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KIT KAT


Room. Table and chair.


RILEY (Off) This way, please.


JESSICA enters. Early 20's, attractive, grunge. Followed by RILEY, 40's, corporate look, suit, tie.


JESS. What's going on? What do you want? Pushing me in here like this.


RILEY. I didn't push you, madam.


JESS. I don't trust you. Who are you?


RILEY. You know who I am. Please sit down.


JESS. I don't have time for this. I've got an important appointment.


He waits. Finally, JESSICA sits.


Well ...?


RILEY. Please empty your handbag.


JESS. What! I shall do no such thing!


RILEY. We don't want to have to bring in the police, if we can possibly avoid it.


Beat. Then JESSICA opens her handbag, turns it upside down. Contents spill out onto table: purse, keys, phone, cigarettes, etc. RILEY takes bag, looks inside, opens inner pocket, removes chocolate bar, holds it up.


RILEY. What's this?


JESS. Ah, yes. My péché mignon. People are still allowed to eat chocolate, aren't they?


RILEY. Of course. But they're not allowed to steal it.


JESS. I was going to pay for it when I got to the checkout. You didn't give me a chance. You pounced on me and dragged me in here.


RILEY. In that case, why did you put it in your handbag?


JESS. I don't know. I must have spaced out. This place is so creepy. The lighting. The music. Aisle after aisle of stuff. It's like Ali Baba's cave. I'd nearly finished, just a couple more things and I was out of here. And then I saw them. My nemesis. Beckoning to me. You've heard of bulimia? It's a terrible disease. The temptation. Always gnawing away at you. I've fought against it for years. I had a moment of weakness. Of course I could have bought it. But that would have meant consciously acknowledging what I was doing. Do you see? Admitting it to myself.


RILEY considers this for a moment.


RILEY. I need to ask you a few questions.


He sits, opens his folder, takes out form.


JESS. You're new here, aren't you?


RILEY. That's right. Name?


JESS. Bennet.


RILEY. First name?


JESS. Elizabeth. My friends call me Lis. And you?


RILEY. Riley. Age?


JESS. How old do you think I am?


RILEY. Mid-twenties.


JESS. Twenty-three. I look older, don't I? How old are you?


RILEY. Please. I'll ask the questions.


JESS. You look in good shape. Do you work out?


RILEY. What's your address?


JESS. I move around a lot. "Of no fixed abode."


RILEY. Occupation?


JESS. Bit of this, bit of that. (Winks) Bit of the other. This is ridiculous. Don't you think? (Indicating chocolate.) How much do these sell for? Eighty p?


RILEY. Dickinson's operates a policy of zero tolerance.


JESS. Oh yes! Zero tolerance of a lot of things. Unions. Wage increases. Christ, this place! Someone should plant a bomb under it. Maybe I should ... Is she serious, you're wondering? Flaky young misfit. With moments of lucidity. So my shrink tells me. So, there's hope, she thinks. She's out of her fucking mind! Hope? Look around you. Meltdown is just around the corner. So, until then, on with the party!


She picks up the chocolate bar and removes the wrapper.


RILEY. Madam ...


JESS. "Have a break. Have a Kit Kat."


She breaks off a piece, munches it.


RILEY. You mustn't do that!


Taunting him, she holds the chocolate up before him. He tries to grab it. She twists away.


JESS. Would you care for a finger? No?


She walks about the room eating the chocolate. He stands watching her.


Yummy! Crisp. Creamy. Coated in a thick layer of smooth milk chocolate. Get one today. They're giving them away at Dickinson's. Oh, dear! All gone.


RILEY sits, takes a different form from folder, begins to fill it in.


RILEY. You shouldn't have done that.


JESS. You're right. But sometimes you have to break out. Commit some symbolic act of sabotage. Don't you feel that?


RILEY. Now we shall have to prosecute. We have no choice.


JESS. But, Mr. Riley - where's your evidence?


RILEY points at ceiling.


JESS. Ah, yes. Video cameras. I should have known. I suppose I shall have to come clean. I'm not Elizabeth Bennet.


RILEY. You're not?


JESS. And you're not Mr. Darcy. I'm Jessica Dickinson.


RILEY. Dickinson? You mean ...?


JESS. That's right. Your boss's wayward daughter. I'm a brat. As you may have noticed. It's not uncommon, I believe. Rich man's child. I'm surprised no one warned you about me. I'm always doing things like this. Your colleagues turn a blind eye. Which is frustrating. As the whole point is to attract attention. You see, I'm a mass of contradictions. Your best bet is to forget the whole thing. Put it down to experience.


RILEY. I've filled in the forms.


JESS. Tear them up. I won't tell Daddy. Our little secret.


RILEY. I can't do that.


JESS. Why not?


RILEY. It wouldn't be right.


JESS. Right? Look. This is a family business. I'm an only child. One day, all this will be mine. Including the entire confectionery section.


RILEY. But it's not yours yet. The fact is you committed a crime. Willfully. It is my job to address that.


JESS. You won't have a job if you do! You don't know my father. He'd do anything to protect the family name. Dickinson's is sacred. If this comes to court, I promise you you'll be out on your ear.


RILEY. That's a risk I'll have to take. Besides, I thought you wanted to get caught.


JESS. Yes. But not to be hauled up in front of a magistrate. My face splashed all over the front pages. "Supermarket Heiress in Shoplifting Scandal." I think we got off on the wrong foot, you and


I. I wonder, could you possibly...? (She indicates video cameras) Just for a few moments?


RILEY hesitates, then takes remote from his pocket, turns off video cameras.


Thank you. I'm sorry about all this. You're right. Time to put away childish things. (Lowering her voice) I have a proposal.


RILEY. Oh, yes?


JESS. Someone in my position could be very helpful to you, Mr. Riley. You'd be surprised how devoted to me my father is. In spite of my shenanigans. He's always on the lookout for good people here. I can put in a word for you. You're wasted in this kind of work. A man of your ability. You could do very well here. A management position. With corresponding salary. Company car, etc.


RILEY. You take it all for granted, don't you? People like you. There's always someone there to pick up the pieces. Sign the cheque. Have a quiet word in so-and-so's ear. You think everything's for sale, don't you? Everything and everyone.


He takes out his mobile phone. She moves close to him.


JESS. I've been a naughty girl, haven't I? Let me make it up to you. You're an attractive man. Lock


the door. No one will know. I can be surprisingly discreet.


He looks at her, then moves away. He punches in number.


RILEY. Hello? Police? ... Yes, I'll hold.


JESS. Blackmail.


RILEY. I'm sorry?


JESS. Preying on young women. Planting evidence on them. Then threatening them with the police unless they agree to your terms.


RILEY. Oh, please!


JESS. Lunging at me.


RILEY. I was trying to stop you destroying evidence.


JESS. Groping me.


RILEY. I did not grope you! (To telephone.) Just a minute.


JESS. It's on the video. Your hands on me. My father has a very good lawyer. The best in the business. He runs circles round them in court. You're out on a limb. Why martyr yourself?


Beat.


RILEY (To telephone.) Sorry. Wrong number.


He hangs up.


JESS. Good. You did the right thing. I'll speak to my father about you. You'll do well here.


She puts her things back in her bag. Goes to leave, then stops and turns as if to speak. Thinks better of it, exits. RILEY left alone in room.
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