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FADE | N:

EXT. SCARBCOROUGH SEA FRONT - BAR — NI GHT

Waves crash against the shoreline. Thunder cracks overhead.
RONNI E | ooks up at the sky, sighs. He's 29, not
unattractive, but awkward, too tall for his own good, nessy
hai r, slunped shoul ders.

Burst of music O S

Ronni e | ooks down, around, into the bar through the open
door .

I nsi de, happy | aughi ng people, bathed in warmlight.

As the door to the bar closes, rain | ashes down. Ronnie
stands there, forlorn, mserable, soaked.

INT. RONNIE' S HOUSE — KI TCHEN — NI GHT

Congeal ed waffl es and beans are kept warm on the cooker.

Above the cooker, a kitchen plaque: ‘Home is where the
Hearth is’.

DORIS sits, knits. Doris, 70, is silver haired, a sweet old
| ady.

DOCR SLAMS SHUT O. S.

DORI S
Ronni e? Is that you, Ronnie?

Foot st eps hamer up the stairs.

Dori s sighs, shakes her head, focuses on the knitting.

BEDROOM
Ronni e | ocks the door, goes to the conputer, swi tches on

the lanp, turns on the nonitor, clicks the nouse. Mddem
connecting sound bl ares out as Ronnie sits down.

SCREEN

On the tool bar, bottomright of the screen, the Internet
connecti on synbol appears.

VWELCOME TO THE WONDERFUL WORLD W DE WEBLOG OF ALI STAIR
FEARNLEY.



CLICK. Gainy imges of Alistair's house, tracking around
the affluent room

ALI STAIR (Q S)
(through conmputer)
Today was anot her spl endid day!
Met the nopst gorgeous worman at a
pol o match — absol ute magic.
Super body, enerald eyes, |ush
| ong bl onde hair -

KNOCK AT THE DOOR O. S.

BEDROOM

Ronni e stares at the screen, flushed with excitenent. H s
body sinks, al nost teenager-|Iike.

ALI STAIR (Q S)
And just you wait till you hear
what she said to ne!
KNOCK AT THE DOOR.

DORIS (O 9S)
Ronni e! Ronni el
CORRI DOR

Doris stands, anxious, stares at his door, shakes her head.
SOUNDS OF TYPI NG O S.

DORI S
Ronni e, whatcha doi ng?

SOUNDS OF TYPI NG CONTI NUE O. S.
DORI S
I'"ve made you WAffl e and Beans,
just the way you like it.

Silence. dick — the door is unlocked, slowy opens, Ronnie
| ooks out at her.

Doris smles encouragingly.

Kl TCHEN

Ronnie sits at the table. Doris shuffles around, |ovingly
puts the waffl e and beans on the table beside him then the
bottl e of ketchup.



DORI S
Tonmorrow wi |l be a better day.
You' Il get a job, Ronnie. Just

you see.
Ronni e | ooks mni ser abl e.

Doris pats his shoulder. He places his hand on hers, |ooks
at her, shares the nonment.

DORI S
You nean the world to ne, Ronnie.
I"d be I ost without you.

Ronni e smles, turns back, eats, happy. Doris clips his
head.

DORI S
First we say grace.

Doris sits down, puts her hands together.
DORI S
We are thankful oh Lord for what
we are -
Ronni e | ooks at her, then the waffl es, sneaks a nout hf ul
DORI S
And what we can becone.
INT. DORIS' S HOUSE - RONNI E BEDROOM — NI GHT

In the darkness, the conputer hard drive churns.

Ronnie lies in bed, asleep. He tosses, turns.

I NT. ALI STAIR S APARTMENT — NI GHT ( DREAM

Ronni e stands in an affluent room wears expensive designer
clothes, swills his cocktail glass around. ADORI NG WOVEN
hang on his every word.

RONNI E
And | just |ooked at him and
said — I amnme and you are you: |

am a sonebody and you are a
nobody: now get back to your
petty little sty and get out of
nmy way, you odious little man.

Laugh. The Adoring Wnen swoon, |oving him



ADORI NG WOVEN
Tell us nore Ronnie, tell us
nor e.
Ronni e | ooks at themwith a glint in his eye.
RONNI E
Maybe we can continue this
upstairs?

TRI UMPHANT MUSI C.

INT. DORI'S' S HOUSE - RONNI E BEDROOM — NI GHT

Ronni e wakes with a start, |ooks around. The triunphant
nmusi ¢ conti nues.

Ronni e gets up, notices the conmputer is left on. He goes up
toit, flicks the nonitor on.
SCREEN

Musi ¢ blares out with fast images of happy people, great
lives, boats, cars, girls, everything Alistair has.

On the tool bar, bottomright of the screen, the synbol
shows connection to the internet.

BEDROOM
Ronni e | ooks nore and nore deflated as the i nages on screen
flash, reflecting in his ill-lit room

COVPUTER

(t hrough speaker)
Webl og ent husi ast? Fancy a
change? Let Control.com hel p you.
Click here for a once a lifetine
chance.

Ronni e | ooks at it cynically.

COWPUTER
Just ask yoursel f, what have you
got to | ose?

Ronni e sighs, |eans back, stares at the screen.
Lethargically he clicks to enter the site.

COWPUTER
Hunzi cker Labs Inc offer you the
uni que opportunity to experience
life as soneone el se.

( MORE)



COMPUTER( cont ' d)

If they keep a current webl og,
you can, for a small fee, get a
taste of their life. Literally

Ronni e hesitates, noves the nouse, clicks.

COWPUTER
Let's get a little nore personal,
Ronni e.
Ronni e reacts, slides the nouse off the desk. It dangles in
the md air by its ‘tail’, swings |ike pendul um
COWPUTER

Life is nore than waffl es and
beans on a Friday, l|ashed to an
exi stence you hate by her apron
strings.

Ronni e gl ances at the back of the machine, |ooks around,
i nsecure. He grinmaces, goes to turn the conmputer off -

COWPUTER
Control.comis designed just for
you, Ronnie. Ever wondered what
woul d’ ve happened if you' d had
opportunities, just one single
nonent of | uck? Now you can find
out .

Ronni e sits back, slowy w pes his nouth, drags his bottom
[ip down.

COWPUTER
Sinply type in the bl og address
of the person’s life you want to
| ead, then take possessi on,
exclusively with Control.com

Ronni e types, fast.

COWPUTER
Sel ection verified and vali dat ed.
Wil st in Control.com an
al gorithm of your existence wll
replicate the 98.4% of your
waking tine split between
wat chi ng daytinme TV, surfing the
internet, eating and
mast urbating. Are you ready to
t ake Control . con?

Ronni e drags his hand through his hair.

LI VI NG ROOM

TV blares out. Doris sits on the chair, asleep



Ronni e sneaks in, checks Doris is asleep, goes to the
handbag on the table, takes the purse out, steals the
credit card.

COWPUTER (V. Q)
Pl ease enter your credit card
det ai | s.

Ronni e stops, goes up to Doris, tenderly pulls the blanket
over her body. He goes to the TV, slowy reduces the
vol ume, turns it off.

COWUTER (V. Q)
Payment for trial period
recei ved. Thank you.

Ronnie | ooks at Doris, tilts his head, sniles.

COWPUTER (V. Q)
Pl ease click once to accept our
terns and conditions before
t aki ng Control

BEDROOM

Ronni e skinms down the ‘ Ternms and conditions’ on the page,
CLI CKS ACCEPT. The screen goes bl ank.

RONNI E
Aw, cone on

I NDEX FI NGER
Taps on the desk -
MATCH CUT TO

I NT. WORKPLACE - N GHT

POV — Index finger taps the drafting table, with a plan for
some grandi ose public space. In the b.g., a tabletop nodel
of the sanme building. He | ooks up the arm further,

further, it's a different arm nore masculine, toned. Palns
of the hands nove over the eyes. He rocks back in the
chair, splays his fingers, peers through them

Architectural practice around him attractive, sparse. A
massi ve wi ndow shows a breat htaki ng view of London.

Ronnie’s arns fall to his sides. He whips his head down and
around. He gets up, pads around, stops, sees the reflection
in a glass partition.



He leans in, closer. He is still Ronnie, but now he is in
Alistair's body, tall, broad, w thout bulk.

H s sl unped shoul ders | ean back, he likes his new self.
Confi dence oozes from his designer clothes, haircut, new
stance. Ronnie twi sts and turns before the glass in

adm ration

SECURI TY GUARD (O. S.)
Just doing ny rounds M Fearnley.
W1l you be here |ong?

Ronni e, caught in md preen, turns, |ooks at the stocky
SECURI TY GUARD.

RONNI E
(Yorkshire accent)
Eh up. ..
(recovers, London
accent)
No, no, |I'mleaving now, | think.

Next ten m nutes.
Nervous grin.
Security Guard nods, |eaves.
Sudden panic. Ronnie runs to his desk, rattles the drawers,
opens and riffles through the contents. He finds a smnal
box of Alistair's bone-white cards.
An address — Fearnley, 2A Long Acre.

MATCH CUT TO

EXT. ALISTAIR S APARTMENT — DAWN
Shiny nmetal plate shines with Fearnley, 2A Long Acre.

Ronni e turns the key, enters.

I NT. ALISTAIR S APARTMENT

Ronni e | ooks around, in awe. Everything is so nuch nore
real than the conputer screen: thick sunlight filters

t hrough the gl ass nosai c which reaches up al ongsi de the
staircase. Walls festooned with tasteful art, every stick
of furniture and accessory beautifully in tune with each
ot her.

Ronni e shrugs off the bag and sits down on a barstool at
t he kitchen bench.

SOUND OF A KEY AS IT TURNS I N THE DOCOR.



Ronni e swivels the stool towards it as the door opens.
Ronni e' s jaw drops.

PETRA enters. She's a wal king wet dream 22, golden hair,
tied back with a sinple band fromwhich a single Iock

swi ngs over her brow. Her enmerald eyes glint. She wears a
white tee-shirt, jeans cling to her lithe figure.

PETRA
H Al .

She conmes over, kisses him He recoils slightly.

PETRA
You okay? Busy night?
RONNI E
Er... Yes.
PETRA
So you'll get tonorrow off then?
RONNI E
I... | suppose.
PETRA
So you can cone to Paris?
RONNI E
O course, I... 1'd love to, | -

Ronni e notices that Petra's attention is on the conputer.

PETRA
Hey, you know your conputer's
doi ng sonet hi ng weird?

RONNI E
What ? What do you nean?

PETRA
Somet hi ng about Ronni e? Anyway,
|'ve got a surprise for you, but
"' mgonna take a quick shower
before I show you. Could you nmake
cof fee?

Ronni e nods, dunbly. She bounces away, flings the folder
she was carrying onto the work surface.

He | ooks around for coffee and cups, funbles with the
gl eam ng chronme Gaggi a.

He gl ances back, checks that Petra's away — hears the
shower O'S, notices the door is open.



He flips the folder she di scarded open and | ooks i nside.
Phot os. Resune. Petra s Wbl og details. Ronnie grunts.

PETRA (O.S.)
Oh, Ali... Can you cone here a
nonment ? Your surprise is ready.

Ronni e turns, nouth open, salivation ready.

BATHROOM

The roomis thick with steamfromthe hot shower.

Ronnie enters the | avish room | ooks around: clothes strewn
around, discarded. He | ooks nore and nore excited as his
eyes linger on her knickers and bra.

Hi s eyes reach Petra in the shower, hidden by the steam and
cl osed unit.

He goes towards her, grabs hold of the shower door -
Petra giggles O S.

Ronni e goes to open the door —

RONNI E

Face full of lust.

MATCH CUT TO

INT. DORIS'S HOUSE - BEDROOM — NI GHT
Ronni e blinks, blinks.
Sees hi s bedroom

RONNI E
Ah, man!

COWPUTER (O . S.)
Trial expired, Ronnie. I|nput
request ed.

RONNI E
You' re kidding ne, right? You
total, total ---

KNOCK ON THE DOOR. Ronnie turns to it, anxi ous.

COWPUTER
Vel |, how do you |ike Petra? Sure
beats staying with your old
munmy, doesn't it?

( MORE)



10.

COMPUTER( cont ' d)
Trial's expired, time to decide
whet her you want to stay. Paris
sounds nice, doesn't it?

DORIS (O S.)
Who are you tal king to, Ronnie?
Open the door

RONNI E

Can | extend the trial?
COVPUTER

No.
RONNI E

I don't understand.

DORIS (O S.)
Just open the door.

COWPUTER
This does not surprise us, al
t hi ngs consi dered, Ronnie. Pay
the price for Alistair's life,

you get it.

DORIS (O S.)
I's soneone el se in there? Show
nme.

RONNI E

If | choose Alistair's life,
what' || happen to hin?

COVPUTER
That is no concern of yours, as
you should know if you'd read the
smal | print.

Ronni e gul ps, eyes stray on a photo of Doris sitting next
to the nonitor. Knocks on the door, insistent.

The nonitor punps out images of Petra, life, cars, boats,
possibilities, everything a man coul d want.

COVWPUTER
So what's it to be, Ronnie? Petra
and Paris? O your Mdther and the
mundane?

SCREEN

Di al ogue box; 'Trial period expired. WII you continue with

your new exi stence?

Yes, no.



11.

H s poi nter hovers.
Yes, no.
Yes, no.

FADE TO BLACK
CLICK: CREDI TS

EXT. SOHO STREETS — NI GHT

Ronni e, as Alistair, armaround Petra, |aughs, happy as
t hey wal k down trendy streets. They stop, kiss, passionate.

Petra | eans back, her arns fall to her sides. She whips her
head down and ar ound.

Ronni e stares at her, confused.

PETRA (DORI'S' S VO CE)

Oh, hello! I was dusting Ronnie’s
keyboard when a strange thing
happened -

Ronni e’ s jaw drops.

FADE QOUT:



