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Note on Text


A forward slash (/) indicates an overlap.


A dash(–) indicates an interruption.


A space on the text indicates a beat or a pause. The length of the pause is indicated by the length of space in the text.


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




1. Eddie 1


DEE’s flat is tiny and resembles a ramshackle bedsit, though it has a small bathroom attached with a shower, sink and toilet. The room is full of her clutter and every surface and corner is filled with something. There is a cooking area with no sink, but with a fridge and a hob, with pans stacked on top. There is an old wheelie office chair. There is a bookshelf containing self-help books and feminist literature as well as fiction. There is a wardrobe with her clothes pouring out of the front. There is a pile of unopened mail. There are empty wine bottles, dirty cups and glasses. There is a pan in the shower. There is a stepper exercise machine. There is a full rubbish bag in the corner.


DEE is trying to tidy up. EDDIE’s back is turned. Suddenly he turns around to look at her.


DEE No!


EDDIE What the hell is this place?


DEE You were supposed to wait outside while I tidied.


EDDIE You live here?


DEE There’s not really room for all my stuff.


EDDIE You might find there’s room at the back of your cupboards, if you –


DEE You don’t know what you’re talking about.


EDDIE I’m impressed you’ve managed to get it into this state in what – three weeks?


DEE Amazing what you can do if you put your mind to it.


She poses in some mess.


EDDIE You remind me of, what are they called? A Manic Pixie Dream girl.


DEE Ugh I hated that film.


EDDIE I thought you’d love that kind of thing.


DEE Ugh, I can’t stand those self-satisfied, ironic, ‘indie’ movies, about flighty male-fantasy women who just say the kookiest, most adorable things and are constantly falling over and fucking skipping and…


EDDIE Easy.


DEE They offend me.


EDDIE Right.


DEE I feel contempt for them.


EDDIE I can tell.
Chill out.


DEE laughs suddenly, embarrassed.


She grabs a takeaway that EDDIE is holding and puts it in the fridge.


DEE Thank you for dinner by the way.


EDDIE No problem.


DEE You sure you don’t want any of this?


EDDIE You keep it.


DEE I’ve got next time.


EDDIE So there’s gonna be a next time?


DEE Of course!


DEE moves towards him. They kiss. But she stops him, pushes him back on the bed. He resists.


EDDIE What you doing?


DEE Not what you think…


She selects some music.


You ever been to a strip club, Eddie?
Don’t say yes by the way.


EDDIE Well that’s easy because I never have.


DEE Would you like to?


EDDIE I would if you were the only dancer.
You’re beautiful.


DEE Shit business model though, Eddie. Only one dancer.


EDDIE Okay.


DEE is doing a sort of good lap dance.


DEE I’m good at this.


EDDIE I can see.


She dances towards him and then tries to get his cock out.


Steady – alright.
So that’s gotta be out then, does it?


He gets his cock out himself, though it’s masked by his hand and trousers.


DEE Relax. Enjoy yourself.


DEE continues the dance, sort of giggling, but trying really hard to be provocative and exciting, striking a pose and throwing her head back to look at him seductively.


She continues to make half-ironic, sexy-sounding noises as she dances.


Sexy sexy sexy… Lalalalaaaa…Uh uh uh uh uh…


The music steps up and DEE steps up her dancing accordingly. She indicates that EDDIE should continue wanking. He reluctantly obliges.


EDDIE STOP.


DEE stops dancing.


DEE What?


EDDIE Stop. Don’t move.


DEE (Giggles.) Like this?


EDDIE Turn the music off.


DEE Wow okay.


She does.


What?


Beat.


EDDIE A mouse just ran under that pile of pants.


DEE Oh did it?


EDDIE You know you have a mouse here?


DEE Well I thought I might have heard something –


EDDIE strides into the bathroom and comes out again with some scrunched-up tissue.


EDDIE Where is it?


DEE pisses herself laughing at EDDIE.


DEE What d’you reckon you’re gonna do with that?


Suddenly the mouse runs out again and EDDIE
screams again and moves DEE in front of him.


EDDIE Aagh! Oh my god, there it is! Shit they can move, can’t they?


DEE Yeah leave it.


He screams again and moves again.


EDDIE Aaagh!


DEE Ow you got my foot!


EDDIE puts his cock away.


What are you doing?


EDDIE It’s alright.


DEE We’re gonna finish what we started.


EDDIE It’s alright.


DEE I thought you were in to it.


EDDIE I was. At the beginning but then –


DEE What?


EDDIE Never mind. The mouse, and then –


DEE What?


EDDIE You’re just a little bit… drunk.


DEE is stung.


DEE Oh.
Sorry.


EDDIE Don’t panic.
you’re still cute.


Come here.


DEE I can’t you’ve hurt my ankle.


EDDIE helps her on to the bed, sits her on his knee and cuddles her. He rubs her ankle. DEE isn’t sure whether she likes it or not, she thinks she probably does.


EDDIE You’re a shambles.


DEE Am I?


EDDIE How many drinks did you have tonight?


DEE Exactly enough.


EDDIE Really?


DEE Yes.


EDDIE Come on.


DEE What?


EDDIE Look around you.


DEE I told you not to do that.


EDDIE It’s not okay to live like this.


DEE Like what?


EDDIE Like… Don’t you dread coming home?


DEE Not how you pictured me is it?


EDDIE Not really.


DEE Unbecoming of a lady.


EDDIE Don’t do that.


DEE Do what?


EDDIE Make me sound like a dickhead.


DEE I was joking.


EDDIE Right.


DEE So bossy.


EDDIE No – I’m just –


DEE It’s hot.


EDDIE perks up.


EDDIE Really.


DEE I knew you’d be like that from your profile. ‘you’ll notice me for my imperious glare.’


EDDIE Exactly.


DEE Do it.


EDDIE does an imperious glare.


I feel tiny.


EDDIE You are tiny.


EDDIE touches her nose. DEE pushes his face gently.


2. Eddie 2. Vera 1


DEE staggers into her room, giggling. It’s dark. VERA staggers after her. They are carrying wine.


DEE Let me see!


VERA No!


DEE is trying to lift up VERA’s skirt.


DEE How can a pair of knickers cost forty-five quid?
I need to see them!


VERA You can have a little feel.


VERA lifts DEE’s hand up her skirt. VERA slaps
DEE’s hand away.


Tha’s ’nough!
What would your boyfriend say?


DEE Fuck him!


VERA roars with laughter.


VERA Can’t see a thing.


DEE Prioritise.


DEE is prioritising the wine.


VERA There’s something about you.


DEE How do you mean?


VERA I don’t know, baby, it’s why I follow you round at the gym. I want to see into your eyes. There’s something there.


DEE What?


VERA I don’t know what it is. An edge.


DEE I don’t have an edge.


VERA You would say that, wouldn’t you?
Where’s the light?


VERA tries to switch the wall light on and off, it doesn’t work.


DEE It doesn’t work.


VERA turns on the torch light on her phone.


VERA Wow.
Cool place.


DEE Don’t lie.


They both giggle uncontrollably as they pour some wine. VERA wanders into the bathroom.


VERA Babe.
Why is there a pan in your shower?


They laugh even harder. The light comes on.


EDDIE is sitting in DEE’s bed, now awake.
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