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For my family



How to Use this eBook

Look out for linked text (which is in blue) throughout the ebook that you can select to help you navigate between notes and main text.

You can double tap images to increase their size. To return to the original view, just tap the cross in the top left-hand corner of the screen.



Introduction


Fleabag is a television series based on the play of the same name.


The first series appeared on our screens in 2016 and was an instant hit.


It tells the story of a woman living in London grappling with family, work, sex, love and loss.


The second series aired in the summer of 2019 to further critical acclaim.


It is a love story.




 


Enclosed in the pages of this book are the filming scripts of the two series, alongside commentary from creator Phoebe Waller-Bridge on the writing and filming of the multi-award-winning show.
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EPISODE 1





 


 


 


INT. FLEABAG’S FLAT. CORRIDOR – NIGHT


Sounds of a woman breathing.


Shot of the inside of a front door. Fleabag’s POV.


Shot of Fleabag a few steps away from the door, watching it as if she’s ready to pounce. Smudged makeup, hair tousled.


Out of breath.


Shot of the inside of a front door. Fleabag’s POV.


Shot of Fleabag. She turns to camera.


FLEABAG


(earnest, touch of pain. To camera)


You know that feeling when a guy you like sends you a text at 2 o’clock on a Tuesday night and asks if he can ‘come and find you’ and you’ve accidentally made it out like you’ve just got in yourself, so you have to get out of bed, drink half a bottle of wine, get in the shower, shave everything, dig out some Agent Provocateur business, suspender belt, the whole bit, and wait by the door until the buzzer goes—


(buzzer goes)


And then you open the door to him like you’d almost forgotten he was coming over.


She opens the door to a HANDSOME MAN.


FLEABAG 


(casual)


Oh hi!


ARSEHOLE GUY


Hey.


FLEABAG


Hey.


Beat.


ARSEHOLE GUY


Hey.


FLEABAG


(to camera)


And then you get to it immediately.


They start snogging violently.


INT. FLEABAG’S BEDROOM – NIGHT


They are going at it on the bed; we are looking at Fleabag’s back while she is on top. In a throe of passion Arsehole Guy flips her over onto her side so she is facing us, with him behind her.


FLEABAG


(to camera)


After some pretty standard bouncing you realise that he is edging towards your arsehole. But you’re drunk, and he made the effort to come all the way here so, you let him. He’s thrilled.


ARSEHOLE GUY


(whispered)


I’m so thrilled.


INT. FLEABAG’S BEDROOM – MORNING


Fleabag lies in bed, peacefully.


She suddenly opens her eyes and talks to us.


FLEABAG


(to camera)


And then the next morning, you wake to find him fully dressed, sat on the side of the bed, gazing at you …


REVEAL: Arsehole Guy is sat on the bed, gazing at Fleabag earnestly. Fleabag looks at him, and then back to camera.


FLEABAG


(to camera)


He says that—


ARSEHOLE GUY


Last night was incredible.


FLEABAG


(to camera)


Which you think is an overstatement, but then he goes on to say that—


ARSEHOLE GUY


It was particularly special because I’ve never managed to actually … up the bum with anyone before–


FLEABAG


(to camera)


To be fair, he does have a large penis.


ARSEHOLE GUY


And although it’s always been a fantasy of mine, I’ve … never found anyone I could do it with.


FLEABAG


(to camera)


And then he touches your hair.


He touches her hair.


FLEABAG


And thanks you with a genuine earnest.


ARSEHOLE GUY


(earnest)


Thank you.


FLEABAG


(to camera)


It’s sort of moving. Then he kisses you gently.


He kisses her gently.


FLEABAG


(to camera)


And then he leaves.


He leaves.


Beat.


Fleabag frowns.


FLEABAG


(to camera)


And you spend the rest of the day wondering—


CUT TO: INT. CAFÉ – MORNING


Fleabag sits with a cup of tea looking up into the distance pensively. A moment of real consideration passes before …


FLEABAG


(to camera, concerned)


Do I have a MASSIVE arsehole?


TITLES: FLEABAG


INT. BUS – DAY


Fleabag sits, reading a newspaper. On the page we see an advert boasting: ‘Thinking of getting a mortgage?’ with an inexplicably naked woman advertising it. Fleabag does not react. Because none of us do.


She looks around and catches the eye of a MAN who is looking at her over his paper. We can only see his eyes. He looks away shyly. She looks at the camera and raises her eyebrows slightly. Hello …


He pulls his paper down and smiles and reveals that he has extraordinarily large front teeth.


She quickly looks away with a small grimace.


INT. BUS – DAY, LATER


Fleabag and BUS RODENT are getting off at the same stop. They do a little awkward laugh at each other.


They stand next to each other.


BUS RODENT


(giggly)


Wow … Um. This doesn’t happen very often, does it?


FLEABAG


(really giggly)


Nooo no … I er – I suppose it’s … I suppose it’s quite rare, yeah.


(to camera)


I hate myself.


BUS RODENT


Um, are you going to work?


FLEABAG


Oh, no actually I—


BUS RODENT


Ok, um. This is gonna sound crazy, um, but I think that I should take your number and I think I should call it and I think I should ask you if you wanna go out for a drink with me.


FLEABAG


Um … I—


BUS RODENT


Fuuuck me, you’ve got a boyfriend.


FLEABAG


Um, no … No, we broke up quite recently actually.


BUS RODENT


Oh my God, I’m so sorry slash really pleased.


Errrrm, how the hell did he manage to fuck that up?


INT. FLASHBACK, FLEABAG’S BEDROOM – NIGHT


Fleabag is lying in bed with her computer in her lap, eating pizza. She is watching a video of OBAMA giving a speech.


He is very serious.


She is very serious.


She starts touching herself.


Suddenly a YOUNG MAN’s head pokes up on the other side of the bed.


HARRY


What are you doing?


She flips the laptop down quickly.


FLEABAG


Nothing!


Beat.


Harry gets out of bed.


FLEABAG


Harry—


He grabs his bag and starts packing some things from a clothes rail.


HARRY


I know what you were doing.


FLEABAG


I was watching the news!


HARRY


(genuine)


Really?


FLEABAG


Yeah!


HARRY


(genuine)


Really?


FLEABAG


Yeah!


HARRY


(vulnerable)


What was he talking about then?


Beat.


FLEABAG


What?


HARRY


(vulnerable)


Please. I – I just – need to hear this. What was he talking about?


Long pause.


FLEABAG


Iraq.


Hurt and furious, Harry manically starts packing again.


HARRY


Don’t say anything.


She doesn’t.


HARRY


Please don’t stop me leaving.


She doesn’t move.


HARRY


(angrily)


Please don’t.


FLEABAG


Ok.


HARRY


DON’T!


He pauses. Then picks up his stuff.


HARRY


I’ve really tried to be there for you through this. You can’t say I haven’t tried.


She doesn’t say anything.


HARRY


Don’t say anything. And please don’t contact me. Or turn up at my house drunk, in your underwear. It won’t work this time.


FLEABAG


(to camera)


It will.


HARRY


(sadly)


I’m taking the posh shampoo.


He goes to leave, then stops at the door and looks at her.


HARRY


He was talking about democr—


HARD CUT TO:


They giggle and walk off in opposite directions. As she walks, Fleabag checks her phone. She suddenly BOLTS it down the street.


INT. AN OFFICE – DAY


Sounds of panting breath. Close-up of Fleabag, out of breath and slightly sweaty. A man sits opposite her reading a document.


Beat.


BANK MANAGER


Thanks for coming in today. We really appreciate you considering us for your …


(reading it)


Small business start-up loan.


FLEABAG


No problem.


BANK MANAGER


I have read your application.


FLEABAG


Thank you.


BANK MANAGER


It was … funny!


FLEABAG


Oh – Ok – that wasn’t my intention but …


BANK MANAGER


As you are probably aware, we haven’t had the opportunity to support many – any – women-led businesses since the …


FLEABAG


Sexual harassment case.


BANK MANAGER


The sexual harassment case. Yes.


(beat)


Are you alright?


FLEABAG


Oh yeah, sorry, I just um – I ran from the station, so I’m just a bit … hot. But I’m really excited about, um …


BANK MANAGER


Water?


FLEABAG


(desperately wants water)


Uh, no, thanks I’m fine – actually, yeah, water would be great, if I could …


BANK MANAGER


Sure.


He doesn’t do anything about the water.


BANK MANAGER


There are a couple of details that we need to iron out, and one or two bits and pieces I’m gonna need to see some more of. It says in here that you opened the business with your … that your partner in—


Fleabag pulls her top above her head. Realises she hasn’t got a top on underneath and pulls it back down again.


BANK MANAGER


Ok. I’m sorry, that kind of thing won’t get you very far here any more.


FLEABAG


(awkwardly laughing)


Oh no sorry. I thought I had a top on underneath.


BANK MANAGER


Yeah Ok, but—


FLEABAG


No seriously, in this case, genuine accident.


BANK MANAGER


I can see, given our history, why you might think that—


FLEABAG


No, seriously I wasn’t trying to … I was hot!


BANK MANAGER


I take this kind of thing very seriously now.


FLEABAG


(laughing)


I’m not trying to shag you, look at yourself!


Beat.


BANK MANAGER


Ok. Please leave.


FLEABAG


Oh – no, you don’t understand, I need this – I need this loan.


BANK MANAGER


Please just leave.


Beat.


She gets up and starts to leave.


FLEABAG


Perv.


BANK MANAGER


Slut.


FLEABAG


WOW.


INT. LECTURE THEATRE – DAY


Fleabag runs down the stairs hurriedly and takes a seat next to a serious, well-dressed woman – CLAIRE.


FLEABAG


(to camera)


My sister. She’s uptight and beautiful and probably anorexic, but clothes look awesome on her so …


Claire doesn’t look at Fleabag.


CLAIRE


You’re almost late.


FLEABAG


I had to do a flash poo in Pret.


CLAIRE


Ugh Christ, did you wash your hands?


FLEABAG


(wiping her hand on Claire’s face)


Course not.


CLAIRE


Oh my GOD. You are DISGUSTING. Fucking hell.


Claire takes antibacterial gel out of her bag.


FLEABAG


Course I washed my hands, it’s not like I grew up without a mother.


Claire glares at her.


Beat.


CLAIRE


Heard from Dad?


FLEABAG


Nope.


(to camera)


Dad’s way of coping with two motherless daughters was to buy us tickets to feminist lectures, start fucking our godmother and eventually stop calling.


(beat)


(to Claire)


You look tired.


CLAIRE


Thanks. I’ve been sleeping really well recently.


Fleabag starts taking her coat off.


Claire eyes her top. Fleabag pulls the coat back on.


FLEABAG


(whispering, to camera)


Shit.


(she glances at Claire)


I’m wearing the top that she ‘lost’ years ago. So. This is gonna be tense.


CLAIRE


(pointed)


Do you want to take your coat off?


FLEABAG


No.


CLAIRE


Ok.


Beat.


Someone squeezes past them along the row. They’re very smiley and polite as they stand. They sit back down.


CLAIRE


So, any luck with—


FLEABAG


Oh GOD, can we just have two seconds—


CLAIRE


I WAS JUST GOING TO ASK HOW IT WAS GOING WITH THE CAFÉ?!


FLEABAG


(simultaneously)


I KNOW, I JUST DON’T WANT TO TALK ABOUT IT YET.


CLAIRE


FINE. WE WON’T TALK THEN.


FLEABAG


FINE.


Beat.


FLEABAG


Hair looks nice.


CLAIRE


Fuck off.


Beat.


Fleabag stares at Claire.


FLEABAG


(to camera)


The only thing harder than having to tell your super-high-powered-perfect-anorexic-rich-super-sister that you’ve run out of money is having to ask her to bail you out.


Beat.


She looks at Claire.


FLEABAG


(to camera)


I’m just gonna ask her.


(beat)


I’m just gonna ask her.


(beat)


I’m just gonna ask her. I’m just gonna come—


CLAIRE


Do you need to borrow money?


FLEABAG


(petulant)


NO.


(to camera)


Can’t do it. Can’t do it. Can’t do it.


CLAIRE


So business is good then?


FLEABAG


(petulant)


Yeah! It’s good, it’s really good. It’s really, really good. Yeah, it’s really good.


CLAIRE


Sounds like it’s really good.


FLEABAG


It is.


INT. FLASHBACK, CAFÉ – DAY


Fleabag is at the counter. A YOUNG MAN has just sat down at one of the tables.


FLEABAG


Hey.


YOUNG MAN


Hey.


He takes out his laptop.


FLEABAG


Can I get you anything?


YOUNG MAN


No thanks. I’m good.


Fleabag watches him. We stay on him while …


He plugs in his computer.


He then plugs in his phone.


He then takes out a Kindle.


He thinks, unplugs his phone.


Plugs in a multi-plug, plugs in his phone again and plugs in his Kindle.


FLEABAG


Are you sure I can’t get you anything at all?


INT. LECTURE THEATRE – DAY – CONT.


Back with Fleabag and Claire.


CLAIRE


Is Harry helping?


FLEABAG


Uh, we broke up.


CLAIRE


What?! Again?


FLEABAG


Hm. If you see him, I’m a wreck Ok.


CLAIRE


God. Just don’t get drunk and scream through his letter box again.


FLEABAG


Wow, thanks for the vote of confidence. Don’t get drunk and shit in your sink again.


CLAIRE


(flipping out)


When are you going to stop bringing that up?


FLEABAG


(laughing)


When you do something better!


CLAIRE


I have two degrees, a husband and a Burberry coat.


FLEABAG


You shat in a sink.


Someone squeezes past. They’re really polite again. They sit.


FLEABAG


Nothing is ever going to be better.


(beat)


I swear there are pants that give you thrush.


CLAIRE


What are yours made from?


Fleabag looks down at her pants.


INT. FLASHBACK, CHANGING ROOMS – DAY


BOO and Fleabag are concealed in adjacent changing rooms. We don’t see them.


FLEABAG


(from her cubicle)


I need to get sexy pants.


BOO


(from her cubicle)


I hate my body I hate my body I hate my body. Fucking last-minute bastard trendy parties. Why do we do it to ourselves?!


They step out of their cubicles. Fleabag is holding her coat. Boo looks at Fleabag’s outfit.


BOO


Oh God definitely not. That does nothing for you. I hate that.


Fleabag just looks at her.


BOO


What?


FLEABAG


These are my clothes, Boo. I’ve been wearing these all day.


BOO


Oh God. Were you wearing your coat?


FLEABAG


Yes, but … nothing here looked nice so I thought I’d just wear what I was wearing anyway.


BOO


Are you joking?


FLEABAG


Are you joking?


BOO


(unsure)


Yes …?


Beat.


Fleabag chucks her clothes at Boo while shouting.


FLEABAG


OH MY GOD WHY DIDN’T YOU TELL ME. I’VE GOT TO GET A WHOLE NEW OUTFIT NOW. I’VE BEEN SO MANY PLACES TODAY. FUUUCK OOOFF.


BOO


(simultaneously)


IT’S REALLY NOT THAT BAD IT’S REALLY NOT – OH MY GOD I’M SORRY. I LOVE YOU. I’LL BUY YOU PANTS I’LL BUY YOU SEXY PANTS!


Boo tries to hug Fleabag while she retreats back into her cubicle.


BOO


I’M SORRY, IT’S A LOVELY DRESS.


INT. LECTURE THEATRE – DAY – CONT.


Fleabag still looking at her pants. Claire sees them.


CLAIRE


Ugh, you shouldn’t wear such cheap materials, they don’t let your fanny breathe.


FLEABAG


I know.


Everyone claps. A LECTURER settles on stage. She is a middle-aged, confident, middle-class woman.


We INTERCUT with their reactions.


LECTURER


Gosh, look at you all! Thank you so much for coming to ‘Women Speak – opening women’s mouths since 1998’. Now, before we begin, I would like to ask you a question. I don’t know about you, but I need some reassurance.


Lecturer laughs a little.


Fleabag grimaces at the laugh.


LECTURER (CONT’D)


So, I pose the question to the women in this room today: Please raise your hands, if you would trade five years of your life for the so-called ‘perfect body’?





Fleabag and Claire raise their hands instinctively. Everyone stares at them.


They put their hands down guiltily.


FLEABAG


(whispering to Claire)


We are bad feminists.


CLAIRE


I want my top back.


FLEABAG


Ok.


INT. LECTURE HALL – DAY – CONT.


Fleabag, with her coat tied tightly around her, walks towards Claire and hands back her top. Claire takes it.


CLAIRE


Won’t you get cold?


FLEABAG


Nah, I’ve got really hairy nipples.


Pause. Claire looks sadly at her.


FLEABAG


What?


Weird beat. Claire suddenly tries to hug Fleabag. Fleabag flinches and ends up smacking her on the head.


CLAIRE


OW FUCK.


FLEABAG


What was that!


CLAIRE


What?! It was a fucking hug.


FLEABAG


Well why the fuck did you do that – that was terrifying! Never do that again.


CLAIRE


(hurt)


I was just trying to—


(this is not easy)


Are you Ok?


FLEABAG


Yeah.


Beat.


CLAIRE


Do you want to go for a drink or …


FLEABAG


Uh, no I’ve got plans.


CLAIRE


(frosty again)


Ok. Fine. Sure. See you next time Women Speak, then.


She leaves. Fleabag feels a tinge of regret for turning her down. A woman from the lecture passes.


FLEABAG


Do you want to go for a drink?


The woman looks at her confused and hurries away.


Some time goes past. She gets a text. It reads: Still smiling. :). She grimaces.


INT. PUB – NIGHT


Bus Rodent now sits opposite Fleabag. He is talking animatedly through his enormous teeth. They both have drinks.


BUS RODENT


(this speech was improvised by Jamie Demetriou)


Yeah my sister blows glass. She has done for a long time. The other thing – I’ve never like, been in a fight, well I’ve been in a fight, I’ve never been punched in the face – you know what I mean? I’ve been punched in the leg. And someone once threw some punch in my face. So, my colours this season are sort of brown, mainly, but like, you know, I wouldn’t say no to a, to a maroon. I wouldn’t like, jump down the throat of someone wearing something blue, it’s just not for me.


(beat)


SO. I’m gonna go for a wazz.


He laughs and leaves as Fleabag smiles at him. As soon as he’s gone she exhales with exasperation. She steals a twenty-pound note out of his wallet.


He reappears.


BUS RODENT


Same again while I’m up? Or a little cockytail? Or like a, another shot?!


FLEABAG


Yeah, or we could just go back to mine?


BUS RODENT


Wow, erm thanks. Uh, I’ve actually got work, uh, tomorrow, but, another drink here—


FLEABAG


Or we could just go back to yours?


BUS RODENT


(shaking his head)


Gotta be up really early so—


FLEABAG


Well I’ll just get you a cab in the morning.


BUS RODENT


(laughing nervously)


Well, that’s ridiculous, I can’t—


FLEABAG


Ok, what the fuck is your problem?


BUS RODENT


Oh. Um, nothing. I um … I like you.


FLEABAG


(grabbing her bag)


Ok. You’re a dick.


BUS RODENT


What’s going on?


FLEABAG


You’re pathetic.


She gets up and walks to the door.


BUS RODENT


Wait—


FLEABAG


Don’t follow me.


BUS RODENT


Oh, I wasn’t.


(picking something up from the floor)


You dropped this.


He hands her the twenty pounds she stole from him. She takes it and struts off towards the door, giving us a smug look.


BUS RODENT


Um …


He looks after her, confused.


EXT. BUS STOP – NIGHT


Fleabag stands at the bus stop.


There is an incredibly DRUNK GIRL sitting on the kerb. Fleabag watches her.


Drunk Girl suddenly crashes to the floor. Her boob falls out of her top.


Fleabag helps her back up and puts her boob back in. They both settle.


The girl rests her head on Fleabag’s shoulder.


After a while she looks up.


FLEABAG


You Ok?


Drunk girl nods.


DRUNK GIRL


Are you Ok?


(touches Fleabag’s face)


Sad face.


FLEABAG


I’m fine.


The girl nestles into Fleabag’s neck.


Beat.


DRUNK GIRL


Aw.


(beat)


You’re such a lovely man.


Fleabag looks at the camera.


EXT. BUS STOP – NIGHT. MOMENTS LATER


Fleabag has hailed a cab for Drunk Girl. She picks her up.


FLEABAG


Ok.


(Drunk Girl moves towards the cab)


Stay there, you’re Ok.


She opens the cab door.


FLEABAG


Hey – do you, do you wanna come home with me?


DRUNK GIRL


WHAT?! NO WAY! You naughty boy–


Drunk Girl gets into the cab and Fleabag watches it drive away.


CUT TO: INT. FLASHBACK, CAFÉ – NIGHT


Boo closing the door. She joins Fleabag, who is pouring wine, at a table.


FLEABAG


Oooh, sing a song Boo Boo!!


INT. FLASHBACK, CAFÉ – NIGHT. MOMENTS LATER


Boo and Fleabag sit opposite each other with a glass of wine each. They are happy in their little kingdom they built.


FLEABAG


(singing)


Another lunch break another abortion!


BOO


(singing)


Another piece of cake another two—


FLEABAG


(singing)


Fuck it twenty—


FLEABAG/BOO


—Cigarettes. And we’re happy, so happy, to be modern women.


They laugh. Boo pulls Fleabag’s face close to hers.


BOO


Come here. Let’s never ask anyone for anything. They don’t get it.


FLEABAG


(nodding her head)


Deal.


EXT. STREET – NIGHT – CONT.


Fleabag stands on the street. She looks at the camera.


FLEABAG


Fuck it.


EXT. DAD’S HOUSE. FRONT DOOR – NIGHT


Fleabag is drunk. She is yelling through the letter box.


FLEABAG


Helloliliiiooo!


(to camera)


This is totally fine.


She hammers relentlessly on the door.


FLEABAG


HELLLOOOO! OPEN UP!


Eventually the door opens. It’s an exhausted man in his fifties.


FLEABAG


Alright Dad!


DAD


What’s going on?


FLEABAG


Oh I’m, I’m absolutely fine!


DAD


Ok.


FLEABAG


I just, uh …


Fleabag starts tearing up.


DAD


Yeah.


FLEABAG


Uh – it’s nothing. It doesn’t – It’s …


DAD


You know it’s nearly two o’clock in the morning.


FLEABAG


Ok. Yeah, Ok. I’m— I don’t wanna, I’m gonna. It was …


(she turns but then turns back)


Oh fuck it. I have a horrible feeling that I am a greedy, perverted, selfish, apathetic, cynical, depraved, morally bankrupt woman who can’t even call herself a feminist.


She looks desperately at him. She needs him now.


DAD


Well … Um …


(pathetic, trying to make a joke)


You get all that from your mother!


She laughs a sad laugh.


FLEABAG


Good one!


DAD


I – I’m going to call you a cab, darling. And um – don’t go upstairs.


He goes inside. Fleabag follows and climbs the stairs.


INT. SPARE BEDROOM/ STUDIO – NIGHT. CONT.


Fleabag walks into a room revealing GODMOTHER, with her back to the door, painting thick black paint delicately onto a canvas. Fleabag watches her.


FLEABAG


(to camera)


To be fair. She’s not an evil stepmother.


(beat)


She’s just a cunt.


(to Godmother)


Hi!


GODMOTHER


(really lovely)


Darling! I thought that must have been you. Everything alright?


FLEABAG


(really nice)


Yeah! Just thought I’d … swing by.


GODMOTHER


Ah, how lovely. Lucky us.


FLEABAG


Oh, don’t worry. Dad’s already booking me a taxi.


(beat)


What you doing?


GODMOTHER


Oh, painting. I find the night-times very … peaceful.


(she laughs sweetly)


Usually!


Fleabag laughs too.


FLEABAG


(to camera)


Oop. Warming up.


Fleabag walks over to the bookshelves, looking at the objects on there.


GODMOTHER


Look. I know it’s not really my place. But – are you Ok? Everyone’s been worried …


Fleabag sees a small sculpture of a female legs and torso with large breasts but no arms.


FLEABAG


Poor fucker.


GODMOTHER


Yes. She’s actually an expression of how women are subtle warriors … strong at heart. You know, we don’t have to use muscular force to get what we want. We just need to use our—


FLEABAG


Tits.


GODMOTHER


Innate femininity.


FLEABAG


Tits don’t get you anywhere these days. Trust me.


She picks up the statue.


GODMOTHER


It’s very valuable actually.


FLEABAG


How much?


GODMOTHER


Thousands.


FLEABAG


Can I have it?


GODMOTHER


(laughs)


No.


Godmother takes the statue off Fleabag and puts it back on the shelf.


Beat.


FLEABAG


(gesturing to the thick, black canvas)


What’s that?


GODMOTHER


Oh, um. My self-portrait.


They look at each other.


FLEABAG


Oh!


Godmother smiles.


GODMOTHER


Oo.


(wanting her to leave)


I can hear your da—?


Godmother heads to the door. Dad’s voice weakly from the bottom of the stairs.


DAD (O.S.)


CAB’S HERE!


FLEABAG


(a bit too loud)


THANKS.


GODMOTHER


Ah. Nice of him.


FLEABAG


Bye.


GODMOTHER


Bye.


They kiss on each cheek.


GODMOTHER


Um, please look after yourself.


(she holds Fleabag’s arm)


You really do look ghastly darling.


INT. TAXI – NIGHT


Fleabag is in a taxi riding smoothly through London. The DRIVER talks to her.


DRIVER


A café eh?


FLEABAG


Yeah.


DRIVER


On your own?


FLEABAG


Kind of.


DRIVER


Kind of? Go on!


FLEABAG


It’s kind of a funny story actually.


DRIVER


Oh that’s good! It’ll keep me going! Shoot.


FLEABAG


I opened the café with my friend Boo.


DRIVER


Cute name.


FLEABAG


Yeah. She’s dead now. She accidentally killed herself. It wasn’t her intention but it wasn’t a total accident. She didn’t actually think she’d die, she just found out that her boyfriend fucked someone else and wanted to punish him by ending up in hospital and not letting him visit her for a bit. She decided to walk into a busy cycle lane, wanting to get tangled in a bike, break a finger maybe. But as it turns out bikes go fast and flip you into the road. Three people died.


(she laughs)


She was such a dick.


He doesn’t know what to say. She laughs.


FLEABAG


So yeah … Kind of on my own.


He looks at her in the rear-view mirror. She drunkenly, and sadly, smiles. He drives on in silence.


She undoes her coat. She only has her bra on underneath.


She pulls out the little sculpture of the woman with no arms from her trousers. It sits on her lap.


Two women. One real. One not.


Both with their innate femininity out.


She looks at the camera and smiles.


END OF EPISODE 1




EPISODE 2





 


 


 


INT. TUBE – DAY


Fleabag sits on the tube.


‘Sail’ by AWOLNATION starts playing. We do not hear the sound of the real world.


Each seat opposite is taken by random members of the public. They all sit silently. A few people are standing.


It’s your regular, bored, anonymous tube carriage of commuters. No one engaging with each other.


Fleabag looks at each one individually.


At each break in the music each person breaks into a brief, but eviscerating, sob before snapping back to their usual expressionless face.


Just as we hit the climax of the music, it cuts out.


Fleabag looks sideways at the camera.


FLEABAG


(to camera)


I think my period’s coming.


TITLES: FLEABAG


EXT. CLAIRE’S HOUSE – DAY


The last echo of a DOORBELL fades. Fleabag is standing outside. Claire opens the door. She is surprised to see Fleabag, who never comes over. Plus no one ever just ‘knocks’ any more.


CLAIRE


Oh … kay …


FLEABAG


(smiling)


Hi!


CLAIRE


Are you alright? What’s happened? Are you hurt?


FLEABAG


No?


CLAIRE


Oh good.


Beat.


FLEABAG


Nice haircut.


CLAIRE


It’s better.


Another beat.


FLEABAG


Can I come in?


CLAIRE


Why didn’t you text?


FLEABAG


I just thought I’d pop by.


CLAIRE


Tell the truth.


FLEABAG


I need to speak to Martin.


CLAIRE


Martin?


FLEABAG


(to camera, disgusted)


Martin.


(to Claire, chirpy)


Martin.


CLAIRE


Why on earth would you want to speak to—


INT. MARTIN’S STUDY – DAY – CONT.


MARTIN (forties, American, twinkly, alcoholic) sits at an old oak desk with piles and piles of paper everywhere.


He has both hands on his desk, watching something on his laptop. There is something a little sweaty about him.


CLAIRE


Martin?


The door opens and Claire and Fleabag enter. Martin looks up and jumps up from his computer.


MARTIN


(guilty and over the top)


HELLO HELLO MY WIFE IN MY STUDY! Hello, give me …


(holds up two fingers)


Two …


He looks closely at the laptop.


FLEABAG


(to camera)


Gangbangs. Asian. I’d put a tenner on it.


MARTIN


(looking at the screen, clicking something, shuts the laptop)


Finished.


(seeing Fleabag)


Well hello you!


Fleabag holds up her hand in unenthusiastic greeting.


CLAIRE


She wants to talk to you about something.


MARTIN


Oh, well it must be my lucky day. You said she only talks to people she fancies!


Claire and Fleabag ‘laugh’.


FLEABAG


(to camera)


Ugh.


(to Claire)


Can you leave us?


CLAIRE


Why?


FLEABAG


He’s organising your surprise birthday party.


Pause. Claire is stony-faced. But secretly thrilled.


CLAIRE


You know I … hate … Ok.


She leaves quickly, before she gives away how touched she is, closing the door as she goes.


MARTIN


I have a week to organise that now.


FLEABAG


Best of luck.


MARTIN


Nice top.


FLEABAG


(to camera)


Ugh.


(beat, to Martin)


Thanks. Do you deal in sculptures as well as paintings and papier mâché?


MARTIN


Depends on the quality of the piece.


Fleabag pulls out the statue.


MARTIN


Fuck me.


(he takes it)


What a pair.


FLEABAG


I know, right.


He laughs.


MARTIN


Where d’you get this?


FLEABAG


Oh just I – stole it … From a market.


He laughs. Still examining.


MARTIN


Uh it’s quite a piece. Who’s the artist?


Fleabag shrugs.


FLEABAG


Just a … Market artist.


MARTIN


If I sell it I take 10 per cent. Deal?


FLEABAG


Deal.


MARTIN


Ok. Well. I’ll get her photographed now.


FLEABAG


Don’t tell Claire. Please.


MARTIN


(teasing)


Or what?


FLEABAG


Or I’ll …


MARTIN


(grossly)


Ha! You got nothing on me, princess!


Fleabag laughs.


FLEABAG


Or I’ll tell her you’re watching gangbangs.


Beat.


He is totally taken aback.


MARTIN


(earnest)


Please don’t do that again.


She smiles. She would.


MARTIN


(busted)


I wasn’t. By the way.


He starts walking out, shaking his head. He leaves.


Beat.


Fleabag looks at the camera and then goes to Martin’s laptop.


Pulls up the screen. It flashes on. She looks at what he was looking at, but we don’t see it.


FLEABAG


(disgusted)


Ugh.


We see the screen. It’s not an Asian gangbang. He’s looking at buying a necklace that says ‘Claire’ in big swirly letters. Tacky. But sweet.


FLEABAG


(to camera)


Disappointing.


EXT. CLAIRE’S HOUSE – DAY


The doorway again. Claire is showing Fleabag out. Fleabag is holding a loo roll.


CLAIRE


Ummmm … Where did you get that?


FLEABAG


Oh I brought it with me.


CLAIRE


No you didn’t. Give it back.


Fleabag gives it back.


FLEABAG


(to camera)


Tight.


CLAIRE


Patch things up with Harry?


FLEABAG


Yeah we’re … we’re engaged.


CLAIRE


(horrified)


God, what?


FLEABAG


(laughing)


No we’re not engaged. He’s back at the flat packing up all his stuff again.


CLAIRE


(trying to come across caring – doesn’t suit her)


Well … I’m sorry. He really used to make you laugh.


FLEABAG


(to camera)


He also used to say things like—


INT. FLASHBACK, FLEABAG’S KITCHEN – DAY


Fleabag’s POV. Harry looks up lovingly.


HARRY


You’re not like other girls … you can


(taps his temple)


keep up.


He sips a smoothie from a straw.


EXT. CLAIRE’S HOUSE. DOORSTEP – DAY


Back with Fleabag and Claire.


CLAIRE


(wistfully)


I like Harry. I liked his songs.


INT. FLEABAG’S FLAT. BEDROOM – DAY


Fleabag stands, stunned, staring at the stripped bed and the emptiness of the whole room.


She looks momentarily lost.


Then she turns to us. She covers her loneliness. She doesn’t want us to see.


FLEABAG


I admire how much Harry commits to our break-ups.


INT. FLEABAG’S FLAT. KITCHEN – DAY


The kitchen is totally bare. She opens the fridge. It’s empty.


FLEABAG


I mean, this is a new detail, but he does usually go the extra mile. A few times he’s even cleaned the whole flat.


INT. FLASHBACK, FLEABAG’S FLAT. KITCHEN – DAY


Harry is furiously scrubbing the floor on his hands and knees, sobbing.


INT. FLEABAG’S FLAT. KITCHEN – DAY


Fleabag looks at us.


FLEABAG


Like it’s a crime scene. I’ve considered timing a break-up for when the flat needs a bit of a going-over …


INT. FLASHBACK, FLEABAG’S FLAT. BEDROOM – DAY


Fleabag and Harry are snuggled happily in bed watching a movie. She looks genuinely happy for a moment. Then she eyes around the room.


She grimaces at some dust on her side-table. She runs her finger through it.


She turns the movie off.


FLEABAG


I don’t think this is working.


He looks totally ambushed.


HARRY


Wha—?


INT. KITCHEN – DAY


Fleabag in the kitchen. She is looking for something. She looks at some shelves.


FLEABAG


(to camera)


But he always leaves …


She finds what she’s looking for. There is a small toy dinosaur in there. She picks it up.


FLEABAG


(to camera)


Him. To come back for.


INT. FLEABAG’S FLAT. BATHROOM – DAY


Fleabag sits on the loo holding the dinosaur.


FLEABAG


Gotta think about all the people I can have sex with now.


(beat)


I’m not obsessed with sex.


(beat)


I just can’t stop thinking about it.


(beat)


The performance of it. The awkwardness of it, the drama of it. The moment you realise someone wants your body … Not so much the feeling of it.


(beat)


I’ve probably got about forty-eight hours before Harry comes back.


Slightly exhausted by having to fill her emptiness. She turns and pulls some loo paper. There’s hardly any left – the cardboard roll falls to the floor.


FLEABAG


I should get on it.


EXT. STREET – DAY


Fleabag is rushing down the street. We are slightly behind her.


FLEABAG


(to camera, bit depressed)


I took half an hour trying to look nice … And I ended up looking …


The camera pans round to her face.


FLEABAG


(to camera, amazed)


AMAZING. Just one of those days. Gorgeous. Fresh-faced, new top, little bit sexy. On my way to open my café and— Oh God.
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