EXT. SOUTHBOUND FDR DRIVE/ MOVING ---DAY



Amid the ample traffic on the FDR DRIVE is a black limousine which is quickly being followed by a red 4x4. The traffic is slowing down in the mid-afternoon, but the limousine is quickly changing lanes, stopping very shortly as it is being being followed by the red 4x4. The limousine and the 4x4 are nearly causing several accidents as they quickly change lanes in the heavy Manhattan traffic.



INT./ EXT. LIMOUSINE/ MOVING --DAY



Sitting in the back seat of the limo is executive MICHAEL WARREN. A mid-fortyish, Hollywood jet-setter is nervous as the limo is taking very quick turns. Seating comfortably at the helm of the limo is Warren’s driver/personal bodyguard, BRUCE. Bruce is in his early thirties, slim, with a feminine tone to his voice like Mike Tyson. Bruce seems to have a grasp of the situation.



INT. SOUTHBOUND FDR DRIVE/ MOVING --DAY 



The limousine is in the center lane, still being followed by the red 4x4. The limo takes a quick turn to the left lane, nearly crashing in front of a station wagon. The driver of the station wagon quickly slams on the brakes. The red 4x4 quickly turns in front of the braking station wagon. The station wagon’s quick braking sets off a chain reaction of cars crashing in back of each other including a import car slamming into the station wagon.



INT./ EXT.  LIMOUSINE/ MOVING  --DAY



Michael quickly turns his head to stare through the back window at the red 4x4 and the pileup behind it. Michael quickly turns around after giving a glance.



MICHAEL

Bruce, are we being followed?



BRUCE

I believe so, Mr. Warren.



MICHAEL

For my own personal safety, I need the best lawyer money can buy and I need one now!



CUT TO:



INT. PULSE’S OFFICE



Sitting down behind a desk in his law office is GREGG “PULSE” PULSIPHER, a late twentyish, attractive attorney. Pulse’s law office is a complete mess, garbage on the floor and law books out of place.



Sitting across from Pulse and the desk is JOE, a dirty vagrant in his early fifties. Joe’s face is lined with dirt and his clothes look like he actually urinated on them. Pulse doesn’t seem to enjoying interviewing his stench-laden client.



PULSE

Fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck.... Joe, these charges are severe.



JOE

Mr. Pulsipher, I told you that I didn’t do it.



PULSE

Firstly, call me Pulse. Secondly, a police officer from NYPD caught you in the act.



JOE

I was framed, Pulse... I was framed.  I never did anything like dis.



PULSE

Framed? With one of those nice black frames or one of those gaudy wooden ones?



Joe has a puzzled look on his face.



JOE

What you say?



PULSE

You couldn’t have been framed, Joe.



JOE

How do you think dat?



PULSE

You were arrested for public urination.



JOE

But I didn’t drink nothing.



PULSE

So there’s your defense since pleading sanity won’t work... Anyway, your time is up Joe. I have to delouse this place after every time you visit.



Pulse gets up from his seat as does Joe. Joe starts walking to the door, as does Pulse.



CUT TO:



INT. PULSE’S LAW OFFICE/ RECEPTION AREA



Pulse is standing in the door frame of his office as Joe is walking to the exit door of the main office/reception area. seated adjacent to Pulse at the door frame and seated behind her desk is Pulse’s legal secretary, JANET RUSSELL.



Janet is in her mid-twenties, raven haired, and extremely attractive. Unlike most secretaries, Janet is clad in casual attire which includes a blouse and blue jeans.



Pulse is waving his hand good-bye as Joe is about to leave the office. Joe opens the main office door and is about to leave.



PULSE

Remember, Joe... Pay me in cash not in cases of Thunderbolt, Nightrain, or Wild Irish Rose. I’m trying to quit.



JOE

Yah.



Joe walks through the front door and closes it SHUT.



PULSE

It’s sad Janet, it’s really sad.



Pulse walks over to Janet’s desk and stands right in front of her.



JANET

About Joe’s predicament?



PULSE

No, it’s sad that Joe is my only client.



 JANET

(sarcastically)

It’s so nice that you think of others.



PULSE

I know.  Me and Mother Theresa, without the mother part except when I’m called a mother fucker by my enemies and my mother. Besides my family life and my entire existence, what else is pathetic around here?



JANET

You’ll be glad to know that you have an appointment with a potential client tomorrow at three. The person making the appointment didn’t leave a name, but it sounded promising.



PULSE

Potential clients with no names? A horse with no name, same shit. What did I do to deserve this?



JANET

You finished last in your law school’s graduating class.



PULSE

It’s not my fault...

(smiling)

I was going out with someone who shall remain nameless to protect the guilty.



JANET

At least you have a degree.



PULSE

I never asked you to drop out.



JANET

Someone had to support us.



PULSE

I offered to sell my blood and the sweat off my back... but you have to  admit that they were great times.



JANET

They sure were, what ever happened to those good times?



PULSE

You cheated on me with my brother in law.



JANET

Which reminds me that Drew scheduled to have lunch with you.



PULSE 

What does he want?



JANET

He’s returning your golf clubs.



PULSE

What did you ever see in him? It certainly couldn’t have been his personal hygiene, he hasn’t taken a shower since the Reagan administration.



JANET

He’s rugged, tough, macho...



PULSE

And a former NYPD officer thrown off the force for having sex with a minor, my hero....



Pulse walks off in a huff, slowly retiring to his office.



CUT TO: 



INT. A KOSHER DELI



Pulse is seated at a table in a Kosher Deli with his former brother-in-law, DREW CLAYTON. 



Drew has the typical look of the X generation. Drew wears his hair long, look unkempt, and always wears his shirt unbuttoned over a T-shirt. The deli is full with PATRONS, many of them who appear to be Orthodox Jews. 



On the side of where Drew is sitting is a golf club bag which he is grabbing on to. The menus are decked out on their table.



DREW

Here’s your golf bag.



Drew gives Pulse the golf club bag full of Pulse’s golf clubs. Pulse grabs the bag. Upon noticing the bag, Pulse grabs a golf club. The golf club is almost completely bent.



PULSE

What the hell?



Pulse gets up from his seat and starts combing through the entire bag. Pulse grabs a number of golf clubs, all of those are bent as well.



PULSE

All of the golf clubs are bent... What the fuck did you do with my golf clubs? Use them for a gynecological examination?



Pulse puts the golf clubs back into the bag and sits down in his seat.



DREW

I had trouble with my swing.



PULSE

I see.



A MALE WAITER walks up to the table with an order check in hand. The male waiter is an Orthodox Jew, wearing a yarmulke and a full beard.



MALE WAITER

Are you ready to order?



PULSE

I’ll have a tuna sandwich on club with raw onions and a black cherry soda.



Pulse hands his menu back to the Male Waiter. The Male Waiter looks at Drew, waiting for his impending order.



MALE WAITER

Sir, can I get you anything?



DREW

I’ll have a ham sandwich on rye...



The male waiter and Pulse are shocked by Drew’s order.



PULSE 

Are you stupid or something?



Drew hands his menu back to the Male Waiter.



DREW

Maybe, why?



PULSE

You can’t order a ham sandwich at a Kosher Delicatessen!



Drew is dumbfounded.



DREW

Why?



PULSE

It isn’t kosher.



Drew turns and looks at the Male Waiter apologetically.



DREW

I’m sorry. I didn’t know ham isn’t kosher.



MALE WAITER

It’s OK.



DREW

Change my order to a BLT.



Pulse looks disgusted again as the Male Waiter seems to have had enough. 



MALE WAITER

I’ll be back when you’re ready, Baruch Hashem.



The Male Waiter walks away from the confused table .



DREW

What did I say?



PULSE

If your brain was a penis, you wouldn’t be able to get an erection.



DREW

That isn’t true, I’d play with my brain.



PULSE

You have all the answers, I’ll just try to change the questions.



Drew looks dumbfounded once again.



CUT TO:



EXT. FIFTH AVENUE --DAY



Pulse and Drew are conversing while walking down Fifth Avenue in Mid-Town Manhattan among the throngs of PEDESTRIANS. Pulse and Drew are walking past St. Patrick’s Cathedral. Pulse and Drew are walking behind a PRIEST.



DREW

Have you talked to your sister?



PULSE

Fuck no...



The Priest turns around his head and looks straight at Pulse. Pulse notices the Priest’s wandering eye.



PULSE

Sorry... Hail Mary, Hail Caesar.



The Priest quickly turns his head away in disgust and continues walking.



DREW

Why not?



PULSE

She blames me for you, I wonder why?



DREW

You set us up for a blind date, pushed me to propose, stuff like that...



PULSE

It was a rhetorical question, you didn’t have to rhetorically answer!



DREW

Wonder if she’ll ever take me back, I thought I was the perfect husband.



Drew and Pulse cross the street, headed for Sak’s Fifth Avenue.



PULSE

You always cheated on her... You even committed adultery during your wedding reception.



DREW

Nobody is perfect.



PULSE

You can say that.



DREW

I just did.



Drew and Pulse head for the front entrance of Sak’s Fifth Avenue.



CUT TO:



EXT. A CITY STREET/ PULSE’S OFFICE --NIGHT



Pulse is about to leave his palatial imitation offices in a dungy part of lower Manhattan. Pulse is about to shut the front door of his offices.



JANET (OS)

(shouting)

Don’t forget your appointment tomorrow!



PULSE

(shouting)

I won’t!



Pulse shuts the door to his office and walks over to his car, which is parked right outside of his offices by a parking meter. 



The car is a late 70’s Cadillac Coupe De Ville. Pulse’s car is ticketed and booted with a few parking tickets under the wipers. Laying on top of the car’s hood is a MALE VAGRANT who is using the hood as a bed. Pulse walks over to the front of the car.



PULSE

A bum on my hood, the story of my life! 



CUT TO:



INT. PULSE’S OFFICE



Pulse is sitting on his desk with his feet laid on top of it as he is reading a very tawdry pornographic magazine entitled BEAVER ILLUSTRATED.  There is a Swiss Army knife laying on the desk imprinted with the name, Pulse. The door to the office is shut as we hear it being KNOCKED on. Pulse is deeply immersed in his magazine as he doesn’t hear the knock.



JANET (OS)

(Shouting)

Pulse!



Pulse is startled by Janet’s voice.



PULSE

Yes, Mom... I mean Janet!



Pulse quickly gets his feet off his desk. Pulse then quickly opens a desk drawer and throws in the magazine.



JANET (OS)

Your three o’clock appointment is here.



PULSE

Let him, her, or it in.



The door opens, Michael and Bruce walk right in. Pulse gets up from his chair and walks over to greet them. Bruce is standing behind Michael as he is carrying a large file folder.



MICHAEL

I’m...



Pulse shakes Michael Warren’s hand.



PULSE

Michael Warren, Chief Executive Officer of Trans World Pictures, not to mention movie director of the acclaimed Planet Wars series.



MICHAEL

How did you know?



PULSE

I could tell you, but I would have to kill you afterwards.



Pulse smiles, Michael and Bruce do not. Pulse quickly wipes away his smile as he notices Michael’s serious look.



MICHAEL

You must be Gregg Pulsipher.



PULSE

I don’t have to be anybody that I don’t want to be, but I am him. But call me Pulse.



MICHAEL

OK, Pulse... Meet my bodyguard and chauffeur, Bruce.



Pulse shakes Bruce’s hand.



PULSE

Nice to meet you.



BRUCE

Nice to meet you.



PULSE

Why don’t you two have a seat, so we can discuss what you came to discuss, whatever you want to discuss about...



Pulse walks over to his desk. Michael and Bruce sit in the chairs by Pulse’s desk as he sits on his chair.



PULSE

So what is a high-toting Hollywood executive doing in a place like this?



Bruce taps his shoulder.



MICHAEL

I need some help.



PULSE

I don’t give help. Mr. Warren... I’m an attorney, a blood sucker. I charge for help.



MICHAEL

I need some representation.



PULSE

Why me? As you can see by my dirty floor, I’m not a hot shot lawyer.



MICHAEL

That’s why I need your help. You aren’t a rainmaker, you have no clients. You are, pardon the phrase, a down on his luck attorney with no connections whatsoever.



PULSE

Thanks for the compliments.



MICHAEL

You’re welcome... You see, I don’t want my name appearing in Variety or any gossip column. I need representation in a number of problems that I’m facing.



PULSE

What’s your trouble?



MICHAEL

First off, my long time partner James McMahon and I are parting ways. McMahon is the President of the studio and he is supporting a takeover by a Japanese conglomerate because he’s been buying our stock with this inside information.



PULSE

What do you want me to do?



MICHAEL

Draft a complaint of his actions to the SEC, I’ve got all the paperwork on him. You’re familiar with the Securities Exchange Commission?



PULSE

I took securities regulation in law school, hated it.



MICHAEL

Secondly, I want to divorce my wife.



Pulse is smiling.



PULSE

Your wife?



MICHAEL

Yes, my wife Sunny Blayze. She’s been cheating on me. She’s nothing but a manipulative, gold digger... No man in their right mind would go out with her... I want you to serve her with divorce papers. I want it filed in New York since it’s the state of my residence.



PULSE

Sunny Blayze? I love her acting. She’s a nice piece of ass...



Pulse stares at Michael, who isn’t thrilled by Pulse’s comment.



PULSE

(continuing)

Asparagus. She’s a nice piece of asparagus.



MICHAEL

Thanks for the compliment, but getting back to business, I want to file a slander suit against Frank Costa, the director, for making false and malicious comments about me in some of the trade papers.



PULSE

What did he say? That you were molesting farm animals?



Pulse smiles at Michael, who once again displays a very serious attitude. Pulse wipes away his smile.



MICHAEL

No, he said that I was sabotaging his comeback film...



Michael grabs the file folder from Bruce.



MICHAEL

Take this.



Michael gets up from his seat and hands Pulse the file folder. Michael sits back down in his seat.



PULSE

What is it?



MICHAEL

My insurance policy on those who are out to get me.



Pulse gets up from his seat.



PULSE

You must have a lot of people out to get you.



MICHAEL

Hide it for safe keeping. We may have to use it soon.



PULSE

Sure, I’ll put in a good place. Maybe I’ll put it in the garbage can, no one will ever look there. Then again, I don’t think we have garbage cans here.



Michael gets up from his seat. Bruce follows suit.



MICHAEL

By the way, do you like California?



PULSE

No, but I like Broccoli!



Pulse gets up from his seat. Michael and Bruce start walking to the door. Bruce taps his shoulder again.



MICHAEL

Buy two tickets, first class to LAX, Take an associate with you and start your legal work.



PULSE

I’ll start first thing after some illegal work.



CUT TO:



INT. A LOCAL TAVERN



Pulse walks over to a booth table where Drew is laying on a seat totally drunk. A dozen beer bottles are on the table, evidence of Drew’s drunken state.



DREW

What do you want?



Pulse sits down, across from Drew.



PULSE

The meaning of life... But that’s not important right now... I want you to come to California with me.



DREW

For protection?



PULSE

No, I’d use a condom for that... I just need someone there for support... There is no danger involved, it’s just that you know how I hate those Hollywood types...



DREW

I know...



PULSE

I just need your support in my time of need. You’re the only friend I’ve got. Will you do it?



DREW

Sure, no problem.



Pulse gets up from his seat.



PULSE

Great! I’ll just go now, so you can continue your scholastic research on how many beer bottles you can drink before vomiting all over the place.



Pulse walks away from the table and heads for the tavern exit.



DREW

Fucking A.



Drew collapses and falls off the booth chair.



CUT TO:



INT. PULSE’S LAW OFFICE/ RECEPTION AREA



Pulse is by Janet’s desk, where she is sitting behind. Pulse lays Michael’s file folder on the table as he signs some papers.



PULSE

Take care of that file folder.



JANET

So, you’re going to meet Sunny Blayze?



PULSE

Yup, her and some other people.



JANET

I hear she’s having an affair left and right, maybe you can get lucky.



PULSE

Doubt it... Why would a stunning actress like that go out with a fuck up like me?



JANET

I did.



Pulse stops writing the papers and hands them back to Janet.



PULSE

There you have it.



JANET

I still love you.



Pulse walks away from Janet’s desk and starts walking to the office’s exit door.



PULSE

Were you still loving me when you were banging Drew?



Pulse turns around and LAUGHS. Janet takes a stapler from her desk and throws it at Pulse, missing him.



JANET

I hate you.



Pulse LAUGHS again as he heads to the door.



CUT TO: 



EXT. A NEW YORK CITY AREA AIRPORT --DAY



Stock footage of a commercial airline taking off the runway.



CUT TO:



INT. A COMMERCIAL AIRLINER



Pulse and Drew are seated in their first class seats enjoying ice cream sundaes, one of the amenities of their airline tickets. Drew is digging into his sundae as Pulse has finished his. The plane is full of TRAVELERS.



DREW

If this is first class, what do they call coach class?



PULSE 

They call it coach class.



DREW

Oh.



PULSE

But they should call it no class, which is where you belong.



Drew has finally finished his ice cream sundae.



DREW

Are you trying to say I have no class?



PULSE

No, I’m trying to illustrate the point that you have no class.



DREW

Oh, OK... So do you think a guy like the one who hired you has class?



PULSE

Warren? I don’t think so... I just have a funny feeling that this may be a setup.



DREW

Why?



PULSE

Because I trust no one, because almost everyone I have ever known has betrayed me.



DREW

I never betrayed you.



PULSE

You slept with the only girl I have ever loved.



DREW

Oh.



Drew looks around for a flight attendant. A FEMALE FLIGHT ATTENDANT walks by. Drew lifts his sundae glass up.



DREW

Stewardess... More sundae.



Drew lowers his sundae glass back on the tray.



PULSE

You make Judas look like a saint.



CUT TO:



EXT. A LOS ANGELES AREA AIRPORT --DAY



Stock footage of the same commercial airliner landing at a Los Angeles area airport.



CUT TO:



EXT. SUNSET STRIP --DAY



Pulse is driving a convertible with the top down and Drew is sitting in the passenger side. Pulse’s car is nearing an intersection on Sunset Strip, which is being followed by a Red 4x4.



PULSE

I always hated it here... Californians are too fucking nice.



As the car is about to near the intersection, a YOUNG MALE quickly runs across the intersection. As Pulse’s car is about to hit him, Pulse slams the brakes. The idiotic Young Male stands still as if he is a deer ready to be mowed down. Pulse’s car comes to a SCREECHING STOP, stopping inches in front of the Young Male on the empty road.



YOUNG MALE

Sorry dude...



PULSE

Dude? Do I look like a dude to you? Fuck you, I’m driving here... I’m driving here.



YOUNG MALE

Sorry again, Dude.



The Young Male starts running away from the scene to cross the strip. Pulse starts driving away.



PULSE

Californians...



CUT TO:



EXT. TRANS WORLD PICTURES STUDIO --DAY



Pulse and Drew drive past the guard box as they enter Trans World Pictures Studio. The Studio has a typical studio entrance look with a curved sign on top that reads TRANS WORLD PICTURES. A red 4x4 passes the front entrance of the studio.



CUT TO:



INT. JAMES MCMAHON’S OFFICE



The office of JAMES MCMAHON is cavernous. McMahon is a balding man in his late forties with a sinister look. McMahon’s office is sprawled with movie posters, a pool table, a jukebox and a fooz ball table.



Pulse and McMahon are conversing while engraging in a game of fooz ball, while Drew is waiting patiently on the side.



PULSE

How long were you partners with Warren, Mr. McMahon?



JAMES

Eighteen years, I produced all of his films.



Pulse is manipulating the game very well, he quickly shoots and scores. Pulse and James quit playing fooz ball, but remain standing by the table.



PULSE

I know.



JAMES

If you know, then what do you want Mr. Giuliani?



PULSE

Call me Rudy or Mayor.



JAMES

OK, Rudy.



PULSE

What’s with the rumors of a Japanese takeover of Trans World Pictures and your disassociation with Warren?



JAMES

How do you know about it?



PULSE

I hear information, I read the bathroom walls.



JAMES

So Mike Warren is against the deal and we have a disagreement about that, big deal!



PULSE

Mike Warren wants creative control of his studio, but you want to make some money.



JAMES

I don’t understand.



PULSE

Buying one million  shares of Trans World Pictures on inside information...



JAMES

You don’t have any proof.



PULSE

I do and I’m going to draft a complaint to the SEC.



JAMES

If you do, it will be the last thing you and Michael Warren will ever do.



Drew, protective  of Pulse walks up to James. Pulse is acting very nervously.



DREW

What are you trying to say, Pulse and Warren are going to break up like the Beatles?



PULSE

No, I think he means we will break up like Nirvana. Drew, let’s leave the Godfather’s office.



DREW

Mister McMahon, make some more threats, make my day.



Pulse and Drew walk away from the fooz ball table and head for the office’s front door to leave.



CUT TO:



INT. A HOLLYWOOD SOUND STAGE



Pulse and Drew are walking on a near empty Hollywood sound stage. Pulse and Drew are walking over to a PRODUCTION CREW who are working in the middle of the sound stage with camera equipment. Amid the work crew is noted director FRANK COSTA. Frank Costa is a man in his early fifties, bald and wearing a beard.



PULSE

Thanks for standing up for me back in McMahon’s office.



DREW

No problem.



Pulse and Drew walk up to Frank Costa.



PULSE

Frank Costa?



FRANK

Yeah, who wants to know?



PULSE

I do.



CUT TO:



INT. A RESTAURANT



Frank is seated across from Pulse and Drew as they are sitting on a table in a low scale restaurant. The crew is conversing while eating lunch. Pulse is eating a tuna salad sandwich, Drew is eating Bacon and Eggs, while Frank Costa is eating an avocado salad.



PULSE

I really enjoyed your film, The Parallel Line... Hard to believe that a Korean War film could win Best Picture.



FRANK

It’s hard to believe that it’s been twenty years, my career has gone downhill ever since...



PULSE

Aren’t you partly to blame?



FRANK

How so?



PULSE

Trans world Pictures lost forty million dollars on Big Horn.



Drew grabs a ketchup bottle on the table and starts pouring it on his eggs.



FRANK

Big Horn could have been a hit.



PULSE

So could Ishtar... A forty million dollar musical on Custer’s last stand did not have Jurassic Park sized hit written all over it.



FRANK

How would you know? Are you in the business?



PULSE

Believe me, I know... I also know that you’re having trouble with Michael Warren on your latest film.



FRANK

I want to turn a television classic into a film classic and Warren is screwing it up...



PULSE

Since when is My Mother The Car, a television classic?



FRANK

I believe it’s considered a classic in Korea.



PULSE

So is eating dogs. My Mother, The Car isn’t exactly Mission Impossible or The Fugitive... Hollywood changes ideas like vagrants change their underwear, they don’t! 



FRANK

Francois, My Mother The Car is going to be a smash.



DREW

I’m Francois, he’s Pierre.



FRANK

Whatever!



PULSE

Michael Warren has had it up to here with your comments about him... He’s considering a slander suit against you and possibly cutting the cord on your film.



FRANK

He can’t, I’ll be ruined. Over the last dozen years, I’ve made him over thirteen million dollars.



PULSE

He may.



FRANK

Not if I have anything to do with it.



DREW

Is that a threat?



FRANK

No, just a vow.



DREW

Oh!



Frank is puzzled by Drew’s stupidity.



PULSE

Don’t worry about Francois, he’s brain damaged.... He ate too many croissants as a kid.



CUT TO:



EXT. VENTURA FREEWAY --DAY



As expected, it’s wall to wall traffic as Pulse is behind the wheel of the convertible with Drew in the passenger side. The red 4x4 is a few car lengths behind them.



PULSE

When I go to Sunny Blayze’s place, you’re going to split.



DREW

Why? Thinking about getting lucky?



PULSE

No, I want you to collect all the information you can on McMahon and Costa...



DREW

Come on...



PULSE

Hopefully, I’ll be able to.



CUT TO:



EXT. SUNNY BLAYZE”S MANSION --DAY



Pulse rings the BELL of a beautiful Bel-Air mansion. The door opens. Opening the door is SUNNY BLAYZE, star of the big screen. Sunny is a blond bombshell with silky skin, watering lips, and a curvy figure. Sunny is wearing a bikini, which advertises some of her key physical characteristics. Sunny is carrying two ceramic pitchers.



PULSE

Say, nice jugs...



SUNNY

They’re Mikasa.



PULSE

I know this is your house.



SUNNY

You’re Mr. Pulsipher, and I understand you have some papers for me.



PULSE

I do, but call me Pulse, and boy would I like to check yours.



CUT TO:



INT. SUNNY BLAYZE’S LIVING ROOM



Sunny and Pulse are sitting across from each other on Sunny’s very fancy sofas. Sunny is reading the papers that Pulse gave her.



SUNNY

A divorce? I don’t believe it!



PULSE

That’s what happens to many marriages, that’s why there are divorce lawyers which I guess I am.



SUNNY

He’s not getting a divorce so quickly... That bastard is going to have one tough battle because I’m going to contest it.



PULSE

Why?



SUNNY

I don't want to go back to acting.



PULSE

Acting isn’t such a bad profession.



SUNNY

How would you know?



PULSE

Believe me, I know.



SUNNY

I may be blond, but I’m not dumb... If he gets a divorce, I get nothing, and I lose this house.



PULSE

Why’s that?



PULSE

I signed a prenup.



PULSE

Are you sure you’re not dumb?



Pulse smiles, but Sunny’s serious look quickly wipes it away.



CUT TO:



EXT. A LOS ANGELES AREA AIRPORT --DAY�

Stock footage of a commercial airliner taking off.



CUT TO:



EXT. A LOS ANGELES SKYSCRAPER



WAYNE and DWAYNE are holding MARK TSUNIS over the ledge of the roof on a Los Angeles skyscraper. 



Dwayne and Wayne are both burly men with beards, the only difference is that Dwayne is black. Mark Tsunis is a gawkish looking fellow in his late twenties.



MARK

Noooo!



Wayne and Dwayne drop Mark over the ledge. Mark hurdles to his impending death after being thrown off the roof by the two hitmen. Dwayne and Wayne walk to the exit as their mission has been accomplished.



CUT TO:

INT. MICHAEL WARREN’S OFFICE



Michael Warren is at his desk in his very elegant and sophisticated office, directly across from Pulse. Bruce is standing by the office door, standing straight with his arms folded.



MICHAEL

You’ll be interested to know my assistant and point man on the Costa film, Mark Tsunis jumped off a building...



PULSE

A coincidence... Interesting.



MICHAEL

So what did you learn in California?



PULSE

It’s capital is Sacramento, it’s the most populated state.



MICHAEL

I mean about your work.



PULSE

There are a lot of people out to get you, I’d watch my back if I were you.



Michael points to Bruce.



MICHAEL

That’s why I have Bruce.



PULSE

And JFK thought he was safe with the top down in Dallas.



CUT TO:



INT. PULSE’S LAW OFFICES/ RECEPTIOM AREA



Pulse is standing by Janet’s desk as Drew is sitting down in a chair.



JANET

Mister Warren called, he wants you to come by his office at nine.



PULSE

Cool.



Pulse pulls out his Swiss Army Knife out of his pocket.



C/U of the Knife. The knife is inscribed with his name, PULSE.



JANET

So what did you guys learn in California?



Drew gets up from his seat. 



DREW

That none of those West Coast chicks have anything on you.



Pulse turns around and looks at Drew.



PULSE

Shut up! Sit down! She’s still sort of mine.



JANET

Nice to know that I’ve been upgraded from patio furniture to personal property.



Drew quietly sits down. Pulse folds out his Swiss Army knife and starts clipping away his finger nails. Janet is dismayed.



JANET

Do you have to do that here?



PULSE

And get the nails on my office carpet?



Pulse continues clipping away.



CUT TO:



EXT. PARK AVENUE/ OFFICES OF TRANS WORLD PICTURES --NIGHT



A CAMOUFLAGED FIGURE, a person totally clad in black including a black ski mask starts walking to the front entrance of the New York offices of Trans World Pictures. The Camouflaged Figure looks around the desolate streets in front of the office building to see if there are any potential eyewitnesses. Sensing no one, the Camouflaged Figure walks in to the building’s front entrance.



CUT TO:



INT. MICHAEL WARREN”S OFFICE



Michael is sitting at his desk. The entire office area is dark, except for his office. The door to his office slowly opens.



MICHAEL

Pulse, is that you?



Michael gets up from his seat and walks to the door. As he is ten feet away from the door, the Camouflaged Figure opens the door and walks right in.



MICHAEL

Who the hell are you?



The Camouflaged Figure pulls a small knife out of his pocket, a Swiss Army Knife.



MICHAEL

What do you want from me?



The Camouflaged figure thrusts upon Michael with the Swiss Army Knife in his left hand, stabbing him frequently.



MICHAEL

Awwww!



Michael valiantly struggles for his life as the Camouflaged Figure continues to stab him with the knife in his left hand. After a valiant struggle, Michael Warren collapses back first.



CUT TO:



EXT. PARK AVENUE /OFFICES OF TRANS WORLD PICTURES --NIGHT



Pulse walks in through the front door of the Trans World Pictures office complex as Drew waits outside. Drew is pacing around the front entrance of the office building, serving as Pulse’s lookout point.



CUT TO:



INT. MICHAEL WARREN’S OFFICE�

Pulse walks through the door of Michael Warren’s office. Pulse is completely shocked as he sees the Camouflaged Figure kneeling over Michael Warren with his back turned.



PULSE

What the fuck are you doing?



The Camouflaged Figure looks around and quickly spots Pulse. The Camouflaged Figure gets up from the crouched position and drops the Swiss Army Knife on the floor. Pulse crouches down in a football stance as the Camouflaged Figure bolts for the door. As the Camouflaged Figure approaches Pulse, the Figure hits him with a left handed punch to the stomach. Pulse falls down as the Camouflaged Figure bolts out of the office.



Pulse slowly recovers from the punch he received.



PULSE

Now I know how Rocky Balboa felt.



Pulse crawls over to Michael Warren’s body. Michael slowly moves as Pulse towers over him.



MICHAEL

Noodles...



PULSE

It’s Pulse!



MICHAEL

Pulse, Rosewood...



PULSE

What’s Rosewood?



MICHAEL

Remember Rosewood...



Michael finally succumbs after struggling to breathe.



PULSE

My only good client, and he has to fucking die on me.



As Pulse closes Michael’s eye lids, he hears the resonating sounds of POLICE SIRENS.



PULSE

Now the cavalry is here.



CUT TO:

INT. A POLICE INTERROGATION ROOM



Pulse and Drew are sitting across from each other at a long table in a Police Interrogation Room with the typical two way mirror. Pulse is sporting a black eye. Entering the room through the door is DETECTIVE RICK BURNS, a black man in his late forties with a mustache and short hair. Detective Burns walks over to the table with a large file folder in his right hand. As Burns reaches the table, he puts the file folder on it.



DETECTIVE BURNS

Detective Rick Burns, Homicide.



PULSE

Gregg Pulse Pulsipher, Taurus and my comrade in arms Drew Clayton, Scientologist.



DREW

Hi there.



DETECTIVE BURNS

You guys think you’re funny.



PULSE

No, we think that we’re mildly amusing.



DETECTIVE BURNS

Bumping off a major Hollywood executive by stabbing him fourteen times isn’t amusing.



PULSE

To many unemployed actors and screenwriters, it would be.



DREW

Who was the Hollywood Executive that was murdered?



PULSE

Walt Disney...



Drew ponders Pulse’s comment and nods in agreement. Detective Burns is amazed by Drew’s stupidity.



DETECTIVE BURNS

So Mr. Pulsipher, why did you kill Michael Warren?



PULSE

I don’t go around killing clients, it’s bad for business...



DETECTIVE BURNS

We found a Swiss Army Knife by Mr. Warren’s body, it was the murder weapon--



PULSE

So what? There are a lot of Swiss Army Knives out there.



DETECTIVE BURNS

Inscribed with the name Pulse?



PULSE

There must be at least two or three out there in the world, but it doesn’t matter since you won’t find my finger prints on the murder weapon.



DETECTIVE BURNS

Why is that?



PULSE

Because I never touched it.



DETECTIVE BURNS 

Don’t be so sure, forensics is working on it... Some other people will too, since Trans World Pictures put a fifty thousand dollar reward to find Michael Warren’s killer.



PULSE

Fifty thousand dollars, that’s a lot of money to smoke.



INT. PULSE’S LAW OFFICES/ RECEPTION AREA



The office is pitch dark. The knob on the front door is moving as someone on the outside is trying to get in. The door slowly opens up, walking in through the office uninvited is the Camouflaged figure with a duffel bag that reads ROSEWOOD COUNTRY CLUB.



INT. A POLICE INTERROGATION ROOM



The cast of characters are still in their same positions.



PULSE

The only question that I have for you is why I would I kill my only client that doesn’t smell like he urinated all over himself?



DETECTIVE BURNS

That’s what I was trying to figure out...



PULSE

No wonder I was smelling shit burning.



Detective Burns opens up the file folder and pulls out a glossy 8x10 publicity photo of a child actor with a 1970’s style.



DETECTIVE BURNS

Another child actor gone bad...



Detective Burns lays the photo in front of Pulse.



DETECTIVE BURNS

Gregg Pulsipher..



PULSE

So I was a child actor, it doesn’t make me an automatic member of America’s Most Wanted, except if I was a cast member of Different Strokes...



DETECTIVE BURNS

I read your bio and all the clippings in the Hollywood trade papers.



PULSE

Did you catch my centerfold in Playgirl?



DETECTIVE BURNS

No, but I read that you signed to star in Planet wars, but you were canned at the last minute by you know who...



DREW

Who?



Detective Burns is still amazed by Drew’s stupidity.



DETECTIVE BURNS

Michael Warren.



INT. PULSE’S LAW OFFICES/ RECEPTION AREA



The office is still darkened as the Camouflages Figure removes Michael Warren’s file folder, which is located on top of Janet’s desk.



INT. A POLICE INTERROGATION ROOM



The interrogation continues.



DETECTIVE BURNS

For the final time, why did you kill Michael Warren?



PULSE

If I wanted to kill Mr. Warren, I would have had to wait in line... By the way, explain my black eye.



Pulse points to his shiner.



DETECTIVE BURNS

You got into a fight a couple of days ago. So what?



PULSE

It’s a fresh bruise, that Camouflaged Figure did it.



DETECTIVE BURNS

I have a feeling that this Camouflaged Figure is in the same company as Santa Claus and the Easter Bunny.



DREW

That’s a lie... The Camouflaged Guy didn’t bear gifts.



DETECTIVE BURNS

I’ve had enough of this charade... Office Walter and Rodriguez, come in.



The door to the interrogation room opens. Walking in are OFFICER WALTERS and OFFICER RODRIGUEZ. Office Walters is white, while Officer Rodriguez is a Latino. Detective Burns points to Pulse and Drew.



DETECTIVE BURNS

Take this former child actor turned pathetic attorney, and this dirty former member of New York’s Finest for lockup.



Officer Walters walks over to Drew and Officer Rodriguez walks over to Pulse. Pulse gets up from his seat.



PULSE

He’s not dirty, he took a shower last week.



DETECTIVE BURNS

He’s dirty for his statutory rape arrest.



DREW

I thought she was twenty one...



PULSE

She was wearing a training bra...



DREW

Oh yeah, right... But she looked older, I swear.



DETECTIVE BURNS

Get them out of here.



Drew finally gets up from his seat as the officers start escorting Drew and Pulse to the Interrogation Room door.



CUT TO:



INT. A JAIL CELL



Drew and Pulse are alone in a Jail Cell. Drew is laying on the top bunk as Pulse is standing by the bar.



PULSE

(singing)

We shall overcome... We shall overcome.



DREW

(interrupting)

When can we get out of this rat hole?



PULSE

When Janet can raise the cash for bail.



DREW

So why did you quit acting to become a lawyer?



PULSE

I lost out on the role of Nicholas on Eight Is Enough and I thought there would be a no more nobler occupation to pursue than that of a lawyer.

CUT TO:



EXT. A POLICE PRECINCT HEADQUARTERS --NIGHT



 Janet, Pulse, and Drew are walking down the front stairs of a Police Precinct Headquarters.



PULSE

Thanks for bailing us out...



JANET

I’d do anything for you...



Janet, Pulse, and Drew are walking down the street.



PULSE

Yeah, right...



JANET

My mother put her house up to get the bail secured...



PULSE

Thank your mom for me...



JANET

She still hates your guts.



PULSE

Just like the rest of the planet.



Janet, Drew, and Pulse stop by Janet’s car, a green mid-size American car.



CUT TO:



EXT. PULSE’S LAW OFFICE --NIGHT



Janet parks her car in an empty parking spot, directly across the street from the building containing Pulse’s law office. 



Drew opens the door to the front passenger side and gets out while Pulse does the same from the rear side. Janet gets out of the driver’s side, and walks over to meet up with Drew and Pulse on the sidewalk.



CUT TO:



INT. A PHONE BOOTH --NIGHT



The Camouflaged Figure is standing in a nearby phone booth. The figure is holding a remote control device.

CUT TO:



EXT. PULSE’S LAW OFFICES --NIGHT



Pulse, Drew, and Janet are still standing on the sidewalk across the street from Pulse’s law offices. 



PULSE

Let’s go, that file folder Warren left may yield some clues to who murdered him and what the fuck Rosewood may mean.



Pulse, Drew, and Janet start walking to the curb as they are about to across the street.



CUT TO:



INT. A PHONE BOOTH --NIGHT



The Camouflaged Figure presses the button on the remote control device.



CUT TO:



EXT. PULSE’S LAW OFFICES --NIGHT



The building that houses Pulse’s offices, EXPLODES.



The explosion’s impact throws Drew, Pulse, and Janet back on the sidewalk, landing them on the ground. 



The explosion also simultaneously causes the windshield of Janet’s car and other windows in the area to SHATTER. 



The impact decks Pulse, Drew, and Janet to the ground. As the flames to the explosion are festering on the building, Pulse slowly comprehends the situation.



PULSE

Did I leave the stove on?



CUT TO:



EXT. PULSE’S LAW OFFICES --NIGHT



The entire block is cordoned off due to Fire and Police Department activity. A single engine of FIREMEN are slowly extinguishing the blaze. 



Behind the fire engine is a couple of police cars whose SIRENS are still flashing, 



A number of POLICE OFFICERS are stationed at the intersection holding off a group of BYSTANDERS.



 A couple of ambulances are stationed at the intersection as a pre-caution.



Amid the police activity, Drew, Janet, and Pulse are conferring with Detective Burns.



PULSE

Before you ask, no I didn’t blow up my offices, it’s bad for business.



DETECTIVE BURNS

I believe you.



PULSE

What?



DETECTIVE BURNS

I know that you didn’t blow up your building or kill Michael Warren...



PULSE

How’s that?



DETECTIVE BURNS

I still wanted you to be charged with Warren’s murder, but the D.A. overruled me. The forensic and coroner reports came in... Finger prints off the knife were wiped clean.  Your alibi checked out. The Coroner’s report states that Warren’s killer was left handed...  You’re right handed, aren’t you?



PULSE

It’s the one I use to pleasure myself with...



Janet, Drew, and Detective Burns look queasy after the last comment.



DETECTIVE BURNS

You’re going to need Police Protection.



PULSE

Fuck it, I need to find Michael Warren’s killer.



DREW

What?



DETECTIVE BURNS

No you’re not, let the NYPD take care of it.



PULSE

I don’t want people to think it’s OK to bump off my clients or blow up my offices, it’s bad for business... Secondly, that fifty thousand dollar reward that Trans World Pictures put up sounds good. Thirdly, I want to know the meaning of Rosewood.



DETECTIVE BURNS

You don’t know what you’re getting yourself into... You’re going to be in a dangerous situation.



PULSE

I’ve been through this road before, I voted for Clinton.



CUT TO:



INT. DREW’S BEDROOM/  CLOSET



Drew is searching through his closet on his hands and knees, as Pulse is standing on the outside of the closet in Drew’s bedroom. Drew’s bedroom is immaculate, which is a far cry from Pulse’s disaster site that he claims as a bedroom.



PULSE

Now, I’m going to have to have my apartment serve as my law offices... I can’t wait to get my hands on the fuckers who blew up my offices with Warren’s file folder in it. I also need to find out what the fuck Rosewood is...



DREW

I found it.



Drew crawls out of the closet and hands Pulse a nine millimeter pistol. Pulse grabs the gun, and is truly nervous by its sight.



PULSE

What do I do with this?



DREW

Point and shoot...



PULSE

Do I really need this?



DREW

If you’re going after those assholes who killed Michael Warren and torched your offices, you can’t catch them holding a carrot.



PULSE

So if I got this gun, what are you going to use?



Drew crawls back into the closet and then quickly crawls back out of his closet carrying a bazooka.



DREW

Don’t worry, I have enough ammo...



PULSE

I never knew you were organizing a New York Militia or a new branch of the Branch Davidians.



Drew has a smile on his face as if he is a kid in a toy store.



CUT TO:



INT. PULSE’S BEDROOM/ PULSE’S LIVING ROOM

 



Pulse appears to be sleeping on the bed in his messy bedroom as his eyes are closed. The door bell RINGS. Pulse quickly jumps out of bed with his gun in hand. Pulse runs into the living room and starts making some acrobatic leaps in back of the couch as he approaches the front door. Pulse walks over to the right side of the door. The doorbell RINGS again. After a couple of moments, Pulse quickly opens the front door as he points the gun quickly at the person at the door.



Standing at the door is Sunny Blayze, clad in nothing else but a negligee. Sunny is shocked as Pulse is still pointing a gun at her. Pulse is shocked by Sunny’s appearance, he quickly pulls away the gun.



SUNNY

Why are you carrying a gun?



PULSE

It’s the best form of protection against mosquitoes. Anyway, what are you doing here? Shouldn’t you be mourning, evening, or something?



SUNNY

Take me Pulse, please...



 PULSE

Where? I live in a crappy section of Manhattan, I don’t travel anywhere without an Army escort.



Sunny walks into the apartment and shuts the door. Sunny grabs Pulse and plants an everlasting kiss on his lips. They passionately kiss for a few moments. Upon stopping their kiss, Pulse now knows what Sunny really wants.



PULSE

I can take you to my bedroom, the only escort I’ll need is a couple of Trojans.



Pulse lifts Sunny up and starts carrying her into the direction of his bedroom. Upon reaching his bedroom, Pulse carries Sunny to the bed. Pulse walks to the side of the bed with Sunny in his arms as he quickly drops her. With no moment to spare, Pulse quickly jumps right on top of her. Sunny starts ripping off Pulse’s clothes off as Pulse does the same to her.

CUT TO:



INT. PULSE’S BEDROOM/ PULSE’S LIVING ROOM



Pulse and Sunny are laying side by side in Pulse’s bedroom after a torrential night of love making.



PULSE

Does the name Rosewood mean anything to you?



Sunny ponders for a moment.



SUNNY

No, why?



PULSE

Your loving deceased husband kept on repeating that name before he died. I guess I’ll have to ask Costa or McMahon next time I’m out on the coast.



SUNNY

You won’t have to go out there, they’ll be at Michael’s funeral on Thursday.



PULSE

Great...



The door to Pulse’s apartment OPENS with no forced entry, unbeknownst to Pulse and Sunny.



PULSE

We’ll talk some more about it over breakfast, let’s go.



Pulse and Sunny get up from bed. The two lovebirds start walking to the living room, where Janet has entered. Janet places her handbag on the couch. Janet turns around and notices Pulse and Sunny nearly undressed. Pulse is shocked by Janet’s appearance 



PULSE

What are you doing here?



JANET

Because of a small explosion that I think you were aware of, I work here.



PULSE

Sunny, this is Janet Russell, my legal secretary and former wife to be.



SUNNY

Hi.



Pulse walks over to Janet.



JANET

Hi... Pulse, I never knew that you were the consoling type.



PULSE

I guess we’re even.



Janet PUNCHES Pulse in the face. Pulse, bearing the impact of Janet’s left handed shot falls to the floor.



JANET

Now, we are even.



Janet smiles as Sunny runs over to the fallen Pulse.



CUT TO:



EXT. A NEW YORK AREA CEMETERY  --DAY



Dozens of MOURNERS are at the funeral services of Michael Warren. Warren’s casket is on the grave as a MINISTER is about to start the service. Among the mourners are: Sunny, Pulse, Drew, Frank Costa, James McMahon, Detective Burns, Bruce, Wayne, and Dwayne. Pulse and Drew are standing in the back of all the mourners, where they are able to survey the area.



Pulse walks over to Frank Costa, standing right next to him.



PULSE

With Warren’s death, you must be dancing a jig even though you’re not Irish.



FRANK

Yes, Francois...



PULSE

My real name is Gregg Pulsipher, the attorney for the deceased... My friends call me Pulse, you can call me Muriel.



FRANK

I know who you are, Pulse... I read the paper.



PULSE

You had a pretty good motive to kill Michael Warren.



FRANK

I was fighting with Michael over editing and the direction of my film... I don’t go around killing people because they want control over me.



PULSE

People have been killed for a lot less.



FRANK

You watch too many movies.



PULSE

...And you make too many crappy ones.



PULSE

Does the name Rosewood mean anything to you?



Frank ponders for a moment.



FRANK

No...



PULSE

Thought so.



Pulse leaves Frank’s side and walks over to the side of James McMahon. McMahon is standing close by. The services have yet to begin.



PULSE

You don’t know me, Mr. McMahon.



JAMES

I’m sorry, but I do Pulse.



PULSE

You read the papers too...



JAMES

Of course.



PULSE

Do you also read the horoscopes and death notices? Oh, forget it...



James is puzzled by Pulse’s line of questioning.



PULSE

It’s nice of you to pay last respects to my client, since eventually you may have killed him.



JAMES

I had a disagreement with a man that I worked with for over eighteen years, that was the extent of it.



PULSE

With the insider trading, you may have made a killing to make a killing.



JAMES

I didn’t.



PULSE

So that studio buyout is going to go through, now since its lone objector will be six feet under in a matter of minutes?



JAMES

Yes it will, but I didn’t kill him...



PULSE

Do you know what the name Rosewood means?



JAMES

No, I can’t say that I do.



PULSE

That’s what I thought...



Pulse walks away from James and walks back over to Drew, who is accompanied now by Detective Burns.



DETECTIVE BURNS

Learn anything?



PULSE

I learned more while I was asleep during high school Bio.



DREW�I was semi-conscious during my high school years.



PULSE 

It shows...



CUT TO:



EXT. CEMETERY PARKING LOT --DAY



Pulse and Drew walk over to Pulse’s car as they are leaving the cemetery. Pulse is on the driver’s side and Drew is on the passenger side. They open the doors to the car and walk right in. The car STARTS and they drive to the parking lot exit.



In the back of the parking lot is the red 4x4. Dwayne and Wayne are getting last minute instructions from Bruce in front of the red 4x4.



BRUCE

Intercept those fuckers, I want them dead.



Dwayne and Wayne nod in agreement. They walk away from Bruce and head toward the 4x4.



CUT TO:



EXT. THE WESTBOUND LONG ISLAND EXPRESSWAY --DAY



Pulse’s car is in the left lane on the traffic infested Westbound Long Island Expressway. A few car lengths behind Pulse’s car is the red 4x4.



CUT TO:



INT./ EXT. PULSE’S CAR/ THE QUEENS MIDTOWN TUNNEL --DAY



Pulse is driving his car down the Queens Midtown Tunnel, headed for the small island known as Manhattan. The red 4x4 manned by Dwayne and Wayne is only a few car lengths back.



DREW

Did you interrogate Sunny?



PULSE

I did frisk her for any silicone implanted breasts a couple of nights ago.

 

DREW 

Way to go Pulse! Sergeant Pecker pulls off the invasion...



PULSE

Where did you learn how to talk so fucking filthy?



DREW

Sorry...



PULSE

Just remember one thing... Just like with the last girl I was interested in, you keep your hands off her.



DREW

What are you talking about? I slept with Janet...



PULSE

You see what I mean?



DREW�(after a moment)

This is the first time that you ever made it with an actress or suspect for murder and arson.



PULSE

What are you talking about? Janet got a ticket for jay walking, which is a couple of short steps from murder and arson in my book...



DREW

Do you think Sunny killed her husband?



PULSE

No, she’s not capable of killing anyone...



DREW

Maybe it’s wishful thinking on your part... If she’s the killer, it’s safe to assume that you’re next. She can kill you right in your own bed.



PULSE

I always wanted to die with a smile on my face.



CUT TO:



EXT. INTERSECTION OF THE BOWERY AND EAST HOUSTON STREET --DAY



Traffic on the Bowery has stopped as the light has changed, the traffic on East Houston Street is moving. Among the crowd of cars are a number of vagrant SQUEEGYMEN with wipes and rags. They are going to each car, wiping windows for spare change.



Pulse’s car is the first car in the left lane as it has stopped for the red light with both windows down. The red 4x4 is right behind them. Dwayne puts the 4x4 in parked position as they both walk out of the 4x4. Dwayne and Wayne shut the doors to the 4x4 and walk toward Pulse’s car. Dwayne walks over to Pulse’s side of the car and Wayne walks over to Drew’s side.



Pulse finally notices Wayne. Mistaking him for a squeegyman, Pulse puts on the windshield wipers.



PULSE

I don’t want my windshield washed...



Dwayne and Wayne simultaneously pull their guns out of their pockets and point them at Pulse and Drew simultaneously.



PULSE

I don’t want them shot either...



Pulse and Drew raise their arms up quickly to surrender.



CUT TO:



INT. A DESOLATE WAREHOUSE 



Drew and Pulse are seated in chairs with their hands tied behind their chairs with tape. Dwayne is dumping the contents of a metal can of gasoline on Pulse and Drew’s heads as Wayne is watching from a few feet away with his gun drawn. Dwayne empties the can and throws it on the side.



Pulse is licking his lips in satisfaction.



DREW

What’s with you?



PULSE

Mmmm... Tastes like Unleaded.



Dwayne takes a lighter from his pocket and lights it. Dwayne is ready to drop the lighter on Drew and Pulse.



BRUCE(OS)

Hold it, Dwayne.



Dwayne unlights the lighter as Bruce walks from the warehouse entrance to the impending burning at the stake. Pulse and Drew are both relieved by the delay of their impending doom.



PULSE

For a second there, I thought I’d end up being the new burger at McDonalds, the Pulse deluxe...



Bruce takes out his gun from his pocket and points it at Pulse with the gun in his left hand.



BRUCE

In a second, you will.



PULSE

A bodyguard that goes around killing people, great... So you must have also killed Michael Warren, pushed Mark Tsunis off a building, blown up my offices, stole my knife, and a patridge in a pear tree.



BRUCE

My associates and I did it for the money.



DREW

Who hired you?



BRUCE

Elvis, JFK, and Jim Morrison...



PULSE

What about Marilyn Monroe, James Dean, and the Elephant Man?



Bruce has his hand on the trigger and points the gun at Pulse.



BRUCE

Funny, but not as funny as when your brain matter will be all over the floor.



With his attention devoted entirely at Pulse, Bruce is unaware that Drew is loosening up the ropes that have tied his arms in back of the chair. Dwayne and Wayne are also oblivious to this as they are watching the conversation between Bruce and Pulse.



PULSE

If you shoot me, I don’t think anybody will hire you as a bodyguard anymore.



BRUCE

I’m getting plenty of money for killing you, I can stay unemployed forever.



Drew is still trying to loosen the ropes, he has them loosened a bit.



PULSE

Just one last thing.



BRUCE

What?



PULSE

I’m sorry if I left a bad taste in your mouth.



BRUCE

What is that supposed to mean? Are you some kind of homophobe?



Bruce walks over and points the gun right at Pulse’s head.



PULSE

No, I’m not... I have an open mind about other people.



DREW

Fuck you, you faggot.



Bruce turns around and walks towards Drew. Unbeknownst to Bruce, the ropes tied around Drew are so loosened up that Drew can get out.



BRUCE

What did you say?



Bruce is a couple of feet away from Drew, he has the gun pointed at Drew.



DREW

Are you fucking deaf? Fuck you, you faggot.



PULSE

Shut up Drew, he’s got a gun and you don’t.



BRUCE

Sir, are you a homophobe?



DREW

No, I just hate faggots...



BRUCE

I’m not gay, but I have no tolerance for any gay bashing or homophobia.



PULSE

A murderer who fights for the rights of others... You’re my nominee for the Nobel Prize along with the Unabomber. 



BRUCE

Say goodnight, Gracie...



Drew drops the ropes tied behind the chair. Drew quickly jumps up from his chair. Drew jumps over to Bruce and kicks him in the nuts. Bruce quickly staggers, writhing in PAIN on the floor. Drew quickly grabs the gun from Bruce’s left hand. Wayne and Dwayne are witnesses to this entire proceeding. Wayne is searching for the gun in his pocket while Dwayne has nothing to search because he has no gun. Drew quickly runs over to the back of Pulse’s chair and helps him to loosen the ropes.



PULSE

Great job, you gay basher.



DREW

I don’t hate gays, my brother Tony is one and I love him for who he is.



Wayne finally gets the gun out of his pocket.



PULSE

Drew, shoot.



Drew draws his gun at Wayne and FIRES, hitting Wayne on the chest. Drew FIRES again, hitting Wayne in the chest again. Wayne falls down to the ground, back first. Drew draws his gun at Dwayne. Pulse finally loosens the ropes and rips them off the chair. 



DWAYNE

Don’t shoot!



Pulse gets up from his seat,



PULSE

Let’s go now!



Pulse and Drew run to the warehouse entrance and leave. Bruce is still writhing in pain as Dwayne walks over to the very dead Wayne.



CUT TO:



EXT. DESOLATE WAREHOUSE -- NIGHT



Pulse and Drew run from the Warehouse and spot the parked red 4x4. Drew runs over to the driver’s side window, and SMASHES the gun against the glass, DESTROYING the window. Pulse runs over to the passenger side as Drew unlocks the driver’s side door, enters the vehicle and slams the door shut. Drew sits in the driver’s seat leans over the passenger side door and opens the lock. Pulse opens the door, and gets into the passenger side and slams the door shut. The 4x4 quickly STARTS and SPEEDS away.



CUT TO:



INT. DESOLATE WAREHOUSE



Bruce is finally standing up as Dwayne is tending to Wayne’s body.



BRUCE

These two are screwing up our plans! Those two are deadly... Do you hear that you fuckers, you’re dead.



CUT TO:



INT./ EXT. RED 4x4/ MOVING --NIGHT



Drew and Pulse are speeding through a New York area highway in the Red 4x4. They are listening to the CAR RADIO, which is playing an old disco favorite.



CUT TO:



INT. DESOLATE WAREHOUSE



Bruce is still enrages as Dwayne is still standing by Wayne’s body.



DWAYNE

Boss, Wayne is dead! What should we do?



BRUCE

Dwayne, there is no time to give him a Christian burial. Just take his carcass and drop it in an ocean or the lion cage at a nearby zoo.



DWAYNE

OK .



Dwayne stands up and starts dragging Wayne’s carcass top the warehouse entrance.



CUT TO:



INT./ EXT. RED 4x4/ MOVING --NIGHT



Drew and Pulse are still speeding on a New York Area Highway. Pulse lowers his head down and starts searching under his seat.



PULSE

What the hell is under here?



Pulse is still looking under his seat.



DREW

Find anything?



Pulse slowly pulls a file folder out from underneath the seat. Drew glances at the file folder.



DREW

What’s in there?



PULSE 

It can’t be...



DREW

It can’t be what?



Pulse opens up the file folder and starts looking through it.



PULSE

Yup it is...



DREW

It is what?



PULSE

The folder Mike Warren gave to me, Bruce must have removed it before he blew up my offices!



DREW

Anything good in there?



PULSE

It may yield clues as to who actually killed Michael Warren. While we’re at it, it may solve where Jimmy Hoffa is. If he’s buried in Giant Stadium, it may explain their mediocre playing, I’ve lost three big ones on them this year alone.



DREW

Three breasts?



PULSE

No, grand, you excuse for a human.



CUT TO:





INT. A PUBLIC LIBRARY



Pulse, Drew, Janet, and Sunny are sitting at a table in a public library while Pulse is looking through the contents of the file folder.



DREW

Why are we here? Let’s go back to your place!



PULSE

I’m sure Bruce and his merry men are already there.



SUNNY

Find anything in there?



PULSE

Nothing on Rosewood or who is behind Warren’s murder... Just documentation that portrays Frank Costa as a slanderer, James McMahon as an inside trader...



Pulse pulls out a photo from the file folder, lifts it up from his right hand and stares at it.



PULSE

(continuing)

And you as an adulterer.



Pulse is gawking at the picture.



PULSE

Are you an acrobat or something, Sunny? I’ve never seen a position like this, I never thought it was humanely possible.



SUNNY

Give me that...



Sunny leans over the table and quickly grabs the photo from Pulse.



JANET

So what’s the next line of action?



PULSE

Drew and I are going to California.



JANET

Why?



PULSE

The murderer who hired Bruce is in California... The information we need is in California... The city of San Diego is in California...



DREW

What’s with San Diego?



PULSE

No reason, I just love the place.



JANET

So, you’re going to leave me here?



PULSE

Yeah, so?



JANET

Bruce and his gang won’t find you here, but they will find me. You don’t want anything to happen to me?



PULSE

I’d like something to happen to you, but not that...



JANET

Thanks.



PULSE

So looks like all of us are going to sunny California.



SUNNY

You can stay at my place.



PULSE

Great, so I won’t have to stay at the YMCA or listen to the Village People.



CUT TO:



INT. LIBRARY ENTRANCE



Sunny is at the public phone area at the library’s entrance. Sunny is on the phone.



SUNNY

(on the phone)

They’ll be at my place, so prepare everything... You know what to do.



CUT TO:



INT. DETECTIVE’S OFFICE



Detective Burns is sitting at his desk while Pulse is sitting across from him with the file folder in his hands.



DETECTIVE BURNS

I can’t believe that you retrieved Michael Warren’s file folder.



PULSE

I can’t believe that Jim Carrey made twenty million dollars starring in The Cable Guy... 



 DETECTIVE BURNS

Anything in good in there?



PULSE

Matthew Broderick was OK...



DETECTIVE BURNS

I meant the file folder.



PULSE

Stuff on Costa, McMahon, Blayze and a Partridge in a Pear tree... Nothing pointing to who is the mastermind behind the killings.



DETECTIVE BURNS

Anything about the Rosewood club?



PULSE 

No.



DETECTIVE BURNS

So what are you going to do next?



PULSE

Go to California, get some new information... Take the file folder, I’ve made all the necessary copies.



Pulse hands Detective Burns the file folder,



DETECTIVE BURNS

Let us do the work, stay out of it... Solving murders is our job.



Pulse starts walking to the door.



PULSE

So is Police brutality.



Pulse starts walking to the door.



DETECTIVE BURNS

Where are you going to stay in California?



Pulse stops by the door to respond.



PULSE

Sunny Blayze’s place in Bel Air...



Pulse opens the door.



DETECTIVE BURNS

You two have gotten close...



PULSE

After having sex with her, I no longer have that unfresh feeling.



DETECTIVE BURNS

She could be the killer...



PULSE

If she was, I’d already be dead... Take care Detective Burns. I’ll buy you a souvenir when I come back...



Pulse shuts the office door.



DETECTIVE BURNS 

You’ll come back all right, but you’ll arrive in a body bag.



Detective Burns picks up the phone and starts dialing. Detective Burns gets someone on the other line.



DETECTIVE BURNS

He’ll be in California and you know the place he’ll be staying.



CUT TO: 



INT. A COMMERCIAL AIRLINER



Pulse and Sunny are sitting next to each other in first class.



PULSE

So you don’t what Rosewood is?



SUNNY

I told you already...



PULSE

I know, but just like when I swim in toxic waste, I like to play it safe.



SUNNY

Do you think I killed my husband? I may have cheated on him, but I didn’t kill him.



PULSE

No, I’m sure that you didn’t...



Pulse puts his hand on top of Sunny’s.



PULSE

Because I hate to lose a girlfriend to prison.



CUT TO:



INT. A COMMERCIAL AIRLINER



Drew and Janet are sitting together on the same flight, but they are sitting in coach with the other economy travelers.



JANET

Do you think Pulse and I will ever get back together?



DREW

Not with Sunny still in the picture.



JANET

What does she have that I don’t?



DREW

Fame, big breasts, fortune, and big breasts...



JANET

Why did you say big breasts twice?



DREW

Because I like them so much... I’d like to squeeze them like grapefruits.



Janet SLAPS Drew.



DREW

What was that for?



JANET

Because I like that so much.



CUT TO:



EXT. ROSEWOOD COUNTRY CLUB --DAY



James and Frank are playing golf at the Rosewood County Club. James has launched a beautiful first shot at the tee. James walks over to Frank.



JAMES

What do we do with our mutual problem? It’s not going away so quickly.



FRANK

I don’t know... We’re going to have put an end to it.



JAMES

You should call in your insurance piece in New York. He’s trusted by our problem...



FRANK

Sounds good to me...



Frank and James nod in agreement over their new plan of problem solving.



CUT TO:





INT. ARRIVAL GATE AT A LOS ANGELES AREA AIRPORT



Drew, Janet, Pulse, and Sunny enter the airport terminal from the arrival gate. Bruce, Dwayne, and a new burly hood named LANE are seated nearby but away from the gate as they are surveying.



PULSE

We’re here two seconds and I already smell the smog.



Sunny slaps Pulse in the behind.



SUNNY

Fuck you.



PULSE

Not now, maybe later. I think the people in the terminal would mind.



Drew, Janet, Pulse, and Sunny continue walking down the terminal as they pass Bruce and his cohorts.



CUT TO:



EXT. A LOS ANGELES AREA AIRPORT TERMINAL --DAY



Drew, Janet, Pulse, and Sunny walk out of the terminal with the baggage. Amid the traffic of travelers, the group walks to their limousine which is parked at the curve. Parked a few car lengths behind the limousine is a mini-van with Bruce at the wheel and his cohorts in the back.



CUT TO:



EXT. LIMOUSINE/ MOVING



Janet, Drew, Pulse and Sunny are sitting in the back of the very spacious limo. The limo has all the amenities that a high classed vehicle would have. The limo has a VCR, a sunroof, a bar, and a TV set. Pulse and Sunny are sitting in the back seat as Pulse has a long sized bag with him. Drew and Janet are sitting across from Pulse and Sunny.



DREW

This limo has almost everything... What doesn’t it have?



PULSE

A vibrator!.



Sunny and Janet LAUGH.



INT. MINI VAN/ MOVING



Dwayne is driving the mini van as Bruce is sitting on the passenger side with Lane sitting in the back. 



BRUCE

Get closer... Let’s put an end to them.



DWAYNE

OK, Boss.



Dwayne puts a heavier step on the gas pedal.



EXT. A LOS ANGELES FREEWAY --DAY



The limousine is moving in the center lane as the mini van is accelerating in its pursuit. The mini van is only a car length away, right on the limousine’s tail.



INT. LIMOUSINE/ MOVING



For no apparent reason, Sunny looks at her watch and suddenly crouches down in a crash position.



JANET

Sunny, what are you doing?



SUNNY

Preparing for my next airplane emergency?



EXT. LOS ANGELES FREEWAY --DAY



The mini van is right on the limousine’s tail.



INT. MINI VAN/ MOVING



Bruce scrolls down his window and leans out the window, holding a machine gun. Lane does the same, but from the passenger side.



Bruce and Lane open FIRE on the limousine.



INT. LIMOUSINE/ MOVING



Sunny is still in the crash position.



PULSE

What the fuck?



Pulse turns around and looks out the window, he notices the mini van.



PULSE

Everyone duck and quack!



Pulse, Janet, and Drew join Sunny down in a crouched position.



EXT. LOS ANGELES FREEWAY --DAY



Bruce and his gang are still FIRING at the limo at will. The limo is swerving to try to avoid the line of fire as Bruce and his gang continue the assault. The vehicles in the other lanes are breaking quickly to avoid the assault, but end up causing chain COLLISIONS.



INT. LIMOUSINE/ MOVING



The gang is still crouched down trying to avoid the bullet barrage. 



As shots are FIRED, the rear window is SHATTERED, spraying bits of glass around the passenger compartment.



PULSE

Next time, order the Presidential model limo with the bullet proof glass.



INT. MINI VAN/ MOVING



Bruce and Lane are still FIRING away as they have enough ammo to last a small scale war. As they are firing away, POLICE SIRENS are heard in the background.



EXT. LOS ANGELES FREEWAY --DAY



Two police cars are in hot pursuit, blaring their SIRENS as they are fastly approaching the mini van.



INT. MINI VAN/ MOVING



Bruce and Lane turn around their position, as they start FIRING away at the police cars.



INT. LIMOUSINE/ MOVING



Pulse hands Drew the long sized bag. Sunny and Janet are still in their crouched position. Drew starts zipping open the bag.



DREW

What’s in here?



PULSE

Two semi-automatic machine guns.



DREW

You brought this on the plane?



PULSE

Of course I did, did you think I’d Fed Ex it?



DREW

Why didn’t you use them yet?



PULSE

I’m not going to, I’m trying to cut down.



DREW

Shooting?



PULSE

No, shitting.



INT. MOVING MAN/ MOVING



Bruce continues their assault as Lane is searching for another weapon.



INT. A POLICE CRUISER/ MOVING



TWO POLICEMEN are sitting in the front police car. The driver is on the CB Radio.



POLICE MAN

(on the CB radio)

We’ve got them... They’re not going anywhere... We’re the LAPD and we always get our man.



INT. MINI VAN/ MOVING



Lane points a stinger missile outside his window and FIRES.



EXT. LOS ANGELES FREEWAY



The stinger HITS the first police cruiser and causes a gigantic BOOM and explosion. The police cruiser is consumed in the blast.



The second police cruiser attempts to avoid the blast SLAMMING the brakes. It’s too late as the brakes lock, throwing the cruiser into the fire and consuming the second cruiser.



INT. LIMOUSINE/ MOVING



Pulse is staring out the real window.



PULSE

How do you like your LAPD? Extra crispy or Original Recipe?



INT. MINI VAN/ MOVING



BRUCE

Two down, one to go... Get another stinger, Lane. 



LANE

That was my only one.



Bruce starts FIRING again from his position. Lane retrieves his machine gun and starts FIRING again from his position.



INT. LIMOUSINE/ MOVING



Drew throws Pulse one of the guns as he has the other one in his hands.



DREW

Cover me!



PULSE

How?



DREW

Point and shoot.



Pulse turns to the window and starts pulling the trigger, but nothing fires.



DREW

Pull the safety, it’s like...



PULSE

Those hard to open condom wrappers.



Pulse unzips the safety and starts FIRING at will. Drew jumps up through the sunroof and starts firing away.



EXT. LOS ANGELES FREEWAY



The highway is completely sparse as the limo and mini van continue to engage in their gun battle.



INT. MINI VAN/ MOVING



Bruce and Lane continue their onslaught.



INT. LIMOUSINE/ MOVING



Pulse FIRES away as Drew crouches down to reload.



EXT. LOS ANGELES FREEWAY --DAY



Pulse’s GUNFIRE BLOWS out the front tires of the mini van. The mini van is swerving quickly, ready to topple over.



INT. MINI VAN/ MOVING



BRUCE

(screaming)

We’re fucking toast!



EXT. LOS ANGELES FREEWAY --DAY



The mini van topples over as the limousine speeds away.



INT. LIMOUSINE/ MOVING



Pulse hugs Sunny while Drew does the same to Janet in a celebratory mood.



PULSE

We did it!



EXT. LOS ANGELES FREEWAY --DAY



The occupants of the mini van have yet to leave it. The mini van is leaking fuel. Near the fuel leak is sparks. After a couple of sparks, the fuel mixes with a spark and the mini van EXPLODES into a small fire. Amid the blaze, the hand of one of the occupants moves in a show of life.



CUT TO:



EXT. SUNNY’S MANSION --DAY



The limo drives to the front of Sunny’s Bel Air mansion.



INT. SUNNY’S MANSION/ FRONT DOOR



SUNNY

Home, sweet home!



PULSE

Next time, rent a Humvee!



JANET

Maybe we should leave this place, after that escapade on the freeway... It may not be safe here.



Drew nods in agreement.



DREW

Maybe she’s right.



SUNNY

Nonsense, Bruce and his gang are dead...



JANET

How do you know that was Bruce and his gang in the mini van?



Sunny ponders for a moment to sputter a response.



SUNNY

Well, ahhh...



Pulse jumps into the conversation as he holds Sunny’s arm in support.



PULSE

We were a car length away...



Janet can’t muster a response.



JANET

So!



PULSE

So that ends that questioning. Janet, can I talk to you in private?



CUT TO:



INT. SPARE BEDROOM



Pulse and Janet are standing and arguing in a spare bedroom at Sunny’s sprawling mansion.



JANET

Don’t you find it odd that Sunny knew when to duck in the limo? She must have known that the attack was going to take place...



PULSE

I find it odd that you’re jealous.



JANET

Of what?



PULSE

That I’m with Sunny...



JANET

That’s ridiculous.



PULSE

That’s not what you told Drew on the plane.



JANET

That bastard...  I wish I never had set eyes on him.



PULSE

Why?



JANET

If it wasn’t for him, we’d still be together...



PULSE

And if my grandmother had balls, she’d be my grandfather.



INT. SUNNY’S SURVEILLANCE ROOM



Sunny is sitting at the desk of her surveillance room with monitors popped up by the desk. looking like an exact duplicate of a television director’s studio. Sunny is watching every moment of Pulse and Janet’s conversation since there is a hidden camera in the room.



INT. SPARE BEDROOM



Pulse and Janet are continuing their conversation.



JANET

I think Sunny knows what Rosewood means... I think she killed her husband.



PULSE

What are you talking about?



JANET

Pulse, why did you meet Sunny, here in California?



PULSE

To serve her divorce papers and...



JANET

She wasn’t going to get a dime from a divorce settlement because of a pre-nuptial. A couple days later, he’s mysteriously murdered and she inherits his entire estate. Now that’s slick...



PULSE

Then why did she start a relationship with me?



JANET

I’ll give you an answer when you give me an answer to this question: what do you have in common with her?



PULSE

A love for wild, passionate sex and...

(after a moment)

Wild passionate sex!



JANET

What did we have in common?



PULSE

We both love the Brady Bunch, John Wayne films, the film Grease and the same favorite hobby, defecating on city streets...



JANET

Sunny came to your door two days after her husband’s death to start a relationship with you.



PULSE

(smiling)

That’s what I call special delivery.



JANET

Do you think this is funny?



PULSE

I’m just touched that you’re so jealous... Sweet revenge for stabbing me in the back with Drew.



JANET

Forget about that! Sunny will get you in her bed and she will kill you because you are the only one who can solve this murder..



INT. SUNNY’S SURVEILLANCE ROOM



Sunny smiles as she is still watching the meeting between Janet and Pulse at her own studio surveillance desk.



INT. SPARE BEDROOM



Pulse and Janet are still engaged in their battle of wits.



PULSE

The only person who can solve the murder? I guess my days of being a loser law student and attorney are over...



JANET

Just believe in yourself!



PULSE

I’m starting to, but just do one thing for me?



JANET

Sure...



PULSE

Kiss me you fool.



Pulse grabs Janet and plants an everlasting kiss. The kiss overpowers both of them and they start to lower themselves on the floor.



INT. SUNNY’S SURVEILLANCE ROOM



Sunny cringes as she watches Pulse and Janet make out on the television monitor... In a huff, Sunny stands up and walks away from her desk.



CUT TO:



INT. SUNNY’S GUEST ROOM



Drew, is bare-chested and laying on a bed in one of Sunny’s guest rooms. The door is wide open, as Sunny walks over to the door post clad only in a leather body suit with handcuffs in her hand. Drew is stunned by Sunny’s appearance.



DREW

What do you want?



Sunny walks into the room and shuts the door. Sunny walks over to Drew.



SUNNY

You...



DREW

But what about Pulse?



SUNNY

I only want you, Drew. I have always wanted you. Ever since I laid eyes on you, I wanted to wait for the right moment to show you how I really feel. Now the moment has come.



DREW

I swore to Pulse that I would never sleep with another one of his girlfriends.



SUNNY

You don’t have to...



DREW

Great!



SUNNY

You’ll just be forced to!



DREW

Huh?



Sunny takes her handcuffs and cuffs Drew’s right hand to the bedpost. Sunny then handcuffs Drew’s left hand to the other bedpost.



Sunny jumps on top of Drew and starts kissing his chest. Drew is in shock by Sunny’s aggressive actions.



DREW

Mommy, help!



CUT TO:



INT. SUNNY’S BEDROOM



Pulse is laying down on the bed next to Sunny.



PULSE

I heard Drew screaming a couple hours ago... Is he OK?



SUNNY

(smiling)

Oh, he was just having a nightmare!



PULSE

At least his nightmare was short, mine lasted three years... It was called law school.



SUNNY

Why?



PULSE

Three years of teaching me crap instead of what I needed to know as an attorney...



SUNNY

Such as...



PULSE

How to lie! How to cheat! How to steal! Never knew this would ever lead to such fun like getting shot at, killing some criminals and having my offices blown up...



SUNNY

So what are your plans for tomorrow?



PULSE

Meet McMahon and Costa plus find out what Rosewood is...



C/U Underneath Sunny’s bed.

Underneath Sunny’s bed is a stuffed gym bag that reads ROSEWOOD COUNTRY CLUB.



CUT TO:



INT. JAMES MCMAHON’S OFFICE



James McMahon is sitting at his desk as Pulse bursts right in, followed by one of James’ secretaries, VERONICA. A Keychain that reads ROSEWOOD is laying on McMahon’s desk.



VERONICA

Sorry Mister McMahon, he wouldn’t take no for an answer.



 PULSE

The story of my life.



JAMES

It’s OK Veronica, you can go.



Veronica leaves the office area as James approaches Pulse. Pulse quickly notices the keychain on James’ desk.



PULSE

Surprised to see me?



JAMES

Sure.



PULSE

It wouldn’t be because you gave me an L.A. welcome by having your hired thugs attempt a drive by shooting on me and my friends?



JAMES

I don’t know what you’re talking about.



PULSE

My law school professors had that same problem.



JAMES

I’m trying to close a major studio takeover... What do you want?



PULSE

I want a million bucks and a fully fueled airline jet to take me to Algeria... but I first want to finally know who ordered the hit on Michael Warren and Mark Tsunis... Rosewood, what does it mean?



JAMES

I don’t know because I didn’t kill Warren and Tsunis... They were my co-workers!



PULSE

Denial is not just a river in Egypt.



JAMES

That’s my story and I’m sticking to it.



Pulse starts walking to the door.



JAMES

Is that all you wanted from me?



Pulse turns around and stares at James.

 

PULSE

I was going to pitch a spec screenplay to you... Action adventure slash comedy film about a down and out attorney hunting for a killer in Hollywood... But who would believe such a thing?



JAMES

No one...



PULSE

(after a moment)

By the way, I drafted a letter to the SEC about your insider trading... When you go to prison, don’t bend over for a damn thing.



Pulse shrugs his shoulder and walks out the door.



INT. JAMES MCMAHON’S OUTER OFFICE



Pulse walks out of the door to McMahon’s main office and walks over to the desk of GLORIA, a secretary of McMahon. Gloria has a nameplate on her desk.



PULSE

Gloria?



GLORIA

Yeah...



PULSE

Mister McMahon told me to set up an appointment for him at Rosewood.



GLORIA

What does he want to do there?



Pulse ponders for a moment, trying to pretend he knows what he’s talking about.



PULSE

An appointment...



GLORIA

For what?



PULSE

The usual...



GLORIA 

Which is?



PULSE

The usual... Manicure, pedicure, bikini wax, orthodontial treatment, anal wart removal...



GLORIA

The country club doesn’t have these services.



PULSE

(disgusted)

Then it’s not a real country club.



GLORIA

And you are?



PULSE

Isaac.. Isaac Newton Gingrich...



Pulse starts walking away.



GLORIA

Thank you, Mister Gingrich.



PULSE

Call me Newt.



CUT TO:



INT. HOLLYWOOD SOUNDSTAGE



The filming of My Mother, The Car is underway. Filming the picture is a FILM CREW headed by Frank Costa in the director’s chair. On the film stage is TWO MALE ACTORS sitting in a limo with a blue screen background. The blue screen background is of the FDR Drive. There is a chauffeur actor sitting in the front, while there is an executive actor sitting in back.



EXECUTIVE ACTOR

Moose, are we being followed?



CHAUFFEUR ACTOR

I believe so, Mr. Lauren.



EXECUTIVE ACTOR

For my own personal safety, I need the best lawyer money can buy and I need one now!



FRANK(OS)

Cut... Everyone take thirty for lunch.



The actors and stage crew disperse as they are ready to eat lunch. Amid the dispersed crowd, Pulse walks over to Frank who is staying behind.



FRANK

Did you enjoy the making of the movie?



PULSE

To be honest with you, I’ve seen better film on teeth.



Frank isn’t too thrilled by Pulse’s comment.



FRANK

So you came by, just to bash my film?



PULSE

No, I was just wondering how filming was going since the two executives battling you over direction of this film are as dead as Elvis.



FRANK

What are you trying to say?



PULSE

You hired some thugs to murder Michael Warren and to make Mark Tsunis fly like a pig.



FRANK

They were certainly other people with motives to murder these two...



PULSE

Do you golf?



FRANK

What do you mean by that?



PULSE

Do you golf?



FRANK

Yeah, so?



PULSE

Ever golf at the Rosewood Country Club?



Frank ponders for a moment.



FRANK

Never.



PULSE

That’s a shame... We could golf together, talk about the Hollywood industry, play tennis, get a massage, and have an orgy! Then again, orgies are for producers only.



FRANK

We’ll have to take a rain check on that, I have a film to make.



PULSE

Just hope that this one doesn’t lose Michael Warren another forty million dollars, but who cares since he’s optioning material in hell.



CUT TO:



INT. DETECTIVE BURNS’ OFFICE



The Detective is at his desk. The phone RINGS. Detective Burns picks up the phone.



DETECTIVE BURNS

(on the phone)

Hello... Oh, he knows about it?... Want me to go over there? I’ll go out there first thing, he won’t get much information there. I know what will happen if I fail.



CUT TO: 



INT. SUNNY’S BEDROOM



Sunny is slowly getting dressed as she gets out of bed.



C/U Underneath Sunny’s bed.

Not only is there a gym bag underneath the bed, there is also a high powered rifle as well.



CUT TO:



INT. ROSEWOOD COUNTRY CLUB



Pulse and Drew are at the reception desk at the Rosewood Country Club. MISTER MONTANA, the snooty executive director of the club walks over to Pulse.



MR. MONTANA

I’m Mister Montana, executive director of this club.



PULSE

I’m Agent Orange and thus is my partner, Free Agent, we’re with the Internal Revenue Service, Department of Country Clubs and Spades.



MR. MONTANA

What can I do for you?



PULSE

I’ll give you a list of names, I just want you to tell me if any of them are members.



MR. MONTANA

I will be most gladly to offer assistance to the IRS.



PULSE

Michael Warren, Frank Costa, James McMahon, Luke Atmycrotch, Max E. Pad, Dick Hertz, and Herb Ease.



MR. MONTANA

Mister Warren was a member, may he rest in peace.

 

PULSE

(smiling)

With his many stab wounds, it was pieces.



Mr. Montana gives an unapproving look to Pulse. Pulse cleans away his smile.



MR. MONTANA

Costa and James McMahon are also members. I’ve never heard the rest of those names.



PULSE

What about Sunny Blayze? Because the rest of those names shall remain non-existent.



MR. MONTANA

The lady has been on our premises a number of times, always sharing Mister Warren’s bungalow with a man named Mark... They played the hanky panky.



DREW

Mark Tsunis?



MR. MONTANA

I don’t know, there are a lot of people that enjoy our facilities... This place has been a madhouse since the corporation took over the club in 1984.



PULSE

Which corporation?



MR. MONTANA

The Rosewood Corporation, located in Encino.



PULSE

Thanks for the help, we’ll be checking  out the rest of the facilities.



MR. MONTANA

I know some employees who are evading their income taxes, would you care for their names?



PULSE

No, not really... The service is not interested in these cases we don’t consider tax evasion a crime anymore.



Pulse and Drew walk away from Mister Montana.



CUT TO:



EXT. ROSEWOOD COUNTRY CLUB --DAY



Pulse and Drew are at the tee off line to begin a round of golf. Pulse is preparing to take his shot as Drew stands behind him.



DREW

So Sunny was doing the wild thing with Mark Tsunis, do you think she’s the mastermind behind the murders?



PULSE

I’m a little less confident that she didn’t kill them than I was a half hour ago, we’ll find out the truth at the Rosewood Corporation.



DREW

She’s been acting weird lately.



Pulse is preparing for his shot.



PULSE

How so?



Pulse starts to swing.



DREW

She forced me to have sex with her.



Pulse hears the comment before making contact. As Pulse swings harder in anger, Pulse loses control of the club. The club hits Drew in the genital area.



DREW

(screaming in a girl’s voice)

Ahhh!



Drew falls to the ground and he’s in pain. Pulse walks over to Drew who is writhing in PAIN. Pulse is standing over Drew.



PULSE

Get up, you stupid fuck... Next time, you’ll be singing soprano for good!



DETECTIVE BURNS(OS)

Hello, Pulse.



Detective Burns walks over to Pulse. Drew is still on the ground.



PULSE

What are you doing here?



DETECTIVE BURNS

I came here to arrest you...



PULSE

For what? Hitting a guy in the nuts with a golf club? I don’t care if he slept with every woman I’ve loved, it was an accident.



DETECTIVE BURNS

The NYPD wants you to be charged again with Michael Warren’s murder.



PULSE

Bullshit, you’re here to kill me.



DETECTIVE BURNS

What are you talking about?



PULSE

How would you know I’d be here?



DETECTIVE BURNS

I followed you.



PULSE

Stop lying to me... Ever since I’ve taken this case, everyone has bullshitted me. I’ve been shot at on a weekly basis, I know when I’m being followed.



DETECTIVE BURNS

You’re crazy.



PULSE

And you’re a fucking crook, you’re on the fucking take... I learned about this place in Michael Warren’s place, I finally discovered what Rosewood is...



DETECTIVE BURNS

I know.



PULSE

No, you don’t... Because I first heard about the Rosewood Club was when I was in your office before I left for California... You fucked up by mentioning it and I didn’t realize it until today.



Detective Burns is about to grab his gun, Pulse beats him to the punch as he quickly points his gun at Detective Burns.



 PULSE

I wish that you didn’t... Give me the gun!



Detective Burns reluctantly hands off his gun to Pulse, who grabs it.



DETECTIVE BURNS

What do you want now?



PULSE

Who hired you?



DETECTIVE BURNS

It was...



A rifle shot is FIRED, the shot piercing Detective Burns in the chest, instantly killing him. The unidentified killer quickly runs off. Pulse grabs Burns’ lifeless body and lowers it to the ground.



PULSE

(screaming)

The only one making money in this case is the fucking funeral director!



CUT TO:



EXT. A LOS ANGELES FREEWAY --DAY



Pulse’s rental car is moving down the road on the Los Angeles Freeway.



INT. PULSE’S RENTAL CAR/ MOVING



Pulse is driving his rental car with Drew in the passenger’s seat.



DREW

This case has dead bodies coming at us from every direction



PULSE

We haven’t had that many dead bodies, this isn’t an Arnold Schwarzeneger film.



DREW

Who do you think had Detective Burns murdered?



PULSE

The same person who ordered the killings of Warren and Tsunis.



DREW

I still think Sunny might have something to do with it.



PULSE

Just one question I have after I nearly John Bobitted you on the golf course... Why did you have sex with Sunny?



DREW

I told you that she forced me to have sex with her, it was so demeaning to a macho guy like me.



PULSE

I bet... Did she force herself on you at gun point?



DREW

No, I was handcuffed to the bedpost.



PULSE

You’re a former police office and you don’t know how to get out of handcuffs?



DREW�They don’t teach you that at the Police Academy.



PULSE

Who the fuck is your idol, Barney Fife?



DREW

Why do you always criticize me?



PULSE

Because it’s easy to and because I love you like a brother... Just don’t sleep with anymore of my girlfriends, it’s bad for business... 



Drew puts his hand on Pulse’s knee as a sign of affection.



PULSE

Get your fucking hand off my knee, I’m not that kind of gal.

CUT TO:



EXT. ROSEWOOD CORPORATION OFFICES --DAY



Pulse and Drew walk to the entrance of the offices of the Rosewood Corporation. The offices are located in a very small building in a very seedy part of town. A sign on the top of the building reads the ROSEWOOD CORPORATION. A VAGRANT is laying at the entrance, clinging to a bottle of cheap liquor.



PULSE

A bum sleeping at an entrance with a bottle of booze... The story of my life.



Pulse and Drew open the door to the offices of the Rosewood Corporation and walk right in.



CUT TO:



INT. ROSEWOOD CORPORATION OFFICES�

Pulse and Drew are sitting at a desk looking through corporate records. Pulse is reading a ledger as a FEMALE SECRETARY leaves two cups of coffee for the boys to drink.



FEMALE SECRETARY

Can I get you anything else, Mister Stalin?



PULSE

No dear... But just call me Uncle Joe.



FEMALE SECRETARY

OK!



The Female Secretary walks away as Pulse and Drew continue searching the corporate records.



PULSE

Did you find out who owns the corporation?



DREW

Howard Stern... George Bush, Ted Kennedy, and the Energizer Bunny?



PULSE

I don’t think those people are the real owners.



DREW

Why do you say that?



Drew reads from a file.



PULSE

Howard Stern would never be partners with the Energizer Bunny, unless the bunny was a lesbian.



DREW

I see... But did you find anything in the ledger?



PULSE

The corporation was founded with twenty eight million dollars in assets transferred by TWS in 1984.



DREW

What’s TWS?



PULSE

Tubal ligation- wart removal services or Trans World Studios.

�DREW

How do you know?



PULSE

People don’t say things before they die that have no meaning.



DREW

How do you know?



PULSE

I learned about it in law school... It’s contained in section 7a2b3 of the contract for life signed between the individual and God.



DREW

Really...



PULSE

It’s because of this agreement, you don’t see guys dying after hooking their nuts to the car battery after dipping themselves in hot oil.



DREW

I tried it, and it hurts.



PULSE

I bet you did.



CUT TO:



INT.  SUNNY’S LIVING ROOM



Janet is sitting on the couch watching TELEVISION.  Pulse is walking in back of the couch. Pulse jumps over the couch, landing right near Janet.



PULSE

Hi!



JANET

Hi, Pulse.



PULSE

What are you watching?



JANET

A movie called Once Upon A Time in America.



PULSE

Who’s in it?



JANET

Robert DeNiro, he plays a gangster named Noodles...



PULSE

Noodles? Funny, Michael Warren mentioned that name to me before he died.



JANET

The film was originally four hours long, it was cut by the film’s studio to two hours and it turned out to be a big bomb.



PULSE

Just like Little Big Horn.



JANET

Funny you should say that... I was reading a book on movies and it said that Warren wanted Trans World Studio to release Once Upon A Time In America, but was convinced to make Little Big Horn.



PULSE

Was that in 1984?



JANET

How’d you know?



PULSE

My great telepathic abilities induced by lifelong addiction to caffeine and tuna fish...



JANET

If you’re telepathic, what am I thinking right now?



PULSE

How’d you like to have sex with me while making a bungee jump?



JANET

No...



PULSE

Well, that’s what I wanted to do... Life is short, play hard...



JANET

No one can accuse you of not playing hard.



PULSE

It happens to most men at some time or another in their lives.



CUT TO:



INT. SUNNY’S BEDROOM



Sunny is zipping up her Rosewood Country club gym bag after putting the rile inside as Pulse quickly walks in.



PULSE

What are you doing?



Sunny attempts to hide her gym bag.



SUNNY

Nothing...



Pulse looks at the gym bag.



PULSE

I thought you didn’t know what Rosewood meant!



SUNNY

I don’t.



PULSE

Explain the bag...



SUNNY

It was Michael’s.



Pulse pulls out his gun.



PULSE

Stop lying... Just like rap music, I’m sick and tired of people lying to me... Just tell me the truth.



Pulse puts the gun to Sunny’s head.



SUNNY

I knew about Rosewood,



PULSE

Why the charade?



SUNNY

I had an affair with Mark Tsunis.



PULSE

So, you were sleeping with a lot of people...



SUNNY

Not every person I slept with fell off a building...

I didn’t want anyone to think that I had anything to do with his murder.



PULSE

How very noble of you...



SUNNY

I hope my little fib doesn’t end our relationship.



PULSE

It ended when you slept with Drew...



SUNNY

I was jealous that you and Janet were getting back together.



PULSE

So sleeping with Drew was your only choice?



SUNNY

Jealous people do crazy things.



PULSE

Like killing their husband because they’d get nothing in a divorce.



SUNNY

I didn’t do it.



PULSE

I’ll take your word for it... Just take one piece of advice... If you cross your legs, you’d wind up in less trouble.





The doorbell RINGS. Pulse pulls the gun away from Sunny’s head.



PULSE

I’ll get it.



Pulse gets up and walks out of the bedroom on his way to the front door.



INT. SUNNY’S MANSION/ FRONT ENTRANCE



The door bell RINGS again. As Pulse walks to the door, he finally notices a hidden camera on the wall. Pulse has his gun in his right hand while he open the door. Standing outside is Bruce, whose face is badly burned and scarred. Bruce has a gun pointed at Pulse’s head.



BRUCE

Hello, Pulse...



PULSE

If it isn’t the Phantom of the Opera... Have you come to sing for me?



BRUCE

I’ve come here to kill you.



PULSE

That’s not very nice of you.



BRUCE

You and your friends are going to come with me for a ride.



PULSE

Where?



BRUCE

A place that you will suffer horribly.



PULSE

It’s not Cleveland, is it?



Drew walks over to Pulse at the front door.



DREW

Who’s at the door, Pulse?



PULSE

Scarface.



CUT TO:

 

INT. HOLLYWOOD SOUNDSTAGE



The film crew and Frank Costa are continuing to film the epic motion picture, My Mother, The Car. James McMahon is watching the proceedings as he’s standing in back of Frank Costa, who’s sitting down in the director’s chair. On the stage and being filmed is a YOUNG MALE ACTOR, standing next to a late 1970’s AMC Pacer.



FEMALE VOICE OF THE CAR(OS)

Andy, you’re a waste of protoplasm... No job, no girl, no hope. The only thing attracted to you are the flies.



The young male actor hugs the front hood of the car.



YOUNG MALE ACTOR

I love you, Mom.



FRANK

Cut, that’s a wrap for today.



In unison, the young male actor and the entire work crew start walking off the set. Frank gets up from his seat and turns toward James McMahon.



JAMES

Did you take care of our problem?



FRANK

I sure did, it’s being disposed of right now.



JAMES

I hope this is the end, I’ve been involved in this a little too much.



FRANK

It ain’t over until that Pulse stops beating.



JAMES

I don’t want to know anything about it.



FRANK

Your liability is only for insider trading, I’m in for the whole nine yards.



JAMES

Don’t worry about it...



FRANK

Look what the scent of murder has done to OJ Simpson’s career, I won’t take that chance,,,



JAMES

So what do you have in mind?



FRANK

Everyone around him must be eliminated as well.



CUT TO:



EXT. A DEATH VALLEY ROADWAY -- DAY



Bruce’s mini van is driving down a roadway in the very torrid Death Valley.



INT. BRUCE’S MINI VAN/ MOVING



Bruce is driving his mini van with a number of important passengers. Seated in the front with him is Pulse. Seated in the back are Drew, Janet, Sunny and a heavyweight thug named BLAINE. Bruce is driving with a gun in his right hand.



 DREW

You’re not going to get way with this!



BRUCE

The murders of Warren, Tsunis, and Burns... I think the odds are in my favor of getting away with this.



PULSE

The rest of the killings I understand, but Detective Burns? Why?



BRUCE

Burns was on the take, but he kept on messing up when it came to you. The plan was to keep you and Drew in jail for good...



PULSE

...And save me the trouble of this whole fucking case.



BRUCE

You wouldn’t have been involved if Warren didn’t know he was being followed... We were being followed for about the entire run of the FDR Drive and he asks me if we’re being followed... I play it up by saying I think so, Mister Warren..



PULSE

Sounds vaguely familiar, I must have seen that in a film...



JANET

What are you going to do to us?



BRUCE

I wish I could do the same to you guys like I did to Mike Warren... I loved killing him... I loved slicing and dicing him...



PULSE

That’s my girlfriend you’re talking to...



Janet smiles as Sunny cringes in defeat.



PULSE

(continuing)

If you’re going to kill me, do it now... I’d rather die now than having to listen to you... Listening to you is about as exciting as listening to Bob Dole.



BRUCE

First, Mister Hotshot thinks he’s too good to date a Hollywood starlet... Next, he thinks he’s too good to listen to me. I’m the killer, I’ll say what goes... You’ll suffer just like I suffered in that explosion on the freeway.



PULSE

I already am, having to listen to your fucking feminine voice and your fucking, fucked up stories.



 Bruce hits Pulse in the face with the butt of his gun.



JANET

Nooo!



Pulse starts bleeding from his mouth, he also develops a deep bruise on his face. Pulse slowly recovers from his injury.



PULSE

Thanks, I needed my wisdom teeth removed.



BRUCE

You’re welcome...



PULSE

When this is all over, I’m going to shove a gun up your ass. That will be the story of your life...



CUT TO:



EXT. DEATH VALLEY --DAY



Bruce and Blaine are marching Pulse, Drew, Sunny, and Janet from the mini van to the hanging gallows which are one hundred feet away in the desert sun.



CUT TO:



EXT. DEATH VALLEY --DAY



Blaine is putting the final touches on tying Janet hanging upside down from the gallows. Drew and Pulse are also hanging upside down with their feet tied to the gallows. Pulse has his hand in his right pocket.



Blaine finishes tying up Janet and walks over to Bruce and Sunny who are standing only a few feet away. Bruce is holding a package as he has his gun in his left hand drawn at Sunny. Bruce hands off the package to Blaine, who walks over to the gallows.



BRUCE

This is where we say good-bye...



PULSE

When I get down from here, I’m going to shove a gun up your ass.



BRUCE

That won’t be necessary.



Blaine places the package at the gallows and walks back to where Bruce is standing.



PULSE

Never knew you owned your own dildo shop!



Janet and Drew LAUGH.



BRUCE

You won’t be laughing in four minutes when that package explodes.



PULSE

I always wanted to be cremated.



BRUCE

Then you’ll have your wish.



JANET

Why isn’t Sunny with us to share our fate?



PULSE

There you go, jealous of Sunny until the very end...



BRUCE

Sunny is my insurance policy... In the unlikely case that you’re set free Sunny’s presence will insure my safety.



SUNNY

You, Son of a Bitch!



Sunny starts shoving Bruce. Bruce slaps her in the face.



BRUCE

I’ve seen all your films, that’s the best acting you’ve ever done.



PULSE

I agree...



Bruce aims his gun at Pulse.



BRUCE

I didn’t ask for your input...



PULSE

I’ll never give you my input, I don’t do those kinds of things.



BRUCE

Anyway, it was nice knowing you. See you in heaven.



PULSE

I’ll see you in hell.



BRUCE

Very well... Let’s go Blaine.



Bruce with his gun pointed at Sunny, starts walking her over to his mini van as Blaine follows suit.



DREW

We’re all going to die.



PULSE

Drew, what’s with the fucking optimism? I’m supposed to be the pessimist and you’re the one who’s supposed to think of a way out of this.



JANET

Pulse, you’ve changed so much over the last few weeks... Rising to the occasion... I’m so proud of you... You’re now the rugged, handsome man, I’ve always wanted. 



PULSE

Let’s not all pat ourselves on the back and send out fucking Hallmark cards... Let’s find a way out.



Bruce, Blaine and Sunny enter the mini van with Blaine at the driver’s seat.



INT. MINI VAN/ MOVING



Bruce is sitting in the back with Sunny.



BLAINE

Where to, Boss?



BRUCE

Where else, Trans World Pictures Studio?



Blaine STARTS the mini van and starts driving away.



SUNNY

You didn’t have to slap me so hard.



BRUCE

It’s part of my job.



SUNNY

Some job...



BRUCE

It pays the bills and it has a wonderful dental plan.



EXT. DEATH VALLEY --DAY



The mini van drives off down the road and headed back to Los Angeles.



PULSE

This is a nice way to get a sun tan...



JANET

Don’t you have any ideas to get us out of here?



DREW

Yeah...



PULSE

I have a pocketful of ideas...



Pulse finally removes his hands from his pocket. In his hand is his Swiss Army Knife.



DREW

Are your going to cut your nails again?



PULSE

No, bird brain... I’m going to cut off your testicles after I cut off the rope.



DREW

Oh, I see.



PULSE

Don’t try this at home. I am a professional.



Pulse starts swaying back and forth, hoping to push himself to grab his feet.



JANET

You can do it!



Pulse continues swaying. After a giant push, he nearly grabs his feet. Pulse fails and sways back.



PULSE

I’m not the little engine that could.



JANET

Yes, you are. I’ve seen you naked.



Pulse attempts to grab his feet again, but fails to grab them.



JANET

Pulse, just do it.



PULSE

You try, this ain’t no jungle gym.



Pulse continues swaying. After a giant physical thrust, he grabs his feet.



DREW

Yes!!



Pulse holds his leg with his left hand as he is in a flexible position. Pulse cuts the flimsy rope with the knife in his right hand. As Pulse cuts through the rope, the rope loosens up and releases Pulse. Pulse TUMBLES to the ground hard on his back.

 

PULSE

Ouch! I need a chiropractor!



Pulse gets up from the ground and walks over to Drew.



PULSE

You want to get out of here?



DREW

Yeah...



PULSE

What’s in it for me?



DREW

A new set of golf clubs.



PULSE

Cool.



Pulse starts jumping up to cut off Drew’s rope.



CUT TO:



INT. JAMES MCMAHON’S OFFICE



James is at his desk, sitting across from Frank Costa.



JAMES

So that Pulse will no longer be beating?



FRANK

Don’t worry, I have it all under control...



JAMES

Last time you had total control, the studio lost forty million dollars.



FRANK

But Michael Warren and I made twenty six million dollars off that. Now that he’s no longer around, the golf course and the corporate assets will be mine...



JAMES

When is the Mrs. coming by?



FRANK

She’ll be here and that will end it for all of us.



Frank smiles at a very nervous James.



CUT TO:



EXT. DEATH VALLEY --DAY



Drew and Pulse start pulling Janet down from the gallows as the rope tying her down has been cut up. After lowering Janet to the ground, Pulse starts running.



JANET

Why are you running?



PULSE

The bomb is still here.



DREW

Why didn’t you throw it away?



PULSE

I’m not Joe Montana and it wasn’t in my script.



Pulse continues running as Drew and Janet start running away from the bomb.



C/U The Bomb.

A CUCKOO SOUND is heard from the bomb.



KABOOM! The bomb explodes and the explosion’s impact throws Pulse, Drew, and Janet forward as well as destroying the gallows.



The explosion creates a huge crater in the ground as the fire from the explosion continues to flame. 



Pulse and Janet are laying on the ground. Drew slowly recovers from the blast and starts crawling on his hands and knees to reach Pulse. Drew crawls over to Pulse’s right side.



DREW

Pulse, are you alive?



PULSE

Put your hand on my dick and you’ll find out.



DREW

Don’t worry, I won’t.



CUT TO:



EXT. DEATH VALLEY --DAY



Pulse, Drew, and Janet are standing by the road. They are ready to hitch hike. Janet and Drew have their hitch hiking thumbs out. Pulse is holding a sign that reads L.A. OR BUST IMPLANTS.



A pickup truck drives by slowly and passes Pulse, Drew, and Janet. The pickup truck stops a few yards away as Pulse, Drew, and Janet run over to the back of the pickup truck.



Pulse, Drew and Janet enter the back of the pickup truck. The pickup truck starts driving off with the gang in back.



CUT TO:



EXT. HIGHWAY --DAY



The pickup truck is driving down on the highway as Pulse, Drew, and Janet are seated in the back of the pickup.



DREW

Where are we going now?



PULSE

To the bat cave.



JANET

Come on, really...  



PULSE

We’re going to Sunny’s mansion...



DREW

She won’t be there.



PULSE

That’s part of the plan.



JANET

I don’t understand.



PULSE

I found something strange at her place... If I’m right, it may lead us to the person I think is responsible for this entire string of murders, lousy hit-men and poorly executed explosions... It just sounds like a bad action/adventure flick.



DREW

I don’t think so.



PULSE

You like Waterworld, enough said.



The pickup truck continues on its trip to Los Angeles.



CUT TO:



EXT. SUNNY’S MANSION --DAY



The pickup truck drives off, having dropped off Pulse, Drew, and Janet at the front door to Sunny’s mansion.



CUT TO:



INT. SUNNY’S MANSION/ KITCHEN AREA



Pulse, Drew and Janet are standing by a door, slightly outside the kitchen area. Pulse starts playing with the door knob, but can’t seem to open the apparently locked door.



JANET

Where does the door lead to?



PULSE

The basement or Adolf Hitler’s bunker...



JANET

This is no time for us to be making out in the basement.



PULSE

The basement is the only place in the mansion, besides any of the bathrooms, that I’ve never been to.



DREW

Let me try to open this... I am a former police officer, I can do this competently.



Drew starts throwing himself against the door by giving it heavy shoulder blocks. Drew hits the door, a couple of times without any effect.



PULSE

That’s right, you are a former police office and current fuck up.



Drew throws himself against the door once again. This time he hits the mark as he pushes the door down. Drew loses his balance, and falls on top of the falling door.



The door with Drew on top of it, slides down the basement stairs creating a large CRASH at the bottom of the stairs.



PULSE

Drew, are you OK?



JANET

Drew...



Drew slowly recovers, yet he is still in a daze.



DREW

Mommy, I don’t want to go to school today.



PULSE

He’s OK.



INT. SUNNY’S SURVEILLANCE ROOM



Pulse opens the light as Janet and Drew follow Pulse as he walks in to the surveillance room.



PULSE

Just what I thought...



JANET

What?



PULSE

Sunny knew that you and I got back together... The only way she could have known that is if she was listening in on the conversation... This mansion is filled with hidden video cameras... You know what that means?



DREW

Sunny can make home made porno movies.



PULSE

I’ve never thought of that! 



Pulse is relishing at the thought, as Janet hits him gently in the arm.



JANET

Snap out of it.



Pulse walks over to the desk where the TV monitors are sitting. Pulse sits at the desk.



PULSE

There has to be some incriminating tapes here!



JANET

Against who?



PULSE

That’s for me to know and for you to find out.



Pulse opens a desk drawer and starts combing through marked video tapes.



DREW

Find anything?



PULSE

I may have solved the JFK assassination, but nothing on our case...



Pulse continues pilfering through the drawer.



PULSE

I’ve struck gold!



Drew jumps up and down.



DREW

We’re rich! We’re rich!



Pulse pulls out of video tape.



PULSE

No, I found the tape you fucking idiot!



Drew stops jumping up and down.



C/U The video tape in Pulse’s hand.

The label to the video tape reads RWC-TWS.



PULSE

This case is quickly coming to and end... Now, I can take a long awaited vacation to Beirut.



CUT TO:



INT. PULSE’S RENTAL CAR/ MOVING --DAY



Pulse is driving his rental car. Drew is sitting in the passenger’s seat as Janet is sitting in the back.



DREW

The tape is something else.



JANET

I’ll say.



PULSE

It was shocking and revolting, I thought it was a Saturday morning cartoon show...



JANET

It was beyond belief!



PULSE

Just when I thought I knew the killer, the clues change on me. I’m no Jessica Fletcher.



DREW

You can’t be... You’re not a woman or in you’re 60’s.



PULSE

Plastic surgery can do a lot to a person... Just like forcing them to listen to Kathie Lee Gifford... But in the latter case, it may lead someone to blow their brains out.



CUT TO:



EXT. TRANS WORLD STUDIOS --DAY



Pulse’s rental car pulls up to the front entrance of Trans World Pictures Studios.



EXT. TRANS WORLD STUDIOS PARKING LOT --DAY



Pulse’s rental car drives into a parking spot in a parking lot next to the Trans World Pictures Studio executive offices.



INT. PULSE’S RENTAL CAR



Having parked the car, Pulse turns around to speak to Janet.



PULSE

Janet, you stay here while Drew and I go inside the office looking for our killer.



JANET

Why, because it’s not safe for a girl like me?



PULSE

No, I just want you to stay in the car... We don’t have a parking permit like those worthless bums disguised as Hollywood executives, we may get towed.



JANET

Oh, OK...



PULSE

I just want to tell you something...



JANET

OK.



PULSE

We did a lot of bad things to each other and I forgive you for cheating on me... Hopefully, we can get back together after this case is finally over... If not, I just want you to know that I always have and always will love you.



JANET

You’re finally grown up... Working hard, no longer keeping grudges, and being true... Pulse, you finally got a Pulse.



Pulse and Janet kiss.



DREW

Janet, I love you.



Pulse shoves Drew.



PULSE

Shut the fuck up! Why don’t you find someone half your age.



Pulse opens the door and gets out of the car. Drew proceeds to do the same.



CUT TO:



EXT. TRANS WORLD STUDIOS EXECUTIVE OFFICES --DAY



Pulse and Drew are hiding behind bushes directly across the executive offices of Trans World Pictures. Standing and patrolling by the entrance to the offices is Blaine. Pulse and Drew are plotting their strategy to storm the offices.



DREW

We’ve got no weapon, how are we going to get past that goon?



PULSE

I’ll try some karate moves on him.



DREW

Are you a black belt?



Pulse presents his impressive waistline.



PULSE

I don’t wear any belt, I’m a perfect thirty waist.



DREW

You have no training in karate whatsoever.



PULSE

What are you talking about? I’ve seen all those karate movies with Bruce Lee, Jackie Chan, Chuck Norris, and Sylvester Stallone.



DREW

Sylvester Stallone never made a karate film.



PULSE

There you go...



Pulse pops out from hiding behind the bush and starts walking over to the front entrance of the executive offices. Blaine is not surprised or impressed by Pulse’s presence.



BLAINE

I thought we killed you.



PULSE

That shows you that you shouldn’t think that much... Your small brain may not withstand the strain of your thoughts.



BLAINE

You’ll be mine now.



PULSE

I don’t think so.



Pulse starts karate chopping Blaine in the chest.



PULSE

How’s that?



BLAINE

It’s a nice massage.



PULSE

Ya-ha!



Pulse continues to give ineffectual karate chops to Blaine’s chest. Blaine has enough, and starts pulling Pulse up by the hair.



PULSE

Hey, it’s real! It’s not a toupee and I’m not the hair club president or a client!



Blaine continues pulling Pulse’s hair. Pulse is being pulled a few inches off the ground.



PULSE

(in pain)

Ahhh!



Drew quickly runs over to the entrance. Blaine notices Drew’s arrival. Drew lifts his leg up as he is about to kick Blaine in the nuts.



BLAINE

Holy shit!



Drew kicks Blaine in the genital area. Blaine drops Pulse, who falls to the ground. Blaine is in great pain, as he collapses to his knees.



BLAINE

Aww!



Blaine collapses on to the pavement face first, knocking himself unconscious. Pulse gets up from the pavement and starts smoothing over his hair. Pulse walks over to Drew.



PULSE

What took you so long?



DREW

It looked like you were handling him all by yourself, Karate Kid.



PULSE

You saved me again, Mister Miyagi.



Pulse moves his hands in a waxing position.



PULSE

(continuing)

Wax on, wax off!



Pulse walks over to Blaine, and kneels over him. Pulse starts frisking Blaine.



DREW

What are you looking for?



PULSE

His wallet, I need some money.



DREW

So do I!



Pulse pats down one of Blaine’s pants pockets and notices a bulge in it. Pulse puts his hand in the pants pocket and pulls out a gun.



PULSE

Now I have a gun, ho, ho, ho!



DREW

You’ve watched Die Hard too many times.



Pulse gets up from his kneeling position and starts walking to the executive office entrance.



PULSE

So has every screenwriter who’s written an action adventure film in the last nine years... Let’s go, we have a killer to catch.



DREW

Sorry.



Pulse and Drew run into the executive offices as Blaine continues to lay on the ground.



CUT TO:



INT. JAMES MCMAHON’S OFFICE



James is sitting at his desk across from Frank Costa and Sunny. Bruce is standing in the office, directly across from the door.



FRANK

All good things must come to an end... James, your anxiety is over, we have nothing to worry about.



JAMES

I’ll wait before I’ll uncork the champagne.



INT. STAIRS OF THE EXECUTIVE OFFICES



Pulse and Drew quickly climb up the stairs as they try to reach James McMahon’s office.



INT. JAMES MCMAHON’S OFFICE



JAMES

So I guess that Pulse and his friends are pieces of sand in Death Valley.



PULSE(OS)

I guess you’re wrong.



Pulse and Drew run up to the door of James McMahon’s office. Frank, James, Sunny, and Bruce are amazed by Pulse’s reappearance. Pulse is holding his gun.



FRANK

You’re not supposed to be here.



Bruce pulls out his gun and is about to draw it at Pulse.



PULSE

Here’s my security pass. 



Pulse points his gun at Bruce and FIRES twice. Bruce falls to the floor face first. Pulse walks over to Bruce’s body, as Drew follows him.



PULSE

Fuck law school, I should have enrolled in the Mafia.



FRANK

What are you doing here?



Pulse walks over to stand behind Frank and Sunny.



PULSE

I have a dentist’s appointment.



FRANK

Like a bad weed, you refuse to go away.



PULSE

Sorry, I don’t know what you’re talking about... I never smoked marijuana and I didn’t inhale.



Pulse stares at Sunny.



PULSE

Hello, Sunny.



SUNNY

Hi.



JAMES

What do you want, Pulse?



PULSE

I’ve come here to send my best regards to a killer and collect a fifty thousand dollar reward.



FRANK

Whose killer?



PULSE

The person who ordered the murders of Michael Warren, Mark Tsunis, and Detective Rick Burns... The one who blew up my offices, killed off a few LAPD officers, and tried to pin a murder on me.  We all know that Bruce and his merry men committed the murders. But just like with Bill Clinton, there was a Hillary Clinton here who was pulling the strings.



SUNNY

Who did it?



PULSE

Everyone had a motive to murder Michael Warren, but not everyone had a motive to murder Mark Tsunis... The murder of all three victims fall like dominoes. Whoever had the motive to murder Tsunis, went on to kill Warren and Burns. Whoever didn’t have a motive to kill Tsunis, didn’t kill the others.



JAMES

What are you driving at?



PULSE

I’ll tell you... I fucked up on law school exams because I missed the smallest details, as well as falling asleep during them... The smallest detail was crucial to coming out with the right answer. The murderer was sloppy, showing me details in speech or performance that they committed the crime... I know who did it.... Mister McMahon?



James is sweating profusely.



JAMES

Yes.



PULSE

You had motive to murder Michael Warren... Through his knowledge of your insider trading and his opposition to the studio takeover, you had a reason to kill Michael Warren...



JAMES

But I didn’t.



PULSE

I know.



James wipes away the sweat off his face.



PULSE

You had no motive to murder Mark Tsunis, he was a trusted executive at Trans World Studios and in Hollywood, that’s about as rare as a Kosher Delicatessen in Iraq.



JAMES

He was my protégé, I wanted him to take my place when I retire.



DREW

I don’t think that’s possible now.



Pulse turns and looks at Drew.



PULSE

Don’t think!



DREW 

OK.



SUNNY

But James had motive to murder my husband.



PULSE

He had motive, but he didn’t act upon it... Eliminating Warren wouldn’t eliminate his problems... A takeover bid by the Japanese would still require Board of Directors approval and Warren’s opposition didn’t mean the deal was dead.



FRANK

How did you know that?



JAMES

I read the newspapers and did the crossword puzzles.



SUNNY

What about the insider trading?



PULSE

James knew I was already on to him, on the insider trading.



JAMES

That’s right.



PULSE

Eliminating Warren wouldn’t eliminate the insider trading problem... If the takeover goes through, the SEC will investigate any recent large purchases of Trans World Pictures stock... The only crime that James has committed besides insider trading is attempted murder.



JAMES

Of who?



PULSE

I’m sure you had something to do with my little vacation in Death Valley... No matter what people may think, trying to kill me is still a crime.



JAMES

You don’t have proof.



PULSE

Since when is that a requirement in a court of law?... I know, I don’t have any proof...  But, we now have one down and two to go.



CUT TO:



EXT. TRANS WORLD PICTURES PARKING LOT --DAY



Blaine, having fully recovered from his injuries is forcibly pulling Janet out of the back seat of Pulse’s rental car. Janet is valiantly trying to fight back.



JANET

Get off of me.



BLAINE

You’re coming with me, sweetie pie.



JANET

Wait until my boyfriend gets his hands on you, he knows karate!



Blaine successfully pulls Janet out of the rental car.



CUT TO:



INT. JAMES MCMAHON’S OFFICE



Pulse is still standing behind Frank and Sunny as Bruce’s body is still on the floor.



PULSE

Frank and Sunny... Sunny and Frank... Laurel and Hardy... Sonny and Cher... You must think that I’m a fucking idiot.



SUNNY

The thought has come to my mind.



PULSE

Why are you so high and mighty? Not only did you fuck my ex-brother in law, you also killed three innocent people.



DREW

Hey!



SUNNY

I didn’t kill anybody.



PULSE

Not with your hands and not alone, you had help... Frank Costa was your partner in crime...



FRANK

What are you talking about?



Pulse stares at Frank.



PULSE

The dialogue in your classic film, My Mother, The Car is the same exact dialogue used by Bruce when Warren’s car was being followed on the FDR Drive... Only the real mastermind behind the killings could have known that... Mark Tsunis and Warren were haggling over the production of your film, not to mention that you and Michael Warren siphoned off twenty six million dollars off Little Big Horn...



SUNNY

What twenty six million dollars?



FRANK

I was going to tell you about it.



JAMES

Yeah, when it was too late.



PULSE

James is right. Frank was going to keep all the money for himself.



FRANK

Shut up!



PULSE

This is my interrogation!



Pulse points the gun at Frank.



FRANK

OK, OK.



DREW

Pulse, so what’s Sunny’s role in this?



PULSE

She had an affair with Mark Tsunis, he certainly would have been a stick in the wheels of her marriage... Killing off Warren would also net her a few million dollars as a widow instead of nothing as a divorcee.



SUNNY

Where’s your proof?



FRANK

Yeah!



Pulse stares at Frank.



PULSE

Video taped conversations between you and Michael Warren on embezzling funds from Little Big Horn... Warren’s dying reference to Once Upon A Time In America, the film that got away because of Little Big Horn... Sunny knowing that we were going to be shot at on the Freeway, minutes before it happened... The rifle under Sunny’s bed that will match the gun that murdered Detective Burns.



SUNNY

I should have hid that gun.



PULSE

You should have hidden it somewhere else... Not in your pants, everyone has been there already...



SUNNY

You have to admit that the sex with me was good.



PULSE AND DREW

(simultaneously)

It was the only perk of the job.



Pulse stares at Drew. Drew stays silent as Pulse turns to speak.



PULSE

But, it’s also good with my right hand.



FRANK

So, what’s next?



PULSE

LA’s Finest or the LAPD without Mark Fuhrman have already been called... Michael Warren may have been a scumbag for helping end my childhood acting career, but he didn’t deserve this... The same can be said of Tsunis and Detective Burns. Just like the career of Michael Jackson, this entire case appears to be over.



Police SIRENS are blaring.



BLAINE(OS)

No, it’s not!



Blaine is at the office door with a gun to Janet’s head.



JANET

Pulse!



PULSE

What a bummer!



BLAINE

Drop the gun or I’ll blow your girlfriend’s head off.



PULSE

What do I care? Do it, I’ve got a lot of girlfriends...



BLAINE

I’m not bluffing.



JANET

Pulse!



PULSE

She cheated on me, shoot!



BLAINE

I will.



Blaine is about to shoot.



PULSE

OK, it was worth a shot.



Pulse kneels down and drops the gun on the floor.



BLAINE

Good!



Blaine turns toward Frank and Sunny. Pulse puts his hand in his pockets and starts playing around with a device.



BLAINE

I did good, didn’t I?



Unbeknownst to everyone, Pulse pulls his Swiss Army knife out of his pocket, with the blade exposed.



FRANK

 You sure did!



Pulse looks straight at Janet as he is about to throw his knife.



PULSE

Janet, move!



Janet moves to the side as Blaine turns around at Pulse. Pulse quickly throws the knife at Blaine. The knife blade strikes Blaine in the chest.



DREW

Bulls-eye!



Blaine staggers, then collapses back first on the ground.



PULSE

Hasta la vista, baby.



Janet runs up to Pulse and slaps him.



PULSE

What was that for?



JANET

You’ve got lots of girlfriends? Since when?



PULSE

In my mind, in my mind.



Pulse hugs Janet tightly.



EXT. TRANS WORLD STUDIOS EXECUTIVE OFFICES --NIGHT



The executive offices are completely surrounded by police cars and POLICE OFFICERS.



INT. JAMES MCMAHON’S OFFICES



POLICE OFFICERS are leading Frank and Sunny in handcuffs. As Sunny is about to be taken out of the office, Sunny turns to Pulse, who has his arms  around Janet. Bruce is still laying on the office carpet.



SUNNY

So Pulse, can I look your name up in seventy five years?



PULSE

If you’re still looking like this, sure.



Janet elbows Pulse in the stomach.



PULSE

Ow!



The police escort Sunny out of the office on her way to the police battalion outside. James walks over to talk to Pulse.



JAMES

I may have to pay a fine for my insider trading, but I owe you big time... How can I repay you for what you’ve done here? 



PULSE

By not trying to kill me again and giving me that fifty thousand dollar reward.



JAMES�How else? You saved the reputation of the studio.



DREW

A lifetime supply of movie popcorn sounds good to me!



PULSE

No one asked you.



JAMES

Can I offer you a job?



PULSE

I can always use the money. Otherwise I may have to sell my appendix to support myself.



JAMES

Would you like to be in house counsel for the studio?



PULSE

I have something else in mind.



JAMES

OK! I’ll give you any position you want.



DREW

Pulse, always looking after your own ass.



PULSE

That reminds me of something.



Pulse walks over to Bruce’s body and kneels over. Pulse starts pulling Bruce’s pants down. Pulse grabs a gun out of his pocket.



JANET

What are you doing?



PULSE

I promised Bruce, I’d shove a gun up his ass...



DREW

So?



PULSE

I don’t want to be accused of not keeping my promises.



Drew, Janet, and James LAUGH as Pulse is about to pull Bruce’s underwear down.



CUT TO:



INT. A HOLLYWOOD SOUNDSTAGE



The set on the soundstage is an exact duplicate of Pulse’s office. Pulse and Joe are being filmed by a film crew for a motion picture. Pulse is at the desk, sitting across from Joe. Pulse and Joe appear the same way they did in the scene from Act I.



The film crew is not seen in the establishing shot, making it appear that it’s a replay of an earlier scene.



PULSE

Fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck.... Joe, these charges are severe.



JOE

Mr. Pulsipher, I told you that I didn’t do it.



PULSE

Firstly, call me Pulse. Secondly, a police officer from NYPD caught you in the act.



JOE

I was framed, Pulse... I was framed.  I never did anything like dis.



PULSE

Framed? With one of those nice black frames or one of those gaudy wooden ones?



Joe has a puzzled look on his face.



JOE

What did you say, sir?



DIRECTOR(OS)

Cut! Everyone take five.



PULSE

You fucked up Joe, you never called me sir.



JOE 

Sorry.



Pulse and Joe get out of the their seat. Pulse starts walking off the set.



PULSE

Good, I’m going to take a shit! My own movie and I don’t have the time to take a shit. Not having time to crap, the story of my life!



Pulse walks into a group of film crew members as they head off to the exit door of the soundstage.



FADE OUT:



THE END
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