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FADE IN:

INT. STUDIO APARTMENT - MORNING

Waking up in a perfectly matched set of bedding one second 
before the alarm, SELMA PRICE pushes herself upright and puts 
her feet on the floor into a perfectly placed -

- no, no, she has to dig under the bed for her slipper with 
her toe. Careful not to touch the floor, she scoots the rogue 
slipper alongside the other one and slides both her feet in.

Then, Selma spends four minutes and twenty seconds making her 
bed as tight and tidy as she can.

Selma feeds the cat and turns on her electric tea kettle.

INT. STUDIO APARTMENT - MOMENTS LATER

Stepping into the bathroom, Selma eyeballs that one, last 
Ritalin in her medicine bottle before she carefully brushes 
her teeth - counting out each stroke and rinsing her mouth 
before spitting. Then, Selma has to chase all the foam from 
her spit into the sink with water. Then, Selma has to dry the 
ceramic without leaving any streaks. Putting the towel in the 
hamper, Selma replaces it with a clean one.

Having fussed over the sink for far too long, Selma turns on 
the shower.

INT. STUDIO APARTMENT - MOMENTS LATER

With her damp hair combed perfectly back over her shoulders 
and a clean bathrobe over her body, Selma walks into the 
kitchenette and reaches for her electric tea kettle...

...and finds the handle facing away from her hand.

SELMA
Binx?

For a moment, the room offers no response.

SELMA (CONT’D)
Binx.

Coolly, her cat BINX pokes his head out from under the bed.

For a moment, Selma looks at the cat as if it were going to 
fess up then and there.



Reaching into the cupboard, Selma finds a bag of organic cat 
treats and places one in front of the tea kettle.

Her cat stares cryptically back at her. Selma turns the 
kettle’s handle back in it’s proper direction, and nudges the 
kitty treat underneath the handle itself.

Nothing happens, until Selma shakes the bag of kitty treats. 
Fed up with whatever game his mistress is playing, Binx 
mounts the counter and eyes the kettle for a moment...

...before reaching for the kitty treat with his paw, careful 
not to disturb his momma’s kitchen. Having scooted the treat 
safely free of the kettle, Binx gobbles it up and marches 
off.

Hmm.

Selma puzzles over the kettle a moment longer, and then 
straightens it to her complete satisfaction before pouring 
and steeping her morning tea.

INT. STUDIO APARTMENT - THE FRONT DOOR

Now fully dressed, Selma opens the door to the outside 
world...

...which for Selma is a specific process of locking and 
unlocking the door, looking through the peephole, opening it 
a crack with the chain still attached...

...Selma collects a number of parcels on her stoop from 
various courier services. One of them, carelessly, has been 
left further from her doorstep than she can reach without 
stepping into the hallway herself...

...so Selma grabs a broom that she keeps near the door and 
she scoots the package towards her. It’s heavy, and not 
easily moved with by bristles of the broom.

INT. STUDIO APARTMENT - MOMENTS LATER

With the box open on her counter, Selma unpacks a grocery 
shipment of canned goods into her cupboard.

Selma collapses the box, grabs the trash bag out of her 
kitchen basket, and prepares all her garbage to go out -
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INT. STUDIO APARTMENT - THE BACK DOOR

- the back door. Her trash from yesterday is still sitting 
right outside her door.

Selma looks at the garbage as if it were evidence from a 
crime scene. Then, after a moment, she takes out her phone 
and dials a number from her contacts.

SELMA
Hi, Haley? It’s me, Selma Price. 
Hi. (listens) I’m calling because 
it’s nine forty two in the morning, 
and I opened the door to put my 
garbage and recycling out on the 
back stairs, and I see that the 
garbage and the recycling from 
yesterday are still there. 
(listens) Oh. (listens) Oh. 
(listens) Well, it’s just that - 
(listens) Oh. I understand. It’s 
just that - (listens) It’s just 
that you’ve always taken it down 
for me when you head out for your 
workout. If that’s not going to be 
the case then I want to make - 
(listens) No, I understand that you 
were out last night. I’m just 
saying that in the future, if 
you’re not going to - (listens) No, 
I understand. (listens) No, please 
don’t think I’m not grateful. I am 
grateful. Very grateful. (listens) 
Ok. Thank you. (listens) Ok. Bye.

Standing at the threshold of the back stairs, Selma starts to 
take a tentative step out into the stairwell to take her own 
garbage down. Her foot almost touches the ground...

No. She’d better not. She puts her foot back on the linoleum 
of her kitchen floor and starts to close the door -

FOOMP! Her cat knocks the door just a little bit as the 
animal shoots out into the stairwell.

SELMA (CONT’D)
Binx!

With a sigh, Selma makes her way back into the kitchen and 
pulls out a bag of kitty treats. Shaking it, she pours some 
on the floor...

...and Binx comes trotting casually back into the kitchen and 
starts eating his spoils.
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INT. STUDIO APARTMENT - MOMENTS LATER

Applying copious amounts of elbow grease, Selma scrubs the 
floor where she dumped the treats.

INT. STUDIO APARTMENT - MOMENTS LATER

With meticulous care, Selma searches her cat for signs that 
he might be different for having been outside.

INT. STUDIO APARTMENT - LATER

Setting her tea down next to her computer, Selma starts a 
search for professorships in the English departments of 
university after university. Diving into the “jobs” section 
of a number of different colleges, Selma starts finding 
work...

...and when she finally gets to an application page, she 
leaves it open. Looking for other jobs, she finds another...

Going back to the first page, Selma starts to fill it out. 
Looking ahead at the fields, the application asks for things 
like prior experience, anecdotes about what makes her the 
best qualified person for the job, and stories about where 
her life is leading...

Bookmarking those pages for later, she leaves the application 
fields blank and continues her search.

INT. STUDIO APARTMENT - LATER

Putting aside her job search, Selma refreshes her tea and 
opens up her email.

Setting her headphones on her head, Selma opens an audio 
attachment and takes a breath before hitting “play.”

Quickly and efficiently, Selma begins transcribing the 
recordings she’s been sent -

- when her video chat alarm goes off. Selma glances at the 
window before refusing the call.

Getting back to her transcription work, Selma is interrupted 
again.

Breathing through her frustration at the untimely 
distraction, Selma opens the chat window.

It’s her younger sister, JUNE.
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JUNE
You tried to give me the brush!

SELMA
I’m working.

JUNE
You work from home!

SELMA
What do you want?

JUNE
I’ve got something I need to talk 
to you about. Two things.

SELMA
Ok.

JUNE
I’m coming by tomorrow.

SELMA
You don’t have to.

JUNE
I know I don’t have to. You’re my 
sister, it’s your birthday, and I 
don’t want you to spend it alone.

SELMA
You don’t know that I’m spending my 
birthday alone.

JUNE
Seriously?

SELMA
Yes, seriously.

JUNE
Selma.

SELMA
June.

JUNE
Do you want to have this 
conversation with me, or are you 
willing to just accept that I’m 
coming by to check on you and do a 
birthday.
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SELMA
We can do a birthday.

JUNE
I think we maybe need to have the 
conversation.

SELMA
I’ve got therapy later, I spent the 
morning working on applications for 
professorships -

JUNE
That’s amazing!

SELMA
It’s not that amazing.

JUNE
I’m proud of you.

SELMA
I may be overselling it.

JUNE
I know. I’m still proud of you. Is 
your therapist...

SELMA
It’s an internet thing.

JUNE
Ok. Well, I’m still proud of you.

SELMA
No.

JUNE
I’m still proud of you.

SELMA
What’s the second thing?

JUNE
Oh! You’re not going to like it.

SELMA
Try me.

JUNE
Nathan proposed.

Selma struggles not to show her disdain.
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JUNE (CONT’D)
That’s not the part you’re not 
going to like.

SELMA
Ok.

JUNE
There’s more.

SELMA
Ok!

JUNE
I want you to be my maid of honor.

SELMA
Why aren’t you telling me this to 
my face tomorrow?

JUNE
You want this on your birthday?

SELMA
No.

JUNE
There you go.

Selma considers the proposal in silence.

SELMA
Ok.

JUNE
Ok I can tell you this now, or -

SELMA
Ok, I’ll do it.

JUNE
You’ll do what.

SELMA
I’ll be there. I’ll be your maid of 
honor when you marry Nathan.

JUNE
We’re planning a September wedding.

SELMA
That’s five months. Are you 
pregnant?
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JUNE
What the fuck Sellie?

SELMA
I’m just saying what’s the rush?

JUNE
The rush is we’ve been dating for 
four years and it’s gotten 
ridiculous!

SELMA
So you’re pregnant.

JUNE
I need to know if you can do this.

SELMA
It’s five months.

JUNE
You’ve had two years.

Selma is silent for a moment.

JUNE (CONT’D)
I’ve got to go. I’ll see you 
tomorrow.

SELMA
I can do it.

JUNE
For real?

SELMA
Yeah.

JUNE
Ok.

SELMA
Ok.

JUNE
I love you.

SELMA
I love you too.

JUNE
I’ll see you tomorrow.
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Selma lets her sister log off. Trying to log back into her 
transcription work, Selma struggles with the distractions and 
the mess of her life.

INT. STUDIO APARTMENT - LATER

Attaching her transcriptions in a reply message, Selma sends 
her work for the day back to her employer with a few 
professional comments.

INT. STUDIO APARTMENT - AFTERNOON

Putting on her headset again, Selma opens a chat program and 
waits, and waits, watching the clock...

She dials her therapist, DAISY.

Daisy picks up.

DAISY
Hello, Selma.

SELMA
Hello, Dr. Daisy.

DAISY
You’re right on time.

SELMA
I know.

DAISY
I’m telling you so that you can see 
that I noticed, and that I 
appreciate your respect for my 
time.

SELMA
Thank you for telling me.

DAISY
How are you feeling today?

SELMA
I feel fine. I feel good.

DAISY
Did you work on your applications 
today?

SELMA
Yes, I did.
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DAISY
Did you submit any of them?

Daisy sits silently for a moment.

DAISY (CONT’D)
Our therapy depends on your 
participation -

SELMA
No.

DAISY
- depends on your participation, 
especially given that we’re working 
over distance. Did you submit any 
of your applications?

SELMA
I just answered you.

DAISY
You didn’t let me finish my 
question. Did you submit any of 
your applications?

SELMA
No.

DAISY
What was our agreement at the end 
of last week’s session?

SELMA
I told you that I’d submit at least 
three applications.

DAISY
How many did you submit?

Selma is quiet.

DAISY (CONT’D)
That was a question.

SELMA
I didn’t submit any, but I found 
twenty-five to apply to and -

DAISY
Selma -

SELMA
You interrupted me.
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DAISY
Yes I did. How does that make you 
feel?

SELMA
There’s something I need to talk to 
you about.

DAISY
How does it make you feel when I 
interrupt you?

SELMA
Dr. Daisy, I need your help with -

DAISY
When I interrupt you, how does it 
make you feel?

SELMA
It makes me feel like I need to -

DAISY
It doesn’t sound like you’re 
sharing a feeling, so much as a -

SELMA
I’m telling you what I need, and 
you’re not listening, and you work 
for me!

DAISY
Good. What is it you need?

SELMA
I need help keeping a promise I 
made.

DAISY
Keeping your word has been a 
challenge this week.

SELMA
You’re going to listen to what I 
need, or I’m going to hire someone 
else.

DAISY
Selma, I’m intrigued by your case 
because of the unique circumstances 
surrounding the onset of your 
condition. 

(MORE)
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You know that my process is still 
experimental and organic, and you 
know that I’m charging you less 
than my normal session rate because 
of the release you signed and the 
fact that I’m writing a book. What 
you might not realize, and what I’m 
going to remind you of now, is that 
I have a waiting list of clients 
going back eighteen months who are 
all willing to pay that session 
rate. Any mileposts we reach in our 
therapy are going to serve to 
illustrate the effectiveness of 
these techniques in a way my 
readership will find relatable, and 
that’s worth something. At the same 
time, it’s not worth being exposed 
to disrespect. I value myself and I 
value my time too highly. Do you 
understand what I’m telling you?

SELMA
Yes.

DAISY
Do you want my help?

SELMA
Yes.

DAISY
Do you want this process to work 
for you or not.

SELMA
Yes.

DAISY
Yes what.

SELMA
Yes, I want this process to work 
for me.

DAISY
Tell me what’s bothering you.

SELMA
I promised my sister that I’d be 
the maid of honor in her wedding.

DAISY
Why did you promise that.

DAISY (CONT'D)
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SELMA
Because I want to be there for her.

DAISY
What about all the... obstacles?

SELMA
I just have to overcome them.

DAISY
How long from now is the wedding?

SELMA
It’s five months away.

DAISY
What’s the date?

SELMA
September.

DAISY
September what?

SELMA
I forgot to ask.

DAISY
How are you going to be accountable 
for your progress if you don’t even 
know how long you have?

SELMA
I’ll ask her tomorrow. She’s coming 
tomorrow.

DAISY
For your birthday.

SELMA
Yes.

DAISY
Happy Birthday.

SELMA
Thank you.

DAISY
Ok. Five months, give or take. Let 
me ask you a question.

SELMA
Ok.

13.



DAISY
Last night, did you dream about the 
smoke man?

Selma is shocked into silence by the bluntness of Daisy’s 
question.

DAISY (CONT’D)
I asked you a question.

SELMA
He’s not a smoke man.

DAISY
Describe him to me.

SELMA
He was dark, and he was in a coat. 
He was... he was standing in the 
streetlight, but he was in shadow. 
I never really saw him.

DAISY
Did you dream about him?

SELMA
Yes.

DAISY
What did you dream?

SELMA
I dreamt about the night he took my 
mother.

DAISY
What does that mean, “the night he 
took your mother”?

SELMA
The night she disappeared.

DAISY
She disappeared.

SELMA
Yes.

DAISY
Tell me what that means. Don’t make 
me ask again.
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SELMA
He told me that she - my mom - that 
she’d taken things too far, that 
she was in the way, and then he 
touched her and she just...

Selma makes an evaporating sign with her hands.

DAISY
She just dissolved.

SELMA
Yes.

DAISY
That doesn’t sound very likely.

SELMA
I don’t know what to say to that. 

DAISY
What do you mean that she 
dissolved?

SELMA
She turned into black smoke.

DAISY
That’s not a thing a person does, 
Selma.

SELMA
I’m answering your questions. I 
know the difference between 
imagination and reality.

DAISY
This is one of those moments when 
you need to remember that you’re 
working in an experimental recovery 
process.

SELMA
I remember.

DAISY
You have to let the technique work 
for you.

SELMA
It sounds like you’re telling me 
I’m wrong.
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DAISY
Why do you think it sounds like 
that?

SELMA
Because that’s what you’re doing.

Daisy takes some notes.

SELMA (CONT’D)
Isn’t that what you’re doing?

DAISY
Asking questions is my job in this 
recovery process, not yours.

Selma looks up at the screen, debating whether to just turn 
off the screen... and she resigns herself to her “therapy.”

DAISY (CONT’D)
How does seeing this “smoke man” -

SELMA
He’s not a smoke man.

DAISY
Selma, I can’t help you if you’re 
not going to let me do my job, and 
my time is too precious to waste on 
people I can’t help.

Selma swallows.

DAISY (CONT’D)
If you really can tell the 
difference between reality and 
imagination, then how is seeing 
this man turn your mother to smoke 
preventing you from visiting your 
sister’s wedding?

Selma is silent.

DAISY (CONT’D)
Or going to the store?

Selma has no retort.

DAISY (CONT’D)
Or filing the applications for 
employment that you promised me you 
would submit?
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SELMA
He told me he’d come for me.

DAISY
What does that mean.

SELMA
He said if I did any of the things 
she was doing, he’d come for me.

DAISY
Did any of the things who was 
doing?

SELMA
My mother.

DAISY
What was your mother doing?

SELMA
I don’t know!

DAISY
You don’t know what it is you’re 
supposed to avoid.

SELMA
No. Yes! Yes.

DAISY
You’re living your life according 
the vague and imagined threat of a 
man you can’t even see.

SELMA
My mother disappeared in front of 
my face!

DAISY
You know that’s not true, and 
you’re testing my -

SELMA
I can’t do this!

DAISY
You need to lower your voice.

Selma stands up.

SELMA
I can’t do this! I can’t be in a 
wedding! What the was I thinking?
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DAISY
You’re not even present with me.

SELMA
I can’t fucking do this!

DAISY
If you’re not going to speak to me -

SELMA
I need your help!

DAISY
I am helping you.

SELMA
You’re not!

DAISY
I’m helping you, but you have to be 
present to receive it. You have to 
sit down, you have to stop yelling, 
and you have to listen to what I’m 
telling you with a calm mind or I 
can’t help you.

Selma plops back down into her chair.

DAISY (CONT’D)
And if I can’t help you, I can’t 
afford to spend the time on these 
sessions.

Selma is barely controlling her meltdown. She’s crying, but 
she’s making a valiant and pained effort not to.

SELMA
Ok.

DAISY
I respect you, Selma. But you have 
to respect me, too.

SELMA
Ok.

DAISY
That’s all the time we have for 
today. I’m going to schedule us for 
an appointment on next Tuesday, 
4:30pm Pacific time. Ok?
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SELMA
Next Tuesday, 4:30pm Pacific time. 
Ok.

DAISY
Try to be calm. We’re making 
progress. We’re going to work 
through this. Are you going to 
submit any applications this week?

SELMA
Tuesday, 4:30pm Pacific time.

DAISY
You did good work today.

Selma doesn’t say anything.

DAISY (CONT’D)
Have a good evening, Selma.

Daisy turns off the video chat. Quickly, Selma opens up her 
calendar program and starts recording the appointment...

SELMA
Tuesday, 4:30pm Pacific time. 
Tuesday, 4:30pm Pacific time. 
Tuesday, 4:30pm Pacific time. 
Tuesday, 4:30pm Pacific time...

INT. STUDIO APARTMENT - EVENING

Selma takes an inventory of her kitchen supplies.

INT. STUDIO APARTMENT - LATER

Selma enters her online grocery and supply orders for the 
day...

...when the doorbell rings.

Making her way to the door, Selma looks through the peephole 
to find a dapper, friendly-seeming man in a collared shirt 
with the logo of a flower delivery company on it.

Behind the man, the hall is filled with flower arrangements.

This man’s name tag identifies him as “Morgan,” but he’s 
actually:

LUCIFER
Selma Price?
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Selma doesn’t open the door.

SELMA
You’ve got the wrong address.

LUCIFER
Is this 11255 Franklin Ave, number 
581?

SELMA
Yes.

LUCIFER
Are you Selma Price?

SELMA
What?

LUCIFER
Are you Selma Price?

SELMA
I can’t hear you.

LUCIFER
Is. Your. Name. Selma. Price.

SELMA
Yes.

LUCIFER
I’ve got the right address.

SELMA
But those aren’t for me.

LUCIFER
You are Selma Price.

SELMA
Yes.

LUCIFER
Is it your birthday tomorrow?

SELMA
Yes.

LUCIFER
These are for you. These are your 
flowers.

SELMA
Nobody would send me flowers.
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LUCIFER
All evidence to the contrary. Are 
you going to open the door for me?

SELMA
Who are they from?

LUCIFER
Doesn’t say.

SELMA
That’s not possible.

LUCIFER
Again, I don’t want to argue but 
you have to agree that it clearly 
is at least possible.

SELMA
I can’t hear you.

LUCIFER
It’s possible! Will you please open 
the door?

Selma opens the door, according to her ritual, leaving the 
chain in place.

SELMA
I don’t want them.

LUCIFER
You don’t want flowers?

SELMA
No thank you.

Selma starts to close the door again.

LUCIFER
You can donate them anywhere you 
like. I just can’t leave them out 
in the hall. We get in trouble for 
things like that.

SELMA
You have to take them someplace 
else.

LUCIFER
They’re bought and paid for. Every 
flower in the place is here. They 
should go somewhere. I’d hate to 
throw them away.
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SELMA
You don’t have to throw them away.

LUCIFER
They’re technically not the 
property of the store anymore. If 
you refuse delivery, then we can 
get sued for doing anything but 
throw them away. These flowers are 
your property, and if we do 
something it turns out you don’t 
like then -

Selma unlatches the chain.

LUCIFER (CONT’D)
Selma Price?

SELMA
Yes.

LUCIFER
Hello. I have some flowers for you.

SELMA
What do you expect me to do with 
them?

LUCIFER
I think more or less you just let 
them spread pollen all over your 
apartment and -

Selma twitches.

LUCIFER (CONT’D)
I’m sorry. Bad joke. They’re not 
pollinating. It’s a bad joke.

SELMA
It’s fine.

LUCIFER
I apologize.

SELMA
It’s no big deal. It’s fine.

Lucifer picks up the first of many flower-laden vases, and 
carries it to the threshold of her door before standing there 
expectantly.

SELMA (CONT’D)
Who sent me these?
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LUCIFER
I honestly don’t know. Unless they 
came into the store, I know we 
needed their name to process 
payment, but I don’t have the 
credit card slip.

SELMA
If I call the store and ask, will 
they tell me?

LUCIFER
I’m sure there’s a privacy policy. 
I’m not sure how it works in cases 
like this.

Selma looks down the hallway for a moment, deciding whether 
she can go out there and bring in the flowers.

LUCIFER (CONT’D)
I really would rather not put them 
in the garbage.

Selma edges her foot right to the threshold of her apartment 
door. She looks down the hall at the furthest of the flower 
arrangements...

Caught between the desire to take control of her world and 
the fear of what might happen if she does, Selma starts to 
freeze...

LUCIFER (CONT’D)
It’s ok. I can help. This is my 
job.

SELMA
Ok.

Lucifer picks up one of the arrangements, and carries it 
right to the doorway. For a moment, he stands there 
awkwardly.

SELMA (CONT’D)
Ok. Come in.

“Morgan” starts loading the massive delivery of flowers into 
Selma’s tiny apartment.

LUCIFER
Where do they go?

SELMA
Over there.
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Lucifer puts the first vase of flowers “over there,” - his 
eyes glinting just for a moment with a baleful glow as he 
does so - and he heads back to the hall for another load.

INT. STUDIO APARTMENT - LATER

Walking “Morgan” to the front door, Selma thanks him -

SELMA
Thank you for your help.

- and holds the door impatiently. Lucifer extends his hand -

LUCIFER
Morgan Stern.

- and waits for Selma to take it. She does not.

LUCIFER (CONT’D)
Happy Birthday, Selma.

- he says, as he walks out the door.

SELMA
It’s not ‘till tomorrow.

Selma closes the door behind him in the custom of her ritual, 
and looks back at her flower-laden one-room apartment with 
the unrest of someone who no longer has any space of her own.

INT. STUDIO APARTMENT - MOMENTS LATER

Selma moves one of the vases to a better, more balanced 
location.

INT. STUDIO APARTMENT - LATER

Not satisfied, Selma moves one of the other vases to balance 
out the space.

INT. STUDIO APARTMENT

Selma moves a third vase, and turns around to survey the room 
nervously.
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INT. STUDIO APARTMENT - VASE SEQUENCE

Moving the abundance of flowers from place to place, Selma 
struggles to organize them in a way that allows her to do her 
work and lets her feel at peace with the aesthetic...

INT. STUDIO APARTMENT - FLOWER SEQUENCE

...until she finally starts moving vases back to where they 
were and begins adjusting the shape of the flower 
arrangements themselves.

Selma is growing increasingly agitated with this invasion of 
space, but she knows she can get it right...

INT. STUDIO APARTMENT - LATER

...until finally, Selma has eaten up her day. One glance at 
the clock tells her it’s 6:30pm -

SELMA
No, no, no...

Selma turns to go back to her computer, but the disorder of 
the flowers is torturing her. She’s got to get on with her 
day -

- when something nudges her out of her painful reverie. Selma 
jumps in startled fear, and then sees her cat casually 
stalking away.

Dropping to the ground in exhaustion and shame, Selma tries 
not to cry. Her cat looks back at her in seemingly judgmental 
disbelief.

Selma cries.

INT. STUDIO APARTMENT - EVENING

In the dark evening hours, Selma sits down in front of her 
computer and puts on her headphones. Booting up a game, she 
settles in to battle demonic monsters...

INT. STUDIO APARTMENT - LATER

Before ordering her dinner on her computer. Binx jumps up 
onto the desk and stalks his way towards her keyboard...

SELMA
You want to share something?
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The cat looks at her as if the answer to her question were 
obvious.

SELMA (CONT’D)
I want Indian food or veggie pizza. 
Sorry, baby.

The cat, on cue, gives her a look as if to say “well screw 
you then, and it wanders off the desk.

Selma digs into the pizza website and starts putting together 
her order...

SELMA (CONT’D)
You know what?

Selma opens another tab on her browser, and runs a search for 
cake delivery. Pretty soon, she’s looking at a list of 
personal cakes with pictures and typing in the words “happy 
birthday”...

INT. STUDIO APARTMENT

Sitting down with a historical documentary on her computer, 
Selma takes a second slice of pizza from the box - and it 
starts to tear wrong -

KNOCK KNOCK.

Startled, Selma looks up. Stepping towards the door, Selma 
puts her eye up to the hole.

SELMA
Who is it?

CHRISTIE
Delivery from Sweetie Cake for 
Selma Price.

Opening the door methodically, Selma looks CHRISTIE the 
delivery girl up and down, reads her nametag, and then forces 
a smile before accepting the paper bag.

SELMA
Thank you.

CHRISTIE
Thank you! Is it your birthday?

Selma closes the door.
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INT. STUDIO APARTMENT - MOMENTS LATER

Opening the fridge, Selma puts the cake box in the fridge and 
closes it.

Then, she opens the fridge door again and opens the cake box 
to make sure the icing wasn’t disturbed by her putting it in 
the fridge... and closes the box, and closes the fridge door.

Then, Selma opens the fridge again. She opens the cake box, 
and she takes a birthday candle out of her kitchen drawer. 
Placing it in the top of the cake, she closes the lid over it 
-

- and lifts the lid again to make sure she didn’t muss the 
cake now that the candle’s in there. Satisfied, she closes 
the cake box and closes the fridge.

INT. STUDIO APARTMENT - LATER

Wrapping all of her pizza slices individually, Selma puts her 
leftover dinner away and breaks down the pizza box so it fits 
in the garbage can.

INT. STUDIO APARTMENT - LATER

Reaching for her electric tea kettle, Selma fills it with 
water and sets it perfectly for the next morning...

...except it jams up on its little electronic perch as she 
docks it. For a moment, Selma rotates and twists it to make 
it fit -

- and it drops into place.

INT. STUDIO APARTMENT - MOMENTS LATER

In the bathroom, Selma straightens the towels for her shower 
tomorrow and makes sure the shower is clean. It does need one 
or two spot-wipes.

Then, Selma brushes her teeth methodically and patiently. 
Rinsing out her mouth, Selma then chases all the foam down 
the drain. Then, she pulls a hand towel off the rack and 
dries the sink so there are no streaks.

Putting the towel in the laundry and replacing it, Selma 
disturbs her shower towels... and has to fix them.
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INT. STUDIO APARTMENT - MOMENTS LATER

Turning down her bed, Selma turns off the lights and climbs 
on top of her covers. Careful not to disturb the tidiness of 
the sheets, Selma gets her legs in and then looks for her 
cat.

SELMA
Binx?

Meow. From the desk, the cat calls back to her.

SELMA (CONT’D)
Come to bed.

Meow.

SELMA (CONT’D)
Well fuck you, then.

Lying down, Selma tries to fall asleep as quickly as 
possible. Just like she does every night, she struggles with 
the idea that something in the apartment isn’t right.

INT. STUDIO APARTMENT - MOMENTS LATER

While Selma tries forcing herself to sleep, water begins to 
drip ever so gently, ever so slowly, across the kitchen 
counter from the tea kettle.

There’s a crack in the tea kettle.

INT. STUDIO APARTMENT - MORNING

Lazily, a drip of water falls off the kitchen counter. In the 
background, Selma wakes up one moment before her alarm goes 
off.

As the alarm sounds, she turns it off. Sitting up so as to 
disturb the sheets as little as possible, Selma pulls her 
legs out of the bedding and puts them over the edge of the 
bed to find her -

- as her foot makes contact with her slipper, she recoils 
instantly.  Looking around, she spots the drip from the 
counter...

...and it’s as though, to her, the entire room is flooded. 
Selma, fearful of disorder, is afraid even to put her feet on 
the ground.
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Looking around, Selma looks for some way to mop up the floor 
and dry it from her bed... but all she can do is pull her 
bedding up and make sure it doesn’t get wet.

SELMA
Binx?

No answer.

SELMA (CONT’D)
Binx?

Meow.

Binx is sitting on top of the refrigerator. Meow.

SELMA (CONT’D)
Oh, Binx! Oh. What is the - what am 
I... Oh my god.

Drip goes the counter.

Selma looks over the side of her bed, and tries to figure out 
how she’s going to even get around her room...

...when Binx starts to make his way down to the counter of 
the kitchen.

SELMA (CONT’D)
No, Binx!

Binx makes the jump, no problem. Selma is trying so hard to 
keep it together, and to keep making decisions, and to keep 
from melting down...

SELMA (CONT’D)
Ok... Ok.

Reaching for the bedside table, Selma unplugs her cellphone - 
touching it first to see if it’s been shorting out or if 
she’s going to get hurt. Wrapping the charging cable around 
something so it doesn’t fall into the “water”, she pulls back 
to the center of the bed and looks through her contacts 
before dialing...

SELMA (CONT’D)
Hello, Brit? (pause) Yes, I know - 
(pause) I know it’s early, my 
apartment is flooded. (pause) 
Flooded. 

(MORE)
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I’m sure there’s problems 
downstairs, and I need someone to 
come in and get me because I don’t 
know if there’s electricity in - 
(pause) I’m calling you because I 
need help. (pause) No, I didn’t - 
(pause) No, I didn’t. (pause) If 
you want to sit there and blame me 
while three stories of sheetrock 
soak through and turn to mud, then - 
(pause) Flooded! I need help! My 
apartment is flooded in like - like 
a foot of water! I can’t get off my 
bed! This is an emergency and 
you’re blaming me and I need your 
help! I - (pause) A plumber? 
(pause) Should I call the fire 
department or something? (pause) 
You can’t blame me for (pause) Ok. 
(pause) Ok. (pause) I’ll wait here. 
(pause) I’m sitting on my bed! 
(pause) I’m surrounded by water! 
(pause) Ok. (pause) Ok. Thank you, 
Brit. Bye.

Selma hangs up the phone. Looking around her place, she 
starts to cry.

INT. STUDIO APARTMENT - LATER

KNOCK KNOCK.

Selma sits up on her bed, and croaks out a response.

SELMA
Who is it?

KNOCK KNOCK.

SELMA (CONT’D)
Who is it!

LESLIE
(inaudible)

It’s Leslie. I’m the plumber.

SELMA
I can’t hear you!

LESLIE
It’s Leslie the plumber! Brit sent 
me! She said something about a 
flood!

SELMA (CONT’D)
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SELMA
I need you to come in!

LESLIE
I don’t have a key!

SELMA
Brit has a key!

LESLIE
I haven’t seen Brit! Just open the 
door!

SELMA
I can’t get to the door!

LESLIE
Just open it!

SELMA
I can’t get to it!

LESLIE
Why not?

SELMA
There’s a flood! There’s water 
everywhere!

LESLIE
I don’t see any water!

SELMA
There’s like a foot of it on the 
floor!

LESLIE
I’m not seeing any through the 
door!

SELMA
What?

LESLIE
There’s no water coming out from 
under the door!

SELMA
You’re not paying attention!

LESLIE
Lady, it’s six fifty in the 
morning. 

(MORE)
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I’m charging my emergency rates, 
but I haven’t had my coffee so do 
you want help or not?

SELMA
Yeah.

LESLIE
What?

SELMA
Yes, I want help!

LESLIE
Then open the door!

Selma looks around for some kind of way to get to -

LESLIE (CONT’D)
Now, please!

Starting to panic, Selma braces herself against the bed... 
and makes a jump to the coffee table so she can step onto the 
couch.

KNOCK KNOCK!

LESLIE (CONT’D)
Any day, please!

SELMA
I’m trying!

From the couch, Selma manages to snag the chair for her 
computer table...

LESLIE
What’s to fucking try! What the 
hell’s going on in there?

SELMA
Hang on, please! I need your help, 
please!

Perched on the computer chair, Selma wheels herself over 
towards the door...

LESLIE
Cheap ass LA landlords and their 
crazy fucking tenants are driving 
me -

SELMA
What?

LESLIE (CONT'D)
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LESLIE
I’m here. I’ll wait. Just open the 
door.

Leaning on the wall, she manages to get her eye up to the 
peephole.

There’s a lady standing outside.

SELMA
Are you sure you’re a plumber?

LESLIE
Oh my fucking God.

SELMA
I’m sorry.

LESLIE
It’s ok.

SELMA
I’m sorry... I’m sorry...

Selma unlocks the door, all according to her ritual, and lets 
Leslie in. As the plumber steps into the apartment, Selma 
starts rolling herself back to the bed...

LESLIE
What the fuck happened here?

SELMA
It flooded.

Leslie freezes at the threshold of the apartment, suddenly 
much more aware of her own safety.

LESLIE
What do you mean “it flooded”?

SELMA
There’s water everywhere.

LESLIE
That water over there?

SELMA
What water?

LESLIE
Are you calm?

SELMA
Am I calm?
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LESLIE
Do you need me to call you an 
ambulance?

SELMA
I’m ok, I’m just... I’m just...

LESLIE
Look, I can tell you’re in distress 
ok? There’s no flood here.

SELMA
What do you mean there’s no flood.

LESLIE
There’s some water on your counter, 
and it’s dripped a little - did you 
maybe step in it and think you...

As Leslie explains the reality of the situation, Selma starts 
to see things for what they are.

SELMA
What the fuck.

LESLIE
Look, I can call you an ambulance 
if it will help.

SELMA
What the hell is happening.

LESLIE
I tell you what. I’m going to step 
out and call Brit, and let her know 
that things are, you know, ok. Ok?

Selma looks at Leslie with true, honest, confused fear in her 
eyes.

SELMA
I have no idea what’s happening.

LESLIE
Ok. I’m going to call Brit. You 
have a good day. Ok?

Leslie turns to the apartment with a guilty look back at the 
troubled woman she’s leaving behind. As Leslie moves to close 
the door -

SELMA
Don’t touch that!
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Surprised, Leslie snaps her focus back on Selma.

SELMA (CONT’D)
I got it.

Finally fed up, Leslie leaves. Scooting herself back to the 
bed, Selma puts her slippers on and shuffles quickly to close 
and lock the door - according to her ritual.

Looking back across the room... none of the shadows are 
right.

Selma sees the cracked tea kettle. Picking the kettle up, 
helplessly, she notices that there’s still a little water in 
there - she tries to keep it from spilling out -

- as she breaks down, and cries, and screams. Selma melts 
down right to the floor.

INT. STUDIO APARTMENT - LATER

Selma wipes up the spilled water, and puts the paper towels 
into the trash along with the broken tea kettle.

INT. STUDIO APARTMENT - MOMENTS LATER

Selma orders a tea kettle on the internet.

INT. STUDIO APARTMENT - MOMENTS LATER

With her usual attention to detail, Selma makes her bed. Four 
minutes, twenty seconds.

Selma fills a measuring cup with water, puts it in the 
microwave, and starts it cooking for 2 minutes.

INT. STUDIO APARTMENT - MOMENTS LATER

In the bathroom, Selma brushes her teeth and cleans the sink. 
When she reaches for her handtowel...

...the handtowel is not exactly where it’s supposed to be. 
Her towels are slightly askew... and Selma looks around for 
any possible cause.

Sniffing the towels, Selma tries to decide if they’re still 
clean or if whatever touched them...
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SELMA
Binx, are you playing with the 
towels?

Straightening the towels first, Selma goes out into her room 
to look at the cat.

SELMA (CONT’D)
Are you playing with the towels?

Cavalierly, the cat looks back at her.

SELMA (CONT’D)
It’s not fucking cool.

Selma goes back into the bathroom, and pulls all the towels 
off the rack and goes back into her room to dump them in 
the...

These flowers really are driving her crazy.

Selma dumps the towels in the hamper, and then spends the 
next fifteen minutes stuffing all the flowers into trash 
bags. Once all the trash is double bagged, she puts it all in 
the back hall.

INT. STUDIO APARTMENT - MOMENTS LATER

Selma sweeps her floor.

INT. STUDIO APARTMENT - MOMENTS LATER

Selma wipes down the surfaces with industrial cleaner.

INT. STUDIO APARTMENT - MOMENTS LATER

Selma vacuums.

INT. STUDIO APARTMENT - MOMENTS LATER

Selma wipes the floor down.

INT. STUDIO APARTMENT - MOMENTS LATER

Putting a set of fresh towels from her closet onto the rack, 
Selma picks up her toothrush...

Does she have to brush again?
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Feeling a little stronger from her cleaning, Selma puts the 
toothbrush away and gets into the shower. Turning on the 
water, she breathes in...

...and starts sobbing.

INT. STUDIO APARTMENT - LATER

Pulling the water out of the microwave, Selma tests the 
temperature and puts it back in for another 2 minutes -

INT. STUDIO APARTMENT - MOMENTS LATER

- before sitting down in front of her computer with her tea 
in hand.

Setting the tea down, Selma logs into her web browser and 
opens the tabs from yesterday. Opening a new tab, Selma 
begins a search for English professorships...

...before she stops, and looks at all the tabs she’s already 
got open. Going back to the very first tab, Selma puts the 
cursor in the first text field.

NAME.

Selma starts to type her name...

...and the letters that appear on the screen are completely 
wrong. There’s no word there at all - it’s a jumble of 
characters.

Deleting the text, Selma types her name... and the same thing 
happens.

SELMA
What the fuck?

Binx hisses.

Calming herself, Selma unplugs her keyboard and plugs it back 
in. Tries again.

Gibberish.

SELMA (CONT’D)
What the fuck?!?

Breathing deep, Selma turns her computer off and turns it on 
again.

37.



Booting up just fine, the computer opens back up to her 
browser window. Her applications are still there.

Selma types her name back into the web application, and it 
comes back as another mix of characters.

For a moment, Selma just stops - to keep herself from 
smashing the computer.

Opening a blank word processing sheet, Selma starts pressing 
keys to see if they come out any differently in another 
program. They’re still behaving weirdly...

...so Selma presses one key over and over again to see if 
it’s the same character every time. It’s not.

Pounding the keyboard in frustration, Selma generates a lot 
of text...

...and when she looks at it, she seems to understand what 
it’s saying.

SELMA (CONT’D)
What the fuck...

Binx hisses for attention. Selma looks at her cat, and looks 
back at the screen.

SELMA (CONT’D)
Mom?

Binx hisses.

SELMA (CONT’D)
No Binx, it’s... it’s... I couldn’t 
protect you, he’s coming, you have 
to get out. I don’t -

CRASH. Inexplicably, her tea mug shatters right there on the 
desk - and the tea runs right off the desk and into her 
computer tower.

Her screen flashes and dies as her tower sparks up a steady 
little short-circuit.

SELMA (CONT’D)
Oh! Oh no!

Reaching for the computer - it sparks! She can’t get to it!

SELMA (CONT’D)
Oh God!
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Reaching for the cable by the wall, Selma notices that it’s a 
little wet as well -

- so she grabs a plastic glove from the sink, hurries back to 
her desk, yanks on the cable and unplugs it. Finally, the 
computer stops sparking.

Screaming with anxiety, Selma shakes off the glove. Looking 
at the computer, she considers plugging it back in to see if 
it’s ok...

...and it’s clearly not. Whatever that short circuit was, 
it’s left black burn marks on the machine.

With her main means of contacting the outside world a smoking 
mess, Selma starts to shake.

SELMA (CONT’D)
Ok. Ok. Ok. Ok...

Rattled and shaky, Selma gets up to find her dustbin and 
brush. Carefully, she sweeps up all the pieces of mug and 
puts them in the trash.

Cleaning her desk of tea, Selma takes off all the electronic 
devices that have touched it and unplugs them, drying them 
and cleaning them meticulously.

Wiping the tabletop with paper towels, Selma soaks up all the 
fluid from the desk -

- and then the floor underneath.

Pulling out her industrial cleaner, she cleans everything of 
any residue from the offending fluid.

Pulling out two trash bags, Selma bags the computer tower and 
it’s power cable...

...and as she takes it out back, she sees that the trash is 
really starting to pile up.

Pulling out her phone, she starts to call Haley... and then 
thinks better of it. For a moment, Selma contemplates taking 
the trash down herself...

Her toe is almost touching the floor.

She can’t. Going back inside, she closes the door and looks 
back at her phone. Opening a grocery app, Selma orders more 
trash bags.
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INT. STUDIO APARTMENT - LATER

Sitting down in her chair, Selma looks around at her 
apartment - and trying to figure out what to do with her day, 
she starts to melt down. She starts to tear up...

...and she reaches for her phone, and dials her sister into 
chat.

JUNE
Hey, happy birth - What’s wrong?

SELMA
Oh, um... just thinking about Mom.

JUNE
Yeah.

SELMA
Look, I don’t want to sound crazy 
but... um... those things Mom was 
doing before she disappeared, um...

JUNE
Which things?

SELMA
The, um... like the...

JUNE
The Christian cult things?

SELMA
Yeah.

JUNE
What about it?

SELMA
Did she ever tell you anything 
about, like...

JUNE
Are you having a bad day?

SELMA
It’s not a good day.

JUNE
I know, but did you have a 
meltdown?

Selma gets up and starts to pace.
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JUNE (CONT’D)
Are you having a meltdown now?

SELMA
I’ve had two.

JUNE
Oh.

SELMA
I think.

JUNE
Oh.

SELMA
I’m just wondering if she ever 
talked to you about what got her 
into those things.

JUNE
Listen, are you seeing things or 
anything?

SELMA
No.

JUNE
Because I know that sometimes when 
you get stressed, you...

SELMA
No, I’m not...

JUNE
Sellie?

SELMA
I, um...

JUNE
You need to calm down.

SELMA
I’m calm.

JUNE
Yeah, ok, but you need to be more 
calm.

SELMA
I’m calm!
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JUNE
Ok.

SELMA
I’m sorry.

JUNE
It’s ok, I just -

SELMA
I’m sorry.

JUNE
I thought therapy was going well!

SELMA
It was. It is. I don’t know.

JUNE
It’s ok. It’s a rough day.

SELMA
Yeah.

JUNE
Do you have anything to eat?

SELMA
I ordered a little birthday cake 
last night.

JUNE
Well I just bought you cake.

SELMA
I have groceries.

JUNE
Ok. Here’s what we’re gonna do. You 
go and eat cake. I’m going to come 
over, we’re going to have cake and 
dinner... yeah. That.

SELMA
Ok.

JUNE
What are you going to do?

SELMA
Eat cake.
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JUNE
Eat cake, and calm down, and we’ll 
take this one thing at a time.

SELMA
Yeah.

JUNE
Listen, I’m not going to be over 
until later. I’m in the car right 
now.

SELMA
I know. I just...

JUNE
It’s ok. I’m here. I just want to 
make sure you’re going to be ok 
between now and then.

SELMA
Yeah.

JUNE
Yeah?

SELMA
Yeah.

JUNE
I’m glad you called.

SELMA
Yeah. Ok.

JUNE
You gonna be ok?

SELMA
I might get evicted from my 
apartment.

JUNE
Well, we’ll deal with that later. 
Have some cake, I’ll come over, 
we’ll have a birthday together and 
then we’ll see what’s next. Ok?

SELMA
Ok.

JUNE
See you soon.
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SELMA
See you soon.

JUNE
Bye.

SELMA
Bye.

Once Selma’s sister is off the phone, Selma starts to hang up 
-

- and slips on some tea she managed not to wipe up. Flailing 
her arms, Selma smashes her phone right into the floor.

Picking it up, she sees right away that the screen is 
destroyed.

SELMA (CONT’D)
No, no, no...

Selma tries to get the phone to work, but there’s no hope.

SELMA (CONT’D)
No, no, no, no no!

Sobbing, completely cut off from the world, Selma slumps into 
the center of her floor.

INT. STUDIO APARTMENT - LATER

Having put herself back together Selma places her cake on a 
plate.

SELMA
Hello, beautiful. (to cat) What 
should I wish for, Binx? Million 
dollars? True love? (bats
eyelashes)

Selma lights the candle and leans on her elbows watching it
flicker. Closes her eyes, to make a wish. Opens them and
blows.

FWOOOOOOOSH!

As if ignited by a flame thrower, the tiny flame of the 
candle billows out with her breath and engulfs the wall in 
front of her.

Riding up the wall and pouring across the ceiling, the flame 
encircles her and begins to burn the walls on the other side 
of the tiny room.
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In the span of just a moment, fire is everywhere.

For a moment, Selma tries to doubt that the fire is real... 
but the room is hot enough to burn her even without touching 
the flames.

SELMA (CONT’D)
Help! Somebody help!

Where’s the cat? Selma looks frantically for the cat -

SELMA (CONT’D)
Binx!

All the cat can do is howl back at her.

SELMA (CONT’D)
Binx!

Howl!

Binx is in the bathroom, and flames are already crawling 
across the bottom of the doorway.

SELMA (CONT’D)
Somebody help me!

Grabbing the bedspread, Selma dumps it on the fire and 
smothers the flame just long enough to grab the cat -

Hiss! Binx tries to fight her off, wasting precious seconds -

- Selma grabs the cat, and rushes towards the front door of 
her apartment. Hesitating just a moment, Selma reaches for 
the deadbolt to begin her “door-opening ritual” - 

- and the deadbolt is hot enough that she burns her fingers 
without even touching the metal!

SELMA (CONT’D)
Somebody help me!

Breathing deep, Selma wraps her hand in her sleeve and grabs 
the deadbolt -

- and SCREAMS IN PAIN. Her shirt burns right through. Fire is 
starting to climb down the door, and Selma spins around to 
find some other means of escape -

LUCIFER is standing right behind her. Dressed in a fine suit, 
carrying a cane, wearing his most dapper hat, Lucifer 
explains:
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LUCIFER
Don’t leave.

Selma SCREAMS in surprise and fear.

LUCIFER (CONT’D)
You’re scared. I can see that.

Selma gasps. Her hand is still badly burned, and she’s having 
trouble understanding -

SELMA
I, ughn... You.

Selma recognizes Lucifer as the flower delivery man from the 
day before.

LUCIFER
You’re afraid of the fire.

For a moment, Selma is stopped short by the sheer obviousness 
of the comment.

LUCIFER (CONT’D)
There’s no need to fear. Fire will 
never harm you. Nothing will ever 
harm you again, as long as you come 
with me.

Selma looks at her hand again... and realizes it’s unharmed.

SELMA
You... My mother said...

LUCIFER
I know what your mother said. Here.

Stepping back into the room, Lucifer pulls two chairs into a 
clearing in the center of the room. Flames are everywhere.

SELMA
We have to leave!

LUCIFER
There’s only one way for you to 
leave this apartment. I think you 
know that.

Selma looks at Lucifer with new, clearer eyes.

LUCIFER (CONT’D)
Sit down. Please.
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SELMA
The fire.

LUCIFER
No fire will hurt you.

Lucifer snaps his fingers.

In a moment, the fires are gone. Selma’s home is undamaged. 
Everything in the room is precisely where it belongs.

Selma’s birthday candle is still lit, just like a pilot 
light.

With the fire gone, Binx jumps off Selma’s lap and hides - 
and Selma takes her cue and bolts for the door.

Lucifer snaps his fingers again and the room is reignited.

LUCIFER (CONT’D)
Please, sit down.

SELMA
You’re... You’re...

LUCIFER
I may not have been completely 
honest with you.

Selma stands there, gathering her cat back into her arms, 
shaking in terror and confusion.

Lucifer puts his hands on her shoulders, and guides her to 
the chair before taking a seat himself.

Sitting down, Selma clutches her cat tight.

LUCIFER (CONT’D)
I have to confess, I have looked 
forward to this moment for so long.

SELMA
I... don’t understand.

LUCIFER
I’m here for you, Selma.

SELMA
I still don’t understand. Who are 
you?

LUCIFER
Oh! Please, excuse my manners. My 
name is... 

(MORE)
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well, I am called Lucifer. I am 
called Morning Star, Light Bringer, 
Shining One... I daresay you know 
who I am. 

SELMA
You mean Satan?

LUCIFER
It’s a name that lacks poetry, 
don’t you think?

SELMA
Poetry?

LUCIFER
Selma, you are very special to me. 
You were, in point of fact, made 
for me. Now it’s time for us to be 
together, and for the two of us to 
leave this place hand in hand.

SELMA
My apartment’s on fire.

LUCIFER
Does that bother you?

SELMA
...yes.

LUCIFER
Ask me to spare you.

SELMA
What?

LUCIFER
Ask me to extinguish the flame.

SELMA
But you started it.

LUCIFER
I started it so you can ask me to 
end it.

SELMA
End it.

Lucifer puts his finger to his ear, indicating that he hasn’t 
heard what he needs to hear.

LUCIFER (CONT'D)
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SELMA (CONT’D)
End it!

LUCIFER
I started the fire so you could ask 
me to end it NICELY.

SELMA
Please.

LUCIFER
Please what.

SELMA
Please end it.

LUCIFER
Will you try to run from me?

SELMA
No.

LUCIFER
Good.

Lucifer holds out his hand, and closes it... snuffing out the 
flames as he does. Once again, Selma’s birthday candle is 
still burning away.

LUCIFER (CONT’D)
From this moment forward, 
everything will be exactly as you 
wish it. Nothing will ever be out 
of place. Nothing will ever be 
amiss. Everything will be precisely 
where it belongs because, Selma, 
you are my queen.

Lucifer stands up.

LUCIFER (CONT’D)
Are you ready?

SELMA
Am I ready?

LUCIFER
To claim your place as my queen.

SELMA
I’m not a queen.
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By Lucifer’s own telekinetic will, the two chairs are drawn 
together - bringing Selma and Lucifer face to face. The 
birthday candle flickers in an unseen wind.

LUCIFER
Oh, but you are.

SELMA
I can’t go.

LUCIFER
My glorious Selma, there is no 
other place for you. Your entire 
life stands testament to the fact 
that you belong only with me. Not 
here. Not in this hell. In mine.

SELMA
My mother said you’d come.

LUCIFER
Yes, your mother.

SELMA
What happened to my mother?

LUCIFER
Your mother is not the issue here.

SELMA
Where is she?

LUCIFER
Your mother has sins of her own, 
Selma -

SELMA
You took my mother away!

LUCIFER
I am not the one who -

SELMA
I can smell it.

LUCIFER
Smell what?

SELMA
I smell the smoke.

LUCIFER
There is no smoke.

50.



SELMA
It’s you. It smells like you.

Lucifer stands up.

LUCIFER
Selma, you need to listen to me.

SELMA
Please, tell me what happened to my 
mother.

Lucifer hauls off and slaps her right across the face.

LUCIFER
I’m sorry. I’m not accustomed to 
being ignored.

Selma is frozen in fear and shock.

LUCIFER (CONT’D)
Everything will make sense, I 
assure you, if you will just listen 
to what I tell you. All this, all 
the pain you’ve experienced, all 
the fear that comes with living in 
a world of constant chaos, it 
disappears the moment you walk 
through that door with me.

SELMA
What’s through the door.

LUCIFER
Your future. Your kingdom. Our 
home.

SELMA
She was... You messed up my 
computer! She was talking to me and 
-

LUCIFER
This - Selma, none of this is about 
your mother. We are going to stop 
discussing your mother. Can I - I 
can’t be any more clear about that. 
Everything I have done is for your 
own good. Am I clear?

SELMA
You need to leave!
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LUCIFER
No.

SELMA
Then I’m leaving.

LUCIFER
Are you really?

Selma takes a moment to truly weigh her options.

SELMA
Yes.

Getting up from her chair, Selma walks up to her door. 
Testing Lucifer’s patience, she puts her hand on the lock and 
begins the process - the ritual - of letting herself out.

Finally, the door is open.

Lucifer walks up behind her, just to smell her fear.

Terrified, Selma puts a foot out towards the hallway carpet.

LUCIFER
Selma, you’re taking things too 
far. You know I won’t let anything 
get in the way of you and me.

SELMA
It was you. You took her.

Putting his arm around her terrified body, Lucifer pulls 
Selma back in.

LUCIFER
Come back inside. We can discuss 
this like cultured people. There’s 
no reason for you to be afraid. I 
would never hurt you.

SELMA
You already have.

LUCIFER
No more than you made me. 
Everything I’ve done is what I had 
to do for your own good.

Lucifer brings her back into the apartment, and the door 
closes and locks behind them.
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INT. STUDIO APARTMENT - MOMENTS LATER

Sitting on her couch, Selma eyes Lucifer with doubt and 
suspicion.

Sitting in a chair across from her, Lucifer waits as 
patiently as he can.

Hesitant at first, Selma puts her hands together in prayer...

LUCIFER
My precious Selma. You don’t know 
this yet, but appeals like yours 
are not going to be heard in the 
halls of Heaven.

SELMA
That’s exactly what the Devil would 
say.

Lucifer LAUGHS.

LUCIFER
Yes. It is. But angels will forever 
ignore the prayers of demons.

SELMA
I am not a demon.

From thin air, Lucifer snatches a tea cup and sips it smugly. 
Selma can’t help but notice the grand gesture, so -

LUCIFER
Again, I must ask you to excuse my 
manners.

- Lucifer waives his hand.

Suddenly, her table is covered in the trappings of high tea. 
Leaning over politely, Lucifer pours her a cup of tea -

LUCIFER (CONT’D)
Do you take sugar?

SELMA
No.

LUCIFER
I know you don’t. It’s nevertheless 
polite to ask.

- and hands it to her with a saucer. Lucifer sits there with 
his own teacup, politely waiting for her to sip.
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Selma’s hands begin to shake.

LUCIFER (CONT’D)
What’s wrong?

SELMA
Did you kill her?

LUCIFER
Selma, you don’t want to make me 
angry.

SELMA
What did you do to my mother?!?

LUCIFER
Can’t we just enjoy a civilized 
tea? Why do you insist on making 
this unpleasant?

SELMA
It’s not my fault!

LUCIFER
Look at what I’ve done for you!

SELMA
I don’t want it!

LUCIFER
Don’t be ungrateful.

SELMA
I’m not -

Lucifer stands up.

SELMA (CONT’D)
No!

Defensively, Selma stands and throws the teacup at him -

LUCIFER
Sit down. Enjoy your tea.

Selma finds the teacup right back in her hand, sitting on its 
saucer.

On the table, a recluse spider crawls out from the shadow of 
the spout of the teapot. Setting it’s silk to the mouth of 
the spout, the spider begins a casual descent to the 
tabletop.
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SELMA
I’m not going to do what you tell 
me.

LUCIFER
You will.

Selma’s teacup rattles a little bit on her saucer, and Selma 
picks her cup up by the handle to silence it...

...only to release the recluse spider hiding beneath it. As 
the spider starts to climb the cup’s exterior -

- Selma sees it, drops her cup and saucer, and chokes up -

- as spiders start to crawl out from under the shadows and 
wreckage of her broken teacup,

Binx HISSES.

Spiders are starting to climb out from the shadows under the 
tray, the shadows under her couch...

Looking around, Selma sees individual spiders creeping from 
the vent in her floor, the space under the sink, behind the 
fridge...

Looking around frantically for something she can use to smush 
the infestation, she turns her attention to the gentleman 
sipping his tea -

SELMA
Are you doing this?

LUCIFER
I am.

SELMA
Stop it.

LUCIFER
I’ve told you. When you come with 
me, there will be nothing left to 
fear.

SELMA
You can’t make me come with you.

LUCIFER
Oh, I’m well aware. This is your 
doing. These are your fears, and 
they’re only here because you 
refuse to let them go and do what 
you know is right.
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SELMA
What I know is right?

LUCIFER
In your heart, you know you belong 
to me.

SELMA
Why are you doing this to me?

LUCIFER
You’re doing this to yourself, my -

SELMA
Why are you doing this to ME?

LUCIFER
Ah.

SELMA
There is a reason.

LUCIFER
You really are very special, Selma. 
You are special right down to the 
purpose of your being. I cannot put 
it any more simply than that. All 
you have to do is trust me.

Selma, too focused on the spiders to answer him back 
immediately, is starting to drive her overwhelmed senses 
towards a meltdown.

Lucifer grabs her by the shoulders reassuringly, holds her 
before him...

LUCIFER (CONT’D)
Trust me. Will you?

For a moment, Selma just gathers her senses.

SELMA
I don’t trust you. Let go of me.

LUCIFER
You’re not being fair.

SELMA
Let me go!

LUCIFER
Everything I’m doing, I’m doing for 
the sake of your -
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SELMA
Let go of me!

LUCIFER
- but you can’t listen! You’re too 
stupid, you’re too weak -

SELMA
No!

Lucifer pushes Selma away, right into her bookshelf. As she 
picks herself up from the tumble and mess, disturbed spiders 
start to crawl out of the shadows all around her -

Selma is bitten and SCREAMS in pain.

Selma SCREAMS as she scrambles away from the books, the 
shelves, and all the shadows around her. After a moment, she 
realizes she needs to actually use her voice to call for -

SELMA (CONT’D)
Help! Stop! Somebody help me!

LUCIFER
I’m here, Selma. I want to help 
you. But you won’t let me!

Selma starts to run towards the door, overcome by her will to 
survive -

- and Lucifer waves his hand towards the door. Shadow falls 
across those small cracks of hallway visible around the 
door’s edges...

...and a wave of spiders starts crawling into the room, 
squeezing their little bodies under and around the frame.

As Selma glances towards the back door by the kitchen, she 
sees that there is no light on the other side. Spiders are 
filling her apartment...

Retreating towards the center of the room, Selma is still 
trying to brush the spiders from the bookshelf off her 
clothes and out of her hair...

Her skin is starting to blister where she’s been bitten.

Lucifer approaches her as she slumps to the ground, 
withdrawing into herself -

LUCIFER (CONT’D)
I don’t understand why you’re 
making me do this. 

(MORE)
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I come here to give you everything 
you deserve, everything that a 
woman like you could possibly dream 
of, and you treat me like...

Reaching down, he picks Selma’s shaking body up like a sack 
of potatoes -

- and he drags her body towards the closet. Selma, waking up 
just enough to protest, starts to scramble at the ground.

SELMA
Please no. Please no!

LUCIFER
You treat me like I’m worthless. 
You throw me away.

SELMA
Please stop. Please no!

LUCIFER
We’re going to see how you like 
being thrown away. We’re going to 
see how you like being treated like 
you’re nothing.

As Selma gets dragged across the floor, she’s running into 
spiders who are already scrambling, already pouring out of 
the closet -

SELMA
No! No, no, no!

- and Lucifer shoves her thrashing body into the closet. As 
she protests and screams, he manages to get her wedged into 
the tiny, dark space and close the door.

Inside the closet, Selma thrashes and tries to shove the door 
open... but Lucifer is too strong.

Standing up, she puts all her weight against the door...

...as spiders are crawling into her hair, into her clothes, 
biting her face...

She’s SCREAMING, SCREAMING, shoving and pushing for dear life 
when a spider slips inside her mouth.

As a spider crawls across her screaming, terrified face, it 
finds her nostril and crawls inside.

Fed by the terror, Selma’s eyes begin to glow a baleful 
white.

LUCIFER (CONT’D)

58.



SELMA (CONT’D)
(screaming)

No!

All the spiders on Selma’s person, all the spiders touching 
her, evaporate into black smoke and are gone. Her blisters 
disappear.

Sensing that something has changed in the closet, Lucifer 
lets go of the door and steps back in hesitation...

Selma opens the closet door, and her glowing eyes light up 
the writhing, nightmarish space of her apartment. With every 
step she takes, the spiders she’s walking on disintegrate 
into black smoke.

SELMA (CONT’D)
(shrieking)

No more!

All around them, the spiders evaporate into the same black 
smoke Selma described in her therapy session.

Every so often, a glowy ashen cinder is visible in the smoke.

LUCIFER
I told you that you were special.

Looking around, Selma’s senses return to normal... and she 
sees what she’s done.

SELMA
Black smoke.

LUCIFER
You were only borrowed by this 
world. Your place is by my side.

SELMA
There was a man who took my mother.

LUCIFER
Not a man.

SELMA
There was a...

LUCIFER
A demon.

SELMA
A demon like...
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LUCIFER
That demon was your father.

Selma recoils at the thought... and Lucifer starts to wrap 
her in his arms.

LUCIFER (CONT’D)
And now, now my exquisite Selma, 
it’s time for you to come home.

SELMA
No!

LUCIFER
Please. Listen to me.

SELMA
No, my father is Peter Price!

LUCIFER
You know that’s not true.

SELMA
Peter Price was my father!

LUCIFER
Peter Price raised you, but your 
own mother told you that he wasn’t 
the one who -

Selma’s eyes start to glow.

SELMA
You can’t tell me who I am!

LUCIFER
Quiet, Selma.

SELMA
I’m not going to do what you tell 
me!

LUCIFER
But you have company.

KNOCK KNOCK.

LUCIFER (CONT’D)
Try to be pleasant. It’s your 
birthday.

Looking around, Selma sees that the smoke has cleared.
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JUNE
Sellie?

Selma goes to cry for help.

LUCIFER
No.

Selma looks at Lucifer.

LUCIFER (CONT’D)
Not unless you want your sister 
joining your mother.

SELMA
My mother’s alive?

LUCIFER
That’s not what I said. If you 
believe she is without sin, if you 
believe she is ready, then taking 
her life should bring you no 
sorrow. Now go open the door.

For a moment, Selma is frozen.

KNOCK KNOCK...

LUCIFER (CONT’D)
Don’t let her suspect me.

SELMA
Is that why you killed my mother?

LUCIFER
Your father killed your mother.

Selma freezes again.

LUCIFER (CONT’D)
And yes. Go answer the door.

Quietly, Selma puts her hand on the door -

- and Lucifer puts his hand on hers.

LUCIFER (CONT’D)
What I said was, don’t let her 
suspect me.

For a moment, Selma has to think about what Lucifer is 
talking about... and then she begins her “door opening” 
ritual.
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JUNE
Hey big sister.

Finally, Selma gets the door open...

JUNE (CONT’D)
Holy shit.

June reaches across the threshold to straighten Selma’s 
hair... and then sees the apartment. Looking right at 
Lucifer...

...June steps straight into the room. Lucifer gets out of the 
way unnoticed, and June walks right up to Selma’s untouched 
cake.

The candle is down to the nib.

JUNE (CONT’D)
Did you even touch this?

Selma forces a laugh as she closes the door. June sets down 
her bags, as Lucifer circles behind Selma’s helpless sister.

JUNE (CONT’D)
I tried texting you.

SELMA
Yeah, I’ve been... I dropped my 
phone.

JUNE
Shit, really?

SELMA
Yeah.

JUNE
Let me see.

After everything that’s happened, Selma has to take a minute 
and look around for the broken phone - which she passes to 
June.

JUNE (CONT’D)
Do you need a new one?

June pulls up a seat at the coffee table

SELMA
I can’t ask you to -

62.



JUNE
I don’t want you being out of 
touch. Besides, it’s your birthday.

Lucifer leans in over June’s shoulder.

LUCIFER
Your father was a demon.

JUNE
Selma?

LUCIFER
He was sent to this world to sire 
me a child, because only a woman 
born of demon seed can serve me a 
child of my own.

JUNE
Sellie?

LUCIFER
He loved your mother because her 
soul was strong but her mind was 
weak. He slew her because she was 
trying to stand between us, and I 
will not allow that to happen. 
Nothing, no human being, no demon 
or God will come between us.

JUNE
Selma, are you even here?

LUCIFER
Don’t let her suspect.

Selma forces a smile.

SELMA
Thank you.

JUNE
Thank you for what?

SELMA
Phone. Yes please. Thank you.

JUNE
You look like you haven’t even 
showered.

SELMA
Yeah, I had a...
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JUNE
Selma, I’m going to say something 
and I want you to hear it as a 
family thing and not a judgment 
thing.

SELMA
Ok.

JUNE
You’re scaring me today.

SELMA
I’m ok.

JUNE
Have you looked in the mirror?

LUCIFER
I know how much your sister means 
to you.

SELMA
No, I haven’t looked in the mirror.

LUCIFER
This is a day for celebrating, and 
I want you to enjoy your time with 
your sister. 

Lucifer puts his hand on June’s neck.

LUCIFER (CONT’D)
What I will not do is let this 
piece of flesh roasting in the heat 
of its own corrupted light place 
itself before me. Not before me.

SELMA
My computer went down today.

JUNE
What do you mean “went down”?

SELMA
It’s been... I spilled tea on the 
desk, and that’s not the point. The 
point is that I’ve been cut off, 
for the last several hours it’s 
just been me, in this place, with 
no way to ask for help... and I’m 
done.
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JUNE
What do you mean you’re done?

SELMA
I’m ready to leave.

JUNE
You mean like right now?

Out of Lucifer’s sleeve, a recluse crawls along his hand... 

Selma’s eyes flash a little, and Lucifer shakes his head 
“no.”

...and the spider crawls onto June’s neck.

SELMA
June...

Lucifer smiles with threatening power.

SELMA (CONT’D)
I’m going to - it’s not today. It’s 
not today, but I’m going to need 
your help.

JUNE
Whatever you need.

Selma starts to break down into tears.

SELMA
I want to get out of this place.

Lucifer is watching Selma’s every move with anxious, 
dangerous intent.

SELMA (CONT’D)
I want to be there for your 
wedding.

JUNE
You will be.

SELMA
I don’t know if I can do it.

JUNE
You don’t have to do it alone.

SELMA
I don’t know how.
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JUNE
We’ll figure it out.

Selma bawls, and June holds her, and after a moment Lucifer 
sees what’s happening and relaxes his grip.

In the embrace of her sister, with her face out of June’s 
sight, Selma looks up at Lucifer.

As Selma moves to touch the spider, Lucifer shakes his head 
“no.”

INT. STUDIO APARTMENT - LATER

With the spider still perched on her collar, June cleans the 
lunch she brought for her and Selma - and she stops to look 
at her sister with fresh eyes.

SELMA
What.

JUNE
You’ve been doing the work.

SELMA
Maybe.

JUNE
No, I’m proud of you.

Selma looks at the spider on June’s shoulder.

LUCIFER
It’s time for June to go.

SELMA
Thank you.

JUNE
Do you need anything?

SELMA
I’ll be ok.

JUNE
I’ll order you a phone tonight.

SELMA
Thank you.

June starts to clean up...
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SELMA (CONT’D)
Uh...

Obviously, Selma is uncomfortable with someone else cleaning 
her space.

JUNE
This is how we do things out there 
in the real world.

SELMA
One step at a time, ok?

JUNE
You can let me help you clean up 
dinner.

SELMA
I really can’t.

JUNE
I’m proud of you.

Making her way toward the door, Selma reaches out for the 
doorknob... and then remembers her ritual. Carefully, she 
opens the door for June.

June steps out into the hall, and looks back at her sister.

JUNE (CONT’D)
Is one step too much to ask for?

LUCIFER
I told you that for you, there is 
only one door out of this 
apartment.

JUNE
One step. Come on.

LUCIFER
I warned you, Selma.

SELMA
Just let her go.

LUCIFER
What do I get in return?

SELMA
Just let her go. Just let her go...

JUNE
I... Oh my God, I’m sorry.
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Selma’s eyes flash as Selma collapses into a near-meltdown...

SELMA
JUST LET HER GO!

As the spider evaporates from June’s neck, June kneels by her 
sister. Selma looks up at her sister, with tears in her eyes.

SELMA (CONT’D)
Just go.

JUNE
I’m not leaving you like this.

LUCIFER
I can’t tolerate this any longer.

SELMA
Go, June.

JUNE
No, Sellie -

SELMA
I can’t have you in my space right 
now.

JUNE
I can’t trust you alone.

SELMA
No. You need to listen. I’ll be 
fine. I haven’t showered. I’m going 
to shower. I’m going to clean. 
We’ll work on this tomorrow. Right 
now, I... I...

JUNE
I’m going to come by tomorrow.

SELMA
Fine. Just go.

June stands up, looking more than a little hurt.

JUNE
Happy birthday.

SELMA
Whatever.

JUNE
I’ll have them send you a phone.
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SELMA
Thank you.

JUNE
Ok.

SELMA
It’s ok. Go.

June walks off down the hall... and Selma closes the door.

Turning around, Selma stands up and lets her eyes burn.

LUCIFER
You will approach me with humility 
and respect.

SELMA
How dare you threaten my sister?

LUCIFER
How dare I.

Selma reaches for Satan with soot flowing from her hand -

- and Lucifer catches the blow.

LUCIFER (CONT’D)
Why.

SELMA
What do you want from me!?!

LUCIFER
What do I want from you? I show 
mercy and generosity, and you repay 
me with temper tantrums!

Grabbing her by the throat, Lucifer pounds Selma’s body into 
the door.

LUCIFER (CONT’D)
What do I want? I want a good home 
with a good wife! Why would you try 
and take that from me?

Selma struggles and kicks - and Lucifer throws her against 
the opposite wall.

LUCIFER (CONT’D)
Why would you make me do this to 
you? Why would you make me hurt 
you, Selma!
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Suddenly there beside her, Lucifer grabs Selma by the throat 
and plants her head, again and again, into the wall.

Selma is losing consciousness...

LUCIFER (CONT’D)
Why would you make me do this! Why 
would you make me do this! Why 
would you make me -

INT. STUDIO APARTMENT - LATER

Waking up in her bed, Selma finds her room in pristine and 
clean condition. Bouquets of white flowers fill the space.

Opening her eyes completely, Selma takes a second to let her 
mind adjust. Lucifer is standing up, waiting for her to join 
him as though he were expecting praise for his efforts.

Selma pulls herself up and takes in the scene completely. 
It’s quite a spectacle.

LUCIFER
Nothing to say?

SELMA
I need a second.

LUCIFER
Anything you need is yours.

SELMA
Fine.

LUCIFER
I can see that I’ve approached this 
the wrong way. I can see that I 
need to do better, and this is my 
way of telling you that I’m 
different now. Everything’s going 
to be different now, because I’ve 
learned something. I’ve learned how 
much you mean to me, and I see how 
much I need you. I have no future 
without you, and I want you to see 
that as clearly as I do.

Overwhelmed with information and sensory input, Selma’s 
struggling just to stay present.

Lucifer closes the distance between them and puts his hands 
on her face - taking away all her space.
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LUCIFER (CONT’D)
I know I’ve been hard on you, and I 
know I haven’t been fair. I know 
that, I promise you. What I need 
you to accept from me is that as 
hard as it is to believe, I did 
everything I’ve done for you. All 
of this was to keep you with me, 
and I... I underestimated you. I 
thought that fear would be the 
thing to keep us together, but it’s 
love Selma. I love you, and 
everything you see here is my 
humble attempt to express that love 
in a way you will finally 
understand.

SELMA
Flowers.

LUCIFER
I never want you to forget this 
moment. This is the moment I 
changed everything for you.

SELMA
Take them away.

LUCIFER
I don’t understand what it is you 
think you want from me.

SELMA
I want you to take them away.

LUCIFER
You can’t.

SELMA
I can’t?

LUCIFER
Everything I have done, I have done 
for the sake of your happiness and 
well-being!

SELMA
If that’s what you want, then you 
have to take the flowers away!

LUCIFER
I don’t understand why.
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SELMA
Because they make me feel crowded! 
Because they’re in my space and 
they’re everywhere, not where 
they’re supposed to be, not -

LUCIFER
Ok.

SELMA
They’re not right. They’re not 
where they’re supposed to be.

Lucifer brings his face in close to Selma’s -

LUCIFER
They’re gone. See? They’re gone.

Indeed, the flowers are gone.

SELMA
I need... I need...

LUCIFER
What is it you need?

SELMA
I need space. I need time. I need 
to clean. I need to clean.

Selma starts to get up. Binx watches her feet hit the floor 
from under the bed.

LUCIFER
I’ll clean for you.

SELMA
I need to clean.

LUCIFER
I can help you.

SELMA
Get out!

Lucifer deliberately stops himself from letting his temper 
flare.

LUCIFER
I can leave, but I need something 
in return.

Selma slumps exhausted into the couch, and Lucifer pulls up a 
chair.
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SELMA
You told me things were different.

LUCIFER
Oh, they are. But you must respect 
me.

SELMA
No more violence.

LUCIFER
You have my word.

SELMA
What if you break your word?

LUCIFER
At some point, you have to trust 
me.

SELMA
Then you have to trust me, and you 
have to give me some space.

Lucifer sits in silence, unable to agree.

LUCIFER
If I give you space, then when I 
return you will treat me the way I 
deserve to be treated. Not a king, 
not a Lord... just me.

SELMA
And if you ever hurt me the way you 
have -

LUCIFER
- then I promise I will...

SELMA
You will leave me alone. Forever.

Lucifer sits with that for a moment.

LUCIFER
I promise.

SELMA
But you’re the prince of lies.

LUCIFER
I swear it.
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SELMA
Show me what I mean to you.

LUCIFER
I swear it on the Gates of Heaven.

SELMA
Ok.

LUCIFER
I leave you. I will return.

Lucifer takes her hand into his, and kisses it.

LUCIFER (CONT’D)
My queen.

Lucifer walks over to the door.

LUCIFER (CONT’D)
Aren’t you going to let me out?

Without ritual, Selma lets him out... and stands there 
watching as he leaves down the hall.

Closing the door, Selma rushes back to her computer and plugs 
it back in...

Sparks fly out the back, and she unplugs it quickly.

SELMA
Mom... Help me.

Sitting at her desk, Selma looks into her blank computer 
screen for any kind of sign from beyond...

SELMA (CONT’D)
Mom. I need your help.

Selma hits the screen.

SELMA (CONT’D)
Mom!

Looking around, on the verge of meltdown...

SELMA (CONT’D)
I don’t have time... I don’t have 
time...

Selma looks back into the computer screen, because she has 
nowhere else to turn.

In her state of near panic, her eyes begin to glow.
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SELMA (CONT’D)
Mom.

From behind her...

EVE
I’m here, Selma.

Selma turns around.

SELMA
You’re dead.

EVE
Yes, I’m dead.

SELMA
You’re here.

EVE
You called me.

SELMA
I’ve been asking for you for two 
years!

EVE
This is different.

SELMA
I need your help. I don’t think I 
have much time.

EVE
Is he here?

SELMA
He’s gone for a moment. All I have 
is a moment.

EVE
In the years after you were born, I 
started looking for ways to keep...

SELMA
To keep the Devil away.

EVE
I’m sorry I didn’t make you ready 
for this.

SELMA
How would you make me ready for 
this?
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EVE
There are spells, there are... 
ways. Obviously not all of them 
work, or your father wouldn’t have 
been able to take me from you.

SELMA
Ok.

EVE
And then there’s... this man isn’t 
a demon. Do you understand?

SELMA
Yes.

EVE
He is the literal devil.

SELMA
I know, Mom.

EVE
There’s a spell called the 
Imboscata, which according to some 
old Catholics has been used to 
trap... people from Hell.

SELMA
Imboscata?

EVE
Imboscata Inferna.

SELMA
Does it work?

EVE
I don’t know.

SELMA
What do I do?

EVE
It’s a thing you draw, either above 
or below the person you’re trying 
to trap, and it’s supposed to hold 
them in that... thing.

SELMA
Would it trap me?

EVE
I guess you can’t step inside it.
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SELMA
Do you know what it looks like?

EVE
I memorized it.

SELMA
Can you show me?

Carefully, Eve traces the sigil on Selma’s forehead. Selma 
closes her eyes as she does so...

...and then opens them.

SELMA (CONT’D)
Thank you.

EVE
You have to draw it in holy water 
or blood.

SELMA
Ok.

EVE
I never told you any of this.

SELMA
You didn’t want to have to.

EVE
Selma.

SELMA
Yeah, Mom.

EVE
Can you save me?

SELMA
Mom, I...

EVE
I need you to get me out, Selma. 
You know I love you. You know 
there’s nothing in this world I 
wouldn’t do for you.

SELMA
Mom -
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EVE
This is happening to me because I 
tried to save you. You know that, 
right? I -

SELMA
I -

EVE
Because I didn’t ask for any of 
this.

SELMA
Neither did I.

EVE
I’ve made some bad decisions. Bad 
decisions. But that doesn’t mean I 
deserve this.

SELMA
I’m not in hell. Mom, This isn’t 
supposed to be my -

EVE
And I am, and I’m asking you to 
save me!

Selma starts to cry.

SELMA
I don’t know how to save you! I 
don’t even know if I can save 
myself!

EVE
How do you think I felt? Do you 
think your father - do you think 
your birth father was the first man 
to hurt me? Do you think this was 
my fault?

SELMA
I don’t know!

EVE
Do you think any of this was my 
fault?

SELMA
I don’t know, but I don’t think I 
can save us both!
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EVE
You have to try!

SELMA
I have to let you go!

EVE
You have to help me. Please.

SELMA
Mom.

EVE
Help me. Help me like I’m helping 
you.

SELMA
You’re my mother.

EVE
If you ever loved me -

SELMA
Mom.

EVE
If you ever loved me, you’ll help 
me now.

SELMA
I’m sorry for what’s happened to 
you -

EVE
If you ever loved me at all -

SELMA
- and now I have to save myself.

EVE
Don’t do this to me!

SELMA
Bye, Mom.

EVE
You can’t do this to me!

Selma’s eyes flash, and her mother is gone.

SELMA
Bye.

Selma drops to the ground in exhausted agony.
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Meow.

Sensing her distress, the cat creeps in and runs his body 
along Selma’s. Selma wraps her arms around the cat...

INT. STUDIO APARTMENT - MOMENTS LATER

Looking up at the ceiling, gauging the space...

INT. STUDIO APARTMENT - MOMENTS LATER

...Selma moves a ladder to the space at the edge of her couch 
where Lucifer keeps sitting. Standing on it, she makes 
certain that she can reach the ceiling...

INT. STUDIO APARTMENT - MOMENTS LATER

...before taking a big knife from the kitchen drawer.

INT. STUDIO APARTMENT - MOMENTS LATER

Standing on the ladder, Selma cuts a small gash in her hand, 
and draws her finger through the blood to write with -

- it’s not enough. Breathing in anticipation, she cuts 
deeper.

INT. STUDIO APARTMENT - MOMENTS LATER

Reaching for the ceiling with the blood from her hand, Selma 
starts to paint the “imboscata.” Quickly, the “paint” runs 
out and she’s got to dig a little deeper into her hand.

INT. STUDIO APARTMENT - MOMENTS LATER

As the blood in her hand clots, Selma has to dig deeper into 
her wound...

INT. STUDIO APARTMENT - MOMENTS LATER

...as she pulls the chair around the room, drawing the 
“imboscata” from the inside out to ensure she is never 
ensnared herself.
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INT. STUDIO APARTMENT - LATER

Binx laps up a little of the spilled blood...

INT. STUDIO APARTMENT - LATER

...as Selma puzzles over the slow process of painting this 
sigil and the time its taking her. Breathing deep...

INT. STUDIO APARTMENT - LATER

...Selma pushes through the work...

INT. STUDIO APARTMENT - LATER

...understanding that she might not finish it in time...

INT. STUDIO APARTMENT - LATER

...until she does.

INT. STUDIO APARTMENT - MOMENTS LATER

Stepping back, Selma looks at the completed work.

Binx HISSES.

SELMA
Right. Thank you, baby.

INT. STUDIO APARTMENT - MOMENTS LATER

Washing up, concealing her wounded, shaking hand as best she 
can...

INT. STUDIO APARTMENT - MOMENTS LATER

...Selma proceeds to scrub down the apartment.

INT. STUDIO APARTMENT - LATER

Picking up her computer and her phone, she sets them on the 
coffee table next to the couch. Creeping around the sigil on 
the ceiling, Selma makes herself “comfortable” in her space 
and picks up her phone...
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...and sighs.

SELMA
(to Binx)

Any chance you know how to fix a 
cell phone?

Binx meows, and he jumps up on the couch. Suddenly, Binx 
swats the phone out of her hand onto the corner of the table -

SELMA (CONT’D)
No!

Reaching for the phone in anger and exasperation, Selma 
snatches it...

...and turning it over, she sees the cracks in the phone 
sealing themselves up. Her eyes are already fading from the 
glow.

Getting an idea, Selma unwraps her hand and turns it over...

Reaching deep within herself, Selma finds the anger that has 
been rising within her ever since the beginning of her 
ordeal...

...and her hand seals itself up.

Her eyes are glowing.

Selma looks at her computer.

SELMA (CONT’D)
Work.

Thin black smoke is pulled from the very air, sucking itself 
in through the vents of her machine...

...and Selma, pleased with herself, looks at her cat.

LUCIFER
Beautifully done. All of it, 
beautifully done.

Lucifer pulls his chair up right underneath the imboscata, 
and sits himself down.

Suddenly, Selma is looking at Lucifer with her vulnerability 
on her sleeve.
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LUCIFER (CONT’D)
I’ve been watching you. I know I 
promised to give you privacy, but 
truly can you blame me? None of 
this has gone the way I expected.

SELMA
I...

LUCIFER
You’ve been industrious in my 
absence.

SELMA
Yes.

LUCIFER
Now at least you can see that your 
mother was mine to claim. Her 
intentions are noble, but her heart 
is weak and led her into those 
temptations to which the weak fall 
prey. Hate is beautiful, precisely 
because it resembles nobility and 
self-reliance to those who practice 
it. Hate is love without 
selflessness, and it has given me 
so much. You are wondering why I am 
not trapped by your endearing 
efforts at spellcraft.

SELMA
Yes.

LUCIFER
For one, there is nothing 
sacrosanct about the blood of a 
demon.

Selma’s eyes grow wide at the final realization that this is 
truly not going to work.

LUCIFER (CONT’D)
Secondly, your mother’s research 
into the occult is far from 
exhaustive. Surely you know her 
well enough to see that her 
authority on any subject is... 
untrustworthy.

SELMA
She’s all I had.
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LUCIFER
No, Selma. You have me.

For a moment, Selma sits there on the couch and considers the 
options before her.

SELMA
I don’t want you.

LUCIFER
Selma, that is not what we agreed.

SELMA
We agreed that I would treat you 
the way you deserve.

LUCIFER
Yes, we did.

SELMA
I’m trying to decide what you 
deserve.

LUCIFER
I’m glad to see you putting so much 
thought into it.

SELMA
I’m trying to decide if I should 
just send you away, or if I should 
actually hurt you.

Lucifer laughs.

SELMA (CONT’D)
I’m trying to decide if you deserve 
forgiveness or not. Maybe that’s 
not for me to decide... but you 
made it for me to decide.

LUCIFER
I don’t understand.

SELMA
Do I forgive you and let you go -

LUCIFER
(laughing)

Let me go!

SELMA
- or do I hurt you the way you’ve 
hurt me? Do I hurt you the way you 
hurt other people?
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LUCIFER
You think you can hurt me?

SELMA
I’ve hurt you already.

LUCIFER
Have you.

SELMA
I don’t want you. I know that hurts 
you.

LUCIFER
You don’t -

SELMA
I was made to love you. It’s my 
one, single reason for being, in 
this world - and you’re not worth 
it.

LUCIFER
I am trying to be patient with you, 
but you need to measure your words 
very carefully.

SELMA
You disgust me.

LUCIFER
Ha! I see this for exactly what it 
is.

SELMA
Do you?

LUCIFER
I swore to you. I promised. And you 
think you can distract me from that 
promise.

SELMA
I think you can’t fight your 
nature.

LUCIFER
Ha!

SELMA
And your nature is to bring pain. 
Not because of what you do, but 
because of who you are. Because 
you’re weak.
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LUCIFER
I’m weak!

SELMA
The only way you will ever be loved 
is by force, and you’re too needy 
to see that’s not even love.

LUCIFER
You have no idea what strength is.

SELMA
I know that the only thing between 
you and everything you’ve ever 
wanted is me, and I know it’s never 
going to happen. Because you’re 
weak.

LUCIFER
Ha!

SELMA
Needy.

LUCIFER
Please.

SELMA
Pathetic.

LUCIFER
I am the Prince of Darkness, Lord 
of the Underworld, greatest among 
the Angels. I know who I am, Selma 
Price. Do you know who you are?

SELMA
I’m the one who took everything 
from you and lived.

LUCIFER
Did you now.

SELMA
I’m the one who made you helpless.

LUCIFER
Helpless!

Picking Selma right off the couch by her neck, Lucifer shoves 
her head into the wall -

SELMA
Your promise - I invoke your -
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- and Lucifer suddenly realizes the position he is in.

Selma gasps a breath of air as Lucifer’s hand evaporates.

Binx HISSES at Lucifer -

- who is lunging for Selma in a panic! Just like the flames 
breaking against the wall, he disintegrates into black smoke 
and is spread across the room -

- and dispelled by the light from the window, until all 
that’s left is a room with a woman and her cat -

- and the penetrating light of the outside world.

Selma breaks down and cries. Binx leaps into her arms, as she 
collapses into the meltdown to end all meltdowns...

INT. STUDIO APARTMENT - LATER

...and picking herself up off the floor, releases her cat and 
brushes herself off.

Finally, Selma sees the birthday cake sitting there on her 
counter...

...and gathering a plate, a fork, and a knife, she cuts 
herself a slice and eats it.

INT. STUDIO APARTMENT - LATER

Setting the dishes in the sink, Selma opens the door and 
looks out into the hall.

Her eyes flash a baleful white as her cat dives out the door 
and past her.

Walking out into the hall, Selma slams the door behind her...

INT. APARTMENT BUILDING HALLWAY - MOMENTS LATER

...and Selma Prices walks away.
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