NINA TAKES A LOVER (Triumph, 1995)

INTERIOR. NINA’S BEDROOM/PHOTOGRAPHER’S STUDIO – NIGHT

Nina and the photographer are talking on the phone to each other.  Nina’s room is lit with just the lamp beside her bed.  She’s lying on the bed wearing brown sweat pants and a t-shirt.

NINA: Hi.  Where are you?

PHOTOGRAPHER: I’m in the studio.

N: So late?

P: Well, sometimes I sleep here, you know.

N: You should go home, it’s late.  Your wife is probably wondering where you are.

P: You want me to go?

N: Not really.

P: So I’ll go.

N: No, talk to me a little.  Then you can go.

P: Alright.

N: Hmm.

P: What should we talk about?

N: Whatever you want to talk about.

P: Where are you?

N: In my bedroom.  Lying in bed.  There’s just one light on in the room.  It’s the only one on in the whole apartment.

P: What are you wearing?

N: A black silk nightgown.

P: What color?

N: Black, silk.

P: Just a nightgown.

N: Don’t you believe me?

P: No.

N: Why not?

P: You just don’t seem like the silk nightgown type.

N: Oh really?  What type do I seem?

P: If you’re alone, going to bed alone, then you…I think you’re wearing sweat pants.

N: What color?

P: White.

N: Gray.

P: Well, gray alright.  But I was right, wasn’t I?

N: How did you know?

P: I just guessed.

N: What are you wearing?

P: Nothing.  I’m absolutely naked.

N: I don’t believe you.

P: You don’t.

N: No.

P: Ask my assistant.  Phyllis…what am I wearing? (mock female voice) Nothing. (normal voice) You see?

N: Let me talk to Phyllis.

P: She can’t come to the phone now.

N: Let me talk to Phyllis.

P: She can’t come to the phone now.

N: Why not?

P: She’s putting her clothes on.

N: No wonder you’re there so late.

P: Yeah, well, Phyllis has discovered, you know, that she works best when she’s in her birthday suit.

N: That’s the name of a band, you know.

P: What is?

N: The Birthday Suits.  I saw them once at the Paradise Lounge.

P: Were they really in their birthday suits?

N: Well, they had plungers over their private parts.  Other than that they were in their birthday suits.  The leader had a fine ass.

P: What kind of music?

N: I don’t really remember.

P: But you remember he had a nice ass.

N: I have a selective memory.

P: Are you going to remember me when this is over?

N: It depends what you do.

