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Three women (CAROL, LINDSEY, and RHONDA) are at a book club meeting. Carol is 
clearly leading the discussion.  Lindsey is knitting a scarf while they talk.

CAROL(holding up a book):  So what did you you guys think of The Sound and The 
Fury?

LINDSEY: Oh I thought it was so beautiful!

RHONDA: Full disclosure, I did not read it, and I did watch all 7 Fast and the Furious 
movies.

CAROL: Jesus, Rhonda. That’s exactly what you did for Great Expectations.

RHONDA: I thought there’d be overlap!

A Doorbell rings.

CAROL: That must be the pizza! Let’s put the discussion on hold. 

LINDSEY: Thanks, Carol!

RHONDA (under her breath): Kiss ass. 

Carol walks to the door and opens it. Instead of a pizza man, CRAIG, a very eccentric 
yet confident man with a small boombox and a bag of clothes, strides right in. 

CRAIG: Is this the bachelorette party?

CAROL (taken aback): No, sorry. My friends and I are just playing a –

CRAIG: Oh please. Knitting? Chips? Dense works of modernist prose?!  I think I know
a fucking bachelorette party when I see one. Where should I set up?

CAROL: Sorry?

LINDSEY:  Everything alright, Carol?

RHONDA: Dude, where’s the pizza? There’s some sound and fury going on in my tum
right now.

CRAIG: Excuse me, I’m not just some pizza delivery boy. I’m the male stripper.

EVERYONE ELSE: What?!



CAROL: I really think you’ve got the wrong house. We did not order a stripper. 

CRAIG: Oh-ho no, I’m not falling for this again. You paid for this and you’re not 
getting out of it this easy. 

LINDSEY: Look, we really didn’t- 

CRAIG: ENOUGH! I know my raw sexuality can be intimidating to a bride-to-be, 
believe me, but I won’t hear no for answer.

He places his boombox on the ground. 

CRAIG: There’s a CD already in there. I must use the lavatory to change into my 
costume but if you could press play when I give the signal that would be greatly 
appreciated. 

CAROL: How do we know what the signal-

Craig swiftly gets close to her and places a finger on her lips.

CRAIG: Shhh. You’ll know. 

With that Craig grabs his costume bag and storms into the bathroom.

CAROL: Okay guys, this is weird. What do we do?

RHONDA: Alright, I’m pretty sure that by now I’ve actually internalized all of Vin 
Diesel’s move set so I might be able to crush his skull with my biceps… or hit him 
with a car.

She does some bicep flexing. 

CAROL: We’re not killing any strippers tonight! 

LINDSEY: Well he said it’s already paid for, so if we just grin and bear it, it’ll be over 
before we know it. And hey,  he’s kind of cute!

RHONDA: Not beefy enough for me. And why does he need to get changed in the 
bathroom if he’s just going to strip anyway?

CRAIG (off stage): I HEARD THAT! 

LINDSEY: Sorry, Mr. Stripper!

CRAIG (OS): Now…. Begin!



The girls do nothing. 

CRAIG (OS): I said Begin! (Pause) Press the god damn play button.

CAROL: Oh sorry!

She goes to press the play button and everyone else makes themselves comfortable 
around the table. The Rite of Spring begins playing.

CAROL: Are you sure this is the right track?

CRAIG: Of course it is!

With that, he emerges from the bathroom wearing a gorilla suit. Everyone is 
completely stunned.

CAROL: Rhonda, I was wrong. You can crush him.

CRAIG: Tonight’s theme is… Evolution. 

He proceeds to “sexily” begin unzipping his gorilla suit to the ominous music. 

LINDSEY: I’ve seen worse.

Underneath the gorilla suit, Craig is wearing a caveman loincloth. Once he’s 
completely out of his gorilla suit, he then reaches into costume bag and begins “sexily” 
putting ON an old-timey suit.

CAROL:  Isn’t it against the point of being a stripper to put clothes on? 

CRAIG (still putting clothes on): It’s called art!

RHONDA: A painting is art, bitch!

CRAIG: Yeah you’re telling me a painting of just red is more art than me dancing the 
entire fucking history of mankind!

CAROL: I’m questioning everything I knew.

Once Craig has put all his clothes on, he begins “sexily” removing them again.

LINDSEY: Is anyone else getting a little turned on?

RHONDA: Nope, total death valley downstairs. C’mon Carol, this is your house. Can 
you make this stop?



Carol starts clapping mock-enthusiastically and starts walking up to Craig.

CAROL: Oh wow, that was great. Thank you so much for coming to my… uh… 
bachelorette party! 

She elbows him in his half dressed side. 

CAROL: My fiance would be SO jealous.

She gives him a desperate look, hoping he gets the hint.

CRAIG: But I’m only in the Elizabethan age!

CAROL: Oh-

The doorbell rings again. 

CAROL: Hold that thought.

She opens the front door, and a pizza delivery man enters.

PIZZA GUY: Did someone order some pizza?

RHONDA: Praise Thor!

CRAIG (horrified): How dare you?!

CAROL (surprised): What?

CRAIG: You ordered another stripper?!

PIZZA GUY: Whoah, I’m not a stripper-

Craig suddenly pulls out a gun!

CRAIG: You take that hackneyed gimmick and get the fuck out! There are artistes at 
work.

CAROL: Jesus Christ! Put that away!

PIZZA GUY: It’s okay, ma’am. You see it all the time. I’ll just be-

He starts walking away, but then suddenly turns around with a gun of his own!

PIZZA GUY: Staying right the fuck here! Your move.



RHONDA: If you guys let me bring my bow and arrows, thing’s would be different 
that’s all I’m saying. 

CAROL: Can you both take this outside and get out of my house?!

CRAIG: This is between me and him, just go sit with your friends.

Carol runs to join the others. 

LINDSEY: Don’t worry, I’m sure it’ll be fine. And honestly this is way hotter

Craig and the pizza guy start circling each other.

CRAIG: Maybe you should put down those pizza boxes.

PIZZA GUY: You’d like that wouldn’t you?

CRAIG: Count of three?

PIZZA GUY: One.

CRAIG: Two

PIZZA GUY: Three.

Both men fire at once and fall back!

CAROL: Oh god!

RHONDA: The pizza!

LINDSEY: It’ll be okay guys. It’ll be okay.

Suddenly both Craig and the Pizza Guy jump to their feet much to everyone’s 
surprise.

CRAIG: If we don’t get rid of firearms, we’ll stop evolving and kill each other off. 
Thank you.

They both take a bow.

Everyone is shocked.

ALL THE GIRLS: What the fuc-



Blackout.


