Episode 319
In the Dirty Duck Pub, Amy enters; walking out from the Staircase; she looks around the Bar, seeing a Jukebox in the corner of the Pub. She walks around the Bar over to it; and she looks up at the ceiling and then at the Jukebox with a smirk on her face
In Derek’s Corridor with Jasmine pulling a Pram with Rosie inside out from the Living Room, entering. Ryan enters, standing at his and Jasmine’s Bedroom Door

Ryan – What are you doing? It’s early, get back to bed.

Jasmine – She started crying—She’s stopped now obviously, but I thought that she could do with some fresh-air, that’s all.

Ryan – Should I take her out? I don’t want you getting tired out, Jas.

Jasmine – Ryan—

Ryan – Give the Pram here—

Jasmine – Ryan, I want to do this. I want to make an effort with my Daughter, alright? I want to do something that I didn’t have the chance to have with Kelsey.

Ryan – Fair enough.

Ryan smiles at Jasmine sadly and Jasmine pushes the Pram with Rosie inside out to the Hallways, exiting; Ryan closes the door after Jasmine as she exits and he sighs sadly, putting his hand on his head

In the Dirty Duck Pub with Amy stood nearby the Jukebox with her mobile phone to her ear

Amy – Yes, it’s a Pub. Well, I’ll pay you good money.

There’s knocking at the door and Amy rolls her eyes, walking over to the door

Amy – Look, I don’t care if having a dance floor in a Club isn’t normal, alright? I need to make profit! Now, I expect you to fit the Dance Floor by the next few days, OK? OK! Bye!

Amy hangs up, unlocking the door, swinging it open; Jack enters

Amy – Oh, look who it is—

Jack walks into the Pub, standing nearby the Bar as Amy turns to him

Amy – The Psychopathic Doctor’s Love Rat of a Son. 
Jack turns to Amy
Jack – Look, Amy—

Amy – No. No, don’t you dare come up with excuses for what you’ve done, alright? You’ve betrayed my trust AND my love for you.

Jack – Come off it, Amy; you didn’t love me! You never did!

Amy – You were growing on me, yes; but I didn’t love you PROPERLY. But now—You’re just like your Love Rat of a Dad; Like-Father-Like-Son. Let’s hope you don’t start sexual assaulting married women in the street.

Jack looks at Amy madly and he walks past her out to the Reception, exiting. Amy smirks as Jack walks out, picking a key on the Bar and locking the door with a smile on her face; putting the key into her pocket, walking around the Bar, behind it and into the Staircase, exiting

In Harry’s Kitchen with Jordan sat down at the table holding a cup of coffee with both hands in front of him on the table. Harry enters, walking over to Jordan
Harry – You okay?

Jordan stays silent and Harry leans forward to kiss his cheek; Jordan moves away from him and Harry looks at him, sighing sadly

Harry – Jordan, please—I’m trying my best to keep this relationship strong.

Jordan – “Strong”? You’ve criticised my sexuality.

Harry – I wasn’t criticising it, Jordan!

Jordan – Well it seemed like that to me.

Jordan looks up at Harry madly and Harry sighs sadly

In Derek’s Kitchen with Derek stood at the Sink washing up plates; Amanda’s stood nearby him drying the plates. Ryan enters
Amanda – Ryan, is Jasmine awake?

Ryan – Yeah; she went to take Rosie out for a walk. Why? Do you want her?

Amanda – Well—

Amanda turns to Ryan; still drying a plate

Amanda – I was wondering if she wanted to go to the Community Centre later?

Ryan – Why’s that?

Amanda – Women who are in the early stages of Motherhood are there; they have children with the same disability as Rosie does; so—I just thought—

Ryan – Thanks, Amanda. I’ll go out and find her.

Ryan smiles at Amanda, walking out to the corridor; exiting. Amanda turns around again, continuing to dry the plate

Derek – Are you sure Jasmine should be going to Mother-Meetings?

Amanda – It’s not a Meeting, Derek; it’s somewhere where she can get advice.

Derek – Jasmine; “advice”? Not a chance.

Amanda looks at Derek, sighing sadly

In Harry’s Kitchen with Jordan sat down at the table looking at Harry; who’s leaned against the Kitchen Counter, turned away from Jordann
Jordan – I’ve spent the past two years of my Mum moaning in my ear; my FAMILY; I’ve had all of them moaning about my Sexuality.
Harry – Your Dad and Liam didn’t find out until last year.

Jordan – So? I still got a hard time in December when they all found out!

Harry turns to Jordan

Harry – Yeah. And it’s gotten better since then, hasn’t it? Your Dad and Liam; they’ve accepted your sexuality; they’ve accepted you for who you are, and I bet deep down your Mum does too.

Jordan – This isn’t about my family, Harry; this is about—
Harry – Not about your family? Not about your family?! YOU’RE THE ONE WHO MENTIONED THEM FIRST, JORDAN!

Jordan – I was using them as a reference of you.

Harry – I’m not Homophobic; I’m not like your Mum; I’m not like Liz! I’m a Gay Man, Jordan; just like you say you are.

Jordan – You’ve doubted my Sexuality, I’m not saying that you’re Homophobic or that you’re not a Gay Man; I’m saying that you’re taking a risk; to me it’s almost as though you want to take all of that time of getting our relationship out in the open—Nothing. After all the hell we went through.

Harry – That’s not what I want.

Jordan – Oh? Well it seems like that.

Jordan stands, tucking his chair in under the table

Harry – You mean like it seems to me that you still have feelings for Imane?

Jordan looks at Harry madly; grabbing his shirt and slamming him against the wall; looking at him madly

In Jack’s Living Room with Rach sat down on the sofa in the dark. Jack enters, turning the light on; walking into the room, he sees Rach sat down on the sofa

Jack – What were you doing sat down here in the dark?

Rach – I needed some peace. Do you know how long it’s taken to get Hannah to sleep?
Jack sighs, looking at Rach

Jack – I’m sorry that people have been thinking that we’re—You know?

Rach – Having an affair? 

Jack – Rach—

Rach – Oh, but wait; you’re not having an affair, are you? Because you’re not even the one in a relationship! Instead I’m the “tart,” the “skank;” those words really sum me up, don’t you think?

Jack – No. No, of course they don’t!

Jack sits down next to Rach on the sofa

Rach – What will Hannah think when she’s older? What will she ask me? “Where’s my Daddy?” if he never comes back? “Why is Daddy older than you, Mummy?” if he comes back? I’m—I’m such a mess, Jack!

Rach puts her hand on her head, beginning to cry; Jack looks at her sadly as she cries

Jack – I’ll be her Dad.

Rach looks at Jack

Rach – What?

Jack – Hannah; I’ll be her Dad.

Rach – But—Jack, you’re her Brother; her Half-Brother.

Jack – So? Like you said; Dad’s too old to be Hannah’s Dad.

Rach smiles at Jack slightly as a tear rolls down her cheek; Jack puts his hand on her face, wiping the tear. Rach holds onto Jack’s hand and they look at each other. There’s knocking at the front door coming from the corridor. Rach stands

Rach – I’ll get it.

Jack – No, Rach—

Rach – I said I’ll get it.

Rach walks out to the corridor and over to the front door, swinging it open; Sasha’s stood at the door in front of her

Sasha – Rach, I have a question—

Rach – Look, Sasha; if this is about Lauren, then—

Sasha – It’s about the Pub.

Rach looks at Sasha puzzled

In the Park, Ryan enters; walking over to a Bench where a Pram is; he looks inside and Rosie’s laid down in it

Ryan – Hey, you! Where’s Mummy, eh? Where’s Mummy?

Ryan picks Rosie up, taking her out from her Pram. He sighs madly, taking his mobile phone out from his pocket, scrolling through his contacts to “JASMINE,” he calls the number and puts his mobile phone to his ear. A mobile phone rings from underneath the table nearby and Ryan looks underneath the table, sighing sadly; picking up a mobile phone from underneath the table, rolling his eyes madly; declining the call on the mobile phone

In the Dirty Duck Pub there’s banging at the door. Amy enters, walking out from the Staircase with a Towel wrapped around her and another wrapped around her hair, the banging continues

Amy – ALRIGHT, I’M COMING!

Amy walks over to the door, unlocking it; swinging it open, Sasha walks in, shoving past Amy

Amy – DO YOU MIND?! I’m getting dried here; I don’t respect being rudely interrupted—

Sasha turns to Amy

Sasha – You have no respect for others, so why should I respect YOU?

Amy – I’m not having you speak to me like that; NOW GET OUT!

Amy looks at Sasha madly, pointing at the door

Amy – GO ON, GET OUT!

Sasha looks at the Bar, picking up the key from it
Amy – What do you think you’re doing?

Sasha puts the key in the door lock, locking the door

Amy – EXCUSE ME, BUT YOU’RE NOT LOCKING US IN—!

Amy tries snatching the key from Sasha; Sasha pulls the key towards her

Sasha – AMY—!

Amy – GIVE THE KEY TO ME—!

Sasha – AMY, I’M GOING TO—

Sasha lets go of the key, dropping it onto the floor; Amy looks around the floor

Amy – WHERE’D IT GO?!

Sasha – Well, I would know if you didn’t—

Amy gets onto her hands and knees, looking on the floor

Amy – WHERE IS IT?!

Amy stands, looking at the door

Amy – We’re locked in—WE’RE LOCKED IN!

Amy runs over to the door, banging on it with both hands

Amy – HELP ME! HELP! WE’RE LOCKED IN—I’M LOCKED IN!

Amy continues banging on the door madly
In the Park with Ryan sat down on a Bench nearby Rosie in her Pram. Jasmine enters, walking over to him

Jasmine – Ryan—

Ryan – Don’t, Jasmine. Please; just—Just don’t. 

Jasmine – I was going to come back, I was—

Ryan – You came back because you were checking to see if anybody had taken her. 

Jasmine – That’s not true, Ryan.

Ryan – Jas, I know you inside out.

Ryan stands, looking at Jasmine with tears in his eyes

Ryan – What were you going to say? “I got mugged in the street; they took my mobile off of me and guess what? They took Rosie too.” 

Jasmine – No, I—I was coming back to get her. I wasn’t going to just leave her here! Please, Ryan—Please, you’ve got to believe me.

Jasmine looks at Ryan with tears in her eyes; holding onto his arm, Ryan shakes his head as a tear rolls down his cheek

Ryan – I don’t believe you.

Jasmine looks at Ryan sadly as a tear rolls down her cheek

In the Dirty Duck Pub with Sasha stood up, she looks into the Staircase and she takes her key from her pocket, looking at it. There are footsteps coming from the Staircase and Sasha quickly puts the key back into her pocket. Amy enters, walking out from the Staircase, standing behind the Bar; looking at Sasha

Amy – Well, guess what, Sasha? Because of you; not only have we lost the key to the entrance doors to the Pub; but we’ve also lost the backdoor key too! WELL DONE, SASHA!

Amy claps her hands, looking at Sasha

Sasha – Don’t blame this on me, Amy; this is your fault! You should have had that key cut months ago.

Amy – Well, I didn’t think that I’d get an angry, aggressive person charge in here and lock me in with them, did I? 

Sasha rolls her eyes, sitting down at the Bar

Sasha – Seeing as we’re not going to be found in here for a while—Why don’t you get us a drink?

Amy – What? You mean—You get a drink for free?

Sasha – Well, why not? I’m the only one willing to have a conversation with you in this place.

Amy – On the House.

Amy rolls her eyes as she walks along the Bar; picking up an empty glass. Sasha smiles slightly, watching Amy walk along behind the Bar

In the Town outside the Club where a crowd of people are queuing up along the wall nearby the door. Imane and Bronwyn are at the front of the crowd
Bronwyn – You better not cause an arguments in here tonight, Imane!

Imane – Oh, trust me, Bronwyn; if Tori or Amy aren’t in here then I don’t plan to!

A Bouncer walks out from the Club, opening the door; stepping to one side. Imane and Bronwyn laugh as they walk into the Club, exiting. Harry’s stood further into the Town, looking over at the Club in the Distance, he looks down; sighing, walking towards the Club as loud music begins playing from it

In the Dirty Duck Pub with Amy stood behind the Bar; Sasha’s sat down at the Bar opposite her. Amy places a Glass of Lemonade on the Bar in front of Sasha

Sasha – Why have you given me cheap Lemonade?

Amy – “Cheap”? You just described yourself there.

Sasha laughs slightly, looking at Amy

Sasha – You haven’t got one likable bone in your body have you, Amy? You’re so—Unlovable.

Amy – I don’t need love, Sasha. In fact, neither does Jamie.

Sasha – And what do you know about Jamie?

Amy – Me and him own a Club together; I know a lot more about him than you think.

Sasha – Like what?

Amy – Why don’t you find that out for yourself?

Sasha – You know? I think that this Amy—The Amy which I’m talking to now, I think she’s an alter-ego.

Amy – “An alter-ego”?

Sasha – Yeah; this is—It’s like a second personality for you; only it’s fake. I think that deep down—Deep down, you’re the Amy we all used to know; the Amy which we used to like talking to.

Amy – What are you talking about? I haven’t changed; I’ve always been this way! I’ve always—I’ve always been treat this way; I’ve always been viewed like I am, Sasha! 
Sasha – Really? Because I don’t remember you being so selfish or arrogant this time last year, Amy; the money; the power, it’s gone to your—

Amy – YEAH! YEAH, I KNOW THAT I’VE CHANGED THAT WAY! I KNOW THAT! AND DO YOU WANT TO KNOW THE MAIN REASON WHY I’M THIS WAY?! WHY I LIKE GETTING THINGS I WANT?! It’s because—

Amy wipes a tear as it rolls down her cheek

Amy – It’s because I’m unloved. My family hate me—In fact, everyone hates me. And no wonder why, because who would love a spiteful, blackmailing cow like me, eh? Who would want to be friends with someone like ME?!

Sasha stands, taking the key out from her pocket, walking over to the door, unlocking it with the key, turning to Amy; walking over to the Bar, placing the key on it

Sasha – I’m sorry.

Sasha looks at Amy sadly, walking out to the Reception, exiting as Amy wipes another tear as it rolls down her cheek
In Harry’s Kitchen with Jordan stood at the Kitchen Counter pouring himself a Glass of Vodka. He picks up the drink, sipping it

Jordan – I think it’s over.

Jordan turns to Liz; who’s stood at the door

Jordan – You finally got what you wanted, didn’t you?

Liz – Jordan, I—

Jordan – Don’t, Mum. I’m sick of all of your excuses; I’m sick of YOU.

Liz – I’m your Mother. I’m your Mother, Jordan; I have every right to have my say!

Jordan – What? And I don’t have the right to choose my own life? To choose with path I go through?! Or am I like that Sikh family; the Baines?

Liz – Don’t you DARE compare me and your Father; this family to them.

Jordan – Well Seva seems to be a bit forceful on Aasha’s relationships, doesn’t he? Just like you’re literally pushing me to marry Imane as hard as you possibly can.

Liz – Jordan—

Jordan – Why are you even here, Mum? Why are you still trying to keep this family strong? Because believe me, this family was torn apart YEARS ago; it was visible in December.

Liz – Yes. YES, JORDAN; AND WHO’S FAULT IS THAT?!

Jordan – Well it’s definitely not mine, I just chose what I wanted to do in life.

Liz – And I’m not saying that Homosexuality; being Gay is a bad thing, I’m saying—

Jordan – THEN WHY DOES IT SEEM LIKE THAT TO ME?! WHY DO I FEEL LIKE WHENEVER I’M IN THE SAME ROOM AS YOU I FEEL LIKE YOU HATE ME?! WHY DO I FEEL LIKE WHENEVER I WALK OUT TO THE MARKETPLACE OR IN THE TOWN I FEEL LIKE—Like—

A tear rolls down Jordan’s cheek and he sips his drink again; turning away from Liz, leaning on the Kitchen Counter

Liz – Like what, Jordan?

Jordan – Like I’m not accepted.

Liz looks at Jordan sadly with tears in her eyes

In the Club crowded with people dancing on the dance floor. Imane and Bronwyn are sat down at a table and Imane stands

Bronwyn – Imane, where are you going?

Imane – Don’t worry! I’m going to the toilet; I won’t be long, OK?

Bronwyn – OK, good.

Bronwyn smiles at Imane and Imane walks over to the Ladies Toilets Door, sighing sadly as she walks inside, exiting. Harry’s sat down at the Bar with a Glass of G&T in his hand on the Bar. Jack enters, standing beside him at the Bar

Jack – Can I get you a refill?

Harry looks up at Jack

Harry – What?

Jack – G&T, isn’t it?

Harry – Yeah—Yeah, it is.

Jack takes a five pound note out from his pocket, looking at a Barman stood behind the Bar

Jack – Mate, get us a G&T and a Glass of Vodka, please.

The Barman nods at Jack, walking along behind the Bar. Jack looks down at Harry stood next to him

Jack – So—I see you around sometimes; with that Jordan lad. I hear you’re in a relationship?

Harry – No. Well—I’m not really sure anymore.

Jack – That’s a shame. You know? It’s horrible that some relationships can’t go through it’s roughest stages, but—I’m sure you can find another Man out there somewhere.

Harry – “Another Man”? I can bet any money at the Bookies that there aren’t any other Gay Men in this Hotel; in this area but me and Jordan; who aren’t particularly getting on right now.

Jack – I know a Bisexual Man now that you mention Sexuality. 

Harry – Oh, really? Like who?

The Barman places a Glass of G&T and a Glass of Vodka on the Bar in front of Jack and Harry, walking along the Bar afterwards. Jack looks down at Harry

Jack – Someone like me.

Harry looks up at Jack, standing up; Jack puts his hands on Harry’s face and they kiss. Imane enters, walking out from the Ladies Toilets, looking over at Bronwyn sat down at a table; she smiles at her, turning to the Bar, looking at Bronwyn again; she looks at the Bar again, seeing Jack and Harry kissing; looking at Harry in shock as Harry puts his hands on Jack’s face, beginning to kiss him again 
THE AWARDS LONGLIST VOTING CLOSES ON SUNDAY! PLEASE VOTE! SHORTLIST VOTING WILL BE PUT UP ON MONDAY

TO BE CONTINUED 
Harry – Jordan’s Boyfriend

Jack Holmes – Oliver’s Son

Jordan – Liz’s Son

Liz – Judy’s Friend
Amy – amyrose2024 

Sasha – PixelRainbow. 
Ryan – RyanLanbert098

Jasmine

Imane – enami 

Bronwyn – Amy’s Friend 

Rach – hellokitty273 

Amanda – Jasmine’s Mum 

Derek – Jasmine’s Dad 
