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Characters


CHARLENE, thirty-one years old, female


LUCE, thirty years old, female


PAULO, thirty years old, half-Russian, male


DORIS, fifty years old, Luce’s parent, male


Luce and Charlene talk to the audience as though they are the other characters:


Temp in the Factory


Jonathan in Accounts


Man on the Dance Floor


Man at the Bar


DJ in the Club


Woman on the Dance Floor


 


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




Note on Play


Set should be minimal and sparse.


A forward slash ( / ) indicates when the next line begins.


A dash ( – ) after a character’s name or dialogue indicates an interruption, or an inability to speak.


An ellipsis (…) indicates a trailing off.


A ‘beat’ means the next line is spoken just that moment too late. It’s off the rhythm.


A ‘moment’ is a lingering longer than a beat.




Prologue


Dance music. We see a short burst of club. Alive, vibrant, full. LUCE and CHARLENE dancing hard, provocatively, possibly on podiums.


One


7 a.m. Early morning. A metal factory. Somewhere in West Byfleet, Surrey.


The steel shutters are up allowing us to see directly into the small, grey and cold factory floor. A distant but consistent noise of machinery from somewhere else in the factory. Over that, in this area of the factory, we hear a radio playing club music.


It is the morning after the night before. LUCE and CHARLENE, soulmates, and codependent, still in their clubbing gear underneath their work aprons. Hard-drinking survivors. Worse for wear, but this is standard. They are struggling but with a celebratory feel. They love the fact they can go out all night, get smashed, and come into work the next morning; they live and work to go out.


They are stood at their stations on the line, working. Putting plastic screw fittings on both ends of braided flexible hosing. They have been doing this job for so long, they could do it in their sleep.


There is a temp who they are teaching what to do.














	CHARLENE


	Cold morning.







	LUCE


	Early morning.







	CHARLENE


	Every morning.







	LUCE


	Clocked in –







	
CHARLENE



	Shaking –







	LUCE


	Radio on –







	CHARLENE


	Shivering –







	LUCE


	Kettle boiling –







	CHARLENE


	Three coffees –







	L&C


	Blah blah blah –







	CHARLENE


	Pop the Pro Plus Extra –







	L&C


	Blah blah blah –







	 


	Addressing the temp now.







	LUCE


	Keep to your station. This is –







	L&C


	Ours.







	LUCE


	That is –







	L&C


	Yours.







	LUCE


	We go through this demonstration here –







	CHARLENE


	Here.







	LUCE


	Then you go over there and you get on with it.







	L&C


	Right.







	 


	Beat.







	LUCE


	On the line.







	CHARLENE


	You put your gloves on.







	LUCE


	I fought for those gloves so you better wear them.







	CHARLENE


	Not everyone is down the nail parlour twice a week.







	LUCE


	She wants rough man hands.







	CHARLENE


	Yeah I do. All over my body.







	LUCE


	Well the bloke you had last night was as rough as houses.







	CHARLENE


	What bloke?







	
LUCE



	Best to blank it. (To the temp.) Anyway you can thank me for these gloves. Woman power.







	CHARLENE


	There is something about man’s hands, something very manly.







	LUCE


	There’s something about man’s cocks. When it’s right in front of your face and you’re seeing double and you wish there was two! (To the temp.) Oh, we’re just having a bubble you don’t need to have a baby about it. (To CHARLENE.) Why did she have to start today?







	CHARLENE


	Today d’ja know what I’m saying.







	LUCE


	Face on it. (To the temp.) Watch and learn. Temp.







	 


	LUCE and CHARLENE take a breath in, look at each other and go through the demonstration at a lick – stylised movement, demonstrating with the hosing. Not stopping for air, and spouting as if it’s one big sentence they’ve just got to get through.







	 


	Grab the metal pipe –







	CHARLENE


	Braided flexible hosing –







	LUCE


	From that box there –







	CHARLENE


	Hold it –







	LUCE


	Firm in your hand –







	CHARLENE


	Straight –







	LUCE


	Grab one of them things –







	CHARLENE


	Fixing –







	LUCE


	Yeah I know, it’s a fixing –







	CHARLENE


	Fix it to that end –







	LUCE


	Screw it on –







	CHARLENE


	I feel –







	LUCE


	Screw it on –







	CHARLENE


	I feel –







	
LUCE



	Shut up – you screw it on –







	CHARLENE


	You gotta get it lined up right otherwise –







	LUCE


	You get the male bit and screw it in the female bit – simple as –







	CHARLENE


	Turn it –







	LUCE


	Other end –







	CHARLENE


	Fix another fixing –







	LUCE


	To the other end –







	CHARLENE


	Check it –







	LUCE


	Chuck it –







	CHARLENE


	In the red plastic barrel –







	L&C


	That’s it.







	 


	Silence as LUCE and CHARLENE expect applause from the temp.







	LUCE


	Right, this demonstration is over.







	CHARLENE


	You gotta do one of them – (Indicating the red barrel.) fill one of them every two hours.







	LUCE


	Don’t compare what you do to us, we’ve been doing this f–







	CHARLENE


	For time.







	LUCE


	Too long.







	CHARLENE


	I’m gonna be sick.







	LUCE


	But they won’t let us go. Why?







	 


	CHARLENE grabs one of the plastic boxes with the fixing bits in, empties it on the workbench, and ducks behind the workbench, and is sick into the box. LUCE carries on working.







	 


	
Place would fall apart.


But do get three of them done by lunchtime.








	 


	LUCE watches the temp go to her station.







	 


	Oh no need to thank us.







	
CHARLENE



	My throat is burning.







	 


	LUCE produces a miniature bottle of vodka.







	LUCE


	Hair of the dog, Char.







	L&C


	Gotta do it to get through it.







	 


	CHARLENE cracks it open and downs it.







	CHARLENE


	I’ve been in pain all morning and now you tell me.







	 


	LUCE has a stash of miniatures below their counter, she shows CHARLENE.







	LUCE


	We bought ’em, this morning. Twenty-four-hour bargain booze. Keep up. What is that temp eyeballing us for? Temp, you gotta get on with it, can’t stand staring in awe at us all day.







	CHARLENE


	When this morning?







	LUCE


	
(To temp.) What is your problem?


(To CHARLENE.) What is that looking at?








	 


	LUCE knocks CHARLENE’s arm. She flinches and for the first time notices a new bruise, she has no idea where it has come from.







	 


	She needs it. I don’t need this. Now divert those and keep that shut, otherwise I get you sacked.







	 


	LUCE and CHARLENE stare at the temp threateningly. LUCE has noticed they are being watched by someone, Jonathan in accounts.







	 


	Oh here we go. (Laughing.)







	CHARLENE


	What you laughing at?







	LUCE


	Oh Char, you are hilarious. (Still laughing.)







	 


	Jonathan has gone.







	 


	Pervert.







	 


	As if time has slowed down, in slow motion in a dazed and exhausted way, they get on with their job for two minutes, staring out into space not talking – A dull thudding clock ticking out the monotony as two hours pass at speed in the factory around them.







	CHARLENE


	I am not doing cocktails again.







	LUCE


	Heard that before.







	CHARLENE


	Yeah just sticking to vodka. Straight.







	LUCE


	I’m having flashbacks here, that Jesus right –







	CHARLENE


	The one with the beard –







	LUCE


	Yes.







	CHARLENE


	And the long hair –







	LUCE


	Yes.







	CHARLENE


	What about him?







	LUCE


	Worst one of the night. Seriously, Char, when I clocked him I thought he’s gonna be exiting. You know what they say about a man with long hair. I wouldn’t care if he was the only screw I had all night, but nah seriously –







	CHARLENE


	Where was I?







	LUCE


	Propping up the bar, I don’t know. So anyway, cut a long story short.







	CHARLENE


	Too late.







	LUCE


	What?







	CHARLENE


	–







	 


	Beat.







	LUCE


	He is right up against me, pressing up against me / he’s grabbed my hand, next thing I’m off that dance floor, in that toilet –







	CHARLENE


	Mmm.







	LUCE


	He’s all over me, he’s whipped out his cream stick. Whoa.







	CHARLENE


	Yeah.







	 


	LUCE demonstrates on a bit of hosing.







	
LUCE



	A grower. He was about as big as this actually, if not bigger, when I saw that, I said to him, you better know how to use that.







	CHARLENE


	Did ya?







	LUCE


	I did yeah.







	CHARLENE


	Did he?







	LUCE


	What?







	CHARLENE


	Know how to use it?







	LUCE


	Disappointment ain’t the word. Got the fucking tools don’t know how to. He wants to put it up my arse, I’m like ‘I don’t think so’. So anyway I’ve got it in my mouth gone for the humming technique, get the vibrations going. Twenty seconds flat, not even, he’s shot his lot. I’ve spat it out. It was like bacon frazzles. I’m like ‘What was that? What was that about?’ Oh I feel sick thinking about it.







	CHARLENE


	It’s the cocktails, Luce. / Gotta drop the cocktails out.







	LUCE


	Yeah yeah yeah. So there I am with this time-waster.







	L&C


	(Singing.) T-t-time-waster.







	CHARLENE


	T-t-time-wast–







	LUCE


	Yeah. Unsatisfied. So I leave him there, exit the cubicle, I’ve literally taken one step back on that dance floor and there I am face to face with Will Smith, lookalike, I go ‘Fresh Prince, where you been?’







	CHARLENE


	Bel Air.







	LUCE


	Exactly. He goes, ‘I thought you’d left’, I go ‘absence makes







	L&C


	the lust grow stronger’.







	
LUCE



	I’m back in that toilet, different cubicle, he’s picked me up, like that, I’m up against the door, he’s up inside me, I am loving it.







	 


	L&C sing the ‘We’re Loving It’ refrain from ‘Do You Really Like It’ by DJ Pied Piper & the Master of Ceremonies.







	 


	
I am sensational and he is loving me loving it.
He’s double-shot. Got the stamina. And Jesus is outside fucking weeping.


That’s Will Smith off my list.








	CHARLENE


	He was a lookalike.







	LUCE


	
One step closer, Char.


Best screw of the night.








	CHARLENE


	I only got eyes for one man now.







	LUCE


	Oh please. Paulo. You need to sort that memory out. Anyway I thought he was just for a laugh.







	CHARLENE


	Shut up.







	LUCE


	You need to sober up.







	CHARLENE


	What for?







	 


	CHARLENE cracks open a miniature vodka and downs it.







	LUCE


	Uugh. Rather you than me. You sure about the kebab smell.







	 


	Oh you better gimme one of them. (Downs a miniature.)







	 


	Time passes at the factory as CHARLENE and LUCE continue working.
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