 
 
 MO. 
Like together-together. 
 

ROD.   BEAUX.  DEVYN. 
Not like that.  Well….that’s—  Yeah.   
I’m married.      
To a woman. 

      We’re together. 
 
       ROD. 
      But we’re not. 
      I’m not… 
 MO. 
I see. 
I see, I see, I see 

I definitely misread this situation. 
I have a sense. 
Like a seventh sense about these sorta things— 
 
 BEAUX. 
Sixth sense? 
 
 MO. 
Seventh. 
My sixth sense is somethin’ else entirely. 
 

(Everyone waits for MO to elaborate, she doesn’t). 
I’m real good at reading rooms 
and situations 
and people 
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MO (cont’d). 
and... 
I got this all fucked up. 
Completely.  Twisted. 
And now I’m embarrassed  
and        
and       

and        

and 

and 

and 
and      

and 

and 
(MO stands.) 
(She’s a little dizzy.) 
(But she finds her balance quick.) 

 
 MO (cont’d). 
I really should be going. 
Thanks for the beer. 
And… 
the company. 
 
 ROD. 
You’re jus’ gonna go? 
 

(MO starts to walk into the fog.) 
(The MEN are dumbfounded.) 
(But also fucking relieved.) 
(Her footsteps start to disappear.) 
(And then.) 
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(They stop.) 
(And as soon as you know it, she’s back and with her 
there’s a newfound sense of danger.) 

 
 MO. 
I gotta interrupt one more time. 

Just… 
one more time. 

 
 ROD. 
You wanna another beer? 
 
 MO. 
The next town over is at least a ten mile walk through those trees. 
And… 
I’m cold. 

 
(A long moment.) 

So could I… 
 
[To DEVYN.] 
…have your shirt? 
 
 BEAUX. 
What happened to your clothes? 
 
 MO. 
Is this an interrogation? 

Are you a fuckin’ detective now? 
 
 BEAUX. 
no, 
I just— 

 
 MO (cont’d). 
I’m cold 
and… 

gimmeyourshirt 
 Please. 

(DEVYN takes his shirt off.) 
(He hands it to MO.) 
(MO puts it on.) 
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(DEVYN stands shirtless in the trees.) 
(Even though ROD knows exactly what DEVYN looks 
like shirtless, he’s making a great effort at not looking.) 
 

(Because if he looks, 
he’ll like it 
and if he likes it 
she might notice 
and if she notices,  
it’s not a secret anymore. 
The desire to look burns through ROD’S 
veins.) 

 MO. 

Damn! 
You got a little… 
You got a whole nice thing going on here. 
I see why you men like your boys a little young. 
 

(DEVYN flexes a little.  It’s an instinct.  When people are 
looking at you shirtless, you flex.) 
(MO punches DEVYN’S chest lightly.) 

MO (cont’d). 
I was workin’ out for awhile, you know? 
I was real into the hot yoga  
But gave it up:   
Got too hot. 
 
 

It was… 
everything was… 

it 

was 
all 

so 
fucking  
hot 
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… …

… …

… …
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… …

 
 
(The disco ball flies back into the pine trees.) 
 
 (MO falls on the floor of the forest.) 
 
(The MEN move towards her…she jumps up, 
like nothing happened.) 

 DEVYN. 
are you… 
okay? 

 
 ROD. 
dude,  
she’s obviously not okay.  
 

BEAUX. 
I think you 
might be:  in shock. 
 
 MO. 
another diagnosis from this guy 
how do you know  
it’s not just drugs? 
 
 BEAUX. 
well… 
is it…drugs? 
 

(MO turns towards BEAUX. 
She slaps the shit out of him. 
The sound echoes through the forest.) 

 
 MO. 

don’t fuckin’ insult me! 
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(ROD and DEVYN are shocked.   
BEAUX is even more shocked.) 

 MO. 
I’m… 
sor— 
 
I shouldn’t have done that. 

 
 ROD. 
[to BEAUX.] 
Are you… 
 
 BEAUX. 
I’m fine. 
  
 ROD. 
She slapped the shit out— 

 
 BEAUX. 

I’m fine. 
 
 MO. 
maybe I am… 
maybe it is shock… 
[to BEAUX] 
what do you think happened to me? 
 
 BEAUX. 
I don’t know, 
I really— 
it’s none of my business. 
 
 MO. 
You’re right on that, 
but you seem to know an awful lot: 
surely you’ve got a theory, 
you must have a theory. 
You found me 
Bloody 
and barefoot 
in my bra 
and underwear 
stumbling through the forest. 
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 MO (cont’d). 
What do you think happened? 
 
Why was I in the woods? 

Why was I alone in the woods? 
Do I live nearby? 

Where  
are 
my  
clothes? 

Am I bleeding? 
If not, whose blood is this? 
Am I alive? 

Am I dead? 

Are you dead? 

Where  
are 
my  
clothes? 

What happened to me. 
 

(No answer.) 
 

What. 
 

Happened. 
 

To. 
 

Me? 
 
 BEAUX 
I thought… 
you 
uh… 

I thought you… 
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 DEVYN. 
…had been hurt. 

I thought you had been hurt. 
 
 MO. 

Hurt how? 
 
 DEVYN. 
I don’t know 
 

BEAUX. 
Assaulted. 
I thought you had been  
a s s a u l t e d. 
 
 ROD. 
I thought  
something like that  
too. 
 
 MO. 
Like raped? 
Ha.   

HA.       

HA! 
Of course that’s what you thought. 
you just had to go there. 
You couldn’t resist— 
maybe... 
just maybe, 

this is who I am. 
Maybe I prefer to be this way: 
Maybe you’ve caught me in my element: 
but do tell me: 
Did I kill him? 
Or maybe he was keeping me captive and I escaped? 
How long did he hold me captive? 
How many of them were there? 
Was it my father? 
My uncle? 
My brother? 
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MO (cont’d). 
A cousin? 
A random stranger? 
A delivery man? 
 

A dirty priest? 
 

(MO lets this hang.) 
(This cuts through the MEN.) 
(ROD looks at BEAUX.) 
(BEAUX looks through MO.) 
(DEVYN looks down.) 

 
Unfortunately  
for you sick fucks: 
it wasn’t “ assault ”. 
There was... 
an accident... 
on the road: 
a car crash. 
 
And it was just... 
 

(MO starts to remember.) 
(She sort of becomes overcome with emotion.) 
(She goes misty-eyed, the breath is kicked out of her.) 

bodies aren’t meant to be in wrecks. 
twisted metal, 
busted glass, 
exploded airbags. 

Totaled the Land Rover, 
bloodied my clothes, 

and  
killed my husband. 
 
 BEAUX.   DEVYN.   ROD. 
Wait.  What?   Did you call the police—  Are you sure he’s dead— 
        What if— 

MO. 
(quick, cavalier, nbd) 
My husband’s name is Samuel. 
Was 
shit, I’m already fucking up 



189. 

 

 MO (cont’d). 

My husband’s name was Samuel. 
He hated when people shortened his name to “Sam,” 
he told everyone his favorite book was Infinite Jest, 
but his real favorite book was Girl on the Train; 
and he was nice. 

Kind even. 
He woke up every morning at four thirty  
and he exercised 
on the treadmill  
to a playlist made up entirely of classical composers  
and Taylor Swift 
(three point four miles everyday); 
followed by a hot shower that lasted exactly seven and a half minutes. 
Then he went to his normal job  
at a nice law firm in the city, 
that paid him money. 
decent money; 
decent money  
that he was saving and investing and 401k-ing. 
On Tuesdays and Thursdays 
he had longer lunch breaks  
so he’d come home and walk Napoleon, our French bulldog, 
and eat a turkey and ham sandwich  
without cheese 
on a plain bagel. 
In the evening he’d come home from work 
with a smile on his face 
and he’d water the plants 
and watch re-runs of Jeopardy! 
while eating his dinner… 
 

it always freaked me out how many answers he knew, 

he knew all the answers… 

why did he know so many random things 

how did he know so many random things 
I know like three things— 
 

Before he fell asleep at night 
he’d brush his teeth for five minutes 
brush 
and brush 
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 MO (cont’d). 
and brush 
he’d brush til his gums bled 
and scabbed 
and callused 
and his tongue was the pinkest-pink I’d ever seen. 
When he finally climbed into bed smelling  
like pine 
and mint 
and cinnamon 
I’d say “I love you”. 

And he’d say “I love you more.” 
One of us was lying. 
I wish it was him, 

but it wasn’t. 

He was off on weekends 
so we spent weekends together 
every weekend:  together. 
Sometimes we went on walks 
sometimes we went to the mall 
sometimes  
we  
even 
had sex… 

him on top 
me on the bottom 
sometimes… 
I wanted to be on top 
but… 
no 
no 
no 

Saturday night we always ate dinner out and saw a movie… 
I’d pick the restaurant and he’d pick the movie, 
it was so diplomatic. 
And Sunday during the day… 
we got groceries 
and after we got back from the store— 
 he always carried the groceries into the house 
 and I always put them away 
--we’d read silently together on our screened-in porch for hours. 
Everything was so normal: 
The house 
the wraparound porch 
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 MO (cont’d). 
the well-tended yard 
the dog 
the down comforter 
that ironic turquoise mug 
the way he flossed everynight 
how he always unpacked immediately when returning from a trip. 
But that was it. 
The  
whole 
fucking thing. 

It was... 
all 

so 
normal. 

So today we went for groceries 
like normal— 
Highways to the store, 
backroads for the way home. 
And I looked over at him and  
he had his nice sunglasses on 
and his hair was so perfectly gelled 
and his teeth were pearls peeking out from under his top lip 
and he was quietly singing 
no mouthing 
mouthing the words to a terrible song 

how did he even know that song 
where did he hear it? 
why wasn’t he just singing it? 

why was he mouthing it like that 
who was he performing for.... 

I grabbed the steering wheel 
and I turned it. 
Hard. 
And we went off the road  
over a ditch 
and into a tree. 
 

(The MEN all stare at MO.) 
(MO just looks back at them blinking.) 
(She goes to the cooler, opens it.) 
(Helps herself to another beer.) 
(She looks down at the deer.) 
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 MO. 

that’s a big  
fuckin’ deer. 
 
 BEAUX. 
Why did you do that? 
 
 MO. 
Did you not listen to a single fuckin word I just said? 
 

because 
 I 
  was 

   bored 
 
 BEAUX. 
Maybe he’s still alive?  We should check and— 
 

(MO grabs BEAUX by the face… 
she massages underneath his eyes with her fingers as 
she talks to him.) 

 MO. 
I watched a tree branch 
go through his right eye 
and out the back of his head. 
His body started to spasm  
and he shat his pants.     
Dead people do that—did you know?    
So. 
I’m not a coroner, but I’m pretty positive he’s dead. 
 
 DEVYN. 
We should call for help… 
I’m sure there’s an explanation… 
some abuse? or— 
 
 MO. 
No. 
I already told you. 
He was perfectly fine. 
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BEAUX. 
So what was the problem— 
I’m not understanding what the issue was— 
 
 MO. 

That was the problem— 

that was the fuckin’ issue. 
 
 BEAUX. 
It sounds like a problem that a divorce could have solved.   
 
 MO. 
This is why your life is  
so fucking boring. 
You’re ordinary 
and  
I’m… 
I’m 
fuckin’  
extraordinary, bitches.   
I’ve been trying to get away from him 
and I finally did it… 
I was free 

But my clothes they were covered in him. 
I’ve never seen so much blood. 
His head sort of exploded  
and a bone— 
some bone, 
I don’t know which bone…he would’ve known which bone 

broke out of his neck. 
 
 DEVYN. 
but… 
you could’ve died 
and then— 

 
 MO. 
Oh no. 
I knew I’d be fine. 
\ 
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 ROD. 
How did you know that? 
 
 MO. 

That’s my sixth sense. 
I can’t die. 
Hell  
I can’t even be hurt. 
 
 DEVYN. 
What do you mean? 
 

(MO laughs a little to herself.) 
 MO. 
I mean exactly  
what the fuck  
I just said. 
 
 BEAUX. 
But that’s…impossible. 
How can that be— 
 
 MO. 
As a teenager, 
I tried to kill myself 
every  
way  
imaginable. 
And not because I was sad  
or depressed 
or repressed 
or bullied. 
Because I was bored. 

So.  Fucking.  Bored.   
And unfortunately  
for you boys: 
I woke up 
each 
and  
every 
time. 
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 ROD. 
Bull.  Shit.   
 

(MO walks right up ROD. 
Gets in his face, whispers to him.) 

 MO. 
want me to prove it? 
 
 ROD. 
I don’t think so 

 
 MO. 
didn’t think so. 
 

(MO slaps ROD lightly on the cheek.) 
(She moves away from him.) 
(Looks down at his pants.) 

 
Your pants. 

 
ROD. 

What about them? 
 
 MO. 
Can’t have a shirt and no pants. 
That’s just… 
that’s fuckin’ silly. 

I need pants. 
And I want yours. 
 
 ROD. 
I’m… 
I’m not giving you my pants. 
 
 MO. 
I don’t feel comfortable  
standing out here  
with you all  
without pants. 
 
 ROD. 
Then maybe you should go— 
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 BEAUX. 
you said you were in a rush— 
 
 ROD. 
nobody’s stopping you from— 
 
 MO. 
I will. 
Don’t you worry… 

don’t you fuckin worry. 
But first.  
I want your pants. 
 
 ROD. 
Get pants from somebody else. 
 
 MO. 
Who am I gonna get pants from, Rod? 
‘Cuz I’m pretty sure there ain’t nobody else out here 

And I’m pretty sure you know there ain’t nobody else out here 
And I’m pretty sure that’s why you goonfucks are out here in the first place 
 

to be alone. 
 

(ROD just looks at her.) 
 
 BEAUX. 
Dude.  
Just give her your pants 
so she’ll go. 
 
 ROD. 
Why don’t you give her your fuckin’ pants? 
 
 BEAUX. 
Fine.   
Here.  
 

(BEAUX starts to unbutton his pants. 
MO stops him.) 
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 MO. 
I don’t want your pants,  

I want his pants. 
Give. 
Me. 
Your. 
Pants. 
 
I’m so cold. 
Please. 
 

(ROD doesn’t move.) 
You know what? 
Fine. 
Fuck it. 
I’ll just…start walkin’ 
until I fuckin’ collapse of drunkenness  
[which is your fault by the way] 
and fuckin’ hypothermia  
[also your fault] 
and as I lie freezing to death on the floor of this fuckin’ forest,  
I hope a giant bear stumbles upon my shiverin’ body  
and rips me apart limb by limb 
taking his time to carve me open just right 
carve me open like I’m his 

and I won’t scream… 
oh no, 
I’ll just laugh and laugh 
I’ll laugh so loud that you all will hear me no matter how many miles of pine trees fuckin’ separate us, 
you’ll hear me 
and you’ll know  

I’m dead  
because of you dipshits— 
 

(MO starts to walk away.) 
(As she goes she starts to shiver… 
just as the fog and mist is about to swallow her whole, 
she develops a limp.  She shivers harder.) 
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 ROD. 
Fine. 
 

(MO stops. 
She doesn’t shiver, 
she doesn’t limp. 
She moves back towards the MEN.) 
 
(ROD takes his belt off.) 
(He unbuttons his pants.)  

 
(ROD climbs out of his pants.) 
(He never put his underwear back on.) 
(He stands there naked and cold.) 
(With one hand he holds the pants out to MO.) 
(With his other hand, he covers himself.) 
(MO takes the pants from him.) 
(She puts them on.) 
(They’re huge on her.) 
(They slump off of her.) 
(She doesn’t care.) 
(MO stands there holding up these way too big pants, 
looking at ROD who is shivering and covering his cock 
with his hand.) 

 MO. 
You okay? 

 
 ROD. 
Yeap. 

Just.  
Cold 

 
 MO. 
I’ve seen it before. 
They’ve seen it before. 
A dick is a dick. 
Unless you’ve got something to be ashamed of? 
 
 ROD. 
No. 
 
 MO. 

Outta you three…you would be the one to have a little micropenis.   
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 ROD. 
I don’t have a— 
 
 MO. 
Sure. 
Heard. 
Understood. 
Guys:  does he have something to be ashamed of? 
 

(The question washes over DEVYN and BEAUX.) 
(There is a moment of hesitation.) 
(The moment kills ROD.) 
(Before they can answer…ROD takes his hand off his 
cock.) 
(ROD walks to where his underwear are in the dirt.  He 
picks them up.) 

 
 MO (cont’d). 
hey— 
I wasn’t done looking at you. 
 

(ROD stops in his tracks. 
He turns to face MO. 
MO looks at his naked body. 
She takes all of him in.) 
 
(A smile cracks her face open.) 

 
 MO (cont’d). 
all 
done 
 

(ROD puts his underwear on.) 
(DEVYN and BEAUX both know they’ve bruised him.) 

I’m still a bit…cold, 
can I… 
(To BEAUX.) 
Your coat? 
 

(BEAUX takes off his coat and hands it to her.) 
(MO puts the coat on.) 
(She looks down at herself.) 
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 MO (cont’d). 
Damn. 
I gotta  
little piece  
of all of you, don’t I? 
 

(The MEN all shiver.) 
(None of them stand very close to one another.) 

 
Thank you all so much. 
This has been lovely. 
 

(MO looks at each of the MEN.) 
(First at ROD.) 
(Then at BEAUX.) 
(Finally at DEVYN.) 

Enjoy your night 
 

(MO starts to leave.) 
 
and  
don’t get into anymore trouble. 
 

(MO passes by BEAUX and something changes.) 
(A shift.) 
(BEAUX’S blood pressure erupts.) 
(He grabs MO’S wrist.) 
(He grabs her hard.) 
 

 BEAUX. 

W a i t … 
 

(The sky darkens.) 
 

 MO. 
Let go of me 

 
(BEAUX doesn’t let go of her.) 

 
please 

(BEAUX grabs her wrist harder.  He pulls MO into him.) 
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 DEVYN. 
uh… 
What— 

what are you doing? 
 
 BEAUX. 

SSSShhhh…. 

 
(Something about the way BEAUX shushes DEVYN is 
fucking horrifying.) 
(A darkness shadows all the whites in BEAUX’S eyes.) 
(What’s even scarier is how quickly DEVYN stops 
talking.) 
(He knows not to speak up.) 
(DEVYN and ROD have both seen him like this.) 
(ROD knows how to handle him in this sort of 
situation.) 
(He slows down, he talks him the way you’d talk to a 
really pissed off animal, but because he’s done this 
before…there’s no condescension in his voice, just 
concern…primal concern.) 

 
 ROD. 
What’s the matter? 

  
 BEAUX.    MO. 
We can’t just…    Let go of me— 
we can’t  
let her go.  

[to MO] Shut up. 
 
 ROD. 
What do you mean? 

 
(MO rips away from BEAUX.) 
(She tries to leave.) 
(ROD blocks her path.) 
(MO looks to DEVYN.) 
(DEVYN is helpless, he looks away.) 
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 BEAUX. 
She’s covered in blood, 

our cum, 
tequila that we dumped on her, 
and she’s wearing our clothes. 
Our DNA is all over her 
and she’s— 
she’s gonna say we did something to her. 
 
 MO. 
I just murdered my husband— 
I’m not going to the police. 
 
 BEAUX. 
Bullshit. 
She’s fuckin lying— 
 
 MO. 
I don’t give one flying fuck about this circle jerk. 
 
 DEVYN. 
Let’s just let her leave— 
 
 BEAUX. 
Nobody is fucking talking to you! 
 
 ROD. 
You think she’s going to tell people? 

 

 BEAUX. 
it’s just like that shit you were talking about earlier— 
she’ll be on facebook saying that we… 
she knows that we come out here to have sex 
she’ll tell everyone. 
 

DEVYN. 
We can’t just keep her— 
 
 MO. 
Fuck this. 
 

(MO yanks out of BEAUX’S grip.) 
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(She starts to leave.) 
(ROD grabs the handgun.) 
(He points it at her.) 
(The gun cocks.) 

 
 DEVYN. 
Dude! 
What the fuck—    BEAUX. 
put that shit down!   fuck her 
 

(MO slowly turns to face ROD.) 
(She looks him dead in the eye.) 

 
 MO. 
Am I supposed to be scared. 

 
(MO moves closer to ROD.) 
(The gun starts to shake a little in ROD’S hand.) 
(He’s shaking.) 
(He’s shaking a lot.) 
(MO’S the calmest she’s ever been.) 

 
Do you want me to shake?  
Should I be crying? 
Maybe I beg 
Or piss my pants— 

your pants? 
 
 ROD. 
I, 
uh, 
I… 
it’s… 
 

 MO. 

What are you even gonna do with that? 
You can’t hurt me? 
Remember— 
we went thru this. 
I can’t be hurt. 

(MO walks right up to ROD.) 
(ROD drops the gun slightly…MO takes ROD’S arm, she 
raises it so the gun is level with her head.) 
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(She leans her forehead into the gun. 
MO closes her eyes. 
She starts to breathe heavily.) 
 
(DEVYN and BEAUX move towards ROD and MO.  
DEVYN and BEAUX speak slowly, calmly…they are 
hostage negotiators each trying to win.) 

 
 DEVYN. 
just put the gun down… 
 

(The gun waivers in ROD’S hand.) 
(BEAUX lifts ROD’S arm.) 

 
 BEAUX. 
she’ll tell everyone 
about us— 
about you— 
 
 DEVYN. 
you can’t shoot her— 
you can’t— 

just… 
 

… …
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BEAUX. 
Nobody gives a shit about her.   DEVYN.   
She’s a fuckin’ nobody   we can’t just kill this lady!  MO. 

nobody is even gonna look for  she’s a person—  I can’t be hurt 
her—     and she doesn’t give a fuck 
her husband is already fuckin’ dead— about us   I can’t be hurt 
there’s no trace of her.    or what we’re doing out here. 
         I can’t be hurt 

 … …  

we have jobs        I can’t be hurt 
real fuckin’ jobs     

and families    PUT   

and you have kids!   THE 

she doesn’t have anything!  FUCKING GUN DOWN! 

… …  

she’s gonna tell—         
and when she tells 
they’re gonna believe her—  she doesn’t even know who 

the cops are gonna believe this  we are—like really—  I can’t be hurt 

white bitch over us—   how would she even tell?! 

everyone is gonna know      I can’t be hurt 

about us    who would she even tell?! 

and this— 

this, this, this thing that we do! 

   … …  
 ROD. 
You think she’s gonna tell… 
 
 BEAUX.   MO. 

I know she’ll tell!  Go on, shoot me. 
 

… …  
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 DEVYN.     

She doesn’t give a fuck about what we’re doing out here! 
 
 ROD. 

This is a secret, 
this is our secret and… 
 
 BEAUX. 

…and soon everyone will know you’re just a faggot. 
 

… …  
 
 MO. 
I wanna show you guys. 

Shoot me. 
 
 DEVYN.       BEAUX.   

DON’T FUCKING SHOOT HER!  Shoot her! 
 
 MO. 

I’m gonna fuckin… 
I’m gonna 

I’m gonna fuckin’ lose it  

if you don’t pull that trigger in the next ten fucking seconds. 
 

 
 ROD. 
I don’t think I can… 

 
 MO. 
I know you can. 
I wanna show you guys— 
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 MO (cont’d). 
My superpower. 
The one y’all don’t believe in. 
The one y’all called me a liar for. 
 
 DEVYN. 
We believe you, okay?  We believe you— 
 
 MO. 

Bullshit. 
If I walked away right now, 
or if I exploded into a cloud of smoke— 
you all would always think of me as  
the crazy lady 
who thought she couldn’t die. 
And every year you’d all come out to these woods 
and talk shit about the one time a crazy lady crashed your fuckin’ party 
and you all would  
laugh 
and laugh 
and laugh 
at me. 

You’d be laughing at me. 
I don’t like my memory to induce laughter. 
You will remember me 
You don’t believe me. 
But you will. 
[to ROD] Shoot.  Me. 
I’m gonna prove to you all that I’m a lot of fuckin’ things:  a whole lot of things:  the list of things is 
fuckin’ endless: 
but 

I.   
Am.   

Not.   
A.   
Liar. 

(MO opens her mouth.) 
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(She walks the barrel of the gun into her mouth.) 
(The handgun is nearly lost inside her.  A tense moment 
of stillness.) 

(MO gags on the gun.) 
(She screams SHOOT ME! as loud as 
she can with the gun in her mouth.) 
 
(Bile and spit spill out of MO’S open mouth.) 

 
 MO (cont’d). 
[gun still in her mouth] 

SHOOT ME! 

SHOOT ME! 
 

(ROD shakes.) 
(Sweat pours down his face.) 

SHOOT ME! 

 
(MO screams again.) 
(She might not even be saying SHOOT ME at this 
point…it might just be a scream.) 
(The inhumane sound of someone losing their mind 
from exhaustion.) 
(A scream that sends tremors through the tree tops 
causing pine needles to rain.) 
(DEVYN and BEAUX’S breathing is almost just as loud.) 
(ROD’S heart pounds out of his chest.) 
 
(A horrible cacophony that is broken by futile click of a 
gun’s trigger being pulled.) 
 
(No explosion.  No gunshot.  Just the click.) 
 
(The click echoes through the woods.) 
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(MO backs off of the gun.) 
 
(The barrel is wet with her.) 
(MO lets bile, spit, and blood run out of her mouth. 
It flows all over her.) 

 
(ROD checks to make sure the safety isn’t on.) 
(It’s not.) 

 
 MO. 
Told y’all. 
 

(MO spits and kicks dirt nonchalantly.) 
 
 ROD. 
What the fuck… 
 
 BEAUX. 
Maybe the gun is just— 

 
(ROD pulls the trigger again.) 
(Another dead click.) 

 
 MO.    DEVYN. 
Damn.    Stop that! 
You just tried to kill me again 
and  
guess what? 

Here the fuck I am! 
Still standing. 
 

(MO grabs the gun from ROD.) 
(ROD wants to run and hide, but he’s too scared.) 
(It quakes through him.) 
 
(MO takes the gun, puts it to her head.) 
(Pulls the trigger.) 
 

  (CLICK.) 
(Again.) 
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(CLICK.) 

(Again.) 

(CLICK.) 
 BEAUX. 
That’s… 
impossible. 
 
 ROD. 
She did something. 
She did something to the gun. 
 
 MO. 
I didn’t do shit to your gun. 
It still fuckin’ works. 
 

(MO aims the gun at the floor of the forest near the 
MEN.) 
(She pulls the trigger.) 
(The gunshot splits the MEN’S ears.) 
(Pine needles explode around them.) 
(The MEN scream.) 

 
 MO. 
I told y’all I won’t a liar. 
A sociopath 
a psychopath 

a freak 

a bitch 

a cunt 

a slut 
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 MO (cont’d). 

a genius 

a fuckin’ queen 

sure… 

but  
I ain’t no liar.   

 
 BEAUX. 
I think you should go now. 
 
 MO. 
Oh! 
Is that fuckin’ so? 

So now I have your permission? 
Guys: 
[to ROD and DEVYN] 
I finally have Beaux’s explicit permission to get the fuck out of here 
even though a couple of minutes ago, you would’ve said anything to get Rod to shoot my ass. 
And it worked. 
You knew just what to say to get him to pull that fuckin’ trigger. 
But thank you. 
Thank you for telling me I can leave. 
Thank you so much. 
 

(MO looks at the MEN.) 
(She really examines them.) 
(Then she guzzles what’s left of her beer.) 
(She goes to the cooler.) 
(Takes another one out.) 
(Cracks it open.) 

One for the road. 
It’s been fun, boys. 
 

(MO winks at the MEN.) 
(She takes a sip of her beer.) 
(She starts walking into the woods.) 
(MO’S swallowed by the fog and pine trees.) 
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 DEVYN. 
I… 
think… 
I think I’m ready to go home. 

 
(MO’S footsteps fade and then they’re gone.) 
(Or has she just stopped walking.) 
(It’s hard to say.) 
(And then…we hear her.) 
(A shiver goes through the MEN.) 

 
 MO. 

Shhhhh— 
-eeeeeeeeeeeeeee— 

-ttttttttttt! 
 
(MO’S footsteps come charging back through the forest 
towards the MEN.) 
(The moon breaks bright through the pine needles.) 

 
 BEAUX. 
fuck— 
why is she coming back—? 
 
 ROD. 
I don’t know…I don’t— 
 
 MO. 

Now where the fuck are my manners? 
I must’ve lost ‘em when I flipped my Land Rover. 
It’s just past midnight  
and that’s means it’s officially 
somebody’s birthday. 
 

(MO locks eyes with DEVYN.) 
 
We’re gonna do some shots. 
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 DEVYN. 
How’d you know it was my birthday? 

 
 MO. 
I know things. 
Didn’t I tell you that? 
 

(MO pours tequila into the shot glasses.) 
(She knows which shot glass belongs to which man.) 
(She’s gonna take hers from the bottle.) 

 
 MO. 
To car crashes bringing people together. 
 

(MO raises the bottle.) 
(The MEN drink.) 
(MO drinks.) 

 
(to DEVYN) 
How’s your first legal drink? 
 

(A moment.) 
(BEAUX freezes.) 

 DEVYN. 
Hm? 

 
 MO. 
I know you’ve drank before...but this one...this one is your first legal one. 
21, right? 
 
 ROD. 
He’s turning 24. 
 
 MO. 
No. 
 
 ROD. 
yeah, 
this is his— 
 

(MO looks at DEVYN and BEAUX.) 
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 MO (cont’d). 
Ohhhh. 
Shit. 

Did I make an oopsies? 

See. 
I’m always the first one to fuck up with a secret. 
Because I don’t have secrets. 
I’m an open book: 
I believe in honesty 
and truth-telling. 
So you have to forgive me.   
I didn’t mean to... 
You boys keepin’ that from Rod? 
 
 ROD. 
Look, I don’t know what you’re talking about. 
But,  
Devyn 
He’s... 

he’s twenty-four. 

He was twenty-three 

and now he’s twenty-four. 
 
 MO. 
What’s the big deal with Devyn being twenty-one? 
Twenty-one is a better birthday than twenty-four— 
 
 ROD. 

FUCK. 
YOU. 
He’s not turning twenty-one. 

Guys,  
tell her. 

 
(Silence.) 

 

TELL. 

HER. 
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 MO. 
What’s the big deal? 
 
 ROD. 
We’ve been coming out here together for five years. 
The three of us… 
have been doing this— 
this… 
this thing— 
 
 MO. 
traveling to the woods  
and fucking in secret? 
 
 ROD. 
yes— 

that thing— 
our thing for five years now. 
Our first year 
Devyn was nineteen 
and that was five years ago 
so now he’s twenty-four. 
 

(MO does some math on her fingers.) 
(She does more math on her fingers.) 
(She keeps doing math on her fingers.) 
(More math than she needs to do on her fingers, 
because she already knew all of this.) 
(But…after all this math, it dawns on her.) 

 
 MO. 
oh…  

oh, oh, oh! 

I see. 

Wow. 
This is... 
You didn’t know? 
You had no idea the first time you brought Devyn out to fuck he was fifteen? 
 
 ROD. 
tell her it isn’t true. 



216. 

 

 MO (cont’d). 
That is fucked up. 
 
 ROD. 
he was nineteen… 
right guys? 
 

(A long moment.) 
(BEAUX shifts.) 
(The night burns around them.) 
(DEVYN opens his mouth to speak, nothing comes out.) 
(An owl screams through the woods.) 

 
oh shit 
oh fuck 
oh my… 
 

 MO. 
When I was a cool fifteen 
I was still secretly watching the Disney channel 
and occasionally sneaking a sip of Mike’s Hard Lemonade. 
And when this kid was fifteen,  
he was getting spit-roasted by you two 
old, 
closeted 
fucks. 
 
 ROD. 
It wasn’t like that. 
 
 MO. 
That’s exactly how it was. 
 
 ROD. 
We were respectful and— 
 
 MO. 
You know what I think? 
I think you’re angry because some part of you knew— 
You’re not stupid. 
A fifteen year old and a nineteen year old…don’t look the same 
       they don’t talk the same 
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 MO (cont’d).                    
                                 they don’t think the same 

         they don’t feel the same 
 ROD. 

Fuck you! 
 
 MO. 
No fuck you. 
You’re sicko getting off to fifteen year old kids. 

Or should I say…getting off inside fifteen year old kids. 
Don’t you have a daughter, Rod? 
Isn’t she around that same age— 
 

(And before MO can finish ROD smashes the handle of 
tequila on her head.) 
(It shatters into a million pieces.) 
(MO doesn’t flinch.) 

 
 MO. 
Ow? 

 
 ROD. 
fuck 
I’m sorry 
I’m— 

 
 MO. 
A car crash couldn’t kill me, 
your gun couldn’t kill me, 
but you thought a shit bottle of tequila could? 
 

(MO picks up the shattered glass from the forest floor.) 
 
(She puts it in her mouth.) 
(She chews it.) 
(She swallows it.) 
 
(She picks up another handful.) 
(She chews it.) 
(Swallows it.) 
 
(She goes to ROD.) 
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(She spits in his face.) 
(It’s bloody, thick, and laced with glass.) 

 
 MO. 
you can’t hurt me 
 

 DEVYN. 
I’d really like to go home now. 
 

 ROD. 
[to BEAUX] 
And you…  
you… 

you knew about this? 
 
 BEAUX. 
I don’t see what the big fucking deal is. 
 
 ROD. 
You don’t see what the... 

you don’t see?! 
 

BEAUX. 
I knew you’d get like this— 
I knew it. 
That’s why we lied to you. 
 
 DEVYN. 
I think there’s more to it than— 

 
 ROD. 
Of all people, you... 
 
 BEAUX. 
Don’t do that. 
 

ROD. 
I saved you from that pervert when you were fifteen. 
 
 BEAUX. 

Always the fucking savior! 
Nobody asked you to do that! 
I was happy with him. 
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 BEAUX (cont’d). 
but you were jealous 
so you fuckin ran your mouth— 

You ruined everything! 
 

…

 

 ROD. 

What are you talking about? 
     … …    

 BEAUX. 

He was a hot teacher, 

I liked him, 

he liked me 

and you fucked it up. 

   

   

 ROD. 

No, 
no, 
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 ROD (cont’d). 
no, 

no. 
That’s not what happened. 
That’s not… 

… …   

 

 BEAUX. 

You couldn’t let me have anything. 

Because you wanted me all to your fucking self. 

 

 ROD. 

That’s not true, that’s not what— 
 
 BEAUX. 

That’s why I’m done. 

That’s why we’re done. 
       … …   
 ROD. 

So what? 

You’re ending this, everything we have    BEAUX. 

for,      All we have is a lie. 

for, 

for this piece of ass? 

 
 BEAUX. 

He’s not a piece of ass. 

 

 ROD. 

That’s all he was ever supposed to be! 

A fat ass! 
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 ROD (cont’d). 

That’s all he was. 

That’s all he is. 

A fat ass to fuck once a year 

A fat ass that we could fuck without any consequences— 

without any bullshit, 

just a fat ass for you to top. 

I didn’t need this— 

I didn’t need any of this, 

I was happy. 

I was happy with you  

just you. 

 

 BEAUX. 

But I was sick of being fucked  

by you over and over and over and over 

 

 ROD. 

You just had to have something to fuck. 

 

 BEAUX. 

And you’re too much of a pussy to bottom. 

So. 

Here we are. 
 

(And just like that it happens.) 
(ROD sees red.) 
(ROD punches the disco ball.) 
(He punches it again 
and again 
and again.) 
(The music stops.) 
(The dancing stops.) 
(The disco ball falls out of the pines.) 
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(ROD goes to the floor with it.) 
(He punches and punches and punches.) 
(His knuckles crack. 
They rupture. 
They break. 
They shatter.) 
(ROD’S skin bleeds, 
it bruises, 
it scars.) 
(He destroys the disco ball.) 
 
(MO crawls over to him.) 
(She takes his hands in hers and starts to lick his bloody 
fingers.) 
(Slowly.) 
(She’s cleaning him.) 

 
 MO. 
are you really afraid to… 

 
 ROD. 
I’m not afraid. 
 
 MO. 
you only fuck them? 

 
 ROD. 
I’m not afraid. 
 

(MO helps ROD to his feet.) 
 
 MO. 
My husband is so boring— 
was so boring. 
I always wanted to… 
fuck him. 
Like actually fuck him 
and… 
 

(MO puts her hand in ROD’S mouth.) 
(MO starts off gently.) 
(But as she speaks, she gets rougher and rougher.) 
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(Shoving her hand into ROD’S mouth.) 
(Until he’s choking on her.) 

 
 MO (cont’d). 
I lied about today… 
we weren’t coming from the grocery store… 
we were coming from a party. 
A little sex party. 
I know I shouldn’t have lied, but… 
we had just met 
and “groceries” felt like the move. 
I wanted to experiment, 
you know 
I wanted him to unleash 
show me something different 
and not be so goddamned boring. 
 

(MO takes her hand and snakes it into ROD’S 
underpants.) 
(She grabs a handful of his ass with her hand.) 
(There’s a rumbling in the woods.) 
(The woods start to shake.) 
(It’s quiet at first.) 

 
[a whisper to ROD] 
are you scared? 

 
 ROD. 
no 

 
(MO moves her hand down ROD’S ass. 
She puts her finger inside of ROD’S hole. 
ROD jumps. 
He quivers. 
A squirm. 
His eyes blink.) 
(The rumbling gets louder.) 

 
 MO. 
relax 

 
(ROD relaxes into her. 
MO works her finger deeper into him.) 
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 MO (cont’d). 
It was just a small gathering: 
a couple of friends 
and then some friends of those friends 
and some really hot friends of those friends. 
It was real discreet. 
And I thought if Samuel saw… 
other sex, 
maybe he’d… 
maybe he wouldn’t… 
 

(MO slips a second finger into ROD.  He moans.) 
(DEVYN and BEAUX are both rock fucking hard right 
now 
and so is ROD.) 

(The rumbling starts to shake 
pine needles off pine trees.) 

 
  
whenever I had sex with Samuel 
I felt like I was…    (MO fucks ROD with her fingers.) 
climbing these stairs 
really steep fucking stairs 
and at the top of those stairs was a door 
and if I wanted to cum 
I had to open that door 
and step through it… 
but there was nothing on the other side 
just darkness 
emptiness 
and snarling 
so much angry snarling 
like hundreds of wild hungry animals were just waiting for me to jump into a pit so they could swallow me 
whole 

and while we’re at this party, 
Samuel just sat there… 
holding my hand. 
Like a fucking child 
he couldn’t even look at me 
he was so scared 
so I took him to a back bedroom in this house 
and he got on top of me 

(MO pulls her fingers out of ROD.) 
(ROD gasps.) 
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(He’s never felt anything like this before.) 
(It’s beautiful…everything inside of him is on fire—
every memory he’s ever had, every thought that has ever 
existed, all of his dreams and fantasies—it’s all ablaze.) 

 

(The rumbling gets closer to all 
of them.) 
(They’re being swallowed by 
it.) 
 

(MO’S fingers are covered in ROD.) 
(She goes to DEVYN and BEAUX.) 
(They both lick her fingers.) 
(It’s the best thing they’ve ever tasted.) 

 
MO (cont’d). 

and fucked me 
the same way he always did 
and for the first time 
I opened that fucking door 
and I jumped 
and the snarling animals came 
 
and they picked my bones clean 
 
    
and I laughed 
and laughed 
and laughed. 

 
 (ROD takes off his underwear.) 
 
  (He bends over, spreads his asshole.) 
 
(Night takes the forest over even harder than it had before.) 
(Everything is dark.) 
(There’s no disco ball that we can see, but the MEN and MO are showered in distant sparkles.) 
(This time there’s no music.) 
(Just the forest.) 
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 (BEAUX rushes to ROD.) 
 (He’s been waiting for this moment.) 
 (He’s waited his whole life for this.) 
  (BEAUX takes his hard dick out of his pants.) 
 
   (MO stops him.) 
 
 BEAUX. 
what are you— 
 
 MO. 
alright, Rod— 
it’s your choice. 
Which one of these boys do you want to fuck you. 
 
 BEAUX. 
it’s me— 
of course it’s— 
we’ve been doing this together for— 
this is our thing. 
 

(ROD grabs DEVYN.) 
(ROD kisses DEVYN.) 

  
 ROD. 
(to BEAUX.) 
I don’t want you to… 
 
 BEAUX. 
but he’s only here because you didn’t want to be fucked— 
 
 ROD. 
I didn’t want to be fucked by you 
I didn’t want to be fucked by you. 

 
(BEAUX’S heart breaks open.) 
(He’s never felt this before.) 
(This is the ultimate—) 
 
(DEVYN gets behind ROD.) 
(DEVYN takes his cock out.) 
 
(BEAUX rushes back to the MEN.) 
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(DEVYN pushes BEAUX hard.) 
(BEAUX falls in the dirt.) 
(DEVYN slips his dick into ROD’S hole.) 
 
(ROD moans.) 
 
(DEVYN fucks ROD.) 
(DEVYN fucks ROD hard.) 
(ROD touches himself furiously.) 
 
(BEAUX is livid.) 
(He can’t watch them, but he can’t not watch them 
either.) 
 
(He pulls out his cock.) 
(He starts to touch himself.) 

 
(The fragmented sequins from the disco ball illuminate DEVYN’S ecstasy, 
ROD’S pleasure, 
and BEAUX’S pain.) 
 
 (DEVYN comes inside ROD.) 

(HE stops fucking ROD.) 
 
(The disco ball falls from the top of the pines.) 
(It hits the floor of the forest with a deafening thud.) 
 
(Only it’s not a disco ball 
it’s a giant, 
hairy, 
asshole.) 
 
(The MEN don’t notice this.) 

 
(Everything is quiet.) 

 
 ROD. 
I’m not finished yet… 
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 DEVYN. 
but I am. 
 

(BEAUX goes to DEVYN.) 
(He tries to kiss him.) 
(DEVYN pushes him away.) 
 
(All three MEN sit in the pine needles.) 
(All of them together.) 
(All of them alone.) 
(The night cries around them.) 
(DEVYN stands to go, he starts to leave.) 

 BEAUX. 
What are you— 
 
 DEVYN. 
I’m done. 
 
 BEAUX. 
But we— 
I thought— 
 
 DEVYN. 
you thought what? 
 
 BEAUX. 
we’re… 
you and I— 
 
 DEVYN. 
We aren’t together 
 
 BEAUX. 
But… 
that’s the plan, 
that’s what we’re… 
 
 DEVYN. 
There is no plan. 
I’m twenty-one. 
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 BEAUX. 
But you said. 
you said you liked me, 
that… 
 
 DEVYN. 
Do you know how many people I fuckin’ like?! 
How many people I sleep with? 
How many people I fall for? 
You guys were hot and older. 
We fucked. 
That’s it. 
 

(This sinks in.) 
(ROD and BEAUX are shook.) 

 
 DEVYN. 
You guys didn’t think this was it for me, did you? 
 
 BEAUX. 
I mean…I was sort of hoping that— 
 
 DEVYN. 
You thought this was enough for me? 
That one weekend a year with you two was enough. 
 
 BEAUX. 
I didn’t think that. 
Which is why you and I have been dating and— 
 
 DEVYN. 
Beaux, 
you’re not enough. 
 
 BEAUX. 
But what about all the conversations we had, all the things you told me— 
 
 DEVYN. 
I don’t even remember what I said. 
I was just lonely 
and bored 
And you were there. 
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(DEVYN turns to leave.  He’s shivering in the woods.  
Half-naked and covered in two MEN he’ll probably 
never see again.) 
(DEVYN stops.) 

 
 DEVYN (cont’d). 
And you guys are… 
you’re… 
  
 MO. 
boring. 
 
 DEVYN. 
really fucking boring 
and you’re not even that good at sex— 
you’re old 
and not like in a hot way, 
but your age it fucking shows— 
you can’t keep up. 
And you always want to fuck the exact same way— 
I wanna try some weird shit: 
piss on me, 
make me fart on your face, 
fist me, 
fucking double penetrate me— 
anything to make the sex memorable. 
Because everything with you two is a fucking blur— 
it’s all the same. 
When we started, 
I was probably too young for all of this. 
But I’m not now 
and 
 
 BEAUX. 
so what?  this was just... 
 
 DEVYN. 
uh 
sometimes it was fun. 
 

(DEVYN walks deeper into the woods.) 
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(Until he’s gone.) 
(MO opens the cooler.) 

 
 MO. 
hope y’all don’t mind— 
it’s the last one. 
 

(MO opens the beer.) 
(She drinks it.) 

 
you two were made for each other. 
I’m happy for y’all. 

(The night sky starts to come alive.) 
(It burns pumpkin orange smears into the black swash 
of night.) 
(MO looks up at the sky.) 

 
never seen the stars like this before— 
it all looks  
so  
different, 
so new 
then again— 
maybe I just never noticed. 

(MO sets her beer down.) 
(She walks into the trees.) 
 
(ROD and BEAUX are left alone.) 
 
(The sounds of night breaking into morning haunt all 
the emptiness between them.) 
 
(ROD takes a sip from MO’S beer.) 
(He offers it to BEAUX.) 
(BEAUX takes it.) 
(He drinks.) 
 
(ROD reaches out to BEAUX.) 
(He puts his hand on his leg.) 
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 ROD. 
I… 
I uh… 
you have always been— 

 
 BEAUX. 
I don’t wanna talk. 

(BEAUX unbuttons his pants.) 
(He starts to touch himself.) 
 
(It’s violent.) 
 
(He doesn’t look at ROD.) 
(He just looks at the trees.) 
 
(ROD takes his cock out.) 
(He also starts to masturbate.) 
(He never looks at BEAUX.) 
 
(They sweat.) 
(They cry.) 
(This goes on and on and on for an eternity.) 
 
(Their muscles are tense.) 
(Their cocks are raw.) 
(Their tear ducts are empty.) 
(Their hearts are broken.) 
 
(They touch themselves and touch themselves.) 
(Their cries become louder and louder.) 
 
(They sob together.) 
 
(They sweat together.) 
 
(They scream.) 
 
 
(They can’t come.) 
 
 
 
(They keep going and going.) 
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(Their dicks are raw.) 
 
 
 
 
 
(They bleed.) 
 
 
(The sun sets.) 
(The sun rises.) 
(The sun sets.) 
(The sun rises.) 
 (The deer rots.) 
 
(They can’t come.) 
 
 
 
 
 
(Their hands callus.) 
 
 
 
 
 
(Night breaks.) 
(Dawn shatters.) 
 
 
 
(They can’t come.) 
 
(They keep going.) 

 
 
 
(Tears streaming.) 
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(Hearts thumping.) 
 
(Their lives flash before their eyes.) 
(They can taste stale remnants of their dreams.) 
 
(Their hands cramp.) 
(Their bodies break.) 
 
 
(BEAUX thinks about DEVYN.) 
(ROD thinks about BEAUX.) 
(But none of it is enough, because they’re just 
that broken.) 
 
 
(Too broken to scream.) 
(Too broken to cry.) 
(Too broken to cum.) 
 

(But they keep trying.) 
 

(End of play.) 
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(they’re still trying… 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

it’s still not working…) 
  
 
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
  
 
 
 


