           TRANSVULGER

NOTE: THIS ENTIRE FILM IS ONE SHOT.
FADE IN:

INT. MORRIS RESIDENCE – MASTER BEDROOM – NIGHT

DAN MORRIS(40’s) stares out into the darkness through the bedroom window. What looks like a tuxedo tie is wrapped around his neck like a bad joke. Tie: later. What’s going on outside: right now.
Behind him, high heels on a hard wood floor. 

TERRI MORRIS (40’s and stunning) enters the room from an adjoining bathroom. Beautiful gold dress, may have been painted on. Terri’s putting an earring in. She notices Dan at the window.

Her SIGH bubbles into a light giggle. She joins him, peering into the darkness over his shoulder.

POV DAN AND TERRI
A few hundred feet off from the house, a ragged, medium sized, disenfranchised house boat sits nestled in the dirty grass, barely catching dying light from the Morris house. From the tires at its side to the worn, torn cloth in its windows, it screams vagrant. Soft yellow light bleeds from the boats various cracks and crevices.

BACK TO SCENE






TERRI



Still out there, huh?






DAN



Yes, but…what are they doing?






TERRI





(smiling)



The possibilities are extremely…limited. 

What’s the ratio, again?






DAN



I believe I saw two guys and one girl. 

These figures do not include your step 

son who I’m assuming is using candles 
to light that thing. Does that look like 
candlelight to you? It’s like, wavy, isn’t 

it? Do you see it waving?



TERRI

Hey…
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Terri spins him around.





TERRI(cont’d)


You wanna know what their doing? Go say 
goodnight and as long as they don’t have 
enough to get busted for intent to sale…
leave them alone. And as you probably 

already know, this dress waits for no man.
She KISSES him. It’s all tongue. He’s back on the clock now ladies and gentlemen.

Dan watches as Terri punishes the hard wood floor on her walk back to the bathroom. Her perfect legs melt back and forth through the slits in the shiny gold dress. It is defiantly time to go.





TERRI(O.S)



And fix your tie…

Dan feels his tie. Goddamn it.

He fiddles with is on the way out of the room. We follow him.

INT. MORRIS RESIDENCE – VARIOUS – CONTINUOUS
The house is modern, very wide open, excessive.

Dan exits a sliding glass door out onto

EXT. MORRIS RESIDENCE – SIDE YARD 

He slows as he nears the ramshackle boat.

We swing around the structure, close enough to feel the slime of it. The scars covering its beaten shell could date all the way back to the future…even those claw marks…

Dan pauses outside the entrance. The door is long gone, only a dingy brown sheet hangs now.

Dan shakes his head, takes a deep breath and 





DAN



So yeah, Riley, were gonna take off…

He BARRELES through the sheet into
INT. THE BOAT
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Four KIDS sit calmly. Staring blankly at him. A few BLACK CANDLES light the small space. Between them a brand spanking new OUIJA BOARD.





RILEY



Dad, we’re you doing…Lamaze outside the 
door just now?

BLAKE(17), stands, clapping his hands.






BLAKE



Alright Mr. M. You expecting, huh? You 
need cigars? I can get you cigars.

DAN

Uh, no Blake. Mrs. Morris is not pregnant, 
but thank you.

BLAKE

See, that saddens me deeply. Why does 
a man feel it is inappropriate to enjoy the 
sweet bliss of a hand rolled Cuban cigar 
UNLESS…he has a child on the way. You know 
what the call that in school Mr. M? They call 
that a farce.






CINNIMON



Don’t listen to him Mr. Morris. He’s 
waxing rhapsodic because his Ouija board 
here is a bust.

Cinnamon(19) she is. Bright make up. Full lips. Wild hair. Every move of hers is slick latex rubbing together. Dan shoots his son a look. Riley just smiles.





DAN





(to Cinnamon)

I’m sorry, you are? 






CINNIMON

Cinnamon, er, Cindy.






DAN



Okay…Hey Marcus.

Marcus ,17, stifles a laugh off to the side. He leans back too far touching the crusty wall of the boat. He stops laughing as he checks the arm of his Letterman Jacket for grime. Nothing there, he laughs some more.





MARCUS



Hey Mr. Morris. How’re you doin’?
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DAN





(looking around)



Better now, that’s for sure. 





DAN(cont’d)

I’m gonna be totally honest, we’re getting 
ready to leave and I just wanted to make sure 
you guys weren’t making Meth or having an orgy 
or anything.






ALL



What? No way. That’s crazy.





BLAKE



Besides, Mr. M., Meth is way too dangerous 
to manufacture without adult supervision. 






MARCUS





(laughing)

Blake, shut up, man. Go smoke a Cuban or 
something.






DAN



Blake, you’re like, seventeen. How do you 
get Cubans?






BALAKE



Aw, Mr. M, I aint got no Cubans, I’m jus 
trying desperately to impress you because…






CINNIMON



…His Ouija board didn’t work.






BLAKE



Cinnibunz, c’mon man, what can I say, it 
looked like a good spot but it wasn’t the 
right spot…






DAN





(looking around)



Oh, this is the right spot, alright. A little 
girl died in here.





RILEY



Recently?!






DAN

No, no. Long time ago, when I was a kid. 
Fran…Dodson. This boat used to sit out in 
the marsh back beyond those reeds. Far as 
anyone could tell the boat never belonged 
to anyone…it just used to sit there..













  4.
The kid’s eyes are glazing over. Even Blake has wiped that stupid smile off his face.






DAN(CONT’D)



…season in, season out. Never moving 
anywhere. No one ever found out exactly 
what happened to Fran Dodson, exactly how 
or why she was on the boat. They just know 
what they found…





CINNIMON





(whispering)



What?






DAN



Flesh. Hers and…the rabid pit-bull 
they thought killed her. 






BLAKE



But Mr. M, if she was so…messed up, how’d 

they know it was her?






DAN



Lollypop. You know, one of those big ones 
that look like a multicolored Frisbee on a 
stick? She bought one for a nickel the 
last time she was seen alive. Anyway, the 
police pulled the boat onto land, didn’t 
want their evidence floating away, not 
that it would have. And as my son will 
tell you I’m extremely lazy, so here it is.





 BLAKE



I told you guys this was a good spot!






CINNIMON


Then how come nothing happened?





DAN



Because, you didn’t have a name.






RILEY



We have a name now…






DAN



Nope. The boat show is over for tonight.






RILEY



Dad. Come on.












  5.

DAD



Negative. You all are welcome to continue 

inside, I don’t care if you summon Satan 

himself as long as he doesn’t get ash on 

my carpet but the boat is closed. Let’s go.

Everyone rises to EXIT the boat. Blake folds up the Ouija board and sticks it into his BACKPACK. He reaches down to pick up something on the floor but Marcus waves him off mouthing the word, ‘No’.

Blake leaves ‘it’. 

We trample out of the boat and through the yard. Wave at Dan and Terry as their Mercedes exits the drive way. Then it’s into
INT. KITCHEN

Cinnamon SPRINTS to the kitchen sink.






CINNIMON



Riley could you please bring some peroxide 

and some band aides. This thing won’t stop 
bleeding.






RILEY(OS)



I’m already on it.

Cinnamon glances out of the window over the sink. It’s a good over view of the yard…and the boat.

Blake sets his pack down on the counter, rummages through it.





BLAKE



I thought I had some gauze and shit. Ah, 
here we go. I even got the…




(reading)

Johnson and Johnson antibacterial cleanser.

CINNAMON



Give me some of that.

She swipes at it, he pulls it back.






BLAKE



Not so fast…you gimme lap dance later?






CINNAMON



How about a buck shot to your face instead?

  6.

BLAKE





(beat)



Okay, you’re gonna need cotton balls for this…

He lets her snatch it out of his hand.

Riley flies down the stair way just as Marcus comes in from the living room chugging a bottle of whiskey. Riley stops.






RILEY




(to Marcus)



Where’d you get that? Is that my Dad’s 
whiskey? Is that Terri and my Dad’s 
whiskey?!






MARCUS



And I quote, ”As long as there is no ash 
on my carpet, I don’t care if you guys 
make Meth and have an orgy.”






BLAKE



Yeaaaahhh!






RILEY




(smiling)



That’s not what he said.





CINNAMON



Riley. Band-Aids. Please.





RILEY

I’m comin’, I’m comin’…
Everyone is at the sink washing the inch long CUTS that have been sliced into their hands. The peroxide BUBBLES UP.





CINNAMON



I didn’t think it was gonna sting so bad.





MARCUS



I don’t feel a thing.





BLAKE



You a steroid freak alcoholic. You never 
feel nothing. You have no soul, that’s why 
the ghost didn’t come.





MARCUS



No. we didn’t know her name. And if I was 
no help then why did you insist that I 
bleed into a goddamn coffee mug? Huh?













  7.

BLAKE

That was just in case you got a little 
itty bitty soul hiding in your jock strap.






CINNAMON
Where is the blood?





BLAKE

Outside still. I was gonna bring it in but 
Blow Montana said not to.






MARCUS

That would have totally freaked his dad 
out. It was the right thing to do.

(He chugs the bottle)
You can get it now though.






BLAKE

Fuck…that!






RILEY
Blake. Go get the cup man.






BLAKE

What? Why I got to go to the doggy boat of 
death by myself?






CINNAMON

Hey, it’s your party.






BLAKE

It’s my party right? Well if it’s my party, 
I want my lap dance when I get back. 
Yeaaaahhhh!

Blake grabs a roll of gauze and begins to wrap it around his hand as we follow him out of the side door and onto 

EXT. SIDE YARD

Blake cuts across the grass, ENTERS

INT. THE BOAT

He takes a step in and TRIPS, tumbling to the floor of the boat.





BLAKE



Goddamn it! Only you Blake. Dammit.
He rises with the now EMPTY yet bloodied coffee mug. Blake blows out the black candles and scoops them up. We follow him back into
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INT. KITCHEN

Every one is all giggles.






CINNAMON



Hey, fruity boy. We found your temporary 
tattoo collection. Something you want to 
tell us?

The three of them are covered in tiny decals. Four leaf clovers, cute furry animals, stars and such.

Marcus flexes his exposed bicep.






MARCUS



I like this one.

It’s a smiling PINK FAIRY.






MARCUS(CONTD)



It matches your eyes.

Blake runs to his backpack. Pulls out a small plastic baggie that has been ripped open.






BLAKE



Goddammit!

He opens up the cabinet under the sink. Finds a pair of rubber dish washing gloves, slides them ON.






BLAKE



GIVE THEM TO ME!

He starts ripping the decals off of everyone.






CINNAMON



OW! Okay.






RILEY



Here, man. Jesus, calm down.

Blake turns to Marcus.






MARCUS



No. Hell no. 






BLAKE



Marcus, unless you want to see half human 
half animal right now, gimme that damn fairy.
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MARCUS



N. O.






BLAKE





(looking behind Marcus)



Holy shit is that Jerry Rice?






MARCUS





(swinging around)



Hall of Fame!

Blake SNATCHES the decal from his arm.






MARCUS



Damn man! Why the hell are you flipping out 
over some fucking temp tattoos?!






BLAKE



These are not temporary tattoos for the 
little baby kiddies. This is LSD.






RILEY



Excuse me? 






BLAKE



What do you, want Riley? Braille? L. S. D.





(beat)



You got about sixty seconds until your 

whole brain starts fryin’ up.

Cinnamon braces herself against the sink, looks out into the yard. She squints.






CINNAMON



Where is the boat?






RILEY



What do you mean, ‘where is the boat’?






CINNAMON



I mean, where is the boat because the boat 

is gone!






BLAKE 



Did I say sixty seconds? I meant six. 

Riley peers out of the window.






RILEY



Blake, did you…move the boat?
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BLAKE



You are high right now. You’re gonna start 
to sweat. And you’re prolly gonna see evil 
clowns and maggots and shit. You need to 
drink lots of water while I give Cinnamon 
a shower. Let’s go Cinnamon sticks.





CINNAMON



Where is Marcus? Marcus!

The three of them run into

INT. LIVING ROOM

Marcus stands there, staring at another large sliding glass door.

Cinnamon runs to his side.






CINNAMON



Are you okay?






MARCUS



Who moved the boat? 

OUTSIDE
The boat is frozen as if it suddenly stopped sailing through the back yard.

CINNAMON



Oh my god. It…moved it’s self.






BLAKE



That’s just stupid and you know it.






RILEY



There’s no one else here!






MARCUS



You sure about that?

Marcus slides the glass door OPEN.






CINNAMON AND RILEY



Marcus, no!

Marcus moves out onto
EXT. BACK PATIO

Marcus walks up to the boat. He touches it. Nothing.
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He yells out into the darkness of the yard.






MARCUS



Who moved…my friends’ boat!

Nothing.






MARCUS



There’s no one here.

Marcus comes back toward the window.

Riley is holding Cinnamon now.





CINNAMON



It moved. ‘Cause of what we did.





RILEY 



Shhh.





(to Blake)



Blake. It getting worse. I can feel it. 

What do we do?






BLAKE



We have to curb it. You got any Valium?






RILEY



Terri might. Upstairs.

The three of them head upstairs.

MARCUS

Stands on the porch. His head to the sky. He wipes some sweat off his brow.

He takes a step back.

His face. Perplexed.

He turns. Slowly.

THE BOAT is right behind him.






MARCUS



Holy shit!

He backpedals away from the Boat, trips on his own feet.

CRASH!
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He falls through the glass window! Shards of glass separate his neck into a red mess as he rolls around gurgling for help.

He DIES.

Footsteps coming down the stairs. Blake, Riley and Cinnamon spill out into the living room. 

Cinnamon screams instantly falling back against the wall.

We spin around into her

POV

THE BOAT is half way into the living room. It’s paused at Marcus’ body as if waiting to run him over.






RILEY



Oh my god.






BLAKE



No…no…

Blake runs to Marcus. Trying to feel for a pulse without cutting himself.






RILEY



Blake…get away from that thing.






BLAKE



He’s gonna bleed to death! We need to call 

someone!






RILEY



It was the boat Blake. We gotta get away 

from it.






BLAKE



It wasn’t the fucking boat! He was drunk and 

high off LSD and he fell through the glass 

and he dying right now, man.

Cinnamon is trying to pull Riley up the stairs by his shirt.






CINNAMON



Let’s go!






RILEY



Blake you have to come up stairs! Now!
Riley grabs Blake and hauls him up the steps.
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BLAKE 



Fucking let go of me! You’re crazy right now!

Down stairs the ugly grunt of WOOD ON WOOD. They both freeze.






RILEY





(whispering)



You hear that?






BLAKE





(beat)



No.






RILEY



Let’s go!






BLAKE



Let…GO OF ME!

Blake loses his footing. Riley tries to catch him but he’s tumbling down the stairs in an instant.

A wet SNAP as his neck BREAKS.

Riley sits at the top of the stairs, horrified.

The dirty grind of wood on wood, long and drawn out.

Riley RUNS into

INT. MASTER BEDROOM

He slams the door SHUT!

Cinnamon is in the corner shaking. Riley looks like shit. He goes for a PHONE on the night stand. He picks it up, looks at it.






RILEY



Cindy…I…I can’t see. I CANT FUCKING SEE THE 
NUMBERS!

He throws the phone at the wall.

Crack! Its garbage now.

Sounds of breaking and shattering are coming from the other side of the door. The lights BLINK.






CINNAMON





(crying)

It’s coming up the stairs.
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Riley finds her through his haze.






RILEY



Listen  to me…everything’s going to be…

He falls over seizing violently. Cinnamon screams while Riley coughs blood until his body is still. He lies motionless, already pale with eyes wide OPEN.

CRAAACK! The door to the master bedroom splits in two!

Cinnamon slides down into the corner, crying, her face covered.

THE BOAT collapses half the wall as it pushes a larger hole out of the door way. The ground opens up before it with glinty silent ripples.

Once in, The Boat bashes into other walls as it u-turns settling its stern in Cinnamons direction.
Cinnamon looks up slowly. Light flashes like a blood red strobe.

A small blue hand pushes the old brown sheet to the side.






CINNAMON




No…

Fran has pulled a body together from whatever she could, just like who ever made the ramshackle boat. 

Her upper portion, partially clothed, partially intact grips the stick of an old fashioned sucker the size of a fan. She has no legs. Her body sits atop the remainder of the PIT-BULL.

She hops of the back of the boat. She walks slowly up to Cinnamon in the red light.






CINNAMON




Please…don’t…

Fran licks the edge of her lollypop with a jet black tongue. She’s licked it razor sharp. She SNEERS too, raising her candy high in the air…
Cinnamon SCREAMS.

CUT TO BLACK

