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Characters:
· Pro-Speaker- In a society with banned speech, there are some that still practice the disdained language who mentor others in hope to have freedom to express.
· Patron/ Citizen- A novice at speech, who is trying to integrate themselves with the idea of speech. Even if this is by illegal means in a totalitarian world.
· Owner- Some may describe the pioneers of speech to be wholly good, the ”Owner” is not amongst these few. Using these illegal means is purely to profit and not in heroism.
· Undercover officer- Iron fist of the dictator, she is human, but as cold as the robotic dictator who commands her.
Introduction: SET in a dimly lit, but vibrant pink bar. Multiple patrons are sat around tables and stood around socialising with loud speaking “Citizen Patron” comes in greeting “Pro-Speaker”.

Pro-Speaker: So...
Citizen: Hello! This is so strange to me! Laughs*
Pro-Speaker: Act calm man! I see you're already well versed in English. Some would rather forget that, then be truly free.
Citizen: Well, when they finally put it in legislation I always thought it was a load of rubbish.
Pro-Speaker: It is, and I don't think it's out of benevolence as some of these fools say it is. I mean pollution? Seriously?
Citizen: Yeah... anyways, where do we start?
Pro-Speaker: Sit down, and we'll start. So you obviously know how to speak, but do you write things down? Like with your hands manual instead of automatic?
Citizen: Woah... Manual? I didn't even know you could do that! Is it with your hands?
Pro-Speaker: Yes, if you adjust your visor, and pull some wires about you can access the precision grip in your hands. People used to use things like ink and “pens” but these visors mess with your ability to write, kind of scrambles your brain.
Citizen: Jesus, when DigiCorp started selling these things who knew! How many people know about this? Like is there more out there? Like this place?...
(Owner walks in, with a strange facial expression squinting her eyes.)
Owner: More out there?! Why would you like to know Puta? You got some friends you’d like is us to meet!? Cos if you do, there won't be enough body bags for them to be carried out of here!
Citizen: Woah! Woah! I ain’t one of those damn coursers alright man! I'm a freedom fighter like you!
Owner: I'm nothing of the sort you pussy, don't pretend like you know what the hell you're talking about.
Citizen: Okay man! Okay! I don't mean any disrespect! I just wanna learn how to write man jeez! 
Pro-Speaker: He’s cool Strap! He’s already paid, you're scaring off customers...
Owner: Hey Bitch, remember who works for who, my investment is the whole reason you have this gig. We gotta be careful with coursers walking about, they'll have us dead or in cuffs if I don't watch out. I know you won't.
Pro-Speaker: (Sighs)
Citizen: Anyways... manual writing...
Pro-Speaker: Don't worry about her, she's just a bit off with some the dens taking hit as of late.
Citizen: What do you mean ”hits”?
Pro-Speaker: Well, I don't think I should really get into that. Don't know who might be listening...
Citizen: Right... Okay...
Pro-Speaker: Yeah, it's been quite a bit since we started this place. Hasn’t been getting easier to conduct ourselves either. We only let a select amount of people through, who knows if someone is a grass.
Owner: Hey! More learny, less talky!
Citizen: I just want to make it known, am not a grass! Never grassed, not a grass, don't know a grass, hate the grass.
Owner: (Laughs) You seem like such a virgin.
Pro-Speaker: Strap, you really need to calm down. Why do you come in here tell me to work, and then disrupt it by making sly comments, come on...
Owner: I get that you teach language and stuff, but like you keep speaking to me like I give a damn. (Patronising) Calm down, take a deep breath, don't get so flustered, AND GET THE JOB DONE.
Citizen: I would listen to her if I were you...
(Owner stares at Citizen, Citizen looks down at ground)
Pro-Speaker: Anyways... It's very difficult to first learn to write, the masks mess with your ability to have precise grip, or control of a pen without it being limited or limiting what you can write. 
Citizen: It's so strange, they say these masks were voted on but I can't remember posting a ballot? It's just a bit strange to me but I never really bothered to research into it till it was too late.
(A figure approach's, with dead eyes and a swift but steady energy. Takes up the attention of everyone in the scene)
Undercover Officer: So... this is the den I heard about.
Owner: Den? This is a fine establishment my four legged friend!
Officer: I'm not your friend you slack jawed punk, I heard stories of this place and I thought I'd have a look...
Citizen: Be careful miss... these people are serious!
Pro-Speaker: Ermmm yes... so I'm currently teaching someone but I'm sure someone else is available?
Officer: No... I want a taster session...
Owner: Taster session? Who do you think you are coming on my turf? Insulting my patrons and my place, and then asking for a freeby?!
Officer: (glares at owner not even blinking with a cold demeanour)
Citizen: Not to but in... I don't know if this is a gang thing but I think I'll just go...
Officer: (Stops Citizen) Stay right there. I don’t want to ruin this moment for you.
Pro-Speaker: (Looks at Citizen and then at Owner) Ma’am, just calm down alright? If you paid you can get someone to help you but I'm occupied.
Officer: Help? How can YOU help me exactly? Tell me how you can HELP.
Pro-Speaker: I don't mean anything by it... please just calm down...
Officer: You people, you hide in your huts, and you live like rats. Well, sorry to say but this ship is sinking. You'll drowned like all those before you, your tiny boat is going to be swallowed.
Owner: What?
Officer: I live in light, and purpose, and justice. You all disobey and retaliate and are surprised when you get punished. 
Citizen: This lady is weird... I'm going...
Officer: No, you'll stay. Look at you, you all think you're worth while. You mean nothing, you are nothing, and you'll die nothing.
Owner: You PUTA.
Citizen: I don't want any trouble guys! Come on we're all freedom fighters here! 
Officer: I am not a ”Freedom Fighter”, you people have all the freedom you deserve and look how you squandered it!
Pro-Speaker: I think something’s about to go down...
Officer: I think it's about time we have a little fun...
(Officer reaches into her pocket)
Owner: FUCK YOU MOTHERFUCKER!
(screams)

SCENE END

