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Licence To Kill
The stage is black, light slowly illuminates the stage, to reveal Gary being held at gunpoint by Cameron holding a strange looking gun, similar to a laser. Both men stand in silence for a beat.

Gary:

L-look, can’t we talk about this?

Cameron:
I told you already Gary, I just wanna kill ya. I don’t wanna talk. People get so annoying when they talk, right before I’m going to kill them.

Gary: 
B-but...

Cameron:
(Interrupting) Gary! Shut up!  

Cameron straightens his arm and points the gun more violently, about to pull the trigger.

Pause.

Cop (OS):
Hold it right there.

Cameron:
Shit.

Cameron slightly lowers his gun, but not enough to take it off the man standing opposite him.

Cop walks on stage. Strides up to Cameron and puts a gun to his head.

Cop:

Excuse me, sir. But do you have a licence?

Cameron:
Right ‘ere.

Cameron holds up a card that resembles a drivers licence. The cop holds it up and looks at it.

Cop:
Hmm. Cameron Berret. Car, shopping, drug trafficking, sex, murder: clearance 1. 


The cop pulls out a barcode scanner, runs it over the licence. His scanner beeps and flashes green.

Cop:
Yep everything seems to be in order here.



The cop hands the licence back to Cameron.



The cop turns to Gary.

Cop:

Okay mister, let’s see your licence.



Gary hands his licence to the cop.

Cop:
Hmm. Clearance 1 civilian, nope sorry mate. Nothing I can do.



The cop hands back the licence to Gary.
Cop: 
Sorry to bother you sir. You two have yourselves a nice day now.



The cop tips his hat and walks to exit.

Cameron:
(Waves) Happens all the time.



Cop exits. Cameron raises his gun level with Gary’s head.

Cameron:
Sick world we live in now, aint it Gary? Can’t even hold a gun to a bloke’s head, without getting picked up by those licensors. 

Gary:
(Sarcastically) Oh yes, it’s such a shame that you people need licences to kill people now a days. Not like back when it was illegal to kill anyone. 

Cameron:
(Laughs) Yeah, that was shit.

Gary:
Shit? What is it with you people?

Cameron:
Us people? That aint very nice Gary.

Gary:
Yeah, you people, just because you can afford a murder licence you take advantage of it, ever since George W. Bush the 4th came to power and passed this stupid law. It’s not fair. It’s like the rich are getting richer and the poor are getting poorer.

Cameron:
That’s not true. (Break) It costs a lot for all these licences.


The cop struts back onto the stage.

Cop:
Wait a minute.

Cameron:
Is there a problem officer?

Cop:
Yes. (Pause) my N142 doesn’t seem to charge properly, can you help me with that?

Cameron:
Oh, no problem at all sir.


Cameron turns to the cop and starts to show him something on his gun. Cameron takes his eyes off of Gary.


Gary starts to slowly walk away.


The cop snaps up his gun and points it at Gary.

Cop:
Hold it right there, son.


Gary stops and stands still.

Cameron:
There you are officer. That should do it.

Cop:
Thank you sir. Sorry to bother you again.


Cop exits.
Cameron:
Nice guy. Sorry Gary, where were we?

Gary:
I was saying; the poor are getting poorer.

Cameron:
Oh yeah, well boo hoo. You poor little poor man. (Laugh)
Gary:
You’re unbelievable just because you have money, and what do you do with it? You buy licences. And what do you use the licence for, to kill whoever you want?

Cameron:
No I can’t, I only got a Clearance 1 licence, didn’t you hear the cop before? Can’t do over anyone important.

Gary:
(Nervously) Just people like me that have done nothing.

Cameron:
Well I wouldn’t say that. You have done some stupid things. I’m just paying you back for them.


Cameron straightens his arm and points the gun more forcefully. He takes a step towards Gary.

Cameron:
Goodbye...
Gary:
(Interrupting) What? (Desperate) No, Look I’ll do anything you want. I have some money left over; I can get you a clearance 2 licence. Please.


Gary drops to the floor, puts his hands together in a praying motion. 

Gary:
(Begging) Please. Please.

Cameron:
I don’t need a clearance 2, Gary. I only need a clearance 1. 

Gary:

What? Why wouldn’t you want another clearance?

Cameron:
Cause I only wanna do you over.

Gary:

Me? Why? What have I done?

Cameron:
My wife.

Gary:
Oh shi...


Cameron pulls the trigger, a red beam strikes Gary, he falls to the floor.


Cameron lowers his gun, holsters it in his pants, turns and whistles a happy tune as he walks off stage.


Stage fades to black.

