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CHARACTERS

Tory An actor.
Vincent Another actor.
Bobbi An actress.
Casting Director The casting director.

SETTING

In an audition space.

TIME

Now.
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SCENES

ACT I

Scene 1 In the audition space. Now

"Man is nothing else but that which he makes of 
himself."

-- Jean-Paul Sartre, Existentialism is a Humanism
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ACT I
SCENE 1

(LIGHTS UP. The STAGE is set with 
a desk, upon which rest pens and 
audition forms. Also, set as a 
waiting room, are a number of 
chairs: at least three but as 
many as eight. The STAGE remains 
devoid of life for several 
minutes. Suddenly TORY enters, a 
man of about forty, carrying a 
satchel.)

(Tory walks over to the desk, takes an 
audition form and sits down at the 
nearest seat to the desk. Out of the 
satchel he pulls out a glasses case, 
from within that he puts on reading 
glasses. Once that's set, he pulls out 
a book and a pen and begins filling out 
the paperwork.)

(Enter VINCENT, of an age slightly 
younger than Tory. He saunters in 
confidently, pen in hand, ear-buds in 
his ear. He grabs an audition form and 
goes to occupy the furthest seat from 
the table. He begins filling out the 
audition form on an empty chair next to 
him.)

(Tory finishes his paperwork, goes and 
places his audition form on the desk. 
He begins some light stretching to warm 
up. Vincent seems to notice him for the 
first time.)

(Vincent sizes him up for a moment then 
goes back to writing briefly, looks up 
at Tory with a look of trying to 
remember something. Opens his mouth to 
talk, decides better of it, goes back 
to paperwork. Looks up again:)

VINCENT 
Hey, don't I know you from somewhere?

(Tory pauses his stretching and searches 
his memory for Vincent.)
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TORY 
I...don't believe so. Though we may have seen each 
other on a cattle call.

VINCENT 
Yeah, might be. What's your name, buddy?

TORY 
It's Tory.

VINCENT 
(still searching his memory) 

Tory? Tory. Tory. Nope. Only Torries I know are dames. 
(beat) Anyway, I'm Vincent. Vinnie to my friends.

TORY 
Nice to meet you, Vinnie.

VINCENT 
Did I say we were friends?

(They stand there in silence a moment.)

VINCENT 
(laughing) 

I'm just fucking with you pal. You gotta learn to 
relax, Tory, life ain't all that serious. Go ahead, 
call me Vinnie.

TORY 
(long pause) 

Vinnie.
VINCENT 

I'll let you get back to your warm-up. (beat) Didn't 
mean to disturb you.

TORY 
No, it's okay, I was done.

(Vincent goes back to his audition form. 
Tory swings his arms warm-up style, 
surveying the room, looking at posters 
from the production company's previous 
work. A light bulb goes off in 
Vincent's eyes and he looks back to 
Tory, who doesn't notice him. Vincent 
chuckles then goes back to the form.)
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VINCENT 
(while writing) 

Come out to a lot of these?
TORY 

Auditions?
VINCENT 

(not looking up from the sheet) 
For commercials.

TORY 
(uncomfortable) 

Not really...uh...I've done a lot of stage-work: 
London, New York, Chicago. Moved out to L.A. just a few 
months ago and got an agent out here. He keeps having 
me come out to these commercial calls but I'm not crazy 
about them. 

VINCENT 
You got a callback though. (beat) You think it's just 
us?

TORY 
I dunno. I'd be surprised.

VINCENT 
That an English guy got called back for an all-American 
car commercial against me?

TORY 
Yeah. There's that. But, I figure they'd have it drawn 
between more than two guys, you know?

VINCENT 
Yeah, I know what you mean.

(Vincent finishes and gets up, putting 
his audition form on top of Tory's. 
Enter BOBBI, a twenty-something woman. 
Vincent doesn't notice her but Tory 
does: he continues looking around the 
room. Bobbi stands behind Vincent, 
waiting for a chance at the table; 
Vincent turns around abruptly and 
almost bowls Bobbi over.)

VINCENT 
If it isn't little Bobbi Wallace. What brings you here?
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BOBBI 
Same thing that brings you here, Cockstein, a phone 
call.

VINCENT 
How you ever got "Cockstein" from "Kaplan," I'll never 
know.

TORY 
You're Vincent Kaplan?

VINCENT 
(to Bobbi) 

Ah, a fan.
(He walks over to Tory.)

VINCENT 
So you do know me. Playing coy, eh?

(Tory punches Vincent in the gut, 
sending Vincent to his knees.)

BOBBI 
Oh, I like you already.

VINCENT 
You ass! What the hell was that...?

TORY 
That's for Kelly Ashford. And you're lucky I didn't 
punch you in the face, you back-stabbing, lying piece 
of shit.

BOBBI 
And chivalrous to boot! You have a girlfriend?

TORY 
Boyfriend.

BOBBI 
Shucks.

VINCENT 
Whoa, Spartacus! (beat) Who the fuck is Kelly Ashford!

(Vincent kicks him.)

VINCENT 
If you don't remember her you deserve more of a beating 
than I'm prepared to give you in an audition.
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BOBBI 
You have a brother?

TORY 
In England. Married, four children.

BOBBI 
All the good ones are always taken.

TORY 
(indicating Vincent) 

So how do you know this degenerate?
BOBBI 

Small town by way of auditions. Somehow I always end up 
behind him in casting calls.

VINCENT 
(from the floor) 

Just like somehow you always end up in front of me, 
Herpex.

(Tory, suddenly embarrassed, takes his 
seat. Vincent laughs as he picks 
himself off the floor.)

VINCENT 
That's right, cocksucker. I was at that call, and I saw 
you there. Got the spot too, but I turned it down: 
didn't want to chance pussy catching wind of it. But 
you, you've got your boyfriend overseas, so you think 
you can make a buck here, go back and no one at home'll 
be any wiser that you're the face of herpes outbreak 
medication!

TORY 
How do you know about Rupert?

VINCENT 
(laughing) 

Rupert! (mocking accent) Oh God, Rupert, you don't 
understand! It was just a paying gig! So much for your 
time on the West End and Off-Broadway!

TORY 
And how do you know my credentials!?
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VINCENT 
(resuming his seat) 

Relax, Sherlock. I caught a glance at your resume at 
the Herpex call. I can read upside-down and I have a 
photographic memory - comes in handy as an actor - and 
as for Rupert...lucky guess.

BOBBI 
You're a real asshole, Vinnie.

VINCENT 
You counting yourself amongst my friends now, Bobbi?

BOBBI 
I'd just prefer to spend less syllables on you than I 
already have to.

TORY 
(snatching up his satchel) 

You know what? I'm through with this audition. Good 
luck to you both.

(He heads for the exit.)

BOBBI 
Don't let this asshole drive you away...uh...

TORY 
Tory. And it's not him that's driving me away. I'm 
tired of commercials. I didn't come out here for this 
bullshit. I need to talk to my agent about finding 
better work...or else find a better agent.

VINCENT 
Hey, sometimes there's only such much they can do with 
a "talent."

TORY 
You shut your fucking mouth!

VINCENT 
(getting in Tory's face) 

Or what, you're gonna hit me again? Please, you kick 
like a girl. And I'd like to see you try it without 
sucker punching.

TORY 
You get out of my face or I'll show you how I got to be 
captain of my rugby team, you twit.
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VINCENT 
Aren't you tough? Defending your fag-hag's honor and 
shit. 

BOBBI 
Both of you take a breath and relax, okay? This is the 
most fucked up green room I've ever seen. We don't need 
to like each other, but we need to get along or else 
we'll all get canned, and frankly I could use a check 
right about now.

(Enter the CASTING DIRECTOR, a man or 
woman in their late thirties.)

CASTING DIRECTOR 
Au contrare! We should very much like to see you rough-
house with one another. It is most entertaining and 
gives us a feeling of your true characters. This has 
been most splendid to watch (indicates security 
camera), even without any sound.

VINCENT 
I guess you're the Casting Director.

CASTING DIRECTOR 
Indeed, I am. B.L.Z. Bublitz, at your service. But 
everyone calls me Belzy, as you may.

TORY 
Why do you have us all here? Are we all up for the same 
roll?

CASTING DIRECTOR 
Oh no, it has been cast already. You, Tory, are to play 
the salesman. Vincent and Bobbi are to be purchasing a 
vehicle from you.

BOBBI 
I'm supposed to play his wife? Well, I'm out then. I'm 
not a good enough actor to pretend to like him, even 
for a day's shoot.

CASTING DIRECTOR 
That is a shame. That is a true shame.

BOBBI 
Why's that?
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CASTING DIRECTOR 
Because, there is information that you are lacking. 
Some knowledge of your future should you decide to do 
this commercial.

VINCENT 
Oh? What' that, pray tell?

CASTING DIRECTOR 
Why - if you three do this commercial, one of you shall 
achieve stardom.

VINCENT 
Off a car commercial?

CASTING DIRECTOR 
It is merely a mode, a stepping stone. Truly, if you 
all appear in this ad, one of you shall...strike it 
big, in the industry.

TORY 
What? Are you prescient? Do you know the future?

CASTING DIRECTOR 
Not exactly. I have it in my power to make you a deal.

BOBBI 
I think you're taking your name and this act too far.

CASTING DIRECTOR 
You think so, huh?

(The flames of Hell engulf the room. The 
actors freak out. The conflagration 
recedes.)

CASTING DIRECTOR 
Convinced?

(They nod and murmur in assent.)

CASTING DIRECTOR 
Good. I shall leave you discuss this amongst 
yourselves. (satanically) But make it quick!

(The casting director exits.)

TORY 
That's it, I'm definitely out of here.
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VINCENT 
What? No! What about our chance? We do this thing and 
one of us becomes famous!

BOBBI 
Are you kidding me? Have you never seen a movie like 
this, or, like, genies? There's always a catch!

TORY 
Right. And I'm not getting caught.

(Tory tries to exit the way they 
entered. Cannot.)

VINCENT 
Looks like you are already, Fruit Loop.

BOBBI 
Can you stop being a shit until we figure out how to 
get out of this?

VINCENT 
Why would you want to get out? This is a prime 
opportunity! We all get paid and one of us hits it big. 
It's win-win!

TORY 
Yeah, but what if you're the one that makes it?

BOBBI 
Exactly.

TORY 
And you really have no qualms working with Satan?

VINCENT 
No, I don't. And secondly, I only have a one-in-three 
chance of winning here, same as you guys. I think it'd 
be beneficial to us all if we took the chance.

BOBBI 
What? You're insane! Deals with the Devil always blow 
up in your face. That's how they work!

TORY 
He's right. As much as I hate to admit it. We need the 
money and our odds are just as good.

BOBBI 
How could you side with this creep?
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VINCENT 
Because he's smart.

TORY 
Shut up, Vinnie. Because we're trapped anyway. We 
should just concede.

BOBBI 
You want we should just give in.

VINCENT 
Look, sweetheart, there's got to be a reason this 
happened.

BOBBI 
Oh, yeah, what's that?

VINCENT 
We're all damned!

(A silence falls over them.)

TORY 
You think because I'm gay....

VINCENT 
Fuck you. I don't think you're going to Hell because 
you're gay. I think gay people are people too and 
people are shitty. That's why you're damned.

BOBBI 
And what about me?

VINCENT 
I'm guessing it's because of all that anonymous cock 
you take up your poop-shoot. (beat, she gives him the 
finger) No, I think you're a shitty person too, Bobbi, 
thanks for chiming in with something important.

(They sit in silence a moment. The 
casting director returns.)

CASTING DIRECTOR 
So, have you made a decision?

(They stand in quiet consent.)

CASTING DIRECTOR 
Excellent. If you'd follow me, let's meet your director.

(They file out as the LIGHTS FADE.)
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(BLACKOUT.)

(END.)


	(Tory walks over to the desk, takes an audition form and sits down at the nearest seat to the desk. Out of the satchel he pulls out a glasses case, from within that he puts on reading glasses. Once that's set, he pulls out a book and a pen and begins filling out the paperwork.)
	(Enter VINCENT, of an age slightly younger than Tory. He saunters in confidently, pen in hand, ear-buds in his ear. He grabs an audition form and goes to occupy the furthest seat from the table. He begins filling out the audition form on an empty chair next to him.)
	(Tory finishes his paperwork, goes and places his audition form on the desk. He begins some light stretching to warm up. Vincent seems to notice him for the first time.)
	(Vincent sizes him up for a moment then goes back to writing briefly, looks up at Tory with a look of trying to remember something. Opens his mouth to talk, decides better of it, goes back to paperwork. Looks up again:)
	Hey, don't I know you from somewhere?

	(Tory pauses his stretching and searches his memory for Vincent.)
	I...don't believe so. Though we may have seen each other on a cattle call.
	Yeah, might be. What's your name, buddy?
	It's Tory.

	(still searching his memory) 
	Tory? Tory. Tory. Nope. Only Torries I know are dames. (beat) Anyway, I'm Vincent. Vinnie to my friends.
	Nice to meet you, Vinnie.
	Did I say we were friends?

	(They stand there in silence a moment.)
	(laughing) 
	I'm just fucking with you pal. You gotta learn to relax, Tory, life ain't all that serious. Go ahead, call me Vinnie.

	(long pause) 
	Vinnie.
	I'll let you get back to your warm-up. (beat) Didn't mean to disturb you.
	No, it's okay, I was done.

	(Vincent goes back to his audition form. Tory swings his arms warm-up style, surveying the room, looking at posters from the production company's previous work. A light bulb goes off in Vincent's eyes and he looks back to Tory, who doesn't notice him. Vincent chuckles then goes back to the form.)
	(while writing) 
	Come out to a lot of these?
	Auditions?

	(not looking up from the sheet) 
	For commercials.

	(uncomfortable) 
	Not really...uh...I've done a lot of stage-work: London, New York, Chicago. Moved out to L.A. just a few months ago and got an agent out here. He keeps having me come out to these commercial calls but I'm not crazy about them. 
	You got a callback though. (beat) You think it's just us?
	I dunno. I'd be surprised.
	That an English guy got called back for an all-American car commercial against me?
	Yeah. There's that. But, I figure they'd have it drawn between more than two guys, you know?
	Yeah, I know what you mean.

	(Vincent finishes and gets up, putting his audition form on top of Tory's. Enter BOBBI, a twenty-something woman. Vincent doesn't notice her but Tory does: he continues looking around the room. Bobbi stands behind Vincent, waiting for a chance at the table; Vincent turns around abruptly and almost bowls Bobbi over.)
	If it isn't little Bobbi Wallace. What brings you here?
	Same thing that brings you here, Cockstein, a phone call.
	How you ever got "Cockstein" from "Kaplan," I'll never know.
	You're Vincent Kaplan?

	(to Bobbi) 
	Ah, a fan.

	(He walks over to Tory.)
	So you do know me. Playing coy, eh?

	(Tory punches Vincent in the gut, sending Vincent to his knees.)
	Oh, I like you already.
	You ass! What the hell was that...?
	That's for Kelly Ashford. And you're lucky I didn't punch you in the face, you back-stabbing, lying piece of shit.
	And chivalrous to boot! You have a girlfriend?
	Boyfriend.
	Shucks.
	Whoa, Spartacus! (beat) Who the fuck is Kelly Ashford!

	(Vincent kicks him.)
	If you don't remember her you deserve more of a beating than I'm prepared to give you in an audition.
	You have a brother?
	In England. Married, four children.
	All the good ones are always taken.

	(indicating Vincent) 
	So how do you know this degenerate?
	Small town by way of auditions. Somehow I always end up behind him in casting calls.

	(from the floor) 
	Just like somehow you always end up in front of me, Herpex.

	(Tory, suddenly embarrassed, takes his seat. Vincent laughs as he picks himself off the floor.)
	That's right, cocksucker. I was at that call, and I saw you there. Got the spot too, but I turned it down: didn't want to chance pussy catching wind of it. But you, you've got your boyfriend overseas, so you think you can make a buck here, go back and no one at home'll be any wiser that you're the face of herpes outbreak medication!
	How do you know about Rupert?

	(laughing) 
	Rupert! (mocking accent) Oh God, Rupert, you don't understand! It was just a paying gig! So much for your time on the West End and Off-Broadway!
	And how do you know my credentials!?

	(resuming his seat) 
	Relax, Sherlock. I caught a glance at your resume at the Herpex call. I can read upside-down and I have a photographic memory - comes in handy as an actor - and as for Rupert...lucky guess.
	You're a real asshole, Vinnie.
	You counting yourself amongst my friends now, Bobbi?
	I'd just prefer to spend less syllables on you than I already have to.

	(snatching up his satchel) 
	You know what? I'm through with this audition. Good luck to you both.

	(He heads for the exit.)
	Don't let this asshole drive you away...uh...
	Tory. And it's not him that's driving me away. I'm tired of commercials. I didn't come out here for this bullshit. I need to talk to my agent about finding better work...or else find a better agent.
	Hey, sometimes there's only such much they can do with a "talent."
	You shut your fucking mouth!

	(getting in Tory's face) 
	Or what, you're gonna hit me again? Please, you kick like a girl. And I'd like to see you try it without sucker punching.
	You get out of my face or I'll show you how I got to be captain of my rugby team, you twit.
	Aren't you tough? Defending your fag-hag's honor and shit. 
	Both of you take a breath and relax, okay? This is the most fucked up green room I've ever seen. We don't need to like each other, but we need to get along or else we'll all get canned, and frankly I could use a check right about now.

	(Enter the CASTING DIRECTOR, a man or woman in their late thirties.)
	Au contrare! We should very much like to see you rough-house with one another. It is most entertaining and gives us a feeling of your true characters. This has been most splendid to watch (indicates security camera), even without any sound.
	I guess you're the Casting Director.
	Indeed, I am. B.L.Z. Bublitz, at your service. But everyone calls me Belzy, as you may.
	Why do you have us all here? Are we all up for the same roll?
	Oh no, it has been cast already. You, Tory, are to play the salesman. Vincent and Bobbi are to be purchasing a vehicle from you.
	I'm supposed to play his wife? Well, I'm out then. I'm not a good enough actor to pretend to like him, even for a day's shoot.
	That is a shame. That is a true shame.
	Why's that?
	Because, there is information that you are lacking. Some knowledge of your future should you decide to do this commercial.
	Oh? What' that, pray tell?
	Why - if you three do this commercial, one of you shall achieve stardom.
	Off a car commercial?
	It is merely a mode, a stepping stone. Truly, if you all appear in this ad, one of you shall...strike it big, in the industry.
	What? Are you prescient? Do you know the future?
	Not exactly. I have it in my power to make you a deal.
	I think you're taking your name and this act too far.
	You think so, huh?

	(The flames of Hell engulf the room. The actors freak out. The conflagration recedes.)
	Convinced?

	(They nod and murmur in assent.)
	Good. I shall leave you discuss this amongst yourselves. (satanically) But make it quick!

	(The casting director exits.)
	That's it, I'm definitely out of here.
	What? No! What about our chance? We do this thing and one of us becomes famous!
	Are you kidding me? Have you never seen a movie like this, or, like, genies? There's always a catch!
	Right. And I'm not getting caught.

	(Tory tries to exit the way they entered. Cannot.)
	Looks like you are already, Fruit Loop.
	Can you stop being a shit until we figure out how to get out of this?
	Why would you want to get out? This is a prime opportunity! We all get paid and one of us hits it big. It's win-win!
	Yeah, but what if you're the one that makes it?
	Exactly.
	And you really have no qualms working with Satan?
	No, I don't. And secondly, I only have a one-in-three chance of winning here, same as you guys. I think it'd be beneficial to us all if we took the chance.
	What? You're insane! Deals with the Devil always blow up in your face. That's how they work!
	He's right. As much as I hate to admit it. We need the money and our odds are just as good.
	How could you side with this creep?
	Because he's smart.
	Shut up, Vinnie. Because we're trapped anyway. We should just concede.
	You want we should just give in.
	Look, sweetheart, there's got to be a reason this happened.
	Oh, yeah, what's that?
	We're all damned!

	(A silence falls over them.)
	You think because I'm gay....
	Fuck you. I don't think you're going to Hell because you're gay. I think gay people are people too and people are shitty. That's why you're damned.
	And what about me?
	I'm guessing it's because of all that anonymous cock you take up your poop-shoot. (beat, she gives him the finger) No, I think you're a shitty person too, Bobbi, thanks for chiming in with something important.

	(They sit in silence a moment. The casting director returns.)
	So, have you made a decision?

	(They stand in quiet consent.)
	Excellent. If you'd follow me, let's meet your director.

	(They file out as the LIGHTS FADE.)
	(BLACKOUT.)
	(END.)

