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Characters


LEAH, fifteen 
GEORGIE, thirty


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






One double bed – centre stage. To the left of the bed some makeup, hair products, a cuddly toy or two, a poster image of a generic female pop star – all tits and lips; LEAH’s bedroom. To the right there are clothes strewn, a couple of empty wine bottles, some dirty knickers. Also a few dusty relics from a trip afar to find oneself; beads, a Buddha. Neutral hues. Non-descript Ikea chic, but a bit of a fucking mess; GEORGIE’s bedroom.


Both girls use the bed. There is a chair to each side of the bed. In the downstage corner of each room an imagined full-length mirror which the girls use frequently. On the fourth wall each girl has an imagined window. LEAH stands up on the bed wearing pyjamas and clutching a cuddly toy. GEORGIE lies sleeping next to her wearing a large oversized man’s shirt. LEAH delivers song lyrics in a bright and honest manner, without a hint of cynicism or sexiness.


Georgie dreams


LEAH recites the chorus and then the last verse from ‘Freak’ by Estelle. From ‘He wanna see you get down low’ she crouches, animalistic, taking on an altogether darker note; building in rhythm. GEORGIE tosses and turns a little. LEAH ends on:


LEAH. I can be a – I can be a –


GEORGIE sits bolt upright in bed with a gasp as LEAH lies back in bed asleep.


Beat. GEORGIE is breathless.


GEORGIE. This fucking dream!


I’m raised up on the Fourth Plinth at Trafalgar Square. I’ve got gaffer tape here and here – (Indicates her breasts and crotch.) and I’m wearing skyscraper heels. I’m dancing, winding; writhing. And the whole of Trafalgar Square is mesmerised by me. Businessmen, tourists, fucking… pigeons. I don’t know where the music is coming from but it reverberates in my gut and the lumbar region of my spine. Businessmen are loosening their ties, their shirts are wet with sweat. Japanese men take pictures of me with their Japanese cameras whilst being scolded by their crowfooted dry-cunted Japanese wives.


And every man is hard for me. I mean every man in Trafalgar fucking Square. Fuck it – cocks all over the city are filling with blood for me. Denim straining, nylon stretching, buttons popping, zips busting. Stag parties roar and leer at me. Grab their crotches, spit beer at me. All over the city, grooms-to-be are changing their minds because of me.


Suddenly there’s helicopters. Flashlights. Sirens. It’s like a scene from an action movie about the end of the world. We’re in America now. The Big Apple now. I’m on top of the Empire State Building. I’m the woman in King Kong! (The original – not the remake.) I’m tiny, perhaps the tiniest woman ever made, with fingernails the size of grains of rice. Bones like little twigs, hair like strands of gold. My dress is torn; part of my breast is exposed. He squeezes me, King Kong, his hairy hands impossibly big – his thumb the size of my face. He breathes hot wet gorilla breath which smells of blood and meat and drenches my body. He squeezes me again and laughs, and I think I will piss myself. No one watches now. It’s just me and Kong. I know the end of the world is coming but before it comes he’s going to take me. Break me. Tear me. End me. I panic. I scream! I wake up. I’m coming.


Long pause.


I reach for him. Instinctively, I reach for James. Then I remember he’s gone and I wonder when I’ll stop doing this.


Then I remember the bottle and a half of shit rosé wine.


I remember the seven Marlboro Lights I promised not to smoke. (Promised no one but myself.)


I remember swigging and smoking and leaning out of the window and the Turkish men in the shop opposite laughing at me.


I think about hurting myself and laugh at the amount of time I spend thinking about hurting myself and the fact that I never do anything about it because I’m a coward.


I think about my mother and sister’s disgust.


I think about cocaine and car crashes and forest fires.


I think about James.


James. Jamie James.


I wonder if he’s dreaming.


Beat.


I feel wasted. Not wasted fucked, but wasted unused. Celibate. Wretched. I feel a profound sense of displacement; of wasted dreams and missed opportunities. My body is wet. My youth soaked into the sheets. I try to make myself cum again but I can’t and it makes me angry. I feel like a child having a tantrum.


I try to vomit. I can’t vomit. I watch the clock. I drink tea. I watch the clock. I marvel at the length of a minute. I watch a minute become an hour and I gawp at the length of an hour. I think of the desolation and cold-calling tomorrow has to offer.


I watch shit shit television. Super Casino, repeats of Countdown. I long to be sucked into the screen and for my body to fragment into a million pixels. American football, Babestation, Danny Dyer’s Deadliest Men.


I lose myself. Finally.


Every fucking night.


She lies back down and tries to sleep.


Leah plucks


LEAH is sitting up on the end of the bed, plucking hairs out of her arm with tweezers.


LEAH. There’s an average of five million hairs on the human body. If it takes me two point five seconds to pluck out one hair, it’s gonna take me three thousand four hundred and seventy-two hours twenty-two minutes to pluck my entire body smooth, like an eel. I didn’t just work that out in my head. I’m not some Curious-Dog-In-The-Night-Time child. It’s just I was bored off my tits in Citizenship so I worked it out.


Leanne Beasley worked all summer at Thorpe Park and saved up the money to get her fanny lasered. She said she could smell the hairs burning, and it smelt like bacon and death. Her mum went schiz, kept saying ‘What if you change your mind? What if you change your mind?’ and Leanne was like ‘When am I ever gonna want pubes?’ Her mum sold the Wii on Ebay as a punishment but Leanne’s never home to play it. She spends all her time round Ashden Fraser’s house with her bare naked minge on display. She says he grins at it.


Beat. She looks down.


I didn’t know what to do with mine. I asked Sophie about it, she’s my best friend, but she went all red and I think secretly she just lets hers grow. PUKE. Leanne said that shaving it was ‘a road I did not want to go down’, and that once her cousin got hers waxed and they nearly pulled a lip off. So I bought some Veet, from Superdrug. It smells sickly-sweet like gone-off air freshener, and you have to put it like everywhere to make sure you get like all of them – otherwise Leanne says you end up with an arsehole mullet!


The first time I Veeted it felt so strange. So papery and thin I thought I’d never want anyone to touch it. Ever. But for the past week I’ve been Veeting every night. It gets a bit sore, and it’s costing me a fortune but sometimes at break I meet Luke at the back of the DT block and he puts his hand up my skirt and I think ‘What about the hair? What if he touches the hair?’ Luke! How can I describe him? Six foot one, sandy hair, green eyes, tight chest. Eyelashes unfairly long for a boy. The fittest most popular boy in year eleven. And he chose ME. Little old Leah. Pretty but geeky. And honestly, the last four weeks have been a whirlwind! Now every day it’s me, Leanne, Ashden and Luke – like a famous foursome. Sophie feels left out, but one day she’ll understand.


Every Saturday Mum, Dad and Alex do this crappy car boot, selling our old toys and junk for the holiday fund to Kefalonia. (I am definitely not going.) So Luke comes here. To my bedroom. And every week it’s something new. At first he would kiss me hard and lay on top of me so all the air went out of me, and that was the first time I felt something happening, a burning in my stomach and a sort of lightness in my legs and a fluttering in my chest. And I guess that’s what being turned on feels like. It feels like something you need to fix. And it feels like anything could happen.


The next week I felt his dick hard against my leg and I laughed. He didn’t like it. But I couldn’t believe it felt like that; it just seemed like such a… cliché. But then I felt myself getting wet between my legs and that felt very grown up. He started to rub himself against me, like we were having sex but with our clothes on. In PSHE Miss Pringle said that was called frottage, and Leanne said she thought that was a type of cheese and I laughed Sprite out of my nostrils.
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