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EXT. BRIXTON MARKETS, LONDON. DAY.

VERONIQUE (33, French, dressed in an odd assortment of 
charity shop garments but somehow making the ensemble really 
work), weaves her way through the vibrant market place, 
running curious fingertips across everything as she goes by. 

She passes a stall and is jostled into DUNCAN (39, Scottish, 
slightly awkward but immaculately dressed) who waits in line. 

They pause in an almost-embrace, a moment of stillness 
amongst the hubbub. Veronique gently touches the end of his 
expensive cashmere scarf, revelling in the feel of the 
luxurious fabric on her fingertips. She meets Duncan’s 
puzzled gaze for an instant; a split-second of intimacy 
before the moment has passed and she moves on.

His gaze follows her as he absently hands over some money and 
is given something crumbed on a stick in return. 

DUNCAN
Thank you.

Quickly, he picks up his attache case and follows, trying to 
catch glimpses of Veronique through the crowd. 

She wanders aimlessly, absently, almost running into Duncan a 
second time. 

DUNCAN (CONT’D)
Umm, hi.

She looks him up and down curiously.

VERONIQUE
Hi.

DUNCAN
Look, erm. This might sound crazy 
but I saw you just before, we sort 
of...you kind of...ran into me.

Veronique raises her eyebrows expectantly.

DUNCAN (CONT’D)
The thing is, I thought...well, I 
wondered if you might agree to have 
lunch with me.

Veronique looks at the corndog in Duncan’s hand. He remembers 
it and hastily tries to hide it behind his back. 

DUNCAN (CONT’D)
No, not like this. Erm...



He awkwardly looks for a way to get rid of it and finally 
throws it in a nearby bin. Veronique giggles, charmed.

DUNCAN (CONT’D)
A proper lunch, at a really posh 
restaurant. I know...well this 
might be a bit abrupt, but I would 
really like to introduce you to my 
father. Today. Well now, really.

VERONIQUE
Right now, this minute? 

DUNCAN
Well, yes. That is if you 
would...you see I...I think he 
would be very pleased to meet you. 

VERONIQUE
Why?

DUNCAN
Because you’re beautiful and 
graceful and stylish...and...if you 
don’t come he’s going to go on and 
on about how I need to find a girl 
just like you and settle down and 
give him grandchildren. And I 
can’t...I can’t face that again.

VERONIQUE
You don’t have a real girlfriend?

Duncan takes a breath.

DUNCAN
I have a real boyfriend.

VERONIQUE
Ah.

DUNCAN
I just thought...if you were there, 
maybe...maybe he’d leave me alone.

They consider each other for a moment. Veronique grins.

VERONIQUE
So. Do you think they will ‘ave
Beef Wellington at this fancy 
restaurant then...?

Duncan smiles with relief as she tucks her arm through his 
and they move toward the street.
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