[bookmark: _Int_OVfPd5BH][bookmark: _Int_jRlcbyh3]The following scene takes belongs to the first episode of a TV show, and would be inserted around twenty minutes in. The anti-hero protagonist Catherine O’Donnell has recently been delivered the news that, due to her negligence and lack of thorough inspection, she is being sued by hundreds of people who’ve experienced rashes and lumps due to her company’s relatively untested new skincare product. Obsessed with wealth and power, Catherine panics and so reaches out to her ex-husband, Clint Brand, a media mogul and owner of the largest news station in the UK, for advice. The following scene takes place as Clint attempts to trick an unsuspecting Catherine into taking the case to trial rather than paying off the offered settlement, risking everything in a last-ditch attempt to save her own personal image. Little does Catherine know that Clint has been playing her and knowingly endeavours to get her to court in order to testify, ensuring her loss of the trial, in order to purchase stock of her company at its lowest value before news of his involvement in the case gets out. The scene consists mainly of a back-and-forth dialogue between the pair as they attempt to unravel one another’s mind games.





EXT. RESTAURANT – DAY

CLINT gorges himself on a ginormous pile of spaghetti, a bodyguard adjacent either side. CATHERINE takes a seat opposite him, but CLINT doesn't acknowledge her presence or even glance up from his oversized meal.

CATHERINE
(frantically)
How much did they tell you?

CLINT
(without looking up)
Enough.

CATHERINE
(agitated)
I came to you for details. Not one word fucking answers.

CLINT
(periodically raising his gaze)
It’s rude to interrupt a man while he eats Cathy.

CATHERINE
(slyly)
Then I must be the luckiest girl alive that no man sits afore me but a wild beast. Seriously CLINT look at yourself. 

CATHERINE peers down at CLINT’S bloated stomach bashing against the table like waves against rocks on a stormy day as he exhales.



CLINT
(individually licking each finger)
If we were still married, I’d strike you for that.

CATHERINE
(chuckles)
Oh please, as if you’d have the fucking energy.

CLINT and CATHERINE lock eyes for a few seconds before CLINT breaks the staring contest to look back down at his soon to be empty plate.

CATHERINE
(sighs)
How long can you sit on this?

CLINT
Not long.

CATHERINE
Gimme the numbers

CLINT
(looking down at his expensive watch, as if to show it off)
Around five hours, I’d say. But listen Cathy, this is coming out whether you fuckin’ like it or not, and when it does...

CLINT is interrupted by an obnoxious laugh whose origins seem to be on the adjacent table to the pair. With his bloated, ring-plastered hand, he waves at one of his bodyguards to take care of it. 

CLINT (CONT’D)
...when it does, you don’t want it to come out of some faggot from the Sun’s mouth. Do you see my point? Why not let me get on top of this dear, set the cunts straight?

BODYGUARD (O.S.)
Excuse me sir, I’m going to have to ask you to leave-

CATHERINE
(sighs)
Then you’d better give this one hell of a positive fucking spin.

CLINT
Don’t you fret dear, my boys’ll turn your pumpkin into the goldest of fuckin’ carriages in no time. 




CATHERINE
(with playful emphasis on “fucking”)
And if I do go to trial, and this golden fucking carriage melts into a pile of steaming hot lava beneath my feet, what then?

CLINT
Well, that ain’t exactly my prroblem is it? And the stink wouldn’t affect me either way. Divorced, remember?

CATHERINE
Right. This meeting never officially took place. And yet why do I spy to my left? A horde of paparazzi fucks creaming themselves at the chance to get a shot of us enjoying a lovely meal together. 

CATHERINE
(hinting at Paparazzi spying from behind a nearby hedge) 
They’re yours I assume.

CLINT
(grinning widely)
I see your intuition hasn’t withered with age, darling. What can I say? Let’s call those shots my consultation fee...

CATHERINE scoffs, temporarily darting her head from CLINT’S direction and placing her hand across her mouth.

CLINT (CONT’D)
...Oh, come on, dear. You know I’ll only use them if I absolutely must. After all, we wouldn’t want people to assume we’re back together now, would we?



CATHERINE
(impatient)
Fuck that. Let’s get back to business.
They’ve offered me a settlement.

A waiter rushes onto the scene to hurriedly carry away CLINT’S now empty plate of spaghetti.

CLINT
(visibly intrigued)
How much?

CATHERINE mouths a figure to CLINT as to not let anyone overhear.
CLINT
Fuck me...

CATHERINE
I’m guessing from that reaction you think I should tell them to go fuck themselves. But CLINT do you even fucking understand how much they have? This could be the end of everything I've built. All that bloodshed, all those tears, pissed away by some cunts who can’t handle a rash the size of a fucking grape. Do you-

CLINT
It’s a fuckin’ piss take dear.

MARGARET
Explain.




CLINT
(leaning in with keen eye contact)
If those faggots had you fucked – and I mean truly fucked – then why the need to settle? Why not just plough you good and proper at court like in the old days? Before these fucking bitchy little lawyers lost their fuckin’ backbones. Because, my dear, this case is a fucking shit show. It’s a mess. Show up. Save face. Plead not guilty to all charges. You know, it’s what I'd do, and look at me, still on top after all these years...



 


















