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INT. KITCHEN - DAY

MEGAN absently stirs a cup of tea. She’s clearly tired, 
rundown.

Her boyfriend SAM comes up behind her, making her jump as he 
hugs her tightly round the waist. Too tightly.

He kisses her hard on the cheek. Megan focuses on finishing 
the tea she’s made.

SAM:
Let’s go upstairs.

MEGAN:
Just made these.

She passes him his cuppa. An uncomfortable moment passes, 
before he eventually releases her, taking the cup.

She goes to sit at the kitchen table. Sam follows, annoyed by 
her dismissal. 

Megan cradles her cup tightly, not taking her eyes of it. 
Anything not to look at him.

Sam gulps his tea, glaring at her.

SAM:
This is wank. You put sugar in?

Megan nods weakly.

MEGAN:
Mhm. Yeh...

SAM:
S’up with you anyway? 

MEGAN:
Not been sleeping very well.

A beat.

Sam loudly pulls out a chair, taking a seat opposite her.

SAM:
Is there someone else?

MEGAN:
What? 
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SAM:
Your phone. 

(he mocks her texting)
Always texting away.

MEGAN:
You know it’s my Mum.

SAM:
Spreading lies about me no doubt. 
So come on then. Why so miserable?

MEGAN:
I’m just tired Sam.

SAM:
You’re always fucking tired. I 
dunno - why not try making an 
effort? If you look like shit 
you’ll feel like shit.

He gulps his tea, before changing his tone very quickly...

SAM: (CONT'D)
I’ve been thinking. Why don’t we go 
out? Nice dinner. Wine. Come back 
‘ere. Dress like a woman for once 
ey?

He laughs smugly at his shit joke.

MEGAN:
We can’t afford it.

(carefully)
You never told me. How your 
interview went.

He didn’t get the job. How dare she even ask? 

SAM:
Fuck me, man! Do you 
ever...just...badgerin’ me - on and 
on and on and onnnnn. Like a 
fucking parrot.

MEGAN:
What if I go back to work? Take the 
pressure off.

SAM:
No chance.

MEGAN:
I can bring some money-
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Sam smashes his cup on the floor.

SAM:
It’s not fucking happening Meg! So 
drop it!

(beat.)
What about your Dad’s pot?

MEGAN:
It’s for emergencies. There’s 
barely-

SAM:
He’s dead for fuck sake. What will 
he care.

(beat.)
I’m gonna run us a bath.

He gets up to go upstairs.

MEGAN:
I’ll have one later. Might try and 
get me head down.

Sam comes over to her. 

SAM:
(softly)

I’m gonna run us a bath. 

He kisses her, before disappearing upstairs.

END.
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