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				Bryn Mawr Academy for Boys and the Hereford Pub are fictitious institutions located in otherwise real places. Jake wields a Rory Gallagher edition Fender Stratocaster because he has great taste in guitars and guitarists. And for the record, Andover, Massachusetts, is a really good place to live, despite whatever he may think.

			
				


			
Characters

				Jake   

				An attractive, laid back twenty-something musician in need of someone who can keep him in line. Or at least tolerate him. 

				


				Emma

				An attractive, thirty-something attorney who runs off every male she encounters, deliberately or otherwise. 

				


				Jill

				Waitress at the Hereford Pub.

				


				Bill

				Bartender at the Hereford Pub.

				


				Brickman

				Long-time custodian at the Bryn Mawr Academy for Boys. He is a laid back, middle-aged man who has observed the exploits of Jake with a combination of amusement, horror, and affection.

				

Production Notes 

				Dinner, Sex and a Movie requires a minimum of 4 actors (2 male/2 female) and can accommodate a maximum of five actors with speaking parts (3 male/2 female). Extras may be added as desired for Act 2. 

				


				Actors playing the roles of Jake and Emma can only play those roles. All other actors may play multiple roles. 

				


				Approximate running time is 90 minutes.

				


				Stage directions are deliberately minimal to allow actors and directors room for improvisation and interpretation. 

				


				Dinner, Sex and a Movie is for mature audiences. Acts 3 and 4 contain numerous character transitions in and out of bed that may require nudity or added instructions to avoid nudity, depending on the desire of the director and company. 

				


				Productions may incorporate limited nudity at these points so long as it is tastefully done and no longer than necessary. Conversely, directors and/or actors may add stage directions (or take other steps) to minimize or eliminate nudity so long as it does not change the dialog or story. So long as they adhere to these requirements, these actions may be made with or without contacting the author.

			
				


			
Act 1: The Phone Number

				Scene:

				A music room at a boarding school. On a Sunday evening.

				


				An old grand piano is in the foreground. There are miscellaneous instruments about, in and out of cases, and marching band uniforms hanging on a rack.  A banner hangs in the background that reads “Bryn Mawr Academy for Boys.”

				


				A door to a hallway is visible at the rear of the stage (up-stage); it is propped open.

				


				The only occupant of the room is a twenty-something male, wearing jeans and a black T-shirt. He is sitting on the piano bench, playing an unplugged, worn Fender Stratocaster electric guitar. He occasionally stops to write chords down on a sheet of paper. He is trying to write a song, without much luck. 

				


				After a few minutes of this, he gives up.  He crumples up the piece of paper and throws it at a trashcan on one side of the room.

				


				He then plays the opening notes of Led Zeppelin’s Stairway to Heaven before standing up and placing the guitar in a soft case. He takes one last look around the room, then walks to the outside door, stage left, to leave.

				


			
				He begins to open the door, then stops and waits. After a moment he shuts the door and walks back into the room with a sense of purpose. He puts the guitar down, slides the piano bench out, and climbs underneath the piano, lying flat on his back. He runs his index along the underside of the piano as if he is looking for something specific.

				


				He takes out his cell phone and dials a number he is reading from the bottom of the piano.

				


				Jake: 

				Can I speak to Emma?

				


				Stage right becomes partially illuminated, revealing an attractive woman holding a phone. She is wearing yoga pants and a tank top.

				


				Emma: 

				Goddammit!

				


				Jake: 

				Um…hi?

				


				Emma: 

				Who is this?

				


				Jake: 

				Jake.

				


				Emma: 

				Are you underneath the piano in that Godforsaken music room?

				


				Jake: (sliding out from under piano and sitting up): 

				No.

				


			

			
				Emma: 

				Liar. How old are you, “Jake?”

				


				Jake: 

				Twenty-six.

				


				Emma: 

				Then what are you doing at the Bryn Mawr Academy for Boys?

				


				Jake: 

				Just passing through. 

				


				Emma: 

				And you decided to call this number?

				


				Jake: 

				Well, I assumed that’s why you wrote it here.  Along with (leaning back under the piano, reading) Jane, Katrina, Susan and Rachael. Might I ask what you were doing in an academy for boys?

				


				Jake climbs out from under the piano and stands up.

				


				Emma: 

				I was a fifteen year-old idiot at summer camp. Not that that’s any of your business. And now my parents still get calls because of my mistake. Years later.

				


				Jake: 

				You live with your parents?

				


				Emma: 

				No! Dear God. I just got lucky enough to be here the night you decided to call.

				


			

			
				Jake: 

				Nice.

				


				Emma: 

				No, it’s not nice. It’s an albatross around my neck.  Tell me, “Jake,” what’s the tuition at that school, anyway? 

				


				Jake: 

				Lots. Why?

				


				Emma: 

				Well, most schools replace their pianos every few years. Yours won’t for some reason. So I am reduced to fantasizing about breaking in and taking an ax to it. Then I wouldn’t have to put up with this nonsense.

				


				Jake (looking at the piano): 

				Maybe it’s a precious antique.

				


				Emma: 

				That they just happen to let students draw on and carve names into. 

				


				Jake (laughs): 

				I don’t know, it might be worse to have it circulating in the general public. Especially with some of those comments written next to your name. I think “Bitch” is the nicest of them.

				


				Emma: 

				Those are warnings that I take pride in. Warnings you might have heeded.

				


				Jake: 

				Not really my style, Emma. Regardless, so long as the piano is here, you know where it is.

			

			
				


				Emma: 

				You have a point there, which puts you one up on the previous callers.

				


				Jake: 

				Well, I am good, if I do say so myself. Then again, I have no frame of reference for this sort of thing. The phone call, I mean. What do I do next?

				


				Emma (sighs): 

				Bra size or panty color.

				


				Jake: 

				Huh?

				


				Emma: 

				Ask me what my bra size is, or what color panties I’m wearing, idiot.  

				


				Jake: 

				Tempting, but that’s not actually why I called.

				


				Emma: 

				I’d like to give you credit for not going there, but I think I’m more afraid of why you “really called.” 

				


				Jake:

				Don’t be.

				


				Emma:

				So why did you call me then, Jake?  

				


				Jake: 

				I don’t know. 

				


			

			
				Emma (let down): 

				You would have been better off going the panty color route.

				


				Jake: 

				Something came over me. I had to call. You, specifically.

				


				Emma: 

				That’s because my name is first on the list. Poor Jane will be hearing from you next.

				


				Jake: 

				No, I’m not gonna call any of them.

				


				Emma: 

				Until you finish licking your wounds from this fiasco.

				


				Jake: 

				Where is 609, anyway?

				


				Emma: 

				Cape May. Dammit, why did I just tell you that? I meant Andover, Massachusetts.

				


				Jake (visibly shudders at the name Andover): 

				Let’s stick with Cape May.

				


				Emma: 

				What’s wrong with Andover?

				


				Jake (cringes again): 

				Nothing. (Changing the subject quickly) They’re black lace, aren’t they?

				


				Emma: 

				Fuck you, Jake. I’d say it was nice talking to you – 

			

			
				


				Jake: 

				I’m sorry. Wait.

				


				Emma: 

				Why?

				


				Jake: 

				Just hear me out.

				


				Emma: 

				That would require you to have something to say. FYI, Bra size is off limits to you. Here, I’ll help you out: So, you are the school janitor, then?

				


				Jake: 

				Brickman? No, I am…or was…the Spring music teacher.  

				


				Emma: 

				There’s a success story. Just the type of wealthy Alpha male I intend to marry. 

				


				Jake: 

				I just got stateside again a few months ago. I needed a job.

				


				Emma: 

				Stateside? 

				


				Jake: 

				I was recording in Europe.

				


				Emma: 

				Recording what, property deeds?

				


				Jake: 

			

			
				I’m a guitarist. I played with Red Velvet for a bit, then Knockout Mouse. 

				


				Silence.

				


				Jake: 

				We were all the rage round the ‘Dam. Also: Berlin, Cologne, Prague, Copenhagen and London.

				


				Emma: 

				Which is how you ended up back in a boy’s school in Bryn Mawr. Had to flee Londontown before the lifestyle did you in, eh?

				


				Jake: 

				That’s true, actually.

				


				Emma: 

				You would have been better off asking my bra size.

				


				Jake: 

				Come on, woman, give me a break. “Twenty-something, drifter guitarist” is a hot description. It’s way hotter than “wealthy Alpha male.”

				


				Emma: 

				Um, no.

				


				Jake: 

				I can be the good-looking bad boy that you never had, and you can be the angel that comes along and saves me from myself. You can hear it in my voice, don’t I sound dangerous?

				


				Emma: 

				What the hell does dangerous sound like?

			

			
				


				Jake (looking at himself, impressed): 

				Six-three, lean muscle, black T-shirt and jeans.

				


				Emma: 

				That would hold my attention. But what do you look like?

				


				Jake: 

				That’s me darlin’. I’m made entirely out of testosterone and danger. Along with my Strat, that’s pretty much all there is to me.

				


				Emma: 

				Strat? 

				


				Jake (proudly): 

				Fender Stratocaster. My guitar. It’s a Rory Gallagher.

				


				Emma: 

				So you are a sexy, broke rock star who fled London with an Irishman’s guitar to avoid a premature trip to the morgue. 

				


				Jake: 

				I am only twenty-six. Twenty-seven is when that tends to happen. How old are you?

				


				Emma:

				They’re black lace. Why are you leaving Bryn Mawr Academy, Jake?

				


				Jake: 

				My gig’s up; I’m moving on. 

				


				Emma: 

			

			
				Where? Oh, wait, I forgot, you are a “drifter.” You’ll be going wherever Fate takes you.

				


				Jake: 

				That’s here.

				


				Emma: 

				OK, you lost me.

				


				Jake: 

				I was in the act of leaving the building for the last time, but then I stopped and made this call.

				


				Emma: 

				Oh, this is so lame. 

				


				Jake: 

				Something came over me. I’ve known about the numbers under the piano since I was in school here. 

				


				Emma: 

				You, and every other boy in One Nine Zero One Zero.

				


				Jake: 

				I was leaving. But something wouldn’t let me. I was meant to call you. 

				


				Emma: 

				This is more of a completely random, poorly thought-out whim.

				


				Jake: 

				What if it wasn’t random? You said it yourself, you don’t live at this number any more. But here we are on the phone.

				


				Pause.

			

			
				


				Emma: 

				I can’t believe I’m listening to this.

				


				Jake: 

				But you are. You could have hung up on me already. 

				


				Emma: 

				OK, I – 

				


				Jake (cutting her off): 

				That means we should meet.

				


				Emma: 

				No, whatever it means, I assure you it doesn’t mean that.

				


				Jake: 

				Can we both just walk away from this moment?

				


				Emma: 

				Yes. In a matter of seconds.

				


				Jake: 

				Don’t. 

				


				Another pause.

				


				Jake: 

				Meet me. 

				


				Emma: 

				For all you know, I’m the ugliest girl you’ve ever seen.

				


				Jake: 

			

			
				All I know is I need to see you. I’m not worried about anything else.

				


				Emma: 

				This is the type of notoriously poor judgment call I advise women against on a daily basis.

				


				Jake: 

				I’m hearing “Yes.”

				


				Emma: 

				Pick a well-lit, public place. In West Chester.

				


				Jake: 

				Why West Chester?

				


				Emma: 

				Because I don’t want you anywhere near where I live. What have you got against West Chester?

				


				Jake: 

				I was thinking Conshy.

				


				Emma (sharply): 

				How about Andover, Massachusetts?

				


				Jake (winces): 

				West Chester’s cool. How do I get there?

				


				Emma (disbelieving): 

				From Bryn Mawr? You take Bryn Mawr Avenue to West Chester Pike. 

				


				Jake: 

				Oh. Yeah.

				


			

			
				Emma: 

				Jesus. You better be cute given how well you have stupid down. 

				


				Jake: 

				Easy, I’m kidding. The Hereford Pub on Gay Street hasn’t banned me yet. We can meet there. Eight O’clock tomorrow night. I’ll buy you dinner.

				


				Emma: 

				How am I even considering this? Sorry, I’ve changed my mind. 

				


				Jake: 

				You can have the bread pudding for dessert.

				


				Emma: 

				It’s been nice, Jack, Jake, or whatever your name is. 

				


				Jake: 

				Show up.

				


				Emma: 

				I don’t think so.

				


				Jake: 

				I’ll be at the bar. Eight O’clock. Black T-shirt. Jeans.

				


				Emma: 

				Goodnight. Don’t ever call this number again.

				


				Emma hangs up the phone loudly. Her side of stage goes dark; she is no longer visible.

				


				Pause.

				


			

			
				Jake (to himself, smiling): 

				She’ll be there.

				


				He exits the music room via the outside door.

				


				End of Act One.

			

			
				


			
Act 2: Dinner, or “The Andover Incident”

				Scene:

				The Hereford Pub, West Chester. Monday night.

				


				Jake is sitting at the bar with a five-dollar bill and a pint of beer in front of him. He is talking to Jill, the waitress, as she comes and goes with drinks. 

				


				Bill is manning the bar. There is sufficient background noise to indicate they are doing a good business that night.

				


				Jake:

				I think it went well.

				


				Jill (disbelieving): 

				Based on that description? She hung up on you.

				


				Jake: 

				Yeah. 

				


				Jill: 

				I can’t tell whether I find you cute despite how stupid you are, or because of it.

				


				Jake: 

				You are one mean bitch of a waitress, you know that.

				


				Jill: 

				And you are a hopeless optimist. When was this “Emma” supposed to get here again?

			
				


				Jake: 

				Eight.

				


				Jill: 

				And what time is it now?

				


				Jake: 

				Eight thirty-five.

				


				Jill: 

				I’m calling it. You and your broken heart owe me five bucks. 

				


				Jake slides the five-dollar bill across the bar.

				


				Jake: 

				But I get to go home with you as consolation, right?

				


				Jill: 

				No. But I bet you could go home with Bill. You know how he feels about you.

				


				Bill hears his name, looks over and waves in Jake’s direction. Jake looks about the bar, partly to find Emma, partly to avoid Bill.

				


				Jill: 

				What did you tell her you looked like? Adonis, probably. 

				


				Jake (shrugs): 

				Black T-shirt, jeans.

				


				Jill looks about the bar, counting.

				


				Jill: 

			

			
				Nice one. You, and at least ten other kids in here meet that description tonight.

				


				Jake: 

				She’ll pick me out. I’m the good-looking one.

				


				Jill: 

				Of course, because good-looking guys meet girls by dialing random phone numbers scrawled under pianos.

				


				Jake: 

				You make it sound like this is out of the ordinary.

				


				Jill: 

				I’m calling you a creeper. Creeper.

				


				Jake: 

				She’ll be here. She lives out here.

				


				Jill: 

				She told you where she lives?

				


				Jake: 

				No, but she told me she told me she doesn’t live anywhere near here.

				


				Jill (flustered): 

				OK, you are making zero sense right now.

				


				Jake: 

				Stay with me on this: she knew her curiosity would get the best of her. And if she is going to take a risk, she’s going to do it with minimum investment. I’ll bet you five dollars she walks here.

				


				Jill (holding up the bill): 

			

			
				You don’t have five dollars. Besides, assuming you are right, which you aren’t, she had a whole night to sleep on this mistake. 

				


				Jake: 

				I’m way too good looking to be stood up. That’s more of the type of thing that would happen to you.

				


				Jill: 

				Bastard. 

				


				Jill punches Jake in the arm then walks off to deliver drinks.

				


				Emma enters the room wearing a business suit, fancy shoes, and carrying a high-end designer handbag. She looks like a million dollars and knows it given the way she carries herself. Bill notices her and reflexively starts pouring a glass of wine. She pulls up at any empty stool next to Jake.

				


				Jill (returning): 

				Hi Emma.

				


				Emma: 

				Hello Jill. 

				


				Jake (looking and back and forth between Emma and Jill): 

				Emma?

				


				Jill (introducing Jake): 

				This is - oh, God. You’re his Emma.

				


				Emma: 

				Whose? (Looks at Jake) – black T-shirt, Jeans. Shit.

				


			

			
				Jake: 

				You two know each other?

				


				Jill (smacks Jake in forehead): 

				Duh! Remember, like, three weeks ago? Saturday night.

				


				Jake (remembering): 

				The knockout with the powerbroker. 

				


				Bill hands Emma a glass of red wine.

				


				Bill: 

				Your Malbec, m’lady. 

				


				Emma:

				Thanks, Bill.

				


				Jill: 

				Jake here made inquiries about you that night.

				


				Emma: 

				Did he really? What did he ask?

				


				Jill: 

				He didn’t get any farther than (emphasizing) “Who is that?” 

				


				Emma: 

				So what did you tell him?

				


				Jill: 

				Nothing. You were in the process of leaving. You got into a – 

				


				Jake: 

			

			
				– white Lexus LFA – 

				


				Jill: 

				 – and drove off. He said never mind, then just sort of sulked for a bit. Then he left with some college girl he picked up.

				


				Emma: 

				Just as well, really. 

				


				Jill: 

				Oh, I would have told him what you asked me ten minutes earlier that night.

				


				Emma:

				No – 

				


				Jake (cutting Emma off): 

				Quid pro quo. (To Jill) Let’s have it.

				


				Jill (looking at Emma, evilly): 

				Emma asked me who “C & S” was, referring to you.

				


				Jake (to Emma): 

				C & S?

				


				Emma (caught):

				Girl code for cute and stupid. 

				


				Jake (smiling): 

				Yeah, well. 

				


				Jill: 

				And here you both are, in the flesh.

				


			

			
				Emma: 

				OK, I’ll admit I wasn’t expecting this, anyway.

				


				Jill: 

				It’s kinda cool, don’t you think? I mean, what are the odds?

				


				Emma: 

				It’s kind of skeevy, if you ask me.

				


				Jake: 

				Relax, the ice is already melted. This is gonna be the easiest first date ever.

				


				Emma: 

				This is not a date, little boy.

				


				Jill:

				It’s more like Fate.

				


				Emma (looking at Jill):

				It’s more like shut up, Jill.

				


				Jake:

				Let’s see. First I was compelled to call a number written years ago on the bottom of a piano, second, you answered the phone at a house you no longer live at, and third, when we meet, it turns out we’re already on each other’s radar screens. 

				


				Jill (provoking Emma): 

				Destiny.

				


				Emma:

			

			
				Don’t get your hopes up. Whatever interest I had was alcohol induced and purely physical in nature. You do have that body, after all.

				


				Jill (looking behind her at the shelves):

				Oh, look. Alcohol.

				


				Emma: 

				Bill, can you please fire her?

				


				Bill:

				No, m’lady. Sorry m’lady.

				


				Jake:

				As for you, you are drop dead gorgeous.

				


				Emma:

				I don’t agree. But thank you, anyway.

				


				Jake:

				You’re welcome. And for the record, I would win that argument.

				


				Jill: 

				Don’t bet on it. You don’t know who you are messing with.

				


				Jake: 

				I win bets. She showed up didn’t she?

				


				Emma: 

				Only because I can walk here. Shit, why did I just admit that?

				


				Jill hands Jake the five-dollar bill.

				


			

			
				Emma: 

				What just happened?

				


				Jake: 

				Jill lost five dollars. 

				


				Jill: 

				Now Jake can pay part of his tab. Five dollars worth, specifically.

				


				Emma: 

				Well, he is out of a job…. (Devilishly) Good thing his lease is up next Monday.

				


				Jake (confused): 

				OK, my turn. What just happened?

				


				Emma: 

				You mean how did I know that? Or that you were born in Covington, Kentucky on July 9, private-schooled, failed out of Cornell, and the only line of credit you ever had was with a jeweler in Manhattan?

				


				Emma pulls a manila folder out of her bag.

				


				Jill (smiling evilly): 

				Now you’ll see.

				


				Emma: 

				I compiled a dossier on you.

				


				Jake: 

				So you’re a secret agent? Or just a P.I.?

				


				Emma: 

				A trial attorney. With the necessary connections.

			

			
				


				Jill: 

				A vicious bitch trial attorney.

				


				Jake: 

				I don’t know whether I should be offended or flattered. I’ll go with flattered.

				


				Emma: 

				Offended is safer. But in my own defense, I don’t normally pull backgrounds on dates.

				


				Jake:

				On whats? 

				


				Emma: 

				But I also don’t normally agree to meet strangers who randomly call me. I had to make sure I wasn’t going to get killed. 

				


				Jake:

				You’re forgiven.

				


				Emma:

				Not so fast. That’s why I did it. But not why I brought it. Now that I’ve read it, I intend to use it as a weapon to eviscerate you with over a few drinks.

				


				Jill:

				Can I watch? I’ve never seen him put in his place properly. Oh, damn – 

				


				Jill notices a customer and leaves to tend to her tables.

				


				Jake: 

				We should get a table.

			

			
				


				Emma:

				No need, I prefer the bar. Besides, whatever our little meeting here is, it isn’t going to take long.

				


				Bill arrives carrying a plate of miscellaneous deep-fried appetizers.

				


				Bill: 

				Your appetizers, m’lord.

				


				Jake (to Emma):


				I took the liberty while I was waiting.

				


				Bill:

				Can I get you menus?

				


				Jake: 

				Yes.

				


				Emma: 

				No thanks, Bill. I’m not staying. Although Jake here seems to be struggling with the concept.

				


				Jake:


				I thought we were having dinner together.

				


				Emma:

				Oh, you can eat. So long as you don’t answer my questions with your mouth full. (Looking at the appetizers) The wings do look good. But I’m afraid they won’t go well with my Armani.

				


				Jake: 

				Take a chance. And stay and relax. There’s no need for you to go, especially since our fates are already intertwined. 

			

			
				


				Emma: 

				I was wondering how somebody who looks as good as you do was single. Now that I hear your bad one-liners it all becomes clear.

				


				Jake (with an evil smile): 

				At least you don’t think it’s because I’m a womanizer who picks girls up and ditches them in the same night.

				


				Emma:

				That’s the more likely explanation, actually.

				


				Jake:

				That’s not me.

				


				Emma:

				Liar.

				


				Jake:

				That’s just a by-product of my situation. 

				


				Emma:

				Your situation?

				


				Jake:

				I’m lost.

				


				Emma (rolling her eyes):

				Which is why you are drifting from city to city. Spare me.

				


				Jake:

				I’m looking for something.

				


				Emma:

			

			
				Bullshit. You are trying to come off as interesting. And failing, I might add.

				


				Jake:

				Am I?

				


				Emma:

				“Hi, I’m broken, can you fix me?” isn’t a turn on.

				


				Jake:

				Yes it is. Women love projects. 

				


				Emma:

				Only when they come wrapped in six feet of muscle. 

				


				Jake (smiling devilishly):

				You don’t say?

				


				Emma:

				So your job ended and that’s why you didn’t renew your lease.

				


				Jake:

				I’ve got another week to re-up. The realtor’s office is only a few stops down on the train. I just need a reason to go visit them.

				


				Emma:

				Do you want to stay? 

				


				Jake:

				I don’t know. I suspect Fate will intervene. I’ll make the only choice I can. 

				


				Emma:

				I’m starting to think you believe your own drivel.

			

			
				


				Jake:

				Of course I do.

				


				Emma:

				And if you don’t find anything here?

				


				Jake:

				It’s 30th Street station for me. I’m outbound.

				


				Emma:

				To where?

				


				Jake shrugs, unconcerned.

				


				Emma:

				I can see it. You’ll arrive with no money, no place to go, and yet you’ll always have a warm bed and car rides donated by the endless string of women you pick up.

				


				Jake:

				Like I said, I’m lost.

				


				Emma:

				I wonder – will you target her in the station, and let that determine what train you get on? Or will you pick a train and target her onboard?

				


				Jake:

				I don’t target anybody. I’m not a predator.

				


				Emma:

				Just a manipulating opportunist. That is so not a turn on. Why not get a job and a career and be a man? You were smart enough to get into Cornell. Once upon a time you could have made something of yourself.

			

			
				


				Jake:

				I have a job. I write songs. 

				


				Emma:

				You do have three albums to your name.

				


				Jake:

				You’re good. 

				


				Emma:

				Not really. It’s right there on the Bryn Mawr Academy website. You should hire them as your publicist. They almost make it sound like you are accomplished.

				


				Jake:

				You have to admit my credentials are sexy. 

				


				Emma:

				Based on your sales rank, I’m guessing you make about 1,000 dollars a month between all three albums. 

				


				Jake:

				Europe loves me.

				


				Emma:

				Not enough, apparently. But it is sexier than I like to admit. And you probably look good carrying a guitar.

				


				Jake:

				Not just any guitar – 

				


				Emma:

				A Rory Gallagher Fender Stratocaster. 

				


				Jake:

			

			
				BMA website?

				


				Emma:

				Our phone call, remember?

				


				Jake:

				Of course. It’s my pride and joy.

				


				Emma:

				It’s the only thing you own worth more than a few hundred bucks.

				


				Jake (matter-of-factly):

				It’s all I need.

				


				She stops and looks at him, almost as if she is charmed.

				


				Jake:


				Can I help you?

				


				Emma:

				For some reason I suspect that’s true.

				


				Jake:

				You’re surprised?

				


				Emma:

				It did occur to me that you need somebody to support you.

				


				Jake:

				I don’t want your money. I want you. Every ounce. Heart, mind, soul, body.

				


				Emma:

			

			
				I don’t have a soul. And you only want my body. You’d throw away the rest. 

				


				Jake:

				Never. 

				


				Emma (insisting):

				You would. Right in front of me. On Christmas morning.

				


				Jake:

				Figure me out, Emma. You’re the attorney. I’m not complicated.

				


				Emma (mockingly):

				You haven’t found the right woman. And when you do, you’ll settle down.

				


				Jake:

				It’s that simple.

				


				Emma:

				That’s the pathetic pick up angle you use on your kills? Jill says you walk out of here with women whenever you want to.

				


				Jake:

				They’re just sex. Don’t get me wrong. Sex is great. And I’m good at it. But I want romance.

				


				Emma (confused):

				What?

				


				Jake:

				You heard me.

				


				Emma:

			

			
				Now I really don’t believe you.

				


				Jake:

				You will after a few dates. The sex can start immediately, though.

				


				Emma:

				Like I said, this is not date. And sex is off the table.

				


				Jake:

				The floor is fine.

				


				Emma:

				Not gonna happen, lover boy. I’m the woman who leaves in the LFA, remember? You can grab yourself any of these little things (waving her hand about the room) you want on your way out.

				


				Jake: 

				Why can’t you just relax, Emma? You aren’t really the bitch you lead with, and you know it. I can see it in your eyes.

				


				Emma (shaking her head):

				No, no, no. I’m asking the questions tonight.

				


				Jake:

				Only with my indulgence. You’ve taken everything else away. No romance. No sex. You won’t even let me buy you dinner.

				


				Emma:

				You only have five dollars.

				


				Jill walks by and takes the five-dollar bill.

				


				Jake:

			

			
				So what’s left in this for me? 

				


				Emma: 

				My company. For a few more minutes, anyway. 

				


				Jake:

				Sorry, darling. You are beautiful. And smart. But that’s not good enough right now.

				


				Emma:

				Then walk. I’ll pay the tab. I was going to anyway.

				


				Jake:

				That’s not what you want.

				


				Emma:

				Trying to blame me because you aren’t man enough to go won’t work.

				


				Jake:

				Well played. Now it’s a no win for me. If I stay, I lose. If I go, I lose.

				


				Emma (devilishly):

				You are trapped. (Poking his chest with her finger): Cute, stupid, and trapped.

				


				Jake:

				And you like playing with fire.

				


				Emma:

				I’m just finishing my wine. You’ll be free the second you longingly watch me exit that door.

				


				Jake (motioning to Bill to refill them both):

				Same again.

			

			
				


				Emma:

				It would have been smarter to let me finish this one and go.

				


				Jake:

				Bring it, bitch. I’m winning this fight. Fair warning.

				


				Emma (quickly, on the attack):

				Tell me about Andover.

				


				Jake (on his heels):

				Off limits.

				


				Emma:

				Nope. Sorry. (Holds up manila folder): It’s in here, but I want to hear your side of events.

				


				Jill returns to the bar.

				


				Jake:

				Some other time. When we are cuddling in each other’s arms. Maybe next Saturday.

				


				Emma:

				You won’t even remember me next Saturday. 

				


				Jill (disbelieving):

				Did I hear him say cuddling? (To Jake) Is that a word you know?

				


				Jake:

				I might have picked it up somewhere.

				


				Emma:

				That and some other things that are going around.

			

			
				


				Jill:

				This isn’t like him. I know his whole repertoire. I’ve seen it in action, like a thousand times.

				


				Emma:

				Really? What’s his failure rate?

				


				Jake:

				Zero.

				


				Emma:

				Not possible.

				


				Jill (nodding her head emphatically):

				It’s Zero. 

				


				Emma:

				Then I’ll have the honor of being his first.

				


				Jill:

				I think you will. You’ve had him off his game all night. He’s talking romance.

				


				Emma:

				He’s talking Fate.

				


				Jill:

				The Fate stuff he is always on about. He actually believes it. But romance – that never comes in to play. He doesn’t know what it is…. Holy crap.

				


				Emma:

				What?

				


				Jill (looking at Jake, waving the five-dollar bill):

			

			
				My money is on her tonight.

				


				Jake isn’t paying attention. He is fondling a chain around his neck that is hanging under his shirt.

				


				Emma:

				OK, I’ll bite. What have you got there, you pretty little slut?

				


				Jill picks up a glass of water from behind the bar and sips.

				


				Jake:

				This is a very cool chain.

				


				Jill (spitting out her drink):

				No it isn’t!

				


				Emma: 

				Do you also have a chain on your wallet? These are the things that happen to men when they don’t have a woman to take care of them.

				


				Jake:

				I have an army of them, remember? One of them would have bitched.

				


				Emma:

				And you would have sent her packing even faster. 

				


				Jill: 

				And kept the wallet chain.

				


				Jill and Emma high five. Jake lifts his arms up so she can see his pockets, as if to prove he doesn’t have a wallet chain.

			

			
				


				Emma:

				That proves nothing. Then again, maybe we are off base. Do you even have a wallet? 

				


				Jill:

				Good point. He has no money.

				


				Emma:

				And no car, so maybe no driver’s license. 

				


				Jill:

				How would the coroner ever ID his body? Never mind, just ask – 

				


				Jill and Emma (laughing):

				– half the girls on two continents.

				


				Jill:

				So Jake, how was the 104 bus out of 69th street tonight? Any good targets?

				


				Jake:

				I’ve never targeted anybody.

				


				Emma:

				Wrong. You know, he might have a driver’s license. One with a Massachusetts address.

				


				Jake shoots Emma an evil look.

				


				Jill: 

				What was that about?

				


				Jake (determined):

				Nothing.

			

			
				


				Emma (more determined):

				Everything. Tell me Jill, how well do you know lover boy here?

				


				Jill:

				Well as anybody can, I think. 

				


				Emma: 

				Did he tell you why he went on his twelve-month rampage in Europe?

				


				Jill:

				He was recording and playing gigs.

				


				Emma:

				Incorrect. That’s what he ended up doing. But what got him there was something that happened north of here. 

				


				Jill:

				What?

				


				Emma:

				I’m not sure if it’s something he did, or something that happened to him. Maybe both. I’ve taken to referring to it as “The Andover Incident.”

				


				Jake (controlling himself): 

				Leave it alone.

				


				Jill (to Emma): 

				He just turned purple, did you see that?! (To Jake): You just turned purple.

				


				Jake: 

			

			
				I’d prefer to just stipulate. Whatever that file of yours says happened, happened.

				


				Emma: 

				Sorry, I have no quarter to give you. This is why I showed up tonight - curiosity. This almost makes you interesting. And mysterious. 

				


				Jake looks at her silently.

				


				Emma (daring him): 

				You can always run.

				


				Jake: 

				I don’t run. 

				


				Emma: 

				Don’t you? Andover to Amsterdam, the one city where you could go on a relatively safe, legal, self-destructive spiral? London to Bryn Mawr? 

				


				Jill:

				How exactly does one go from London to Bryn Mawr?

				


				Emma:

				B.A. out of Heathrow 4.

				


				Jill (to Emma):

				That’s not what I meant.

				


				Jake:

				Europe was done. I needed some money. I made a call and ended up back at my old school. 

				


				Emma: 

			

			
				You see, Jill, last night, when Jake called me, he demonstrated some tangible aversion to Andover, Massachusetts. 

				


				Jill:

				What’s wrong with Andover?

				


				Jake:

				Everything.

				


				Emma:

				Nothing. My niece goes to Andover. I visited her once when I was attending a convention in Cambridge.  It’s a nice town, maybe except during winter. Short jaunt across the Merrimac River into New Hampshire, easy ride down 133 onto Cape Ann. So I figured something must have happened to him there. 

				


				Jill: 

				Something that would show up on radar.

				


				Emma: 

				Exactly. So I had a colleague look into it. Low and behold, it turns out that Jake here used to belong to a secret society. 

				


				Jake:

				How the fuck does that show up on anything?

				


				Emma:

				Police report.

				


				Jake:

				Shit. 

				


				Jill: 

			

			
				A secret society? Oh, that is so lame. Was he a role-play vampire?

				


				Emma: 

				No, we have to give him some credit. Judging by his looks (aside to Jill) – and how solid his chest is, Jesus – (to both) he’s probably got too much testosterone to have ever put on mascara.

				


				Jill:

				So what’s in this police report?

				


				Emma:

				Only his name, as a person of interest. It seems a twenty-four year old male named –

				


				Jake:

				– Jerry – 

				


				Emma:

				– was assaulted near Boston Logan and had his car stolen. Jerry claimed not to know his assailant. But he admitted to having lots of enemies.

				


				Jill:

				Why?

				


				Emma:

				He and a friend named – 

				


				Jake:

				– Adam –

				


				Emma:

			

			
				See how easy this is, Jake? Jerry and this Adam were psych majors who were running an unscientific behavioral experiment on the streets of Cambridge. 

				


				Jill:

				Doing what?

				


				Emma:

				Matchmaking.

				


				Jill: 

				You are making this up. (Looks at Jake) Oh, God, she isn’t.

				


				Emma:

				They called their little group “Hell.” I don’t know why. 

				


				Jake says nothing.

				


				Emma:

				Anyway, Jerry and Adam would identify happy couples, then send someone in to break up their relationships.

				


				Emma and Jill look at Jake accusingly.

				


				Jake:

				Not me. That’s a lie.

				


				Emma:

				The police report doesn’t say who.

				


				Jill:

				You are so not attractive right now.

				


				Jake:

				It wasn’t like that.

			

			
				


				Emma:

				Then what was it like?

				


				Jake:

				What does your police report say?

				


				Emma:

				After your little gang sabotaged the relationships, you re-assigned the victims to new, allegedly better relationships. Most of which apparently worked.

				


				Jill (disbelieving):

				How?

				


				Jake:

				Christ, I never figured Jerry would spill his guts. 

				


				Emma:

				Well apparently some of the jilted lovers found out about his little social experiment and weren’t too happy. The beating gave Jerry motive to get out while he was still alive.

				


				Jill:

				So where does Jake fit in? (Looking at Jake) Other than being the relationship wrecker?

				


				Emma:

				Jerry identified Jake as the “study coordinator” – whatever that means – and told the police he might know something about the assault. 

				


				Jill (to Jake, accusingly):

				You were in charge. 

				


				Jake:

			

			
				Bullshit, I was a study subject from moment one. I was just too fucking stupid to see it.

				


				Jill:

				You have ceased to be attractive, just like that. (To Emma) What did he tell the police?

				


				Emma:

				Nothing. They arrived to an empty house. He was renting month to month and his lease had ended, without renewal. Sound familiar? 

				


				Jake:

				It was time for me to go.

				


				Emma:

				And go you did. You flew to Amsterdam the day after Jerry got beaten up. But you did it from Newark Liberty.  

				


				Jill:

				Why not Boston Logan? It’s closest.

				


				Emma:

				That’s what I want to know. Was someone watching for you in Terminal E there, Jake?

				


				Jake:

				I had something I needed to do in New York on my way out.

				


				Pause.

				


				Emma:

				You went to that jewelry store. Did you return a ring? Is that what happened to you – someone broke your heart?

				


			

			
				Jill:

				Somebody got to you?

				


				Emma:

				Looks like I won’t be the first, after all.

				


				Jake:

				I moved to Europe because I needed a change of scenery. That’s all.

				


				Emma studies him for a moment.

				


				Emma:

				Well, you found it. You headlined some clubs, my contact found some concert bills to prove it. And you had some run-ins with the Dutch police.

				


				Jill:

				More police trouble? For what?

				


				Emma:

				Street fighting. Our Jake here is a bad boy, through and through.

				


				Jill: 

				He’s getting attractive again all of a sudden. What next?

				


				Emma: 

				That’s all I’ve got. The person who can fill in the rest is sitting opposite us. Silent.

				


				Jill leaves to tend to a table.

				


				Jake:

				Like I said. You’ll have to come back for the details another night.

			

			
				


				Emma:

				No need. It’s late.

				


				Jake:

				It’s not even 9:30. We could go to a movie in Chadds Ford.

				


				Emma:

				I’m strictly a Bond girl. 007 gets the big screen. For anything else, I prefer to be curled up on the couch. Bill – our check please.

				


				Bill:

				Yes, m’lady.

				


				She throws the folder on the bar in front of Jake. He picks it up and opens it.

				


				Jake (holding up magazine clippings):

				You bitch.

				


				Emma:

				Recipes from women’s home magazines. The folder was just for effect.

				


				Jake:

				You only conducted this whole exercise because you find me interesting. And mysterious.

				


				Emma:

				I find you cute and stupid. 

				


				Jake:

				Ever since the first time we crossed paths. And inquired about each other.

			

			
				


				Emma:

				I don’t put a lot of faith in Fate. That random phone call provided us some mutual entertainment. And some eye candy. But that’s all.

				


				Jake:

				Only because you are forcing it to be. I will breach your shields. Maybe not tonight. But I will.

				


				Emma:

				If not tonight, when? Will you come here looking for me? 

				


				Jake: 

				No. But we’ll cross paths again. That’s the way the world works.

				


				Emma:

				And when we do, I’ll have a wealthy, handsome man in a suit with me. That’s the way the world works.

				


				Jake:

				Then I’ll just have to tell him to get away from my woman.

				


				Emma (smiling):

				Silly, macho, little boy response.

				


				Jake:

				That would turn you on to no end.

				


				Emma smiles and says nothing.

				


				Jake: 

				That’s the only time I’ve heard you say “yes” all night.

				


			

			
				Emma (looking away): 

				Thing is, if I were the type to fall for you, that Andover thing would scare the hell out of me. 

				


				Bill leaves the check.

				


				Jake:

				So the shields are finally coming down a little.

				


				Emma:

				No. Just the opposite. With you they have to stay up. Everything you do is about manipulation. The phone call, your guitar. Your little social experiment that you allegedly left behind. You can’t be trusted.

				


				Jake:

				I wish that was true. But in the end I’m really just a lovesick, lost puppy looking for the right woman. Singular.

				


				Emma:

				Bullshit, you’re a drifter, first and foremost with women.

				


				Jake:

				Only because I haven’t found Her. 

				


				Emma:

				Well, she isn’t me. Oh, I do like the guitar and your albums. Those, coupled with that body, probably get you any other girl in this place for as long as you want her. But they won’t pay the bills and raise a family. So you don’t get me.

				


				Jake:

				Love only works when you follow your heart. You can’t put rational constraints on it.

				


				Emma:

			

			
				We’ve known each other for a day, Jake. I don’t love you. And you don’t love me. Not even your eyes and your smile could pull off that lie.

				


				Jake:

				We don’t love each other yet. But we will.

				


				Emma:

				In a week? Or are you staying in Bryn Mawr all of a sudden?

				


				Jake:

				A week is more than enough time.

				


				Emma:

				You are adorable. Look me up when you chart. Then I’ll let you buy me the dinner we didn’t just have. 

				


				Jake:

				We should at least go to your place and have sex.

				


				Emma (laughs): 

				And now we return to your primary goal for coming out tonight. 

				


				Jake:

				We are both way too good looking for this not to happen.

				


				Emma: 

				Stop, you’re begging. It doesn’t suit you. Even though you are damaged goods.

				


				Jake: 

				Well, certainly after a few drinks with you I am. But the night is young and things have to go up from here, right?

				


			

			
				Emma: 

				Not for you, I’m afraid. I haven’t left you holding any cards. That was mean of me. 

				


				Emma signs the tab. She stands and picks up her purse. 

				


				Emma:

				Night, Bill. Night Jill. (Running a finger down Jake’s chest) This was lovely, whatever it was. But there’s nothing for me here but a very dangerous toy. Goodbye, Jake.

				


				Before Emma can leave, her finger strikes something dangling from the bottom of the chain under Jake’s shirt. She fondles it, trying to determine what it is.

				


				Jake pulls the chain out from under his shirt. It has a shiny gold key on the end.

				


				Jake (as if to himself):

				And here I brought this music room key along for some reason.

				


				Emma freezes, her gaze locked on the key.

				


				End of Act Two.

				


			

			
				


			
Act 3: Sex (and a Monologue) 

				


				Scene I:

				Emma’s bedroom. 30 minutes later. Same night. An ornate, four-post bed dominates the room.

				


				Emma leads Jake into the room. They are both carrying half-consumed glasses of wine. 

				


				Jake leans in and pushes Emma up against the wall with his chest, his arms at his side, the glass of wine still in one hand. They kiss for a bit. He leans back and lets her up from the wall.

				


				They both begin to strip. Emma visibly swoons when Jake’s shirt comes off. 

				


				Emma: 

				I knew you were a manipulative piece of shit. And this probably makes me a prostitute. I should have looked closer at that key. It’s to your P.O. Box, isn’t it? 

				


				Jake shows Emma the key, still hanging on the chain around his neck. She holds it in one hand while pressing her other hand against his bare chest.

				


				Emma (reading the key): 

				“Bryn Mawr Academy. Do not copy.” Well, it appears I can trust you in this matter, anyway. I don’t need my pimp to beat you up. 

				


			
				She finishes stripping down to her bra and panties, and lies back on the bed. 

				


				Emma (resignedly): 

				You are gorgeous.

				


				Jake climbs on top of her and she pulls the blankets over them both. After a minute, Jake throws Emma’s bra out from under the covers. 

				


				Emma:

				Realistically, this isn’t so bad. I have a trial I should be prepping for, except I’m already done. No point in going back over it. I mean, I have like ten thousand times already.… Do you think it’s a problem that I can’t relax? 

				


				There is considerable movement under the sheets, almost as if they are wrestling. Emma slaps at Jake’s hands. Jake then throws Emma’s panties out from under the covers.

				


				Emma (looking at the ceiling):

				How exactly did I get here? I had no intention of meeting you for dinner whatsoever. I was gonna stand you up, no problem, assuming you were even dumb enough to show. Then I got bored and looked you up on the school website. Your photo was cute enough to trigger the background check. But I still wasn’t gonna come. 

				


				Jake tosses his underwear out from under the sheets.

				


				Emma:

				Then I read those police report details - (responding to something going on under the sheets) Oh! Hello! Yes, I can work with this….

				


				Jake continues to move about under the covers.

			

			
				


				Emma:

				Well, that’s certainly different. What are you doing, exactly? AAHHHHHHHHH!!!!!!!!!! 

				


				They roll off the far side of the bed and disappear with a loud thud. Neither is visible for the remainder of the scene.

				


				Emma (shrieks):

				What the hell was that?! (Calmer) Don’t tell me, I don’t want to know. Just stick to the script. You are authorized for missionary only.

				


				Temporary silence.

				


				Emma:

				Oh, dear God! Oh…oh…OK…we can do that…wow…where was I? I can’t remember.…

				


				Pause.

				


				Emma:

				This is not a view of the room I can say I’ve had before. I’ve been in this house for 4 years now.  I like the crown molding. I like Federalist architecture. This town is full of it. That, and a bunch of other stuff. Serpentine stone. Greek revival. Do you like architecture? Why did I just ask you that? 

				


				Emma purrs in response to whatever Jake is doing.

				


				Emma:

			

			
				That’s partly why I moved out here. Philly was killing me. I needed to get as far away as I could but still be able to get into Center City anytime I needed to. So I found this place. Walking town. Awesome architecture. Good restaurants and bars. You can come back to it after travelling and still be like, this is pretty cool. Looks beautiful late April to early May when the blossoms are out…way better than Bryn Mawr, unless you’re north of Montgomery…but you do have a couple of really good pizza joints – Oh!

				


				The floorboards begin squeaking at a routine interval.

				


				Emma (settling in):

				I could get used to this on a Monday night. A lot of the lawyers I know don’t get sex on Mondays, unless it’s with clients.  That’s one of those things bar associations don’t actually approve of. It’s mostly the men doing it…although I have noticed several female attorneys who seem to be in a constant state of heat. Who is doing who at the D.A’s office and how can I meet him? What is he doing with her? That bitch. I’m at least as good as her. Hook me up, girl. Then they hook up. And in a few months it all goes to hell in public, hopefully just at a local lunch place where the A.D.A’s and defense attorneys hang out together talking about boats and cars and their kids, and preferably not in the courtroom. The quality of client advocacy really tends to drop off during post-coital adversarial proceedings.… Oh my God, keep that angle!…

				


				More purring from Emma.

				


				Emma (after a minute):

			

			
				So you see, it’s all rather sordid and unnecessarily convoluted – that means fucked up – say, as compared to taking drugs and screwing groupies backstage in Amsterdam, which you could speak to, if you weren’t currently occupied reciting baseball statistics under your breath. I don’t follow baseball that much. The Sox and Phils have let me down since oh-seven, oh-eight.… If you don’t know who won it in a given year, it’s always best to just guess Yankees…. That’s right, 1949 - Yankees, 1950 - Yankees, 1951 - Yankees, 1952 - Yankees, 1953 – Yankees.…

				


				Curtain pulls to sounds of floorboards squeaking. 

				


				Scene II:

				After a minute of silence, curtain reopens. Sounds of floorboards squeaking resume.

				


				Exact same scene as Scene I, they are still at it, behind the bed, sex and chatter, an unspecified period of time later.

				


				Emma:

				Got Live If You Want It doesn’t count, it’s got overdubbed studio tracks… Get Yer Ya- Yas Out is their first real live album. You aren’t gonna win a Stones argument with me. Especially not Brian Jones era.  You are in my wheelhouse now….(laughing) Oh my God! I was not referring to my…never mind!.., Point is, this girl knows her Stones. I know James Bond and the Stones. And Malbec.

				


				Pause.

				


				Emma:

			

			
				So let’s see, you’ve named all the champions in order for the World Series, Super Bowl, Stanley Cup, BCS, NCAA Basketball, Five and/or Six Nations, Tri-Nations, and World Cup…I’m impressed. By the distance, anyway. How a rock musician can’t get the Stones discography right is beyond me, so maybe you are a fraud.

				


				Emma yelps.

				


				Emma:

				If that was punishment, I’m gonna need to insult you again before this ends! Which will be soon, as you have run out of stats, Jake. Just let yourself think about what you are doing, and it will all be over. Don’t feel bad, this is still a good performance. It’s just that I’m waiting you out on principle. I’ve given up way too much control since I picked up that damn phone. I’m taking the upper hand back here and now. Otherwise you would have finished me off back at “1994 - Brazil.” Do you even have much strength left?

				


				Jake throws them both off the floor and back onto the bed, sheet on top of them. Emma screams.

				


				Emma:

				That’s what I get for playing with fire. This bed is a precious antique. And if we break it…well, I suppose that is the best way it could go out after 400 years. With this gorgeous boy-toy on top of me. The whole “drifter-guitarist-bad boy” thing you have going on is hot. Shouldn’t be. But is. You are so the project I could take on, if I was the kind of girl who makes colossal mistakes. Only thing is, what really did happen in Andover –  

				


				Jake stops moving.

				


				Emma:

			

			
				Oh, shit! I didn’t mean to give you a soft-off! Quick, recover, you were doing so well! Think of something! Bare feet, latex, me in a nun’s habit!

				


				Jake looks directly in Emma’s face.

				


				Emma: 

				I’m panicking! Wait! How about this?!

				


				Emma lies back with her wrists together against the headboard, mimicking being bound and gagged.

				


				Emma (after a few moments): 

				Oh, that’s better....That’s a lot better… you like that...I do, too. Why did I just tell you that? I’m going to end up dead someday. Sooner rather than later. And there will be an embarrassment component for my family. Not that they wouldn’t deserve it – 

				


				Jake looks at her and shakes his head.

				


				Emma: 

				I’ll put the imaginary gag back in my mouth.

				


				She makes some faux muffled moans.


				


				Emma: 

				Sorry, I spat it out. You can imagine I have struggled free. Oh… good…yes, keep imagining that. It’s just that I have to talk. I mean, I talk and text at the same time. 

				Where was I? You and me.  You know what I can’t figure out? Am I a trap that’s gonna kill you, or are you a trap that’s gonna kill me? One of us is going down at the end.  Right now, I think it’s the latter, given that you just want to fuck me and…oh look, here you are already. 

				


			

			
				Jake smiles at her while shaking his head “no.”

				


				Emma:

				Me, I need to know there is a future. I want to know where things are going…to hell with that, I want to know how they END. Now. Tell me up front so I can decide whether or not to commit. I read the last page of Great Expectations FIRST. Completely sabotaged the exercise of reading a masterpiece, but there it is. I have no time for this “will Pip and Estella finally get together?” crap. Either tell me yes or I’m out. And for me it has to end with me a kept woman, married to a handsome executive who closes multi-million dollar deals while I raise the kids. Thing is, I have a really cool last name. It’s a bird of prey. Very appropriate.  But he’ll expect me to take his name, which will probably be as white bread as it gets. It also doesn’t help that you seem to be better at this whole sex thing than any of the executive types I’ve slept with.

				


				Emma purrs some more, enjoying.

				


				See where the problem lies here? Don’t answer that. There are too many good responses and they are all true. And I don’t need any more truths staring me in the face. This explains how I find myself between men.… That, and I tend to kill them. 

				


				Jake looks her in the face again.

				


				Emma:

			

			
				Figuratively, of course. You know that night last month when we met but didn’t know it? I was with a former partner in my firm. We used to winter in Buenos Aires together. That’s where I developed my Malbec habit. You noticed the white Lexus, and how it’s currently in my garage out back?  There were only something like 500 LFAs made, or so I hear. That was his. He used to sleep in this bed. I kicked him out. But only after I made him give me that car. I mean, come on, how the hell do I even know what an LFA is? I don’t know anything about supercars. But I knew it was everything to him. So now it’s mine. That should scare the hell out of you. Then again, you don’t have anything for me to take but your heart. 

				


				Pause. 

				


				Emma:

				I’ll probably do that much damage to you, given a chance. Then again, you haven’t wronged me with the office secretary and a string of clients. Yet. But I’d still fuck you up. I always do. The only guys I hurt worse than the jerks are the good ones. They come along every now and then, we hit it off at first, then I start thinking, what the hell is wrong with him that he likes me? Then I conclude he’s undesirable and ditch him for a jerk. Have you ever tried to put someone’s heart back in his or her chest once you’ve ripped it out? It just doesn’t work. Whatever you do, Jake, don’t fall in love with me. I don’t believe you would for one second. But, still….

				


				Another Pause.

				


				Emma:

				You know, there is a third possibility. This could be a mutual assured destruction thing. Jesus, Emma, could you just relax for…Oh! Goddammit Jake, you are about to win this, too!

				


				Emma begins to climax.

			

			
				


				Emma:

				For once I would just like…oh!…for once I would just like…oh!...to be with someone…oh! who can…oh….make me…oh…live in the moment…ahhh...right here…oh…right (yields into screaming orgasm) 

				AHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!  

				


				Jake releases with something of an exhausted, relieved whimper while Emma finishes crying out.

				


				They collapse in each other’s arms. There is silence for a bit, other than their labored breathing. They kiss.

				


				Emma: 

				Holy shit.

				


				More silence as they hold each other.

				


				Emma (after a bit): 

				Why aren’t you getting dressed?

				


				Jake gets off the far side of the bed; Emma grasps at him but misses. Jake pulls his underwear back on.

				


				Emma (sitting up): 

				I didn’t mean it that way. I meant it was a nice surprise. And I ruined it by thinking out loud. 

				


				He pauses.

				


				Emma (resigned): 

				It’s OK, you are already up. You can go.

				


			

			
				Jake walks to the dresser and pulls his jeans on. He reaches in a pocket and holds up the chain with the key on it. He hands it to Emma. Emma takes it, but doesn’t say anything. She looks at him a minute, then abruptly holds the key out for him to take back. He looks confused.

				


				Emma: 

				You keep it safe for now. We’ll use it another night.

				


				Jake stands there still looking at her.

				


				Emma (explaining): 

				It’s too late for us to go in there tonight without getting arrested. That’s another one of those bar association no-nos. We’ll go from your place later this week.

				


				Jake gives her an approving, laid back smile then hangs the chain back around his neck. He starts to pull his shirt on. 

				


				Emma: 

				You know, you could just stay here tonight. 

				


				Jake looks at her with surprise.

				


				Emma: 

				We could have another go.

				


				He returns to the bed. 

				


				Emma: 

				Maybe this time I’ll even shut – 

				


				Jake cuts her off with a kiss.

				


				End of Act Three.

				


			

			
				


			
Interlude

				


				Waiting room, inbound platform, Villanova Train Station. Wednesday, 6:30 AM.

				


				Sounds of pouring rain.

				


				Emma is standing in one corner wearing a trench coat over her best business suit.

				


				She looks mildly unhappy.

				


				A young man wearing a hoodie walks in, holding two cups of coffee in a carrier. He is drenched. He walks over to Emma, and pulls his hood down. It is Jake.

				


				Jake: 

				Hi.

				


				Emma (smiling affectionately): 

				Oh my God. You look like a drowned rat.

				


				Jake: 

				It suits me. You look great.

				


				Emma: 

				That’s seriously debatable. What are you doing here?

				


				Jake (handing her a cup): 

				Here.

				


				Emma: 

				What’s this?

				


			
				Jake: 

				Garrett Hill’s finest. Drink it.

				


				She sips.

				


				Emma: 

				Pumpkin. Thanks. 

				


				Jake: 

				Sure.

				


				Emma: 

				What are you doing here?

				


				Jake: 

				I wanted to see you.

				


				Emma (guarded): 

				Why?

				


				Jake looks at her intently.

				


				Jake (with emphasis): 

				I wanted to see you. You said you were gonna take the train in from here today. So I showed.

				


				Emma: 

				You just left my place like seven hours ago.

				


				Jake: 

				Call it withdrawal. Or whatever you want. I came to say hi.

				


				Emma (girlish): 

				Hi.

			

			
				


				Jake: 

				Hi.

				


				Emma: 

				Jerk. You know, I think I need this right now. I got the jitters real bad.

				


				Jake: 

				You? The fabled Bitch of Bryn Mawr Academy for Boys?

				


				Emma: 

				This trial is gonna be a nightmare. Judge Barnes hates me. 

				


				Jake: 

				Why?

				


				Emma: 

				He said my skirt was too short the first time I was in his courtroom. 

				


				Jake: 

				Overruled.

				


				Emma: 

				He’s the one who says that.

				


				Jake: 

				Not when it comes to your legs. They should be seen. 

				


				Emma: 

				Not according to him. He’s like 86.

				


				Jake: 

			

			
				Wear pants then.

				


				Emma: 

				Women aren’t allowed to wear pants in his courtroom. He’s 86.

				


				Jake: 

				Like I said at the outset, you look great.

				


				Emma: 

				At least he won’t be able to see my knees knocking. 

				


				Jake: 

				You aren’t scared.

				


				Emma: 

				I’m gonna lose, and it won’t be my fault. I have the better case.

				


				Jake: 

				You’ll kick his ass.

				


				Emma: 

				I’m not allowed to kick his ass. It’s his court. 

				


				Jake: 

				Then appeal. Or whatever it is you’re supposed to do.

				


				Emma: 

				I don’t do appellate work. I want to win myself. Now.

				


				Jake: 

				OK, do that then.

				


				Emma (laughs): 

				You have no idea what you are talking about.

			

			
				


				Jake: 

				Maybe not. But I have faith in you. I know that much.

				


				Emma: 

				But you don’t even really know me.

				


				Jake: 

				I’ve known you long enough.

				


				Emma: 

				You’ve known me for 72 hours. 

				


				Jake: 

				36 of which we’ve spent together. Tomorrow we’ll be at the 96-hour mark.

				


				Emma: 

				You’ll get that much, anyway. You get points for this little romantic stunt, especially considering you got into my panties on night one.

				


				Jake: 

				And night two. You’re barely back in them in time for Judge Barnes.

				


				Emma: 

				Yeah, well I wasn’t in any rush to kick you out. An unexpected fling with a hot, young, drifter, rock star isn’t the worst thing that’s happened to me.

				


				Jake: 

				Good. I was thinking you could get off the train at Rosemont on the way home. Stay the night at my place.

				


				Emma: 

			

			
				They’ll tow my car. 

				


				Jake: 

				Drive over then. I have a parking spot.

				


				Emma: 

				And no car of your own. No. Besides, I won’t get out of town until late.

				


				Jake: 

				Hot date?

				


				Emma (cautious): 

				What’s it to you?

				


				Jake (too quickly): 

				Nothing.

				


				Emma (letting him off the hook): 

				I don’t have a date, except with the law library. Like I told you, I’m in between men.

				


				Jake: 

				You don’t have to be. That’s all I’m saying.

				


				Emma reaches out cradles his cheek in her hand.

				


				Emma: 

				You fall hard and fast Jake. Or pretend to, anyway.

				


				Jake: 

				I can’t help it. That’s the way my heart’s built. 

				


				Emma: 

				I am finding you very charming right now. I’m also wondering how the world hasn’t done you in yet.

			

			
				


				Jake motions like he’s binding his heart together. 

				


				Jake: 

				Duct tape.

				


				Emma laughs.

				


				Emma: 

				May it never fail.

				


				Jake: 

				You should let yourself fall some time. It can be fun.

				


				Emma: 

				Oh, no. I’m not good with heartache. With or without duct tape.

				


				Jake: 

				So you bail before it can ever get to that stage.

				


				Emma (half serious): 

				Fuck you. 

				


				Jake:

				Sorry. Wasn’t trying to hurt you. Just stating what I see.

				


				Emma:

				I’m thirty-five, Jake. Next time has to be it for me.

				


				Jake: 

				Does it?

				


				Emma (frankly): 

				Yeah, it does. I want kids. 

				


			

			
				Jake: 

				I can understand that.

				


				Emma: 

				That was supposed to scare you off. Why aren’t you running? You should be past the Ferrari dealership by now.

				


				Jake: 

				I came here to see you. If only for a few minutes.

				


				Emma: 

				You walked two miles in the rain with a cup of coffee, idiot.

				


				Jake: 

				I got the payoff I wanted as a result, didn’t I?

				


				Emma: 

				You’re sweet. And you’re twenty-six. 

				


				Jake: 

				What does that mean?

				


				Emma: 

				If I never see you again, you’ll probably always be the best fling of my life.

				


				Jake: 

				And if you do see me again? Which you will. 

				


				Emma (almost sad): 

				Nothing’s going to change, Jake. This is fair warning, right here, right now. I’m walking the second you let me in that music room. And we both already know this is how it ends. 

				


			

			
				Jake: 

				Leaving me with nothing but my Strat.

				


				Emma: 

				And your freedom. At your age, with your looks. You’ll be out having the time of your life while I am changing dirty diapers. Besides, there’s a lot more to you than whatever you do or don’t have.

				


				Jake: 

				You don’t know me.

				


				Emma: 

				I’ve known you long enough.

				


				Jake: 

				72 hours.

				


				Train horn sounds in the distance.

				


				Emma: 

				There’s my train.

				


				Jake: 

				Come over tonight.

				


				Emma (looking away): 

				And walk into your trap? I don’t think so. I don’t need this becoming something it can’t.

				


				Jake: 

				Come over. It’s gonna be late and pouring rain when you get back. My place is clean and dry. 

				


				Emma: 

			

			
				It’s only twenty-five minutes for me to get home from here.

				


				Jake: 

				You hate driving in the rain, which is why you are training it in today. It’s only five minutes to my place. 

				


				She is looking at the rain and doesn’t respond. Jake leans over and whispers in her ear.

				


				Jake: 

				And I’ll fuck your brains out. With this body.

				


				Emma visibly swoons.

				


				Emma (looking at him, almost pleading): 

				Fight fair.

				


				Jake (looking her in the eyes, point blank): 

				No. 

				


				The train is heard pulling to a stop. Emma takes a few steps away from Jake to extract herself.

				


				Emma: 

				Are you riding the train back, or walking in the rain some more?

				


				Jake: 

				I have something I need to do out here.

				


				Emma (on offense): 

				Nova lets you shoot pool in the student center?

				


				Jake: 

				Bitch.

			

			
				


				Emma: 

				That’s me, unfortunately. My train’s here. Wish me luck.

				


				Jake: 

				Kick ass. 

				


				She starts to walk for the train, then suddenly runs back to him and kisses him on the lips. She leaves. He is the last one left in the room, watching the train pull out. Then he turns and walks out.

				


				Sound of pouring rain.

				


				End of Interlude.

				


			

			
				


			
Act 4: A (B) Movie

				


				Scene:

				Jake’s apartment. A one-room efficiency in Bryn Mawr. Saturday afternoon.

				


				His bed is a mattress on the floor in the corner. A lamp and an alarm clock sit atop an overturned milk crate next to the mattress. He is sitting on a raggedy, but clean couch, in a T-shirt and boxers, writing a song with his unplugged Fender Stratocaster. A television is in the corner, facing the couch, away from the audience.

				


				Emma’s head emerges from under the covers on the mattress. She is sleepy.

				


				Emma: 

				What time is it?

				


				Jake: 

				Pizza and Chinese.

				


				Emma: 

				Make sense.

				


				Jake: 

				The food’s here. I ordered Pizza and Chinese.

				


				Emma: 

				I didn’t hear it arrive.

				


				Jake: 

				Either time.

			
				


				Emma: 

				Jesus. You knocked my ass out. Why couldn’t you have been this good last night?

				


				Jake: 

				I’m allowed to have an off performance every now and then. We’ve only been at it every night since Monday.

				


				Emma: 

				God, I’m going to miss this.

				


				Jake: 

				Bullshit. You aren’t going anywhere.

				


				Emma: 

				Tonight we do the deed. Then the transaction is complete. Just like I told you.

				


				Jake: 

				You are the one that picked tonight. It could have been Tuesday if you were so anxious to go.

				


				Emma: 

				I was still in court Tuesday night. And you were still in my house. Going through my medicine cabinet and panty drawer.

				


				Jake: 

				I was enjoying myself. 

				


				Emma: 

				Wednesday didn’t happen either. It was raining.

				


				Jake: 

			

			
				That had nothing to do with it. You showed up at my door. After that, we never got off that mattress.

				


				Emma purrs, stretching on the mattress.

				


				Emma: 

				Thursday was my place again. No point in driving to Bryn Mawr Academy from West Chester when your place is right here.

				


				Jake: 

				Leaving us here since last night. 

				


				Emma (trying to cause trouble): 

				We could have gone last night. You weren’t very good. 

				


				Jake: 

				Meaning you could still walk afterwards? I’m sorry.

				


				Emma: 

				Come back to bed. Punish me for my insolence.

				


				Jake: 

				After the mission.

				


				Emma: 

				I told you, I’m leaving. This is it, my precious little rock star.

				


				Jake: 

				You aren’t leaving.

				


				Emma: 

				Why not? Are you kidnapping me?

				


				Jake: 

			

			
				You wish.

				


				Emma: 

				I’d kick your ass.

				


				Jake: 

				Yeah…well. 

				


				Emma reaches for her black negligee and pulls it on. She disappears through a door, presumably to the bathroom. Jake sits playing the guitar for a minute more, then gets up and waits by the bathroom door to ambush Emma.

				


				Emma comes out, Jake pins her to the wall and kisses her.

				


				Emma (pulling back, enthralled): 

				Oh, no, no, no. Got to wean myself off of this. 

				


				Jake: 

				This was never a business transaction. This is about your heart. 

				


				Jake touches her between the breasts, pointing; she bends his finger back until he cries out.

				


				Jake: 

				I told you. This is Fate. I don’t call girls.

				


				Emma: 

				I told you. This is Sex. It has been wonderful. I am going to marry a power broker and raise kids.

				


				Jake:  

				The way you adapted to that mattress on the floor, you could have lived with me in the van in Europe.

			

			
				


				Emma: 

				Europe ended. Even for you.

				


				Jake throws Emma over his shoulder and carries her over to the kitchenette.

				


				Emma (in mock distress):

				What are you doing?

				


				Jake: 

				Kidnapping your ass. Pizza, lo mein, or both?

				


				Emma (amused): 

				OK…pizza.

				


				Jake gets them both food, then walks over to the couch dumps Emma on it unceremoniously. He hands her a slice of pizza, then sits down next to her. He commences shoveling lo mein onto his pizza while Emma watches in amused horror.

				


				Emma: 

				What are you doing now?

				


				Jake: 

				Is this a trick question?

				


				As he eats it, Emma watches him intently. He holds it out to her.

				


				Jake: 

				Try it. 

				


				Emma hesitates.

				


			

			
				Jake: 

				Go on.

				


				Emma takes a bite.

				


				Emma: 

				Yuck!

				


				Jake (shrugs): 

				Your loss.

				


				Emma: 

				That could be a deal breaker. If it mattered, I mean. 

				


				Jake: 

				Too late. Showed your hand.

				


				Emma: 

				You know, I probably was the only one of those names you could have hit it off with. You wouldn’t have stood a chance with Jane. She only likes older men. I mean, A LOT older, to the point where it’s creepy. 

				


				Jake: 

				Like I said, you were the only one I had to call. 

				


				They both eat their pizza.

				


				Emma: 

				She’s a spinster at age thirty-five. Lives at home, taking care of her parents. Probably always will. I think that piano was her last hope.

				


				Jake:

				It worked for you.

				


			

			
				Emma:

				Uh-uh. No man of mine puts lo mein on pizza.

				


				Jake:

				You should see the things they put on pizza in Germany and Holland.

				


				Emma:

				No, I shouldn’t. But I’m sure you didn’t mind.

				


				Jake:

				I adapt to my environment. But I look like an American. They could always spot me.

				


				Emma:

				Was that good or bad?

				


				Jake:

				Both. But nobody ever gave me any real trouble.

				


				Emma:

				Or when they did, you’d beat them up in the street.

				


				Jake: 

				Once or twice. I did get kind of sick of lectures about how Americans don’t know anything about geography or other cultures.

				


				Emma: 

				Well, that’s pretty much true, isn’t it?

				


				Jake: 

				True, and ironic, since it’s their fault.

				


				Emma: 

				How so?

			

			
				


				Jake: 

				Well, take a look at Pennsylvania. Lots of German and Welsh settlers.

				


				Emma: 

				And Swedes. What about them?

				


				Jake: 

				Yeah, them too. Anyway, the Welsh called the Germans “Dutch, ” the Germans called the Welsh “English” –

				


				Emma: 

				And they both called the Native Americans “Indians.” 

				


				Jake: 

				What chance did we stand after that?

				


				Emma: 

				I see your point. But what did the Swedes do?

				


				Jake holds up his thumb and forefinger, indicating a measurement of about an inch. 

				


				Jake:

				Made these small red fish. Similar to gummy bears.

				


				Emma: 

				Oh, I like those.

				


				Jake: 

				Swedes?

				


				Emma (smacking Jake in the head): 

				Moron. The candy. But the Swedes are OK, too. 

				


			

			
				Jake puts a disc in the DVD player and begins pushing buttons on the remote. 

				


				Emma: 

				What are we watching?

				


				Jake: 

				It’s called Kill Factor 9.

				


				Emma: 

				That’s you, alright. But I like this movie why?

				


				Jake: 

				This is the movie John Wayne and Maureen O’Hara would have made, if they hadn’t already signed on to The Quiet Man. Fifty years earlier. 

				


				Emma: 

				What’s the premise? 

				


				Jake: 

				Terrorist kidnaps brilliant scientist, forces him to build the ultimate weapon. 

				


				Emma: 

				You realize this was originally done by Moe, Larry, and Curly.

				


				Jake: 

				I think I’ve gotten drunk in Larry Fine’s house. It’s in Philly.

				


				Emma: 

				I heard that. So what happens?

				


				Jake: 

			

			
				Hero and Heroine teach everyone a lesson by killing them all, pausing only to fall in love. 

				


				Emma: 

				Then they save the scientist and the world.

				


				Jake: 

				No, I think the bomb detonates, actually. The world ends in an expanding, backlit flash as they kiss in the foreground.

				


				Emma: 

				Sounds awesome. Now that that’s done, can we just skip it?

				


				Jake: 

				Too late, see? – It’s started.

				


				Emma (in mock horror): 

				Oh my God. 

				


				Sounds of sporadic machine gun fire begin to emanate from the TV. Emma lies down with her head on Jake’s lap. He pets her hair, affectionately.

				


				Emma (looking at the movie): 

				You have the power to make this stop.

				


				Jake: 

				Correct. I’m in control here.

				


				Emma: 

				For now. In about three hours, you are the Heartache Kid.

				


				Jake: 

				I don’t believe you. There’s no reason for us to split. 

			

			
				


				Emma: 

				We’re watching a DVD. You don’t even have cable. Or blu-ray. Can you even download your own songs?

				


				Jake: 

				I have this Rory Gallagher Stratocaster. That’s all I need. (Looking directly at her) That and a good woman.

				


				Emma: 

				I like a man who wears a Rolex. Drives a Jag.

				


				Jake: 

				You are richer than God. Have you seen your house? Or the car you drive?

				


				Emma: 

				He has a black Jag, to go with my white Lexus. Salt and Pepper.

				


				Jake: 

				Materialistic bitch. When I took the stage with my Strat, they had to hold the girls back. They rushed the stage in Cologne. 

				


				Emma: 

				You should have stayed there then.

				


				Jake: 

				Where is your phone number written in Cologne? In one of the Kölsch breweries?

				


				Emma: 

				Let’s assume I could make a one-time exception for you. There’s still the whole matter of whatever happened you-know-where.

			

			
				


				Jake doesn’t respond.

				


				Emma (looking directly at him): 

				I can’t sign up for damaged goods.

				


				Jake: 

				This just in, you’ve got some issues yourself.

				


				Emma (feisty): 

				Like what?

				


				Jake:  

				I’m not biting that fishhook, female. It’s a no win.

				


				Emma: 

				You brought it up. Male.

				


				Jake: 

				In my own defense. You’re the one in attack mode.

				


				Emma: 

				Talk. Tick tock, tick tock.

				


				Jake (reserved): 

				I fell on my sword, but it didn’t kill me. The wound is still scarring over. That’s all you need to know.

				


				Emma: 

				That was just about the worst answer you could have given if you wanted to escape. Now you’ve got me intrigued.

				


				Jake: 

				Don’t be. Think of it as a warning to leave things well enough alone.

				


			

			
				Emma: 

				Not really my style, Jake. I have to be able to trust you. 

				


				Jake: 

				Look at me. You can trust these eyes and this smile. 

				


				Emma (turning her head away, eyes closed, silently mouths): 

				I so want to. 

				


				Jake: 

				What was that?

				


				Emma (out loud): 

				Not good enough. I gave you everything our first night. Opened my heart, soul, and legs wide. You can start with her name.

				


				Jake (reluctantly): 

				Diana.

				


				Emma: 

				That’s already bad.

				


				Jake: 

				Why?

				


				Emma: 

				Because you have a thing for Wonder Woman.

				


				Jake: 

				Oh? How would you know? 

				


				Emma: 

			

			
				You left me alone for twenty minutes Wednesday night, remember? I scoured this place worse than you did mine. I found your collection. Strictly the bondage covers, I noticed. And you prefer me tied up. 

				


				Jake: 

				And gagged. 

				


				Emma: 

				Especially right about now. But you are shit out of luck. Does she have black hair?

				


				Jake: 

				Brown. But I’m already giving you too much.

				


				Emma: 

				Withhold at your own peril. Did you want her?

				


				Jake: 

				I always will.

				


				Emma sits up abruptly and looks Jake in the eye.

				


				Emma: 

				And just like that, we have our showstopper.

				


				Jake: 

				No, that’s just called honesty. 

				


				Emma:

				You should have lied on that one.

				


				Jake:

				I know how to lie to women. I’ve done it a lot. I thought you’d want straight answers.

				


			

			
				Emma:

				You had better give me straight answers. We’re only guaranteed a few more hours, my little rock star.

				


				Jake (looking her in the eye): 

				People can be in love with more than one person. That doesn’t mean there isn’t one more special than the others, and that they can’t end up with the one they should be with.

				


				Emma: 

				I couldn’t be with a guy who loved someone else. It’s got to be only me.

				


				Jake: 

				That only exists in dysfunctional, counter-productive fairy tales. Real life is far more complex.

				


				Emma (looking away): 

				I’ll wait for the fairy tale, thanks.

				


				Jake: 

				That could be a long wait. There’s a Beatles song you need to listen to in the meantime.

				


				Emma: 

				I know it. It’s rubbish. Male rationalization for infidelity. How did you meet her?

				


				Emma gets up and moves about the room freely as she interrogates Jake, routinely pausing to cuddle and play with him as she does.

				


				Jake: 

				I was drinking in a pub in Kendall Square.

				


				Emma: 

			

			
				Good old Cambridge. Knowing you, she was the barmaid.

				


				Jake: 

				No, this is a few months before her. I had to meet the society first.

				


				Emma: 

				“Hell.”

				


				Jake: 

				Yes. 

				


				Emma (concerned): 

				This is kind of the big black spot on your resume, you know that? 

				


				Jake: 

				Better than anyone else.

				


				Emma: 

				Proceed.

				


				Jake: 

				They were mostly Harvard and MIT rejects. They had dedicated themselves to developing a science of human relationships. 

				


				Emma: 

				Only an idiot would claim human relationships were a science.

				


				Jake: 

				I did say rejects, didn’t I? Jerry was denied admission to both of them, Adam washed out of Harvard his first year. 

				


			

			
				Emma (sparring):

				You failed out of Cornell. Although how anyone can do that is beyond me.

				


				Jake (returning fire, playful):

				You can stick your Penn diploma, darling.

				


				Emma:

				My fault. Please continue. 

				


				Jake:

				Jerry and Adam were at a table arguing about the design of a behavioral study they intended to run – in public, without any consent. They wanted to identify ten couples with flawed relationships. Then they would break up the relationships in some strategic manner, after which they would re-assign the heartbroken, unknowing study subjects to other, more compatible lovers. 

				


				Emma:

				That’s ridiculous. And pathetic.

				


				Jake:

				That’s what I said. Only I said it directly to them.

				


				Emma (tapping Jake with one finger as she speaks):

				And they found a very pretty and useful weapon. 

				


				Jake:

				No. They did ask me to take part, but I said no. Partly because I didn’t believe them at first. Then they invited me to observe the study that was already underway.

				


				Emma:

				They’d already done this? 

				


			

			
				Jake:

				And it was working. 5 couples dissolved, 7 out of 10 jilted lovers successfully re-assigned for 6 months or longer.

				


				Emma:

				How do things like that even come about?

				


				Jake:

				Jerry and Adam had both been lurking on the perimeter of society for years. Watching how people worked. They had it mostly figured it out – but became permanent voyeurs in the process. The irony was, neither one was ever able to find a partner himself.

				


				Emma:

				Where did the name come from?

				


				Jake:

				It was just a superficial observation – dating is hell. Relationships are hell. So they called themselves “Hell.” Jerry, Adam, a girl I never met, and a bunch of mercenaries they sucked in like myself. Half of the people they used to wreck the existing relationships didn’t even know the society existed, or that they were being controlled.

				


				Emma: 

				But you did. Why didn’t you just walk away?

				


				Jake: 

				From knowing how to control relationships? It was straight heroin. Could you?

				


				Emma: 

				Probably not. But it’s evil. And it’s still too much to believe.

				


				Jake: 

			

			
				It doesn’t matter if you believe it. What happened, happened.

				


				Emma: 

				If that’s true then, I should be scared to death of you.

				


				Jake (looking her in the eyes):

				Don’t you dare. You know me better.

				


				Emma:

				I don’t know any such thing. Just keep talking.

				


				Jake: 

				They had Boston and Cambridge pretty well under control. They wanted to move south, to Connecticut and eventually New York and Philly. But I was available immediately. Thirty minutes in the wrong direction, a straight shot up 93. Easy to keep tabs on.

				


				Emma: 

				Andover.

				


				Jake: 

				I was about ten minutes outside town, off the River Road. Things were quiet for a while. They told me to just sit tight and watch Dangerous Liaisons. They worshipped that movie.

				


				Emma:

				So do I. And yet we’re somehow watching Kill Factor 9. 


				


				Sounds of explosions and machine gun fire come from the TV.

				


				Jake:

			

			
				I got a call from Jerry on a Tuesday morning. He gave me my first, and last, assignment. 

				


				Emma:

				Diana.

				


				Jake:

				Diana. She was six months into a relationship with a college professor who lived in Salem, New Hampshire. Peter.

				


				Emma:

				What was the problem?

				


				Jake:

				They were flailing. When things were good, they were great. But they ran lukewarm a lot of the time. A lot of small fights. But never the big one that resolves the issue one way or the other. 

				


				Emma:

				Were they engaged?

				


				Jake: 

				No. But engagements were considered fair game. Marriages were borderline. Anything with kids involved was a hard stop. Not even Jerry and Adam were sleazy enough to risk that kind of collateral damage.

				


				Emma:

				You lied to me in the pub. You broke this up yourself. But you fell in love with her in the process. Who were you supposed to give her to?

				


				Jake: 

				No one. Jerry and Adam alleged they’d identified her perfect partner.

				


			

			
				Emma: 

				Who?

				


				Jake (resolvedly): 

				Me.

				


				Emma: 

				This is so our showstopper. 

				


				Jake:

				No it isn’t. I’m here with you and she is in the past. 

				


				Emma:

				She’s dead center in the middle of your chest right now, holding the wound open.

				


				Jake:

				We broke up and I left the society. For good.

				


				Emma:

				Oh, no. You aren’t getting away like that. She loved you back?

				


				Jake:

				Yes.

				


				Emma:

				So you bought her a ring.

				


				Jake:

				Yes.

				


				Emma:

				How?

				


				Jake:

			

			
				I’m not destitute, woman. I was freelancing for an ad agency. Several of the jingles I wrote still terrorize the Greater Boston airwaves.  

				


				Emma (smiling at him):

				Loser. 

				


				Jake:

				Fuck you. It got me a line of credit. 

				


				Emma:

				In Manhattan.

				


				Jake:

				Yes. A friend of a friend’s parents’ store. Helped me get something better than I could have otherwise.

				


				Emma:

				Weren’t writing those jingles fast enough?

				


				Jake (fabricating):


				Apparently not. She couldn’t be married to a songwriter, so we broke up and I left the society. For good.

				


				Emma:

				Liar. What actually happened? You had the ring. You freely admit you love her – and she loved you. So, either she turned you down, or you got cold feet. I don’t know which one is less believable.

				


				Jake: 

				I happened. I looked in the mirror.

				


				Emma:

			

			
				And saw a stunning playboy who gets away with murder because of his looks. And why give that up by getting married?

				


				Jake:

				I lose either way I answer that.

				


				Emma:

				Cute, stupid, and trapped. Again.

				


				Jake:

				I looked in the mirror and realized I couldn’t do this to another person. Our relationship existed because I betrayed her from go. 

				


				Emma:

				But you were her perfect partner. 

				


				Jake:

				On the surface, maybe. But whatever Diana and Peter could have become was for them to work out, not me. And sure as hell not Jerry and Adam. It’s no one’s business whether two people are meant for each other except for those two people. I was about to completely change the course of a woman’s life based off a lie. 

				


				Emma:

				You were a better match for her than Peter. They were struggling. You said it yourself.

				


				Jake:

			

			
				So what? That’s good they were struggling. Any couple that’s worth a damn has been tested. Happily Ever After, if it exists, is the result of working through adversity, proving who you are as a team. Its not some magical ability to just always hit it off. The early fun in a relationship is always the best. But it’s the bullshit that tears at the two of you that proves you are meant for each other.

				


				Emma:

				Says the male prostitute with no experience in this area whatsoever.

				


				Jake:

				I know enough. Besides, what was I going to do if I had married her? Take my secret to my grave? Or tell her and destroy her? I had to give Diana her life back. I had to get out. I was never the type of person that should have been in Hell in the first place. That’s not who I am. 

				


				Emma falls back into Jake’s lap.

				


				Emma:

				That’s probably the only reason I am still talking to you right now.

				


				Jake:

				From my lap, in your black lace “Fuck Me” nighty, I might add, miss Holier Than Thou.

				


				Emma:

				But she was Her.

				


				Jake:

				Wrong. That’s you. Diana couldn’t be Her because our relationship was based on fraud. And once I realized that, I brought it to an end.

				


			

			
				Emma:

				What did you do?

				


				Jake: 

				I had to make her let go of me.

				


				Emma: 

				You fled the country. You cut and ran.

				


				Jake: 

				No, if only I had. I stayed. It was the single biggest mistake of my life.

				


				Emma: 

				Then how did you do it?

				


				Jake doesn’t answer right away. 

				


				Jake: 

				I made her hate me. 

				


				Emma places a hand over Jake’s heart.

				


				Emma (seeing his pain): 

				I shouldn’t, for my own sake. But I’m going to give you some quarter on this. 

				


				Pause.

				


				Emma: 

				Whatever you did – it worked?

				


				Jake: 

				It almost killed her, except she fell straight back into Peter’s arms, as I planned. 

				


			

			
				Emma:

				What happened to them?

				


				Jake:

				No idea. I have no place in their lives, whether they stayed together or split.

				


				Emma: 

				So why did you run? To avoid your society?

				


				Jake: 

				No, they are all pussies. I ran because I was out of my mind in pain.

				


				Emma: 

				But you had to go to Manhattan first. To return the ring. 

				


				Jake: 

				No, I have the ring. It’s here now.

				


				Emma (surprised):

				I’m a nosey, intrusive bitch, and this is a small apartment. Why didn’t I find it?

				


				Jake:

				It’s in the only place that matters to me.

				


				Emma (realizing):

				It’s in your guitar case. The only thing I showed respect.

				


				Jake:

				Yes. It’s been there since the morning I left Andover.

				


				Emma (confused):


				Why?

				


			

			
				Jake:

				I thought I bought the ring for Diana. But I realized I really bought it for the woman I am going to marry. And Diana wasn’t Her. So it had to stay with me. I have it, and a guitar.

				


				Emma:

				If you didn’t have to go to New York, why fly out from Newark? 

				


				Jake: 

				I had some trouble with the police in Boston. 

				


				Emma: 

				Outside of Logan?

				


				Jake: 

				I’m the one who beat the shit out of Jerry in the parking garage.

				


				Emma: 

				I like that.

				


				Jake: 

				I liked it too. But Adam wasn’t with him, so I couldn’t finish the job. And I was seen. I had to get out of Massachusetts. I’ve never been back.

				


				Emma: 

				You took his car.

				


				Jake: 

				Why not? It was the easiest means to an end. Besides, he got it back.

				


				Emma: 

				Somehow you have no warrants.

			

			
				


				Jake: 

				I don’t care either way.

				


				Emma: 

				Amsterdam was probably a bad choice. It might have killed you.

				


				Jake: 

				It nearly did. But Amsterdam was the only place that could understand me right then. 

				


				Emma: 

				And now here you are.

				


				Jake looks cautiously at Emma, confused by the lack of questioning.

				


				Emma (explaining): 

				I’ve been to Amsterdam. I can probably guess that part pretty accurately. 

				


				Jake: 

				Being with you, right here, right now, helps. More than you know.

				


				Emma: 

				I’m not your duct tape, Jake.

				


				Jake: 

				I didn’t mean you were. 

				


				Emma: 

				I’m me. I need to be loved for me. 

				


				Jake: 

			

			
				I do. You are –

				


				Emma silences him with her finger over his lips.

				


				Emma: 

				You don’t. You love Diana. It’s been there in your eyes since you said her name. 

				


				Jake: 

				You made me say her name. I would never have brought her up once without you insisting. You know that’s true.

				


				Emma: 

				Good thing I did. Otherwise I would have never known about you and her.

				


				Jake: 

				There is no me and her. There never can be and there never will be. 

				


				Emma: 

				So? That won’t stop you from loving her.

				


				Jake: 

				Getting over things is a myth. Time buries things, it doesn’t erase them. They can always be dug up later. That applies to everyone – including you.

				


				Emma: 

				You’re desperate to get beyond her. You’ll try anything. Now I understand why you called a phone number written under a piano.

				


				Jake: 

			

			
				Entirely and completely wrong. I’m as simple as it gets. I believe in old school ideas, like Fate and Love. And those are what brought me to you.

				


				Emma (mocking his words): 

				“Dysfunctional, counter-productive fairy tales.”

				


				Jake: 

				Touché. But I believe in them, nonetheless.

				


				Emma: 

				That is cute, I must admit.

				


				Jake: 

				See?

				


				Emma: 

				I said “cute.” It doesn’t make you a wealthy Alpha male.

				


				Jake: 

				Can you just drop your routine for once? This has been the best week either one of us has had in a very long time. 

				


				Emma: 

				That’s true.

				


				Jake: 

				Then why not stay with me?

				


				Emma: 

				You’re serious?

				


				Jake: 

				You know I’m serious. I adore you. So why not stay?

				


				Emma steels herself.

			

			
				


				Emma (coldly): 

				To recap: you used to wreck others’ lives, you’ve likely slept with prostitutes, and you have nothing to your name, except a guitar and some comic books. And a ring you bought for another woman.

				


				Jake (hurt): 

				Christ, who trained you, Miss Havisham? 

				


				Emma (with regret): 

				Yes, I think. My poor, precious Pip. 

				


				She strokes his face. Jake closes his eyes. He is starting to turn against her.

				


				Jake (making a last bid for her): 

				You can’t put conditions on love without it blowing up in your face. You love who you love. And that’s me. So deal with it.

				


				Emma (sadly): 

				I’m sorry Jake. You’re never gonna be Him.

				


				She continues to stroke his face.

				


				Jake (after a minute, sharply): 

				Then get the fuck off my lap, bitch.

				


				Emma looks at him and is frightened by what she sees.

				


				Emma: 

				Jesus, you’re serious.

				


				She gets up, followed by Jake. They square off. Emma is scared but has no intention of backing down. 

			

			
				


				Emma:

				Jake, please. This is what it is. I’ll always have feelings for you.

				


				Jake:

				Feelings? What’s next, are you going to call me a “friend?” Go ahead! It’ll be the biggest lie of your life, but I want to hear you do it!

				


				Emma:

				Jake, please. We don’t have to hate each other.

				


				Jake:

				What am I supposed to be, happy?!

				


				Emma:

				You did this to yourself! I’ve been honest with you since moment one. You just didn’t want to listen.

				


				Jake:

				Maybe you should be honest with yourself sometime! You’d rather call yourself a whore than admit you’ve wanted to be with me since our phone call.

				


				Emma: 

				You don’t have to hurt me!

				


				Jake: 

				Why not?! You just used the most pain I’ve ever felt in my life as a reason to dump me! My chest is burning so bad I can’t breathe right now, and look at you! Nothing! Not a tear!

				


				She turns away and starts grabbing up her things from about the room.

			

			
				


				Jake: 


				You can’t even respond to that, you know its true!

				


				Emma doesn’t look at him, just keeps getting ready to leave.

				


				Jake: 

				That’s why you are alone at age thirty-five, Emma. Your perfect man might come someday, princess – but you are gonna run him off if he dares try to love you!

				


				Emma: 

				Bastard!

				


				Jake: 

				Look, she’s mortal!

				


				Emma forces herself to maintain her composure.

				


				Emma: 

				This is why I don’t get involved with kids!

				


				Jake: 

				You should have hung up on me then!

				


				Emma: 

				You shouldn’t have called!

				


				Jake begins to respond but abruptly and strangely loses his will to fight, like a switch has been thrown. He stops himself and finally collapses on the couch with his face in his hands.


				


				Jake (to himself, confused): 

				But I was meant to call her. 

			

			
				


				Emma stops in her tracks. It is unclear if she heard what he said. She is angry, but concerned.

				


				Emma:

				What?

				


				Jake (after a moment, calmly and resolved): 

				You’re right. You told me on the train platform. I tried to make this something it isn’t. Now we’re done here.

				


				Jake gets up and goes to his closet. He throws Emma a black sweater and beanie and gets out similar gear for himself.

				


				Emma (looking at the black espionage gear): 

				Is this necessary?

				


				Jake: 

				Yes.

				


				Emma: 

				I don’t believe you.

				


				Jake: 

				This is the last condition of our agreement. 

				


				They dress, Emma in protest. 

				


				Emma: 

				We look ridiculous.

				


				He says nothing.

				


				Emma: 

				So that’s it. You are just gonna freeze me out from here?

			

			
				


				More silence. 

				


				Emma: 

				I’ve never been so many miles away from someone I was standing right next to.

				


				Silence.

				


				Jake: 

				Let’s get this over with.

				


				End of Act Four.

			

			
				


			
Act 5: The Night Raid

				


				Scene I:

				Bryn Mawr Academy. Outside entrance to the music room. 

				


				Jake and Emma enter, sneaking through the bushes. They take position, one on each side of the door, backs to the wall, facing each other.

				


				Jake nods at Emma. Emma nods at Jake. Jake reaches for his key – and pulls his empty pants pocket inside out. He then pats himself down searching for the key while Emma looks on in disapproval. 

				


				Jake steps out from the wall and in front of the door. He shrugs, turns, and rings the doorbell. Emma shrieks and jumps into the bushes while Jake waits for someone to answer.

				


				The door opens after a minute and the custodian laughs when he sees Jake.

				


				Brickman: 

				Well, well, well. Look what the cat dragged in.

				


				Jake: 

				Hey, Brickman. 

				


				Brickman: 

				Hello Jake. (Nodding at the bushes) Who’s your lady friend?

				


			
				Emma (emerging from the bushes): 

				You bastard. 

				


				Brickman: 

				Nice to see you, too.

				


				Emma: 

				Not you – this jerk.

				


				Brickman (looks at Jake): 

				She’s got you down. Nice to see you, Ma’am.

				


				Emma: 

				I’m only thirty…two.

				


				Brickman (smiling): 

				Yes ma’am. (To Jake) So what brings you here tonight?

				


				Jake reaches in his sock and pulls out a key.

				


				Jake: 

				I forgot to give you this.

				


				Brickman takes the key as Emma smacks Jake on the back of the head. HARD.

				


				Emma: 

				Idiot!

				


				Brickman: 

				She’s sure got you right. 

				


				Jake: 

				Mind if we take a look around one last time?

				


				Brickman:

			

			
				Knock yourselves out. Night, Jake. Night, Emma. 

				


				Brickman turns and walks off, leaving the door open. 

				


				Emma: 

				You may not live through this. Get in there.

				


				Emma pushes Jake inside and follows.

				


				Scene II:

				The Music Room, as it was in Act One, except the lights are off.

				


				Emma: 

				Oh my God.

				


				Jake (disinterested): 

				What?

				


				Emma: 

				He called me Emma.

				


				Jake: 

				And?

				


				Emma: 

				I didn’t tell him my name.

				


				Jake: 

				Brickman remembers everyone who ever went through here. 

				


				Emma: 

				I don’t remember him.

			

			
				


				Jake doesn’t respond. Emma appears perturbed. She eventually turns to looking about the room.

				


				Emma: 

				Wow. This place hasn’t changed –    

				


				Jake (cutting her off): 

				Then you can take it from here. I’ve held up my end.

				


				Emma (looking at him): 

				You’re leaving?

				


				Jake: 

				Yep.

				


				Emma: 

				That’s it?

				


				Jake: 

				That’s it. Brickman’s down the hall if you need him.

				


				He starts for the door.

				


				Emma: 

				Enjoy your next city. Coward.

				


				Jake (without looking back): 

				It was nice knowing you.

				


				Jake walks out the door.

				


				Emma looks around, forces a laugh as she walks over to the piano. After a minute she breaks down.

				


				Emma: 

			

			
				Shit!

				


				She collapses on the piano bench, crying.

				


				Emma (gasping for air, composing herself): 

				Get ahold of yourself, damn it. You only knew him for a week, and you knew he was a disaster. 

				


				She loses it again.

				


				Emma: 

				Now look at who the disaster is. As always. Two hours ago he was begging you not to leave. Now he’s gone. You wouldn’t even tell him you loved him because he doesn’t meet your magic formula. And you flat out killed him in the process. You could see it on his face. He wasn’t dying over her, he was dying over you.

				


				Emma (sobbing):

				I didn’t want this! Why can’t anything ever follow script, just once? What’s so bad about me?...I’m good looking, I’m intelligent, I’m successful…but somehow I can’t find an accomplished executive to take care of me? 

				


				Emma (chastising herself):

				You find them all the time, Emma. And you can’t get along with them and they love their careers more than they love you. Why can’t you just accept someone that loves you in return? Why can’t that ever work?

				


				Emma tries to regain her composure.

				


				Emma:

			

			
				Stop crying, you pathetic little girl. Now you can finally get rid of that damn number after all these years…(breaking down again) even though it’s the only thing you have left…a stupid, little girl’s dream! And how is that going to help now? It already did – and you passed him up because you were too scared to tell him you loved him!

				


				She is reduced to sobbing, face down in her arms, on the keyboard. 

				


				Emma:

				Dammit, dammit, dammit!

				


				The lights come on. 

				


				Emma startles and pulls herself together. Jake is standing by the outside door, looking repentant.

				


				Jake (softly): 

				Hey.

				


				Emma stands up and throws the manuscript books on the piano at him. He just stands there.

				


				Emma: 

				Did you enjoy watching me make a fool of myself?! You win, just like you wanted!

				


				Jake: 

				I didn’t want this. Right now it looks like we’re both losers. I’ve been standing outside cursing myself since I walked out the door. I couldn’t even cross Route 30. I guess I’m too much of a coward to leave, too.

				


				Emma: 

				Just go. This doesn’t work. You and me. We need to cut our losses.

			

			
				


				Jake (looking her in the eyes): 

				Yes we do. Starting now.

				


				He stands there.

				


				Jake: 

				I didn’t have to treat you like that. I get stupid when I get hurt, and everything goes to hell. Fast.

				


				Emma: 

				I don’t really blame you. I hurt you bad. I didn’t want to. I just have to get it right this time.

				


				Jake: 

				Yes, you do. I’m not worth crying over. Like you said, I’m damaged goods. Nothing more.

				


				Emma: 

				Then why are you still here?

				


				Jake: 

				I went to the realtor’s Wednesday. I renewed my lease.

				


				Emma (surprised, but guarded): 

				Another month in Bryn Mawr?

				


				Jake: 

				Twelve, actually.

				


				Emma: 

				Did you get a job?

				


				Jake: 

				No. I have a job. I write songs.

				


			

			
				Emma: 

				Why, then?

				


				Jake (looking her in the eye): 

				You.

				


				Emma starts crying again. He walks over to her. She backs away, into the piano bench.

				


				Jake: 

				I was meant to call you.

				


				Emma: 

				Stop it.

				


				Jake (firmly): 

				I can’t. I was meant to call you.

				


				Emma: 

				Stop it!

				


				Jake: 

				No. However this is supposed to end, this isn’t it!

				


				Emma (desperate): 

				How is this supposed to end?! Tell me!

				


				He tries to hug her. She pushes him; he resists and pulls her toward him. She begins to hit his chest wildly. He stands his ground and takes it. When she is exhausted, she collapses against him. He cradles her in his arms, holds her head to his chest, kissing her hair.

				


				Jake (in a strong, calm, whisper): 

				Let me in.

				


			

			
				Emma (reluctantly): 

				I’m in love with you, you stupid jerk. I don’t want to be… I just am.

				


				Jake: 

				That’s all we need to make this work. I already love you.

				


				She lifts her head and looks at him. 

				


				Emma:

				I know. I was scared.

				


				They begin kissing. 

				


				Emma (after a bit): 

				Look at us. We’re a mess.

				


				Jake laughs. 

				


				Jake: 

				Yeah.

				


				Emma: 

				Is this what you want? Me, in all my teary-eyed glory?

				


				Jake (without hesitating): 

				Forever. 

				


				Emma: 

				How can you be sure?

				


				Jake: 

				Well, for starters, I’m going to erase that damn number myself if you don’t. I don’t want anybody else calling for you, snot-nosed kid or not.

				


			

			
				Emma (laughs): 

				Then I think we have a job to finish.

				


				Jake: 

				You do the honors. 

				


				Jake slides the bench out and helps Emma lower herself onto her back. She slides under the piano. He hands her the flashlight. He then sits on the bench and pulls out the black magic marker.

				


				Emma turns on the flashlight and looks for a bit.

				


				Jake: 

				What do you see?

				


				Emma: 

				Lots of Rolling Stones lyrics. And things boys like to draw. With limited reference, apparently.

				


				Emma keeps looking.

				


				Emma: 

				Where was it? I remember it being near an upside-down question mark with these three spokes at right angles.

				


				Jake: 

				Look where it says “Rebel Yell.”

				


				Emma: 

				Where’s that?

				


				Jake: 

				Beneath “Depeche Mode 101.”

				


				Emma: 

			

			
				Oh my God!

				


				Jake (breaking fourth wall, smiling): 

				Found it.

				


				Emma: 

				They wrote that about me?!

				


				Jake: 

				All good warnings, none of which I heeded.

				


				Emma: 

				Lucky for me. Oh, this is all coming back. I remember all of this. Looking up from this exact spot. Who was next to me…

				


				Jake: 

				Jane, I would guess.

				


				Emma:

				…what I was wearing…

				


				Jake: 

				But what you were thinking?

				


				Emma: 

				I told you, I wasn’t thinking anything. I was a fifteen year-old idiot.

				


				Jake (pushing, gently): 

				I know you told me that. But now I want to know the truth.

				


				Emma pauses and considers telling him.

				


				Emma: 

			

			
				I was thinking maybe some boy would call me up and he might like me. And I might like him back.

				


				Jake: 

				And? 

				


				Emma (slides out partially to look up at Jake): 

				I don’t know. I’m thinking it might have worked, twenty years later. 

				


				Jake (smiling): 

				Ready?

				


				Emma: 

				Yeah.

				


				Jake (handing her the marker):

				Do it.

				


				Emma thoroughly writes over her entry. When she finishes, she slides out. They high five while she is still on the ground. Jake stands and extends his hand to help Emma up.

				


				Jake pulls Emma up and straight into a kiss. It lingers.

				


				Jake: 

				So?

				


				Emma: 

				So?

				


				Jake: 

				Did it work?

				


				Emma (happy): 

				Yeah. It worked.

			

			
				


				Jake: 

				Come with me. I know a place we can safely get out of these ridiculous clothes.

				


				Emma laughs.

				


				Emma: 

				What then?

				


				Jake: 

				We can start with a proper dinner, out. Then go to a movie. Before or after sex.

				


				Emma:

				And after that?

				


				Jake (shrugs, with a confident smile on his face):

				We’re going to find out together.

				


				They exit the room through the outside door, arms about each other’s waists, Emma’s head on Jake’s shoulder.

				


				After a moment, Brickman emerges from behind the hallway door. 

				


				Brickman (to himself):

				Good thing that boy showed back up before I kicked his ass. You don’t make a woman cry like that on my watch, no sir…. Good boy, Jake. I knew you’d get it right in the end.

				


				He slides the bench out and climbs underneath the piano, lying flat on his back. He runs his index finger along the underside of the piano as if he is reading.

				


				Brickman: 

			

			
				Well I’ll be damned. How did I never notice that?

				


				He takes out his cell phone and dials a number he is reading.

				


				Brickman: 

				Can I speak to Jane, please? 

				


				Pause.

				


				Brickman: 

				Yes ma’am, I am. I found it under the name that says “taken.”

				


				Curtain.
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