Episode 318

In Liz’s Living Room with Liam sat down on the sofa with his mobile phone to his ear. Liz enters, standing at the door holding Joseph

Liam – Gemma, call me back, alright? I need to speak to you.

Liam hangs up, putting the mobile phone on the table in front of him, sighing

Liz – You still speak to that Gemma Girl?

Liam – Yeah; why shouldn’t I?

Liz puts Joseph down on the floor nearby the sofa Liam’s sat down on

Liz – Well—She’s not the type of person I’d like you to marry or—

Liam – “Marry”? Just because I’m close friends with Gemma doesn’t mean that I’ll fall in love with her.

Liz – But you’re not certain about that, are you? Your Brother said he’d never turn Gay, and look who he’s with now!

Liam – Yeah, and that’s Jordan’s choice, not yours.

Liz rolls her eyes, walking out to the corridor; exiting
In the café with Deborah stood behind the till, Jack and Rach enter

Rach – You order the food, alright?

Jack – Why?

Rach – Let’s just say—Me and the Woman behind the till; we don’t get on.

Jack – Is there a reason?

Rach – She’s your Dad’s Wife. 

Jack – Oh, really?

Jack looks over at Deborah and Rach takes out her purse; Jack turns to her

Rach – Get us a cuppa, alright? The hot drink’s here are much better than the ones we have at the Pub.

Jack walks over to the till, standing opposite Deborah
Jack – Get us Two Cuppas, please.

Deborah looks at Jack

Deborah – Don’t pretend that I don’t know that you’re here because you’re Rach’s lapdog.

Jack – “Lapdog”? No, Sweet. I’m here for other reasons; this is my local café.

Deborah – And that I don’t have a problem with, I do however have a problem with Rach.

Jack – Oh? Why’s that?

Deborah – You’ll have to keep investigating.

Deborah turns on the Coffee Machine and Jack smirks slightly. Rach looks behind her; seeing Court sat down at a table with a cup of coffee in her hand, she walks over to the table

Rach – Are you alright?

Court looks up at Rach

Court – Yeah. I’m fine. You?

Rach – Could be better.

Court – Same.

Rach – I—Lauren; I hope she’s okay.

Court – Why? 

Rach – I know for certain that you know where she is; I know that you and Jay both know. You’ve never made disappearing acts from the Hotel while Lauren was here, just tell me the truth.

Court – No, I mean—Why do you hope that she’s okay? Why—Why would you hope for her to be safe after what she did to you? 

Rach – Because I know how it feels. 

Court – Oh, you mean losing a Baby? 
Rach – Partly, yes. I had a miscarriage before I had Hannah, in case you’d forgotten.

Court – Yeah, and look how quick you got over that.

Rach – I’ve never got over it. I had a Baby; my child die inside me. If that’s not experience of losing a child, then—I don’t know what is. The reason I sympathise Lauren is because I know what it’s like to be manipulated by Oliver; to feel as though you’re ten feet under. That’s why.

Jack walks from the till over to Rach holding two cups of coffee

Jack – Are we sitting in or going back to the Pub?

Rach – Let’s go back to the Pub.

Jack passes one of the cups of coffee to Rach and they exit, walking out to the Marketplace. Court sighs, rolling her eyes madly; sipping her cup of coffee

In Liz’s Kitchen with Liz stood up with the phone to her ear. Sean enters, putting the Kettle on

Liz – Yes! Yes, that would be great. Thank you! Yes, I know; I’m more—Reasonable. You know? Yeah. Yeah, bye!
Liz hangs up, putting the phone on the table

Sean – Who was that?

Sean turns to Liz

Liz – That Graham.

Sean looks at Liz in shock

Sean – What?

Liz – It’s alright, keep your knickers on! I’m meeting up with him in the Town’s Restaurant next week; he says that he’s up to give the Restaurant back to us.

Sean – Honestly?

Liz – Well I wouldn’t say it if I didn’t hear it, would I?

Sean – You’re a Star, Liz.

Liz – Isn’t that the reason why you married me?

Liz smiles at Sean and Sean smiles back, laughing slightly; kissing her cheek, walking out to the corridor, exiting

In the Club Office with Amy stood behind the Desk with her mobile phone to ear

Amy – Jamie, where are you? I can’t run this place on my own; I need you to put up posters! Call me.

Amy hangs up, rolling her eyes and Judy enters, standing at the door

Judy – Nice style you’ve got for this Office! 
Amy – Yeah; and do you remember this—? 

Amy opens the Desk Draw, taking a Necklace out from it; showing it to Judy 
Judy – That’s—
Amy – Grandma’s.

Amy holds the Necklace out to Judy and Judy takes it from her, looking at it

Judy – I thought that your Grandad put this in the attic with her other stuff?

Amy – Nope, she gave it to me in her will, well—She gave it to you. You know me; I have a thing for changing wills.

Amy laughs slightly

Amy – But now I’m giving it to you.

Judy – What? You can keep it, Amy; you—

Amy – I’ve been—I’ve been so horrible to you. I’ve been an idiot, haven’t I? And I’ve realised now that all I’ve been doing is thinking about myself, and I can’t believe after all of this time, after so many people have nagged me how much I’ve changed for me to finally realise it. But right now—There’s only one person that deserves a break from the heartbreak, a break from the Drama, and that is you, Mum. So, let’s start here, yeah?

Judy smiles at Amy with tears in her eyes and Amy smiles back

In Tori’s Living Room with Lisa sat down on the sofa looking through a pile of letters. Tori enters

Lisa – Have you seen all of these Bills, Tori?

Tori – Yeah; I’ve been a bit down recently, Mum.

Lisa – Most of these are expected by next week. Do you have a Job?

Tori – No, and I don’t plan on doing either.

Hannah enters, standing at the door

Lisa – Well tell me this, Tori; HOW are you going to stay here if you’re basically refusing to pay the Bills?

Tori – Because you can pay them for me, can’t you? I mean—You have a couple thousand quid in your purse. I’m sure you can afford it.

Lisa – Alright, this once; but next time—You’d better get a Job before it, alright?

Lisa stands, throwing the pile of letters on the table in front of her, walking out to the corridor; exiting. Tori turns to Hannah

Tori – Don’t look at me like that, alright? And don’t start moaning at me like she just did either; I have a banging headache and I’m really not in the mood for it!

Tori sits down on the sofa, sighing sadly

Hannah – I’m not going to; I can tell that you’re stressed. But—She’s right, Tori. You DO need a Job.

Tori – I would if people would bother to read my applications; this is why I wanted to move to London; I wanted to start fresh, but now you’ve found out the truth—

Hannah – I was always going to find out anyway.

Hannah exits, walking out to the corridor and Tori sighs sadly as Hannah exits

In Harry’s Kitchen with Harry sat down at the table reading the Newspaper. Jordan enters, standing at the door; holding a phone

Jordan – OK, I’ve booked the Wedding—

Harry puts the Newspaper down on the table, folding it; looking up at Jordan

Harry – Well—? Have you got the Dates?

Jordan – Yeah; it’s on the—Thirty First of December!

Harry – New Year’s Eve?!

Harry stands, looking at Jordan; Jordan nods with a smile on his face

Harry – Oh, Jordan; I love you!
Harry kisses Jordan and Jordan kisses him back; dropping the phone on the floor. There’s knocking at the front door coming from the corridor and they pull themselves away from each other

Jordan – Shall I get it?

Harry nods at Jordan, still smiling and Jordan walks into the corridor and over to the front door, swinging it open; Liz is stood at the door in front of him

Jordan – Mum! We were just celebrating—

Liz – Yes. I heard. Let me guess—Wedding Dates confirmed?

Harry walks into the corridor, putting his arm around Jordan

Harry – That’s right! New Year’s Eve!

Liz – Oh, goody! Well guess what? You might aswell have a private Wedding.

Jordan – Mum, please—Don’t ruin this for me.

Liz – I’m not ruining it. I just wanted to tell you that none of the family will be there; because we’re against Homosexuality, and guess who fits into that section? My Eldest Son.

Liz looks at Jordan madly, walking down the Hallways; Harry takes his arm from around Jordan, slamming the front door; turning to Jordan, sighing madly

In the Dirty Duck Pub with Rach stood behind the Bar. Amy enters, walking over to the Bar, standing opposite Rach

Rach – We’re closed.

Amy – Well, your unlocked doors don’t say so.

Rach – What do you want, Amy? If your Mum wants her Job back, then—Fine. I’m happy to give her it.

Amy – This isn’t about my Mum’s Job. It is however about the Woman herself.

Rach – Oh—?

Amy – Yeah; it’s quite disturbing information about your fiancée; Doctor Holmes.

Rach – I don’t understand. What has Oliver got to do with your Mum?

Amy – Rape. He raped her, Rach. And I think she has something to do with Oliver making a disappearing act.

Rach looks at Amy in horror

In Harry’s Kitchen with Jordan sat down at the table, Harry’s stood nearby him
Harry – Don’t let her get to you, Jordan.

Jordan – How can’t I? How can’t I let her get to me, Harry? She’s made my life hell since I—Since I came out. Since she found out that I was attracted to you; since she found out that I was GAY!

Harry – Well, what do you think? Are you ashamed?

Jordan – Of what?

Harry – Me?

Jordan – No.

Jordan stands, looking at Harry

Jordan – No, of course I’m not ashamed of you.

Harry – No, I mean—Are you ashamed of being WITH me? 

Jordan – Why would you even ask that? Why would you even THINK to ask that question?

Harry – Because—You go silent whenever your Mum confronts you about your sexuality; when she argues with you about it!

Jordan – That’s not true.

Harry – It JUST happened, Jordan; it JUST happened a minute ago! 
Jordan – Well you stood there in silence, didn’t you?

Harry – Yeah, because I’m PROUD that we’re getting married; I’m PROUD of my sexuality! You shouldn’t let some Homophobic waste-of-space make you feel as though you’ve been buried ten foot under! Just, please—Tell me the truth.

Jordan – I’m proud of my sexuality, alright? I’m proud of US.

Jordan looks at Harry madly, walking out to the corridor; slamming the door behind him, exiting. Harry sighs sadly and there’s a door slam coming from the corridor

In Tori’s Living Room with Lisa and Hannah sat down on separate sofas. Tori enters, standing at the door

Tori – You don’t have to sit here in silence, you know? I know what’s spoken behind closed doors about me anyway, especially after yesterday.

Hannah – We weren’t even planning to talk about you, Tori.

Tori – Yes you were. You’ll both have “Girly Chats” about me now; “What a Cow!” “How dare she push someone to Self-Harmed; assisted Suicide!” Because I haven’t been through much, have I?! I mean, I get abandoned by my own Mum—

Lisa – That was your own fault. All of those things you just said were and STILL are your fault.

Lisa stands, looking at Tori
Lisa – “I haven’t been though much” don’t try and bring the sympathy to you, because it won’t happen; it won’t EVER happen.

Lisa exits, walking out to the corridor. Hannah stands and Tori looks at her with tears in her eyes, holding onto her arm

Tori – Hannah—Hannah, please; don’t leave me! Please don’t leave me!

Hannah looks at Tori with tears in her eyes, taking Tori’s hands off of her arm

Hannah – You’re right, Tori. You need help.

Hannah walks past Tori, walking out to the corridor, closing the door behind her; exiting. Tori puts her hands over her mouth as she begins to breakdown in tears, sliding down the wall as she cries
In the Dirty Duck Pub Staircase with Rach stood up with tears in her eyes. Jack enters, walking down the stairs

Jack – Hannah’s fast asleep. What’s up?

Rach – Wha—?

Jack – You’re crying; you’re upset!

Rach – No—No, I’m not; it’s just—I’ve found out something—Something that I shouldn’t have been told.

Jack – What? What was it?

Jack walks out to the Bar; it’s empty 

Rach – Jack, wait—

Amy – So this is where you’ve been?

Jack looks behind him and Amy’s stood at the other end behind the Bar, Jack stares at her nervously in shock
In Liz’s Kitchen with Liz stood by the Kitchen Counter spreading some Butter on a Slice of Bread. Sean enters, standing nearby the door

Liz – I’m making us a little treat; your favourite—

Liz turns to Sean, still spreading the butter on the Bread

Liz – Bread and Butter Pudding!

Sean – Yeah, that’s great, Liz.

Liz turns back around, still spreading the butter on the Bread

Sean – No Jordan or Harry?

Liz – No, I don’t let them come round for Dinner or Sweet Time or anything!

Sean – Why not?

Liz – I just—

Liz puts the knife down, turning to Sean

Liz – I’d rather it just be us Four; me, you, Liam and Joseph. And this time next week we’ll have the Restaurant back; we’ve basically had it revamped for us for FREE! Surely that’s got to mean something?

Sean – Of course it does, but—

Liz – Then why are you STILL complaining? I’m trying to be the best housewife I can be—

Sean – We don’t live in a House, Liz. We live in a flat. In a tiny, little flat.

Liz – So? That doesn’t mean that I can’t be a housewife. Why—Why are you speaking to me like this, Sean? You have no right!

Sean – Is that so? So you have the right to tell our Son what to do? How YOU get to decide his Sexuality? 

Liz – It’s for his own good.

Sean – But being Gay is what he wants; that’s WHO he is, Liz! And you can’t change that.

Liz – I’ll shout you when the Bread and Butter Pudding’s ready.

Sean looks at Liz madly, walking out to the corridor; slamming the door behind him. Liz turns around again, continuing to spread the Butter on the slice of Bread
In the Dirty Duck Pub with Amy stood at one end behind the Bar looking at Jack stood nearby the Staircase door; Rach is stood in the Staircase
Jack – Look, Amy—I can explain, alright?

Amy – Oh, you don’t have to. I never loved you anyway.

Jack – Amy—

Amy – You’re like your Dad, you know, Jack? Let’s hope you don’t go around raping married women like he did though.

Jack – I’m nothing like my Dad, but he isn’t as bad as what you or other people think.

Amy – Oh? Is that right, Jack? Because rape; it’s TERRIBLE, isn’t it? I mean—I bet if he were here he’d rape me too.

Jack – I don’t find this funny, Amy.

Amy – Neither do I; I’m not laughing, am I? 

Rach walks out from the Staircase, standing beside Jack behind the Bar

Amy – Ah, Rach! It’s nice to see you.

Rach – What do you want, Amy?

Amy – I want to make a deal with you. Don’t worry, it’s not blackmail! Well—I guess you could call it that.

Amy takes out a piece of paper, placing it on the Bar; sliding it over to Rach. Rach walks over to it, reading what’s written on the paper

Rach – What’s this?

Amy – An Agreement; for you to give the Pub to me. I’ve signed it look; you need to do the same on the other dotted line.
Amy smiles at Rach, placing a pen on the Bar in front of Rach. Rach looks at Amy

Rach – Amy, I’ve just settled in. I can’t move, I—

Amy – Well it looks like you’ve got to. Otherwise I’ll get your man locked up; not the one you snatched off me though, obviously.

Rach – Amy—Amy, I have a Daughter!

Amy – So? Do I honestly look like I care? Because I don’t. This is generous if you ask me; I mean—All you have to do is give me the Pub—Sorry, MY PUB, and then all of this worrying; all of your worrying about Oliver getting locked up for sexual assault—

Rach – He’s not even here. So why are you bothering?

Amy – Well, he’ll get a surprise “Welcome Home” Present then, won’t he? Now sign it.

Rach looks back at Jack and he nods at her; Rach sighs, signing her Signature on the Dotted Line; holding the piece of Paper out to Amy

Amy – Thank you.

Amy smiles at Rach, taking the piece of Paper from her

Amy – Now, you go upstairs and pack for yourself and Hannah, Rach; as for you Jack—Get out of my Pub.

Jack stares at Amy madly, walking around the Bar and out to the Reception, exiting. Rach walks into the Staircase, wiping a tear as it rolls down her cheek, exiting. Amy leans on the Bar, looking around 

Amy – Mummy’s back, Baby! 

Amy picks up an Empty Glass, pouring some Vodka into it, she looks around the Bar again

Amy – Mummy’s back.

Hannah’s cries are heard from upstairs and Amy sips her drink, as she takes it from her mouth she looks forward with a smirk on her face
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Amy – amyrose2024 

Rach – hellokitty273
Jack Holmes – Oliver’s Son 
Jordan – Liz’s Son
Harry – Jordan’s Boyfriend
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Sean – Liz’s Husband
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Court – Courtneighh
