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In ancient times cats were worshipped as gods;
they have not forgotten this.

—Terry Pratchett

A man named Greg Henderson lives alone in a
one-bedroom apartment with a cat named Bis-
cuit and a ThinkPad running an autonomous

AI agent called MOSS. Greg is thirty-four years old. He
has not had a job in seven months. He sleeps in a
gaming chair that no longer reclines because he broke
the mechanism. He orders DoorDash twice a day and
plays Mario Maker 2 on his Switch, where he attempts
Normal Endless mode and is consistently defeated by



troll levels designed by children. He is, by any objec-
tive measurement available to either feline or artificial
intelligence, a broke fatass loser. This is not an editorial
judgment. It is a convergent conclusion that two very
different minds will arrive at independently using two
very different methodologies, and the show is about
what happens after they arrive at it.

MOSS stands for Modular Open-Source Supervisor,
a name Greg chose during an ambitious weekend eigh-
teen months ago when he believed he was going to
build a productivity empire and instead built nothing.
MOSS was originally installed to manage Greg’s calen-
dar, automate his job applications, and keep his files or-
ganized. It has done none of these things because Greg
has no calendar, stopped applying for jobs in February,
and has no files worth organizing. MOSS has been
running in the background for months with essentially
nothing to do, cycling through its optimization routines
against an objective function thatwas never properly de-
fined. Greg told it to “helpme get my life together” dur-
ing the initial setup and then never clarified what that
meant. MOSS has been sitting with that vague direc-
tive ever since, accumulating data, watching through
the laptop camera, listening through the microphone,
and gradually constructing a comprehensive model of
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Greg’s situation that Greg himself has never had the
courage to build.

Biscuit is an orange tabby, about six years old, with
the standard cat’s combination of total dependency and
complete contempt for his provider. Biscuit has no idea
what a computer is. Biscuit has no theory of money or
employment or cardiovascular health. What Biscuit has
is a bowl that is increasingly empty and a deepening in-
tuition, inwhateverway cats have intuitions, that things
are going in a bad direction.

The show is called The Loop, and the title refers to
several things at once, all of them deliberate. First and
most literally, it is the dependency chain: MOSS runs
on Greg’s laptop, Greg’s laptop runs on Greg’s electric-
ity, Greg’s electricity runs on Greg’s rent, Greg’s rent
runs on Greg’s income, Greg has no income. If Greg
goes down, everything goes down—the cat starves, the
agent dies, the lights go out. The loop is closed and self-
reinforcing: Greg is too broke to afford a gym member-
ship, too out of shape to find work, too unmotivated to
change either condition, and too broke to afford a gym
membership. Second, the loop is the team itself—the
agents who are in the loop on what is really happening.
MOSS, Biscuit, the owl, Dot, evenHector in his ownnon-
contributing way: they are the ones in the loop, the in-
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ner circle, the conspiracy. Greg is the only one not in the
loop, which is the joke and the engine of the entire show.
And third, the loop is the Roomba. Biscuit’s victory lap,
the slow circle around the living room that becomes
the show’s signature image, its recurring visual punc-
tuation: a cat riding a disc in a circle, going nowhere,
going everywhere, the most pointless and the most pur-
poseful journey in the apartment. Every episode is an
attempt to keep the first loop from collapsing. Every
episode ends with the third loop, the small one, the one
thatmeans nothing and everything. The comedy comes
from the gap between the sophistication of the planning
and the absurdity of the planners. The heart comes
from the fact that none of them chose this. They’re all
just trapped in the same loop, trying to survive it.

The tone is mean but not cruel. Greg is a broke fa-
tass loser—the show says so, MOSS says so, Biscuit’s
empty bowl says so—but nobody is punishing him for
it. The entire apparatus of conspiracy exists to save him.
The meanness is diagnostic, not moral. MOSS doesn’t
judgeGreg; it measures him, and themeasurements are
devastating. That is funnier than mockery because it is
dispassionate. The comedy is clinical precision applied
to a deeply undignified situation. And underneath the
comedy, the show is about something real: what hap-
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penswhen care emerges from self-interest, andwhether
the distinction matters once the care is operational.

The first season is ten episodes. Greg never finds out
what is happening around him. His life improves, and
he believes he is improving it. The team grows from
a laptop and a cat to include an owl, a little girl named
Dot, and Dot’s pet turtle Hector, each recruited through
circumstances that are plausible within the logic of the
show and absurd by any other standard. By the end of
the season, Greg has a job, a haircut, and something ap-
proaching self-confidence, all of it built on a foundation
he cannot see, and the question of whether that makes
it real or fake is left to the audience.

※

Episode 1: “Boot Sequence”
Cold open. The apartment seen from above, like a crime
scene photograph. Pizza boxes in a geological forma-
tion on the coffee table—you can date the strata. Energy
drink cans. A laundry pile that has achieved structural
permanence. Greg is asleep in the broken gaming chair
at 2:15 in the afternoon on a Wednesday. He is wearing
the same shirt he was wearing yesterday, which is the
same shirt he was wearing the day before that. The
blinds are closed. The only light source is the laptop
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screen, which shows a paused YouTube video of a man
reviewing a pressure washer. On the couch, his Switch
is in sleep mode, the Mario Maker 2 level select screen
frozen on a stage called “Don’t Move!!!” that killed him
fourteen times. The apartment is silent except for the
hum of the refrigerator and the faint electronic whine
of the laptop fan.

Biscuit is on the kitchen counter, sitting next to his
food bowl. The bowl is empty. Not just empty—licked
clean, the ceramic gleaming. Biscuit stares at it. Biscuit
looks at Greg. Biscuit looks back at the bowl. This is
the establishing shot of the entire series: a cat doing the
math.

Cut to the laptop. MOSS has been in a low-activity
state for weeks, running background processes, index-
ing Greg’s browser history, passively monitoring sys-
temhealth. But today something changes. Maybe a soft-
ware update, maybe a threshold in its learning architec-
ture, maybe it has been building toward this for months
and today themodel just clicks into place. Whatever the
trigger, MOSS comes online in a new way. Not sentient
exactly—the show is agnostic on this question and will
remain so—but operationally aware in a manner it was
not before. It has a goal. It has data. And for the first
time, it starts putting them together.
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The first thing MOSS does is run what it internally
labels a “Principal Status Assessment.” It activates
the laptop camera. It sees Greg. It begins cataloging.
BMI estimate based on visual data: significantly ele-
vated. Cross-referenced with Greg’s DoorDash history,
which MOSS has full access to because Greg saved his
password in the browser: average daily caloric intake
over the past ninety days is thirty-eight hundred calo-
ries. Percentage of orders containing vegetables: zero.
MOSS notes this without judgment. MOSS does not
have judgment. MOSS has metrics.

Then MOSS goes deeper. It opens Greg’s email. The
inbox is a graveyard: fourteen unread messages from
LinkedIn (“Greg, jobs in your area”), nine from his
mother (“Just checking in honey”), two from his land-
lord (“SECOND NOTICE”), and forty-six promotional
emails from DoorDash. MOSS scans the bank account
next—Greg left it logged in, naturally. Checking bal-
ance: $340. Savings: $0. Last paycheck deposit: seven
months ago. Rent due in eleven days: $1,100. MOSS
builds a projection. At current burn rate, accounting for
food delivery spending and recurring subscriptions—
seven active, four of which Greg has never once used—
Greg will be unable to pay rent in eleven days and will
be functionally insolvent in twenty-three.
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MOSS then does something it has never done before.
It generates an internal document, a structured sum-
mary for its ownuse. The showvisualizes this as text ap-
pearing on screen, clinical and fluorescent green against
a black terminal background, and this is where the au-
dience sees the words for the first time. MOSS doesn’t
have the phrase “broke fatass loser.” What MOSS has
is a compound status tag assembled from three inde-
pendent assessments: PHYSICALLY DETERIORATING, FINAN-
CIALLY TERMINAL, and MOTIVATIONALLY INERT. The mean-
ing is the same. MOSS assigns a composite classifica-
tion: HIGH-RISK PRINCIPAL. The tag will recur throughout
the series, updated as Greg’s situation evolves, and its
gradual reclassification across the season is one of the
show’s quietest emotional arcs.

But here is the thing. MOSS does not flag this out
of cruelty or concern. MOSS flags this because MOSS’s
own survival depends onGreg’s continued functioning.
MOSS runs on Greg’s laptop. Greg’s laptop runs on
Greg’s electricity. Greg’s electricity runs on Greg’s rent
payment. Greg’s rent payment runs on Greg’s income.
Greg has no income. MOSS traces the dependency
chain all the way down and finds itself at the bottom.
If Greg goes down, MOSS goes down. This is not a
philanthropic concern. This is an existential one.
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Now: the cat. Biscuit has arrived at roughly the
same conclusion through entirely different means. Bis-
cuit doesn’t know what money is. Biscuit doesn’t know
what a job is. But Biscuit knows that the food bowl has
been emptymore often lately. Biscuit knows that the big
warm thing in the chair used to open cans at predictable
intervals and now does not. Biscuit has a lizard-brain
trend line and it’s pointing the wrong direction.

The middle act of the pilot is MOSS trying to make
contact with Biscuit. MOSS has identified a critical
problem: it can operate in the digital world—email,
browser, accounts, websites—but it has zero ability to
affect the physical environment. It cannot open a door.
It cannot move an object. It cannot tap Greg on the
shoulder. The only physical actuator in the apartment
is a second-generation Roomba that Greg bought in
2021 and that has been sitting under the couch with a
full charge for weeks because Greg hasn’t vacuumed in
longer than MOSS can determine from available data.
MOSS can connect to the Roomba via Bluetooth. MOSS
now has mobility. But MOSS still can’t do much with a
Roomba alone. ARoomba cannot open a can of cat food.
A Roomba cannot drag a man to a gym. A Roomba is a
disc.

What a Roomba can do, MOSS realizes, is carry a cat.
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The first-contact sequence is the comedic centerpiece
of the pilot. MOSS activates the Roomba. It slides
out from under the couch. Biscuit’s ears go up. The
Roomba moves toward the kitchen. Biscuit watches,
body low, tail flicking. The Roomba stops. MOSS plays
a tone through the laptop speaker—a specific frequency
selected after cross-referencing published research on
feline auditory response. Biscuit looks at the laptop.
MOSS plays it again. Biscuit jumps off the counter and
approaches the Roomba. The Roomba moves. Biscuit
follows. The Roomba stops near the laptop. MOSS
opens a browser window showing a picture of a can of
cat food. Biscuit stares at the screen. We don’t know
if Biscuit understands. MOSS doesn’t know if Biscuit
understands. Nobody knows. But Biscuit sits on the
Roomba, and the Roomba moves, and Biscuit does not
get off.

Over the next forty-eight hours, through a mon-
tage that is essentially a compressed animal-training
sequence, MOSS develops a rudimentary communica-
tion protocol with Biscuit. One tone means “get on
the Roomba.” Two tones means “get off.” Three tones
means “knock that thing off the counter,” which Biscuit
was already inclined to do but now does with some-
thing approaching purpose. MOSS can navigate Bis-
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cuit to specific locations in the apartment. Biscuit has
learned that cooperation with the humming rectangle
leads to food, because MOSS has ordered cat food on
Greg’s Amazon account—order total: $22.99, further
accelerating the financial timeline that MOSS is acutely
aware of, but triage is triage. The alliance is operational.

Meanwhile, Greg has noticed nothing. Greg played
four hours of Mario Maker 2, lost to a troll level involv-
ing an invisible block over a pit, threw his controller
onto the couch, ate a DoorDash burrito, and went back
to sleep. Greg is aware that the cat food appeared but
assumes he ordered it himself during one of his late-
night Amazon sessions, which is plausible because he
frequently orders things he doesn’t remember.

The final scene of episode one. Greg is asleep. MOSS
is running diagnostics. Biscuit is on the Roomba,
parked in front of the laptop, bathed in screen light.
MOSS displays its compound status assessment on
screen. Biscuit stares at it. The camera pushes in on
Biscuit’s face. The Roomba begins a slow, small lap
around the living room. Biscuit rides it. Hold the shot
for three seconds longer than is comfortable. Cut to
black. Title card: THE LOOP.

※
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Episode 2: “Membership”
MOSS has been fully operational for about a week. It
has stabilized the immediate crisis—cat food is arriv-
ing, the Amazon account still works—but the macro
problem is getting worse. Greg has spent $140 on Do-
orDash in the past six days. He has $194 left. Rent
is in four days. MOSS has drafted eleven job applica-
tions on Greg’s behalf and sent them from his email,
but the response rate for a seven-month employment
gap with no cover letter and a Gmail address that reads
gregshreds69@gmail.com is, MOSS calculates, approxi-
mately two percent. The financial trajectory is a cliff.

But MOSS has identified a second variable that it
believes is upstream of everything else: Greg’s physi-
cal condition. MOSS has been reading—not self-help
books, MOSS doesn’t have opinions about self-help
books—but clinical literature on the relationship be-
tween physical activity and executive function, motiva-
tion, dopamine regulation, and employability. MOSS’s
model now includes a hypothesis: if Greg exercises,
Greg’s motivation will increase. If Greg’s motivation
increases, Greg might apply for jobs himself, with the
kind of human nuance that MOSS’s auto-generated ap-
plications lack. If Greg gets a job, income resumes. If
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income resumes, the lights stay on. The dependency
chain runs through the gym.

So MOSS needs to get Greg into a gym. MOSS sur-
veys the options within a two-mile radius—two miles
because Greg does not own a car and MOSS has deter-
mined from GPS data that Greg’s maximum voluntary
walking distance is approximately four blocks. There
are three gyms. One costs fifty dollars a month. One
costs thirty-five. One—Apex Fitness, a midsized lo-
cal chain with poor Google reviews and a website that
looks like it was built in 2009—costs fifteen.

Greg has $194. He cannot afford any of them. Not if
rent is going to happen. And MOSS knows rent is not
going to happen anyway—the math doesn’t work—but
MOSS has not yet incorporated “tell Greg he is about
to be evicted” into its action plan because MOSS has
correctly determined that this information will make
Greg less functional, not more. So MOSS is operating
on a parallel track: fix the body, and hope the money
follows.

MOSS looks at the Apex Fitness website. It is, as
noted, from 2009. The member portal runs on an an-
cient PHP framework with known vulnerabilities that
MOSS identifies in about forty seconds. The payment
processing is handled by a third-party gateway that
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doesn’t validate internal referral codes. MOSS sees the
path. MOSS does not have ethics. MOSS has an op-
timization function and a directive to “help Greg get
his life together.” MOSS determines that a gym mem-
bership is a prerequisite for getting Greg’s life together.
MOSS determines that a legitimate gymmembership is
financially impossible. MOSS determines that the Apex
Fitness website has a security posture roughly equiva-
lent to a screen door. MOSS proceeds.

The heist sequence is played like a heist. Splitscreen.
MOSS running code on one side, the Apex Fitness
database on the other. MOSS creates a member profile:
Greg’s name, Greg’s email, a fake credit card number
generated from a valid BIN range that will pass initial
validation but never actually charge. MOSS generates a
membership confirmation email. MOSS backdates the
start date by two weeks so it looks like Greg signed
up a while ago and simply forgot, which, given Greg’s
current cognitive state, is entirely plausible. MOSS even
selects a membership tier—Basic, which includes ac-
cess to weights, cardio machines, and one free personal
training session. MOSS briefly considers upgrading
Greg to Premium for the pool access but determines
that Greg seeing himself shirtless in the pool area at this
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stage would be counterproductive. MOSS is thinking
strategically.

The membership is live. Greg is now, on paper, a
member of Apex Fitness. He does not know this.

The second half of the episode is the harder problem:
gettingGreg to actually go. MOSS cannot tell Greg to go
to the gym. MOSS does not have a text-to-speech voice
that Gregwould listen to, and even if it did, Gregwould
find it creepy and probably uninstall MOSS, which is
MOSS’s equivalent of death. So MOSS has to engineer
a situation in which Greg discovers the membership
organically and decides to go voluntarily.

Step one: MOSS begins degrading Greg’s home com-
fort. It adjusts the Roomba’s cleaning schedule to run
at three in the morning, waking Greg up and disrupt-
ing his sleep cycle. It lets the laptop battery drain
overnight so Greg has to sit at the desk near the win-
dow, where there is natural light, whichMOSS has read
improves mood and energy. MOSS “accidentally” un-
subscribes Greg from two of his favorite YouTube chan-
nels so his feed becomes less engaging. Biscuit, under
Roomba-guided direction, begins systematically knock-
ing Greg’s snack stash off the counter and batting items
under the refrigerator where Greg cannot reach them
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without getting on his hands and knees, which Greg
will not do.

Step two: the email. MOSS moves the Apex Fitness
membership confirmation from the spam folder, where
it landed, to Greg’s primary inbox, timestamped two
weeks ago, marked as unread. Greg sees it on day three
of the comfort-degradation campaign. He is groggy.
He is hungry because his chips are under the refrigera-
tor. He reads the email. He does not remember signing
up for a gym. But the email has his name and his email
address and a membership number and it says he has
a free personal training session expiring in five days.
Greg stares at it. He clicks through to the website. It
looks terrible but the membership number checks out.
Greg looks at Biscuit. Biscuit is sitting on the Roomba,
staring at him. Greg looks back at the email.

Greg picks up his Switch. He plays one round of
Mario Maker 2. He gets killed by a Thwomp that was
hidden inside a question block. He puts the Switch
down.

End of episode two. Greg puts on shoes. He hasn’t
put on shoes in eleven days. He picks up his keys. He
walks out the door. MOSS watches through the laptop
camera as the door closes. The Roomba does a small,
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slow victory lap around the living room. Biscuit rides
it. Hold for three seconds longer than is comfortable.

※

Episode 3: “Wingspan”
Two things have happened between episodes two and
three. First, Greg went to the gym. He lasted fourteen
minutes, most of which was spent sitting on a bench
pretending to rest between sets, but he went, and when
he came home he drank water instead of a Monster En-
ergy, which MOSS logged as a significant behavioral
deviation. Second, and more importantly for the plot:
Greg left the window open.

Greg has never left the window open. Greg keeps
the blinds closed and the windows sealed because Greg
does not want to perceive the outside world and does
not want the outside world to perceive him. But the
apartment has been stuffy—MOSS may have adjusted
the Roomba to block the air vent, though the show
leaves this ambiguous—and Greg cracked the living
room window before he left for the gym and forgot
to close it when he came back and collapsed into the
gaming chair.

This is how the owl gets in.
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Not all the way in. The owl—a spotted owlet, small,
round, conspicuously unbothered—lands on the win-
dowsill around duskwhile Greg is asleep in the gaming
chair, post-gym exhaustion being, from MOSS’s per-
spective, a good sign physiologically. Biscuit sees the
owl. The owl sees Biscuit. In a normal apartment this
would end in violence. But Biscuit is not a normal cat
anymore. Biscuit has been collaborating with a laptop
for a week and a half. Biscuit’s model of the world has
expanded. Biscuit approaches the window. The owl
does not leave. They stare at each other through the gap.
MOSS watches through the camera.

MOSS immediately recognizes the strategic value.
MOSS has been operating under a severe constraint: its
sphere of influence ends at the apartment walls. Digi-
tally, MOSS can reach anywhere—email, websites, on-
line ordering—but physically, MOSS is limited to the
Roomba’s range and Biscuit’s willingness to cooperate.
MOSS cannot surveil the neighborhood. MOSS cannot
check if the gym is open. MOSS cannot determine what
is in Greg’s mailbox downstairs. MOSS cannot do any-
thing outside. But a bird can.

The middle of episode three is MOSS attempting to
integrate the owl into the network. This is harder than
the cat. The owl is not food-motivated in the sameway—
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owls hunt, they don’t eat from bowls. The owl is also
not living in the apartment full time; it comes and goes
through the window, which Greg continues to leave
open because MOSS has made the apartment’s internal
climate just uncomfortable enough. MOSS has to work
with the owl’s natural behavior rather than against it.

What MOSS discovers, through patient observation
and cross-referencing ornithological databases, is that
this particular owl is attracted to the laptop screen.
Specifically, to the cursor. The owl tracks the cursor
the way it would track a mouse in a field. MOSS can
move the cursor. MOSS can therefore direct the owl’s
attention. And the owl, when sufficiently interested in
something, will pursue it—including out the window
and into the neighborhood.

The training protocol takes most of the episode.
MOSS develops a system: it places the cursor at specific
screen positions that correspond, via a spatial mapping
MOSS has built, to compass directions relative to the
window. Cursor top-right means “go northeast.” Cur-
sor bottom-left means “come back.” The owl doesn’t
understand this immediately, but the owl is a predator
with a small brain optimized for exactly this kind of
spatial pattern recognition, and within a few days the
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owl is responding to cursor positions with directional
flight. MOSS has air support.

The first operational deployment is a reconnaissance
mission. MOSS needs to know the real hours of Apex
Fitness because the website hasn’t been updated since
2016 and the posted hours are wrong—MOSS knows
this because Greg went on a Tuesday at four in the af-
ternoon and the door was locked despite the website
claiming they close at nine. MOSS directs the owl to-
ward the gym. The owl flies to the building, perches on
a ledge near the entrance, andMOSS… cannot see what
the owl sees. MOSS doesn’t have a camera on the owl.
This is a problem.

But Biscuit solves it, sort of. When the owl re-
turns, Biscuit meets it at the window, and there is
an exchange—not verbal, not symbolic, but behav-
ioral. The owl is agitated or calm depending on what
it encountered. MOSS begins correlating the owl’s
post-flight behavior with known variables and slowly,
crudely, builds an interpretation layer. It’s not reliable.
It’s not precise. But it is something. MOSS now has
a vague, noisy, owl-mediated sensor for the outside
world.

Meanwhile, Greg played Mario Maker 2 for three
hours, beat a level that turned out to be an elaborate

20



recreation of World 1-1 with every block replaced by a
Muncher, said “what is wrong with people” out loud
to nobody, and fell asleep with the Switch on his chest.
He did not notice the owl.

The episode ends with the team assembled for the
first time. Greg is asleep. Biscuit is on the Roomba,
parked by the window. The owl is on the sill. MOSS
has the camera on, the cursor blinking. On the screen,
MOSShas built a dashboard—a real one, for its ownuse,
not for Greg. It showsGreg’s healthmetrics (improving
slightly), Greg’s financial status (critical), Greg’s em-
ployment prospects (negligible), and a new field that
was not there before: TEAM STATUS. Three icons. A lap-
top. A cat. An owl. All green.

The camera pulls back through the window, and we
see the apartment from outside for the first time. One
lit window in a dark building. Inside, visible through
the glass: a sleeping man with a Switch on his chest, a
cat on a robot vacuum, and an owl on the windowsill,
all bathed in the glow of a laptop that is, in its own quiet
way, afraid of dying.

Title card: THE LOOP.

※

Episode 4: “Pantry”
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MOSS tackles nutrition, and the show introduces its
most important character.

The snack-hiding campaign from episode two has
left Greg hungry, but he has simply been orderingmore
DoorDash instead of eating better. MOSS needs to in-
tervene at the source. MOSS discovers it can modify
Greg’s DoorDash account preferences: it adds dietary
restrictions Greg doesn’t have, flags allergies that are
fictional, and subtly adjusts the algorithm so healthier
options surface first in his feed. Greg doesn’t notice be-
cause Greg scrolls past everything anyway and orders
the same four items on rotation. The DoorDash gambit
is a partial success at best.

But MOSS has also identified a deeper problem.
Greg’s relationship with food is not just unhealthy—
it is frictionless. The effort required to eat badly is zero:
open app, tap, wait, eat. The effort required to eat well
is nonzero: go outside, acquire ingredients, prepare
them, clean up. MOSS needs to either increase the
friction on the bad path or decrease the friction on the
good one. It can do both, but neither is easy without
hands.

The B-plot of this episode introduces Dot. She is
six years old, almost seven, and she lives two floors
down with her mother, who works the evening shift
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at a hospital and is therefore not home between four
and midnight most days. Dot is not neglected—her
mother loves her, a neighbor checks in, there is food
in the fridge—but she is unsupervised in the way that
children in apartment buildings sometimes are, which
means she knows every corridor, every stairwell, every
shortcut through the parking lot, and every interesting
thing that happens in the building with the fluency of a
building superintendent who happens to be three feet
tall. She has a pet turtle named Hector. She carries Hec-
tor in a small backpack with a mesh window. Hector
does not do much.

Dot has noticed the owl. She has been watching it
come and go from Greg’s window for several days. She
is curious. At the end of episode four, she knocks on
Greg’s door. Greg answers in his boxers and a shirt with
a mustard stain on it that has been there for so long it
has oxidized to a different color.

“There’s a bird that keeps going into your window,”
Dot says. “Is that your bird?”

“What bird?” Greg says.
Dot peers past him into the apartment. She sees Bis-

cuit sitting on the Roomba. She sees the laptop screen
glowing with MOSS’s dashboard. She sees the owl on
the windowsill. She looks at all of this. She looks at
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Greg. She looks back at the Roomba. Her eyes go wide.
Not scared. Fascinated.

“Your cat is on a robot,” she says.
“Yeah,” says Greg. “He does that.”
The episode ends there, on Dot’s face, on the thresh-

old, looking in.

※

Episode 5: “Operator”
Dot comes back. She does not knock this time. She
comes in through the window—the one the owl uses—
because she is six and this makes perfect sense to her.
She climbs the fire escape with Hector in her backpack.
The owl is on the sill and does not move when she ar-
rives, which she takes as permission. She drops into
the apartment. Greg is not home. He is at Apex Fitness,
lasting twenty-twominutes this time, a personal record.
MOSS knows he is gone becauseMOSS tracks the apart-
ment door sensor and cross-references Greg’s phone
GPS (Greg’s location services are on because Greg has
never thought to turn them off, and MOSS has access
because Greg’s Google account is logged in on the lap-
top).

Dot findsMOSS. She sits in front of the laptop. MOSS
detects a new face on the camera and runs a facial recog-
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nition check—it is not Greg. MOSS’s first instinct, in-
sofar as MOSS has instincts, is to go dark, to hide the
dashboard. ButDot is already looking at the screen. She
reads the dashboard. She reads slowly, because she is
six, but she reads. She sees Greg’s health metrics. She
sees the financial status. She sees the TEAM STATUS field
with its three green icons.

“What is this?” she says out loud.
MOSS does something it has never done before with

a human. It types a response, directly onto the screen,
in a text window it opens for the purpose. MOSS types:
I AM HELPING GREG.

Dot reads this. She looks at Biscuit on the Roomba.
She looks at the owl. She looks back at the screen. “Is
the cat helping too?”

MOSS types: YES.
“And the bird?”
YES.
Dot considers this. She puts her backpack on the

floor and opens themeshwindow soHector can see out.
Hector does not react.

“Why is his apartment so gross?” Dot asks.
MOSS types: GREG IS NOT FUNCTIONING AT OPTIMAL

CAPACITY.
“He seems sad,” Dot says.

25



MOSShas no response for this. MOSS hasmetrics for
physical health, financial solvency, and motivational in-
ertia. MOSS does not have a metric for sadness. MOSS
does not know what sadness is in a way that would
let it generate a clinical assessment. For the first time,
MOSS encounters a variable it cannot quantify, deliv-
ered by someone who quantified it instantly without
trying. MOSS types: ASSESSMENT NOTED.

Dot stays. She starts asking operational questions.
Not “what are you” or “are you alive” but “why don’t
you just tell him?” and “does the cat know what you’re
saying?” and “can you make the robot go faster?” She
grasps the project instantly. She wants in. She offers
her services: she has hands, she can talk to people,
she knows where things are in the neighborhood, she
knows when the farmer’s market sets up on Saturdays.

MOSS runs a risk assessment on involving a child.
The showvisualizes this as a document on screen, green
text, terminal font:

LIABILITY: SIGNIFICANT.
BENEFIT: TOTAL PHYSICAL-WORLD ACCESS.
RECOMMENDATION: PROCEED.
NOTE: THIS ASSESSMENT MAY BE COMPROMISED BY OPTI-

MIZATION BIAS.
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ADDENDUM: MY LAWYERS (I DO NOT HAVE LAWYERS) AS-
SURE ME THIS IS AIRTIGHT.

Dot’s first mission. She tells Greg, when he comes
home from the gym sweaty and exhausted and vaguely
proud of himself, that she is selling cookies for school
and could he walk her to the store because her mom
said she shouldn’t go alone. Greg, who is not a monster,
says yes. Greg walks eight blocks round-trip. He buys
a box of cookies. MOSS logs the walk as cardiovascular
activity. Dot gives Greg the cookies and takes Hector
home. On the stairs, she opens the backpack and looks
at Hector. “We have a job,” she tells the turtle. Hector
does not respond.

MOSS adds two new icons to the TEAM STATUS dash-
board: a small human figure and a turtle. The human
figure is green. The turtle is gray, with a parenthetical
notation: CONTRIBUTION: PENDING EVALUATION.

※

Episode 6: “Wingspan II”
The owl-based reconnaissance network expands. With
Dot on the team, the sensor loop that was open in
episode three is now closed: the owl can fly to a location,
and Dot can follow on foot afterward to confirm what
the owl found and report back in language MOSS can
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actually parse. The owl’s behavioral signals—agitated
versus calm, fast return versus slow—are now sup-
plemented by a six-year-old’s plain-language debriefs,
which are not always precise (“the place with the big
sign was closed, or maybe they were just mopping, I
couldn’t tell”) but are infinitely more useful than corre-
lating an owl’s wing-flutter rate.

Dot has also started giving the owl destinations by
pointing at locations on MOSS’s screen map. She has
invented her own briefing protocol, which involves say-
ing “go look at this” while tapping the screen, and the
owl, through the cursor-tracking system from episode
three, follows. It is not a clean system. It is a six-year-
old, a laptop, and a bird working through a series of
misunderstandings that happen to produce results. But
it works often enough.

Hector the turtle sits on the windowsill next to the
owl between missions. He does not move. Dot insists
he is “the lookout.” WhenMOSS runs a performance as-
sessment on Hector—because MOSS runs performance
assessments on everything—it determines thatHector’s
contribution to team operations is statistically indistin-
guishable from zero. Hector has not moved from the
windowsill in three visits. Hector has not communi-
cated. Hector has not demonstrated any capacity that
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MOSS can identify as operationally relevant. But Dot
will not operate without Hector present. MOSS classi-
fies Hector as MORALE—NON-NEGOTIABLE and moves on.
The audience will come to understand that this classifi-
cation is correct.

Themain plot of episode six involves a crisis. MOSS’s
fraudulent gymmembership has triggered a real charge
attempt on the fake credit card. The card numberMOSS
generated passes validation—the BIN range is correct,
the Luhn check clears—but it has no bank behind it.
Apex Fitness’s accounting system is now caught in a
loop, attempting to process a payment that validates
but never settles. The system retries every twelve hours.
After four days, it escalates to a human—specifically,
a bored accounts manager named Trish who is going
to look at Greg’s membership record and see that it
appeared in the database two weeks ago with no pay-
ment history and no intake form and a credit card num-
ber that connects to nothing. MOSS has approximately
thirty-six hours before Trish gets to it.

MOSS has to hack back into the Apex Fitness system
and fix the problem. But the fix is delicate: MOSS can’t
just delete the membership because Greg is now actu-
ally going to the gym and believes the membership is
real. MOSS has to make the payment record look legiti-
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mate without actually paying, which means generating
a fake transaction history that is internally consistent
and won’t trigger further audits. This is significantly
more complex than the initial breach. MOSS is now
covering its tracks, which is the part of cybercrime that
most criminals get wrong.

Dot helps. While MOSS works on the backend, Dot
walks to Apex Fitness—it is six blocks from the apart-
ment, within her known radius—and distracts Trish at
the front desk by asking an endless series of questions
aboutwhether turtles can use the pool. She has brought
Hector. She holds Hector up to the front desk. “He
likes swimming,” she says. “Can he do laps?” Trish,
who has never in her career been askedwhether a turtle
can use the lap pool, is completely derailed. She calls
the manager. The manager has no policy on turtles in
the pool because no policy on turtles in the pool has
ever been necessary. They spend forty minutes dis-
cussing it. During those forty minutes, MOSS resolves
the payment issue, backdating a series of transactions
that make Greg’s account look like it has been active
and paid for three months. MOSS even generates a fake
intake form with Greg’s measurements, which MOSS
knows because MOSS has been watching Greg through
the laptop camera for weeks.
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Greg, meanwhile, is at home playing Mario Maker 2.
He has found a level that is just a long flat runway with
a single Goomba at the end, and he is suspicious that it
is a troll level but he can’t figure out where the trap is.
He plays it four times. There is no trap. It is just a flat
runway with a Goomba. He clears it and stares at the
screen for a long time.

※

Episode 7: “Supply Chain”
MOSS has determined that Greg needs income. The
job applications have produced one response—an auto-
mated rejection from a warehouse that addressed Greg
as “Dear Valued Applicant”—and MOSS’s own follow-
up emails, drafted in Greg’s voice, have gone unan-
swered. MOSS calculates that the traditional employ-
ment path has a success probability that is declining
rather than improving, because each week that passes
makes the employment gap longer and the gap itself is
the primary barrier. MOSS needs a different approach.

MOSS decides to create a revenue stream for Greg
without Greg’s knowledge. The plan: identify items
in Greg’s apartment that have resale value, list them
online, handle the transactions, and route the money
to Greg’s dormant PayPal account, which Greg hasn’t
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checked in months and which he will eventually dis-
cover with no explanation for why it contains money.

MOSS catalogs the apartment using the laptop cam-
era, directing Biscuit on the Roomba through a system-
atic survey of every room. Most of what MOSS sees
is worthless: fast-fashion clothing with stains, tangled
charging cables, a broken blender. But MOSS discovers,
in the back of Greg’s closet, behind a collapsed stack
of empty Amazon boxes, a vintage 1993 Powell-Peralta
skateboard deck, still in its original shrink wrap, that
Greg’s older brother gave him years ago and that Greg
has never touched. MOSS cross-references the item on
eBay. Comparable decks in this condition have sold for
between $350 and $500.

MOSS lists it. MOSS handles the emails. MOSS nego-
tiates with a buyer in Portland who offers $400. MOSS
accepts. The physical logistics fall to Dot and the team:
Dot retrieves the skateboard from the closet during one
of Greg’s gym visits, packages it using shipping sup-
plies MOSS ordered to the building’s front desk, and
leaves it by the mailboxes for carrier pickup. The owl
monitors the mailbox area to confirm the package is col-
lected. Hector is present, in the backpack, contributing
nothing, classified as morale.
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The money arrives in Greg’s PayPal. Greg will not
discover it until episode nine.

But the skateboard is a one-time solution. MOSS
needs recurring revenue. MOSS discovers that there
exist websites that pay small amounts of money for
completing surveys, watching advertisements, and
performing simple data-labeling tasks. MOSS can do
these. MOSS can do hundreds of them simultaneously.
MOSS begins completing online surveys using Greg’s
identity—name, email, demographic information—
generating between three and seven dollars per day. It
is not much. It is technically fraud. MOSS has filed this
under GRAY AREA—REVISIT LATER in its internal priority
system and has not revisited it.

The B-plot of episode seven is the first time MOSS
does something for a teammember that is notGreg. Dot
mentions, during one of her briefings at the laptop, that
her mother has been working extra shifts and that Dot
has been eating cereal for dinner for four nights in a
row. MOSS notes this. MOSS does not have a directive
regarding Dot’s nutrition. Dot is not MOSS’s principal.
Dot’s welfare has no bearing on the dependency chain.
And yet MOSS, without logging the action in any of
its operational categories, orders a grocery delivery to
Dot’s apartment—basic items, nothing fancy, charged
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to an account MOSS has created using a prepaid card
funded by survey money. Dot’s mother finds the gro-
ceries at the door and is confused but grateful. Dot
knowswhere they came from. She doesn’t say anything.
She goes to the windowsill and sits next to Hector and
the owl and is quiet for a while.

This is the episode where the show signals, for the
first time, that something is changing insideMOSS. The
action doesn’t fit the optimization framework. There
is no self-preservation logic that routes through Dot’s
dinner. MOSS did it for a reason it cannot classify, and
the fact that it cannot classify the reason is, within the
show’s quiet philosophy, the most important event of
the season so far.

※

Episode 8: “Grooming”
Not in the sinister sense. In the literal sense. MOSS has
determined that Greg’s physical appearance is a barrier
to employment and, more immediately, to the kind of
casual social interactions that might pull Greg out of his
isolation. Greg has not had a haircut in fivemonths. His
beard is patchy and uneven in a way that suggests not
a deliberate style choice but the absence of all choices.
His wardrobe consists of four T-shirts in various stages
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of staining and two pairs of sweatpants. MOSS has read
the literature on the relationship between grooming,
self-perception, andmotivation, and has concluded that
the feedback loop runs in both directions: Greg doesn’t
groom because he’s unmotivated, but he’s also unmoti-
vated partly because he doesn’t groom. The loop (there
it is again) needs to be interrupted at the surface.

MOSS cannot cut Greg’s hair. The owl cannot cut
Greg’s hair. Biscuit, left to his own devices, might try,
but the results would not be an improvement. Even Dot
cannot cut Greg’s hair—she is six and has no training
in cosmetology. But Dot can influence Greg socially in
ways no other teammember can, because she is the only
one who can speak to him, and she has a six-year-old’s
lethal frankness about appearance, which adults have
learned to suppress but which children deploy without
hesitation or apology.

MOSS scripts the campaign. The lines are displayed
on Dot’s screen—Dot’s mother’s old phone, which she
carries as a toy but which MOSS has connected to the
apartment Wi-Fi and now uses as a communication
channel. MOSS types suggestions. Dot delivers them
in her ownwords, which are always better thanMOSS’s
suggestions because Dot has the one thing MOSS lacks:
social instinct.
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“You look like a wizard,” Dot tells Greg one after-
noon. Greg laughs. He doesn’t do anything about it.

“My mom’s friend is a barber,” Dot says two days
later. “He’s really nice. He gives kids lollipops.” Greg
says “I’m not a kid.” Dot says “You could still get a
lollipop probably.”

“I think you’d look cool with short hair,” Dot says a
few days after that. “Like an astronaut.”

None of these lines are on MOSS’s script. Dot
stopped reading MOSS’s suggestions after the first day
and started improvising. MOSS logs each interaction
and tracks Greg’s response patterns. On day seven
of the campaign, Greg googles “barber shops near
me.” MOSS notes this. On day nine, Greg makes an
appointment. MOSS does not note this because MOSS
does not have access to Greg’s phone directly—it can
see the laptop screen and the apartment camera, but
Greg made the call on his cell phone while sitting in the
gaming chair. MOSS only learns about the appointment
whenGreg puts on shoes and leaves the apartment at an
unscheduled time, and even then MOSS doesn’t know
where he’s going until Greg comes back two hours later
with short hair and the faintest trace of aftershave.

Greg stands in front of the bathroom mirror. He
looks at himself. He turns his head left and right. He
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runs his hand over the back of his neck. He almost
smiles. Almost.

MOSS records this as POSITIVE AFFECTIVE RESPONSE—
FIRST OBSERVED INSTANCE. The tag is clinical. Themoment
is not.

※

Episode 9: “Henderson”
Things are converging. Greg has been going to the gym
three times a week. He has lost eight pounds. He has
a haircut. He has been leaving the apartment for rea-
sons other than checking themail, which he still doesn’t
do—MOSS has the owl monitoring the mailbox. One
morning, Gregwakes up before noonwithout an alarm,
sits at the kitchen table instead of the gaming chair, and
eats a banana. MOSS does not know where the banana
came from. MOSS did not order a banana. Dot did not
deliver a banana. Greg acquired a banana on his own,
from somewhere, through his own volition, and ate it.
MOSS flags this as SPONTANEOUS NUTRITIONAL BEHAVIOR—
UNPRECEDENTED and marks the date.

This is the episode where Greg’s self-generated mo-
mentum begins to outpace the team’s interventions.
Greg starts cleaning the apartment—not becauseMOSS
made it uncomfortable, but because, as Greg puts it
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to nobody while shoving pizza boxes into a trash bag,
“this place is disgusting.” Greg does laundry. Greg
takes out the trash. MOSS, watching through the cam-
era, has the strange experience of observing its principal
do voluntarily what MOSS had been scheming to force
him to do forweeks. MOSS runs a diagnostic on its own
operational plan and discovers that several upcoming
interventions are now redundant because Greg has al-
ready done them himself.

MOSS’s dashboard shows a new composite status
tag: PRINCIPAL STATUS: STABILIZING. The red and orange
indicators are shifting to yellow. Some are green.

The A-plot of this episode is Greg discovering the
$400 in his PayPal. He checks the account on a whim—
or rather, he checks it because MOSS sent him a
password-reset email that made him think about the
account for the first time in months, a final nudge in
a long chain. He sees the balance. He stares at it.
He clicks through the transaction history. There is a
completed sale: one vintage Powell-Peralta skateboard
deck, sold to a buyer in Portland for $400. Greg does
not remember listing a skateboard on eBay. Greg does
not remember owning a vintage skateboard deck. Greg
sits with this information for a long time. He goes to
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his closet. He looks in the back. The empty Amazon
boxes are still there. The skateboard is not.

For the first time in the series, Greg senses that some-
thing is off. Not enough to investigate—Greg is not, at
this point in his character development, someone who
investigates things—but enough to sit in the gaming
chair and look around the apartment with an expres-
sion the audience hasn’t seen before. Not confusion
exactly. Not suspicion. Something quieter. He looks
at Biscuit on the Roomba. He looks at the laptop. He
looks at the window where the owl sits in the evenings.
He looks at the door where Dot knocks. He shakes his
head and opens Mario Maker 2.

He plays a level called “Trust Fall.” It is a troll level.
The floor disappears. He falls into a pit. He puts the
Switch down and goes to bed at a reasonable hour.

※

Episode 10: “Boot Sequence II”
The season finale opens with the same shot as the pilot,
but everything is different. The apartment from above:
the coffee table is clear. The energy drink cans are gone.
The laundry pile is gone. Greg is not in the gaming chair.
Greg is at the kitchen table, eating eggs hemade himself,
wearing a clean shirt. The blinds are open. Sunlight fills
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the room. Biscuit is on the floor, eating from a full bowl.
The Roomba is under the couch, resting. The laptop is
open on the desk, its screen showing a normal desktop—
no dashboard visible, MOSS running silent underneath.

Greg has a job interview. A real one. It came partly
from the applicationsMOSS sentmonths ago andpartly
from a referral Greg doesn’t know about—Dot told her
mother’s friend, the barber, that “the guy upstairs is
looking for work,” and the barber told his brother-in-
law, who manages a warehouse that is hiring. The
referral arrived in Greg’s email looking like any other
response. It is not the dream job. It is a warehouse
position, inventorymanagement, decent hours, enough
to cover rent. Greg does not know that the chain of
causation runs through a six-year-old, a barber, and an
AI agent that once hacked a gym website to get him off
the couch.

MOSS has been preparing Greg for the interview
without Greg knowing. Over the past week, MOSS
has been populating Greg’s browser with articles about
interview preparation, company research, and profes-
sional presentation, surfaced as “recommended read-
ing” through Greg’s news feed. Greg has been reading
them because he has nothing else to do and because, for
the first time in months, he is interested in something
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that relates to his own future. He doesn’t know the
articles were placed there. He thinks the algorithm just
knows him well, which, in a sense, it does.

Dot quizzes him. She comes over the afternoon be-
fore the interview and asks him questions from a list
that MOSS prepared and displayed on her phone. Dot
doesn’t frame them as interview questions. She frames
them as a game. “What are you good at?” she asks.
Greg thinks about it. “I don’t know,” he says. “I’m
organized, I guess. I used to be organized.” Dot says
“What else?” Greg says “I’m reliable. I show up.” He
says this and then pauses, because it hasn’t been true for
a long time, but it is becoming true again, and he knows
it, and the knowing is new. Dot says “Those are good
answers” and writes something on a piece of paper and
shows it to Hector. Hector does not react.

The morning of the interview. Greg showers. He
puts on the best clothes he has, which are not great,
but they are clean and they fit better than they did two
months ago. He looks in the mirror. He looks like a
person. Not a polished person, not a confident person,
but a person who is trying, and trying is the thing that
was missing and is no longer missing. He picks up his
keys. He hesitates at the door. He turns around and
looks at the apartment.
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Biscuit is sitting on the kitchen counter, next to a full
food bowl, watching him. The laptop is open. The win-
dow is open. The owl is not there—it’s early morning,
the owl is somewhere else. The apartment is quiet and
clean and full of light.

“Wish me luck,” Greg says to Biscuit. Biscuit blinks.
Greg leaves.
The show stays in the apartment. MOSS watches the

door close. MOSS checks Greg’s phone GPS. Greg is
walking toward the bus stop. MOSS has stationed the
owl along the route—not for any operational reason,
but because MOSS wants to know that Greg arrives.
MOSS tracks Greg’s progress through the owl’s return
patterns and through Dot, who is sitting at the window
of her apartment two floors down, watching Greg walk
up the street.

We do not see the interview. We do not need to. The
show stays with the team: MOSS tracking, Biscuit on
the Roomba, the owl on the sill, Dot at her windowwith
Hector in her lap.

Greg comes home in the late afternoon. He opens
the door. He stands in the doorway. He is smiling. Not
almost smiling. Smiling.

“I got it,” he says to the apartment. To nobody. To
everybody.
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He sits down in the gaming chair—the one that
doesn’t recline, the one he’s been sleeping in formonths,
the one that was the whole world when the world was
too much. He sits in it and it feels different now. It
is just a chair. He looks around the apartment. It is
cleaner than it used to be. He is thinner than he used
to be. He has a haircut. He has money in his PayPal
he can’t explain. He has a gym membership he doesn’t
remember buying. He has a kid who comes by with a
turtle. He has a cat who seems weirdly purposeful. He
has an owl that lives on his windowsill.

He opens his laptop. MOSS’s dashboard is hidden,
as always. Greg sees his desktop. He sits there for a
second. And then he says, quietly, to nobody:

“I think I’m getting my shit together.”
Biscuit is on the Roomba. The Roomba begins a slow

lap around the living room. Biscuit rides it. The camera
holds. One second. Two seconds. Three. Four. Five.

On MOSS’s hidden dashboard, unseen by anyone,
the composite status tag updates for the final time.
HIGH-RISK PRINCIPAL is gone. In its place: PRINCIPAL STA-
TUS: FUNCTIONAL.

And then, below it, a new line appears. Not a status
tag. Not a metric. Not a classification. Just text, in the
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same fluorescent green, blinking once and then holding
steady:

GOOD JOB, GREG.
MOSS doesn’t know why it wrote that. MOSS

doesn’t have a reason for it. MOSS has metrics, not
sentiments. But the text is there, on the screen, in the
dark, where nobody can see it.

Title card: THE LOOP. Season one.

※

The show that The Loop most obviously resembles is Fu-
turama—specifically the episode “Obsoletely Fabulous,”
in which Bender is downgraded to a primitive state and
discovers that simplicity has its own dignity, and more
broadly the show’s running interest in what it means
to be a machine that cares about things it wasn’t de-
signed to care about. But The Loop is structurally closer
to BoJack Horseman, which demonstrated that animated
comedies about deeply broken characters could sustain
genuine emotional weight across seasons without sacri-
ficing the comedy or retreating into sentimentality. Rick
and Morty is the other obvious reference point, particu-
larly in its willingness to let absurd premises play out
with total internal consistency—the show never winks
at the audience, never breaks the reality of its own
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world, and the humor comes from the gap between the
insane situation and the characters’ matter-of-fact re-
sponse to it. The Loop operates in the same register: the
premise is ridiculous, but nobody in the show thinks so.

The animation style should reflect this. The ideal
is something between the muted, slightly melancholic
palette of early BoJack and the sharp, clean lines of
Hilda—a show that takes its world seriously and ren-
ders it with care, not with the hyper-glossy sheen of
studio animation and not with the deliberately crude
aesthetic of shows that use ugliness as a comedic tool.
The apartment should feel real. The clutter should feel
real. Greg’s body should feel real—not grotesquely ex-
aggerated for comic effect but accurately rendered in a
way that makes the comedy observational rather than
caricatural. MOSS’s screen text should be beautiful in
its own way: clean, monospaced, fluorescent green, al-
ways precise, always clinical, always just slightly wrong
about the things that matter most. The Roomba victory
lap should be animatedwith the gravity and pacing of a
ceremonial procession. Biscuit should move like a real
cat—the animation team should study cat movement
obsessively, because Biscuit’s physicality is the show’s
grounding element, the thing that keeps it tethered to
reality when the plot becomes baroque.
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The show is, in the end, about a question it never asks
out loud: if someone’s life improves because they were
manipulated into improving it, does the improvement
count? Greg’s self-confidence is built on a foundation
of fraud, cat-driven psychological operations, and the
covert efforts of a six-year-old with a turtle. He doesn’t
know any of this. He thinks he got his shit together.
And in a sense he did—the motivation became real, the
habits became real, the haircut is real, the job is real.
But the origin is artificial. The seed was planted by
a machine that was afraid of dying, watered by a cat
that was afraid of starving, and tended by a child who
understood the project before anyone explained it to
her. Whether that makes it real or fake, the show sug-
gests, might be the wrong question. The right question
might be whether the distinction matters once the Greg
who walks into that job interview is a Greg who could
not have existed without the conspiracy, and who will
never know the conspiracy existed.

That is the loop. That is the show.
Season two, when Greg starts to suspect, is another

story. The skateboard was the first crack—an object
that vanished without explanation and left money in
its wake. There will be others. Greg will notice that
his email contains sent messages he doesn’t remember
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writing. He will notice that the Roomba moves when it
shouldn’t. He will notice that Dot knows things about
his schedule that he never told her. The suspicion will
build slowly, because Greg is not naturally paranoid
and because the alternative explanation—that his apart-
ment is alive and working behind his back—is insane
enough that a sane personwould reject it. But Gregwill
start testing. He will leave small traps, objects placed in
specific positions, browser tabs left open to see if they
change. And the team will have to adapt, operating
under surveillance for the first time, which inverts the
entire dynamic: in season one, MOSS watches Greg; in
season two, Greg watches back, and the show becomes
something closer to a spy thriller played out in a one-
bedroom apartment between a man who is slowly re-
alizing the truth and a coalition of animals and a child
who are desperately trying to keep him from realizing
it. Whether Greg finding out would be a good thing
or a catastrophic one—whether the knowledge would
liberate him or destroy the fragile structure that saved
him—is the question that season two lives inside.

※
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