FADE | N:
| NT. DRESSI NG ROOM - DAY
A spacious room fit for a showbiz king. The vibe is party.
Shimrering disco ball. Fully stocked bar. Long bl ack | eather
couches.

The wal | s hol d decades worth of nenories. Photos, posters,
bl own up covers of TV Qui de.

A large handbag sits in the mddle of the floor. Wde open.

TI TLE: Burbank, California. 1983.

JI MW ALEXANDER squats over the purse. H s pants around his
ankles. He's in his md 50's. But still head-turning handsone.
M schi evous eyes. Killer smle. D nples.

Jimmy's face scrunches up in a furious grinmace. He wants
this bad. So very bad.

Loud, frustrated groans fill the room
But not hi ng happens.

Jimmy tries to junp start his plunbing. He junps around.
Does some deep lunges. Torso twists. Alittle Kung Fu.

TAP. TAP. TAP. Soneone polite at the door
Jimmy ignores it. Resunmes his squat.
TAP. TAP. TAP. They won't go away.

JI MW
Jimmy is trying concentrate!

Ji my nmoans | oudly. Pushes with everything he's got.

I NT. STUDI O 13 - HALLWAY - DAY

A busy tel evision studio. DI ANE DORRONI N st ands guard by the
door. She's in her early 20's. Eager. Perky. Professionally
dressed. Ready to give one thousand mllion percent.

Di ane checks her watch. Peeks down the hall way.

BRANT COLLI ER, 58, stonps towards her. He's all business.
Cast iron jaw. Slicked back hair. Expensive suit.

Di ane steels herself. Steps forward.

DI ANE
Morning, M. Collier. How are --



BRANT
What's the hold up here, G ggles?
Everyone is waiting.

Loud grunts and groans through the door. Al nost sexual. Brant
shoots Diane a fierce glare.

DI ANE
He's alone in there, | swear. He
just having a slight touch of
i ndi gestion.

The groans reach a thundering crescendo.

BRANT
It sounds like he's giving birth in
there -- to a fucking el ephant.

DI ANE

Uh. Well. He tends to get |oud..
|'ve heard worse..

BRANT
Jesus Christ. The things you nust go
t hr ough.

Diane smles like a trooper. Al part of the job.

BRANT ( CONT' D)
| don't care if his bowels are
trailing out his pant leg -- two
fucki ng m nutes.

Brant storns off down the hall. Jinmmy's painful groans
suddenly shift gears. Becone | ow noans of pleasure.

A long sil ence.

The door swi ngs open. Jinmmy marches out. Pants on. Ready for
busi ness. Big cocky grin on his face.

Di ane takes a peek inside. The purse awaits, clanped up tight.

JI MW
As | triunphantly proclained in "The
Sagittarius Mssion Part Two"...
(serious tone)
The m ssile codes were good, M.
Presi dent. Target destroyed.

Di ane recoils fromthe stench. Jimry smrks. So pleased with
hi nsel f.



I NT. STUDI O 13 - BACKSTACE - DAY

The soundstage for a daytine gane show Currently in a hol ding
pattern. The crew crowd around the craft services table.
Pound back coffee and donuts.

The cast sit around. Snoke cigarettes. Read the trades.
Brant stands at a bank of nonitors. Keeps eye on everything.

Jimmy strolls in. Flashes his trademark ten thousand watt
sm | e.

JI MW
Sorry for the delay, folks. Jinmy
was tal king to one of his Mke- A-
W sh ki ds.

A mad scranmble. The crew rolls prize displays into position.
Fridges. Washer dryers. Colf clubs.

The cast gather near a large curtain. Hair and makeup do one
| ast pass. Jimmy joins them

JI MW ( CONT' D)
Where's our special guest star?

SUNSET SUTHERLAND turns and faces him She's a frunpy cerebra
pal sy conedian. Big puffy perm Rai nbow suspenders. She speaks
with a stammer. Head tilted at a painful angle.

SUNSET
Hey, Ji my.

JI MW
Sunset. You nmarvel ous bitch.

Jimmy nmoves in for the kill. Sunset tenses up, not sure what
to expect. He waps her in a tight hug. Gabs a handful of
ass. Sunset shoves hi m away.

SUNSET
Fuck of f, pervert.

JI MW
You keep denying this thing we have,
| ady. But one day, that damis gonna
burst w de open.

SUNSET
I'"d rather be gang raped by a
prof essional football team

Loud rmusic rises up. Applause. The curtain opens.



