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INT. BLACK SCREEN
INSERT TEXT: “For Wendy.”

FADE IN:

EXT. SUSAN B. ANTHONY HOTEL FOR WOMEN - STREET - DAY

Sirens, and whirring noises from the Fire, Police, and Media
trucks vibrate, overshadowed by a rescue POLICE HELICOPTER
hovering above our two heroes, KIP and HENRY dressed in drag
as HILDEGARD and BUFFY.

FROM THE EIGHTH FLOOR POV

Hanging like two monkeys, BUFFY aka KIP WILSON, and HILDEGARD
aka HENRY DESMOND dangle from a window ledge.

Passersby gawk, POLICE, NEWS REPORTERS, and OLD LADIES get a
free show as we PAN UP to see the flowing dresses blowing in
the wind.

HENRY/HILDEGARD
My God, I never thought this would
be my fifteen minutes of fame. Oh
my God! I told you not to smoke
inside the apartment!

Henry wines. Fed up with Henry'’s constant bitching, Kip
takes the lead.

KTP
Shut up! Why does everything
always have to be about you? As if
you haven’t noticed, we are
dangling for our very lives. All
you can think about is you Mother
seeing your gonads on t-v? Sheesh,
and I thought I was supposed to be
the shallow one. Stop acting like
Hildegard, and grow some balls
Henry! Man up! We need to think
of something quick. My hands are
sweating and any moment I maybe
tumbling eight stories to my death,
and THAT will be my fifteen
minutes.

Henry is not amused, but desperation forces him to think of a
way to get him and Kip off the ledge.



HENRY (V.O.)

In case you haven’'t guessed I'm
Henry and that’s my bosom buddy
Kip. Yeah, he’s a really ugly
woman. I wouldn’t do him in an
alley. But, he’s my best friend,
and best friends stick it out
through thick and thin, or in our
case, makeup, panty hose, and
keepin your Johnson from pokin
through when hangin with the girls.

Just then, a rather full figured big brown eyed beauty named
AMY CASSIDY, Henry’s not-so-secret admirer gives her own show
below bullying the Police.

POLICE
That’'s not a guy up there.

AMY
It’s my man up there! You have to
save him! Call the Fire
Department, get a ladder, get a
net!

Amy is absolutely beside herself with hysterics. A nearby
GRANNY lights up her medically “prescribed” marijuana doobie.
She takes one puff, Amy snatches it away, puffing like no
tomorrow.

Confused, the Police ignore Amy. Full attention is on the
boys above.

GRANNY
Hey, that’s prescription! Hustle
yo’ own shit, fat bitch! Do you
know what I had to do to get that?

Amy INHALES, and ignores Granny.
AMY

This is an emergency lady! Besides
you're about to die anyway!

GRANNY
Why! I never!

HENRY (V.O.)
Yeah, that’s my girl all right.

HENRY/HILDEGARD
I'm not your man!



POLICE
What’'d he say?

POLICE
I have no idea. Dispatch F-D.

A police officer gets a good look at the boys from his
binoculars.

POLICE WITH BINOCULARS
Dear God in heaven, those ain’t
women !

POLICE CHIEF
Than what are they?

POLICE WITH BINOCULARS
Chief, those are men.

POLICE CHIEF
How many times do I have to tell
you “no drinking on the job”?

POLICE WITH BINOCULARS
Look for yourself!

The Chief takes the binoculars for his own observation, and
he zooms in to see the distinguished bulges under Kip and
Henry'’s dresses. No doubt, he can see clearly Kip and Henry
are dressed in drag. Then he looks again, and gets a close-
up of KIP’'s face.

ZOOM of KIP/BUFFY.

POLICE CHIEF
Dear God in heaven. Those are
chicks with dicks, and one of them
is a mud duck!

Amy runs up.

AMY
Save my man! Hurry!

POLICE CHIEF
We’ll save ’‘em, whatever they are.
We’'ll save ‘em.

The STIRENS of the FIRE DEPARTMENT whurr.

Firemen and Police Officers work to save Kip and Henry
unfolding a giant net for them to fall into to.



AMY
LET GO HENRY!

POLICE CHIEF
FALL uh, gentlemen!

KIP/BUFFY
What’s she clucking about?

HENRY/HILDEGARD
She said “let go” they gonna catch
us in the net.

KIP/BUFFY
I'l]l wait.

HENRY/HILDEGARD
What!

Kip and Henry still have time to argue.

KIP/BUFFY
The fall will kill you.

HENRY/HILDEGARD
I'm falling.

Henry lets go and falls backward. The police and firemen
hold the net steady looking away from Henry, and ready to
catch him.

Compulsive anal, Henry tries to fall gracefully, but to no
avail.

The pressure from the air force his underwear to blow away.
BELOW, an AUDIENCE GASPS.
FLASH BULBS go off from passing JAPANESE TOURISTS.

A little boy stops eating his candy, his Mother tries to
cover his eyes, but it’s too late.

LITTLE BOY
Mommy I see drag people!
MOMMY
Hush!
BLIND BUM

She’'s a super freak!
(musical skant) Hey that’s a song!
I need to call Ricky.



Laughing, Kip loses his grip falling and like Henry his dress
flies up, but the cold air has given Kip a real good “stiff”
one, and EVERYONE can SEE IT.

GRANNY
Oh my God it’s raining men in drag!
Nice package.

Kip lands on top of Henry in the net and the two struggle and
fight so hard they have to be pulled apart.

HENRY/HILDEGARD
You could’ve gotten us killed! You
and your great schemes! When I can
afford my own place, I'm kicking
you out!

Amy laughs, bombarding her Henry with sweet kisses in the
safety of her BIG BOSOM.

HENRY (V.O.)
All this for cheap rent.

DRIVING UP AND THROUGH THE CROWD, Blonde, sexy, tall, and
luscious - SONNY LUMET jumps from her car and runs to a
REALLY HAPPY and slightly DELIRIOUS--KIP, grinning ear to ear

as the object of player-hating male onlookers, including the
Chief of Police.

ANONYMOUS WHISTLER

KIP/BUFFY
She’'s with me.

SHOCKED, a supposed Blind Black BUM raises his dark shades to
get a full view of Sonny, and he likes what he sees.

BLIND BUM
Hoowee, that’s some freaky shit!

Giving a wink to everyone before their grand departure, Kip
and Sonny make out like love sick teenagers all the way to
the car and on their way to some hotel suite.

FADE TO BLACK:

INT. BLACK SCREEN

INSERT TEXT, “SIX MONTHS PRIOR”



INT. HENRY AND KIP’'S OLD APARTMENT - LIVING ROOM/KITCHEN -
DAY - MORNING

We enter Henry and Kip’s well laid bachelor pad with two
bedrooms and a study filled with Kip’s junk and memorabilia.
The apartment appears to be cohabited by a neat freak, and a
junky Bohemian type struggling ACTOR.

Steam rises from a boiling, whistling kettle on the eye of a
very outdated stove/oven.

Engrossed in finding a job, HENRY DESMOND, short, blonde,
quiet intellectual and neat freak circles another job
prospect.

ZOOM of circled CLASSIFIED ad.

“Wealthy Producer seeks hot young stud for Personal
Assistant, must have previous “casting couch” experience.”

HENRY
Wow, this is so me. I'm hot.

Grabbing the whistling tea kettle, tall, handsome, brunette,
puppy dog brown eyes and awkwardly comical, KIP WILSON singes
his thumb pouring a cup of Coffee.

KIP
Ow! We have to get another of
these. Wait a minute, this is
1980, why don’'t we have a coffee
maker?

HENRY
Because you are allergic to
working, and I for some reason am
your bestfriend, and feel sorry for
you.

KIP
Sorry?

In between the gurgle of the water, we see and hear Kip'’s
painful morning ritual, snarfing hot coffee burning his lips.

KIP
Yeah, and you have lots of
experience with couches. Sitting
on them, screwing on them, and oh
yeah...Hoover vacuuming all the
crumbs, and loose change your dates
leave.



HENRY
Too bad, we can’t pay the rent with
those fancy quips of yours. A
regular Cosby you are, without the
money, and the tan, dumbass!

Henry flips Kip off, and Kip relishes his temporary comeback
from their last argument.

HENRY
Kip one of us has to find a job and
fast. Did you see this?

Henry hands Kip the notice of “EVICTION” from their cheesy
landlord, Mr. Phiber, a greedy Greek immigrant who loves to
flash the lady tenants with his manly, extremely hairy fat
flabby chest. Mr. Phiber is the guy who refuses to let the
disco die, complete with polyester everything which Kip often

makes fun of.

A HEAVY KNOCK.

HENRY
Sh! TIt’s Mr. Phiber, and he’s come
to collect.

KIP

I'm not afraid!

HENRY
You should be, you’re not on the
lease, officially.

Outside, a blurr of smoke clears, exposing Mr. Phiber, mad as
hell, and BANGING on the door.

MR. PHIBER
I can you boys arguing! Now open
the door!

Henry tries to stop Kip from opening the door.

HENRY
Don’'t!

KTP
He hasn’t fixed this place in
years, we have bargaining power.

Using his eyes, Kip directs Henry to follow along with his
plan he just hatched up to stop Mr. Phiber from kicking their

freeloading asses out.



An undercover anal compulsive Henry runs around the apartment
picking out items he may have to grab for a quick departure.

Kip assures Henry to pause.

MR. PHIBER
Open up in there! I can wait all
day boys!

The door slowly creaks open, with just enough room to see
Kip’s eyeball and half of his face.

Mr. Phiber notices the chain still in place over Kip and
Henry's door.

KTP
Hey Mr. Phiber, we were just about
to come see you about fixing our
heater, the leaking pipes in the
kitchen, the squeaking rattling
loose boards in the floor, and oh
yeah, my favorite--we haven’t had a
hot shower for two years now. Now
mind you I don’t mind cold showers
in the Summer but the Winters are
killer on a guy'’s nutsac...

Mr. Phiber interrupts.

MR. PHIBER
You boys have been skating on the
rent for the last time. Rent is
due! No more excuses, Or your
asses will be making out with the
cement, capiche?

Kip notices something beside the gold medallion buried in the
fur of Mr. Phiber’s chest. It’s grosses him out but not
enough to stop from having a little “fun”.

KIP
Is that a new mole?

MR. PHIBER
Huh?

Kip points to a large piece of food nestled in the Mr.
Phiber’s chesty mane.

KTP
There? I see you have a new mole.
I bet you get all the girls huh?
Chicks really dig that shit.



Mr. Phiber gets caught up, after all vanity is his weakness.

MR. PHIBER
You think so? You know I have a
new suit I’'d like you to see, maybe
we can double date sometime. I
seen those chippies you come home
with. Nice.

KTP
Yea, that sounds great.

Henry nearly chokes with laughter, trying to keep a straight
face.

MR. PHIBER
I can really shake it.

Mr. Phiber does one of his best disco moves, and Kip is
absolutely “speechless”.

MR. PHIBER
Yea, a real sex machine, that’s me!

KIP
That’s just what I was thinking.

HENRY
More like the poster child for
abstinence.

Kip shushes Henry but it’s too late, Mr. Phiber overhears,
and becomes enraged like a bull in a China shop ramming the
door for entry. Kip holds him at bay.

SLAM! Kip shuts the door in Mr. Phiber’s face, and Mr.
Phiber screams in agony curled up like a baby rolling back
and forth on the floor.

KIP
Well, I think that went well, don’t
you?

MR. PHIBER
I'1ll be back for the rent, you guys
have two days! Two days!

With a final gurgle as the vengeful villain, Mr. Phiber takes
a overly dramatic exit, cursing the boys.



10.

HENRY
Seriously, we need to find jobs!
You take this half and I take this
half. We work all of them. Deal?

Henry is firm about not being homeless, and it SHOWS on his
countenance.

Kip goes through a range of reactions like a twelve step
patient on BIPOLAR MEDICATION, starting with denial and
ending with really comical.

KTP
Okay, I don’'t want to be homeless
either. I don’t think ol’ John
would appreciate the competition.

Right about then we hear the cue of ‘OL JOHNNY, the
neighborhood drug rattled, hustler doing his morning ritual
raiding the local stash in rows of BIG GREEN DUMPSTERS.

But on a good note when one needs there utilities on street
credit, Ol’ Johnny is the man they come to.

HENRY
You know if it weren’t for 01’
Johnny you wouldn’t have gotten
free Playboy.

KTP
Hey I didn’t say the man didn’t
have purpose.

Both guys laugh, and soon resume the task at hand, hustling
rent.

HENRY
Well, I'm off.

Kip checks the refrigerator, and it shows the usual stash of
unused condiments, and free appetizers.

KIP
You went grocery shopping!
Breakfast, ah, the sweet life!

DISSOLVE TO:
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INT. - OFFICE BUILDING - MORNING

HENRY'S 1ST JOB SEARCH
A SERIES OF UNFORTUNATE EVENTS
Henry sips warm tea in the LOBBY nervously tapping his foot.

BELLA, the Italian brick shithouse RECEPTIONIST flirts with
Henry in between calls. He contemplates all the new job has
to offer especially, the possible “fringe benefits” of
Bella’s “twin” like bosom.

In between calls she refreshes her ruby red cosmetically
manufactured LIPS. Almost Lisa Rinna but more Angelina.

In the BG behind a closed door we hear the loud thunderous
rantings of the HIRING MANAGER, MR. SPRINGWATER.

MR. SPRINGWATER
Look! I need this guy like
tomorrow, our whole story
department is falling apart for
Christ’s sake! I need a good
writer! How do you find one? I
dunno, don’'t care as long as he can
deliver me a story to sell my damn
paper!

SLAM!

DOOR OPENS.

Ms. Springwater eyeballs Henry like breakfast, sizing him.
Henry squirms.

MR. SPRINGWATER
Henry Desmond?

HENRY
Huh? Uh, yeah. I’'m Henry. I'm
Henry.

MR. SPRINGWATER
Well come on, “I'm Henry” I hope
you have a way with the keys.
BELLA!

BELLA
I'm right here, Mr. Springwater.
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MR. SPRINGWATER
I'm taking an interview, under any
circumstances absolutely NO
interruptions.

BELLA
Yes sir, Mr. Springwater. No
disturbances.

Phone rings, perturbed, Bella answers on cue.

BELLA
Gravel Advertising Agency, hold
please.

The switchboard LIGHTS up with MORE calls. Bella operates
them like a well manicured Octopus.

CONTINUE TO:

INT. MR. SPRINGWATER’'S OFFICE - DAY
Henry jumps as Mr. Springwater slams everything!

Mr. Springwater slams a couple of alkaseltzer and then
swallows the water, gargling mid drain.

Henry gives his best “I’'m interested” impression. Mr.
Springwater appears to be buying it. Looking down at a
picture of a woman with strong masculine features, Mr.
Springwater sees an immediate resemblance and yells.

MR. SPRINGWATER
Madame Butterfly!

HENRY
Huh?

MR. SPRINGWATER
Roosevelt High, Class of Seventy-
eight? You don’t remember but we
did a cover on your performance!

Henry is little embarrassing for being remembered “in drag”.

HENRY
Yea. Thanks.

MR. SPRINGWATER
Eh, you weren’t a bad looking dame
as I recall. Skin like china, bone
structure like a supermodel.

(MORE)
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MR. SPRINGWATER (cont'd)
I still get letters about the
article from time to time.
So you need a job, huh? You
decided to put away the wig and
makeup to be a real man, eh?

Mr. Springwater yawns and stretches, just enough for Henry to
notice his manly but insanely corny Navy tattoo.

HENRY
Yea. You could say that.

MR. SPRINGWATER
Well, Henry I like you.
You’'re hired.

Mr. Springwater and Henry shake on the deal.

HENRY
You won’'t regret this, sir. One
thing I wanted to ask for an
advance.

MR. SPRINGWATER
You can start immediately but, you
can’'t start payroll. It takes H-R
three weeks to just put you in the
system. Unfortunately, we have a
policy on advances, “we don’t give
them.” Sorry, still want the job?

Mr. Springwater looks around waiting on Henry'’s response.

HENRY
Full staff writer? What’s the pay?

MR. SPRINGWATER
Yup. Minimal just enough to keep
you coming back.

HENRY
Which is?

MR. SPRINGWATER
Fifty a week, guaranteed, but if
you make cover I tack on a bonus of
twenty five percent.

HENRY
Wow. I really need to start right
away. You see I'm looking at
being..
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Mr. Springwater seems quite distracted and bedazzled with his

new slinky.

HENRY
Rent is due and I was hoping for an
advance?

MR. SPRINGWATER

Henry, I really like you. You got
big balls kid, but unfortunately
mine will be chopped off if I give
you an advance. See, this place,
has ears. Word ‘11 get off faster
than a three minute erection. If I
give you one then I have to give
everybody one, and well, Finance
said “no exceptions”. Hey my hands
are tied. So do you still want the
job?

HENRY
Yes.

MR. SPRINGWATER
Huh? I can’t hear you.

HENRY
I said yes.

MR. SPRINGWATER
Huh?

HENRY
Yes!

Henry draws it out. Mr. Springwater finds a new desk toy
with louder sound effects.

Mr. Springwater turns off the awful racket to hear Henry'’s

IIYeS ” .

The two men shake hands, and Henry leaves, worse than before.

MR. SPRINGWATER

Three weeks son, but you can start
looking for a story now! Bella
he’s hired, get the paperwork.

BELLA
For this upcoming payroll?

MR. SPRINGWATER
No! Three weeks.
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Bella grimaces.

BELLA
Three weeks?

MR. SPRINGWATER
You heard me. Peter,

HENRY
Henry, sir.

MR. SPRINGWATER
Whatever, welcome aboard. Bella
will tend you now.

With a loud FART, Mr. Springwater cooes with relief and slams
the door.

Henry ducks from the sound effect in passing.

BELLA
Congratulations, handsome.

Bella notices the same picture Mr. Springwater noticed in his
office.

BELLA
Hey, you look like...

Henry sees the photo, and grimaces.

HENRY
I know Madame Butterfly?

BELLA
No, I was about to say you look
like you know a lot about clothes.

Henry gives Bella an “are you kidding” look?
They both laugh.

HENRY
Henry.

BELLA
Bella.

Suddenly approaching like a speeding train through the office
carrying a large box of donuts and coffee is Bella’s close
friend “lackey”, full figured, big brown expressive eyes—--AMY
CASSIDY, one of Henry’s oldest childhood friends, and notso
secret admirer.
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BELLA
Amy, I’'d like you to meet...

AMY
Oh my God, Henry Desmond!
HENRY
Hey Amy, long time.
BELLA
Do you two know one another?
HENRY AMY
Not really. Went to school, He was my bestest friend. We
elemtary. grew up together. Our folks

lived across from each other.
Bella is really confused.

BELLA
I see. Wow. Small world. Well,
great because Amy will be your
point of contact for everything.

AMY
Executive Assistant. I integrate
for all the staff writers.

HENRY
Oh.

BELLA
Yea. Well, Amy can take over from
here. Nice to meet you Henry and
welcome aboard.

Amy drags Henry away to show him his new office.

INT. OFFICE (MOVING) - CONTINUOUS

AMY
I'm really excited they hired you.
You know I was beginning to think
you were going to welch on your
promise.

HENRY
Promise?

AMY
Yeah, fourth grade. I remember it
like yesterday.
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EXT. (FLASHBACK) ELEMENTARY SCHOOL PLAYGROUND - DAY

There’'s a fight about to start as a two young figures step to
throw the first hit. The kids draw around in a tight circle,
chanting.

CHILDREN
Fight! Bite! Kick! Beat her!

Two girls, one tall and lanky, the other short and burly is a
4th GRADE AMY CASSIDY and at the moment the tall and lanky
girl seems to be getting the best of Amy with punches to the
face, and gut.

Doubled over Amy moans in pain. Like the yard fight scene
from “Cool Hand Luke”, the tall lanky girl’s shadow looms in
and out of the sun over Amy.

TALL LANKY GIRL
I told you he was my Valentine,
porky! Keep yer mitts off my man!

Her backup in tow, Tall Lanky Girl gets ready to take the
final beat down, 4th GRADE HENRY DESMOND swoops in like
Prince Charming.

CHILDREN
Fight! Fight!

4TH GRADE HENRY DESMOND
Stop! She’s hurt!

TALL LANKY GIRL
I told her what fer. Billy'’s my
Valentine!

Lifting up a tattered Valentine greeting card, the tall lanky
Girl justifies the beat down.

4TH GRADE HENRY DESMOND
Wait, lemme see that.

Henry reads the card, which clearly shows him as the “sender”
and Amy as the “receiver”.

4TH GRADE HENRY DESMOND
You illiterati! I sent it to her!

CHILDREN
Pork lover! Pork lover!
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The kids all mock squeal, chiding Henry. Amy stops crying
and unballs herself.

4TH GRADE HENRY DESMOND
That’s right. I sent it! I love
this woman! I’'m going to marry
her!

Putting his arm around Amy, Henry takes up for the under dog.
CHILDREN
Ewwww!!! Pork and bean! Pork and

bean! Pork and bean!

TALL, LANKY GIRL
Freak! Com’on illiterati? Call me
something I can read.

The crowd of children disperses leaving Amy and her Prince
Charming, Henry Desmond in the 4th Grade.

Henry walks away opening another book to read, disappearing
into nowhere like a sequence from “Casablanca”.

END FLASHBACK.

FADE TO BLACK:

INT. OFFICE (MOVING) - CONTINUOUS

Amy guides Henry to his new office space. A small broom
closet with a typewriter immersed in cobwebs.

HENRY
Wow.

AMY
Yeah. Well here you are Bean.

Amy hugs Henry, and stops him from saying.
AMY
If you say Pork, I’'ll knee you in
the groin.

Almost intuitively Henry thinks of something else to say.

HENRY
It’s good to see you, too. Amy.
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Both smile and Henry notices the time, he’s late for his next
interview.

HENRY
Oh, Jesus H. Christ!

AMY
What?

HENRY
I'm late. I have to go. Oh yeah,
I'm about to be evicted know of a
good place to move to?

AMY
How much do you have?

HENRY
Five hundred.

AMY
Five? Wow you obviously will be
homeless for a while.

HENRY
Com’on please, help me out, we're
in a spot.

AMY
We? Who's we?

HENRY
Me and

AMY
Kip Wilson? Oh my God I can'’'t
believe you two are still hanging
out together. Even the three
stooges took a break for solos.

HENRY
Com’on Amy gimme a break.

AMY
I'll look into 1it.

HENRY
Wow, I'm really late. I gotta go,
I'll call or come by tomorrow or
so.
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Henry scribbles his contact information and hands it to Amy,
and hurries for exit. Not without Amy eyeballing his
“package” front and back.

AMY
Good seeing you Henry Desmond.
Wow, what an ass!

DISSOLVE TO:

EXT./INT. - MONTAGE.

KIP AND HENRY'S UNSUCCESSFUL JOB HUNT

1.) INTERCUTTING KIP WALKING THE STREETS, FLIRTING, A FOLDED
CLASSIFIED UNDER ONE ARM, AND DOOBIE HIDDEN UNDERNEATH THE
OTHER.

2.) HENRY GOES TO PLACE - HUMAN RESOURCES OF BIG NAME PUBLIC
RELATIONS FIRM AMONGST ALL THE OTHER BEVY OF PIMPLED FACED
COLLEGE KIDS- THE NEW BREED “PREP” IS BORN.

HENRY IS ESCORTED OFF THE PREMISES BY THE SECURITY FOR
DISRUPTION BY ELIMINATING HIS COMPETITION WITH A SWIFT UPPER
CUT TO THE FACE AFTER A NASTY EXCHANGE OF INSULTS.

3.) KIP STOPS TO GET SOME ICE CREAM IN PURSUIT OF A LEGGY
BLONDE ACTRESS READING HER LINES.

4,.) MEANWHILE, HENRY STRUGGLES TO THE JOB APPLICATION- This
time he sets his sights on a “MANAGER NEEDED” employment sign
in the window.

He enters a local PIZZA joint aka “TEEN HANGOUT” full of
GOTHIC vampiric teenagers anxious for sex, hormones, and rock
n’ roll and video games.

HENRY
Was this me ten years ago?

Imagination running, Henry hears the TEENS hissing in
passing, FANGS flared.

Henry approaches the counter, an Acne-Invaded TEEN ASSISTANT
SHIFT MANAGER, steps forward to address Henry.

TEEN SHIFT MANAGER
May I help you sir?

HENRY
I'm looking to fill this position?



The Manager eyes Henry sizes him up and asks in his
geek voice.

TEEN SHIFT MANAGER
How old are you sir?

HENRY
23. But what does that have to do
with anything.

The Manager bluntly ends the discussion.

TEEN SHIFT MANAGER
I'm sorry sir, you’'re too old for
this position.

HENRY
Too o0ld? This place is a den of
satires! Seething with the smell
of sweat, and two other secretions
I care not to mention.

TEEN SHIFT MANAGER
That’'s why you’'re too old for this
position. Have a good day sir.
Beedo, see him out.

21.

squeaky

BEEDO a HUGE Gorilla of a teenager WITH LESS INTELLIGENCE,
STOMPS forward like a Greek monster of mythology, his
nostrils really FLARED.

The last thing Henry sees is Beedo’s fist, and he feels
himself being yanked off the ground and tossed.

Meanwhile...

7.) KIP AND THE BLONDE

ARE HAVING LOTS OF FUN LIPS AND LEGS

LOCKED OVER MELTING ICE CREAM. Cozily they coo and blow milk

bubbles.

8.) TIRED, HENRY PICKS

Phone numbers
pass when the two part,

exchanged, and a couple of innuendos
and Kip resumes his “job hunt”.

HIMSELF UP FROM THE mountain of

discarded pizza boxes some full, DUSTS OFF, AND GOES IN
SEARCH FOR KIP, STOPPING TO give blood at the LOCAL BLOOD
BANK PAYING MONEY FOR BLOOD DONATIONS.

END MONTAGE.
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EXT. STREET - DAY

A woman walks past her ASS jiggles in all the right places.
A serious case of the munchies don’t keep Kip’s eyes from
scoping out its pray.

Kip is in HOT and HEAVY pursuit of his “mystery lady with the
great ass”.

He doesn’t notice Henry steaming like a locomotive in his
direction rubbing his fresh bandage, and holding his “score”
from his blood donation.

BAM

Kip collides with a MORE than disgruntled Henry reinjuring
the bandaged arm. Henry YELPS.

HENRY
How’'s the job hunt going?

Kip jumps up, dusts himself off in hot pursuit of his “jello
ass”.

HENRY
Hey Sugar Daddy in case you haven'’t
noticed 24 of the 48 hours we had
has already passed and have nothing
to show. Well, I do. But, judging
from the prospects you’re giving
yourself to...

Henry notices Kip’s attention has left and centered on a new
sexy red head in a very tight and wicked little red dress
with matching red pumps

Kip grins with glee, skipping behind her a willing sacrifice.

The red head notices Kip hot on her heels, picking up her
pace, jiggling MORE. The pavement slips beneath him, and Kip
stumbles landing like choreography on top of the red head.

KIP
Sorry, I couldn’t help but notice
you.

SONNY LUMET sparkles as the red head with a faux French
accent.

SONNY
Geet oaf!
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KIP
Geet ocaf! Get off! Sorry.

Kip scrambles to his feet, and pulls Sonny to hers.

SONNY
Imbecile!

KIP
I'm sorry do you speak English?

Sonny keeps walking never missing a stride, it looks like a
1980's music video in slow PORNOMOTION.

The music stops.

SONNY
Stop! You creep!

KIP
You do speak English. You must be
an actress. Hey, me too. I'm an
actor.

Kip starves for any time Sonny will give him.

SONNY
(sigh)

SONNY
Look. TIf I tell you what you want
to know will you freak’n beat it?
You’'re ruining my mojo! I'm
workin.

KIP
I knew you were an actress. What's
your craft? I mean how do you get
motivated?

Kip’s eyes wander as his mouth moves and Sonny notices them
resting at her huge perfectly round jugs.

Kip wipes his orifices with perspiration, slightly
embarrassed.

KTP
You know I never perspire like
this. Please tell me your name
before I lose consciousness.

Sonny giggles.
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KTP
Ha, got a laugh. 1I’'ll take that.
I'm Kip, Kip Wilson.

SONNY

Sonny, Sonny Lumet. Plays.
KIP

Huh?
SONNY

You asked what is my craft, stage
is my favorite but I do print
modelling. In fact your stopping
my shoot.

KIP
Huh?

Sonny turns Kip around and he realizes he has halted a major
photography shoot with a huge outfit of bodyguards ready to
whip his ass. Suddenly the two Gorilla like security guys
clap their hands in anticipation.

SECURITY
(Grunt)Brunch!

KTP
Mommy !

Sonny stops them with a gentle wave.

SONNY
Look, you’re cute and all. But, I
believe in destiny. I don’'t see
destiny with you. In short, I'm
not feeling you Romeo.

Kip is hurt.

Crushed, he walks away, looking so pitiful even the security
guards feel sorry for him.

SONNY
Hey.

Kip keeps walking.

SONNY
Hey. Stop. Listen, nothing wrong
with a friendly dinner. I said,
“friend”?



Kip nods, vowing to be on his best gentleman’s behavior,
crossing his heart.

SONNY
Ok, here.

Sonny hands a card to Kip.

SONNY
Now get!

Kip blows kisses, leaving. Catching them, the security
guards laugh, and walk back to their posts.

Henry slaps an unaware Kip on the head with a newspaper.

KIP
Hey, that’'s a weapon!

HENRY
Yeah, on you! Look we have to get
money. Here’s the other places we
can get paid today for.

Kip reads the circled ads.

KTP
There all for male strippers! I’'m
not shaking what my Momma gave me
to get dirty money!

HENRY
We can make five hundred dollars in
one night! All tips!

Kip has dollar signs in his eyes.
KIP

Wow. All right, but, I can’t be
sober.
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Henry rolls his eyes watching Kip dig for one his stashed

marijuana “joints”.

HENRY
Sheesh, man!

Kip takes out his joint, lights up, inhaling a good one.
Exhaling, he drifts into a walking vision.

EVERYTHING ECHOES



26.

KIP
You need to relax more man. You so
short it don’t take much to blow
your stack.

KIP SEES A PSYADELIC VERSION OF HENRY AS AN UBER UPTIGHT
NAPOLEON with a serious SHORT MAN-SHORT DICK COMPLEX.

THE PSYCHADELIC HENRY TALKS WITH FUNNY SOUNDS CAUSING KIP TO
LAUGH HYSTERICALLY.

CRYSTALLIZE TO:

INT. (KIP'S PSYCHADELIC MONEY DREAM)

A.) Kip is the man with the plan and all the money. He is
the ladies man as women swarm out of nowhere just to breathe
in his presence. He pushes the skanks out of his face, and
steps on all the bunions of the beauty queen pageants who
said “no” in highschool.

Finishing his tailoring session, Kip eyes his new made suit
with glee. He gives the TAILOR a huge tip. The tailor sees
it’s a hundred dollar bill, and dances a wee Irish jig.

B.) Kip and the Tailor now dance, and people passing by stop
to dance, and jig with them.

C.) Kip imagines Sonny to be one of the adoring fans
attending to his every whim.

D.) Kip puts out his hand to dance with her like a sequence
from “Singing In The Rain”. Sonny extends her hand to Kip's
mocking the film, and they skip together hand in hand like
Fred Astaire and Ginger Rogers. Imaginary MONEY trees
surround the happy couple like a Disney musical overtaking
them with joy spreading money everywhere and TO ALL in KIP'S
HAPPYLAND OF WONDERS.

E.) Suddenly, in the dream Sonny turns to Kip saying, “Do
you hear me”? In a familiar man’s voice.

In the dream Kip is startled and turned off! Over and over
he convinces himself Sonny is a woman touching her in her
womanly parts for confirmation. Her body explodes in his
hands in psychedelic fashion turning into weed leaves, and
bills of currency.

Then Sonny does the oddest thing in the middle of their woo,
she backhands him with a slap to the face.

DREAM ENDS.
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We return to a “sparkle eyed” Kip.

KIP
Whoa!

DISSOLVE TO:

EXT. STREET - STRIPPER CLUB - NIGHT
BACKSTAGE

HENRY
Kip, do you hear me?

Kip comes to himself, still grinning.

HENRY
That’s it Mr.!
No more maui wowee for you.

Kip moans, fresh exhaled smoke from his doobie rolls from the
corners of his mouth. The whole time he was daydreaming, he
and Henry had walked to the first circled male stripper job.

KIP
Where are we?

Henry points the to address on his paper, and then to the
club’s MONIKER.

Reminiscent of “Studio 54” and a disco flick, we see the DJ
spinning the music from a sky booth.

The music is LOUD, and HOUSE. The women in the club are a
mixture of all ages, types, and gender preferences. The
patrons line the walls talking, laughing, flirting, dancing,
and just having a really good time.

HENRY
Pussycat lounge. Probably a bunch
of horny ol’ ladies. Just close
your eyes and shake it.

The two enter past security, and inside. Henry sees a nearby
waitress and stops her to inquire.

En route Kip finds time to flirt much to Henry’s annoyment.
HENRY

We're here for the stripper jobs?
Where'’s the manager?
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The WAITRESS nods to a small Jewish guy with a crescent
hairline, in a red velour jumpsuit wearing BIG sunglasses.
MORRY is a cheap guy making lots of money, and a short
attention span for anything other than money.

HENRY
Hi.

MORRY
Hi.

KIP
I'm high.

MORRY

Huh? Look whatchu two smucks want?
Can’t you read? This is a pussycat
lounge--women only.

HENRY
We're here for the stripper jobs.
I'm Henry and this is Kip.

MORRY
The name’s Morry, and this place is
mine.

Morry looks over Henry, finds him a bit short, but he sees
potential in a gyrating Kip.

MORRY
You..you’'re short. But I think I
can work something out for your
friend here. Trouble is, you have
to leave, dolls only! ‘Cept for
the hired help.

HENRY
Hold on.

Henry pulls Kip to the side, explaining Morry’s offer. Morry
knocks back a couple of drinks, followed by what appears to
be a “feel-good” party pill.

KIP
How much?

HENRY
My friend wants to know
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MORRY
I heard ‘em. A bill fifty plus
your tips. I take twenty-five
percent off the top from tips.

KIP
I'm doing the work.
MORRY
Security!
HENRY

Wait, Kip this is easy. Rent.
Need I remind you?

CUT TO:

INT. NIGHT CLUB - STAGE - MOMENTS LATER

Kip says a quick prayer, kisses his crosses, takes three
strong hits from his joint, choking on his wind.

Kip quickly recovers and gets his best “I’'m stripping for my
rent money” game face, clumsily struggling with the stage
curtains.

He makes it ONSTAGE.

The patrons are snapping and clapping to the beat. The
lights flicker like a Flash Dance number when Kip emerges in
sparkles and a g-strip, shaking his money maker.

The DJ scratches some ol’ skool, “Rapper’s Delight” for Kip
to unwrap to.

The women are wild.

From outside somewhere in the dark of the back, Henry watches
the crowd.

At first, Kip is shy and just stands there evolving into a
few robotic movements.

HORNY GRANNY
Com’on sexy, take it off!

Dollars wave in the air, and Kip sees the money. He closes
his eyes, and turns the place out with a somewhat sexy STRIP
TEASE.

FAT AND HORNY LADY
Yeah, show us what you got baby!
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SKINNY SKANKY HORNY LADY
Yeah, baby, my ol’ man’s coming
home soon!

Henry closes his eyes and the miraculous happens. His hips
have rhythm and his ass has blues. Kip has soul.

Kip has mojo in his jock with all the magical thrusts of an
early Michael Jackson.

Even Morry is shaking it up watching all the money being made
off “Kip and his amazing technicolor wonder jock”.

Kip shakes it up, across the stage collecting his tips.

In disbelief, and disgust, Henry gets into the spirit
knocking by drinks.

HENRY
I'm a pimp. I’'m gonna burn in
hell.
But at least rent will be paid.

The music thumps HARD.

THINGS BLURR.

INT. NIGHT CLUB - STAGE - LATER

The night is over, and the last patron leaves the bar,
toppling from the stool to be escorted outside. It’s the
Horny Granny.

MORRY
All right boys lets divvy up.

Kip pulls out the wads of bills, and a couple of silver
dollars clang onto the floor after Kip shakes the contents of
his g-strip onto the floor.

HENRY
Wow.

Morry collects the cash to count.
HENRY

He just shook that out of his g-
string!
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MORRY
Hey, money is money it all spends
right? ©So it has a little ass and
balls juice.

Grossing Henry out more, Morry licks his fingertips for
traction like an ol’ accountant and counts.

Kip grins from an inside joke.

Finally Morry finishes and takes his cut, twenty-five percent
diminishing the size of the pile for Henry and Kip'’s take.

HENRY
This isn’t enough to pay rent. Hey
man can you cut us some slack?
We’'re looking at an eviction
tomorrow morning.

MORRY
Wow, I'm really sorry. Nice doing
business with you guys. Kip,
right?

KIP
Yeah.

MORRY
You my friend have a gift. Come
back maybe we can work something
out.

Morry motions for SECURITY.

EXT. NIGHT CLUB - STAGE - SECONDS LATER

The door opens. Kip and Henry are pushed out, and the door
slams shut.

HENRY
We’'re about five hundred short.

KIP
I thought you had five hundred.

HENRY
I do. But we're two months behind.

KIP
Uhhh...Well, we could always call
our parents.
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HENRY
Are you kidding? My parents are
Mormon! They’d die first. How
about your sister?

KTP
As I recall you broke her heart.
She’d rather see you dead first.

HENRY
Your Mom?

KTP
I can’t ask Mom, she’s collecting a
crazy check!

HENRY
Yeah, wouldn’t want to mess with
her hustle.

Kip rubs his aching SHAKEN not STIRRED body parts. He
discovers strip teasing is a very arduous job.

KIP
It’s three in the morning!
Everything is closed. Let’s go
home. We have most of it, I’'m sure
Mr. Phiber will work something out
with us.

EXT. HENRY AND KIP'S OLD APARTMENT - LAWN - MORNING

It’s the next day and Mr. Phiber and the local SHERIFF's are
in the midst of evicting Kip and Henry from their apartment.

The boys sit outside on the lawn amongst the pile of their
things tossed out by Mr. Phiber.

HENRY
“Mr. Phiber will work something out
with us!” Any other wild hair up

your ass schemes Kip?

Kip finds amusement out of this hilarious tragedy especially
watching neat nick obsessive compulsive Henry fall apart just
imagining all the germs his things have contacted sitting on
the curb for their neighbor’s entertainment.

The Sheriffs leave, and Mr. Phiber taps a “FOR RENT” sign
into the lawn
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HENRY
Don’'t say one word. Not, a damn
word!

Kip quietly slurps the last of his frozen squishy drink.

KTP
I didn’t like living here anyway.
the place was infested.

HENRY
Yeah, with people who don’t pay
rent on time.

Following a BIG BILLOW OF SMOKE, A LOUD THUNDEROUS BACKFIRE
ROLLS OUT from the more than raggedy but always reliable car
of Kip’s dope dealer/best “bud” smoking buddy -- the once
future MIT Quantum Physics major - now turned part-time pimp,
CHESTLEY “CHESS” CHESTERSHIRE, 35 year old STONER/ACID ROCKER-
-his Father was English with a sense of humor.

Henry tries to rub away the ringing sensation to regain some
hearing.

KIP
Right on time!
(to Henry)
Henry, my dealer and fellow brother
of the smoke, Chestley
Chestershire.

Henry mouths the name getting tongue twisted.

Chess parks his smooth ride onto the curb, gets out his
bucket with a remote, presses a button, and like a broken
down transformer, the trunk lid opens, the rear doors open,
and a red plush velvet carpet rolls out to the back seat.

HENRY
Who'’s smoking more--you or the car?
CHESS
Call me Chess. Kinda short aren’t
yaz
HENRY

Whuh? Kip! He’s a thug!

CHESS
Oops, that one’s for the ladies!

Henry nearly vomits, and Kip grabs their things loading them
into the trunk of Chess’ car.
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KIP
Thanks man.

CHESS
Oh no prob...my ol’lady keeps
kicking me out so just return the
favor some day dude.

KIP
We’'re good for it.

HENRY
Hold on, ol lady? Chess since when
have you had an ol’ lady? I mean
when did the smoke clear?

Speaking of smoke some rolls out from Chess’ clothing as he
walks, talks, smokes, and helps pack Henry and Kip’s
belongings.

KIP
Pack Henry and get in the car.

Kip’s eyes follow to a not too distant whurring noise of what
seems to be a cavalry of policemen armed and ready to make a
career “drug bust”.

Henry follows Kip’s lead and hurries a little faster packing
away their things no longer worried about their economical
neat placement in the trunk.

The boys finish just in time as THE COPS and DEA AGENTS roll
up, Jjumping out their vehicles ready to aim and FIRE an
almost shocked Mr. Phiber.

MR. PHIBER
What the hell is going on? Get off
my property!

Suddenly, the door to the most important and darkest shaded
van opens, and we see the BOOTS of a really pissed off FBI
AGENT.

The FBI AGENT reaches inside his Cowboy jacket and pulls out
paperwork, a pad, and a really nice pen.

INTERCUT BOYS/MR. PHIBER

EXT. CHESS’ CAR - CONTINUOUS

Across the street, the boys keep the car on breaks, watching,
but ready to leave.
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KIP
What did you think he’s gonna do
Chess?

CHESS
Ah, prob’ly cry. Yeah, defn’tly
cry.

HENRY
What are you two screwballs talking
about?

KIP

We set up Mr. Phiber, I called mass
dispatch and Chess informed them he
was a weapons dealer with huge
Colombian drug ties.

HENRY
What?! I can’t believe you two.

KIP
Hey, if we have to go...shouldn't
he?

Suddenly a DEMOLISHING CRANE swings its ball, crashing the
wall of Mr. Phiber’s building. Tenants scatter, and Mr.
Phiber cries like a baby, as Agents find “planted evidence”.

The boys drive off, Henry'’s face peers out the back window,
in awe.

Chess pushes in an eight track of Pink Floyd.

HENRY
Wow, he cried.

Chess nearly smokes the last of the joint.

CHESS
Hey, roll up anothuh will yuh?

But, Kip is already drying the paper of a freshly rolled
joint, and lighting it up.

KIP
We need a beer.

CHESS
Yep.

Henry is “speechless”.
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KTP
You know Chess here graduated MIT,
making rockets right?

Chess grins.

CHESS
Quantum Physics, HONORS.

HENRY
I need a cigarette.

Henry searches for a cigarette in his jacket.

CHESS
Oh man you can’t smoke in my car.
But, you can take a hit off this

here?
Kip offers the new joint to Henry.

HENRY
What the hell?

Henry joins in and takes a big INHALE.
Smoke rolls out the car like a vanishing MAGIC ACT.

KIP (0.S.)
Don’t worry Henry, we’'re just
victims of circumstance.

HENRY (0O.S.)
What are we going to do?

CHESS (0.S.)
I don’t know but you have 24 hours,
1,440 minutes and zero seconds
before Mom kicks you out.

From Chess'’s rearview mirror, he and Henry hold a
conversation.

HENRY
Mom?

CHESS
Yeah, my “ol’ lady”.

The BOYS INHALE-CHESS’' CAR EXHALES, backfiring down the
street and onto a nearby highway to Chess’ Mom’s house.

CUT TO:
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EXT./INT. DEPARTMENT SHOPPING STORE - COSMETICS - DAY

Sonny is immersed in figuring out which of the hottest new
lipstick colors will make her look the hottest.

Amy scowls at Sonny’s natural shallowness.

AMY
She can’t even help herself.

Sonny spreads on the lipstick with the ease and care of a
Renaissance painter, her face being the canvas.

Amy is already bored and ready to go when the all knowing-I
can see a blob when I see one-SALES LADY, 20, just three
months shy of a mature 21 red head bombshell--steps to block
Amy’s exit with a free sample facial.

SATES LADY
Free facial.

The Sales Lady gives Amy a “you know you need this bitch”
look.

Amy shoots her a “drop dead bitch” retaliation stare.
It’s a heffer showdown.

INSERT SOUND CLIP: Good, Bad, & The Ugly Cowboy whistle.
INSERT SOUND CLIP: Cows mooing before battle.

AMY
No thank you.

SALES LADY
Are you sure? You look like you

Amy interrupts with the counterslam.

AMY
Look bitch, unlike you and the rest
of the disillusioned, I don’t need
this shit to get or keep a man. So
just back off! O0Ok?

The Sales Lady backs away and just disappears.

SONNY
Why do you always have to scare the
sales lady off? She’s just doing
her job.

(MORE)
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SONNY (cont'd)
This makes the tenth this week Amy.
You know you keep this up and I
won’t take you shopping with me
anymore.

Amy retorts as sarcastically obvious as possible annoying
Sonny.

AMY
Ah, really?

Amy retaliates by loud talking Sonny in front of whispering
patrons.

AMY
I don’t know why you’re buying this
shit! You’ll just smear it on my
crotch when you go down on me!

The whole store within earshot GASPS. Embarrassed beyond all
reason, Sonny grabs Amy and dashes for the nearest exit.

Amy is satisfied, dragging behind her.

EXT. CHESS'’ MOM'’'S HOUSE - DAY

The boys roll up and park in front of the neighborhood’s
biggest EYESORE, one of the nastiest houses ever created.

Dishes are done when Chess and his buds throw them up against
the wall. Henry has a near miss getting out the car as one
whizzes past his head.

HENRY
Oh sh!

Kip starts to pretend to cry catching a real tender moment
for Henry.

CHESS
Dude what’s wit you?

KTP
Henry almost said his first curse
word.

CHESS

Oh! Major! Remind me to break out
a brew for the 1il’ guy later.

HENRY
I'm not fuckin little!
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CHESS’ STONER FRIEND WITH NO NAME
I'd say borderline dwarf.
Dwarfdom!

Chess’ Stoner Friend With No Name cheers on and gets a group
chant amongst the local freeloading smokers.

HENRY
Who are you people!

REALLY STONED GUY
Uh-huh, look, it talks!

The really stoned guy dances in angry mimockry of Henry,
almost in honor of his new god.

Henry gets a look at Kip laughing, Kip stops and unable to
hold it in, lets it out from both ends, flatulating.

REALLY STONED GUY
Dude, that’s gonna stain! Ew!

Really Stoned Guy is really disgusted but not enough to miss
his turn on the stem, he takes a toke.

REALLY STONED GUY
Most pleasant. Where’'d you get
this shit Chess? It’s
gangerockable!

Suddenly, the guy who hit before Really Stoned Guy passes
out, deliriously happy.

CHESS
Another satisfied customer. Com’on
guys bring all your shit in one go,
‘cause if she’s in a good mood she
won’'t mind, but if she ain’'t...

HENRY
If she ain’t?

REALLY STONED GUY
Put it this way, she might like
you. You’ll fit right in!

Really Stoned Guy thrusts his pelvis showing Henry where
he’ll fit in with Chess’ Mom.

Henry is appalled, and slightly impressed.
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HENRY
You really think so? What'’s she
look like?

Suddenly the ground shakes with each step Chess'’s Mom,
SHARYN, Black, Ghetto, Sexy, and every bit three hundred
pounds of love squeezed inside a mini with leggings.

HENRY
That’s his Mom?

Henry whispers so as not to disturb the beast of Sharyn but
it’s too late, she sees him, and it’'s love at first bite.

SHARYN
Who’s yo’ friend Chess?

CHESS
Oh Mom, this here’s Henry and Kip,
they just need a place to crash for
a minute.

SPLITSCREEN:

EXT./INT. PARKING LOT - AMY’S CAR - LATER
Amy’s intuition goes off inside Sonny’s car.

SONNY
What'’s wrong with you? You finally
got embarrassed?

AMY
No. Something’s wrong with my
Henry. Hold on.

Amy finds the nearest phone booth and calls Henry’s old house
number. The phone is disconnected.

Amy hangs up, really concerned. Sonny approaches her.

SONNY
Hey, what gives? We were in the
middle of an argument.

AMY
Something’s wrong with my Henry. A
woman can feel her man.
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SONNY
I hope we get to meet this
imaginary guy of yours he’s driving
me crazy!

AMY
I'm coming Henry, whereever you
are, I'm coming. Be brave be very
brave.

SONNY
You know you’re starting to freak
me out. I wish you could be like
other fat girls. I know a couple
who’d love to hang out with me and
all it’d cost me is a combo at
McDonald’s.

Amy glares, but doesn’t break her concentration radar to
locate Henry.

AMY
You really are an obnoxious
anorexic bitch from the dregs of
hell! TI have to focus. Leave me.

Sonny shakes her head in disgqust, getting back inside the
car. She honks the horn breaking Amy’s near sixth sense
moment.

Amy gets in the car and the girls drive away.

EXT. CHESS’ MOM'S HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

Sharyn goes in for the kill, puckering her bloated, many
chinned lips, never dropping her bucket of CHURCH’'S chicken.
Occasionally she smack