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Characters


ALEX, twenty-five, black, from Essex


BIM, twenty-five, of Nigerian heritage, from Essex, a self-proclaimed hoe


J (Jasmine), twenty-five, black, from Essex


/ – indicates that the line is spoken at the same time as the next character’s speech or as the next stage direction is acted out.


// – indicates where a character’s speech should continue straight through without a break whilst stage directions or other character’s lines happen at the same time.









Note on Play


All three girls grew up in Essex and attended the same all-girls secondary school and have been friends since their early teens. They are extremely comfortable with each other. Remarks that might seem catty if said by someone else are between them a sign of how close they are. Similarly, they are extremely comfortable with their own and each other’s bodies and are tactile in a non-sexual way.


They are adherents to half-naked dressing and their wardrobe throughout is made up of bikinis, short skirts, short dresses, crop tops, short shorts and other fitted outfits. All their outfits are carefully put together, and though not wearing much they are always well-dressed and never look ‘cheap’.


They are away for a girls’ holiday in Ibiza where a group of boys from home are also on holiday. The girls’ accommodation space includes a kitchen and bathroom but all onstage action takes place in the girls’ bedroom, where they share a bed.


Growing up in the late nineties and noughties, they’ve got a love for UK garage, Sean Paul’s countless chart hits, the early days of grime and girl bands from Spice Girls to Girls Aloud. As young adults, having spent many a Friday night dancing to the likes of Calvin Harris, Duke Dumont and Jax Jones, they’ve now also developed a love for the house beats and dance music Ibiza is famed for. Music used in or in between scenes reflects the girls’ personal tastes.


Scene changes should reflect the Ibiza atmosphere – club lights, heavy beats and excited energy.


 


 


 


 


 


 


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









Scene One


It is the third full day of the girls’ holiday. They have been there for three nights already. 3 p.m. Tulisa’s ‘Young’ is playing in the background. J is in the bathroom. ALEX and BIM are sat on one of the beds drinking rosé out of mugs. They also have a bottle of Sambuca, vodka and bottle of a mixer. They are dressed in the clothes they slept in. Matching pyjamas is not a thing for the girls. Pyjamas for them consist of T-shirts, shorts, long strap tops – anything that covers them without outdoing the benefits of air-conditioning. The room looks lived-in, messy, though not dirty. Not wanting to unpack, they use their suitcases as their wardrobe, which their clothes are now spilling out of and clothes they have previously worn or have tried on and discarded are also all over the room. Make-up and hair accessories are also out. There is a makeshift money jar somewhere in the room, visible to the audience, and there are already some euros in it. The girls are supposed to be getting ready to go out, though drinking has taken precedence over actually getting dressed. BIM is drinking at a faster pace than ALEX, who nurses the same drink throughout their conversation.


ALEX. Had he finished?


BIM is silent.


So, you literally just got up and ran? Did you even say bye? BIM. Did I even know his name? He didn’t need a bye. ALEX. I’m actually done.


BIM. I was too, that’s why I left.


ALEX. What do you think he did after?


BIM. Probably called me a hoe and finished himself off whilst dreaming about still being inside me.


ALEX. You are…


BIM. When in Ibiza… Might stay off the tequila rosé today though. I can’t handle those shots like I used to and I don’t wanna make it a habit.


ALEX. The one-night stands or the running after sex?


BIM. The latter.


ALEX. The alcohol didn’t make you run, Bim. That was all you.


BIM. True, but I only ran once the alcohol wore off and he started to look a lot less like Drake than I remembered. And in fact, if it wasn’t for the shots you made me do I would have chosen someone actually good looking. So really this is all on you. You deprived Mr ‘I Don’t Know His Name’ of his big finish. So how did you sleep last night?


ALEX. Pretty well, actually.


BIM. I can imagine. All that masturbation must tire you out.


ALEX’s face says ‘what?’


Babe, every day you’re in there – (Gesturing towards the bathroom.) doing – (Imitates the sound of a vibrator.)


 A guilty silence from ALEX.


Missing his tongue, are you?


BIM pretends to push a head down to her groin and starts making pleasure sounds as if she’s receiving oral sex.


Ah, yes, right, there.


ALEX. Shut up!


BIM. Why are you acting like all the time you spend at his, you’re sat watching Disney? If he’s not eating you out at least twice each time you visit, you should ask for a refund on your Uber fare.


ALEX. Bim!


BIM. His lips were made for it. It’s only fair.


ALEX. That is my boyfriend you’re talking about.


BIM. A fact is a fact.


BIM pours herself another drink. ALEX goes to speak but stops herself. BIM picks up on it.


Go on. What?


ALEX. Promise you won’t get mad?


BIM. I’m Nigerian. I can’t promise you that. Fire runs in my blood.


ALEX sighs.


Just say.


ALEX. I think… well, I was wondering… maybe you should slow down.


BIM. Are you the alcohol police?


ALEX. No, I meant with men. Just that guy you did a runner on, he’s the third one you’ve slept with since we got here.


BIM. And?


ALEX. We’ve only been here three nights.


BIM. So, I have a hundred-per-cent success rate.


ALEX. And then there’s Chris.


BIM. That’s different. We’re friends.


ALEX. And you’ve had sex with plenty of your ‘friends’.


BIM. Not ones like Chris I haven’t. We’re actual friends and you know this. Think about how long I’ve known him. He was there for every essay crisis and actual crisis at uni. I don’t think he can be put in the same category as those other guys.


ALEX. Fair point. But I’m just saying, we’ve been friends since before you even knew how to write an essay and you wouldn’t even kiss me during a drunken game of spin the bottle. Yet you and Chris have –


BIM. I haven’t slept with him.


ALEX. Yet.


BIM is silent.


Look, I just –


BIM. This is me, Alex. This is what I do. I like men. I like sex.


ALEX. I know. And you know me. A couple of years ago I would have been joining you.


BIM. Exactly!


ALEX. I just don’t want you doing it for the wrong reasons.


BIM. My vagina wanting it isn’t good enough a reason for you?


ALEX. That’s not what I –


BIM. Look, just because you’ve opted to have one dick inside you for the rest of your life doesn’t mean I have to join you.


ALEX. Bit dramatic, Bim. We’re looking at flats, not engagement rings. And that’s not even…


BIM is now clearly ignoring ALEX.


I just wanted to make sure you’re okay. It’s just. It’s only been a few months since… Y’know, you’ve literally only just started your –


BIM. Which I don’t actually need.


ALEX. Okay, but you’ve admitted you need your sessions and you’re still having them.


BIM. And they have nothing to do with what goes on in my vagina.


ALEX. Is that true?


BIM ignores her and makes a point of topping up her drink.


Look, I promised your mum I’d look out for you.


BIM. I’m twenty-five, Alex! I don’t need babying. I have told you I’m fine. Now, please, can you just let me enjoy my holiday. That’s all I want. Please?


ALEX. Okay. Okay. I’m sorry. I won’t bring it up again. Just be careful.


BIM. I’ve got Durex, I’ve got Magnum, I’ve got Skyn. Don’t worry, I’m careful.


ALEX. That’s not what I meant.


BIM. Don’t worry, I’ve heard you. Now can we get back to what we do best?


BIM tops up ALEX’s drink and shouts towards the bathroom, opening another bottle.


J, hurry up! You’re missing out. We’re starting another bottle.


ALEX. Yeah, how long are you gonna be in there for? Some of us actually need the toilet.


J (offstage). Just come in, it’s not like I haven’t seen it before.


ALEX. I need a dump. I don’t think you want to be in there for that.


BIM makes sounds of disgust.


J (offstage). One sec!


J enters with her phone in her hand.


I’ve gotta say, I can see why I attracted so much attention last night. (Showing off her body.) Look at me.


ALEX (getting up to go to the toilet). Finally!


J. You should have just come in.


ALEX. You should have just come out.


J. I was occupied, Alex.


ALEX exits. BIM looks at J expectantly.


What?


BIM. You promised us. No business calls or emails on holiday.


J. But I –


BIM. No buts, J. You agreed. It’s a euro each time. C’mon, add it to the jar.


J. But you’re wrong. I was selfie-ing.


BIM. For half an hour?


J. The lighting in there isn’t great. It took me a while to find the right spot.


BIM. Sure your Instagram fans will appreciate your diligence.


J. These photos aren’t for posting. Can’t have pictures like these circulating the internet.


BIM. And who are you sending those kinds of photos to?


J. Nobody. (Admiring her chest.) But my boobs looked extra good today. Had to capture that. A little pick-me-up for when self-doubt creeps in. Some people say affirmations. I look at pictures of myself.


BIM. So you just have a catalogue of nudes at the ready?


J. Yup. I’ll show you. I’m pretty proud of my collection.


BIM and J sit down on the bed. J finds the gallery on her phone and starts scrolling through, showing BIM. BIM takes the phone to look more closely at a couple. She’s clearly impressed.


BIM. Damn, J. You’re –


J. I know, right.


BIM. I’m jealous. I just can’t take a good photo. Even with a filter, I never look better than a four out of ten. And well, we both know that’s not true.


J. Mmm… I’ve seen your Insta. It’s shocking. You’re like the only person that looks better in real life than online.


BIM. I know. It’s damaging my brand. And y’know there is an unmet demand for naked pictures of me but anything I take always makes my boobs look too far apart.


J. Angles, Bim, all about angles.


BIM. Teach me.


J. Are you serious?


BIM. Yeah. Why not?


ALEX returns, rubbing her tummy and clearly relieved. She only hears what BIM says next.


I think this could take my sex life to the next level.


ALEX. What are you two talking about?


BIM. Alex, shut the bathroom door! I can smell it from here.


ALEX. My bad.


ALEX goes to shut the door.


J. Bim wants me to teach her how to take nudes.


ALEX. This, I have to see.


BIM. Not today, though. We’re supposed to be heading out in a bit. We should probably start getting ready soon.


J. I feel too sober to be heading out anywhere. Is it too early to do shots?


BIM. It’s never too early for shots.


ALEX. Hold on, you said –


BIM. I said I was off tequila rosé. (Grabbing a bottle.) But I didn’t say anything about Sambuca.


ALEX. No. I’m not involved.


BIM. Alex, c’mon.


ALEX. Nope. I hate the stuff.


BIM. C’mon, we’re on holiday. Plus, we’re celebrating.


ALEX. Celebrating?


BIM. Another year and not a single pregnancy scare.


ALEX. Bim, you’ve never had sex without a condom.


BIM (pouring out shots of Sambuca and handing them out). So? They’re only ninety-eight per cent effective. And I have a lot of sex. We gots to give thanks. To good sex and being unpregnant.


J. To good sex and being unpregnant.


BIM holds out a glass to ALEX. ALEX stares at her, refusing to take it. BIM gives her ‘the look’. ALEX caves and takes the glass reluctantly.


ALEX. To good sex and being unpregnant.


They down their shot. ALEX reacts badly to the taste to BIM’s amusement.


(To BIM.) You’re actually a witch.


BIM. Birds of a feather flock together, so, if I’m a witch, babe, then so are you two.


J. The three witches of Eastwick.


ALEX. More like the three hoes of Essex.


J. Who are you calling a hoe? I’ve given up sex, remember.


ALEX. It’s been like a week, J.


J. It’s been three months.


BIM. But were you not just in the bathroom taking nudes? Someone somewhere is calling you a hoe for that.


J looks displeased.


Embrace the title.


J. It’s hardly a badge of honour.


ALEX. Depends how you look at it. I quite take pride in it.


BIM. Same. It’s a sign I’m living life on my own terms because once you’re a woman doing as she pleases with her body, in someone’s eyes you qualify for hoe status.


ALEX. Half the time it’s not even about how much sex you’re having.


BIM (impersonating a fragrance advert). Hoe, it’s more than just sex. It’s a lifestyle.


ALEX and BIM continue their list as if in a fragrance advert.


ALEX. It’s the clothes you wear.


BIM. The way you dance.


ALEX. The pictures you post.


BIM (speaking normally). It’s an endless list, J.


ALEX. One guy said I was clearly a slut because I wouldn’t tell him my ‘body count’.


J. Eurgh. I hate that phrase.


ALEX. Trust me.


J. Like why use that to talk about the number of people you’ve slept with. It sounds more like the number of people you’ve killed.


BIM. I guess I have killed them in a fashion, with my pus–


ALEX’s stomach is starting to play up again and she starts to look uneasy as the conversation continues.
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