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ACT ONE 

FADE IN. 

INT. PICCOLO CAFE 

Introduce Rhett entering the cafe, he approaches Sara, pulls out a chair and then sits on it. Sara is obviously 
impatient and she’s resting her head on her first hand, while her other hand is tapping the table surface. The cafe 
is at a quiet time and the mood is very lighthearted with a little bit of background music playing.  

Rhett (late twenties) is clothed in broken converses, denim jeans and a ripped checkered shirt - he seems unkempt 
but youthful. Sara (mid twenties) is wearing a leather jacket and her hair is tousled down her shoulders.  

SARA 

Why the fuck are you so late? 

RHETT 

I got caught up in at that job interview, you know, the one I told you about the other day? 

SARA 

The one with that restaurant downtown? 

RHETT 

Yeah, that’s the one. 

SARA 

How’d that go? 

RHETT 

Dunno. Dude kept asking about my past experiences. He didn’t like that I didn’t have much. 

SARA 

It’s actually pathetic that you don’t even have any.  

RHETT 

I’m trying to get some. 

SARA 

Whatever. Can you just order a skim cap for me? 

RHETT 

Uh. (looks awkward and fiddles with his fingers) 

SARA 

Why are you being a bitch? 

RHETT 



Uh, well how much is it? 

SARA 

I don’t fucking know, just go order it at the counter and get yourself something too. 

RHETT 

I’m okay. 

SARA 

Okay, just get me one then. 

RHETT 

Will a small do? 

SARA 

Really? Why are you being so stingy? 

RHETT 

I’m really running short on money right now, that’s why I’m job hunting in the first place. 

SARA 

I’m sure you have like four bucks to spare, you useless piece of shit. (starts to get angry) I don’t know why the fuck 
I’m still dating you sometimes, I deserve so much better. Jesus Christ. I could be living in a nice apartment right 

now with a nice pool, get me some nice new clothes but I’m out here living like a third-world person. What in the 
fuck? I literally only asked you for coffee? I’m not asking for much. (voice raises) I seriously do not fu- 

RHETT 

Sophie, stop.  

Rhett looks around and notices that people are starting to look at the two of them now. He can hear the hushed 
whispers. Some people are even so uncomfortable and that they are starting to leave the cafe.  

RHETT 

You’re causing a scene.  

SARA 

Why do you care what other people think? Fuck it, I’ll just get one for myself. 

Sophie leaves the frame angry and we see an email pop up on Rhett’s phone saying he was unsuccessful for the 
job. He reads it and gets frustrated, throwing his phone to the ground only to pick it up again. He sees the newly 
formed cracks and sighs.  

 

 

 

 



ACT TWO 

FADE IN. 

EXT. BUS STOP 

Rhett walks to the bus stop, he’s immersed with his phone and he’s going through his rejected job applications. 

The bus arrives and Rhett gets on to be shoved on the shoulder by someone in a slightly messed up business 
outfit. Rhett finally looks up at his phone, a little annoyed but that subdues as he recognises the latter. 

MIKE 

Oh shit, hey there Rhett.  

RHETT 

Oh, hey Mike. 

MIKE 

Shit man, you look a little rough. What’s going on? 

RHETT 

Oh, I’m just a little tired. I better get home. 

MIKE 

Okay man, I’ll see you ‘round. 

Mike gets off the bus, taken aback by Rhett’s unusually tense self and watches the bus leave. Mike frowns a little 
bit but laughs it off and walks away. 

FADE OUT. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



ACT THREE 

FADE IN. 

INT. HOUSE 

Panning from the television, a show that Mike is watching, into Mike. It’s late afternoon and obviously, Mike has 
just finished work - but he’s still in his business outfit, with the tie loosened up and his hair is a mess. He’s sitting on 
the sofa, remote in one hand and a bottle of wine on the other. He does a little chortle and tries to drink some 
more from his wine bottle until he realises that it’s empty. 

Mike (mid twenties) calls out to an offscreen character. 

MIKE 

Oi. 

Fiona is in the kitchen, she’s humming and she’s cooking Mike’s dinner when she gets interrupted.  

Fiona (20 years old) is wearing a nice dress that is covered by an apron, he hair is curled and she looks rather 
exhausted.   

FIONA 

What do you want? I’m trying to make dinner. 

MIKE 

I know, you’ve been at it for an hour now. 

FIONA 

(sighs) What do you want? 

MIKE 

Can you get me a beer? 

FIONA 

We don’t have any left. 

MIKE 

We bought heeps last weekend, don’t lie. 

FIONA 

Yeah, you’ve drank it all. 

MIKE 

I know we have some left. Don’t be a little bitch. 

FIONA 

Why do you think there is? 



MIKE 

I haven’t had that much- 

FIONA 

You told me that you were going to stop drinking. 

MIKE 

(stuttering) J-just give me one more beer. 

Mike frowns a little as he noticed Fiona’s worried expression on his face but neglects it and watches her disappear 
from his sight to get him his desired beer. She returns with a can of foreign beer.  

FIONA 

Here. (hands beer) 

MIKE 

Thanks. (voice tenses) You don’t need to argue with me. It’s not- I don’t appreciate it. 

FIONA 

(pauses) I’m not arguing, I’m just worried about you. 

MIKE 

I don’t care.  

Mike gets up from his seat on the sofa and walks toward Fiona, who is leaning on the door frame that separates 
the living room and the kitchen. Fiona originally felt comfortable but once Mike is fully upright, we notice that she 
is intimidated by him.  

MIKE 

If I ask for a beer, give me a fucking beer. (he stumbles a little) 

FIONA 

Woah! You’re drunk, sit down. You don’t need anymore beer. I’ll make us dinner. Okay, how about that? Please 
stop. 

MIKE 

Make it quick. 

Fiona leaves him to watch his television and returns to the kitchen, shaking a little bit out of fear. She accidentally 
drops a glass when she’s trying to put the dry dishes into the cabinets and winces, hoping he didn’t hear.  

< FADE OUT INTO FLASHBACK. FADED BLURS OF NOSTALGIA. > 

ACT THREE. SCENE TWO. 

FADE IN. 



INT. HOUSE 

Fiona looks happier, but she’s always been clumsy. She dropped a glass down the side and makes a mess on the 
floor. She clumsily attempts to pick it up. 

FIONA 

Shit, I’m so sorry! 

MIKE 

(hushes her) It’s okay sweetheart, let me help you. 

FIONA 

No, no. Let me do it. I made the mess. 

Mike notices she’s bleeding and walks off the frame, returning with bandaid that he wraps around her bleeding 
finger. 

MIKE 

Look after yourself better, you duffer. 

FIONA 

I love you. Thank you. 

MIKE 

I love you too. 

ACT THREE. SCENE THREE. 

FADE IN. 

INT. HOUSE 

Fiona and Mike are cuddling up on the couch and Fiona falls asleep on Mike’s shoulder. He looks at her and pulls 
up the blanket to keep her warm, kissing her on the forehead.  

The location of the scene is the same sofa that Mike was sitting at, but the house is obviously a lot cleaner and it’s 
dark outside. 

MIKE 

I’ll protect you. 

ACT THREE. SCENE FOUR. 

FADE IN. 

INT. MAKEUP DESK 

A message pops up on Fiona’s phone from Mike, “I can’t wait to see you tonight.” She smiles and finishes curling 
her hair, looking dressed up as if she was ready to leave for a date. 



Mike’s voice interrupts the tranquility of the scene. 

MIKE (voiceover - loud and booming) 

What the fuck was that? Fiona! 

FADE OUT. 

ACT THREE. SCENE SIX. 

FADE IN. 

INT. HOUSE 

Fiona finally snaps back into reality and starts to shake and cuts herself as she tries to fix the mess of the glass on 
the floor. Mike comes stumbling in and grasps her collar, pulling her up. 

MIKE 

What in the fuck is going on? Is this a cry for attention? I’m getting so sick of you just making messes everywhere. 
You’re so fucking hopeless. 

FIONA 

I’m sorry! It was an accident! 

MIKE 

Why do you fucking like to injure yourself so much? You want to be in pain that bad? Go and show your friends 
and blame your innocent ol husband? 

FIONA 

Of course not! (voice trembles) 

MIKE 

Fine, I’ll give them something to see. I didn’t want to do this but you seem to have given me no other choice. 

Mike’s eyes start flaring and the corner of his lips curl, as if he was anticipating this moment for a while. He throws 
a punch at her stomach and then slaps her face - mumbling profanities at her while he beats her senseless. Fiona’s 
cries eventually subdue until it turns into a dark silence. 

Mike heaves a breath as he looks through the fridge and realises that they really were out of alcohol.   

MIKE 

Fuck this. I’m going to a bar. 

Mike picks up his phone and dials a number as the screen turns to black. 

FADE OUT. 

 



 

 

ACT FOUR 

FADE IN. 

INT. A BAR 

Mike comes into a table occupied by four with a large jar of beer and four glasses, setting the glasses up. He’s still 
in the same outfit that he had yet to change to.  

MIKE 

This one is on me, boys! 

THE BOYS 

(jeering) Aye! 

The camera rotates around the table and picks up all four people. Both Mike and Rhett are sitting across each 
other and two foreign faces are beside them.  

Raphael (late twenties) is a bigger man with a very big ego, he’s dressed to impress and is obviously rather rich. 
Hussein (mid to late twenties) is a shy fellow with a soft voice, he’s wearing a typical wallflower outfit and stays 
rather quiet most of the time. 

Rhett’s phone interrupts the awkward silence and an unsatisfied look appears on his face. Mike looks at him and 
grabs his phone from him rudely and looks at the email - yet another rejection letter. 

MIKE 

So this is what’s gotten your knickers in a knot these days, huh? 

Rhett gets pissed off and tries to get his phone back from Mike but Mike won’t let him have it back, he stands up 
and waves it in the air. 

RHETT 

Stop being so childish. Give it back. 

MIKE 

Is finding work still being difficult? (mocking) 

RAPHAEL 

Oi, Mikey. Calm yourself. (snatches phone off Mike) 

RHETT 

Yes, Mike, it is. But I’ve got a job interview tomorrow. 

MIKE 



You ready for it? 

Rhett nods his head as he scrolls through his phone, trying to zone his friends out.  

Mike grabs the phone away from Rhett again despite the two’s attempt to stop him and opens his notification 
history, laughing as he read it. 

MIKE 

Anyway, Raph. How’s the missus? 

RAPHAEL 

(shakes his head) Mm, bitch is starting to think she’s better without me... 

HUSSEIN 

That’s because she probably is, the two timing isn’t very kind. 

RHETT 

Oh, you’re still seeing your secretary? 

RAPHAEL 

You guys are acting pathetic, we’re men. We’re kings. We can do whatever we want. 

HUSSEIN 

Oi, come on. 

RAPHAEL 

I’m being serious. 

Everyone looks at Raphael and it gets silent, he just scoffs them off and looks at his message from his missus. Mike 
gets up as soon as he realises that his beer glass is empty.  

MIKE 

Does anyone want more beer? 

RHETT and RAPHAEL 

Yeah, man. 

HUSSEIN 

Didn’t your wife ask you to stop drinking? 

MIKE 

That’s not going to stop me. 

Mike noticed that Hussein goes quiet, and hands him a glass that Hussein rejects. Mike raises an eyebrow at him. 

HUSSEIN 

I’d rather not make Abi angry. 



RAPHAEL 

Are you for real? 

RHETT 

Hey, man. It’s okay. We won’t tell.  

MIKE 

Yeah, we won’t. That’s what brothers are for. 

EVERYONE 

Ber er hver að baki nema sér bróður eigi. 

 (Ber er hver athd bag-gee, ne-mah syer broth-dur ei-ge-i)  

Translation: A man’s back is bare without his brother there.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

ACT FIVE 

FADE IN. 

INT. A BAR 

Hussein is vividly turning very dull and empty, we finally noticed that his face is painted with exhaustion. His phone 
is still ringing but something is disturbing him as he’s stays sat and doesn’t move, he neither picks up or hangs up 
the phone. 

A ghost of a woman (early 20s) talks up to his ear as he stays there sipping his beer, the ghost is wearing light 
coloured clothes and a white shirt. 

ABIGAIL 

(singsong) Where are you Hussein~? 

The ghost appears at all sides of him, interjecting his thoughts. 

ABIGAIL 

(tone changes to angry) It’s almost nine o’clock, where the fuck are you?  

Don’t tell me that you’re with your friends, who said you could go? 

Who said you could leave my side? 

You don’t even have friends. 

Who would tolerate someone as lowly and useless as you? 

No one. 

That’s right. No one- 

Hussein slams his now empty beer bottle and the ghost disappears as he gets up and puts his airpods on, playing 
music to interrupt her booming voice.  

ACT FIVE. SCENE TWO. 

FADE IN. 

INT. A SHOP  

Hussein walks along the rail of clothes in the shop, tries on multiple loud hats. Hats that no one would guess a man 
like him would like and noticed a semi-bright blue shirt. He picks it up, looks around, and walks into the 
changerooms. 

Hussein puts on the shirt and wears the hat, appreciating the look in the mirror. 

He takes a mirror selfie of his outfit. 

ABIGAIL 

What have you got there sweetheart? 



You think that looks good on you? 

Shit. Who the fuck are you trying to impress? 

Surely you know that bright colours don’t suit you. Stick to the monotone. 

Take that shit off, it makes me want to vomit. 

Hussein looks at the photo in his phone and clicks on it and moves it to his hidden folder. The phone then rings 
again and we see now that the contact is titled ‘Abigail’. 

ABIGAIL 

Where the fuck are you? 

Have you got something to hide?  

You know you have no friends. 

No one would like a lowlife like you. I’m the only one. You NEED me. 

Come home. Now. 

ACT FIVE. SCENE THREE. 

FADE IN. 

INT. HOUSE 

Hussein hesitates to open the door before he enters and Abigail is seen sitting on a dining chair with a leg over 
the other, her eyes are raised and her lip is tight. There is a dirty laundry basket in front of her. Hussein walks in 
and puts his briefcase aside and sits next to her across the table. 

Abigail is wearing the same outfit that the ghost was wearing but her image is clearer. 

ABIGAIL 

Where were you? 

HUSSEIN 

I was with some friends. 

ABIGAIL 

Did I say you could leave? You didn’t even let me know anything. 

HUSSEIN 

You were sleeping, sweetheart. 

ABIGAIL 

Still could’ve wrote a letter or something. Do you not love me anymore or something?  

HUSSEIN 

That’s not it at all. 



ABIGAIL 

(huffs and frowns) Whatever. Anyway, I was about to do our fucking laundry and guess what I see. 

She gets up and picks up two brightly coloured socks in the laundry basket. 

ABIGAIL 

Are you fucking trying to disobey me? You think you look good in colours now, do you? I’ve been too soft on you, 
now you think you can get away with anything. 

HUSSEIN 

I’m sorry- 

ABIGAIL 

Who the fuck you trying to impress? 

HUSSEIN 

No, Abigail. I only love you. 

ABIGAIL 

Bullshit. Go do the fucking laundry and swear to God, if I see another shit like that again, I’ll fucking break up with 
you. 

Abigail shoves the laundry basket to Hussein’s side rudely and walks out of the frame, stomping off and slamming 
doors. Hussein gets up, picking up the laundry basket and throws away his socks. He goes the other way, back to 
the door. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

ACT SIX 

FADE IN. 

INT. LAUNDRY ROOM 

Hussein walks into the room and notices his friend doing the laundry, trying to stay quiet as to avoid being seen. 
Raphael has his back turned but as Hussein's phone made a noise, turns around and Hussein forces a smile on his 
face. 

RAPHAEL 

Hussein, buddy! 

HUSSEIN 

Oh, hey again. 

RAPHAEL 

You cool, brother? You look like you’ve seen a ghost. 

HUSSEIN 

Just had a fight with Abi, that’s all. 

RAPHAEL 

Shit, all our missuses are being pains in the arses aye. Sometimes, you just need to force her down and remind her 
who’s boss. 

HUSSEIN 

(confused) What do you mean? 

RAPHAEL 

Ah, you know. 

Hussein frowns at him but ignores him and does his laundry. 

RAPHAEL 

Okay well, I better go. I got a treat waiting for me at home. 

HUSSEIN 

Alright, see you, brother. 

FADE OUT. 

 

 

 



 

ACT SEVEN 

FADE IN. 

INT. HOUSE 

Raphael walks into the living room, seemingly rather crazed. He licks his lips and undoes the tie that sits around his 
shirt after taking off his suit jacket. Upon noticing Susie, however, he stops in his spot and growls out of disgust. 

Susie (late twenties) is splattered all over the sofa and is clothed in trackie pants and an oversized jumper. She’s 
cosied up under her blanket and is snacking on some chips. On the TV screen, Stranger Things is playing.  

RAPHAEL 

What the fuck? 

SUSIE 

Hm? 

Susie looks up at him and rolls her eyes, doing a slight sigh upon realising his demeanour.  

RAPHAEL 

Are you a woman or are you a pig? Jesus. 

SUSIE 

Don’t be rude. It’s my day off. 

RAPHAEL 

I work to put a roof on top of us, and I get rewarded with this? 

SUSIE 

What reward do you want? Dinner is on the table already, if that’s your request. I ordered us some pizza.  

RAPHAEL 

You’re such a lazy bitch. Lucky I’m not hungry yet, but later you better fucking make me a proper dinner. 

Raphael walks toward her and grabs her hoodie at the chest, lifting her up so that she’s standing upright in front of 
him. He glares her up and down, and shakes his head. Susie shivers a little bit but she seems too ignorant to care. 

RAPHAEL 

Go get changed. Wear the red dress I bought you the other night and put on some heels. I don’t let you live here 
without playing your role as a woman. 

SUSIE 

No. 

RAPHAEL 

What did you say? 



SUSIE 

I said no. 

Raphael slaps her across the face and points down the corridor.  

RAPHAEL 

Go.  

Susie stares at him before she walks off the frame and goes to her room, while she’s out of frame. Raphael lights 
up candles and strokes his crotch. She comes out eventually with the dress, knowing the night won’t stop until she 
listens to him and stands by the doorway, stroking her arm and looking down.  

SUSIE 

Why do you make me do this? You have your secretary. 

RAPHAEL 

Shut up. You’re both women and women have no purpose but to please us, men.  

SUSIE 

That’s bullshit. 

Raphael walks up to her and forces kisses on her neck, with his hand around her waist. 

RAPHAEL 

Don’t disobey me, bitch. 

He forces himself onto her and then grabs her hair, leading her to the bedroom. The camera stays in the living 
room but we can hear noises of Susie’s displeasure and screams, asking him to stop and that he’s hurting her. But 
he just ignores her.  

ACT SEVEN. SCENE TWO. 

FADE IN. 

INT. BEDROOM 

Susie is on her dressing table and she is severely bruised on her cheeks and her arms too. The camera 
captures her putting on makeup to hide her bruises. She gets out of the red dress and into denim jeans and 
an oversized tee. 

Mess with the transition so to show darkness turned to light. 

The camera looks at Susie with a fake smile planted on her face, her eyes are a little wide and she puts 
lipstick on. Afterwards, we see her scribbling on the mirror with it. She gets up and leaves the room, the 
camera pans onto the mirror and reads out the lipstick writing, ‘HELP’. 

FADE OUT. 

 

 



 

ACT EIGHT 

FADE IN. 

INT. GROCERY STORE 

Susie walks down the grocery aisle while she’s pushing a shopping trolley. 

She stops at the pregnancy section and stares at it for a few seconds, reaching out for it and she’s about to 
put it in her trolley when she hears a voice.  

FIONA 

(softly) Susie? 

SUSIE 

(abruptly looks around) Shit, Fiona, you scared me. 

FIONA 

He did it again, didn’t he? 

Susie stays silent, pulls down the sleeve on her shirt to hide the scars of his forceful hands.  

FIONA 

Susie. 

SUSIE 

He loves me. 

FIONA 

I know he does, he just doesn’t show it right. 

SUSIE 

It’s okay. I’m okay. 

Susie finally notices her shopping cart and sees the huge pile of beers inside hers and frowns at her, even as Fiona 
tries to divert the conversation.  

SUSIE 

Mike isn’t doing any better, is he? 

FIONA 

I love him. I’m not giving up on him. 

SUSIE 

It’s hard. 

FIONA 



It is. 

Fiona’s phone rings and it’s Mike asking her to get him some chips while she’s there. Susie stands there, not 
knowing if she should stay or go, and upon noticing Susie’s discomfort, Fiona rushes the conversation to an end.  

FIONA 

Sorry. He doesn’t get happy when I don’t- 

SUSIE 

-Pick up the phone. I know, it’s okay. 

FIONA 

(laughs) I have to go now but let’s have lunch together, some time. Like this Friday? 

SUSIE 

Sure, I’d love that.  

FIONA 

Susie? 

SUSIE 

Hm? 

FIONA 

I’m always here for you if you need me. A listening ear. We need to have each other’s backs.  

SUSIE 

Thank you. I’m here for you too. 

Fiona puts on a genuine smile and nods at her, walking away. 

FIONA 

You look after yourself until I see you next. 

FADE OUT. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

ON A BLACK SCREEN (with voiceover): 

TELL SOMEONE. 

DOMESTIC ABUSE COMES IN MANY FORMS. 

FINANCIAL. 

PHYSICAL. 

PSYCHOLOGICAL. 

SEXUAL. 

IN AUSTRLIA, ON AVERAGE, ONE WOMAN IS KILLED A WEEK BY A CURRENT OR FORMER PARTNER.  

BUT BOTH WOMEN AND MEN ARE VICTIMS. 

IF SOMEONE YOU KNOW IS SHOWING SIGNS, 

LEND AN EAR. 

BELIEVE THEM. 

FIND LEGAL ASSISTANCE. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

❏ DOMESTIC ABUSE VIOLENCE RESOURCE CENTRE VICTORIA 
❏ WOMEN’S LEGAL SERVICES 
❏ DV WORK AWARE (FOR CULTURAL AND LINGUISTICALLY DIVERSE COMMUNITIES) 
❏ THE NATIONAL FAMILY VIOLENCE PREVENTION LEGAL SERVICES 

 

 

 

 

 


