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INT. SUPERMARKET - EVENING. 

A mid-sized supermarket in central Manchester.

LIZ (31, Mancunian), permanently awkward and crippled by 
indecision, is comparing the price of porridge.

Her best friend CATH (31, home counties Southern), a 
sarcastic, assertive, free-spirit, shifts her wheelchair back 
and forth aimlessly.

CATH
Hurry up. 

LIZ
Don’t rush me. I’m thinking.

Cath sighs. 

LIZ (CONT’D)
Is porridge gruel?

CATH
Just buy it, or don’t.

LIZ
But gruel is a punishment...

CATH
This is a punishment.

Liz ignores her.

LIZ
Maybe it’s about the choice.

Cath is so bored she prods the bags of porridge. 

LIZ (CONT’D)
If I choose to eat it and Instagram 
it, it’s a healthy lifestyle 
choice, but if someone comes round 
to my house and forces me to eat 
it, then maybe that’s when it 
becomes gruel?

Cath shoves a bag of porridge into the basket. 

CATH
There. Decided. Posh porridgey-
gruel. 

Liz gets the porridge back out of her basket. 

LIZ
Stop rushing me! Shopping isn’t 
that simple when you’re down to 
your last twenty pounds.



Cath looks at Liz.

CATH
It’s your last twenty, because 
you’re a pious martyr. 

LIZ
I’m not some loser who’s just going 
to live off my successful, rich 
friend for my whole life. This 
isn’t Entourage.

CATH
(Sarcastically)

Are you sure? Because I think the 
episode where Vince has to pay for 
assisted living won an Emmy.

Cath senses a woman further down the aisle staring at her. As 
Cath catches her eye, the woman smiles pityingly.

Liz isn’t paying attention, she’s still staring at the 
porridge bags. 

Liz blithers on in the background of Cath’s imminent act of 
rebellion. 

LIZ
It’s not that I don’t agree that 
it’s a good offer, it’s just, you 
know...

Cath stares at the woman down with all the focus of John 
Wayne.

LIZ (CONT’D)
I’d just be living off you. Like a 
teenager. Or cancer.

Slowly, Cath creaks out of her wheelchair and stands 
triumphantly. 

LIZ (CONT’D)
Except ironically science says 
cancerous tumours can support 
themselves.

Cath’s face erupts with faux-delirious delight. She shouts. 

CATH
Hallelujah! The Lord has blessed me 
with a miracle! I can walk again!

The woman in the aisle drops her cereal box and scuttles off. 

Liz looks up from her porridge to see Cath holding onto the 
shelf to steady herself. It’s a subtle look of ‘seen it 
before’ amusement.
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CATH (CONT’D)
That’s gonna hurt tomorrow. 

Liz shakes her head as she helps Cath back into her 
wheelchair. 

EXT. BLOCK OF FLATS, DRIVEWAY - EVENING.

The sun sets behind a bland block of stud-walling flats - the 
kind that now dominate every city. Liz and Cath head down the 
endless Tarmac driveway to the front door. 

CATH
I wonder which stereotype I should 
play tomorrow?

LIZ
Maybe you should try just being 
yourself?

CATH
Sweet. But buyers are more 
comfortable with stereotypes. They 
make able-bodied people feel less 
awkward. And more comfortable means 
more money for moi.

LIZ
You’re terrible.

Cath thinks.

CATH
What about pitiful and sweet?

Liz laughs. 

LIZ
I don't think you're a good enough 
actor.

CATH
Fine. I'll just stick with the 
classic-

Cath mimics a posh ‘luvvie’ voice.

CATH (CONT’D)
“Ohhhh, you're such an inspiration 
dahling. So brave.”

They approach the buzzer. Liz clocks it’s out of Cath’s 
reach, and goes to press it. Cath stops her.

CATH (CONT’D)
Ah-ah. I'm an inspiration remember. 
Watch this.
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Cath picks up a bottle of water from her lap.

CATH (CONT’D)
Been working on a little move I 
call the old ‘reach and smash’.

In a swift move, Cath lifts a little out of her seat and 
smashes the buzzer with the bottle. It rings.

LIZ
God, that sound like a sex move.

CATH
From one friend to another, if that 
sounds like a sex move you need to 
have some better sex.

The buzzer crackles.

BUZZER VOICE (O.S)
Yes?

Cath shouts loudly into the intercom.

CATH
We’re here about the sex dolls.

The front door clicks open.

INT. BLOCK OF FLATS, STAIRWELL - EVENING.

Cheap, magnolia walls and blue ‘hides all stains’ carpet. On 
the lift is a sloppily written paper sign: 

‘OUT OF ORDER’

Cath sizes up the stairs.

CATH
Four flights? Don’t reckon I’ll 
make it. Probably shouldn’t have 
blown my load in the supermarket.

LIZ
What do you want to do then?

Cath gets a mischievous look in her eye. Time to mess with 
Liz. 

CATH
Well. You could carry me I suppose?

Liz is taken aback. This is a new request. Liz fumbles. 
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LIZ
Um. Sure, I mean. Yeah. How? Maybe 
piggy back? Or I guess I could get 
you like this?

Liz practices how she would manoeuvre Cath into a fireman’s 
lift.

Cath starts laughing. Liz is annoyed. 

CATH
You go and get the sex dolls, 
dummy. I’ll wait here. I’m pretty 
sure no-one is going to run off 
with me. 

Liz walks towards the stairs.

LIZ
Sometimes you can be a real knob. 

INT. BLOCK OF FLATS, LIVING ROOM - EVENING. 

A pile of blown-up sex dolls are on the floor, mouths open 
wide.

A fat, topless man stands looking at Liz. Liz looks at the 
pile. 

LIZ
I mean, I suppose, I guess I 
thought they’d be-

Liz is awkward.

LIZ (CONT’D)
- un-inflated?

Liz bends down to let some air out of them. The FAT MAN (50) 
shouts in broken English and pulls a doll away from Liz.  

FAT MAN
You said must be alive, alive!

Liz is confused.

LIZ
I said what?

Liz slowly stands up.

LIZ (CONT’D)
Do you have a bag, or, or, anything 
I could sort of collect them 
together with?
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The Fat Man looks around. He picks up a roll of black duct 
tape and rips some from the roll. 

FAT MAN
Tape?

Liz frowns with disgust. 

INT. BLOCK OF FLATS, STAIRWELL - EVENING.

Liz and the Fat Man pull a huge balloon-esq mass of taped 
together inflated sex dolls down the final flight of stairs 
and plonk it on the floor. 

Liz whispers to Cath.

LIZ
Why are they inflated?

CATH
If I wanted un-used ones I would 
have bought them online. This show 
is all about “authenticity”.

LIZ
What?

CATH
No one’s going to have shagged an 
uninflated one are they?

LIZ
Oh gross.

Liz steps away from the sex doll mass and looks at it, then 
the Fat Man, repulsed.

The Fat Man gestures to Cath and shouts at Liz.

FAT MAN
Very bad! You left friend! You 
never leave friend!

Liz is annoyed and shouts at him.

LIZ
I am not the bad guy here!

FAT MAN
My brother in chair. I never leave 
him. I good brother. And good 
friend.

Liz shouts like it’s obvious-

LIZ
I was going to carry her!
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Liz cringes at herself.

Cath repeats slowly, in an amused way-

CATH
“I was going to carry her”.

(Pause)
That’ll be on my gravestone.

EXT. BLOCK OF FLATS, DRIVEWAY - EVENING.

Liz steadies the fleshy-pink balloon of sex dolls on Cath’s 
lap. Cath can’t see over the top of it. 

Slowly, Liz begins to push her carefully away from the flats, 
back down the concrete drive.

The Fat Man shouts out of his window. 

FAT MAN
Bad friend!

There’s a subtle flash as he takes a picture with his phone. 

LIZ
Oh come on! 

Cath giggles from behind the sex dolls.

CATH
What a weirdo!

LIZ
It’s easy for you-

Cath butts in.

CATH
Watch out, I think you’re leaking a 
bit of ableism there.

LIZ
Stop joking. I’m being serious. 

CATH
Fine. It’s easy for me how?

LIZ
You don’t see it. The look in their 
eyes. People think I abuse you. 
When really, they don't realise 
you're the one that abuses me and 
my good nature. You're like Keyser 
Söze.

(Pause)
(MORE)
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I mean look at us - people will 
think I'm using you like a shopping 
trolley-

A person walks past them towards the block of flats and 
‘tuts’ under their breath.

LIZ (CONT’D)
See! See! I’ll be like that ‘cat in 
a wheelie bin woman’ soon!

Cath grabs hold of the wheels and her wheelchair grinds to a 
halt. 

CATH
Fine. Have it your way.

EXT. STREET - EVENING.

They’re out of the driveway and onto the street. Cath is 
merrily wheeling herself along up front. 

A few meters behind, Liz struggles and fumbles to carry the 
mass of sex dolls. 

Cath was right. It was much easier her way...

LIZ
This show better bloody be worth 
it!

INT. THE ROYAL OAK PUB - EVENING. 

A small, homely pub that was last decorated in the seventies, 
situated in the corner of a never-used, dead-end street in 
Altrincham - the part of Manchester where Liz was born.

PRINCE (34, real name Andrew, Mancunian) has lived above the 
pub with his mum since leaving university. It’s cheaper.

SANDRA (56, Mancunian), a robust, straight-talking, landlady, 
is eager for her son to move on.

The pub is empty, as is usual for a Tuesday evening. Prince 
stands in the corner, fiddling nervously with a small PA 
system.

Sandra sips her tea and watches him curiously. 

SANDRA
You sure about this?

Prince answers into the mic. 

PRINCE
Yep.

LIZ (CONT'D)
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Feedback rings out through the speakers.

SANDRA
Well if you’re sure.

(Pause)
But if you ask me-

PRINCE
Mum. Shhh.  

SANDRA
All I’m saying is-

Prince stops and stares at her. 

SANDRA (CONT’D)
She’s one of those career women you 
know? Maybe she’d like a nice 
handbag instead.

Prince shouts into the mic. 

PRINCE
Look.

Feedback rings out. He talks quieter.

PRINCE (CONT’D)
I’m punching above my weight as it 
is. I’ve got to do something grand. 
I’m not some chimp who’s going to 
fight off all the other contenders.

Prince thinks for a moment. He gets “poetic”.

PRINCE (CONT’D)
I’m like a beautiful bird of 
paradise who’s going to strut 
around to show off its delicate, 
fine plumage.

Sandra laughs and makes a bird call. 

SANDRA
Cac-aw!

EXT. PARK ROAD - NIGHT.

Liz and Cath are on a small, residential street. Terraced 
houses with well-kept window boxes line each side.

Liz still struggles with the sex dolls, trying to keep them 
away from the grit and occasional broken glass in the gutter.

Cath is up ahead, wheeling herself along smoothly, talking 
loudly to anyone who might be in the vicinity.
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CATH
She’s my carrier donkey. Good 
worker. Got her from a very 
reputable place. 

Liz’s obnoxious ring tone breaks the silence momentary 
silence. She struggles to manoeuvre the sex dolls in order to 
reach for her phone and see who’s calling. 

It’s Cath. 

LIZ
(Shouting)

I’m not answering!

Liz hangs up.

Her phone starts ringing. Cath again. Liz decides to ride it 
out. See who breaks first. She lets it ring.

It stops.

Liz smiles.

It rings again. 

Liz is angry. She answers the phone. 

LIZ (CONT’D)
What?!

(Pause)
I’m going as fast as I can!

Liz struggles. Notifications start pinging on her phone, so 
she puts Cath on speaker to see what they are.

CATH (O.S)
Giddy up, I’m thirsty!

The notifications come thick and fast now. All Twitter. She 
puts her phone away and speeds up. 

INT. THE ROYAL OAK - NIGHT.

Time for the big performance. Prince stands nervously in the 
corner of the pub. Just him, a piece of paper and a 
microphone. 

Liz and Cath have prime, front row seats, with fresh pints.

JOHN THE DRUNK, (60), the ruddy-faced old regular, is sat on 
the next table with his arm around the bundle of sex dolls. 

Sandra cringes from behind the bar. 

Prince adjusts his paper, he’s almost ready to start.
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Liz’s phone vibrates on the table with more notifications. 
She flicks her phone to silent and turns it over.

Liz whispers to Cath.

LIZ
One friend for another are you sure 
you really want to, maybe get 
exclusive, with a guy who gave 
himself the nickname Prince?

CATH
You’re forgetting the one lesson 
that the music of Prince teaches 
all men.

Liz looks blankly.

CATH (CONT’D)
An unwavering commitment to the 
pleasure of the female form. 

Liz looks at Prince, she’s not convinced.

LIZ
I dunno.

CATH
Trust me. Don’t knock it until 
you’ve tried it. 

LIZ
I don’t think I’m going to try it.

Prince intakes air to begin.

PRINCE
(To himself)

OK. Here we go.

He turns round to face the room. 

PRINCE (CONT’D)
Cath. There’s something I’ve wanted 
to say to you for a while.

Cath shifts uncomfortably in her seat.

PRINCE (CONT’D)
But there’s a man-

Prince crosses himself and blows a kiss to the sky. 

PRINCE (CONT’D)
- who said it better than I ever 
could.
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Prince clears his throat. He starts to read the lyrics of ‘I 
Wanna Be Your Lover’ by Price, as a poem. He’s deadly 
serious. 

PRINCE (CONT’D)
I ain’t got no money//
I ain’t like those other guys you 
hang around//
It’s kinda funny//

John sniggers. Prince carries on.

PRINCE (CONT’D)
But they always seem to let you 
down//
And I get discouraged//
Cause I never see you anymore//

Prince breaks out into the song. 

Cath looks at Prince. Mildly amused, mildly horrified.

Liz picks up her phone - anything to stop her from having to 
watch.

PRINCE (CONT’D)
And I need your love, babe//
That's all I'm living for, yeah.

Liz shouts out loud at her phone. 

LIZ
Fuck! 

Prince gives up and mutters.

PRINCE
(To himself)

Well you’ve ruined that now.

LIZ
Look! Look at this! One hundred 
comments in twenty minutes. They’re 
saying I’m an abuser!

Liz shoves her phone in front of Cath. It’s Twitter. 

The Fat Man has posted a picture online of Liz pushing Cath 
down the driveway. Cath is completely obscured by sex dolls.

It does look like Cath is a shopping trolley.

The tweet says:

“This woman - very bad friend! #StopTheAbuse”

Liz is tagged in the picture. There’s a flurry of angry 
comments underneath. Cath doesn’t know what to say. 
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CATH
Whoops?

Liz glares at Cath. 

INT. THE ROYAL OAK - NIGHT (LATER).

A dark lock-in. All the blinds are down and the pub is lit 
with minimal light.

Liz hangs her arms by her side and rests her forehead on the 
table. 

Cath and Prince stare at her, then each other, then back at 
her.

John sits at the bar. He’s positioned the sex dolls to stand 
next to him. 

Sandra wanders over with a drink for Liz.

SANDRA
Cheer up love. It’s not that bad.

Liz’s voice is muffled by the table.

LIZ
I’m getting death threats.

Sandra whispers to Liz as she walks back towards the bar. 

SANDRA
(Gesturing to Prince)

You’re still doing better than 
him...

Prince hears.

PRINCE
Mums are supposed to be supportive!

Sandra ignores him.

SANDRA
It’s just a few weird Internet 
types is all.

Liz bursts back to life, her head leaping from the table. 

LIZ
No it’s not! I’m being trolled! 

Liz points at Cath. 

LIZ (CONT’D)
This is your fault.
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Cath doses on the sarcasm.

CATH
Typical. Always blaming the abusee.

LIZ
I’m not an abuser! I’m not even a 
carer! It’s slander!

CATH
Come on, it’s kind of funny.

LIZ
I told you! Didn’t I tell you - 
people judge me. 

Prince gets philosophical.

PRINCE
You know, Prince has a lyric-

Liz glares.

CATH
I think we’ve had quite enough 
Prince...

Prince ignores her. 

PRINCE
(Dramatic)

“This is what it sounds like-
(Pause)

- when doves cry”

Liz glares harder. 

LIZ
How is that supposed to help?!

Prince thinks. 

PRINCE
How does it not help?

Cath pats his hand in a patronising ‘There, there’ motion. 

CATH
I’ll just tweet them and explain.

LIZ
Oh yeah, the “abusee” standing up 
for the “abuser”, that’s going to 
go down well.

Liz is fed-up.
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LIZ (CONT’D)
How did he even know my Twitter 
handle anyway?

Cath looks sheepish.

CATH
Don’t be mad. 

LIZ
Obviously I’m mad.

CATH
Sometimes... just sometimes... when 
I’m buying stuff online... I use 
your details.

LIZ
Why?! What sense does that make?

CATH
Because, and hear me out here, 
sometimes when I’m buying certain -

Cath gestures to the sex dolls.

CATH (CONT’D)
- items, the owners like to, you 
know, do a bit of... research... 
about the person on the other 
end... to...

PRINCE
Lubricate? 

CATH
... “lubricate” the sale a bit ...

Liz looks shocked. She can’t say anything. 

CATH (CONT’D)
And sometimes the chair thing gets, 
you know, in the way of people’s 
... lubrication. 

PRINCE
I’d like to point out that my 
lubrication is just fine.  

LIZ
And you were lubricating this Fat 
Man via my Twitter account?

CATH
You’ve got some nice pictures on 
there.
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LIZ
Great. So some Fat Man thinks I’m a 
disabled-abusing, sex doll user and 
now I’m being trolled by some ‘not 
even that disabled looking’, 
disabled activist?

This touches a nerve with Cath.

CATH
Yeah she really should be wearing 
her ‘I’m disabled’ identity badge 
Hitler.

Liz huffs and bangs her forehead down heavily on the table.

INT. CATH’S FLAT - DAY.

Cath’s place is a large, spacious, street level, warehouse-
style flat in central Manchester. There are subtle 
modifications, a hand-rail there, a key fob assisted front 
door there. 

Liz is lying on the sofa in her PJs, drowning in self-pity. 
The sex dolls lie oddly around the room.

Keys jingle and Cath comes in. She looks at Liz on the sofa.

CATH
Don’t tell me you’ve been like that 
all night?

LIZ
Like you care. Don’t let my 
feelings stop you from getting laid 
all night to Prince’s greatest 
hits! 

Cath pushes the sex dolls out of the way to clear a path to 
Liz.

CATH
One, we didn’t. Sandra got us too 
drunk and I stayed because I 
couldn’t get a taxi. And it was 
awkward. And technically we were 
drinking for your feelings. And 
two, let me buy you breakfast. I 
need fried grease.

LIZ
No.

Cath lifts herself onto the sofa and playfully nudges Liz.

16.



CATH
Come on girl, got to get your 
strength up before the big show!

LIZ
I’m not going. 

Cath thinks Liz is joking. 

CATH
OK. What about if I buy you 
breakfast and a Bloody Mary?

LIZ
Nope. 

CATH
Breakfast, a Bloody Mary and a blow 
job?

LIZ
This isn’t a joke! They were 
trolling me all night. This one-

Liz makes Cath look at her phone. 

LIZ (CONT’D)
- god she’s a bitch - said she’s 
coming to the show later “to 
protect you from abuse”. AKA, me.

CATH
Huh. A little patronising. But I’m 
sure they won’t actually -

Liz shows Cath another Tweet. 

LIZ
This person said that they’d pay 
someone to run over my legs to 
paralyse me, and see how I’d like 
it to be disabled and abused. 

Cath stops joking. 

CATH
OK. That’s bad.

(Pause)
I didn’t know that weird guy would 
turn out so... weird.

Liz doesn’t want to hear the apology.

LIZ
Whatever. 

Liz gets up and heads towards her room. 
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LIZ (CONT’D)
I’m going out.

Cath panics.

CATH
Oh no no no no no. You promised 
you’d help cart all this to the 
gallery. Where would you even go?!

Liz is annoyed at the accusation of being boring.

LIZ
Somewhere new and exciting and 
trendy thank you very much. Without 
you.

CATH
But you’re my muse?!

Liz looks at the sex dolls.

LIZ
That’s not a compliment.

INT. THE ROYAL OAK - DAY.

Hazy light catches on dust in the air. Prince is sat on a bar 
stool slurping at his cereal and Sandra is standing behind 
the bar munching on toast.

Sandra stares at Prince. He catches her eye. 

PRINCE
What.

SANDRA
Nothing. 

They carry on eating.

Prince looks up at catches Sandra looking at him again.

PRINCE
What!

Sandra laughs. 

SANDRA
Nothing!

(Pause)
She didn’t stick around this 
morning then...

Prince stares at her. 
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SANDRA (CONT’D)
Told you she would have preferred a 
handbag!

PRINCE
Right. 

Prince picks up his cereal and tries to storm off, but the 
milk splashes everywhere.

So he angrily shuffles off, carefully steadying the bowl as 
he goes.

Sandra takes a big bite out of her toast and smiles.

INT. CATH’S FLAT - DAY (LATER). 

Cath is in the middle of the flat doing weird things to a sex 
doll. 

She takes one doll and tries to fold the right arm back on 
itself and tape it up. But, every time she tries to tape it 
down, it pings back to life. This would be much easier with 
two people.

Cath huffs and throws the sex doll to the floor.

Briefly she wonders what to do next until it comes to her. Of 
course.

She opens up the legs of the sex doll and takes a picture of 
its weird plastic vagina hole. 

Laughing to herself, she composes a text to Liz. 

It’s the picture accompanied by the words:

“Do you think I should see a doctor about this?”

She falters and decides to send the message to Prince 
instead.

INT. CATH’S FLAT, FOYER - DAY (LATER).

Cath slowly edges out of the lift in the her block of flats 
and towards the front door. 

Cath’s neighbour, BECKIE (40), is leaving at the same time. 
Beckie stares blankly at the scene in the foyer.

CATH
Hi!

Beckie smiles awkwardly. She knows she should probably offer 
some help. But sex dolls...?
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BECKIE
Do you... are you... OK?

Cath doesn’t look, she’s carefully manoeuvring the sex dolls 
one-by-one out of the front door. 

CATH
Yup. All under control here.

BECKIE
Good for you.

Good for you?! Beckie winces at her words and smiles 
apologetically as she hurries off.

Cath barely notices.

EXT. CATH’S FLAT - DAY.

The sex dolls are propped up in a line against outside.

CATH
Looking good ladies.

A taxi pulls up next to Cath and the sex dolls. The DRIVER 
(50), a balding, potato-headed man, winds down the window.

Cath wheels over to him.

CATH (CONT’D)
Perfect timing. Could you give me a 
hand with these while I get myself 
in the car?

He shakes his head.

DRIVER
You didn't say you were disabled, 
love. No room.

CATH
No room. In your empty taxi.

DRIVER
This is a sleek, stylish, saloon 
vehicle. Disabled people need 
disabled cars.

Cath stares at him, briefly too angry to speak.

CATH
What the fuck is a disabled car? A 
car missing a wheel, or with half 
an engine? Help me out here.
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DRIVER
I'm not scratching up my interior 
with your chair.

CATH
My chair goes in the boot.

DRIVER
Never seen a chair go in a boot.

CATH
Don't make me prove this thing 
folds because I swear I'll use it 
as a Frisbee and throw it at your 
head. 

DRIVER
Sorry love, I’m not paid to be 
insulted by people-

He gestures to the sex dolls.

DRIVER (CONT’D)
-Or perverts, like you.

He pulls away in the taxi. Cath shouts after it.

CATH
They’re art! And I spent good god 
damn money on this foldable, 
lightweight aluminium frame! I 
could use it in the bloody 
Velodrome!

Cath turns to the sex dolls.

CATH (CONT’D)
This is your fault.

INT. THE ROYAL OAK - DAY.

Liz is sat at the bar in the pub, drinking a pint. She’s 
talking at John The Drunk. Sandra is stocking up - in and out 
of the cellar. 

LIZ
And I’m getting all these death 
threats and she’s not even called 
me once, not once, to check that 
I’m not dead. I seriously could be 
dead right now. Then she wouldn’t 
be laughing.

John The Drunk swigs his beer. 
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LIZ (CONT’D)
And even if I’m not dead, I might 
as well be because I’m never going 
to get a job now, or my own place, 
and I’ll end up living in a bedsit 
covered in mould, living off the 
fungus growing out of my carpet 
wondering if I should just take up 
drugs for something to do!

JOHN THE DRUNK
Shit to miss her show just ‘cause 
you’ve got the ache.

LIZ
I don’t have “the ache”! She’ll be 
the end of me, I’m telling you. I’m 
probably on some sort of abuser’s 
register, there’s probably an 
arrest warrant out for me right 
now.

JOHN THE DRUNK
If drinking has taught me anything-

Liz rolls her eyes... but John leans in, deadly serious.

JOHN THE DRUNK (CONT’D)
- you’ve got to face up to bullies 
or they’ll be the end of you.

Liz looks at him, disturbed.

Sandra finishes stocking up. She jangles her car keys at Liz. 

SANDRA
You coming then?

Liz looks at Sandra and then at John downing his pint.

EXT. CATH’S FLAT - DAY (LATER). 

Cath is fed-up, she’s still sat outside her flat. A strange 
rattling gets closer and closer. It’s Prince with a shopping 
trolley. 

PRINCE
Your chariot awaits!

Cath is unimpressed.

CATH
You want me to get in that?

Prince realises what it looks like.
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PRINCE
God. No! This is for the sex dolls.

He points down the road. 

PRINCE (CONT’D)
That’s your ride.

Sandra beeps from her bright pink Mini and waves at Cath.

PRINCE (CONT’D)
Race you?

Cath smiles and spins herself towards Sandra. 

Prince clocks the move and quickly loads the sex dolls into 
the trolley and clatters off down the street.

INT. ART GALLERY, BATHROOM - EVENING. 

Cath is putting on her lipstick in the bathroom. She looks 
totally different - 100% glam. 

This is the face of CeCe, Cath’s art selling alter ego. Cath 
gives herself one last pep talk.

CATH
OK come on CeCe. You can do this.

Cath talks through a list of patronising phrases in a 
mocking, posh voice. 

CATH (CONT’D)
You’re so brave. You’re 
inspirational. So courageous.

She turns to exit the bathroom. 

CATH (CONT’D)
Let’s go.

(As CeCe)
Oh dahling, I just know this 
exhibit would fit fabulously with 
your Picassos. 

INT. THE ROYAL OAK - EVENING.

Liz is still sat at the bar with John The Drunk. They’re both 
worse for wear now.

LIZ
What if they punch me?

JOHN THE DRUNK
Punch back.
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LIZ
What if they break my legs?

JOHN THE DRUNK
Call an ambulance.

LIZ
What if they grab my head and 
submerge it in a bucket of pig’s 
blood until I nearly drown and then 
they tip the pig’s blood over me 
and then Peta come after me for 
using pig’s blood in some sort of 
awful, power gaining, disabled 
abuse ritual?

John turns and stares at Liz. 

JOHN
I’ll buy you a pint.

Liz smiles. 

INT. ART GALLERY, EXHIBITION FLOOR - EVENING.

A hip gallery space in central Manchester. Cath’s art show is 
under way. 

The exhibition is currently hidden from sight behind a pair 
of dramatic, red, curtains, waiting for a big reveal.

Posh, rich, art buying types are milling around, fawning over 
Cath AKA CeCe, who is in her wheelchair being a perfect 
hostess. 

ART BUYER #1
I can’t wait to see this piece. I 
just said to François the other 
day, you're so brave with your art, 
a true inspiration. 

CATH
(As CeCe)

Oh dahling. You are too sweet. I 
try. 

CeCe turns around and Cath comes out for a minute. She pulls 
a face. Cath wheels only a couple of inches forward before 
someone bends down to talk to her.

ART BUYER #2
I'm just amazed that in spite of 
everything, you found the ability 
to be such a bold artist.
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CATH
(As CeCe)

Well I couldn't do it without 
buyers like you!

They both laugh. The buyers laugh is pity, CeCe’s laugh is 
fake. She wheels forward a bit more.

Another buyer comes up to her.

ART BUYER #3
I just wanted to say- 

The buyer is overcome with awkwardness. The words just aren’t 
coming. Thumbs... rising...

ART BUYER #3 (CONT’D)
Good for you. 

ART BUYER #3 beams at Cath between two, straining thumbs 
pointing towards the sky.

Cath forces a smile and wheels off towards the bar. She looks 
around for Liz, no sign. 

Cath heads towards Prince who’s stood awkwardly at the bar, 
near endless glasses of fizz.

CATH
Jesus. I need a drink to keep Cath 
down. 

Prince hands Cath a glass of fizz.

PRINCE
One alcoholic sedative coming up.

Suddenly there’s a huge commotion. Activists arrive. Various 
placards. “End the abuse”, “Disabled rights now!” etc. 

The main ACTIVIST, (30) a woman so sincere and earnest in her 
beliefs she’s crossed the line into offensive, clocks Cath at 
the bar and hurries over. 

She’s one of the main women who has been terrorising Liz on 
Twitter.

PRINCE (CONT’D)
Want me to get rid of them?

Cath makes a quick judgement call. She notices all the posh 
art buyers lapping up the commotion. 

CATH
Nope. Looks like this could be good 
for business.

Cath downs the drink just as the main activist arrives.
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ACTIVIST
You must be “the artist formally 
known as Cath, also known as CeCe”?

CATH
(As CeCe)

That’s me dahling. 

ACTIVIST
I’m so pleased to meet you, you’re 
a true inspiration.

Cath winces. 

CATH
And you are?

ACTIVIST
I’m the head of our disabled 
activist group. You don’t have to 
worry anymore, we’re here to 
protect you from your abusive 
carer.

Prince whispers to her.

PRINCE
Please let me throw them out.

Cath ‘shhhhs’ him with her hand.

CATH
(As CeCe)

Nice to meet you.
(Awkward pause)

So... what exactly do you do?

ACTIVIST
I’m mobilising the able-bodied, so 
we can stand up for people who 
can’t stand up for themselves.

Prince nearly chokes on his drink stifling a laugh. The 
Activist is mortified.

ACTIVIST (CONT’D)
I’m so sorry - I didn’t mean - 
forgive me.

The Activist sort of half-bows to Cath.

ACTIVIST (CONT’D)
We come in peace.

Cath can’t hold back the sarcasm anymore, CeCe disappears.
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CATH
So does that make me the alien or 
you?

The Activist laughs nervously.

INT. ART GALLERY, STAGE - EVENING (LATER).

It’s show time. The lights are dimmed. Ominous, over dramatic 
music plays. In front of the dramatic red curtains, a 
microphone is in the spotlight.

At a crescendo in the music, Cath makes a dramatic entrance 
from behind the curtains. She now walks with jewelled 
crutches.

The Art Buyers lap it up and applaud like trained seals. Cath 
takes the mic and performs with the gusto of Lady GaGa.

CATH
(As CeCe)

Society is afraid of my body. 

She starts to undo her dress.

CATH (CONT’D)
(As CeCe)

Society is afraid of my femininity.

She unbuttons her dress even more.

CATH (CONT’D)
(As CeCe)

And society is afraid of my sexual, 
sensual, disabled body.

Her dress drops to the floor. She stands there in a defiant 
power stance wearing barely there underwear.

CATH (CONT’D)
(As CeCe)

Look! Look at this body of mine!

She looks hot as hell.

Cath takes hold of a gold cord, ready to open the exhibition 
curtains. 

CATH (CONT’D)
(As CeCe)

And tonight, I reveal my most 
daring work to date.

But just as Cath pulls the cord and the exhibition is 
revealed to the room, who gasp, just as Liz rushes into the 
gallery. It’s like a dramatic rom-com declaration of love.
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LIZ
Wait!

The whole gallery mutters as Liz enters. Liz focusses so much 
on the audience, she doesn’t notice the exhibition behind 
her.

She drunkenly begs for forgiveness from the crowd.

LIZ (CONT’D)
Look, I’m not a bad person. I try 
to do the right thing. I’m not an 
abusive carer. I deserve to clear 
my name. I deserve to be treated 
with respect-

Liz follows the eyes of the audience staring at the 
exhibition behind her. Liz slowly turns around to look. 

LIZ (CONT’D)
Oh come on.

CUT TO:

And what an exhibition it is! 

From the ceiling, the title of the exhibit hangs down in HUGE 
letters: 

“I was going to carry her”
Six feet high and flickering, is the candid snap of Liz 
pushing Cath who is completely obscured by sex dolls. This is 
the picture that started all the controversy.

The remaining square exhibition space in front of the 
projection is an orgy of ‘disabled’ sex dolls - in all kinds 
of unfathomable sexual positions. 

It’s quite a sight to behold.

Cath stands sheepishly to the side of the exhibit and looks 
at Liz.

She mouths at her-

CATH
Sorry?

Liz just stares at Cath, aghast. 

INT. ART GALLERY, ENTRANCE - NIGHT (LATER).

Cath is ushering the main Activist out of the gallery. Prince 
and Liz are eager for the door to close. 
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ACTIVIST
It’s so inspirational to see two 
people go this far for their art. 
I’m so glad to have been a part of 
this.

(To Liz)
And Liz, I’m sorry Twitter took it 
too far, you’re very brave giving 
yourself up to be part of your 
friend’s art like this.

Liz is drunk and annoyed. 

LIZ
Sure. Fine. Whatever.

Cath locks the door and they head over to the bar at the 
back.

Liz, Cath and Prince pick up a fresh glass of fizz from the 
many that still remain, and turn around to take in the 
exhibition in all its ridiculous glory. 

CATH
I can’t believe someone actually 
bought this.

(To Liz)
I couldn’t have done it without 
you. Partner.

PRINCE
‘Art-ner’.

No one responds.

PRINCE (CONT’D)
You know, like ‘art partner’. 
Artner.

LIZ
I really would have thought that 
this-

Liz gestures to the exhibition.

LIZ (CONT’D)
- this would be the moment that you 
went too far and people realised 
you’re full of bullshit and 
actually hate modern art.

CATH
I know right. Until then!

Cath raises her glass for a toast. 

CATH (CONT’D)
To friends!
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Liz clinks and finally smiles.

LIZ
Friends.

Prince tentatively clinks glasses with Cath.

PRINCE
Friends?

As the group stare at the exhibition, one of the sex dolls 
explodes like a balloon.

What a day.

THE END
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