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VILLAINEX by PAULA BRETT 

Script Extract 

 

A dark stage – whisps of haze, and shifting shadows. 

 

CYRUS: 

Turn the page. The spine will creak, 

The smell of dust and dreamland seek 

Those memories of cosy nights 

And shadows thrown from bedside lights. 

 

This is where you had to choose 

From fetid lairs and egos bruised 

To saving kingdoms with a smile 

Hello, you. It’s been a while. 

 

Our story starts in its fruition  

With some unhealthy competition.  

Great kings and ancient monarchies 



© VILLAINEX – Paula Brett 2022 

Sought soothe for their anxieties 

 

A part time Hero’s not enough 

To deal with all this Evil stuff 

A full time Hero’s what you need 

To beef up your security. 

 

And so the tournaments began, 

From guy next door to right hand man 

Mere mortals fighting for a place  

Among those blessed with royal grace 

 

Raised from the realm of the mundane 

Wanting to keep all that they’d gained 

They built their hero dynasties 

And kept it in the families 

 

Of course there were substantial perks 

For reasonably dangerous work 
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Riches, Wealth and social standing 

Exchanged for Wicked-Villain handling 

 

Thing is… life’s not that exciting 

It’s rare to get a villain sighting 

And when you do, it’s not much more 

Than insults to the palace decor  

 

To prove their goodly aptitude 

Heroes found reasons to exclude 

The error margins daily tightened 

Laws of Being slowly heightened 

 

There’s safety in conformity 

And calm in uniformity 

Most turned their coloured lives to Grey 

And those who didn’t slunk away. 

 

A villain’s life is not too manic 
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In an age of moral panic 

No need for fire and brimstone hurled 

Just show up and they’ll clutch their pearls.  

 

So welcome, wanderers, here we find 

Our hero’s child is in a bind. 

And may you now, as you did then, 

Find yourself somewhere here, again. 

 

 

SC 1 

 

 

BRIGHT, WHITE LIGHT FLOODS THE STAGE. ANGELIC 

MUSIC. 

X ENTERS IN A LONG WHITE ROBE.  

THEY WALK DOWNSTAGE AND KNEEL.  
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A BOOMING VOICE DELIVERS THE COMMANDMENTS, 

AND X RESPONDS. 

 

VO I must be humble 

X: I must be humble 

 

VO I must be graceful 

X: I must be graceful 

 

VO I must cultivate inner and outer strength 

X: I must cultivate inner and outer strength 

 

VO I must honour my elders 

X: I must honour my elders 

 

VO I must obey my husband 

X: I must obey my husband 

 

VO I must augment the line of heroes 
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X: I must augment the line of heroes 

 

VO I must smile 

X: I must smile 

 

VO I must condemn evil 

X: I must condemn evil 

 

VO I must trust in the greater power 

X: I must trust in the greater power 

 

VO I must remember a Hero’s worth lies solely in the 

quality of their service to others. 

X: I must remember a Hero’s worth lies solely in the 

quality of their service to others. 

 

X TURNS TO WALK UPSTAGE – THEIR ROBE IS TUCKED 

INTO THEIR PANTS. 
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THEY NOTICE, AND RUN BACK 

 

X: There’s nothing in there about sneaking into the 

broom cupboard with the laundry girl, but…here we 

are. 

My husband arrived today. To be. Husband to be. My 

parents picked him. He’s come to formally ask for my 

hand in marriage. If only he knew where my hand has 

just been. 

 

THEY TURN AND WALK UPSTAGE AGAIN, THEN COME 

BACK 

 

X: I think I’d be content if I could just freeze time. For a 

little while. Exist outside of it all. To hear 

the…nothingness – nothing coming up, nothing to do, 

no one to be. I’d stand naked on the roof and scream. 

Scream it all out. Just for one night – get it all out of my 

system, set aside a few hours to… say whatever I want 
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to say while strutting about in fancy trousers. I’d take 

Pax up there too. But then.. I’d never leave. 

 

He’s not bad. He’s a Hero! He deserves someone good. 

It’s my place to be good. But then – Pax deserves 

better than a broom cupboard. No matter what 

anyone says. She deserves better than me, whispering 

to her in shadowy corners, in case anyone should hear. 

 

Not that it will matter. This time tomorrow, I’ll be… 

 

SOUNDS OF A COMMOTION FROM OUTSIDE. THERE IS 

A GREAT RUSH OF FLAME – CRIES OF “VILLAINY!”  

 

X RUSHES TO THE WINDOW. 

 

X: I cannot begin to imagine the deep rooted self 

confidence it must take to rock up anywhere on a 
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dragon. She wears the trousers. And the embossed 

bodice. Is that an undercut? 

 

THE FOLLOWING SCENE IS HEARD IN VO, AND 

PORTRAYED IN PUPPETRY.  

 

HERO DAD: BEGONE FOUL BEAST. 

 

VILLAIN: Dear me, someone’s got their extremely beige 

ceremonial robes in a twist. Calm yourself, darling, I’m 

here to wish my brother a happy birthday 

 

HERO DAD: And taint his innocence with your 

wretchedness? 

 

VILLAIN: What’s the problem? Scared he might learn to 

accessorise? 
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EXCLAMATIONS OF SHOCK AND DISDAIN FROM THE 

CROWD. 

 

HERO DAD: How dare you.   

 

VILLAIN: I haven’t dared anything. And I won’t. I’m not 

here for a common brawl. 

 

HERO DAD: To slay you would be the highest honour I 

could achieve. 

 

VILLAIN: Charming. 

 

The CROWD INCREASE THEIR SHOUTING.  

 

VILLAIN: Stop your squealing! Let me pass. I mean no 

harm. 
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HERO: You rot this land with your very presence! Get 

out! 

 

Pandemonium breaks out. Sounds of an attack, and 

retaliation, from outside. In the commotion, a piece of 

paper floats in through the window. X reads. The 

following is heard VO, ad style. 

 

Villain ad 

 

Coming to a dark and sinister forest near you this 

autumn, the Council for the Undertaking of National 

Treachery presents, 

The 6 hundred and 66th Emerging Villains International 

Linkup!  

Are you a recently hatched supervillain? 

Looking to meet fellow malefactors for collaboration, 

community and cocktails? 
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Come on down to L.A.I.R, All Hallows’ Eve at the stroke 

of midnight. 

 

All villains must wear suitable attire, and be prepared 

to present their bespoke Villain Song. No entry without 

a minion.  

 

 

Underscore – urgent, pulsating. X realises – it’s now or 

never. They tear off their robes and wimple – revealing 

trousers and cropped hair. They throw some things into 

a sack. 

 

 

X: A good girl wouldn’t do this. 

I must not be a good girl. 

 

LOW, SHIFTING LIGHTING, RUMBLES OF THE 

PANDEMONIUM OUTSIDE. 
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THE LAUNDRY ROOM 

 

CYRUS VO: 

 

Added up, it’s quite a lot -  

The price of staying put to rot. 

Almost offset, you’ll always find 

By what you pay to leave behind 

 

X: Pax? Pax! 

 

If only breaking free would look  

More like it did in storybooks 

Not leave behind an inky Shame 

To blot the lips that call your name 

 

THEY CAN’T FIND THE PERSON THEY’RE LOOKING FOR. 

TIME IS RUNNING OUT. THEY THROW CLOTHES FROM 
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A LAUNDRY BASKET INTO A BAG. They pick up a robe, 

tear it in two, and leave it for PAX to find. 

 

A BOOM. THEY FLEE. 

MUSIC RAISES IN INTESNITY 

 

 

 

 


