Document1

7/22/2011

“Floaters from Hell”

A Web Series by Tony Beaulieu

episode 1: “god’s tits”

Copyright (c) 2011 This screenplay
may not be used or reproduced
without the express written 
permission of the author.
int. a large posh office—day

An older looking gentleman sits behind a large desk smoking a stogie and reading a stroke magazine. Behind him is a large golden plaque with a circular logo of a teddy bear sitting upright and reading a book (mirroring the man at the desk very much), the words around the outlining circle read “PRECIOUS MEMORIES CHILDRENS PUBLICATIONS INT.” 

A name plaque at the front of the desk reads “M. MCCORMACK, CEO.” MCCORMACK grunts, lets out a puff of smoke and turns the page to a full spread of two girls eating each other out. His eyebrows rise. MR. MCCORMACK is the Rupert Murdock of Children’s publishing. 

There’s a light tap at the half-opened door. MCCORMACK snarls, “Come in”.

A small meek looking fellow named PETER pops his head through.

peter

Donna called and said you wanted to have a meeting with me?

mccormack

Right right, come in. And shut the fucking door behind you, no one does that anymore.

PETER sits down in front of MCCORMACK’S desk looking nervous. MCCORMACK lays down his porn and gets up from his chair/throne.

mccormack

Don’t worry, Peter, we’re still going through with plans to publish “Funny Bunny” this summer…

peter

Um, excuse me sir, but why aren’t you going through my agent for this? I mean, this is the first time I’ve ever even been here; your secretary called and woke me up at 6:30 this morning.

mccormack

I fired your agent.

peter

What? You can’t fire MY agent.

mccormack

Well guess who’s living in a cardboard box on 26th and Hiat? 

peter

But… but he was employed by me, not you.

mccormack

I’m Martin FUCKING McCormack, I can do whatever the fuck I want, I buy and sell pissant authors like you all the time, so I suggest you stop talking to me as if I were your jizz swallowing whore mother.

PETER is taken aback.

mccormack

Now, as I was trying to fucking say earlier, we are still planning on publishing “Funny Bunny” but there’s one minor change I need you to make in the narrative.

“uh huh?” is all PETER can muster.

mccormack

I want you to change the bunny to a frog.

peter

What?

mccormack

Listen closely, the book that you wrote is no longer “Funny Bunny” it’s “Funny Frog”, got it?

peter

But why?

MCCORMACK pulls out a large diagram from behind his desk and lays it before PETER. 

mccormack

(pointing to important parts with laser pointer)
Because resources did a market study that shows kids purchase books with alliterative titles over rhyming ones 17.8 percent of the time.

peter

(shakes head)
No.

mccormack

You don’t have a choice son…

peter

(louder)

NO Mister McCormack! 

(Stands up)
I wasn’t going to take them up on it, but Johnston Golden approached me with an offer two months ago. I’m moving to them.

mccormack

The fuck you are. Who do you think you are, huh? Precious Memories fucking owns you, and every book you write for the next twenty years, you hear me?

peter

I’m sorry, Mister McCormack, but I won’t stand for this. You’ll be hearing from my lawyer.

PETER begins walking out of the office; MCCORMACK follows him all the way out the door screaming obscenities. 

mccormack

I’LL HAVE YOUR BALLS ON A FUCKING PLATE YOU FUCKING CUNT. LET YOUR CUNT LAWYER COME UP AGAINST ME, I’VE GOT A WHOLE TEAM OF KIKES THAT ARE GOING TO SHOVE IT RIGHT UP YOUR HIPPY ASS YOU MOTHER FUCKER! YOU STUPID TWAT, YOU’LL REGRET THE DAY YOU FUCKED WITH MARTIN R. MCCORMACK AND PRECIOUS MEMORIES CHILDRENS BOOKS… YOU COCK!

PETER gives MCCORMACK the finger as the elevator door closes and MCCORMACK is left furiously panting in the hallway. His young secretary, DONNA interrupts MCCORMACK’s stare of hatred at the elevator doors.

donna

Mr. McCormack

mccormack

What

donna

The new intern is here to see you.

A young man with a bright smile is sitting in the adjacent waiting room with an eager go-gettem expression on his face.

mccormack

Wonderful, send the little bastard in…

insert title sequence.

int. office—day

MCCORMACK now sits across from the new intern, RYAN.

MCCORMACK

Tell me, mister… umm

RYAN

Ryan.

mccormack

Ryan! Yes, thank you. Tell me, did you go to college?

ryan

Yes sir, I did.

mccormack

That’s a fucking shame. I never did. My father always told me I could take over the company as soon as I graduated high school…

RYAN nods in acknowledgment.

mccormack

And when that didn’t happen, I think he just got fed up and gave it to me anyway.

ryan

Oh haha, very good.

mccormack

No, it’s not. Do you realize my father used to be the publisher of the world’s most profitable smut magazine?

ryan

Slutbang, yes I’m aware of your family’s publishing history, who isn’t? heh

mccormack

Stop being a bitch, Ryan.

ryan

Yes sir.

mccormack

Anyway, as I was saying; My father used to be the owner and publisher of Slutbang, and it was all going to be mine. But then the old bastard sold everything; the magazine, the mansion, the night clubs, the sex slaves…

RYAN continues to nod stupidly.

mccormack

And he bought this (speard arms up in air), the world’s largest children’s book publisher. Said it was a higher calling. Stupid old bastard, sometimes I’m glad he died in pain.

ryan

Yeah what a dick, sir

mccormack

Shut up. And now I’m stuck with this. His will stated that I had to keep this shit stain running. Kooky old faggot… Is your dream to publish children’s books, Ryan?

ryan

Well I wanted to work my way up to publishing fiction.

mccormack

Exactly, no one wants to publish kids books. Kids don’t even read books anymore; their grandmas give them books as unwanted gifts on Christmas and Easter. They’d rather melt their brain on cartoons these days, hell I bet more children read Slutbang than the baby shit we publish here. I know I did.

ryan

Yeah kids these days.

mccormack

The only way to sell childrens books in this day and age is to have some sort of gimmick involved, which brings me around to your first assignment…

Ryan

(perks up)

Yes?

mccormack

Kids books written by popular fiction authors are selling like wild these days. I want you to get me a book by Tom Clancy…

ryan

Um, what? The military fiction author?

mccormack

No, the one who lives up your ass… yes of course THAT Tom Clancy

ryan

But how?

mccormack

For fuck sake stop being such a twat. Get permission to use his name, we’ll slap it on an already written book that we’ve got coming down the pipeline and voila, instant money. Got it?

Ryan

I got it, Mister McCormack

mccormack

I’m sure you won’t have a problem getting his name, that whore puts his fucking name on everything these days. Now be gone.

MCCORMACK shoos him away. As RYAN is about to exit MCCORMACK stops him for one last question.

mccormack

Hey wait a minute, Ryan…
RYAN turns around in the doorway

RYAN

Yes?

mccormack

You wouldn’t happen to have a friend in the Sicilian mafia would you?

ryan

Hmm, no I’m afraid not, sir.

mccormack

Alright, that’ll be all then.

RYAN walks out.

MCCORMACK

(to self)

Looks like we’ll have to do it the old fashioned way

He presses the page button on his desk.

mccormack

Donna?

donna

Yes Mr. McCormack?

mccormack

Cancel all my meeting for today, I’m taking a day trip down to the red light district.

donna

I’m on it sir.
Cut to:

int. ryan’s cublicle – a few hours later.

RYAN is speaking with someone on the phone.

ryan

(over phone)

Yes? Yes? So it’s a no then?

We hear a voice shout on the other end, “GO FUCK YOURSELF!”

ryan

Alright then, you have a nice day sir.

He hangs up the phone in anguish. DONNA enters from the left.

donna

How’s your first taste of the magical world of publishing?

ryan

Not good, I can’t get past Tom Clancy’s fucking agent and if I don’t get this project I’m done for.

Donna

What’s his problem?

ryan

He said it’s going to cost two mil for the rights to Tom Clancy’s name, plus 40 percent of the revenue.
donna

Here, let me handle it.

RYan

He won’t budge…
She picks up his phone. 

donna

What’s the number?

RYAN holds up a post-it with the number scribbled on it. She takes it and dials. 

donna

Yes, hello, this is Donna from Precious Memories Children’s Publishing… oh yes it’s us again. Listen, here’s what’s going to happen, we’re only going to pay one million for the name, you’ll only get 20 percent of the revenue and I’ll meet you at the round end of Soho and suck your dick… Now we’re talking, you can get the whole shebang for half a mil and 15 percent… alright great. See you at noon again, Charlie.

She hangs up and looks at RYAN.

donna

THAT’S how you get a fucking children’s book published…

Cut to:

int. musty bar—that afternoon.

MCCORMACK sits at a table with two tough guys.

mccormack

Fucking bastard’s name is Peter Longman. S’posed to have a kids book coming out this summer from Precious Memories, my company. Well this morning the bastard comes in and tells me he’s taking the book to those rat fuckers at Johnston Golden…

tough guy 1

Didn’t they publish “A Hat Fit for a Unicorn”? My little girl loves that one.
mccormack

Right… So anyway, here’s the pricks address.

He slides a piece of paper across the table to the two men. One picks it up.

tough guy 2

So what do you want us to do to this guy??

mccormack

Well…

Cut to:

int. peter’s apartment –day

Peter is lying on his couch, eating Doritos and watching reality television.
The two men in ski masks burst into PETER’s apartment and grab him off the couch violently before he even knows what’s going on. 

Tough guy 1

Come ‘ere mother fucker.

He screams and cries as the two men hustle him into the kitchen. TOUGH GUY 2 brushes everything off the kitchen table as TOUGH GUY 1 restrains PETER and even roughs him up a little bit. 

peter

Who are you, what is it you want??
tough guy 1

Shut the fuck up!
He blackens PETER’S eye and the two men grab PETER by the arms and slam him down on the empty table. 

peter

HELP! SOMEBODY HELP ME! SOMEONE PLE….

TOUGH GUY 1 duct tapes his mouth shut and restrains him as TOUGH GUY 2 tapes his arms and legs to the legs of the table.

They smack him around a little bit more and bloody his nose, then TOUGH GUY 1 pulls down PETER’s pants and TOUGH GUY 2 grabs a plate from PETER’S open dish washer.

TOUGHT GUY 1 pulls out a box cutter.

tough guy 1

Our mutual friend McCormack wanted to send you a little message just to say…

(Slits the razor blade open)

“Who’s the funny bunny now, mother fucker?”

With tears streaming down his face, PETER screams through the tape hard enough to rip his vocal chords to shreds.

Tough guy 2

Hehe, yeah, he wanted us to leave you with a “precious memory” you’ll never forget.

TOUGH guy one begins cutting around PETER’s genitalia.

Cut to:

exe. apartment—night

A slow shot mvoing away from PETER’s apartment, all we hear are his bloody cries of agony. 

Fade out

Cue card: “3 months later.”

Fade into:

int. bookstore—day

A mother and daughter are perusing the children’s section.

MOTHER

Now you can only choose one, Loretta.
A book catches the little girl’s eye and she runs over to it and snatches it off the shelf. Excited she holds it up to her mom.

girl

MOMMY! MOMMY! I want this one!

The mom holds the book with a goofy illustration of a frog on the cover. She reads the title aloud.

mother

“The Funny Frog” by Tom Clancy, hmm, interesting choice, sister. Are you sure it’s the one you want?

The girl nods excitedly.

mother

Alright, go take it to the counter and we can read it tonight!

girl

Oh yay! Oh Yay!

The girl skips off in delight with the book.

mother

Kid’s these days…

Cut to:

int. MCCORMACK’s office—day 

MCCORMACK sits with is feet up on his desk and a stogie hanging out of his mouth. RYAN again is across from him.

mccormack

Sales for the first week are through the goddamn roof. I gotta say, Ryan, you keep this up and together you and I will go far in this business.

ryan

It’s been a great few months, sir. But I don’t know, maybe this isn’t the place for me.

mccormack

Ryan…

ryan

Yes sir?

mccormack

You know I have the balls of the last guy who left this company without my permission. Catch my drift?

ryan

Um, yes sure.

mccormack

I got them in my mini-fridge if you want to see, do you?

MCCORMACK nods over to the mini fridge sitting in the corner.

ryan

No sir.

mccormack

Good. Now what was I talking about? Oh yeah, you’re going to be with us a long time, kid…
The end. 
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