
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Traffick 
  



 

SCENE 1:  
UKRAINIAN HOSPITAL SURGERY: 2012 

/As the lights come up we hear the sounds of an operating room. 

A  Surgeon  enters pushing  Vanya  on a hospital bed. 

He is followed by  Dasha  

Malinov  enters last and silently watches their actions, hands in her pockets. 

 

Surgeon. This is the room.  

Dasha Is there anyone else? 

Surgeon. Due to the. nature of this. operation. I will be performing it myself. 

Dasha Will it succeed. 

Surgeon. Yes. 

Dasha And if it doesn’t. 

Surgeon. As I understand. there is. little chance of failure. 

Dasha. 

Surgeon. You said that he is. passing on. today. didn’t you?  

Dasha ...yes. What about the money. 

Surgeon. You’ll get it after the operation. Our man is ready outside when you are ready to leave. 

 

/Vanya  stirs/ 

 

Surgeon. I thought you sedated him. 

Dasha. I did. 

Surgeon. Perhaps he needed a bigger dose. He is a big man. 

Dasha. He is just a boy. 

Surgeon. I’ll put him under. He won’t feel a thing. 

Malinov. / suddenly/  Let me do it. 

Surgeon. Excuse me? 

Malinov. He is my brother. I want to say goodbye. 

Dasha. 



Surgeon. Very well. /prepares a needle with sedative/  It works quickly.  

Malinov. Thank you.  

 

/ Malinov  crosses to the  Surgeon  and takes the needle. 

She crosses to  Vanya , who stirs again, leans in close and whispers something in his ear. 

In a flash  Malinov  injects  Dasha  with the sedative, draws a gun and points it at the  Surgeon. 

Dasha  collapses on the floor. / 

 

Malinov. You listen to me now. That is my brother. He’s not going to die today. He needs a new heart. 

One of the same blood. You are going to put it in him. 

Surgeon. You want me to…? 

Malinov. You’ll do it! You’re going to- 

Surgeon. That’s murder! 

Malinov. I don’t care. I don’t care! She was going to do the same! To her son. To miy malenʹkyy brat. 

You do it now! 

Surgeon. I. I. can’t - 

Malinov. Shut up! You’ll do it! You will or I’ll shoot you. Do you understand! You’ll never leave this 

room. Put her on the table. Do it now! 

 

/ The Surgeon  does so/ 

 

If he dies. you die. 

 

Surgeon. - 

Malinov. No more words! Get to work. 

 

/ Malinov  picks up a scalpel and tosses it to him. Gun still pointed strong./ 

 

 

SCENE 2:  
DONNA’S APARTMENT: 2016 

/We find  Donna  center stage at the table with her laptop. 



On the screen we see a space kitten. 

Daniel  enters with a paper bag in hand/ 

 

Daniel. Hey love!  

Donna. /still engrossed/  Hey. 

Daniel. Did you get my message? 

Donna. No, sorry. What’s up? 

Daniel. Oh just wondering if you were home.  

Donna. I am. 

Daniel. Good news. Whatcha doing there? 

Donna. Working. Freelance, stuff. 

Daniel. Gotcha. Good stuff? 

Donna. Absolutely. Writing some code for a space kittens website. 

Daniel. Where did you find that gig? 

Donna. Reddit. 

Daniel. Reddit? 

Donna. Reddit. 

Daniel. Really? 

Donna. Really.  It’s the biggest space kitten photo gallery on the internet. They curate submissions of 

visual media and allow infinite downloads. 

Daniel. Do they pay? 

Donna. Daniel. Kittens in space. An infinite gallery. I have eighteen gigs of kittens in space. Look at this 

one, he’s in a little suit and he has little piles of cash floating out of a little nebula and he’s just got that 

little kitten smirk like, “I’m the most businessy kitten ever!” How can you scough? 

Daniel. Guess I can’t. 

Donna. What? 

Daniel. Nothing. 

Donna. No. What is it? 

Daniel. It’s nothing. 

Donna. Really? 

Daniel. Really. Well here’s some good news. Rent is paid, and I bought some beverage. 

Donna. Hoorah! Damn straight baby! 

 



/ Daniel  kisses  Donna/  

 

Donna. Let’s get that poured. 

Daniel. Yes ma’am. 

 

/ Donna  exits with the bottle. 

Daniel  opens  Donna’s  laptop. 

The screen is shared on the projector./ 

 

Daniel. Want to watch a show or something? 

Donna. /offstage/  Sure! 

Daniel. What’s your password? 

Donna. I’ll come get it in a sec.  

Daniel. Hey now I’m living in your home. Tell me! 

Donna. Girl’s gotta have her secrets. 

Daniel. I thought you trusted me. 

Donna. I wouldn’t give my mother my password. 

Daniel. Well I’m not your mother. 

Donna. I expect to have some privacy. 

Daniel. We’re living together! 

Donna. What does that have to do with my password. 

Daniel. I don’t know. Lock and key. 

Donna. I’m almost there. 

Daniel. Okay.  

 

/ Donna  enters with drinks 

she sits and sets the drinks down./ 

Here. 

/she types a password 

Daniel  watches over her shoulder./ 

 

Daniel. Want to hear a secret? 

Donna. What? 



Daniel. I saw your password. 

Donna. Oh, come on! 

Daniel. Not so mysterious anymore. 

Donna. /sticks her tongue out/  Then what is it? 

Daniel. You don’t believe me? 

Donna. If you know it, why won’t you say it? 

Daniel. Guy’s gotta have his secrets. 

Donna. You! 

Daniel. What? 

Donna. /pins him on the couch/  What did you see? 

Daniel. Spacekitten. 

Donna. That’s right baby. /kisses him/  Now I have to change it. 

Daniel. Don’t be grumpy. Call it a relationship milestone. All walls are down. To us.  

 

/They drink/ 

Bing. A notification on  Donna’s  computer  / 

 

Donna. I’m sorry Danny boy, but my. Client. Just got back to me. I have to take this.  

Daniel. Space kittens? 

Donna. I don’t want to make a bad impression. 

Daniel. C’mon drink with me. It’s not like it's a real job. 

Donna. Excuse me?  

Daniel. I haven’t seen a paycheck yet from this freelancing. 

Donna. I like what I’m doing. Thank you very much. I’ll meet you in the living room in a minute. 

Daniel. You had a job. 

Donna. Let’s not go there. Please. 

Daniel. You didn’t even ask me before you - 

Donna. You always do this. You say we’re fine, and then you come over and bring this shit up. 

Daniel. At least I paid rent this month. 

Donna. Fuck you. 

Daniel. Just tell me why. 

Donna. I’ve told you! 

Daniel. Tell me again! 



Donna. It’s about freedom Daniel. 

Daniel. The NSA protects freedom Donna.  

Donna. Don’t spew that black suit bullshit at me. 

Daniel. Excuse me? 

Donna. People have a right to privacy. It’s a natural right. 

Daniel. This isn’t some abstract thing Donna. We stop terrorist attacks on preschools. We catch drug 

lords who rape and decapitate women. 

Donna. Is super hero Dan making a difference in the world? I don’t think so. 

Daniel. The NSA keeps the nation safe. 

Donna. Fueled by the sweet sips of personal correspondence and legalized identity theft! 

Daniel. Fine, I guess my opinion doesn’t matter. Let’s move on - 

Donna. Why are you being such a dick about this. My decision was justified.  

Daniel. (patronizing)  We don’t need to get all emotionally hung up on this Donna. Can we just-  

Donna. Oh I’m sorry. You’re right. Let’s have a logical argument here. No emotions welcome with the 

bureaucrats. Please Agent Trundle, tell me about the necessary evil of the NSA. 

Daniel. You almost cost me my career Donna! I’m fighting terrorists. I’m tracking international 

criminals. 

Donna. So what. 

Daniel. What have you done today? Hm? What are you doing with your life Donna? You should be 

ashamed.  

Donna. /closes her laptop/ 

Daniel. Fucking space kittens. Its embarrassing. 

Donna. I need you to give me some privacy. Now. 

Daniel. Why did you quit? 

Donna. To get away from people like you!  

Daniel. Donna’s new career in moral superiority. Salary zero.  

Donna. Enjoy the couch agent. I’ll see you in the morning. Maybe when I get a real job you won’t be so 

embarrassed to sleep with me. 

 

/Transition. 

Donna  stays where she is. 

Donna  opens her laptop. Exits out of the Space Kitten site, and opens a browser. 

In a text box she types “Hacker for hire - looking for $$$”/ 



The image stays on the screen.  

Donna  exits. 

Vanya  enters elsewhere, laptop in hand. 

He clicks the link sends a message to  Donna : 

“We would like your services. Offering $$$. Expect a call. Soon” 

 

Vanya. Sestra. I found someone. 

 

SCENE: 3 
WALTER’S OFFICE: NSA HEADQUARTERS: 2016 - The next day  

/Walter  sits across from  Daniel  looking over a file/ 

 

Walter. /closing a folder/  Well done Trundle. locations. names. shipping records. You got it all. That’s 

some damn fine work. Small time dealers don’t stand a chance against you. I’ll send this over to the FBI 

immediately.  

Daniel. What’s next Sir? 

Walter. You mean your next assignment? 

Daniel. Yessir. 

Walter. People literally kill to have agents like you Trundle. I’ll tell you what. I’ve got a special 

assignment for you. You ready? 

Daniel. Yes sir. 

Walter.  I want you to work with me personally. I’ve got a top secret case. And its been giving us a lot of 

trouble. /opening a file on the computer/  A trafficking ring out of the Ukraine.  

Daniel. What are they running.  

Walter. Take a look.  

Daniel. /leaning over the computer/  Jesus. 

Walter.  I want you to nail them to the wall. Trouble is they don’t leave a trace. They work on the 

ground. In the flesh as it were. Our best bet has been tracking missing person’s reports from the local 

police. We’ve found a few suspicious disappearances in this area. So we think the traffickers are based 

out of one of these towns here. But you know how it is in the slums. They’re hardly people. Half of the 

suckers aren’t registered. No birth certificate. No internet. No phones for most of ‘em. So it’s hard to be 

sure. We assume that buyers are flying out there to get the uh. product. That they operate in cash. But 



they’ve been changing things up. They could be setting up a deal in the US. We dug up a communication 

to some front desk man in New York. Could mean a change of tactic, or a change of leadership. But if 

we’re right, that puts it in our jurisdiction. We could take them out. Good news, but we don’t have much 

to go on. Ukrainian bastards. I envy them. 

Daniel. What do you mean? 

Walter. Out there. It’s mostly rural. Pretty much only the cities use internet. Some of the last frontier for 

true anonymity. You live in the real world. When you die, you really die. No trace. You get to be 

forgotten. Not here. No. We have it all. Forever. 

Daniel.  

Walter. Sorry son. Pressures of the job.  

Daniel. I understand. 

Walter. This is a sensitive case agent Trundle. Bring anything you find to me. I picked you because 

you’re loyal. I need someone I can trust on this. Tell me I chose the right man. 

Daniel. You have sir. I promise. 

Walter. Well then why don’t you get started.  

Daniel. Just give me a place to start.  

Walter. Here’s the email.  

Daniel. Did you get a name? 

Walter. It was signed Malinov.  

 

SCENE 4: UKRAINIAN SLUM: 2012 
/ Malinov  is arriving home from work. 

She gets out of her work clothes through the following. 

Vanya  lays in bed. 

He is very sick./ 

 

Malinov. Hey. Where is mother? 

Vanya. I saw her go out. Maybe to town. 

Malinov. Is she working? 

Vanya. In the middle of the day? I don’t think the cops would like that. 

Malinov. Unless they are buying. 

Vanya. Ha. Could be. 



Malinov. Do we have any food tonight? 

Vanya. Not from her. 

Malinov. Don’t worry, I brought some home. 

Vanya. You keep stealing from work, the will get rid of you. 

Malinov. Let them. it is no place to work. I don’t notice the smell so much anymore. But my clothes are 

all stained in blood. The people in the street stay away from me. They can’t stand to be next to me in line. 

You said mother went out? 

Vanya. Yes. 

Malinov. That is strange. She’s been acting strange too. Empty somehow.  

Vanya. Yes. 

Malinov. Have you noticed. 

Vanya. Yes. 

Malinov. I’ve seen it too. She looks right through you. Like you’re a ghost. 

Vanya. 

Malinov. /picking up a deck of cards/  Want to play a round. 

Vanya. Sure.You deal. 

 

/Malinov  deals a round for the game War 

Vanya  whistles the chorus of “Stressed out” by Twenty One Pilots/  

They pick up their hands/ 

 

Vanya. Your move. 

Malinov. Don’t you try cheating Vanya. I know you are sly! 

Vanya. I don’t need to cheat. I have luck. 

Malinov. Really? 

Vanya. In life no. In the game yes.  

Malinov. Life is no different brother. Winning is about strategy. 

Vanya. You keep your strategy. I’ll keep my luck. 

Malinov. And when you run out? 

Vanya. I’ll have you. 

Malinov. That’s right. With an king hidden in my boot. 

Vanya. You should play it now. Or else you’ll lose. 

Malinov. No need to start with force. I’ll take my chances. 



Vanya. She speaks of luck! 

Malinov. Of chance. 

Vanya. /playing a card/  And how are your chances now.  

Malinov. You are sure you didn’t cheat little brother? I can beat it out of you! 

Vanya. You wouldn’t hurt a cripple over a game of cards. 

Malinov. But I would hurt you over that money. 

Vanya. Then you had better get your knife.  

Malinov. I don’t need a knife to beat your giant ass. 

Vanya. /upping the bet/  But you’ll need an ace. 

Malinov. /matching him/  Show. 

Vanya. Haha! Better luck next time sestra! 

Malinov. /putting him in a headlock/  I know you cheated! Admit it! 

Vanya. Never! Oooh ooh! /a pain flares up in  Vanya/  Gentle. My heart. 

 

/Malinov  lets him go/ 

 

Malinov. Sorry brother. Are you well? 

Vanya. I suppose. 

Malinov. We’ll find a way. to help you. To get out of here. 

Vanya. No sestra. You find a way to help yourself. 

Malinov. You’re not dead yet. 

Vanya. Too bad for you. 

Malinov. Who would I pick on if you were gone? 

Vanya. Good point. And who would mother hit when she got angry? 

Malinov. You’d better keep on living or I’ll be sore. 

Vanya. Glad I can help.  

Malinov. Vanya I am sorry.  No. I’m not. I’m scared.  

Vanya. Scared? 

Malinov. You’re all I have brother.  

 

/ Dasha  enters in a lucid trance. Something is strange/ 

 

Dasha. Malinov my girl. I am glad to see you at play. You work so hard. Vanya. upright. Good for you. 



 

/ facing away from them  Dasha .frantically unloads the contents of her bag including condoms, 

lipstick, a brush, a gun, a scalpel, and a glass vial. She keeps the last two items in her hands/ 

 

Malinov. Are you well? 

Dasha. Well. yes. I’m doing well.  

Malinov. / referring to the gun/  Why do you carry that thing mother. 

Dasha. Give me your hand.  

 

/ Vanya  and  Malinov  hold out their hands./ 

 

So warm. Close your eyes. We need to pray my children.  

 

/ Malinov  and  Vanya  look at eachother, then close their eyes to pray. 

Dasha  closes her eyes briefly, then opens them.  

She cuts  Vanya’s  arm and collects the blood in a vial. 

As he recoils she holds his arm./ 

 

Vanya. Ah! 

Malinov. What happened? 

Dasha. / possessed/  Our prayers will be answered. 

Malinov. Is that a knife? What are you doing Mother! 

Dasha It had to be done. It’s the only way. 

Malinov. Stop it! You’re hurting him! 

Dasha Goodbye my son. 

 

/ Dasha  exits. 

Malinov  and  Vanya  look at each other./ 

 

SCENE:  

WALTER’S OFFICE NSA HEADQUARTERS: 2012 



Walter. Welcome Agent Trundle. 

Daniel. Thank you Sir. 

Walter. You had safe travels. 

Daniel. Yes Sir. 

Walter. And how did you enjoy the conference? 

Daniel. Good people here Sir. They know their stuff. 

Walter. That’s true. And you seem to fit right in. 

Daniel. Thanks. 

Walter. You’re getting yourself a good record with the NSA.  

Daniel.  Thank you Sir.  

Walter. Folks like you keep America safe. 

Daniel.  Thank you Sir. 

Walter. Loyalty. You’d be surprised how hard it is to come by. Your program director reccomended you 

in particular. He said you carry out instructions like clockwork. The oil in the machine. 

Daniel. Thank you sir. 

Walter. You’re a valuable asset to the NSA. 

Daniel. I do my best. 

Walter. How would you feel about doing something more exciting with your work. 

Daniel. Sir? 

Walter. I want to offer you a new job. Here at the headquarters.We want you working on our top 

surveillance team.  

Daniel. Wow, that is an incredible offer. May I ask. the nature of the surveillance. 

Walter. You’d be looking into foreign crime organizations. You have a chance to root out some real bad 

folks. 

Daniel. It. would be an honor. 

Walter. We’ve made all the arrangements. Housing, office space, I can get you set up on the network 

here once you fill out an NDA, and a contract. 

Daniel. Sir. I mean it would  be an honor but - 

Walter. Hold there. I want to be perfectly clear. If you’re taking this job there are no apprehensions. You 

are all in. Loyalty.  

Daniel. With all due respect Sir, and at risk of losing this opportunity; I just met the woman of my dreams 

and that’s an opportunity I don’t want to lose. 

Walter. / laughs/  Love and a career. Not much of that around here.  



Daniel. I can manage it. 

Walter. I don’t know an agent who can. So you’ve made your choice then? 

Daniel. Sir? 

Walter. You know where your loyalty lies.  

Daniel. With the NSA sir? 

Walter. And your girlfriend? 

Daniel.  She’s an agent Sir. Data acquisition. 

Walter. A hacker. Hm. 

Daniel. I don’t mean to overstep my bounds, but perhaps there is a position for her in Maryland too? 

Walter. Is she good? 

Daniel. The best. 

Walter. Is she loyal? 

Daniel. /long pause/  Yes. 

 

DONNA’S APARTMENT: 2016 
Donna  prepares her laptop for a video call 

She her adjust the camera so it cuts off at her chin 

“Enter video call” 

We see  Vanya ’s face on the screen./ 

 

Donna. Hello. 

Vanya. I cannot see your. face. 

Donna. I prefer to keep some anonymity with clients I don’t yet know. 

Vanya. Very well. 

Donna. You answered my call. You need a hacker.  

Vanya. Yes. 

Donna. Why? 

Vanya. I cannot say. 

Donna. So is that pretty standard with you. The secret thing? 

Vanya. We. have our own standards. 

Donna. Okay. Why the secrets?  

Vanya. We need a superior hacker. Who can provide services in. acquisition of information. 



Donna. So this is black hat? 

Vanya. I do not know this term. 

Donna. White hat is hacking for a good cause. Black hat is...well. 

Vanya. And you do white hat or black hat. 

Donna. Good question? 

Vanya. This means? 

Donna. I have my own standards. 

Vanya.  

Donna.  

Vanya. For your standards. Do you need to know? 

Donna. Well that depends… 

Vanya. On what? 

Donna. You haven’t told me what am I hacking? 

Vanya. A medical database. I sent a link. 

 

/On  Donna’s  screen we see the page for “UNOS - United Network for Organ Sharing”/ 

 

Donna. Oh shit. That’s dark. 

Vaya. Is there a problem? 

Donna. Well it sounds like an interesting job. Pretty risky though... 

Vanya. We will pay one hundred thousand American dollars.  

Donna. Then I don’t need to know. 

Vanya. Very good. In this case. We would like to employ you. 

Donna. I am not an employee. 

Vanya.  

Donna. But I’ll take a contract. 

Vanya. Excellent. I will send it to you as -  

Donna. Okay, slow down. I have to check out your stuff first. 

Vanya. What do you mean? 

Donna. If I’m doing this hack, I’ll be routing the attack through your server, so I can stay anonymous. I 

need to check out your network. 

Vanya. Very well. I will grant you access. 

Donna. I already have it pulled up. 



 

/ Donna  pulls up a website 

Vanya  is minimized in the corner./ 

 

Vanya. How did you get that? 

Donna. Superior hacker. My bots were on your network before your image loaded on the call. Standard 

procedure with my clients. 

 

/ Donna  looks at some code 

she runs a program./ 

 

Well you’re running TOR so that’s good. And it looks like you use at least a two part encryption matrix 

on your data. But the trouble is you’re still storing longterm data on a third party server, which means it 

could be knocked out pretty easily so - 

Vanya. Do you take the job or not? 

Donna. /still looking over the code/  What? Oh yeah. looks good enough. Send me the deets in an e-mail. 

encrypted. 

Vanya. We’ll be in touch.  

 

/ Vanya  disappears/ 

 

Donna. aaaaaaaand. got him.  

 

/hits a button. 

“compiling profile” 

“loading” 

profile: Aleskaya, Vanya / 

 

SCENE:  

UKRAINIAN SHIPPING YARD 2016 - The next day 
Vanya  has an unconscious woman over his shoulder.  Malinov  twirls a black marker in her hand/ 



 


