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FADE IN:

INT. HELL - FRONT DESK - AFTERNOON

An empty chair in an empty waiting room. 

OFFICE SOUNDS in the background.

Suddenly, JOHN materializes in the seat. He’s disoriented. 
He’s lost. He looks like he just got hit by a bus.

Literally. 

Tire marks on his body, glass in his hair, the whole works.

He jumps when he sees LISA, a girl who would be so pretty if 
she were still even the tiniest bit alive, sitting awfully 
close to him.

Her friendly smile burns through him. He shifts in his seat.

LISA
Hi. I’m Lisa.

He doesn’t respond. Just stands up and hurries to the desk.

She follows him a little too closely.

JOHN
Hello? Is anyone there?

He rings the bell sitting in front of him. Repeatedly.

No one answers.

JOHN (CONT’D)
(calling out)

I just want to know where I am. I 
can’t remember coming here.

LISA
Just give it a minute. This place 
isn’t known for its service.

He glares at her.

LISA (CONT’D)
What? It isn’t.

More bell ringing. More no answers.

JOHN
Will you tell me where I am then?



LISA
And ruin the surprise? I could get 
in trouble for that.

He eyes the door at the other end of the room.

LISA (CONT’D)
You don’t want to go out there.

He ignores her and walks straight out the door, with her 
nipping at his heels. Almost literally, actually. She’s odd.

INT. HELL - MAIN LOBBY/PIT OF FIRE - CONTINUOUS

He barely avoids falling off an edge into what looks like a 
never-ending hole. Screams pierce his ears and whatever the 
smell is, it almost makes him vomit. He quickly hurries back 
through the door. She keeps step with him the whole way.

INT. HELL - FRONT DESK - CONTINUOUS

He rushes back to the counter and rings the bell even more 
furiously, looking around. 

LISA
I told you so. Didn’t I tell you 
so? I was right.

She’s still standing oddly close to him. He’s still ringing 
the bell.

JOHN
I don’t know why you find all of 
this so amusing, but I don’t. I 
don’t know what the hell’s going 
on.

She snickers as he hits the word “hell.”

LISA
It’s okay. She’ll explain 
everything.

JOHN
Who?

He looks around as a throat is cleared behind him at the 
desk. He stops ringing the bell.

RECEPTIONIST
Excuse me.
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She takes the bell, smashes it with a hammer, and throws it 
into a box of bells that met a similar fate.

RECEPTIONIST (CONT’D)
Now, how can I help you?

She gives him a smile, but not a pleasant one. The “go to 
hell” kind, if you will.

JOHN
Where am I? What am I doing here?

She hands him a pamphlet called “THINGS TO DO AND SEE IN 
HELL.” Not surprisingly, it’s completely empty except for the 
title. But the title’s in a really nice font, at least.

RECEPTIONIST
Welcome.

There’s that smile of hers again.

JOHN
Seriously, what’s going on?

She turns a check-in book around to face her. He doesn’t 
remember signing it, but there his name is, the last one on 
the list.

RECEPTIONIST
You, John - may I call you John? - 
are the newest member of our little 
community.

JOHN
But why? What’d I do to get here?

RECEPTIONIST
Look at my desk. Does that name 
plate say I’m responsible for 
whatever you did? No? Okay then. 
Just assume then that all I do is 
get you set up.

JOHN
I think I deserve to know what I 
did.

RECEPTIONIST
Maybe it’s more about what you 
didn’t do, you know?

JOHN
No, I don’t.
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RECEPTIONIST
Well, never knowing is sure going 
to be hell, huh?

She laughs a completely humorless laugh. Lisa joins in until 
John shoots her a look.

JOHN
I can never get out of here?

RECEPTIONIST
The door’s right behind you.

LISA
He didn’t like that door. Did you, 
John?

JOHN
So I guess you won’t help me at all 
except for this “set up” thing you 
mentioned. What’s that?

RECEPTIONIST
Just think of us as the worst hotel 
you’ve ever been to.

She pulls a pack out from under the counter.

RECEPTIONIST (CONT’D)
Now your supply kit. First, a 
towel.

It looks like it’s made entirely of steel wool.

RECEPTIONIST (CONT’D)
The showers only blow cold, by the 
way, so don’t bother adjusting the 
knob, even though it only says “H.” 
Also, a toothbrush.

Which appears to be made of wood with nails for bristles.

RECEPTIONIST (CONT’D)
Anything else you need, you can buy 
from the general store, but between 
you and me, the owner overcharges.

LISA
It’s true, he does.

JOHN
Can I just ask --
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RECEPTIONIST
You’ve got places to be.

JOHN
But I just want to --

RECEPTIONIST
Look at my desk. Does it say I care 
what you want?

LISA
You get used to that joke. 
Everybody makes it. All the time.

John turns to Lisa. At least she’s being helpful, in her own 
way.

JOHN
Really?

LISA
Look at my shirt. Does it say I 
have to help you at all?

JOHN
Point taken.

Back to the receptionist.

JOHN (CONT’D)
Can I appeal to your sense of 
decency? You’ve got to let me do 
that. 

LISA
Look at her desk, John. Does it say 
she has a sense of --

He’s in Lisa’s face now.

JOHN
I don’t know what I did to you, but 
there’s no need to insult this 
woman right in front of her.

RECEPTIONIST
No, she’s right. I don’t. Now get 
out.

The door opens behind them. John gathers his stuff and 
trudges towards it. For some reason, Lisa follows again.

RECEPTIONIST (CONT’D)
Wait. One more thing.
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JOHN
See, Lisa? She has one more thing 
for me.

He walks back to the desk. Of course, Lisa tags along. The 
Receptionist plops a TV guide down on top of the rest of his 
supplies.

JOHN (CONT’D)
At least we get TV.

LISA
The picture’s going bad on all the 
sets though. You have to squint and 
adjust the rabbit ears a lot.

JOHN
It can’t be that bad.

RECEPTIONIST
Have you checked the listings?

He opens up the guide. In every timeslot, on every channel, 
on every page, two words scream at him - “JERSEY SHORE.”

He throws the thing to the ground as if it’s on fire while 
the two women laugh.

INT. HELL - MAIN LOBBY/PIT OF FIRE - MOMENTS LATER

He holds his supplies tightly to himself. Lost in the sight 
of everything burning around him. Literally, again.

LISA
We should get going.

JOHN
We?

LISA
Yeah, there’s a protest I want to 
get to.

A louder than usual scream shrieks through the air and makes 
John shudder.

JOHN
A protest?

Lisa picks up a sign that had been resting outside the door. 
“SAVE THE BRIMSTONE” is scrawled in big red letters.
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JOHN (CONT’D)
You’re kidding.

LISA
No. It’s a real concern. In the 
last year alone, the amount of 
usable brimstone has been cut 
almost in half. If we don’t stop 
this, all of it will be gone.

Another scream pierces John’s ears.

JOHN
You mean to tell me that with all 
of this going around, what you’re 
worried about is the brimstone.

LISA
Right.

More screaming.

JOHN
Do you hear that? That’s someone in 
pain. Someone hurting. And you’re 
concerned about a rock. Well, 
excuse me if I never talk to you 
again. I’ll just take what was 
given to me and go. Whatever 
they’ve got planned for me can’t be 
nearly as bad as you.

He starts walking away. Stops. Looks down.

And notices the chain that links the two of them together.

FADE TO BLACK.
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