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INT. PRIVATE JET-- JULY 18, 2016

JEB BUSH stares up at the ceiling of his jet as his plane 
begins its descent into Cleveland, Ohio.

His hand grips the armrest. A hand takes his. His wife, 
COLUMBA, sits by his side.

JEB
I’ll make it.

COLUMBA
Are you sure you’re okay, Jeb?

JEB
You know how I get with planes. 
They’re heavy, they’re metal... 
but they’re up in the sky. 
Floating on air. Doesn’t seem 
natural. 

Columba hands him two mini-bar bottles of tequila.

COLUMBA
For the landing. 

(beat)
Or for you to save for later.

Jeb puts the tequila into his pocket. The jet hits a 
bump. Jeb closes his eyes.

COLUMBA
You don’t need to go today. You 
can just watch on TV like everyone 
else.

JEB
My calendar was clear.

(beat)
I’ll watch from the rafters. Stay 
away from the cameras. Wouldn’t 
want to...

Jeb trails off mid-sentence. He shakes his head.

COLUMBA
Your father loves you.

JEB
He was president. My brother was 
president. Who am I? Just some 
lousy governor. Not even the 
governor somewhere cool.



Columba takes his face and turns it toward her.

COLUMBA
Wherever you are? That’s the 
coolest place in America. Just 
because you’re there.

Jeb smiles and blushes.

JEB
I just wish they’d pay attention, 
y’know? I try. I try really hard.

COLUMBA
I know, sweetheart. We all know.

The jet touches down. Jeb takes a couple of deep 
breaths... then as the plane slows, he smiles.

JEB
You’re the best, Columba. Why 
can’t the people love me the way 
you do? Not like sexually, like 
the regular type of love. 

COLUMBA
When this weekend is over, they’ll 
wish they’d put you up on that 
stage, Jebby. 

Columba combs his hair into position with her fingers.

COLUMBA
There’s always 2020!

Jeb kisses her.

EXT. HOPKINS INTERNATIONAL AIRPORT

Jeb and Columba de-board. Below, two limousines wait. 

COLUMBA
I’ll meet you back at the hotel 
afterward. You can have the mint 
from my pillow.

JEB
I love pillow candy.

Columba kisses him. A deep, passionate kiss.
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COLUMBA
You and I are one sexy couple, Jeb 
Bush.

JEB
(correcting her)

You and *me.*

Jeb makes his way down toward the closest limo. The limo 
driver, GINGHAM, opens the door for him. Gingham is young 
and black, which makes Jeb very uncomfortable.

GINGHAM
After you, Mister Governor.

JEB
Please, boy, call me Jeb. 

(beat)
Not boy. You’re not a boy.

(beat)
Not that you’re not a boy, I 
haven’t seen your penis. I’m 
just...

(beat)
I’m not a racist.

GINGHAM
I believe you, Mister Jeb. Let’s 
get you to the convention center.

INT. LIMO-- SOME TIME LATER

Jeb pours himself a shot of vodka from the mini-bar in 
the limo. 

GINGHAM
Allow me to introduce myself. My 
name is Gingham.

JEB
Gingham. That’s a wonderful name. 
I believe it’s Swahili for 
“warrior.”

GINGHAM
I was named after the blanket the 
doctor wrapped me in the day I was 
born.

JEB
When I was a child, I had a 
blanket named Horatio. Horatio and 
me had some wild adventures.
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GINGHAM
I must say, I’ve never had a 
presidential candidate in my limo 
before. Pretty exciting stuff!

Jeb belts back the vodka and slumps into the seat.

JEB
You still don’t, Gingham... you 
still don’t. 

GINGHAM
Cheer up, Mister Jeb. 

(lying)
I voted for you.

JEB
You did?

Gingham nods, unconvincingly.

JEB
I always told them I’d do well 
with the blacks. 

GINGHAM
Why’d you drop out? I don’t know 
anything about politics...

JEB
It’s okay, no one ever does. I 
dropped out because I was told my 
policies were uninspiring, my 
emotions looked imbalanced, and my 
appearance resembled a “Have You 
Seen This Dog?” flier.

GINGHAM
Some people just aren’t meant to 
be president, Mister J.

JEB
What does your dad do, Gingham?

GINGHAM
Oh, he’s a limo driver. He helped 
get me this job-- he worked at my 
company for a while, so he knew 
everyone, introduced me to the 
right people, and I got right in. 
It was super easy.

Jeb takes another belt of vodka. We pull above the limo 
to see...
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EXT. QUICKEN LOANS ARENA-- JULY 18, 2016

Title: THE REPUBLICAN NATIONAL CONVENTION.

A mostly white, mostly male crowd is swarming. Many carry 
signs-- mostly people crazy for Trump, but a few Cruz and 
Kasich guys remain. 

One guy stands outside trying to give people Rand Paul 
signs. He gets punched in the face.

INT. CNN STUDIOS

WOLF BLITZER, the Perd Hapley of 24-hour news media, 
begins his convention coverage.

WOLF
Welcome to CNN’s Republican 
National Convention coverage. I’m 
Wolf Blitzer. Today, we presume 
Donald Trump, the presumptive 
Republican candidate, will be 
named the Republican candidate. 
The announcement of his vice 
president is expected to follow.

INT. GREEN ROOM

DONALD TRUMP paces back and forth on the phone. He is in 
his usual state of agitated smugness. Two Secret Service 
men guard the door.

DONALD
(into the phone)

I tell you something, I could buy 
and sell you in the next twenty 
minutes if I wanted. It might be 
hard to sell you, because you’re 
such a loser, but that’s just how 
good a salesman I am. You’re like 
a bug on my wall-- maybe I swat 
you, maybe I leave you alone, 
depending how I feel. You make no 
impact on my life whatsoever. I 
deal with winners. Do you 
understand what I’m saying?

(beat)
That’s right, a *large* pepperoni. 
Not a medium. I don’t do anything 
medium, sweetheart. 
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STEPHEN MILLER, Trump’s senior policy aide, enters the 
room. You know that photo they post on the news when the 
anchors offer a reward for any information on this man’s 
whereabouts? He looks like that. 

Right now, he is unnerved.

DONALD
(into phone)

Oh, and a side of Cinna-Stix too. 

Donald hangs up.

DONALD
Stephen Miller, my trusted senior 
policy aide. How the plans coming 
for the Mexican wall?

STEPHEN
We have bigger fish to fry right 
now, Mr. Trump.

DONALD
Don’t tell me you’re not getting 
the wall built. That’d be loser 
talk. I don’t work with losers.

STEPHEN
Mr. Trump, it’s about losing...

Donald combs his hair over in the mirror.

DONALD
Tonight, I will officially be 
named the Republican nominee. Can 
you picture my enemies’ faces? I 
tell you, my brain won’t even let 
me paint that picture, because 
since birth, my brain doesn’t 
allow me to see losers. 

STEPHEN
Mr. Trump...

DONALD
I watched the Super Bowl, it 
looked like the Denver Broncos 
were running around by themselves. 
I was asking, “Where are the 
Carolina Panthers?” Then I 
realized, it’s just my super brain 
blocking them out.
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STEPHEN
Mr. Trump, I have terrible news. 
The Republican powers-that-be 
gathered in secret last night. 
They have talked with all of the 
delegates, and... I’m afraid to 
say, they’ve convinced the 
delegates that, despite the 
primary results, you are not right 
for the presidency.

DONALD
Are you serious? What about all of 
the coupons we gave them? 15% off 
their stay at any of our world-
class Trump Tower locations around 
this country?

STEPHEN
A generous offer, but it appears 
the Republicans have topped it.

DONALD
Who are they going to nominate 
instead of me? Surely not Ted, 
he’s a liar and a creep.

STEPHEN
They’ve decided to go... with John 
Kasich.

DONALD
Who?

STEPHEN
John Kasich. 

DONALD
You’re going to need to be more 
specific.

STEPHEN
The governor of Ohio. John Kasich.

DONALD
Not ringing any bells.

Stephen holds up a photo of John Kasich.

DONALD
Still drawing a blank.
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STEPHEN
If you want to make a play for 
this nomination, I advise you to 
act quickly.

DONALD
(to Secret Service)

Clear the room.

The Secret Service agents comply.

DONALD
I suspected this would happen. But 
do you know why I became a 
billionaire businessman, Stephen 
Miller?

STEPHEN
The multi-million dollar 
inheritance left to you by your 
father?

DONALD
I’m prepared. That’s why I became 
a billionaire businessman.

Donald pulls a burner phone from his pocket.

DONALD
(into phone)

Operation TrumpOver is a go. 
Execute.

INT. SKETCHY WAREHOUSE-- CONTINUOUS

GORDON, a 35-year-old black ops leader, hangs up his 
phone. He turns to the crew of men standing around him.

GORDON
We got the call. Let’s roll out.

Gordon leads the way to a fleet of black SUVs. Five dozen 
soldiers follow suit, armed to the teeth with automatic 
weaponry. Another five dozen after them.

It’s not a platoon. It’s damn near a whole regiment.

EXT. ARENA LOADING DOCK

Jeb gets out of the limo. He slips on a hoodie and pulls 
the hood up over his head.
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JEB
I feel like Eminem in The Eighth 
Mile.

GINGHAM
You sure you don’t want me to call 
security for you?

JEB
Nah, those dudes are drags. I just 
want to sneak in, find a quiet 
spot to watch, and make peace with 
the choices of the American 
people.

GINGHAM
How will you get in without a 
pass? The place will be crawling 
with security.

JEB
I’m very skilled at going 
unnoticed.

GINGHAM
Well, call me if you need 
anything, I’ll be parked in the 
garage! Good luck, Mister Jeb!

Gingham peels out of the alleyway, leaving Jeb by the 
loading dock.

INT. QUICKEN LOANS ARENA-- LOADING AREA

Jeb sneaks in, wearing his hoodie over his head. He 
thinks he doesn’t look conspicuous.

He approaches a door, guarded by a security officer. Jeb 
walks up casually. The security officer somehow doesn’t 
even see him. Jeb opens the door and quietly walks 
through. 

When the door closes behind him, the security officer 
looks up in surprise. What was that noise?

INT. BACK STAGE

Jeb smiles on the other side of the door.

JEB
You’ve just been Jebbed.
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Jeb continues into a room packed with politicians, 
advisors, planners, etc. They all scramble, setting up 
the convention, preparing for the festivities to begin. 

Jeb walks through the crowd, no one even noticing he’s 
there.

He walks through a door that says “RESTRICTED-- DO NOT 
ENTER.”

INT. STAIRWELL

Jeb jogs up the stairs. Then, he walks. There are a lot 
of stairs. He wipes the sweat from his brow.

INT. CATWALKS

Jeb exits the stairwell into the catwalks above Quicken 
Loans Arena. He looks below him and see the massive 
crowds pushing up toward the stage. 

A voice with a sickening Texas drawl calls out from 
behind him.

VOICE 
Jeb?

Jeb turns. It’s TED CRUZ, lighting a cigarette and taking 
a puff. He tosses his lighter to Jeb, who looks down at 
it. It says “TED CRUZ 2016: TOGETHER WE WILL WIN” on it.

TED
I knew that was you! I’d recognize 
that sad pathetic shuffle 
anywhere!

JEB
I’m just tired from the stairs.

TED
Yeah, I bet. What the hell are you 
doing here?

JEB
Just wanted to watch democracy at 
work. Why are you hiding up here?

TED
I’m a Washington outsider. I don’t 
mingle.
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Ted flicks his lit cigarette over the edge of the 
catwalk.

JEB
Hey, what if that burns someone?

TED
Jeb, you idiot. As it falls, the 
wind will put the flame out. 
That’s how wind works. Christ, to 
think you wanted to be president. 

JEB
Didn’t work out for either of us.

TED
Speak for yourself, Hoss. Between 
you and me, I’ve been talking to 
Trump’s people, and they’re giving 
me real consideration for Veep. 
Besides, I’m just here to rub it 
in people’s faces how far I’ve 
gotten. Ever since elementary 
school, people have been trying to 
put me down. Well, who has a frog 
face now, Libby Horowitz? Who 
has... a frog face now?

Ted checks the watches he’s wearing on both wrists.

TED
Well, I’ve got to go. Say, if for 
some reason the delegates choose 
me for the nomination, would you 
want to be my Secretary of D?

Jeb’s face brightens.

JEB
Secretary of Defense?

Ted grabs his own balls and yanks them skyward.

TED
Secretary of Deez Nuts! 

He sticks his hand up to Jeb for a high five.

TED
Come on, I just burned you so 
hard. Don’t leave me hanging.

Jeb walks away. Ted gives himself a five and strolls off.
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TED
I look forward to running against 
you again in Twenty-Never! 

Ted strolls off. Jeb sits on the floor in the corner of 
the catwalk. He pulls his knees to his chest.

JEB
Don’t let them in, Jeb... Don’t 
let them in.

He hums Christina Aguilera’s “Beautiful” to himself.

INT. BACK STAGE

JOHN KASICH paces backstage. He is practicing a speech to 
himself. He keeps pausing, fake laughing, and pointing 
into an imaginary audience.

REINCE PRIEBUS, chairman of the RNC, strolls up with a 
shit-eating grin. 

REINCE
Johnny Boy! Que pasa, amigo?

JOHN
Mr. Priebus.

REINCE
Please, call me Reince. Just don’t 
call me late for dinner!

JOHN
Why would I call you late for 
dinner? 

REINCE
(beat)

Are you excited about today? The 
first day of you holding the title 
of official Republican 
presidential candidate.

JOHN
Why are you doing this again?

REINCE
Because we respect you as a man 
who stands up for himself and 
marches to the beat of his own 
drum. We also don’t think Donald 
Trump will take orders from us.
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JOHN
Agreed on both points.

REINCE
I just wanted to come over and 
tell you to break a leg out there. 

JOHN
I broke my leg in college while 
testing the smoke detector in the 
campus library.

REINCE
You worked for the library?

JOHN
No, but that’s a building full of 
paper. You can’t ever be too 
cautious.

The STAGE MANAGER approaches.

STAGE MANAGER
Thirty seconds, Mr. Priebus!

REINCE
Thank you, Richard.

STAGE MANAGER 
My name is Kevin.

REINCE
Damn! I was close. Won’t happen 
again.

The stage manager leaves.

REINCE
I hate when normals try to talk to 
me. Don’t you?

JOHN
I hate when you send a letter to 
Santa and he doesn’t respond.

Reince takes a beat. He puts his hand on John’s shoulder.

REINCE
This will work out.

Reince walks toward the stage. John picks his nose and 
looks at it.
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INT. QUICKEN LOANS ARENA

An announcer says, “Ladies and gentlemen, your chairman, 
Reince Priebus!” 

Reince Priebus comes out on stage as John Farnham’s 
“You’re The Voice” blares on the loudspeakers. He gets a 
rock star’s welcome. Girls in the front row flash their 
tits, and he shoots finger guns in their direction.

REINCE
Good afternoon, Cleveland!

Screams of approval.

VOICE IN THE CROWD
I FUCKING LOVE YOU, REINCE 
PRIEBUS!

REINCE
I love you too, Cleveland. Are you 
all ready for the best Republican 
convention you can possibly 
imagine?

More cheers. 

EXT. QUICKEN LOANS ARENA-- CONTINUOUS

Fleets of scary-looking SUVs swarm the arena.

A SECURITY GUARD stops them. The DRIVER pulls a badge 
with the name “Trump.” The guard lets them pass.

EXT. QUICKEN LOANS ARENA-- LOADING AREA

The SUVs open and hundreds of SOLDIERS in tactical gear 
pour out. They sport automatic weapons, extra clips, and 
humorless expressions.

They run around the building in teams of four, armed to 
the teeth. One team heads to a side entrance. The GUARD 
to the door stops them. They show a “Trump” badge. The 
guard lets them enter the building.

INT. QUICKEN LOANS ARENA-- HALLS

The teams pour into the halls of the building. They run 
through the building, passing the occasional guy headed 
toward the restroom. No one blinks an eye. 
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Gordon’s team waits in position to enter the main arena. 
A POLICE OFFICER comes up. He makes a gesture to Gordon-- 
“come here.” Gordon complies.

The officer points to the gun.

OFFICER
What is that, an AK?

Gordon nods silently. The officer has a serious 
expression... but it gives way to a big smile.

OFFICER
Goddamn, that’s a hell of a weapon 
right there! I’ve got three at 
home. I tell you what, these 
things are fun as shit. 

The officer starts walking away.

OFFICER
Have fun in there!

He leaves. Gordon gets back in position.

GORDON
(into walkie)

We are standing by.

INT. CATWALKS

Reince Priebus is on the stage prepping the crowd. Jeb 
Bush is sitting in the catwalk playing Flappy Bird on his 
iPhone. The bird hits the pipe with a loud clang and his 
bird falls dead.

JEB
(introspectively)

Sorry, Flappy Bird.

REINCE
(on stage)

After much discussion with our 
Republican delegates, we have 
chosen a presidential candidate 
that we feel best represents both 
the party and this country. So are 
you ready to meet him? Are you 
ready to meet the next president 
of the United States of America?

The crowd screams. Jeb puts his phone away and watches, 
compelled.
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REINCE
Ladies and gentlemen, put your 
hands together... for the next 
president of the United States, 
John Kasich!

Gasps. Several people applaud. Several scream with anger. 
A few “Make America Great Again” hats are tossed toward 
the stage. 

John Kasich comes out on stage to a very mixed reaction. 
His entrance song is “Ain’t Too Proud to Beg” by The 
Temptations.

Jeb chuckles and shakes his head.

JEB
Those fuckers.

INT. BACK STAGE

Ted Cruz watches from the wings.

TED
Those fuckers.

INT. GREEN ROOM

Donald Trump watches on TV. He grabs a bottle of wine and 
tosses it into the monitor, smashing it in front of him.

DONALD
Those fuckers.

INT. QUICKEN LOANS ARENA

Reince Priebus shakes John’s hand and they lift their 
hands together in victory. Both smiling. The crowd 
provides mostly polite applause. John takes the podium.

JOHN
Hello, people of Cleveland! Gosh, 
what an honor! I’d just like to 
say how excited I am that the 
American people have chosen me--

Reince Priebus whispers something into John’s ear.
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JOHN
-- that the American delegates 
have chosen me to represent this 
great party, and to give the White 
House back to the Republicans 
where it belongs!

Awkward silence. John reads the room.

JOHN
Boo Hillary! Down with Hillary!

The entire stadium erupts with cheers. 

INT. GREEN ROOM

Donald pulls out his phone.

DONALD
(into phone)

We are a go.

INT. QUICKEN LOANS ARENA

Tactical teams descend upon the crowds. It’s a full-blown 
raid. Hundreds of soldiers enter the building. They fire 
rounds into the air. People scream.

GORDON
Everybody show your hands!

A few people in the crowd draw concealed weapons and 
begin firing.

SOME ASSHOLE
Stand your ground!

A fire fight starts. Every audience member who tries to 
fight back is immediately murdered in swift and brutal 
fashion. The asshole who yells “Stand your ground!” has 
his brains efficiently splattered all over everyone in 
his general vicinity.

A few soldiers are taken out, but they begin absolutely 
MOWING down anyone who resists. The attendants have the 
numbers... but once they see their neighbor riddled with 
bullets, they put their hands up and begin begging.

On the stage, John ducks behind the podium. Reince tries 
to make a run off the stage, but he is met by two teams 
with guns.
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INT. BACK STAGE

Ted tries to skulk away, but a gunman is standing right 
behind him.

TED
The Islams. They found me.

DONALD (O.S.)
He isn’t an Islam...

Donald enters the green room.

DONALD
He’s a great American.

INT. STAGE 

Donald comes out on stage. Reince and John are stunned by 
his appearance.

REINCE
Donald? I should’ve known.

JOHN
Donald, look out! They have guns!

DONALD
I know they have guns. These are 
my guns. They are literally my 
guns, they are Trump Brand AK-47s, 
and when I become president, they 
will be available at every Sharper 
Image near you for a very 
affordable price.

Jeb watches from the safety of the catwalks. He tries 
making a phone call, but no one picks up.

INT. GARAGE IN TEXAS-- SIMULTANEOUS

GEORGE W. BUSH plays beer pong in a garage with three 
other dudes in their 50s. Secret Service stands in the 
corners of the garage.

George’s partner makes his shot, and now it’s George’s 
turn. We see George’s cell phone vibrating on the end of 
the table.

George takes a bump of coke off of a key and then holds 
his ping pong ball in the air.
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GEORGE
I call this shot “Operation Re-
racky Freedom.”

George sinks his shot. His partner cheers.

GEORGE
Re-rack, you turds!

They high-five. His opponents begin re-racking their 
cups. George’s phone continues to ring.

INT. CATWALKS-- CONTINUOUS

Jeb stares at his phone and hangs up in anger.

JEB
Beer pong night. Goddammit.

INT. STAGE

A man runs up on the stage toward Donald. He pulls a gun.

GUNMAN
Down with tyrants!

Before he gets his shot off, Donald’s wife MELANIA enters 
from off-stage. She wears eight-inch stilettos, but, like 
Bryce Dallas Howard in Jurassic World, she sprints like 
she’s wearing flats. 

She grabs the gunman’s wrist and snaps it with one move, 
causing him to drop his gun. She then tosses him by the 
arm off the stage into the rapidly-subduing crowd. The 
gunman lands on his neck with a deadening crunch.

Donald pats her on the ass with approval and takes the 
podium. He looks into the crowd-- a few hundred soldiers 
surround the perimeter. Within the perimeter is 40,000 
people, but only between 30-to-35,000 are still alive. 

A few passionate fans are screaming and seig heiling. 
Everyone else is quiet and scared.

DONALD
Finally, the Donald has returned 
to Cleveland. I’m sorry about all 
of the guns, I really am. I’m 
being forced to exercise my Second 
Amendment rights. I have to be 
able to defend myself.
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REINCE
You attacked us!

DONALD
I retaliated. You see, America, 
this man, Reince Priebus. I mean, 
first of all, if you weren’t 
convinced that he was a loser 
during his speech, listen to his 
name. It sounds like a geometry 
problem. When I’m named President, 
I will burn all geometry books 
across this great nation, that is 
an absolute promise. But this man, 
Reince Priebus, a name I can’t 
even say with a straight face-- he 
gathered the delegates and 
convinced them to vote against me, 
despite the fact that you all, the 
American public, have supported me 
in every vote and in every caucus.

REINCE
I did it because we were afraid 
you’d do something exactly like 
this, you lunatic! You’re proving 
us right!

DONALD
Let me tell you something, America-
- when I am elected President, and 
that’s not an if, that’s a when-- 
I will be the strongest leader in 
the history of the country. 
Washington, Lincoln, Nixon, all of 
the greats? Let me tell you, 
compared to me? Pussies. Absolute 
vaginas. And I’ve seen a lot of 
pussies in my day. I’ve seen at 
least six different vaginas in the 
last thirty minutes. That’s just 
what I do. I enjoy the look of 
them, I enjoy the smell of them. 

(beat)
What was I saying? Oh yes, my 
strength. I came here tonight to 
show the American public the kind 
of strong leader that I am.

Donald calls off into the wings.

DONALD
Stephen, can you bring me the 
knife? The big one.
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Stephen runs in, hands him a gigantic bowie knife, and 
walks back off the stage.

DONALD
Reince, I’m disappointed in you. 
You could’ve talked to me like a 
man. Instead, you snuck behind my 
back. Too many countries sneak 
behind America’s back. These 
immigrants, they sneak behind our 
back right in front of our faces. 
I don’t like sneaking. Never have, 
never will. I refuse to wear 
sneakers on general principle. 

REINCE
What the fuck are you talking 
about, Donald?

DONALD
I’m talking about my strength.

Donald approaches Reince and STABS HIM IN THE DICK.

The crowd gasps. Jeb’s mouth falls open in horror.

DONALD
When I am President, and world 
leaders try to mess with the 
greatest country on Earth, they 
better be ready to kiss bye-bye to 
their balls.

Reince gargles blood. It oozes from his mouth.

DONALD
This guy snuck behind my back. 
He’s a loser with a name from a 
Star Wars movie, and he doesn’t 
deserve to have a penis. 

Donald removes his knife. Reince falls, dying.

DONALD
We’re going to round up all the 
delegates and have them re-vote. 
Until I get their public pledge of 
support, I’m afraid I can’t let 
anyone leave. I think a good 
president should be unafraid to 
hold innocents hostage in order to 
get something done for the good of 
the people. 

(MORE)
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My men will continue to comb the 
facility to find all of the 
stragglers, so everyone sit tight.

John sits down on the ground.

DONALD
Not you. Boys, you know what to do 
with him.

Three of Donald’s soldiers grab Kasich and drag him off 
the stage.

JOHN
Wait, where are we going? I still 
have to make my speech!

INT. CNN STUDIOS

Wolf Blitzer stands in front of a large blue screen. 

WOLF
Stunning news from Cleveland 
today, as presidential hopeful 
Donald Trump has taken the 
Republican National Convention 
hostage. No word yet why Mr. Trump 
has chosen to take this action, we 
can only speculate that it 
possibly has something to do with 
the election, the Republican 
National Convention, or both. More 
details as they arrive.

EXT. QUICKEN LOANS ARENA-- SMOKING PATIO

A soldier for Trump goes outside and holds all smokers at 
gunpoint.

SOLDIER
Hands up! Face me!

The smokers comply.

INT. QUICKEN LOANS ARENA-- KITCHEN

A soldier for Trump goes into the kitchen where cooks are 
making hot dogs and funnel cakes.

SOLDIER
Hands up! Face me!

DONALD (CONT'D)
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The cooks comply.

INT. QUICKEN LOANS ARENA-- BATHROOM

A soldier for Trump goes into the men’s bathroom, where a 
line of men are standing at the urinals, peeing.

SOLDIER
Hands up! Face me!

The urinators comply, all of them pissing onto the pants 
of the person in front of them. The man closest to the 
soldier pisses on his boots.

INT. HALLS

A few men and women wearing “DELEGATE” badges run from 
the soldiers. They dart into offices and closets and 
cower in fear. The soldiers follow, kick down the doors, 
and drag them out in violent fashion.

INT. CATWALKS

Gordon comes onto the catwalk. Jeb hides in the shadows. 
Jeb’s clomping shoes alert Gordon to his presence.

GORDON
I can hear you walking. You can’t 
hide from me forever.

Jeb takes off his shoes and slinks into the shadows. He 
will go without shoes for the rest of the film.

GORDON
Just come on out. Hands up, face 
me. Don’t be stupid.

Jeb appears, from out of nowhere, right behind him.

JEB
Nobody calls me stupid.

Gordon wings his gun around-- too late. Jeb knees Gordon 
hard in the balls and, when he doubles over in pain, 
socks him hard in the jaw. His AK goes flying through the 
air and lands further down the catwalk.

Jeb makes a break for the gun, but Gordon grabs his foot 
and brings him down to the ground with him. They grapple 
for a minute.
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JEB
You ever see Three Stooges?

GORDON
No.

Jeb pokes him in his eyes. Gordon grabs his face in pain.

JEB
Too late now.

Jeb pushes Gordon away from him and kicks him over the 
edge of the catwalk. Gordon hangs onto the rail with one 
hand, dangling over Quicken Loans Arena.

JEB
Who’s stupid now? You... or I?

GORDON
You or me.

JEB
I graduated from Phillips Academy 
in the tenth percentile of my 
class. I think I know grammar.

GORDON
Tenth percentile is fucking 
terrible, you jackass. That’s the 
bottom ten percent.

JEB
It’s a competitive program. I was 
captain of the tennis team. 
Hundredth percentile in 
captaining. Boom.

GORDON
Surrender to Trump now, before 
it’s too late for you.

Jeb pulls out a Swiss army knife.

JEB
To quote a man wiser than both of 
us, “Never give up. Never 
surrender.” Tim Allen.

Jeb opens up one of the blades.

JEB
This little piggy went to 
market...
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Jeb stabs Gordon’s index finger. He lets go of the rail, 
holding on with three fingers.

JEB
This little piggy stayed home...

Jeb stabs Gordon’s middle finger. He now holds on with 
just two fingers.

JEB
This little piggy had roast 
beef...

Jeb stabs Gordon’s ring finger. He now holds on with just 
his pinky finger.

JEB
Goddamn, man, you’ve got a strong 
pinky. I’m impressed.

GORDON
Please... don’t do this...

Jeb puts his blade against Gordon’s pinky.

JEB
This little piggy shouldn’t have 
messed with Texas.

Jeb comes down hard on Gordon’s pinky. His pinky slices 
right off and lands on the catwalk.

Gordon’s face as he falls into Quicken Loans Arena is 
Hans Gruber-esque.

JEB
See you next fall, butthole!

INT. QUICKEN LOANS ARENA 

Two Republicans being held hostage, ED and WHITAKER, are 
deep in discussion.

WHITAKER
At least Trump will do something 
about the Muslims.

ED
That’s true. Sometimes I see a 
Muslim at Kroger. He’ll look like 
he’s just shopping for food for 
his family... but I’m always 
wondering... is that just a cover? 
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WHITAKER
They’re sneaky, those Muslims.

ED
They say they’re good people, but 
they’ll drop a bomb on you when 
you least expect--

Ed and Whitaker are FLATTENED by Gordon’s body. Blood and 
guts fly everywhere.

INT. CATWALKS

Jeb stands looking over the edge at the carnage below.

JEB
“See you next fall.” Classic.

He strolls over and picks up Gordon’s AK. He inspects it.

JEB
Just like the one Dad got me for 
my 8th birthday. Sweet.

He straps it on.

INT. QUICKEN LOANS ARENA

Trump comes out into the middle of the arena to the 
bodies of Ed, Whitaker, and what’s left of Gordon. 
Citizens stare, still standing at gunpoint.

DONALD
Ew. I have to say, this is 
disgusting. 

CITIZEN
An eyeball flew up into my mouth.

DONALD
Please, I’ve eaten eyeballs in 
five different countries. Don’t 
act like you’re special. And don’t 
talk to me unless I talk to you 
first. In fact, don’t talk at all. 
Do you understand?

Silence from the confused citizen.

DONALD
Do you understand?
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The citizen remains silent.

DONALD
Good. That was a test. You passed.

A huge 6’8 citizen punches the other citizen in the face, 
knocking him unconscious. This behemoth is named RUFUS.

DONALD
Why’d you punch that man?

Rufus shrugs. 

DONALD
Let me see your hands.

Rufus holds out his hands. They are goddamn enormous.

DONALD
My God, look at those. They’re 
yuge. I like yuge things. I bet 
you’re popular with the ladies, if 
you know what I mean.

Rufus stands, staring brainlessly forward.

DONALD
What’s your name, friend?

RUFUS
Rufus.

DONALD
Are you a Trump supporter?

Rufus nods his head.

DONALD
Why do you support me? What is it 
about my campaign that attracts a 
hard-working American like 
yourself?

RUFUS
I like punching people.

Donald smiles and pats Rufus on the arm.

DONALD
You are what makes America great, 
Rufus. I have a job for you.

RUFUS
I don’t like jobs.
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DONALD
This job is simple. You stand next 
to me, and when I tell you to 
punch someone, you punch them.

RUFUS
Okay.

DONALD
And there will be plenty of people 
to punch, this I can promise. 
Including whatever loser is up 
there tossing my soldiers down and 
turning them into Manhattan clam 
chowder.

Donald pulls out a walkie talkie.

DONALD
(into walkie)

I want a team of six to take the 
catwalk, and I want anything up 
there dead. You find a kitten, I 
want you to shoot that kitten 
right in its kitten face.

Donald, Rufus, and the soldiers walk away. Two female 
citizens, one of whom wears a Ben Carson shirt, are left 
standing there, covered in blood.

FEMALE CITIZEN 1
I bet Ben Carson wouldn’t shoot a 
kitten in the face.

FEMALE CITIZEN 2
Let it go, Martha.

INT. STAIRWELL

Six soldiers storm up the stairs.

INT. CATWALKS

The soldiers burst out into the catwalk in formation. 
They lead with their gun barrels, looking for Jeb.

They pass a couple of CARDBOARD CUTOUTS of Cleveland 
Cavaliers. LeBron James, Kyrie Irving. Standing next to 
them, holding his AK-47, is Jeb. Holding still.

One of the soldiers pauses. He looks at the cutouts. 
LeBron. Kyrie. Jeb. 
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He touches the Bron cutout on the face. He touches Jeb on 
the face. He pauses... then he touches Kyrie on the face. 
He can’t tell the difference.

SQUAD LEADER
Keep moving! Leave those cutouts 
alone!

The soldier starts walking away. Jeb sneezes. 

SOLDIER
(absentmindedly)

Bless you.

JEB
Thanks.

The soldier leaves, and Jeb slips into the stairwell. 

INT. GREEN ROOM

Ted Cruz sits, eating peanuts, with a soldier holding a 
gun in front of him. 

TED
You want a peanut?

The soldier stares at him. Donald walks in with NEWT 
GINGRICH in tow.

TED
Newt Gingrich? You were in on 
this?

NEWT
I was in the bathroom for the last 
thirty minutes. I had PF Chang’s 
this morning.

Newt reaches his Vienna sausage fingers into Ted’s peanut 
bag, grabs a handful, and tosses them into his mouth.

TED
Anyone else, I’d think you were 
lying.

NEWT
I call it a Kung Pao Breakfast. 

DONALD
You two shut up and come with me.
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NEWT
Yes sir.

INT. STAGE

Donald Trump walks out onto the stage with Newt and Ted. 
The few diehards in the crowd who love Trump scream with 
delight. Everyone else is silent and/or sobbing.

DONALD
Thank you for that ovation, you’re 
too kind. We’re still gathering up 
the delegates to bring them to 
their senses, but for now, I 
thought we’d have a little fun. 
You all know this giant pile of 
pork, Newt Gingrich. You also all 
know this alien wearing a shoddily-
constructed suit of human skin, 
Ted Cruz. 

Ted Cruz raises his fist in the air like he’s just been 
complimented. Newt stands there, mouth agape, per usual.

DONALD
I’ve got a dilemma here, people. 
My people have informed me that 
the president needs to have 
something called a vice president, 
someone there behind me to be 
president if I get sick and die. 
Now, it’s a laughable position, 
because I never get sick. My 
immune system is top of the line. 
Doctors come from miles around to 
study my body. But, since we’ll be 
here for a while, I figure we need 
some entertainment, and Donald 
Trump knows how to put together a 
great show better than anyone in 
the world. So I thought we’d have 
a contest. Fight Night. Gingrich 
vs. Cruz. The winner gets to be my 
vice president.

TED
A fight? Like... with hands and 
feet?
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NEWT
I haven’t been in a fist fight 
since that teenage waitress at 
Cheesecake Factory gave me lip a 
few weeks ago.

DONALD
You will fight. On this stage. To 
the death. Winner becomes vice 
president. Loser dies.

NEWT
Can I go to the bathroom first--

Before Newt can even finish speaking, Ted Cruz has leapt 
across the stage and hopped onto Newt’s massive torso, 
like a monkey clinging to a tree. Ted takes a HUGE BITE 
out of Newt’s neck, severing his carotid arteries with 
his unnaturally sharp teeth.

DONALD
Holy shit! He’s like a vampire 
koala, look at him.

Newt falls to the ground, screeching with pain. Ted 
stands up, his face and suit dripping with blood. Newt 
writhes as the blood absolutely squirts everywhere, 
dousing the people in the front row.

DONALD
We need to get these people 
ponchos! It’s like a Gallagher 
show in here.

TED
Gallagher’s my favorite comedian. 
He smashes fruit, but he also 
makes you think.

Newt stops twitching. Dead on the ground, his neck 
absolutely cut open like a butterfly shrimp.

TED
I’M THE VICE PRESIDENT! ME! TED 
CRUZ! SUCK IT, LIBBY HOROWITZ FROM 
MRS. HOLTON’S FOURTH GRADE CLASS! 
YOU CAN SUCK IT HARD!

DONALD
Okay, let’s get you out of here, 
Ted. You look like a tampon.

Ted jumps up and down and shadowboxes like Rocky. 
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INT. BACK HALLS

A soldier looks around for anyone on the loose. He hears 
the sound of a rock tossed in his direction.

He finds the rock. Around it, a note. He opens the note: 
“LOOK TO YOUR LEFT.”

He looks to his left. Nothing there. He flips the note 
around: “NO, YOUR OTHER LEFT.” 

The soldier looks confused. He looks to his right. Jeb 
hops out of the shadows and punches him in the face. The 
soldier’s head smashes against the wall, knocking him 
unconscious.

Jeb grabs the soldier’s gun and ducks into the men’s 
locker room. 

INT. LOCKER ROOM

Jeb enters the Cleveland Cavaliers locker room. Jerseys, 
basketballs, and Gatorade bottles adorn the open lockers. 
Various sporting equipment is scattered. 

Jeb finds a tennis racket in the corner. He picks it up 
and gives it a sample swing.

A TV in the corner. Jeb turns it on. CNN. Wolf Blitzer.

WOLF
In case you’re just joining us, we 
have lost contact with our cameras 
inside the RNC. Indeed, it seems 
that Trump has ordered the media 
to cease communication with the 
stations until further notice. 
Joining us after the break in the 
Situation Room: a panel of experts 
who have been hired to sit here 
and guess what’s happening in the 
arena. For all the best guesswork 
money can buy, stay tuned to CNN.

Jeb, frustrated, turns off the TV. A door opens to the 
locker room. Jeb scampers off. 

Four SOLDIERS walk in. Their leader, DARRYL, checks his 
cell phone. There’s a text from a woman in an American 
flag bikini. The text: “#MakeAmericaComeAgain.”
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DARRYL
Check to see if our troublemaker 
is hiding in here somewhere. I’m 
going to go take a shit.

SOLDIER #2
TMI, Darryl.

INT. LOCKER ROOM BATHROOM

Darryl enters a stall. In the stall next to him, we see 
two feet under the door: Jeb’s feet.

INT. STALL

Darryl takes a shit. He texts the girl back. “I just took 
off my pants.” Her: “Ooooh why you’d do that, sexy? ;)” 
Him: “I’m taking a shit.” Her: “TMI, Darryl.” 

A noise from the bathroom. Darryl wipes swiftly and 
flushes. 

INT. LOCKER ROOM BATHROOM

Darryl steps out and looks at the closed stall doors.

DARRYL
Hello?

Silence. Darryl pulls out his gun and SHOOTS THROUGH ALL 
OF THE DOORS. Anyone behind them is surely dead. 

Darryl waits. No bodies drop. No blood pours out. 

DARRYL
I guess that was an overreaction.

INT. LOCKER ROOM

Darryl steps out of the bathroom and sees his other three 
soldiers in a bloody pile on the ground.

He stands at attention and skulks gun-first around the 
locker room. He opens lockers to peek inside. After one, 
he closes the door-- and standing behind the door, Jeb.

Jeb tackles him, causing his gun to fly across the locker 
room. Darryl gets a look at him. 
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DARRYL
Jeb Bush?

Jeb scampers away, creating distance between the two of 
them. He backs up and stands at the ready.

Darryl reaches for his walkie. It’s not there. Jeb holds 
it up-- he snatched it. He shatters it on the ground.

DARRYL
I was in the Secret Service for 
your father, Jeb. I’m trained in 
twelve different martial arts. I 
know eighty different ways to kill 
a man with my bare hands. I 
qualified for the Olympics in 
three different sports. You don’t 
want to do this. 

Jeb gestures for Darryl to run at him. Darryl obliges. 
Last second, Jeb pulls out the tennis racket and SMASHES 
it across Darryl’s skull. He falls, twitching, to the 
ground. Jeb stands over him.

JEB
Varsity tennis, University of 
Texas. 

Darryl sees a gun on the ground and reaches for it. Jeb 
raises his tennis racket over his head.

JEB
Match point.

Jeb brings it down into Darryl’s face. 

CUT TO:

INT. GREEN ROOM

Stephen Miller approaches Trump, who is busy staring at 
himself in the mirror adjusting a loose strand of hair.

STEPHEN
Most of the delegates have been 
rounded up. They should all be 
ready to pledge allegiance to you 
after the Kasich presentation.

DONALD
That’s good work, Stephen. 
Excellent work. Trump-esque.

34.



STEPHEN
The highest compliment imaginable, 
sir. Thank you.

DONALD
And what about our troublemaker?

STEPHEN
Still haven’t found him, sir. He’s 
taken out over a dozen of our men. 

DONALD
Which ones?

STEPHEN
He took out Darryl and his entire 
private security unit.

DONALD
Which one’s Darryl?

STEPHEN
Special Forces. Ex-Navy Seal. 
Always seems to be talking about 
taking a shit.

DONALD
Shits are for losers. I haven’t 
taken a shit since 1972. I have 
expensive doctors remove fecal 
matter from my rectum using a 
suction hose made from solid gold.

STEPHEN
Sounds intense, sir.

DONALD
It’s unspeakably painful. I do it 
multiple times a day, just because 
I can.

Trump turns away from the mirror and stares down Stephen.

DONALD
I’m sick of these anonymous 
henchmen. Anonymous henchmen 
always die. Everyone knows this.

STEPHEN
What do you propose, sir?

DONALD
Do you know why Donald Trump is 
the best, Stephen?
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STEPHEN
Where to begin, sir? 

DONALD
Donald Trump is the best, because 
Donald Trump takes the good of the 
world... and makes it better. I 
saw hotels-- I made Trump Hotels. 
I saw casinos-- I made Trump 
Casinos. I saw steaks-- I made 
Trump Steaks. I saw hookers--

STEPHEN
There are Trump brand hookers?

DONALD
You never heard me say that. The 
point is... I make things better. 
Remember when I made The 
Apprentice? I took that, and made 
it better-- Celebrity Apprentice. 

STEPHEN
We’re all grateful you did, sir.

DONALD
So I’ve had a team on stand-by, in 
case of emergencies precisely like 
this one. Do you remember Seal 
Team Six?

STEPHEN
I do, sir. American heroes.

Donald pulls out his phone.

DONALD
(into phone)

Get me... 

Donald dramatically turns toward the camera.

DONALD
... Celebrity Seal Team Six. 

CUT TO:

INT. MOVIE PITCH MEETING

BRUCE WILLIS sits in front of three movie executives.
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BRUCE WILLIS
How many times do I have to get it 
through your thick fucking skulls-- 
audiences want to see The Whole 
Eleven Yards!

Bruce’s phone rings.

BRUCE WILLIS
(into phone)

Hello?
(beat)

On my way.

CUT TO:

INT. YOGURTLAND

CHRIS CHRISTIE holds a bowl and pleads with a cashier. 

CHRIS
You’re seriously telling me you 
don’t have a bigger bowl back 
there?

Chris’s phone rings. 

CHRIS
(into phone)

Governor Christie.
(beat)

On my way.

CUT TO:

INT. JENNY CRAIG INFOMERCIAL TAPING

KIRSTIE ALLEY has her photo taken in a bikini. She looks 
good. She walks toward craft services and grabs a donut.

KIRSTIE
I can give you guys another 
“Before” photo in a minute.

She shoves the donut in her mouth. The phone rings. Her 
speech is muffled by the giant donut blocking her voice.

KIRSTIE
(into phone, muffled)

Hello?
(beat)

On my way.
(MORE)
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(beat)
I said, I’m on my way!

She tosses her phone in frustration and grabs the tray of 
donuts for the road.

CUT TO:

INT. HOSPITAL LOBBY

DICK CHENEY walks in, flanked by Secret Security.

DICK CHENEY
I’m here for my 3 o’clock 
embolism.

Dick is handed a phone.

DICK CHENEY
Go for Cheney.

(beat)
I’m on my way.

CUT TO:

Close on COACH BOBBY KNIGHT, verbally berating someone 
off-screen.

BOBBY
This is the saddest goddamn 
display I’ve ever seen in my life. 
I should come over there and choke 
you out. You should be fucking 
ashamed of yourself.

Pull back to reveal...

INT. DELI COUNTER AT RALPH’S GROCERY

Bobby is waving a piece of sliced turkey in the face of 
the deli worker.

BOBBY
I said paper thin, you dumb 
animal. You sliced it the size of 
my fucking thumb.

Bobby grabs a few bags of nearby chips and begins tossing 
them over the counter. His phone rings.

KIRSTIE (CONT'D)
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BOBBY
(into phone)

The fuck is this?
(beat)

On my way.

Bobby tosses the rest of the bags over the counter and 
then throws his entire cart into the display, shattering 
the glass into a thousand pieces.

CUT TO:

INT. SCOTT BAIO’S HOUSE

Scott Baio sits in his house. A huge “Joanie Loves 
Chachi” poster the size of his entire wall hangs behind 
him.

He sits by a landline phone. Staring off into the middle 
distance. Not watching or doing anything. Waiting. Bored.

The phone rings. He excitedly answers.

SCOTT BAIO
Scott Baio!

(phone)
Yes! Of course! I’m in!

Scott sprints out of the house so fast that he doesn’t 
even hang up.

INT. QUICKEN LOANS ARENA-- STAGE

Donald Trump stands on stage. Celebrity Seal Team Six 
comes out. Kirstie Alley is now fat. Dick Cheney holds a 
huge hunting rifle. 

DONALD
Ladies and gentlemen, I give you 
Celebrity Seal Team--

BANG! Dick Cheney’s gun goes off right in Bruce Willis’ 
face. It flies through the back of his head. He drops 
down to the ground, dead.

DONALD
Five! Celebrity Seal Team Five!

Several people in the crowd cheer.
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SCOTT BAIO
Looks like he died hard, am I 
right?

SOMEONE IN CROWD
(off-screen)

Who the fuck are you?

SCOTT BAIO
I’m Scott Baio, you son of a 
bitch!

SOME ASSHOLE
(off-screen)

Doesn’t answer my question!

Donald gathers them all around. 

DONALD
Spread out. You bring me the head 
of the person fucking up my 
coronation, you get a seat on my 
Cabinet of your choosing. 

Seal Team Five leaves. Donald leans over to Stephen.

DONALD
Tell the team to wheel Kasich out. 
It’s time.

INT. BACK HALLS

Jeb ducks around a corner. He pulls out Darryl’s phone 
and makes a call.

INT. WHOLE FOODS BAKERY

COLIN POWELL stares at a row of cakes. He talks to the 
baker behind the counter.

COLIN
Excuse me. What’s the difference 
between getting one big cake or a 
bunch of cupcakes?

BAKER
What are you looking for?

COLIN
It’s not for me-- it’s for my 
grandson. 

(MORE)
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It’s his birthday tomorrow, and 
we’re having a surprise party. 

Colin’s phone rings.

COLIN
(to the baker)

One second, so sorry.
(into phone)

Hello?

JEB
(over phone)

The World’s Greatest Hero.

COLIN
George?

INT. BACK HALLS

JEB
You wish. It’s Jeb. 

COLIN
(over phone)

Can I call you back, Jeb? I’m 
looking at cakes right now.

JEB
Is that, by any chance, yellow 
cake?

INT. WHOLE FOODS BAKERY

COLIN
This is the sound of me hanging 
up.

JEB
(over phone)

Wait! Colin, I need help.

COLIN
With what?

JEB
... I assume you’re not watching 
the news.

COLIN (CONT'D)
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INT. CNN STUDIOS

On CNN, DON LEMON is a guest panelist on The Situation 
Room with Wolf Blitzer.

DON LEMON
I don’t know why black people 
should get so upset about it. It’s 
simply a word. If they perceive 
disrespect in that word, then 
maybe they should earn respect by 
pulling up their pants and no 
longer buying hip hop records.

WOLF
Don, the question was, “Have you 
heard anything about the 
convention?”

DON LEMON
I’ve gathered a panel of experts, 
Wolf. Men and women from all over, 
personally selected by me, 
gathered to give their expert 
opinions on the N-word.

Cut to a room full of white men and white women of all 
ages. Don Lemon enters the room. Don approaches a middle-
aged white man.

DON LEMON
Sir, I understand you share a 
cubicle at work with a black man. 
What are your thoughts on race 
relations in America today?

WOLF
Don, as important and insightful 
as this racial commentary is, we 
have to cut you off. We’ve 
received word that Trump has 
granted our cameramen access once 
again to footage inside the RNC.

Cut to Donald Trump standing on stage. Soldiers wheel out 
John Kasich, strapped upside-down to an X-SHAPED 
CRUCIFIX.

INT. COLIN POWELL’S HOME

Colin turns his TV away from CNN in disgust.
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COLIN
What do you need?

INT. BACK HALLS

Jeb skulks around, avoiding soldiers. He talks quietly.

JEB
Get to Cleveland. I’m afraid the 
feds are gonna swarm this place 
and make a martyr out of this 
dickweed. Or worse, get themselves 
all killed. Make them hold their 
positions.

COLIN
I’ll do what I can. You and I are 
going to get through this, Jeb.

JEB
You and *me.*

Jeb hangs up and runs around the corner.

INT. STAGE

Donald is on stage standing next to the upside-down John 
Kasich. He addresses the media cameras.

DONALD
Friends around the world, this is 
your future president, Donald J. 
Trump. I know what you’re 
thinking, “This isn’t the usual 
air time of the #1 rated reality 
show in history, The Apprentice.” 
But listen to me closely, because  
I mean this-- this is the most 
realityest thing to ever cross 
before your stupid little eyes.

Stephen Miller comes out with the bowie knife. He 
ceremoniously hands it over to Donald. 

DONALD
I’ve mentioned before that I’ll be 
tough on China. They’ll listen to 
me, and not just because my hair 
is made from authentic red panda 
fur. They’ll listen because I know 
how to speak their language. 

(MORE)
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I don’t mean all that ching-chang-
chong stuff-- I mean the language 
of *fear.*  

(beat)
In ancient Chinese dynasties, when 
a man required punishment-- 
whether he’d committed a crime 
against a country or just against 
a single man-- the man in power 
would cut out his heart and eat 
it. 

Donald rips open John’s shirt, exposing his chest. John 
is oblivious to what is happening.

JOHN
(cracking wise)

Hey, buy me a dinner first, okay?

Donald pulls out a Sharpie marker and draws a circle 
around John’s heart. 

DONALD
The Republicans want to deny me 
the nomination because their party 
leaders are weak losers. They are 
scared of me, because I am strong. 
I am virile and strong.

JOHN
Hey Donald, I think your guys 
accidentally placed me upside 
down. Getting a little woozy here.

DONALD
I will show you what strength is, 
America! I will show you the life 
of the mind!

Donald PLUNGES THE KNIFE into Kasich’s chest. John coughs 
up blood.

JOHN
Not... nice...

Donald saws a hole into John’s chestbone, reaches into 
the hole, and rips Kasich’s still-beating HEART out.

DONALD
It’s still moving! Just like in 
Temple of Doom! I honestly didn’t 
expect that.

DONALD (CONT'D)
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Stephen, Ted Cruz, and Melania gather around. Stephen 
holds back vomit. Donald sniffs the heart and looks like 
he’s about to take a bite of it... when he hesitates.

DONALD
You know, as the most powerful man 
in the world, it occurs to me that 
consuming the organs of a loser 
might actually somehow diminish my 
awesomeness. So instead, I’ll give 
it to you, my worthy constituents.

Donald tosses John’s heart into the crowd. Two people 
fight over who caught it.

DONALD
You all want more? I’ll give you 
more. Trump always provides.

Donald saws John’s torso down the middle and begins 
ripping organs from inside Kasich’s body, tossing them 
into the crowd, spraying them with blood and viscera. 
Melania laughs and cheers. Ted Cruz smiles nervously. 
Stephen holds back his vomit with his hand.

INT. CNN STUDIOS

Wolf Blitzer stands in front of a large blue screen.

WOLF
We’ve just received word that John 
Kasich has been ritualistically 
slaughtered during the Republican 
National Convention. This 
unexpected turn of events is 
almost certain to have an impact 
on the upcoming election. With me 
now, John King and James Carville. 
John, how do you see Governor 
Kasich’s death affecting his 
chances at securing the 
nomination?

JOHN
Wolf, it’s not looking good. 
Traditionally, the Republicans 
have preferred to nominate a 
living human being. In fact, 
according to this graph...

John King pulls up a bar graph behind him: Republican 
Candidate Demographics. 
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One bar, labeled “Living,” goes up to 100%. The other 
column is empty, for the bar labeled “Dead.”

JOHN
... as you can see, 100% of the 
previous Republican nominees have 
all still been alive. Even Michael 
Dukakis. It will be very hard for 
Kasich to earn the approval of the 
super-delegates if he is not alive 
to answer questions and alleviate 
their concerns.

JAMES
I’m not convinced, Wolf. This is, 
as we’ve said time and again, an 
unconventional election year. You 
have Trump, a demagogue outsider, 
teamed up with Cruz, a guy nobody 
likes. It’s very possible that the 
strung-up, bled-dry corpse of John 
Kasich may be their best chance at 
unifying the party and taking the 
White House in 2016.

WOLF
Plenty of debate as to whether 
Kasich can still win, but if 
there’s one thing we can be sure 
of, it’s that he is definitely 
dead. We will continue to debate 
how Kasich’s death affects this 
election throughout the hour.

INT. JANITOR CLOSET

Jeb watches the CNN feed on Darryl’s phone. He sighs. He 
makes a phone call.

INT. CLEVELAND HOTEL

Columba watches CNN in horror. She answers her phone.

COLUMBA
Hello?

JEB
(over phone)

Is your refrigerator running?
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COLUMBA
Jebby! Dios mio! Thank God you’re 
okay! Where are you?

INT. JANITOR CLOSET

JEB
I’m at the arena. I told you I was 
going there, don’t you remember?

INT. CLEVELAND HOTEL

Columba rubs her forehead, trying to remain patient.

COLUMBA
I know, sweetheart. Where in the 
arena? Are you safe? 

INT. JANITOR CLOSET

JEB
I’m not dead. More than I can say 
for John Kasich.

COLUMBA
You listen to me, Jeb Bush...

INT. CLEVELAND HOTEL

COLUMBA
You find a way out and you come to 
the hotel this instant. 

JEB
I’m not sure that’s an option.

COLUMBA
You can make a quick exit and go 
completely unnoticed. It’s what 
you do best.

INT. JANITOR CLOSET

JEB
That’s sweet of you to say, 
Columba... but I feel like... 
these people here... they need me.
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COLUMBA
You know who else needs you, 
Jebby? Me. I need you. And what 
about your pet turtle?

JEB
Blake Shell-ton. 

COLUMBA
And your pet snake?

JEB
Hiss-tina Aguilera.

COLUMBA
And your pet albino hamster?

JEB
Carson Pale-y. 

(beat)
You’re right. I’ve got a loving 
home. You and the animals need me. 
They need me more than the public 
ever did.

INT. CLEVELAND HOTEL

COLUMBA
Oh, Jebby. That’s not true.

JEB
You never answered, by the way. 

COLUMBA
Answered what?

JEB
Your refrigerator. Is it running?

INT. JANITOR CLOSET

Footsteps outside the door.

COLUMBA
I think so. Why?

JEB
(whispers)

You better go catch it. Boom. 
Roasted.

Jeb hangs up.
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INT. CLEVELAND HOTEL

Columba looks at the phone.

COLUMBA
Hello? Jebby?

EXT. JANITOR CLOSET

Jeb peeks his head out and looks both ways down the hall. 
No one there.

He steps out, when out of nowhere, a FOLDING CHAIR flies 
down the hallway, knocking him off his feet.

Bobby Knight bounds around the corner, rolling a stack of 
metal folding chairs.

JEB
Holy shit. Coach Knight.

BOBBY
That’s right, motherfucker. 

Jeb stands back up.

BOBBY
Have a seat.

Bobby launches another chair down the hall with 
astonishing dexterity and speed. Jeb dodges this one. 

Jeb pulls out a gun from earlier and fires at Bobby. 
Bobby picks up a chair and BLOCKS THE BULLETS with the 
back of the chair.

Jeb is suddenly punched from behind. He turns around. 
Standing behind him is Kirstie Alley. She’s skinny again.

JEB
Holy shit. Kirstie Alley.

KIRSTIE
That’s right, motherfucker.

JEB
Hey, can I ask-- how long did it 
take you guys to teach those 
babies to talk in Look Who’s 
Talking?
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Jeb is hit with a chair and falls to the ground. He’s 
then kicked in the face by Kirstie. He looks up-- she’s 
now fat again.

JEB
Weren’t you just...?

KIRSTIE
Just what?

JEB
Never mind. Back to those 
babies...

Kirstie engages him in hand-to-hand combat. Bobby grabs 
two chairs and joins the fray. Jeb runs out of ammo and 
tosses the gun at Bobby. Kirstie catches him with another 
nasty right hook. He looks away for a moment-- she’s 
skinny again.

JEB
Coach, are you seeing this?

Bobby smacks Jeb with two chairs on either side, 
sandwiching him, leaving him dazed. Jeb turns back to 
Kirstie, who’s fat again.

JEB
Is Criss Angel freaking my mind 
right now?

The battle rages. Jeb gets some licks in, but it’s mostly 
just Bobby and Kirstie beating the shit out of him. 

Bobby wields two chairs at a time and swings them with 
the grace of a samurai. Kirstie is skinny and agile when 
she’s moving, fat and immovable when she’s being punched.

Jeb eventually gets a read on both of their fighting 
styles and ducks as Bobby tosses a chair. It hits 
Kirstie, knocking her backward. 

Bobby tosses another chair, and Jeb catches it in mid-
air, wings it back and knocks Bobby to the ground.

Jeb grabs a chair and smashes Bobby in the face one more 
time, taking him down for good.

JEB
Hoosier Daddy, Coach?

(over his shoulder)
Hey Kirstie Alley, did you hear 
that sick burn I just dropped on 
Coach here--
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Kirstie tackles him with incredible speed, skinny again. 
Jeb falls with her to the floor. She gets on top of him-- 
she’s fat again. She strangles him, leaning her weight 
into him.

JEB
Dammit! How...

Jeb has an idea. He closes his eyes. He re-opens them. 
She’s skinny again. Her chokehold is no longer as strong.

She is startled. He smiles. He kicks her off of him. She 
flies backward and her neck lands awkwardly on the edge 
of the chair, breaking it and killing her.

JEB
No! Kirstie, wait. Tell me how the 
babies learned to talk. TELL ME 
HOW THE BABIES LEARNED TO TALK!

He shakes her. No use. She’s dead. 

He slumps to the ground. His phone rings.

JEB
Yeah?

INT. CLEVELAND AIRPORT

Colin Powell runs with his suitcase behind him.

COLIN
I just landed in Cleveland. How’s 
it going in there?

EXT. JANITOR CLOSET

Jeb sits, sadly looking at Kirstie Alley.

JEB
I just Million Dollar Baby’d 
Kirstie Alley.

INT. CLEVELAND AIRPORT

COLIN
I don’t know what those words mean 
together. Are you having a stroke? 
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JEB
(over phone)

I’m fine. Just get here. I don’t 
know how much more I can take.

Colin hangs up. He pants as he runs through the airport.

INT. STAGE

Donald sits on the stage on his phone, retweeting 
anything positive said about him on Twitter. He retweets 
messages from users named “LuvMeSumBigJugs” and 
“HoloHoax69.”

Rufus stands next to him, staring out into the crowd.

Melania and Ted stand off to the side. Ted cannot stop 
staring at her breasts.

TED
(to Melania)

So... is this your first 
convention?

MELANIA
You have the face of what we refer 
to in the motherland as the Baba 
Yaga.

TED
Thank you. What is the Baba Yaga?

MELANIA
She is the death mother, a chicken-
legged witch with the countenance 
of a, how you say, deformed 
granny.

TED
You may not be able to tell, but 
my legs are really strong. I can 
leg press nearly half my body 
weight.

Stephen runs onto the stage. Rufus cocks his fist, but 
Donald pats him on the shoulder. “Easy, big fella.” Rufus 
stands at ease.
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STEPHEN
Good news and bad news, sir. The 
good news is that we’ve rounded up 
nearly every delegate-- a few 
still hiding around the building, 
but they’ll all name you the 
candidate within the hour.

DONALD
The bad news?

STEPHEN
Some of the guys found Bobby 
Knight and Kirstie Alley both 
dead. Coach had his head smashed 
in, while Kirstie had her neck 
broken on the side of a chair.

TED
They Million Dollar Baby’d her...

MELANIA
(in Russian)

Let me go after this usurper, 
Donald. I will boil his testicles 
to make my soup.

DONALD
(in Russian)

I need you here, Moon of my Life. 
(in English)

I have faith in the rest of the 
team.

(to Stephen)
Tell Cheney to shoot anything that 
moves.

STEPHEN
Pretty confident that goes without 
saying, sir.

DONALD
And find me my delegates!

INT. CATWALKS

Jeb looks through a pair of binoculars around the arena. 
He’s talking on the phone to Colin again.

JEB
A lot. Fewer than before. Still a 
lot.
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EXT. QUICKEN LOANS ARENA-- PARKING LOT

Colin stands outside in a convoy of FBI, SWAT, and 
National Guard trucks.

COLIN
I need something more specific. 
You know I wouldn’t ask you to do 
math unless it really mattered.

JEB
Why do you need a number?

COLIN
Because the SWAT team is ready to 
make a move. They want to go in. 

JEB
Colin Farrell is here? Samuel L. 
Jackson?

COLIN
As I’ve been telling you for 
years, that’s a movie.

INT. CATWALKS

JEB
So was Fahrenheit 9/11, but all 
that stuff really happened.

COLIN
They want to make a move ASAP. Any 
info you can give us would help. 

JEB
Near the stage, I see at least... 
six boxes of donuts’ worth of bad 
guys.

EXT. PARKING LOT

COLIN
That helps, surprisingly. 

JEB
I’m not convinced storming in here 
is a good idea. He’s got plans 
within plans within plans. Like an 
evil turducken. 
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COLIN
We’ve got the greatest minds in 
hostage rescue out here. I’ll call 
you in a few minutes, and unless 
you give me a reason not to enter, 
we’re coming in.

INT. CATWALKS

JEB
I’m telling you, Hero, I’ve got a 
bad feeling about--

Jeb is TACKLED from behind by Scott Baio. Jeb’s phone 
flies down the catwalk and teeters on the edge.

JEB
Holy shit. Chachi.

SCOTT BAIO
That’s right, motherfucker. Also, 
I’m more than just Chachi. I’m a 
two-time Daytime Emmy award 
nominee.

(beat)
Wait, you’re Jeb Bush.

JEB
I am.

SCOTT BAIO
Dude. Big fan!

JEB
Thanks! You too.

SCOTT BAIO
God, this sucks. I hate that I 
have to kill you.

Scott Baio raises his fists in boxing position. Jeb 
reciprocates.

JEB
What a coincidence. I hate dying.

Scott Baio charges. Jeb does okay, but Scott is a much 
better boxer. He starts pummeling the shit out of Jeb.

SCOTT BAIO
You’ve just checked into the Baio 
Clinic!
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Scott Baio catches Jeb with some vicious lefts. Jeb falls 
to the ground. Jeb’s phone teeters in the distance.

SCOTT BAIO
That’s what you get for fighting 
an Italian from Bensonhurst. 

Scott approaches and Jeb kicks him hard in the balls. 
Scott Baio falls to his knees.

JEB
That’s what you get for fighting a 
Texan from Texas.

Jeb starts putting the moves on him. Landing some serious 
blows. Scott and Jeb are backed up into the catwalk’s 
lighting booth.

INT. LIGHTING BOOTH

Jeb pushes Scott into the wall. He falls into several 
spotlights sitting in the corner.

SCOTT BAIO
No one punches Scott Baio in the 
face! That’s Scott Baio’s 
moneymaker! 

Scott sees a box cutter on the ground. He picks it up and 
runs at Jeb. He slices Jeb’s shirt a few times, cutting 
his arm once. Jeb grabs his arm. Blood.

Scott kicks him hard in the chest. Jeb falls into a shelf 
and knocks open a first aid kit. Out of the kit falls a 
defibrillator. 

Jeb tries to get up, but Scott socks him hard in the jaw. 
Jeb stays down. He sees the defibrillator and pushes the 
button to charge it.

SCOTT BAIO
I call that the Baio K.O. And 
now...

Scott Baio opens the box cutter all the way. 

SCOTT BAIO
Diagnosis: Murder.

Scott kneels down to cut his throat. Jeb sees the 
defibrillator is ready.
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Jeb grabs the paddles and ZAPS Scott Baio in the chest. 
Scott Baio falls back, twisting in pain.

SCOTT BAIO
No... please...

Jeb presses the defibrillator button once again.

JEB
You were on Charles in Charge.

Jeb holds the paddles above Scott Baio’s chest.

JEB
Now there’s a Charge in Charles.

Jeb zaps Scott again. Scott is down for good. Jeb 
recharges the defibrillator.

JEB
I wish my brother was here. He’d 
appreciate all these sick burns--

Someone GRABS JEB from behind by the neck. Jeb grabs the 
paddles and places them on his mysterious assailant 
behind his back. ZAP. The assailant lets go.

Jeb turns and looks. It’s Dick Cheney. Smiling. Healthier 
than ever. Holding his big-ass shotgun.

DICK CHENEY
Thanks. I needed that.

JEB
Holy shit. Dick.

DICK CHENEY
That’s right, motherfucker.

JEB
Dick, you’ve got to help me.  

DICK CHENEY
It’s too late for that. You’re the 
past. Trump is the future.

JEB
You’re gonna be on the wrong side 
of history here, Dick.
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DICK CHENEY
What do you know about history? 
You once told me to deploy 
gorillas in the Middle East 
because in the American 
Revolution, we conducted guerilla 
warfare.

JEB
In my defense, gorillas are very 
strong and would make terrific 
soldiers.

DICK CHENEY
You thought Plymouth Rock was a 
music festival. You thought Karl 
Marx was a Marx Brother!

JEB
He is! He’s the unfunny one!

DICK CHENEY
You are unequipped to run this 
country. You are unequipped to 
differentiate between right and 
wrong. Everyone is. Everyone 
outside? They’re probably planning 
on swarming, trying to take this 
center by storm. 

INT. QUICKEN LOANS ARENA-- ENTRANCE

The doors are bolted shut from the inside with heavy 
chains, and SWAT gathers outside with a battering ram.

We pan down to the floor to see a discreet LASER SENSOR, 
tucked into the corner, attached to enough C-4 to 
seriously mess up anyone in the vicinity.

DICK CHENEY (V.O.)
You think Trump wasn’t prepared? 
That he didn’t set some sort of 
trap? 

INT. CATWALKS

Cheney gives that fucked-up Cheney smile.

DICK CHENEY
(beat)

Of course you do. Because you are 
too. Goddamn. Stupid.
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Zoom in on Jeb’s eyes. We see the reflection of flames in 
his pupils. The cry of an angry bald eagle in the 
distance.

JEB
Nobody calls me stupid. 

Jeb runs at Dick. Dick fires his gun, but he misses. 

DICK CHENEY
Shit. 

Dick drops his aim and ACCIDENTALLY SHOOTS Jeb in the 
leg. Jeb tumbles to the ground. Dick grunts with 
approval.

INT. STAGE

Donald, Rufus, Melania, and Ted hear the shot above them.

TED
What was that?

DONALD
Probably just Cheney tying his 
shoes or something.

INT. CATWALKS

Dick grabs Jeb by the collar and begins punching his face 
in. Dick is an old chunk of coal, but he’s thick, and his 
punches bruise.

Jeb spits blood in Dick’s face. Dick pauses to wipe his 
glasses. When he puts his glasses back on, he sees Jeb, 
lunging toward him.

The force of Jeb’s tackle causes Dick’s glasses to go 
flying over the edge of the catwalk. Dick kicks up into 
Jeb’s chest, sending Jeb flying over him. 

Jeb braces himself on the catwalk railing... and then 
spies a ladder reaching to an especially high light 
fixture. He has an idea.

P.O.V. DICK CHENEY: everything is so blurry that we only 
see the vaguest of shapes.

Dick pulls his spare glasses out of his chest pocket-- 
they’re broken. He grunts with disapproval.
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DICK CHENEY
Where are you, Jeb?

He crawls across the ground toward his gun.

JEB (O.S.)
(whispers)

Dick...

Jeb’s whispers echo in Dick Cheney’s head. He’s nowhere 
and everywhere all at once.

DICK CHENEY
Show yourself, you coward.

Dick crawls this way and that. He bangs his head into the 
railing. 

DICK CHENEY
I’m going to kill you, boy. My 
God, I’m going to blow your 
fucking face off.

JEB (O.S.)
How will you do that...

Dick Cheney pauses. Jeb jumps down and lands right behind 
him. Cheney’s gun in hand. 

JEB 
... without a gun?

DICK CHENEY
You’re so fucked, boy. You’re such 
a stupid little asshole.

JEB
I may be an asshole...

Jeb presses the gun up to Dick Cheney’s butt crack and 
fills his colon with hot lead. Dick falls over dead.

JEB
... but at least I have an 
asshole.

(beat)
Wait a minute... Weapons of ass 
destruction. SHIT. It was right 
there! Goddammit, Jeb.

Jeb spies his phone down at the end of the catwalk, 
teetering on the edge. Jeb runs toward it...
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... when out of the shadows steps Chris Christie. Who 
blocks Jeb’s path to his phone.

JEB
Holy shit. Chris Christie.

CHRIS
That’s right, motherfucker.

EXT. PARKING LOT

Colin Powell observes as the SWAT teams get in place to 
breach the entrance of the arena. He yells at the 
commanding officer.

COLIN
Give my man inside time, Officer!

COMMANDING OFFICER
All due respect, General, but if 
we don’t hear something in the 
next minute, we’re going in.

Colin dials his phone.

INT. CATWALKS

Old-fashioned stand-off. A Morricone-style Western score 
accompanies the posturing.

JEB
I need to get past you.

CHRIS
This bridge is closed.

JEB
Classic Chris Christie. I loved 
you as the ship captain in Wall-E, 
by the way.

CHRIS
I loved you on King of the Hill.

Jeb’s phone begins to ring. Jeb runs at Chris.

JEB
Like I haven’t heard that a 
thousand times--
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Jeb punches Chris in the stomach... but nothing happens. 
In fact, Jeb looks down to find his fist STUCK in the 
rolls of Chris Christie’s stomach. He yanks at his arm. 
It’s not moving.

CHRIS
You know Isaac Newton?

JEB
The Shaft guy?

Jeb punches his other fist into Chris’s stomach. It, too, 
sticks like glue, enveloped in his fat.

CHRIS
Isaac Newton is a famous 
physicist.

Jeb tries to kick his way out... but he gets his foot 
stuck in Chris’s belly as well. The phone stops ringing.

CHRIS
Newton’s First Law states that an 
object at rest tends to stay at 
rest unless acted upon by an 
unbalanced force.

Chris flexes his belly outward. Jeb shoots back like a 
rocket. He grabs his wounded leg in agony as it collides 
with the metal catwalk.

CHRIS
You can’t tip the balance.

JEB
I don’t trust physicists. They try 
to put their fingers up your butt.

CHRIS
That’s a physician.

Jeb hobbles back, grabs Dick Cheney’s gun, and fires at 
Chris. The buckshot is ABSORBED by Chris’s belly-- he 
flexes and it shoots back at Jeb with tremendous speed.

Jeb ducks, but he still catches some in the shoulder. He 
winces in pain.

Jeb’s phone begins to ring again. Chris smiles and holds 
on tight to the rails.

CHRIS
Maybe they’ll leave a message.
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Jeb looks at the phone. Then above Chris Christie’s head. 
He sees the HINGES that keep the catwalk attached to the 
metal rigging above the arena. He smiles.

Jeb turns and faces away from Chris. He aims the shotgun 
at the hinges behind him. He fires two shots at the hinge 
on the left side. It shatters. The catwalk tilts.

Chris holds on tight. Panicked.

INT. STAGE

Ted, Melania, and Donald stare up at the tilted catwalk.

TED
Are we sure that’s just Cheney?

INT. CATWALKS

Jeb holds on to the rail next to him and fires two rounds 
into the right-side hinge. The hinge shatters... and the 
WHOLE CATWALK begins to creak. Jeb smiles at Chris.

The entire side of the catwalk FALLS, making the walkway 
into a giant slide. The phone slides THROUGH Chris’s 
legs... and into the outstretched hand of the waiting Jeb 
Bush. He grabs it and waves to Chris.

JEB
Adios, senor. 

Jeb begins to stroll away down the catwalk when it begins 
to shake. Jeb looks up and behind him in horror.

CHRIS CHRISTIE IS ROLLING DOWN THE CATWALK LIKE THE 
BOULDER IN RAIDERS OF THE LOST ARK.

John Williams-style music kicks in. Jeb runs down the 
catwalk. He catches a face full of spiderwebs and blows 
through them. 

He sees a light fixture attached to a long hanging wire 
on his left. He shoots at the fixture. It breaks free, 
and it swings toward the catwalk.

Jeb runs toward it. It’s about to pass in front of him. 
It’s gonna be close...

Jeb LEAPS out and grabs the swinging cord, and it carries 
him up to another stretch of catwalk. He grabs onto the 
railing and pulls himself up.
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Chris Christie rolls off the catwalk, plummets down into 
the scattered crowd, and explodes on the floor like a 
pinata full of blood and internal organs. 

INT. STAGE

Donald, Rufus, Ted, and Melania watch as hundreds of 
captives and soldier recoil in disgust from being 
suddenly sprayed with Christie entrails.

Melania points up to the silhouette of Jeb.

MELANIA
Who is that mysterious man?

DONALD
There he is! Shoot at him! FIRE 
EVERYTHING!

Every soldier in the building turns his gun toward the 
catwalks and fires at Jeb. Hundreds of guns firing in 
unison. The sound of gunfire is deafening.

INT. CATWALKS

Jeb runs for his life and dials Colin on his phone.

EXT. PARKING LOT

The commanding officer and everyone outside hear the 
absolute deluge of gunfire inside.

COMMANDING OFFICER
Move! Now! Go go go go--

They ram in several doors, bursting through the chains.

Colin notices his phone and picks up.

COLIN
Jeb?

INT. CATWALKS

Jeb ducks and covers, yelling over the gunfire.

JEB
It’s a trap!

64.



EXT. PARKING LOT

Colin strains to hear him over the gunfire. 

COLIN
What? I can’t hear you. It’s a 
what?

INT. CATWALKS

Jeb holds the phone in front of him and screams.

JEB
A trap, goddammit! It’s a--

INT. QUICKEN LOANS ARENA-- ENTRANCE

A SWAT team member sprints across the laser trigger.

Boom.

EXT. QUICKEN LOANS ARENA

The side of the arena explodes.

A wall of fire races towards the commanding officer and 
Colin Powell. Colin Powell is tossed to safety by the 
blast. 

The commanding officer is roasted like a marshmallow left 
in the fire too long by that asshole kid at camp. You 
know the one.

INT. CNN STUDIOS

Wolf Blitzer reports.

WOLF
We’ve just received word of a 
massive explosion at Quicken Loans 
Arena. Is it tied to the current 
hostage situation? Is it entirely 
unrelated? For analysis of the 
reported explosion, we turn to our 
panel of experts. John King, your 
thoughts?
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JOHN
Well, if I had to guess, there was 
a chemical reaction which caused a 
rapid increase in volume and 
subsequent extreme release of 
energy, resulting in the 
generation of high temperatures.

WOLF
A strong take from John King. 
Whether Mr. King’s theory is 
actually what happened is 
anybody’s guess. 

INT. QUICKEN LOANS ARENA

The building violently shakes. Dirt and rubble fall from 
the roof... but the arena itself remains intact.

Donald uncovers his ears and sees Ted hiding behind 
Melania. Melania stands, totally unfazed. Ted stands up, 
angry at Donald.

DONALD
That was loud. You think regular 
explosions are loud, but a Trump 
explosion is the loudest. It’s 
like listening to two explosions 
fuck each other.

MELANIA
(in Russian)

I love your poetry, my Donald.

TED
Are you trying to kill us?

DONALD
No...

Donald points up to the catwalks where Jeb used to be.

DONALD
... but whoever was up there is. 
Who could possibly have killed all 
of Celebrity Seal Team Five? Is 
Dolph Lundgren here and I don’t 
know about it?

MELANIA
In my native land, he is known as 
the Panty Drencher.
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DONALD
Dolph’s too smart to pull 
something like this. Whoever is 
fighting has to be a real dunce, a 
loser of such epic proportions. 
Someone too stupid to realize he 
has no chance, who’d continue to 
fight an impossible fight long 
after everyone else has realized 
he’s lost.

TED
Fuck me. It’s Jeb.

INT. LIGHTING BOOTH

Jeb sits in the corner, bleeding from the leg and the 
shoulder. He cuts off his shirt. He will be shirtless for 
the rest of the film.

His shoulder is full of buckshot. He grabs tweezers from 
the First Aid kit and begins trying to pull it out. He 
digs the tweezers deep into his shoulder and pulls out a 
single pellet of metal.

JEB
This officially sucks balls.

The phone rings. Jeb answers.

JEB
Colin? You’re alive?

EXT. PARKING LOT

The dust has begun to settle. Colin is covered in ash 
from head to toe, but he’s generally okay.

COLIN
I’m alive... but Trump just took 
out the entire unit. He could’ve 
rigged the whole fucking place 
with C-4 for all I know!

(beat)
Jeb? You there?

INT. LIGHTING BOOTH

Jeb is lost in thought.
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JEB
Can anyone else see you? 

COLIN
What?

JEB
Around you. Is anyone else talking 
to you? Interacting with you?

EXT. PARKING LOT

COLIN
Goddammit, Jeb, for the last time, 
you don’t have the Sixth Sense. I 
need you to focus! What’s it like 
in there?

INT. LIGHTING BOOTH

Jeb yanks another piece of buckshot painfully out of his 
shoulder. A puddle of blood begins forming around him.

JEB
I haven’t been this full of 
buckshot since the Phi Beta Kappa 
spring formal in 73.

COLIN
I’ve been shot before. It hurt 
worse than anything I’d ever felt.

JEB
It’s not so bad. My dad once 
flogged me with a cat o’ nine-
tails for farting in the Oval 
Office. 

COLIN
That sounds intense.

JEB
It was. I’d had three-alarm chili 
earlier that afternoon.

EXT. PARKING LOT

COLIN
Jeb, I hate to say this... but 
you’re on your own in there. I’m 
not sure I can help you.
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JEB
Can I tell you something, Hero?

INT. LIGHTING BOOTH

Jeb sits, the puddle of his own blood growing wider.

JEB
On the campaign trail, I used to 
give out little toy tortoises. I’d 
tell people, “Remember the 
tortoise and the hare? The 
tortoise looked down and out... 
but he never quit. And by the end 
of the long race... he was in 
first place. He won.” 

COLIN
You’re saying you’re the tortoise?

JEB
No, I’m a human. You think I’m a 
tortoise?

COLIN
The tortoise winning the race. 
It’s a symbol.

JEB
It wasn’t simple at all. It was 
probably really really hard. 
Tortoises are incredibly slow. 

COLIN
No, it’s... why are you telling me 
this?

JEB
Because I think tortoises are 
super cool. 

EXT. PARKING LOT

Colin rubs his temples in frustration.

COLIN
What can I do, Jeb?

JEB
Keep Columba safe. Tell her I love 
her. Tell her...

(MORE)
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(in Spanish)
One day soon, I will motorboat 
those delicious buttcheeks again.

COLIN
I don’t speak Spanish.

JEB
That’s okay. She can.

INT. CATWALKS

Jeb looks up, tears in his eyes. He’s going weak from 
blood loss.

JEB
You think my country would be 
proud of me? If they saw me 
fighting?

COLIN
I know they would, Jeb.

JEB
What about my dad? Would he be 
proud, you think?

COLIN
(far less confident)

Yeah, sure.

Jeb smiles. He’s fading.

JEB
Colin... are you sure I don’t 
have... the Sixth Sense...

Jeb keels over into his own blood.

EXT. PARKING LOT

Colin stands on the phone, confused.

COLIN
Hello? Jeb?

Someone walks past him.

COLIN
Excuse me. Excuse me!

JEB (CONT'D)

70.



The person keeps walking, unable to hear Colin. Colin’s 
face grows momentarily panicked. He touches his own body, 
to make sure he’s still alive.

INT. CLEVELAND HOTEL

Columba watches Wolf Blitzer and bites her nails.

WOLF
It’s been over half an hour since 
the explosion. We’ve brought in 
some experts to provide feedback 
regarding what they could be up to 
in there.

EXPERT 1
I believe many of the captives may 
be starting to suffer from 
Stockholm Syndrome.

WOLF
Stockholm Syndrome. Named, of 
course, after the capital of 
Norway.

A knock on Columba’s door. A deep, intimidating male 
voice. The voice of one of Trump’s soldiers.

SOLDIER (O.S.)
Housekeeping!

COLUMBA
I’m good, thank you.

A beat. Another knock.

SOLDIER
Room service!

COLUMBA
I’m not hungry, gracias.

A beat. Another knock. 

SOLDIER
Free massage!

COLUMBA
(considers, then)

I’ll pass, but thank you.

A beat. Another knock.
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SOLDIER
Publisher’s Clearing House.

Columba makes a puzzled face, then answers the door. 

The second she opens it, a fist flies through into her 
face. CRACK!

CUT TO:

INT. LIGHTING BOOTH-- SOME TIME LATER

Jeb sits up with a start. He then braces himself. He’s 
lost a lot of blood.

His vision is blurry. He looks around. Sees double.

In front of him, the first aid kit. He tears into it. He 
flops his hands around blindly into it. No clue what he’s 
looking for.

Then, he sees something. An adrenalin shot.

He tears it open. He sees the size of the needle. It’s 
fucking huge. He gasps.

Suddenly, P.O.V.-- his vision sucks him into the past.

INT. DOCTOR’S OFFICE-- FLASHBACK

P.O.V. JEB, AGE 9: Jeb looks at his own hands. He’s a 
child. BARBARA, his mother, is in the doctor’s office 
with him. 

The DOCTOR enters the room.

DOCTOR
Are we ready for our flu shot, 
Jeb?

Jeb begins to cry. Barbara looks angry.

BARBARA
Jeb, your father was a pilot in 
the Navy. I’ll be goddamned if you 
pussy out of a simple flu shot.

JEB
I’m scared. The needle will hurt.
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BARBARA
If you don’t let the doctor give 
you this flu shot, I will take you 
home and jam needles into the tear 
ducts in your eyes so you never 
cry again. Only two types of 
people cry: babies and vaginas. 
What are you, Jeb? A baby or a 
vagina?

His vision sucks him back into the present.

INT. CATWALKS

Jeb stares at the needle and near-hyperventilates.

He thinks about giving himself the shot, when....

DONALD (O.S.)
Jeb! Jebbbbb!

Jeb peeks carefully out the window toward the stage.

INT. STAGE

Donald stands with Ted and Melania as Stephen sets up a 
camera. Off in the wings, soldiers hold a line of 
delegates hostage-- the re-vote is about to begin. 

Trump yells into the mic for the whole building to hear.

DONALD
I know you’re out there, Jeb, you 
useless waste of oxygen. You’ve 
been fighting my men. Killing my 
men. I know you must be hungry. 
Let me make you a peace offering. 
How about some dinner? Rufus?

Rufus brings out Columba, tied up, kicking and resisting.

DONALD
I got some take out. El Pollo 
Loco! Crazy you can taste! She’s 
the loco... and I bet you’re too 
pollo to do anything about it. My 
legal Mexican friend tells me that 
means chicken. I’m trusting his 
translation.

Jeb looks at Columba struggling. He grows furious. Begins 
to pant profusely. 
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DONALD
The delegates are re-casting their 
votes momentarily. If you do 
anything to fuck up my plans...

Rufus comes out with a chainsaw and hands it to Donald. 
Donald revs up the chainsaw.

DONALD
... she will no longer be livin’ 
la vida loca. She will be dyin’ la 
vida... dead-a.

(beat)
Stephen, let’s get the vote 
started.

Stephen brings out TIM SPRAYBERRY, the Alabama Republican 
delegate with the funniest name. He stands before the 
camera with a frightened expression as soldiers hold guns 
on him.

TIM SPRAYBERRY
Tim Sprayberry from Alabama 
selects Donald J. Trump for 
President.

The face switches to another. The vote continues in the 
background.

INT. CNN STUDIOS

The feed of the votes plays on the big screen in CNN. 
Wolf, John King, James Carville and the rest watch in 
horror as their channel carries this to the country.

INT. LIGHTING BOOTH

Jeb begins to panic. He looks at the adrenalin needle. He 
hears voices in his head.

DONALD (V.O.)
... dyin’ la vida dead-a...

BARBARA (V.O.)
... a baby or a vagina?...

TED (V.O.)
... Secretary of Deez Nuts...

Jeb grips the adrenalin needle like a knife. He stares 
down at his chest.
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DONALD (V.O.)
... dyin’ la vida dead-a...

BARBARA (V.O.)
... a baby or a vagina?...

TED (V.O.)
... Secretary of Deez Nuts...

Jeb looks up. A new resolve.

JEB
I’m coming, Columba.

Jeb STABS the needle into his own chest. Unfortunately, 
it only goes a third or so of way in. 

He lets out what can only be described as a primal moan 
of anguish. He looks at the needle and begins to cry.

JEB
No, no, no, no, no. Mommy, please. 
Oh God, Mommy.

DONALD (V.O.)
... dyin’ la vida dead-a...

BARBARA (V.O.)
... a baby or a vagina?...

TED (V.O.)
... Secretary of Deez Nuts...

Jeb screams, grabs the needle, and tries pushing farther 
in. It only goes a little farther.

JEB
Oh my God, what the fuck is in 
there? How is this so hard?

Jeb pushes in short pulses. With each push, a cry of 
anguish. Agony in staccato bursts.

JEB
Maybe I’ll just pull it out...

Jeb tries to pull it out. Nope. That’s a non-fucking-
starter. That hurts worse than ever.

Jeb kicks his arms and legs like a child throwing a 
tantrum. He sobs wildly.
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JEB
When will this nightmare end? 
Sweet Mother of God!

He pulls himself up, crying the whole time. He stands up 
and faces the wall. Syringe jutting from his chest. 

It’s go time.

He sprints at the wall, syringe first. It shoves into his 
chest and injects the adrenalin into his bloodstream.

He passes out from pain and falls backward onto the 
ground like a dead body.

The split second he hits the ground, the adrenalin kicks 
in. His eyes shoot open and he kips up like Jean Claude 
Van Damme. 

JEB
Let’s stomp some nuts.

INT. CNN STUDIOS

Wolf Blitzer is still on TV, giving Donald Trump’s re-
vote a showcase, because it’s CNN, and who fucking knows.

WOLF
Donald Trump is now ten states 
into his delegate re-vote, and so 
far, in a shocking turn of events, 
every individual delegate has cast 
his or her vote for Trump. 

INT. STAGE

The vote continues in the background. Donald pulls Ted 
and Stephen aside.

DONALD
Any signs of life from Jeb?

TED
Tonight or in general?

STEPHEN
If he’s smart, he’ll stay hidden.

DONALD
No, he’ll stay hidden because he’s 
a loser. Losers lose. 

(MORE)
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It’s why they’re called losers. 
And I’m a W-I-N-E-R. 

STEPHEN
What should I do with Columba 
after the vote is finished?

DONALD
Feed her to the dogs. Do we have 
ravenous killer dogs? We should. 
First things first, buy ravenous 
killer dogs, then feed her to the 
dogs.

STEPHEN
Where does one order ravenous 
killer dogs?

DONALD
Check Amazon, I’ve got a Prime 
account. We could get free 
shipping and have them here by--

THE LIGHTS AND CAMERAS ALL SUDDENLY GO OUT. Pitch black.

DONALD
-- tomorrow.

STEPHEN
What the hell was that?

INT. CNN STUDIOS

Wolf. Again.

WOLF
The electricity has just gone out 
in Quicken Loans Arena. James 
Carville, your thoughts on this.

JAMES
Wolf, no one really knows how 
electricity works. You flip a 
switch and the lights are on. You 
flip them again, they’re off. Is 
it some sort of voodoo magic? Or 
could it be fairies and elves? My 
belief: it’s like the Flintstones 
said, tiny little dinosaurs, 
inside every light bulb, simply 
working a 9-to-5 grind like the 
rest of us.

DONALD (CONT'D)
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WOLF
We’ll be back with a panel of 
experts to discuss the possible 
theories regarding the mysteries 
of electricity when we return.

INT. STAGE

Pitch black on the stage.

DONALD 
Has no one found a phone yet?

Stephen turns on his phone light. It shines directly into 
the face of Ted Cruz.

MELANIA
Satan!

(beat)
Oh, sorry Ted.

TED
Don’t sweat it. Happens all the 
time.

STEPHEN
I sent a team back to the breaker 
to get the electricity back on, we 
should be back at any second.

DONALD
I guarantee you this was Jeb, that 
little skidmark.

Stephen shines his light over to where Columba was tied 
up. All we see is the chair and the ropes. No Columba.

TED
Where’d she go?!

DONALD
I know you’re out there, Jeb! 

From the dark, we hear Jeb’s voice. It’s all around them. 
Like he’s omnipresent. 

JEB (O.S.)
You’re a bully, Donald. An 
oppressor. Trying to force this 
party into submission, making us 
your victims. 

(MORE)
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Republicans are supposed to be the 
party that fights oppression, that 
refuses to be the victim. 

(beat)
When the government tries to tax 
our wealthiest Americans... we’re 
the victims. When there’s a mass 
shooting and people try to 
restrict our gun rights... we’re 
the victims. 

All around the arenas, we see the hostages, illuminated 
by cell phone light, nodding in agreement.

JEB (O.S.)
When we make fun of people who are 
different than us, and we’re 
called “intolerant?” We’re the 
victims. Just the other day, I got 
scolded for telling a hilarious 
Polack joke, when Polacks aren’t 
even real! They’re just things 
people made up for jokes, like 
chickens who cross the road or 
police discrimination!

DONALD
I know what you’re doing, Jeb. So 
desperate to be loved. It’s sad. 
Like a loser dog in a Humane 
Society commercial. I’ve put down 
hundreds of dogs in my life-- 
thousands. I do it for fun on 
weekends. And I don’t remember a 
single one of them. Just like no 
one will remember you, Jeb. No one 
will notice you. Ever.

Donald smiles smugly. The crowd frowns-- they feel bad 
for Jeb. A beat or two pass.

JEB (O.S.)
You’re right. I used to think that 
was a bad thing. But now I’m 
starting to realize going 
unnoticed...

The lights come back on. Jeb is standing IMMEDIATELY 
BEHIND DONALD.

JEB
... isn’t too bad.

JEB (O.S.) (CONT'D)
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Donald turns with a start, draws his pistol, and starts 
firing in Jeb’s face. Click after click. Empty.

Jeb holds up Donald’s clip.

JEB
Looking for this?

DONALD
Kill him! Kill him!

Every soldier in the room draws their weapon and begins 
firing on Jeb. Again, nothing but clicks. The camera 
swoops around the arena-- every soldier reaches for 
clips, checks his gun. Empty. Every last one.

SOLDIER
Where the hell are our rounds?

JEB
A perk of going unnoticed. I took 
them in the dark and hid them 
somewhere you’ll never find them.

CUT TO:

INT. JANITOR’S CLOSET

In the middle of a janitor’s closet sits a big 
conspicuous cardboard box. On the outside, scribbled in 
all caps with a Sharpie marker: “NOT BULLETS.”

CUT TO:

INT. STAGE

Jeb runs at Donald, but Rufus grabs him and punches him 
in the face. Hard. They square off.

Some of the hostages quickly realize what’s going on. 
Donald, Melania, Stephen, and Ted ignore the conflict 
onstage, as the mob below comes to life.

ANGRY HOSTAGE
Hey, they can’t hold us here 
anymore without guns!

ANGRY HOSTAGE #2
Yeah! We don’t have to be the 
victims!
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ANGRY HOSTAGE #3
We don’t have to be oppressed!

DONALD
People! I’m here to make America 
great again!

ANGRY HOSTAGE
Fuck you! You had a weave made 
from Ron Weasley’s pubes! 

Angry Hostage takes off his shoe and chucks it at Donald. 
It hits him in the head. A soldier punches the angry 
hostage in the face... then, the hostage punches back.

Suddenly, it’s an all-out fucking melee. The soldiers and 
hostages are beating the unholy shit out of one another. 
Soldiers are snapping hostage necks. Hostages are ganging 
up on individual soldiers and stomping their faces in.

The delegates in the wings begin fighting back against 
the soldiers. The soldiers begin beating them up.

DONALD
Don’t kill the delegates! We need 
them alive!

Rufus grabs Jeb by the throat and lifts him into the air. 
Jeb punches Rufus in the face multiple times. No real 
effect. Rufus smiles like the big dumb idiot he is.

Jeb reaches into his pocket in vain-- HE FINDS THE TWO 
TEQUILA BOTTLES FROM THE PLANE AND TED CRUZ’S LIGHTER.

“Together, we can win.”

Jeb opens the tequila bottles and pours them on Rufus’s 
head. Rufus just stands there, getting aroused watching 
Jeb gasp for breath.

Then, Jeb flicks the lighter. Rufus definitely notices 
the flame.

RUFUS
Fire bad!

Jeb touches the flame to Rufus’s head, which ignites like 
a rocket thanks to the tequila. Rufus’s skin begin to 
melt. He lets go of Jeb and runs off the stage in agony, 
falling into the melee.

Jeb catches his breath on the ground and rubs his neck.

Stephen grabs Donald. 
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STEPHEN
We need to get you out of here.

Donald shoves him off.

DONALD
No! Donald doesn’t run. Continue 
collecting delegate votes. We’re 
almost there!

STEPHEN
What about your safety?

Jeb staggers to his feet.

JEB
Maybe you can pay some Mexicans to 
build a wall around you.

Melania flies into frame out of nowhere and tackles Jeb 
to the ground. They fly THROUGH THE LED SCREEN BACKDROP, 
crashing through it.

Stephen brings the camera over to the wing. Donald grabs 
his bowie knife and runs over to the nearest delegate.

DONALD
You! Pledge allegiance on camera 
to me! Now!

DELEGATE
Fuck you, Donald.

Donald stabs the delegate in the chest.

DONALD
Who’s next?

The next delegate follows orders. The vote continues.

INT. QUICKEN LOANS ARENA-- BEHIND THE LED SCREENS

Melania slashes at Jeb with her pointy fingernails. She 
catches him across the cheek, leaving claw marks. 

JEB
I don’t want to fight you, 
Melania. You generally seem like a 
nice gal.

MELANIA
When I finish you, I will make a 
stew with your bone marrow.
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Melania leaps like a goddamn mutant, wraps her legs 
around Jeb’s neck, then propels her body forward, 
flipping him over and tossing him back into some crates.

It’s the type of awesome martial arts move that almost 
certainly can’t be done in real life, but fuck if it 
doesn’t look sweet.

INT. STAGE

Donald watches as Stephen keeps the line of voting 
delegates moving. Ted approaches Donald. He holds a razor-
sharp dagger.

TED
I’ll take care of Jeb, Don.

DONALD
Where did you get that?

TED
Ever since college, I’ve kept a 
dagger taped between my 
buttcheeks, just in case. 

DONALD
Doesn’t that hurt?

TED
It cuts me literally every time I 
move. That’s why my face always 
looks like this.

DONALD
You kill Jeb, I’ll make you Vice 
President *and* Secretary of 
State.

TED
Is that allowed in the 
Constitution?

DONALD
The what?

TED
Fuck it, I’m in.

Ted walks toward the hole in the screens... when out from 
behind the screens steps Columba.
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COLUMBA
(in Spanish)

It ends here, Grandpa Munster.

She busts out two butterfly knives and opens them. She’s 
experienced. Ted smiles. He wants a fight.

Stephen shoves one delegate away as the line progresses. 
He shouts to Donald.

STEPHEN
We’re two-thirds of the way to our 
goal of committed delegates! We 
just need another few minutes.

INT. BEHIND THE LED SCREENS

Jeb is dazed, but he must recover quickly. Melania flies 
into frame. She aims her claw-like fingernails at Jeb’s 
eyes. He puts his hand up between her fingers-- a classic 
Three Stooges block. 

He grabs a plank from the broken crate and smashes her 
head with it. She falls over.

JEB
Oh my God, Melania, I am so sorry, 
are you...

Melania stands like the T-1000. She grabs another plank 
and smashes it across her own head. And another. And 
another. Just to intimidate Jeb.

JEB
There’s a joke here, something 
about how you’re a hard-headed 
woman, give me a moment--

She doesn’t. She kicks him in the chest and he flies 
backward, smashing through the door to the ARENA SHOP.

INT. STAGE

Ted and Columba circle one another.

TED
I’m eight inches taller than you, 
chica. You’re physically no match 
for me. You should walk away.
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COLUMBA
Classic Ted. Always telling a 
woman what she should do with her 
body. 

Columba runs at Ted. Blades flying. Ted defends himself, 
but he is outmatched, due to both weapon and skill. She 
slashes him across the face and across the arm. 

He is scared and creates distance... then TOSSES his 
dagger at her. It plants itself in her thigh. She gasps.

INT. ARENA SHOP

Jeb staggers up from the splintered shop door. Melania 
approaches. He sees two hammers on the ground beside him. 
He picks them up and faces her down. Melania finds two 
hammers as well. She sports them.

JEB
This place has a shitload of 
hammers.

They begin a motherfucking hammer fight. It’s like 
Oldboy, if Oldboy starred Jeb Bush. 

“Where did Jeb Bush learn how to fight with hammers?” If 
the audience is asking this question right now, then the 
fight choreography doesn’t own hard enough. This fight 
requires maximum hammer ownage. 

INT. STAGE

Columba removes the dagger, but Ted runs over and tackles 
her. His dagger and one of her butterfly knives go flying 
out of their hands. 

Ted gets on top of her, digging his knee into her thigh 
wound. She moans in agony.

TED
I’m sorry it came to this, 
hermana. But you were always going 
to lose. Jeb doesn’t have what it 
takes to beat me.

Suddenly, Ted’s eyes go big. He looks at Columba. She’s 
smiling through the pain.

COLUMBA
At least he has balls.
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We realize we can’t see her right hand. All of a sudden, 
she RIPS her hands towards her. We hear the soul-crushing 
sound of flesh tearing. 

Ted stands up... her other butterfly knife is buried in 
his groin. He looks up.

Columba is standing, clutching Ted’s testicles in her 
hand. She tosses them into the crowd.

INT. QUICKEN LOANS ARENA

In the crowd, where the melee continues, a soldier is 
pelted in the face with the testicles.

SOLDIER
Not again!

INT. ARENA SHOP

Jeb and Melania continue their hammer fight. Jeb hits 
Melania in the face. She spits out a tooth and smiles. 
She then hits Jeb in the face, and he goes flying back. 

Melania LEAPS on top of Jeb and digs the claws of her 
hammers into Jeb’s back. He lets out a yell.

INT. STAGE

Columba eyeballs Donald and Stephen, who are still 
churning out delegates at knife point to vote for 
Donald... but then she hears Jeb’s cries of pain.

INT. ARENA SHOP

Melania leans down into Jeb’s ear as he twitches in pain.

MELANIA
I must break you.

She removes the hammers from his back and lifts them high 
into the air to deliver a death blow.

Then, from out of fucking nowhere, Melania catches a 
POWER SANDER TO THE FACE. 

Columba grabs one side of Melania’s skull and shoves it 
into the sander. Melania falls to the ground in pain.
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Columba helps Jeb up off the ground. Blood drips down his 
back, but he gets to his feet.

COLUMBA
You and I are going to get out of 
this, Jebby.

JEB
(after a beat)

You and *me.*

They smile and kiss. 

Their kiss is interrupted, however, by the sudden sound 
of Melania’s hand reaching up to the table. She pulls 
herself up...

HALF OF MELANIA’S FACE IS GONE, EXPOSING A ROBOT SKELETON 
BENEATH. Sparks fly out of her empty eye socket.

JEB
(to Columba)

You told me Terminators weren’t 
real!

COLUMBA
I think she’s more of a Weird 
Science.

Melania rips a table in half with her bare hands.

MELANIA
I MUST BREAK YOU!

Jeb stares at Melania. He talks to Columba out of the 
side of his mouth.

JEB
Okay, here’s what we should do. 
You grab the sledgehammer, I’ll 
grab a couple of crowbars.

Columba sees behind her a gigantic AXE. 

JEB
Maybe if we take her from both 
sides, we can confuse her 
programming and--

Columba TOSSES the axe across the shop. It plants itself 
directly into Melania’s skull.

Jeb looks at Columba, who’s standing there, holding her 
follow-through pose from the axe toss.
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JEB
I’m so turned on right now.

Columba walks over to Melania, who is short-circuiting.

MELANIA
Please... he made me... programmed 
me to obey... I didn’t ask for 
this... please... I feel myself... 
slipping... away....

Columba removes the axe and lines up for one more swing.

MELANIA
(sings)

“Daisy, daisy...”

COLUMBA
Dos vedanya, bitch.

Columba swings and removes her head entirely. Melania’s 
body goes slack and falls to the ground.

JEB
What’s a vedanya?

INT. STAGE

Another delegate votes for Trump.

STEPHEN
Two more votes... all we need is---

The axe flies across the stage and plants itself directly 
into the camera. Their proof of delegate support dies.

DONALD
No!

JEB
You might want to take that to the 
Genius Bar. While you’re there...

Columba tosses Melania’s robotic head across the stage.

JEB
... maybe you can have them take a 
look at your iWife.

STEPHEN
Melania was a robot?!
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DONALD
Cybernetic organism. Stephen, grab 
another camera and--

Donald looks over. The remaining delegates have all 
scattered and are fighting back against the couple of 
soldiers holding them in place. 

Meanwhile, Stephen is running as fast as he can to get 
out of the building. Jeb looks at Columba.

JEB
Go after him. Don’t let him 
escape.

COLUMBA
You need help, Jebby.

JEB
No... this one I do alone.

Jeb and Columba kiss. She takes off after Stephen.

DONALD
On the plus side, Jeb, I’m looking 
for a new senior policy advisor. 

JEB
Here’s some advice: you suck.

DONALD
That’s not really advice. That’s 
just a general statement.

JEB
Your mom’s a general statement.  

Jeb squares up. Donald squares up.

Everyone in the melee in the crowd stops fighting. They 
watch.

The music builds to Hans Zimmer levels.

The Fight of the Century.

They run at each other. Jeb screaming. Donald screaming.

They collide.

What follows is the wimpiest, lamest, and dirtiest fight 
in the history of fights. 
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Donald starts by slapping wildly at Jeb. Jeb follows 
suit. Donald then kicks Jeb in the shins. Jeb hops up and 
down grabbing his leg. 

They roll around the ground, pushing and poking and 
smacking. The least masculine fight scene imaginable. 
Donald grabs a handful of Jeb’s hair and starts yanking.

JEB
Son of a bitch!

INT. PARKING GARAGE

Stephen exits the elevator and runs toward a parked car. 
He looks out toward the exit. A clear path. Home free.

Columba bounds through the door from the stairwell and 
sees Stephen starting his car. Stephen closes the door 
and waves at Columba with a smile--

-- and a limo PLOWS into Stephen’s driver side door, 
crushing Stephen to death.

The limo driver door opens. It’s GINGHAM. 

GINGHAM
Mrs. Jeb! I stopped him!

(beat)
I now realize that I just 
committed a murder. I may need to 
borrow your lawyer.

INT. STAGE

Donald keeps yanking Jeb’s hair.

JEB
See how you like it!

Jeb yanks at Donald’s hair... and it TEARS OFF part of 
the top of his scalp. Jeb looks at the hair in his hands 
and sees the bloody skin at the roots.

DONALD
I told you it was mine.

Donald kicks Jeb in the balls. Jeb winces and kicks 
Donald in the balls. Donald winces and kicks Jeb in the 
balls. Jeb winces and kicks Donald in the balls.
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This should continue as long as an audience can possibly 
tolerate it. It should continue until it’s not funny, and 
then until it circles back around into funny again.

Finally, Jeb breaks this cycle. Instead of kicking the 
balls, he kicks right at Donald’s knee. Donald’s knee 
bends backward, breaking badly.

DONALD
You loser! Why didn’t you just 
kick me in the balls again?

Donald falls to the ground. Jeb, covered in his own blood 
from the multiple gun shot wounds and the hammer wounds 
on his back, falls to the ground exhausted as well. 

Suddenly, Donald sees on the ground, nearly within reach, 
the clip to his gun that Jeb tossed earlier. He looks in 
his waistband-- he still has the gun.

This is his chance.

Jeb sees Donald crawling over and reaching for the clip. 
Jeb sees, near him, the CHAINSAW that Donald brought out 
earlier. Jeb attempts to stand but collapses from pain.

Donald inches closer to the gun. He can nearly grab the 
clip. Jeb stands with the chainsaw and revs it to life. 
He arduously bounds over toward Donald.

Donald grabs the clip. He pops the clip into the gun and, 
wielding it with both hands, turns to face Jeb...

... but Jeb has beaten him to position. He lowers the 
chainsaw onto Donald’s hands. It cuts through them like 
wet toilet paper, bits of blood and bone spraying every 
which way. 

After a couple of seconds, Donald’s gun falls, his hands 
still grabbing it. Donald sits, in shock, with bloody 
stumps where his hands should be. He stares at Jeb.

Jeb, covered in blood and dirt and sweat, stands holding 
the chainsaw like a true action hero. His body may be 
flabby and old, but his heart beats like a champion’s.

He stares down at Donald. Without a trace of a smile or a 
wink of irony, he looks down his nose and says:

JEB
Please clap.

Donald falls over into a puddle of his own blood.
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Silence falls on Quicken Loans Arena. Everyone stares at 
Jeb as he sets down the chainsaw and looks out at the 
crowd.

Finally, a lone man begins a slow clap. As he claps, he 
says, “Jeb.” Soon, others join in. Slowly at first, then 
all at once. Finally, the whole arena is rocking with the 
enthusiasm of Laker fans chanting “MVP” for Kobe Bryant.

Colin Powell and the SWAT teams finally burst in as the 
chant echoes throughout the arena.

Jeb looks at Colin. Colin looks at Jeb.

Colin smiles and gives Jeb a thumbs up. Jeb laughs and 
gives Colin a thumbs up back.

A LITTLE BOY, age 5 or so, runs onto the stage and hands 
Jeb a towel. Jeb wipes a lot of the blood off of his 
torso and tosses the blood-soaked towel back into the 
kid’s hands. The kid gets blood all over him.

JEB
Thanks, kid.

LITTLE BOY
What’s next, Mister Bush?

JEB
The White House, kid...

Jeb looks up at the chanting crowd and smiles.

JEB
The White House.

INT. BUSH CAMPAIGN HQ

TITLE: FOUR MONTHS LATER

Jeb, Columba, Colin, Gingham, the Little Kid, and the 
rest of Jeb’s loved ones all gather around the TV. They 
watch CNN. Wolf Blitzer.

WOLF
The numbers are in, and it’s 
official. Hillary Clinton will be 
the next president of the United 
States. She won the election in 
record fashion, as Republican 
candidate Jeb Bush collected a 
record-low 19% of the votes. 

(MORE)
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A large number of Republican 
voters told CNN they didn’t vote 
because they, quote, “forgot Jeb 
was running.” Exit polls indicate 
that 93% of Bush supporters who 
voted for Jeb did so because he 
looks sad, like one of those dogs 
in the Humane Society commercials, 
and they hoped winning the 
presidency would make him feel 
better. 

JEB
(beat)

Dammit.

CUT TO BLACK.

POST-CREDITS SEQUENCE

INT. FEDERAL CORRECTIONAL INSTITUTION, ENGLEWOOD

A SCIENTIST, age 55, sits at the visitation room of 
Littleton Colorado’s minimum security prison.

A man walks out. We don’t see his face, but we see that 
he has two MASSIVE HANDS MADE OF SOLID GOLD. These are 
not regular sized hands-- these are cartoonishly large 
hands made for a man who’s compensating.

It’s obviously Trump.

Trump sits on the other side of the Direct Connect phone. 
After an initial struggle, he successfully picks up the 
phone with his gold hand.

SCIENTIST
You saw Jeb lost?

DONALD
I did. Though I wasn’t surprised. 
I’ve been telling everyone that 
Jeb is a loser for years. He’s a 
forgettable nobody, and he doesn’t 
even have sweet 24-karat gold 
hands like someone we know.

SCIENTIST
I wanted to give you an update on 
Project Fourth Wife.

WOLF (CONT'D)
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DONALD
All systems are go?

SCIENTIST
By the time you get out, we’ll be 
ready.

DONALD
Excellent. I’m telling you, in 
four years, we will Make America 
Great Again... again.

Donald starts laughing. The scientist joins in. The laugh 
crescendos... but then Donald laughs so hard that he 
drops the phone.

DONALD
Shit, hang on...

Donald tries to pick up the phone using his 24-karat gold 
hands. He bumbles around for a bit.

DONALD
These phones are faulty. These are 
phones for losers.

Donald continues to try to pick the phone receiver up. He 
continues to fail to do so.

CUT TO BLACK.
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