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SCENE  AUTONUM   INT. toilet cubicle – DAY

a man is sitting, fully clothed, on the toilet. he has a length of toilet paper in one hand. he is resting his chin on his other hand, he looks fed up.

man: 

Anyhting yet?

Voice from next cubicle:

No, you?

Man:

Still nowt.

a few seconds pass

man:

How do you know when it’s started?

Voice from next cubicle:

How should I know? It’s my first time too you know!

Man:

Aye, ‘suppose so. It just doesn’t feel natural to me

he stands and leans against the cubicle wall. He seems uncomfortable. He puts his hands in his pockets and takes them out again with a shake of his head

I just can’t see it happenin’ myself

Voice from next cubicle:

Look, loads of people are doing it these days, it’s big business. How hard can it be? just let it happen and concentrate. you’re putting me off!

Man:

Sorry

a few more seconds pass. the man seems to be agitated. He sust down again on the toilet and closes his eyes to concentrate. after a few seconds he gives up

Man:

Let me check that number again.

Voice from next cubicle: (exasperated)

Oh for God’s sake!

a glossy magazine is passed under the partition. the man picks it up and reads for a second nodding in confirmation at the details. He notices something at the bottom of the page

man:

Two pound per minute! Sod that!

he drops the magazine and stands up. He shoves his hand down the front of his trousers and fumbles around for a while. he pulls a mobile phone out and presses a button. He lifts the toilet seat and Drops the toilet paper in and walks out.


CUT TO:

close up of advert in magazine that reads “phone sex”.
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