The Popstar Manglers

Int. An Office. Morning

JIM is sat in a suit on the phone. JIM is on the phone. 

JIM:

No, seriously, Fiddy. Would I lie to you?

(beat)

JIM:
I mean it. Hear me out – you’re sat there, looking all pimp, iPod in hand and biotches strewn about the shop.

(beat)

JIM:

Trust me, you won’t look like an utter tool. Everyone’ll think you use some sort of pimping ho to organise your music in iTunes for you.

(beat)

JIM:
Excellent.

JIM ends the conversation.

JIM (To Camera)

And that’s how you mangle a celebrity. Now he’s going to be sat there, playing with the product we’ve managed to get placed. Everyone’s happy.

The camera turns around to face the other side of the desk, where Dave is sat.

DAVE:
It’s good work

JIM:
Since you’re new here, we’ll start you out with

JIM rifles through some paper, tosses DAVE a brown envelope.

JIM:
Too many vegetarians nowadays. Hedley farms runs the largest cattle enterprise in Europe and their margins are shrinking. Go position some meat in the hands of some famous people, job done.

