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Insert: OutKast’s “Bombs Over Baghdad” fades in from far away 
to booming close, as:

FADE IN:

EXT. OLD COUNTRY ROAD - DUSK

A 1987 all black and chrome El Dorado slides around the 
corner and shifts into a higher gear, peeling away from 
SEVERAL COP CARS a few length back. 

INT. BLACK EL DORADO - SAME

From a cellphone camera, WE SEE, a grainy video of a STRIPPER 
bouncing in the lap of MASKED THUG who announces.

MASKED THUG
On my momma, don’ believe shit the 
news about to say I did. And shout 
out to all my niggas who fucks wit 
me on this YapYap Live. If these 
fuck boy cops wanna kill me I want 
the world to see it. 

Masked Thug’s car tightly hugs a corner causing two POLICE 
CARS to spin out and ram each other into a wall, on this we,

CUT TO:

INT. JAIL - HOLDING CELL - SAME

DREDAVIOUS “DRE DAY” DAVIS, (22) faces east, kneels in prayer 
position. He is rudely interrupted by a female CORRECTIONAL 
OFFICER who Bang!, Bang!, as we:

CUT TO:

EXT. ATLANTA SWATS - SAME

BANG! A police car taps the back of Masked Thug’s car in an 
attempt to spin him out.

INSIDE THE CAR - Masked Thug holds court. 

MASKED THUG
I ain’t no fuckin’ cop killer, I 
don’t care what the news tell 
y’all. Drugs, yes, scheming and 
Robbin niggas yes, pimpin yes, 
world’s most dangerous rapper...



INT. COURTROOM - DAY

DRE DAY
Maybe.  Your honor. 

Dre Day stands behind his deck across from the PROCECUTOR 
(female, black) as they argue their case amongst an all white 
JUDGE, JURY and GALLERY. 

Dre Day address OFFICER MARLBORO (old, black) who tries to 
find comfort on the witness stand turned hot seat. 

DRE DAY (CONT’D)
How long have you been a racist 
pig? Officer...Marlboro. 

PROCESCUTOR
Objection. Leading. 

JUDGE
Sustained. Mr. Davis move it along.  

DRE DAY
How long have you been a punk ass-

INT. EL CAMINO CAR - SAME

MASKED THUG
Racist Pigs!!! Y’all know me and 
what I’m about. If y’all down with 
me meet me on the corner of 
Headlane and Delowe. Imma bout to 
drop something huge and- 

The Masked Thug hits a corner hard and peels off down the 
street. 

INT. COURTROOM - SAME

OFFICER
Yes, it wasn’t routine stop. It was 
a broken license plate light.

DRE DAY
Is the suspect in the court today?

The officer points in the direction of Dre Day. 

DRE DAY (CONT’D)
Please let the record show that the 
racist officer Marlboro is pointing 
at me. Dredavious Davis. 
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In the gallery, J’SON “Rin” REYNOLDS (21, handsome, clean 
cut) is drawing a pretty good court portrait of Dre Day 
dressed in traditional Ashante Warrior garb, while Officer 
Marlboro has a pig face and donuts for hands. 

PROCESCUTOR
Objection. You’re honor?

INSERT - Masked Thug in a slow pursuit with three cop cars 
behind him.  WE SEE ONLOOKERS and TEENS holding up handmade 
“MARRY ME” signs and running up to the car taking selfies.  

POLICE V.O.
All officers pull back, pull back. 
And meet the suspect on the corner 
of Headland and Delowe. 

WE SEE the POLICE HELICOPTER peels off, while Masked Thug 
hangs out the driver’s window live streaming his experience.  

BACK TO:

INT. COURTROOM - SAME

DRE DAY
On the day in question April 9th at 
approximately 13:30 hours you 
pulled over the suspect, me.

OFFICER
Ain’t no question it was you.

(to the judge)
I have 20/20 vision ya’hanna.

DRE DAY
And according to your report. You 
searched the car and found two 
pounds of white pills that later 
tested as Oxycotin after the 
suspect, me, ran and you and your 
partner chased after the suspect, 
Me?

OFFICER
Yes. We found bags tucked under the 
seat of the suspect’s, your car, 
and proceeded to chase him, you. 
After we lost the suspect, we sent 
officers to the address of the 
car’s registered owner. 
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DRE DAY
Me. Hmmm. Officer Marlboro do you 
think all blacks people look alike? 

PROCESCUTOR
Objection.

DRE DAY
Withdrawn. Can one person be in two 
places at one time?

EXT. STRIP MALL PARKING LOT - SAME

Masked Thug is parked and is greeted by several FANS and 
FRIENDS who takes selfies and pass him a blunt. Stripper 
lights it, while taking his phone to continue the livestream.  
She retreats among the growing crowd. 

On The Hood - Masked Thug takes a long drag. COPS, drawn 
weapons pushing back FANS and slowly close in on the local 
hero who patiently waits for his arrest. He thumbs his Car’s 
REMOTE CONTROL. 

PROSECUTOR
(os)

Your honor Mr. Davis is way out of 
his league defending himself and he 
is wasting the court’s time.

INT. COURTROOM - SAME

At the bench. 

JUDGE
You’ve got a very short leash Mr. 
Davis, last time I’m going to ask, 
are you sure about representing 
yourself? 

Dre nods. The two return to their sides of the court.  

DRE DAY
So on the morning in question, your 
team busted into the suspect’s, me, 
apartment awaken him, me with a 
barrage of hits, kicks to the groin 
and a stun gun.  

OFFICER
You were resisting.
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DRE DAY
From my sleep? And without a doubt 
in your mind it was me, the driver 
of the car with the illegal 
substance.  

OFFICER
Yes, I’d swear it on my badge. 

Dre shrinks in his chair, as does Rin. 

EXT. STRIP MALL PARKING LOT - SAME

As the police slowly close in on Masked Thug, he drags on his 
blunt, places his hands on top of his head, hops off the car 
and onto his knees.  

DRE DAY
(os)

I’d like to place Exhibit A, 
tickets to the Braves home opener 
April 9th. 

INT. COURTROOM - SAME

Dre Day turns places a flash drive into a smart tv in the 
court room. WE SEE MLB footage of the Atlanta Braves home 
game and Dre Day sitting among some church members enjoying a 
hot dog and beer. WE HEAR a crack of the bat and suddenly, WE 
SEE Dre catch the stray foul ball in his beer cup. 

DRE DAY
Since you claim one person can not 
be more than one place at the same 
time. How can the suspect, me, be 
at the Atlanta Braves opener on tv 
at the exact same day and time you 
were pulling me over and chasing me 
through a parking lot garage.  Must 
be viola magic. Boom.

Off this we,

CUT TO:

EXT. STRIP MALL PARKING LOT - SAME

MASKED THUG
Boom!
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Masked Thug hits a button on his remote control which 
suddenly ejects a huge amount of cash out of the cab of the 
El Camino high into the air. He hits another button on the 
remote.  

MASKED THUG (CONT’D)
Boom!

The big bag of money explodes showering the crowd. The fans 
run and grab as much as they can. It is mayhem.  

Other cops grab Masked Thug, handcuff him and throw him into 
the back of a police wagon.  

INT. COURTROOM - SAME

PROSECUTOR
Your honor the state has not had 
enough time-

JUDGE
My chambers. Now!!!

Dre Day turns to Rin and shoots him a wink.  Rin rushes out 
of the courtroom.  

EXT. COUNTY JAIL - DAY

Masked Thug is brought into the station, while FANS with 
signs protest outside. 

He is finger printed and brought to processing. As he steps 
into the picture frame for his booking the FEMALE OFFICER is 
immediately smitten by ULTRAMAGNETIC/MASKED THUG chiseled 
body, sleeve tattoos and warm caramel hazel eyes. 

INT. RIN'S CAR - SAME

Rin pops a hard drive into his laptop and begins to type 
frantically. ON SCREEN- WE SEE a bunch of code. 

INT. JAIL - BOOKING AREA - SAME

Pop. Flash. Ultramagnetic, the rapper turned Robin Hood, 
mugshot looks like a photo out of GQ magazine.
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INT. COUNTY JAIL/PROCESSING - DAY

Dre signs a few papers and is given an plastic envelop. He 
plops down next to Ultramagnetic to inspect his belongings. 
The two men, one ending his journey, while the other awaits 
his fate, share a moment on that bench. 

Just before the well known thug is taken away, Dre whispers 
something in his ear. 

EXT. COUNTY JAIL - DAY

As the large fence opens Dre walks out a free man and is 
welcomed by Rin who bows and offers up a bottle of Hennessy 
to his childhood friend. The two hop in Rin’s car and drive 
into the sunset.

FADE TO 
TRAPPTASTIC:

END COLD OPEN
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INT. RIN’S CAR - DAY

The two friends barrel down the street. 

DRE DAY
I was in them chambers with my feet 
kicked up like I was Cochran. 

RIN
You reminded me of your dad when 
you were up there.

Dre turns sour.

RIN (CONT’D)
I couldn’t get that backdoor open 
in time. ESPN.com got a firewall 
like a mugg. It was easier to 
create a new site and just scrub 
content from theirs.

DRE DAY
The clip being all over the net was 
what got all the charges dropped. 
You did a good as job on that green 
screen. Shit, I thought I was 
there.  

RIN
For real, For real. Good lookin’ 
out you can’t even get an interview 
in Silicon Beach with a fellie fel. 

DRE DAY
Them pills woulda got you ten hard 
my brotha and we got bigger fish 
waiting on us. 

Rin reaches into the back seat and shoves a back pack into 
the lap of his friend from third grade. Dre inspects it. 

DRE DAY (CONT’D)
(excited)

Ohhhhh nigga!

WE SEE the duffle bag is over stuffed with dollar bills, off 
this we:

MATCH CUT TO:
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EXT. BACKYARD DAY PARTY - DUSK

Dre grabs a hand full of bills and throws them in the air 
towards a STRIPPER who dances on a private table with a pole 
in their private cabana. 

The Day party is filled with AREA THUGS, ENTERTAINERS and 
STRIPPERS in private cabanas surrounding the pool of a humble 
sized, well keep victorian style mansion. It is a mid level 
gangsta’s paradise. 

PEACHIE (mature, curvy, some would mistake her for a working 
girl) comes into the tent sits next to Rin. 

PEACHIE
Come holla at me about that thang 
when y’all get settled in. I’ll be 
a the bar.

DRE DAY
(Re: Peachie)

Nigga?

RIN
It’s just business.

INT. G-TECH/BALLROOM - DAY

There are wall to wall VENDORS at the small and cramped 
ANNUAL G-TECH JOB PAIRING SEMINAR. GEEK KIDS of all races, 
shapes and grades show off their latest gadgets, app ideas 
and coding skills. 

GEEK KID 1 jumps for joy has he leaves his interview, bumping 
into PIMPLE FACED GEEK who was just takes the lid off his 
soda to dump it into the trash only to spill it directly on 
the blouse of...

INT. MATCHING TENT - SAME

INTERVIEWER 1
SYLVIA WALTERS? Sylvia Walters?

A dripping wet Slyvia “Sil” Walters (16, spunky, live wire), 
growls at the GEEKS who are trying to wipe the soda off of 
her face and stained white wife beater which reads, “BLACK & 
PROUD ON PURPOSE”. She wrenches one GEEKS’ hand crippling him 
to the ground while INTERVIEWER 1 (20’s, perky)extends her 
hand in introduction. 

INTERVIEWER 1 (CONT’D)
Sylvia Walters I presume.

Trapptastic Pilot: {prefetch} 9.



IN THE BOOTH - Sil impatiently eyes INTERVIEWER 1 (perky, 
blonde) and INTERVIEWER 2 (20’s, Asian, hip hop raised) eyes 
his tablet, laughs nervously. 

QUICK MONTAGE - From this point, Sil will be interviewed by 
SEVERAL TECH COMPANIES/INTERVIEWERS in VARIOUS BOOTHS. Each 
will address different accolades, but the same concern. 

INTERVIEWER 2
Your vida is extraordinary. 
Graduated high school at 13. You’re 
fluent in 12 coding languages-

GOOGLE BOOTH

GOOGLE GUY
You’ve won the ITMOx team coding 
competition, two years in a row, 
once by yourself.  

INTEL BOOTH

INTEL GIRL
Awarded the Lockhead Martin Rising 
Star award.

FACEBOOK BOOTH

FACEBOOK GIRL
You have over 3,000 downloads for 
your two apps.

STARBUCKS GUY
You’re getting your degree next 
year in Computer Science and plan 
to get your master’s (eyes notes)in 
Applied Mathematics. You’ll only be 
18?

SIL
I enjoy learning and coding. It’s 
as essential as eating. Either you 
die or your miserable without it. 

INTEL GIRL
Tsk, see, we really don’t use 
dystopian language like die or 
misery on our campus. And when we 
read your cover letter the tone was 
a little...aggressive? 

INTERVIEWER 2
We totally understand your growing 
up in the Southwest Atlanta slums-
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FACEBOOK GIRL
Bouncing from foster home to foster 
home would make anyone-

STARBUCKS GUY
Chippy. I mean if I were born in 
prison-

Intel Girl reaches back and grabs a “thank you” grab bag and 
hands it to Sil.

INTEL GIRL
(smiles)

We feel, at this time your just not 
Intelly enough.

Google Guy hands her a bag, and with each denial, Sil’s POV 
fills with a fire engine red color.

GOOGLE GUY
(smiling)

Just not Googley enough.

FACEBOOK GIRL
(hands her a bag, 
condescending)

Not Facebookey enough.

STARBUCK GUY
Not Starbuckey enough.

Draped in denial swag bags, Starbuck Guy attempts to hand her 
a stuffed animal, which the hothead prodigy kindly snatches, 
rips the head off and shoves it in his face.  

WHIP PAN TO:

Several MALE SECURITY GUARDS carry the hog tied, spunky, hot 
head to the exit. Starbuck Guy follows holding his lip, while 
the Facebook guy holds his eye. 

STARBUCKS GUY
Her head butt chipped my tooth.

EXT. DAY PARTY - BAR - DAY

Rin makes his way pass CRAP GAMES and a FEW LAP DANCES before 
making it to the loud and brash Peachie, who hold’s court and 
serves drinks at the makeshift bar.
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PEACHIE
(showing off new tattoo)

This Davey, he’s 3 and Marco is 4 
and my oldest Kenzo is 6. I got all 
they names on me.

RIN
Peachie.

PEACHIE
Pudding. How’s Momma Mud? She ain’t 
sent no Pecan Pie to the shop. 

Peachie pulls out a laptop from under the bar. 

PEACHIE (CONT’D)
Nigga you need to fix my website. 
How a queen suppose to make this 
sleep money if woocommerce ain’t 
working?

Rin eyes the website. Peachie eyes Dre Day.

PEACHIE (CONT’D)
Who’s chocolate daddy?

RIN
That’s my dude Dre. He just did a 
quick bid for ya boy. Ay send him 
somebody special to the tent.

PEACHIE
DISTRACTION!

(to a bar tender)
Go get Distraction for me. Niggas 
snitchin’ left and right these 
days. He a real one. 

RIN
Bro saved my career. You can’t get 
in at a fortune 500 with a felony. 
So, I owe him. 

PEACHIE
You took my business from local to 
global. So I thank his ass too. I 
would go shake somthin’, but a 
queen graduated from the pole.

DISTRACTION (caramel, smooth skin with daunting eyes) hobbles 
over to the two friends. Peachie whispers something in her 
ear, while making eye contact with Dre who lifts his bottle 
with cheers. Rin nods back. Distraction hobbles away.
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PEACHIE (CONT’D)
You get any offers yet? 

RIN
I got fifteen letters, but I’m 
waiting for one more and then imma 
open them shits at a little signing 
party I’m having. You should come 
through. 

PEACHIE
I don’t do dorm rooms boo boo. 

OTS of Peachie’s WE SEE Distraction reach Dre’s cabana 
dropping her sarong to reveal her prosthetic leg, of which, 
she snaps off and hops up onto the pole. She shimmies up.  

RIN
You sent my nigga a wounded lamb?

PEACHIE
I sent him a unicorn. Shit, 
Distraction prolly make three times 
more than these other hoes here. 

Distraction glides on the pole with ease. She is graceful. 
OTHER THUGS peek towards her unique show. 

RIN
Is this shit even legal?

PEACHIE
Most people don’t want the same ole 
same ole, shit quiet as kept, why 
you think big girls ALWAYS have a 
man? Niggas be having proclivities 
and shit. 

RIN
(chuckles)

You said clit.

Peachie shoves the laptop back to the nerd. In the b.g. WE 
SEE Dre close the drapes to his cabana.

EXT./EST. G-TECH UNIVERSITY - MORNING

STUDENTS walk to class. Get coffee. Bike around campus.

INT. RIN’S DORM - MORNING

BANG! BANG! BANG!
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DRE DAY
(os)

Wakey, wakey, hands off snakey.

Rin snatches open the door. Dre hands him some coffee. 

RIN
Ole ass cracka dawn ass nigga.

DRE DAY
Bruh it’s 9:30am.

Rin frantically begins to grab clothes and morning things. 

DRE DAY (CONT’D)
(singing)

Its a new day. Jah is shining on us 
and we got the world in front of 
us. 

RIN
How you ain’t know if I had a honey 
in here? 

DRE DAY
(eyes his Avenger’s 
figurines)

I took a wild guess. But I’m here 
bout business. Hood business.

Rin bangs on his desk and releases a lever revealing a stash 
spot. WE SEE a few bags of money. Rin slams the cabinet. 

DRE DAY (CONT’D)
(notices)

We had a deal Freeway Rick.

INT. RIN’S DORM/HALLWAY - CONTINUOUS

Rin locks his door and clicks a remote control turning on his 
cameras. The two friends quickly lock step, barreling down 
the hallway and enter in a room with a DO NOT ENTER-ABESTOS 
REMOVAL signage.

RIN
And I know we did, we do, My reup 
stash got took by officer racist 
pig, I sold what I had left and 
then made a few placebos out of 
children’s aspirin and some old Fen 
Fen Momma Mud had, Imma sell during 
mid terms and then I’m done, done.
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DRE DAY
Off to Microsoft?

RIN
I’m sure I got a bunch of offers, I 
got like fifteen letters, each will 
be opened at my signing party 
tonight. You need to roll through.

Rin unscrews a panel to reveal a bags of “pills”. 

DRE DAY
Nah. 

RIN
Crowds. 

DRE DAY (CONT'D)
Crowds.

DRE DAY (CONT’D)
(re: packages)

You sure that’s safe bro. Hey you 
got any of Momma Mud Pecan Pralines 
in there?

RIN
I’m an R.A., Maintenance ain’t even 
allowed in here until I clear the 
paperwork.  

DRE DAY
And you never do. 

EXT. RIN’S DORM/MEDGAR EVERS HALL - CONTINUOUS

RIN
I never have to bro. That’s the 
perks of being smart, niggas trust 
you. Ain’t a safer place in the 
world to keep it. 

DRE DAY
Now bout this hood business. When I 
was in-

TERRY
(os)

J’son! We need to talk J’son. 

TERRY and MASCO (asian, nerdy)run up on the two as if, they 
want “that work”. Terry’s waving finger is the most 
intimidating thing about these two. 
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TERRY (CONT’D)
We need to talk about the M&M’s you 
sold us... 

MASCO
They had no peanuts son. 

TERRY
No nuts homie. We want a 
refund.(whispering) My little 
sisters dexedrine has more kick.

RIN
No refunds.

TERRY
Word is getting out about your 
plain M&M’s. Midterms are Monday, 
we need something to keep us up. 

MASCO
Don’t make us take it gangsta. 

Dre Day stops Rin and steps forward to the nerds.

TERRY
Yeah we already started don’t buy 
shit from rin dot wordpress dot 
com.

MASCO
Ain’t nothin but a button press 
patnah. 

Dre Day finds the faux gangstas amusing. 

EXT. G-TECH COMMONS - CONTINUOUS

Rin pulls out a laptop and card reader as the two sit at 
steps SEVERAL STUDENTS walk up and hand him their meal cards. 

RIN
So you’re trying to start a tech 
company or a start up. 

(to Student 1)
How much?

STUDENT 1
Fifty.

Student 1 hands him a twenty and a five. Rin punches in 50 in 
the computer and swipes the kid’s card. Several students walk 
up and get their cards “re-uped” during this conversation. 
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RIN
Make it last. The store is closed 
after next week. 

The disappointed kid leaves.

DRE DAY 
Not a start up, but yeah I guess 
like a start up, a lean start up 
with my mouth piece and your 
computer skills we can be the next 
Worldstar my dude, okay at least 
the next Netzero.

RIN
Okay, what’s your idea?

(re: Student 2 and 3)
How much cutie?

DRE DAY 
I mean, I thought we can get a team 
together, come up with something 
and boom. I been doing mad reading 
and ground work. 

RIN
You need a good idea, you don’t 
have one, a good idea that can be 
turned into an IP, impossible 
because, one, you need a huge team 
of people that will want to get 
paid, two, you need a ton of time 
or a ton of money, which I don’t 
have the former and you damn sure 
ain’t got the latter.

(re: Student 4)
Same as last time?

DRE DAY
I’m passing the collection plate 
today.

RIN
Bro, inspiration will come at the 
most unlikely time and so will your 
mega billion idea. Be patient and-

Dre eyes his computer. WE SEE a bunch of code on the screen. 

DRE DAY
Your reversed tunnel to the control 
center is wide open.
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RIN
(offended)

Pardon me my nigga?

DRE DAY 
To build this you sent a ICMP 
package with a special load?

RIN
(shocked, yet impressed)

Go ahead.

DRE
Listened in promiscuous mode with 
Scrappy here?, but you opened the 
firewall rules, but never closed 
them. Here and Here.

STUDENT 4
(re: card)

Wait, this is still all good right?

Dre punches a few keys. 

DRE DAY
It is now.

(to Rin)
You’re welcome.

Rin snatches his computer back and clicks a few keys. Swipes 
the students card again. 

RIN
Thanks man.

(to Dre)
It needs to stay open because if 
any of these dummies let’s someone 
use the card and that someone 
complains because it ain’t working 
and they do an easy reverse Forge 
package to see why so much extra 
money is on a weekly commons card, 
game over. They will snitch on me 
and I will have to kill them in 
their sleep because you can’t go to 
the Beach with a felon.

DRE DAY
Unless you’re Sean Parker.

RIN
Unless you are Sean Muthafuggin 
Parker. 
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EXT. G-TECH ADMISSIONS - CONTINUOUS

RIN
Bro, I’m proud of you. You really 
read that Java book I sent you.

DRE DAY
Java, C++ all that ish. I told you 
that coding program inside Fulton 
got your boy right. The new 
Rockerfellers and Carnegies are all 
tech heads. I’m trying to be apart 
of this new digital gold rush. 

RIN
You been reading Wired again. 

DRE DAY
(busted)

Fast Company-but everybody wasn’t 
blessed with a mind like yours and 
can’t get it here like you did. You 
got what three months before you 
leave for one of them internships?, 
I’m saying help me get started and 
you know me, I’ll pick up this shit 
and make it pop. 

Rin hesitation is obvious.

DRE DAY (CONT’D)
Real spot, you know why I did that 
short bid? For real, For real it 
wasn’t even for you. It was for me. 
I needed a reset. A rebirth 
’nahimtalkingbout. They case was 
shakey was shaken as fuck, so I had 
time to research how the 
billionaires is doing it. And they 
ain’t making billies off no 
corners. They making billies off 
this tech shit.

RIN
I got to meet with Dean Promise in 
two minutes. Come by tonight and 
I’ll introduce you to some dudes 
that maybe can help you pull it 
together. Cool?

RIN (CONT'D)
Crowds.

DRE DAY
Crowds.
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DRE DAY (CONT’D)
Bro, I always been trap house 
adjacent, but lack of options is 
pulling me closer and closer to the 
front door.

RIN
I’ll bring them out into the 
hallway. 

They dap and Rin rushes off. 

EXT./EST. GATED COMMUNITY - MORNING

Several COUPLES walk dogs, ride bikes and jog in and around 
these well manicured streets. 

EXT. FLOW’S HOME - MORNING

DALTON “KREF” FLOW (20’s) and DARLENE FLOW (early 40’s, 
slight wrinkles around her umber eyes) exit their modest two 
story home and are almost hit by a flying newspaper thrown 
near their Maltese by KID ON BIKE (13, bully). 

KREF
You almost hit my dog.

Kid On Bike flips him the bird. A NEIGHBOR (50’s, chubby, 
silver hair) meets them near the sidewalk.

NEIGHBOR
Punk broke two of my Gnomes.

KREF
(eyes kid)

Millennials. Hey see you at the 
links later? 

NEIGHBOR
Sure thing.

They separate. Darlene walks and stretches.

DARLENE
So there is a HOA meeting later to 
talk about all the Air BNB renting 
that has been going on around here. 

KREF
Oh yeah. 
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DARLENE
Issa shame we can’t go on account 
we are renters.(then)Why aren’t we 
owners?(before he can an-)because 
you ain’t got no goddamn W-2s, 
BECAUSE you still like to do hood 
rat stuff with yo friends. No W2’s, 
no loan. No ticky, no laundry. I 
want my laundry Dalton. 

And with that Darlene bolts off and joins a few other MOMS 
who power walk round the corner. 

Later - Kref’s cleans up his dog’s droppings, but notices 
NAUGHTY NEIGHBOR leaving without picking up his dog’s 
droppings. No bueno. Kref offers him a plastic bag.

KREF
Excuse me. Your dog’s business. 

Naughty Neighbor flips him the bird. 

NAUGHTY NEIGHBOR
You want it up so bad. You do it. 

Kref picks up the other dogs droppings and heads along.

INT. DEAN PROMISE/OUTER OFFICE - MORNING

AUNTIE (50’s, dean mothers warmth and an electric smile fills 
the former Fashion Fair model’s face) offers a warm hug as 
Sil shrinks out of dean’s office. 

SIL
I didn’t get kicked out if thats 
what you mean. He did give me my 
second strike. Which ain’t fair 
because I shouldn’t have one in the 
first place. 

AUNTIE
You did start a massive food fight 
in the commons. 

SIL
They were serving slave food for 
Black History Month, Hello?

AUNTIE
Of which all the black cooks voted 
on peach cobbler, hush puppies, 
greens, ham, etc and got permission 
from yours truly to do so.
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SIL
It was racially insensitive at 
best. I mean with the grape Kool 
Aid and lemon slices. Come on.  

AUNTIE
Look at me, with those gorgeous 
brown eyes. I know all about the 
foster system when you’re a pretty 
girl and your guardians just there 
for a check, it’s abysmal.  We 
can’t do anything with the chips 
we’ve been dealt in this life, but 
we can keep them off our shoulders. 
Sylvia?, look at me, you must began 
to look at things from a global 
perspective and stop wasting that 
beautiful mind on wasteful things.   

SIL
Yes Ma’am (then) Yes, Auntie.

AUNTIE
And no more fighting. You get on 
probation, you lose your housing 
and cash stipend. You wanna get 
sent back to Savannah.  

Rin bounces in hugs Auntie. She has the best hugs.

AUNTIE (CONT’D)
You’re late sir, he’s waiting for 
you. Oh wait, lemme introduce you 
to Sylvia Walters. Sylvia this is- 

SIL
J’Son Reynold’s I live in his 
untidy, asbestos filled building.

RIN
E’erybody call me Rin.

AUNTIE
Three years ago J’son, Rin, was 
you. Smart, ambitious, pimple faced 
computer savant always in trouble, 
always in Dean’s office.

SIL
I read his article on molecular 
kinetics. I mean I fell asleep 
reading his article on molecular 
kinetics. Deuces. 
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Sil leaves and Rin plops down.

RIN
(whispers)

Why Mean Dean wants to see me? I 
shut down those guys with the grow 
house on the roof. 

AUNTIE
He wants to put you on the Alumni’s 
NEXT NEW MILLIONERS’ newsletter, 
depending on where your interning.

RIN
Watch my YAP YAP LIVE feed tonight, 
you’ll see.

AUNTIE
Hey Momma Mud make you anymore them 
Pecan Sandie’s?

EXT. TRAP HOUSE - DUSK

Dre walks up to the unkept house, tripping over a few 
abandoned toys. He bangs on the iron door. As Dre turns to 
leave WE HEAR the door swing open and SEE a cradled Uzi 
shoved in his face. 

THUG 1
Da Fuq? 

DRE DAY
(unfazed)

Where Whop?

THUG 1
Who nigga?

DRE DAY
Whop.

THUG 1
Lil Whop or Big Whop?

DRE DAY
Lil Whop.

THUG 1
Lil Whop at Trinisha house. 

INSERT - Dre on the porch with TRINISHA holding him at knife 
point with her hand on a pistol in her waist belt.
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TRINISHA
He ain’t here. Try Big Mugsy house. 

INSERT - Dre on the stoop with BIG MUGSY (little person, 
50’s) holds Dre off with his barking two pit bulls ready to 
ponce. 

BIG MUGSY
(yelling)

I kicked that nigga out when he 
tried to drunk fuck my little 
cousin. He got a room on top of 
Dookie’s Bar. 

DRE DAY
(yelling)

Dookie’s? The one on Mitchell or on- 

The dogs bark uncontrollably. Dre scampers away.

EXT. DOOKIE’S BAR - SAME

Dre stands in front of the abandoned and burnt out shell of 
the former pool hall. Police tape drapes every entrance. 

OLD MAN
(os)

They put up a helleva fight.. 

OLD MAN (60’s) pushes his cart full of cans and things. 

OLD MAN (CONT’D)
Yeah, Boogie and them crash they 
car into that door there, then came 
and shot this place up somethin’ 
bad. Then came back later and 
torched it. I ain’t seen a flame 
thrower since Niem.

DRE DAY
You wouldn’t happen to know Whop?

OLD MAN
Big Whop or Lil’ Whop? (then) Welp, 
Big Whop got kilt during the shoot 
out when he hid in the closet and 
when all them peoples started 
running up them stairs the whole 
staircase collapsed on him.  

DRE DAY
What about Lil Whop?
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OLD MAN
Ain’t nobody seen him since Boogie 
and them beat his ass in frontah 
Cascade and drove off wit him in 
dat trunk. 

The Old Man holds out his hand for payment. 

OLD MAN (CONT’D)
I ain’t holding it out for prayer 
nigga. 

INT. RIN'S DORM/SIL’S FLOOR - DUSK

Sil rushes down the hallway with hands full of thick books 
and is bumped. 

SIL
Watch the nachos please?

She see’s a silk wave cap tied around the door knob. 

SIL (CONT’D)
Ginnamy Christmas. 

The hot head plops down across from her room door, pops open 
her supreme nachos and digs into her reading for the night. 

INT. RIN’S DORM/MAILROOM - EVENING

MODELL (20’s, nerdy, his reptilian feature makes him look 
sneakier than he really is) rushes to answer the phone. 

MODELL
Evers Hall. 

RIN
(os)

Shawtyyyy. I get that letter from 
Oracle yet. 

MODELL
Let me look. 

He doesn’t, but nods at some ladies walking by. 

MODELL (CONT’D)
Nope. I guess they passed. 
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RIN
(os)

That recruiter assured me I was on 
the list. Damn. You coming through 
tonight? 

MODELL
Of course bro. Your rise to 
greatness is my inspiration. 

Modell has Rin’s Oracle letter in his hand, which reads 
“CONGRATULATION, we would like to welcome to the Oracle 
family...” Modell kindly places it into the shredder. 

EXT./EST. PEACHIE’S APARTMENT COMPLEX/PARKING - EVENING

Peachie backs her call into a dark stall. 

EXT. PEACHIE CAR/STALL - SAME

Peachie stands at the trunk of her car and noodles her cell 
phone in her bra strap. She frantically wipes off her fancy 
make up, glitter custom wig and transformers herself from 
Madame to a Blue Collar cashier.

PEACHIE
Yes, baby. I will pick you up on 
Friday from daddy’s house like I do 
every Friday. Oh you want Chuckie 
Cheese. You got a Chucky Cheese 
progress report. You did. That’s my 
little rocket science...Oh excuse 
me robotics specialist.

She lights a cigarillo and drags it really long before 
blowing the smoke into a balled up silk scarf, which she 
quickly ties around her head. She does the same with her 
QUICKY WASH polo shirt. She slams the trunk door. 

ALL THE KIDS
(os)

Mommy. Hooray. Momma’s home. 

INT. PEACHIE’S APARTMENT - EVENING

Peachie enters the cramped and over decorated studio 
apartment. All the kids jump all over her. She rests a bag of 
laundry on one sets of bunk beds and a few grocery bags on 
another, before having a TODDLER shoved into her arms, by her 
on again off again boyfriend DOVEY (20’s, grimy, skinny, 
tattooed).
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DOVEY
Change him. He got the runs. 

PEACHIE
Hol’ up, I gotta pee bad.

As she rushes into the bathroom, slams the door and places 
the hinge locks creating only a small crack in the doorway. 

INT. PEACHIE’S BATHROOM - SAME

She opens the medicine cabinet, empties it and unscrews the 
back to reveal a hidden nook. She quickly thumbs through and 
counts some cash stacks, before reaching into her panties to 
grab a rolled stack. She adds it other loose cash then wraps 
that with a thousand dollar money band. 

WE SEE Dovey hand come through the crack in the door. 

DOVEY
Tips!

Peachie wrinkles a few bills and places them in his finger. 

DOVEY (CONT’D)
Them drivers stingy as fuck. 

Peachie yanks the door open and rushes past the greedy lover 
who stomps behind her. 

DOVEY (CONT’D)
I was trying to get those new 
Supremes. Shit. I need to let you 
start strippin’ again. 

Yanking her from behind, her eyes dodges his inquisition. 
Looking down to his eye level will likely get her slapped. 

PEACHIE
I-I-I don’t wanna do that no more 
daddy. 

DOVEY
Because.

PEACHIE
I know it makes you jealous 
(then)and don’t no niggas want no 
bitch with four kids. 

Trapptastic Pilot: {prefetch} 27.



DOVEY
You smell like blacks. What we 
having for dinner?, I’m hungry then 
a mutha fucka.

PEACHIE
Tacos daddy. We havin’ tacos.

As she walks to the kitchen, WE SEE Ultramagnetic’s faux High 
Fashion Mug Shot on TV the caption reads. BAE WATCH: Fulton 
County Inmate Breaks the Internet.

END OF ACT ONE
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INT. SHIELA’S APARTMENT - NIGHT

SHIELA, (20’s, girl next door pretty) sits at the kitchen 
table, Rin who holds a Easter Basket full of toys and candy. 

SHIELA
She ain’t eating none of that 
tonight.

Rin eyes his phone and watch. 

SHIELA (CONT’D)
She has a doctor’s appointment on 
Friday, she keeps having headaches, 
co-pay $55. 

RIN
What about the co-pay I gave you 
two weeks ago when you guys slept 
through the appointment?

SHIELA
Things cost money Rin. Rent, 
clothes, she eat like a damn heavy 
weight. I mean them nickels ain’t 
paying for that much. 

RIN
I give you a gee and Rent is $400.

Rin notices the remnants of the other man that is often 
around: empty fast food containers, high tops, motor bike 
helmet. 

RIN (CONT’D)
I got a thing to be at. I did want 
to talk to both you guys about 
something.

SHIELA
Your signing party or leaving.

RIN
(stays clam)

I wanna talk about some of the 
changes that will be happening and 
some of the things that will be 
staying the same. One of them being 
my commitment to Lola, as far as 
Dredavious, I’m gonna take him with 
me.  

SHIELA
You and your boyfriend.
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Shiela stands to reveal her budging baby bump and oversized 
basketball shorts, she struggles to keep under her belly. 

RIN
Nice shorts...I also wanted you to 
think about letting Lola come with 
me when I go on my internship. I’ll 
have plenty for a nanny and your 
hands will be filled with four 
kids.  

SHIELA
Three kids dummy. I’m having twins. 

RIN
I was counting the bum nigga living 
off you. If could miss you vajay 
like he misses the toilet-

SHIELA
Your just mad he’s getting all of 
this and you can’t even smell the 
pussy. 

And on that note, he makes his way to the door. 

SHIELA (CONT’D)
You just gon leave. Bye Rin, you 
are the best at leaving me to fend 
for myself. 

RIN
Tell Lola I will YAP YAP her later 
and think about what I’m asking. 

Shiela slams the door behind him. 

INT. RIN'S DORM/SIL FLOOR - NIGHT

Sleep on the floor, Sil is awakened when her elbow slips off 
a book and her hand lands in the soggy Nacho Supreme. Yuck.

She notices the light and shadows moving from under her door. 
She knocks and enters to see MELODY (20’s, asian, dorky) her 
soon to be ex-girlfriend and KODY (20’s, butchy, built like a 
stump) her half naked roommate, grinding atop Sil’s desk. 

ALL THE GIRLS
Wait. What? I can explain. What in 
the hell is this?

The busted lovers scamper to grab clothing, Sil sees red. 
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SIL
What is going-, Why are you- I 
study on that desk.

MELODY
Where are my panties? Oh my God. Oh 
my God.

Kody and Sil points them out.

SIL
(noticing)

You screwing another bitch wearing 
the panties I bought you for 
valentime’s day.

KODY
ValenTINNNE’s Day. 

SIL
(to Kody)

I DON’T GIVE TWO MUDDY SHITS about 
you, about your smelly ass egg 
salad sandwiches or your fucking 
dog paintings. I expect this from 
the campus slut, but Mel you aren’t 
like this.

Melody can’t seem to get dressed fast enough.

MELODY
I am. I am like this. I mean you 
are so frigid Sylvia. You invite me 
over to Netflix and Chill and we 
actual watch and movie and fall a 
sleep. Sometimes a girl needs her 
needs met, especially after six 
months. We haven’t even kissed. 

KODY
A girl needs her cookies crushed.

Sil smashes Melody face with the Nacho Supreme residue left 
on her hand, but before going full WWE on her she notices 
some NOSEY STUDENTS gathered at her door, cellphones first. 

Melody nervously struggles to put on a HAMILTON MUSICAL 
SWEATSHIRT. Sil quickly snatches it off. 

SIL
Naw, all the gifts I got you stay 
here. Run me them earrings too.
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Sil snatches Melody’s purse as she exits in haste, emptying 
it’s contents about the hallway. On this we;

PAN UP TO:

INT. RIN'S DORM/HALLWAY - NIGHT

There are several PARTY GOERS milling around the door as Dre 
walks up and plants on the adjacent wall. Crowds.

INSIDE - Rin’s dorm is packed wall to wall with WEIRDOS, COOL 
PEOPLE, THEATER RATS and GREEKS, all partying and rapping.

IN THE HALLWAY - Rin exits a nearby door with the unopened 
letters in his hand, notices Dre, they dap. 

RIN
Hol’ up.

Rin goes back inside the party and quickly comes back with 
Modell.

RIN (CONT’D)
Mo this my man Dre. Dre this is the 
best UX/UI Designer on the east 
coast. He will help you get your 
idea up and can manage any overseas 
production problems. 

MODELL
(in Mandarin)

Yeah, I’ll have them fools eating 
out of my hand. 

RIN
Y’all chop it up Imma bout to make 
history.

MOMENTS LATER

The mood has shifted from rawkus to sullen. Rin walks out of 
the dorm room and garbs a seat on the hallway’s wall across 
from Modell. 

MODELL
Your boy is onto something.

RIN
I don’t understand. Fourteen 
letters and fourteen rejections. 
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MODELL
Fifteen, if you count Orcale’s non 
letter.

RIN
Why they even send out letters?, 
“no we don’t want you”, “you aren’t 
good enough”.

MODELL
It’s nonsensical.

EXT. DOGWALK - MORNING

Kref stands and hands outs and collects plastic poop bags 
from other WALKERS. 

KREF
Aw thank you so much. You’re sweet.

NEIGHBOR
Boy that smells. Hey, links later? 

KREF
Not today bud, working on a compost 
project for my little cousin 
Wendell. Maybe tomorrow. 

Neighbor puts his dog’s droppings into Kref’s nearly full 
gallon sized plastic bag.

EXT. G-TECH UNIVERSITY - MORNING

Sil walks with a hand full of books. She notices Melody and 
Kody holding hands, upon further evaluation she notices 
Melody in the Hamilton Musical Sweatshirt . Sil sees red and 
barrels toward them. 

SIL
(to Melody)

What?...And?

KODY
I got this baby. Check this out me 
and Melody talked last night after 
your tantrum, she feel like we a 
better fit, tell her babe.

Melody eyes affixed to the ground.

MELODY
I’m sorry-,
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KODY
(channeling Beyoncé)

She ain’t sorry, hell naw 

With a clinched lip and fist, Sil turns and runs off. 

EXT. G-TECH COMMONS - SAME

Sil runs behind the building with her little heart torn to 
pieces. She crumbles, crying in the empty cavernous hallway.

EXT./EST. COUNTRY ROAD - MORNING

The sun peeks over the horizon as Rin turns off the road and 
onto a dirt path, passing a sign that reads: MIDDLETON PECAN 
FARM & FANCIES.

EXT. MOMMA MUD’S FARM HOUSE - SAME

Sourpuss and broken, the genius rolls up to the dilapidated 
country house. It has seen better days. So has MOMMA MUD 
(80’s, wrinkled, graying, yet spunky and round) who limps 
down to greet her favorite great nephew. 

MOMMA MUD
Rinky. Let me hug yo neck.

She hugs him with all the warmth in the world. 

RIN
You ain’t had to come down here 
Momma. I was making my way up.

MOMMA MUD
This gout ain’t gonna get the 
bessah me.

INT. MOMMA MUD'S FARM HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

The clutter home/store front is full of knick knacks, pecan 
treats and UNC BROWN (40’s, baldhead, brash) who clips his 
finger nails out in the open. Gross. They greet one another 
with a contentious grumble. 

UNC BROWN
Nice party last night. 

Rin ignores him and makes way to the kitchen. 
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IN THE KITCHEN - Momma Mud limps up onto a riser and stirs a 
huge copper pot. 

RIN
That smells so good. 

MOMMA MUD
It’s caramel for my pecan 
mountains. Imma bless Rev. Roman 
and them so they can sell them for 
the building fund. 

RIN
That’s alot of free pecans and 
caramel momma. 

MOMMA MUD
That’s what I like to do. Give. You 
don’t get this old being stingy and 
selfish. Nah, my favorite nephew 
ain’t travelled all this way to ask 
bout my dealings.

RIN
I need some advice, and treats. How 
did you feel when Pop Pop made you 
leave Harlem? 

MOMMA MUD
Well, I was three months pregnant 
and don’t nobody wanna see no fat 
ballet dancer on stage. Didn’t take 
too much convincing. I wasn’t bout 
to leave that stage, so he made the 
decision for me. The universe got a 
strange unction fah what we need 
verses what we want. If I wouldn’ah 
left Harlem and come here to help 
with the farm your Nana woulda lost 
it. It was lots of share croppin 
still back in them days. We dids 
all the croppin’ and they dids all 
the sharin’. Ya Pop Pop put a stop 
to all that. Kept this place for 
the family.

Rin notices her grossly swollen leg.

INT. JEFFERSON JACKSON HALFWAY HOUSE - DAY

Dre sits and watches as GROWN MEN play Botchy Ball, Dominoes 
and garden in the near by Pepper pasture. 
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He wrenches a newspaper as LIL WHOP (20’s, rail thin) fidgets 
through an explanation. 

LIL WHOP
Them niggas came in like blam, blam 
blam, I was lucky I got away. Can’t 
say the same bout them other fools. 
They got me trying to turn in them 
dirty money orders, but I faked 
like I was a crackhead and they put 
me here for an like eighteen months 
valuation. You hear bout Big Whop?

DRE DAY
(holding back anger)

Where is the money you put into the 
stash spot at Larry’s, Whop?

LIL WHOP
That’s what I’m trying to tell you 
Big Whop was making them videos wit 
them kids, and one of them kids was 
Boogie baby momma niece or somethin 
and they came in there blasting so 
I left and by the time I come back 
the whole place was burnt down.

DRE DAY
Along with my money. 

LIL WHOP
Well you didn’t give me no fire 
proof safe or nothin. 

Dre wrings the paper, as to not wring Lil Whop’s neck. 

DRE DAY
Man, I’m meeting with some folks 
today about something epic and that 
was my seed money. 

LIL WHOP
That ain’t no money to a boss like 
you. Shit whats that like 35 you 
run like ten, eleven keys from here 
to St. Pete. That ain’t nothing, 
but like four, five trips. 

DRE DAY
My purview is much bigger than that 
these days Whop. 
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LIL WHOP
(clueless)

Peer-View what’s that? A new 
strand? 

Dre gets up and walk off before he finds himself behind bars. 

LIL WHOP (CONT’D)
Man the trap made you. North side 
niggas stay trappin’ it’s in y’all 
blood.

INT. ACTIVITY CENTER - DUSK

Modell stands in front of a white board with a few other 
GEEKS, while Dre eyes his handy work on the board. Rin peeks 
in. 

MODELL
Doing a B2B model is out. We need 
to create something for the college 
and high school crowd this way our 
core demo can grow with us. 

GEEK 1
We need to have something that 
involves Geo Mapping or VR. There’s 
always funding for that. 

DRE DAY
Let’s take Craigslist for example. 
Most people took a small fraction 
of craigslist and created an entire 
industry. Rooms Wanted became Air 
Bnb, Art & Crafts for sale became 
Etsy, Personals became Bumble, 
Tinder, and the rest. All I’m 
saying is we need to create 
something fresh and easy, an IP 
that’s simple and cheap, get our 
feet wet. Something epic.

MODELL
Can you please stop saying epic. 

GEEK 1
Let’s go back to Modell’s desktop 
idea, a Worldstar for the LGBT 
community.

MODELL
Unicorns and Capricorns. That’s 
tight.
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Rin interrupts with a laughter from the back.

DRE DAY
I’d rather go back to his Lapdance 
Delivery idea.

EXT. GATED COMMUNITY - DUSK

SEVERAL PEOPLE play with their dogs around the lake area and 
walking trails. WE SEE a blue bag of dog droppings bounce 
along as we, come up behind NASTY NEIGHBOR stretching before 
his power walk.  

Suddenly, the dog droppings bag is snatched over his head and 
Nasty Neighbor is drug into the nearby brush. He struggles, 
but chokes on the dung and escaping oxygen. 

Kref flings him to the ground and holds the bag tightly over 
his head. Rubbing droppings into his mouth and also banging 
his chest and legs with a leather blackjack. 

He laughs and chuckles with every hit, Nasty Neighbors muted 
screams fuels his bullying.

INT. QUICKY WASH - EVENING

Peachie reads the paper and circles a couple of Mobile hoome 
trailer ads.

LOUD SPEAKER
(os)

Peachie, Peachie to the back. 

Peachie turns and open the door to a small cramped office. JA 
RUE (30’s, processed hair, greasy, stump of a man) finishes 
his rib sandwich.

PEACHIE
No need for the loud speaker, all 
you had to do was get your big ass 
up and tell me what you need. 

JA RUE
Shut the door please. 

PEACHIE
No, I will not.

JA RUE
You wanna keep this job? All it 
takes is a call to your P.O. Shut. 
The. Door.
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Ja Rue takes off his sauce stained bib and pushes his chair 
back away from the desk reveal in his obese naked lower half.

EXT. G-TECH UNIVERSITY - EVENING

Modell, Rin and Dre walk to the commons. 

DRE DAY
I can’t say I ain’t happy about 
your rejections. 

RIN
No offense, but some funky letters 
ain’t gonna stop me. I’m still 
headed to San Fran. I’ll just keep 
banging on doors ‘til they fall. 

DRE DAY
You gonna design my logo for the 
company. 

MODELL
Great start bro. Let’s link 
tomorrow on Campfire. 

Modell see’s some friends and scampers away. 

RIN
Campfire? You are taking this 
serious. I mean Mr. Don’t talk on 
the Jack ‘cause they always 
listening” got a smartphone.

DRE DAY
My illegal days are over so no need 
to be all Supreme Team... but, I 
need a favor, funds are low and 
from what Modell talking about we 
gonna need like $35,000. 

RIN
What about Lil Whop-

DRE DAY
Fuck Lil Whop that money gone and 
he locked up and Big Whop dead ass 
Friendster... I need some dough, 
legal dough, or at least a hood 
loan. 
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RIN
Hood loan is hard money bro, but I 
think I know somebody that know 
somebody... You and your Justice 
League of Idiots. Crazy. 

INT. RIN’S DORM - NIGHT

Sil sits in the dark and stares at a picture of her and 
Melody all cuddled up in “Adventure Time” cosplay. Melody and 
Kody busts in laughing and all over each other, notices Sil 
and quickly closes the door.  

MELODY
(whispering)

I thought you said she was at work.

KODY
(laughing)

Oh poor thing.

INT. QUICKY WASH - DAY

Peachie exits the back room, fixing her disheveled uniform. 

RIN
(os)

You look fly baby. Don’t worry. 

Brightened by a friendly face she embraces him. Dre fumbles 
with a few air fresheners. 

RIN (CONT’D)
Can we holler at you for a second?

Peachie locks the cashier’s room and leads them to the back 
kitchenette area.

PEACHIE
What you need boy? Hey, did Momma 
Mud make any more of them caramel 
fudge pecan brownies?

DRE DAY
I’ll make sure she makes you a 
truck load if you can help us out 
with our situation. We need some 
lemons.

PEACHIE
How many?
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DRE DAY
Forty, forty five.

RIN
Before I leave for internship.

PEACHIE
You hit up Schooly?

INSERT - SCHOOLY (40’s, skinny) being placed inside a police 
car and taking a Mug Shot.

PEACHIE (CONT’D)
Bobby Dee?

INSERT - BOBBY DEE (30’s, female) snatches off her wig before 
being shot to death by GUNMEN.

PEACHIE (CONT’D)
Big Whop?

INSERT - BIG WHOP (40’s, built like a truck) squeezes his 
eyes shut before a staircase collapses on him.

PEACHIE (CONT’D)
Well damn, them the only folks I 
know that will do me a quick solid. 

RIN
Come on Peachie, I know you know 
every hustlas in ATL. We just need 
the connect. 

PEACHIE
What y’all got going?

(to Dre Day)
Don’t go messing up my bro future. 

DRE DAY
We on some very legal, very 
provocative...libations.

PEACHIE
Oh you want some females. I got a 
ton of them. Females, Shemales, 
Remales.

DRE DAY
No, I just need lemons. No Remales.

PEACHIE
If y’all plan on cutting a bitch in 
on the lemonade stand. I may have 
one more connect. 
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(to Dre)
Pick out some air freshners on me. 
I’ll be right back.

Before Dre can pick up two packs. Peachie has her coat. 

PEACHIE (CONT’D)
Come on we got to be at Little Five 
in like fifteen minutes. I’ll 
drive.

EXT./EST. STRIP MALL PARKING LOT - NIGHT

Peachie pulls up and hops out of the car. 

INT. PEACHIE’S CAR - MOMENTS LATER

Peachie hops back in and plops a duffle bag on Rin’s lap who 
passes it to Dre. They peel off. 

DRE DAY
(inspecting package)

Stop the muthafuckin car.

Dre pulls out several bundles of marijuana and pills.

DRE DAY (CONT’D)
This ain’t no lemons, mayne.

RIN
(to Peachie)

You got the wrong bag?

PEACHIE
No, that was the only bag, behind 
the milk crates, under the broken 
security light (she shows them the 
text instructions). 

DRE DAY
No, No, no, no, no.

RIN
This is just a misunderstanding. We 
will give the drugs back and get 
the lemons.

PEACHIE
These are lemons. (checks bag) 
ecstasy, fentanyl, hash. Lemons.
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DRE DAY
Lemons. Money. Fuck.

PEACHIE
No nigga. Limes is money. Lemons is 
pills. Lemons. Lemonheads.

(to Rin)
Where this nigga from?

RIN
Northside.

PEACHIE
Figures.

DRE DAY
Gimme his number.

PEACHIE
King ain’t got no number. 

RIN
As in King Roo. Oh Jesus take the 
wheel and don’t hit no corners.

DRE DAY
We taking it back.

PEACHIE
Ain’t no take backs.

INT. RIN’S CAR - LATER

RIN
Man we been driving for like an 
hour. You sure he ain’t gon trip.

PEACHIE
We almost at the drop off. 

(at phone)
Damn. Hey ya’ll heard about the Ski 
Masked Bae online. He is fine as 
hell. He’ll have a chick trying to 
slide a saw in that twat so she 
could sneak it to him. Them eyes. 

DRE DAY
We are literally in the middle of 
hang a nigga with no question land. 

Peachie phone rings. The three get out.
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PEACHIE
(to phone)

Yep. Yep. 
(to Rin)

Open the trunk. Okay. Everybody 
lift up your shirts and spin 
around. Yep. 

(to the group)
Okay, we got to get into the trunk 
and shut it.

RIN
For Real?

DRE DAY
Threes a crowd my nigga.

RIN
Dre got like a condition. He’s 
claustrophobic.

PEACHIE
(emptying the trunk)

He gonna have a condition of holes 
in his head if he don’t get that 
ass in here. Lay behind me boo.

Rin and Dre cram inside. From Peachie’s POV WE SEE a SHADOWY 
FIGURE close the trunk. WE HEAR the car start and two doors 
shut. As the car peels off, WE HEAR muffled symphonic music.

EXT. RIN’S CAR - SAME

In Black. WE HEAR the car stop and doors open. 

RIN
Y’all smell that? It’s smells like 
Caramel Corn.

PEACHIE
Nah, nah. Cotton candy.

The trunk door slightly opens and a HAND shoves three pillow 
cases at them. They put them on. A metal case is put inside 
with them.

THE HAND
(os)

Cellies.

INT. ICE CREAM TRUCK - SAME

WE HEAR crackling nursery rhymes as the three hooded friends 
bounce up and down inside the cramped truck until it stops. 
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EXT. GREEN PASTURE - SAME

The three are lead out of the truck and unmasked to see 
SEVERAL GUNMEN (Navajo, various shapes and ages) facing them 
from the other side of a narrow road. They watch as the Ice 
Cream truck drives away. 

RIN
I knew I smelled Chili Fritos.

From behind the Gunmen walks JOHNNY MAC (feminine, 
unassuming, thick glasses) enjoys a popsicle.

JOHNNY MAC
Problem?

DRE DAY
Check this out King-

Johnny Mac pulls out a gun.

JOHNNY MAC
I wasn’t talking to you nigga. I 
was talking to the queen over here. 
First things first. If I was ya’ll 
I’d stay on that side of the road. 
That side is America. Dis side over 
here is sacred Navajo land and Joe 
and them don’t just let anybody 
roll up on they land.

PEACHIE
We dig baby-

JOHNNY MAC
Second things second, I ain’t the 
king. King don’t talk to nobody. He 
don’t see nobody. He sent me here 
to collect his money. By the way, 
y’all sold that stash quick as 
hell.

Johnny Mac throws them another duffle bag.

PEACHIE
That’s what we saying, I made a 
connect to get a loan. A money 
loan. You gave us product.

DRE DAY
Lemons.
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JOHNNY MAC
That’s odd because I am sure we 
gave you what you asked for.

RIN
We thank you for this kind and 
prompt addressing of our request, 
but we aren’t drug sellers we’re
students at G-Tech and we just need 
SEED money for a project.

PEACHIE
So if you can please ask King if we 
can return these lemons for limes. 

JOHNNY MAC
Okay, I’ll ask only because your 
lashes is banging! I likes you. 

Johnny Mac turns around and scurries into the trees. WE HEAR 
a dirt bike rev up and speed off. 

Moments Later 

Johnny Mac returns, a little winded, to the sitting trio.

JOHNNY MAC (CONT’D)
That damn bike. (to the gunmen) I 
told y’all to gas it up Joe.

RIN
What he say?

JOHNNY MAC
Kang said, “Peachie ask for some 
weed money so I gave y'all some 
weed,

PEACHIE
No I didn’t, I asked for seed-.

Peachie begins to walk across the road and is stopped by the 
cocking Gunmen.

JOHNNY MAC
King said, he just want the pill 
money and he’ll loan y’all the weed 
money at four points, y'all gotta 
make y'all own money, nigga this 
ain’t umm, umm - damn.

Moments Later

The forgetful Johnny Mac returns, winded. 
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JOHNNY MAC (CONT’D)
Nigga this ain’t The Royal Bank of 
Dank, no take backeys.

Peachie could’nt have told them better.

JOHNNY MAC (CONT’D)
Y'all got two weeks and a day, 
after that issa 2 point surge tax 
per day and umm-umm…Damn.

Moments Later 

Johnny Mac returns with a bloodied lip and swollen eye.

JOHNNY MAC (CONT’D)
No take backeys and don’t come here 
again and ummm.

He checks his hand for the other notes. 

JOHNNY MAC (CONT’D)
Which one of y’all is J’son 
Reynolds?

Rin raises his hand. 

JOHNNY MAC (CONT’D)
Ugh, when you come back for re up 
make sure you put a few of your 
Momma Mud’s Pecan Rolls in the 
package. Alright. Y’all can walk up 
the road and the truck will take 
you back to your car. 

Hands them back their pillow cases.

EXT./EST. MEDGAR EVERS HALL - NIGHT

Several students study, read, and play hacky sack. 

INT. RIN’S STASH ROOM - DAY

Rin stashes the drugs in his secret spot. Dre paces the 
floor. 

DRE DAY
What in the hell Rin?
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RIN
Bro, I’m as shook as you. Gimmie 
until the morning to think. Until 
then make some calls my nigga. 

DRE DAY
I can’t. I ain’t. Even if we 
wholesale it we’ll get rid of it in 
time, but won’t have enough to pay 
him back and I ain’t taking 
penitentiary chances for nobody.

RIN
Just let me think. Go home. Get a 
good night sleep and with clear 
heads we will figure this out. Just 
like always. Cool?

PAN DOWN BELOW 
TO:

INT. SIL'S DORMROOM - NIGHT

Just beneath Rin’s stash room. Sil sits on her bed in the 
candlelight and thumbs her phone. WE SEE her thumbing through 
pictures of Kody and Melody at TACO TUESDAY, at RAP CONCERT, 
BUYING SHOES, EATING ICE CREAM.

Angry, she pops up and begins yanking Kody’s dog paintings 
off the wall and aisle, she punches a hole in a few of them. 
Then grabs Kody’s brushes soaking in Turpentine and breaks 
them. She takes the turpentine and pours it over the pile of 
paintings on the floor. 

Still unsatisfied, she goes to the closet and begins yanking 
out all Kody’s clothing. 

SIL
You wanna be me bitch, Where fly 
shit hoe-

In a black out type rage, Sil grabs some bleach from under 
her desk and begins to pour bleach on the clothing pile which 
sits atop the mutilated paintings and broken brushes, 
clothing and baseball caps. She doesn’t notice the smoldering 
chemical reaction.

Bang!, Bang!, Bang! The knock on the door snaps Sil out of 
her angered trance. Swings the door open. 

SIL (CONT’D)
What?
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Masco sees the carnage behind her. 

MASCO
Ugh. You in here huffin’?

SIL
What?

MASCO
Bill Nye the Science guy is 
speaking at Turner Hall, you have 
our tickets.

SIL
Dammit, let me grab my bag. 

In a rush, she grabs her jacket and covers the three wick 
candle with a lid. Just before the wick is extinguished the 
slamming of the door causes the candle to fall on the ground 
just close enough to catch fumes from the bleach\turpentine 
combination...BOOM!!!

EXT. G-TECH UNIVERSITY - NIGHT

Rin texts on his phone like a zombie. Suddenly he is pushed 
from the back by a PASSING STUDENT, then again by another, 
then another. He looks up to see SEVERAL STUDENTS cellphone 
filming the carnage. He pushes pass them to see half of 
Medgar’s Hall engulfed in flames.

END OF ACT TWO
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INT. DEAN PROMISE/OUTER OFFICE - DAY

WE HEAR inaudible yelling and screaming from Dean Promise’s 
office. Rin humbly walks in and places a plate of Momma Mud’s 
Pecan Sandies on Auntie’s desk. She turns her back to him. 

AUNTIE
Go on in and get yo medicine. 

INT. DEAN PROMISE OFFICE - SAME

Rin opens the door to see Sil sunken in a chair, he sits next 
to her. DEAN PROMISE (a tree of a man, bow tie, tailored 
suit) slams the phone down.

DEAN PROMISE
(to Sil)

I wanna know what in the hell were 
you thinking?

(to Rin)
I wanna know how in the FFFFuc - 
How in the hell did drugs get onto 
my campus? Mainly into the only 
dormitory that is mostly black and 
is ran by one of the only two black 
RA’s on campus.

RIN
I-I

DEAN PROMISE
Shut up. Just shut it up. I trusted 
you son. And you let some low life, 
racist, terrorist sneak onto this 
campus and turn Medgar Evers hall 
into---

(to Sil)
Do you even know who Medgar Evers 
was?

SIL
Someone black and important?

DEAN PROMISE
Medgar Evers, his brother, his 
widow all fought for y’all narrow 
black asses to even be able to go 
to a white university. In the 50’s 
he fought long and hard for 
generations to be able to come to 
universities and have the same 
education and living quarters as 
any white student. 
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And they shot him like a dog in his 
driveway. It took me 15 years to 
get the man’s name on the building 
and take General Robert E. Lee’s 
off. Once it was done black and 
brown students flocked here to live 
in the building that bare the name 
of one of the pillars of the civil 
rights movement and in ONE NIGHT, 
one fuc--- one night. Poof. All 
gone. Because of you and because of 
you.

RIN
Sir, I am ashamed.

DEAN PROMISE
Ashamed? Ashamed? Of what?

RIN
It was my-

SIL
No! No J’son. Sir this is on me I 
should have reported those guys 
first time I saw them going in and 
out of that asbestos room, but if I 
knew what they were planning. 

DEAN PROMISE
(to Rin)

And son you never saw those klanmen 
putting all those tiki torches and 
signs in that room? 

SIL
He couldn’t because they were going 
in there during his class hours. 

Sil shoots Rin a look and a toe press to get him to buy into 
this story she’s spinning.

RIN
(quickly whips up tears)

I never thought racism would smear-

DEAN PROMISE
Go on.

RIN
I mean the unmediated gall of them. 
Posing as construction workers and 
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SIL
Grad students. 

RIN
We were all bamboozled.

SIL
Led astray. 

RIN
Run amuck.

DEAN PROMISE
We gon get down to the bottom of 
this. Believe that. 

Dean buzzes Auntie.

AUNTIE
(os)

Sir.

DEAN PROMISE
Get my brother on the phone. We 
gone get to the bottom of this. 

AUNTIE
Right away sir. And that reporter 
from the Journal Constitution is 
still holding.

DEAN PROMISE
Yeah, my brother and them ATF dudes 
don’t play. 

RIN
ATF?

DEAN PROMISE
Yeah he’s a sergeant. Yes lawd, We 
gone get to the bottom of this. 
Until then Sylvia, Auntie will get 
your flight arrangements so you can 
go back home. J’son you can make 
some arrangements for the next 
couple weeks until you go on 
internship yes?

RIN
Yes, yes sir.
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EXT. G-TECH UNIVERSITY - DAY

Rin walks quickly and texts just as fast.

RIN
(TEXT MESSAGE)

TO: DRE DAY, PEACHIE - Meet me at 
Biggers in two hours. 911, 911, 
187.

SIL
(os)

Hey, Hey. You’re welcome.

RIN
Am suppose to be thanking you. You 
burned down my fucking life 
savings. 

SIL
I saved your ass is what I did. I 
mean I can go right back up there 
and tell Dean Promise whose weed 
bag that really was. 

RIN
Not if you like your life. You way 
out of your league shortie. 

Sil runs up and stops him in his tracks. 

SIL
Look I ain’t got no where to go. I 
ain’t got no family, and I for damn 
sure ain’t going back to Savannah. 

RIN
What do you want me to do? Thank 
you for signing my death wish. 

SIL
Death Wish? I just need a place to 
stay just until I can get some 
money to get a down payment for an 
apartment. Like two weeks.

RIN
Well as you can see my amenities 
puffed along with yours. 

SIL
If Dean Promise know you watching 
me he gon’ let me stay. You from 
here, you know people. 
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Some hoochies, hood rats I’ll stay 
anywhere I can handle my own.

Sil pulls out a butterfly knife. 

RIN
Put that away.

(this is a bad idea)
Come on.

INT. BIGGER’S PIG & RIB SHACK - LATER

Part TO-GO ONLY restaurant and part check cashing place this 
is a very busy hole-in-the-wall for the likes of BLUE COLLAR 
WORKERS and NE’RE THEE WELLS. 

BIGGERS (charcoal skinned, gold mouthed, shit talker) 
commands the short line of CUSTOMERS. He notices Rin and Sil 
immediately.

BIGGERS
Honey Brown back there with Salami 
and Bacon in the back, back. 

INT. BIGGER’S/BACK-BACK ROOM - SAME

Peachie finishes a phone conversation and hushes Rin and Sil 
as they find their way to the back, back room, while Dre 
kneels near a back window and finishes his prayer. They all 
take seats among crates and boxes.

PEACHIE
Do I need to get my kids out of 
town? 

RIN
We will figure this out.

PEACHIE
King don’t play. He known for 
castrating people with acid and 
shit. 

(re: Sil)
Who this?

RIN
This my lil’ sis.

(to Sil)
Put on your headphones. 

She does. Rin walks Peachie a few steps away. 
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PEACHIE
Dre Day said you got a plan. 

Rin’s eyes tell another story.

PEACHIE (CONT’D)
Nigga, we got two weeks to come up 
with $63,000 dollars. 

(eyes her buzzing phone)
I’m gonna go hide my babies.

Dre folds his mat and throws Rin a set of keys.

DRE DAY
We only need $23,000. The rest we 
was keeping as a loan. 

PEACHIE
That might as well be $2.3 Million 
we ain’t got that either. 

EXT. BIGGER'S PIG & RIB SHACK/PARKING LOT - SAME

A small UHAUL truck cab opens to reveal a huge crate of boxed 
NICCO CLEAN gum. Rin, Peachie and Dre examine the payload.

Sil sits atop Rin’s car, listening to music and eats chips.

RIN
And what is that?

DRE DAY
Smoker’s gum. Them shits is like 
$60 bucks a pack. We sell them for 
like $30 around town and we can 
have something to sell. 

RIN
I won’t ask how you found them.

PEACHIE
It ain’t enough for $23,000.

(checks crate)
There’s two crates of 12 boxes, 
each box has 24 packs that’s only 
576 boxes. At thirty a piece that’s 
only $17,280. We short. 

DRE DAY
You did all that in your head?
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RIN
She’s right we need like seven 
hundred and something boxes.

SIL
776 and even if you sold all of 
them you couldn’t do it in two 
weeks. 

RIN
Put your headphones back on.

SIL
There’s an easier way, and you’ll 
make enough to pay off whoever. I 
can help, for a small finder’s fee.

INT. BIGGER'S/BACK-BACK ROOM - DAY

Sil pops open her laptop as the four surround her among the 
boxes and crates. WE SEE this scenario play out. 

SIL
I work VVS and we sell that. When I 
first got there I used to be 
hungry. I’m always hungry, but I 
ain’t about to pay for lunch, so I 
hacked their inventory system. 

INSERT - Sil in uniform sneaks in to the manager’s office and 
plugs a flash drive into the desktop. 

SIL (CONT’D)
(os)

Everytime, I scanned my hot 
cheetos, skittles and Arizona the 
patch would replace whatever I took 
to the master inventory at the end 
of the month. 

INSERT - Sil scanning “lunch”, again and again and again. WE 
SEE the master inventory number decrease and instantly 
increase as a NIGHT TIME INVENTORY person scans the items and 
checks their inventory counter. 

SIL (CONT’D)
(os)

If I reversed that patch, adding 
the Nicco Clean’s sku to my code we 
could reverse the refund each time 
the item is returned.

BACK TO:
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DRE DAY
Like it was never returned.

RIN
And we keep the cash. How much-?

PEACHIE
$31,136.

SIL
You haven’t deducted labor cost, 
the cost for a receipt printer, 
paper and Sylvia tax. 

PEACHIE
The four of us can-

SIL
The three of y’all. I’m 16 and also 
an employee, you have 13 days, 
that’s like 42 returns a day at-

RIN
(eyes his phone)

113 locations from Decatur to 
Savannah.

DRE DAY
Walk me through this one more time. 

MONTAGE

INSERT: Curtis Mayfield’s Pusherman starts.

EXT. VVS PARKING LOT - MORNING

Peachie walks into the VVS Pharmacy.

SIL
(os)

With an item and receipt she can 
simply buy something cheap,

INT. VVS PHARMACY - DAY

Peachie walks in and picks up a box of animal crackers. 

AT THE REGISTER - Peachie buys the cookies and returns the 
Nicco Clean gum. 
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SIL
(os)

Cheap and of the ordinary. 

CASHIER
You want this back on the card or-

INT. VVS PHARMACY/SAVANNAH  - DAY

DRE DAY
Cash please.

INSERT - At Biggers’ Sil and Rin click away on their laptops.

 ON THE SCREEN - WE SEE a ton of code. 

SIL
(os)

And all we have to do is print, 
return, receive and repeat. 

INSERT - Various shots of Peachie, Rin, Dre Day all grabbing 
a receipt, grabbing some animal crackers and getting some 
cash from different CASHIERS.

SIL (CONT’D)
(os)

There are just a couple of 
variables to consider. 

INT. PEACHIE’S CAR - DAY

Peachie pops the trunk of her car to reveal a dozen different 
and unique wigs. She swaps one on her head for another one. 

SIL
One, you can’t go to the same VVS 
twice. We’ll need discreet labor.

INSERT - Peachie at the register wearing WIG 1, WIG 2, and 
WIG 3, in each “B.A.P.S. style” wig Peachie looks more and 
more ridiculous. 

PEACHIE
I can get a few hoes to help.  

EXT. BIGGER’S PIG & RIB SHACK/PARKING LOT - DAY

VARIOUS STRIPPERS walk in and out of the back room and hop 
into cars. Bigger empties the trash and eyes the women,
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BIGGERS
What a might Gawd we serve.

SIL
(os)

Most importantly we have to rent 
some cars many of these parking 
lots have cameras.

INT. BIGGER'S/BACK-BACK ROOM - DAY

Rin stands at a make shift A SIGN BOARD and pulls butcher 
board atop of it. With marker and paper he begins 
calculating. 

DRE DAY
Cool, we will rent some cars-

RIN
But make sure we swap the license 
plates or use some paper plates. 

INSERT - Rin and Dre unscrew plates and rescrews them on 
other cars. 

INSERT - Modell and OTHERS hand Peachie stacks of cash, which 
she counts and pays out. Dre hands Modell and others a few 
boxes of Nicco Clean.

BACK TO:

RIN (CONT’D)
This sounds too easy. We’re missing 
something. 

Sil walks over and looks over Rin monstrous calculation that 
has taken up a wall and spread onto another. Peachie 
celebrates at the end of the paper as she whips Dre in a game 
of Tic-Tack-Toe.

INSERT: More returns, more pay outs, more cash stacks. 

DRE DAY
(counts stacks of cash)

Shit, we can do a couple more re-
ups and get all our seed money.

This stops Rin and Sil dead in their gloat.

SIL
Inventory Retention.

RIN
Inventory Retention.
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Rin and Sil both run to their laptops and begin typing for 
their lives. 

RIN (CONT’D)
Call Peachie.

Sil eyes the code, and eyes it some more. 

RIN (CONT’D)
Got it. Hard inventory count is 
today and tomorrow. 

SIL
CALL PEACHIE. Tell her to stop for 
a minute. 

DRE DAY
(dials)

She about to return the last three.

RIN
If a VVS controller notices that 
all these items are being returned 
they will have manager’s do a hard 
count, a physical count-

SIL
And if they have too many they will 
put it on sale-

RIN
Adding a new sku discount number- 

SIL
Which will make our patch obsolete.

RIN
And it will look like she is 
running a scam.

Dre hops on phoone and goes outside. 

INSERT - Peachie on the phone on bluetooth. WE SEE Dre’s 
phone call come in and Peachie “sends it to voicemail”.

SIL
(yelling)

Tell her to not use that receipt
(see’s worry on Rin)

I’m looking, I’m looking. 
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INT. VVS PHARMACY - DAY

DRE DAY
(os)

She ain’t picking up.

Peachie argues with Dovey.

PEACHIE
I told you Ja Rue got me working at 
his car lot today daddy. I washed 
your socks they are-

EXT. VVS PARKING LOT - SAME

A POLICE OFFICER gets out of the car and heads to the 
pharmacy.

INT. BIGGER'S/BACK-BACK ROOM - SAME

SIL
Try line 1769 through 1792.

Rin codes with precision and vigor.

SIL (CONT’D)
I’m sending you the new patch now.

(yelling at Dre)
Tell her to wait a second. 

INT. VVS PHARMACY - DAY

Noticing the Police Officer Peachie bee lines for the 
cashier. 

INSERT - Rin and Sil SPLIT SCREEN code for their lives. Sil 
presses ENTER. Nothin.

SIL
I don’t understand. 

Rin goes to her screen. Bangs. Enter. Enter. Enter. 

BACK TO:

Peachie hands the cashier the animal crackers, then three 
boxes of Nicco Clean. 
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PEACHIE
I’d like to return these. I’m doing 
the Daniel fast and I just broke up 
with my man. 

She notices the officer directly behind her. 

PEACHIE (CONT’D)
(nervous laugh)

A bitch gave up dick and meat 
already I can’t give up my black n 
milds too.

WE SEE an error on the screen of the CASHIER, who calls the 
manager. 

INSERT - Rin codes like the wind. His fingers move across the 
keys like the pianist Li Lundi. 

BACK TO:

MANAGER and CASHIER try and scan the bunk receipt. Peachie’s 
nervousness grabs the attention of the perched Officer. 

MANAGER
(eyes receipt)

You sure you bought these here? 
This isn’t our store number. 

INSERT - Rin typing.

PEACHIE
Let me call my uncle.

Dre picks up. 

DRE DAY
(os)

Where the fu-

PEACHIE
Hey unc, did you get the packs here 
at the Lithonia VVS because they 
sayin this ain’t the store?

(to Cashier)
He a little senile, bless
his heart.

INSERT - Dre runs in to Rin.

DRE DAY
(to Peachie)

Stall him.
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(to Rin)
How long bruh?

CASHIER
(to Officer)

I can take you here.

OFFICER
(eyeing Peachie)

I’ll wait.

INSERT - Rin types some more and then bangs ENTER. 

RIN
Try it now.

Peachie extends the receipt once again.

PEACHIE
No, says he got them here. 

The manager scans again, ERROR, Peachie eyes the door for a 
an escape route. The manager scans again,

MANAGER
Would you like it back on the card 
or cash.

Peachie smiles.

EXT. GREEN PASTURE - LATER

Johnny Mac empties the rolls of cash onto a scale. 

JOHNNY MAC
(eyes screen)

Y’all short.

RIN
The hell.

JOHNNY MAC
Y’all said you’re turning in 
$35,650. That’s-

PEACHIE
7.86 Pounds.

JOHNNY MAC
You are CO-reect. That scale say 
7.3 pounds. What y’all wanna do?
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WE HEAR the ice cream trucks music getting closer in the b.g. 
The trio stands scratching their heads. 

JOHNNY MAC (CONT’D)
Okay, since y’all gon just hold ya 
nuts lemme ask the boss what he 
wanna do.

Johnny Mac walks over to a xylophone which is connected to an 
amplifier. He dings out a few notes. Seconds later, WE HEAR 
congo drums answer back. Johnny Mac dings a few more keys. 
The congos answer back. 

Johnny Mac walks over and throws a small knapsack of product 
at their feet. 

JOHNNY MAC (CONT’D)
Okay, sell that and King say ya’ll 
square on the pill money. 

RIN
Man we ain’t corner boys, we 
students.

JOHNNY MAC
(eyes hand)

You are. J’son. But Dredavious 
Davis and Xenobia Holmes is not. 

Johnny Mac notices the ice cream truck has returned.

JOHNNY MAC (CONT’D)
My next appointment is here so-

WE HEAR a few congo beats. 

JOHNNY MAC (CONT’D)
Oh and did you remember to bring 
some of Momma Mud Pecan Rolls?

EXT./EST. SWAMPY LAKE - SAME

A silver Airstream sits near a lake bed with TWO ARMED GUARD 
at the front door.

INSIDE - Johnny Mac drags a PILLOWCASED PRISONER into the 
trailer and plops him down on a wooden chair. He unmasks the 
prisoner to reveal a frightened KID ON BIKE.

JOHNNY MAC
(head bowed)

Here you go King. I just cleaned 
the kennels this afternoon.
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Kid On Bike is shook as KING ROO/KREF (Kref, shirtless and 
thugged out) emerges from the shadows and Johnny Mac hands 
him a bag full of dog droppings.

INT. ICE CREAM TRUCK - SAME

RIN
So much for being Trap House 
Adjacent.

Dre chuckles. 

RIN (CONT’D)
Only you can find humor in this.

DRE DAY
(gazing off, chuckling)

We about to be on the cover of Fast 
Company bruh.

RIN
You got a url for the website.

DRE DAY
It ain’t a website. It’s a dating 
app.

WE SEE on the wall are several ICE CREAM Ads and a taped 
clipping of SKI MASKED BAE from the newspaper. The caption 
under his picture reads: Ski Masked Bae receives over 100 
marriage proposal while in lock up. 

FADE TO  
TRAPPTASTIC 

LOGO:

THE END
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