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OVER BLACK

ANGELA (V.O.)
In LA, you either pursue what you 
want, or become collateral for 
people out to get theirs. I’ve been 
the latter many times over, but not 
anymore. 

INT. STONE PERFORMANCE LOUNGE - NIGHT

We open on BOBBY STAPLE (40s,White), a balding yet well-
dressed man who gazes nervously past the camera to someone we 
have yet to see...

His dinner date, ANGELA L'OUVERTURE  (25,Black). The stunning 
model gazes back with a smile plastered on her face. She 
shifts her attention to us, her smile morphing into a grin.  

NOTE: Angela’s italicized words are directed to the audience 
i.e. Frank in House of Cards. 

ANGELA
(to camera)

This is one of the first moves of 
the game. As you can see, my 
opponent leaves much to be 
desired...but it’s what’s 
underneath that counts. 

A beautiful WAITRESS (Early 20s,White), approaches the table 
with a bottle of Dom Perignon. 

ANGELA (CONT’D)
And what’s in his wallet. 

BOBBY
Cheers!

ANGELA
Cheers! 

Angela cooly sips her drink as the waitress glares with envy. 

ANGELA (CONT’D)
Player haters don’t get far!

We flash between different LOUNGE PATRONS (20s-30s); the 
rich, the try-hards, the models and those who envy them, all 
chasing an allusion. 



ANGELA (CONT’D)
There’s a threefold objective to 
the game:money, power, and respect. 
“Love” has nothing to do with it. 
Take this halfwit on stage.

ONSTAGE

We land on BRIANA BRIGHTON (25,Mixed), a gorgeous singer with 
kinky curly hair decked out in boho chic attire. Her below 
average singing skills are masked by the melodic band. 

BRIANA 
(singing)

This love I’ve found, has waited to 
find me. I hope it doesn’t blind 
me...

ANGELA
She’s had money her entire 
life...access to anything under the 
sun. But her desperation for love 
and attention is tragic. 

(re: singing)
And flat.

AT THE ENTRANCE

The designer clad NACHELLE DE LA ROSA (28,Dominican) bursts 
through the doors of the venue, arguing on the phone. The 
SECURITY GUARD (30s) attempts to restrain her. 

SECURITY GUARD
Miss you can’t just--

NACHELLE
Don’t you tell me what I can and 
can’t do! Pendejo. I’m a V.I.P.!

(into phone)
MARK. You think you can ghost me 
after what I’ve done for you? Well 
call me Casper because my roster is 
stacked with men. I will not be 
silenced--

NACHELLE'S PHONE
The mailbox is now full. Goodbye. 

The line drops as all eyes are on Nachelle.

ANGELA
A classic pawn, endlessly searching 
for a prince charming to save her, 
but she only attracts frogs. 
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Nachelle sits at a V.I.P. table at the foot of the stage, 
berated by Brianna’s glare. She grabs a nearby WAITER (20s).

NACHELLE
Rum and Coke.

The waiter motions to leave, then-- 

NACHELLE (CONT’D)
Make it a double--and diet!

(beat)
Where the heck is Mia?

INT. STONE PERFORMANCE LOUNGE - BATHROOM - MOMENTS LATER

MIA STRONG (22,Black), a tomboy with long locs framing her 
tear stained face, sulks on the toilet as she fondly scrolls 
through dozens of photos of herself and SEAN (22,Indian) her 
estranged boyfriend. Mia DIALS her phone, leaving a message. 

MIA
Hey Sean...I know our fight today 
was bad, and we both said things we 
didn’t mean. I’m sorry I had to run 
out for Bri’s thing but I’ll be 
back soon...I love you. 

An Instagram notification for @seanslick pops up--a new PHOTO 
of Sean looking extra cozy with a WOMAN vastly different than 
Mia--an Amazonian (natural?) blonde.

Looking at the PROFILE of the tagged woman, she’s basic bitch 
instagram model status, with a perfectly curated profile to 
match. Dozens of thirsty men leave comments--including Sean! 

Mia’s soft sobs turn into violent weeping. A HAND offering a 
tissue appears over the stall. 

MIA (CONT’D)
Tha--thank--youuu. 

INT. STONE PERFORMANCE LOUNGE - SAME

Angela carves into her bloody steak, feasting. Bobby, salad 
in his teeth, rustles up the courage to say--

BOBBY
@AngelaLuvsU in the flesh! I can’t 
believe you’re real. 

ANGELA
Thank you. 

3.



The waitress, hair now down and tousled, approaches them.

WAITRESS
(to Bobby)

How is your meal sir?

BOBBY
Great! With wonderful service to 
boot. 

WAITRESS
(giggling)

Thank you!

ANGELA
(mock giggling)

No! Thank you! 

The waitress’ smile fades, and she retreats. 

BOBBY
I never thought you’d reply to my 
DM! But here we are. I’m the 
luckiest guy in this place.  

ANGELA
I’m glad you feel that way!  

BOBBY
So, tell me about yourself. I see 
that you model, what is that like?

ANGELA
It’s like what it looks like. 
Taking pictures and looking pretty.

BOBBY
You do it well!

ANGELA
I do many things well. 

Angela cooly sips her drink as Bobby melts--literally and 
figuratively. She notices an indent on Bobby’s ring finger. 

ANGELA (CONT’D)
So, how long have you been married?

Bobby chokes on his crouton, prompting Angela to protect her 
meal from his coughing fit. Nearby patrons freeze in fear. 

ANGELA (CONT’D)
(to Waitress, re: Bobby)

Now’s your chance sweetie!  
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ON STAGE

Briana finishes her set, and cheers erupt from the crowd. She 
looks towards her childhood nanny turned manager GARY 
GREENBLATT (40s,White), flamboyant and un-ironically dressed 
in vintage Ed Hardy, who motions for Briana to come 
backstage. 

INT. STONE PERFORMANCE LOUNGE - BACKSTAGE - NIGHT 

Briana, quickly dropping her stage persona, greets an 
ecstatic Gary as he paces in the backstage corner. 

GARY
My favorite client!

BRIANA 
And your only client. I was so 
stupid for thinking I could do 
this. Dad told me so.

GARY
Don’t let him get to you. Since you 
were a kid I knew you were going to 
be a star, just like your Mom. We 
are going to the tippy top bitch!

BRIANA 
Gary, what did I say about the 
words bitch, gurl, yaas, and queen?

GARY
S&M records called...they want to 
meet with you!

A stunned Briana looks at Gary with disbelief. 

BRIANA
Biiiittttchhhh!!!

GARY (CONT'D)
Biiiittttchhhh!!!

AT ANGELA’S TABLE

A flushed Bobby collects his breath. 

BOBBY
How did you know?

ANGELA
Many of the men who contact me are.
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BOBBY
We’ve been together for over two 
decades...I love her I swear I do. 

Bobby tears up, and Angela offers her hand. He grabs it. 

ANGELA
I’m sure you two built a beautiful 
marriage. And over time you achieve 
stability, a home. But we all 
deserve a vacation once in a while.    

Bobby ponders this as Angela rises from the table. 

ANGELA (CONT’D)
I’ll be back...take some time to 
think. You know my terms. 

INT. STONE PERFORMANCE LOUNGE - BATHROOM - MOMENTS LATER

Angela saunters past the BATHROOM ATTENDANT (50s,White) 
towards the mirror and touches up her makeup, ignoring the 
soft sobs that radiate from the stalls. 

BATHROOM ATTENDANT
She’s been crying for the past ten 
minutes.

Angela goes back to lining her lips, slipping when Mia’s 
WAILS cut through the air. 

Angela knocks on the stall, prompting a stifled response.

MIA
Hello?

ANGELA
Hey hun, what’s got you crying in 
the club?

MIA
My-my-my-my-my-boyfriend-

ANGELA
Oh no no, bring your ass out here. 

Mia exits the stall with a camera bag in hand, as Angela 
grabs a tissue from the judging bathroom attendant. Mia 
studies Angela, taking in her beauty; her sadness turns into 
rage. 

MIA
It’s bitches like you!
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ANGELA
Let it all out. 

MIA
Bitches like you who have it all! 
The “look”, the money, and you have 
to take our men too?

The bathroom attendant records Mia’s meltdown on her phone. 

ANGELA
What do women like me have that you 
don’t? What makes us so special?

MIA
I don’t know... 

Mia hunches over the sink, splashing water on her face. 

MIA (CONT’D)
I guess I never will.

ANGELA
We love less. 

MIA
What?

ANGELA
You win the game by taking, not 
giving. Come come. 

Angela brings Mia to the bathroom door, peeking out to see a 
lonely Bobby staring at his ringless finger. 

ANGELA (CONT’D)
That is my date. 

MIA
The mid-life crisis?

ANGELA
He’s just an insecure little boy, 
like all of the men in here; 
wanting to be told they’re special. 
So, I pretend to be what they need 
to get what I want. I bet you loved 
your boyfriend unconditionally, 
despite his flaws?

Mia nods. 
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ANGELA (CONT’D)
Supported him even when he didn’t 
support you?

Solemnly, Mia nods again. 

ANGELA (CONT’D)
Love yourself more. 

Angela struts towards the mirror, touching up her makeup. 

ANGELA (CONT’D)
Once you do that, you’ll realize 
how powerful you are.

(to camera)
Time to get my reparations. 

Angela exits, leaving Mia and the bathroom attendant alone. 
Mia timidly approaches the mirror, taking in her tear-stained 
face. A beat, as her pain recedes. Mia exits the bathroom. 

BATHROOM ATTENDANT
Tomorrow...at dawn. That’s when 
I’ll leave Paul. 

INT. STONE PERFORMANCE LOUNGE - MOMENTS LATER

NACHELLE
(off-key)

This love I’ve found, hope it 
doesn’t blind meee. 

BRIANA
I prefer the lyrics when I sing 
them. 

NACHELLE
Can you hook me up with someone? A 
baller. Mark is out of my life and 
I need to build a quality roster!

BRIANA
I have someone in mind...Chad. He’s 
an agent, super cute.  

Nachelle lights up at the possibilities. Mia weaves through 
the crowd and joins the table. She plops down her camera. 

NACHELLE
Mia! Where were you girl?

Briana studies Mia and her red eyes, but refuses to comment.
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MIA
Just fiddling with my camera. Do 
you mind if I crashed at your place 
for a bit? I fought with Sean and I 
think we need some space.

NACHELLE
Aw of course sweetie! I’ll whip up 
some sancocho for you. 

MIA
Uh, I love you.

NACHELLE
Honestly, I need to be wifed up! I 
need to build a forever family. 

BRIANA
We know, simmer down sis. 

(to Mia)
Did you get good pictures of me? 
You were gone for most of my 
performance. 

MIA
Yea, I did. I’ll edit them asap. 

BRIANA
Now that we’re all here, I have 
some important news to share...S&M 
Records wants to meet with me!

NACHELLE
Didn’t your Dad work there?

BRIANA
Past tense. Yes. 

MIA
I just nabbed a PA gig on a 
photoshoot for Lil’ Clorox in a few 
days. They go hard for their 
clients. Congrats. 

NACHELLE
And to think, a year ago you were 
starting your own denim company, 
but now you’re a singer! Your mind! 

BRIANA
(defensive)

I’m a woman of many talents--runs 
in the family! Drinks on me!
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At the SNAP of her fingers, a waiter delivers drinks. 

NACHELLE
(slurring)

A toast! To Bri’s inevitable 
success, to Mia’s hustle, and to 
me...finding Mr. Right!

The trio CLINK their glasses. 

INT. FAUX FACES - DAY

Posh employees work and gossip in the Beverly Hills office. 

Nachelle, hidden away in the bleak accounting department, 
fidgets in her stylish yet too-tight suit and secretly TEXTS 
Briana’s friend CHAD at her desk: “Drinks last night was so 
fun, I can’t stop thinking about it ^.^”

INT. CREATIVE PEOPLE AGENCY - DAY

Nachelle’s text pops up on Chad’s phone. He nonchalantly 
responds: “UK mamacitaaa [GRINNING DEVIL & FIRE EMOJI]” 

CHAD (29,White) returns to official business--using his 
ASSISTANT (20s,White) as target practice. 

CHAD
Right on the money!

INT. FAUX FACES - SAME

The young, privileged CEO of the Faux Faces corporation, 
WENDY CHO (28,Asian) and her ASSISTANT (22,White), prance 
past the accounting section, spotting a giddy Nachelle. 

WENDY
Texting on the job?

NACHELLE
Sorry I--

ASSISTANT
Your supervisor says you still 
haven’t turned in the report on the 
Plastique Poussey Line. 

WENDY
You better use those pudgy little 
fingers to keep track of my money 
Susie! Cute suit b.t.w.!
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