Backstage with Tina Tout – Hugh Dunnit’s Unpublished Notes
By all outward appearances, Tina Tout is the epitome of the modern influencer: camera-ready, fearless on social media, and utterly shameless in pursuit of a story. As the Montezuma Weekend gathered steam, she slid in among the Mallon family and their hangers-on under the guise of a distant “cousin.” In truth, Tina had no legitimate invitation – she crashed this high-society circus specifically to feed her controversial blog. But to understand how Tina became the pouting, live-blogging firebrand at Mallon Hall, one must dig into the dark past she’s so carefully glossed over. It’s a tale of wild parties, whispered secrets, and a burning ambition fueled by equal parts trauma and spite.
The Party Girl with a Past: Tina wasn’t always a notorious blogger. A few years back, she was just Martine O’Toole – a bright kid from Belfast with a taste for chaos. She reinvented herself as “Tina Tout”, punning on her knack for “touting” gossip, after fleeing a scandal in her teens. What scandal? Those details, she guards fiercely. Insiders say it involved a tragic overdose at a club: one of Tina’s closest friends (the daughter of a prominent politician) died after a night of hard partying. Tina was there, and rumors swirled that she was the one who procured the drugs. Whether that’s true or not, she woke up to find herself scapegoated by powerful people desperate to deflect blame. Rather than face a public crucifixion (and potential charges), Tina vanished from Belfast for a year. Some whisper she spent that time in London, “making herself useful” to certain underground figures in exchange for protection – an origin she’ll neither confirm nor deny. This is Tina’s buried secret: she knows what it’s like to be canceled herself, to be the villain on everyone’s lips. And she’s sworn never to be that powerless again.
When Tina re-emerged, it was with that new name and a hot new blog – a vicious little tabloid corner of the internet called Tout le Monde. Instead of hiding from scandal, she made it her weapon. She started dropping blind items about Belfast elites and UK minor celebs, hinting that she had dirt (she often did). A few small scoops – a city councillor’s affair, a pop singer’s secret rehab stint – put Tout le Monde on the map. But Tina’s big break came when she infiltrated the world of the Cannelloni crime family.
Dancing with Devils: Most reporters wouldn’t dare get close to the Cannellonis – Belfast’s eccentric ice-cream kingpins and secret mobsters. Tina, however, got an “in” through the younger generation. She befriended the Cannelloni kids at exclusive nightclub parties, becoming a familiar face in their decadent circle. It started innocently: a VIP invite here, a round of shots there. Soon Tina was partying with the likes of Ruairí and Padraig Cannelloni – charming them with her wit and boldly matching them drink for drink. She even attended one of the Cannellonis’ notorious “Gelato Raves” – after-hours bacchanals held in shuttered ice-cream parlours, where the gelato flowed alongside contraband champagne. Tina was spotted dancing on a countertop with Padraig Cannelloni (then just 17) at one such party, wearing a stolen Mr. Whippy truck driver’s cap and leading a toast to “brain freeze and bulletproof plans!”. It was reckless, it was wild – and it was exactly where Tina wanted to be. Ingratiating herself with the Cannelloni heirs served two purposes. One, it gave her cover: dangerous men don’t threaten the gal who did tequila slammers with their baby sister. And two, it yielded explosive intel for her blog. Through these “playdates” with mob scions, Tina learned, for instance, that Gianni Óg Cannelloni’s loan to Rowan Mallon was about to come due – something no mainstream journalist had a clue about. Tina filed that tidbit away; it might prove useful if Rowan’s estate saga turned ugly (which, of course, it did).
Not everything about those times was fun and games. There are hints that Tina saw things she wishes she hadn’t. At one party, late into a boozy night, she stumbled into a side room to find Conor “Massimo” Cannelloni and friends savagely beating a man who had dared to stiff the family on a debt. The man’s blood splattered across a pastel-colored ice cream freezer. Tina, frozen in the doorway, was noticed. Conor looked up with a grin and said, “Oi, Tina-love, fetch us a Cornetto, will ya? This fella’s done with his.” She laughed it off – what else could she do? – and grabbed an ice cream as requested. But later, scrubbing someone’s blood off your stilettos leaves a mark on the soul. Tina never wrote a word about that incident or others like it; she enjoys flirting with danger, but she’s not suicidal. Instead, she covered up her proximity to violence and nurtured the image of a fearless but ultimately harmless gossip.
If Tina has nightmares, one might guess they involve sirens and that unnamed overdose…or perhaps the gurgling final breaths of a man beaten to death behind a gelato counter. She’ll never tell. She just pours another mimosa and refocuses on climbing the greasy pole of infamy, one scandal at a time.
Frienemies & Wild Children: By the time Montezuma’s Weekend rolled around, Tina had carved a niche as a provocateur-blogger. She wasn’t invited formally to Rowan Mallon’s will reading; Beverly Hills and her Notflix crew certainly didn’t want an uncredentialed gossip columnist mucking up their documentary shoot. But Tina had her connections. One text to Goldie Lush-Mallon, the famed “Crayon Heiress”, was all it took: “Heard you’re going to storm your family’s will reading. Need a +1? I come with free publicity 😘.” Goldie, ever the anarchic spirit, replied with a location pin and “Bring tequila.”
Tina and Goldie Lush-Mallon go way back – in chaotic, sordid ways neither will publicly admit. They met a few years ago in London during Fashion Week, at an after-party both had no business being at (Goldie had gatecrashed disguised as a runway model; Tina blagged her way in by claiming to be a stylist’s assistant). The two wild children recognized kindred spirits on sight. That night, they infamously stole the show – and a limousine. Goldie dared Tina to “borrow” a stretch limo idling outside the venue. Tina, tipsy and adrenalized, jimmied the lock with a hairpin (a life skill from her rough years) and the pair sped off into the London night, blasting Spice Girls and cackling like schoolgirls. By dawn they were splashed across the tabloids as “Heiress and Blogger in Grand Theft Auto Stunt.” Goldie’s family hushed it up; Tina’s blog quietly benefitted from the notoriety. Since then, Tina has been both ally and opportunist with Goldie. On one hand, she genuinely likes the girl – Goldie’s ability to shock a room with a one-liner or costume is second to none. On the other, Tina’s not above exploiting Goldie’s antics for clicks. Who do you think leaked Goldie’s crayon birth certificate fiasco to the press? The one that humiliated the Mallons and nearly caused a lawsuit? Many suspect Tina was the anonymous source. Tina, of course, claims “Journalists never reveal their sources” with a wink.
As the Montezuma gathering approached, Goldie invited Tina to Mallon Hall’s grounds secretly a day early. The two had a mini-reunion of mischief: they raided the wine cellar and played dress-up in Lady Petunia’s mothballed couture. In a forgotten attic, they found a trunk of Rowan’s expedition souvenirs – including a mummified parrot. Goldie shrieked with delight and promptly named it “Montezuma.” Tina filmed Goldie dancing around the attic with the dead bird perched on her head. That clip almost went straight onto Tout le Monde. Almost. But a rare pang of loyalty stayed Tina’s hand; she and Goldie had a pact to save the real theatrics for the main event. Goldie pleaded, “Give me ’til tomorrow night to make my grand entrance – then post whatever you want, darling.” Tina agreed – on the condition that Goldie grant her an exclusive interview afterwards. Deal struck.
So when Goldie Lush-Mallon crashed the will reading in full outrageous regalia (feathers in her hair, sunglasses at night, and that iconic quip: “Terribly sorry I’m late. I do hope I haven’t missed all the mourning!”), Tina was ready. She stood at the back, phone in hand, live-blogging each beat for her readers: “OMG – Goldie Lush-M just arrived, looking like a disco Amazon. Called out the whole room in one breath. Crowd LOVES (hates) it 😎 #MontezumaWeekend”. No one noticed the small nod Goldie gave Tina as she swept by – a subtle acknowledgment of their secret alliance. Goldie would play the black sheep, and Tina would amplify the spectacle. It was a win-win, as far as they were concerned.
Yet, even friendship has limits. Tina harbors suspicions about Goldie. The girl’s too good at lying – even to her supposed friends. Tina’s pretty sure Goldie’s “raised in the rainforest by wolves” backstory is about 80% nonsense. And Goldie has been awfully cagey about the details of how she really found out about Rowan’s will reading in the first place. Tina has a hunch: Goldie might have a mole on the inside (perhaps the Mallon family staff) who tipped her off. If Tina can confirm that, it’d make a juicy tidbit for the blog down the line: “Jungle Heiress Had Inside Help – Mallon Family Mole Revealed.” See, Tina’s always looking for leverage, even on her friends. She files away every raised eyebrow, every drunken confession. You never know what might become useful.
Ambition on Ice: Cancel or Be Canceled – Tina’s motto, learned the hard way, is “Get them before they get you.” She’s prepared to cancel anyone on her ascent to fame. Hypocrisy, sacred cows, reputations built over decades – she’ll gleefully tear them down in one scathing post if it means more followers and more ad revenue. In her crosshairs now are two prime targets:
1. Beverly Hills (Notflix Producer): If Tina has her way, Beverly is going to wake up to a career-ending headline on Tout le Monde one of these days. Tina despises Beverly – perhaps because they’re alike in some ways, but mainly because Beverly represents the establishment she’s trying to crash. Where Tina clawed her way up via scandal, Beverly waltzed in with a studio budget and a team of sycophants. Tina sees the desperation under Beverly’s polished facade. She watched Beverly flit around Mallon Hall with her cameras, doing take-after-take, even staging “impromptu” interviews to make everything just a bit more cinematic. To Tina, it’s pathetic: Beverly is so thirsty for that Emmy, she’s practically drooling. And that comment Beverly made, when the first murder happened – “Only if it’s justified by the narrative,” in response to Tina’s snark about CGI blood – ugh. It took all of Tina’s restraint not to roll her eyes hard enough to detach a retina.
Tina’s already drafting a blog in her head titled “NotBuying Notflix: The Beverly Hills Con”, in which she’ll expose how Beverly goaded terrified people at Mallon Hall to keep the drama high (Tina has receipts: her phone’s voice recorder caught Beverly begging a crying heiress for a second take of her breakdown). Tina knows this kind of exposé could burn bridges – Notflix is powerful, and Beverly, for all her on-set chumminess, would probably have Tina blacklisted from media events if she could. But Tina doesn’t care. Cancel culture is Tina’s playground and Beverly’s high on the list. All she’s waiting for is the right moment – perhaps after the will reading, once the dust (and gunpowder) settles, she’ll drop the article like a grenade.
In quieter moments, Tina might admit another reason she loathes Beverly: Beverly once tried to buy her off. Earlier in the evening, Beverly cornered Tina by the coat check and, with that trademark Hollywood smile, offered a “friendly suggestion” – Perhaps Tina could refrain from live-blogging the really sensitive stuff tonight? There might be a consulting producer credit in it for her. Tina responded with a saccharine smile of her own and said, “Oh Bev, sweetie, I’d never dream of spoiling your big moment.” They both knew it was a lie. That interaction confirmed something vital in Tina’s mind: Beverly is scared of her. And if someone with Beverly’s clout is scared, that means Tina Tout – disgraced Belfast party girl turned blogger – has real power now. She intends to use it.
2. The Mallon “Old Guard”: Tina has no qualms about torpedoing any of the stuffy Mallon relatives who look down their noses at her. In fact, she’s already penned drafts eviscerating Lady Petunia Mallon-Smythe (whom Tina calls “Lady Pompous” in private) for openly sneering “Oh, you write for the tabloids? How quaint.” But petty vendettas aside, Tina’s got bigger fish: she’s sniffing around a potential bombshell about Monty Mallon. Monty (Rowan’s purported grandson) has been polite to Tina, even a bit meek, but something about his story doesn’t add up. He’s a tad too defensive whenever the topic of his parents arises. Last night, after a few glasses of wine, a tipsy Goldie let slip to Tina that “Monty’s not the angel he pretends to be. He’s got secrets – big ones.” Goldie wouldn’t elaborate (for once in her life, she seemed hesitant to dish), but that tidbit set Tina’s radar pinging. What if Monty isn’t Rowan’s grandson at all? Or what if he is, but via an illegitimate line? In either case, that’s Page One material for Tout le Monde. Tina has already bribed a clerk in Dublin to pull whatever birth records exist for one “Montgomery Mallon” – the results should hit her phone by morning. If Monty’s claim to the Mallon name is bogus, Tina will expose it in a heartbeat. Cancel culture isn’t just for YouTube stars – she’ll “cancel” a blue-blood’s pedigree if she can prove fraud. And if it turns out Monty is legit? Well, she might still spin a piece about him anyway: “Saint Monty? Sources say the golden boy has a gilded past.” She’s not above insinuation to drive clicks.
Tina’s willingness to ruin reputations is almost nihilistic: she figures the world tried to ruin me once – so I owe it no mercy. But there is one person she’s loath to drag through the mud, and that unfortunately complicates things.
Heart (Almost) of Gold: Archie Mallon – Here’s the twist no one saw coming: Tina Tout has a crush. And not on some influencer or celebrity, but on Archibald “Archie” Mallon, the very family she’s infiltrating. Archie is Rowan Mallon’s disinherited nephew – a lanky, sharp-witted man who has spent the weekend lurking at the edges, cracking dry jokes about the “circus” his great-uncle’s will reading has become. From the moment Tina first traded barbs with him, she was smitten, much to her own alarm.
It happened the first night at Mallon Hall: Tina had snuck into the library to snoop through correspondence, only to find Archie already there, sipping brandy and thumbing through an old adventure atlas. “Looking for treasure maps?” she quipped. “Nah,” Archie replied without missing a beat, “just checking if there’s a way to tunnel out of here before the boring relatives corner me again.” His easy disdain for the whole affair charmed her. They ended up sharing a midnight drink, commiserating about Mallon family madness. Archie, who’d spotted her live-tweeting earlier, teased, “Careful what you post. This lot is litigious.” Tina shot back, “Careful what you say. I might post it.” He actually laughed – a warm, genuine laugh that disarmed her entirely.
Over the next 24 hours, Tina found herself gravitating toward Archie’s company when she wasn’t chasing leads. There’s an odd trust between them; Archie seems to understand the performance around them without judgment. When Goldie made her dramatic entrance, Archie leaned over to Tina and whispered, “My family: now available in Technicolor.” Tina had to stifle a giggle, nearly missing a blog update. And when she wrote a scathing little post about Lady Petunia (“#RestingDuchessFace”), Archie – who loathes Petunia – actually shared it under the table with a smirk, saying, “You’ll be the death of them, Tina.” For the first time in ages, Tina felt a pang of conscience: would she really be okay if her reporting hurt Archie? The answer, uncomfortably, is no. She’s not okay with that.
It’s not just his sardonic charm. Tina caught glimpses of Archie’s vulnerability. He’s been hurt by the family – passed over, mistrusted (Rowan Mallon cut Archie out of the will years ago over some feud). Archie confessed to Tina after his third whiskey that he mostly came this weekend to watch the others “eat each other alive for nothing, possibly.” There was bitterness, but also sadness in his eyes. She realized Archie is as jaded and lonely in this shark tank as she is. That night, as they parted in the corridor, Archie squeezed her hand and murmured, “Try not to get yourself killed. These people are mad.” Tina, uncharacteristically flustered, joked, “If I die, schedule my posts, will ya?” But Archie just held her gaze and repeated, “I mean it. Watch yourself.”
Tina is falling for him, hard. And it terrifies her. Because falling for someone means weakness, a lever others could use against her. As a precaution, she’s keeping their rapport on the down-low – no mentions on her blog, no cheeky tweets. She even turned down an opportunity to snap a compromising photo of Archie (comforting a tearful maid in the pantry – innocent enough, but easily misrepresented) that would’ve made for spicy gossip. Old Tina would’ve taken it and published with a cruel caption. New Tina…she quietly deleted the photo. In her head, she’s rationalizing: Archie might be my ticket to something better than clicks. He’s disinherited, yes, but if by some twist he ended up inheriting a slice of Rowan’s estate, being in his good graces (dare she dream, by his side) could elevate her beyond tawdry blogging. She imagines a scenario where Archibald Mallon and Tina Tout become a power couple – he, the witty outsider noble, and she, the savvy media queen who helped him “set the record straight” about his family via a flattering series of posts. It’s a long shot, a silly fantasy perhaps. But it’s there, glimmering in her mind. For the first time, Tina contemplates something almost foreign to her: loyalty.
Make no mistake: if Archie asked her to bury a story, she probably would. And that scares her more than any Cannelloni thug or Beverly Hills expose. Tina’s heart is her unpredictable element. She’s covered it with cynicism and hustled her way through life determined not to get hurt again. Yet here is Archie Mallon – gentle, disillusioned, handsome in that rumpled academic way – threatening to melt her armor. She’s not sure what’s worse: that he might not feel the same (though his lingering glances suggest he just might), or that he does feel the same and she’ll have to choose between him and the ruthless career she’s built to protect herself.
So, as the fateful will reading approaches, Tina’s a knot of contradictions. She’s rocking her signature persona – phone out, thumb hovering over “Post,” ready to skewer any and all hypocrites in the room. She’s poised to crucify Beverly and perhaps Monty with a few taps of the screen. She’s got dirt on Judge Blackheart too (oh yes, Tina has plenty more on old “Ropes” from her Notflix expose days – she’s debating whether to unload a final pre-written piece titled “Blackheart’s Sins: The Sequel” if the man steps out of line tonight). In short, Tina Tout is armed and dangerous, socially speaking.
Yet there she is, positioning herself near the side of the great hall not far from Archie, so that every so often their eyes meet and he sends her a faint, reassuring smile. It’s chaos around them: Goldie is stirring the pot of scandal, Beverly is directing camera angles under her breath, family members squabble in hushed tones. And Tina…Tina has one foot in this frenzy and one foot somewhere else entirely. Her heart thumps every time Archie smiles. She hates that it does.
What is Tina covering up? The depth of her own vulnerability. The traumatic missteps of her youth. The fact that beneath the brash “Gossip Queen” exterior is a wounded girl who lost a friend, lost her reputation once, and still blames herself. She covers up that she cares – about anything or anyone – because caring in her world is a liability. She cloaks her past in snark and designer lipstick, hoping no one sees the cracks: the night terrors, the guilt that sometimes makes her hands shake when she thinks of that overdose, or the flicker of shame she felt handing Conor Cannelloni that Cornetto while a man lay moaning at his feet. She hides the moral lines she’s crossed, too. Example: Tina accepted a “loan” from Robbie De Banks last year – yes, the London crime boss – to keep her blog afloat during a lawsuit. The price? De Banks occasionally dictates what not to publish about his operations. It’s a devil’s bargain that Tina intends to break once she’s powerful enough, but for now it’s one more dirty secret under lock and key. If anyone found out that the fearless muckraker silences herself for a price, her credibility would shatter. So she pretends to have no masters, all while quietly juggling a few obligations in the shadows.
Who will she cancel next? Beverly’s at the top of that list – Tina is practically sharpening her knives to gut Beverly’s public image as soon as this event concludes. A draft tweet sits saved in her phone: “Production insider tells me Notflix staged scenes during Mallon will reading. Real grief exploited for Emmy bait? Developing… #MontezumaWeekend”. That “insider” is, of course, Tina herself – a little subterfuge to get the ball rolling. She’s also ready to pounce on any Mallon family member who slips up. She’s overheard whispers that Chloe Caper (Rowan’s grand-niece) has been embezzling from a charity – a tidbit gleaned when snooping through emails on an unlocked laptop earlier (Tina is a consummate eavesdropper). One blog post could bring Chloe down and skyrocket Tina’s readership. And if Goldie double-crosses her or tries to hog the spotlight without giving Tina her due? Tina wouldn’t hesitate to release the attic video of Goldie dancing with the mummified parrot – in fact, she’s already queued it with a deliciously sarcastic caption about “the respectability of certain heirs.” Goldie had better keep her promises, or she’ll face the full force of Tina’s public cancellation wrath.
Tina is playing a long game too. After tonight, she plans to pitch herself as the definitive source on the Montezuma affair – maybe even angle for a book deal. She’s not above canceling traditional journalists either; if some posh columnist from The Times writes a condescending piece downplaying what happened here, Tina will rip them to shreds in her rebuttal blog (“Mainstream Media Misses the Gold – How Legacy Journos Misreported the Mallon Mystery”). Her claws spare no one except, maybe, the few she holds dear.
And who is her next conquest? The answer should be obvious by now: Archie Mallon. But not “conquest” in a purely predatory sense, as one might expect from her. Tina’s used to viewing people as stepping stones – the next conquest might be seducing a source for intel or cozying up to a celeb for that one viral selfie. With Archie, it’s different. Part of her does see the potential advantage: if she wins Archie’s heart (assuming she hasn’t already, at least partly), she gains an inside man in the Mallon clan. Should Archie receive even a modest inheritance, aligning with him could give her financial stability that no amount of clickbait can match. She pictures them as a duo: Archie providing the old-money legitimacy and maybe wit for op-eds, Tina providing the street smarts and media savvy. They could honestly make a formidable team, even start a more respectable media outlet together – stranger things have happened.
Yet, the conquest isn’t purely strategic. Tina’s next conquest is also her own distrust. Can she allow herself to actually care for someone and be cared for, without the cynic in her sabotaging it? Archie Mallon might end up being the conquest that conquers her. And that possibility thrills and terrifies her in equal measure.
For now, Tina plays it cool. As everyone assembles for the will reading, she lounges against a marble pillar, thumbs flying over her phone screen. Her blog followers are eating up her every update (“Tensions high as all players assemble – feel like I’m inside a reality show, folks. Plot thickening by the minute. #MallonMania”). Beverly shoots her a warning glare from across the room – Tina answers with a sugary smile and a little finger wave, as if to say Watch me, darling. Blackheart clears his throat portentously, preparing to read the will; Tina already has a draft post titled “Rigged Will? Don’t Put it Past Judge ‘Ropes’” saved in case the old viper tries anything fishy. Goldie catches her eye and winks, clearly eager for whatever chaos comes next.
And Archie – standing just a few feet away now – gently touches Tina’s elbow as the lights dim for the reading. It’s a subtle, protective gesture. She tilts her head toward him and he whispers, “Whatever happens in there… don’t let them pin it on you.” She whispers back with a smirk, “If they try, I’ll just pin it on someone else.” Archie chuckles softly, but his eyes remain serious. Tina feels a warm swirl in her chest.
The doors to the great hall close. Flashbulbs from Beverly’s crew pop; murmurs hush into expectant silence. Tina slips her phone into her jacket – for once, choosing to be present in the moment rather than mediated through a screen. Her last blog entry before the will reading simply reads: “The final act begins. Stay tuned – I have a feeling this will be one for the ages. 🍿”. Then she looks up, straightens her posture, and steels herself.
She’s Tina Tout: survivor, sinner, secret softie, and scourge of the entitled. The curtain is about to rise on the Mallon family’s reckoning, and she will witness it all with bright, unblinking eyes.
Whatever revelations the will brings – hidden gold, hidden heirs, unpredictable violence – Tina will be ready to spin it, to use it. That’s what she does. That’s who she is. At least, that’s what she keeps telling herself, as she glances one more time at Archie Mallon and hopes, absurdly, that when the dust settles, he’ll still look at her the way he does now: like she’s worth something more than scandal.
But that’s a thought for later. Right now, the lawyer is breaking the wax seal on Rowan’s envelope, the cameras are zooming in, and every heart in the room clutches in suspense. Tina’s heart included.
She licks her lips, flicks open her notebook, and prepares to take them all down – or to lift one of them up – wherever the story, her story, demands to go next.
