
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

Master of None 301: Unforgiven
 
 
 
 

written by
 
 

Tom Kemnitz Jr

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Tom@TomKemnitzJr.com
646-902-1320

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

January 27th, 2020



OVER BLACK: The sound of a leaky faucet. 
 
Drip.
 
Drip. 
 
Drip.
 

INT. DEV’S APARTMENT- NIGHT
 
Dev strains hard, aggressively twisting the handle for the cold 
water with both hands.  
 
Drip. 
 
Drip. 
 
He repeats this process on the handle for hot water.  
 
Drip. 
 
Drip. 
 

DEV
Ahhhh 

 
He pushes the faucet- the piece of metal water comes from- all 
the way to the left.
 
Drip. 
 
Drip. 
 
He pushes the faucet all the way to the right. 
 
The drip stops! 
 
But then...
 
Drip. 
 
Drip. 
 

DEV
Fuck! 

 
Dev goes to his laptop and flips it open. He launches an 
internet browser and searches HOW TO STOP A LEAKY FAUCET. 
 
The first link is an 18 minute long how to video. 
 

DEV
Eighteen minutes?

 



He clicks the back arrow. He then selects the second link, a 
step by step guide. 
 
Schematics. Blueprints. It looks complicated. 
 
Dev goes back to the search bar. He lingers a moment. And then 
enters... 
 
BEST CHICKEN PARM BY ME
 
The top hit, GIOVANNIS, has 4.9 out of 5 stars with hundreds of 
ratings. 
 
He clicks the photos. 
 
And they are the best looking chicken parms you’ve ever seen. A 
few other dishes are sprinkled in. Also in some photos- a bald 
middle-aged Italian man, presumably GIOVANNI. But mainly 
glorious chicken parms. 
 

DEV
Aw fuck. This is happening. 

 
He picks up his cell phone and punches in the number. He stands 
up, aimlessly pacing his living room as the call goes through. 
 

GIOVANNI (O.S.)
Giovanni’s.

 
DEV

Yes, hi. I’d like to place an 
order for delivery. 

 
GIOVANNI (O.S.)

No delivery. 
 

DEV
No delivery?!?

 
GIOVANNI (O.S.)

Yeah, no delivery tonight. The 
guys are out. They’re back 
tomorrow if you want to call then, 
or you could come pick up. 

 
Dev ambles over the window and looks down to the street below. 
 

GIOVANNI (O.S.)
Hello?

 
Dev looks back to the computer and sees mouth-watering parm 
pics. He rubs his forehead.  
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DEV
...Yeah, ok. I’ll come pick up. 
Can I get a chicken parm hero?

 
GIOVANNI (O.S.)

Ok. About 10- 15 minutes. 
 

DEV
Thank you. 

 
Dev hangs up the phone and goes to grab his coat. 
 

DEV
Shit.

 

EXT. MANHATTAN STREET- NIGHT
 
It’s cold. People are bundled. Dev, now in a large winter hat, 
makes his way down the street on foot. He does his best to 
evade eye contact. 
 
Pedestrians pass him by, their faces falling into one of three 
categories: 
General New York indifference,
Mild surprise of recognition, 
or very thinly veiled disgust. 
 
A 20 SOMETHING COUPLE passing in the opposite direction side 
eye Dev and whisper to each other. 
 
Dev is clearly uncomfortable. 
 

INT. GIOVANNI'S- NIGHT
 
Dev enters. Giovanni's has an old school feel. Despite some 
discolored photos on the wall, the vibe is less about vintage 
flair than an emphasis on quality that made it a neighborhood 
staple for decades. 
 
It’s a three man operation behind the counter. Giovanni, 
middle-aged bald man from the internet, notices Dev first. 
 

GIOVANNI
Can I help you?

 
DEV

Called in a chicken parm hero. 
 
Giovanni pulls a brown paper bag off the top of the oven. 
 

GIOVANNI
What else?
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DEV
That’ll do it. 

 
GIOVANNI

Twelve fifty, please. 
 
Dev hands him a twenty. Giovanni punches a few buttons on the 
old register and hands Dev his change. 
 

GIOVANNI
Hey, I know you from somewhere... 

 
Dev searches for something to say. Awkward beat. 
 

GIOVANNI
Don’t come back in here. We don’t 
want your business. 

 

EXT. MANHATTAN STREET- NIGHT
 
Dev sulks home with the brown paper bag under one arm. 
 
More whispers. The passersby are less kind this trip.
 
Dev accidentally allows himself to make eye contact with one 
MAN, (30s, looks like someone in Dev’s peer group) the man 
spits on the ground before resuming eye contact. 
 
A WOMAN IN A 90’S STARTER JACKET, early 30s, approaches Dev and 
takes a series of cell phone pictures super close to his face 
with the flash on. 
 

WOMAN IN A 90’S STARTER JACKET
Piece of shit! You don't belong 
out in public!

 

INT. DEV’S APARTMENT- NIGHT
 
Dev sits on the couch and begins unpacking that parm.
 
With the brown paper bag off to the side and the tin foil 
unwrapped, the chicken parm looks every bit as glorious up 
close and in person as the pictures did on the internet.
 
Dev looks at it.
 
Long beat. 
 
His appetite for it just isn’t there anymore. 
 
He takes a bite anyway. 
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CREDIT SEQUENCE  
 

INT. DEV’S APARTMENT- DAY
 
Dev is sprawled out dead asleep on the couch in the same 
clothes as yesterday. Crumpled up tin foil and the remains of 
the chick parm sit in front of him.
 
Arnold and Denise assess the situation. 
 

DENISE
Shit. He’s breathing right?

 
ARNOLD

Pretty sure. It does smell like 
there's a dead body in here 
though... 

 
Arnold gestures around the room.
 

ARNOLD 
Just a sad tableau overall.

 
DENISE

It's depressing. Like deadbeat dad 
status. Like next stop sleeping on 
a stationary boat type shit. 

 
ARNOLD

Should we wake him up?
 

DENISE
Yeah I’m starting to feel 
uncomfortable watching him sleep.

 
ARNOLD

Dev.
 

DENISE
Dude, we been talking at this 
volume the whole time. You gotta 
like, yell at him. 

 
ARNOLD

DEV!!
 
Dev jolts awake via involuntary spasm. 
 

DEV
Ahh!! What the fuck?

 
ARNOLD

Sorry, I might have overdid it. 
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DEV
What? How did you get in? And how 
long have you been standing there?

 
DENISE

Using the key you gave me. 
 

ARNOLD
And I can't speak for Denise, but 
I’ve been looming over you since 
two A.M Paranormal Activity style. 

 
DEV

(warm)
No wonder I felt so safe. 

 
ARNOLD

Thanks. I want you to feel safe 
because I'm your big bud and I 
care about you. But I'm also 
concerned about you...

 
Arnold sits on the couch preparing for... an intervention? a 
heart to heart? 
 

ARNOLD
Which is why we gotta talk about 
this article on the internet. And 
the whole Chef Jeff thing. 

 
DEV

Here we go...
 

DENISE
You want us to pretend it’s not 
going on?

 
DEV

That would be a dream come true. 
It is the sole fucking 
characteristic of my existence 
right now. And all I can think 
about.

 
Dev rubs his face. But a little too hard, like a crazy person. 
 

ARNOLD
What's going on?

 
DEV

I mean, people I don’t know 
texting, calling, and emailing me 
hurtful things. 
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DENISE
That's kind of how the internet 
works.

 
DEV

But also groups I support and 
individuals I deeply respect too. 
And the people who have my back... 
You know you're in trouble when 
something called a Mad Men’s 
Meetup asks you to come to their 
next ‘mad up’ and talk about being 
a victim of literary revenge porn. 
Not sure how they even got my 
email. 

 
DENISE

Damn. Never underestimate an 
involuntarily celibate man’s 
ability to stalk. Definitely don’t 
answer that email. 

 
ARNOLD

Yeah. Incels are bad news. 
 
Dev works himself up to a sitting position. 
 

DEV
I put my phone on do not disturb, 
except for a few contacts. What 
has been harder is people who 
actually know me talking about how 
disappointed they are... Which is 
really tough. And I think my 
career is fucked. BFFs is 
canceled. Can’t see myself getting 
something else right now... I was 
the lovable Indian guy. Now I’m 
the creepy Indian guy. Nobody is 
going to want to cast the creepy 
Indian guy.

 
ARNOLD

You might be surprised. We live in 
a racist land. That could be an 
emerging type.

 
Denise’s cell phone loudly vibrates. She quickly goes to 
silence it. 
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DEV
Meanwhile, I spent like three 
hours yesterday trying to write 
something to share with people on 
social media. But they were all 
TERRIBLE. 

 
Dev holds up a yellow legal pad with many intense scratch outs. 
Kinda looks like something a serial killer would have. 
 

ARNOLD
Couldn’t you just say you're 
sorry?

 
DEV

No, then it looks like I agree 
with the current... narrative of 
events or whatever, which I don’t. 
And anything light hearted is out 
because I come off like a 
misogynistic asshole minimizing 
stuff that absolutely SHOULD NOT 
be minimized. 

 
ARNOLD

So... you’re disputing it? Or no?
 

DEV
I don’t know. Getting into a very 
public tit for tat argument about 
whether you assaulted someone with 
the person who claims you 
assaulted them seems like a really 
bad idea.

 
DENISE

Hold up. What did happen?
 

 DEV
Not all this! I just thought we 
were just having a slightly below 
average date. Then all this stuff 
comes out of nowhere.

 
DENISE

Ummm...
 

DEV
I know!

 
DENISE

No, that’s... that’s messed up... 
by you. I mean, the stuff I read 
sounded WAY below average. 
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This catches Dev off guard.
 

DENISE
That’s average for you? 

 
DEV

No! I don't mean... It didn’t all 
go down exactly like that. 

 
DENISE

How did it go down?
 
Denise’s phone vibrates again. She silences it.
 

DEV
You need to get that?

 
DENISE

I’ll worry about it later. But 
while I got my phone out, what the 
fuck were you thinking when this 
picture was taken?

 
Dev takes the phone. It’s a super close up of him from last 
night squinting and trying to block the flash. The caption 
reads, “Fuckboys Hate Light”
 

DEV
Oh shit! This is from last night. 
Some lady got right in my face and 
started taking pictures. 

 
He hands the phone back to Denise.
 

ARNOLD
You probably should limit being on 
the street right now. People are 
upset. And they are going to be 
for awhile. Few more pictures like 
that and you might become a meme 
like that one of the guy holding 
his girlfriend’s hand, but looking 
over his shoulder at another girl 
and his girlfriend is looking at 
him all upset and then people 
write in different captions.  

 
DEV

Yes. Thank you Arnold, I am 
familiar with memes generally and 
that one in particular. 
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DENISE
Actually, this one picture is 
probably enough. 

 
She hold up the picture of Dev again. This time the caption 
reads, "Me trying soy milk for the first time"
 

DEV
So I am supposed to just sit in my 
apartment being lonely and sad?

 
DENISE

YES! You fucked up dude. And the 
way you are talking about even 
right now is not okay. You need to 
think about it for a healthy chunk 
of time. 

 
DEV

Wow. I’m... you think... I...
 

DENISE
What do you want me to say? I was 
hoping this wasn’t true but you’re 
telling me maybe it didn’t happen 
exactly like this, but some 
version of this shit did happen. 
And now you are playing some kind 
of victim. This is a straight up 
problem. Not for you, but because 
of you. FOR HER, and all kinds of 
folks.

 
DEV

It was a bad date! I had no idea 
she thought it was that bad. 

 
DENISE

Dude. I been on bad dates too. A 
bunch of them. But no one is 
crying at the end of mine. 

 
ARNOLD

Kinda the case here too.
 
Dev shifts like an animal backed into a corner. 
 

DENISE
Are you just blowing through a 
bunch of warning signs and 
pursuing your own agenda at all 
costs?
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DEV
I don’t even know what your are 
talking about. Pursuing my own 
agenda? Isn’t that what the hero 
does in like every romance movie 
and rom-com pre 2005?

 
DENISE

Yo! You are sounding a lot like 
the kinda of dude who does shit 
like this. I can’t even talk to 
you right now.

 
Denise starts to leave. 
 

ARNOLD
Denise, maybe we can-

 
DENISE

Nah, man. 
 
Denise doesn’t quite slam the door, but she doesn’t close it 
gently either. 
 
Dev and Arnold sit in an uncomfortable silence. 
 

ARNOLD
I... understand kinda where...

 
DEV

-Yeah... can we just talk about 
anything else...

 
Uncomfortable silence.
 

ARNOLD
Sure.

 
More uncomfortable silence. 
 
The text alert from Dev’s phone goes off. 
 
It is face down on the other end of the coffee table. Dev looks  
to it and hesitates.  
 
He looks at Arnold. 
 
The text alert goes off again. He takes a breath and grabs it. 
 

DEV
Oh fuuuuck!

 
ARNOLD

Another angry text?
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DEV
Worse... I need to go out. Fuck! 
Should I get a car? My Uber rating 
is getting fucking pummeled by all 
this. 

 
ARNOLD

You should definitely NOT take the 
subway. Get a ride for sure. Where 
you going? 

 
DEV

My agent Shannon wants me to come 
into the office... This might not 
go well. We kind of left things in 
a weird place. 

 
FLASHBACK: EP 210- SHANNON’S SEARCH

INT. BACKSTAGE RAVEN LIVE!- DAY
 

SHANNON
You ain’t a perv too, are you?

 
DEV

No!
 

SHANNON
Don’t fuck with me.

 
DEV

What are you doing?
 

SHANNON
Trying to search your soul for the 
truth. 

 
She gazes into his soul. 
 

DEV
How long does this process take?

 
SHANNON

Shh... I’m still lookin’... 
Alright. You on the level. But I’m 
watching you. 

 
She holds up two fingers pointed towards her eyes. 
 
END FLASHBACK
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INT. SHANNON’S OFFICE- PRESENT DAY
 
Shannon's two fingers pointed directly at him.
 

SHANNON
You fucked up! Should have known 
you was a perv too running around 
with that Chef Jeff on that BFF 
bullshit. 

 
DEV

Shannon- 
 

SHANNON
I asked you! I asked you “You 
ain’t a perv too” you looked me in 
my face and said no. 

 
DEV

I’m not! C'mon, I'm not like Chef 
Jeff, that guy’s a predator! 

 
SHANNON

Dev, this shit effects me too. I’m 
trying to get this money. How do 
you think I’m looking as a female 
agent with you as a client in the 
face of all this?

 
DEV

Probably not very good. 
 

SHANNON
Pretty fucking terrible. 

 
DEV

So, are you dropping me?
 

SHANNON
You fucked up so bad it’s not even 
my call anymore. There is a 
company-wide meeting next week to 
figure out what to do. 

 
DEV

Look, you have to know that I 
didn’t think this would ever in a 
million years come up, I didn’t 
think it was an issue-

 
SHANNON

And maybe that’s the issue right 
there. 

 
She pulls a paper off her desk and hands it to Dev. 
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SHANNON
You need to talk to this woman. 

 
Dev scans it. 
 

DEV
A sex therapist? Is this a joke?

 
SHANNON

I already set it up. Four o’clock- 
Ms. Martin- She also does 
affirmative consent education. 
Which you need. What you did 
wasn’t illegal. But it was still 
fucked up. And wrong. Lawful, but 
awful. Maybe I'll help you and 
maybe I won't, but you gotta take 
a look at that shit regardless. 

 

INT. AGENCY LOBBY- DAY
 
Dev stops in the lobby of the building, pulls out his phone and 
opens the Uber app. 
 
A ACCOUNT SUSPENDED screen display pops up. 
 

DEV
Fuck!

 
He quickly switches to open up texts and selects Denise.
The following dialogue takes place over text on Dev's phone.
 

DEV TEXT
They canceled my Uber account! 

 
Three dots appear. 
 

DENISE TEXT BLOCK
The part I’m struggling with is 
either you are being a creep 
trying to pressure folks into 
something they don’t want to do or 
what they want just doesn’t even 
register for you? And I’m not sure 
which is worse.  

 
He hits the arrow at the top left and exits the Denise text 
chat. He click on Arnold. 
 

DEV TEXT
They canceled my Uber account!

 
Three dots appear. 
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ARNOLD TEXT
Ouch. Sorry. Yellow cab? 

 
Dev types...
 

DEV TEXT
I’m brown, those don’t stop for 
me.

 
Three dots...
 

ARNOLD TEXT
OK, big buddy to the rescue. Send 
me the address. 

 
Three dots...
 

ARNOLD TEXT
And try not to fuck up my rating! 

 

INT. ARNOLD’S UBER- DAY
 
Dev and Arnold sit in the back of a sedan. Arnold is WAY too 
big for the seat. He's about ten ponds of Arnold in a five 
pound bag.
 

DEV
You look comfortable. 

 
ARNOLD

I’ve learned to make do, not the 
first time none of the big boy 
cars were available. I’m the one 
who's surprised. 

 
DEV

About what?
 

ARNOLD
That Uber drivers are so read up 
on social issues that effect women 
to ban you this quickly. Or are 
you just a huge asshole to 
everybody?

 
DEV

Hey, I had a four point eight 
rating before all this. 

 
ARNOLD

What is it now?
 
Dev pulls out his phone and taps away. 
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DEV
I can't even get into the app to 
find out. 

 
ARNOLD

Sorry buddy. Sign of the times I 
guess. The landscape of what is 
appropriate is evolving.  

 
DEV

Yeah. In ways I very much support. 
But I’m definitely now seen as 
part of the problem. 

 
ARNOLD

Hey Dev... Is there other stuff 
that is going to come out? Other 
women with stories? Or anything 
like that?

 
THE DRIVER, an ethnically ambiguous man in his 50s, glances 
back in the rearview.  
 

DEV
No! I mean, I can’t imagine, all 
my other interactions have been 
mostly positive... But I never 
thought this would happen, so...

 
ARNOLD

Yikes. Well... yeah... As your big 
buddy- you might need to chill out 
on some stuff. Like fierce 
advocacy for feminism and women’s 
rights and cultural issues 
generally... Not because those 
things aren’t right, but because 
other people fighting for that 
stuff probably don’t want you 
standing next to them. At least 
not right now. Maybe you can earn 
your way back to that. But also, 
maybe not. 

 
DEV

Yeah. I know. 
 
Long pause. 
 

DEV
How the fuck did I get here? 
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ARNOLD
Couldn’t tell ya, but I know how 
you are getting out of here- Omar! 
Our excellent Uber driver who I am 
definitely giving five stars to!

 
Off dev- looking down and lost. Why is this happening to me?
 

ARNOLD (O.S.)
I’d give ya six if I could.

 

INT. UPSCALE THERAPY OFFICE- DAY
 
A post-it note stuck to a computer reads  “What is K-pop??"
 
The handwriting is... not great. 
 
Another below it reads “Cancel 4 pm. No reschedule.” A third 
and final post-it below reads “Print Schedule for Tomorrow”
 
ALANA, early 30s- ginger, business casual with a don't fuck 
with me vibe, but looks like she might have voted for John 
Kasich as a write in candidate in 2016- sits at her computer 
and squints at the post-its. 
 
She scratches her head and rubs her left eyebrow. 
 

ALANA
Ok. Last one first. 

 
Alana opens up a schedule on the computer. It is an 
indecipherable cluster fuck of colors and bars. 
 

ALANA
Jesus Christ. 

 
She looks uncertain. Then tentatively hits The command and P 
keys at the same time. 
 
A printer in the background hums to life. 
 

ALANA
One down. 

 
A message alert from someone named Christina pops up. 
 
Alana clicks on it. It reads- 
 
Dude I met on dating app: Would you like another drink?
 
ME: The MEME PICTURE of Dev trying to block the camera flash. 
 
Alana smiles. 
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She closes the message and pulls the 'Print Schedule for 
Tomorrow' post-it off of the computer. 
 
The door intercom buzzes. Alana pushes off slightly from her 
desk to reach the intercom from her wheeled chair. She presses 
the button without looking. 
 
She wheels back to her desk and checks the second post-it. 
“Cancel 4 pm. No reschedule.” She looks at today 4 pm on the 
computer cluster fuck schedule. It reads “Shannon” 
 
The office door opens. Dev walks in. 
 
Alana stares for a second too long- Is that the guy from the 
fucking meme just now? But Dev doesn’t notice. 
 
Dev walks from the door to the desk, the length of the room. 
 
Alana does her best job of acting to look busy doing anything 
else.  
 
Dev arrives at Alana's desk. She finally looks up and makes eye 
contact. 
 

DEV
Hey. I’m super early. I have an 
appointment, but it is not until 
way later. Any chance I could go 
in early?

 
ALANA

(as politely as possible)
Ahhhh, I’m sorry, we're booked 
pretty tight today. 

 
DEV

It's my fault, traveling is just a 
little hard for me at the moment. 
Had to take the ride when I could 
get one. 

 
ALANA

What time is your appointment?
 

DEV
Four P.M.

 
Alana looks to the post-it note to double check. It reads, 
“Cancel 4 pm. No reschedule” She looks to her computer screen. 
In a color block it reads "Shannon"
 

ALANA
Shannon?
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DEV
I’m Dev, Shannon made the 
appointment. 

 
ALANA

I was just about to call. 
Unfortunately, Dr. Martin is going 
to have to cancel. 

 
DEV

What? You have got to be kidding 
me. What happened? 

 
ALANA

I have no idea... This is my third 
day working here.

 
Dev does his best to prevent a mini meltdown. 
 

DEV
I wish you would have called 
before I got here, like I said, 
traveling is not easy for me right 
now. 

 
ALANA

Sorry about that, sir. I just 
found out. 

 
DEV

Did she say why?
 

ALANA
No, she didn't.

 
Awkward beat. 
 

DEV
God damn it.... Ok. What are the 
reschedule options?

 
Dev reflexively goes to pull his phone out of his pocket to 
check his schedule. Then remembers all events canceled due to 
ongoing scandal. He tries to play it cool. 
 

DEV
I could do Thursday or Friday. 

 
ALANA

Ah... Neither of those... 
 

DEV
Also Wednesday...
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ALANA
So, I was told explicitly not to 
reschedule with Shannon. 

 
DEV

Ok. Well, I’m not Shannon. And 
apparently I have to come here. 

 
ALANA

I’m sorry, sir. I can’t reschedule 
your appointment.

 
As even more pathways to a happy ending start to vanish, Dev 
reaches the end of his rope.  
 

DEV
You're refusing to see me? Can you  
do that? Honestly, I don’t even 
need to be here. I just need to-- 
I’d like to speak with Dr. Martin, 
please. 

 
ALANA

She's in a session. I... 
definitely can’t go in there. 

 
DEV

So to recap- you can’t reschedule, 
she won’t see me, she won’t even 
speak to me?!?

 
ALANA

Please don't yell. I will do 
everything I can to help you. 

 
DEV 

This is fucking ridiculous. 
 

ALANA
(Doing her best)

Sir, if you please calm down... I 
will see what I can do and try to 
get you in. And if that doesn't 
work, I can try to get you some 
other names of people to refer you 
to. And I can call you with that 
information. Does that sound good?

 
DEV

I’d really prefer to speak with 
Dr. Martin. 
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ALANA
She is going to be in there for a 
bit. I’ve been here three days and 
interrupting a session is 
legitimately the one thing she 
told me not to do. Would you mind 
waiting?

 
DEV

I don't want to wait around here 
if she isn't even going to see me. 

 
ALANA

But your appointment wasn't until 
-Sir, we can't really start 
changing the schedule just becasue 
someone walked in one day-

 
DEV

I'm having the worst week of my 
life and I just need you to cut me 
a little slack here!

 
ALANA

I AM cutting you a BUNCH of slack. 
The appointment is cancelled. Full 
stop. I can call you with other 
options be it here or elsewhere OR 
you can wait to talk to Dr. 
Martin. 

 
DEV

(dismissive)
Okay.

 
Dev heads for Dr. Martin's door. 
 
Alana is out of her chair with catlike quickness. 
 

ALANA
SIR, NO!

 
Dev reaches for the door, but Alana gets in front of it first. 
It happens fast- she blocks the door- he does not yield. They 
BANG heads.
 
Alana goes down. Hard. 
 
Dev holds his forehead. 
 

DEV
Holy shit. Are you okay?
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ALANA
No, I'm not okay. What the fuck 
was that?

 
Alana presses her hand against her head and then looks at it, 
checking for blood. 
 

DEV
I didn't think you-- I am so 
sorry. Are you alright?

 
ALANA

Just get out of here. 
 
The door opens as DR. MARTIN, an ethnically ambiguous woman in 
her 40's,  sticks her head out. 
 

DR. MARTIN 
What is going on out here?

 
Dev looks down to Alana. And then back up to Dr. Martin. He has 
the audience with Dr. Martin he sought, clearly against Alana's 
wishes. Will he honor her wishes now?
 
He takes one more glance down at Alana.
 
And then proceeds anyway.
 

DEV
I was trying to talk to you about 
a canceled appointment... and 
hoping to... reschedule it?

 
Dr. Martin tends to Alana, helping her up. 
 

DR. MARTIN
So you started throwing people who 
work here on the floor?

 
DEV

I’m sorry, we accidentally bumped 
into each other. I'm Dev Shaw. 

 
DR. MARTIN

I know who you are. I didn't when 
I agreed to help Shanny. But I do 
now. And I don’t want to be 
responsible for you. I would like 
you to leave. 

 
Dev looks to Alana.
 

DEV
I'm sorry. 
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ALANA
Just go.

 
Dev looks into the room. He sees through the open door a 
SCRUFFY WHITE MAN in his late 30s in a chair angled away from 
the door but with his full body now craned toward it. 
 
The scruffy white man’s eyebrows go up. Remaining seated, he 
quickly pulls out his cell phone and snaps a vertical picture 
of Dev. 
 
Dev is about to say something. But no words come out. They just 
oddly look at each other for a few awkward seconds.
 

DR. MARTIN
Go. Now. 

 
As a throughly defeated Dev leaves, Dr. Martin helps Alana get 
straightened back out. 
 

ALANA
(to Dr. Martin)

Who was that guy?
 

EXT. NYC STREETS- DAY
 
Dev emerges from the building, heading down the street as 
stoically as possible, but a micro crack or two in his brave 
face are already starting to appear. 
 
He makes it to a bench at the B48 bus stop seen in 210 with all 
the BFFs posters featuring him and the now disgraced Chef Jeff. 
 
He stares at the posters. 
 
Dev pulls out his phone and opens Denise's last text. He re-
reads. 
 

DENISE TEXT BLOCK
The part I’m struggling with is 
either you are being a fucking 
creep trying to pressure folks 
into something they don’t want to 
do or what they want just doesn’t 
even register for you? I’m not 
sure which is worse.  

 
Dev stars down at the phone for a long beat.
 
FLASHBACK MONTAGE OF FRANCESCA VERBAL/ NON VERBAL CUES
 
-Ep 209- Dev goes in for a kiss
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FRANCESCA
What are you doing?

 
-Francesca pulls away after Dev’s kiss in Ep 210. 
 
-Francesca telling Dev she needs more time on the helipad.
 
-Francesca leaving Dev's apartment. 
 

FRANCESCA
"I will probably go now. I feel so 
uncomfortable."

 
END FLASHBACK MONTAGE
 
Dev swallows hard. He starts to type a text message. 
 

INT. DENISE'S APARTMENT- NIGHT
 
Denise’s phone lights up, displaying a junk email for PetPlan 
pet insurance and 4 new messages from Dev... from 3 hours ago. 
 
It goes unnoticed laying on a dish towel as Michelle, Denise's 
girlfriend from the Thanksgiving episode, pulls old cans out of 
the cupboard while Denise hangs by the counter.
 

MICHELLE
Still made for a weird afternoon. 

 
She stares at the bottom of a can.
 

MICHELLE
And this minestrone soup expired 
three years ago. 

 
DENISE

I don't need to listen to your co-
workers talking about people I 
know like that- they need to shut 
the fuck up.

 
MICHELLE

Don't just get up and storm out of 
the restaurant. I was still 
sitting there. AND I had to go 
back to work with them after. 

 
She points at Denise with a can.
 

MICHELLE
You left me hanging. 

 
DENISE

You should have been behind me!
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MICHELLE
Stop it, how am I not behind you? 
I didn't say anything about your 
friend in public. What is...

 
Michelle pulls out a container of noodles with a hole in the 
side and its best days long past. 
 

DENISE
Just throw that out. I mean 
physically behind me. And I know 
he fucked up.  

 
Michelle puts the noodles in the throw away stack. She notices 
Denise's phone light up and sees the notifications. 
 

MICHELLE
Look, I know he's your friend, but 
loyalty has limits. 

 
DENISE

It's not about loyalty. I've know 
this guy damn near my whole life. 
We been through thick and thin 
together. He's been by my side 
when no one else was. 

 
MICHELLE

That sounds a whole lot like 
loyalty. 

 
DENISE

It's not! It's not some blind 
thing. Loy-

 
Michelle stops going through the can cabinet and squares to 
Denise. 
 

MICHELLE
You don't owe this guy anything.

 
DENISE

I know I don't... I'm mad as fuck 
at him! Dev is crazy self absorbed 
and people are getting hurt. 
Whether that's his intention or 
not. But I know him. He's not some 
lost cause. He just needs help. 
And not on some PR shit, but to 
see how he’s fucking up, why he's 
fucking up, and make sure he stops 
fucking up. Thats not loyalty, 
that's friendship.
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MICHELLE
Friendship has its limits too- 

 
DENISE

I can't just be his friend when 
it’s convenient for me. We're in 
it. He's not perfect and neither 
am I. But that's the deal. 

 
MICHELLE

Well your imperfect friend is 
texting you. And you got some 
email about pet insurance. There 
something you’re not telling me?

 
Denise grabs her phone and checks it. Michelle goes back to 
rooting through the pantry for what needs to go.
 

DENISE
I looked at one dog adoption 
website, now these emails won’t 
stop. Damn. This is like an 
existential crisis text. 

 
She scrolls... apparently Dev texted a lot.
 

DENISE
...I think he’s just been sitting 
at a bus stop the last few hours. 

 
Denise starts tapping away at her phone.
 

MICHELLE
If finally seeing your actions are 
wrong requires an existential 
crisis, you might be a bad person.

 
DENISE 

Confirmed on the bus stop thing. 
So I need to go pick this idiot 
up, get him home safe, and maybe 
talk some sense into him. 

 
MICHELLE

How is that your responsibility? 
And you're just going to go and 
leave me hanging again? 

 
DENISE

You should be behind me on this. 
 
Michelle looks and Denise and holds it a second. 
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MICHELLE
I'd rather stay here with these 
old cans. At least they know when 
time's up.

 
Denise reluctantly grabs her coat as she heads out from the 
exact place she wants to be into a fight she wants no part of. 
 

EXT. DENISE'S APARTMENT- NIGHT
 
Denise stands on the corner with her hands shoved in her coat 
pockets waiting for her ride.
 

DENISE
This motherfucker. Got me out here 
in the cold. 

 
She looks down and lazily swipes at a rock with her foot.
 

DENISE
Got my girl mad at me. Got me on 
the stupid side of arguments I 
don't want to be in. 

 
The car pulls up.
 
Denise starts to get in.
 

DRIVER (O.S)
Dennis E?

 
DENISE

...Yeah, close enough. 
 

EXT. BUS STOP- NIGHT
 
Dev looks at pictures of Francesca on his phone. 
 
He lingers on each one. 
 
A banner for a text from Arnold comes onto his screen. He 
clicks it. 
 

ARNOLD TEXT
I take it therapy did not go well?

 
Then an instagram link to the picture of Dev taken at the 
office.
 

DEV
(resigned)

Fuck.
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DENISE (O.S)
You just sitting out here waiting 
for people to beat you up?

 
He looks up to see Denise.
 

DEV
I don't even know what I'm doing.

 
Denise sits down beside him.
 

DENISE
You’re not cold? 

 
DEV

I was for awhile, then I got used 
to it I guess. 

 
DENISE

Dude, last time I saw you were 
sleeping fully dressed on a couch. 
Now you're hanging out at bus 
stops. Not a lot of runway left 
before you’re living on the E 
train. 

 
DEV

Actually, last time I saw you I 
said a bunch of dumb shit. 

 
DENISE

Yeah. You did. 
 

DEV
I'm sorry. I should have listened 
to you. 

 
DENISE

Just glad you figured it out 
eventually. 

 
DEV

Feels like I never had it less 
figured out. Am I just a bad guy?
Like, my big move is...coercion? 
Who does that?

 
DENISE

God damn. Yeah that's some shit 
you got to figure out. I know that 
is not the kind of guy you want to 
be though. 
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DEV 
That's why I'm just fucking 
sitting here. I don't know what to 
do. What am I supposed to do now? 

 
The bus stops in front of them.
 
The door opens.... And no one gets on or off. THE BUS DRIVER 
gestures at them as if to say 'you getting on or what'?
 

DEV
(wholeheartedly)

Should we get on that bus?
 

DENISE
Fuck no. I don't want to ride 
around on some bus. I have a life 
to get back to. Let's get you home 
so I can get out of here. 

 

INT. DEV'S APARTMENT- NIGHT
 
Dev stares at his computer.
 
On the screen is the picture of him and Francesa laying on the 
ground in the sculpture garden at Storm King.
 
He looks at the photo another beat and purses his lips.
 
He opens Francesca's contact information.
 
He hovers over the FaceTime button. 
 
He takes a long beat. 
 

DEV
Fuck it. 

 
He hits FaceTime.
 
It’s ringing. Ba-ba-ba-ba 
 
Ba-ba-ba-ba
 
Ba-ba-ba-ba
 

FRANCESCA
Hey Dev!

 
DEV

Francesca! Hey!
 
An odd pause. 
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FRANCESCA
What’s up?

 
DEV

Is now a good time?
 

FRANCESCA
Yeah. I was folding some laundry, 
it’s fine. What’s up?

 
DEV

Ahhhhh.... Look, I just wanted to 
apologize to you. 

 
FRANCESCA

Oh. Ok...
 

DEV
Yeah. I got so caught up in what I 
thought I wanted, I didn’t really 
listen to you and what you were 
saying and what you were going 
through. And looking back at it, 
that was super shitty of me. I 
shouldn’t have... pursued my own 
agenda... And...Ah, fuck. I’m 
sorry. I’m really, really sorry. 

 
Francesca tries to appear steady, but the 8/9ths of the iceberg 
below the water have definitely shifted.  
 

FRANCESCA
I don’t know why you are bringing 
this up. I thought we agreed to 
move on. You know how hard it was 
for me to talk about that. So If 
anything, it feels like you are 
doing the same thing again. 

 
DEV

Wait, what?
 

FRANCESCA
That you were so caught up in what 
you feel, you either don’t know or 
don’t care what is the effect your 
actions have on me. 

 
DEV

No! Francesca, I am so sorry. I 
just wanted to apologize. I 
realize now the position I put you 
in and how unfair that was. 

 (MORE)
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DEV (CONT’D)
And that this is a really weird 
conversation to have. But I needed 
to apologize. 

 
FRANCESCA

What you needed. And it's not even 
that. What you really want is just 
to feel better. About yourself. 
You don’t need my permission for 
that. Which is good for you, 
because I wouldn’t give it to you. 

 
DEV

Are you saying that becau-
 

FRANCESCA
Goodbye Dev. 

 
She closes her computer. 
 
A long beat. 
 
Dev is at a loss, paralyzed by too many thoughts as he takes 
stock of his life. His apartment is silent except for the 
faucet.  
 
Drip.
 
Drip. 
 
He looks over to the sink. 
 
Drip. 
 
Drip.
 
Drip.
 
He turns back to the computer.
 
Drip. 
 
Drip.
 

 END OF SHOW 
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