PROMSURFING
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Characters: 3 Women

Mom; Tough, professional, largely unflappable. Victoria's mentor, and coach in promsurfing. A life well-spent, and no regrets. Victoria is about to exceed her, and she couldn't be more proud.

Victoria; a promsurfing prodigy, her mother's daughter. Smart, capable, knows what she wants and how to get it. Destined to make history.

Ann; the goth girl you knew in high school. You know, the one too smart to be there, acutely aware of that, and somehow the hottest girl in school without trying? Yeah, her. Finely tuned bullshit detector. Possible lesbian. Definite pyromaniac.

Note: if casting requires, feel free to change references to hair color or the like. 
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Lights up. A hotel room. A bed 



[table] covered in several prom 



dresses, and a suit. Makeup cases 



scattered around, one is closed and 



contains a large number of tiaras 



[or clattery things that sound like 



tiaras]. Victoria regards the 



dresses. She wears a black leotard or 



a slip, so that dresses can be 



slipped on and off with speed and 



modesty. Mom marches around her, 



sipping a glass of white wine.



MOM

Taking a girl to prom... it's risky, Victoria.



VICTORIA

It's a gambit, mom.  I have to win a crown tonight.



MOM

Of course.



VICTORIA

But I need a challenge.  Prom Queen is easy- flirty eyes, implied cleavage, a gold cross around your neck, and you're halfway to the stage.  Be nice to the fat kid, help the wheelchair kid get some punch, and the tiara is yours.  But Prom King...



MOM

It's never been done.  Not in all my years, not in your grandmother's time, not in her mother's time.



VICTORIA

Post-millenial prom is a different ball game, mom.  It's a new promsurfing, for a new world.  Facial piercings, tramp stamps, handjobs under the bleachers.



MOM

That's not new, dear.  That's a classic.



VICTORIA

But they no longer disqualify you from glory.  They're all just resumé items now.  Hell, half the time they do the job for you.  The prom king in Springdale, last week?  Red Bull logo tattooed on his neck.



MOM

They don't even try any more.  It used to be about the love.  The love of the... thing.



VICTORIA

For some of us, it still is.  I'm in this to win.



MOM

I know.  I named you Victoria, didn't I?  My little winner.  You've made me so proud.



VICTORIA

It's Tori tonight.  More androgynous.  Victoria's a private school name.  So, what do you think?  Lady prom king- suit?  Or two femmes?



MOM

Double dose of lipstick, to appeal to football market.  You win them over, the rest of the sheep will follow right behind.


(Victoria starts to put on one of the dresses)

No.  The red [or whatever color fits].  You can't go wrong with cleavage, lesbian date aside.  Authenticity's a sparkly vampire.  It'll steal your spotlight.


(Victoria puts on the dress)

Now.  You've had 12 hours to study the recon.  Go.



VICTORIA

Public school.  Class of 250 students, 130 likely to attend prom.  Jock/nerd/stoner demographic evenly split.  Key players: Todd, Chad, Lindsay, Troy, Lindsay, Mackenzie, Fat Mackenzie.  Amber's a dark horse, depending on how the pregnancy test turned out.  The Lindsays are feuding, so get a feel for the room, then pick a Lindsay.  Avoid Mr. Tackleson at all costs.



MOM

He chaperoned Greenville two weeks ago.



VICTORIA

He won't know me.  He knew blonde Vicky.



MOM

Better safe than busted.



VICTORIA

I thought you liked the cleavage.



MOM

Cute.  Now concentrate.  The preferred dance style was unclear, so you'll have to improvise.  Surprise drill!  Slow dance!


(Victoria mimes slow dance)

Religious slow dance!


(Victoria mimes slow dance with long arms)

Grind!


(Victoria air-humps)

80s Hair Rock!


(Victoria stands still, stares at Mom with disgust)

Correct.  Techno!


(Victoria mimes glowstick dancing)

Club!


(Subtle difference- slower)

Electronic!


(Subtle difference- slower)

Trance!


(Victoria is barely moving)

Good.  You've been working on your Jesus arms.



VICTORIA

Thank you for noticing.



MOM

Now.  Tell me about this girl.



VICTORIA

Her name is Ann.  Quiet, but not a wallflower.  She has a dark, early-90s Winona Ryder thing going on.  Nobody really likes her, but everyone knows her.  The girls gossip about her, but half of them try to copy her style.  They fail.  



MOM

Promising.  I like her already.  What's the gossip now?



VICTORIA

That she's going to prom with the hot new girl.



MOM

Excellent.  But it needs a touch of spice...



VICTORIA

Ten minutes before I asked her, the captain of the lacrosse team asked me.  I shot him down in front of the whole cafeteria.



MOM

Perfect.  Anything else?



VICTORIA

She smokes cloves.  Does small engine repair.


(Knocking at the door)

And she's early.



MOM

Hell.  Prom positions!


(Mom grabs a camera, Victoria gets her shoes. They 


drop the businesslike attitude and get ridiculously 


giddy and bubbly. They open the door, Ann enters)

And you must be Ann!  It is a pleasure to meet you!



ANN

Nice to meet you, Mrs... Tori's Mom.  Hi, Tori.  I brought you a wrist corsage [or a flower], and a bottle of whiskey [or flavored Schnapps, or something else cheap as shit].



VICTORIA

Oh... wow.  Wild Turkey [or whatever], my favorite!



MOM


(Recovering)

Oh my God, you two will look so cute together!  Oh, squish in for a photo!



VICTORIA

Mo-om!



MOM

Oh, come now, I'm not showing off your baby pictures here!  One photo, and then you two go on!


(They take a perfect prom photo)

Now a silly one!


(Fake wackiness)



ANN

And now one where we cut the bullshit!


(Startled pause)



MOM

Excuse me?



ANN

I said cut the shit.  What's going on here?



VICTORIA

What do you mean?



ANN

I'm meeting you in a hotel room.  Wait, let me guess, the house is being fumigated?  And there's like 15 prom dresses just in my line of vision.  Oh, but maybe you like to have choices.  But Wild Turkey [or whatever]?  Come on.  That's no one's favorite.  This is prom-in-a-box here, just add date.


(Pause)



MOM


(Aside to Victoria)

She's good.



VICTORIA


(Aside to Mom)

She's very good.



ANN

So what's the scam?


(They feign innocence, badly)

Don't bother.  I can smell amoral from a mile away.  It's delicious.  Like buttered popcorn and gunpowder.



MOM

Well, Ann-



ANN

Annihilation, please.  I hate nicknames.



MOM

...if you insist.  I don't know what you think is going on, but suspicion's an evil stepmother.  It'll steal your perfect prom-



ANN

Look.  My plan for the evening was to create an even mix of Heathers and Carrie.  If your plan involves leaving town tonight, I've been packed for four years, and I got nothing better to do.



VICTORIA

Oh no.  Nothing is coming between me and that prom king crown.  You hear me?  NOTHING.



ANN

What's the big deal?  It's just a cheap crown.



VICTORIA


(Retrieves a box, shakes it)

It's not just a crown.  It's the hat trick.  I've taken crowns at 35 schools in the last two years.  One more, and I break the all-time record.



MOM

My record.



ANN

Okay... what the hell?



MOM

There are some who call us 'social surfers'.  We prefer 'professionals'.



VICTORIA

Did you know, in the right season, if you plan and time it perfectly, you can attend 18 proms in a row?  Fridays and Saturdays for 6 weeks.  The occasional lame Tuesday night.  The Catholic school, at 2 in the afternoon.



MOM

It's the Olympics of our profession.  8 months of planning, 6 marathon weeks of work.  It's the reason they invented open enrollment.



ANN

So... you attend as much prom as possible?



VICTORIA

Not just prom.



MOM

Baby showers.



VICTORIA

Bat mitvahs.



MOM

I'm into the class reunion circuit now.  I specialize in long-lost drug addicts made good, and widows of tragically overdosed football heroes.



VICTORIA

I've been baptized by every church, chapel, and fellowship hall for an hour in any direction.  And, in one notable instance, by a very confused rabbi.



MOM

My mother, the master of debutante balls, is working funerals, as the unknown second wife.



ANN

You just do the same things, the same parties, over and over again?



VICTORIA

God no.  You have keep pushing yourself.  Training, for the next one.  You have to keep experimenting, until you find the perfect combination.  You never do it the same way twice.



MOM

Consistency's a hobgoblin.  It'll steal your pants.



VICTORIA

And then, when you reach the peak of the game, you move on to the next.



ANN

So.  You deliberately surround yourselves with the worst scum that our society can dredge up.  The subhuman, mouthbreathing, suburban teenager.  I don't know if you're sadists or masochists.  And this is a hobby?  A way of life?



MOM

You'd be surprised how much money there is in freelance Scientology auditing.



ANN

You're Scientologists too?



MOM

No.  We're secular opportunists.



ANN

You're crazy.  But you're my kind of crazy.  I almost wish this was a real date.



VICTORIA

I'm sorry I led you on.  But I wanted to end my reign by being Kinged.  The ultimate, the unachievable.  I would become legend.



ANN

No, don't worry.  I'm not really into... people.  Sartre was right.


(Pause)



VICTORIA

Who?



ANN

Jean-Paul Sartre?  “Hell is other people?”  No?



VICTORIA

I've... never been in the same school for more than three weeks.



ANN

Fair enough.  Okay, I'm in.  I help you.  I do whatever it takes to get you crowned Prom King.  So long as the evening ends in fire, and screaming, and all of the monkeys in smoldering rented tuxes standing knee-deep in the rubble of shattered trophies and scorched creationist textbooks.



VICTORIA

So long as that doesn't start until the crown is on my head.



ANN

Deal.


(They shake hands)

This year's Prom theme is “Pain”.



VICTORIA

And then tomorrow, another town, a fresh game.



MOM

You know... Victoria's about to graduate to the bridal party set.



VICTORIA

That's a hard gig to work solo.  Feel like ruining some weddings?



ANN

Can I burn down the churches?



MOM

Oh no dear.  We don't use a chainsaw when a scalpel is more elegant.



VICTORIA

Are you prepared for this much destruction?



ANN


(Laughs)

Please.  There are 17 incendiary devices of various styles concealed in this dress.  The zipper alone could take out the science wing.



VICTORIA

This is going to be a prom to end all proms.



ANN

Let's hope so.


(They share a smile)



MOM

It sounds like you two have a lovely evening planned.  I'll have the car behind the gym at 12:30 with the engine running.  If you aren't in the car by 12:33, you're on your own, and I've never heard of you.  Now let's get going, I've got bachelorette parties to crash.


(Ann and Victoria exit, hand in hand. Blackout)
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