
BAITED

"Pilot" 

Created and Written by

Daniel Fishbayn

dfishbayn@gmail.com
+1(416)-705-8375



TEASER

EXT. FOUNTAIN IN BUSY PUBLIC PARK - AFTERNOON

On a huge poster set up in front of a park fountain, a 
strange banner is printed in bold, green lettering: 

“NUHN: A NEW PROTEIN BAR EXPERIENCE”

Directly below it, a BLONDE GIRL with a ponytail in a “NUHN” 
t-shirt smiles at park-goers walking by. For each one, she 
tightens her smile and offers a free sample of a protein bar.

The girl is MELANIE BLANCHARD (mid-20s), and a closer look at 
her reveals her sugary smile to be entirely artificial. This 
is a job, nothing more. Her eyes are fixed on some faraway 
image in her mind’s eye, miles away.

PARKGOER (O.S.)
(Waving in Melanie’s face)

Yo! Sample girl!

She looks down as if seeing the parkgoer for the first time.

PARKGOER (CONT’D)
Yeah, I still don’t get it. What is 
it “none” of, exactly?

Melanie clears her throat and re-tightens her smile.

MELANIE
NUHN bars are one-hundred percent 
vegan and gluten-free. They’re also 
prepared in an ethical, zero-carbon 
facility, keeping your mind free 
from cruelty, guilt, and shame.

PARKGOER
But... what if I’m ashamed of 
myself independently of the bar?

Melanie’s eye twitches.

MELANIE
Then you’ll just have to grin and 
bear it like all of us, won’t you?

TANNER (O.S.)
Heyyy Street Squadster!

A recumbent bike, decked out with NUHN branding, squeals to a 
stop at Melanie’s booth. A fit blonde guy, TANNER (Late 20s), 
steps out and drops an armful of samples in front of Melanie.



TANNER (CONT’D)
No need to thank me, that’s what 
teammates are for! Which reminds 
me, I need to update your numbers--
or NUHN-bers if you will.

Tanner swings a leg over the seat of his bike and scans 
through a document on his phone. Melanie’s phone PINGS. She 
pulls out her phone and, reading something, GASPS.

MELANIE
Oh my god. I... I fucking quit! 

Tanner doesn’t hear her as he’s bumping along to hip hop on 
his Airpods. Melanie yanks an Airpod out.

TANNER
Hey--ouch!

She whips off her NUNH shirt and throws it at Tanner.

MELANIE
That’s for making me ride around in 
your stupid recumbent bike all 
summer! You’re NOT cool, okay?

TANNER
Okay, wow Melanie, that is like, 
seriously out of line. NUHN Street 
Squad policy clearly states--

MELANIE
(Cutting him off)

I just got hired at Amusify. So 
wanna know how many fucks I give?

She points to the “NUHN” bar--and then storms off, satisfied. 
Tanner, still holding his phone, googles the word “Amusify.” 

Links to CLICKBAIT ARTICLES appear on his screen: Heartbroken 
People Share Their Worst Breakup Stories. Janitors Share The 
Grossest Things They’ve Found In Bathrooms. And so on. 

Tanner looks up, beaming with genuine pride.

TANNER
Wow... Go Melanie go!
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ACT ONE

INT. AMUSIFY OFFICE - CONFERENCE ROOM - THE NEXT DAY

A bored bunch of TWENTYSOMETHINGS line the perimeter of a 
long conference table, half-asleep, watching something. 

On the central LCD monitor, a shaky video plays of a little 
boy dressed as a cowboy, yodeling in a Walmart.

LITTLE BOY
Well mama said, don’t go-ee-oh...

Seated at the head of the table, a smartly-dressed black guy 
in his mid-twenties, OLIVER, watches with a dim smile. He 
presses a button on his laptop and the video pauses.

OLIVER
Yeah, so it’s just that for another 
four minutes.

Oliver switches the LCD display to a long list of article 
titles with their performance data.

OLIVER (CONT’D)
I’d love to watch pointless videos 
all day, but instead we have to 
discuss our pointless articles!

Everybody laughs. 

OLIVER (CONT'D)
Spenny, wanna take it away?

SPENCER (25), a white guy with a flatback hat and Wu Tang 
Clan sweater, swings around in his swivel chair.

SPENCER
Yo yo! So, first things first, the 
big winner this week was Suhana’s 
article on creepy dating stories. 
We had 200k sessions on this puppy!

OLIVER
Way to go Suhana!

SUHANA (27), a young Middle Eastern woman who looks bored as 
hell, forces a smile. As the applause ends, PRIYA (24), a 
brown girl in a designer tracksuit, steps forward in outrage.

PRIYA
Are you fucking kidding me Spencer?
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SPENCER
Uh... what?

PRIYA
That was my article. Did you 
confuse me with Suhana because 
we’re both women of color?! 

Spencer instantly goes red in the face. He begins scrolling 
frantically through a spreadsheet on his laptop, horrified. 

SPENCER
Oh my god, I- I completely... I’m 
so sorry! How did I-?

Suhana rolls her eyes and steps forward.

SUHANA
Priya, no. You’re confused. You 
wrote “Creepiest Ways People Got 
Broken Up With.” I wrote “Creepiest 
Dating Stories.”

Suhana points at the title on the screen. Priya looks closer.

PRIYA
True-eee. El oh ellll. 

Spencer stares at Priya, caught between shock and relief--
then collapses into his chair. Oliver clears his throat.

OLIVER
Uh, in other news, we have two new 
content interns: Melanie...

Melanie flashes her golden smile to everyone.

OLIVER (CONT’D)
...And Gabe. 

GABE MILLER (24), next to Melanie, smiles and waves 
sheepishly. He carries a laid-back hipster vibe, wearing a 
flannel shirt and toque. 

OLIVER (CONT’D)
Melanie starts today, and Gabe’s 
wrapping up his first week. You 
both wanna give us an introduction?

Gabe looks to Melanie uncertainly. Melanie doesn’t even look 
at him as she STANDS and steps forward, tightening her smile. 

4.



MELANIE
(Like a valedictorian 
speech)

My name is Melanie Blanchard, and 
I’m absolutely thrilled to be 
joining the dynamic team here at 
Amusify. I am deeply passionate 
about the role of digital media in 
modern society. For several years I 
have been transforming this passion 
into a reputable body of work, 
first serving as chief editor of my 
school’s newspaper, then 
spearheading several digital 
literacy initiatives during my 
undergraduate years, and most 
recently contributing blog posts to 
a number of top-tier websites in 
the food retail industry. I look 
forward to connecting with each of 
you individually over the course of 
my internship, for I am determined 
to learn what drives each and every 
one of you to create incredible 
content, day after day. Thank you 
so much for your time. 

Everyone stares, a little dumbfounded. GABE clear his throat.

GABE
I, uh... didn’t realize we were 
reading our cover letters aloud.

Everyone LAUGHS. All the tension seems to dissipate. 
Melanie’s eye TWITCHES as she tries to keep smiling.

GABE (CONT’D)
Well, uh, hey I’m Gabe! I like 
movies, I like board games... My 
first week was fun! I’ve learned a 
lot about viral content... had a 
dream about listicles last night, 
which is kind of alarming. 

ANGLE ON: Melanie’s face as Gabe gets another BIG LAUGH. She 
keeps smiling, but her eyes widen into abject horror. 

OLIVER
(Still laughing a little)

Alright, so let’s move on to-

MELANIE
(Cutting him off)

I had a bad dream last night too!
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Everyone goes silent.

MELANIE (CONT’D)
...That there was a big subway 
delay, AND THERE WAS ONE. So maybe 
I should forget about this job and 
just become a psychic, right?!

No one laughs, or responds. Suhana even shakes her head in 
disappointment. Oliver breaks the silence.

OLIVER
Ohhh-kay! Quotas for next week. 
Melanie and Gabe, we’re gonna have 
you each publish a first article. 

(To all)
Everyone else, we’re scaling up for 
Q4. So it’ll be nine articles each.

GROANS from everyone.

OLIVER (CONT’D)
Any issues with the bonus program, 
feel free to raise them at Q4 
performance check-ins today.

A second, much bigger GROAN from the employees.

OLIVER (CONT’D)
Our beloved junior editor Spencer 
will be conducting those while I 
take care of some stuff for Boise. 
(”Boys-ie”).

Melanie glances around in confusion, then raises her hand.

MELANIE
Sorry... Boise? 

A guy seated at the long conference table, JONESY (25), pipes 
up. He wears a deerskin cap, a corduroy vest, and twiddles a 
JUUL-like vape in his hand.

JONESY
Boise, Idaho. Head office. We gotta 
cater to their every little whimsy, 
or else they’d grill our kahunas 
faster’n you can say “down-sahzed.” 

MELANIE
Right... okay, I have no idea what 
he just said.
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OLIVER
What Jonesy means is, there’s an 
unspoken balance here. We keep 
Boise happy, and they let us run 
our office the way we want.

MELANIE
Oh, I see. Well I’D-A-HOPE I can 
make a good impression then!

Another excruciating silence as people start to get up and 
leave the meeting room. They look straight up angry now.

JONESY
(Walking past her)

Kid, your schtick needs work.

EXT. STAIRWELL - LATER

Melanie rests her head on the concrete wall of the stairwell.

MELANIE
Fuck.

She checks to make sure no one is around.

MELANIE (CONT’D)
FUCK!!!

The sound of FOOTSTEPS above. A young woman in a jacket and 
skirt, CATHERINE (24), comes into view and tries to slide 
past Melanie on the stairs. Just as both reach a pinnacle of 
discomfort, they make eye contact.

MELANIE (CONT’D)
Woah... Catherine?

CATHERINE
...Melanie.

MELANIE
Oh my gosh! I haven’t seen you 
since, what, Grade Twelve?

CATHERINE
Yeah... are you... working here?

MELANIE
Me? Oh, uh, yes, I’m at Amusify on 
the second floor. I’m a digital 
content creator.
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CATHERINE
Amusify... they do, like, Buzzfeed 
style articles, right?

MELANIE
(Stammering)

That’s really a false comparison. 
It’s more like data-driven viral 
content for social media 
distribution. Very sophisticated.

CATHERINE
How long’ve you been there?

MELANIE
Um... first day. Hah!

There’s an awkward silence. Catherine looks more than ready 
to be on her way, but Melanie GRABS HER ARM.

MELANIE (CONT’D)
It is so good to see you... We 
should totally grab drinks! 

Catherine is silent, debating something. She goes for it.

CATHERINE
So I guess people like you just 
never “get it,” huh?

MELANIE
...People like me? 

CATHERINE
Bullies. Queen bitches. The 
Melanies of the world.

MELANIE
Excuse me...?

CATHERINE
Don’t play dumb, Melanie. Where do 
I even start? The picture you drew 
of me sucking Jake Tomlin’s dick on 
the bathroom wall in Grade Nine? 

MELANIE
Okay, that was-
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CATHERINE
Or that time in Grade Eleven you 
sent me photos of you making out 
with Alex Kalinoff because you knew 
I liked him? I could literally 
write a clickbait article... 

MELANIE
I had no idea- 

CATHERINE
...“Fifty times Melanie Blanchard 
Fucked Me Over To Score Popularity 
Points With Her Bitchass Friends.”

MELANIE
Okay, those were all jokes. You’re 
taking them out of context!

CATHERINE
And now you’re feeling lonely for 
once in your life, and you think 
I’m just gonna swoop in and forgive 
you for all that nasty shit? 

(A beat)
Good luck with your... Amusitate 
thing, or whatever.

Catherine storms off down the stairs. Melanie gathers herself 
just in time to correct Catherine-

MELANIE
Amusify...

SLAM. The sound of the door clicking shut echoes through the 
stairwell.

INT. COMMUNAL WORKTABLE - LATER

Melanie and Gabe sit across from one another at a long wooden 
table. Melanie looks incredibly tense and nervous. Gabe seems 
relatively tranquil. He looks at her, then leans over.

GABE
Hey, if you have any questions... I 
don’t know how much help I can be, 
but feel free to-

MELANIE
(Twitching like crazy)

Nope, I’m good.

A beat.
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GABE
Also, just for the record, that 
whole intern competitiveness thing 
that people here talk about. We 
don’t have to be like that.  

MELANIE
...What?

GABE
You know--like how they supposedly 
hire two content interns at the 
same time, and make them compete to 
determine who gets hired full-time.

Melanie takes this in, passion boiling within her. Suddenly, 
her face turns stone.

MELANIE
I’m taking you down.

GABE
What?

MELANIE
You heard me.

Gabe is dumbfounded. Melanie grabs her laptop and storms off.

GABE
(Calling after her)

Sorry if I somehow alienated you 
already!

END OF ACT ONE
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ACT TWO

INT. THE MIND-MELD ROOM - EARLY AFTERNOON

In a small conference room, Jonesy sits across from Spenser 
and MARIANNA (34), whose polished demeanor evinces the utmost 
professionalism. 

MARIANNA
Look, all we’re saying is, this 
particular meme crossed a line.

JONESY
Marianna, I post a LOT of memes in 
that company thread. You’re gonna 
need to be lil’ more sposhific.

Marianna pulls a sheet of paper from her dossier. 

MARIANNA
This was posted in response to the 
Privacy Waiver last month.

She holds up a printed image: it’s Agent Smith from The 
Matrix, dropping a surveillance bug into the belly button of 
a restrained Neo. Agent Smith is labeled “Head Office,” Neo 
is labeled “Us,” and the bug is labeled “Privacy Waiver.”

Jonesy looks to Spenser, smirking.

JONESY
Come on, that was spot on! Van Der 
Beek, help me out here!

MARIANNA
Why do you call him that?

(To Spenser)
Why does he call you that?!

SPENCER
He... thinks I look like James Van 
Der Beek. From Dawson’s Creek.

JONESY
No no, you are James Van Der Beek 
from Dawson’s Creek.

SPENCER
Jonesy, please, not now...

MARIANNA
I... don’t even know how to respond 
to that. 

(MORE)
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(To Jonesy)
Let’s stay focused. Can you not see 
how you’re undermining the company 
by posting images like this?

JONESY
Uhh, you’re the one who made us 
sign ‘standard’ privacy waivers so 
you could schnoop through our lappy 
tops. Come on, Marianna.

MARIANNA
No, that is a complete 
misrepresentation of the privacy 
agreement, you don’t-!

JONESY
(Overlapping)

Then why am I getting pooped on 
right now for posting-?

Spencer leans forward and holds out his arms between them.

SPENCER
Hey! Come on now, no one is pooping 
on anyone! Let’s be civil here.

Jonesy and Marianna glare at one another in silence.

SPENCER (CONT’D)
Now, we know Jonesy takes pride in 
his admittedly clever memes, most 
of which abide by company policy.

Jonesy raises his eyebrows, flattered.

SPENCER (CONT’D)
But comparing our parent company to 
a soulless movie villain? That’s 
where things get a little greasy.

JONESY
Ah, but I love greasy! Greasy is 
where I live, baby!

SPENCER
Well, could you just be a little 
less of that in the company-wide 
chat thread, please? For my sake?

Jonesy is silent for a moment. Then he smirks.

JONESY
For you, Van Der Beek--anything.

MARIANNA (CONT'D)
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Spenser and Marianna sink back into their chairs in relief. 
They begin gathering their papers.

SPENCER
Great, well as we said Jonesy, your 
articles have been performing well, 
keep up the good work-

JONESY
(Ignoring him)

Hey so where’s Black Jake 
Gyllenhaal at?

Spenser and Marianna both look up. Marianna is horrified.

SPENCER
(Quietly, to Marianna)

He means Oliver... Oliver is cool 
with it, I promise.

(Glaring at Jonesy)
Look. There are gonna be a few 
changes around here for Q4, and 
you’ll be seeing a lot more of me.

Jonesy leans in close and studies Spenser’s face.

JONESY
I’m on to you, Van Der Beek.

Jonesy keeps his eyes fixed on Spenser as he backs out of the 
room and shuts the door.

MARIANNA
What is his first name?! 

SPENCER
I have no idea.

INT. FRONT DESK - SAME

Melanie approaches the front desk, looking stressed out of 
her mind. A black woman in her early thirties, DESHAUNA (32), 
sits typing away at her computer.

MELANIE
Hi. You’re the admin person, right?

Deshauna doesn’t look away from her screen. 

DESHAUNA
Actually, I’m admin, tech support, 
HR, catering, event planning, and 
sometimes childcare. 

(MORE)
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But sure, I can be admin for you. 
(Turning from computer)

What’s up, hun?

MELANIE
I need to know everything about 
this place. All the stuff they’d 
never expect an intern to know. Can 
you help me with that?

Deshauna yawns.

DESHAUNA
Hell, I’m bored, I’ll give you the 
lowdown, top-to-bottom.

Deshauna swivels to face the two long, wooden standing desks 
that fill the main office space, currently empty.

MELANIE
Where is everyone?

DESHAUNA
(Shrugs)

Afternoon strolls. Late lunches. 
Making calls. Gossiping about 
office drama. Stuff you do when 
there’s no boss around to care.

Nearby are THE COUCHES, on which are two very attractive 
people, a guy and a girl dressed for business and chattering 
loudly. They are RICKY (30) and TAYLOR (29).

MELANIE
Let me guess: office drama?

DESHAUNA
(Laughs)

Dude is Ricky. Girl is Taylor. Ad 
Account Managers. They keep the 
money flowing.

Ricky and Taylor get close to each other’s faces, as if about 
to make out. Then suddenly, they pull themselves away, and 
begin poking each other flirtatiously.

MELANIE
Are they...?

DESHAUNA
Don’t ask.

DESHAUNA (CONT'D)
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Deshauna points in another direction, to where a meeting room 
door is SLIGHTLY AJAR. Within the crack, Melanie can make out 
a dark room lit up only by laptop screens. 

DESHAUNA (CONT’D)
You’ll notice Suhana and Priya 
disappear a lot. They’re in there 
working. I join them too sometimes.

MELANIE
What’s so special about that room?

DESHAUNA
Oh, it’s just a little respite.

MELANIE
Respite... from all the stress of 
the job?

DESHAUNA
Nah b. Respite from all the white 
people.

Melanie slowly nods in understanding.

DESHAUNA (CONT’D)
Feel free to stop by. Just know 
that in there, we make the rules.

As she says this, Suhana’s face appears at the doorway 
through a narrow crack. Her giant pupils meet Melanie’s gaze 
as she creeps back into the darkness and SHUTS THE DOOR.

DESHAUNA (CONT’D)
You already met Oliver and Spenser 
at your interview... I heard Jonesy 
insult you earlier... So that’s 
everyone. Oh, except for Evgeny.

MELANIE
Who?

Deshauna points to a dark-haired, well-built man (EVGENY, 43) 
across the office. He wears a red fleece sweater, has a pair 
of bulky headphones with a giant antennae resting on his 
neck, and types rapidly on his keyboard. 

A bulky TRANSISTOR RADIO on his desk plays what sounds like a 
SOVIET WORKSONG. He sings along quietly to the lyrics.
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DESHAUNA
As your HR Rep, I’d describe Evgeny 
as a pleasant software developer, a 
little self-conscious about his 
English skills, mostly likes to 
keep to himself.

She leans in closer to Melanie.

DESHAUNA (CONT’D)
But on the DL? Even the most 
culturally sensitive among us 
suspects Evgeny had close ties to 
Russian intelligence before he 
immigrated in Summer ‘16.

MELANIE
Well, hey now, how could you 
possibly know that?

DESHAUNA
Have you talked to him yet?

Melanie looks back at Evgeny. He’s now listening carefully to 
a hushed VOICE coming through his headphones.

DESHAUNA (CONT’D)
Oh and honey, if anyone says or 
does something inappropriate, I am 
HR, so please... come talk to me. 

(Leaning closer)
There is nothing more important to 
me than your complete-

Deshauna spots a DELIVERY COURIER walk in.

DESHAUNA (CONT’D)
Oh fuck yes, catered lunch is here!

INT. BREAK ROOM - MINUTES LATER

KRRR-IP. Tin foil lids are pulled off as the employees help 
themselves to a mouthwatering Southwestern BBQ luncheon. 
Melanie stands next to Devonna admiring it.

MELANIE
This happens every Friday?

DESHAUNA
Except when I gotta go pick up my 
son early from school. Damn kid 
gets me called up.
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MELANIE
(Staring at the food)

Aw, that’s unfortunate.

DESHAUNA
He’s a good kid. It’s just tough 
when you’re a young single mom, 
working two full-time jobs, tryna 
keep tabs on your jackass baby 
daddy 500 miles away, taking night 
classes in the hopes of eventually-

Deshauna looks to her left. Melanie has rushed over to grab 
some BBQ pork.

DESHAUNA (CONT’D)
(Under her breath)

White people.

Gabe approaches Deshauna apologetically.

GABE
Hey, um, Deshauna? Do you know if 
the cornbread is gluten-free?

DESHAUNA
Oh shit! I totally forgot you’re a 
gluten dude. I’mma call them right 
now okay? Don’t eat anything!

Deshauna hurries out holding her cell phone. Gabe rubs his 
stomach and stares at the food jealously.

THE PING PONG TABLE 

Split off from the others, Oliver and Spenser are side-by-
side leaning against the ping pong table, eating BBQ.

SPENCER
I don’t know, man. What if they 
don’t respect me the way they 
respect you?

OLIVER
You’ll be fine. Slow and steady.

SPENCER
That’s what people always say when 
they mean ‘unlikely and difficult.’

THE VIDEO MONITOR

A large monitor on the wall blinks on, as a LIVE VIDEO 
CONFERENCE CALL has begun. 
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Two YUPPY EXECUTIVES are in a conference room, eating their 
own catered lunch: the VP OPERATIONS (48) and the CFO (37). 
Visible through bay windows are endless CORN FIELDS.

SPENCER (CONT’D)
Uh... why are the VPO and CFO on a 
video call with us?

OLIVER
Oh god. This could be bad.

VPO (ON SCREEN)
So Oliver’s gone starting 
Wednesday, yeah?

CFO
Yeah, bastard is moving to Peru.

VPO
Fuck. I wanna be twenty-five again.

CFO
Worst part is, that guy is the only 
one in that entire office who has 
any fucking clue what’s going on.

VPO
Not that Spencer guy?

CFO
Not a fucking clue.

Spencer winces. Everyone else has stopped eating to watch the 
conversation unfolding onscreen.

VPO
Well, there’s always “Plan B.”

CFO
Ee-yup, if the numbers stay like 
this, we’ll cut the cord by Spring.

VPO
Keep apprised. 

Oliver clears his throat. The executives don’t hear him. He 
hurries nervously to the electronic console on the wall.

OLIVER
(Into console)

Uh, guys? Hey, it’s Oliver.
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The execs look at their screen in confusion, and finally 
realize they’re on a video call. Their faces fall as they 
grasp what just happened.

CFO
Son of a bitch.

(Into screen)
Hello, everyone!

There’s an extremely subdued “hello” from the employees.

CFO (CONT’D)
Hope everyone’s having a killer Q4 
so far! TGIF, am I right?

Dead silence.

CFO (CONT’D)
(Forced laughter)

Alright, well I’ll let you enjoy 
the rest of your lunch! Cheers!

PLIP, PLOOP. The call ends. Everyone is staring directly at 
Oliver. Oliver looks down, unable to meet their glares. 

Just then, Deshauna BURSTS IN, runs up to Gabe, and SMACKS a 
slice of cornbread out of his hand. Everyone stares at her in 
shock. She shrugs. 

DESHAUNA
(Out of breath)

Shit wasn’t gluten-free.

END OF ACT TWO
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ACT THREE

INT. COMMUNAL WORKTABLE - END OF DAY

At the long table, Jonesy hammers away at his laptop. Out of 
the corner of his eye, a group DM from Oliver pops up:

“Hey guys, sorry you had to find out that way. I look forward 
to staying in touch. Can’t thank each and every one of you 
enough for this experience.”

Jonesy perks up, and immediately starts scrolling through a 
page full of GIFs. He stops on one from “Love and Other 
Drugs,” of Anne Hathaway ugly-crying at Jake Gyllenhaal.

He pastes it into the chat bar, smiling at his cleverness. 
Just as he goes to hit enter, the screen suddenly GOES BLACK.

JONESY
That can’t be good.

He taps the screen. Tries a few key combinations. Nothing.

JONESY (CONT’D)
(Yelling)

Evgeny!!

EVGENY’S DESK - A MINUTE LATER

Jonesy walks up to Evgeny’s desk holding his laptop. No one 
there. A Soviet work song still plays on the radio.

JONESY (CONT’D)
Hello-oooo? Eugene Onegin? I 
challenge you to a duel, if you 
lose ya gotta fix my laptop!

No response. As Jonesy comes closer, Evgeny’s screensaver 
comes into view: the Soviet flag. On the desk, a small case 
for a power tool, possibly a screwdriver, sits empty.

JONESY (CONT’D)
Where are you, you red treasure...

Then he spots it: a yellow post-it on the keyboard. It reads:

MOTHER HAS CALLED. BACK IN 15 MINUTES.

JONESY (CONT’D)
D’awww, Onegin got a mommy too, 
just like errybody else!
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Jonesy leans on the desk, pulls out his JUUL, and starts 
twiddling it. He WHISTLES idly. After about five seconds, he 
GROANS in boredom. 

JONESY (CONT’D)
Come ah-n, where are you?

(Thinking)
Ohhh, I know where you really went.

INT. MEN’S WASHROOM - A MINUTE LATER

Jonesy JUMPS through the door into the washroom, as if 
springing a surprise. 

JONESY
Heeeere’s Jonesy!

The bathroom is empty except for one stall at the very end, 
with the door locked. Jonesy smirks knowingly.

JONESY (CONT’D)
(In mock Russian accent)

Eugene... Please forgive me... I 
have crossed the Greater Caucasus  
to track you down. I must solicit 
your help in this grave matter.

(Standing in front of the 
door)

Eugene? Yo!

Nothing. Jonesy crouches down--hesitates for a moment--then 
goes all the way down to look under the door. No legs. 

JONESY (CONT’D)
Heh?

As he rises, he notices something on the cieling. A LARGE 
CIELING TILE has been PUSHED UPWARDS, opening a square big 
enough for a grown man to crawl through.

JONESY (CONT’D)
Ve-wy inte-westing.

INT. HALLWAY - CONTINUOUS

Jonesy steps out of the bathroom, turns to his right. A door 
marked, “BOILER ROOM.” He tries the knob--it’s open.
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INT. BOILER ROOM - CONTINUOUS

The room is dark, except for the glow of a laptop screen. A 
quiet VOICE can be heard muttering. Jonesy walks toward it.

JONESY
Eugene?

The voice keeps muttering. Jonesy turns a corner--and viola. 
It’s Evgeny... seated on a milk crate in front of his laptop, 
whispering in Russian into a satellite phone. On his monitor 
is an intricate display of RUSSIAN WRITING next to HEAD SHOTS 
of the entire Amusify staff. 

He’s wearing his headphones, and still isn’t aware of Jonesy 
behind him. Jonesy, thoroughly weirded out, taps Evgeny on 
the shoulder. 

A FLASH OF MOVEMENT. All of a sudden, Evgeny has spun around, 
grappled Jonesy, and pinned him to the floor with Secret 
Service-level reflexes. 

JONESY (CONT’D)
Shit! Eugene! It’s me! Jonesy!

Evgeny pauses, then looks at the face of his enemy. 

EVGENY
(In thick accent)

Ah, Jonesy! So sorry my friend!

Evgeny lets him up. He beams as if nothing is wrong.

EVGENY (CONT’D)
So, what is bringing you here, to 
the Boiling Room?!

JONESY
What is bringing me here? You, 
baby! I need my laptop fixed!

EVGENY
Apologies. I have brief call with 
Mother Moscow on satellite phone. I 
am liking privacy. 

JONESY
Just out of curiosity, do you often 
climb through the bathroom cieling 
in the name of privacy?

22.



EVGENY
Ah, this is misunderstanding. I am 
attempting to find best place for 
satellite reception. Sometimes, is 
in cieling!

JONESY
Of course it is. Hey, another 
question while I’m at it, what’s up 
with your screen over there?

EVGENY
This? Why, this is Russian version 
of Amusify employee website. I am 
convincing Head Office people to 
make expansion into Russia!

JONESY
Of course you are, Eugene. I’m sure 
Mama Onegin is very proud!

EVGENY
Yes, Mother Moscow very pleased 
with Evgeny progress. 

JONESY
Hey, quick tip? “Mother IN Moscow.” 
When you say “Mother Moscow,” 
sounds like you’re referring to 
“The Mothership,” like, Russian 
central intelligence located in 
Moscow. I dunno if you’re aware, 
but there’s this crazy rumour going 
around that you used to be a 
Russian spy! Hah!

EVGENY
Hah! This is very funny. Yes, 
Mother Moscow is very intelligence! 
Now, I am fixing your lap machine.

Jonesy almost tries again, then just smiles.

INT. MIND-MELD ROOM - SAME

Spenser and Marianna are back in the Mind-Meld Room, this 
time with Priya. Priya, however is in tears. She clutches a 
Kleenex against her eyes, mascara dripping down her cheeks.

SPENCER
So, if we look at the month of 
October-
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PRIYA
WHYYYYYY. Why did it have to be 
Oliver, of all people. My fucking 
hero... He’s such a beautiful 
person.

She BLOWS LOUDLY into the Kleenex. Spenser and Marianna 
exchange exasperated looks.

SPENCER
Look, we’re all sad to see Oliver 
leaving. Marianna and I worked more 
closely with him than anyone else. 
But we have to push forward.

PRIYA
How can you say that, Spenser? How 
can you be so cold?

SPENCER
Priya-

PRIYA
I happen to know for a fact that 
Oliver taught you everything you 
know, and bailed you out more times 
than you can count. 

SPENCER
That’s not-

PRIYA
And now you’ve turned your back on 
him. The one man who truly helped 
you excel. 

SPENCER
That is... overdramatic-

PRIYA
And now who will lead us? We’re 
like a fashion line without a 
designer. Gucci without Gucci!

SPENCER
I will, okay? Oliver been training 
me for weeks, in case you didn’t 
know. And stop it with the Gucci!

PRIYA
Spencer, you and I both know that 
is ridiculous. 
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SPENCER
Wait... Which part, me leading us 
or you not talking about fashion?

PRIYA
Both!!

(Beat)
And now as if things couldn’t get 
worse, we find out they’re hella 
close to shutting us down. 

SPENCER
We are not getting shut down.

PRIYA
Enough, Spencer. Just give it up 
and admit it: you’re just as lost 
and terrified as the rest of us!

Spencer is silent, his face reddening. Suddenly, he EXPLODES 
with emotion.

SPENCER
You’re righ-hhhhht. Ahhhhhh. We’re 
fucked! We’re SO SO FUCKED.

Spencer crumples forward like a limp cactus, bawling into his 
papers on the desk. Marianna, still totally composed, just 
stares at him, stunned.

PRIYA
Where’s Oliver? I wanna hug him!

SPENCER
(Muffled)

I think he left early-

PRIYA
(Bawls even harder)

Noooo!!!

Spencer and Priya’s sobs BLEND TOGETHER as Marianna covers 
her eyes in second-hand embarrassment.

EXT. ENTRANCE OF OFFICE BUILDING - SAME

At that very moment, Oliver steps out through the revolving 
door of the office building. He pulls his peacoat tight 
around his shoulders, and takes a deep breath of fresh air. 
His face is bright, and full of hope. 

He steps forward, into the hustle and bustle of pedestrians.
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INT. LONG TABLE - END OF DAY

Back in the office, Melanie returns to the communal worktable 
where Gabe is still sitting. Gabe looks up.

GABE
How’d your first day go?

Melanie glares at him.

MELANIE
I’m not done.

Around them throughout the office, employees are grabbing 
their coats from the backs of their chairs. 

On her screen, a headline reads: “Creeped Out Housecleaners 
Share Their Most Disturbing Experiences on the Job.”

She drags a stock photo of a SHOCKED WOMAN into a content 
box. An ERROR MESSAGE pops up. She refreshes, drops it again. 
ERROR. When she looks up, GABE is putting on his coat.

MELANIE (CONT’D)
Where are you going?!

GABE
Uh... Home? It’s 5:30. I’ve got a 
date with Settlers of Catan and my 
nerdy-ass housemates.

MELANIE
But you can’t leave until you 
finish your first article!

GABE
I did... like half an hour ago.

MELANIE
No... that’s impossible. I’ve been 
working SO HARD today while you’ve 
just been... DILLY-DALLYING.

GABE
Jesus! I may be a disaster of a 
person, but lazy I am not.

She stops herself.

MELANIE
Whatever. I’m sure you skipped over 
something. Enjoy your weekend.

Gabe stares at her for a moment.
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GABE
You know, as a secular Jew, I’m a 
guilty person by nature. So 
naturally, when you stormed off 
this morning, I thought I’d done 
something wrong. But I’m starting 
to realize that with you, there IS 
no “right, is there?

Melanie TWITCHES. Gabe lets the moment linger, then smiles.

GABE (CONT’D)
See you Monday.

Gabe throws his satchel over his shoulder and goes to the 
door. Just as he opens it--

MELANIE
Wait.

Melanie writhes in her chair like she’s under torture.

MELANIE (CONT’D)
I…. Need…. Helllllppppp.

Gabe grins mercifully and comes back to Melanie, her head now 
bowed in disgrace. As he leans over to look at her laptop, 
she stabs a finger in his face.

MELANIE (CONT’D)
This never happened. Understood?!

GABE
That depends. Only if you agree to 
give intern camaraderie a shot. 
That means treating me with basic 
human respect.

MELANIE
Fuck. 

(A beat)
Camaraderie isn’t exactly my strong 
suit Gabe, if you haven’t noticed.

Gabe raises his eyebrows skeptically.

MELANIE (CONT’D)
Fineeee. I’ll play your little 
game. Just help me, PLEASE.

Gabe leans over and taps a few quick keys.
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GABE
Yeah, thought so. You had AdBlocker 
turned on.

MELANIE
That’s IT?! One goddamn key stroke? 
Are you fucking kidding me?

Gabe glares again. Melanie exhales, calming down.

MELANIE (CONT’D)
I mean... thanks.

Satisfied, Gabe smiles and heads out the door. Melanie sits 
stiffly, as if turning it all over in her head. 

MELANIE (CONT’D)
(Calling after him)

This doesn’t mean we’re friends!

END OF ACT THREE
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TAG

INT. OFFICE - AFTER HOURS

Melanie sits, still typing away on her laptop obsessively. A 
cleaner is now behind her, vacuuming the floor. 

MELANIE
Come on... come on.

Out of nowhere, Evgeny and Jonesy emerge from an unseen 
corner of the office. They’re laughing together happily.

MELANIE (CONT’D)
Oh... I didn’t realize you guys 
were still here.

JONESY
(Mock confrontational)

What, you got a problem with two 
guys staying late at work 
together??

(Beat)
Ah I’m just fuckin’ with ya. Onegin 
was fixing my laptop for me.

MELANIE
Whoa, you fix laptops?

EVGENY
Yes, Mother Moscow teach us to 
plant bug in computer!

MELANIE
I’m sorry?

JONESY
(Stepping in)

Ah, that’s just Evgeny’s quirky 
approach to English. You mean “fix” 
bug in computer, right?

EVGENY
Yes, also this!

Melanie shows her computer screen.

MELANIE
Well I am happy to report that not 
only did I finish my first article, 
I ALSO posted a meme in the general 
chat thread that got 3 “laugh” 
reactions and a thumbs up!
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On her screen is the exact same GIF of Anne Hathaway bawling 
at Jake Gyllenhaal. 

A sudden darkness comes across Jonesy’s face. He gulps 
audibly, trying to hold it together.

JONESY
(Weakly)

Well done, Melanie.

MELANIE
You saw Oliver’s comment about him 
moving to Peru, right?

JONESY
Yes, I did. Quite apropos on your 
part. Now if you’ll both excuse me, 
I need to go cry unfulfilled meme 
tears in the bathroom.

He WHIMPERS and walks out of the office.

EVGENY
I understand. He is upset--like 
when Mother Moscow discover enemy 
rat in headquarters. She order me 
to destroy rat with bare hands!

Evgeny chuckles, reliving the memory in his head. Melanie 
just stares at him, speechless.

END OF EPISODE
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