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[Sweeping shot of game show studio]

ANNOUNCER

And now, it’s time for a new 

edition of “Who Can Order the 

Fastest” brought to you by 

Seamless. Give it up for your host, 

Clint Hairbow!

CLINT

Thank you! Welcome to the only game 

show where we faithfully re-create 

contestants’ home environments for 

them to compete on “Who can Order 

the Fastest”! Let’s meet our 

contestants. First, hailing from 

Portland, Oregon, it’s boyfriend 

and girlfriend, Greg and Megan! 

Guys, why don’t you tell us a 

little bit about yourselves?

GREG

Definitely! I work at a cutting 

edge startup that makes an app that 

puts funny mustaches on your 

pictures! It’s awesome!

MEGAN

And I am a high school drama 

teacher. The kids are our future, 

Clint, drama forever.

CLINT

Wonderful, how long have you two 

been living together?



MEGAN

We’ve been dating for 4 years and 

we just moved in together 3 months 

ago!

CLINT

Wow, three months! Here’s to many, 

many more! Next up, it’s Michael 

from Phoenix, Arizona! Michael, 

what’s your story?

MICHAEL

Well, I’m 43, I run the second 

biggest lumber wholesaler in 

Phoenix, and my wife and I are on a 

trial separation, Denise, if you’re 

watching... Well, I can’t wait to 

see you again, baby. It’s all my 

fault.

CLINT

You have so much courage [beat], 

finally, we have Paula from 

Columbus, Georgia. Paula, tell us 

about yourself.

PAULA

No problem, Clint! I’ve never known 

the touch of a man, and I am the 

proud mom of 17 cats! Woo!

CLINT

Well... You know what they say... 

The touch of a cat is close to the 

touch of a human... What do you say 

we get started?!

[A living-room set is wheeled out. 
Greg lies on the couch with his 
laptop on his stomach while Megan 
cleans.]
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CLINT

Greg and Megan, you’re up first in 

this recreation of your home! Guys, 

you have 30 seconds to see “Who Can 

Order the Fastest” Starting now!

GREG

Hey, babe. What’re you in the mood 

for?

MEGAN

I was thinking maybe we could order 

sushi?

GREG

Babe, these immigrant guys ride 

around on little mopeds, dangling 

the plastic bags from the 

handlebars. I’m just saying, I 

don’t want them cooking my salmon 

when the bag swings behind his 

tailpipe.

MEGAN

That’s borderline racist.

GREG

What about Burrito Castle, you like 

their stuff, right? I mean, besides 

what the spicy burritos make you do 

in the bathroom later...

MEGAN

No, you like them, but it’s fine.

GREG

Oh, here we go. Save the drama for 

fourth period.
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MEGAN

Oh! I’ve been waiting for this! I 

hate to break it to you, Mark 

Zuckerburg, but the world’s not 

exactly waiting on pins and needles 

for you to put mustaches on their 

pictures!

GREG

Oh yeah, just like people can’t 

wait to see a gender reversed 

version of Brigadoon! Really ground-

breaking!

MEGAN

I don’t love you anymore!

CLINT

And that’s the buzzer! Wow, okay... 

Guys, unfortunately, you were not 

able to place the order in the 

allotted time.

GREG

But that’s how we order our food!

MEGAN

Yeah! We argue for about an hour, 

then I bring up getting married, 

then to distract me, Greg orders 

food online and says it’s his 

treat.

CLINT

I’m sorry, we would’ve accepted any 

order at all! Japanese, Mexican, 

whatever! Our apologies to the 

folks at home who are watching.
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[A shabby motel bedroom set is 
wheeled out. Empty bottles of 
liquor are strewn about.]

CLINT

Okay, Michael... Jesus, this is 

what you’re living in? Okay, you’re 

up! You have 30 seconds, what do 

you say we turn things around, and 

see “Who Can Order the Fastest!”

MICHAEL

All righty. Just going to remove my 

slacks, just as I would if I were 

actually in room 14 at the Motel 6 

on Freemont. Let’s see what we’ve 

got here.... Just going to fire up 

the computer and... Order some food 

online... Oh, a new facebook 

notification. Wait, what’s this? 

Wait, that’s my wife Denise, and 

she’s kissing some guy! ‘Best night 

of my life, my thighs are still 

sore’?! Oh my god. Oh my god. It’s 

her personal trainer. You bitch! We 

promised each other it was just a 

trial separation... That we 

wouldn’t see any body! How am I 

supposed to compete with that?! 

He’s 28 and his only 

responsibilities are picking heavy 

things up and putting them back 

down!

CLICK

MICHAEL

She does look happy, though. And 

man, she lost so much weight. 
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God, I’m so sad, baby come back to 

me. Remember what you used to call 

me? The king of wood... The king of 

wood. I can barely get it up now... 

The king of wood has been chopped 

down.

CLINT

Oh! Michael, Michael, Michael.

MICHAEL

I’m sorry, I’m so sorry.

CLINT

I’m sorry too, buddy. I’m sorry 

too. Well... You’re out of time.

MICHAEL

We’re all out of time.

CLINT

Nevertheless, that leaves us with 

our final contestant... Paula. 

Couldn’t be as bad as...

[A studio apartment set overrun 
with cats is wheeled out, Justin 
Bieber posters everywhere]

CLINT

Oh my god, it’s worse! Paula, 

nobody loves cats and Justin Beiber 

this much.

PAULA

I guess you could say I have cat 

scratch Beiber.

CLINT

No you couldn’t. Don’t ever say 

that, Paula. Not in a million 

years, don’t ever say that. 
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I don’t know... I just don’t know. 

30 seconds on the clock, here we 

go.

[Paula sits on the edge of the bed 
with her laptop]

PAULA

Okay... Just sign online... Select 

my food.... 3% tip.... 5% if it’s 

raining... Submit. There. It is 

done.

[Paula opens a drawer by the bed. 
She pulls out lipstick and crazily 
paints her face with it.]

[She then removes a noose from the 
drawer, fixes it to the ceiling and 
puts her head through the noose]

PAULA

I’M COMING TO YOU, JUSTIN! I 

FORGIVE YOU FOR THE RESTRAINING 

ORDERE, I KNOW YOU REALLY LOVE ME.

[The doorbell RINGS. Paula answer 
the door. A frightened deliver man 
hands her the food.]

PAULA

Look, kitties! Mama got you food!

DING DING DING DING!

CLINT

Wow...

PAULA

Did I win?

CLINT

No, I’m afraid none of us won here 

today, Paula. Well... 
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That concludes this week’s “Who Can 

Order the Fastest”, join us next 

week... Or better yet, do anything 

else instead. I’m Clint Hairbow, 

saying... Whatever.

THE END
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