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1 INT. SUBURBAN LIVING ROOM - NIGHT 

Halloween Night. Two teenage girls, Nomi and Jessie, lay on 
the floor of a darkened living room with their hands on a 
planchette of an Ouija board. Candles are lit around them. 
The clock on the wall reads 11:50. 

JESSIE 
Nomi, I don't like this. We're going 
to miss the party. 

NOMI 
I want to ask the Spirits if Adam 
likes me so I know if I should talk to 
him tonight or not. 

JESSIE 
You can't talk to him if we aren't 
there. 

NOMI 
Shh, we need to concentrate. 

The girls close their eyes. 

NOMI 
Spirits, can you hear me? I'm calling 
on you to answer a very important 
question. 

Silence. The planchette stays still. A fog begins to roll in 
around them. Jessie opens one eye. 

JESSIE 
I don't think it's--what the heck? 

NOMI 
Jessie, will you shut up? It's not 
going to work if you-- 

The fog is thick and the girls look around for the source. 
They sit up and squint in the dim light. It seems to be 
coming from a corner of the room. 

JESSIE 
Nomi, what is that? 

From behind them: 

DEMON 
I think you mean,     is that.                   who          
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The girls spin around to see a man. 

DEMON 
Dammit, I missed my mark        So                          again.    
much for a grand entrance. 

NOMI 
A ghost! Jessie, we did it! We made 
contact! 

JESSIE 
Uh, I don't think it's supposed to 
work this way. 

NOMI 
What kind of ghost are you? I can 
touch you. 

Nomi pokes the demon hard in the arm. He recoils, surprised 
at her brazen fearlessness. He pulls himself up to his full 
height. 

DEMON 
I am Marchosias, warrior of Hell! Here 
to collect souls for my lord, Lucifer. 

NOMI 
Marchosias? That's way too long. How 
about Mark? 

MARCHOSIAS 
What? Fine. You called me here to make 
a deal, yes? Your deepest wish granted 
for a small price, your soul. 

NOMI 
Wait, you grant wishes? I thought you 
were a demon, not a Genie. 

MARCHOSIAS 
I    a demon. And I don't so much as   am                                 
grant wishes as negotiate contracts, 
facilitate transactions. Your soul for 
your wish-come-true. 

Nomi seems to think about this. Jessie looks around 
nervously. Demon checks his watch. 11:59. 

MARCHOSIAS 
So, tell me. What is it that you 
desire? A shiny new talent? Parents to 
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stay happily married forever? Perhaps, 
there's a boy? 

NOMI 
Well, there is a boy. But I'm not 
going to waste my soul over him. 

MARCHOSIAS 
What, then? What is the thing you want 
the most? 

NOMI 
I want -- 

Marchosias disappears. Jessie and Nomi look at each other in 
disbelief. 

2 INT. DARK VOID 

Marchosias stands before a desk, where another demon, his 
boss, sits. Darkness surrounds them. The stark light over the 
desk seems sourceless. 

MARCHOSIAS 
Shit, I was so close! 

DEMON BOSS 
You missed your midnight deadline. 
Again. No deals mean no souls. The 
home office isn't happy, Marchosias. 

MARCHOSIAS 
Just give me one more chance. Let me 
go back to those girls and I know I'll 
be able to close the deal. 

DEMON BOSS 
It's out of my hands. You are being 
removed from sales and placed on 
graveyard duty. 

Marchosias sighs and hangs his head. 

                                                    FADE OUT. 


