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  Characters




  RACHEL, late twenties/early thirties




  NICK, late twenties/early thirties




   




   




   




   




   




   




   




  This ebook was created before the end of rehearsals and so may differ slightly from the play as performed.




  





  




  Content Warning




  This play discusses themes of sexual assault and suicide.




  Notes on the Text




  This play is for two actors (one female, one male) in their late twenties/early thirties. Each has a central character (Rachel and Nick) but also embodies other characters as indicated.




  The play is set now, in London.




  The stage space is transmutable and fluid: we travel to a number of different locations and times. As little faff as possible is ideal.




  Punctuation and Stage Directions




  A slash ( / ) indicates where one character begins speaking over another.




  A dash ( – ) indicates that the character speaking is cut off by an interruption from another character, or a thought cutting across what they were saying.




  Ellipses (…) suggest space for thought in the line.




  A space within a character’s lines suggests a pause, hesitation, thought, and/or change in tactics. These need to be acknowledged in performance.




  Text appearing in [square brackets] is unspoken.




  A (Beat.) is shorter than a (Pause.) which is shorter than a (Silence.).




  







  




  PART ONE




  Terrifying Christmas Cheer




  December. An office Christmas party. RACHEL wears a Santa hat.




  RACHEL addresses us directly:




  RACHEL. I’m planning on stealing my colleague’s Tupperware. I know it’s Christmas – it’s our work Christmas party – but I MUST have it. In fact lately I can’t stop, I mean literally cannot stop thinking about Tupperware.




  Tupperware, good Tupperware: the kind that doesn’t leak, doesn’t warp in the dishwasher, doesn’t get stained or smell… the Sistema stuff, basically, like this one: it’s the gold standard of food containers. There’s truly nothing better. I dream about it sometimes.




  The boxes fit into each other! They just stack so perfectly. You know what, there’s structure, that’s what it is. No surprises. Absolutely no bullshit with these: what you see is what you get.




  Anyway, look, I’ve never stolen Tupperware before, because I, of all people, know just how precious it can be, but Monika, who owns this one, absolutely deserves it for this single reason: she calls herself The Office Christmas Elf.




  She organised this horrendous Christmas party, and she’s been wearing light-up Christmas jumpers and tinsel every day for the last month. Possibly longer, not sure, I only started in November.




  I’m contracting for a Cultural Relations organisation. Huge, thousands of staff around the world. Totally male, pale and stale at the top, of course, but not to worry – it has a robust Equality, Diversity and Inclusion policy which it constantly says it’s trying to stick to.




  But – Monika – I mean, think we can agree that that is a terrifying level of Christmas cheer. She’s a walking fire-hazard. A caricature. I know I’m risking the possibility of a proper permanent contract here for short term gain, but she simply does not deserve this Tupperware, whereas it’ll make me feel really good. She probably doesn’t even know my fucking name, anyway, no one else here does.




  Shady as hell, she goes to swoop on the Tupperware, scans the room, then freezes when she spots NICK:




  There’s a… Creepy little man staring at me. While I stare at this Tupperware.




  Hold… Hold… GO!




  She snatches the Tupperware. Looks over at NICK who definitely noticed.




  Bollocks!




  Meet-Cute (Gross)




  An All Bar One in Central.




  RACHEL. You’ve been staring at me all night, / I saw you staring at me earlier –




  NICK. Have I? Sorry just – you’re SO tall




  RACHEL. Wow. Is your mind as small as your body?




  NICK. Never said it was a bad thing




  RACHEL. Um, neither did I!?




  NICK. Not that many women are tall… Amazonian!




  RACHEL. Amazonian… As in… I could crush a whole, entire man between my thighs?




  NICK. Uh… Yeah. Again, not necessarily a bad thing –




  RACHEL. Again, didn’t say it was.




  Look, Monika’s starting a conga line. You look like you’d be into that kind of thing, so…




  NICK. Are you… friends with that lady?




  RACHEL. NO, no, no. I’d like, stab her if I could.




  NICK. Wow.




  No, she does need stabbing, you’re right




  RACHEL. I know! Okay, I’m gonna tell you something




  NICK. Okay




  RACHEL. I stole her Tupperware




  NICK. That was her Tupperware?




  RACHEL. Yep. I just needed to… really hit her where it hurts.




  NICK. Nice




  RACHEL. Yeah?




  NICK. Yeah




  Beat.




  And you’re –




  RACHEL. Now the proud owner of a high quality piece of / Tupperware –




  NICK. No, sorry, I mean great, but you’re –




  RACHEL. A… Virgo moon rising?




  NICK. Your name?




  RACHEL. OH – Rachel




  NICK. Nick




  Beat.




  RACHEL. Cool well, great to meet you Nick, and um, thank you for calling me a Giant Lady –




  NICK. I didn’t call you a – no it’s – it’s attractive – your height –




  RACHEL. Cool. I’m gonna go home. I’ve got this risotto in the fridge I’m gonna heat up, I’m pretty excited about it.




  NICK. Outdone by congealed rice, okay




  RACHEL. Sorry?




  NICK. Look, can I get you a drink?




  RACHEL. But… my rice




  NICK. Let me try this again – Rachel – it’s great to meet you – I’m currently trying to hit on you – it’s going terribly




  RACHEL. Yeah no I know




  NICK. So… can I get you a drink?




  Fuck Him




  RACHEL and her boss, Fiona (Northern Irish, late-thirties) are smoking outside.




  NICK plays Fiona throughout the play.




  NICK. Fuck him.




  RACHEL. I barely –




  NICK. You need to fuck him. Do it.




  To us:




  RACHEL. My line manager, Fiona, is in her late-thirties, married, and I’ve noticed she’s like, one hundred per cent a functioning alcoholic? I think that whole famine, Troubles, Catholic church, eight-hundred-years-of-English-rule trauma is definitely in there trying to work its way out. It’s very dark.




  We both feel weird about working for this ‘soft power’ organisation, since Britain colonised our ancestors, and now we’re helping it culturally colonise the world, but we also both really like that the hours are flexible and you can work from home?




  To Fiona:




  Fiona, I feel like HR would have a fit if they knew you’d –




  NICK. I don’t give a shit, you need to put on the Big Girl Pants and go bang that man.




  RACHEL. We work for the same –




  NICK. Doesn’t matter – listen, how often does a person come up to you in real life any more?




  RACHEL. I don’t know if that justifies –




  NICK. Let’s be real, you desperately need to catch a dick




  RACHEL. How do you know?




  NICK. Bang of desperation off you, I mean when did you last have sex?




  RACHEL. Jesus




  NICK. When did you last have sex?




  RACHEL. Last week




  NICK. When did you last have sex?




  RACHEL.…Two years ago.




  NICK. Jesus wept




  RACHEL. It’s for good reason




  NICK. Babe, it’s time to get back on the fucking horse




  RACHEL. I’ve got this risotto at home that I / really wanna –




  NICK. Oh you are such a fucking square, go fuck him or I won’t extend your contract




  RACHEL. What? You can’t –




  NICK. JUST GO!




  Pink Margs O’Clock




  Back in the bar.




  RACHEL. That’s for you –




  NICK. That? What is it?




  RACHEL. Pink margarita – they had an offer so I –




  NICK. I can’t – I can’t drink that




  RACHEL. Go on! Cut loose!




  NICK. I mean this is gonna sound bad, but like…




  RACHEL. Looks girly?




  NICK. Yeah, if I’m honest




  RACHEL. But it’s delicious




  NICK. Yeah I’m sure it is




  RACHEL. So, what… is sugar gay now?




  NICK. NO no, no. I’m not saying that, it –




  That is delicious actually




  RACHEL. And you were gonna deny yourself.




  NICK. But I can’t drink it




  RACHEL. Okay, more for me, sláinte




  NICK. Shame you don’t have an Irish accent




  RACHEL. I know, the only time I can do it is when I’m imitating my mum




  NICK. Go on




  RACHEL. So for context, Irish mammies don’t do sex education – so this was the birds and the bees talk I got.




  I’m about thirteen, we’re like, walking to school or something, and out of nowhere she just stops, looks me dead in the eye and goes:




  ‘Rachel, don’t you ever, ever have sex until you’re married!’




  NICK. Terrifying. Bit arousing.




  RACHEL. And obviously… I’ve done as I was told




  NICK. Obviously




  RACHEL. Obviously.




  Sorry – do you know that guy? Over there, like, watching us –




  NICK. Huh? Oh, yeah, that’s my flatmate – Eddie




  RACHEL. Oh… is this a – did he put you up to this?




  NICK. Put me up to what?




  RACHEL. I dunno, insult the tall lady, hit on me as a joke or –




  NICK. No! No no not at all, no, not a joke




  RACHEL. Why’s he here?




  NICK. Oh he doesn’t have… that many friends… so I told him to come by




  RACHEL. Oh. That’s kind of… weird and sweet. Also, a shame, cos you’re about to ditch him. Uber’s outside.




  NICK. What – to…?




  RACHEL. My house




  NICK. Wow you’re really passionate about that risotto




  RACHEL. No, for both of us




  NICK. Oh! Wow, alright Speedy Gonzales




  RACHEL. We need to move quickly before I think about this too much




  NICK. See: taking control, Amazonian




  RACHEL. You keep – do you have a crushing fantasy or something?




  NICK. NO – no, no, nooooo. I mean, unless you – no. Nope. I just enjoy plain, straightforward, I would even say, perfunctory sex. No frills. No expression, even. Just. Yeah.




  RACHEL.…You are a strange little man.




  NICK. I know. Not little, just saying – but yes.




  RACHEL. Do you want a slice of this cake or not?




  Vibe Killer




  They sit awkwardly, silently in the Uber.




  RACHEL. We give Eddie a lift.




  NICK. I mean, you gotta save the pennies, in this economy




  RACHEL. He sits in the middle.




  NICK. Eddie is an A1 guy – developer – speaks better code than he does English.




  RACHEL. Doesn’t speak to me, ask my name even, or laugh at my jokes




  NICK. I’m trying to teach him, you know, a bit of game.




  RACHEL. He’s eating a slighly congealed katsu curry from Wasabi and it stinks –




  NICK plays Eddie – sweet and derpy:




  NICK. Want a taste?




  As NICK and RACHEL again.




  RACHEL. He doesn’t even ask you, he just holds the spoon to your lips




  NICK. He doesn’t, I’m not a baby




  To us:




  We drop him off, he’s gone.




  To each other:




  Great guy.




  RACHEL. Seems it!




  Now they’re suddenly alone(ish) for the first time.




  Nearly there!
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