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INT. ROOM
A small table sits in the middle of a dimly-lit room. Close
up of fingers tapping on the table. Zoom out to see a woman,
JESSICA (early 40s), sitting at the table, sweating, head
down, wearing an orange prisoner jumpsuit.
On the other side of the table, the PROSECUTOR sits,
paperwork in front of him, staring at Jessica. They sit in
silence for a moment.
PROSECUTOR
Today’s the big day, huh? When that
clock strikes seven, justice will
finally be served.
Jessica looks over to him, saying nothing.
PROSECUTOR
You kill your best friend and then
have nothing to say about it?
More silence.
PROSECUTOR
Well today you’re going to suffer a
similar fate. Personally, I’d
rather watch you rot in that
prison. I rather enjoyed the last
nine years of it.
Jessica continues tapping her fingers on the table.
PROSECUTOR
But I guess I can live with the
fact that you’ll be burning in hell
for all eternity.
Jessica looks up at the prosecutor with a sinister smirk.
JESSICA
I don’t believe in hell.
Puts head back down. Sound of clock tick. PRIEST appears in
the Prosecutor’s place.
PRIEST
And why is that?
Beat.

2.
JESSICA
It’s just a made up place to scare
people into doing the right thing.
Priest stares at her for a moment, then hold up a Bible.
PRIEST
Have you ever read this?
JESSICA
Psh. Why should I? It’s just
childrens’ stories.
PRIEST
I think you should read Romans 13.
Might give you a new perspective.
Priest slides the Bible over to Jessica.
Jessica scoffs and sits in silence for a moment.
JESSICA
(to herself)
Stupid mother and her bogus
religion.
MOTHER appears in the Priest’s place.
MOTHER
Stupid, huh? Is that what you think
of me?
JESSICA
Well, you did always try to make
believe that shit.
MOTHER
(shaking head)
I don’t know where I went wrong
with you.
JESSICA
Maybe it was you never actually
being there for me.
MOTHER
What are you talking about? I was
always there for you.
JESSICA
Oh, please. You were always too
busy with work or with your stupid
church stuff. You never made time
for me!

3.

MOTHER
I was a single parent. I had no
help around the house. There was
only so much I could do. Maybe if
that jackass father of yours...
JESSICA
Don’t you dare call my father a
jackass! Just because you weren’t
good enough for him...
FATHER appears in Mother’s place.
FATHER
Sweetie? What are you doing here?
JESSICA
I was framed, dad!
FATHER
Don’t lie to me, Jess. You know
daddy doesn’t like it when you lie
to him.
JESSICA
I caught her making out with my
boyfriend. I would have killed him
too if I had the chance.
FATHER
(grabbing Jessica’s hand)
Honey, you know I love you. You’re
my little girl. But you know you
shouldn’t have done it, and now
you’re being punished.
JESSICA
But do you forgive me, dad?
FATHER
Of course, sweetheart.
Father smiles, followed by Jessica doing the same.
VICTIM (early 30s), appears in Father’s place, her face all
scratched up.
VICTIM
How could you do something like
that to me? I thought we were
friends.

4.

JESSICA
You were all over my boyfriend!
VICTIM
I was drunk! You know I didn’t mean
anything by it.
JESSICA
If I could kill you again, I would.
Freaking skank.
VICTIM
Just wait until you see what hell
is like. You thought waiting on
death row was bad? You haven’t
experienced anything yet, honey.
Shot of clock striking 7:00. Prosecutor appears once again.
Stares at Jessica for a moment
PROSECUTOR
You don’t wanna talk to me, huh?
Well, now it’s time to go. It was a
fun nine years.
Prosecutor stand up, grabs files, and exits. Prison guards
lead Jessica out.
FADE TO CREDITS.

