
Stop Kiss
The Missing Scenes

by Skippy
based on the situations & characters in the play

Stop Kiss by Diana Son

Note:  Each scene is numbered the same as the scene it is based on with an "A" to 
indicate it should precede that scene or a "B" to indicate it should follow that scene.

Scene Two - B

Lights up in the hospital, in an exam room.  The nurse is putting away some equipment.  Detective Cole  
enters.

Nurse:  Hello Detective.  Here are those medical reports.  Sorry we didn't have them ready and you had 
to come back.

Cole:  Thank you.  It's not a problem.

Nurse:  These investigations must take a lot of time.

Cole:  And something about all of this one just isn't right.  I can't put my finger on it yet.  But once I talk 
to the witness, the woman who called 911, I hope I'll be able to figure it out.

Scene Seven - B

Lights up on Callie's apartment.  Callie is still sleeping.  Sara is off stage.  Callie wakes, stirs and  
notices Sara's absence.  She ponders the situation for a moment.  Sara enters.

Sara:  Finally woke up did you?  I was worried I wore you out last night.  (Callie looks puzzled.)  
Playing cards that is.

Callie:  Oh, no.  I slept . . . umm . . . just fine.  

Sara:  I must have fallen asleep before you.  Sorry about that.



Callie:  No, it's fine.  (pause)  I mean it's a bed.  That's what it's for.  I mean sleeping.  Right.

Sara:  Right.  But I was wondering.

Callie:  Wondering what?

Sara:  About that sock.  How did a sock get in the fold-out bed like that.  I mean since you don't sleep on 
it.

Callie:  I . . . don't know.

Sara:  A mystery.  I love mystery.  (Callie suddenly realizes she should get up and do something.  
Anything.)  So did you see my pussy?

Callie:  What?!

Sara:  Caesar, my pussy.  Did you see him?

Callie:  Uh, no.  But I'm sure he was warm and cozy.  Where ever he slept.

Sara:  Cats are very independent.  Of course, Caesar doesn't have to be quite so aloof.  You would think 
he would show some gratitude.  I mean, I did . . . leave . . . my Peter to come to New York.  I could have 
just as easily left Caesar with him.  But I can see leaving my pussy . . . my cat that is, with my Peter. 
(They laugh.)  That didn't sound -- it sounded --

Callie:  I know what you meant.  I agree.  There are times when men just don't have the . . . finesse to 
take care of a (pause and she smiles) cat.  (They laugh.  Sara slings a pillow at Callie.  They each 
quickly arm themselves with pillow and circle, mulling over to attack or not.  More laughing and a truce  
is called.)  It's been a long time since my last pillow fight.  (Suddenly serious.)  Maybe too long.

(Sara does the "swerve" thingy.)

Callie:  What?  I'm not getting that.  (Sara attacks, pillow fight breaks out & soon degenerate into  
wrestling on the bed.  Sara pins Callie for the 3 count and raises her arms in victory.)

Sara:  If you can smell what the Rock is cooking.

Callie:  Actually, I do smell something . . .

Sara:  Oh, I put on some coffee.  I bet it's ready.  (Exits, leaving Callie lost in thought.)

Callie:  (To herself.)  Maybe I need to --  (Calling to Sara.)  Hey.  Talking about cats and . . . umm . . . 
everything.  (Sara appears in the doorway.)  Have you ever thought about -- 

Sara:  (Turning her attention from Callie.)  Caesar, there you are grudgeholder.  (She races back off  



stage after him.)  Come here you little --

Callie:  That went well.

Blackout

Scene Fifteen - A

Lights up on Callie's apartment.  George and Callie enter, returning from Tomoe.

Callie:  Oh thank you so much George.  I really, really needed some raw fish right now.

George:  My pleasure.  Besides, who am I to refuse a woman her "needs".

Callie:  Oh, we shouldn't even go there.

George:  Meaning . . . what?

Callie:  Meaning that I don't want to know about the last time you took care of some woman's needs. 
And had . . . raw fish.

George:  You make it sound like I eat out all the time.

Callie:  You know what I mean.  Beer?

George:  Sure.  Dos Equis?

Callie:  What else?  (She exits to kitchen.)

George:  So you haven't said anything at all about Vong.

Callie:  I did.  I told you what we had to eat.

George:  Yeah, but I mean otherwise.  How was it?

Callie:  (Back with 2 beers.)  It was good.  (pause)  Yeah, it was good.

George:  Good?

Callie:  It was good.  We ate.  It was good.  The service was snappy.  Not like the bartenders at 
someplace I could mention.

George:  And where might that be?

Callie:  Oh, I don't know.  Someplace where the bartenders are always thinking about what actress they 
are going to be sleeping with next.



George:  I never sleep with them.

Callie:  I'm sure.  (Noise from the kitchen.)

George:  What --

Callie:  Oh, that's just Caesar.  (George seems puzzled.)  Sara's puss--  cat.  Sara's cat.  He likes to make 
messes in the kitchen.  It's something we have in common.

George:  No doubt.  Kinda like you and that guy --

Callie:  What guy?

George:  Oh you know, the one with the . . . what was it, pierced nipples and the two tone haircut? 
Jeremy I think his name was?

Callie:  I did not tell you that!

George:  And the kitchen adventures . . . he was a cook at some mexican place . . . and you were playing 
in the green chilli . . .

Callie:  Hey!

George:  Oh, and "licking and sticking" you said --

Callie:  Ok, so I told you.  You don't have to bring it up do you?

George:  Well, after that good food, and stimulating company, it's coming up all on it's own.

Callie:  Oh really?  Well, maybe we should pursue this subject someplace else.

George:  Well, the pussy is in the kitchen.

Callie:  I might have some raw fish in there also.  Shall we go take a look.

George:  Ummm, yes please.  Do you have to work tomorrow?

Callie:  No, I've got all day.

George:  No plans with Sara?  You two have been attached at the hip ever since day one.

Callie:  (serious)  No.  No.  No plans with Sara tomorrow.  No work.  No plans.  Just . . . no.  (pause)

George:  What?



Callie:  Nothing.  It's . . . nothing.

George:  You are not fooling anyone.

Callie:  (Playful again.)  Sorry.  I'm not one of your actresses.  Is that why you date them?  It's easier to 
believe them when they lie to you?

George:  They don't lie to me.

Callie:  Oh?  And I do?

George:  (Embraces Callie.)  You don't lie to me, but you are my best lie.  Or is that lay?  (They kiss.  
They kiss again, with tongue.)  So . . . couch, kitchen, bedroom?

Callie:  Yeah.

(They cross to the couch, sit and go at it.  George get's Callie's pants off -- amongst other things -- and  
starts eating her out.  She is laid back, eyes closed, getting in to it when:)

Callie:  Oh God, oh.  Oh.  Oh Sara --

George:  (Comes up for air.)  Oh Sara?

Callie:  Ummm....

George:  Looks like you two have been joined someplace besides the hip.  (He smiles and goes back 
down.  Callie rides the wave.)

Blackout.

Scene Nineteen - A

Lights up on Sara's apartment.  Sara & Peter enter.

Peter:  I just can't believe --

Sara:  What?  That I want something different?  That I want what I want for a change?  Not what my 
parents want, or the school wants, or what you want?  That I want something for myself.  A challenge, a 
chance to grow and change?  Something that isn't safe and controlled and boring.

Peter:  But, to leave everything behind.  Everything we spent 7 years building.  The school, your 
students.  They need you.  Your students.

Sara:  No they don't.  They need . . . I don't know what they need, but it isn't me.  These children here 
need me.  They need someone who cares --



Peter:  What about your parents? You know they are so worried that you are going to have trouble here? 
And Jenny and Steve, and you haven't returned Margaret's last 3 calls --

Sara:  What the hell?!  What the hell?  I have to live my life for everyone else?  I don't sit next to my 
telephone and so what?  I can't have a life?  Peter, I can't keep being the robot you use to live with. 
(pause)  If my parents still don't have faith in me, faith that I can make it here, then who can they blame 
for that?  Me?  Or themselves?

Peter:  You have to see it from their side.  (Sara shoots Peter a dirty look.)  You're here in New York, all 
alone, working at a school in . . . in a slum.  I mean it's like something on TV.  It's dangerous.  You live 
in a bad neighborhood, and look how far it is to get to the school.  Everyday you make that trip.  Alone.

Sara:  My God!  You make it sound like I'm crossing the Sahara Desert each morning.  I take a subway.

Peter:  And is that safe?

Sara:  Safe, safe, safe.  That is all you can think about.

Peter:  In St. Louis --

Sara:  This isn't St. Louis.

Peter:  I know that.  (pause)  Look it's just that . . .  (Sara waits expectantly.)  I . . .  I mean . . .

Sara:  Just say it, because we both know what you are going to say.

Peter:  What?  What am I going to say?

Sara:  You still love me and you want things to be the way they were.  (Peter is stunned as Sara nails it  
perfectly.)

Peter:  Ok.  So is there anything wrong with that?

Sara:  It's not wrong.  It just isn't who I am anymore.  You have to accept that.  You never grew with me, 
and you can't expect me to stop growing just to make you and my parents and Jenny & Steve, and all of 
St. Louis happy.  (They linger a moment in a stalemate.)

Peter:  I just want you to be --

Sara:  Safe?

Peter:  Happy.  I want you to be happy.  Is that too much?

Sara:  No.  No it isn't.  But happiness for me and happiness for you are just not the same thing.  (They 
have a moment of understanding -- finally.  Sara and Peter embrace.)  Why don't you just kiss me you 
fool.  (He does so.)



(There is evidently still some fire in the oven as they build up steam and start to fuck.  They get all their  
clothing off and are going at it for a bit.  Peter is drilling Sara when she speaks.)

Sara:  Do me the way I want it.  Do me in the ass.  (Peter stops, obviously disgusted.)

Peter:  What?

Sara: See, this is exactly what I mean.  The same thing, all the time.  Fucking with you is like watching 
re-runs of Leave It To Beaver.  One dimensional.  Black and white.  You want me to tell you where each 
of your hands will be in 3 minutes?  I can you know.  And once you have pumped your 5 times, 6 on 
weekends, and blown your little load you can roll over and read Restaurant Management Today.  I bet 
you have an issue in your suitcase.  Don't you.  (It's obvious Sara is right.)

Peter:  Anal sex is --

Sara:  (She shouts the word:) Dangerous!  If I hear you say that one more time . . .  As a matter of fact . . 
.  Get out.

Peter:  What?

Sara:  You heard me.  Get out.  Put your clothes on, get your stuff out of my tiny, dangerous apartment 
that I share with two strangers and get the hell out.  (pause)  Now.  (It sinks in to Peter that she is  
serious.  He goes into her bedroom and emerges a moment later with his luggage.  Sara, still naked,  
watches menacingly.  Peter opens the door and looks at Sara.)

Peter:  Good --

Sara:  Bye.  Goodbye.

Peter:  Sara I --

Sara:  My third graders can understand "goodbye".  (Peter exits and slams the door.  Sara crosses to the 
door opens it and calls out:)  Be sure you tell the taxi driver to take the Van Wyck.

BO on Sara closing the door and smiling.


