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ACT ONE
EXT. LOS ANGELES GOLF COURSE - DAY

A THREESOVE grunbles inpatiently, waiting for their FOURTH
But he's not teeing up his golf ball or deciding between his
iron or his wood. Well, maybe his wood. ..

Near by, a cluster of bushes shakes rhythmcally with ever
i ncreasi ng nonentum The threesone shake their heads.

Finally, all is quiet. OJ. SIMPSON energes fromthe bushes
zi pping up his trousers.

O J.
Sorry, guys. Jail really nade ne
horny. And there's sonmething bitchin
about being "in the rough," especially
if it's blonde.

That BLONDE peeks out fromthe bushes.

O J. (CONT' D
Kiss ny putter for good |uck?

BLONDE
|'d rather kiss your balls.

Threesone jeal ously el bow each other as O J. shrugs.
EXT. VENTURA BLVD. - DAY
ROBERT BLAKE cruises in a md-70s Baretta-era clunker.
BLAKE
" myoung, white and free and that's
the nanme of dat tune!
He giddily honks the horn and checks hinself in the mrror.
BLAKE ( CONT' D)
VWll, two outta three ain't bad, huh
Fred? Least that's what Meatl oaf
sai d.
Bl ake' s driving conpanion FRED is no human, he's the Cockat oo
fromBaretta, stuffed and perched on the dashboard, |ike a
pl astic Jesus.
| NT. FOX NEWS HQ - NEW YORK - LATE AFTERNOON
Newscaster BRET BAIER is in make-up.

BRET
Mor e make- up?



MAKE- UP ARTI ST
You're not as young as you used to
be.

BRET
Save it for the Fox News Babes.

Bai er sheds his make-up bib, pulling his suit jacket on as
he heads for the hallway.

| NT. HALLWAY

He's halted inmmediately by the ghostly inmage of BILL O REILLY
hol ding a tablet and a map.

O REI LLY
Sonmeone wants to see you. Here are
your instructions.

BRET
You don't | ook so good, Bill.

O REI LLY
I"monly on the internet now, Bret.
It's like I don't exist anynore.

O Reilly hands Bret a building map wth specifics. Bret |ooks
it over, skeptically.

BRET
He doesn't have to send a sexual
deviant to get ne.

OReilly throws his tablet at Bret's head but he ducks and
it hits the wall, freezing on an image froma porn site. By
the tinme Bret | ooks up, OReilly's disappeared into the ether

Bret | ooks over the map and follows the route.

It takes himthrough unfamliar corridors, past unmarked
doors and down stairwells he never knew existed. Finally,
he arrives at a black door, the very portal indicated in the
instructions. There's no doorknob. In md-knock, the door
whooshes open automatically.

| NT. HI DDEN EXECUTI VE SUI TE

Bret is ushered in by two scantily clad WOVEN, provocatively
caressing m crophones.

And then a boom ng voi ce sends shock waves as it travels
across the room It's so powerful it nesses Bret's hair.



VO CE (O S.)
Bai er, get your pretty boy white ass
in here.

Confused at first, Bret imredi ately recogni zes that voice.

BRET
Roger?! | thought you were fired.
Sued. Dead.

Al LES

Al'l obfuscation. Distraction.
Pur poseful flimflamery.

Bret gets his bearings. Ailes's office is massive, to
accommodat e both his oversized ego and his Jabba the Hut
girth. In fact, he resenbles Jabba but wth Roger's face.

H s breathing is | abored as he barks into a red hot-1ine
phone.

Al LES ( CONT' D)
Hey! The only person who ever spoke
to me |like that was Cheney. And trust
me, Pence. You're no Dick Cheney.
Just shut up and tell nme what it's
going to take to get through to you
on this? If Trunp keeps fucking up,
Fox News has nothing. | can only
keep this house of snoke and mrrors
aloft for so | ong!

He sl anms the phone down, shattering it and denting his desk.

Bret stares in bew |l dernent as Al es pores over photos,
checking lip gloss levels of various Fox News Babes - a
grimace here, a lascivious half-smle there.

Al LES ( CONT' D)
Sit down, Bert.

BRET
Sir, it's Bret.

Al LES
Right. And don't talk back. O you'll
be the next one wearing lip gloss
and rouge.

BRET
But | still am

Ailes leans in for a closer inspection.



Al LES
Damm. Real |y does take years off.

BRET
You wanted to see ne?

Al LES
Wth Trunp's Covid-19 clusterfuck
the ratings are off. Maybe | can get
Coulter to run.

BRET
Didn't you call her an anorexic crazy-
ass bitch?

Al LES
That was then. | gotta shake things
up. Like I did years ago.

BRET
You nmean the first tinme you |lost all
t hat wei ght ?

Ailes throws a Trunp bobbl e-head doll at him It |ands on
the floor with Trunp's dunmb-ass scow staring back, its fake
orange hair askew.

Al LES
Hel | no! Sonething better. Wth nore
inpact. |'m sendi ng you back out
t her e!

BRET

Qut there???
Bret throws hinself across Al es's desk.

BRET ( CONT' D)
"Il never survive.

Al LES
Lose the make- up.

BRET
But I'myour pretty boy. Everybody
says so - even Laverne Cox. But that
was privately, after the Emys.

Bret shudders, renmenbering that.
BRET ( CONT' D)

| "' m The Anchor. The Voice of God.
bel ong behind a desk. | was born --



Al LES
-- 1"ve email ed your briefing papers.
Grls, show M. Baier out.

The two wonen each take Bret's arm

BRET
VWait. Who's gonna take ny place on
Speci al Report?

Al LES
Don't you worry your pretty little
head about that. Now go be a
journalist.

BRET
VWh-wh-what's th-th-that?

EXT. LOS ANGELES POLI CE HEADQUARTERS - DAY

Protest GROUPS congregate outside holding various signs:
"Black Lives Matter," "Wiite Lives Matter, Too" and one | one
PROTESTER with a sign reading "My Cat's N ne Lives Mtter."

I NT. LOS ANGELES PCLI CE CH EF' S OFFI CE - DAY

Si npson and Bl ake sit side by side. Blake sucks on a plastic
cigarette, ever the recovering addict. Stuffed Fred is now
duct-taped to his shoul der.

CHI EF
That's why |'mpairing you two up.
You're our new celebrity crime unit.

SI MPSOV BLAKE
l"mnot working wth him He's a
nmur derer!!

They | ook at each other, seething with testosterone - then
col | apse into boyish | aughter.

O J.
Chief, I"'mstill looking for ny wife's
killer.

CHI EF

|s that before or after your prison
sentence, golf gane, or your
(fingers make quote
mar ks)
Book?

That cracks Bl ake up - until:



CHI EF ( CONT' D)
What ? You think you're better than
hin? | nmean, geez.Il left my gun in
the restaurant.' Were the hell did
you cone up with that?

Now O.J. cracks up. The Chief hands them a docunent.

CHI EF ( CONT' D)
Maybe this wll bring you back to
reality. Wien asked "who are the two
bi ggest ass-wipes in the world right
now' you two cone in second and third.
Ri ght after Trunp. And ahead of Mtch
McConnel | . Pretty inpressive if you
ask ne.

Si npson and Bl ake hang their heads.

O J.
| don't know. | nmean you're talking
to a Hei sman Trophy w nner. [|'ve
been in the Top Ten before. It's a
| onel y pl ace.

BLAKE
Ri ght on.

CHI EF
The point is, taking on this
assignnment could go a |Iong way towards
rehabilitating --

BLAKE
Rehab? | did that after Electra dide
tanked. If you're trying to nmake ne
go to rehab, 1'lIl say 'no, no, no.'

QO J.
Don't remind ne. | sawthat. |'d
have been in rehab too, after that
over - hyped pi ece of crap.

BLAKE
Li ke Capricorn One was Oscar bait.
O J.
At least | played a detective in a
novi e.
BLAKE

Nor dberg. In The Naked Gun. For
Cri ssake.



O J.
And | suppose Baretta was better?

BLAKE
You bet your ass. Stop any kid on
the street and ask "em'who' d you
rather be - a wuss nanmed Nordberg or
a guy naned Baretta? No contest. And
you can take that to the bank, nofo.

That pisses O J. off. He stands and kicks his chair to the
floor; so does Blake. He rubs his | eg which shakes violently.

BLAKE ( CONT' D)
| think I pulled sonething. Freaking
restless | eg syndrone.

They're still ready to duke it out.

CHI EF
Alright! Cut the crap. If you don't
care what peopl e think, maybe you
care about your famlies. Alittle
redenpti on goes a | ong way. Now get
out there and stop the next celebrity
crimnal fromhurting himor herself
or innocent civilians!

EXT. RODEO DRI VE - BEVERLY HI LLS - DAY

O J. and Bl ake, stuffed Fred still on his shoul der, cruise
the streets.

MALE VO CE (O S.)
Hey Si npson!

| NT. BLAKE' S CAR
O J. wheels around. But no one's there.

BLAKE
Yo, |I'mover here. If we're gonna
find celebrities conmtting crines,
this is the place.

O J.
Maybe we can find Lindsay Lohan.
BLAKE
That skank? What woul d you want with
her ?
O J.

I f you have to ask, you're not up to
t he task.



O.J. turns his head one way, then the other as different
sexy WOMEN pass by, each nore attractive than the last. His
neck literally twists into a knot.

BLAKE
That's right. You're the | adies' man -
t he bl onde | adi es' nan.

O J.
Once they have bl ack, they never go
back.
BLAKE
Don't you nean, they never cone back?
O J.
Ow, you're hurting ne.

(beat)
Maybe we shoul d buzz your ex and see
what she has to say?

That silences Bl ake - at | east for the nonment.
EXT. NEI MAN- MARCUS - BEVERLY HI LLS - LATER

Fromthe car, O J. and Bl ake spot an over-burdened FEVALE
SHOPPER struggling with nmultiple packages. Wth her ear buds
in place, she's oblivious to life on this planet.

A store security GUARD is hot on her heels.

GUARD
Ms. Ryder...?

I NT. BLAKE' S CAR

O J.
Isn't that Wnona Ryder?

Bl ake checks their assignnent roster.

BLAKE
She's not even on our list. The Chief
wants us to find nunber one a.s.a.p.

O J.
Chill my man, we've got tinme. W can
take care of this and nunber one.
The Chief'll be so happy, he'll let
us wear badges. Maybe even carry
weapons.

Bl ake abruptly cuts across lanes of traffic, leading to
mul tiple rear-end collisions before slamm ng on the brakes
and parking illegally on Wlshire.



EXT. WEST SIDE OF LOS ANGELES - BIRD S EYE VI EW- DAY

Traffic on Wlshire pronptly backs up fromBeverly Hills to
the 405. The bird lets go, hitting Bl ake's shoul der.

BLAKE

Goddamm tt! Ya got a tissue?
O J.

Tissue? | don't even know you.
BLAKE

Last time | heard that, | fell off

nmy di nosaur, | aughi ng.
EXT. NEI MAN- MARCUS - BEVERLY HI LLS

Angry notorists blast horns, screamobscenities and flip off
Bl ake and O J.

O J.
(to guard)
W'll take it from here.

GUARD
(1 aughi ng)
Take what? And "we" who? You two
crimnal s?

O J.
Nobody calls ne that.

GUARD
Can't handle the truth, huh?

Now it becones a race - who's going to get to Wnona first.
The Guard steps up his pace. So do Sinpson and Bl ake.

W nona rocks out to her iPhone, continuing to grapple with
her bul ky packages.

OJ.'s footbhall instincts kick in. First, he throws a crack-
back bl ock at the security guard, sending him spraw ing.

Then he | aunches hinself at Wnona |ike a guided mssile.
Just as he's about to |level her, she bends down to retrieve
a dropped bag. O J. scores a direct hit - on a parking neter,
landing in a pile of Linme scooters - which sonehow start up,
pulling OJ. in nultiple directions. Bl ake catches up,

wheezi ng.
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