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NB. 

The film uses two very different styles, labelled as either warm or cold sections in the script.

The cold scenes are all set a couple of months after the warm scenes.
WARM

1. EXT. SUNSET. THE SEA

The picture starts off black, a word comes into vision: ‘Tomorrow’. Shots of the sea fade in.






KATHRYN (v.o.)





(calmly)


I like to surf. You need a computer for 




everything else nowadays, but nor for




surfing. It’s my escape.






NICHOLAS (v.o.)





(heavily stuttering and mumbling)




Love, love, like – do I – do I love her? Do




I like her? I mean I love her. Does she? 

No. Would she like me? Would? Why? 

KATHRYN is floating on a surfboard. She is in her late thirties with wild, red hair. 

2. INT. SUNRISE. BEACH

NICHOLAS is muttering the voice over as he moves through the Net on his laptop. He is in his mid twenties with long, unkempt hair, a scruffy beard and glasses. He pays little attention to his clothes, a dull tatty suit.

NICHOLAS

(heavily stuttering and mumbling)

No. Something else. Think Nicholas, 

you’re lucky. Yes. Lucky – lucky? You – 

I have a good job. You can do this. Yes. 

Not everyone can do this. This is good.

This is … happy. Happy – would she? 

I need – need to talk – to talk to her – need

Meet her meet her, beach, beach – surf.

No. I can do this. It’s a formula, A and B, 

She surfs I’ll surf, happy, happy. Meet her.

Talk to her. Talk talk talk. Will she – would

She? Would would I will she, think Nicholas

Think. Yes. Meet her. Yes. Yes. Love.

No … No. Love.

3. EXT. SUNRISE. BEACH

NICHOLAS waits for KATHRYN in a duffle coat, the muttering continues in his mind. As she approaches he fumbles to get his pollution mask off in time to talk to her, failing he lowers his head as she passes. Her smile at him goes unnoticed. 

COLD

4. EXT. NIGHT. STREET NEAR THE K-BAR
GAVIN, a suit in his thirties, is coming on to KATHRYN who stands on the street corner dressed for a night out and looking good. 






GAVIN





(aggressively gesturing)




Come on love, I’ve got the money, - 

you’ve got the looks, no need to be 

shy about it – you look like you’ve got 

taste -  






KATHRYN




Piss off! Sort yourself out tosser!

She motions with her hands what she is advising him to do to himself.






GAVIN




Hey you’re a funny girl – you’d

better watch yourself though, funny talk 

ain’t what your tongue’s meant for.

GAVIN flickers his tongue at her. NICHOLAS, now with designer contacts, styled hair and trendy clothes, appears on the other side of the road and pauses as he sees them.






NICHOLAS





(muttering)




She needs someone to defend her 

alright.

He coughs a little, builds himself up and tenses before strutting towards KATHRYN and GAVIN.

NICHOLAS (v.o.)




The lady was in trouble boys, what could 

I do? Off I go, cool as you like and I got 

to this lech in his suit

As NICHOLAS walks towards them KATHRYN slides out a small blade.






NICHOLAS (v.o.)




and I said to him “What’s up mate?” I’m 

all casual you know? “You trying to 

snatch my girl?” 

NICHOLAS mimes a fingering motion at GAVIN with this comment.

NICHOLAS (v.o.)

And straight away he backs off!

GAVIN backs away from KATHRYN’S blade, an angrily defeated look on his face. He mouths a few insults as he steps backwards along the street. NICHOLAS is coughing a bit, KATHRYN pockets the blade without him noticing and stomps off, he doggedly follows.






NICHOLAS (v.o.)




Straight away, no argument –

NICHOLAS clicks his fingers, cut on the click to the next scene.

5. INT. NIGHT. SEATING AREA IN THE K-BAR
NICHOLAS clicks his fingers and returns his arm to the back of the sofa, both arms now resting there. He sits widely, KATHRYN sits seething next to him. KATHRYN’S friends, including JOE, all lounge overtly with vacant, red-eyed expressions, bottles and pills in hand. They listen to NICHOLAS’S continued boasts.






NICHOLAS




Like that. Confidence – it’s all about




confidence.

KATHRYN leans forward away from his arm and KATHRYN snorts derisively, her lower jaw locked in annoyance, shaking her head. NICHOLAS watches her and loses a little confidence, he assumes a more humble pose and pauses briefly in a mild coughing fit but carries on.






NICHOLAS




C-confidence – these suits are all the same,

locked in with their computers all day – 






JOE




Yeah, they get all the best jobs just




sitting on their arse all day! We’re the




ones out there, livin’ it – 






KATHRYN




Oh you’re a real hard worker aren’t you? 

I’d like to see you do a nine hour shift 

here.

JOE glares at KATHRYN, NICHOLAS puts his arm round her and pulls her closer.






NICHOLAS




Leave her alone mate, she’s had a bit of  

stress tonight - haven’t you mate?

KATHRYN shakes him off in disgust and turns away.

WARM

6. EXT. MORNING. STREET

NICHOLAS is muttering as he sways along a track to the beach in looking very awkward with the surfboard he carries. He walks with a rolling gait, propelling himself faster than his co-ordination can cope with. He stumbles along the pavement, the board clumsily blocking his vision, he breathes through his pollution mask.






NICHOLAS





(heavily stuttering)




This is right Nicholas. Surfing. I’ll surf.

She surfs. We’ll surf. I’ll meet her – will 

she? Would she like me? Will she notice

me?

Elsewhere KATHRYN shunts an electric car forward in jumps and stalls. MICK, sitting next to her, slams his hand on the dashboard.

MICK




Break!






KATHRYN





(flustered)




Which button’s that?






MICK





(incredulous)




Oh for God’s sake!






KATHRYN




Why do you have to teach me on an




electric one? You know I’m no good at 

tech stuff.






MICK




They won’t make the petrol ones soon –




come on it’s supposed to be easy!

NICHOLAS is still struggling with his surfboard.






NICHOLAS




I should, I’ll talk to her – it’s a process,




like a formula. A and B, I’ll surf, she surfs.

We’ll meet.



MICK (o.s.)

Look out!



NICHOLAS

(not hearing)




She’ll see me.

KATHRYN smacks into NICHOLAS and floors him.






KATHRYN





(to MICK)




Don’t tell me what to do!






MICK




You crazy bitch! Look what you’ve done!

He stamps out of the car towards NICHOLAS, KATHRYN screams at him in the background.






KATHRYN





(to MICK)




You put me under too much pressure! I 

can’t concentrate.






MICK





(to NICHOLAS)




Are you alright mate?

NICHOLAS looks from his broken board and mask to his bruising body.






NICHOLAS





(stuttering)




Yes – yes I think – 






MICK




Why don’t you look where you’re going




then? What’re you doing with that? You 

could have poked someone’s eye 




out! Keep your eyes on the road mate.

He throws the board to the ground, stomping back into the car.






MICK




Ruined the paintwork!

NICHOLAS stutters an apology as he crosses the street with his broken board. KATHRYN watches him with pity from the car.






MICK





(to KATHRYN)




Well come on then! You’re blocking




the road!

7. EXT. MIDDAY. BEACH

NICHOLAS surfs the Net on his laptop in the shadows, sitting on the steps of a beach hut. He holds his broken mask up to his mouth and types but is paying more attention to the sea as he scans for KATHRYN.






NICHOLAS





(stuttering)




She’ll be here – she’s always here. She’s 

late, she can be late. I’ll ask here-her – no 

I can’t, she wouldn’t, I’ll, I want to. I know 

I want to. She’s not going to – 

KATHRYN sprawls into NICHOLAS, his laptop falls off the step, breaking and his mask drops. She lingers there as two burly men run past. NICHOLAS gasps and blinks repeatedly as she sits up, laughing.






KATHRYN




I’m sorry love – oh God it’s you!  I was in a 

bit of trouble there! I smashed some guy’s 

computer –

She sees his broken equipment as he sits up, she giggles mischievously.






KATHRYN




Oh God I’m sorry – I’m no good with




computers I’m afraid! 

(pause for breath)

I can’t believe this, what are you - are 

you stalking me or something?






NICHOLAS





(guiltily stuttering)




I, well – I always come – to the beach – 




with my – to see – to the - 






KATHRYN





(laughing)




Let your words out love.

Seeing his worried look, realising he is unable to communicate, KATHRYN takes pity. 

KATHRYN

Sorry about the car the other day.

Oh I’m not very good to you am I, ‘fraid 

I’m a bit of a bitch.






NICHOLAS





(hastily)




No–no–no. No–n-no… No – you’re no – 




n – bu – b- no.






KATHRYN





(smiling)




Well it’s nice of you to defend me so 

eloquently.

She leans closer to him, flirting.






KATHRYN




I need someone to defend me, I do get 

into trouble. Look …






NICHOLAS




N-Nicholas.






KATHRYN




Well N-Nicholas why don’t we go out for a 

drink tomorrow, it’ll give me a chance to 

make it up to you.






NICHOLAS




Yes. Where?






KATHRYN




Outside the K Bar, I finish work there at 7. 

Hey you’ll get to meet my boyfriend, hope 

he’s not too much of an arsehole. See you. 

She blows him a kiss as she skips away. NICHOLAS stares forlornly at his fallen mask.

COLD
8. INT. NIGHT. NICHOLAS’S BEDROOM

A dusty desk stands over several cardboard boxes. Bottles and take away packaging lightly litter the floor, the posters that were on the wall have been ripped off and replaced with more trendy and lewd designs. A rose lands on the mattress where KATHRYN is getting ready to go out.

NICHOLAS




Happy anniversary.

KATHRYN turns to him, tight lipped.

KATHRYN





(as if she hadn’t heard)

What’s that?






NICHOLAS




It’s a rose love, what do you think?






KATHRYN





(annoyed)

God you never used to be like this – You 

used to be special.

NICHOLAS kneels down on the mattress behind her.






NICHOLAS




Hey I’m - I’m special now, I can get you out 

of trouble, and I can – 

He reaches runs his hands down her sides but stops as she interrupts and shifts away from him.






KATHRYN





(angry)




What’s happened to you? You used to at 

least listen!

NICHOLAS lifts his hands to her shoulders, massaging them.






NICHOLAS




I listen baby.

KATHRYN shrugs him off.






KATHRYN




You used to dote on me when we first 

started out, it was a little smothering 

maybe but it was nicer than this.






NICHOLAS




I can still dote on you lady.

He slides his hands down her sides and between her thighs.






NICHOLAS




I just know what you like better that’s all.

NICHOLAS wheezes as his adrenalin steps up, KATHRYN shifts her position to be more comfortable, begrudgingly allowing him to carry on. As his hands move deeper she snaps her elbow back, knocking the wind out of him, and stands up, turning on him.





KATHRYN





(snapping)




That’s not what I want from you!






NICHOLAS





(retaliating)




How am I supposed to know what you 

want when you don’t even know
yourself? 

I can’t do it anymore – I
can’t live my life 

to make you happy!






KATHRYN





(spiteful)




What kind of a life have you got without 

me you little runt? You’re wearing what I 

chose for you, your hair’s cut how I want 

it – the only friends you’ve got are mine! 

Just try it on your own again!

NICHOLAS stands up and faces her.






NICHOLAS




You can’t handle men at all can you? If 

you’re not in control you –

He grabs her roughly.

NICHOLAS 

you weren’t beaten! I bet you’ve never 

been hit in your life!






KATHRYN

(screaming)




What do you know about me you bastard? 

How dare you start telling me – 






NICHOLAS




I know you better now – I know what you’re




like – 






KATHRYN 




You don’t know anything about me you 




little prick, without me you’re nothing – 






NICHOLAS





(sneering and wheezing)





I -I used to love you.






KATHRYN




You still do you little nerd!

KATHRYN starts to walk away, her back to him.






NICHOLAS




You’re n-not as strong as you act a-are 

you? You can’t live without me! I, I do 

still –

KATHRYN rushes back and hisses her words out spitefully.






KATHRYN




I can’t live without you? Take a look




at yourself, you were a mess before




you met me






NICHOLAS




You need me just, just as much as, as

I need you – 






KATHRYN




I don’t fucking need you! I don’t need 

anyone.



NICHOLAS

You still need me, I can protect you – I 

can help you!






KATHRYN




You ridiculous little geek!






NICHOLAS





(shaking as he shouts)




Manipulative whore!

KATHRYN fires up in utter fury.






KATHRYN (v.o.)




Prick!

As her voice speaks she swings punch at his face. It catches him and he sways, losing balance and falls to the floor. The soundtrack goes silent at the moment her fist connects with him. After he has fallen her voice starts from the next scene.






KATHRYN (v.o.)




I split up with Mick last night, that 

bastard’s hit me one too many times.

WARM

9. EXT. EVENING. SAND DUNES

KATHRYN’S arm is linked in NICHOLAS’S as they walk.







NICHOLAS




Oh, I’m sorry.






KATHRYN




It’s not your fault. It’s my own fault for 

always ending up with these fist happy 

twats. 

She sits down, head in hands. NICHOLAS awkwardly sits beside her.






KATHRYN




God I’m fed up with relying on men – I 

wish I had a proper job instead of 

pressing pints. I wish I could do what you 

do Nicholas.


KATHRYN rests her head on his shoulder, he is wheezing.






NICHOLAS







I wish I could be like you, I’d love to be 

able to t-talk as 
e-easily as you do.






KATHRYN





(laughing a little)




Don’t be stupid Nicholas, you’re very 

special – you should accept that.






NICHOLAS




No-n-but I – if I could talk like you.

KATHRYN sits up and faces him, enlivened with an enthusiastic air.






KATHRYN




OK then, if you really fancy a change 

come to the club with us tonight – I’ll meet 

you by the bus stop at 10.






NICHOLAS




I – well – I – would your friends? – 






KATHRYN




Oh get some balls Nick – do something 

wild! I’ve asked you out, now will you 

come out or not?

NICHOLAS




10 – great – yes. I’ll be there.

COLD

10. INT. NIGHT. CORRIDOR OUTSIDE KATHRYN’S FRONT DOOR AND HER HALLWAY






NICHOLAS





(pleading)




Let me in! Let me in!

NICHOLAS hammers on KATHRYN’S door, wheezing and coughing. On the other side KATHRYN glares at the door, arms crossed in anger.






KATHRYN





(seething)

Haven’t you had enough? Leave me 

alone you little git!

NICHOLAS presses himself hard against the door.






NICHOLAS





(through gritted teeth)




I’m so sorry for what I said – I’m so sorry!






KATHRYN





(close to tears)




You promised me you wouldn’t be like 

that Nicholas!

She smacks her hands against the door in frustration as she says this.






KATHRYN




How could you change so much?






NICHOLAS




You – you asked me too.

NICHOLAS turns and slides down the door as he speaks, rubbing his hair with his hands in a state of confusion, finding it hard to breath.






KATHRYN





(shouting)




Oh no – don’t even think of excusing 

yourself – did I ask you to shout at me?

NICHOLAS stretches back the skin of his temples with sweating palms and stutters.






NICHOLAS




You-y-you wanted – 

KATHRYN hits the door again and spins away.






KATHRYN




Did I ask you to drink away everything




you’re good at, reject everything you ever 

were? You smash your equipment up and 

turn your back on hackers – just to be like

me -






NICHOLAS





(stuttering and mumbling)




But – but-bu-bu-be free. Surf. S-surf.

KATHRYN leans against the door, tensed.






KATHRYN





(through gritted teeth)




You might act like a man but you can’t be 

a man can you? You’re still the pathetic 

geek you always were.

NICHOLAS raises his head, his face contorted in bewilderment and tears, scarcely able to breath.






NICHOLAS




What – w-why? Why? L-love. I love you. 

She surfs. I’ll surf. I – I still love you. Love.

KATHRYN slumps to her knees, drooping like a broken doll. 






KATHRYN (v.o.)




I hate you.

As the words are spoken she mouths the words “I love you.” NICHOLAS stumbles away. She sobs, mouthing the words over and over again. 






NICHOLAS




She – she surfs. I can surf. I’ll surf. I-I love 

her. Would she? No. Love. Love.

NICHOLAS’S mumbling mixes with the sound of KATHRYN laughing from the next scene.

WARM

11. EXT. NIGHT. STREET NEAR THE K-BAR





KATHRYN





(laughing)




God Nicholas what are you wearing?

NICHOLAS has made a formidable effort to dress like the HEDONISTS and is sporting trendy clothes, looking uncomfortable with his new attire. The following dialogue becomes a voice over accompanying shots of their night out. 






NICHOLAS (v.o.)




I thought I’d try to – 






KATHRYN (v.o.)




Oh honey you look very sexy, they’ll love 

you. Just try not to talk about computers 

too much. My friends are a bunch of 




technophobes like me, they get a bit 

jealous of all you digitally minded types. 

You know what it’s like – geeks get all 

the best jobs. No offence. 






NICHOLAS (v.o.)




No, no. Sure. Yeah, yeah.

The two walk to the club. The bouncers let them through as KATHRYN gives them a friendly kiss on the cheek. 

11a. INT. NIGHT. THE K-BAR

NICHOLAS is coughing, the HEDONISTS clap him on the back and give him a pill. He looks at it and nervously puts it in his mouth. NICHOLAS swigs down a shot in a test tube, his face scrunches up at the taste. NICHOLAS is dancing without co-ordination. Another dancer bumps into him and NICHOLAS shoves him in annoyance. The HEDONISTS clap him on the back, laughing. KATHRYN turns away in disapproval. NICHOLAS tries unsuccessfully to refuse another shot the HEDONISTS offer him. KATHRYN shakes her head in amusement at NICHOLAS and leads him outside, he looks ill.

COLD

This sequence is muted and three scenes are intercut:

12. EXT. NIGHT. BEACH 

13. INT. NIGHT. KATHRYN’S APARTMENT

14. EXT. NIGHT. TAXI

NICHOLAS sticks his damaged surfboard in the sand and looks at the black waves.

KATHRYN fidgets, frustrated in her hallway. 

NICHOLAS stands alone on the beach.

KATHRYN is anxiously walking in and out of her front door indecisively.

NICHOLAS is muttering to himself as he clenches his fists, gripping his face in his arms. He kneels in the wash, contorting in frustration, and wheezes.

KATHRYN is ringing NICHOLAS’S phone from her mobile, there is no answer.  

NICHOLAS’S phone flashes, half buried in the sand. He stands up, clumsily using the surfboard to help him. He runs his hands down it and looks once more to the sea.

KATHRYN tells a taxi driver to go faster as she speeds through the town.

NICHOLAS paces by the sea with the surfboard, muttering.

KATHRYN jumps out of the cab, swiping a card across the meter. She runs to the beach and stops. Her eyes open wide, we do not see what she sees. Cut to black.

WARM

15. EXT. NIGHT. BEACH

NICHOLAS and KATHRYN are sitting close together watching the sea. A few bottles of drink lie next to them, NICHOLAS leans on KATHRYN.






NICHOLAS




This feels nice, this is, so, nice. 

I feel – 

KATHRYN silences him with her finger.






KATHRYN





(quietly laughing)




Ssh. Shut up Nicholas. Don’t spoil it.

They lead into a kiss. KATHRYN pulls back and looks at NICHOLAS, his eyes still closed savouring the moment. He wheezes. KATHRYN takes off his glasses. He blinks a few times.






KATHRYN




You should wear contacts – let people

see your eyes more. I saw these great

lenses the other day. Violet, they’d really 

suit you.

She rubs her hands through his matted hair.






KATHRYN




When was the last time you got this mop




cut?






NICHOLAS




Well, I – 

KATHRYN puts up her hand to stop him.






KATHRYN




How about this – on the weekend I’ll take 

you out and we’ll get you a full make over, 

We’ll get your hair done! I promise you’ll 

never have looked better, you’ll be a changed 

man. All you need is a little confidence in 

yourself.






NICHOLAS




I love you.






KATHRYN




Oh you’re paying honey. 

Her voice fades away and they become more distant.






KATHRYN




We’ll help you match those new clothes

of yours better, next time you come out

you’ll fit right in – you’ll be just like the 

rest of us … Confidence. It’s all about 

confidence.
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