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INT. HELL

The room is completely white, with nothing, not even a door. 
It has a unnerving waiting room vibe.

Philip bellows, jumping off the chair. He feels around his 
forehead for the bullet wound.

Philip takes a calming beat. He smiles as he sits back down. 
He closes his eyes and signs with relief.

COUGH--COUGH.

Philip’s smile drops as he slowly opens his eyes.

PHILIP
Who the hell are you?

A man with red skin, horns and a tail sits opposite. This is 
LUCIFER (30s, toned, eccentric).

LUCIFER
Seriously? No clue?

PHILIP
Nooooo. No, no, this is a joke, no 
way, no, no.

LUCIFER
Yeah.

PHILIP
No.

LUCIFER
Ohhhh yeah.

PHILIP
This doesn’t make any sense.

(relives the moment)
I was meeting Katie for lunch, but 
I was late. I took a shortcut...

(beat)
The alleyway.

Lucifer shoots him a finger gun.

LUCIFER
Bingo.



EXT. ALLEYWAY - DAY

Police barrier tape runs across either side of the alleyway. 
Two POLICE OFFICERS (both 30s & male) stand over Philip’s 
dead body, coffees in hand. Dry blood is splattered across 
the floor and in a pool around the exit wound.

In the b.g. we can see flashing lights from the squad car.

A suited and booted INSPECTOR SIMON MALONE (40, slim, 
confident) complete with a set of sunglasses and a prominent 
crucifix necklace, ducks under the tape and heads over to the 
Police Officers.

INSPECTOR SIMON MALONE
So, what we got here boys?

POLICE OFFICER #1
John Doe.

POLICE OFFICER #2
No phone, no wallet, no nothing.

INSPECTOR SIMON MALONE
Mugging gone wrong?

POLICE OFFICER #1
Unclear. We’re waiting for 
forensics to arrive.

INSPECTOR SIMON MALONE
Witnesses?

POLICE OFFICER #1
Everyone we questioned all claimed 
they never heard the gunshot.

POLICE OFFICER #2
Could be dealing with a pro.

Simon kneels down and takes a closer look. He stands back up 
and heads out the alleyway.

POLICE OFFICER #1
Is that it?

INSPECTOR SIMON MALONE
I’ve got bigger fish to fry. Hit me 
up when this gains legs.
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EXT./ESTAB. APARTMENT BLOCK - DAY

A tall block of flats in-between buildings, on a bustling 
street.

MATT (PRELAP)
[TUT] Another girl’s gone missing. 
Clarice Foster.

INT. APARTMENT BLOCK / LIVING ROOM - CONTINUOUS

A spacious two bedroom flat, boasting a large television, 
with a computer tower by it’s side and a treadmill. 
Everything has it’s place and there is not a spec of dust.

MATT (29, athletic, peculiar) sits on the sofa, his legs 
crossed as he reads the newspaper.

MATT
That’s the third one this month. It 
really has become a world full of 
fear. You can’t even leave your 
house without worrying whether 
you’ll make it to work.

(beat)
You really should be careful, maybe 
a tracker would help. I have plenty 
of spares, wouldn’t have to worry 
about you then.

AME (24, chubby, anxious) snatches the newspaper from Matt.

AME
Will you just listen to me?

MATT
Of course.

AME
Things need to change--

Matt pulls out a NINTENDO DS from his pocket. He turns it on. 
Ame grabs it.

MATT
Ohhh, you meant now?

AME
I’m not playing games. You can’t 
live here rent free anymore.

MATT
I’ve got a condition.
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AME
I know.

MATT
You think I don’t wish I could 
contribute?

Ame turns away as she tries to remain reserved.

AME
I know what you’re doing. You’re 
trying to make me feel guilty.

(turns to Matt)
Look at me, I’m a mess, I stay 
awake all night, eat all day, my 
hair--

Ame pulls out a lump of hair off her head.

AME (CONT’D)
--My God it won’t stop and you...

(turns back to Matt)
Somehow, some way, keep managing to 
manipulate me, it ends now!

Matt places his hand against his chest.

MATT
I’m merely pointing out your lack 
of concern for my needs.

AME
See, This--This is what Doctor 
Jacobs warned me about. You’re 
using my nurturing side against 
me... Well I’m sorry Matt, no more.

Matt stands up, he places his arm around Ame and guides her 
to the sofa.

MATT
Sit down, take a breather. You’re 
all hyper. I’ll get you a water.

Ame sits down. Matt heads over to the kitchenette.

MATT (CONT’D)
You really think I would exploit 
your kindheartedness for my own 
needs? Is that what you really 
think of me? Your own brother?

Matt grabs a bottle of water from the fridge and hands it to 
Ame. She opens it and takes a swig.
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AME
...Yes.

MATT
I’m hurt. No, outraged that you 
think I’m capable of such a heinous 
deed.

Ame stands up.

AME
I don’t have the money to support 
us both. This flat has a spare room 
and you have one week to fill it. 
End of.

INT. HELL

Philip stares at the floor.

PHILIP
(mutters to self)

This can’t be true. I had so much 
more to do. I’m never going to get 
to see how Game of Thrones ends...

Philip pauses, he looks up at Lucifer.

PHILIP (CONT’D)
Wait, wait, wait... Wait a second. 
There must be some mistake. I can’t 
seriously be in hell. Sure I 
could’ve done more with my life, 
supported a charity, done 
something, but Hell? Check on your 
system thingy and you’ll see.

LUCIFER
Ahhh, but you see, it’s not what 
you did, rather, what you offered.

(beat)
Your soul.

Philip pats his chest, like he’s expecting to feel his soul.

PHILIP
My soul? I’d never--

LUCIFER
1995. Sweet, innocent, six year old 
Philip Marshall was all ready for 
bed, the night before Christmas...
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INT. PHILIP AGED 6’S BEDROOM - NIGHT (FLASHBACK)

PHILIP AGED 6 is knelt beside his bed with his hands clasped 
together.

He looks up to the ceiling.

PHILIP AGED 6
Dear Santa, I’ve been a really good 
boy this year. I had to share a bed 
with Ryan and his stinky feet and I 
didn’t complain once.

(beat)
And all I really, really, 
reaaaaaaaally want, is a Scalextric 
set. I’d do anything for one, even 
give you my soul. Ryan told me how 
he gave his away for his television 
show--

Philip Aged 6 freezes.

PHILIP (PRELAP)
Hold up--

INT. HELL (BACK TO PRESENT)

PHILIP
I was six, you can’t take a six 
year-old’s soul! Plus I wasn’t 
selling to you, I asked Santa.

LUCIFER
(shrugs, nonchalant)

Eh, same difference.
(beat)

Alright, how about 2009?

INT. PHILIP AGED 20’S BEDROOM - DAY (FLASHBACK)

Philip (20, slicked back greasy ponytail, spotty) sits at his 
desk, in front of him is the classic chunky old monitor 
screen.

The computer is on a tickets website. Philip’s right index 
finger hovers over the mouse. His fingers are crossed on his 
other hand, in a white glove.

PHILIP
If there is a God, then you know 
how much this means to me... Hell, 
I’d even sell my soul.
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The counter on the web page counts down to zero. Philip 
clicks the link. The page freezes.

PHILIP (CONT’D)
(slaps side of monitor)

Come on you piece of crap.

The website loads. ‘Congratulations, you have been 
successful.’ Philip jumps off his seat.

PHILIP (CONT’D)
(moonwalks)

He-he!

INT. HELL (BACK TO PRESENT)

Lucifer sits back on his chair and crosses his legs.

LUCIFER
Yeah... Michael Jackson... Hope he 
was worth it.

PHILIP
We don’t know he did anything.

LUCIFER
Could tell you if you’d like--

PHILIP
(raises hands)

No! I don’t wanna know.
(beat)

Hang on, that was the year he died. 
I didn’t even get to go see him! I 
want a do-over.

LUCIFER
Alright... Alright... Last month--

PHILIP
Son of a--

INT. APARTMENT BLOCK / PHILIP’S STUDIO - DAY (FLASHBACK)

Philip lays on the sofa, his eyes are dark and there’s a 
bucket beside him.

PHILIP
If anyone can hear me. I’d 
literally sell my soul for a bacon 
sandwich right now.
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The door opens as Katie enters with a bag in hand.

KATIE
Afternoon.

Philip GRUNTS. Katie hurls a paper bag onto Philip’s gut, 
causing him to flinch.

Philip takes a SNIFF and grins.

PHILIP
You’ve no idea how much I needed 
this.

He pulls the bacon sandwich out and takes a big bite. Philip 
has a FOODGASM while he chews.

Philip dry heaves. He grabs the bucket and sticks his head 
inside.

INT. HELL (BACK TO PRESENT)

Lucifer stands up, proud.

LUCIFER
Some people sell their soul for 
money, others, fame, some even 
choose love... You however, sold 
yours for a bacon sandwich.

Lucifer begins to CHUCKLE, which leads to a full on villainy 
CACKLE.

Philip slumps in the chair, his head faces the ground, his 
eyes well up.

INT. APARTMENT BLOCK / LIVING ROOM - DAY

Matt jogs on the treadmill, sweat drips, around the neck of 
his top and under his armpits are stained with the sweat.

MATT
Hope you don’t mind, need to keep 
my energy up. You get it, right?

ZACK (20s, well groomed) stands beside the treadmill.

ZACK
Sure, sure.
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MATT
So Zack, what was it you do for a 
living?

ZACK
Junior--

Matt sticks on some MUSIC

MATT
Music. Helps me keep focus. You 
were saying.

ZACK
(as the music gets louder)

Junior...
(clears throat, louder)

Junior accountant.

MATT
(cups his ear)

You’ll need to speak up.

Zack turns off the music. Matt stops the treadmill.

MATT (CONT’D)
Rude.

(beat)
Could you hand me my towel?

ZACK
Sure.

Two towels hang over the top of the sofa. Zack grabs one.

MATT
No! Not that one, that’s my--

(gestures at his crotch)
Personal towel.

Zack drops the towel to the floor and shudders. He pulls out 
hand sanitizer from his pocket and squirts it into his hand.

ZACK
(rubs his hands together)

I should go.

MATT
But you haven’t seen your room yet.

Zack heads for the door.

ZACK
That’s okay... I’ll pass.
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Zack exits. Matt smirks.

MATT
Another one down.

INT. HELL

Philip slumps over, he begins to CRY.

LUCIFER
Oh, come on. You need to turn that 
frown upside down, death isn’t all 
bad.

Philip wipes the tears and snot from his face.

PHILIP
It’s not?

Lucifer puts his arm around Philip.

LUCIFER
Why of course not. This is the 
start of the rest of your 
afterlife, and in between the 
torture and eternal screams that 
will haunt your very soul, we have 
a lot of fun too. Just wait for our 
infamous quiz nights.

PHILIP
...That doesn’t sound like fun. 
That doesn’t sound like fun at all.

LUCIFER
You don’t like quizzes? Tell you 
what. I like your face Philip. It’s 
nicely rounded, makes me think 
of... Oh I dunno, bikini clad girls 
knocking around a beach ball in the 
nice summer heat, and if I wasn’t 
anything but asexual, well that 
would sound pretty damn fine.

(beat)
So I tell you what, I’m going to 
offer you a job, to work directly 
for yours truly. You would be able 
to go back and continue as if 
nothing ever happened.

PHILIP
What’s the catch?
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Lucifer walks round behind Philip. He places his hand on 
Philip’s shoulder and squeezes.

LUCIFER
You’re a smart guy Philip. I won’t 
bullshit you, it won’t be easy. 
Just think of it as being my P.A. 
I’ll call on you to do certain 
things, laundry, lunch, capturing 
escaped souls--But you’ll get to 
live your pathetic life once more.

Lucifer walks back round and faces Philip.

PHILIP
And if I say no to something you 
ask?

Lucifer pulls out a nail file and works on his pointy 
cuticles, while the walls separate revealing eternal fire and 
brimstone, with horrifying screams and manic laughter.

PHILIP (CONT’D)
Alright--

(profusely nods)
I’ll do it.

The walls slam shut.

PHILIP (CONT’D)
Hold on.

(beat)
You’re not going to make me kill 
anyone, are you?

LUCIFER
Philip, come on now. Have you seen 
what’s been happening in the world 
lately? You really think I need 
your help with that?

(beat)
I’ll be seeing you soon.

Lucifer pokes Philip on the forehead, Philip falls back off 
the chair.

Philip falls through time and space, swirls fly past as if 
he’s on some massive acid trip.
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INT. HOSPITAL / EXAMINATION ROOM - DAY

Philip lays on a metallic table in an unzipped body bag, a 
bullet wound in his pale head, with an embalming tube in his 
arm.

Philip jolts upright, his eyes adjust to the light and his 
skin turns from pale white to his more natural colour. He 
takes a sharp inhale of breath. The wound from Philip’s head 
rapidly heals back to normal.

Philip grabs the embalming tube and pulls it our from his 
arm.

He gets up and takes a wobble as he finds his balance.

A FORENSIC PATHOLOGIST (mid-30s, male) enters, he chomps away 
on a fully loaded sub sandwich as he jigs to some music, 
listening through his headphones.

PHILIP
‘cuse me...

The Forensic Pathologist stops in his tracks and looks up at 
Philip.

PHILIP (CONT’D)
Don’t happen to know where all my 
clothes are, do you?

The sandwich drops. The Forensic Pathologist lets out a high-
pitched scream and runs right into the frame of the door. He 
collapses to the floor, unconscious.
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