You're a Bitch, Opal Hadley

By Kandace Mack
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Characters:

Opal Hadley - 20’s. Richer than the richest person you can think of, and bitchier
than the bitchiest person you can think of.

Actor 1 - plays Kendall and The Sisters (Mary-Kate and Ashley)

Actor 2 - plays Darren, Aaron, William James Henry III, Adamford, and Dad
Actor 3 - plays Mom, God, and Mickey

Frank - DEMON

Setting:

Kind of everywhere and nowhere all at once

Time:
Now and forever Amen

Playwright’s Note:

Most of these characters have energies that exist beyond the gender binary and can
therefore be played by anyone with only three rules:
1. Actor 2 must be played by a cis man unfortunately ugh sorry team
2. Cis men are not allowed to play any other part as revenge.
3. The cis man must apologize every time he walks in the room during the
rehearsal process hahahahahah jk (unless)

Also Frank can be one or many! Up 2 u!
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“And girls, they wanna have fun. Oh girls just wanna have fun.”

- Cyndi Lauper
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Prologue: Intro to Opal

In the beginning, there was nothing.

Then, there was Opal Hadley.

Cameras flash and the low roar of paparazzi fills the space. Opal Hadley emerges.
She sits in a chair, looking out out into the audience.

Opal:

Do you guys like... believe in karma?

I highkey think my karma scale is glitching or something.

I've been raising my vibrations and manifesting positive energy and it’s like...not
working.

I've been doing SO much charity work for the poor.

Yesterday I opened the door for this old lady at this coffee shop AND I asked her
what her opinion was on the Vietnam War and Watergate. Because that’s what old
people love to talk about.

And the other day I saw this girl on the street, right? I swear to God her face looked
like Picasso put it together. You should've seen it. And like the literal icon that I am,
I very generously gave her my family’s plastic surgeon’s business card!

And when [ was in Paris last week, I saw these yummy Givenchy crocodile leather
pumps in a window on Avenue Montaigne just BEGGING to be stolen. And I left
them alone! I only stole the cheap satin heels on clearance. Like hello? I am literally
so humble.

You would think that since I'm beautiful and hot and the richest girly in the United
States, heiress to the Hadley Lingerie empire and first in line to inherit a massive
fortune beyond your wildest dreams... you would THINK that I would be a bitch. But
I am not! I do good things. I make the world a better place. And God or whoever
controls karma still hates me!

Because last fucking Sunday at 2 fucking 34pm in the middle of the Starbucks on
5th avenue, I peed my pants.
I shit you not, like swear on a bible, I peed my pants in public.



Draft 6/10/26 4

Opal:
Literally who pees their pants anymore??? You can’t even pass it off as like “trendy”

And this is why I think my karma scale is fucked up because like. Yes. I made a fake
insta just to harass Timothee Chalamet. And yes. I let my ex-boyfriend’s parakeet fly
out of the window when he told me he ate my last red velvet macaron.

And yes. I summoned a demon to kill the barista at Starbucks who told me I had to
“order something” if I wanted to “use” the “restroom.”

But does that make me a bad person? No. It does not.

I deserve good things. And even though [ summoned a demon who opened a portal
to hell in the Starbucks on 5th avenue and dragged Emma the barista by her stupid
blond ponytail into the abyss where a fire slowly and painfully consumed her until
she was nothing but a pile of ashes on top of breast implants, I still deserved the
code to that Starbucks bathroom!!!

So, one of you losers needs to call God and tell her I'm pissed. Tell her that I am a
good person. Fuck it, tell her I'm a saint. Tell her I'm a saint who wears Louboutins.

And tell Emma’s family if they file a lawsuit, I will destroy them.

She exits.
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ACT1

Scene 1: Opal Tries Dating
Opal enters into a boba shop. A man sits, waiting for her.
She sees him, rolls her eyes, and looks to us.

Opal:
I'm lonely. I tried to be single, but that’s boring. And ugly. I went on the apps. Like a
poor. And now I've got a date. With a poor.

She makes her way over to her date where she sits and immediately assumes a listless
posture. She swirls her straw in a mango green tea with mango jellies. It’s pretty silent
until:

Darren:
So... What are you looking for?

Opal:

Oh my god yeah so I've been scouting for this $300,000 Astteria ring but it's limited
edition and I haven't seen it in any stores! I tried Milan but I haven’t checked
Barcelona yet-

Darren:
No I meant like what are you looking for in love?

Opal:
I'm not looking for love.

Darren:
So... why did you come on this date?

Opal:
I'm bored and I wanted something to spice up my life. Like a situationship.

Darren:
Well I was kinda hoping to get to know you-
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Opal:
I'm sorry I have to cut you off right there.

A very long, very uncomfortable silence.

Darren:
Should I-

Opal:
Shhhh. Sh. Sh.

Another very long, very uncomfortable silence.

Opal:
You can go.

Darren:
Oh. Ok then.

Opal:
Thanks for the tea though, that was really sweet!

She takes a sip of the tea and smiles. Darren responds with like a half smile half
grimace, collects his jacket, and leaves. Opal immediately spits the tea back into the
cup and tosses the entire drink in a trashcan nearby. She looks to us.

Opal:

He smelled like sausage pizza.

I can’t be blamed for not liking him.

People are so gross these days.

How are you supposed to fall in love with gross people?
I miss Aaron.

But we're like on a break.

It's been 7 months but...
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Opal:
I don’t know.
You know what, let me see what he’s up to.

She picks up her phone. She struggles with her thumb above the screen for a moment,
inhales, taps on the screen, and begins a text.

Opal:
Hey stranger! What are you up to these days! Catch any good films lately?

Aaron:

O dawgggg! What's good? Yeah I've been catching the Oscar contenders for this
season. You should watch Benedict Cumberbatch’s Power of the Dog. It’s this
complex meditation on what it means to be a man.

Opal:
No wayyyy I looooove Benedict Cumberbatch. He’s like my favorite director!

Aaron:
He's an actor.

Opal:
Omg I typed actor and autocorrect changed it to director lol wtf

Aaron isn’t responding. Opal bites her thumbnail and scans the boba shop. She looks to
us.

Opal (to us):
He’s so silly.

She texts:
Opal:

I'm on a date right now actually. He’s like a really interesting film enthusiast and I
thought you would like to know haha
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Aaron:
Sick. What are his favorite films?

Opal pauses.

Opal (mumbling to herself):
Just gotta gooogllleee.... best...films...ever...

She returns to her text conversation:
He really loves Vertigo.

Aaron:
HELL yeah. Arguably Hitchcock’s greatest film. He has good taste! I gtg but it was
great catching up.

Opal:
Haha yeah!
But also one more thing

Aaron:
Sup?

Opal:

I have this like thing. It's nothing big. My parents are just having a charity ball for
some save the children fund... idk which children buuuut I guess we have to save
them lol. Anyway they like want me to bring someone. If you want to come. Like just
as a friend. It's Thursday night.

Aaron:

Ah man, I love your parents. And saving children? Fucking epic. Kids are epic. Yeah I
totally would but my girlfriend and I got tickets to this drive-in screening of Citizen
Kane and they were hella expensive. Next time though!
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Opal:
Hahhahahaha yeah! Next time! Enjoy the movie!
L.O. Fucking. L.

Opal sighs and gathers herself. After a few quick taps and swipes:

Opal:

Tinder time!

(She looks to us)

I bought Tinder Gold this morning.

Because why would I waste my time swiping when I can see who is already
obsessed with me.

(Returning to her phone, swiping as she speaks)

Mmmk who wants me!

Fucking uglies!!!

Too hairy.

Too bald.

Looks like he has bad breath.
Probably wet his bed until age 17.
Deeefinitely an incel.
UUUGHHHH.

She tosses her phone into her purse and grabs the reddest lipstick you can imagine.
She applies it, and scans the café again.

Opal (to us):
Whatever. I need validation or I'll go crazy.

She heads over to a man sitting alone at a table with a black turtleneck, perfectly
coiffed hair, and round clear framed glasses muttering over a copy of Death of a
Salesman by Arthur Miller. She plops down in the seat opposite him.

Opal:
Hey.



William James Henry III:
Hi...

Opal:
I'm Opal.

William James Henry III:

I'm William James Henry III.

Opal:

Ok.

(to us)

Long ass name.

(to William James Henry III)
What do you do?

William James Henry III:
I'm an actor.

Opal (to us):
Ugh. Strike one.

Opal:
Where are you from?

William James Henry III:
Iowa.

Opal (to us):
Strike two. Jesus Christ.
(to William James Henry III)

Listen, do you want to hook up with me?
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William James Henry III:

Oh! Haha. Wow. I'm...flattered. I'm sorry. I'm deep in the throes of Arthur Miller
doing a character study on Willy Loman. I guess you could say I'm in a committed
relationship... with the theatre. Ha ha.

Opal (to us):

Strike three. He’s never going to make it. He'll do community theatre until he
realizes his dream is dead even though it was never really alive. He'll teach Theatre
and English at a public middle school until he retires to a fucking lake house. In
Wisconsin. Where he will die knowing that he never succeeded at anything at all.
(to William James Henry III)

Fine. Your loss.

Opal gets up from the table and heads to the door, bumping into Kendall.

Kendall:
Oh my gosh, Opal! Hey!

Opal:
No thank you.

Kendall:
You don’'t remember me?

Opal stares blankly.

Kendall:

We made out on New Year’s Eve? At the club? After we did a line? In the bathroom?
And you were like a mess over your ex? Eric? Or Andrew? Andre? It started an “A”
right? Wait, don’t tell me, I'll get it eventually. Adam? Anthony? Andy? Alex? Was it
Albus? Dumbledore! HA, jk! OMG! Like Rowling! JK Rowling! God, what a bi-

Opal:
Oh my god. Are you blackmailing me? I can pay you whatever. How much do you
want?
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Kendall:

No! I'm not blackmailing you! Although I will take money if you're offering. I need to
buy more body wash. Mine is at that point where you have to take the cap off and
like slam it on your hand a couple times till it plops out a little blob. And you just
have to accept that that is all it can really give at that moment and honestly THAT is
a really beautiful lesson on radical acceptance and unconditional love. Wow.
Anyway, are you in a rush? Do you want to grab some boba with me?

Opal glances at her phone. No texts from Aaron. She looks Kendall up and down.

Opal:
I don’t like boba. Do you want to go to your place or mine?
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Scene 2: Opal Kills Joe Biden
Opal wakes up alone in a bed in a small but well decorated room. She’s wearing a

loose fitting t-shirt and pajama shorts. They're not expensive, so they're definitely not
hers.

Opal:
What. The fuck. Are these shorts from... TARGET?! EW.

She smells pancakes.

Opal:
Where am I?

She steps out of bed and cracks open the door to reveal a cozy apartment and Kendall
causing chaos in the Ritchen.
Kendall notices the door is cracked open.

Kendall:
OPAL! HOW THE HECK ARE YA!

Opal closes the door.

Opal:
Ugh.

Kendall (from the kitchen):

I'm making pancakes! If you want any? I googled how to make them. I found this
recipe for “Good ol’ fashioned pancakes” which like what do you mean by ol’
fashioned. Like is it actually old fashioned or are you just flashing fancy adjectives
around to make it sound more appealing. Anyway I've tried a couple and they're
pretty tasty! If you're interested!

Opal finds her belongings and checks around for an alternative exit that she
ultimately cannot find.
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Opal takes a deep breath and opens the door. Kendall is right on the other side
beaming and holding a plate of pancakes and coffee on a tray.

Kendall:

I figured since you had the door closed maybe you wanted breakfast in bed. I got
this handy dandy “breakfast in bed” tray that I bought for when I'm hungry but
hungover so I can make breakfast...but stay in bed! Tik tok purchase!

Opal:
Thanks Kendall, but I actually have to go. My driver is expecting me-

Kendall:
Oh I forgot the syrup! And the sugar for the coffee! Kendall, get it together. One
second!

Kendall leaves the room and Opal sits on the bed.
She sighs and, through the door, catches a glimpse of Kendall literally sprinting
around her apartment.

Kendall:
Be right there! I just gotta find out where I put the syrup. I was literally JUST using
it.

Kendall crashes into a table.

Kendall:
MOTHERFUCKER.

Opal:
Fine. Fine! Fine. I'll stay.

She settles onto the bed.

Kendall reappears with syrup and hands over the “breakfast in bed” tray.

On it are the most oddly shaped and unevenly cooked pancakes, instant coffee, and a
suuuuper sticky Aunt Jemima syrup bottle.

Opal scrunches up her nose.
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Opal:
Thaaaaanks.

Kendall:

Yeah! I don’t make breakfast for just anyone, so you're special! Plus I figured you
would need it after the night we had. I mean, I thought my tolerance was high but
Jesus!

Opal:
Uh oh... How bad was I?

Kendall pulls out her phone to show Opal a video of her running in the middle of the
street with a large black trash bag.

Opal:
Why am I running in the middle of the street with a large black trash bag?

Kendall:
You robbed a bank!

Opal:
WHAT?

Kendall:

Yeah you said you steal stuff all the time and that your dad would “make it all go
away!” So we went to a bank and you robbed it! You looked like you were having fun
and I was having fun too so I just went with it.

Opal:
Ohhhh my god.

Opal finds her phone.
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Opal:
Ohhh shit. 10 missed calls from dad, 4 from mom, 2 from the mayor of New York,
and 1 from the president’s aide?!?

Kendall:
You had this look in your eye. It was like... If the roadrunner did coke. Oh and then
this black car pulled up next to us.

Opal:
No...

Kendall:
Should I keep going? Or?

Opal, staring at the floor, nods.

Kendall:

Yeah so this driver pulls up next to us and he looks at our bags of money, gives us
this disappointed look, and says we need to get in. [ was like “Oh hellll no I don't feel
like getting murdered tonight,” but you were all like, “It’s fine he’s with my family”
So I was like ok cool, ya know. I'm just along for the ride. Eventually I have to pee
and I'm like “Hey man where are we going?” He goes “Oh we're going to-

Opal:
The secret bunker...

Kendall:
THE SECRET BUNKER. YOUR FAMILY HAS A SECRET. BUNKER.

Opal:
That's where we go when we're in deep shit.

Kendall:

So we're in the bunker? And FORMER PRESIDENT OF THE UNITED STATES.
JOSEPH. ROBINETTE. BIDEN. JR. Greets us! And he’s all like “Opal you can’t rob a
major bank.
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Kendall:

The reputation of your family is at stake and you could single handedly tank the
economy and make us vulnerable to terrorist attacks,” and you're all like, “Oh I can
do a whole lot worse,” and he’s all like, “Opal this is a matter of national security and
the preservation of America as we know it please stop,” and you flipped him off and
start chanting this weird shit.

Opal:
Oh no.

Kendall:
Opal. This next part is nuts dude.

Opal:
No please.

Kendall:
Opal, dude. You're wild.

Opal:
N000000.

Kendall:
You started chanting and a fucking hole opened up in the floor and this thing-

Opal:
Frank.

Kendall:
What?

Opal:
My demon. His name is Frank.
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Kendall:

Frank! Sick! Frank comes out of the floor with red eyes and claws and like these
crazy fangs and he opens his mouth really wide and swallows Joe Biden whole!
Slurps him up like one of those red white and blue popsicles that you eat on the
fourth of July? Ha! That’s kind of ironic since he’s the president and all. Anyway, so
Joe Biden is gone.

Opal:
Fuck.

Kendall:

So then I'm freaking out because it’s 3am on a Saturday and Joe Biden is dead. Like
WHAT are we going to do? And you go “oh don’t worry” and you whisper something
to Frank and he just nods and TURNS INTO JOE BIDEN.

Opal:
Ope!

Kendall:

And then you looked sleepy so I called us an Uber back to mine and gave you some
pajamas and water, and let you go to sleep. But yeah we have demon Joe Biden in
the streets now.

Opal:
Ok. OKk! Alright. Cool. Well.

Kendall:
How are my pancakes?

Opal:
They're ok. Listen, this all has to stay between us, ok? No one can know.

Kendall:
Yeah, of course! I'm great at keeping secrets.
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Opal sighs and finishes the pancakes on the plate. Her phone buzzes with a
notification from CNN that is just a bunch of ancient looking characters. There is
another notification buzz from the New York Times that says “God help us!” A text
comes in from Frank that reads:

Frank:
HA ha. You have unleashed the wrath of Lucifer on the Earth from which he was
banished. You all will perish lol.

He sends a gif of Elmo engulfed in fire.

Opal dislikes the message and puts her phone on Do Not Disturb.
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Scene 3: Opal Contemplates The Definition of Love
Opal stands across the street from the White House as it is burning down. Sirens are

blaring, people are screaming. Frank the demon, disquised as Joe Biden, is standing
engulfed in flames beside her.

Opal:
Frank this is so much. You're doing the most. Like I don’t even know what crystal I
need to be holding right now. This is totally killing my good karma.

Frank rips off his Joe Biden suit and opens his mouth WIDE. The deafening shrieks of
people burning in hellfire pour out.

Opal:
Your breath smells.

Frank checks his breath. All of the plants around him wither and turn black. His eyes
grow red.

Frank:

FOR YEARS YOU HAVE SUMMONED ME TO WREAK HAVOC ON YOUR ENEMIES.
FOR YEARS I HAVE COMPLIED. NOW, IT IS TIME FOR ME TO WREAK HAVOC ON
YOU AND EVERYTHING YOU LOVE.

Opal:
Frank plEASE can you chill the fuck out. I literally haven't even had coffee yet. Plus, I
don't even love anything. Love is for losers.

Frank:
SILENCE.

Frank:
MORTAL, YOU FORGOT MY BIRTHDAY.
THAT HURT MY FEELINGS.



Draft 6/10/26 21

Frank:
YOU AND YOUR KIND WILL NOW PAY.

Around them pentagons appear in the street. They snap, crackle, and pop and ghoulish
figures rise from them.

Opal:
Oh my god... is this the apocalypse?

Frank:
YES.

Opal:
Wait, can you pause for a second? [ need to make a call.

Frank freezes the ghouls. Opal takes out her phone and dials a number.

Opal:
Hey Dad!

Dad:
Hey princess, I'd love to chat but stocks are plummeting and daddy’s pockets are
hurting.

Opal:
Tooootally. Listen, are you on the jet? Or does mom have it? I need it.

Dad:
Your mother is using it for a “personal vacation.” To “take some time for herself” and
“sort out her priorities.”

Opal:
Ok do you think you can call her.

Dad:
Listen, honey. Your mother and I want to talk to you about our relationship.
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Opal:
Dad, do you think you can call mom?

Dad:
We both love you very much and nothing will ever change that.

Frank unpauses the ghouls and they begin sucking the souls out of people running
around.

Opal:
Frank, can you PLEASE hold on!!! I'm in the middle of a conversation!

Frank screeches and pauses the ghouls again.

Dad:
Your mother and [ have made a decision that we think is best for the family...
We're going our separate ways. For the time being.

Beat.

Opal:
Ok.

Dad:
We still have a lot of love for each other. This is just healthier for us.

Opal doesn’t respond. A few seconds pass as chaos runs rampant in the background.

Dad:
Princess, daddy is really in a rush and needs you to tell him if you understand.

Opal:
Ok... um. Yeah. Ok. I just um... I need the jet. I want to go to Italy one last time.
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Dad:
One last time?

Opal:
Frank decided he wanted to have the apocalypse today.

Frank grumbles a little.

Dad:
Damn. [ just booked a massage for Wednesday. Can he wait a couple days?

Opal (to Frank):
Frank, can you wait a couple days?

Frank chucks a bus at a building.

Opal (to Dad):
No, I think he wants to have the apocalypse now.

Dad:
Well, ok. We'll talk later. Stay safe, princess.

He hangs up. Opal dials another number.

Opal:
Mom?

Mom:
Hi, honey!

Opal:
Mom, do you have the jet?

Mom:
Oh, my goodness stop it!
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Opal:
What?

Mom:
Get OFF me, you silly goose!

A man’s laughter can be heard in the background. Mom is giggling.

Opal:
Mom? Are you with someone?

Mom:
Honey, I can't talk right now. I'm using the jet until Friday. Did you ask your sisters if
you can use theirs?

Opal:
No, they never let me borrow their jet!!!

Mom:

Ok sweetie! | have to go!

(whispering)

Get the whipped cream. I want you to lick it off my-

Opal hangs up.

Opal:
Wow.

Frank unpauses the ghouls and they resume their soul sucking.

Opal (to us):
Soooo my parents are splitting up and my mom is cheating on my dad.

Black clouds roll in. The sky turns red.
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Opal (to us):

Like I knew they were having a rough patch.. and I guess the rough patch has been
like... my whole life... but I just was hoping that they would push through it? [ mean
on one hand I'm kind of relieved. Which is a crazy thing to say. But they had a
horrible marriage. So I guess I can't really blame my mom for... I just didn'’t think she
would...

Frank makes a sinkhole that swallows the burning White House. He cackles.
Opal sits down on a curb and pulls her knees to her chest.

Opal (to us):

And it’s like... whose side do I take? Or like... What does the future look like? Are we
doing separate holidays now? Oh god... do I tell dad that mom is cheating? Were
they ever even in love? Is love even real? Like if I get married will it inevitably end in
divorce too? Fuck... is Aaron not actually my twin flame?

Frank spits acid on a lady and her skin melts off.

Opal:
Frank. For love of god, stop ending the fucking world!

Frank hisses at the mention of God.

Opal:
You know what? I'm getting God!

Frank freezes. Opal folds her hands in prayer.

Opal:

Are you there God? It's me, Opal. Frank keeps doing the apocalypse thing while I'm
trying to process the literal deconstruction of my family and potentially the world

as we know it.

The black clouds open up and a ray of light blinds everyone. A booming voice says:
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God:
Fraaaaank. No. No. Bad Frank. Bad boy.

Frank whimpers like a dog in trouble and calls the ghouls that are sucking souls to
stop. They all sink back into hell leaving a burned and broken world in their wake.

Opal:
I'm sorry I forgot your birthday, Frank. I'll ask God to make you like a mayor or
ambassador of an island nation or something.

Frank:
REALLY

Opal:
Yeah.

Frank:
OK BET!

Frank puts the Joe Biden suit back on and walks away.
Opal chokes back her tears and, stepping over the crispy, mangled corpses of the
eternally damned souls, makes her way home.
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Epilogue

Scene 4: Frank Teaches Opal About Love
Opal sits alone on stage.

Opal (to us):

Un-fucking-believable.

It was almost my last day on Earth and I was completely single.

I would've died and never found love.

All T wanted was to find someone who could understand me and love me for the
fucking mess that I am.

Frank enters with the Joe Biden suit on.

Frank:
MORTAL, YOU ARE A COMPLETE DISASTER. LIKE REALLY BAD.

Opal:
Oh wow thank you Frank that is very kind and lovely of you to say to me right now.

Frank:

MORTAL. SOMETIMES THE MESSIEST PARTS OF OURSELVES MAKE US THE
MOST BEAUTIFUL.

SOMEDAY SOMEONE WILL SEE THAT.

IT MAY NOT BE NOW.

IT MAY NOT EVEN BE SOON.

IN FACT, IT MAY TAKE QUITE A WHILE.

I WOULD THINK ABOUT IT MORE LONG TERM BECAUSE IT MIGHT BE A MINUTE.

Opal:
Ok, I get it.

Frank:

BUT IT WILL HAPPEN.

AND WHEN IT DOES, SWEET MORTAL BABY, YOU'LL NOT ONLY FALL IN LOVE
WITH THEM, YOU'LL FALL FURTHER IN LOVE WITH YOURSELF.
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Opal:
OMG. Frank, that was really sweet.

Frank screeches affectionately. A black hole opens up next to him and he disappears.

Opal:
Well shit.

The black hole reopens.

Frank:
MORTAL, YOU MUST REPENT TO THOSE WHO ONCE SHOWED YOU LOVE. IT IS
WITH THEM WHERE YOU MAY FIND THE SWEETEST BLISS.

The black hole closes.

Opal:
Ugh. Fuck me.

The black hole reopens.

Frank:
ALSO IT WOULDN'T KILL YOU TO DONATE YOUR TIME AND MONEY TO MAKING
THE WORLD A BETTER PLACE. DISTRIBUTING WEALTH IS SEXY, QUEEN.

Franks snaps his fingers in a Z formation and does a little hip rotation.
The black hole closes.
Opal picks up her phone and texts:

Opal:

Hey... Kendall... Crazy that the world almost ended....Hope you're alive and well.
Wanna grab boba soon...

Kisses... Opal.



She pockets her phone.
Her phone dings.

Draft 6/10/26 29

She reads a text. A small smile forms on her otherwise cold face, then it fades.

Opal:

Omg.

I have... a date.

Ugh. What if I end up going on another.

UGH. And then what if [ have to go on another!
And what if I end up in a RELATIONSHIP.

And then what if that relationship ends.

Like then what?!

I'm alone again?

Another ding. Opal reads it, then pulls out her red lipstick. She smears it on her lips

and fluffs her hair.

Opal:

Listen, I have to go.
You should go too.
No one likes you.
Bye.

Opal runs off.
The black hole opens and Frank gives us a wink.
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Act 2!

Scene 1: Opal Needs Attention
The roar of a crowd and dancing lights. Opal emerges into a spotlight, texting. She

looks quite sad...until she sees us.

Opal:

You losers are still here?

Are you fucking obsessed with me?

You should be.

Listen, I'm going through a breakup and I'm taking it really hard.

Yes, I was in a long-term relationship.

Stop looking surprised!

It was a stressful two weeks that ended because she CHEATED on me so I'm
sensitive.

I think the thing that will be the best for me is a massive amount of attention.
I'm going to go get it.

She walks off.
It’s silent until:

Opal (offstage):
Are you coming or what?!

Blackout
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Scene 2: Opal Is a Flirt
The dancing lights get dancier, the crowd is a cacophony of giggles and shrieks and

“Chug chug chug!”s, Opal walks in with sunglasses on.

Opal (to us):

So I was on Facebook....

Don't get it twisted, I do not linger on Facebook.

I just catfish people on it when I'm bored!

But I was on Facebook and I saw on Queer Exchange that this hot person was
hosting a party.

I like hot people and parties are a good way to heal from heartbreak.

So I'm here in this poverty cesspool in search of physical affection and attention.

She looks around a little. Someone coughs and she winces. She heads to the drink table
and pinches up a red solo cup by the rim. She searches the table, gives an exasperated
sigh, and then taps a person with their back turned with the solo cup. They're
bouncing to the music which has gotten progressively louder.

Opal:
EXCUSE ME.

Mickey turns toward her smiling.

Mickey:
WHAT'S UP?

Opal:
DO YOU HAVE CHAMPAGNE?

Mickey:
WHAT?

Opal:
DO YOU HAVE DOM PARIGNON?



Mickey:
NO I DON'T KNOW HIM.

Opal:
DO YOU LIVE HERE?

Mickey:
KINDA.

Opal:
I DON'T LIKE YOUR HOUSE.

Mickey:
THANK YOU?

Opal:
IT LOOKS TACKY.

Mickey:
OH.

Opal:
YOU HAVE CRUMBS.

Mickey:
YEAH, I GUESS.

Opal:
DO YOU HAVE CLEANING SERVICES?

Mickey:
IS IT THAT BAD?

Opal:
YES.
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The two stand next to each other as the music continues to oontz oontz.

Opal (to us):
I'M REALLY GOOD AT FLIRTING.
YOU CAN TELL BECAUSE THEY'RE ALREADY IN LOVE WITH ME.

They stand together silently. Opal does like a smile kind of grimace thing at Mickey
and Mickey laughs awkwardly.

Opal (to us):
SEE? I'M INCREDIBLE.

Mickey:
WHAT?

Opal:
WHAT?

Mickey:
HUH?

Opal:

UGH.

THIS IS TOO HARD.
GO AWAY.

Mickey wanders away. Opal rolls her eyes. The music gets quieter.

Opal:
Whatever.

Opal’s phone rings. She groans and taps her phone. Mom’s voice rings loud and clear.

Mom:
Hi, honey!
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Opal:
NOOOO MOM. I'm at a party, leave me alone!

Mom:
Opal sweetie, can you tell your dad to pick up his phone?

Opal:
You tell him yourself.

Mom:
Well, yes I would really love to but unfortunately your dad is not picking up his
phone. Do you see my dilemma?

Opal:
No.

Mom:
You're so stubborn. You take after your dad.
Have you spoken with your sisters? Everyone’s saying you've dropped off the face of

the Earth!

Opal:
I'm living my best life.

Mom:
How's that girl you liked?

Opal is silent.

Mom:
I always thought lesbians were so fun. So progressive! You go girl!

Opal is silent.
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Mom:
You know, I experimented with girls when I was your age. It was fun! I'd never felt
more like myself. But I just love men. Men men men. Love ‘em!

Opal grimaces.

Mom:

Anyway! Anthony planned a nice dinner by the beach where the natives will be
singing one of their traditional songs and doing a little dance routine. He got a
Groupon! I think he might be proposing. We've been fucking day and night-

Opal:
OK MOM I HOPE YOU ENJOY THE REST OF YOUR VACATION BYE.

She hangs up.
She looks around the party. The music is suddenly very loud. It gets louder and louder
until Opal screams. The music abruptly stops. She looks at us.

Opal:

What???

You don't get overstimulated?

It's loud, humid, and sticky in here.

I hate it and I hate everyone in here because everyone is ugly and poor.
Fuck this, Opal out.

Her phone rings. She looks at it and puts it in her pocket. It rings and rings and rings
and then settles with a final *ding.* Opal picks it back up and looks at it. She taps it
and.:

Kendall (O.S)

Heyy Opal what'’s cookin!

Well, not you because [ know you don’t cook HAHA.

Sorry, not an insult.

You just have a private chef and I was referring to that and
I'm just trying not to make it... weird.

Anywayyy I would love to chat.
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Kendall:

About uhhh

Us?

It's been a couple weeks and I just like...

Haven't heard from you?

Are you still around NYC or did you fly to like Cabo or something sick.
Regardless, hope you're livin it up!

Call me?

A click as the message ends.

Opal:
Un-fucking-believable.

She taps her phone.

Opal:
Hey.

Kendall:

Opal! How the heck are ya!

God, I'm glad you're alive!

I was hoping you didn'’t get eaten by sharks or something!

I don’t know if there are sharks in New York.

I didn’t know if you were in New York though and there ARE sharks in other places.

Opal:
No sharks.

Kendal:

PHEW!

Thanks for returning my call anyway.
Um... did you want to talk?

Opal:
I guess. In person.
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Kendall:
[ agree.
Meet up at Ralph’s at-

Opal:
Ralph’s? I don'’t go to dive bars, Kendall. 'm Opal Hadley.

Kendall:

Right! I forgot who I was speaking to. Of course... ummmmm

What's a fancy place?

I personally do not have the pockets for anything over $40 for a meal-

Opal:
Le Coucou on Lafayette.

Meet me there in an hour.

Kendall:
Isn't that like bougie central?

Opal taps her phone and pockets it.
Opal:
She’s obsessed with me.

Exes, amirite?

She rolls her eyes and exits,
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Scene 3: Frank Intercepts Opal on Her Way to Talk to Her Ex
Opal enters. We're on a busy street, but everything freezes when Frank suddenly pops

up from a black hole in front of her. She stops and lets out a frustrated groan.

Opal:
Fucking WHAT!

Frank:
MORTAL. WHERE ARE YOU GOING.

Opal:
Le Coucou on Lafayette.

Frank:
CAN I COME WITH.

Opal:
No.

Frank:
ARE YOU MEETING UP WITH THE ONE WITH WHOM YOU SCISSOR.

Opal:
And yes.

Frank:
[ LIKE HER.

Opal:
Yeah well she’s a liar and she goes to Target for fun so.

Frank:
MORTAL, I AM GOING TO END THE WORLD AGAIN.
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Opal:
Why?! Did you learn nothing from last time?

Frank:

[ TALKED WITH GOD AND SHE SAID I AM ALLOWED TO DESTROY HUMANITY
BECAUSE “THEY'RE A BUNCH OF SINNERS AND [SHE] LITERALLY CAN'T
ANYMORE’”

Opal:

No.

GOD?!

IS FRANK ALLOWED TO END THE WORLD?

A rumbling. The clouds part and a ray of light blinds Opal. Frank whimpers and hides
behind Opal.

God:
Hey girl!

Opal:
Frank said you told him that he can end the world. Is that true?

God:

Opal, my job is to watch you humans mill about like little ants and decide if and
when [ need to intervene. I've seen humanity from its very inception to its current
state and frankly-

Frank barks.

God:
Not you, Frank.

Frank whimpers.

God:
Frankly, I've had enough.
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God:

Guns, bombs, knives, finance bros and tradwives. [ didn’t create any of this. I'm just
at a point where I'm like fuck it let’s just press restart, ya know?

So Frank is gonna run for president and win and then destroy the world.

Frank:
HEHEHEHE.

Frank jumps up and down excitedly as the earth shakes around him. He grabs a
passerby and shakes them.

Opal:
Frank, is that how we express our excitement?

Frank:
NO. «(

He chucks the passerby who lets out a single yelp as they fly through the air on their
way to a destiny beyond our comprehension.

Opal:
Ok. Well I'm running late.

Just don't hurt me or like anyone I love.

Frank:
YOU DON'T LOVE ANYONE BUT YOURSELF.

Opal:
True. Bye losers!

Opal sprints away. Frank stands for a while just looking around. Then:

Frank:
[ LIKE OPAL.
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Frank:

WHEN SHE AWOKE ME FROM MY GREAT SLUMBER TO FUCK UP EMMA THE
BARISTA, WHICH WAS SO FUN BY THE WAY LOL, I BECAME BEHOLDEN TO HER
WHIMS. CONTRACTUALLY.

BUT IF I WAS GOING TO BE BEHOLDEN TO A PUNY MORTAL, I'M GLAD IT’S OPAL.
I THINK SHE’S A LITTLE LOST.

IT’S HARD TO BE IN YOUR 20S.

TOO YOUNG TO BE TAKEN SERIOUSLY, TOO OLD TO NOT FACE
CONSEQUENCES.

THE MIDDLE CHILD OF AGES. IGNORED AND NEGLECTED. DISMISSED AND
CHASTISED.

TOO YOUNG TO KNOW WHO YOU ARE AND WHAT YOU WANT, BUT EXPECTED
TO ACT LIKE YOU DO.

AND LOVE IS HARD IN YOUR 20S. ESPECIALLY QUEER LOVE.

IT’S A TRIAL SO FULL OF TRIBULATIONS. COMPLICATIONS.

TOO MANY PEOPLE TRYING ON SO MANY HATS, FINDING THEMSELVES AND
OFTEN UNINTENTIONALLY USING OTHERS TO GET THERE.

YES, OPAL IS A BITCH.

BUT SHE'S MY BITCH.

I'M SO HYPE TO PULVERIZE HUMANITY THO FR.

I'M GONNA SLAUGHTER EVERY LAST MORTAL.

I'M GOING TO RIP THEM TO SHREDS HAHA.

MAYBE I'LL SUMMON AN ARMY OF THE MOST VICIOUS, SCORNED DEMONS AND
COMMAND THEM TO BREAK EVERY BONE OF EVERY BODY THEY COME ACROSS
UNTIL THE STREETS ARE LITTERED WITH GORE.

I WANT THE WORLD TO BLEED.

BUT OPAL... ] WANT TO PROTECT HER.

SHE'S ONE OF US DEMONS.

MISUNDERSTOOD AND ANGRY ABOUT IT.

AND CAN YOU BLAME THE GIRL?

DON'T WE ALL HAVE A LITTLE OPAL IN US?

Frank suddenly screeches. He stomps his foot and a car blows up behind him. People
scream and run away. He giggles.
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Frank:

SORRY. INTRUSIVE THOUGHT.

I'M GOING TO GO GET READY TO RUN FOR PRESIDENT.
DO I HAVE YOUR VOTE?

BE HONEST.

Blackout.
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Scene 4: Opal and Kendall Hash it Out

Kendall and Opal sit at a fancy table with a candle burning between them. Kendall
looks around with her mouth open. She looks at the candle and her finger moves
slowly toward it. Opal stares at her and then blows out the candle before Kendall can
touch the flame. They sit silently until:

Opal:
What.

Kendall:
This is a really fancy place.

Opal:
Yes.

Kendall:
Am I allowed to be here? In this outfit?

She’s definitely not in appropriate attire.

Opal:

Not really.

You don’t own any Givenchy or anything?
At least wear some Chanel earrings.

Kendall:
They don'’t sell Givenchy at Secondhand Sally’s.

Opal:
Sucks to suck.
Poor.

Kendall:
Why are you being so mean?
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Opal:
Because you lied!

Kendall:
No I didn’t!

Opal:
Bullshit!

Kendall:

Opal, I wasn’t cheating on you.

I've never cheated.

Not even on tests or papers or projects.

Except.

Well I guess I cheated once in the spelling bee but only because the dictionary was
right next to me and you couldn’t really see me from the audience so I did have the
chance to look up every single word and win.

But it really screwed me over because I went to State and they didn't have a
dictionary and I got out on “cafeteria”

Who gets out on cafeteria??

Me, I guess!

So I never cheated again.

And I certainly didn’t cheat on you!

You're the weirdest girl I know, Opal! I fuck with it!

I fuck with you!

Opal:
So who is this “Stephanie” who you text every day and disappear to see all the time.

Kendall:

My sister! You've met her!

Remember?

You sic’ed Frank on her after she said she wasn’t a fan of your Clive Christian No. 1
perfume and he held her down while you shaved her head and then he almost bit
her head off but you ordered him to stop because I was crying?
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Opal:

I've never met a Stephanie.

I know because I hate the name Stephanie.

It sounds like someone who wears knockoff brands and tries to pass them off as
real.

Stephanie is a poser name.

Kendall:
Well. It is my sister’s name.

Opal:
Ughhh. I'm bored with this.

Opal gets a text.

Opal:
One second.

Kendall:
Sure.

Opal spends a long time texting. She giggles, gasps, exclaims, maybe even tears up a
little. Finally she puts her phone away.

Kendall:
Who was that?

Opal:
Kendall Jenner.

Kendall:
You talk to Kendall Jenner??

Opal:
Ugh yeah. We took shrooms at Paris Fashion Week last year. I accidentally texted
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Opal:
her the viruses I was trying to send to your phone and it was this whole thing but
we're kind of flirting now.

Kendall:
Ok. I think we're done here.

Kendall gets up to leave.

Opal:
Wait! Where are you going?

Kendall:
Home.

Opal:

To your little shack? Stay here! We haven't even ordered apps!

Is it ok if we split the bill though? My dad hasn't Zelle'd me my weekly million yet.
And it comes in installments because banks, you know.

Kendall:
Opal, do you hear yourself?

Opal:
Everyday, queen. My voice is my favorite song.

Kendall:

I hate to say this, but honestly Opal, you're really toxic.

Like really toxic.

You can’t keep treating people like pawns.

You're not the main character in everyone else’s story.

Did you know that?

You're just a guest star in my highly rated 100% rotten tomatoes episodic
docu-series called Kendall 101, and I'm firing you for misconduct on set.

I hope you figure it out, one day.

I know you've got a lot going on or whatever, but you have to just...
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Kendall:
Treat people with respect.
It’s like basic kindness and empathy.

Kendall moves to leave again. Opal stands up.

Opal:

Wait! Kendall, please!

I just haven't had any good examples of love in my life!

My parents are a mess and I just don't really know how to like navigate a
relationship or whatever!

I just need a little patience!

Kendall:

You know what, Opal?

If you just took a moment to lean on others and let yourself be cared for, maybe
you'd find whatever it is you're looking for.

It’s like you're lashing out like a stray animal and you just need a good home.
Ya know?

've been there.

We've all been there.

Just...

I can’t be that home if youre gonna treat me like you've been treating me.

I gotta take care of Kendall too.

It's not my job to teach you how to be a good person.

I like my clothes and my house and who I am.

Maybe you don't like yourself.

Opal sits back down and nods.

Opal:
Maybe I don't.

Kendall:
Bye, Opal.
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Opal:
Bye, Kendall.

Kendall leaves. After a moment, Opal walks away from the table and toward us. She
sits.

Opal (to us):

Am I a monster?

Am [ like... really bad?

Like was that...really bad?

I feel this feeling that I've never felt before and I don’t know how to describe it but
like

It feels like the ground has fallen out from under me and I'm like tumbling into this
big dark nothing.

This is so dramatic.

I'm being so dramatic.

I'm not the main character.

Cheers erupt around her. An uproar of celebration ripples through the restaurant and
a chant begins: “Make The World Great Again!”

Opal:
What the fuck?

Opal gets up and approaches a man seated at a table eating.
Opal:
You.

Tell me what’s going on.

Adamford:
Me?

Opal:
Who else?



Adamford:
Uh.
You have no right to talk to me like that.

Opal:
And you'll have no rights at all if you don't tell me what'’s going on.

I know people.

Adamford:

Trump just got elected. I think you'll be the one with no rights, pookie.

Opal:

TRUMP?! That fucking guy?

Elected? Since when was there an election?

I'm calling my dad.

He makes people presidents and I don’t think he would do this.
He said he would choose a woman next!!!

Don’t move.

What's your name?

Adamford:
Adamford.

Opal makes an incredulous face.

Opal:
Nevermind. Go.
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Adamford bows reverently, then makes a face like “Why did I just do that?” and
wanders away. Opal sits and starts eating his abandoned food. She dials on her phone:

Dad:
Yellow!
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Opal:
Dad, Trump is the president. Did you do this?

Dad:

HAHAHA

Good one, sweetie.

You know, you got your sharp sense of humor from daddy.

Dad:
Ok pookums, daddy wants to have some personal homoerotic golf time with his
friends who also make obscene amounts of money.

Opal:
Dad! I'm not kidding! Check the news!

Dad gives an exasperated sigh.

Dad:

One second.

(distant)

Oh no no. Everything’s fine, Tim! My daughter’s just having a moment. Women.
Monthly cycles. Mood shifts. You get it.

HAHAHA Tim, you’re a riot.

HAHAHA.

Tim, you piece of shit. You can'’t say that anymore, you'll get cancelled!
Ok, Tim.

Ope!

HAHAHA

Opal:
Dad!!!!

Dad:
Ok princess, daddy is checking the news.

Pause.



Dad:

Well son of a gun.

That motherfucker did get elected.

How did he get elected? I didn’t fund his campaign.
It's not even an election year!

Opal:
You didn’t do this?

Dad:

No I did not.

I'd never let him hit it from the back let alone run a country.
Oops!

Sorry, princess, daddy forgot he’s not talking to his golf friends.

Opal:
UGHHHH!
Brb.

She hangs up and walks outside.
Men in military gear wander around aimlessly.

Opal:
You're kidding.
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A black car pulls up next to Opal. The driver rolls down the window and nods toward

the back, motioning for her to get in.

Opal:
Fucking what the fucking hell.

She gets in.
Blackout.
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Scene 5: Opal Indirectly kills Donald Trump

Opal sits alone in the secret bunker.
She holds her head in her hands as sounds of chaos ring outside.
She looks at us.

Opal (to us, shaking her head):
This is bad.

This is really really bad.

You guys, I think....

I'm going to be single forever!

She screams. Sirens wee woo outside.

Like, I thought everything was supposed to be fixed when you get into a
relationship.

I thought it was going to be perfect, but it's NOT!

Apparently you have to like, be a good person?

And I'm a bad person.

I'm a bitch.

The door opens. Frank walks in disguised as Donald Trump, dragging real Donald
Trump in who is hogtied, blindfolded, gagged, and limp. Opal gasps. Frank screeches
and drops limp Trump.

Opal:
Ohhhh I see what’s happening.
Are you/ending the world?

Frank:
ENDING THE WORLD. YES.

Opal:
And you chose Trump because...?
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Frank:

HE'S AN IDIOT. HUMANS ARE IDIOTS. IDIOTS LOVE IDIOTS BECAUSE THEY FEEL
VALIDATED IN THEIR IDIOCY.

I KNEW IT WOULD BE AN EASY WIN.

MONEY AND A BIG MOUTH CAN GET YOU ANYWHERE.

Opal:
So true, bestie.

Frank turns around suddenly and spits acid on Trump, melting off his face. It sizzles.

Opal:
Wooooah.

Frank:
SHOULD I DO IT AGAIN?

Opal:
Yeah.

Frank does it again. They laugh.

Frank:

THE WORLD WILL END AND EVERYONE WILL SUFFER.
BUT YOU'LL BE FINE BECAUSE YOU'RE RICH.

SEE? I PROTECTED YOU AND YOUR RICH LOVED ONES.

Opal (to herself):
Kendall.

Frank:
YOU GUYS ARE FUCKING AGAIN? IS SCISSORING REAL?

Opal:
No. Wait. Yes. Wait. No we're not fucking. Yes scissoring is real but it depends on
the couple.
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Opal:
But she’s not rich and she will be part of the suffering.
I think we shouldn’t end the world anymore.

Frank:
NOOOOO! I WANNA END THE WORLD AND YOU CAN'T STOP ME.

Frank disappears into a black hole dragging limp, melty-faced Donald Trump with
him.

Opal sighs and picks up a remote to turn on a TV in the corner of the bunker that has
always been there that I forgot to mention.

The TV buzzes to life and features the news. Frank appears as Donald Trump.

Frank:

WE WON. AND WE WON BIGLY.

THIS IS HUGE.

THIS IS VERY HUGE.

WE'RE GONNA DO GREAT THINGS.

FOR THE GREAT PEOPLE OF THE WORLD.

His eye falls out and a red one peers through the socket. Everyone in the news room
screams.

Frank:
YOU DIDN'T SEE THAT. NO ONE SAW THAT.

He opens his mouth and fire shoots out and sprays around the room. The camera cuts
out.

Opal yawns and switches the channel.

Each channel is static.

Opal:
Ugh.

She pulls out her phone.
She texts.



She waits.

She texts again.
She dials a number.
It rings.

Nothing.

Opal:

None of my poor contacts are picking up.
I'm worried Frank pulverized them.

That would be SOOO awful for my karma.

Guess I have to go save the fucking day AGAIN.

She exits.
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Scene 5: Opal Storms the Capitol lol
Opal enters with her hands over her ears. Sirens blare around her. She looks around,

then marches forward and, gesturing like an angry maestro, silences the noise.

Opal:

I'm literally so overstimulated right now.

Ugh! I hate being stressed!

I get this tightness in my chest and the whole world feels like it's pounding in my
head and all I want to do is curl up in a ball and hide.

Beat.

But I'm Opal Hadley.
And it’s go time.

Opal runs in place. Behind her, the world transitions to chaos. Trash cans on fire.
People running in the streets in ski masks. Sirens blaring once again. The White
House comes into view. Opal stops. She turns around to face it, inhales, exhales, and
blows on it. It wavers. She blows again. It trembles. She blows one more time. It falls to
the ground revealing Frank eating McDonalds in a Trumyp toupée.

Opal:
Frank.

Frank stops eating and puts his hand over his face.

Opal:
I can see you.

Frank puts his hand down and snarls. He bites down on a chicken nugget.
Opal:

Frank, I know you love ending the world, but there have to be some good things
about it that you like, right?
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Frank:
NO.

Opal:

Listen, I get it.

I've been exactly where you are.

Maybe I'm there right now? [ don’t know.

That headspace where you're so frustrated that you see red.

That feeling where you're hopeless and also enraged.

Like the world has betrayed you and is out to get you and doesn't have any space for
you and is too big but also so fucking small.

All these expectations and social conventions and orders that tell us who we are
and who we're supposed to be.

It’s like you're not allowed to be confused.

Like you're not allowed to figure it out while the days pass.

It’s like you do some bad things, you fuck up, you misunderstand someone or hurt
someone’s feelings and all of a sudden you're a bitch.

And no one wants to be with you.

And you can count on one finger the amount of people you can call for anything.
And that person is actually a demon who you sold your soul for.

Opal grabs a chicken nugget. She takes a tiny bite and winces. She throws it out the
window and a soft “ow!” is heard.

Opal:

Anyway, Frank. It’s hard being rich and hot and beautiful.
It's hard being human.

Or I guess... being a demon?

But we can't just burn it all down and start over.

We have to try to find some way to fit inside of it.

I bet we can find a place in it, you and me.

What do you say?

Wanna try?

Opal holds her pinky finger out. Frank screeches.
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Opal:
Frank [ swear to fucking god-

Frank cowers at the mention of God and sticks out a finger. They link pinkies and
Frank screeches affectionately. Opal shrinks back.

Opal:
Your breath is killing the moment.

Frank rips off his toupée and throws it. Opal catches it and twirls it on her finger.

Opal:
Go get ‘em tiger.

Frank leaps away. The chaos comes to a still and a text rings through on Opal’s phone.

Kendall (O.S.):
Hey, saw the world ending again & figured it was you.
You good?

Opal types.

Opal:
Yeah... Had a moment after you left & then Frank went crazy again lol

Kendall:
I'm sorry, that sux.

Opal:
No, I'm sorry.

Kendall:
It's ok. I know you're going through a lot.

Opal:
Would you wanna grab boba sometime soon?
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Kendall:
I'm glad you're ok, Opal.
Ttyl

Opal looks at her phone for a minute and then puts it in her pocket. She looks at the
mess around her. She tosses the toupee on the ground.

Opal:
I think it’s time for a new Opal era. I'm literally going to be nice.

Blackout.



Draft 6/10/26 60

ACT 3

Scene 1: Opal is Literally Nice
There is nothing.

Then there is choral music.
A spotlight lands on Opal in a floral dress holding a basket and wearing a flower
crown.

Opal:
Hey.

She puts her hand in the basket and brings it out to reveal a bundle of flower petals
which she sprinkles onto the front of the audience.

Opal:

You are all just so... beautiful.
I'm trying to be nice.

Am I being nice enough?

She waits for an answer. As soon as people begin to answer she cuts them off saying:

Opal:

Thanks, I know.

I'm pretty good at it now.

I went to this retreat in the mountains or whatever and they told me that the
essence of peace lies in the fields of our imagination.

And then we sat in a field for a few hours to “meditate.

Between you and me I wish [ had shrooms so I could be like Florence Pugh in
Midsommar and feel the grass growing through my hands buuuuut I was stone cold
sober.

And like, I had no choice but to sit there with my thoughts.

And so [ just sat and thought about things.

She sighs wistfully.
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Opal:

So many things.

Like the one time I bought an ant farm and poured vodka in it just to watch the ants
shrivel and die.

Or when I ding dong ditched Betty White the same day she passed. Like did I kill
her? Idk.

Or the time I put bleach in the chocolate fountain at Christian Bale’s housewarming.

Pause.

What????

I didn’t like his acting in Ford V Ferrari.

And it wasn’t even THAT much bleach.

And he threw the chocolate fountain out after he saw me come in anyway.
Because of the last time I did it.

So.

Pause.
Stop looking at me like I did something wrong!!

She grabs a handful of flower petals and throws them aggressively at the front row.
She stops suddenly and winces.

Oh shit, sorry.
Be nice.

Be. Nice.

I’'m S00000 nice.

Her phone chimes.

Ope! Late for family dinner.
Time to put my niceness into practice I fucking guess.

She inhales and exhales and then smiles sweetly.



Draft 6/10/26 62

Opal:
Time to exhale my worries and inhale my dreams. In community, Opal.

She drifts away.
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Scene 2: Family Din Din
Opal sits at a dinner table in an opulent home with Mom, Dad, and Mary-Kate.

Throughout the scene, Actor 1 will periodically leave and come back in as one of the
sisters. It’s like when they had both of the Osborne twins play Michelle in Full House
because they couldn’t have a child on set for that many hours at a time. It’s that.
Anyway.

It’'s quiet until:

Mom:
Isn’t this nice? All of us in one room together? Just like old times?

Opal:
This is the closest thing to hell I could think of besides Louis Vuitton going out of

business but whatever you say mom.

Mary-Kate:
Hey Opal.

Opal does not respond.

Mary-Kate:
Opal.

Still nothing.

Mary-Kate:
OPAL.

Opal:
WHAT.

Mary-Kate:
Are you still dating Aaron?

Opal:
No, he broke up with me.
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Mary-Kate snorts.

Mary-Kate:
Makes sense. I would too.

Opal:
Listen you little cu-

Opal stops and takes a deep breath.

(to herself)

Be nice.

(to us)

I'm going to be nice.

(to Mary-Kate)

Thank you for your feedback, Mary-Kate.

Mary-Kate:
Loser.

Mary-Kate picks up her plate and wanders away. Dad is on his phone texting. He
smiles and laughs out loud. Mom glares at him and then pulls out her phone and
begins texting. They laugh at their phones, seemingly competing. Opal pulls out her
phone and begins texting.

Mom:

Phones away!

Family time is necessary for healthy mindsets.

It's good for us to heal old wounds by sharing space.
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Dad:

Oh brother.

Did Scott tell you that?

Sexy Scott with his beard and his flannel jackets.
Cheap flannel from Walmart.

Sexy Cheap Scott.

Sexy, sexy Scott.

He looks in the distance wistfully.

Mom:
No. My therapist told me that.
Scott told me he'd fuck me raw til I came-

Opal:
MOM.

Mom:
Sorry honey, just letting your dad know how I like it since he could never get it
right.

Dad:
Maybe if you played into the roleplay we would've had a better sex life.

Mom:
The roleplay where you wanted me to strap you?
You're gay, Alfred. Just admit it.

Dad:
I'm not gay.

Ashley enters.

Ashley:
Who's gay? Opal?
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Mom:
No, Opal is a lesbian. That’s different.

Ashley:
Lesbians are gay.

Dad:
Since when is Opal a lesbian?

Ashley:
Since she started dating Kelly? Earth to Dad where have you been? Golfing with
your gay friends?

Dad:
We're not gay!!!

Opal:
It's Kendall.

Dad:
Ken?

Ashley:
Dall.

Mom:
She’s dull?! Well Opal honey you're not the most brilliant star in the sky yourself.
Why would you tell your sister that a girl is dull. How shameful.

Opal:
I didn’t! I literally haven’t spoken!

Mom (to Dad):
Do you know a Ken?
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Dad:
Ken and [ go way back.

Mom:
Back when? Where?! Were you cheating on me?

Dad:
YOU were cheating on me!

Ashley:
OH MY GOD YOU GUYS THIS IS TOO MUCH

Opal puts her head down and slouches in her chair.

Mom:
That's different!

Dad:
How?!

Mom:
I was cheating on Scott with YOU!

Dad:
WHAT?

Ashley screams and runs out.
Mary-Kate enters distraught.

Mary-Kate:
MOM YOU'RE TEARING THIS FAMILY APART.

Mom:
It was never whole!



Dad:
Hole?

Opal:
ENOUGH.

Can you all just shut the fuck up?!

Shut the FUCK up!

Can you???

For 5 fucking seconds???

Can we sit and eat like a normal family?!

Silence.

Mom:
Opal...

Opal:
What?

Mom:

Don't you think that maybe this is a little...

Mary-Kate:
Batshit.

Opal:
Shutup, Ashley!

Mary-Kate:
Mary-Kate.

Opal:
Shutup, Mary-Kate!
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Mary-Kate scoffs and leaves. Ashley comes in, looks around, scoffs, and leaves.
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Silence.

Mom:
Opal, honey...is this about Kendall?

Opal:

No! It’s so much more than Kendall!

It’s you.

No one sees me in this family, you're all so obsessed with yourselves and your
drama and you don'’t even see me!

I feel like I'd have to

Fucking

Summon a demon or something to finally get your attention!

Pause.

Opal:

You know what?
Fuck it.
FRAAAAANK!

A black hole opens up and her parents fall through.
A burp sounds.
Blackout.
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Scene 3: Opal’s Independent Era
Opal sits on a couch in the middle of her living room. She’s texting. She looks up at us.

Opal:

I'm yapping to girls on Hinge.

I usually wait one to two weeks to respond.
It’s the thrill of the chase.

You get it.

She keeps texting. She looks up at us.

What?
You've never summoned your demon to send your parents to hell so they can think
about their actions?

She keeps texting.

I'm feeling judged by you guys and I don't like it.

It's not like I want them to stay there forever!

I just don't feel seen by anyone and especially not my family.

I only feel hurt and ignored and chastised by them and they make me feel small.
I want a break.

I need independence.

I'm in my 20’s! It’s time to be free!

It’s time to find love.

If love doesn’t come from my family, and love is hard to find outside of my family,
then I need to figure out where love is.

And I think my parents’ cage in hell has a mini fridge so it’s fine.

Mary-Kate (O.S.):
Opaaaaaaal!

Opal sighs and sets her phone down.

Opal:
Whaaaaaat!
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Mary-Kate:

Opal:
I don’t knoooow.

Mary-Kate:

Okaaaay.

We're jetting off to South Korea for the month. We're thinking about joining a K-Pop
group. Don't touch our stuff.

Byyyyyye!

Opal:
No one left but me...
Let’s go get some attention!

Opal sprints away.
Blackout.
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Scene 3: Opal Tries to be Nice
Opal sits in a cafe. She swirls a stirrer in a coffee absent mindedly.

Opal..

I'm trying to look hot and wistful to attract a mate.
Someone has to love me.

Love has to be somewhere.

Right?

A man walks by. He gasps and walks backward, then sits next to Opal. Opal grimaces
and scooches away slightly.

William James Henry III:

Opal, right?

You're the one who roasted the shit out of me a couple weeks ago before the world
ended twice!

How are you?

Opal:
Sorry, I can’'t understand you. I don’t speak loser.

William James Henry III:
Right. Sorry to bother you.

Opal:

Wait! Sorry, I'm supposed to be trying to be nice.
Hi.

Yes, I'm Opal.

What's your name again?

William James Henry III:
William James Henry II.

Opal covers her mouth and hides a gag.
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Opal:
What a...noble name.
You're the actor, right?

William James Henry III:

Actually, that's why I sat down. I wanted to tell you that after you told me that I'd
“‘do community theatre until I realize my dream is dead even though it was never
really alive and that I'll teach Theatre and English at a public middle school until I
retire to a fucking lake house in Wisconsin where I will die knowing that I never
succeeded at anything at all,” I did a lot of thinking.

Opal:
You heard me? Did I say that out loud?

William James Henry III:

Yes. At an elevated volume. But, I did some thinking. I said to myself, “William James
Henry III, what are you doing with your life?” And I decided that after years of
sporadic mediocre gigs in community theatre, I should try to find a full time job.
Ironically, I actually landed a job teaching Theatre and English at a public middle
school, and you know what? I love it! And honestly, retiring to a lake house in
Wisconsin kinda sounds like a dream. So I wanted to thank you for helping me find
myself.

Opal:
Oh wow.
You're saying that... I made a difference in your life?

William James Henry III:
You really did.

Opal:
Is that...love?
Are we in love?
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William James Henry III:

I'm actually already in love...with art. I think a lot about it and its capacity to heal.
My true love...my religion... is the rendering of humanity through artistic mediums.
What a gift we have to be able to -

Opal:
I need you to leave.

William James Henry III grabs her hand and Risses it.

William James Henry III:
Adieu.

He drifts away.
Opal drinks her coffee.
Someone else walks past, then walks backward.

Aaron:
O-dizzy in the hizzy!!! You're kidding! Opal fucking Hadley?!

Opal rolls her eyes and looks down at her coffee.

Opal:
Hi Aaron.

Aaron:
What's cooking, my dude?

Opal:
Nothing. How’s your girlfriend.

Aaron:

Ashley!

Bruh, we broke up so hard. Kinda wrecked me lowkey.
Her sister Mary-Kate thooooo... she fucks.
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Opal:
My sisters?

Aaron:

Ohhhh shit dawg. My bad. I thought I told you.

You know, I was just going to reach out to you actually.

I figured we could maybe see what'’s the word between us again?
You look so flizzity fly and we were defs in love.

Opal:
I would rather run in front of a semi-truck than ever speak to you again, Aaron.
That was not love, and I'm very certain of that.

Aaron:
How do you know?

Opal:
I don’t know... I just do.

Aaron:

No problem O-dizzle. Fo shizzle. Hey, just hit my line if you ever wanna chat. We
can talk film like we used to. Have you seen Timothee Chalamet’s Marty Supreme?
It’s this film about-

Opal:
Timothee Chalamet is on my hit list and you will be too if you don’t make like a tree

and fucking leave.

Aaron:
Goddamn!

He leaves and as he’s leaving he mumbles under his breath:

Aaron:
Bitch.
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Opal rolls her eyes and brings out her phone. She texts;

Opal:
Heyyy. Are you busy?

A phone dings nearby.
Opal looks around and sees Kendall at her own table typing away on a laptop.
Kendall looks at her phone and then sets it back down and keeps typing.

Opal:
Are you ignoring me?

The phone dings again. Kendall picks it up then sets it back down and continues
typing.

Opal:
I see you ignoring me.

Kendall sighs and picks up her phone. She looks around and spots Opal. Her face
softens and she waves.

Kendall:
Hiya, Opal!

Opal picks up her things and walks over.

Opal:
Were you ignoring me?

Kendall:
...yes?
But-

Opal:
No I get it.
That'’s totally fine.
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Opal:
I kinda treated you like shit.

Kendall:
You really treated me like shit.
And I helped you rob a bank!

Opal:
You did. Hey, guess what? I'm trying to be nice. Like nicer than I used to be.
Less...toxic.

Kendall:
Yeah? How's it going?

Opal:

...Not too great. My parents are in a cage in hell, I don’t know what love is, and I'm
honestly kind of tired of being alone. I feel really alone.

Kendall:
That sounds pretty darn difficult.

Opal:
Mind if I sit?

She pulls out a chair before Kendall can answer.

Opal:
Funny running into you here.

Kendall:
Opal, I work here. You knew that.

Opal:
I knew that. How's it going for you?
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Kendall:
Great. I've been saving up money to move to LA. Chiller pace, chiller people,
warmer weather. Perfect for Kendall.

Opal:
Oh! That'’s really so cool and wonderful!
Listen...

Opal:

I'm like... really sorry.

You defs didn't deserve my insults and my coldness and everything.
You're really awesome and I really like you and I'm so so sorry.

Kendall:

Aww Opal.

I really like you too.

Thank you for apologizing. I knew you had a nice bone hidden in there somewhere.

Opal:
I don’t know if I've got one.
I'm a bitch.

Kendall:

Hey! Bitch is a really strong and derogatory word wielded against women who
consciously or subconsciously oppose the conventions of what the patriarchy
expects of us. Youre not a bitch, Opal Hadley. You're just you.

I'd rather you be authentically and unabashedly you than try to change for anyone.
Especially not for me.

Opal begins to tear up.
Kendall:

Uh oh!
Waterworks alert!
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Kendall runs and grabs a napkin from the counter, tripping a little on the way back.

Kendall:
Here you go, Schmopal.
Wipe those tears away, your mascara’s going to run.

Opal:
This is waterproof Christian Louboutin Les Yeux Noirs. It’s fine.

Kendall:

You're going to be okay, Opal Hadley.
You're going to be a-okay.

Your apology means a lot to me.

Opal:

I want to be better.

I don’t want to hurt people anymore.

I don’t want to hurt you anymore.

You're so nice to me and I don't know why.

Kendall:
Because you deserve it! And it only takes a second to be nice to someone. It’s
actually a lot harder to be mean.

Opal:
Maybe for you. It’s like second nature for me tbh.

Kendall:

Well if you wanna give it a go...

We can work on it together?

We'll take it one day at a time!

First Monday.

Then Tuesday.

Then Wednesday we'll work on it from home and have like a Zoom session or
Google Meets.

HA. I'm kidding
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Kendall:

But I would like to make sure we have a work from home day.
For work /life balance.

You know how-

Opal stands and moves to Kendalls side of the table, asks for her hand, lifts her up
and hugs her.

They stand in their hug for some time.

They pull away.

Opal:
I'd love to work on it with you.

Kendall:
Mmk! I'll write a syllabus!

Opal rolls her eyes and laughs. Then, she gets serious.

Opal:
Do you think we're in love?

Kendall:
Oh! I think we could get there?

Opal:
When?

Kendall:

Um... I think when you kind of like
Open up?

And when you let me in...

Opal:
Am [ not open?
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Kendall:
You are most definitely not.

Opal:
How do I open up?

Kendall:
That’s VERY forward and that is a behind closed doors conversation!

Opal:
Ok and that is so not what [ was-

Kendall puts a finger to Opal’s lips.

Kendall:

Shh shh sh.

It'll all be in the syllabus.
Class starts tomorrow.

Opal (mumbling through Kendall’s finger):
What's today?

Kendall:
This!

Kendall moves her finger and pulls Opal in.
Smoochies!
Blackout.



Epilogue

Scene 1: Outro to Opal:
In the beginning, there is nothing.
Then there is Opal.

She skips on stage and stops in the middle.

She turns to us, surprised.

Opal:

Oh, hey!

Didn’t know you guys were still here!
The play is over now, you can go home.
I'm like happy and stuff.

It's a happy ending.

She smiles at us. Big and genuine. Then her smile falters.

Opal:
Are you like...waiting for something?
Oh!
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My parents are fine, I went to hell and got them out of the cage. My dad was mad he
missed his golf tournament but apparently they had some freaky sex and rekindled

their relationship.
Love is weird, I guess.

She gets a wittle shy.

Opal:
Kendall and I are moving to LA.

Away from my family and my exes and New York.
I think I'm the worst version of myself here.

I'm ready to start fresh.

Frank pops up from a black hole with sunglasses and a Hawaiian shirt.
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Frank:
LET’S HIT THE BEACH, MORTAL.

Frank brings out a bluetooth speaker and starts playing Sheryl Crow’s “Soak Up The
Sun”

Opal:
And of course Frank is coming. He’s bound to me eternally.

Frank:
THANK GOD.

The clouds part and a bright light shines down.

God:
You're welcome.

Frank moves to the sun ray and pants like a dog.

God:
Good boy, Frank. Good boy.

The ray of light goes away and Frank starts grooming himself.

Opal:

Ummm what other storyline do I need to wrap up?

My dad installed a woman as president after Frank killed Trump.

She’s working on undoing everything that Trump tore down.

Annnnnd there is no resolution for any of the men because who cares about them.
Ummmm...

Kendall enters lugging a huge suitcase. She looks at us.
Kendall:

Oh! Hey everyone.
Who are these people?
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Opal:

Honestly I have no fucking clue but they've been here so we've just been kiki'ing for
(insert show length time).

They love me.

Kendall:
I love you! Going to put this in the car.

She gives Opal a peck on the cheek and exits.

Opal:

I think that love is when someone helps you to shine and celebrates you for exactly
who you are.

Even if you're a bitch.

Opal winks and sprints away.
Frank stops grooming himself and watches Opal sprint away.
He winks.

Frank:

BYE MORTALS.

IF YOU DON'T LEAVE IN THE NEXT 30 MINUTES I WILL RIP OUT YOUR HEARTS
AND USE THEM TO DECORATE HELL FOR VALENTINES DAY.

He gives a little “toodles” wave and hops into a black hole.
Blackout.

END OF PLAY.



