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TEASER
FADE IN:

INT. BOBBY'S APT. — NIGHT

BOBBY SMALLS AND LUIS SANTOS SIT ON EITHER END OF THE COUCH,
PASSING A JOINT AND WATCHING TV. BUZZ THE CAT IS LYING IN THE
MIDDLE. RILEY WATTS IS IN THE EASY CHAIR WITH A BOTTLE OF
WHISKEY.

SANTOS
Boy Bobby, you are one lucky bastard.
BOBBY
How'ya fig'ya?
SANTOS
You kiddin’ me? First you lose all
that lotto money and then you end up
with way more money and a mansion.
BOBBY
Yeah, but look what it’s costin’ me?
SANTOS
What’s it costin’ ya?
BOBBY
First I gotta leave this neighborhood

and I really like it here.

(MORE)



BOBBY (CONT'D)
Second, I gotta go live in a house
that’s too big in a city that’s
fuckin’ borin’ with people who are
self-righteous better-than-thou’s who
think their shit don’t stink.
SANTOS
Okay, so it’s costin’ ya a little. If
ya feel that way, why don’t ya just
sell it?
BOBBY
Can’'t. The lawyer said I only get it
if I live in it.
THERE'S A KNOCK ON THE DOOR.
BOBBY (CONT’'D)
(YELLS) C'mon in!!!
THE DOOR OPENS AND A GAWKY, RED-HEADED TEENAGER WITH

SPECTACLES AND BAD ACNE ENTERS. HE IS BILLY “BURFLES” BURKE
(18, CAUCASIAN, MANIC DEPRESSIVE, LOSER)

BILLY
Hey Bobby. Can I come in?
BOBBY
What’s the problem now, Billy?
BILLY COMES INTO THE ROOM AND GOES TO THE MIDDLE OF THE
COUCH. BUZZ JUMPS OFF WHEN HE GETS NEAR THEN RUNS OFF. BILLY
SITS DOWN. BOTH BOBBY AND SANTOS SLIDE AS FAR AWAY FROM HIM
AS POSSIBLE.

BUZZ (V.O.)
(THINKING)

I'm out of here. This guy always

smells like model cement.



BILLY
I'm so depressed Bobby. I just feel
like ending it all.
BOBBY
Why ya bother with that talk, Billy?
Ya know every time you try, somethin’
goes wrong.
BILLY
Yeah, I suppose.
BOBBY
Why don’t ya go home and get some
sleep. You'’ll probally feel better
tomorrow.
BILLY
I doubt it but I’ll leave. I can tell
when someone doesn’t want me around.
BOBBY
So why'’d you knock on my door in the
first place?
BILLY GETS UP AND HEADS TO THE DOOR.
BILLY
See ya’s later, maybe.

BOBBY
(disinterested)

Yeah, yeah, yeah, see vya.

BILLY EXITS. BUZZ RETURNS TO THE MIDDLE OF THE COUCH.



BOBBY (CONT’'D)
Man, I hate to be mean, but that guy
is such a downer.
SANTOS
Yeah. And he always smells like model
cement. (BEAT) So Bobby, you gonna go
check out your mansion tomorrow?
BOBBY
Yeah. Are you guys still goin’ wit’
me?
SANTOS
I know I am. I wanna meet this sexy
Mexican maid you tol’ me your parents
had. Lay some Santos magic on her.
BUZZ (V.O.)
What are you going to do? Pull a
gerbil out of your ass?
BOBBY
Don’t get too psyched up yet. I don’
even know if she still works there.
SANTOS
Well if she does, I'm gonna have her
work on me a little, ya know what I
mean, bro?
BUZZ (V.O.)
Yeah. For starters, she can dust off

your dick.



BOBBY POINTS REMOTE AT TV AND CLICKS.

CUT TO:

TELEVISTION

REPORTER BRANDY BABCOCK IS SITTING BEHIND A NEWSDESK.

BRANDY
..and there will be rain throughout
most of the L.A. area tomorrow so
don’'t forget your raincoats and
rubbers. (GIGGLE) That'’s funny.
(GIGGLE) What does rain have to do
with sex? (GIGGLE) Over to you Fred.

REPORTER FRED FALLAS IS SITTING NEXT TO BRANDY AND LOOKING AT
HER WITH DISBELIEF.

FRED
Thanks Brandy. In other news, police
arrested two men late last night after
they had broken through the roof of a
marijuana dispensary in Hollywood.
Once inside, they apparently had
gotten so wasted, they were unable to
find a way out. Eventually they
managed to escape through a back door
but were caught fleeing the scene when
their sagging shorts fell and tripped
them up. They were taken into custody

and a good laugh was had by all.

(MORE)



FRED (CONT'D)
(PAUSE) We’ll be back with more news
after the break.

FADE OUT.

END TEASER



ACT ONE

FADE IN:

INT. MANSTON - DAY

KNOCKING, BANGING, AND DOORBELL RINGING IS HEARD. BEASLEY
(50’S, CAUCASIAN, PRIM AND PROPER BUTLER) ENTERS THE ROOM AND
APPROACHES THE FRONT DOOR. HE OPENS IT AND BOBBY, SANTOS,
SHAREENA JACKSON, RILEY, AND BUZZ ENTER THE FOYER.

BEASLEY
(to Bobby)

Good day, Mr. Smalls. I trust the
limousine ride was satisfactory.
BOBBY OFFERS A HIT OFF THE JOINT HE'S SMOKING TO BEASLEY WHO
REFUSES WITH DISGUST. AT THE SAME TIME, HE KICKS OFF HIS
SHOES AND IS NOW BAREFOOT.
BOBBY
Oh yeah. It was the balls! Hey, sorry
‘bout the puke though. Riley’s not
used to ridin’ in a car.
BEASLEY
Yes..well..why don’t you and your
(BEAT) guests, make yourselves
comfortable in the living area. I must
go and check on dinner.
BEASLEY LEADS THE GANG INTO A NEARBY AREA WITH EXPENSIVE
FURNITURE, PAINTINGS, AND A VERY LARGE FLAT-SCREEN TV
ATTACHED TO THE WALL. HE THEN EXITS. BOBBY APPROACHES THE TV
AND STARES UP AT IT AS IF IT WERE SOME RELIGIOUS MONOLITH.
SHAREENA
Oh Bobby, this place is beautiful. And

it’s so big.



BOBBY
(still in awe)

Yeah..Sooo big!! I'm in love.
RILEY
I gotta find a bat’room.
RILEY WANDERS OFF. BOBBY BREAKS OUT OF HIS SPELL.

BOBBY
(a little disturbed)

Yeah. This place is a little too big
for my tastes. I wanna go back to my
old apartment.
SANTOS
We ain’t goin’ anywhere ‘til I
meet..what d’you say her name was?
BOBBY
Carmelita.
SANTOS
Yeah. (YELLS OUT) Hey Carmelital!
Where'’s your sexy little ass at?! Big
Luis needs some service.
BEHIND SANTOS’ BACK, A SHORT, WIDE, HISPANIC MAID ENTERS.
THIS IS CARMELITA’'S MOTHER, ALSO NAMED CARMELITA. SHE
IMMEDIATELY DISLIKES SANTOS.
CARMELITA
D’'you call me, sir?
SANTOS TURNS AROUND AND IS KNOCKED BACK BY WHO HE SEES.
SANTOS
Damn!! You’'re Carmelita?! What the

fuck happened to ya?



CARMELITA
D’'you must be meaning my daughter. She
no work here no more. And right now, I
wish I no work here.
SANTOS
Damn woman! You work here and you talk
like that? I don’ know if I like that.
CARMELITA
I see. And you are Meester Smalls?
BOBBY
Naw, that’s me.

CARMELITA
(to Bobby)

I am sorry Meester Smalls.
(to Santos)

But d’you can fuck off.
SANTOS
Yeah, well, that will be all

Carmelita.
(under breath)

Bitch.
CARMELITA

Thank you sir.
(under breath)

Asshole.

CARMELITA EXITS. RILEY RETURNS FROM THE BATHROOM WITH WATER
ALL OVER HIS SHIRT AND DRIPPING FROM HIS FACE.

RILEY
This place is haunted. The fuggin’

toilet just pissed on me!



SANTOS
What the fuck’s he talkin’ about?
SHAREENA
There's probably a bidet in there.
BOBBY
Is that some kinda ghost? Cuz there
has been rumors ‘bout this place bein’
haunted.
BUZZ (V.O.)
Haunted?! That’s it! We'’re out of
here!
BUZZ SUDDENLY NOTICES A LADY CAT ENTERING THE ROOM.
BUZZ (V.O.)
Whoa! Wait a second. Let’s not be too
hasty about leaving. After all, it is
only a rumor.
BUZZ GOES RUNNING AFTER THE OTHER CAT WHO RUNS AWAY.
BUZZ (V.O.)
Aw, don’'t play hard to get. Come on.
Get your furry little ass over here.
SHAREENA
A bidet’s not a ghost. You’'re suppose
to sit on it, Riley.
RILEY
Sid on it? But then id’ll piss on my

geniticles.



BOBBY
(very disturbed)

Hey, I'm serious guys. This place is
givin’ me the fear.
SANTOS

Yo, calm down bro. I know just what

you need.
FADE TO:
LTIVING ROOM AREA HAS BEEN TRANSFORMED INTO SOMETHING THAT
RESEMBLES BOBBY'S APARTMENT. FURNITURE HAS BEEN MOVED AND
POSTERS HAVE BEEN HUNG OVER MASTERPIECE PAINTINGS.
BOBBY IS SITTING ON THE COUCH, BAREFOOT AND CROSS-LEGGED, AND
IS SMOKING HIS BONG. SHAREENA IS IN THE MIDDLE DRINKING
CHAMPAGNE. SANTOS IS ON THE END DRINKING A BEER AND SMOKING A
CIGARETTE WITH HIS FEET UP ON THE TABLE. RILEY IS IN HIS OWN
CHAIR DRINKING A BOTTLE OF DOM PERIGNON.

BEASLEY ENTERS. HE IS CLEARLY SHOCKED BY THE CONDITION OF THE
ROOM.

BEASLEY
Mr. Smalls, could I get you or any of
your guests anything?

RILEY
Yeah, me! This Dom Perig-non stuff
tastes like piss! Lemme get a bottle
of Mad Dog next time.

BEASLEY
(rolls his eyes)

I'll check the wine cellar, sir.
RILEY
Thank-sa-lot Beastly.

BEASLEY NOTICES SANTOS HAS HIS FEET ON THE TABLE.



BEASLEY
Are you comfortable, sir?
SANTOS
I could use another beer. But hey, no
more of this imported shit. Bring me a
can of malt ligquor next time.
BEASLEY
Could you please remove your feet from
the table? It is an antique, you know.
SANTOS
Relax homes. I could get’cha a better
table from a second han’ store.
BEASLEY
I'll have you know that, that is an
authentic Chippendale.
SANTOS
Yeah, right. Since when did Walt
Disney start makin’ furniture?

SANTOS AND BOBBY POUND FISTS. SHAREENA PUSHES THEIR ARMS OUT
OF HER FACE.

SHAREENA
Please excuse them Mr. Beasley. Some
people don’'t know how to act properly
in social situations.

SANTOS
Well la-dee-fuckin’-da. Since when did

you become Miss Emily-fuckin’-Postal?



BEASLEY
CHASING

THE DOORBELL RINGS TO THE TUNE OF

SHAREENA
You don’t have to be Emily Post to
have a little class like I do. (BEAT)
Mr. Beasley, where’s the toilet? I
have to take a mean shit. Oh, and no
more of this Dom Perignon. Riley’s
right. It does taste like piss. Make
my next one a whiskey, straight up.

BEASLEY
(shakes head in disbelief)

Very good, Miss. I’'ll show you to the

toil..I mean the facilities.

AND SHAREENA EXIT. BUZZ RUNS THROUGH THE ROOM,

THE LADY CAT.
BUZZ (V.O.)
Come on bitch! I promise I’'1ll be

gentle.

“RAG’'S TO RICHES”.

BEASLEY

ENTERS AND ANSWERS THE DOOR. THERE IS A MAN AND A WOMAN
STANDING THERE. HE IS ABOUT 60 AND SHE, 20. THEY ARE A

TYPICAL

WEALTHY COUPLE.

HE HAS A SWEATER DRAPED OVER HIS SHOULDERS AND IS HOLDING A

BOTTLE OF KRUG CHAMPAGNE.
BAG AND IS WEARING EXPENSIVE DESIGNER SUNGLASSES.

BEASLEY
Yes. May I help you?

MAN

Hi. We're the Pompousasses from across

the drive. I’'m Reginald Pompousass and

this my wife Sofia. We just wanted to

come by and welcome the new residents.

SHE HAS A CHIHUAHUA IN A SHOULDER



BEASLEY
That’s what you think.
REGINALD
Excuse me?
BEASLEY
Trust me. You don’t want to meet these
people.
BOBBY NOTICES BEASLEY TALKING TO THE COUPLE AT THE DOOR.
BOBBY
Hey Beasley! Invite our guests in,
will’ya? Have ‘em join the party.

REGINALD
(looking uneasy)

Perhaps this is a bad time. You're
entertaining and we don’t want to
impose.
BOBBY GETS UP AND GOES TO THE DOOR. HE WHIPS HIS ARMS AROUND
THE POMPOUSASSES AND WALKS THEM OVER TO THE GANG. THE COUPLE
LOOKS NERVOUS. BEASLEY STANDS BEHIND THE COUCH.
BOBBY
My names Bobby and this is Luis.
SANTOS
Que pasa?!
BOBBY
This is Riley.
RILEY LEANS AND FARTS.
BOBBY (CONT’'D)

And you are?



REGINALD
I'm Reginald Pompousass and this is my
wife Sophia.
BOBBY
Pompousass, huh? Is that Greek? Did
you guys really invent Grecian
Formula? Or what about that yogurt?
SANTOS
More importantly, you don’'t really
like butt-fuckin’ dudes, do ya?
BOBBY
Never mind him. C’'mon and siddown.
Make ya’selves comfortable.

BOBBY HAS THE POMPOUSASSES SQUEEZE IN BETWEEN HE AND SANTOS
WITH REGINALD NEXT TO BOBBY AND SOFIA NEXT TO SANTOS.

SANTOS
Hey-y-y, Sophia. Why don’ you ask your
father if he’'d mind if you and I took
a little walk.
SOFIA
He'’'s not my father.
SANTOS
Oh. Your grandfather.
SOFIA
Wrong again.
SANTOS
Oh okay. Well then ask your sugar

daddy then.



SOFIA

Reginald is my husband, you miscreant.
SANTOS

Miscreant, huh? What’s that Greek for

stud-muffin or somethin’?

JUST THEN SANTOS NOTICES THE DOG IN SOFIA'S BAG.

SANTOS (CONT'D)

Oh holy shit! You got a rat in your

bag. Hold still lady. I’'1l kill it.
SOFIA

No! Reginald! Help me!
REGINALD

What?! What is it Snookums?!
SOFIA

He wants to kill my little Pookie!
SANTOS

Alright. Forget it lady. If you want

to keep a pet rat, that’s your

business.
BOBBY

So Reginald, how’d you get rich?
REGINALD

Well, the same way a lot of us do, I

suppose.

(MORE)



REGINALD (CONT'D)
I invented something that nobody
really needed, made them think they
did, had it made in foreign countries,
and then sold it here at an
astronomical profit margin. You know,
the American Way.

BOBBY
(unimpressed)

Ya want a hit?
REGINALD
No. Thanks.
RILEY
How about a drink?
REGINALD
Ah, no. Actually we just wanted to
stop by briefly to welcome you to the
neighborhood and to give you this.
REGINALD HANDS BOBBY THE BOTTLE OF KRUG.
BOBBY
Krug, huh? Boy, you people drink some
weird shit aroun’ here. Well thanks
anyway.
THE POMPOUSASSES GET UP AND BEASLEY HURRIES THEM TO THE DOOR.
BOBBY (CONT’'D)
See ya's later. Hey, Reginald, maybe
me and you could play a round of golf

some time.



REGINALD
Oh? Do you play the links?
BOBBY
No, but I'm killer on the little
windmill at the end of the course.
REGINALD NODS AND BEASLEY SHOW’'S THEM OUT.
RILEY
They seemed like nice people. I
shoulda asked them for some change.
BOBBY
They wouldn’ta gave ya any. Rich

people suck.

BOBBY PICKS UP THE REMOTE, POINTS IT AT THE TV, AND CLICKS.

SANTOS
C’'mon Bobby. Don’ tell me you’re gonna
watch the news here too when you got
hundreds of channels to pick from.
BOBBY
Hell yeah. Can ya imagine how big
Brandy’'s tits are gonna look on this
screen?
SANTOS
Oh yeah! Shit! Hey, too bad this

wasn’t in 3D.

TELEVISTION

THE NEWS IS ON. FRED FALLAS IS REPORTING.

CUT TO:



FRED
..after finding a cat’s ear in her moo
goo gai pan.

FRED APPEARS TO THROW UP IN HIS MOUTH.

FRED (CONT’D)
In other news, (BEAT) Astronomers
today have reported that there is a
large meteor on a collision course
with the Earth. It is unknown at this
time where or when it could strike
Earth and as usual, there’s probably
nothing to worry about. We here at
K.U.S.H. News will continue to bring
you updates as it makes for good

ratings.
(PAUSE)

On the lighter side, a young man

attempted suicide today when he jumped

in front of a downtown bus. The

attempt failed however, when the man

tripped on his shoelace and harmlessly

slid under the bus. He was later cited

for jaywalking.

CUT TO:

NEWSDESK

BOTH REPORTERS ARE AT THE DESK. BRANDY IS WEARING AN
OVERSIZED FOOTBALL HELMET.



FRED
Ah, Brandy. Why are you wearing that
football helmet?

BRANDY
I'm getting prepared for the meteor,
silly.

FRED

I should have known.

CUT TO:
BRANDY
In hockey last night, the Kings and
the Bruins went into..
(alarmed)
. .sudden death??!! Oh my God! This is
horrible! How could this happen?!
CUT TO:

BOTH REPORTERS ARE AT THE DESK.

FRED
Ah, Brandy?
BRANDY
(frantic)
What??!!
FRED

That just means that the teams played
an overtime period.

BRANDY
(calmer)

Oh. Never mind then. (GIGGLE)

BACK TO:



ROOM
SHAREENA IS JUST NOW RETURNING FROM THE BATHROOM WEARING A
VERY SATISFIED LOOK ON HER FACE. SHE SITS ON THE COUCH, GRABS
ONE OF SANTOS’ CIGARETTES FROM THE TABLE, AND LIGHTS IT.
SANTOS
What’'s wit’ you, girl?
BOBBY
Yeah Shareena. You were in there an

awful long time.

SHAREENA
(relaxed)

Yeah, I know, huh? (BEAT) I just have
to get me one of those bidet things.
They’'re better than dildos.
BUZZ IS LYING PEACEFULLY ALSO SMOKING A CIGARETTE.
BUZZ (V.O.)
Oh yeah. She couldn’t resist the old
Buzz charm forever. (BEAT) Actually, I
cornered her in the laundry room.
BEASLEY ENTERS.
BEASLEY
Dinner is served.
BOBBY
Awesome. I got the munchies.
SANTOS
Me too. I'm fuckin’ starvin’.
SHAREENA

Mmm. .me too.



BUZZ (V.O.)
Meee too.
RILEY JUST BURPS LOUDLY.

FADE OUT.

END ACT ONE




ACT TWO
FADE IN:

INT. DINING ROOM - DAY

GANG IS SEATED AT A VERY ELABORATELY SET DINNER TABLE.
BOBBY HAS HIS BONG ON THE TABLE AND OCCASIONALLY HITS IT.
SHAREENA IS DRINKING WHISKEY AND IS FAIRLY DRUNK NOW.
SANTOS IS SITTING NEXT TO HER AND TRYING TO MAKE MOVES.
RILEY IS NOW GUZZLING FROM A BOTTLE OF CHATEAU ROTHSCHILD.
BUZZ IS SEATED NEXT TO HIS LADY CAT, WHO WON'T LEAVE HIM
ATLONE NOW.
FOOD IS IN SERVING DISHES AND ON EVERYBODY'S PLATE.
SANTOS
So Shareena. After dinner, whatta ya
say we go check out the master
bedroom?
SHAREENA
The whaat? The masturbation room? You

can go by ya’self, greaseball. ‘Sides,

I've already had sex today.
(STARTS THINKING)

In fact, I'll be righ’ back. I hav'ta
go to the bathroom again.

SHAREENA GETS UP AND EXITS

BUZZ IS DEALING WITH HIS AMOROUS GIRLFRIEND.

BUZZ (V.O.)

Would you please get in your own damn
chair! And get your paw out of, ooh!,
Never mind. I think I love you.

SANTOS IS EXAMINING THE SILVERWARE.



SANTOS
Holy shit! This stuff is real silver!

SANTOS STARTS POCKETING THE SILVERWARE. JUST THEN BEASLEY
ENTERS FROM THE KITCHEN CARRYING A ROASTED PIG WITH AN APPLE
STUFFED IN IT'S MOUTH. HE SETS IT DOWN IN THE MIDDLE OF THE
TABLE. EVERYONE LOOKS AS IF HE HAD PUT DOWN A PLATTER OF
MANURE.

BEASLEY

Do you enjoy swine Mr. Smalls?

BOBBY
Kinda
RILEY
I loves wine!
BEASLEY

And what cut do you prefer?
BOBBY
Ya got any bacon?
BEASLEY
I'm afraid not.
BOBBY
How ‘bout sausage?
BEASLEY
While you decide, perhaps Mr. Santos
would like some ham?
SANTOS
Ham? That'’s from a pig’s ass, ain’'t
ite
BEASLEY

Mr. Riley, would you like some ham?



RILEY
I ain’ eatin’ nuthin’. You disgust me
Beastly. If ya had ta kill that pig,
the leas’ ya coulda done was let ‘im
finish eatin’ his apple.
BEASLEY
I'll just leave the plate here and you
can help yourselves.
BEASLEY EXITS.
BOBBY
Guys, I hate to be disrespectful, but
this food sucks.
RILEY IS EATING CAVIAR BY THE SPOONFUL.
RILEY
These 1il black fish nads are pretty
good.
BOBBY
There’'s only one way to fix a meal
like this.

SANTOS
(takes out cell phone)

I'm on it, bro!
CUT TO:

INT. DINING ROOM - LATER

A STACK OF PIZZAS HAS BEEN DELIVERED AND EVERYONE IS
VORACIOUSLY EATING.

BOBBY

Now this is food!



SANTOS
You ain’ shittin’! Beats the hell
outta eatin’ a pig. Hey, where are the
pork spareribs?
RILEY IS SPOONING CAVIAR ONTO HIS PIZZA.
RILEY
It’s even better wit’ these fish
scrotums on it.
SANTOS
So Riley. What'’cha think of that wine?
RILEY
Well, it has a pleasing bouquet, a
full body, and it goes very well with
my meal. (BEAT) But it ain’t got
nothin’ on a cold bottle a Night
Train.
SANTOS
It's too bad you don’t drink Bobby.
You’'re missin’ out on a lotta fine
liquids.
BOBBY
I don’'t know about that. I been
fillin’' my bong with imported spring
water.

SUDDENLY A BANGING IS HEARD FROM ABOVE THE DINING ROOM.
EVERYBODY LOOKS UP.



SANTOS
Sounds like Beasley and Carmelita are
gettin’ wild and crazy up there.

JUST THEN CARMELITA ENTERS THE DINING ROOM AND EXITS THROUGH
ANOTHER DOOR. BEASLEY THEN ENTERS FROM THE KITCHEN.

BEASLEY
How is everybody’s meal? I trust that

the food..
(notices pizzas)

Where did that junk food come from?
BOBBY
You mean Riley’s fish balls? You
brought those out.
BEASLEY
I've had it. I give up.
SANTOS
Now how are ya gonna be successful
with an attitude like that?
BEASLEY
Sir! I'1ll have you know that I earn a
six figure salary.
BOBBY
Yeah, but lookit how stressed out you
are?
BEASLEY
Believe it or not, I wasn’'t stressed

out before your arrival.



SANTOS
Well I guess we got here just in time
then, huh? Bobby give ‘im some weed.
BEASLEY
Ugh!!!

BEASLEY STORMS OUT OF THE ROOM. MORE BANGING IS HEARD ABOVE
THEM.

BOBBY
I know it was just a rumor but I think
we got some ghosts to catch.

SANTOS
Who ya gonna call, bro? Let’s get ‘em.

BUZZ IS SITTING AT THE TABLE ALONE. ONLY THE OTHER CATS TAIL
IS VISIBLE ABOVE THE TABLE'S EDGE.

BUZZ (V.O.)
You guys go ahead. I can’t get up
right now.
RILEY IS PASSED OUT IN HIS PLATE OF FOOD.

FADE TO:

INT. TLIVING AREA - DAY

BOBBY IS SITTING ON THE COUCH. RILEY IS IN THE CHAIR WITH
MASHED POTATOS STUCK TO ONE SIDE OF HIS HEAD. SHAREENA IS
JUST RETURNING FROM THE BATHROOM. SHE SITS DOWN NEXT TO
BOBBY. THE SMOKING AND DRINKING CONTINUES.

SHAREENA
(still a little drunk)

So wha'’s goin’ on? Did I miss
anything? Not that I really care, but

where’s Santos?



BOBBY
Well, let’s see. We heard some noises
from upstairs. Buzz got a blow job and
Santos is gettin’ suited up to do some
ghost bustin’.
SHAREENA
Good for Buzz!
BOBBY GRABS THE REMOTE AND PUTS ON THE TV.
CUT TO:
TELEVISTION
THE NEWS IS ON. FRED FALLAS IS REPORTING.
FRED
. .when asked why he had driven into
the ocean, the man claimed his GPS
told him to do it. Apparently he had

entered an address in Japan.
(PAUSE)

In another stupid people story, a

young man tried to commit suicide for

the second time today when he jumped

off a building downtown. Unfortunately

his fall was broken by a passing truck

full of mattresses. Better luck next

time.

BACK TO:

ROOM

SANTOS ENTERS WEARING A SUIT OF ARMOR THAT WAS DECORATING THE
ROOM. HE IS CARRYING A BATTLEAXE AND MOVING VERY SLOWLY.



SANTOS
Damn! This fuckin’ thing is heavy.
SHAREENA
Hey pinhead. Why you wearin’ that?
SANTOS
For protection, ya fuckin’ lush.
SHAREENA
Ohh, okay. Well it’s good to see that
a slime like you wears protection. I'd
hate to think there were more Luis
Santoses runnin’ aroun’.
BOBBY
Ya sure that armor will protect ya,
Luis?
SANTOS
It better. It was either this or a
scuba suit, and I don’ think that the
scuba suit woulda fit me.
SHAREENA
What'’'sa matter Santos? Was it too big
in the crotch?
SANTOS
I'm goin’ in.
SANTOS SLOWLY HEADS UP THE STAIRS. DOORS ARE HEARD BEING
OPENED AND CLOSED. SUDDENLY THERE’'S A LOT OF BANGING,
CRASHING, AND YELLING. SHAREENA WRAPS HER ARMS AROUND BOBBY.
BOBBY

Scared Shareena?



SHAREENA
Nah, I'm too.. (BEAT) I mean yeah,yeah
I'm so scared Bobby. Hold me tight.
SANTOS (0.S.)
Why you little mutha fucka. Get the
fuck over here.
PENIS (0.S.)
No! Santos!! Please don’t!!!
BOBBY
Is that a ghost, Luis?
SANTOS

No, but it’s gonna be one soon.

PENIS (0.S.)
(hysterical)

Don’t do it Santos!! Please!!!

WE SEE PENIS THE CRACKHEAD FALL FROM THE TOP OF THE SCREEN AS
SANTOS HAD THROWN HIM FROM THE BALCONY ABOVE. HE COMES DOWN
AND LANDS BEHIND THE COUCH. HE STANDS UP BUT CAN BARELY
REMAIN STANDING.

SANTOS (0.S.)

Damn it Penis! You’'re still alive!
Don’ move! I'm comin’ down to finish
the job.

PENIS
(frantic)

Sorry Bobby! I didn’ know this was
your place!

PENIS RUNS OFF AS WE FIRST HEAR, THEN SEE, SANTOS TUMBLING
AND CRASHING DOWN THE STAIRS. HE ENDS UP FLAT ON HIS BACK.



SHAREENA
So it wasn’t a ghost after all, eh
Santos? Boy do you look stupid. But
I'm sure you’'re use to that.

SANTOS
Nah, no ghost. Just that little punk
crackhead Penis, tryin’ to rob the
place.

BOBBY
Well either way, that whole ordeal
killed my buzz. I need some medicine.

BOBBY PULLS AN ABNORMALLY LARGE BLUNT FROM HIS BACKPACK AND
LIGHTS IT.

SHAREENA
Yeah, I'm a little stressed out
myself. Why don’'t we all get outside
for a while and hang out by the pool?

SANTOS
(starts getting up)

Fuck yeah! Seein’ you in a bikini will
ease my stress real quick.

SHAREENA
Tell ya what Santos. I'll go swimmin’
in a bikini if you go swimmin’ in that
armor.

BOBBY
Whadda ya think Riley? You up for

doin’ some swimmin’?



RILEY
Nah, but I’'ll do some drinkin’ and
floatin’. Jus’ keep me away from the
deep end.
BOBBY
Cool. Let’s hit it guys!
THE GANG HEADS OUT. BOBBY LEAVES THE BLUNT BURNING IN AN
ASHTRAY ON THE ARM OF THE COUCH. CLOSE UP ON ASHTRAY AS THE
BLUNT ROLLS OUT AND INTO THE COUCH CUSHIONS.
CUT TO:

EXT. POOL AREA - DAY

SHOT OF MENS AND WOMENS CABANAS. BOBBY EXITS THE MENS CABANA
FIRST, WEARING THE SAME T-SHIRT AND CARGO SHORTS. SANTOS
COMES OUT NEXT AND IS WEARING JUST HIS PLAID CARGO SHORTS.
RILEY EXITS LAST AND IS WEARING A PAIR OF FLOWERED HAWAIIAN
SURFER SHORTS AND A TANK TOP THAT SAYS “LIFE’'S A BEACH” . HE
IS WEARING HIS HAT AND HAS AN INFLATED TIRE TUBE AROUND HIM
AND A MASK AND SNORKEL ON.
SANTOS
Damn, Riley. Looks like you’re ready
to do some serious swimmin’.
RILEY
Fuck swimmin’! I’'m lookin’ forward to
gettin’ my first bath in months.
RILEY JUMPS INTO THE POOL FEET FIRST. ALMOST IMMEDIATELY
AFTER HITTING THE WATER, A SLICK OF VARIOUS COLORS FORMS
AROUND HIM.
BOBBY AND SANTOS SEE THE SLICK FORM.
SANTOS
You goin’ in bro?

BOBBY

I dunno. Are you?



SANTOS
I don’ think so.

BOBBY
Yeah, me neither. Let’s go catch some
rays.

BOBBY AND SANTOS WALK OVER TO TWO POOLSIDE RECLINERS AND EACH
SIT IN ONE.

SANTOS
Some weather bitch that bimbo Brandy
Babcock is, huh? Didn’t rain at all
today.

BOBBY
I wonder what'’s takin’ Shareena so
long.

SANTOS
Yeah. You gettin’ excited to see her
too, huh?

BOBBY
Shit yeah. She’s holdin’ my stash and
I wanna spin one.

SANTOS
Damn homes. When you gonna wake up and
see how bad she wants you?

BOBBY
You're crazy Luis. Shareena sees me
for the guy that I am.

SANTOS

Which is?



BOBBY
Well, like a retarded friend who gets
high a lot.
CUT TO:

SHAREENA IS EXITING THE WOMENS CABANA WEARING A BATHING SUIT
THAT COVERS WHAT IT HAS TO AND NOT MUCH MORE.

(SHAREENA WALKS ALONG THE POOLSIDE IN SLOW MOTION WHILE JIMI
HENDRIX'S, FOXEY LADY PLAYS)

SHAREENA APPROACHES THE GUYS AND SANTOS JUMPS UP OUT OF HIS
CHAIR.

SANTOS
Right here baby. You can sit on big
Luis’ chair.

SHAREENA
Santos, trust and believe, I will
never sit on anything of yours.

BOBBY
Here Shareena. You can take my chair.
I can sit on the ground.

SHAREENA
Aw thanks Bobby. You’re such a
sweetheart. But these chairs are so
wide. I think two people could
probably fit.

BOBBY
Yeah, you’re probably right. Hey Luis,

slide over.



SANTOS
Damn Bobby. What did I tell ya before?
You gotta wake up dude.

RILEY HAS BEEN SWIMMING UNDER WATER WITH THE SNORKEL AND
FREQUENTLY PASSING BY THE GANG.

SANTOS (CONT'D)
Hey, I got an idea. Watch this.
ON RILEY'S NEXT PASS, SANTOS POURS WINE DOWN THE END OF THE
SNORKEL. RILEY CONTINUES SWIMMING LIKE NOTHING HAPPENED.
SANTOS TRY'S A COUPLE MORE TIMES BUT GETS THE SAME RESULT.
SANTOS (CONT'D)
Hey Riley! Hey yo Riley!!
RILEY JUMPS UP OUT OF THE WATER AND LOOKS AROUND.
SANTOS (CONT'D)
Hey Riley, how’s that snorkel workin’
for ya?
RILEY
Not too good at first Santos. But I
musta fixed it cuz it’s workin’ better
than ever now. I think I’'m gonna make
this my new hobby.
RILEY GOES BACK TO SNORKELING. HE SHORTLY RESURFACES.
RILEY (CONT'D)
Shit! It’s busted again.
BOBBY
Oh yeah! Shareena, where’s that blunt

we were smokin’?



SHAREENA
I don’'t have it. Last I remember, I
passed it to Santos.
SANTOS
Yeah, and I remember passin’ it to
you, Bobby, before we came out.
BOBBY
Damn! As usual, I don’t remember
anything.

JUST THEN, SMOKE STARTS TO POUR OUT OF THE LOWER WINDOWS OF
THE MANSION BEHIND EVERYONE'S VIEW.

SHAREENA
Hey, you guys smell smoke?
BOBBY
Just what’s on me.
SANTOS TURNS AND SEE’'S THE SMOKE FIRST.
SANTOS
Oh fuck! Bobby! Your mansion’s on
fire!
BOBBY
Now I remember what I did with the
blunt.

CUT TO:

INT, APT. HALLWAY - NIGHT

GANG IS STANDING IN THE HALLWAY OUTSIDE OF BOBBY'S APARTMENT
DOOR. THEY ARE COVERED WITH BLANKETS AND SOOT.



SANTOS
Damn Bobby. I'm really sorry ‘bout
your mansion.
SHAREENA
Yeah, me too Bobby. But it’s not all
bad. You still have all that money.
BOBBY
Actually, I don’t have any money left
either.
SANTOS
Oh fuck! What’'cha buy this time bro?
BOBBY OPENS HIS APARTMENT DOOR TO REVEAL BALES OF MARIJUANA
STACKED WALL-TO-WALL AND FLOOR-TO-CEILING. BOBBY IS SMILING
PROUDLY.
BOBBY
And I bet you guys thought I did
somethin’ crazy with the money again.

FADE OUT.

END ACT TWO




TAG
FADE IN:

INT. BOBBY'S APT. — NIGHT

THE GANG IS SITTING IN THEIR USUAL SPOTS. BUZZ IS NOT SEEN.

SANTOS

So Bobby, what did ya smoke all that

weed already?
BOBBY

Nah, only ‘bout half a bale. The rest

I packed into my bedroom. I had to

make a little tunnel to get to my bed.

BUZZ IS SHOWN BEHIND THE COUCH IN HIS CAT BED CRASHED OUT ON
HIS BACK.

SHAREENA
Hey Bobby, what’s up with Buzz?

BOBBY
I dunno. I guess my parents cat musta
worn him out.

SHAREENA
Oh shit! I forgot about her. Is she
alright?

BOBBY
Oh yeah. In fact, Carmelita decided to
keep her. Beasley’'s okay too, other
than the fact that he needs to find a
new job.

BOBBY GRABS THE REMOTE AND CLICKS ON THE TV.

CUT TO:



TELEVISTION

THE NEWS IS ON.

SHOT OF

BRANDY
..and another bank was robbed today by
the man police have named “The

Dickhead Bandit”.

CUT TO:

A MAN WITH A CONDOM PULLED DOWN OVER HIS HEAD.

BRANDY (0.S.) (CONT’D)
If anyone recognizes this man or the
brand of condom he'’s wearing, please

contact the LAPD.

FRED
In Bel Air today, a multiple alarm
fire completely destroyed a multi-
million dollar mansion. Investigators
have determined the fire was caused by

carelessly discarded smoking material.
(PAUSE)

And the third time was not a charm for
a Hollywood man today when he
attempted suicide once again by
shooting himself in the head. Somehow
he missed and the bullet ended up
hitting the man’s cat. (BEAT) Lucky

will be sadly missed by many.

CUT TO:

BACK TO:



ROOM
SHAREENA
Damn Bobby. That really sucks that you
lost your mansion. But it’s nice to
have you back in the neighborhood.
BOBBY
I gotta admit, it’s nice to be back. I
ain’t cut out for all that high-
society bullshit.
SANTOS
I hear ya there. The one thing I still
can't figure out though is how someone
like you could forget about that big
blunt.
BOBBY
Shit happens!

CAMERA CLOSES IN ON BOBBY WHO IS WEARING A DEVIOUS, GUILTY
GRIN.

FADE OUT.

THE END



