
You promised me never again.  

An exhalation, words barely above a whisper. Eyes red, tears clinging to black lashes. 

I know babe, I know. It was an accident. I didn’t mean to. I just, I miss her so much.   

It’s always an accident, there is always an excuse, a reason to deny responsibility. First it was that 

‘bitch at work’. Then it was the stress of my ‘cunt of a boss’. Then it was alcohol. Today it is grief.  

Look at my face Josh. Look. At. My. Face.  

The mirror reflects the pain, the cuts, the swelling, the blotchy skin, lips puffing, skin cracked and 

bleeding. She can see his face behind her, the presence looming, a crawling sensation up the spine, 

the chill of the condemned at the nape of her neck.  

It will be fine, it will heal. Just stick a plaster on it and we will be good to go.  

A plaster.  

A plaster won’t cover shit.  

Fingers grip the skirt of the dress, fabric bunching in her hands. She’d been looking forward to the 

night. He told her there was a surprise, that he’d gone all out for 

Valentine’s Day babe. Don’t be like this.  

Be like what? Be broken and battered, the face finally showing the rest of the world what monster 

lurks beneath his mask.  

I can’t go out like this Josh. What do I say?  

She wants to tell him what he is, she wants to rush out of the door, run onto the street in bare feet 

and scream to the heaven’s, scream to a God who never listens that she has done no wrong.  

Just say you tripped and fell down the stairs.  

How many times has she fallen down the stairs this year? 7? 8? The numbers mean nothing 

anymore, they are just numbers. No one else cares so why should she?  

I need to go to the hospital. I think my cheek is broken.  

A shake of the head, one hand gripping her shoulder, the other grabbing her hair and twisting the 

strands around his hand.  

No hospital. You don’t need the hospital. Strain on the NHS aren’t you. There’s nothing wrong with 

you babe. All in your head aint it? 

Silence. A flutter in the chest, the pulse of heartbeat in the ears. A breath.  

Look. At. My. Face.  

Crack.  

A cry torn from bleeding lips as her face hits the mirror, the smell of his breath hot at her ear as he 

leans in.  

I said it’s all in your head, aint it? 



There is no other answer to give. Not without the addition of a broken leg, a fractured arm.  

It’s. All. In. Your. Head. Aint. It? 

Words are a hiss and tears begin to drip, sliding down her face, the salt stinging.  

Yes.  

Self-preservation. Yes, means she’ll make it through another night.  He withdraws, her breath mists 

the glass. 

We’ll get you fixed one day. Now come on, it’s Valentine’s Day.  


