“Riches to Rags Episode One”

FADE IN:

EXT. POSH RESTAURANT – DAY

CLINT (61) gorges himself on a ginormous pile of spaghetti, a bodyguard adjacent either side. He is perfectly encapsulated in the shade by a large overbearing oak tree above. CATHERINE (56) speedily 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)
Not a man. A                                   	wild fucking boar.

CATHERINE peers down at CLINT’S bloated stomach bashing against the table as he exhales.

CLINT
(individually licking                                       each finger)
          If we were still married,
          I’d batter 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
  How long Clint?


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                                	problem, is it? And the stink                                	  wouldn’t touch 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. 

CLINT smirks.

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 in disapproval, temporarily darting her head from CLINT’S direction and placing her hand across her mouth in disgust.

CLINT (CONT’D)
[bookmark: _Int_UVvLeK6Z]...Oh, come on, Cathy.                                         	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
  (threateningly)
[bookmark: _Int_OFynvgnO]Well, if your memory is                                     as unwithered as my fucking intuition,                       you’d do well to remember I've got                   		some...pictures of my own. 

CLINT
You leak those, I’ll have                               	  your fucking head on a spike.

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 of two billion to CLINT.

CLINT
  Fuck me...

CATHERINE
[bookmark: _Int_Udr12dzd]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 broken bones,                         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.

CATHERINE
(sighs and sits back                                      		in her chair)
Explain.











CLINT
(leaning in with                                             		keen eye contact)
[bookmark: _Int_emsfYC5V]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...

    CUT TO:

INT. LAW FIRM - DAY

MARISSA (45) briskly sorts through legal documents at her desk. A paralegal attempts to enter the room.

MARISSA
Fuck off!

The paralegal speedily swivels around and exits, rushing past CATHERINE who, in turn, faces no opposition to her entrance.

CATHERINE
Who do they have?

MARISSA 
(pre-occupied with the papers)
Uh...who does what have?

CATHERINE
   (impatiently)
         The lawyer. Who’s the                                         		     fucking lawyer?

MARISSA
  (spaced out)
 	   She’s one of the best.

CATHERINE
Fucking who is one of the                                        			fucking best?

MARISSA
Last I heard was                                               	   Ava Goldberg.

CATHERINE
(sighs)
Fucking fantastic. Erin Brockovich                             herself is gliding down from her ivory                           tower to fuck me into a million little                    pieces.

MARISSA
Three billion little pieces                                          	of green paper, last I heard.

CATHERINE
Last you heard? So, my own                                    	lawyer doesn’t even fucking                                 	   know how much shit I'm in. 

MARISSA
  (shrugs slyly)
  Last I heard, you 
   were in heaps.

CATHERINE angrily slams her hands down on the desk, startling MARISSA and making her glance up from her files.

CATHERINE
Oh yeah? And last I heard,                                       	my lawyer was a braindead fucking                                bitch who I pay two million a year for                                 her to sit on her arse all day fucking                          around. Get me a meeting with Hessler                               in Vegas ASAP, understood? These people                          aren’t fucking around. I need to know                             what they have.
 CUT TO:

INT. BRAND NEWS TOWER – DAY

MUSIC CUE: The man, The Killers

CLINT exits an elevator and walks through the top floor of his building in stride. As he continues toward his office, CLINT pays no notice to the hordes of workers rushing about, whispering and panicking. As he enters his large and expensively furnished office, CLINT finds AVA GOLDBERG (32) sitting at his desk with her feet up.

CLINT
Ava. Comin’ into my                                        	office without express                            		permission? Perhaps                                       	after we’re done with Cathy,                                     	I’ll sue your fine ass too.

CLINT manoeuvres around the desk and places his hand on AVA’S shoulder.

AVA
(flirtatiously)
And maybe when this is                                          	all through, I’ll sue your                                 	fat ass for sexual misconduct.                             	Besides, my presence isn’t                                      	exactly objected to is it, Clint?                               	Occupiers' liability Act, 1984.

CLINT
Oh, you’re good, Ava.                                          The question is are you                                        good enough to take down                                        my bitch of an ex-wife?

AVA
First things first, we sue her                                    	in England – they'll be a lot more                                	sympathetic to the cause. They’re                                  	far ahead of America in that regard.                             	We can’t get the old bag on pure economic                         	loss. This case features injuries                           	sustained by the victims and so I say we                           	one up this whole operation. Gross                       	negligence seems more reasonable. After                       all, her products weren’t properly tested                      before being put out and we even have some                         of her own manufacturers ready to take the                       stand and say she personally ordered them                           to be pushed onto shelves ahead of schedule.

CLINT
Right, right. But-


AVA
(flirtatiously)
Having doubts, Mr. Brand?                                      	Well, let me put those to bed.

AVA gets up from the desk and pulls down the blinds of the office. She then proceeds to sexually manoeuvre her way over to CLINT, wrapping herself around him.

CLINT
Ava...this really isn’t                                   		the time to-

AVA
Come on Clint, it’s been                                        suuuch a long day. I think                                      we could both use a little                              something to keep us motivated.

CLINT
    (sighs)
Okay, but keep those sex                                        toys out of it. It’s like havin’                                        a third bleedin’ person in the room                                who’s half fuckin’ robot.

    








         CUT TO:

EXT. LAS VEGAS STREETS – NIGHT

MUSIC CUE: Dirt, Depeche Mode

CATHERINE sits in the back of a black limousine, sipping at a glass of merlot in her left hand. As the car begins to slow down due to traffic, she glances out the window to see a woman being raped in a dark alleyway. As the car continues down the city streets, we see muggings and drug deals taking place. CATHERINE rolls her eyes and locks the window. 

                                                      CUT TO:

INT. HESSLER’S OFFICE – NIGHT

HESSLER sits at his desk, bathed in purple neon lights, puffing on a bloated cigar. The view behind him overlooks the bustling city of Las Vegas. CATHERINE approaches him, accompanied by an entourage of bodyguards. 


HESSLER
(Sarcastically)
Well, looky here. The                                         	little princess herself                              	has decided to grace old                                    	  Hessler with her magnificent                                     	presence.

HESSLER mimics the movements of a prestigious bow, without getting up from his chair.



CATHERINE
Oh, come on Hess. You                                         	know I love stopping by.                                    	   I’ve just been...busy.

HESSLER
Oh, old Hessler’s heard                                   	aaaaall about your big busy                                	schedule of late, missy. Perhaps                                  	if you’d come to Hessler sooner,                            	this could of all been avoided.

CATHERINE
Well, I’m here now. And I’m                               	begging you Hess, for old times'                            	sake – if you know anything, it is                             	crucial you tell me everything.                                	No matter how small it may seem,                                	it could save my life.

HESSLER
And what about all those                                	lives you’ve ruined? Who’s saving                                 	 them? Certainly not you, not old                              	 Hessler surely. Then who?

CATHERINE
[bookmark: _Int_SIV2cBEM]For fuck's sake. I didn’t know,                                	okay? How the fuck am I supposed                                  	to understand all that medical jargon?                               	I’m a businesswoman, not a bleeding                        	scientist. 

HESSLER
Is that your defence? Because old                              	Hess just wouldn’t buy that in a court                              	of law, princess.

CATHERINE
(pleading)
Hess...

HESSLER
You know how this works missy.                                  	Old Hessler ain’t running no charity                             	out here. You want information, you                             	give information.

CATHERINE
(curious)
And who are you looking                              	  for information on?

HESSLER
Hessler has a client who’s                                    veeeerry interested in your                                  old fuck buddy. More specifically,                           the fucking, if you catch old                         Hessler’s drift.

CATHERINE
    (surprised)
How the fuck do you                                        		know about that?

HESSLER
One question at a                                          		time, missy. 




CATHERINE
[bookmark: _Int_90p8zTq4]Those pictures don’t                                            	just incriminate Clint,                                     	Hess...If I do this you have                                         to promise me they won’t be made                                  public. These images are for your                  client’s fucking eyes only. The                               little freak can jerk off to                          them all he wants but if they ever                                 see the fucking light of day...

HESSLER
[bookmark: _Int_VBRUBjLC]That’s Hessler’s price.                                        	Now the question is, does                                        	the client have the currency                                      to pay for what they so desperately                           			require?

CATHERINE
 (sighs)
  Fine.
(To bodyguard)                                            Wire those images over to                                 Hess. You know the ones.

HESSLER
    (laughing)
Old Hessler is veeeerry                                      		happy with this outcome,                                   	missy. Now, allow me to provide                             			my end. 

CATHERINE
I need names, preferably.                                  	Citizens ready to testify that                           	my people can target and silence. 

HESSLER
Does the name Sebastian                                    	Sanders mean anything to you?

CATHERINE raises an eyebrow in confusion.

HESSLER
It should. He’s your                                           	  lead scientist.

                                                      CUT TO:

EXT. CLINT’S YACHT – SUNRISE
CLINT and AVA lie on adjacent deckchairs, both looking out into the open ocean, the sun reflected in its surface. One of CLINT’S bodyguards wheels a TV out onto the deck of the boat, with a live call on the screen. BERTRAM (65) appears on the TV.

BERTRAM
This had better be                                          		good, Clint.

CLINT
Let’s not get ahead of                                     	ourselves mate. To my left                                        	is the beautiful Ava Goldberg.                                   	You may have heard of her from                                   	her substantial victory in the                               corporate takeover of Smith and                              Roberts just last year.

AVA
(flattered)
Oh Clint, don’t oversell.

BERTRAM
Yes, yes. I’m sure                                             	this is all very fucking                                	interesting, Mr. Brand, but                                 	Catherine O’Donnell would                                      have my head if she found out                                       I was even talking with you.

CLINT
Well, that’s just it Bertram.                           Catherine O’Donnell is precisely                              the reason we’re contacting                          	you here today. Ava, would you                                 	do the honours?

AVA
As a man with your                                          heightened knowledge surely                                    knows, Bertram, the other                                shareholders are not happy                                        with this mess Miss O’Donnell                                    has landed the company in.                                            For the sake of shareholder                                      value – and that’s all this                                        is, truly – we think full                                    takeover is in order. With                                       your vote in favour, we could                                 really tilt the scales on this thing. 

CLINT
[bookmark: _Int_ypblyvku]But either way, it’s                                          looking like we’ve got this                                           one in the bag. All this is                                     about is if you wanna be on                                  the winning side when all this                                    goes down, or sink with your ship. 




BERTRAM
I find it surprising that                                       	a man so confident in his                                 	endeavours should need to                               	  come to me, tail between his                                      legs, begging for my slice of the pie.

CLINT
Nonsense Bertram. With me a                                     	 fresh face as CEO we could turn                                    	this whole ship around and avoid                              	the iceberg entirely.

BERTRAM
And does Catherine                                                  	 get a lifeboat?

CLINT frowns and turns to AVA, then back to the screen.

CLINT
I’m afraid old Cathy takes                                        	the fall here. Everything stops                                   	with her, then we start from scratch.

BERTRAM
What you’re suggesting is                                	rebuilding the Roman Empire                                   	from the ground up. Catherine                                  	O’Donnell built this company, and                                   	despite her recent shortcomings, I                                  	have faith she can make it through                                  	these silly proceedings.




CLINT
Why turn down more money,                                   	BERTRAM? There’s no logic in it.                                     	A fresh face is what this company                                  	needs to thrive again.

BERTRAM
No offence, Mr. Brand, but                                              	your face doesn’t quite fit my                           	definition of fresh. Good day now.

The call shuts down and CLINT smacks his right fist down onto the arm of the deckchair in rage. AVA attempts to touch CLINT’S leg to calm him down but CLINT viciously slaps away her hand.

CLINT 
Get off me, woman.

                                                      CUT TO:

INT. DINER – DAY

SEBASTIAN SANDERS (28) is sat at a booth drinking a black coffee. Waiters rush back and forth as well as customers, but one figure stands out, wearing full black, and approaches SEBASTIAN.

MYSTERIOUS MAN
Mr. Sanders?

SEBASTIAN
    (nervously)
Y-yes. Tha-that's me.

The man sits opposite SEBASTIAN in the booth, sipping some of SEBASTIAN’S coffee and then spitting it back into the cup.

MYSTERIOUS MAN
Black coffee. Hmm.                                             	Not for me thanks.

SEBASTIAN
M-might I ask who                                         		you are, sir?

MYSTERIOUS MAN
No foreplay? Straight down to                               	business, eh? So be it then. I work                              	for a man named Hessler. I’m certain                            	you’ve heard of him.

SEBASTIAN
(timidly)
Ah y-yes, the information                                    			broker.

MYSTERIOUS MAN
(smiling)
That’s correct,                                       	Sebastian. Well then,                                                 	I can only assume you know                                 	why I’ve come.

SEBASTIAN
L-look sir, I-I'm really                                     	sorry but I'm not dropping out                                	of this t-trial.


MYSTERIOUS MAN
Shhhh. Relax, Sebastian. I won’t                              	make you drop out. Not at all.                          	All I want is to...alter your testimony,                         	just a little. That way, you get to                         testify – like you wanted – and we get                    		what we want.

SEBASTIAN
    W-which is?

MYSTERIOUS MAN
There’s a little detail we’d                           	like...removed. The part about Mrs.                         		O’Donnell rushing testing. 

SEBASTIAN
S-sir, look I-I can’t-

MYSTERIOUS MAN
(menacingly)
[bookmark: _Int_IoPpYtC4]It’s a free country, Mr.                             Sanders. A free country where                              you’re free to make whichever               decisions you so please. But                   remember this – you sir are                           not a free man, and those                                   decisions have consequences.                                You do this and we will crush                               you. Your sister, Elizabeth, I                                 hear is struggling with her                                 little drug problem. Well,                               it just so happens...I know                                the best dealer in town.                                    Maybe I’ll be in touch.

The man exits the Diner, leaving SEBASTIAN staring into his coffee, shaking.

                                                      CUT TO:

INT. CATHERINE’S PRIVATE JET – DAY

CATHERINE and MARISSA sip at a glass of Merlot each as they sort through the gameplan for the trial. They are both seated opposite one another, in expensive red leather chairs with an expensive Mahagony table in the centre.

MARISSA
They’re sure to come                                          	at us hard when Sebastian                                  	takes the stand, so that’s                             	where we need to focus most                                   	our energy and time. 

CATHERINE
I have a feeling we                                        	won’t have to worry about                                 	Sebastian any longer.

MARISSA
You know something I                                    			don’t?

CATHERINE
Let’s just say Hessler                                        was very helpful in that regard.

MARISSA
   (impressed)
Jesus Catherine. Must’ve                                     cost you a pretty penny for that one.

CATHERINE
It cost everything. So,                                      	make sure it was worth it,                          Marissa. Because, if you lose                              me this case, it won’t just be                                     my career in the fucking mud.

MARISSA jokingly salutes CATHERINE, but CATHERINE’S following facial expression suggests the humour MARISSA finds in the situation is not mutual.

                                                      CUT TO:

INT. CLINT’S PRIVATE JET – DAY

AVA is sitting on CLINT’S lap as they both sip martinis and peer out the window to see England’s hilly landscapes below.

CLINT 
[bookmark: _Int_V2jFpHXM]Ya know, I never thought                                         I’d come back to this    shithole.

AVA
Why’s that?

CLINT
Why? I’ll tell ya why.                                    Because England is the new fuckin’                            Pakistan, dear. 

AVA
   How so?

    

CLINT
[bookmark: _Int_zG3mbilq]Just take a look around                                       	when we arrive, and you’ll 					  	bloody see for yerself. Even                                  	the Prime Minister’s a bleedin’                                 	 Arab. And London’s the fuckin’                               	arsehole of it all...

AVA
 (concerned)
So, let me get this                                      	straight - you vowed                               		never to return to your                          		homeland...because the                                      	   Prime Minister is brown?

CLINT
If only that were the end of it.                            	There’s a fuckin’ mosque on every                              	street corner, a stabbing every                                 	other day and a fuckin’ pride flag                                 	to replace every single English cross.

AVA
(disapprovingly)
Jesus Clint...

                                                      CUT TO:

EXT. COURTHOUSE STAIRS – DAY

CATHERINE and MARISSA make their way up the stone courthouse steps, followed by a cohort of paparazzi. MARISSA spots CLINT at the top of the steps, speaking to interviewers, accompanied by AVA.

MARISSA
   (in shock)
  Is that Clint                                                 	fucking Brand?

CATHERINE
What the fuck...

CATHERINE stops in her tracks as she approaches the top of the stairs. CLINT, now finished with the paparazzi, turns to face her, with a beaming smile on his face.

CLINT
Oh, Cathy, I did                                               hope you wouldn’t find                                            	out like this.

CATHERINE 
[bookmark: _Int_vhqMO2q3]Well, you don’t look all                                        too fucking upset, you fat fuck.                                    Now tell me what the fuck’s                                   happening here. I thought we                                    fucking understood each other Clint.                                  We spoke about this, remember?











CLINT
Me and my friends just                                   figured...ya know, you’ve done                                        a good job and all, but that it                                 might be time for some new fuckin’                                   management at your company. I mean,                          this legal business – it's just fuckin’                    embarrassing. The shareholders feel                           like right cunts ever to trust a woman                             such as yourself in the first place.                            And how could I say no when they fuckin’                            begged me to get them out this shit heap                         you dropped ‘em in? And in terms of what                        we spoke about...all I recall is you                         begging me not to go public with my insider                knowledge that you knew about the products’ shortcomings...

[bookmark: _Int_tAkvMhAk]CATHERINE goes to slap CLINT but her hand is grabbed by MARISSA, who signals over to the paparazzi watching their every move.

CLINT (CONT’D)
Oh, come now, dear. Don’t                                    	tell me you’ve lost your wits. I                                   did hope this trial would be fuckin’                           	interesting after all.

AVA 
(to MARISSA)
Anyway, it’s lovely to                                    finally meet you in person.                                I just looooved what you did                                       in Smith V Stone. The way you                                     used the binding precedent from                                 Miller was fucking beautifully done!




MARISSA
I’m sorry, it’s just – isn't                                    it bad luck to see the groom before                                       the wedding? We’ll get plenty of time                              to talk inside the courtroom, I’m sure.

AVA’S gaze turns cold.

AVA
Well, I wouldn’t                                          categorize this as a wedding                                    exactly. To me it seems more                                      like a fucking funeral. And                                       who are we burying but the                                       Queen of Skincare herself...

                                                      CUT TO:

INT. COURTHOUSE – DAY

MUSIC CUE: Burning down the house, Talking Heads

CLINT and CATHERINE enter the courtroom, followed shortly by AVA and MARISSA. The two parties take their place on either side of the courtroom, while CLINT joins the audience next to SEBASTIAN.

CLINT 
(to SEBASTIAN)
You better not skimp out                                               		on me now, ya hear? 

SEBASTIAN 
   (whispering)
I-I'll do my best, sir.

CLINT ruffles SEBASTIAN’S hair as SEBASTIAN attempts to edge away from him.


CLINT
   Good lad. 

The JUDGE enters the courtroom, and everyone stands.

JUDGE
Be seated everyone.

Everyone re-takes their seat after the JUDGE does so, with CLINT making certain he’s the last one standing before doing so. 

JUDGE
(to the jury)
Welcome to the case                                              of Goldberg and associates                                          V O’Donnell.  It is my job                                        to translate to you the law                                   presented in this case in order                                     to ensure a just and fair outcome                                  for all. I’ve helmed many such                                   cases in this very chair, and I                                 sincerely doubt this one will be                             the first to go awry. So, before                                 we start, let me just say that my                            courtroom is a professional setting,                         not a playground, as some have                              previously mistaken it to be. So,                          to be clear, I don’t care if you’re a                             billionaire (looks at Clint) or a                             homeless man with two pence to his                                name – all will be treated with the                           utmost respect in my courtroom. Now,                                   the Claimants may begin their opening                     statements.

AVA
(standing)
Thank you, your                                           honour. Firstly, I’d                                              like to thank the jury                                       for their time, and express                                          the importance of this case.                                  All this should be a mere                                     formality, as if you take a                                       quick glance to my left, the                                    correct decision presented to                                        you should already be made clear. 

The jury looks into the audience at victims of CATHERINE’S skincare product-caused rash sit obediently. Some of the scarring is rather shocking, forcing some more sensitive jurors to look away in horror.

AVA (CONT’D)
Imagine your very own                                       family affected by such awful                                 scarring, all because one woman                                (turns to point at CATHERINE)                                  simply couldn’t be bothered to                                  wait for the proper testing to be                         conducted. And for what? To make a                         few extra million on top of her                            billions and ensure the product hit                              the Christmas market in time? A                           financial hit, Catherine can recover                           from, but these scars...these are                          permanent. Thank you, your honour.

JUDGE 
Thank you, Mrs. Goldberg.                                You may be seated. The defence                                    may now rise and say their piece.  


MARISSA
(standing)
[bookmark: _Int_IbjFOmIw]Thank you, your honour. I                                       can’t deny that what we’ve all                                    seen here today has been horrifying.                           Truly, it has shook me to the very core.                           But to pin all this horror on my client                     is...well, to me it’s unthinkable. I                         understand we all want someone to blame,                            a scapegoat if you will, for all life’s                    problems. But wasn’t that also the logic                         used during...ah yes, the Salem Witch trials.                   The truth is, sometimes science fails us,                    things don’t work out as planned, and                     people end up paying the price. But life                      is all about trial and error. And my                        client has become very aware and is                        extremely ashamed of the error that                     has occurred within her company these                          past months. However, to suggest that                            she knew anything about these shortcomings                    is an outrageous accusation. After all,                        Mrs. O’Donnell is a businesswoman, not a                    scientist. Thank you, your honour, that                         			will be all.

JUDGE
Thank you. The defence may                             		 rest. Now-

The JUSGE notices a lot of commotion amongst the audience, followed by people checking their phones.

JUDGE (CONT’D)
Order! What is this nonsense?

MARISSA looks down at her phone to see that the photos of CLINT and CATHERINE have been leaked and are all over the news.

CATHERINE
Hessler, that fucking                                       		little weasel...

JUDGE
Cease this disarray, or                                 		I’ll hold you in contempt!

CLINT can be seen shouting obscenities at AVA, while the crowd continues to get more riled. 

                                                       CUT TO:          
INT. HESSLER’S OFFICE – NIGHT 

HESSLER sits at his desk puffing on a cigar when someone enters and whispers something in his ear. 

MUSIC CUE: Time has come today, The Chambers Brothers

HESSLER smiles and stands up, looking out his window at Las Vegas below. A billboard can be seen advertising CATHERINE’S business but the words “lying whore” have been spray painted over her face.

FADE OUT:

END OF EPISODE ONE



































