
Episode 298

In Karen’s Kitchen with Karen sat down at the table with her mobile phone to her ear, Jay’s stood nearby a Kitchen Counter, pouring some Hot Water from the Kettle into an empty mug with a teabag in it

Karen – I just wanted to know because this flat is my Brother-In-Law’s old flat. Ian, yes; that’s the one!

Jay puts the Kettle down, mixing the teabag and the Hot Water in the mug 

Karen – Nothing’s been touched, no; there’s been no refurbishing or anything.
Karen nods with a smile on her face 

Karen – No, it doesn’t need refurbishing or redecorating or anything; it’s fine! OK, thank you; I was just making sure. Bye!

Karen hangs up, putting the mobile phone on the table, she sighs sadly and Jay places the cup of tea on the table in front of Karen

Karen – But I didn’t ask for a cup of—

Jay – You didn’t have to. Don’t put a fake smile on your face to make others happy, Karen, yeah?

Karen – But I feel—I feel like I could’ve been more supportive, that’s all.

Jay – The Police questioned Court last night; they took her down to the Station, you can’t be supportive when she’s in there.

Karen – But what if she tells them the truth? What if she tells them that she—
Karen puts her hand on her forehead, sighing sadly

Karen – What if she tells them that she knew about Lauren swapping her dead Baby with another; Rach’s Baby?

Jay – That’s her choice. If she wants to be locked if; then she’d tell them the truth, but if she lies to them—She won’t get caught out anyway.

Karen – But—Oliver; he knows too, he—

Jay – Oliver’s sneaky, Karen; he’s not a grass. 

There’s knocking at the front door heard from the corridor

Karen – I’ll get it—

Karen stands and Jay puts his hand on her shoulder

Jay – No. You stay here; drink that tea, I’ll see who it is.

Karen nods, sitting back down and Jay walks out to the corridor, closing the door behind him; he walks to the front door, opening it; Court enters, walking into the corridor, Jay closes the door behind her; turning to her
Court – Jamie told me that you, Mum and Kyle moved into here last night when I went down to the Station. Jamie and Sasha slept in the Office at the Club. If only this were Christmas; “No Room in the Inn,” eh? Although, I shouldn’t mention Christmas, because—That was the beginning of now.

Jay – What did they ask you?

Court – Who?

Jay – The Police; what did they ask you?

Court – Oh, just—They asked me if I know where Lauren is or not, and if I knew about anything during the “kidnap,” that’s all.

Jay – And you didn’t tell them the truth, did you?

Court – Of course I didn’t. Why would I do that, Jay?! She’s my best friend, and I would NEVER betray her, do you understand?

Jay – I was just asking.

Jay walks past Court, walking into the Kitchen, exiting and Court sighs sadly

In the Dirty Duck Pub Living Room with Rach sat down on the sofa with the phone to her ear
Rach – I don’t care.

Rach stands as Oliver enters

Rach – No. No, I don’t care if you have no evidence on where she’s gone. Well, have you questioned her at all?

Rach rolls her eyes

Rach – Well, question her again! I want my Daughter, and I want her now.

Rach hangs up, putting the phone on the table

Rach – I didn’t give them time to answer; they’re too Brain-Dead to come up with a reply anyway.

Rach sighs, looking at Oliver

Rach – You don’t think that I was too harsh on them, do you?

Oliver – No, of course not. You’ve had your Baby taken away from you for Seven Months; anyone could understand why you’re angry.

Rach – I hope so. 

Oliver – You go and get yourself a nice, warm bath, yeah? I’ll give you a shout if I hear anything.

Rach nods with a smile on her face and Oliver kisses her forehead, Rach exits; walking out to the Landing. Oliver walks over to the window, opening the curtains and watching Izzy walking out the Hotel and into the Marketplace; he closes the curtains, turning around with a smirk on his face, laughing slightly

In Audrey’s flat – Bronwyn’s Bedroom with Bronwyn stood up, looking at herself in the Wardrobe Mirror; she’s in her Dressing Gown. Brandon enters, closing the door behind her; he’s holding a plate of Toast and Bronwyn turns to him

Brandon – Your Nan made you some Toast.

Brandon places the plate of Toast on the Desk

Bronwyn – I’m not hungry.

Brandon – Oh, don’t be like that!

Brandon walks over to Bronwyn and he sighs sadly

Brandon – What’s up with you recently?

Bronwyn – Nothing. 

Brandon looks at Bronwyn, sighing again

Bronwyn – NOTHING! I promise, nothing is bothering me.

Brandon – Is this about—You know? Us?

Bronwyn sits down on the bed

Bronwyn – No, it’s not.

Brandon – Then why are you suddenly acting like this? You’ve changed dramatically, Bronwyn! Has this got something to do with now that the rest of your family are around you think that there’s an increase in the chances of us getting caught?

Bronwyn – No! No, of course I’m not worried! I just—I don’t want to hurt Mum again, that’s all.

Brandon sighs, sitting down next to Bronwyn on the bed

Brandon – You won’t hurt your Mum, and—

Brandon puts his hand on Bronwyn’s leg, looking at her with a smile on his face

Brandon – I won’t hurt her either.

Brandon leans forwards to Bronwyn, putting one hand on her face as they lean towards each other, the door opens and Eloise walks into the room, entering

Eloise – Hey, Bronwyn! Your Mum said that—

Brandon takes his hand off Bronwyn’s face, turning to Eloise stood at the door; Bronwyn’s look at her in shock and Eloise looks at them both in horror

In the café with Deborah stood behind the till, Izzy enters holding two carrier bags in each hand; she walks over to the till; holding the bags out to Deborah

Deborah – What’s—What’s all this?

Izzy – Clothes!  
Deborah looks at Izzy puzzled, reaching inside one of the bags, taking out a long black Dress

Deborah – Izzy—Izzy, this is a designer Dress! 

Deborah reaches inside another bag, taking a shirt out from it

Deborah – Izzy, these are all designer clothes; they must have cost a fortune!

Izzy – Yeah, they did! Twenty quid each; I bought four of them!

Deborah – Where did you get Eighty quid from, Izzy? Izzy, did—Did you—Did you STEAL some of my money?

Izzy – I—Well—

Deborah – You did, didn’t you? 

Izzy – I’m sorry, I was going to ask but I knew you’d go mental at me; I KNEW you’d be angry I asked for that much money!

Deborah – No—

Deborah walks around the till, looking at Izzy

Deborah – No, I would have just said “No;” I wouldn’t have been angry! But right now, I’m furious, Izzy; FURIOUS!

Deborah picks up the four bags from the till, walking over to the door and Izzy turns to her

Izzy – Where are you going?

Deborah – To return these clothes; get my money back!

Deborah exits, walking out to the Marketplace and Izzy sighs sadly

In Karen’s Kitchen with Karen and Court sat down nearby each other at the table
Court – So, where’s Emma?

Karen – She’s gone to your Auntie Michelle’s for a week or so; I can’t let her know about—

Court – Mum, she knows.

Karen – What? You mean she knew about—?

Court – No, she didn’t know about it at all; but if she left late last night or this morning; whenever—She knows anyway.

Karen – But she said that—

Court sighs, standing up

Court – Don’t worry about Emma for now, Mum! 

Jay enters

Jay – Court, you’ve got visitors.

Court – Tell them that I’m busy, alright?

Jay – It’s the Police.

Court turns to Jay, rolling his eyes; sighing

In the Marketplace with Deborah holding the four bags, she’s looking at Meg

Deborah – It wasn’t Izzy’s money to buy these clothes, Meg! I want a refund. 

Meg – And you’ll get one, aren’t you listening to me, Deborah?

Deborah sighs, putting her hand on her head

Deborah – I’m sorry, it’s just—

Meg takes four Twenty Pound notes out from the money tin; she turns to Deborah and Deborah takes her hand away from her head

Deborah – I’ve had a really tough couple of months recently.

Meg smiles sadly at Deborah, taking the four bags from her; putting them down on the floor and giving her the four Twenty Pound notes

Meg – It’s fine, don’t worry about it, yeah?

Deborah – Thank you.

Oliver enters, walking over to Deborah

Oliver – Having trouble parenting your Daughter on your own, are you, Deborah?
Deborah – Excuse me?

Meg rolls her eyes as she turns to Oliver; walking down an Aisle of clothes at the Stall, picking the four carrier bags up

Oliver – Thieving; never thought Izzy would be a professional at that.

Deborah – She’s got an illness, Oliver; a MENTAL illness.

Oliver – Oh, I can see that. Although, hasn’t she always been a bit of a mental case? 

Deborah – I don’t have to listen to this—

Oliver – You’re a failure of a Mother, you know that?


Deborah – And you’re a failure of a Father; even if I’m a failure, at least I see my Daughter on a daily basis.

Oliver – Oh, but, Deborah; you BRING shame to your family name; your household. You’re covered in it; you’re covered in SHAME!

Deborah looks at Oliver madly, turning around and walking towards the café, Oliver walks after her; grabbing her arm
Oliver – DEBORAH—

Deborah turns to Oliver; pulling herself away from him
Deborah – LAUREN HAS HANNAH!

Deborah begins to laugh

Deborah – Lauren—LAUREN; SHE HAS HANNAH!

Deborah laughs hysterically at Oliver’s face

Deborah – So, come on, Oliver; hit me if you like! What are you waiting for? Come on, hit me now!

Deborah shoves Oliver

Deborah – HIT ME NOW LET’S SEE WHAT KIND OF MAN YOU REALLY ARE, BECAUSE NOW YOU HAVE TO BEG FOR FORGIVENESS FROM RACH FOR NOT GETTING HANNAH BACK WHEN YOU FOUND OUT THAT LAUREN TOOK HER! THIS IS—THIS IS KARMA, OLIVER! KARMA FOR THE BOTH OF YOU; YOU AND RACH! YOU SAD, PATHETIC, REVOLTING—

Oliver grabs Deborah’s arm and Deborah pushes him away from her

Deborah – NO, GET OFF ME! DON’T EVEN TOUCH ME! “SHAME,” YOU DARE USE THAT WORD TO ME IN PUBLIC, DO YOU?! YOU TALK ABOUT SHAME, WHEN YOU CAN DO THIS TO PEOPLE?! YOU HAD AN AFFAIR WITH RACH ON ME, YOU ALMOST PUSHED BRONWYN TO SUICIDE, YOU LOCKED MEG UP IN A TINY LITTLE FLAT ON HER OWN! AND YOU DARE TALK TO ME ABOUT SHAME?! 
Oliver – Now, you’re just being childish, Deborah. Maybe you should come back to the Pub? Who knows? Maybe you and Izzy could live there with me and Rach; we could build a new family?

Deborah shakes her head at Oliver, laughing slightly as a tear rolls down her cheek

Deborah – The only family you’ll get; the family you deserve is beneath the ground. And one day, you may visit them; you’ll see the dead after someone gives you what you deserve.

Oliver looks at Deborah madly and Deborah wipes her tears as she walks into the café, exiting. Oliver turns around and Rick’s stood in front of him
Oliver – How can I help you?

Rick – I don’t need your help, Oliver. I’d like to ask you a question; a MEDICAL question, I’m sure you’ve come across this type of case before, haven’t you? I mean, you being a Doctor and everything.

Oliver – Sure. Hit me with your best shot.

Rick – Gladly.

Rick punches Oliver in the stomach and Oliver holds his stomach in pain; Rick grabs Oliver’s shirt near the chest

Rick – Now you listen to me, Oliver; and you listen good. If you ever, EVER touch Judy again, I’ll give you more than a punch.

Rick pushes Oliver away from him and he turns away from Oliver, walking along the Marketplace towards the Hotel, exiting and Oliver smirks, watching Rick walking away

In Karen’s Kitchen with Court sat down opposite DCI Hudges and a Policeman at the table; Karen’s stood nearby and she places two cups of coffee on the table in front of DCI Hudges and the Policeman

DCI Hudges – Thank you, Miss—?

Karen – Karen. Call me “Karen”! Would you like anything else? Like a Sandwich or—

Court – Mum, honestly; I’m sure these two are grateful for asking but—Can you just go somewhere else? You know? I kind of want to get this over and done with.

Karen – Oh—Oh, of course! Sorry!

Karen smiles at DCI Hudges and the Policeman, walking out to the corridor where Jay is, closing the door behind her; she sighs

Jay – Well—?

Karen – I’m so nervous for her, Jay! I’m—I’m scared.

Karen puts her hand over her mouth, beginning to cry

Karen – What if this is it for her? What if this really is the end?

Jay sighs sadly, hugging Karen as she begins to cry

In Audrey’s flat – Bronwyn’s Bedroom with Eloise stood nearby the door; Bronwyn’s putting a pair of socks on

Eloise – What were you two doing?

Bronwyn – It doesn’t matter, alright? 

Bronwyn stands, looking at herself in the mirror; picking up a Hairbrush from the bed and brushing her hair

Bronwyn – It doesn’t matter.

Eloise – Of course it matters! Bronwyn, what—Just tell me the truth.

Bronwyn turns to Eloise

Bronwyn – You want the truth? You REALLY want the truth?

Eloise – Yeah. Do you know what? The truth would be nice.

Bronwyn – I came onto him. I came onto my own Dad.

Eloise – What?

Bronwyn – Yeah!

Bronwyn throws the hairbrush onto the bed

Bronwyn – Yeah—Yeah, I’m incest. That’s me!

Bronwyn smiles at Eloise 

Bronwyn – Now—Can we just have a NORMAL conversation and—

Eloise – I don’t believe you.

Bronwyn looks at Eloise madly in shock and Eloise walks out to the corridor, exiting; closing the door behind her and Bronwyn sighs sadly

In Karen’s Kitchen with Court sat down at the table opposite DCI Hudges and a Policeman; the Policeman is holding a notepad and pen

DCI Hudges – And did you know about Lauren swapping her deceased Baby with Rachel’s Baby?

Court – I’ve already been asked these questions.

DCI Hudges – Well answer them again.

Court – Look, I—No. No, I didn’t, alright? 

DCI Hudges – But yet you knew she was running?

Court – She said she was just going on Holiday. I didn’t know until I walked into the Pub. You know? When your Officers took me down to the Station and wasted my time?

DCI Hudges – Where was she going, Courtney?

Court – What?

DCI Hudges – Lauren; where was she going; with Hannah?

Court – I—I don’t know. She just said she needed a break and—

DCI Hudges – A break? She’ll know that she’s been caught out, she won’t ever return to this Hotel; never. Do you have her mobile number?

Court – I did, yeah. 

DCI Hudges – You “did”?

Court – Look—Look, I’ve already been asked these questions! I don’t want to repeat myself, alright? I’ve given you EVERYTHIGN I know; I can’t give you any more than that.

Court stands, opening the door; stepping to one side

Court – Now, can you leave please?

DCI Hudges and the Policeman stand; turning to Court

DCI Hudges – This is really pushing you luck, Courtney; you’re the ones giving the Police orders.

Court stares at DCI Hudges madly
DCI Hudges – We’ll be sure to visit you again soon.

The Policeman and DCI Hudges, walking out to the corridor; exiting. Court slams the door after them as they walk out and she leans on the table, putting her hand on her head, sighing sadly
In the Dirty Duck Pub crowded with people, Derek’s stood at the Bar and Rach enters, walking out from the Staircase

Derek – Alright, Rach?
Rach – Yeah—Yeah, I could be better.

Rach walks over to Derek, standing opposite him

Rach – I mean, I should be happy in a way, shouldn’t I? I’ve just found out that my Baby’s alive after seven months.

Derek – Then put a smile on your face for once, yeah? A Pub can’t have a Landlady with a sad face now, can it?

Rach – I—I feel bad, Derek.

Derek – Why should you feel bad for?

Rach – Because—Me and Lauren; we’ve both suffered the loss of our children, and—I don’t know. You know? I just—I don’t know.

Kieran enters, walking up to Derek at the Bar

Kieran – Dad—

Rach – Anyway, can I get you a drink?

Derek – Yeah; get us a pint, will you?

Rach walks along behind the Bar, picking up an empty drink. Oliver enters

Kieran – Dad, it’s Mum—!

Derek – Not now, Kieran; I just need some—

Kieran – She knows, Dad! She knows about the Gun.

Derek looks at him in shock; there’s a door slam and Derek turns to the door; Amanda’s stood nearby the door, looking at Derek madly. Oliver walks around the Bar, behind it; walking over to Rach as she pours some Beer into an Empty Glass

Rach – Not now, Oliver; I’m serving drinks.

Oliver – Do you know what just happened? Amy’s Dad; what’s his name?

Rach places the pint of Beer on the Bar, looking at Oliver

Rach – You mean Rick?

Oliver – Yeah! Him. 

Rach – What about him?

Oliver – I think we should hire him; give him a job behind the Bar. Besides, we are short-staffed so—Let’s offer him the job.

Rach – Oliver—Actually, sure. Sure! Let’s offer him the Job.

Rach smiles at Oliver and Oliver turns away from Rach with a smirk on his face

In the Park Court enters, walking over to a Bench; she sits down at it. Lauren enters; she has her hood up and she’s holding Hannah; she walks over to the bench, sitting down on it next to Court

Lauren – I’m—I’m so sorry, Court.

Court – Don’t be sorry, Lauren. Don’t be sorry!

Lauren – I—I WILL give her back; I will! You’ve got to believe me, Court; but—

Court – I know you will, Lauren. But when? WHEN will you give Hannah back?

Lauren – I don’t know. I don’t know, Court.

Court – Well it’s got to be soon. Lauren, I can’t do this.

Court has tears in her eyes

Court – Lauren, look at me!

Lauren looks at Court; still holding Hannah

Court – You can’t keep running. You can’t keep hiding. You have to give Hannah back! 

A tear rolls down Lauren’s cheek

Lauren – What if I can’t, Court? What—What if I can’t give her back?

Court looks at Lauren in shock and Lauren looks down at Hannah in her arms as a tear rolls down her cheek
TO BE CONTINUED
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