Episode 492

In the Hotel Reception Daniel enters, walking around the check-in desk as Luke enters

Daniel – You’re Luke, aren’t you?

Luke stops walking, turning to Daniel
Luke – Yeah, I am.

Daniel – Did I tell you that your flat had been refurbished a few weeks back?

Luke stares at Daniel puzzled, shaking his head at him

Luke – No. No, you didn’t—Why?

Daniel – Oh well—

Daniel takes a key out from his pocket, handing it to Luke

Daniel – Why don’t you check it out yourself?

Daniel smiles at Luke, walking up the stairs; exiting as Luke closes his hand with the key inside; watching Daniel walking away puzzled

In flat – the living room with Gemma stood up, looking down at Liam; sat down on the sofa

Liam – Why are you doing this, Gemma?

Gemma – Why haven’t you made a run for it; tried to get out from here?

Liam – Because the last time I tried to get away from you I got a knock over the head by something; a statue, wasn’t it?

Gemma – I just—

Gemma puts her hand on her head, sighing sadly

Gemma – I can’t have you walking around knowing what went on the night Sarah died; the night which Jason died.

Liam – What? And you really think that I’d blurt it out to some randomer in the—

Gemma – No, I don’t; but you threatened to report me to the police, Liam; you—You said to me that you’d have me locked up; behind bars, Liam! Didn’t you?

Liam – You’re my best friend, Gemma; I—

Gemma – WOULDN’T YOU?!

Gemma looks down at Liam madly before Liam stands, staring at her madly

Liam – Sarah was the Mother of my unborn child, Gemma. Jason was my best friend; he was practically a brother to me, and YOU took them both away from me!

Gemma – I’m—I’m sorry, Liam. I really am sorry, and I mean it; what I did was wrong, and I—

There’s a door slam coming from the corridor and Luke enters, standing by the door; he stares at Gemma madly as Gemma freezes, staring at him nervously in shock

In Elliot’s living room with Meg sat down on the sofa holding a baby girl in her arms; looking down at her. Elliot enters, reading a small note

Elliot – This note has a birthdate for her, and a name.

Meg – What’s her name, then?

Elliot – Lucy.

Meg – That was always my dream-daughter’s name, well—Before I got shot and my—

Elliot – We need to find her parents, Meg; her real parents.

Meg – What? No, Elliot; we—We can’t!

Elliot – We will find them, we HAVE to.

Meg – They abandoned her; they abandoned this defenceless little girl on your doorstep, Elliot!

Meg looks up at Elliot madly, putting the baby girl down in a basket nearby her

Elliot – What? And you think that having a baby in this flat will help us move on, do you; help ME move on?!

Meg – This is what I’ve always wanted, Elliot; a BABY!

Meg stands, staring at Elliot madly

Elliot – And you’ll get one; you can adopt one whenever you want to. But right now, Meg; it—It’s not a smart move; not whilst you’re having sleepless nights as it is.

Meg – What’s the difference when I’m ALREADY getting them?!

Elliot – Because when you have a baby; when women have babies, sometimes they lose control of themselves; they make choices they don’t really mean to.

Meg looks down at the baby girl laid down in the basket; looking at Elliot again, sighing sadly 
In Lorna’s corridor with Luke stood up looking at Gemma madly

Luke – How long have you kept him in here?

Gemma – Ever since the night of Sarah’s funeral, I—I asked for the key to the flat at the check-in desk.

Luke – I want him out—Tomorrow.

Gemma – But, Luke; I—

Luke – I WANT HIM OUT, GEMMA!

Luke stares at Gemma madly as Gemma sighs, nodding at him

Gemma – Alright—Alright, Luke; fine. I’ll make sure he’s out by tomorrow morning; by the end of tonight!

Luke – Alright, you can keep in the Garage overnight if you wish to; keep him quiet.

Gemma – Thank you, Luke; I—I’m really grateful.

Luke – Don’t be.

Luke walks out to the hallway, exiting; closing the front door behind him as Gemma walks into the living room, looking down at Liam sat down on the sofa

Liam – What is he to you then? Your partner in crime?

Gemma – Not in the slightest, he just—

Liam – You do know that the Club has CCTV, don’t you; in the Office?

Gemma – What are you trying to say, Liam? I just—

Liam – I’m just saying—You know how you thought that I sent you those texts; blackmailing you? What if it wasn’t me, Gemma? 

Gemma – Well, it wasn’t you, was it? I mean—The texts; they’ve carried on, and I took your phone away from you, I—

Liam – So WHO has been texting you, then?

Gemma freezes, looking down at Liam in horror

In Derek’s flat – Amanda and Derek’s bedroom with Derek stood up, looking down at Amanda sat down on a wheelchair which is nearby the bed
Derek – How much did it hurt?

Amanda – It—Not very much, Derek; stop panicking.

Derek – What if people find out; what I did to you?

Amanda – I’ll tell them what I was planning on doing, Derek; that the Cancer in my bones had done this to me.

Derek – And what if they don’t buy it, Amanda? What if—What if they—

Amanda – I was struggling to walk for weeks before now, Derek; this—This is almost a relief; just stop—Stop panicking, alright?

Derek – So, what do we do now?

Derek sits down on the bed, looking at Amanda with tears in his eyes

Amanda – Why don’t—Why don’t you put the kettle on; get us a good cup of coffee?

Derek – What’s a cup of coffee going to do to sort things out, Amanda; how is a cup of coffee going to fix what’s happened tonight?

Amanda – Because I think that we could both do with one; bring it through into the living room, and I’ll—

Derek – Let me help you get in—

Amanda – No, Derek; there—There’s no need. I can do it by myself.

Amanda smiles at Derek and Derek nods, smiling at her sadly before Amanda slowly wheels herself out into the corridor, exiting; groaning in pain as she does so and Derek wipes a tear as it rolls down his cheek

In the Club Office with Jamie sat down behind the desk. Hannah enters, looking down at him

Hannah – What are you doing then; deleting the evidence?

Jamie – What “evidence”?

Hannah – You giving out alcohol to an underage customer; Izzy. Do you remember or—?

Jamie – Are you still having a feud with me over that of all things, Hannah?

Hannah – Yes actually—Yes, I am.

Jamie stands, rolling his eyes at Hannah

Jamie – You want to try fighting harder than this, you know? Tell you what, try to come up with some new things to argue your side tomorrow, yeah?

Hannah – No, Jamie; I want to talk about—

Jamie – I’m going back to the Hotel; do you want to do anything, or—?

Hannah – I’ll have a drink or two; give myself some space.

Jamie takes a key out from his pocket, placing it on the desk 

Jamie – Remember to lock up, will you? 

Jamie walks out the Office, exiting as Hannah rolls her eyes; picking up the key and sliding it into her handbag before walking out the Office, exiting

In Derek’s living room with Amanda sat down on her wheelchair. Derek enters, holding two cups of coffee; he places one on the table in front of Amanda before sitting down, placing the other on the table in front of him

Amanda – Did you think that I was going to ask you to do something else, Derek?
Derek – What do you mean?

Amanda – When I asked you to paralyse my legs; what—Before I actually asked you to paralyse my legs; what did you think I was going to ask you to do?

Derek – I don’t know, Amanda. To be honest with you, I didn’t think that it was cancer-related, I just—

Amanda – Yes, you did. Do you know how I know? Because I was in your position once; with my Dad.
Amanda picks up the cup of coffee in front of her, sipping it 

Derek – But Amanda, you—You don’t want to die, do you? 

Amanda – Neither did my Dad, but yet he popped the question, didn’t he? Do you know what he asked me; what words came out of his mouth?

Derek – No, I—You haven’t really talked about that bit of the story, Amanda; and why—Why should you do now? I mean—It doesn’t matter, not anymore; I—

Amanda – Of course it matters, Derek; it’s ALWAYS mattered. This—This Cancer; it’s what I deserve, Derek. My Dad told me, “Help me die.” And I—I tried to reason with him, just like you did with me; I tried—I tried to help him see the light at the end of the tunnel, but he—But he wouldn’t listen. He had—He had pancreatic cancer, Derek; Terminal. What light is at the end of the tunnel when you’re diagnosed with a terminal illness, Derek? 

Derek – There—There’s what you could do before you die; a bucket list.

Amanda – You’re right, but—Four years. Four whole years my Dad had been riddled with cancer; overdosed on so many drugs for treatment, and he was just—He was run-down, Derek. He was like a skeleton. His face; it was as white as paper, and his skin—His skin was—It was nothing. His blue-greeny veins, just—Just pumping; struggling to pump blood around his body because—Because he was practically dead anyway. I know that when people say to you, “Amanda’s going to die. She’s dying!” You respond angrily, don’t you?

Derek – I wouldn’t know how else to respond to them, Amanda; because I know that you—

Amanda – Am I the person I was before I was diagnosed with cancer, Derek? Am I the woman who you fell in love with all of those years ago; am I as “beautiful” as I was all of those years ago? 

Derek – You’re my wife, Amanda. You’re a human being, of course you’re beautiful!

Amanda – How can you call the dead “beautiful”?

Derek – Amanda, you—You’re not dead, alright? You’re not DEAD! 

Amanda – I hate seeing you like this, Derek; I—I hate seeing you, Mum and the kids suffer because of me—
Derek – You haven’t made us suffer, Amanda; you—You’ve brought us back together; our FAMILY! 

Amanda – No. No, I haven’t made you suffer; I know that! I know that I haven’t, but my Cancer; it—IT’S RUINED YOU ALL; IT’S RUINED ME, IT—IT HAD MY DAD WEAKENED SO MUCH THAT HE WAS FORCED TO ASK HIS OWN DAUGHTER TO HELP HIM DIE! AND I—I HATE IT, DEREK! I HATE IT SO MUCH; I HATE—I HATE ALL OF THIS; I HATE—I hate my cancer, I hate my Dad’s cancer, I—I just want it to end, Derek. I JUST WANT IT ALL TO END!

Amanda breaksdown in tears, beginning to cry loudly as Derek stands, hugging her tightly as she cries in his arms
In the Club with Hannah sat down at the bar looking down at an empty glass on the bar in front of her. Luke enters, looking down at her

Luke – It’s quiet tonight.

Hannah – Isn’t it always?

Hannah pours herself a glass of vodka

Hannah – What are you doing here then, Luke; here to—Mourn the dead, are you?

Hannah sips her drink

Luke – Nothing of the sort. In fact—I’m here to help you, Hannah.

Hannah – Help me? Why would I need help, Luke? I don’t—

Luke – Well, it’s just—I know what happened on the night she died, Hannah; the night which Sarah died.

Hannah – Yeah, so does everybody else.

Luke – Do they now?

Hannah – Yeah, the stress got too much for her and she overdosed; it’s quite simple to understand really, isn’t it?

Luke – Have you checked CCTV, then? I’m surprised that the police are so unprofessional that they haven’t looked through the CCTV footage for this place.

Hannah – What are you talking about? I don’t—I don’t want to watch a young girl like Sarah die, I’m not—

Luke – Just listen to me—Look at the CCTV footage on the night which Sarah died, or you’ll regret it.

Luke walks out from the Club, exiting as Hannah sips her drink, finishing it as she watches Luke walk away; rolling her eyes, puzzled

In Lorna’s living room with Gemma stood up, looking down at Liam sat down on the sofa

Gemma – It—I have to get rid of it, Liam; I HAVE TO GET RID OF THE EVIDENCE!

Liam – And how do you plan on doing that when you don’t know the password for the Club Office laptop?

Gemma – I—I don’t know, I’ll just—Liam, I told your Mum something which I shouldn’t have, alright?

Liam – What are you talking about? What did you tell her?

Gemma – Just—I told her that you killed him; Jason, and that—

Liam – You did WHAT?!

Liam looks up at Gemma madly

Gemma – She could see I was angry, alright? She probably won’t take what I said seriously, I—

Liam – Well, to make sure that she didn’t—

Liam stands up, staring at Gemma madly

Liam – I’ll go and see her myself.

Gemma – No—NO, LIAM; PLEASE JUST—Just stay here; stay in this flat overnight, and—

Liam – NO! NO, GEMMA; I NEED TO SEE HER; I NEED TO SEE MY FAMILY AGAIN!

Liam shoves past Gemma, walking out to the corridor; there’s a door slam shortly after he walks out and Gemma puts her hand on her head, rushing out to the corridor, exiting; leaving her handbag on the table, there’s a door slam shortly after she rushes out

In Elliot’s kitchen with Elliot sat down at the table pouring himself a glass of G&T. Meg enters, looking down at him

Meg – Lucy’s asleep; she—She’s settled.

Elliot – Good.

Meg sits down opposite Elliot at the table

Elliot – So, have you had second thoughts on keeping the baby, or—?

Meg – You’re right, Elliot; I—It’s like the baby which Imane found in that dustbin years back; she—Her parents were going through stress at the time, weren’t they?

Elliot – I knew you’d come around eventually, Meg; it just—You just had to put some thought into it, that’s all.

Meg – I won’t ever get a baby for myself, will I? 

Elliot – Of course you will, Meg; it’s easy to get yourself a child these days other than get pregnant, you know?! All you have to do is adopt; show the social worker that you’re a good parent, and I—Do you know what? I was wrong. You shouldn’t rush into finding Lucy’s mother, because Lucy; she—Although she won’t make matters any better, she could—She could make SOME things better; like your parenting skills.

Elliot smiles at Meg and Meg smiles sadly back, nodding at him 

Meg – Alright, I—I’ll sleep on it.

Meg stands

Elliot – And Meg—

Meg looks down at Elliot

Elliot – Thank you for being there for me.

Elliot smiles at Meg, looking up at her as Meg smiles at him, nodding before walking out to the corridor, exiting as Elliot sips his drink, sighing sadly

In the Town with Luke walking away from the Club. Gemma enters, running over to him

Gemma – Is anybody in there; in the Club?!

Luke – Only Hannah. Why?

Gemma – I need to—I’ll speak to you tomorrow, Luke; I have to do something!

Gemma shoves past Luke, quickly running towards the Club; Luke turns around, watching Gemma run towards the Club, smirking slightly before turning around, walking towards the Hotel down the Town

In Sean’s corridor there’s knocking at the front door and Joseph’s cries are heard; coming from his bedroom. Liz enters, walking out from the living room with her dressing gown on

Liz – CAN YOU SEE TO HIM, SEAN?!

Liz swings open the front door, seeing Liam stood in front of her

Liam – Hey, Mum. I’m home.

Liz freezes, staring at Liam in shock as a tear rolls down her cheek; Liam looks at her, sighing nervously

In the Club Office with Hannah sat down behind the desk. Gemma enters, looking down at her

Hannah – Gemma, what brings you here?!

Gemma – It—It’s Amy; she wants me to take the laptop up to the flat for her; business purposes, it’s all just—

Hannah – Why don’t you check out the CCTV footage which I just saw, Gemma?

Hannah stands, staring at Gemma 

Gemma – What—Hannah, what are you talking about? Why would I need to—

Hannah – You did it, Gemma—You killed Sarah.

Hannah leans on the desk, staring at Gemma madly

Gemma – I didn’t—

Hannah – You’re a cold-blooded murderer, Gemma; and if you don’t give me an explanation on WHY you did it by tomorrow—I’ll be handing it into the police.

Hannah shoves past Gemma, walking out the Office, exiting as Gemma screams madly; sliding some empty glasses off from the desk to the floor, smashing them as she puts her hand on her head, sighing madly with tears in her eyes
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