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FADE | N:
EXT. HOUSE - LI VI NGROOM - NI GHT

JEROVE SMALLEY (22, light-skinned black dude) sits on a
tattered recliner holding a gane controller. He leans left,
right wth the action.

The room around himis a chaotic, but controlled, ness.
He drops the controller. Gane over.

JERQOVE
Fuck!

Jerone slunps back in the chair, thinks for a nmonent, then
reaches into his back pocket and pulls out a plastic bag.

The bag contains weed, and it's al nost enpty. Just a couple
stray buds and sone seeds.

He takes his phone, adjusts his already crooked basebal |l cap,
taps the screen and waits.

JEROMVE (| NTO PHONE)
Qi k, that you? Where's Sugar? | gotta
see him Yeah, man.

MAMA (50s), thighs like tree trunks, fat overlapping fat,
enters froman adjoining roomholding a tray with a sandw ch
and a glass of mlk on it.

She sm | es broadly, boom ng voice |ike an opera singer.

MANVA
Jerone, baby! | made your favorite -
bol ogna and cheese.

Jerone nearly junps out of his skin, tosses the bag of weed
across the room and. ..

A lone SEED slowy tunbles through the air -- careens off a
green lava lanp -- clinks on a coat rack -- taps against a
wi ndow and. ..



Lands in the soil of a pot on the floor that contains a dead
ger ani um

JEROVE (| NTO PHONE)
Ai ght. Lat a.
(taps off)
Goddamm t, Manma! Wiy you be creepin’
like that?

Mana pl aces the tray on a table.

MAVA
Creepin'? This is ny house. | don't
creep in my owmn house. Only one who be
creepin' is you.
(then)
Now, sit down and eat your sandw ch.

JEROME
| gotta go out.

Mana | eans back, casts an evil eye in Jerone's direction.

MANVA
And where the fuck you be goin' to at
this time a night?

JEROVE
Er... Cough drops?

MAMA
Oh, really? Well, if you gettin' cough
drops dat neans you goin' to the CVS,
an' if you goin' to the CVS then you
can pick up ny prescription

JERQOVE
Oh, Mama, come on..

MANVA
Do you want to see your Mama drop dead
of a diabetic coma right here on this
floor?

Silence. Jerone folds his arns, |ooks away.



MANVA
| said, do you want to see your Mama
drop dead of a diabetic coma right
here on this floor?

JEROMVE
No, Mama. ' Course not.

MANVA
Ckay t hen.

EXT. CVS - N GHT

Jerone exits through the sliding glass doors, prescription bag
in hand. From a box, he shakes a cough drop into his nouth.

A car horn HONKS, catches his attention.

He heads towards the noise, through the lot, under a few tree
branches and then, in a clearing, shrouded with m st under a
flickering street |anp...

SUGAR (age indiscernible), at least six foot eight, stares at
an approachi ng Jerone through two slits in | oose gauze that
waps his entire face.

Next to himis QNK (40s), shaved head, talcumwhite

conpl exi on m nus eyebrows, ripped beyond belief and encased in
tight black spandex and a ribbed tank.

QM k grins, a large GOLD tooth glimrers in the orange gl ow of
the street |anp.

SUGAR
This better be good.

I NT. HOUSE - LI VI NGROOM - N GHT

Mama's sat on the recliner Jerone occupied, swtching through
the stations. She licks her fingers.

The tray on the table where the sandwi ch once was i s now
filled wth crunbs.

She settles on a channel, CACKLES. Meanwhil e, behind her..



POT WTH THE DEAD GERANI UM

That seed that flewin there? It's now a seven inch | ong
shoot, and seens to be growi ng right before our eyes.

ON THE RECLI NER

MAVA
That's right, girl. You tell himthe
shizant ain't in the hizant cuz there
ain't no parkin' on the--

Mama suddenly lurches forward and PUKES, her body trenbling
uncontrol | ably. She clutches her chest and drops to the fl oor
with a | oud THUD

Agai nst the back wall -- the shadow of the PLANT, |lit green by
the lava | anp, continues to grow |like a westler on steroids
and Wheati es.

EXT. NEAR THE CVS - N GHT
Jerone, unsettled, stares up at the towering Sugar.

JEROME
Happened to your face, man?

A long sil ence.

SUGAR
Fi re bad.

Jerone rai ses an eyebrow.

QW K

Fire real bad.

QM k steps forward, an eighth bag clutched in his hand. He
holds it out to Jerone, then snatches it back.

SUGAR
That's a hundo, Jerone. | got Chan's
t akeout and a sil ky-1egged bitch
waitin' for me at home, so this better
be worth my comn' out.



Jerone reaches into his pocket.

JEROME
Yeah, man. | got it right--

Jerone unfolds three crinkled dollar bills, three di nes and
two penni es.

He | ooks up, his nouth drops. Sugar shakes his head.

QN K
Goodni ght, Moonl i ght Lady...

QM k's got a firmgrip on Jerone's neck and he's not letting
go. Biceps bul ging, veins popping, he grins -- dude ain't got
no teeth, either.

Jerone's gasping for air. Can't break free.

Sugar scans the area.

QN K
Rock- a- bye, sweet baby Janes.

JERQOVE
VWit... wait...

Hol ds up the prescription bag.

JERQOVE
Even trade.

QM k | oosens his grip.

SUGAR
Oxys, Percs?

JEROVE
(catches his breath)
And nore.

QM k | ooks in the bag -- four bottles. He turns to Sugar,
fl ashes a devilish grin.



EXT. STREET - N GHT
Jerone snoothly tripping along, snoking a fattie.

He goes up the walk to his house, stops at the front door,
takes a few nore tokes for good neasure.

I NT. HOUSE - LI VI NGROOM - N GHT

Jerone steps in. Sonething's off. He | ooks around and... Ri ght
there. On the floor. Mama in a diabetic coma

JEROME
Oh shit!

He races to Mama, down to his knees. Tries slapping her. Tries
to nove her. None of that works. He get's up, searches for his
cell phone.

Sonething falls. SMASH

Jerone whirls.

JEROVE
WHAT THE FUCK

It's PLANT.

Close to seven feet tall, its Venus Fly Trap-like head and
dri ppi ng fangs suggest this is no Vegan.

Several green vine-like tentacles curl in, then out. One
shoots out at Jerone, gripping himaround the wai st and
dr oppi ng him

PLANT drags himcl oser. Past Mana.

JEROVE
Danmt, Mama, |'msorry!

It raises himin the air, about ready to devour hi mwhen..

The front door CRASHES in.



It's Sugar and QM k, and neither | ook too happy. In spite of
all the chaos...

SUGAR
Now, Jerone. A fair trade is a fair
trade, but unless |I want to control ny

di abetes and soften ny stool, |I'd say
that this was not a fair trade. Do you
agree?

Jerone, dangling inches from PLANT' S nout h.

JEROVE
Um ..

QM k's frothing for revenge. He gathers his steam SCREAMS,
and runs full speed at PLANT.

One of PLANT'S vines grabs the handle to the sliding glass
doors and pulls it open.

QM k goes through it and straight out into the back yard.

PLANT shuts the door, drops Jerome and turns its ful
attention to Sugar.

SUGAR
The fuck you got growi n' here, Jerone?

Jerone stands up.

JEROVE
Sugar! Those pills | gave you. | gotta
have 'em Mama's dyin

And j udgi ng by her | ooks, he's right.

Sugar tilts his bandaged head, reaches into his overcoat and
pulls out an automatic. He racks the slide.

SUGAR
G ve ne one good reason | shouldn't
pop your ass right now?



Jerone stares at Sugar. He doesn't have an answer. He | ooks
down at Mama, who takes in quick, thin breaths.

Even PLANT seens at a | oss.

CRASH

Qi k face plants on the glass fromoutside, his pale skin
scorched in denonic rage. He pounds on the glass. It spider-
web cracks. Hits it again.

Jerone makes a break for Sugar. Sugar ains the gun, let's go a
wild shot into the ceiling, causing plaster and paint chips to

rain down on Mama.

PLANT rolls up its vine, opens the glass door, grabs a hold of
QM k and throws himto the floor with ease.

Its vine enters QuM k' s gaping nouth and just keeps stuffing it
in. Longer. Harder. Deeper. QM k's eyes are bulging. This is
not gonna be pretty.

POP!

Bl ood splatters against a wall.

Sugar head-butts Jerone, knocking him back. Jerone reaches
forward, tries to grab the gun. Scratching and clawi ng. They
tunble to the floor.

Sugar gets the upper hand. He's on top. He levels the gun.

Jerone's gaze turns |left. Poor, sweet Mama. On the floor,
dyi ng because of him

Jerone | ooks up at Sugar, throws a surprise |left and knocks
hi m of f.

Di soriented, Sugar lets off another wild shot. This one
strikes PLANT, causing it to shriek in anguish.

Struggling to his feet, Jerone barrels into Sugar and sends
himflying into the tattered recliner.

From a seated position, Sugar takes aim once again.



And Jerone just stands there. He's dead and he knows it.

PLANT' S razor-filled nouth swoops down and cl oses around
Sugar's m dsection, sending bl ood seepi ng downwar d.

PLANT rai ses Sugar off the recliner, slunps down and slowy
begi ns digesting Sugar |like a snake would a rabbit.

Sugar's | egs di sappear inside PLANT' S bl oodied jaws until he
vani shes conpl etely.

Jerone opens his eyes. Still waiting for the shot that never
canme. He hobbl es over to Mama, sobbing.

JEROME
Mama, |I'msorry. | fucked this one up
big tine.

PLANT is nortally wounded by the shot. It lays on the floor in
a pool of blood, barely noving.

And all's quiet.
Jerone lays his head on Mama's chest, and weeps.

A bottle of PILLS cone rolling along the floor and stop just
short of Jerone's head.

Jerone gl ances up.

PLANT raises it's head one last tinme, wth what appears to
alnost be a smle on its face.

Then it slowy lowers itself to the floor.

FADE QUT.
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