The Popstar Manglers

Int. Office. Day

IAN is stood behind his desk, pacing furiously. Sat in front of it, is DAVE.

IAN:

You, you sicken me. You really do. You aren’t a mangler at all. I didn’t get where I am today by sickening my boss. You hear me?

DAVE:
Didn’t you get here by convincing 50 Cent he’d not look like a tool using an iPod?

IAN:
Precisley. I got the job done!.  I said ‘Yes Mr Cent, you are manly and imposing’, and ‘No Mr Cent, you won’t look like a tool playing with an iPod’. And now I run the largest Public Relations Mangling firm in the UK (beat) Whereas your successes so far? Kathy Griffin in an infomercial. 

DAVE:
What’s wrong with that?

IAN:
No one in England knows who the hell she is!

IAN stares down at the camera, we think he’s staring at DAVE’s POV but then DAVE’s head appears into shot, peering into the camera lens.

IAN rifles through some papers he has on his desk.

IAN:
Anyway you’re off the contract, here’s something more suited to your lack of talent.

IAN tosses him a manilla envelope. DAVE slides the top page out. On it, is a picture of a cow and a joint of roast beef.

2. Titles. 

We freeze on DAVE’s over-the-shoulder shot as he opens the envelope, and the words ‘The Popstar Manglers’ appears in large text.

