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Interior of an office. There are three work cubicles with computers set up in the room, 
with an open area between them in the middle. Kevin, a mid-20s slacker, sits at one of 
the cubicles. He’s dressed in an un-tucked, rumbled dress shirt and khakis. Kevin has 
his feet up on his desk while he drinks an iced coffee and reads the newspaper. Jenny, 
early to mid-20s, sits across the aisle from Kevin. She is dressed very professionally and 
is typing away on her computer. After a long period of silence, Kevin slurps very noisily 
from his coffee. Jenny turns and glares at him, then starts typing even louder on her 
keyboard. Silence. Kevin takes another big slurp from his drink, which is met with even 
louder typing. After a period of silence, Jenny goes back to working normally. Soon, 
Kevin interrupts her tranquility.    
 
Kevin: I just don’t get why people think Megan Fox is so hot. I mean, yeah, she’s got a 

great body and everything, but she’s just got such a weird face. I mean she’s 
always got this weird look all the time. Plus, and I don’t mean you any offense 
Jenny, but the girl looks trashy. Like, she seems like the kind of chick who you’d 
catch gonorrhea or the clap or some shit from in some country-western bar 
bathroom one night after a few too many tequila sunrises. And I don’t mean that 
in like a sexist way or anything, like I’m not trying to insult women in general or 
anything, but this chick just straight up looks like she’s, I don’t know, dirty or 
something. Long silence, Jenny starts typing again. But don’t get me wrong, if 
there ever was a chance in hell, like if I won the lottery or saved Obama’s life and 
he arranged one night with Megan Fox as a reward, I would bang her in a 
heartbeat. As soon as any chance presented itself, I’d be all over that. Like 
literally any chance. If someone said that I could fuck Megan Fox in exchange for 
them like, stabbing my brother or… 

Jenny: Jesus, Kevin! Are you ever going to get anything done? 
Kevin: I do work. 
Jenny: Well you haven’t so far today. All you’ve done is go on and on about Megan Fox. 

I mean, come on, like you would ever have the slightest chance with her. 
Kevin: I might someday. 
Jenny: No. You won’t. Ever. Not even in your wildest dreams will you have a legitimate 

chance with her. Now please, I’m already behind on these reports that I need to 
finish, and I haven’t even crunched all of the numbers from last week’s output 
yet. 

Kevin: Fine. Slurps iced coffee. Jenny shoots him the iciest look possible. 
Jenny: Gonorrhea and the Clap are the same thing. 
Kevin: What? 
Jenny: They're the same thing. The Clap is just a slang term for it. 
Kevin: Bullshit. 
Jenny: Look it up. 
Kevin: Fine. 
 



Kevin sits up in his chair and starts typing. Brian, early to mid-20’s, enters. Brian is 
the happy medium between Kevin and Jenny. He is clean shaven and dressed business 
casual, but still has that just-out-of-college vibe to him. He rushes in and throws his 
stuff on his desk. 
 
Kevin: Whoa, look who decided to show up. I was starting to wonder if you were ever 

going to get to work, Brian. 
Jenny: Funny, I was thinking the same thing about you, Kev. 
Kevin: Cute.  
Brian: Guys, look I’m sorry I’m late.  
Kevin: Son of a bitch! 
Brian: What?  
Jenny: I told you. 
Kevin: So you were right about one thing. 
Brian: What? 
Kevin: Brian, did you know that Gonorrhea and the Clap are the same thing? 
Brian: Yeah. 
Kevin: Fuck! But I thought the Clap was what Al Capone died of. 
Jenny: That's syphilis. 
Kevin: Okay, you know WAY too much about V.D. 
Jenny: Where were you, anyway? 
Brian: I was running some things over to R & D for Mr. Gray. And, well… 
Jenny: What? 
Brian: Look, have you guys noticed anything weird about this place? You know, about 

S.V. Enterprises? 
Kevin: Eh, not really. But I mean, come on, we’re hardly that important to the big picture 

of the company.  
Jenny: Yeah, I’m just here for a paycheck. 
Brian: Okay, but even so, don’t you think that there’s some really strange stuff going on 

here? You know, for a simple consulting firm? 
Jenny: Not… really. 
Brian: Oh come on, all this data we’ve been inputting? The fact that there’s a Research 

and Development department at all? Not to mention all of the robotics in this 
place. You can’t tell me this is just an ordinary consulting firm. 

Kevin: Brian, come on man, what do you think is going on here?  
Brian: I… I think they’re some kind of… evil organization.  
Kevin: WHAT?! 
Brian: Look, it’s the only thing that makes sense.  
Kevin: The only thing that makes sense to you is that the company we work for is like 

HYDRA or something from comic books? That they're trying to take over the 
world? It’s insane. 

Brian: I’m telling you Kevin. 
Kevin: Maybe you’re… 
 



Mr. Gray enters. He’s a sharp dressed business man, mid 30s, with a very sinister air 
about him. He carries a stack of papers in a file. While he looks diabolical, he speaks 
with a very chipper and enthusiastic tone.  
 
Gray: Hey team! How’s everybody doing today? 
Kevin: Uh, hey Mr. Gray. We’re doing great. 
Jenny: Yep. We’re all super in here. 
Gray: Well, that’s just terrific. I love to hear that my favorite team of analysts are doing 

well. Listen guys, I really need the final numbers for the D. Ray project by end of 
day tomorrow. So, let’s get the work finished on that, so we can start up on our 
next big project! Doesn’t that sound awesome? 

ALL: Yes, Mr. Gray. 
Gray: Alright! 
Kevin: Uh, Mr. Gray? 
Gray: Yes, Kevin? 
Kevin: S.V. Enterprises isn’t trying to take over the world, are they? 
 
Long pause. 
 
Gray: Alright. Let’s get a move on people. Time’s a wasting. 
 
Mr. Gray exits. 
 
 
Kevin: See? 
Brian: What? 
Kevin: Totally not after world domination. I told you. 
Brian: That doesn't prove anything. He just walked away. 
Kevin: Exactly. If they were evil, he totally would have admitted it. 
Jenny: You can't really be this stupid. 
Kevin: Whatever. You can go on and believe that we work for the Devil or whoever. 

Me? I could give a shit. Actully, I gotta go take one now.  
Brian: Dude… 
Kevin: I'm out of t.p. at home.  
Jenny: That doesn't make it better. 
 
Kevin exits. Jenny watches after him to make sure he's gone, then slides over to 
Brian's desk. 
 
Jenny: You’re right Brian. 
Brian: Huh? 
Jenny: S.V. Enterprises is a super-criminal organization that’s out to destroy the world. 
Brian: So now you're messing me. 
Jenny: Nope. It's real. 
Brian: And you knew? This whole time? 



Jenny: Of course I knew. You’d have to be an idiot to not see that this place is a 
supervillain company. Their name is Society of the Viper Enterprises. For fuck’s 
sake, we’re crunching Death Ray statistics. That didn’t raise a red flag for you? 
Or the tank of robotic piranha in the lower level? Did you really think that was a 
normal thing for an office park? 

Brian: That did seem kind of strange… 
Jenny: Brian, come on. Of course Kevin doesn’t see what’s going on, that guy couldn’t 

be more oblivious to the world around him. But you at least kind of have your shit 
together. 

Brian: Thanks? 
Jenny: I mean there are battle droids in a hangar.  
Brian: Alright, I get it. I don’t pay attention. I mean, pretty much my entire day is just 

sitting in front of this computer typing in numbers. It’s just like every other office. 
Pause. Wait, if you’ve known that this company was so evil, then why have you 
kept working for them? 

Jenny: Where else am I supposed to work? It was hard enough getting this job. And 
trying to find a corporation that isn’t evil to work for? Forget about it. 

Brian: I just don’t know how you can stomach to collect anything from these people. 
Jenny: In this economy? Do you really think I have kind of choice? 
 
Mr. Gray enters. 
 
Gray: Hey Brian, can I talk to you about something? Just a quick word in my office? 
Brian: What? No! No, I’m not going with you.  
Gray: Come on slugger, I just want to talk to you about something important is all.  
Brian: Whatever you want to say to me, you can just tell me here. 
Gray: Well, if you say so, then I guess that’s okay.  
Brian: I’d prefer it, honestly. 
Jenny: You know what, I'm just going to go and grab some coffee. 
 
Jenny exits. 
 
Gray: Listen Brian, I’d like to offer you a full-time position here at Society of the Viper 

Enterprises. I think you’re a valuable member of our analysis team, and without 
your help our jet-pack team never would have been able to get their prototypes 
finished on time. I know that you've been doing the work of two people back here, 
that you've been carrying Kevin's slack, and the fact that you do it at a high level 
says a lot about you. You've really pulled through for our team, and we’d like to 
reward you for it. These next couple projects are going to really make a big 
difference to our long-term goals, we're going to need you to get them up a 
running. 

Brian: Listen Mr. Gray, I don’t think I can work here. Especially not since I know what 
you all do here. 

Gray: Now Brian, before you make a decision, just take a look at what we can offer you. 
 
Mr. Gray hands Brian the file folder. Brian looks through it. 



 
Brian: Wow… 
Gray: And full health and dental too. No deductible. 
Brian: No deductible? 
Gray: Yep. 
Brian: And this is before taxes? 
Gray: Laughs. You're not going to have to worry about taxes. 
Brian: Huh… 
Gray: And this (Pulls photo from file) is going to be your bonus if our big initiative pays 

off this year. 
Brian: Oh cool, I get a vacation? 
Gray: No, that island will be your bonus. It'll be our gift to you for all your hard work. 
Brian: Wait, really?  
Gray: Sure! And you can do whatever you like with it! And there are some villagers 

there, and they'll be willing to call you King, or God, or whatever you fancy. 
Brian: Mr. Gray… 
Gray: Please, you can call me Malthus 
Brian: … Look this is a very generous offer, but I can't be involved with anyone trying to 

take over the world through Death Rays or giant robot scorpions.  
Gray: Oh no, the robot scorpions are mostly just for show. 
Brian: Really? 
Gray: Oh yeah. I mean they look awesome, but are pretty useless in an actual fight. 
Brian: Anyway, I can't accept this job.  
Gray: Look, take the night, think about it. You can bring it in signed first thing in 

Monday morning.  
Brian: My answer is going to be the same. 
Gray: Suit yourself then. We can just bring in a new temp, after all, to replace you. And 

while we're at it, we might as well replace the rest of the team since you were the 
only valuable one. Kevin will get transferred to our "cannon fodder" division. 
And Jenny… well, she's much too sweet to ever be able to work outside of 
Analysis. But she can always be a guinea pig for R and D. She might not even get 
that scarred up either. 

Brian: No, don't do that. 
Gray: I won't have to, Brian. So long as you sign on, your friends can stay safe and 

sound here working with you here. But that's all up to you, isn't it? 
 
Brian takes the papers from Mr. Gray and signs them. 
 
Gray: You made a very smart choice! I'm proud to have you as a part of my team! Now, 
let's get those numbers crunched before the weekend. Never know when we're going to 
need that Death Ray. 
 
Mr. Gray exits. Jenny enters. 
 
Jenny: So?  
Brian: I took the job. 



Jenny: I thought there was no way you could take money from them because they’re 
EEVIIILLLLL. 

Brian: Well yeah, but… I had to. 
Jenny: Had to? 
Brian: … Yeah... I… I mean full medical and dental? In this economy? Where else am I 

going to find that? 
Jenny: Right. And hey, they’re evil, but at least they’re honest about it. I mean, that 

makes them better than most companies, right? 
Brian: Not like they're dumping oil into the Gulf or anything. 
Jenny: That's the way I look at it. 
Brian: So, uh, would you be up for getting some lunch today? We could head out to 

Potbelly’s or something. 
Jenny: Sorry, but I already have plans for lunch with this guy from recruiting. Oh, hey! 

Crusher! 
Brian: Crusher? 
 
Crusher, an incredibly large man enters the room, dressed in a henchmen costume 
with bandoliers all over him. He looks like a member of Cobra from G.I.Joe. 
 
Crusher: Hey Jenny. How's it going? 
Jenny: It's Friday right? 
Crusher: Heh, Yeah yeah. To Brian. Who’re you? 
Jenny: This is Brian. He just got made full-time down here. 
Crusher: Congrats. Slaps Brian on the back. 
Brian: In almost a whisper. Thank you… 
Crusher: Boss said we can take the Cyclo-Copter out for lunch if you wanna. 
Jenny: Hell yeah, that sounds awesome. 
Crusher: Cool. I'll see you later then. Nice to meet you, Ben. 
Brian: Thanks, you too. 
 
Crusher exits as Kevin is entering. Brian slumps into his chair dejectedly.  
 
Kevin: Didn't John McClain kill that guy in Die Hard 3? 
Jenny: You're just jealous is all. 
Kevin: That's the guy you're going out with? Jenny, do me a favor alright, if the 

Avengers show up to bring him back to the Cube, can you take some pictures for 
me? 

Jenny: Ha. Ha. 
 
Jenny goes back to her desk and starts working. Kevin sits with his feet on his desk 
again, reading his magazine. 
 
Kevin: Damn, Scarlett Johansson has some nice looking tits, don’t you think Brian? 
Brian: Sighs. She sure does Brian. She sure does. 
 
Blackout. 


