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FADE IN:

INT. OFFICE - DAY

Blank white walls surround the minuscule office. A family 
picture is displayed on the tidy desk next to a small laptop.

BRANDON, 32, dressed in a suit, hair neatly combed back, 
checks the time on his watch. A KNOCK is heard on the door.

The door creaks open as STACY, also 32, enters with some 
files in her hand. Brandon bounces from his seat and stumbles 
into the desk in front of him.

He lifts himself up as he shakes Stacy's hand.

STACY
Brandon. Long time huh?

BRANDON
I'll say.

Stacy takes a seat behind her desk and places the files down. 
She flips through some pages.

STACY
Hmm...interesting. For skills you 
wrote team leader, compassionate, and 
hard worker.

BRANDON
That's good isn't it?

STACY
To be honest, I've never seen that 
side of you before.

Brandon nervously nods as he twiddles his thumbs.

STACY      (CONT'D) 
Tell me, how would you describe 
yourself in one word?

BRANDON (V.O)
Don't screw this up! You got this.

Brandon frantically searches the room with his eyes for a 
moment as his leg bounces.

BRANDON
Confident.
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Stacy jots some notes on a piece of paper. Brandon takes a 
tissue from his pocket, wiping the sweat off of his head.

STACY
How would you rate your customer 
service skills?

BRANDON
I guess you could say I'm a people 
person. I've never had any complaints.

STACY
No complaints? Give me an example.

Brandon ponders for a brief moment as he leans back in his 
chair. Stacy impatiently taps her pen.

BRANDON
Let's see...there was this one time at 
Amazon where someone complained about 
a package they received...

BEGIN FLASHBACK

INT. AMAZON HQ - OFFICE - DAY

Phones ring off the hook as EMPLOYEES, wearing headsets, 
answer the calls in their cubicles.

Brandon frantically types on the computer while on the phone.

BRANDON
(into phone)

According to your records, it says the 
package should've arrived this 
afternoon...Are you sure you put in 
the right address?

Brandon scrolls down on the computer screen.

BRANDON        (CONT'D) 
(into phone)

My manager? Ma'am that won't be 
necessary! Look, if it doesn't come 
within the next day or so--

The phone on the other end clicks.

Brandon slaps his hand against his forehead.
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INT. OFFICE - DAY

BACK TO SCENE

Stacy scribbles a few notes on some paper as Brandon examines 
the framed picture on her desk.

BRANDON
You're married?

STACY
Divorced.

BRANDON
Oh. Sorry to hear that.

STACY
Well shit happens. So, back to you. 
Where do you see yourself in five 
years from now?

BRANDON
(whispering to himself)

With you.

STACY
What was that?

BRANDON
I said uh...making our customers feel 
satisfied with their needs and knowing 
they're being taken care of.

Stacy raises an eyebrow. She's not buying it.

STACY
Why are you really here?

BRANDON
To get a job. Why else?

STACY
No seriously, after all these years, 
why apply for this position?

BRANDON
(getting defensive)

You really want to know why?

STACY
Yes. Explain.
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BRANDON
So much has changed since high school. 
I've been...lost and alone. I didn't 
know who I was! Then I met you.

Brandon rises from his chair, cupping his hands over Stacy's.

BRANDON        (CONT'D) 
You were there for me. You motivated 
me to do my best! When I was knocked 
down, you lifted me up!

Stacy removes her hands from Brandon, shaking her head as she 
continues to jot more notes on a piece of paper.

BRANDON        (CONT'D) 
Admit it! There was a genuine 
connection there! But no, you had to 
be with Chris Thompson!

STACY
It was fifteen years ago! Get over it!

Brandon throws his chair back.

BRANDON
Why should I? I confessed my feelings 
and you ripped my heart out!

Brandon turns away from Stacy, crossing his arms.

BRANDON        (CONT'D) 
I could've gave you the life you've 
always wanted, but instead you chose 
the biggest asshole on the planet 
instead of me!

Stacy organizes the files on her desk and cautiously rises 
from her chair.

STACY
I'm sorry I hurt you, but what choice 
did I have?

BRANDON
You could've gave me a chance! How 
about dinner? Tonight.

Stacy shakes her head.
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BRANDON        (CONT'D) 
Tomorrow night?

STACY
Brandon, I'm not interested. Never had 
been. Never will.

BRANDON
What was I to you then?

STACY
Nothing! You were just a..a doormat 
for everyone to walk all over. Maybe 
we would've ended up together if you 
stood up to Chris! But did you? No!

Silence fills the room as Brandon lifts the chair from the 
floor and places it back in its original position. They 
resume their seats.

Brandon softly sighs as Stacy searches through her files.

BRANDON (V.O)
Way to go dumb ass.

STACY
So, now that's out of the way, are you 
still interested in the job?

BRANDON
Yes. I've been ready for this my 
entire life!

STACY
And you know this is a business 
relationship and nothing more.

BRANDON
Understood.

STACY
One final question. Why this job?

BRANDON
I used to work in sales. Sales is my 
life! It's what I'm good at. Sure 
sometimes people turn down my offers, 
but I have to brush myself off and 
move on to the next person.

Brandon rises from his chair and paces around the room.
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Brandon takes a pen from the desk.

BRANDON        (CONT'D) 
Let's say I wanted to sell this pen to 
you. Would you take it? Of course not! 
You already have dozens of those so 
why buy another pen?

Brandon places the pen on the desk and takes an identical 
pen. He holds each pen in one hand.

BRANDON        (CONT'D) 
What happens if you are running low on 
ink and need a new pen? The one on the 
left has less ink than the one on the 
right. Listen.

Brandon waves each pen for a brief moment as Stacy leans 
forward. Her toes briefly tap from underneath her desk.

BRANDON        (CONT'D) 
But then again, who needs these pens 
when you have plenty of pens in your 
desk that have fresh ink in them?

Brandon tosses the pens behind him. He leans forward, placing 
one hand on the desk, cracking a smirk.

BRANDON        (CONT'D) 
So, even if you're not interested, I'm 
okay with that. Because like love, 
there are plenty of fish in the sea, 
dying for a pen like that.

Brandon resumes his seat. Stacy bolts up from her chair and 
extends her hand.

STACY
That was...amazing! Impressive! We'll 
keep in touch.

Brandon and Stacy shake hands.

                                                     FADE OUT 


