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(NEVILLE is seated on the sofa with his feet up. A knock at the door which NEVILLE answers)
LEXA:

Hi, I'm Lexa.

NEVILLE:
Oh hi, yeah, come in. Neville. Right on time.

LEXA:

Always punctual, that's me. Have a schedule.

NEVILLE:
Is that your real name, Lexa?

LEXA:

Is Neville yours? Let's just file that under 'None of your Business' shall we?

NEVILLE:
Oh okay, point taken. Sorry. That's a massive bag.

LEXA:

Yeah, got everything I need in here.

NEVILLE:
You need a lot of stuff.

LEXA:

Never know the customer requirements. 

NEVILLE:
No, I suppose not. Look, I'm not really sure how this works. It's my first time.

LEXA:

Who'd have guessed?  

NEVILLE:
Really. I wouldn't have...  just, somebody put a card through the door. I thought, why not, you know, give it a go.

LEXA:
I'm pretty good at reading people: psychos, weirdos, virgins... Have to be in my line of work. Shall we sit down, Neville?

NEVILLE:
I'm not a virgin.

LEXA:
Did I say you were?


NEVILLE:
No, er... Can I get you a drink?

LEXA:

Never drink on a job. Need to be in control. Why don't you get yourself one?

NEVILLE:
Yeah, maybe I'll do that.

(NEVILLE pours drink shakily)
LEXA:

It's alright. I don't bite Well, not unless that's what you like.

NEVILLE:
Not quite James Bond, am I?

LEXA:

That's ok. Just take your time.

NEVILLE:
Thought you had a tight schedule.

LEXA:

I get the feeling this one's not going to be over-long. Just a guess. Sit down, Neville.

NEVILLE:
So what happens now?

LEXA:

What happens now is...
we have a little chat. You tell me what you want to do. I tell you what it's going to cost. You pay me, and then... and then, off we go.

NEVILLE:
OK. Right.

LEXA:

So, Neville, what is it you want to do?

NEVILLE:
Well, you know, normal stuff.

LEXA:

Normal stuff?

NEVILLE:
Nothing kinky.

LEXA:

Now he tells me. I had to drag that bag up three flights... 

NEVILLE:
Yeah, sorry about that.

LEXA:

Joking. I'm sure we could find something helpful in there. So.. up to you now.

NEVILLE:
Yeah, I'm not quite sure...

LEXA:

Tell you what, why don't you take a look at this.

(LEXA hands him the laminated menu)
NEVILLE:
Mm, laminated.. 

LEXA:

Yeah, it needs to be, believe me. So. You don't even have to say anything.. Just point to the one you want.

NEVILLE:
Okay

 (NEVILLE reads the menu, mumbling and making quizzical sounds) 
NEVILLE:
So. Gosh. Blimey, that one costs a fortune.

LEXA:

Would you want to do that?

NEVILLE:
No, never.

LEXA:

That's why it costs so much, Neville. Not nice. Not nice at all. So. What do you think?

NEVILLE:
Right, ok, let's see. What's this one at the end? Gosh, a grand. Not cheap.

LEXA:

Which one? Oh, that one? Yeah, you'd be surprised at how many go for it though.

NEVILLE:
The Girlfriend Experience. Sounds intriguing. What is it, exactly?

LEXA:

All the other things are your basic sex stuff. You pay me. We have sex. I leave. But these days a lot of men, rich men, find all that too, kind of, clinical. There's no emotion, no empathy. So we had a chat about it at the agency, and we decided we should offer something different. Hence - the Girlfriend Experience. So it's more like, I'm not your escort, I'm your actual girlfriend. I come round, we have a drink, chat about our days, our plans, we kiss a little, and then ,when we're ready, we take it into the bedroom...

NEVILLE:
I quite like the sound of that. 

LEXA:

Of course, if you already have a girlfriend...

NEVILLE:
I have... I did, up till recently. Hilary. Wasn't working. She was nice. Nothing special to look at. I even got the ring, but.. I suddenly realised... she's not really...  you know, good enough. I could probably do better.  So we decided to give it a rest. Well, I decided. She got a bit hysterical...

LEXA:

Fancy that! You dumped her and she got upset. I don't know, these women -  what are you going to do?

NEVILLE:
I did feel sorry for her. But, as I say. Not quite good enough.

LEXA:

Good sex?

NEVILLE:
Yeah, yeah, pretty good, you know, nothing spectacular. No fireworks.

LEXA:

Is that what you want, fireworks? I've got some in the bag.

NEVILLE:
Really?

LEXA:

Kidding. So. Up to you now.

NEVILLE:
What would you suggest?

LEXA:
Depends. But. If you want the real thing. Has to be...

NEVILLE:
The Girlfriend Experience. Let's go for it. 

LEXA:

I just need your credit card.

NEVILLE:
Okay 

(NEVILLE hands her a card from his wallet. She puts it into the reader)
LEXA:

Check the amount, please. Can't take it back. Pin.

NEVILLE:
Sorry? Oh pin, right.

(NEVILLE types in his PIN. LEXA is watching)
LEXA:

Don't let me see. That's all done then. Off we go. Do you want me to come back in?

(Unnoticed, LEXA  pockets his credit card) 
NEVILLE:
No, no. Actually yes. I think that might help.

(LEXA goes out. Rings the bell. NEVILLE answers the door)
NEVILLE:
Come in, come in. Hey

(They kiss passionately. Then LEXA pushes him away)
LEXA:

Okay, okay, calm down. I need a drink.

NEVILLE:
A drink, yes, only you didn't want one before...

LEXA:

I wasn't your girlfriend before.

NEVILLE:
Yes... before... get it.. drink coming right up.

(NEVILLE fixes her a drink shakily)
LEXA:

Everything alright?

NEVILLE:
Yes, fine.

LEXA:
You seem nervous.

NEVILLE:
Me? No.

LEXA:

God, I needed that.

NEVILLE:
Tough day?

LEXA:

Always.

NEVILLE:
Problems at work?

LEXA:

How would you like it, fucking men all day...

NEVILLE:
Um, so you're an escort.

LEXA:

Yes. Do you have a problem with that?

NEVILLE:
Well yes, I don't think I'd have a girlfriend who was, you know, a prozzy.  

LEXA:

You want me to be somebody else.

NEVILLE:
Yes,

LEXA:

What then?

NEVILLE:
You know, office, secretary, something like that.

LEXA:

Secretary. Got it. Do you want me to come in again?

NEVILLE:
No, no, we can just carry on.

LEXA:

Such a bad day at the office. Honestly, place is crawling with dirty old men, Daren't turn your back on any of them. Tell you what, can't we just put our feet up and watch the telly tonight. I'm knackered. Order in a Chinese or something. Can't be bothered to cook.

NEVILLE:
Yeah, I'll do that. But I was thinking maybe we could...

LEXA:

Could what?

NEVILLE:
You know, adjourn to the bedroom first.

LEXA:

What now?

NEVILLE:
Yes.

LEXA:

Didn't you hear what I just said? About the office. About my day. 

NEVILLE:
Yes, I did.

LEXA:

I spend all day in that office, fending off men and I come home and all you want to do is touch me up too. You're worse than them.

NEVILLE:
Yes, but I am not an old perv. I am your... boyfriend.

LEXA:

I know. I know. But it gets a bit much sometimes.  

NEVILLE:
So what do you want to do then?

LEXA:

I told you. Have a drink. Order a take away. Watch the telly.

NEVILLE:
And we go to bed after that.

LEXA:

God, is that all you ever think about? I am a real person, you know. Not just a body...

NEVILLE:
Yes, but..

LEXA:

Do you know how long we've been going out?

NEVILLE:
About ten minutes.

LEXA:

Two years. Two years actually. And do you know how many hen parties I've been to in that time?

NEVILLE:
No.

LEXA:

Twelve hen nights, And four weddings. I've caught that bloody bouquet at least three times. 

NEVILLE:
Well..

LEXA:

Hello!!! That's three opportunities to propose. And not a word, let alone a ring. Do you know how embarrassing that it is? Do you know how many times I've heard, 'When's he going to make an honest woman of you?'. My face'll crack if I have to laugh at that one more time..

NEVILLE:
What... do you want me to do?

LEXA:

I seriously think it's time we got engaged, Neville. Show you're really serious about us. (Pause) In fact, if we were engaged I think I might be  up for doing some, you know, interesting stuff. Maybe dress up. Do you like schoolgirl outfits, nuns?

NEVILLE:
Right, okay. Message received. Will you marry me. Lexy?

LEXA:

Lexa. 

NEVILLE:
Will you marry me... Lexa?

LEXA:

If you want this to work, Neville, you need to be on your knees. (Sexily) Then later on, maybe I could be on my knees

(NEVILLE goes down on his knee) 
NEVILLE:
So. Will you marry me?

LEXA:

Mmm. It's not really working is it. There's something missing. A ring, that's it, I need a ring.

NEVILLE:
I don't have a bloody ring. I wasn't planning to get engaged tonight. How I am supposed... (Beat) Actually I do have a ring. We could use that.

LEXA:

Now you're talking. (Beat) Go and fetch it then.

(NEVILLE fetches a ring and goes down on his knee again)
NEVILLE:
Will you marry me?

LEXA:

Oh Neville, this is so unexpected. (Beat) Put it on my finger then. Wow, that's some ring. Must have cost you a fortune.

NEVILLE:
It's a family thing. Anyway.

LEXA:

Anyway what?

NEVILLE:
You said we'd do something interesting.

LEXA:

Oh my God, that is SO typical of you Neville, you always have to totally spoil the moment. Don't you. All it ever comes down to is S E X. Can't we just enjoy the moment. Just for a minute. It's a really important point in a girl's life. It has to be special. I just think we shouldn't spoil it by rushing off to the bedroom and going at it like a couple of rabbits. It's not exactly (Harry and Meghan) is it? What about some champagne.

NEVILLE:
I've got some Diet Coke.

LEXA:

Blimey mate. Diet Coke. You certainly know how to show a girl a good time.  

NEVILLE:
I wasn't expecting to need champagne.

LEXA:

Foresight, Neville. You need foresight to keep a girl happy.

NEVILLE:
Okay So we're engaged. Maybe we could move things along a bit.

LEXA:

What, go to the Registry Office. Already. This is so sudden. I'm feeling a bit faint.

NEVILLE:
No, no, you know. Go in there.

LEXA:

I'm not sure I'm in the mood now

NEVILLE:
Oh for fuck's sake...

LEXA:

There's no need to get all shirty on me. That's not going to get me going. I'm a person, Neville, not a sex doll. I need to be flattered, nurtured...

NEVILLE:
Right. What is it? What is it that you want? Do you want me to get on my unicycle and juggle flaming torches?

LEXA:

Ooo, get you. We're seeing a completely different Neville now, aren't we? Goodbye Mr Lovable Guy. Hello, Mr Grumpy Trousers.

NEVILLE:
Look, I'm not getting this. This whole girlfriend experience. It's worse than having a real girlfriend.

LEXA:

That's because I'm a woman, Neville, a real woman. I'm not just some porn star waiting to perform.

NEVILLE:
The porn star thing. That's kind of what I wanted in the first place. It's me who's paying.

LEXA:

So. What do you want to do?

NEVILLE:
Can I have another look at that menu thing. Chose something else.  

LEXA:

You're finishing with me, then?

NEVILLE:
Yes, yes I am fucking finishing with you.

LEXA:

After all this time.

NEVILLE:
Yes. After ten... very long... minutes, I am terminating the engagement. 

LEXA:

Do you want me to leave?

NEVILLE:
Yes. Well, no.

LEXA:
Tell you what I'll do. I'll take my bag out and then I'll knock on the door and we'll start the whole thing again. I'll come in, show you the card. You tell me what you want, or just point, pay up and get straight down to business.

NEVILLE:
I have to pay you AGAIN?

LEXA:
Yea – es. This is a whole new thing. I don't do package deals, Neville. 

NEVILLE:
Right.

LEXA:

Right. 


(LEXA leaves, shuts the door and NEVILLE waits by the door. After a minute, fade. LEXA walks across the stage, talking on the phone.)
LEXA:

I can't talk, Hilary, I've got an audition in half an hour.  I tell you what, after that performance, I'm going to walk it. I've got the ring, plus a grand, plus his card and pin number, depends how far you want to take it. (Pause)  Are you kidding? No. I wouldn't touch that bastard with a barge pole. The way he treated you. Fucker. Just, please, find someone better next time. I can't keep doing this.  Anyway, must go.)


(LEXA exits. Fade up on NEVILLE looking at his watch. Fade)
END
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