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FADE | N:

I NT. CAGE - NI GHT

The fenced in blood stained ring sits surrounded by a packed
and raucous arena.

DI NG DI NG

Three nen in black short sleeve button downs with bl ack
vinyl gloves place a red stool up against the cage and a
bucket beside it.

A man in zebra print and blue trimtrunks plops down. H's
chest expands and retracts rapidly. Blood rushes from
mul ti ple cuts above the brow. The red ness | eaks past a
swollen face and all the way down to the nmans sternum

Meet the chanp..

FI NESSE JACKSON, twenty-nine, the m ddl eweight's corner nen
work on himlike a pit crew on a Chevrolet SS. One delivers
water, the other snears petroleumjelly over cuts and rubs

cold steel over swollen eyes, the other rubs his shoul ders,
arms, and | egs.

MALE VO CE (V. Q)
You wanna be the man, dontchu? The
one in the novies and the | ate night
tal k shows, right?

MALE VO CE 2 (V.Q)
No doubt. But | want to show em|'m
the best by beating the best. That's
why | need the Cal derone fight.

Fi nesse stands as the cornernmen take the stool and equi prment
out of the cage.

MALE VO CE 2 (V.Q)
| need nore than the belt. | need to
be legit.

Fi nesse bounces on his toes. He nods to the ref.

MALE VO CE (V. Q)
Then we have a problem ..

DI NG DI NG



MALE VO CE (V. Q)
...we have a big problem

The man in zebra print brings his hands up, ready, and
pushes ahead.

I NT. HOUSE - DAY ( FLASHBACK)
EARLI ER THAT DAY

Two nmen sit in a spacious living roomwth a mninmalist
styl e.

One of the nmen, Finesse Jackson, sports a flawl ess face. He
sits on the couch, his M DDLEVEI GAT CHAMPI ONSHI P on t he
gl ass coffee table in front of him

To his right sits a well dressed man in his md fifties.
NATHANI EL RUZE, the md fifties nmal e across from Fi nesse
says;

NATHANI EL
We need you to fight Danny Bruhmond.
Beat .
FI NESSE
Hel I no.
NATHANI EL

You scared of Bruhnmpnd?

FI NESSE
He's ranked seventh and was knocked
the fuck out in the first in his |ast
bout .

NATHANI EL
He's also a pretty boy that's
bringing in viewers by the boatl oads
based off his willingness to fight
anyone.

FI NESSE
Wl lingness to fight anyone? That
means he's reckl ess.



NATHANI EL
He's entertaining.

Nat hani el lets that sink in.

NATHANI EL
We need a show, a war.

FI NESSE
You want me to draw out the fight...

NATHANI EL
Not necessarily, we just need to have
a dramatic fight. Not a bout, not a
exhi bition, a fight.

Nat hani el | eans in.

NATHANI EL
That's where the noney is. Fans care
nore about the fights and how t hey
unfol d. Now, what we found out is
people will respond nore positively
to a dog fight between two no nanes,
than their fave who wi ns by deci sion
on a regular. This gives us
options --

FI NESSE

I"mout then. | don't want any parts
of a fixed fight.

Nat hani el rises fromthe couch, snatches his chanpi onship
strap and turns to | eave.

NATHANI EL
You don't play ball, they'Il find you
full of holes in Black Rock waiting
to becone anot her cold case.

Fi nesse stops on a dine.

NATHANI EL
We need you to nmake Bruhmmond | ook
strong throughout. Get the crowd
behi nd em before you turn on the
pressure in the fourth.

FI NESSE
VWhat's all this 'we' shit?



NATHANI EL
Never mnd that. Do the job, we
triple profits on the rematch.
Fi nesse stands speechl ess.
NATHANI EL
Ni ce chattin' with ya, now get the
fuck out.

After a nonent, Finesse does as he's told.

| NT. CAGE - NI GHT ( PRESENT)
POP!  POP!
Fi nesse eats two jabs from.

DANNY BRUHMMOND, thirty-six, the blonde haired blue eyed
opponent of Fi nesse.

Fi nesse shuffles out of Bruhmmond's reach.
Bruhnmond stal ks and | ays into the body of the chanp.

The man in zebra print slips to his opponents right, which
forces the chall enger to pivot.

Bruhnmond reaches for the plumas his thunb pokes Finesse's
eye.

The m ddl e aged REF calls tine.
The Ref checks on Fi nesse.

REF
Change of plans, boss needs you to
force a draw

Fi nesse shoots the ref a |ook, then | ooks to his opponent.

REF
Says a rematch after a draw will
guadruple the profits of this fight.
Bruhnmond' s up on the scorecards, you
need to win the round.

The Ref gestures for the fighters to go back to their
corners.

Fi nesse | ooks to the crowd and finds Nathaniel with a half
plastic half silicone blonde. Nathaniel w nks at him



Fi nesse takes his tine as he chews on that gesture by the
man with the yellow haired fl oozy.

The ref claps his hands once.

REF
Fi ght!

The fighters neet in the mddle of the ring. Bruhmond
throws a barrage of strikes that Finesse evades with
stunning fluidity.

The crowd pops at the display of defense.

Bruhnmond sm | es and pushes forward.

Fi nesse throws his back against the fencing and drops his
hands.

Bruhnmond, |i ke a shark who snells blood in the water,
| aunches fast blows to the body and head.

The chanp guards his body and keeps his head on a sw vel.
Bruhmond di spenses thirteen shots and hits a whole lotta
not hi ng.

Nat hani el 's face scrunches in anger.

The chal | enger pushes the chanp agai nst the cage, but the
chanp slips out and delivers a three hitter quitter that
fl oors Bruhmond.

The fans erupt.

Bruhmon stays on his back and invites Finesse into his
guard. Finesse jogs away, the ref stands up Bruhmmond.

The clincic continues...

Fi nesse puts on a defensive and counter-striking clinic. The
title hol der makes Danny Bruhmmond | ook like...the seventh
ranked fighter in the division.

Wth six seconds |eft, Finesse side steps Bruhmond's ri ght
straight, and fires a |ooping right hook that crash |ands
right on the button.

Bruhmond' s nuscles turn off fromthe vicious right hand.
Hi s body collapses to the mat at the final bell.

The crowd roars.



Fi nesse takes his nouth piece out and raises his hands. He
points to Nathaniel...

and w nks.
Naat hani el sits stoically.
Sl ow notion replays | oop on the nonitors around the arena.

The RI NG ANNOUNCER wal ks to the center of the ring. The ref
fl anked on both sides by Jackson and Bruhmmond, the fighters
wists in the officials hands.

RI NG ANNOUNCER
After this five round war, we go to
t he judges score cards for the
deci sion. MM chael sees it forty
nine-forty six, Bruhmond...

Part of the crowd pops.
RI NG ANNOUNCER

Burke, forty eight-forty seven,
Jackson. . .

The other part of the crowd cheers.

RI NG ANNOUNCER
And Campuzano scores it forty seven-
forty six. For the wi nner...and
STILL- -

The fans m xed reaction dam near rips the roof off its dam
hi nges.

Finesse falls to his knees, and throws his arns up in
cel ebration.

FRONT ROW

Nat hani el rubs his grey beard and chuckles to hinself. He
pokes at the cell phone held in his |ap.

A sharp as a straight razor Italian man..

CAVALCANTE, sixty-eight, lays his hand on Nathaniel's
shoul der .

The Italian man brings his nouth close to Nathaniels left
ear and says;



CAVALCANTE
We had a deal you squirrley sonuva
bitch. Jackson forces the draw.

NATHANI EL
Wel |, obviously he eeked out a
f ucki ng deci si on.

CAVALCANTE
Don't get sassy you greasy fuck.
There's plenty of space out in Bl ack
Rock for two timn fucks, you don't
start saying sonething |I wanna hear

Nat hani el squints his eyes at the phone and sm rks.

NATHANI EL
The rematch stands to make nore than
previously thought. It's looking to
qguadrupl e the anmount this fight did.

CAVALCANTE
What ?! He just fuckin' beat
Bruhmond. | just seen it with ny own
eyes.
NATHANI EL
By split.

Caval cante stands and stares at the back of the cocky
bast ar ds head.

NATHANI EL
Qur projections show your profits
qguadr upl e, guaranteed, on the
rematch. We quoted you a tripling of
your noney, now we guarantee you

nor e.

CAVALCANTE
That's the thing, you said that with
this one. | need your word that this

thing nultiplies ny noney by four.

NATHANI EL
You want a guarantee? Listen to that
reaction. That's not just these
peopl e part happy, part pissed about
the decision. It's themunsati sfied,
it's them begging for the rematch
It's the sound of your noney
mul ti plying.



Caval cante chuckles to hinself, he | eans back down.

CAVALCANTE
Send ne the details.

Caval cante stands and nudges his way through the crowd.

Nat hani el wat ches Finesse with a shrewd sm | e.

END
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