
What happens in Vegas........ 

By Ben Trowbridge 

 

Tom, a young man in his twenties, is sat on a chair facing forwards. 

Behind him is a blank, institutional looking wall, it could be a hospital, an 

asylum a cell or an interview room. 

 

Tom: I'd been back from Vegas for a week when Lucy announced that 

her chief bridesmaid, Emily, was coming round for a meal and to do 

some last minute planning for the wedding. It was supposed to be our 

last Saturday in the flat before she went back home to spend her last 

few days as a singleton before walking down the aisle with me the 

following week so I was a bit annoyed to say the least but, hey, Emily 

was ok and I'd have a lot more Saturdays after the wedding with just me 

and Lu. And I suppose I owed her a bit of slack as I'd had a full blown, 

full on stag week in Las Vegas and she'd only gone for a weekend in the 

Lake District with Emily. And her Mum. And her Grandmother! I'm pretty 

sure they didn't have as riotous a time as I'd did with my mates.  

So, there we are, me and Lucy getting things ready for the evening. 

Lasagne thawing out, crisps opened, chardonnay chilling for the girls 

and some beers in the cooler for me and the 'phone rings. And it's Emily. 

And although I can only hear one side of the conversation I can kind of 

work out what's being said from Lu's body language and the faces she's 

making to me and then, the final confirmation, "Yes. Of course he can 

come. We'd love to see him" she said. And I felt the blood drain from my 

face and the cold hand of fear grabbing hold of me. (short pause) Simon 

was coming. 

Simon was a pain in the arse and Emily's 'more or less' boyfriend. He 

was trouble with a capital T. A player. And about as faithful to Emily as a 

bee is to a single flower! Loud, arrogant and lairy but also a force to be 

reckoned with. He conquered, he captivated and he hypnotised. No girl 

was safe and I was terrified about what he might say to Lucy about 

Vegas. 

It was bad enough that I'd had to invite him in the first place. I didn't want 

to, I knew he'd be trouble but a week before we left my best friend, 

Dave, my soon to be best man, had a minor accident at work and 



wrenched something in his back. Nothing serious, he'd be fine for the 

wedding but the Dr advised against flying. And partying. So we had a 

space that needed filling and Emily suggested Simon. There were 6 of 

us altogether so I reckoned we could dilute him between five so no one 

would have to suffer him for longer than necessary. Except we had three 

twin rooms and as the others hardly knew him it was yours truly who 

drew the short straw. 

The flight over was 'act I', flirting with the stewardesses. And the gay 

stewards, trying to drink the plane dry and then vanishing into one of the 

toilets with an American girl for twenty minutes. During the transfer to the 

hotel we were lucky to have only one 'mooning experience' to contend 

with. We checked in. Our room was nice, two bigger than average beds, 

a decent shower, air con and plenty of hanging space. Not that Simon 

needed it. When he emptied his bag onto his bed his weeks luggage 

consisted of a plastic bag containing toothbrush and toothpaste, two 

clean T shirts, some under arm roll on and thirty five condoms! 

The next five days were, I suppose, 'act II'. Five days of eating burgers 

and mountains of chips, playing the slot machines and gaming tables 

with our hard earned holiday money. Winning small amounts, losing 

much larger and, of course, drinking. Lots of drinking. And then sleeping 

by the pool the next day before painting the town red again in the 

evening. And Simon was actually ok. He got on with everyone, my 

friends liked him, I began to like him. And then, on the final evening, Act 

III. 

It started as all the others had, slot machines, steak and yet another 

mountain of fries. We'd booked a stretch limo for a final tour of all the 

bars and the car had champagne on tap. I'm not a great fan of bubbles 

but, hey, it was free. And the bars all blurred into one and we lost Mark 

and Tim somewhere along the way. Then Danny threw up in a fountain 

so Max grabbed a taxi back to the hotel with him, I said I'd go but, oh no, 

Simon insisted we keep partying. So we did. And there were sooo many 

more bubbles, and silly giggling, and stupid dares, and girls that we 

snogged. And I got a bit woozy. And then Simon revived me with a pill. 

And then we were chatting with Marilyn Monroe and the limo was pink. 

Bizarre. How'd that happen? I'm sure it was black at the start of the 



evening. Then back at our hotel I fell out of the limousine and Simon 

picked me up and carried me to our room and I zonked out again. 

The nightmare began the next day. With the room still spinning slightly I 

slowly, carefully, adjusted to the new day. Yes, this was our room. This 

was my bed and I was facing the wall. I was facing the wall and I was 

aware that another person was pressed up against me. In my bed!  And 

I was naked. And so was the person behind me. And it was Simon.  

I shifted slightly so I could see his face. He was smiling at me and he put 

his hand on my chest. "That was a wild night last night" he said, "How's 

the head this morning Husband"? I did a gasping sharp intake of breath 

and the foggy memories of the events of yesterday evening emerged 

from the fog. After the last of the bubbles we found ourselves out side an 

all night wedding chapel, giggling madly, and arms around each other's 

shoulders we went in for a look. It was just a dare. A stupid thing you do 

on a stag week. Documents were signed, passports shown. Why did 

Simon have my passport? Then we were stood in front of a minister 

dressed as Marilyn Monroe and then we were in the back of pink limo on 

the way back to the hotel.  

Back in our room we'd..., Oh God, we'd....  

And whilst all these memories were crashing around in my brain Simon's 

hand, that had been gently rubbing and tickling my chest, was on the 

move. South. And he smiled again and leaned in for a kiss. 

(Pause) 

And now he's going to be here, in our flat, smiling that knowing smile. Be 

sat at our table, chatting to Lucy, knowing full well that he and I have met 

up twice since Vegas. Met. In his bedroom. Him and me. Husband and, 

... Husband. 

And in two weeks time I could be a bigamist. And I don't know what to 

do. 

Fade 

 


