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	EPISODE 1 
	LOCATION.

	1.
	SOMEONE KNOCKS ON THE DOOR AND AALIYAH RUNS TO ANSWER IT.
	INT. AALIYAH’S APARTMENT ENTRANCE.

	2.
	AALIYAH WELCOMES KENDRA INTO HER HOME AND PREPARES THEM A DRINK, WHILST THE TWO OF THEM CHATTER.
	INT. AALIYAH’S APARTMENT ENTRANCE.

	3.
	NATE ARRIVES HOME FROM WORK. SHE KISSES AALIYAH, QUICKLY GREETS KENDRA AND THEN MOVES TO THE BEDROOM.
	INT. AALIYAH’S APARTMENT ENTRANCE.

	4.
	NATE COMES OUT IN DIFFERENT CLOTHES AND FORMALLY INTRODUCES HERSELF TO KENDRA, AND THE THREE BEGIN TO CHAT. 
	INT. AALIYAH’S APARTMENT LIVING ROOM. 

	5.
	THE DOORBELL RINGS. AALIYAH ANSWERS THE DOOR.
	INT. AALIYAH’S APARTMENT ENTRANCE.

	6.
	ELOISE LOUDLY ENTERS THE APARTMENT, HANDING AALIYAH HER COAT AND WALKS TO THE SOFA.
	INT. AALIYAH’S APARTMENT LIVING ROOM.

	7.
	ELOISE DEMANDS A DRINK AND TURNS UP THE TELEVISION.
	INT. AALIYAH’S APARTMENT LIVING ROOM

	8.
	NATE AND ELOISE HAVE A DISAGREEMENT 
	INT. AALIYAH’S APARTMENT LIVING ROOM

	9.
	ELOISE CHANGES THE SUBJECT: THE AWARD SHOW STARTS. 
	INT. AALIYAH’S APARTMENT LIVING ROOM.

	10.
	AS THE PRESENTER WELCOMES AND DETAILS EACH CELEBRITY, KENDRA AND AALIYAH TAKE NOTES AND ELOISE NARRATES HER THOUGHTS. 
	INT. AALIYAH’S APARTMENT LIVING ROOM.

	11.
	TENSION BUBBLE UP AGAIN, BETWEEN NATE AND ELOISE.
	INT. AALIYAH’S APARTMENT LIVING ROOM.

	12.
	ELOISE’S PHONE RINGS AND SHE LOUDLY ANSWERS IT. 
	INT. AALIYAH’S APARTMENT LIVING ROOM.

	13.
	NATE LOUDLY DISAPPROVES OF ELOISE’S BEHAVIOUR.
	INT. AALIYAH’S APARTMENT LIVING ROOM.

	14.
	AALIYAH TRIES TO CALM NATE DOWN WHILST ELOISE CONTINUES TO TALK LOUDLY ON THE PHONE.
	INT. AALIYAH’S APARTMENT LIVING ROOM.

	15.
	THE ELOISE ENDS THE CALL QUICKLY AND HURRIES BACK TO HER SPOT ON THE COUCH.
	INT. AALIYAH’S APARTMENT LIVING ROOM.

	16.
	THE GROUP CONTINUES TO WATCH THE AWARD SHOW.
	INT. AALIYAH’S APARTMENT LIVING ROOM.

	17.
	THERE IS A KNOCK AT THE DOOR.
	INT. AALIYAH’S APARTMENT LIVING ROOM.

	18.
	NATE ANSWERS THE DOOR, AND IMMEDIATELY SLAMS IT SHUT.

	INT. AALIYAH’S APARTMENT ENTRANCE.

	19.
	ELOISE WITHDRAWS INTO HERSELF.
	INT. AALIYAH’S APARTMENT LIVING ROOM.

	20
	ELOISE GETS UP FROM THE SOFA, WALKS TO NATE AND THE FRONT DOOR AND BEGINS TO ARGUE WITH HER AGAIN.
	INT. AALIYAH’S APARTMENT ENTRANCE.

	21.
	AALIYAH DEFENDS NATE AND QUESTIONS ELOISE.
	INT. AALIYAH’S APARTMENT LIVING ROOM.

	22. 
	NATE WALKS AND POINTS TO A PATCH OF MISCOLOURED CARPET IN THE CENTRE OF THE LIVING ROOM AREA.
	INT. AALIYAH’S APARTMENT LIVING ROOM.

	23.
	ELOISE QUICKLY OPENS THE DOOR AND LETS MAX INTO THE FLAT.
	INT. AALIYAH’S APARTMENT ENTRANCE.

	24.
	ELOISE HUGS MAX AND KISSES HIM ON THE CHEEK, BEFORE RECOILING DUE TO HIS WETNESS.
	INT. AALIYAH’S APARTMENT ENTRANCE.

	25.
	NATE AND MAX ARGUE.
	INT. AALIYAH’S APARTMENT ENTRANCE.

	26.
	ELOISE TRIES TO DEFEND MAX AND HERSELF
	INT. AALIYAH’S APARTMENT ENTRANCE.

	27.
	AALIYAH GETS UP FROM THE SOFA AND JOINS THE ARGUMENT.
	INT. AALIYAH’S APARTMENT ENTRANCE.

	28.
	KENDRA SPOTS THE BROADCAST ALERT ON THE TELEVISION.
	INT. AALIYAH’S APARTMENT LIVING ROOM.

	29.
	NATE, MAX, ELOISE AND AALIYAH CONTINUE ARGUING
	INT. AALIYAH’S APARTMENT ENTRANCE.

	30.
	KENDRA SHOUTS TO GET EVERYONE’S ATTENTION.
	INT. AALIYAH’S APARTMENT LIVING ROOM.

	31.
	NATE, MAX, ELOISE AND AALIYAH MOVES TOWARDS THE BACK OF THE SOFA, READING THE TELEVISION.
	INT. AALIYAH’S APARTMENT LIVING ROOM.

	32.
	A SIREN BLARES OUT THRICE, SURPRISING AND DEAFENING EVERYONE.
	INT. AALIYAH’S APARTMENT LIVING ROOM.

	33.
	THE BROADCAST BEGINS.
	INT. AALIYAH’S APARTMENT LIVING ROOM.
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Episode 1 of “That time the world went to shit”.


FADE IN:

INT. AALIYAH’S FLAT - EVENING.

A compact and flamboyantly decorated flat. Led lights in coloured paper lanterns are hung across the ceiling, causing multi-coloured lighting. Windows are closed and curtains and blinds are closed.

AALIYAH (O.S.)

I’m coming! Gimme a second!

AALIYAH emerges out of the bedroom, smoothing down the bottom of her skirt. She is a 27-year-old, black English female, dressing in a deep orange cocktail dress with her dreads in headwrap. She checks herself in the mirror by the door, flicking her hair out of her face and then opens the door.

AALIYAH

Kenny! I’m so glad you decided to come!

KENDRA
(anxiously)
Yeah, me too…

AALIYAH opens the door wide and welcomes KENDRA in.

AALIYAH
(enthusiastically)

Come in, come in! Let me take your coat.

AALIYAH helps KENDRA out of the wet coat, and waves a hand towards the empty sofa, whilst she hangs the coat on a hook behind the door. Underneath the coat, KENDRA is wearing a pair of brown leather trousers and a black cop top and black, patterned fleece jacket. KENDRA follows the gesture and takes a sit on the edge of the couch, crossing their arms and looking about the flat.

KENDRA
(slightly confused)
Where’s everyone else?

AALIYAH

Oh, my partner shouldn’t be too long now. One of her co-workers called in sick so she was asked to work until they could find cover.
2

(MORE)
AALIYAH (CONT'D)
(beat)
And fuck knows when El will get here. She’ll be here before eight though, she wouldn’t miss the red-carpet walkthrough! It's only a small get-together.

AALIYAH walks to the middle of the living space, opening her arms out and shaking her hands with a broad smile.

AALIYAH

But welcome to my flat! Can I get you a drink?

KENDRA

Sure.

AALIYAH
(laughs)
Well, what do you want?

KENDRA
Oh, erm.
(they pause)
Water’s fine.

AALIYAH
Girl, you can’t be at an awards watch party, drinking water!

AALIYAH walks past KENDRA to the kitchen counter that is almost completely covered in bottles of varying amounts of clear and coloured liquids.

AALIYAH

We’ve got…

AALIYAH tilts each bottle back as she reads the label.

AALIYAH (CONT’D)

Gin, or vodka, or rum. Though if you do want some rum, I’d get some now because that’ll be gone as soon as Nate comes through that door.

KENDRA

Gin’s fine.

AALIYAH

Mixer? Or are you a “on the rocks” kind of girl?

KENDRA

Oh, no. Tonic, if you have to.

AALIYAH

Oh, ok. Nate will like you then. I’d call her a snob for spirits but she’s a bartender so I suppose it comes with the territory.

AALIYAH brings the drink and a coaster to KENDRA and places them on the coffee table in front of them. The sound of a key entering the lock can be heard.

AALIYAH

Speaking of the devil, this should be her now...

The door opens and Nate enters the flat. She is dressed in an unzipped, dripping wet, black puffer jacket, a white shirt and black suit pants. She is slightly out of breath and weary from her shift. She begins to busy herself with hanging her coat up.

AALIYAH

Welcome home, babe! Good shift?

NATE
(mumbling)
At least it's over...

AALIYAH notices something in NATE, and moves to her and plants a innocent kiss on her cheek. NATE flashes her a sweet grin.

AALIYAH

Kenny's here, by the way!

AALIYAH gestures to their guest, anxiously sitting on their couch and attempting to make themselves as small as possible.

NATE
(slightly flustered)
Already?

NATE leans around AALIYAH, catching KENDRA's eye and waves.

NATE
Shit, sorry Kenny. I'm so used to Eloise's dreadful sense of time that I didn't expect you to be here for another 20 minutes.

NATE takes some keys, a wallet and a phone, out their back pockets and chucks them onto the table by the front door.

NATE
Gimme like 10 minutes to get out these drenched clothes, and then I'll be right with you.

NATE hurries through the doorframe by the front door, leading to the bedroom. (beat) AALIYAH stares after NATE for a moment, arms folded. NATE reverses out the bedroom, smiles lovingly at AALIYAH and kisses her on the lips, before running back into the bedroom once more. AALIYAH softens, unfolds arms, and joins KENDRA on the couch.

AALIYAH
(giggling)
I'm so glad you decided to come,
Ken!
(face drops)
Why did you decide to come?

KENDRA
(nervous laugh)

Well, you've always used nice in passing. And watching these things is always better with people.
(smirking admittedly)
And I wouldn't mind seeing more of how your artistic eye works. 'Cause clearly, you're done well, professionally and aesthetically.

AALIYAH makes a face to hold back a tear, before enthusiastically hugging KENDRA. She looks shocked but laughs it off and returns the hug.

AALIYAH
(slightly sniffing)
The feeling's mutual!

The two of them separate, and AALIYAH wipes a tear from her own cheek.

AALIYAH
(giggling)
Ooh, girl, I need a drink.

They continue giggling as AALIYAH gets up and approached the bar, grabbing for the vodka bottle. She pours some of the clear liquid into a tumbler, replaces the bottle and then pulls a big bottle of lemonade out from under the counter.

AALIYAH
(bringing a finger to her lips)
Don't mention this to NATE!

AALIYAH points at the lemonade and then puts her finger to her lips. NATE reappears from the bedroom, now dressed in a pair of black suit trousers, a black and white floral-patterned shirt and white trainers.

NATE

Don't mention what to me?

AALIYAH, surprised by NATE's sudden reappearance, fumbles with the bottle of lemonade, spilling some of it, before hurrying to put it away.

AALIYAH
(flustered)
Oh, er, nothing!
(moves back to the couch
and feints innocence)
I was, er, just telling Kenny how stressful work has been recently!

KENDRA quickly nods in agreement, turning round to face NATE

KENDRA
(too enthusiastically)
Oh, yeah. So your bar's been
stressful lately?

NATE waves a hand at the conversation and walks over to the chair in the living room area, and collapses into it.

NATE
(sighs)

Ah yeah. The usual. A new manager comes in and believes that a complete change around is just what the bar needs!

AALIYAH walks back to the counter as NATE talks, collecting two cold, rock-like cubes from the freezer and placing them in a glass tumbler and pouring rum in. She then brings it to NATE and sits on her chair's arm.

NATE (CONT'D)

And the bar has been doing fine! Hell, we'd been doing fucking great before he came in.
(sips drink)

But, no. He's gotta come in and put his stamp on the place, and make everyone other fucker's life miserable. Fucking knob.

AALIYAH giggles and sips her drink, sliding an arm around NATE. NATE looks at her and then at KENDRA, then puts her hands up in surrender and leans forward.

NATE
Sorry, sorry. I haven't even
properly introduced myself.

NATE extends her hand at towards KENDRA.

NATE
(smirks)

I'm Nate! I'm sure Al has told you enough about me, and none of it's true.

KENDRA chuckles before shaking her hand.

KENDRA
Kendra. And don't worry, you're not the
only one experiencing a manager
that needs to prove themselves.

NATE

Oh god, is Tim giving you shit too?

KENDRA lets out a genuine laugh and points at NATE, confirming.

NATE (CONT'D)

Al used to rant about that knob every day after work, for about a month when she moved to his department.

AALIYAH
(waves her hand towards
KENDRA)
I was telling them!

NATE
(shrugging)

So, take it as a compliment. Al talks highly of your work and always talks about your outfit, so the knobs probably just intimidated.
(wraps an arm around
AALIYAH waist)
That's what I told her. Mainly, cause I don't know shit about fashion.

AALIYAH
(stifling a laugh)
Clearly.

NATE shoots AALIYAH a funny look, just as the doorbell rings. AALIYAH places her tumbler on the coffee table and goes to the door, pretending to run away from NATE,

KENDRA

Hey, if it’s not your thing, it’s not your thing. Some people dress for comfortability, and some people mix their vodka with lemonade.

KENDRA grins and gestures over their shoulder at AALIYAH before taking a sip of their own drink. NATE looks jokingly furious, reaches for AALIYAH's abandoned drink and sniffs.

NATE
(blank faced)

The betrayal... And I sleep next to that woman.
(looks to the floor and
shakes her head.)

KENDRA opens the door, and ELOISE is standing there. ELOISE is a 28-year-old, English female, with long blonde hair in an up-do that is completely dry. She is wearing vibrant clothing and a heavy, wet, fur coat, and holding a dripping umbrella.

ELOISE
(grinning and littering
her hand)
Sup, bitches!

KENDRA turns to observe the newcomer, whilst NATE signs deeply and sips her drink. ELOISE walks past AALIYAH, disrobing the heavy fur coat from her shoulders and pressing it into AALIYAH. AALIYAH recoils slightly from the wetness of the coat, choosing to hang it on the side of a nearby bookshelf rather than with the rest of the coats on a stand. The coat is so cumbersome that AALIYAH struggles to hang it up.

ELOISE
(confused)

You don't even have the television on? Come on guys, we're less than two minutes from carpet!

ELOISE hurries to the sofa and plops herself down next to KENDRA, grabbing the remote off the coffee table and pointing and pressing a button at the television. (beat) ELOISE slowly turns her head to KENDRA.

ELOISE
(squinting at Kendra)
Who are you?

KENDRA
(chuckling and offering
their hand)
I'm Kendra, but I pref-

ELOISE gets distracted by the television and turns her head, when the screen changes.

ELOISE
(loudly and cutting off
KENDRA)
Oh, never mind! It's starting!

ELOISE turns up the volume to max as grand music begins to play out of the television. KENDRA places their drink on the coffee table and removes a small notepad and a pen from their bag. AALIYAH finally manages to hang the fur coat, and walks to the kitchen counter, grabbing a towel to dry her now-wet hands.

ELOISE
(shouting over the now-
blaring television)
Al, grab me a vodka coke.

AALIYAH immediately begins preparing the drink. NATE snatches the remote off ELOISE and lows the volume to a bearable volume.

NATE
(coldly)

You know where everything's kept, Eloise. Don't come into our home and start ordering Al about.

	ELOISE squints at NATE,
	before AALIYAH
	comes between them

	and placing
	ELOISE's drink down
	on the
	coffee table in front

	of her, and
	a placing a
	hand on
	NATE's
	shoulder.



AALIYAH
(overly pleasant, to
diffuse the situation)
It's fine, babe, really. I was by the drinks anyway.

NATE
(sternly)
That's not the point, it's the
prin-

ELOISE
(loudly and cutting off
NATE)
Oh! Here we go!

NATE gives ELOISE an extended, annoyed look before reclining into the armchair. The grand music fades, and is replaced with inaudible chatter and continuous camera lens clicks. KENDRA and ELOISE lean forward, clearly focusing. AALIYAH sits down next to ELOISE and withdraws a tattered and bulging note book and a pen from a drawer in the coffee table and then leans in too.

PRESENTER (V.O.)
(distorted)
Salutations and merriments!
(beat)
Giovanni Adamoli, at your service! Presenting from the humble stands at the lustrous Clark Street. The crimson has adorned the way and fame is ready to march!

ELOISE
(in awe)

God, I'd do anything to be on that red carpet.

PRESENTER (V.O.)

And who else to head the delectable stampede, but the Head Director of the collection herself! Ms. Bella Autrip.

Raucous applaud is heard from the television.

AALIYAH
You gotta give it to her. For
eighty-something years old, she
still looks good.

ELOISE's face changes to a look of disagreement.

KENDRA
(jokingly)
Being morally grey is apparently
good for the body?

AALIYAH and KENDRA chuckle.

ELOISE
(bluntly)
No taking during the carpet.
(beat)
And she's 76, by the way.

NATE side-eyes ELOISE for an extended moment, before she sighs deeply, closing her eyes and then focusing back on he television.

PRESENTER (V.O.)
(overly polite)
Ms. Autrip, may the people have a
word?

ELOISE's phone rings, and Nate expresses dismay at another of her outbursts. ELOISE mutes the television and then answers her phone.

NATE
(exasperated)
You're joking, right?

ELOISE
(waving a hand in NATE's
direction)
Hi baby, you okay?

NATE
(frustrated)
Really? Really, Eloise? What
happened to
(puts her hands on her
hips and mimics ELOISE's
voice)
No talking during the carpet!

ELOISE gets up from the sofa and moves away, but only a step. AALIYAH calmly strokes NATE's arm soothingly, whilst her eyes never left the television. KENDRA also remains glued to the television throughout.

	AALIYAH
	
	ELOISE
	

	(calmly)
	I'm
	(confused)
	

	Babe, don't. (beat) Please.
	
	at Al's? (beat) You know,
	

	
	the
	annual red carpet party?
	



NATE
(still frustrated but now at AALIYAH)
Al! Don't let her walk over you.

	AALIYAH
	ELOISE

	(slowly and soothingly) 
Just let her go. 
(beat)
She's not bothering us.
	Babe, I told you. Look at the calendar, in the kitchen! The 13th!





NATE
(annoyed, to ELOISE)
El, take the phone call out.

ELOISE turns on the spot, pointing her back to NATE. NATE slams her hand onto the arms of her chair, frustrated, lifts herself up and goes to make herself another drink.

KENDRA
(eyes still glued to the
television screen, and
excitedly tapping
AALIYAH's leg)
Oh, here she comes!

KENDRA and AALIYAH lean in closer to the television, ready to take notes.

AALIYAH
(excitedly)
You can also rely on Priyanka to
really bring it to the runway!

Hearing the name, ELOISE snaps back around to the television.

ELOISE
(exasperatedly)
Yeah, yeah, yeah. Sure. Gotta go!

ELOISE runs round to the front of the sofa and haphazardly throws herself down, knocking both KENDRA and AALIYAH. NATE watches ELOISE, sighing deep and slowly shaking her head. She then sits back down in her chair.

AALIYAH
(in-awe)
She looks unbelievable!

KENDRA
The yellow of that lamé dress compliments her gorgeous skin so beautifully!

AALIYAH
I'd kill to get my hands on that fabric!

ELOISE
(confused)
Why is there no sound?

Everyone looks at ELOISE; innocent looks on KENDRA and AALIYAH's faces and an irritable look on NATE's.

AALIYAH picks up the remote that in front of ELOISE and unmutes the television.

PRESENTER (V.O.)

And there she goes, the star of every ball since she first blessed us with her presence back in 2016!

The audience is then shown the scene progressing from outside the building. The shot shows the situation through a window behind the television in AALIYAH's flat. The shot is partially obscured by the brickwork around the window, with the bricks being slightly battered and weathered but still holding.

The audience is then brought back inside the flat, with characters in different positions to show that some time has passed. KENDRA now sits on the edge of the sofa closest to NATE, who hasn't moved from her arm chair. AALIYAH is now sitting in the middle of the sofa, between KENDRA and ELOISE.

KENDRA
(lacklustre)
Why do cis-men always dress so
boring?

NATE
(jokingly)

What happened to "some people dress for comfortable"?

KENDRA shoots NATE a scrutinising look and smirks.

KENDRA

Point taken. But, surely, you'd put more effort into your outfit if you were attending an award show?

NATE

Depends.

KENDRA

On?

NATE
Well, who would I be attending
with?

KENDRA and AALIYAH look at NATE curiously. ELOISE remains glued to her phone, typing ferociously.

NATE

If I was there, alone, then I'd probably just make sure I had a nice, well-fitting, suit. I'm only representing myself and I think a suit does that best.

KENDRA

Fair.

NATE

But, if I was there with Al, say. Then, depends on how she's dressing. Cause, I wouldn't be just representing myself then, and I'd want to show out for Al's sake.

KENDRA makes a faux retching sound and chuckles. AALIYAH pouts and then leans over to NATE and kisses her on the cheek.

NATE

Unless she's pissed me off. Then, I'd arrive in an inflatable cow-costume!

KENDRA throws their head back and laughs loudly. AALIYAH looks sarcastically insulted and jokingly slaps NATE lightly on her knee.

NATE
(pretending to defend
against AALIYAH))
I'm joking, I'm joking!

AALIYAH

You better be!

There's a knock at the door. AALIYAH, KENDRA and NATE look towards the entrance to the flat, confused. ELOISE looks up from her phone for the first time, looking slightly embarrassed.

ELOISE
(muttering, confused)
Surely not?

AALIYAH begins to rise from the sofa, but NATE holds up a hand and gets up instead.

NATE

I got it.

AALIYAH
(mouthing, soundless)
Thank you!

NATE walks towards the door and answers it. (beat) Then he slams the door shut.

NATE

Absolutely not.

NATE crosses her arms and leans her back against the front door.

AALIYAH
(inquisitively)
Who was it?

NATE
(clearly angry)
I dunno, who is it, ELOISE?

AALIYAH and KENDRA turn to ELOISE, who is now blushing and getting uncomfortable.

ELOISE
(stuttering)
I... Er, I dunno...

NATE
So why then, is MAX standing
outside?

AALIYAH looks from ELOISE, to NATE, and then back to ELOISE.

KENDRA
(confused)
Sorry, who is MAX?

ELOISE
(frustrated and getting
up from the sofa)
My boyfriend. And I had no idea
that he was gonna come.

ELOISE moves from the sofa to in front of Nate.

NATE

Again. Why is MAX standing outside?

ELOISE
(now annoyed)

I don't know! I just told him I was here and...

NATE

And did you tell him that he wasn't welcome here anymore?

AALIYAH gets up from the sofa and walks between ELOISE and NATE, placing one hand on NATE's chest and another on ELOISE's shoulder. KENDRA remains on the sofa, awkwardly switching between watching the television and watching the argument behind them.

	AALIYAH
	ELOISE

	Babe, I’m sure El didn’t mean for him to come here.
	Why?



AALIYAH
(turning to ELOISE)
Really, El? Do we need to go
through the last time he was
invited round?

There is another few knocks at the door. NATE pulls the chain-lock across the door.

ELOISE
(frustrated)
Oh, come on!

NATE
No, El. You come on! You didn't
have to spend the rest of that
night, tidying the place up and
cleaning red wine and glass from
the carpet after you two stormed
off!

ELOISE
(shrugging)
Oh, come on! It wasn't that bad!

NATE pushes off the door and walks beside the sofa, where he points at the floor.

NATE
(very angry)
Yes, it really was!

ELOISE takes the opportunity to open the front door. MAX is standing there, wearing a green rugby jersey, dark blue jeans and black trainers. He is tall and wide.

MAX
(jokingly)

Fucking 'ell, it's almost like you didn't wanna let me in!

MAX chuckles to himself.

	ELOISE
	NATE

	(gleefully)
Baby!
	I didn’t.



ELOISE wraps herself round MAX and plants a big kiss on his cheek, before recoiling away from his wet form.

	ELOISE
	Sorry,
	NATE
	

	(disgusted)
	
	but we don't want a
	

	Ew, you're wet!
	repeat
	of last time.
	



MAX
(completely ignoring NATE and solely focused on ELOISE)
Obviously... Babe.

NATE shakes slightly with burning rage, before breathing deeply, and then claps, so loudly that everyone jumps and turns to him.

NATE
(seriously calm)
Max, you are not welcome.

MAX
(confused)
Wait, what? Why?

NATE
(still calmly)

Because you do not respect our home, and neither does Eloise when you're around.

ELOISE
(confused)
Oh, come off it, Nate.

ELOISE waves her right hand in NATE's direction, and accidentally knocks over the coat stand. (beat) ELOISE looks at the coats but remains where she is.

NATE
(slightly losing her cool)
My point exactly.

The television channel is remotely changed, to a bright red screen that causes the flat to be washed in crimson lighting. No one notices, until KENDRA turns her head back to the television.

KENDRA
(curious)
Er, guys?

NATE
(regaining her cool)
Max, Eloise. Please leave

	ELOISE
	MAX

	(flabbergasted)
You’ve gotta be joking, Nate!
	(upset)
What? I only just got here, man!






NATE

No, no. When you were invited tonight, Al made it clear that Max wasn't welcome.

KENDRA is still turning between the ominous red screen on the television and the brewing argument behind them.

KENDRA
(slightly louder than last time)
	Guys?
	
	

	ELOISE
	can't just kick
	MAX
	

	Yeah, but you
	
	(angry and to ELOISE)
	

	us out! We're
	guests!
	Wait, you knew?
	



AALIYAH
(defeatedly)
El. I didn't want it to get like
this!

ELOISE
(angry)
Oh, shut up with the boohoo
bullshit, Al!

NATE steps to ELOISE and in front of AALIYAH.

NATE
(trying to remain calm but clearly getting angry)
Oi. We gave you the reason. Now,
get out my fucking flat.

MAX pushes ELOISE out of the way and stands right in front of NATE.

MAX
(trying to intimidate
NATE)
Back off, bitch.

KENDRA
(shouting)
Guys!

AALIYAH, NATE, MAX and ELOISE turn to KENDRA, spotting the red screen on the television.



AALIYAH
(confused)
What happened?

KENDRA

I don't know. I just turned around and it had turned red with that message.

ELOISE moves from behind MAX and leans over the sofa, reading the television. NATE and MAX go back to squaring off.

ELOISE
(mumbling, reading off the television)

Please standby. Incoming emergency broadcast?

As ELOISE finishes reading, a loud siren blares out of the television three times. Everyone recoils, clamping hands over their ears.

MAX
(shouting over the siren)
Fucking 'ell.

The siren stops. The red screen changes, and the flat is back to normal lighting. A news channel's introduction music plays out before being quickly cut.

BROADCASTER
(serious)

Good evening, Britain. We're sorry to interrupt your evening, but we have been asked to provide an emergency announcement from Downing Street.

Everyone but MAX remains silent, eyes anxiously glued to the screen.

MAX
(curiously)
Oh, this might not be good.

NATE turns her head to MAX, a look of confusion on her face at his stupidity.

NATE
(sarcastically)
Oh! You don’t say?

NATE's head snaps back to the television, her face anxious again, as BROADCASTER continues talking.
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“That time the world went to shit” was written as a television series that would appear on Fridays, at 9pm, for six consecutive weeks. The series follows contemporary society and a different household each episode, chronicling the collapse of society and the start of an apocalypse. The script I created for this module is for the first episode and follows a small gathering of friends and coworkers to watch a fashion show, which is quickly interrupted to broadcast a global alert, stating that the natural disasters that have been occurring in the recent past are escalating further and the world is seemingly preparing to respond the upcoming apocalypse.
Whilst writing this portfolio piece, I set myself a creative intervention in order to further challenge my writing, as well as my current knowledge and understanding of the form of scripts. The challenge was to mix the genre aspects of both domestic television fiction and speculative fiction, to create an anthropological observation of contemporary times during the sudden subverting of the normal life and the public reaction to world devastation.
And within the following text, I will expand on the necessity of the intervention that I have set myself, evaluate the results that the intervention had on my writing and provide possible improvements for future attempts at this creative intervention.
Contemporary domestic fiction, also known as domestic realism or family fiction, is a genre of television that heavily features home and family life. Whilst it originally focused solely on the experiences of young, usually middle-class, white women, it has evolved in contemporary times to be less traditional, and to represent the current, broader variety of non-nuclear households. The creative intervention I intended to interactive was to combine this ‘quotidian drama’ with ‘high fantasy’ elements and an ‘apocalyptic’ narrative.
As my intentions were to produce a realistic observation of households before adding in the speculative fiction elements, I was inspired by the visual presentation of Gogglebox, an observational documentary that allows the audience to watch participants react to different television programs that were shown during the week leading up to that episode’s release[footnoteRef:1]. [1:  Brown. M. Channel 4: The History from Big Brother to The Great British Bake Off. (Bloomsbury UK, London, 2021) Pp. 111.] 

The entirety of the episode is a wide shot of a flat owned by one of the characters, Aaliyah. However, the script lacks an explanation for this because I do not have this knowledge and believe that my time was better spent on the script, the focus of the assignment, rather than understanding the necessary camera angles which would not appear in this form of script. I do believe, however, that I conveyed the concept of the wide shot observation style, however, through my use of including the audio cues and dialogue from the television but not including details about what appears on the screen. The only times that the audience can know what is happening on television are when characters comment on it[footnoteRef:2][footnoteRef:3] or when the audio would be heard by the audience explaining what is happening[footnoteRef:4].  [2:  Westley, T. Creative Portfolio. Pp. 14.]  [3:  Westley, T. Creative Portfolio. Pp. 23.]  [4:  Westley, T. Creative Portfolio. Pp. 13.] 

Though I do believe the piece achieves well what it was meant to depict, my overcompensation for the reality aspect of the series caused my creative portfolio to not be a strong example of a genre-mixing creative intervention. If I had begun the portfolio in media res at a later point of the episode, minutes before the broadcast occurs let’s say, I would have had a clearer depiction of the merging of reality and speculative fiction as the episode reached its halfway point.
Or heavily emphasising the foreshadowing of the broadcast alert through the heavy rain that each character that enters the flat has experienced, would have allowed for an earlier introduction of the fantastical elements known to the speculative fiction genre. This would have also allowed observant audience members to understand the episode’s general narrative direction at an earlier point. It would also offer a “replayability” to the audience, allowing them to rewatch the episode, and spot points that they’d previously missed on their initial watch.
For my creative portfolio for the module, HPEN6046, I created the start of a script of the first episode of a six-episode series. Whilst writing, I assigned myself the creative intervention of mixing two genres that are starkly different from one another in the aspects that define each genre, them being domestic fiction and speculative fiction. To reflect on the piece in its entirety retrospective, I did accurate simulate the genre of domestic fiction, creating a cast that representing contemporary British audiences and to produce scenes and interactions between characters that felt realistic to the audience. However, I focused too much on studying and replicating the domestic fiction aspects that the speculative fiction side of my creative intervention is hardly present in the portfolio. If I was to attempt this intervention again, I would be mindful that each genre is getting the research, representation and presentation needed to accurately portray the genre within my writing. Either through careful selection of when and where the text begins and ends, making sure that each genre is present in the text. Or through heavier interactions with foreshadowing, and using this technique to subtly hint, to more observant audiences, at the speculative elements that would follow, making the combination of the two genres more cohesive and more dramatic in its presentation. 
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