OVER BLACK – “They say the best relationships you will ever have are while young...”

FADE IN:

INT. COLLEGE – MATHEMATICS CLASS – DAY

Seated at the back of class we find ANDREW SUTTON, a slim, reasonably good looking and smartly dressed college student, now into his last hours of college life. Next to him is EMMA WESTON, a small and attractive red haired girl, with a face that possesses a degree of innocence and intellect.








ANDREW


I’m going to miss you so much babe.




EMMA


I’ll miss you too sweetie, we’ve just got to make 

the most of these last few days. 




ANDREW


Yeh, we will. Just goin’ to have to get on with

life after, and see each other when we can eh?



EMMA

Yeh, we will...

At the front of the classroom is MR WINTERBURN, a lively and young lecturer drinking coffee at his desk. He takes a glance at the clock and stands up to address his final year students.




MR WINTERBURN

Well then, that’s it. I guess you’ve all made it. Your final year is over. Now who’s up for the pub?



RANDOM STUDENTS

Yeah!!



MR WINTERBURN

Yeah!! Its time to have some fun people and there’s a few goodbyes to say to each other isn’t there.

EMMA smiles and pouches her lips to ANDREW.




MR WINTERBURN (CONT’D)


Pack up people, and follow me to the Fox!!

A packed classroom soon empties as students follow MR WINTERBURN on their way to the pub. ANDREW and EMMA are the last two to leave the room as they slowly depart from their final Mathematics class, hand in hand, smiling. As they reach the door they face each other and kiss before continuing down the corridor.

FADE TO BLACK:

FADE IN:

EXT. CLEAR BLUE SKY – 10 YEARS ON

A bright and sunny midsummers day. We hear birds singing and the rustling of leaves as a gentle breeze flows through the air. 

The title “TEN YEARS ON” appears at the bottom of the screen and is wiped away as the camera pans down.

PAN DOWN FROM THE SKY TO –

EXT. OFFICE TOWER BLOCKS

A window cleaner is suspended aside a tall tower block building adding his touches to the already shining exteriors of the glass windows.

CUT TO:

INT. OFFICE – CONTINUOUS

ANDREW, now 28, is sat at a desk in a silky blue shirt and pinstriped trousers, balancing a phone against his ear.



ANDREW 



(into phone)

Yes that shouldn’t be a problem sir. I’ll get that out to you later this afternoon.



CUSTOMER (O.S.)


(filtered)

Ok thanks a lot. You’ve been really helpful. Goodbye.



ANDREW


(into phone)

Goodbye.

ANDREW notes something down onto the back of a folder and tosses his pen onto the desk. He begins to spin around on his rotating chair, not noticing the window cleaner outside laughing at his childish antics. As his spin comes to an end, in to the office walks a tall man in a stylish black suit.




ANDREW


Boss.




COMPANY BOSS


Afternoon Andrew. Do you have those figures for me?




ANDREW


Indeed I do.



(passes him several sheets of paper)

COMPANY BOSS
Good work fella. You may as well get off soon and i’ll see you Monday, unless I bump into you Saturday night as per. I take it you are out?

ANDREW



(with a degree of sarcasm)


Is the Pope Catholic?




COMPANY BOSS

Good man. Right it’s back to work for me. Have a good one.

CUT TO:

INT. ANDREWS HOUSE – KITCHEN – NEXT DAY

ANDREW is bent down at the fridge in very casual dress. Through the window is a large back garden with overgrown grass, and a line of clothes outside drying in the warm sun. A portable radio is sat on the windowsill blasting out cheesy music.



ANDREW


(singing out of tune)

Hit me with your rhythm stick... One more time!! Ooh yeh yeh. 

ANDREW stands up from the fridge now holding a sandwich of some kind. As he heads for the back door he dances over to turn the radio of.




ANDREW (CONT’D)

(now singing random lyrics)


Yeh yeh yeh. Who’s the daddy!! Ooh ooh.

CUT TO:

INT. TOWN CENTRE PUB – POOL TABLE

CLOSE ON – CORNER POCKET. THE BLACK BALL FLIES IN.

PAN OUT TO -

INT. TOWN CENTRE PUB – AROUND POOL TABLE

Stood around the pool table, with pints in their hands, are Andrew and two of his mates, GARETH and MARK. GARETH is a tall, ruggedly handsome male in his late twenties and is wearing stone washed jeans and a stylish polo shirt. MARK however is much less facially attractive and fashionably dressed, wearing baggy tracksuit bottoms and a football shirt.




MARK



(attempting not to laugh)


What is that on your chin Andy?




ANDREW


What??

ANDREW wipes a piece of tuna from the side of his mouth.




ANDREW (CONT’D)


Nice. How long has that been there?

MARK and GARETH burst out laughing.




MARK



Don’t know mate. It only just caught my eye.

MARK winks at GARETH.




GARETH



(sarcastically)


Your meant to eat your food not use it as make up.




ANDREW

Very funny mate. Anyway who is up for another thrashing?



GARETH

I’ve beat you once and I’ll beat you again, but I can’t now fella because I’m meeting our woman in town.

GARETH begins to put on his coat that was rested on the seat behind him.

ANDREW


Mark?




MARK

Sorry mate I got to shoot too. I said I’d take our young un’ to football. Save it till tonight eh.



ANDREW

Guess it’ll have to. 



MARK

Guess it will.



GARETH

If you had yourself a missus you’d be kept busy on a Saturday. Believe me!



ANDREW

Oh yeah? Didn’t realise your Sandy was like that.



GARETH


(laughing)

Ha Ha. Not that kind of busy you muppet. That comes but once a week nowadays. 




ANDREW



(acting cool)


I know. I know. So what is it? 8 in Varsity’s? 




GARETH


Fine by me. I’ll give Jazz and Pete a bell tonight.




MARK


Sound. See you both laters.

All three polish of their pints and make a swift exit for the door. Just as they are about exit through the door, as if by routine, both MARK and GARETH place their hands on ANDREWS head, slightly ruffling his carefully styled hair.

CUT TO:

INT. VARSITYS BAR – NIGHT

Reasonably busy, ANDREW walks into the eloquent Varsity bar and over to MARK, GARETH and JAZZ, a smartly dressed entrepreneur known to the group from college days. ANDREW is wearing a stylish blue shirt and trousers, with his hair now re-styled and carefully flicked at the fringe. The three mates are sat at a table drinking bottles of Budweiser chatting away pretending to have not noticed ANDREW.




ANDREW


Evening lads.




JAZZ


Andy Pandy my son. How’s it going? Long time no 

see.




ANDREW


Yeh I know, been busy. But I’m out tonight and 

on the pull with you fella.




JAZZ



(With a wide mile grin on his face)


Haven’t you heard?? I’m seeing someone now. Met her 
on one of them dinners.




MARK



(interrupting)


Yeh, a classy one this lady Andy. She’s used to the 
pampered lifestyle.




ANDREW


Oh yeh? So you’ll be taking her to the five star 
restaurants and buying her expensive gifts then 
Jazza?




JAZZ


Me? You know me fella. Only the best for my gals.




ANDREW



(sitting down)


What like your last fling? Fish and chips followed by


a trip to the Odeon. 




JAZZ


Yeh, when was your last ‘fling’ as you put it?

The guys are laughing. ANDREW quickly stands back up and heads for the bar to buy himself a beer before his talent-spotting mission gets underway. 

ANDREWS P.O.V. – STOOD AT THE BAR HE QUICKLY GETS THE ATTENTION OF THE BARMAN, WHO RECOGNISES ANDREW AS A REGULAR




ANDREW


Bottle of Bud please chap.




BARMAN



(popping the cap of the bottle)


Two pounds twenty please.




FEMALE VOICE (O.S.)


Looking good.




BARMAN


Seems you got an admirer mate.

END OF P.O.V. SHOT

Andrew hands over the correct money to the young barman and glances to see where the voice came from. He notices several women, but none are really showing clear attention to him so he heads back for the table where the lads are.




GARETH



(to Andrew)


Christ, we thought you had pulled there.




ANDREW



(looking bewildered)


What??




GARETH

Some fat bird was eyeing you up at the bar. She was just about stood next to you.



ANDREW


(agreeing)

Well you know how it is.

ANDREW begins to sip away at his Budweiser feeling pretty chuffed with himself after catching someone’s eyes so early on. While the other three mutter away about the football, ANDREW scans the bar and dance floor for the potential woman of his dreams.

CUT TO:

INT. PINK BAR - DANCE FLOOR – LATER THAT NIGHT

The night is getting louder and more active as the group continue to consume more alcohol. Now in the popular, and busy Pink bar, the lads are stood beside the dance floor. GARETH and MARK are staring at an attractive blonde woman stood at the bar alone, drinking a glass of red wine.




GARETH



(making sure Andrew doesn’t hear)


Don’t you think she’d suit Andy?




MARK



(pointing at the blonde woman)


That blonde? Don’t you think she’s a little young?




GARETH


I wouldn’t know how old she was. 




MARK


Neither would I to be honest.




GARETH



(casual)


Lets go ask her.




MARK


You being serious? 




GARETH



(slightly drunk and trying to be funny)


Look at this face. This is a serious face.

GARETH attempts to put on a sharp and serious face, but fails as he begins to start laughing.




GARETH (CONT’D)



(laughing)


Now this is a non-serious face.




MARK



(looking at Andy but talking to Gareth)

Come on then, let’s see if we can work our magic for old Romeo.

Both GARETH and MARK walk off towards the blonde woman, leaving ANDREW and JAZZ talking amongst themselves. 

CUT TO:

INT. PINK BAR – BESIDES BAR – CONTINUOUS

The attractive blonde woman – TRACY, is shuffling around in her leopard skin handbag as MARK and GARETH walk over. She realises their approach and finishes messing around in her bag and puts on an extremely welcoming smile.



GARETH

Hi there. This may seem a really odd question and may even deserve a slap, but how old are you?



TRACY

What’s this? One of those really bad chat up line’s you get in them books?



GARETH

No, its just our mate was wondering that was all. He’s a bit on the shy side, and doesn’t usually go for women much younger than him. 



TRACY


(strangely intrigued)

Oh yeh? So is this the mate?

TRACY looks at MARK with an inquisitive facial expression as MARK stumbles backwards a little.




MARK


Nooooooo. Not me I’m a married man.




TRACY


Oh, sorry sweetie.




GARETH


It’s our mate Andrew. He’s a top bloke.

GARETH points over towards where ANDREW is.

TRACY’S P.O.V. – TRACY LOOKS OVER TOWARDS THE DANCE FLOOR WHERE ANDREW AND JAZZ ARE NOW TALKING TO ANOTHER MAN.




GARETH (CONT’D) (O.S.)


See the one in the blue shirt?




TRACY

Oh yeh. That the one or you going to tell me it’s not him either?



GARETH (O.S.)

No. That’s the one.



TRACY

Not bad at all. One problem though.

END OF P.O.V. SHOT

MARK is now facing the bar searching for the attention of a bar attendant. GARETH and TRACY are stood just behind him.




GARETH


Boyfriend?




TRACY


No, I’m as single as they come.




GARETH


Not interested?




TRACY


I didn’t say that did I, he’s very nice.




GARETH


What then? You don’t swing the other way do you?




TRACY



(giggling)


Occasionally. But that’s not the problem.




GARETH


Well what’s this problem then?




TRACY


I have got to go, I’m meeting my brother.

TRACY digs back into her handbag and pulls out a stick of lipstick and grabs a beer mat off of the bar. She scribbles something down on the beer mat using her lipstick.




TRACY



(hands the beer mat to Gareth)


My number. I’ll expect a call tomorrow shall I?




GARETH


Yeh, he’ll call.

TRACY smiles at GARETH before taking another glance over towards ANDREW, who now along with JAZZ is looking over with interest. She takes one last big gulp of her wine before passing her empty glass to GARETH. She walks off towards the exit, flicking her hair like some kind of movie star.

CUT TO:

INT. PINK BAR - DANCE FLOOR – CONTINUOUS

GARETH and MARK, now with a full bottle of Budweiser in his hand, walk back over to ANDREW and JAZZ. JAZZ has a small red stain down the front of his shirt and which he is frantically rubbing, not realising the stain was in fact getting worse.




JAZZ



(talking to himself)


Bloody wine drinking women do my nut in. This better 
come out.




ANDREW



(to Gareth)


Who was that blonde?






GARETH


That, my loveless friend, was the woman of your 

dreams.



ANDREW

No such creature, my friend.




GARETH

Oh, so you won’t want that creatures phone number then?



ANDREW
Phone numbers from blondes like that would never find their way into the hands of the likes of you.



GARETH

Maybe, but if this phone number was not for me, then would you believe me?



ANDREW

Not in the slightest.

GARETH produces the beer mat with TRACY’S number on it from his back pocket and hands it to ANDREW.




GARETH

Now unless I carry lipstick around with me that would be the phone number of a blonde I was just talking to.



ANDREW

So what would I want it for?



GARETH

Well, she isn’t that expensive apparently.



ANDREW

You’re having a laugh aren’t you?



GARETH


(laughing)

Yes mate. Your luck must be in because she wanted you to give her a ring. I spotted her and thought she suited you but she had to shoot off so that’s what she gave me.



ANDREW

Whatever. I wasn’t born yesterday.



GARETH

Well I’m telling truth but if you don’t believe me don’t ring her tomorrow then. You’re the only single out of us so why would we approach her?

ANDREW looks on the dance floor to see a man and a woman in full flow, hands all over each other.

PAN UP FROM DANCE FLOOR TO CLOSE UP ON GLITTERING DISCO BALL

CUT TO:

INT. ANDREWS HOUSE – BEDROOM – NEXT MORNING

ANDREW’S P.O.V. – BLURRY EYED WE SEE AN ALARM CLOCK SHOWING 10:03AM.

ANDREW yawns and reaches out to turn the alarm clock radio on.

END OF P.O.V. SHOT

ANDREW is laying in bed, alone, with the bed sheets only half covering him. Screwed up on the floor are the clothes he had on last night. Looking out the window to see black clouds he pulls the covers over him to keep warm. 

CUT TO:

INT. ANDREWS HOUSE – BATHROOM – AN HOUR LATER

ANDREW is stood with a towel around him, staring into the steamed up mirror. He picks up another towel and slightly dries his hair before heading back for his bedroom.

INT. ANDREWS HOUSE – BEDROOM – CONTINUOUS

With his hair still dripping ANDREW disappears behind the wardrobe for a few seconds before reappearing in a pair of boxer shorts, with his towel thrown his shoulder. With his alarm clock radio still playing he takes out a pair of jeans and t-shirt out of the wardrobe and slips into them.

ANDREW



(singing out of tone)

Don’t stop moving, can you the feel the music, deejays got us going around, round.

ANDREW swings his wardrobe door shut before picking up his dirty clothes from last night. As he picks up his trousers the beer mat with TRACY’S phone number on from last night falls onto the floor. Unsure what the number is ANDREW picks it up and studies it. 




ANDREW


Tr..Tracy? Who’s Tracy?

Still unsure ANDREW picks up his mobile phone off of the bed and hits a button, before waiting for an answer.




ANDREW



(into phone)

Hello mate -- Good night last night? –- Yeh me as well, feeling it a little now mind -- Anyway it’s just a quick call –- Yeh –- You any idea who a Tracy is? –- Vaguely –- Yeh I found it in my trousers a minute ago –- She was probably just messing about – Well we’ll see –- Ok then, gotta go anyway –- Yeh sound, bye.

ANDREW slots his mobile phone into his pocket and walks out of the room, holding the beer mat in his hand.

INT. ANDREWS HOUSE – KITCHEN – CONTINUOUS

ANDREW grabs a bowl and of cereal and places them on the kitchen table before taking the milk out of the fridge and pouring it onto his breakfast. He sits down at the table and begins eating away, submissively staring at the telephone. –- Throughout the scene we hear kids playing outside




ANDREW



(to himself)


Ahhh what the hell.

ANDREW grabs the cordless phone and takes the beer mat out of his back pocket. He takes a few deep breaths and begins pressing the numbers with his slightly shaky fingers.




ANDREW


Seven, Nine, Five, Eight? Three? Must be an eight. 


Four, Six, Six.

ANDREW perches himself against the breakfast table.




ANDREW



(into phone)


Err, Hi. Is that Tracy?




OLD WOMAN (O.S.)



(filtered)


Hello? Who’s there?




ANDREW


It’s Andrew. Is Tracy there please?







OLD WOMAN



(filtered)


Tracy? Tracy who?




ANDREW

Erm, I’m not sure sorry. I think I must have the wrong number.




OLD WOMAN



(filtered)

Yes I think you might have young man. I was just about to eat my dinner as well. Oh well, goodbye.

The old woman hangs up.




ANDREW



(to himself)


Three. Typical. Just my bloody luck.

ANDREW rubs his hands against his t-shirt one after the other then sets out redialling the number with a three instead of an eight.




ANDREW


Eight, One, Seven, Nine, THREE, Four, Six, Six.




ANDREW (CONT’D)



(into phone)


Hiya, is that Tracy?




TRACY (O.S.)



(filtered)


Yes, who’s that please?




ANDREW 

It’s Andrew. This is quite embarrassing but my mate spoke to you last night in Pink for me. I was, erm, just wondering if you fancied going for something to eat tonight?




TRACY (O.S.)



(filtered)


You don’t waste your time. But yes, I’d love to.

ANDREW 


You sure? It’s not as...




TRACY (O.S.)



(interrupting -- filtered)

I said I’d love too didn’t I. Where are you going to take me?

ANDREW 


How does Ulanio sound? 




TRACY (O.S.)



(filtered)


That’d be lovely. See you there at eight. Bye.

Obviously wanting to keep herself mysterious TRACY hangs up after stating what time she would meet ANDREW. ANDREW takes the phone away from his ear and looks at it as if bewildered as to why she hung up so soon. He forges a smile and looks out of the window to see the rain lashing down, but manages to keep the smile on his face and he 

disappears through the kitchen door. 

CUT TO:

INT. ANDREWS HOUSE – BEDROOM – 7:00PM

ANDREW is stood in front of his mirror carefully styling his hair, giving careful attention to not spilling air gel onto his new white shirt. He is wearing pinstriped trousers along with the shirt, but as of yet is still bare footed.

CUT TO:

INT. ULANIO ITALIAN RESTERAUNT – SIDE BAR – 8:00PM

ANDREW is sat besides the bar sipping at a glass of wine, as TRACY walks into the picture and over to ANDREW. She is wearing a short red shirt with a white top, partly covered by a silky smooth coat.




TRACY


Hi, Andrew? 




ANDREW


Hi there, how are you?




TRACY


Not too bad thanks. Cold outside though.




ANDREW


Yeh I know. Not been the warmest this week has it?




TRACY


Not really no.




ANDREW


Shall we get a table?

ANDREW beckons over the porter who limps over slowly and agonisingly painfully. 





PORTER


Table for two sir?




ANDREW


Yes please.




PORTER


Smoking or non-smoking?




TRACY



(interrupts)


Smoking, you don’t mind do you Andy?

ANDREW looks shocked at being called the shortened version of his name after only just meeting TRACY but nods anyway.




PORTER


Follow me please.

ANDREW and TRACY walk behind the PORTER who continues to limp, grunting after each individual step. After a slow journey over to the corner situated table both ANDREW and TRACY sit down, and the PORTER departs.

INT. ULANIO ITALIAN RESTERAUNT – DINING TABLE – CONTINUOUS

ANDREW picks up the menu as TRACY leans over to the empty table next to them and pinches the menu, not realising there is another one on their table. They both shuffle through their menus as the two sit through a nervous silence.




ANDREW


The steak is meant to be nice here.




TRACY

I think I’m just going to have something simple. Had a big dinner at my mums.



ANDREW

Oh yeh, so you any good at cooking?



TRACY

Beans on toast, soup, and the occasional sandwich are my limit. 



ANDREW

Oh yeh, so how do you get your meals?



TRACY

The man of the house cooks them.



ANDREW


(puzzled)

Eh?



TRACY

My brother. I live with my brother.



ANDREW


(breathes a sigh of relief)

Ahh. You got me worried then.

ANDREW places his menu back onto the table.




ANDREW (CONT’D)


So what you having?




TRACY

Think I might just have baked potato and salad, and then a dessert. You?



ANDREW

The steak. You sure that will fill you?



TRACY

Yeh, that will be fine. I’m not really a big eater.

The PORTER appears, again limping his way over, this time armed with pen and paper to take the orders.




PORTER


Are you ready to order??




ANDREW

Yes, can I have the steak, medium rare with the salad please?



PORTER

Certainly sir, and you madam?



TRACY

Madam. Nice. I’ll have the lasagne.



PORTER

And drinks?



TRACY

A bottle of good red wine please.

ANDREW looks bemused as TRACY takes control but a glint in her eye as she seductively smiles at him soon wins him over.




TRACY (CONT’D)



(to Andrew)


That is ok isn’t it?




ANDREW


Yeh sure. 

The PORTER scribbles down onto his pad and limps off into the distance.

CAMERA FOLLOWS PORTER AND PANS TO CLOSE UP ON WINDOW AND DARKNESS OUTSIDE

CUT TO:

INT. ULANIO ITALIAN RESTERAUNT – DINING TABLE – 1 HOUR LATER

ANDREW is just finishing off his meal, while TRACY has an empty plate in front of her and she is sipping on a glass of wine. There is one empty wine bottle in the middle of the table besides another bottle only half full.




ANDREW


Your getting through that wine aren’t you?




TRACY



(beginning to slur the odd word)

Well like I said, I... I have been trying this new diet I invented. I try to make up for food with 

liquid, it’s very disciplined.



ANDREW


(trying to keep straight faced)

Oh I see. Well I wish I had your discipline.



TRACY

You should try it sometime...Oh god I didn’t mean that to come out like that. I don’t mean your fat.



ANDREW

It’s ok. I know what you mean.

TRACY gives another seductive grin in the direction of ANDREW, who is beginning to wish he wasn’t there but still can’t help but find TRACY extremely stunning.




TRACY


So how many women have you had?




ANDREW

(shocked)

Wow, that came from nowhere didn’t it?




TRACY


Yeh sorry, must be the drink. So, you gonna tell me?




ANDREW


Well to be really honest I’ve not really had a proper
relationship since college.




TRACY

Well me neither really, but there are so many cute guys out there. I’ve just been having fun.



ANDREW

Oh ok.

TRACY sexily leans over towards ANDREW to pour him another glass of wine, but manages to spill a tiny amount down the sleeve of his spotless shirt.




TRACY



(giggling)


Whoops, I’m sorry.




ANDREW


Be careful, I think you have had too much to drink.




TRACY


Maybe. I guess I have.




ANDREW


Oh well, would you like me to get you a soft drink?




TRACY



(leans over and whispers to Andrew)

Or how about you take me home and we have a drink there?

ANDREW pulls back worried by TRACY’S sudden advances.




ANDREW



(stuck for words)


I need the toilet. Be right back.




TRACY


But...

ANDREW hurries off to the toilet shocked by the sudden change in TRACY. The PORTER hops past on one leg in the background and round then corner out of sight.

CUT TO:

INT. ULANIO ITALIAN RESTERAUNT – OTHER HALF OF RESTERAUNT

A very busy half of the resteraunt with a group of around fifteen people on a work night out dressed as cowboys and Indians sat around a long table drinking and making a lot of noise. The PORTER limps past the table and over to a small table.

PAN IN TO - 

INT. ULANIO ITALIAN RESTERAUNT – OTHER HALF OF RESTERAUNT - CONTINUOUS

A short redheaded woman, EMMA WESTON, is sat across from a balding man, MARK FINNEGAN, who is dressed in a swanky suit. The PORTER, who appears to be doing the vast majority of the restaurants work by himself, collects the plates from the table before putting a dessert menu on the table.




MARK


You having dessert?




EMMA

I don’t think I could stomach it. I’m full to the brim.

MARK

I might try some ice cream. That reminds me, why did the ice cream take karate lessons?



EMMA


(uninterested)

Why?



MARK

Because it was tired of getting licked.

MARK bursts out into a fit of laughter.




MARK (CONT’D)


Getting licked. Get it?




EMMA



(faking a laugh)


Yeh. Very funny.

 

(pauses)




EMMA (CONT’D)

Anyway I going to have to powder my nose, then I’ll have to get off if that’s okay?




MARK


Well if you must. Call me.

EMMA stands up and heads for the toilet.

CUT TO:

INT. ULIANO RESTERAUNT - TOILET ENTRANCE CORRIDORS – CONTINUOUS

Walking to the toilet EMMA, looking in sorrow towards the floor, bumps into ANDREW who has just exited the mens toilet. Immediately EMMA recognises ANDREW despite the years having past since college, although ANDREW is wary at first before realising.




EMMA



(excitedly)


Andrew??




ANDREW

Yeh?




EMMA


It’s Emma!




ANDREW

Emma! Oh my god! What you doing here?




EMMA

That’s no way to greet your childhood sweetheart, now give me a hug!

The two embrace in a passionate hug and ANDREW lifts EMMA into the air, as if he was back at college.




ANDREW

I can’t believe this. How are you?




EMMA


I’m great, and you?




ANDREW

Yes, I’m great too. You’ve grown up.




EMMA



(with a mile wide smile)


Well that’s what happens as days go by.




ANDREW


Yeh, and your still as beautiful as ever.




EMMA

Arrr thanks. You don’t look too bad yourself. Still got your sexy flick I see.



ANDREW

Well you know. I really can’t believe it’s you. I’ve missed you all this time. 



EMMA

I’ve missed you too. I never thought we would lose contact.

The PORTER limps out of the toilet and past the two of them.



ANDREW


So what you back in England for?




EMMA

I’ve just moved back. I got myself a job in a school round here.




ANDREW

Oh that is so cool. I always knew you’d do well. You always did love kids.






EMMA

Yeh, so what about you?



ANDREW
I’m an accountant. Thinking about a change though.



EMMA

So you married with kids then?



ANDREW

No, I’m single. In fact I’m on a blind date with someone now.


(pauses)

You remember Gareth from college? He’s been trying to set me up with women for the past year or so and I finally gave in today, but it’s an absolute nightmare.

EMMA starts laughing.




ANDREW


I know. Sad isn’t it?




EMMA

No it’s not that. I’m on a blind date as well. Someone my sister knows. And nightmare springs to mind with my date too.



ANDREW

Oh my god this is so freaky. It’s the sort of thing that happens in films.



EMMA

I know. My date is a bi-sexual funny guy so he claims. Not really my type, he he he.



ANDREW


Oh well maybe my date isn’t that bad. She seemed okay 

but she has all of a sudden turned into a sex crazed drunk.



EMMA

Not your type then?



ANDREW

Erm... No. I’m going to escape as soon as possible. And when I get away, I’m going to strangle the lads.



EMMA

Escaping is just what I have done. I’ll tell you what, would you like to meet somewhere in half an hour? Catch up.



ANDREW


(smiling)

I’d love that.



EMMA


(smiling more)

Yeh, so would I.



ANDREW

So half an hour it is. Where shall we meet?



EMMA

What about that bar round the corner, Jim’s or something.



ANDREW


(laughs)

Frankie’s. Not far off.




EMMA



(in an American accent)

Eh, it’s a whole new place to me. You Brits all have strange names.

The two start laughing again, and their sorrows are now long gone as both look forward to meeting later on. ANDREW leans over and hugs EMMA again and walks back towards the resteraunt. EMMA continues to the toilet.




ANDREW


See you later.




EMMA


You sure will.

CUT TO:

INT. ULIANO RESTERAUNT – ANDREWS DINING TABLE – CONTINUOUS

ANDREW strolls over happily to TRACY who is eating apple pie. With syrup dripping down her cheek the soft drink idea clearly hadn’t worked, and her famous glint appears no longer.




ANDREW

Sorry I was a while. 




TRACY

It’s ok. 



ANDREW

My mother phoned my mobile. It appears she has had an accident so I’ll have to go soon, I’m really sorry. It’s been fun though.

TRACY slides her hand under the table and slowly strokes ANDREWS leg, who surprised jerks his knee against the table and knocks an empty wine bottle onto the floor.



TRACY

It could be much more fun.



ANDREW

Look I think you might have the wrong idea.



TRACY

Oh I don’t think I have, unless that is your mobile phone.



ANDREW

IT IS!!

TRACY quickly pulls her hand away embarrassed by her misjudgement and jumps up out of her seat and heads for the toilets. ANDREW is left sat at the table, half smirking, half shocked, with people staring all around.

CUT TO:

INT. ULIANO RESTERAUNT – WOMENS TOILETS – CONTINUOUS

EMMA is stood at the mirror powdering her nose.

EMMA’S P.O.V. – EMMA IS POWDERING HER NOSE WHEN SHE SEES THE DOOR SWING OPEN THROUGH THE MIRROR AND IN WALKS TRACY WITH HER HEAD DOWN.




TRACY (O.S.)



(to herself)


Stupid!

TRACY LOOKS UP TO SEE EMMA

TRACY (O.S.)

Oh. Sorry, not you, me.

END OF P.O.V. SHOT

EMMA turns round towards TRACY.




EMMA


Oh okay. It’s fine.




TRACY


I’m on a date. 




EMMA


Very good.

EMMA turns back to face the mirror.

EMMA’S P.O.V. – EMMA IS LOOKING IN THE MIRROR AGAIN, WITH TRACY BEHIND HER.




TRACY (O.S.)

I messed up. I drank too much and tried it on. But I really like him.

END OF P.O.V. SHOT

EMMA turns back round.




TRACY (CONT’D)


Sorry. You don’t need to know this.




EMMA



(unsure how to respond)


No it’s okay.




TRACY

Well I’m on a date with this guy you see, his mate gave him my number and he rang me this morning. I didn’t think I’d like him but have been down recently. But now I have met him I really like him, but I was really nervous so kept drinking wine and now I’m drunk and have messed up. Oh I’m never going to be happy.



EMMA

Don’t be silly. Look at you, you’re gorgeous. Any man who turns you down can’t be worth it. 



TRACY

Well...

TRACY’S P.O.V. – TRACY LOOKS AT HERSELF IN THE MIRROR.




TRACY (CONT’D)(O.S.)

I guess.

END OF P.O.V. SHOT




EMMA

I know what you mean a little I guess anyway. I’m on a date too, but I bumped into the man of my dreams earlier and I’m meeting him instead.




TRACY


Yeh?




EMMA

Well yeh. My only ever real boyfriend. We went out for years at college but I’ve been... I had to move to America, and only just come back. I’ve had boyfriends, but none like him. 



TRACY

Oh that’s so sweet.



EMMA
Yeh I guess. But we are probably past each other now but I can’t wait to see him again.



TRACY

Oh well, you never know do you. Could be fate.



EMMA

I go to go meet him now in fact, in Frankies. Now come on, walk out with me with a big smile on your face and go get that man! And I want to see what he looks like too because you make him sound so nice.



TRACY

He is, he really is.

EMMA packs her powder pack back into her handbag and the two of them both walk out of the decorative female toilets. 

CUT TO:

INT. ULIANO RESTERAUNT – ANDREWS DINING TABLE – CONTINUOUS

The table where ANDREW was sat is now empty, with just a plate with the bill money on it in the centre, and a note for TRACY written on the back of the receipt. TRACY walks over, with EMMA, and reads the note.




TRACY


He had to go. Say’s he was sorry but he had fun and 

maybe he will see me about sometime.



EMMA

Oh I’m really sorry. He can’t be worth it then if he leaves without saying goodbye.

TRACY looks down, looking extremely upset.




EMMA (CONT’D)

Tell you what, why don’t you come for a quick drink with me. I am a little early but even if Andrew’s there I’m sure he won’t mind for a bit.




TRACY


Only if you’re sure.




EMMA

It’s not a problem seriously. Looks like you need a little cheering up anyway.

The two walk off towards the exit, thanking the PORTER on their way out.

CUT TO:

EXT. THE STREET – LATE NIGHT TIME

EMMA and TRACY are walking down the street chatting about something as Frankies bar appears in the distance, all lit up and the faint sound of music begins to get louder as the two approach the entrance.

CUT TO:

EXT. OUTSIDE FRANKIES BAR

TRACY halts just as the two are about to enter the bar. EMMA stops too, but stares through the door into the bar.

EMMA’S P.O.V. – EMMA IS LOOKING INTO THE BAR WHERE SHE CAN SEE ANDREW SAT AT THE BAR




TRACY (O.S.)


Sugar! I’ve left my bag in the restaurant.

EMMA

Oh you’re joking. You best hurry up or it might get snatched. I can see Andrew anyway, come back after if you like.

END OF P.O.V. SHOT

EXT. OUTSIDE FRANKIES BAR

TRACY glances into the bar but the disco lights flash into her eyes at the moment and doesn’t notice ANDREW.




TRACY


Ok. But I might just get home. I am starting to get tired.



EMMA

Ok, well it’s been surreal meeting you, and maybe I’ll see you about sometime.



TRACY

Yeh, maybe I will. 

TRACY starts to jog off down the road back towards the restaurant, slightly stumbling over in her high heels, as EMMA walks into the bar.

CUT TO:

INT. FRANKIES BAR – CONTINUOUS

EMMA walks over to ANDREW, who is sat at the bar drinking a glass of coca cola.




EMMA


Well, here I am. You manage to get away ok?




ANDREW

Yeh, I did. Feel a bit guilty now though.



EMMA

Me too, but it’s all done now. 



ANDREW

I guess. 



EMMA

And I just met a really nice woman too who had been on a date in that restaurant. Her date took off though and just left her note. Some men eh.



ANDREW
Ha Ha Ha. I cannot believe this. Was she blonde and wearing a short red skirt?



EMMA

Yes, why?


(pauses)

Ahh, I get it. It was you right. 



ANDREW

I didn’t know how else to get away.



EMMA


(laughing)

She was heart broken the poor girl.



ANDREW
Tonight has to be the most random of nights.



EMMA

I guess it has. Well we are here now, and it’s so nice to see you. Seems you haven’t lost your charms anyway.



ANDREW

And you haven’t lost those great looks and sweet nature.



EMMA


(laughs)

Well, what can I say? 

EMMA sits down next to ANDREW.




EMMA (CONT’D)

I know this is sudden, but what do you say to us going on a date sometime. Maybe there’s something we could rekindle.



ANDREW

Oh my, you have just saved my nerves. I have been sat here for ten minutes thinking how to ask you that.



EMMA

Well after all that’s happened tonight, it might have happened for a reason.



ANDREW

I know.



EMMA

Mm-Hmm



ANDREW

I mean, the timing here is everything.



EMMA

And your date for tonight almost came in here with me, luckily for you though she forgot her handbag. In fact she might come back here.



ANDREW

You’re joking? Would it be rude if I asked if we could make a quick dash, there’s plenty more bars.



EMMA

Of course not, spare your blushes.

ANDREW places his hand on EMMA’S shoulder and necks the rest of his drink.




ANDREW (CONT’D)


We better get a move on then.




EMMA


I guess we should.

EMMA and ANDREW get up from their seats and walk towards the door.




ANDREW


Takes me back to college this does.




EMMA


Me too.

ANDREW kisses EMMA on the cheek as they both smile.

FADE TO BLACK

THE END

