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Characters

Ben A fastidious man in his mid thirties, who looks older than his years
Katy A slim, attractive woman in her early thirties

Setting

The set is a sparsely decorated front room in a small holiday home in the Scottish Highlands (or other remote location.)  There is a coffee table, a couch and a couple of chairs.

ACT ONE
SCENE ONE

LIGHTS DOWN 

SFX – A RINGING MOBILE TELEPHONE. The ring tone is 'Theme From a Summer Place'. 

BEN (PHONE):
Hi, this is Ben. If I can't get to the phone then it means I'm busy pumping Channing Tatum. Hard. He's loving it. Leave a message and when I’ve left Channing panting and begging for more I'll get back to you.
SFX – MESSAGE BLEEPS

ALEX (PHONE):
God Ben I hate that message. I wish you’d change it. He’s not even gay. Look, I didn’t like how things ended tonight. I’m going home. I’ll try you again later.
LIGHTS UP

We are in the front room of a holiday home. From stage left comes BEN, dressed in a T-Shirt and jeans. He clutches a bottle of wine which has a corkscrew stuck in it. He sets it on the table. He stands over it. He sits down and puts his head in his hands.
BEN:
Oh what the fuck have I done? How could I have been so stupid? He’ll know. I can’t talk my way out of this.
He looks at the bottle of wine in front of him.

BEN:
Stop crying. You’re a grown-up. How do grown-ups deal with adversity? Do they cry? No. They get pissed. Glass of wine. No. The whole bottle. That might relax me. 
Ben proceeds to fight with the wine bottle, pulling the corkscrew one way and then another, before ultimately admitting defeat.
BEN:
Might relax me? I'm more tense and anxious now than when I started.

Ben goes back to the pantry, quickly returning with a small carton of Um Bongo. He sticks the straw in. A stream of juice hits him in the face. He sighs and sits down on the couch.
BEN:
All right. I'll phone him. He'll know by now. I'll just explain that I didn't mean it. We'll have a laugh about it and that will be that.  'Remember that time when I...ha ha ha.' A fond memory. Yes, won't be a problem.

Ben picks up his mobile phone. He stares at it for a moment.

BEN:
Still no signal. Maybe it's for the best. Try again in half an hour or so. Suppose I should try to enjoy the calm for now.

Just then there is a bumping and banging outside. Ben jerks upright.

BEN:
Oh God. They've found me. It's all gone up the spout. I knew I was no good on the run. I said I'd never last. This is it.

There's more banging. Ben jumps up onto the chair as if a mouse has frightened him. He catches himself and climbs down. He makes his way over to the door.

BEN:
Who's there? Is someone there? (To himself) There's no one there. You're being paranoid. Settle down. Sip your Um Bongo and relax.

He walks back to the couch. A key moves around in the lock.
BEN:
Who's that? Why are you trying to get in here? This is private property.

A woman's voice is heard from the other side of the door.
KATY (Off):
I know it's private property. I'm the owner.

Ben looks worried. He edges closer to the door.
KATY (Off):
So, can you open the door and let me in?
BEN:
No, you're not the owner. I'm not falling for that. I'm not as stupid as I look.

KATY (Off):
I can't see how you look.

BEN:
Um, no, but trust me.

KATY (Off):
Trust you that you look stupid?

BEN:
Um...yes. But that I'm not. Not stupid that is.

KATY (Off):
All right okay. You're not stupid and fine I'm not the owner, but neither are you. Will you just let me in?

BEN:
Oh yes, please come in oddball woman with your lies and deceit.
KATY (Off):
I didn’t want to say this, because it was supposed to be a surprise, but I’m a stripper. It’s all been organised for you, so if you let me in I can get stripping.
BEN:
You can stay out there and keep your clothes on. I am not interested.
KATY (Off):
Why don’t you want to see a stripper?
BEN:
I wouldn’t mind, just not one that looks like you.
KATY (Off):
What’s wrong with...Look I have a key. Just take your key out of the lock and I'll let myself in. If you can see that I have a key then surely you can see I'm supposed to be here.
BEN:
Where did you get a key from?

KATY (Off):
Let me in and I'll tell you.

BEN:
You're not the police are you? If you are you have to tell me.

KATY (Off):
I'm not the Police. If I was I would have said at the beginning and I wouldn't be standing here now. In fact, yes, yes I am the Police.

BEN:
Too late. Don't believe you.

KATY (Off):
Just please take your key out.

BEN:
Okay, I'll take my key out, as a good faith gesture. But don't think for a minute that you're staying.

Ben goes to the door. He takes his key out. He stands back. 
BEN:
Right, that's my key out.

KATY dressed in a coat, jeans and boots barges in. She carries a load of bags.

KATY:
I've got my pepper spray. I'm getting it out so you don't think you're trying anything.

Without thinking she sets one of her bags down, hands Ben another, and holds up a third to look through. She looks up at Ben.

KATY:
I can't find it.
As she goes back into her bag to look through it Ben produces a can of pepper spray from the bag she has given him to hold.

BEN: 
Would this be it?
He gives it a twirl and in doing so sprays himself in the face. He screams in pain. Katy rushes over to him. She goes into her bag and pulls out some wet wipes and dabs his eyes. The commotion dies down. Ben still moans quietly to himself.

KATY:
So that works then? I’ve not had a chance to try it.
BEN:
It works fine.
KATY:
You do look a bit stupid now I've got a look at you. Now why don’t you tell me who you are and what you're doing here. Or there will be more where that came from.
BEN:
Er Madam you're the one who's barged in uninvited having told a number of lies in a bid to gain entry. Perhaps you should begin the introductions.

KATY:
Fair enough, this house belongs to...

BEN:
We've already covered this. It is not your house.
KATY:
I wasn't going to say that it was. It belongs to my aunt. I'm here to check up on it for her.

BEN:
And as you can see everything is fine. So if you'll just be on your way.

Ben attempts to usher Katy towards the door, he finds that no matter how hard he tries he cannot budge her. He ends up a crumpled heap on the couch.
BEN:
You can stay for a bit.

KATY:
Who are you and what are you doing in my aunt's house?

BEN:
Okay, I presume your aunt is Maureen. She let me have the place for a few days. She gave me the keys.

KATY:
How would you happen to be on such friendly terms with Aunt Mo? She's in her eighties and lives in an old folks' home.

BEN:
Yes, I know. I work there.

KATY:
Oh, I see what's happened here. You've snuck into her room while she was playing backgammon or whatever and you've pilfered the keys.

BEN:
I have pilfered nothing.
KATY:
I'm calling the police.

BEN:
Don't do that!
KATY:
Hit a nerve have I? Bit jumpy where the fuzz are concerned.

She leans in to him and whispers in his ear.
KATY:
Police. Police. Police.

Ben looks uncomfortable as Katy takes out her phone and begins dialling.

BEN:
Don't do that. There's no need.

Katy holds the phone up to her ear and waits. Ben stares at her. Katy stares back. Ben relaxes.
KATY:
Do you not think you should be making tracks now that the cops are winging their way here?
BEN:
No. I'll stay here to see how this pans out. They're keeping you on hold a while eh?

KATY:
They must be busy.

They both stand in silence for an uncomfortable length of time.

KATY:
Obviously a lot of crime to deal with this evening. 
BEN:
Oh yes, the Wester Ross Five-O must have a lot of 187s on their beat tonight. I hear there’s a rise in Plough-By shootings this month.

KATY:
Ah yes, Sergeant. No, no need to apologise for keeping me waiting. Yes, I'd like your assistance in removing an intruder from my home. A few of your finest officers. Who would you recommend? Whomever you think is best. I've no real preference.
BEN:
There's no one there.
KATY:
No need for the helicopter.
BEN:
There's no signal.

KATY:
We won’t be needing snipers no. Well if you think it’s for the best...I know there's no bloody signal. Couldn't you just have told me that when I got my phone out? 

BEN:
I was enjoying it. Snipers indeed. Maureen's been offering to let me have a shot of this place for ages. It's only now that I took her up on it.

KATY:
She offers it to everyone. She's doolally.

BEN:
Don't you believe it. She's bright as a button. She's always telling me about her time in America in the 1950s.
KATY:
That's right. I heard about that from my Dad. Well isn't it unethical? You accepting free accommodation from one of your residents.

BEN:
Ah, well yes it is, but...

KATY:
Aha!

BEN:
What do you mean 'Aha'?

KATY:
I've got you. It's unethical. Pack your bags and get on down the road.

BEN:
You haven't got me. If you were to grass me up, which from what I know about you so far you will almost certainly do, all you've got me is a disciplinary hearing about a month from now. There’s no Ethics SWAT Team outside the door.
KATY:
I suppose not, but...
BEN:
Maureen's been in our place for the last five years and you know something I don't recall ever seeing your face during visiting hours.

KATY:
I don't get the chance to go up much what with work and...

BEN:
No time to visit your aunt in the grotty old nursing home but all weekend to see how her holiday home is getting on.

KATY:
Point taken. Don't lay it on.

BEN:
Where did you get a key from anyway?

KATY:
My dad has one. I whipped it from his key rack. Okay, so we appear to have arrived at some sort of an impasse.

BEN:
It's looking that way.
KATY:
So we'll have to agree to share the place. For tonight at least.

BEN:
I don't imagine there's another way.

KATY:
Not until I can get a signal on my phone and call the police.

BEN:
I'll look out for the snipers. I'm Ben by the way.

KATY:
Katy.

LIGHTS DOWN


