Episode 378
In Tori’s corridor with Hannah stood by the front door putting her coat on. Tori enters, walking out from her and Hannah’s bedroom

Tori – Where are you going?

Hannah – I’m going to go and find myself a job; that’s where!

Tori – Are you sure that that’s a good idea, Tori?

Hannah – Well, why wouldn’t it be? There aren’t many people like Amy in the world, Tori; I’m fine. 

Hannah smiles at Tori as she walks out to the hallway, exiting; closing the door behind her. Lisa enters, walking out from the kitchen; she looks at Tori and Tori turns to her

Lisa – Why don’t you do the same as her?

Tori – What; find a job? 

Lisa – Yeah; the Pub’s got some empty spaces, and—

Tori – You’d have to see me dead behind a bar, Mum.

Lisa laughs slightly as Tori walks past Lisa into the kitchen, exiting

In the Shop Aasha enters, closing the door behind her

Aasha – IMANE?!

Daner enters, walking out from the store room holding a cardboard box; he walks around the counter and down one of the aisles

Aasha – Daner, how—How are you?

Daner puts the cardboard box down as he begins to put stock on the shelves. Aasha sighs sadly, looking at him
Aasha – Daner—

Daner looks at Aasha madly

Daner – Nobodies heard from you for weeks, Aasha; I’m surprised that Imane let you keep your job!

Aasha – Don’t you realise what I’ve been through, Daner? I don’t seek for sympathy; I never have done, but—You can’t expect me to come out into the big wide world with a smile on face acting CONFIDENT!

Daner – You’re my wife, Aasha, and you’re carrying OUR child.

Aasha – I know, and that’s why you should understand why I wanted to be alone for so long.

Daner – Then why don’t we start a new life; just me and you?

Aasha – Daner, I—

Daner – We can get away from this place; get away from our families, this feud—EVERYTHING!

Seva – I’m afraid that’s not going to happen.

Aasha turns around, seeing Seva stood by the door looking at them madly; Aasha looks back at him nervously

In Izzy’s corridor with Izzy stood by the front door. Deborah enters, walking out from the kitchen 
Deborah – Izzy, where are you going?

Izzy – I thought that my uniform would give you a hint, Mum.

Deborah – Well—Are you sure that you WANT to go, Izzy? Have you not been having troubles with concentrating or—Fitting in?

Izzy – Why would I have troubles with ANYTHING, Mum? School is stressful WITHOUT this thing inside my head anyway! 

Deborah – So you’re coping—

Izzy – I’m coping fine, Mum; BRILLIANT in fact! I am taking my medication, you know?

Deborah – Oh, yeah; about that, Izzy; I—

Izzy – If you think that I’m lying to you, then—You’re wrong.

Izzy walks out to the hallway, exiting and Deborah sighs sadly before walking into the living room where Shirley is; stood by the window, looking out of it

Shirley – I wonder how they’re coping?

Deborah – What?

Shirley – Roxy’s family; Amanda, Derek and the others; I wonder how they’re coping?

Deborah – Well, that family’s huge, Mum; they’ll be there for each other.

Shirley – And you’re sure about that, are you?
Shirley turns to Deborah; walking away from the window and out to the corridor, exiting

Deborah – Mum, where are you—

There’s a door slam coming from the corridor and Deborah puts her hand on her head, sighing sadly

In the Shop with Seva stood by the door looking at Aasha and Daner stood nearby each other down one of the aisles

Seva – This is something I never saw, isn’t it?

Seva walks up to them; standing in front of Aasha

Seva – My Daughter; walking down an aisle to marry her real—

Aasha – I didn’t walk down at an aisle; it was at a registry. 

Seva – Oh, really?

Daner – Yes, really. I love your daughter, Seva; and NOBODY can change that.

Seva – Well, I can tear you both apart.

Seva walks past Aasha; standing in front of Daner

Daner – And how do you expect to do that then? Kill me?

Seva – Trust me; us Baines have had a reputation of killing—

Daner – Your own? Yeah, I know.

Seva – You want to hold that tongue in of yours, boy; otherwise you might end up somewhere dark.

Seva smiles at Daner as he walks over to the door, walking out to the Marketplace, exiting; closing the door behind him. Aasha turns to Daner, looking at him sadly

Aasha – Daner, I—

Daner – Just go behind the till, alright?

Daner continues to putting stock up onto the shelves from the cardboard box and Aasha continues to look at him, sighing sadly before walking around the counter; standing behind the till  
In Tori’s kitchen with Tori’s corridor Lisa enters, walking out from the living room
Lisa – TORI?! Where are you?!

Tori – *From the kitchen* Making a cuppa! Do you want anything?!

Lisa – No, thanks!

Lisa walks into Hannah and Tori’s bedroom, gently opening the door; she walks over to Tori’s dressing table, picking up a photograph of her, Tori and Tori’s Dad; she looks into the corridor with a smile on her face, placing the photograph back down on the dressing table. In the kitchen with Tori placing a cup of coffee on the table

Lisa – *From the bedroom* HAVE YOU CLEANED YOUR ROOM YET, TORI?!

Tori – No—NO! I—Hang on—!

Tori runs out to the corridor, swinging her and Hannah’s bedroom door open; Lisa’s stood by Tori’s bed looking down at something which is on Tori’s bed; she looks down at it in shock

Tori – Mum, what are you—?

Lisa turns; stepping away from the bed, Tori sees a briefcase full of stacks of money inside; looking at Tori madly as Tori looks back at her nervously, taking a deep breath

In Derek’s kitchen with Amanda stood by the oven; she’s cooking Bolognaise Sauce on the hob in a pan. Derek enters, standing by the door looking at her

Derek – What are you cooking then?

Amanda – Spaghetti Bolognaise; my Mum’s personal favourite!

Derek – I’m guessing that you have the same taste buds as her then?

Amanda – Actually, I-

Amanda sighs sadly, putting the wood spoon down; leaving it in the pan as she turns to Derek; seeing Shirley stood nearby Derek at the door

Shirley – I hope that you don’t mind me walking in on you like this?

Derek turns, seeing Shirley stood by him

Shirley – The front door was unlocked.

Shirley smiles at Amanda as Amanda puts her hand on her head, sighing sadly

In Hannah and Tori’s bedroom with Tori stood by the door looking at Lisa stood nearby Tori’s bed where an open briefcase full of stacks of money are on the bed

Tori – Mum, what are you—What are you doing?

Lisa – Where did you get all of this money?

Tori walks over to her bed, pushing Lisa out of the way as she slams the briefcase shut 

Lisa – Tori, answer me—

Tori turns to Lisa; picking up the briefcase

Tori – I got it from Dad.

Lisa – Your Dad? Since when did you get in contact with him, Tori?!

Tori slides the briefcase underneath her bed; bending down

Lisa – This—This is Amy’s money, isn’t it?

Tori turns to Lisa, looking at her madly

Tori – And what if it is? What if it is, Mum? What then? Amy is LOADED, Mum; she won’t be able to tell that its gone!

Lisa – That’s not the point, Tori; that money, that—FILTHY money in that briefcase is the money which Hannah; your FRIEND is being accused of stealing, and I want you to admit what you’ve done before history repeats itself and Hannah gets in trouble and then you’ll breakdown; LEAVING ME TO PICK UP THE PIECES!

Tori – “Pick up the pieces”? “PICK UP THE PIECES”?! That’s funny, Mum; the last time I checked you weren’t there for me after I was alone, after I was broken; after people thought that Bronwyn had committed SUICIDE! 

Lisa – Tori—

Tori – WHERE WERE YOU, MUM?! I never asked; let me guess, selling your body so you get healthy clothes; food to eat? You’re not my Mum at all; you gave that up when you left me, when you BETRAYED ME! YOU DON’T CARE ABOUT ME AND YOU NEVER—

Lisa slaps Tori across the face madly and Tori holds her face in shock with tears in her eyes; Lisa points her finger at Tori

Lisa – If you ever, EVER speak to me like that again, Tori—Then I’ll tell Hannah about your little scheme myself.

A tear rolls down Tori’s cheek and Lisa puts her finger down, walking out to the corridor, exiting; slamming the door behind her as another tear rolls down Tori’s cheek

In Izzy’s corridor there’s knocking at the front door, Deborah enters; walking out from the living room

Deborah – Do you mind if you stop forgetting your keys?!

Deborah swings open the front door

Deborah – It’s getting—

Deborah sees Oliver stood in front of her at the front door; he’s holding a Bottle of Wine 

Oliver – I hope you don’t mind? 

Oliver smiles at Deborah and Deborah looks at him, sighing madly

In Seva’s living room with Ranveer sat down on the sofa watching TV. Seva enters, standing by the door
Seva – Where’s your Mother?

Ranveer – I don’t know; out I think.

Seva slams the door shut

Seva – Good.

Ranveer looks up at Seva nervously puzzled as Seva looks down at him madly

In Izzy’s living room with Deborah and Oliver sat down on separate sofas; Deborah’s holding an empty glass and Oliver pours some Wine into the glass from the bottle; pouring some into another empty glass which is on the table in front of him

Deborah – What are you doing here?

Oliver – I wanted to chat with my wife.

Oliver puts the bottle of Wine down onto the table in front of him before picking up the glass of wine, sipping it

Oliver – There’s nothing wrong with that now, is there?
Deborah – Don’t take me for a fool, Oliver.

Oliver – Now, why would I do that? You’re smarter than I thought you were, Deborah; you’ve proved that to me.

Deborah – Even when you WERE sleeping with Rach behind my back? 

Oliver – You loved me, Deborah; that was genuine love.

Deborah – Yeah, and I thought that you loved me too.

Oliver – I did. 

Deborah scoffs, laughing slightly as she sips her drink

Oliver – And I STILL do.

Oliver puts his drink down on the table as he puts his other hand on Deborah’s leg

Oliver – And maybe if we can—I came here to ask if we could start again? You know?

Deborah – What about Rach? What about your Daughter, Oliver? What—What about Jack? What would my family think?

Oliver – Me and Rach are in the past now, Jack doesn’t matter; family doesn’t matter, not mine, and neither does yours; their opinions don’t matter. 

Izzy enters, standing by the door; she’s looking down at Oliver madly

In Derek’s kitchen with Amanda and Shirley stood up; Shirley’s leaning against the kitchen counter

Shirley – That smells good, you know; that Bolognaise. You just need to put some herbs or something into it; give it a bit of flavour! 

Amanda – Why are you here, Shirley?

Shirley – Let’s just say—I feel sorry for you.

Amanda – Don’t feel sorry for me; feel sorry for Roxy.

Shirley – And why should I do that? You’re the one who’s planning the funeral, who’s grieving the death of a loved one. Guess whose felt that way before? 

Shirley walks towards Amanda; folding her arms

Shirley – I have.

Amanda – It—It’s hard, isn’t it? 

Shirley – Yeah. Yeah, it really is. You’ll cry for days, weeks, months; perhaps even years, but—It’ll get better. You’ll carry on. And do you know what? I know that you can carry on the way I’ve been doing, and—

Amanda – So you’re saying to just—FORGET about my own daughter?

Shirley – I’m not saying that at all, Amanda. What I’m saying is that—You’re not feeling this way on your own, alright? And you NEVER will do.

Amanda looks at Shirley, wiping a tear as it rolls down her cheek

Amanda – I just—I just want my little girl back! I just want—

Shirley looks at Amanda sadly, hugging her 

Amanda – I JUST WANT HER BACK!

Amanda hugs Shirley tightly as she closes her eyes, breaking down in tears
In Izzy’s living room with Izzy stood by the door, looking down at Deborah and Oliver sat down on separate sofas

Izzy – What is he doing here?

Deborah – Oliver, I think that you should leave now.

Oliver – Deborah, you’re honestly going to let her stand there and make the rules, are you?

Izzy – I’m not making the rules; I’m telling YOU to stay away.

Oliver rolls his eyes, standing up; walking up to Izzy

Oliver – Me and your Mum; we have private chats; little chats we do. Did you know that?

Deborah – Oliver—

Oliver – Also, I don’t think that your Mum would appreciate getting told what her love life should and shouldn’t be because of some mental-case daughter like you.

Oliver walks out to the corridor, exiting; there’s a door slam shortly after her walks out

Izzy – Did you—

Deborah stands, looking at Izzy sadly

Deborah – Izzy, I can—

Izzy – DID YOU TELL HIM, MUM?! DID YOU TELL HIM ABOUT MY ADHD?!

Izzy looks at Deborah with tears in her eyes and Deborah nods

Deborah – Yeah. Yeah, I did.

Izzy wipes her tears, running out to the corridor, exiting; slamming the door behind her as Deborah looks down, sighing sadly

In the Shop Aasha enters, walking out from the store room behind the till; Daner’s stood opposite her at the till

Daner – I don’t want to see your Dad push you around, Aasha.

Aasha – He’s not pushing me around, and I won’t let him; just—Just don’t get on his bad side, alright?

Daner – He started this “war,” Aasha. And do you know what?

Daner walks around the till, looking at Aasha

Daner – I don’t care what he does to me anymore; just as long as you’re safe, that’s all that matters.

Aasha – Daner—

Daner puts his hands on Aasha’s face; kissing her, they look at each other
Seva – “She needs to pay for what she’s done to this family, Ranveer.”

Aasha and Daner lean towards each other kissing as Daner takes his hands down from Aasha’s face

In Seva’s living room with Ranveer and Seva sat down on separate sofas

Seva – She went against me; her own father. 
Ranveer – So, what do you want me to do?
Seva – Let’s just say—We’re going to help her miscarry her child.

Ranveer looks at Seva in shock as Seva looks at Ranveer before looking down at the floor madly
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