Dream of the Execution

28

(Celeste, a beautiful, well dressed woman, leads Mark, a disheveled 30 something man into antique-decorated lounge. They move to a central couch and table. There is a cassette recorder on the table. A small bar cart is located against the back wall.
Three other women, Rosalyn, Whitney and Velma, are seated comfortably on the outskirts of the lounge.  They eye Mark like they might devour him and share knowing glances with each other.)
CELESTE

Come in, Mark.  Please relax on the couch,

Mark

What is this place?

CELESTE

This place?  This is our Lounge.  I hope you’re ok with a casual work environment.  We’re women and that’s the way we prefer it.  These are our agents.  

(The women coyly wave to Mark.)
Mark

They’re the … ?
CELESTE

Yes, they are. Our best. (beat) Would you like a drink?

Mark

It’s late.
CELESTE

It’s after midnight for certain.  Later than it seems, no? I’ll have champagne.  Will you join me?

Mark

I don’t actually like champagne.

CELESTE

Well then Mark, you’re missing out on fair bit of life I must say.
(Celeste pours herself a flute of champagne and a second for Mark.  She returns to the couch and sits.)

Celeste

Just in case you change your mind, my sweet. (pause) Are you ready? 

Mark

Yes. Yes, I think I am.

Celeste

And you’re sure about your decision, the decision you made with me in the office.

Mark

Yes. I’m sure.

Celeste

That’s excellent, Mark.  And I want you to know that I support your conclusion to let us help you. Now I have to go through a bit of a formality. Well, I guess you’ll find there’s a great deal of formality to what we do.  We like it that way.  But this part is less pleasant.  

Mark

All right.

Celeste

All right. 
(Celeste smiles and turns on the tape recorder.)

Celeste
This recording will document that Mark Winsor has engaged Celeste d’Valmont to murder his wife, Amy Garret - maiden name. Celeste d’Valmont will ensure that service will be carried out effectively by her hand or by agents, will occur no later than October 31st and, of course, guarantees efficient knife-work as prescribed by the client.  Mark please acknowledge that you concur. 
(Mark is dumbstruck. Celeste briskly turns off the recorder.)

Celeste

Mark, it’s required that you say “I acknowledge.”

Mark

Celeste, I, just …

Celeste

Oh, I know it’s unpleasant, but this is for our mutual protection. Without this acknowledgment there can be no trust. 
(Mark warms to the idea. Celeste turns the recorder back on.)
Mark

I (beat) acknowledge.

Celeste

Additionally Mark and Celeste agree, strike agree, vow, that the terms and execution of their accord shall remain undisclosed to any party. Celeste will provide Mark with a copy of this recording as collateral. Additionally, should Mark break his vow, Celeste will use all means available to ensure his violent, painful and immediate death. All resources will be leveraged to make the experience excruciating, protracted and brutal. 
Celeste (continued)

In the event Mark attempts suicide this due retort shall be visited upon his family, friends or additional parties subject to the will - slash - whim of Celeste d’Valmont. Mark please acknowledge that you concur.
(Celeste turns off the tape recorder without looking at Mark’s shocked face.)

Celeste

I know. The colorful language. It’s there really so we’re absolutely clear with one another. Open communication is so rare and so very important. And please remember how you were resolute in the office.  Now that we’re in the lounge we should just move past this and get on with the more enthralling points of the evening.

(Celeste motions to the other women who’ve been listening intently. They all smile at Mark. Mark silently agrees and Celeste turns on the tape.)

Mark

I acknowledge.

Celeste

Well done. Very well done. Now we can spend the rest of our time making your selection.  That’s really our specialty. Whitney.
(Whitney smiles and saunters over to Mark and Celeste. She speaks with a British accent.)

Celeste

Whitney is new to us. Now, she might be a bold choice but I want you to keep an open mind.

Whitney

Hello Mark.

Mark

Hello.
Celeste

Mark, why don’t you ask Whitney a few questions?

Mark

OK.  (beat) Where are you from?

Whitney

Ha!

Celeste

Whitney. Be nice, Mark is just getting warmed up.

Whitney

Right. Tunisia. That’s where I’m from.
Mark

Oh, that sounds exciting.  Kinda exotic…

Whitney

And my favorite color is red and I’m a Virgo.

Celeste

Whitney really. This is a new experience for Mark.  Let’s please try and make him comfortable. Mark, can I suggest some questions?

Mark

Sure.

Celeste

Whitney, why don’t you tell Mark about your first time?
Whitney

Right, well, it was with my boss. I was working in London at the time. Horrible city. Bit depressing in the winter.  Have you ever been?
Mark

No.

Whitney

Take my word for it then.  You’re not missing a bloody thing.  Anyway, I didn’t like the boss and he didn’t like me. We started that way. He used to make jokes. You know the type.  And midwinter he hits this stride of making jokes with me – about me – mostly about my tits – jokes were real funny.  Now, there were things I could’ve done, right, got him sacked maybe. But how’s that fix anything? So I hid under his desk. He liked to work late. He’d come back to the office after his supper. So he comes back and I still remember him noticing me and saying, “Whitney? What are you doing there?” It was so funny because he was trying to stay calm, right. I think he thought it was going to be a sex thing.
Mark

What happened?

Whitney

I stabbed his pen into his stomach a few times - and other places too.  I remember there was so much blood.  It was everywhere. And he was there twitching, trying to keep it all in.   

Celeste

You’re skipping the best part, Whitney.

Mark

What’s the best part?

Whitney

Oh right. I don’t know why you like this part so much, Celeste.

Celeste

Oh but I do.

Whitney

So I had him right. And I get this joke in my head and I say, “Oh my god. What’s happened? We need to get you to a hospital?” and he kinda whispered “yeah”.  And I thought that was just about the funniest thing I had ever heard.  I laughed all the way through getting him out the window, yeah.
Celeste

(Laughing) Oh, I love that part so much. It’s the little things really. Don’t you think, Mark?

Mark

Sure.

Whitney

So what do you think, hun, am I your girl?

Mark

Um…

Whitney

Well, who are we talking about here?

Mark

My wife.

Whiteney
Your wife, huh.  And why is it you need that done?

Celeste

Whitney, the client asks the questions.

Whitney

Yeah, well, I don’t usually do women.

Mark

Is that true?

Celeste

That does seem to be the nature of our demographic, yes.  Being an all woman team most of clients are women and most of our marks are men. 

Mark

Marks?

Celeste

Oh, Mark like target. Not Mark like – you, Mark. Ha.

Whitney

So, yeah. We don’t get girls in here queuing up to off each other right.  We do, you know, wise guys, over-eager gents and such …
Celeste

But we don’t discriminate, Whitney …

Whiteny

Yeah right. All I’m asking is what the story is …

Celeste

You don’t have to answer, Mark.

Mark

Its ok, I mean, that sounds fair.

Whitney

Right. Fair.

Mark

Things aren’t going to well. You know we’ve given it four years …

Whitney

And she’s slutting up? Sleeping around, yeah?

Mark

No. I mean, I don’t think she would do that.

Celeste

I’m sure not.

Mark

We’re just not getting along. We fight about the stupidest little things.  

Whitney

Yeah?

Mark

And things that I used to like or put-up with, they’re just, well I mean they’re driving me crazy. I mean we’re at a restaurant, right? And the waiter comes over and asks if we’re ready. So first she tells me to go first, which I don’t like to do.  But I do, and when it’s her turn she, I mean I see it in her eye, she’s not ready. She has no clue what she’s going to order. And we just fucking sit there. And the waiter can tell she doesn’t know so he tries to leave – but no. She wont let him. She says, “wait, I’ve nearly decided.” Nearly decided! So then the waiter and I are both there waiting. Excruciating, tense, endless moments of silence.  And if he tries to go again she would stop him again.  And say it again, “I’ve nearly decided.” I mean, goddamn it.
(pause.)
Celeste

Goddamn it indeed.

Mark

And when she finally does order she can’t just order off the menu.  She has to ask questions, off the wall questions. And the waiter looks at me, me, like I have some control over this meandering bullshit.

Whitney

Right. So, do you want me to do her in the restaurant then?  If that’s the real problem …
Mark

No. I mean, that’s just one example.  Don’t you see I’m desperate?
Celeste

Mark its ok. Whitney just wants your experience to be gratifying.  

Whitney

That’s right.  Just trying to help.  How you want it done then?
Mark

I don’t know. Quietly?

Whitney

Well I don’t see the point in that.

Celeste

Now Mark, I know we didn’t talk about this but our work has a certain spectacle to it. And that’s important for a sense of closure. Maybe you haven’t put much thought to it but that’s what are agents are here to help you with.

Mark

All right.

Celeste

Now Whitney, why don’t you suggest a method.

Whitney

Seems to me he don’t actually want anything to do with it…
Celeste

Whitney.
Whitney
Right. Right. How about this then? She’s home and the door bell rings. Special delivery, right? I even have that brown get up so she don’t get excited none.  And when she’s settled I give it to her a few times. You know, in the belly. And then I lock her in a hall closet and you know, read her a list of grievances. Like the restaurant thing so she gets the point, right? Then I finish her off (beat) quietly.

CEleste

Mark (beat) What do you think?
Mark
I … I don’t know. That sounds really violent.

Whitney

Right.  Well it’s not a trip to the zoo is it?

Celeste

All right, I think maybe Mark needs to put a little more thought in …
Mark

Maybe you could use chloroform or something … something easy.

Celeste

Now wait a minute, Mark. We discussed this in the office.  We do knife-work here. It’s honest and we simply do not traffic in depersonalization.  (beat) Whitney would you excuse us?
Whitney

Oh right, sure. Good luck there then. Happy trails right.

(Whitney exits.)

Celeste

I should’ve known that wasn’t a perfect match, Mark.  My apologies. I just thought you wanted to make a statement and Whitney does do that well…
Mark

I do. I think. I really do. I want her to know. It’s just … do you think I’m trifling?

Celeste

Absolutely not. No grievance is too small Mark. Psychological studies have shown time and again that people simply don’t understand the injuries they inflict on one another everyday.  What’s idiosyncrasy to one person can be absolutely intolerable, poisonous – certainly grounds for execution.  Trust me, Mark, I know. I understand how it can build, my sweet. It’s insidious. 
Mark

OK
Celeste
OK.  Now I think I might have someone who is more what we are looking for. Rosalyn.
(Rosalyn rises with a smile and walks over. Over her dress she wears a red silk robe.)

Rosalyn

Hello, Mark.

Mark

Hello.

Rosalyn

May I sit?

Mark

Umm … sure.

(Rosalyn sits demurely next to Mark.)

Celeste

Rosalyn has been with us for a long time now. Since almost the beginning. (beat) Yes, I think this could work out well. Did you want me to ask the questions Mark?

Mark

Well … I guess, um, what is your method. You know, preferred method?

Celeste

Oh good question. You’re getting it now.

Rosalyn

I kill people in their sleep, well, almost in their sleep. I tie their hands and feet. It takes some time. You must be careful not to disturb them. But I’m very careful. And once they’re secured I wake them, gently. Most often I’m seated on their chest. I like them to get a good look at me. Then its one clean stroke over the throat and I let them deflate.  That’s a rough last minute for most so I stay with them to see them through.
Celeste

So professional.

Mark

And, uh, and is this how you did your, um, first?

Rosalyn

Oh no, I wish my first had gone so cleanly.  

Celeste

Oh, this is a sad story.

Mark

Oh, I didn’t mean …

Rosalyn

No, please it was a long time ago. My husband …

Mark

You killed your husband?

Rosalyn

Oh no. I loved him very much. (beat) I don’t know that that’s really true though now that I’ve said it. My husband was my world to me though. I was, I was his child bride you see.  I didn’t know anything else of the world. He plucked me and wore me like a flower. And he could. He was a man if there ever was one. (beat) I’m sorry Mark, I wanted to ask you something.

Celeste

Now Rosalyn, you know the rules as much as I do …

Mark

No, no it’s ok. I don’t mind.  Maybe it will help.

Rosalyn

All right. I heard you talking with Whitney about the restaurant and your wife.

Mark

Yeah.

Rosalyn

Well didn’t you ever think to just hit her? 

Mark

Uh … no.

Rosalyn

No? I would just think one good smack would get her attention. And if she wanted an explanation I think you should know how to follow it up.

Mark

I … guess … (Pause)

Celeste

Rosalyn, this isn’t marriage counseling. Mark already made his decision.

Rosalyn

I’m not trying to change your mind Mark. I’m just thinking for next time, you know, when this is all behind you, maybe you think about letting her know whats bothering you.

Mark

I … I really don’t know if that’s me.

Rosalyn

I guess that’s how some men are. My husband though, boy, he could make his point loud and clear when he had one.  I swear, sometimes he thought he could do my eye shadow better then me if you know what I’m saying.

Mark

Yeah …

Rosalyn
I had a brother who didn't think it was so fetching.  He was state trooper in our home town.  He loved that job. He would come to visit on Christmas.  He never liked my husband because he had married me so young. So my brother is there one Christmas, in my house, and he sees my husband give me one – I don't even remember what it was about.  But my brother loses, well, he just lost his mind. 
Rosalyn (ContinueD)

My brother shot my husband down and stashed me in the back of his police car.  I believe he intended to take me all the way back to Pennsylvania. Well, we pulled over after hours and hours of driving that night. My brother had to rest his eyes. The thought didn't even catch in my mind until he was asleep. That's when I knew I wanted revenge.

Mark

So you killed your brother …

Rosalyn

I had too. I know it might seem, well, it might seem to you that he was protecting me. But my brother ended the one most perfect thing in my life.

Mark

Wasn't he beating you – your husband?

Rosalyn

And? (beat) You know I didn't like it. Of course I didn't. But I trusted it. I don’t think you understand me …
Celeste

Rosalyn, did you have anything else relevant …

Rosalyn

Yes. Mark as we’ve been talking, I don’t think I can take your case.

Celeste

Rosalyn!

Mark

What?

Rosalyn

If your wife is really driving you on to the brink I don’t understand why you can’t just do it yourself. Is she a black belt or something? You can just wait til she’s sleeping.  She sleeps doesn’t she?
Mark

Sure, but …
Celeste

Rosalyn, Mark is not here to get your opinion…

Rosalyn

Being weak isn’t a matter of opinion.  Are you weak, Mark? Is that why you’re here?

Celeste

Rosalyn, I’m warning you.

Rosalyn

What’s the real problem, Mark? Are you not giving it to her? Are you just too ashamed to break it off? Are you just weak?

Mark

I …

Celeste

Enough!

(Celeste stands and moves to physically remove, Rosalyn. Rosalyn flattens herself against the couch in fear. Celeste restrains herself at the last moment and Rosalyn smiles seductively.)

Celeste

All right …

Rosalyn

Oh, Celeste, am I to having nothing tonight? It’s so late.

Celeste

It is late. And Mark is here in need of my help. And if you cant help then just go.

(Rosalyn stands disappointed and exits.)

Mark
Celeste …

Celeste

Mark.
Mark

Celeste I …

Celeste

Mark.

(Pause – Mark looks bewildered.)

Mark

Celeste …

Celeste

Mark, I am glad I don’t have to explain that you are making the right decision. I know your will is strong.

Mark

You do?

Celeste

Absolutely unshakable. Mark, you’re a man of steel.  

Mark

I am?

Celeste

Undoubtedly. Now I am sorry again that Rosalyn wasn’t the right agent for us either …

Mark

It’s just, I mean doesn’t everyone …

Celeste

Of course. Of course they do.

Mark

And you don’t think I could …

Celeste

No. (beat) And even if you wanted to …

(Celeste lets her eyes wander to the tape recorder.  Mark follows her gaze and shivers.)

Celeste
Now. We have one more agent. She is a little different, but Mark I want to assure you she never fails.

(Velma stands and approaches Celeste and Mark. She wears her hair pulled back severely. Her affect is chilling like a vampire.)

Velma

Good evening. I am Velma.

Mark

I’m the Mark. I mean …

Velma

Mark, I overheard. You have too much sanctity rolled up in this. Which is why I do think I am your agent, the one you should choose.
Celeste

Velma never fails.

Velma

I don’t have any sanctity at all.  Do you understand me?

Mark

Um, no.

Velma

I see. I’ll make myself clear. To answer your usual question, I killed my children.

Mark

Your children?

Velma

My twin boys.  And I didn’t wait till they were asleep.  I like to think they knew their mother was coming for them. (beat) I tried to let them know over a few weeks so that they might run from me, make there way alone, split their story away from mine or the like – but ten year olds are not commonly attuned to subtly.  Most likely I just didn’t want them to escape.

Mark

Wait, you killed your two sons?!

VelMa
With a knife. One after the other. First I crept …
Mark
I don’t want to hear anymore.

Velma

Oh, do we have an accord already?

Mark

No! There is no accord.  

Celeste

Mark …

Mark

This isn’t right. I don’t think I want this. Not like this.
Velma

Mark, please relax. I know those other girls got under your skin.  They can’t help it.  They’re just trifles. But you’re here and you don’t want to trifle do you? 
Mark

No.

Velma

You want the real thing.

Mark

Yes.

Celeste

He does.
Velma

Well the real thing is bloody. The real thing is just an undignified gouged, gored, bloody mess that has not one bit of sanctity to it. Unless, well, the only sanctity you find is what you bring along to it. That’s what I do.  My children were growing up so big and strong.  And I, well I was not.  So after I was through I boiled them down. I drank their blood. And look.

(Velma admires her body and invites Mark and Celeste to do the same.)

Velma
Now I grow supple and fresh. (Beat) I know there is something to your wife, Mark, something you don’t want to leave behind.  Maybe little Rosalyn had it right, hmmmm?  Is that she is a strong woman – too strong? Perhaps we won’t make a soup – no.  Perhaps I bake her heart for you, yes?
Mark

No … I could never. 
Velma

Oh of course, no, never.  Who could do such a thing (beat) Oh well, how about the last idea, hmmmm? This one is for you. When I am done with your wife, and by done I mean that she is tortured and killed, well then why don’t I come to your apartment? 
Mark

Why?

Velma

Why, Mark? So that I might torture and kill you. Isn’t that what you want? I’ll make you a deal. I’ll visit twice the pain and suffering on you, I promise. I won’t rest until you’re absolved. I won’t rest until you’ve lost your mind from the torment.

Mark

I can’t.

Velma
Oh Celeste, why did you bring him into the lounge?
Celeste

He signed the papers and he made the tape.

Velma

He has no resolve.  

Celeste

I think he’s doing just fine.

Velma

Of course. Well, you wake me when he is ready.

(Velma turns on her heel and exits.)

Mark

I’m sorry, Celeste.

Celeste

Oh, I’m sorry too.

Mark

Is there anyway I can cancel?

Celeste

No, Mark, you took a vow – on tape.

Mark

But there are no more agents.

Celeste

There is one. I don’t know why we didn’t ask her in the first place.

Mark

Who?

CEleste

Me.

Mark

Oh.

(Celeste finishes her champagne and offers Mark his.  He drinks it down.)
Celeste

Yes. Now listen Mark. It’s very late, later even then when we started. I think I understand about everything I need to about your situation, but, what I want to know is how do you think about it when it happens? 
Mark

What?

Celeste

Particulars. Well you must have imagined it. Is she wearing a face of pain? Does it look interchangeable with her expression of orgasm? 

(Celeste stands.  Her tone changes from business to seduction.)
Mark

I … I don’t know …
Celeste

Don’t be shy, Mark. Does she struggle? Or does she let you do it to her? Does she suspect or do you take her unaware? Does she like it just a little bit? Does she understand why you have to do it too her?

Mark

What are we are talking about here?

Celeste

I don’t know.  You’ve been changing it around all night. You tell me.

Mark

I came here to murder my wife.  I came here to hire you to do it.

Celeste

And that’s just what we’re planning.

Mark

I don’t know what you’re planning.

Celeste

Yes you do, Mark.

(Celeste sits astride Mark’s waist.)

Celeste

You know why I was so excited about your case?  Because I really understand it. I killed my husband a long time ago. And, and it was for the very same reasons you walked in here tonight.  He was a nice, nice man. Very even keel – a very nice man. But he begged me to do him in every damn day we were together.  Every single one.

Celeste (continued) 
From the way clipped his goddamn toe nails in our bed to the way bought the cheapest gifts for our friends. There’s a word, Mark, intolerable.
Mark

But you didn’t just leave him?

Celeste

Oh no.  How could I do that?

Mark

Yes. How could you?

Celeste

If I just killed him life would go back to the way it was before we met. And that’s just what I wanted

Mark

Yes. (beat) What did you do?

Celeste

I made him dinner, a big steak dinner with a wine that he liked.

Mark

Uh-huh.

Celeste

And I dressed in a new dress and new stockings that I had bought for the occasion.  Just like these.

(Celeste hikes her skirt slightly to show off the garter of her stocking.  Mark is further entranced. Celeste begins to gyrate and Mark follow suit.)

Celeste

And I took him to bed. And I showed him. And made sure to I really give to him. I fucked him with abandon. 

Mark

Yes!

Celeste
And when he thought I was done. I climbed on top of him and made him go again. 

Mark

Yes!

Celeste

And when he couldn’t take anymore. When I felt him shaking with hemorrhage …

Mark

Yes!

Celeste

I murdered him …

Mark

Ohhhhhh.

Celeste

Over and over again.

(Mark and Celeste collapse in faux- coital bliss.)

Celeste

We’re going to kill your wife, Mark, little by little. Just you wait and see.
(The lights dim. Mark is asleep. Celeste rises, removes the champagne and tape recorder. She exits.  Lights come back up. Enter Amy – played by the same actress as Celeste.  She is dressed in a Rosalyn’s red robe. Amy speaks with a British accent and her hair is worn back like Velma.)

AMY

Well, good morning. 
(Mark wakes slowly and stares at Amy.)

Mark

Celeste.

Amy

Uh – No. Sorry it’s your wife.

Mark

Amy.

Amy

That’s the one. Seems like you had a long night. You were out late you know. You look dead.
Mark

Yeah.

Amy

At the pub?

Mark

Yeah.

Amy

Uh-huh. (beat) And who’s your friend, uh, Celeste, is it?

Mark

No one.

Amy

Uh-huh. (Pause) I’ll just put some breakfast on then.  

Mark

Amy.

Amy

Yeah?

Mark

Did you ever want us (beat) Did you ever want us not to have met?

Amy

You mean have I wondered if my life would be different if we hadn’t met?

Mark

Yeah.

Amy

Yeah. Sure I have. (beat) But we did meet, yeah. And every thing is just thoughts aren’t they? Figments. Just a trip to the zoo, yeah?
Mark

Yeah. Figments. Frightening.

(Amy approaches Mark.  He pulls her down and kisses her passionately.)

Amy

MMMmm. Guess I should let you sleep on the couch more often.

Mark

No. I miss the bed.
(Lights Down – End of play.)
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