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INT. WATCHTOWER - HEADQUARTERS - DAY.

The doors push apart as Chloe enters, finding Oliver at the 
main computer, typing away frantically. His focus 
concentrated, he doesn’t notice she’s entered, which prompts 
her to speak up. 

CHLOE
(playfully)

Looks like you’ve made yourself 
right at home ... and so soon. 

Oliver darts his attention towards her. 

OLIVER
Sorry. 

CHLOE
Whatchya doing? 

OLIVER
Last night I was supposed to pick 
Mia up from the bus stop, but 
unfortunately I got ...

(eyes Chloe)
... a little distracted. 

CHLOE
I’m sure she’ll understand, Ollie. 

OLIVER
(beat)

I think she was kidnapped. 

A look of concern sweeps Chloe, and she proceeds forward, to 
his comfort. 

CHLOE
Oh my god. 

OLIVER
That was the call I got last night. 
But for whatever reason, the call 
was cut short. 

CHLOE
(straight to business)

Any idea what caused the block? 

OLIVER
No. But I’m hoping Watchtower can 
help me out. 

CHLOE
Or you know, the chick behind the 
operation? 

(CONTINUED)



A small smirk forms on his face, almost. 

CHLOE (CONT’D)
You could’ve called me if you 
needed help, Ollie. 

OLIVER
Figured we could use some space. 

(pause)
Didn’t seem to want to be around me 
after ... after last night. 

CHLOE
(smiling)

Come on, Ollie. You know how much I 
love being your go to gal. 

OLIVER
Hope you know that’s not all what 
you are to me. 

Stepping around her, he reaches for his mobile that sits on 
the desk. 

CHLOE
As much as I’d like to continue 
playing flirtacious circles around 
each other - think its time to get 
down to business. 

OLIVER
Need this? 

Oliver holds out the phone in front, and Chloe eyes it, 

STEALING IT

from his hand. As their hands brush against each other, she 
is swept up in his eyes, lost in him. A beat, and she shakes 
it off, turning around to the computer. 

CHLOE
Uh, erm. Using this I can hopefully 
trace the location of the receiving 
call, and track down where she was 
at the time of the kidnapping. 

OLIVER
You can do that? 

CHLOE
(jokingly)

This is the 21st Century, Oliver. 

Leaning back, Oliver sits up on the desk, getting 
comfortable. He folds his arms, intently. 
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CONTINUED:

(CONTINUED)



OLIVER
In the meantime, I think we should 
probably talk. 

CHLOE
Thought we did enough of that last 
night, you know, before --

OLIVER
We kissed and you ran off faster 
than the Road Runner could yodel.

A small exhaling laugh escaped her, a small glance at Oliver 
before darting back at the 

MAIN COMPUTER,

as a large image appears on screen.

CHLOE
Got it. 

(off screen)
Looks like the conversation wasn’t 
so much cut off as it was crushed. 

(points)
She dropped her phone. 

OLIVER
Guess she put up a fight. 

Chloe turns away from the console, and towards Oliver; the 
two stepping in rather close. Silence befalls -- awkward. 

Oliver opens his mouth to speak, but all that escaped was a 
puff of air. He turned his head, and soon looked back, Chloe 
staring up at his big brown eyes. 

OLIVER (CONT’D)
I - uh ... 

(chuckle)
I should probably go now. 

Chloe snaps back to reality. 

CHLOE
Uhm, yeah. You’re probably right. 

(beat)
Time to get green.

A snarky look overcomes her grin as we --

FLASH CUT TO:

WATCHTOWER
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CONTINUED: (2)


