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DOORWAY
There’s a knock on the door.
Followed by another.
HEATHER
Taylor? It’s me. Could you open the door? Please?
The door opens. HEATHER stands
outside apologetically. She’s
wearing her clothes from last night
and carrying her shoes. Her
surviving make up is smudged, and
she’s tried to make her hair look
more presentable. She steps into
the doorway but barely. (Note: we
should never see Taylor, only
HEATHER.)
HEATHER
Hey, hi. I know it’s like four A.M. and I just left and
you’re tired but, could I wait here? My uber got lost and...
I just don’t want to wait down there by myself. The parking
lot is just really weird at night and the lamp post is
flickering which is pretty freaky. And I watched this
documentary on Netflix about women who were kidnapped and
forced into sex trafficking and a lot of them were abducted
from parking lots, and I realize the probability of a
murderer or something finding me here in the 6 minutes it
takes my uber to get here is slim, but you never know and-Ok, great! Thanks.
HEATHER remains in the doorway, not
entering or exiting.
I’m sorry if I woke you up--I mean... I know you weren’t
sleeping but, well... ha ha this isn’t awkward. Um... I’m not
really sure what the protocol here is like, is it weird that
I came back?
I mean, I didn’t leave leave, so it’s not really coming back,
and if I left my wallet or something I could come back
without it being weird. But like waiting out the possible
murderers in a sketchy parking lot is not really what you
signed up for-- not that this is a sketchy apartment!
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It’s a great apartment! It’s just that the people here could
be sketchy--not you! Of course. You’re not a murderer, I mean
at least you didn’t kill me. I mean, I don’t really know you
at all, so--God! I did not mean to just accuse you of murder,
so sorry.
I don’t know why this has to be awkward. Sex is a normal,
adult thing, and so are one night stands, or do you call it a
hook up? Not to degrade you to a one night stand, but that’s
what this is, right? Or do you want..? No, no, of course not.
Just a one time thing. Yep. So this conversation is kind of
irrelevant, because I’ll never see you again. And technically
you’re under no obligation to wait with me for this uber,
although it is nice, so thank you. But technically our
business is done. Affair complete.
NOT AFFAIR! I mean, affair in the general business sense. Oh
my god. I am not good at this. I’m so sorry that I’m dumping
all of this on you, but it’s either this or discussing the
post-sex high five you initiated so...
I’m kinda new to this. I know, what gave it away, right? So I
think I’m just looking for some reassurance that this is
right. Obviously not this part, the awkward after chit chat
while I wait for my ride home where I’ll wonder how long it
will take me to regret this. But the like, hooking up part.
This is all alot, probably, but I just got out of a long term
relationship, and I don’t remember how to do this anymore.
Like at all. It’s been like 5 years since I went on a first
date, or had a first kiss, or first time, and I forgot how
stressful it is. It was so much easier in a relationship.
Like, I knew all of this already. I knew what it was going to
be like when they kissed me, or what they smelled like in the
morning, and that they would always wait with me in dark
parking lots because they knew I stayed up too late the night
before watching documentaries about serial killers. That they
would always be there when I was scared or alone, but now I’m
scared and alone, and I had to drag Taylor from Publix out of
the mattress without a bedframe to wait with me after we
finished sex with a high five.
And I don’t mean to take it out on you, Taylor. You’re very
nice. And so is your bedframe-less mattress. I just miss
consistency, and reliability, and knowing. The unknown is
terrifying. Like empty parking lots. There’s probably not a
murderer waiting for me, but I don’t know. I’ll probably find
“the one” one day, but I don’t know.

3.

What if they were the one? What if I never know someone like
that again, and I’m just always stuck in this doorway limbo
with one night stands waiting for the uber to my empty
apartment and empty life.
Maybe I should just cave and go back to what I know.
But I can’t. Because even though this is scary, and messy,
and awkward, it won’t always be.
I will find someone who waits with me in empty parking lots
without question. And I’ll know what side of the bed they
sleep on, and they’ll know me just as well! And it’s probably
not going to be you. Probably. But I’m gonna be fine. I’m
gonna go wait for the uber. Thank you, for listening. You’re
really great. But I need to move on.
HEATHER leaves. The door closes.
Beat. There’s another knock. The
door opens. It’s HEATHER.
HEATHER
Yeah, so I actually did leave my wallet, so--yeah. Thank you,
sorry. I’m gonna go now.
HEATHER leaves. The door closes.

