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Tick, Tock...

Synopsis

Tia’s fiance, Regan, has been acting weird of late. He’s always skipping work and staring off into the distance. It’s not like him. She’s at her wits end and when he turns up at her work she can’t take much more.... what is he hiding?
Tick, Tock...

Characters

Tia: 
Late twenties. Engaged to, Regan. Wears a white doctors coat over suit pants and a cream button up shirt.  

Regan:
Late twenties. Engaged to, Tia. Dresses casually, jeans and a T-shirt.

Mick:
Early twenties. An intern at the hospital. Wears a white doctors coat with jeans and sneakers.

Morta:
female. One of the three roman fates; controls/foresees events and all life. Wears a white dress and a watch.

Scene – 
Tia is walking down the hall of a hospital. Mike runs up behind her, calling out. Tia stops, turns and waits for him. 

Tia:

It’s my lunch break Mike; can your questions wait an hour?

Mike shook his head.

Mike:
It’s not that Dr. Stone. Dr. Mathews sent me. He said that Regan was waiting for you inside your office. 

Tia breathed sharpy.

Tia:
Great... Thanks Mike. 

Tia and Mike waved goodbye. Tia hurried down the hall, Mike turning back the way he came from. Blackout. 
Scene – Regan is setting on Tia’s desk in the middle of her office, nervously tapping. Tia enters.

Tia:
What are you doing here! You’re supposed to be at work. Goddamn it Regan! Your Boss isn’t going to put up with you just not showing up for much longer! You better have a bloody good reason for being here!

Regan jumps down from the desk. 

Regan:
Don’t worry, I’ve got everything sorted. 

Tia:
Yeah right! 
Regan: 
(defensive) I have. 

Regan takes Tia’s hands in his. 

Regan:
I thought we could have lunch together.... we hardly spend time together anymore and I just thought it’d be, nice...  

I mean, you’re always going on about how I never really take you anywhere, or do anything romantic like those in books you read...

Tai: 

(Shocked) Regan.... 

Regan: 
What? You can’t be angry with me; you used to love this sort of thing...

Tia placed her hand against Regan’s forehead.
Tia:
Are you sick or have you been drinking again? I had to practically beg you to take me to the movies for Valentine... This isn’t you.

Regan:
Can’t a guy just decide to take his girlfriend out? 

Tia: 
Not when there you. I mean-

Morta walks onto the stage, and sits on the desk chair. She looks at her watch. Regan spots her and pales. Tia notices. She straightens up to get a better view but can’t see Morta.

Tia:
What are you looking at? There’s nothing there.... Are you even listening to me? Regan...Regan!

Tia waves her hand in his face before she grabs his arm and shakes him.

Tia: 
This isn’t like you Regan! You don’t seem to care about anything and you’re always staring at nothing... It’s not like you and you’ve been acting like this for weeks! What’s going on?

Regan sighs and shakes her head. Morta leaves. 
Regan:
Nothing wrong, I promise. 

Tia rolls her eyes

Tia: 
If nothing was wrong you’d be at work!
Regan:
Can we do this later? You don’t have that long before you have to get back. We’ll talk when you get hom-

Tia’s beeper sounds, both Regan and Tia sigh. Tia checks the message. 

Tia:
Urg! Great....

Regan:
What is it?

Tia:
Mrs. Parker, she having a fit, I’ve got to go.

Tia walks around the desk and pulls one of the draws open where she collects a file. From the draw falls a pair of siccors and a ball of golden string. Regan’s breath catches as the two objects fall. Tia doesn’t see them.

Tia:  
We will finish this when I get home... 

Regan:

(Breaths deeply) Yeah, we’ll talk later....

They embrace, Tia Leaves. Regan’s face falls the moment she’s gone. Regan glances at the audience before he covers his face with his hands.  
Morta slowly walks back onto the stage and over to Regan, picking up the scissors and string. 
Regan: 
I hoped I had more time.... just a few more hours... 

Morta shakes her head; stretches out the string & holds up the scissors. Regan falls to his knees.

Regan:
Wait!  What do I have to do-

Morta: 
We had a deal and your time is up. My sisters and I have waited long enough... We fates rarely meddle with the lives of men and we didn’t have to spare you Regan, son of William... Now I will take what is ours; there will be no more delays.

Morta goes to cut the string.

Regan:
Please, I can’t leave her like that. There has to be something-
Morta looks at the clock. She crosses her arms over her chest.

Morta:
Perhaps... if you can make it worth our while...
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