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EXT. CLAPHAM JUNCTION - DAY
The scene opens in the trendy town of Battersea near Clapham Junction. Young professionals dash between buses and the train station to make their way to work. A strange note of wondering music comes over the soundtrack to underscore this journey of discovery as we…

 DISSOLVE TO: 
EXT. TOOTING BROADWAY - DAY
The multicultural town of Tooting. It has a more urban character than Battersea as though these people have lived here all their lives rather than just moved here after graduating from Oxford or Cambridge. The people here are far more ordinary and working class. Asians mix together with cockneys, and everyone is united together by their shared humble socio-economic status.
We again…

 DISSOLVE TO:
A row of terraced houses with particular attention paid to the house at the beginning of the road. Its silent, resigned look with curtain-less windows hints at the run-down state inside. It has the air of womanly neglect – unloved and uncared for. 
A young woman with long brown hair steps into view to look at the house. Her identity is concealed from us as we only see her back.

She looks at a piece of paper with the address on, and then the camera sweeps up to take in her face. She is a plain looking Caucasian Englishwoman with milky white skin and deep blue eyes. It is the face of a virgin, and her name is SUSAN COLMAN. She is uncertain about what awaits her behind the front door, but takes a brave step forward to see. She advances towards the house with purposefulness, but the camera remains on the other side of the road as if to observe from a distance.

She rings the bell and waits.

A black Englishman by the name of DAVID LARLEE opens the door. He has the proud glow of a man who was once handsome in his youth, but the toll of unemployment and the war against poverty have taken a strain on his looks. His eyes are touched with a disenchantment, not just with the world, but also with himself for not realizing his full potential. He is also a virgin.

A moment later SUSAN says:
SUSAN
I’ve come about the room.
INT. BEDROOM - DAY
From a bird’s eye-view we see DAVID walk into the spare room followed by SUSAN. He has an air of authority about him now that he has to shoulder the responsibility of being the man of the house.
DAVID

The landlord owns a few properties on this road and has managed to keep the rent low. It was originally meant for student nurses at the local hospital, but now it seems to be more for those on low incomes.

SUSAN lowers her eyes, slightly embarrassed that she is also one of those on low income.

SUSAN

And what low income job do you do?

DAVID levels a look at her.

DAVID

I do temp work for an agency.

SUSAN

What sort of work?

DAVID

Whatever’s available. Receptionist work. Data entry…

SUSAN

How fast can you type?

DAVID

About fifty words per minute. (Beat) 

What low income job do you do?

SUSAN

I’m just about to start a job for a charity.

DAVID

What sort of work?

SUSAN

Secretarial. 

(Beat) 

And before you ask me I type sixty words per minute.

She flashes him a sexy look as she passes him to inspect the wardrobe. He notices her full arse sitting firmly in her trousers.

A look of desire enters into his face.

SUSAN

Do you have anyone else coming to look at the room?

DAVID

Oh, absolutely. With rent at this price you’re always going to get competition. 

(Beat) 

Are you looking anywhere else?

SUSAN

I am, but the location doesn’t suit me. This is ideal.

A look of silent communication crosses between them. She is the best candidate so far and he wants to offer her the room. This is the best location that she’s visited so far and she likes the low rent. She wants the room. They both have something that the other person wants, and this is distilled in that one look.

SUSAN

When d’you think you’ll know who the successful candidate is?

This provides DAVID with power that he’s never had before. He can choose who he wants to live with, although he has already made up his mind.

DAVID

Drop me a line at the beginning of next week. I should know by then.
A smile creeps across her face. She is interested in him, but not sure what form her interest takes.
 DISSOLVE TO:
INT. KITCHEN – DAY
A few weeks have passed and we see SUSAN coming out of her room and walking through the communal room in black, skin-tight cycling trousers that reveal her sexy curves. There are some pictures on display that she has picked up from art gallery exhibitions and societies that she belongs to. She notices one of them hanging askew on the wall, and automatically puts it straight. She appears to have settled in, and has made this new place her home. Her presence brings a touch of maternal pleasantness to the flat that was not there before. 
As she continues to walk towards the kitchen we notice that her long brown hair is combed across her face in virginal neatness. Although she is not attractive, there is something desirable about her. In a word, she is a bit of a wonder, and this quality is not lost on DAVID who is in the kitchen waiting for the kettle to boil.

DAVID

Morning.
SUSAN
Morning.


(She notices him pouring hot water into his cup.)
You only having hot water for breakfast? 

He deflects the question with a grin.

DAVID
It’s good for the skin.
SUSAN

I’ve got a few friends coming round this evening for a house warming party. Is that alright?

DAVID

Sure.

He exits the kitchen, leaving her puzzled by the fact that he doesn’t seem to have any resources for breakfast. She is seething with curiosity, but does not feel that she can probe. To her, he is a bit of a wonder.
INT. COMMUNAL ROOM – DAY

A group of friends have come round to see SUSAN in her new home. All of them are white.

DAVID enters the room and a marked drop in temperature greets his entrance because he is the only black man present. Their happiness comes at him like an invisible wall of isolation, and yet at the same time an invasion of his home.

SUSAN flashes a glance at him and sees a man shouldering the weight of loneliness all by himself.

A look of concern crosses face as we:

 DISSOLVE TO:
INT. KITCHEN – NIGHT

We see SUSAN in the kitchen with an apron tied around her middle in a professional manner. She is applying the final touches to a chicken casserole as DAVID walks in.
DAVID

Looks like you’re gonna have a dinner party.

SUSAN

I thought I’d cook dinner for the two of us.

This takes him by surprise.
DAVID

That’s nice of you. 

(Beat)
What’s on the menu?

SUSAN

I’m calling it…the Clapham Common Chicken Casserole. 

DAVID

Clapham Common. 

(Beat) 

Not Tooting?

SUSAN

No. I prefer to do my shopping in Clapham. It’s much better than around here.

He levels a glance at her, feeling slightly distanced by her sensibilities.

DAVID

I see.
He opens the fridge to take out a drink, but notices that SUSAN has used his chicken to cook the casserole. He closes the fridge and looks at her, not hiding the fact that he could have used those eight pieces of chicken for his dinner for the week.
 DISSOLVE TO:

INT. DINING ROOM – NIGHT

They are seated at the table eating SUSAN’S chicken casserole. The silence hangs thickly in the room as they pick at their food.

SUSAN

Is it alright?

He has had better dinners, but says to her:

DAVID

It depends on how you like your chicken cooked?

The comment affects her deeply, and she casts her eyes down to eat another mouthful.

SUSAN

And how do you like your chicken, David?

DAVID

With taste.

A silence settles between them.
DAVID

I think I’d probably call this Tooting Theft rather than Clapham Common Chicken Casserole.

SUSAN

What?
DAVID

The eight pieces of chicken thighs you stole from my shelf in the fridge to cook a casserole that I’m not particularly a fan of, I could’ve used for my dinner for the whole week. That for me is Tooting Theft, not Clapham Common Chicken Casserole.
She retreats into herself for a while, lowering her eyes in cute embarrassment as she hesitantly confesses:
SUSAN

I haven’t been paid yet.

Her voice suggests that she has only recently known poverty, and nothing in her privileged upbringing has prepared her for it.
DAVID notices this, and for one sadistic moment he chooses to prey upon her vulnerability.

DAVID

Really! Then how did you pay for your housewarming party yesterday?

SUSAN

It was a bring your own bottle affair.
She is beginning to feel a bit angry now.
DAVID
You see, if you want to enter into a black man’s soul, you have to enter into his belly first. Cook him a good meal and you’ve won his heart. No bland food, mind you. It has to be food with taste.
For once her self-possession leaves her, and she fights to restrain her tears. It is beyond her control, and so she escapes from the table and runs into her room.
DAVID waits until her door shuts as he feels the burden of his attitude towards her resting heavily on his shoulders.

He gets up from the table and walks over to her room. He knocks on the door affectionately and awaits a response. He can hear her crying, but she does not reply to his knocking.

DAVID

I’m sorry, Sue.


(Beat)

I guess I’m not used to doing things differently, that’s all.


(Beat)

I’m afraid that if I try something new I’ll be abandoning the old David Larlee.

His words sober her mood considerably. She is impressed by his apology, for it is the first time that she has heard him be man enough to say he is sorry for anything. And in her place of safety, she admits to herself that his words have touched something deep within her that resides at a foundational level.

Grateful for his honesty, she decides to open the door. There is now warmth in her eyes, and a little smile turns up the corners of her mouth.
The light from her room cuts through the shadows in the passageway, and in it we see a softness in DAVID’S face that we haven’t seen before. He is almost like a child, and the transformation is heart-stirring.
DAVID

I’m afraid, Sue.


(Beat)

Afraid that I’ll get hurt if I change. Afraid that I won’t recognize myself if I break a habit.


(Beat)

I need your help.


(Beat)

I need you help me to get through this.

(Beat) 


I need you to help me become a better man
She steps closer to him until they are face to face with each other. There is an intensity between them, and it is she who breaks first by caressing his face. She then takes him into her arms for comfort, and soothes him tenderly like a mother to a child, pressing her body against him. It provides him with hope – hope that will inevitably change his situation. It is a moment of shared understanding and closeness.
FADE TO:
INT. OFFICE – DAY

We track the back of a woman walking down an open plan office. Her identity is never revealed as we follow her past a desk. The camera breaks away from her and rests on DAVID LARLEE at his new workstation in a shirt and tie as an employee. A smile lifts the corners of his mouth, and the inner man of talent is reborn. SUSAN COLMAN has emancipated him into working society.
DISSOLVE TO:
INT. SUSAN’S BEDROOM – NIGHT

SUSAN and DAVID are close. She nears him until their breathing mingles. She puts her mouth just inches from his, and then very slowly, she kisses him softly on the lips – a prolonged, sensuous kiss keenly enjoyed by both. Neither person is forceful. Both are acting naturally, unhurried, very much at home with each other. She wraps her arms around his neck, and they continue to kiss in ecstasy.

Their lips part, and she looks at his face cradled in her arms.






SUSAN

How’s your new job?






DAVID

I don’t think they pay me enough.






SUSAN

You know what? 

(She presses her lips against his carnivorously.) 

I think you’re right.






DAVID

What makes you say that?






SUSAN

Because it’s your turn to cook me dinner.
Their passion builds, and she nuzzles his neck with pleading, anxious urgency as she says:

SUSAN
Make love to me.
She offers him her mouth to be kissed, and he responds hungrily. His hands begin a short odyssey down her body, followed closely by the camera. He cups her firm arse-cheeks in his hands. Their passion overwhelms them, and they surrender to its call as he starts to pull down her cycling-trousers.
DISSOLVE TO:

LATER

It is dark. But we see SUSAN’S naked white body with DAVID behind her. He is inside her, moving very slowly as she arches her head back, smothering his face with her long brown hair. She wants to cry out with the sensation that rips through her body, but she remains silent, guiding DAVID deeper within her.
DISSOLVE TO:

LATER

She is on top of him on the bed, kissing his bare chest, exploring his body. She begins to lick his hair, and then moves lower… lower… straight down south beyond the view of the camera to take him into her mouth. They are completely absorbed in their own world.
DISSOLVE TO:

LATER

Cloaked in deep shadow, we see DAVID on top of SUSAN, grinding her with the energy and vigour that twenty-nine years of being a virgin can bring. Her sturdy legs wrapped around his waist locks him deeply within her, meeting each thrust with equal anxiety that virginity can bring. They are melting into one another, becoming one entity to face the future together. Their connection is complete.
The camera pulls back, displaying an amount of good taste by traveling slowly, exiting the room. And when the door closes we:
FADE OUT.
