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FADE IN:

INT. THE VOLCANO'S OMISSION - EVENING

The Volcano's Omission, a modest bar dedicated to young 
professionals and the suburban arts scene, is half-full on a 
snowy Boston night, with the typical Friday night regulars 
applying their initial coat of lubrication for the evening. 
At the bar, SCOTT is attending to multiple people while 
inconspicuous top-40 sounding music permeates throughout the 
room. Four diverse millennial women sit talking and 
laughing, enjoying their regular first round in their 
regular corner booth.

From left to right sits SASHA, a bored late twenties 
acquisitions executive, Sasha's best friend TIFFANY, a 
conservative Latina actress who doesn't cuss, part time 
blogger ROSARIO, a writer trying to break into the next 
level, and ANNA, an aspiring singer with the aura of an 
asian Zooey Deschanel.

ROSARIO
What if Kanye West isn't real?

ANNA
How can he not be real? I mean, The 
College Dropout – that was real 
shit. Real shit, bro! Randomly 
spawned entities don’t bump “Jesus 
Walks” on their fucking debut.

TIFFANY
He totally is some ish from the 
Matrix. What rapper...

SASHA
(Interrupting)

Hip-hop artist

TIFFANY
whatever, stands next to Hov in a 
skirt and maintains their rep?

ROSARIO
Jaden Smith?

Anna, Tiffany, and Sasha slightly pause and smirk at the 
answer.

SASHA
Not a rapper.
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ANNA
Were you serious right there?

TIFFANY
That was kind of racist.

ROSARIO
(lamenting)

Screw you bitches, who cares about 
Kanye?

All of the women laugh.

ANNA
(Blurts)

If Jaden and Miley had a baby, 
wouldn’t it be the pansexual, 
gender fluid, high fashion king or 
queen – quing? … Keen! - Keen of 
the next century?

TIFFANY
(Shouting)

Kanye’s a clone from the future!

SASHA
Kanye’s real. He has to be real. If 
he is some bizarre manifestation of 
commercial success, if there is no 
chance at artistic fulfillment or 
self-purpose, if the ability to 
create is nothing more than some 
distorted aberration of time and 
space, well, then we, ladies – no! 
Humanity … no, we – are fucked.

Tiffany, Anna, and Rosario look at Sasha.

ROSARIO
What's wrong with you tonight?

INT. THE VOLCANO'S OMISSION - LATER

DAVIS, 35 and too tanned to be from the east coast, enters 
the bar, he walks to the women. Sasha gets up to hug him 
upon entering.

SASHA
(hugging Davis)

Thank you for coming!

DAVIS
No problem! I wanted to meet your 

(MORE)
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friends. Hi everyone.
DAVIS (CONT'D)

TIFFANY, ANNA, AND ROSARIO
Hi!

Sasha and Davis sit down at the booth.

DAVIS
And, of course, I wanted to see if 
you considered my offer.

Sasha shifts in her seat, looking at her three now 
inquisitive friends.

ROSARIO
What offer?

DAVIS
Sasha didn't tell you?

Everyone looks to Sasha.

SASHA
Davis is a talent manager, he...

DAVIS
(Interrupting)

I saw some of her paintings at an 
exhibit last week and wanted to 
talk about representation.

Anna, Rosario, and Tiffany exclaim joy for Sasha. Davis' 
gaze is locked on Sasha.

ANNA
(to Sasha)

That's amazing, bro!

TIFFANY
You have to take it Sash, you've 
always wanted to paint.

SASHA
Of course, but I'd have to leave 
acquisitions. I'd have to paint 
full time.

ROSARIO
Why full time? Can't you do your 
art in addition to your nine to 
five like we all do?

Davis' tunnel vision on Sasha breaks and he recognizes the 
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other women.

DAVIS
First off, no. It's a weird little 
company rule. We like our talent to 
be all in for the work we get them. 
It's all about branding. Next, what 
do you mean "we all do?"

ANNA
She means Sasha isn't the only bad 
ass at this table, bro.

Davis looks to Sasha for an explanation. As Sasha speaks 
about each woman, Davis pictures them receiving awards: Anna 
at the Grammys, Tiffany at the Oscars, and Rosario at the 
Writer's Guild Awards - with each beat he becomes more 
enticed. Anna, Tiffany, and Rosario all become more 
confident as Sasha speaks about them.

SASHA
Anna is a dope singer. She has a 
standing gig at this little bar we 
go to next on Fridays. Her voice 
makes people fall in love. It makes 
people yearn to yearn, man. Her 
sound is the rawest of the raw. And 
Ro, she's the voice of a 
generation. Think Lena Dunham can 
write? Ro makes that bitch look 
like your trashy second cousin's 
ramblings on her Tumblr blog. Plus, 
how can I leave out Tiff? She is 
fucking Streep, man. That girl is 
the most eloquent person I know - 
I've never heard her swear. She 
just needs her shot. They all need 
their shot. I am not any better 
than they are.

Davis looks around at the table, shifting in his seat. It's 
clear his opinion of Sasha has changed.

DAVIS
Maybe I need to rethink my offer. 
It sounds like all of you are very 
talented.

ANNA
Bro, do you mean...
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ROSARIO
Are you going to offer...

TIFFANY
All of us?

A silent energy overtakes the women in anticipation of the 
answer.

DAVIS
Oh, no. I can only take on one more 
client. But I want it to be one of 
you.

The silent energy transitions towards a tone of suspicion as 
each of the women now believe they are worthy of Davis' 
offer. Sasha is insulted that Davis would move from her so 
quickly.

 SASHA
But I want it. You offered me.

DAVIS
And you didn't say yes.

ROSARIO
You know you can't call dibs on 
these things Sasha. Don't we 
deserve a shot?

SASHA
I wasn't calling dibs, I...

TIFFANY
What?

Scott pulls himself away from the bar and walks over to 
check on the table and meet Davis.

SCOTT
I know it's not that busy for a 
friday but those damn kids who just 
turn 21 are so damn needy. Just 
order a beer. Am I right?

Scott realizes the tension at the table and looks puzzled.

 SCOTT
(Referring to Davis)

Whose the new guy?

DAVIS
(Shaking Scott's hand)

(MORE)
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Davis. It's a pleasure.
DAVIS (CONT'D)

SCOTT
What's with all of them, it's rare 
they aren't arguing bout something.

ANNA
Davis is a talent manager Sasha 
just met. He's looking to take on a 
new client.

ROSARIO
He was going to offer Sasha, but 
she convinced him we all are worthy 
of management.

SASHA
So now he has to...

TIFFANY
Pick one of us.

With a slight pause the tension between them grows.

SCOTT
Fuck. That sucks. What are you guys 
going to do?

The table ignores Scott's concerns and reenters their 
mexican standoff. Across the room a twenties something 
HIPSTER in a lime green fedora and muttonchops bangs on the 
bar.

HIPSTER
(Slurring)

Barkeep!

SCOTT
(to the table, moving 
away)

I fucking hate hipsters.

Breaking the silence Davis bangs his hand on the table like 
a king begging for jesters to perform.

DAVIS
That's a fun idea: a competition.

TIFFANY
Like, perform?

DAVIS
Yes! I want to see how ...
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Before Davis can finish, Anna explodes from her seat in the 
booth and sprints to a mic stand set up in the corner of the 
room for Karaoke nights. Anna frantically flips through the 
song book to find the perfect number.

ROSARIO
(to Davis)

Davis, when was the last time you 
were aroused?

Rosario slides directly across from Davis and begins to play 
footzie with him under the table as she thinks of the best 
way to describe her literary voice.

ANNA
(Singing)

Sing me a happy song about robins 
and spring.

Sasha takes out her phone and searches for pictures to 
remind Davis of her art. Tiffany stands up on her seat, 
walks across the table and jumps on the bar, which 
momentarily irritates Scott while he is attending to 
patrons. She starts a monologue.

TIFFANY
(performing)

You will listen to me.  Listen!

ANNA
(Singing)

Sing me a happy song, with a happy 
ending.

ROSARIO
(to Davis)

And I don't mean by the random 
lolita who lets you into her 
panties for the shot at some 
regional campaign.

ANNA
(Singing)

Some cheerful rondelay about 
catching the ring.

TIFFANY
(to the bar)

The Brethren will still be looking 
here to us to the Black Pearl to 
lead.
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ANNA
(Singing)

Sing happy...

Sasha, losing, shoves her phone into Davis' face, showing 
him picture after picture of her last gallery event.

SASHA
Remember these? You said you loved 
these.

TIFFANY
(to the bar)

And what will they see?

The people in the bar watching Anna move towards Tiffany. 
Anna stops singing, cuts her music, and looks for a 
different song.

TIFFANY
(to the bar)

No.  No, they will see free men and 
freedom! 

The bar rouses towards Tiffany, Anna grows annoyed and 
searches frantically for a new song. Rosario presses her 
pitch to Davis.

ROSARIO
(to Davis)

People want to read and watch the 
sexual scavengers of the new 
millenium. That's me. The question, 
the story, Davis, isn't about what 
I can do, or write for you. The 
question, the new story, is about 
what you're going to do for me. And 
I think there is a lot you can do 
for me, Davis.

Rosario moves her foot up and down Davis' leg, taking his 
attention firmly away from Sasha.

ANGLE ON Anna, who punches a number into the Karaoke machine 
and runs to the mic. A strong rock ballad comes across the 
speakers. ACROSS THE ROOM Tiffany pauses to watch Anna.

ANNA
(Singing)

All I can taste is this moment, All 
I can breathe is your life, When 
sooner or later it's over, I just 

(MORE)
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don't want to lose you tonight.
ANNA (CONT'D)

Tiffany moves along the top of the bar, crouches at the end, 
to get a closer look at Anna; the people who once left Anna 
return to the front of the stage where she sings.

ANGLE ON Sasha, who realizes what Rosario is doing to 
sustain Davis' attention. She puts her phone away and scowls 
towards Rosario, silently condemning her tactics.

ANNA
(Singing)

And I don't want the world to see 
me, 'Cause I don't think that 
they'd understand, When 
everything's made to be broken,

(Singing, to Davis)
I just want you to know who I am.

Tiffany boldly stands upright.

TIFFANY
(Yells)

Shut up, Anna!

Anna stops singing and the music cuts out behind her.

ACROSS THE ROOM Sasha and Rosario break their momentary 
detente to focus on Tiffany and Anna. Davis turns with 
slight laughter to watch.

TIFFANY
(Yells)

Who are you?

ANNA
Bro, I'm just trying to sing.

TIFFANY
There is a girl in every bar in 
every city that is exactly you.

ANNA
(aggravated)

And what the fuck are you, bro? How 
are you different, Tiffany? Your 
just a shell of a person unwilling 
to break away from your 
insecurities.

TIFFANY
(Scoffing)

Come on.
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ANNA
Cuss, Tiffany. For once in your 
life, cuss. Say shit, piss, fuck, 
cunt, cocksucker, motherfucker, and 
tits! Say anything!

Scott turns down Anna's mic. Tiffany doesn't reply.

ANNA
But you won't, will you?

(throws mic away)
You're above that. You don't do 
that ish, huh? 

TIFFANY
Whatever, bro.

Rosario erupts in laughter.

SASHA
(to Rosario)

You're no different.

Rosario removes her leg from Davis.

ROSARIO
At least I'm doing something. At 
least I try.

SASHA
I try.

ROSARIO
No you don't.

SASHA
I'm sorry I'm not willing to jack 
off strangers with my foot to get 
further.

ROSARIO
Attacking what I do with my body, 
really? Way to keep us progressing, 
Sasha.

SASHA
You're so slutty, crabs have you.

Davis pulls his feet tight to his seat. Rosario grows 
frustrated.

ROSARIO
You don't know how good you can be. 

(MORE)



11

You're so scared you'll end up like 
ROSARIO (CONT'D)

your parents, broke and fucking 
happy, that you kill yourself at a 
job you hate! I don't care what you 
think of me, I'm going to play 
their game until I change it. Fuck 
this.

Rosario shoots the rest of her drink and grows silent. Davis 
starts laughing.

SASHA
(to Rosario)

You're better than that.

Davis stands and looks around at the women.

DAVIS
She understands, Sasha. It may be 
naive that she, or any of you, 
people, will ever run the system; 
but she wants to get hers. None of 
you have a job you love.

(pauses)
How many people have a job they 
truly love? Don't you want to be 
what you love? Or is this what you 
are? Who of you can rise above the 
rest?

A violent silence overcomes the room as they look around at 
each other.

SASHA
(thinking out loud)

Were we ever really friends? How 
can we crumble like this?

TIFFANY
(to Sasha)

Well I don't need you to be me, 
either, Sasha.

SASHA
I didn't mean...

ANNA
(Interrupting)

What if you're just my college 
people? Maybe it's only natural 
that I leave you behind?
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ROSARIO
(to Davis, drunkingly 
kneeling down)

I will blow you right now.

Davis pulls away from the fumbling Rosario and walks along 
the bar. He assesses each woman; Anna, mic-less, leans 
against the mic stand surveying an awkwardly confused crowd, 
Tiffany sits on the center of the bar resigned, Rosario is 
propped up against the booth trying to focus, and Sasha, 
looking past Davis, surveys her friends.

DAVIS
(Impatient)

Well say something!

The women are catatonic, absorbed within their own personal 
neurosis.

DAVIS
I can't believe this.

The women remain unobservant of Davis.

DAVIS
Just a waste of time. All of you. 
None of you are special. None of 
you are talented. None of you have 
any insight that society will ever 
remember.

Scott moves from behind the bar towards Davis.

DAVIS
Hacks. Hacks going through phases 
that they will one day describe to 
their kids, to their grandkids, as 
that period in your life that was a 
road stop to them. When mama or 
nana was going to change the world 
with their art, but then they found 
their true cause. None of you - 
none of you will ever...

Scott punches Davis. The women break from Davis' critical 
curse-like epithet. Scott picks Davis up by his collar, 
drags him towards the door and throws him outside.

SCOTT
(Out the door)

It was a pleasure!
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Scott walks back towards the middle of the room and looks 
around him. The women awkwardly look to him. A beat passes 
as Scott looks back to the table and at each woman.

SCOTT
Remember the night I told you I 
would save the table on fridays?

The women look to each other and share a silent smile.

SCOTT
What bartender saves a table on a 
Friday night? It's dumb. Completely 
idiotic, right? But I came over and 
said as long as you had each 
other's backs, I'd seat your asses.

(Pauses)
What the fuck happened? Some guy 
comes in, promises some abstract 
idea you share and suddenly each of 
you cuts the other's throat to get 
it? Where is the loyalty? What 
happened to you? Fuck him. Fuck the 
idea of him. Rise above that. If 
you want to do what you love, do it 
on your own damn terms. Don't bend 
to him, don't bend to anyone. But 
don't fuck over the people you love 
along the way. That's not you. 
That's not any of you.

Scott begins to walk behind the bar, stops.

SCOTT
And get back in the booth, you're 
freaking everyone out.

(to the entire room)
Free round of cheap shots!

Everyone aside from the women flood the bar. Tiffany jumps 
down from atop the bar-top and walks back to the booth.

ANGLE ON Anna, who picks up the mic, places it back on the 
stand and makes her way to the booth. She passes Sasha, who 
helps Rosario to her seat. Silent out of mild embarrassment, 
the women avoid eye contact with each other.

Quiet, the women drink. There are moments when each of them 
try to speak but all fail miserably and return to their 
beverages. Awkwardly summoning her courage, looking as if 
she is going to give an epic speech, Sasha speaks.
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SASHA
I'm an asshole.

ROSARIO
(Less drunk)

Yep

Tiffany shoves Rosario in the shoulder.

ROSARIO
(to Sasha)

Sorry.

ANNA
We all are.

Tiffany and Anna share a glance.

TIFFANY
I...

(hesitant)
Fucking suck.

Sasha, Anna, and Rosario, shocked, look at Tiffany, and 
break into laughter. Tiffany eventually joins in. Anna slams 
her hands together.

ANNA
(Serious)

Do you think Kanye will run in 
2020?

ROSARIO
This again?

ANNA
He said he would!

TIFFANY
Humanity would stop to watch the 
Trump - West debate.

Sasha frantically knocks on the table.

SASHA
Trump couldn't get Iowa in a 
primary, don't jinx us.

ROSARIO
Go back to Kanye.

ANNA
(Looking at phone)

(MORE)
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Shit, bro. I'm late.
ANNA (CONT'D)

The women stand and gather their things. Sasha takes the tab 
to the bar to settle with Scott, Anna gets her guitar from 
the back of the bar, and Rosario schedules an Uber from her 
phone. The women reconnect near the door to wait for their 
ride.

TIFFANY
I can't even remember how we got on 
Kanye tonight?

ROSARIO
Were we talking about Kim?

SASHA
(to Anna)

Wasn't it something about music?

ANNA
(Shakes her head)

Nah, it was about Anal beads.

The women nod. Rosario's Uber notification rings and the 
women exit the bar.

FADE OUT.

THE END


