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Lipstick on His Collar
By Dave Carley
BUSINESSMAN – any age

CHELSEA PICKETT – about 35

TIFFANY ESTEVES – about 25

In darkness, a subway car screeches through a tunnel.
Lights up on BUSINESSMAN, facing away from audience, standing and swaying, holding on to a subway strap or bar.
In a perfect theatre  world, the subway train sounds are made by BUSINESSMAN.

The train screeches in to a station and stops.
CHELSEA and TIFFANY enter, squeezing on to the car. They are wedged close to BUSINESSMAN, but he is turned away from them.

CHELSEA:

You in?

TIFFANY:

Barely. 

(Door warning sound.)




I hate rush hour. 

CHELSEA:

We should’ve gone for a drink across the street.

TIFFANY:

Yeah.

CHELSEA:
I know a great pub in two stops. Or do you have to meet Ric?

(Subway starts up. TIFFANY nearly falls.)

TIFFANY:

Whoa.

CHELSEA:

Novice driver.

TIFFANY:

It’s these heels. Mm – you smell nice.

CHELSEA:

I do?

TIFFANY:

What is it?

CHELSEA:
Euphoria. Eau de parfum spray du Calvin. You really like it?
TIFFANY:

I like it.

CHELSEA:

What does it remind you of?





(TIFFANY is stuck.)

It really helps if I have an evocative phrase handy. Sniff again.


(TIFFANY sniffs long and seriously.)

So?

TIFFANY:

(Thinks.) Sex on a beach.

CHELSEA:

Oh, that’s helpful.

TIFFANY:

It is?

CHELSEA:
I can use ‘sex on a beach’. Not with everyone. 
TIFFANY:
Like nuns. 

CHELSEA:
And if it’s parents, I’ll say, “Frothy waves on virgin sand”. Or “rainforest”. You can say “rainforest” and sell anything. I love your lips.

TIFFANY:

It’s honey nude. Nude is the new red.

CHELSEA:

But it’s kind of red too.

TIFFANY:
The boundaries between nude and red are smudging. And I’ve got on Chanel Poudre Coromandel Iridescent Face Powder. 

CHELSEA:

I was about to ask.

TIFFANY:
It’s $57 for (Indicates.) this much. But the more I wear, the more I sell. Is it true about ‘rainforest’?

CHELSEA:

Absolutely. 

TIFFANY:

It’s too bad you’ve lost your sense of smell.
CHELSEA:

Ten years in perfume will do that to you.

TIFFANY:

I dread the day.
CHELSEA:
I worry that I put too much on. Will you tell me if I do? And I’m afraid if I keep mixing perfumes, I’ll develop a toxic aura and everyone around me will die. Remember when they had that terrorist scare on the subway – what was it? Ricin.

TIFFANY:
(With her.) Ricin. 

CHELSEA:
It was probably just Lady Stetson mixed with Madonna.

TIFFANY &

CHELSEA:
Ew.

(They shudder. Subway car is coming in to stop.)

TIFFANY:
This is the fullest I’ve ever seen it. At least I can’t fall over – no room to.

CHELSEA:
Pretty soon they’re going to have to hire subway pushers, like in Japan.

TIFFANY &
CHELSEA:

Shiseido!
(Subway car stops; doors open.)

CHELSEA:

You didn’t answer me about Ric – can you stop for a drink?

TIFFANY:
He hasn’t called yet. That means he’s doing something with his daughter. Soccer practice probably. I was stupid to wear these heels. But I had this dumb idea Ric’d show up at the store and take me for lunch. 

(Subway car starts up. TIFFANY loses her balance and falls against BUSINESSMAN, who still faces mostly away.)

Sorry. Sorry.

(There is no response from BUSINESSMAN.)

Yeah, let’s go for a drink. You can tell me your idea. Chelse, if I’m being honest? You might have a bit too much on.

CHELSEA:

Damn.

TIFFANY:
It’s like you’re having a whole orgy on that beach. Oh my God. Oh my God/
CHELSEA:

Oh my God. What!?

TIFFANY:

Look at his collar!

(BUSINESSMAN has turned a bit. The collar of his shirt is now visible – there is a very clear lipstick print on it.)

CHELSEA:

What?
TIFFANY:

It’s honey nude!

CHELSEA:

So?

TIFFANY:

It’s my honey nude!

(Subway is coming into another station.)

When the car lurched I fell against him. 

CHELSEA:

He would wear a white shirt on a crowded subway!

TIFFANY:

But Chelse – honey nude does not come off!

CHELSEA:

So.

TIFFANY:

So – his shirt?

CHELSEA:

Men don’t mind.

TIFFANY:

Women will!

CHELSEA:

Who, you?

(Warning bells for doors closing.)

TIFFANY:

Not me, his wife!

CHELSEA:

How do you know he’s married?

TIFFANY:
Look how he’s standing! No penis! (Demonstrates.) Look around if you don’t believe me. Married. Married. Single.

(CHELSEA maneuvers into scoping position on BUSINESSMAN.)

CHELSEA:

No ring.

TIFFANY:
Not definitive. He might be in a relationship that rejects shackles.

CHELSEA:

“Shackles”?

TIFFANY:
Ric says his wife “shackled” him. Suppose I’m right and he is married. He goes home. Lipstick on his collar. Wifey takes one look and throws a fit. She assumes he’s having an affair, maybe with his secretary, maybe with his boss, maybe with a girl who sells cosmetics in a large department store.

CHELSEA:

Are you speaking from experience?

TIFFANY:

Duhh.

CHELSEA:

He doesn’t look like the affair type.

TIFFANY:
Ric didn’t look like the affair type and look at all the trouble we got into. And there was only the teeniest bit of Chanel Aqualumiere Sheer Colour Lipshine in Bali on his right cuff.

CHELSEA:

Why were you kissing his wrists? That’s so subservient. Ew.

TIFFANY:

Ew. I wasn’t kissing his wrists. 

CHELSEA:

Then how’d it get there?

TIFFANY:
Irrelevant. Anyway, because of the lipstick Ric got caught.

CHELSEA:

But that ended up being a good thing, right?

TIFFANY:
I can’t help thinking of the poor wives in all this. Because I’m Catholic and prone to guilt. I have to warn him.

(Train is coming into the station again.)

CHELSEA:

Tiffany: you’re insane.

TIFFANY:

They were my lips.

(Train is in station. Doors open. BUSINESSMAN leaves just as TIFFANY is about to tell him.)


Excuse me.  Oh! Sir. Oh my God. I uh – Chelse – he’s – oh my God – he’s leaving

(People jostling on; TIFFANY and CHELSEA are pushed a bit further into the car.)

He got off!

(Warning bells.)

Fantastic. I get off work at 6 and by 6:05 I’ve wrecked a marriage.

(Car starts up.)

CHELSEA:
Look at it this way: maybe he’s in a bad marriage and he’s better off.

TIFFANY:

More likely he’s a jerk and she’s better off.

CHELSEA:

(Pause.) Tiff. Is Ric a jerk?

TIFFANY:
How was I to know? It was so romantic at the start. Oh Chelse, you can never tell with men. They’re like Russian dolls. The outer layer is always so promising. But then the second doll – you start to think: ‘Haven’t I seen this before?’ Plus: it’s shrinking. So you open more dolls and they keep getting smaller and smaller until finally you get to the last one. You think, ‘God, let there be a ring in it!’ But the damn thing’s glued shut!

CHELSEA:
Tiff: don’t cry. Chanel Iridescent is way too expensive for tears over some clown. Listen – we definitely have to go for a drink.


This stop. Drinks.



(Subway sounds are coming up.)

TIFFANY:

I really, really could use a stiff one.





(Subway is entering a station.)

CHELSEA:

Couldn’t we all. Let’s go.

Subway pulls in to station; as the lights fade, CHELSEA and TIFFANY hold hands, and prepare to march out into the world, united.)




Black.
The End.

