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BLACK SCREEN

TV ANNOUNCER (V.O.)
Brothers Mike and James Wilson 
always shared a simple bond that 
came to life on the football field.

JUMP CUT TO:

EXT. YOUTH FOOTBALL FIELD - DAY

Grainy VHS film of JAMES WILSON (8) and MIKE WILSON (9) 
dressed in shoulder pads and helmets two sizes too big for 
them jumping and laughing in front of a camera.

A football is thrown from behind the shot towards the boys. 
Mike rushes over, picks up the ball, and begins to play 
catch with James.

EXT. HIGH SCHOOL FOOTBALL FIELD - NIGHT

The tall, slightly muscular MIKE WILSON (17) stands behind 
center, surveying the defense. A similarly built JAMES 
WILSON (16) is split far to the right.

TV ANNOUNCER (V.O)
In High School the Wilson brothers 
dominated the competition, racking 
up record after record and gaining 
fans in the process.

Mike takes the snap, drops back, evades an A-gap blitz and 
boots to the right.

James Wilson runs a smooth out and turns it up when he sees 
Mike boot out - the corner bites on the out.

Mike, close to being run out of bounds, slings the ball deep 
down the sideline towards the open, striding James. James 
easily snags the ball out of the air and waltzes into the 
end zone.

EXT. COLLEGE STADIUM - GAME 1 - DAY

From a passing blimp, a packed college stadium roars at the 
action on the field.

On the field, MIKE WILSON (22), still athletic, much more 
muscular than before, stands in the gun. He looks over the 
defense, then glances to the slot where JAMES WILSON (21), 
who also has grown, gives his brother a pre-snap signal.
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TV ANNOUNCER (V.O.)
And once they got to college, the 
whole country began to witness 
their talents.

Mike snaps the ball and runs an outside zone read play with 
the running back. He pulls and turns the corner into the 
second level, with James running a bubble to his right.

A scraping linebacker close in on Mike who, at the last 
possible moment, pitches it to James. James accelerates and 
dives into the end zone.

EXT. COLLEGE STADIUM - GAME 2 - NIGHT

Mike stands ready in the gun.

TV ANNOUNCER (V.O.)
Mike gained most of the acclaim, 
although both had a future at the 
next level.

Mike takes the snap, drops back, and throws a beautiful 
arching past to James, in full stride, deep down the middle 
of the field. Mike runs, with teammates, to celebrate with 
James in the end zone.

TV ANNOUNCER (V.O.)
But all of that changed during 
their last bowl week.

EXT. TEAM HOTEL - DAY

MONTAGE: Multiple news outlets stand outside of the team 
hotel prior to it's bowl game. Multiple REPORTERS speak:

REPORTER 1
Breaking news out of Miami today as 
star quarterback Mike Wilson was 
found passed out in a vacant 
building after missing bed check.

CUT TO:

REPORTER 2
It's being reporter that Wilson, 
who is thought to be the number one 
pick in the spring's AFF draft, was 
found with a needle in his arm.

CUT TO:



3

REPORTER 3
It's currently unknown what Wilson 
injected, but it has been confirmed 
that he will be suspended for the 
team's bowl appearance.

INT. COLLEGE PRESS CONFERENCE ROOM – DAY

Mike stands behind a podium with James, his HEAD COACH, and 
three ADMINISTRATORS behind him, everyone wearing 
professional dress.

MIKE
(Reading Statement)

I deeply regret my actions earlier 
this week and the strain it put on 
the team, the university, and the 
event organizers. I messed up, and 
I'm going to get myself the help I 
need moving forward. Thank you.

Mike moves away from the podium, shakes hands with the 
administrators, his coach, and hugs James.

INT. TV STUDIO - DAY

The TV ANNOUNCER (35), white, average looking, stands in 
front of a backdrop that superimposes images of Mike and 
James throughout their life.

TV ANNOUNCER
Mike tried to move on and rehab his 
image before the American Football 
Federation draft in the spring, but 
it proved to be too little too late 
when...

INT. PRESS CONFERENCE ROOM – DAY

The COMMISSIONER of the American Football Federation stands 
in front of a podium about to address a rowdy group of press 
members. Lights beam off of his face and the sound of camera 
shutters fill the pauses of the room.

COMISSIONER
Today I have some deeply unsettling 
news for fans of professional 
football. Because of Congress’ 
historic mandates in the recent 
class action chronic traumatic 
encephalopathy lawsuit, brought 
about by former players of our 

(MORE)
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league, we no longer possess the 
COMISSIONER (CONT'D)

ability to provide a safe working 
environment for the athletes that 
play our sport.

The commissioner pauses for a moment and looks into the 
crowd, the sound of cameras becomes louder and reporters 
begin to shout increasingly inaudible questions.

COMISSIONER
These new, federally mandated, laws 
require a level of protection 
inside of a helmet that will not be 
available anywhere in the near 
future, if ever.

The commissioner sighs and continues to struggle with each 
of the following words on his page.

COMISSIONER
Due to these implementations, 
effective immediately, all 
football-related activities on the 
league schedule have been canceled. 
I have no further comment on this 
story. God bless the sport of 
football.

INT. TV STUDIO - DAY

TV ANNOUNCER
After the fall of the AFF the 
Wilson brothers, like many 
athletes, were left grasping at 
straws. Mike went to Canada, in 
search of some professional glory, 
and James stayed enrolled in 
school, going on to get his 
Master's in Kinesology. But once 
Canada adopted the American 
regulations, Mike was left with no 
path to follow the sport. According 
to their mother, Rose, Mike 
disappeared and James went to find 
his older brother. That was three 
years ago.

INT. WILSON FAMILY HOME - LIVING ROOM - DAY

ROSE WILSON (50), a somewhat stocky woman with sad eyes and 
a broken voice sits on her worn leather couch, staring into 
the camera.



5

ROSE
I told James to find him. I did. I 
said bring him back to me. Bring 
him back. I just want my boys home.

INT. TV STUDIO - DAY

A still frame of Rose Wilson is projected behind the TV 
Announcer with the title "where are the Wilson brothers?" 
imposed on the graphic.

TV ANNOUNCER
Where are the Wilson brothers? It's 
an appropriate question. And why 
won't they come home? What is it 
that is so important that they 
cannot...

A bright bold graphic pops up and pauses the TV Announcer 
mid-sentence.

RACHAEL (TEXT)
Where are you? And where's the 
helmet? The game started ten 
minutes ago and I couldn't find the 
helmet before I did treatment. Will 
you get here already?

EXT. INDUSTRIAL AREA – NIGHT

JAMES WILSON, (25), a weathered idealist with the same build 
as before, sits with his phone, still displaying the paused 
TV Announcer and Rachael's text, in the middle of a vacant 
parking lot. He clicks out of the message and the video.

JAMES
Shit.

James hops out of his car and begins running towards a 
looming building in the distance.

JAMES (V.O.)
The world died a little when they 
took football away from us. There 
were the countless rounds of 
litigation regarding the decision 
but, without a helmet that would 
stop the concussions, the feds 
didn’t budge.

James continues to run through the dark recesses of the lot 
towards the building. A lone spotlight marks the entrance 
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for employees.

JAMES (V.O.)
That's where I come in. When my 
brother joined one of the popup 
underground leagues, I decided to 
follow him and see if I could make 
a helmet that would give us back 
our league. Our dream.

James gets to the employee entrance at the back of the 
building. He flashes his badge to two mammoth SECURITY 
GUARDS standing outside of the door.

INT. GRINDHOUSE STADIUM – CONCOURSE LEVEL - NIGHT

The doors part to an explosion of activity. Spotlights 
permeate from behind the bleachers, the music blares, and 
people are yelling – most, drunkenly – and screaming at the 
action on (and off) the field.

Scores of people are everywhere - but only about half the 
people in the "Grind house" are giving all of their 
attention to the game. We see some people hover by the cages 
of CHEERLEADERS - women paid with drugs and liquor to dance 
alongside the game - who make out with their squad.

JAMES (V.O.)
Nobody cares if your team is losing 
if you get to see tits.

The cheerleaders are spread throughout the makeshift stadium 
like a new age video board. The girls grind and twerk and 
make the onlookers crave more. As James walks towards the 
sunken field he notices the PUSHERS were out in full force.

JAMES (V.O.)
Stadiums used to sell hot dogs and 
slices of pizza - the new world had 
makeshift stands with 40’s and dime 
bags of assorted narcotics. 

With every turn of the head people used, sold, and resold 
anything that could be ingested. The real ADDICTS lined the 
walls, strung out and barely functioning. James sees five  
in chemically-induced bliss.

JAMES (V.O)
Whether it was to see the game or 
put stuff in your veins, it didn’t 
matter. It was built, so they came. 
Maybe not everything had changed 

(MORE)
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post fall. The hunger was there and 
JAMES (V.O) (CONT'D)

we kept consuming.

James reaches the barrier and looks down to see the playing 
field - dug into the ground far below the concourse.

JAMES (V.O.)
When they decided to use an 
abandoned warehouse for an 
underground location they built a 
pit for the field, 90 feet below 
the surface. The top level, or the 
street level, featured the 
concourse.

An overwhelming sign, inscribed with “Grind House Ghosts” 
and "The Nine Layers of Hell" overlooks the field and  
owner's box, and makeshift seats feature prominently 
throughout. James descends to field level and looks at the 
action on the red turf.

JAMES (V.O.)
Fifty of what used to be the 
greatest athletes in the world were 
reduced to playing in a converted 
warehouse on poorly installed turf 
built by profits from drug money, 
extortion and prostitution. Every 
game was like watching old 
gladiators  forced to battle at the 
whims of a petty, unconcerned 
public.

INT. GRINDHOUSE STADIUM - SIDELINE - NIGHT.

TITLE OVER: GAME ONE: Grind House Ghosts versus Second City 
Scions

James is let through the partition by a SECURITY GUARD and 
immediately walks towards a set of monitors on the sideline.

Various charts and readouts are displayed on the group of 
black, nondescript monitors but one screen is notably 
inactive: James' concussion research. The screen is white 
and has a message reading "Disconnected". In a confused 
panic, he begins to check the sideline bins.

The minute-yet-fierce RACHAEL (24), James' assistant and 
co-researcher, rushes over to meet him. Her inquisitive 
mind, and similarly idyllic world view make her James' 
perfect match.
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RACHAEL
(hurriedly)

Do you have it?

JAMES
(searching)

Does it look like I have it, Rache?

RACHAEL
There's no need to snap.

James looks around the trainer’s area on the sideline. No 
players were up on tables or getting any sort of treatment. 
There's also still no sign of the helmet prototype.

RACHAEL
That was all of our research! We 
should have never left it here. It 
has to stay with one of us. At all 
times. We...

JAMES
(half-listening)

Have there been any injuries 
tonight?

RACHAEL
(sighs)

No, but their guys have been 
dropping like flies. I think 
they’ve lost like ten dudes. Aren’t 
you supposed to be here for 
kickoff? You are the head trainer, 
James.

JAMES
I'm sorry. 

He isn't. James checks the scoreboard which reads 21-7 
Ghosts. The defense readies for Second City's next snap. 
Rachael taps James on the shoulder.

RACHAEL
The helmet, James.

James jumps back from his focus on the field.

JAMES
I'm still loo... You didn't see 
anyone take it?

RACHAEL
No. I was too busy, I did prep by 

(MORE)
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myself. I thought you...
RACHAEL (CONT'D)

The crowd roars as the defense forces a turnover, causing 
the Ghosts' offense to take the field. Rachael decides to 
change the conversation.

RACHEAL
Your brother is lighting it up 
tonight.

INT. GRINDHOUSE STADIUM - FIELD  - CONTINUOUS

Sitting on the 35, going out, the Ghosts hold a 14-point 
lead, beating the Scions from Second City 21-7.

First and Ten, the Ghosts break the huddle and come out in 
doubles from gun. MIKE WILSON (26), chiseled, withdrawn, and 
at times manic, calls for the snap and they run an outside 
read play with the halfback.

Mike pulls, weaves his way through defenders – the crowd 
screams more and more the further he progresses down the 
field, jumping over tacklers and diving into the end zone to 
get the score. Ghosts 28-7. Mike leaps up from the tackle 
and starts to show off to the fans.

He dances and points to the glass box, situated at the lip 
of field level, overlooking the field. A figure appears from 
within: the owner of the underground Ground House Ghosts, 
area drug queen-pen and scary-intimidating, statuesque 
valkyrie-looking, self-motivated girlfriend to Mike, BRIANNA 
CLAYMORE (28).

INT. GRINDHOUSE STADIUM - SIDELINE - CONTINUOUS 

After celebrating with his teammates Mike rushes up to James 
and wraps him in a hug.

MIKE
(Shouting)

James! You’re late!

JAMES
Yeah. Mike, Did you see that doc...

Before James could finish, Mike is already flirting with 
women in the crowd. Everyone’s attention directs towards 
Mike when he's on the sideline. Women throw their underwear, 
guys throw drugs, and all of that is amid screams of loving 
declarations. He is a rock star. He is king. He knows it.

JAMES
Mike, she’s watching.
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James points to the box. Brianna stalks the glass window 
with the lethal intent of a jungle cat. But he doesn't seem 
to care.

MIKE
She likes to watch.

Mike maintains focus on his fans. He ignores the coaches, 
clamoring for a moment of his time. His only apparent 
concern is to appease his adoring, addicted, public.

JAMES
(annoyed)

At least care about the game…

Mike puts his hand on James’ throat and pulls him closer, 
locking direct eye contact.

MIKE
Motherfucker, I always care about 
the game, don’t fucking forget it.

Mike’s pupils grow wide. He's high.

INT. GRINDHOUSE STADIUM - FIELD - CONTINUOUS

On the field, the defense lines up against Second City’s 
offense. The Scions come out in a basic I-formation - 
tight-end to the defensive right and receivers split on 
either side of the numbers.

The defense presses the line of scrimmage, their aggression 
is their hallmark. They have swag for days.

The ball's snapped and the quarterback drops back, fakes to 
the running back and looks down the field. He's down and 
needs to take a chance, so he throws it to the right split 
end, streaking down the sideline.

Ball in the air, the wide receiver’s eyes look at the 
incoming target. Seeing this, the cornerback turns around 
and plucks the ball out of the air and slides out of bounds.

INT. GRINDHOUSE STADIUM - SIDELINE - CONTINUOUS

James pushes Mike off of him and points to the field.

JAMES
Go, you’re on offense.

Mike springs away and smiles with all the jubilant ferocity 
of a kid touching the ball for the first time. He grabs his 
helmet and makes his way towards the coaches, almost 
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skipping. James watches.

JAMES (V.O.)
Even when his personal life was in 
decaying shambles, he did whatever 
he could to get back onto the 
field. The field let him be the 
person he knew he was, even if, off 
of it, that person had long since 
passed him.

INT. GRINDHOUSE STADIUM - SIDELINE - LATER

The scoreboard shows six minutes left in the fourth. James 
and Rachael start cleaning up the sideline.

JAMES 
It's not fucking  here.

RACHAEL
Maybe it's still in the locker 
room? Maybe you didn't put it back 
in the bin after practice?

JAMES
I doubt it, but I'll check.

James and Rachael watch the field. Three minutes left. The 
offense still has the ball and is grinding out the clock. 
Three yards, four yards. The Second City defense's posture 
shows they have virtually given up.

Rachael and James exit the field at one minute on the clock.

INT. GRINDHOUSE LOCKER ROOM – NIGHT

James and Rachael set up the training table while looking 
around the room for the helmet. Wires hang from rafters, 
intermittent studs linger, beams of light penetrate from 
little holes in the wall. Mice scurry as the lights flicker 
on. It is the definition of makeshift.

In the corner of the room is James' training table and 
supplies. He kneels in front of the cabinets and throws 
things around, searching for the helmet. Nothing. Rachael 
slips out of the room.

Yelling from down the hall grows louder. The players are due 
to enter any second. James stands up and looks over at the 
cart to make sure everything is in place. Scissors, pills, 
needles and a bunch of little vials.
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JAMES
(to himself)

A de facto candy store for the 
needy masses. And I’m now open for 
business.

Within a moment the doors burst open. Groups of players make 
their way in, reeling from the high of the field, at a 
steady pace.

With each player James converses, he assess if they could 
have the helmet. The first of the players to render James’ 
services was TOMMY PATRICK (27), a stocky running back with 
a trustworthy presence. As Tommy approaches he limps.

BEGIN FLASHBACK

Highlights of Tommy in college and in the pros - think Barry 
Sanders meets AP.

JAMES (V.O.)
Tommy was a Four-Year All-American 
Running Back at Stanford, graduated 
with a 3.96 G.P.A in 
communications, and led the AFF in 
rushing his rookie year – until the 
last game of the regular season 
when he blew out his ACL.

Tommy, in business clothing, making the rat race in the 
professional sector.

JAMES (V.O.)
He was one of the few guys to have 
a legitimate job. He worked for 
some consulting firm downtown. 
Tommy was the on-field participant 
in my helmet research. He wouldn't 
take it without telling me.

 END FLASHBACK.

TOMMY
Hey James, got any of that Oxy 
left?

TOMMY hobbles over and pulls himself up on to one of the 
trainer’s tables. He begins to take off his cleats.

JAMES
Of course

James pulls a bottle from the collection and gives him a 
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handful with a bottle of water.

JAMES
How much did you run for tonight?

TOMMY
65 on 14. One score. They had the 
box stacked a big portion of the 
night. We threw the ball more to…

SAM ABBEY, (32) a god among gods, saunters over.

SAM
Me: The black truth. God’s chosen 
receiver. The man who catches 
everything except your girlfriend’s 
crabs. Sam Abbey dominated on that 
field tonight.

Sam takes a pair of scissors off of the cart and cuts the 
tape wrapped on his ankles.

BEGIN FLASHBACK

Highlights of Sam running all over people a la Randy Moss.

JAMES (V.O)
Sam was in the league for six years 
before the ruling. He was a top ten 
pick as a redshirt sophomore, never 
caught less than 1,200 yards in a 
season, and had his face plastered 
everywhere.

Images and clips of the bigger than life popular icon, Sam.

JAMES (V.O.)
He was on sports talk shows, 
entertainment television, and 
dominated every damn social media 
site out there – at one time he was 
deemed “The hands of the people.” 
That moment never passed in the 
eyes of Sam. Sam wouldn't be able 
to shut up about taking it, had he 
took the helmet.

END FLASHBACK.

TOMMY
You only catch those balls because 
I do all the real work toting the 
rock, playboy.



14

Tommy throws a ball of tape at Sam.

SAM
(Laughing)

Bshh, whatever hop-along. Talk to 
me when the genius here makes you 
bionic.

Sam throws the scissors back on the table before heading  to 
his makeshift locker.

TOMMY
(Quasi-serious)

Is that possible?

James hands Tommy an Icepack.

JAMES
Not yet, dude.

Music blares: everything from early nineties rap to 
electronic synth can be heard throughout the room. KYLE 
LENNOX, (26) a veritable Kevin Hart clone if Kevin Hart were 
jacked, known to most as Lennox, does blow off of  strippers 
he took out of the crowd. 

JAMES (V.O.)
Kyle Lennox: Every game new women 
lined up for him, hoping to get 
some of the party drug Obsidian 
that he synthesized regularly. He 
was the Club King. And he was also 
one of the people tightest with 
Mike. It could be him.

CRAIG-DAVID VAUGHN "CD" (35) - the pure definition of a 
banger - hangs out with a group of guys towards the back of 
the room.

JAMES (V.O.)
CD serves as petty muscle for the 
Downtown Gang. Rumor has it his 
body count recently crept into 
triple digits. On top of being a 
psychotic murderer, he also plays 
linebacker. I doubt he can spell 
helmet.

The post-game festivities continue and the locker room grows 
rowdier. Amid the chaos "the administration" - the PR 
DIRECTOR (41), slender and mysterious, and SATO TOI, (27) 
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the visual embodiment of a 14 year-old's first manga 
drawing, enter.

JAMES (V.O.)
No one knows much about the PR 
DIRECTOR aside from the fact that 
if Brianna has a problem he takes 
care of it – every time. It could 
be him.

Sato moves towards a group of players and shamelessly flirts 
with any one that will reciprocate.

JAMES (V.O.)
To his right was Sato Toi, 
otherwise known as The Slut. The 
Slut was valuable because she knew 
everything about everyone. And she 
found out things by fucking it out 
of people. The players didn’t mind, 
so long as they didn’t wake up with 
bugs on their dicks. Some one would 
have seen her take the helmet.

COACH (48), a broken former linebacker whose taken one too 
many hits, walks to the center of the room and begins 
talking.

COACH
Alright everybody, settle down.

Coach drools, stammers, and stumbles as he addresses the 
team - he is a walking poster for CTE.

COACH
Tonight was a great win.

The room lets out a quick cheer.

COACH
We don’t know, for sure, if we are 
in the Field of Eight yet, but we 
should learn by later tonight. We 
are going to need everyone for 
that! Now, what does that mean?

No one answers his rhetorical question. Coach pushes one of 
the newer players onto the ground.

COACH
Don’t get nicked.

Coach looks to the back wall and catches eyes with CD.
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COACH
And don’t fucking OD.

Everyone looks back at LENNOX. He slaps the ass of one of 
the now relatively clothed women that is with him.

LENNOX
I can’t promise anything.

COACH
I’ll take it.

Coach begins to survey the room again.

COACH
The next practice is on Tuesday. If 
you don’t show then you’re not 
playing. I am not going to fuck 
around with that! Now get out of 
here.

The locker room starts to disband.

JAMES (V.O.)
Players tend not to linger around 
much. Most want to get to the club, 
Down Marker, which was owned by the 
team. There were a couple of guys 
who would go hang out with their 
girlfriend or their wife, but most 
of them wanted to party. Most of 
them didn’t want the high to stop. 

INT. GRINDHOUSE OFFICES – NIGHT

James and Rachael gather their things and begin to head 
towards the exit.

RACHAEL
Any new injuries?

JAMES
Nothing, just the same old after 
game stuff: a couple of strains, 
some twists, migraines.

James and Rachael both visibly tense up at the word 
migraines.

RACHAEL
(Slight worry, intrigue)

Did anyone exhibit any other 
symptoms?
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JAMES
No one outside of Coach, he got a 
little fired up in the post-game. 
Where were you by the way?

RACHAEL
You know I don’t like being in 
there after the game. I slipped out 
just before they went in. I feel 
like everything is pointing at me 
when I’m in there.

James and Rachael get to the end of the hallway and pass 
security. Barely anyone is around. The offices are a 
relative ghost town. 

EXT. INDUSTRIAL AREA – NIGHT

Rachael holds the door open for James. The chill of the air 
makes both of them shudder.

JAMES
What are you doing tonight?

RACHAEL
Nothing special, probably go home 
and take a bath. Wait for you to 
call with a breakthrough. Did you 
find it in there?

James sighs, unsure of who to consider.

JAMES
No, and I'm not sure on any leads.

RACHAEL
Mike wasn’t in the locker room.

James doesn’t answer right away. Rachael rolls her eyes.

RACHAEL
He didn’t come in after the game, 
right?

JAMES
No, I didn’t see him ... or hear 
him. He’s usually pretty loud.

James and Rachael slip through the hole in the fence to the 
parking lot. Their cars are the only ones left.

RACHAEL
Wait, I did see him. He passed by 

(MORE)
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the substation with one of 
RACHAEL (CONT'D)

Brianna’s guards. Maybe he went up 
to her suite?

JAMES
I guess that makes sense.

James opens the door to Rachael’s car and closes it as she 
gets in. She rolls down the window.

RACHAEL
(Plugging in phone)

Is he using again?

James pauses remembering the field and Mike’s eyes.

JAMES
He has to be. I mean, you can see 
it, right?

RACHAEL
It’s pretty obvious. I thought he 
stopped.

JAMES
Me too.

A moment passes.

RACHAEL
(Starting car)

Alright, I gotta go. My bed’s 
calling me.

JAMES
Hey, I might...

RACHAEL
Don't you always?

Rachael gives James a wink as James steps away from her car, 
watching her pull out of the parking lot. He turns and looks 
at his, overtaken by rust, needing engine work and air in 
the tires. Opening the driver’s door, the rail guard pops 
out of place.

JAMES
(Sighing)

How appropriate.

James fixes the over-priced piece of plastic, closes the car 
door and gets the hell out of there.
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EXT. DOWN MARKER ENTRANCE - NIGHT

Mike looks up at the stars and takes a blunt out of his 
pocket, proceeding to roll it.

A couple of bouncers stand between him and the lined masses 
waiting to get inside of Down Marker. Hordes of women and 
men with various cameras and phones try to inconspicuously 
snap a shot of him as he lights up while they wait in line.

Mike takes a hit and relaxes. It soothes the aches that have 
accumulated through time and third downs. He leans against 
the building and looks back to the sky.

LENNOX (O.S.)
My Dawg!

Emerging from the parking lot is Lennox and an entourage of 
barely clothed women along with a couple of homies he keeps 
around to maintain his ego.

LENNOX
Man, we dominated those Second City 
cunts tonight.

Lennox preforms a slightly exaggerated handshake with Mike 
that ends with a hug.

MIKE
(Exclaiming)

Playoffs baby, playoffs!

The people in the line cheer. The two men part and look at 
each other for a moment.

MIKE
You got it right? She won’t shut up 
about it.

LENNOX
(Confidently)

Tonight is the unveiling of my 
masterpiece. Fuck yeah I have it. 
The King always delivers, 
motherfucker. I’m like a pretty 
fucking mailman.

Lennox motions to one of his boys carrying to extra-large 
duffle bags. He drops a bag and opens the other so Mike can 
peak inside. A colorful menagerie of candy-looking drugs 
fill the inside.
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MIKE
Yooo they look like Skittles.

LENNOX
(Laughing)

I don’t know about that. But they 
will make you feel the rainbow.

Lennox motions to the guy carrying the bag to zipper it back 
up.

LENNOX
Should we go find your queen bae?

Mike takes his phone out of his pocket and looks to the line 
of people that had grown longer and denser.

MIKE
Yeah, it’s about to get packed in 
there.

Mike, Lennox, and Lennox’s entourage head towards the 
entrance of the club.

INT. DOWN MARKER - NIGHT

Mike, Lennox, and Lennox’s entourage enter a tight, small 
hallway with pulsing blue lights, overcome with people. 
Those people part as the group walks through the hallway.

At the end of the hallway the room opens to a spacious 
three-story club. Directly in front of the group is a 
crowded glass dance floor hiding a lit pool.

A stage overlooks the floor and a DJ spins records for the 
club goers. To the right and left are bars running the 
length of the room, with seating areas to their sides.

Above them is a balcony with a VIP area, accessible only by 
elevator. In the center of the room, three stories above the 
dance floor, is Brianna’s personal suite.

Mike, Lennox and the entourage walk through the dance floor 
towards the elevator in the corner of the room. Club-goers 
grind and grope each other as the group moves through them. 
They get to the VIP area elevator and go inside.

Once they exit the elevator, the entourage settles in a 
private canopy, greeted by a group of waitresses. Lennox 
takes the bag with the drugs, and follows Mike to Brianna’s 
private entrance.

INT. BRIANNA’S SUITE – NIGHT
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Mike and Lennox walk through the entrance to Brianna’s 
suite. Sato lays on a couch to the side, taking selfies on 
her phone. The PR director stands outside of the room, on 
the walkway around the suite. By the bar, opposite the 
couch, stands Brianna, watching the news on the television.

Brianna walks over to Mike and erotically kisses him. She 
then pulls away from Mike and looks at Lennox.

BRIANNA
What do you have for me?

Lennox pulls open the zipper to the bag and takes a handful 
of drugs, laying them out in his palm.

LENNOX
Take a look boss-lady. What do you 
think?

BRIANNA takes one of the skittle-looking drugs out of 
Lennox’s hand and observes it.

BRIANNA
They look like fucking skittles.

Mike laughs and goes to pour himself a drink. Lennox stands 
there, grimacing.

LENNOX
(to the room)

They’re not skittles!

BRIANNA
Well what do they do?

LENNOX
It’s a cocktail of sorts. Like 
Ecstasy meets GHB meets Molly. Some 
of them have a little bit of acid.

Hearing the drugs, Sato perks up. Brianna looks to Sato.

BRIANNA
(To Sato, Pointing at the 
PR Director)

Go get him.

Sato walks out to the rafters to get the PR director. 

BRIANNA
What took you guys so long?
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 MIKE
I was waiting on him.

LENNOX
(Embarrassed)

I had car trouble. There was an 
issue with a stain. One of the 
girls didn’t want to get in, so we 
had to …

(Sighs)
It was just a thing. Shouldn’t we 
talk about distribution?

The PR Director and Sato enter from the walkway. Sato 
returns to the couch and the PR Director walks over to the 
bag.

PR DIRECTOR
We’ve got it?

BRIANNA
(to PR Director)

How should we introduce this 
wonderful creation?

The PR Director walks to the bag, takes one of the pills out 
and licks it.

PR DIRECTOR
Baggies. The regular dealers can 
add them into the rotation.

Brianna walks over to the wall and pushes a button. A 
platform in the middle of the suite starts to retract and 
the bottom of the club becomes visible. Brianna grabs a mic 
from the bar and pulls the bag of drugs next to the ledge.

BRIANNA
Lennox, what are they called?

LENNOX
I hadn’t thought of a name.

BRIANNA
Seriously?

MIKE
That’s unlike you.

LENNOX
I was just focus on getting it 
done.
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MIKE
We’ll we can’t call them skittles.

Lennox and Brianna both shoot Mike a look.

SATO
Just call it candy, Bri.

The lights in the club begin to swirl and a spotlight 
focuses on the newly formed hole in the suite. Brianna talks 
to the crowd via microphone.

BRIANNA
It’s time to unveil the latest 
partying enhancement brought to you 
by us lovely folk at the 
grindhouse.

The crowd cheers and they look to Brianna’s suite.

BRIANNA
The latest in the long line of 
creations from our very own Lennox, 
we want to introduce to you the 
quickest, the longest, the most 
enjoyable high on the fucking 
market.

The crowd screams and writhes with anticipation.

BRIANNA
Come and get your Candy.

Brianna dumps the contents of one of the duffle bags through 
the hole in her suite. The candy falls like a rainbow to the 
floor and the club-goers dive and fight for a taste. Those 
who do, start feeling the effects immediately, entering a 
blissful, euphoric high. 

The group in Brianna’s suite watches the ensuing melee for 
the new drugs on a screen in the suite.

The PR Director walks back out to the rafters, dialing his 
phone in the process. Brianna throws the bag from her hands 
and turns towards Mike.

BRIANNA
Now, for the other matter.

MIKE
What other matter?

Lennox moves to the couch and sits down.
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BRIANNA
Oh, nothing really.

Brianna takes a drink from the bar and conspicuously brushes 
against Mike. She then moves back to the center of the room 
and turns around.

BRIANNA
Just the big fucking black cloud 
hanging over all of us.

LENNOX
And what might that be?

Sato tries to move closer to Lennox but he places a pillow 
between them.

BRIANNA
Well, I’ll tell you Kyle. My big, 
strong, fast boyfriend, has a 
brother. And that man, is becoming 
more of an issue.

Mike stands from his stool, scowling.

MIKE
So James was a little late, who 
cares?

BRIANNA
I don’t give a fuck about him as 
the trainer. There are thousands of 
other former football players out 
there. I could have three new teams 
of you guys in an hour.

LENNOX
(to Brianna)

No offense, right?

Sato throws a pillow at Lennox.

SATO
Don’t interrupt her.

Lennox throws the pillow back at Sato.

BRIANNA
(asserting)

What I do give a fuck about is his 
little pet project.
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MIKE
The helmet?

Brianna throws the  drink at Mike. She progresses towards 
him as she speaks. And motions to Sato, who takes the helmet 
prototype from behind the couch.

BRIANNA
Yes, the fucking helmet!

She pushes Mike.

BRIANNA
The one thing that brought down the 
entire god-damned AFF and will 
build my league. Legitimize my...

She pushes Mike again. Mike tries to moves away.

MIKE
Damn, girl.

BRIANNA
The helmet that’s absence has been 
allowing your needle loving cock to 
play football and will let you go 
mainstream if we get your brother 
to finish it.

MIKE
(agitated)

I didn’t think those helmets were 
possible.

Brianna thrusts the helmet into Mike's chest.

BRIANNA
Well they fucking are Michael.

LENNOX
How close is he?

Brianna looks down the hole to the people below.

BRIANNA
He has a prototype that is close to 
crafting a stabilizing agent that 
would limit brain movement during 
contact. If he can figure it out, 
he could reopen professional 
football. 

Sato shifts uncomfortably.
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MIKE
What are you asking me to do Bri?

Brianna moves towards Mike, presses herself against him and 
licks his neck.

BRIANNA
Nothing serious.

SATO
(under her breath)

Yet.

Sato smiles and looks at her phone. Brianna refocuses on 
Mike.

BRIANNA
Take it back to him. Tell him we 
want to sponsor his work, that he 
doesn't have to run around in 
secret. That we can share our 
resources.

MIKE
Nothing else, right?

Brianna smiles.

BRIANNA
Mikey honey, I’m a bitch. I’m not 
evil.

E/I. JAMES' CAR - CITY STREETS - NIGHT

James drives towards his apartment through empty streets. 
Rachael calls. He answers via bluetooth.

JAMES
That was quick.

RACHAEL (V.O.)
What if it was someone outside the 
team?

JAMES
Like the cops?

RACHAEL (V.O.)
There are good cops.

JAMES
Not around here.
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James pulls through the gate of his apartment complex.

RACHAEL (V.O.)
You home yet?

JAMES
Almost. You coming over?

Rachael laughs.

RACHAEL
Yeah, baths are overrated. I'll be 
there in 20.

James pulls into his spot, the headlights from his car shine 
on Mike, holding the helmet, sitting in a lawn chair outside 
of James' apartment.

JAMES
Hey Rache, make it 30.

INT. JAMES' APARTMENT - LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

Keys clink at the front of James' door prior to he and Mike 
walking through. James throws the keys on top of a table and 
Mike places the helmet on the coffee table. James and Mike 
sit on separate sides of the living room.

JAMES
I can't believe you took my shit.

MIKE
Bri took your shit. I got it back.

JAMES
Bullshit, you're here because she 
wants you here. You're her boy.

Mike scoffs, proceeds to laugh it off. He looks around the 
room at the photos Mike has hung.

MIKE
You talk to mom any?

JAMES
That's the question you lead with? 
That's your play? Didn't you see 
the fucking video?

MIKE
She asks about me, doesn't she?
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JAMES
Man, fuck you. Of course she asks 
about you after all the shit...

A silence overcomes Mike and James for a moment. Moments 
before the tension grows to an uncomfortable point, Mike 
brushes it off again.

MIKE
The shit I did, right James. I'm 
the fuck up.

JAMES
Jesus, Mike...

Mike gets up.

MIKE
It's nothing James, don't worry 
about it. You have your hat back.

Mike begins to leave before he turns around.

MIKE
About that. From this point on your 
research is Brianna's property.

James tries to protest before Mike interrupts him.

MIKE
Don't even bother, James. You can't 
beat her.

JAMES
You can't beat her.

Mike laughs, turns to the door.

MIKE
Maybe you're right.

Mike opens the door to see Rachael about to knock. Shocked, 
Rachael lets Mike pass before she enters James' apartment.

RACHAEL
What's that about?

James nods to the helmet.

JAMES
Close the door. We gotta talk.

INT. JAMES' APARTMENT - BEDROOM - DAWN
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Light peaks in on an empty bed strewn together with clothes, 
pizza boxes, and the remnants of last night's activities. 
James and Rachael sit opposite each other, nearly naked, at 
his bedroom desk, both typing away on their laptops.

James pauses for a moment, leans back, looks up at Rachael.

JAMES
Any luck on your half of the code?

Rachael looks up.

RACHAEL
A little, I think this version of 
the stabilizer has a shot. What do 
we do if it works? It's evident we 
have eyes on us now.

JAMES
We continue to work. If our 
readings make acceptable levels, we 
tell them we are taking it 
somewhere to be verified in a lab 
setting. It wouldn't be untrue.

RACHAEL
And then we see what protection we 
can get from them?

JAMES
Until then, we appease them however 
we need to. They're not getting our 
work Rache. We're going to rebuild 
the AFF right.

The two pause, trying to consider anything they've left to 
chance.

RACHAEL
I guess it all depends on Mike. Do 
you think he'd ever fuck us over?

James considers Rachael's question and Mike's past. The two 
share an uncomfortable moment of realization that they 
cannot count on Mike.

JAMES
He's all we got.

INT. GRINDHOUSE STADIUM - SIDELINE - DAY

TITLE OVER: Practice
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Tommy sits on the bench wearing the helmet prototype while 
Rachael stands watching the monitors and James tinkers away 
with a connection on the back of the helmet, just above the 
neck. James moves his hands slightly and a connection causes 
an electrical spark.

TOMMY
Don't fucking electrocute me James.

JAMES
Don't worry, you're fine.

(looking at Rachael)
Tell him he's fine.

Rachael shrugs.

RACHAEL
(unconvincing)

You're fine.

Tommy shifts anxiously.

JAMES
You're fine.

INT. GRINDHOUSE STADIUM - FIELD - CONTINUOUS

The Grindhouse offense is huddled around Mike, who is 
waiting for the play to be called in his helmet from Coach 
on the sidelines.

COACH (V.O.)
Alright hot shot, let's go with 
something basic. Doubles Hitch. 
Don't go changing my fucking 
offense.

MIKE
(to the team)

Old man wants to keep shit basic in 
practice. Doubles Hitch. On ball.

The offense breaks the huddle and heads to the line of 
scrimmage.

The offense comes out with doubles (4wr) and a TAILBACK to 
Mike's left. Mike gets set and watches as Lennox, on 
defense, rotates into a single high safety look.

Mike looks to his left and catches eyes with Sam. Mike makes 
a motion to his shoulder, changing Sam's route. Sam nods.

Before hiking the ball, Mike checks protection. The defense 
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is showing an even front - but it looks like CD might blitz.

CD
(To Mike)

Ey yo Mike, keep it 100, how's boss 
lady's pussy taste? I bet that shit 
is heaven bro.

The defense laughs. We see Mike's eyes tighten. He turns to 
the Tailback and gives him a triangle hand signal. After, 
Mike shifts his hand to indicate he's ready for the snap.

The ball is hiked. Mike drops back. He looks to his left and 
sees Sam adjust his route, stopping and turning in open 
space.

To Mike's right, CD knifes through the backside tackle and 
just as he is about to hit Mike, Mike steps up in the 
pocket. As CD flies by Mike, the tailback pancakes him 
behind the play.

Mike throws the ball to Sam, who at this point is clamoring 
for the pass. Sam catches the ball, turns around, jukes an 
oncoming Lennox out of his cleats, and pretends he is an 
airplane as he runs it in for the score.

Mike turns around to see CD sprawled out on the ground after 
missing the sack. Mike leans down.

MIKE
Shit's like peaches.

INT. GRINDHOUSE STADIUM - SIDELINE - CONTINUOUS

Coach turns around from the group of players on the sideline 
and looks towards Tommy, James, and Rachael back by the 
benches.

COACH
(yelling)

Is that shit ready? I need Tommy, 
James.

JAMES
One sec Coach.

James moves one last wire into place before looking at 
Rachael.

JAMES
(to Rachael)

We good?
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Rachael looks down at the monitor which gives a green 
operational indicator.

RACHAEL
We're good.

James pulls back from Tommy.

JAMES
Give it a shot, man.

Tommy leaps up from the bench and jogs over to coach who 
proceeds to send him on to the field.

INT. GRINDHOUSE STADIUM - FIELD

Tommy jogs into the huddle, passing Mike - who is trying to 
hear the play from Coach - and tags the backup tailback out 
before taking his place alongside Sam.

SAM
Nice to have you back hop-along, 
don't break that sci-fi shit on 
your head.

TOMMY
Come on man, the only thing I'm 
breaking are the ankles of the 
corner you can't block.

Sam slaps Tommy on the shoulder.

SAM
I see you.

Mike walks back into the huddle.

MIKE
(to Tommy)

You ready to test that overpriced 
piece of tech on your head?

TOMMY
Let's get it.

MIKE
(to huddle)

Alright guys, let's go Trips right, 
Monster left.

The offense breaks the huddle.

INT. GRINDHOUSE STADIUM - SIDELINE - CONTINUOUS



33

When James sees the offense break the huddle he positions 
himself behind the monitors alongside Rachael.

RACHAEL
Let's hope this works.

James nods his head.

INT. GRINDHOUSE STADIUM - FIELD - CONTINUOUS

The offense lines up with trips to the right side of the 
field, Tommy to the right of Mike in the backfield, and Sam 
split out left as the single receiver.

The defense adjusts to the three by one out of their 3-3 
stack front, with the right safety splitting the interior 
receivers, the strong linebacker bumping to the trips, and 
the middle and weak line backers shading one gap over.

Mike sees the two-high safety look and readies to take the 
snap. He looks to Tommy, who nods his head to indicate he's 
good.

Mike snaps the ball, forms a mesh with Tommy and hands off 
the ball. Tommy sprints past the tackle and cuts off the 
weakside linebacker, whose hand scrapes Tommy's helmet, 
registering a hit on the...

INT. GRINDHOUSE STADIUM - SIDELINE - CONTINUOUS

On the Monitor a hit registers potential brain movement at 
25 percent.

Tight on James and Rachael as both look dejected.

INT. GRINDHOUSE STADIUM - FIELD - CONTINUOUS

Tommy, still running, redirects back towards the sideline as 
he sprints to beat Lennox's angle on him. We see Tommy's 
view on Lennox, Lennox's view on Tommy, and then the two 
colliding on the sideline, forcing everyone to back away 
from the collision.

INT. GRINDHOUSE STADIUM - SIDELINE - CONTINUOUS

On the monitor, Lennox's last hit registers at 50 percent 
potential brain movement.

James and Rachael share an optimistic sigh.

RACHAEL
It's the best we've gotten so far.
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JAMES
It still isn't good enough.

Tommy begins to walk over. Before he can even ask his 
question, both Rachael and James shake their heads.

INT. GRINDHOUSE LOCKER ROOM – DAY

James sits at his training table inside of the locker room 
looking over paper readouts from the helmet prototype. He 
jots down a note as a handful of three PLAYERS rise from 
their lockers and head towards the Locker room's exit.

PLAYER 1
See ya James.

James raises his arm and shoots a peace sign to the group of 
players. As they leave he throws the paper into a folder, 
throws it into his drawstring bag, and stands up. As he 
reaches for the helmet prototype he hears a voice.

MIKE (O.S.)
(from behind)

How'd it turn out?

James stops for a moment, with his hand frozen on the face 
mask, but regains his composure, grasps the helmet, and 
turns around.

James turns around to see Mike, in his old college 
sweat-suit, leaning against the door to the locker room.

JAMES
You don't gotta worry about me 
Mike, I'm not gonna run.

(beat)
Like you.

Mike smiles, shakes his head.

MIKE
You know, you have to cut it with 
that shit James.

JAMES
(nearing defiant)

Please.

MIKE
When dad died I didn't have the 
same outlets you had.
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JAMES
Here you go.

MIKE
You had school.

JAMES
We went to the same schools.

MIKE
You had mom.

JAMES
She's yours too.

MIKE
It was fucking different James!

Silence careened across the brothers. Two mice scurry into a 
hole in the wall.

JAMES
Why you here, Mike?

MIKE
Bri wants to see you.

JAMES
Fuck, when?

MIKE
Tonight.

JAMES
Just me?

MIKE
Nah, your girl too.

JAMES
No.

MIKE
James.

JAMES
Non-starter.

MIKE
Don't protect her. She was a part 
of this world before you got here. 
She's not an innocent.



36

JAMES
I'm not bringing her.

MIKE
You still don't fucking get it.

The lights in the room flicker as a train can be heard from 
outside the building.

MIKE
This isn't college, James. This 
isn't a pro league. This is a do 
what the fuck your told place. No 
one gives a fuck you're the 
smartest person here. They don't 
care. They are going to use 
everything you can give them and 
then take you out back when you 
can't do it anymore.

James doesn't answer.

 MIKE
Don't you fucking know that by now?

James is still silent.

Mike shakes his head.

MIKE
Show the fuck up James. I can't 
protect you forever.

Mike exits.

James stands in the middle of the room, helmet in hand, 
staring at the closed doors.

JAMES
(aggravated)

Fuck!

EXT. DOWN MARKER PARKING LOT - JAMES' CAR - NIGHT

James's car sits in a darkened row of cars outside of Down 
Marker.

JAMES (O.S.)
Tell me again how you're not 
bothered by this?

INT. JAMES'S CAR - NIGHT
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James and Rachael sit in the front seat of James' car, 
dressed appropriate for a venture to the night club.

RACHAEL
I don't know. They're just thugs.

JAMES
Who are you and where is my...

James searches for the right word.

JAMES
...Partner.

RACHAEL
James, I grew up with thugs. With 
vatos. With bangers. Not all of us 
are from the suburbs.

JAMES
I'm not nervous about that...

Rachael puts her hand on James forearm.

RACHAEL
Right...

James laughs.

JAMES
Seriously, I didn't think Brianna 
was this curious about the 
research.

RACHAEL
It's a power play. She's gonna try 
to love us up and make us feel like 
where part of the team.

James shakes his head, acknowledging Rachael is right, then 
looks towards the club and the gathering of people at the 
door. He quiets.

RACHAEL
(loudly)

Or...

James jumps, looks to Rachael.

RACHAEL
(Mocking)

She'll make us an offer we can't 
refuse.
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James is not amused. He unbuckles his seat belt. Rachael 
puts her hand on his shoulder once more.

RACHAEL
You know...

JAMES
What?

RACHAEL
If we were in prison, you'd totally 
be my bitch.

James opens his car door.

RACHAEL
Not even a smile?

James exits the car.

RACHAEL
(to James out of the 
window)

I was just kidding!

Rachael laughs. James begins to walk towards the club. 
Rachael unbuckles her seat and opens the door.

RACHAEL
Dude, wait up!

James, ahead of the car, stops. Rachael jumps from the car, 
closes the door. We see them walk towards the club through 
the windshield.

INT. DOWN MARKER - CLUB LEVEL - NIGHT

James and Rachael enter the dance floor of the club. Lights 
flood the room and a heavy synth dance beat reverberates 
through the walls.

Across the room Mike, Lennox, and Sato sit at a private 
table by the bar.

James and Rachael begin to navigate their way through the 
crowded dance floor. They weave through the room until a 
BALLER unknowingly cuts between them.

RACHAEL
James!

James looks back to see Rachael blocked by a crowd of 
people. He extends his hand out, grasps hers, and guides her 
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through the chasm. They reach the other side of the club, 
still holding hands, when Sato greets them.

 SATO
My my, what do we have here?

James and Rachael look at each other, realize they're still 
holding hands, and proceed to break away from each other.

SATO
Relax, the only two who don't know 
you're fucking are you two.

Sato walks away to talk to a couple of BANGERS at the bar. 
James and Rachael head towards Mike and Lennox who overlook 
the room from their booth.

LENNOX
You made it!

JAMES
What's up guys?

James daps up Lennox.

MIKE
(to Lennox)

I told you he wasn't that dumb.

LENNOX
(to Rachael)

Trainer lady.

Lennox nods to Rachael.

JAMES
Alright, we're here guys. What's 
up?

Mike places his hand on James' shoulder.

MIKE
Woah, woah, woah, baby brother. 
It's not like that here. We have a 
little fun before we talk business. 
Let's get you two a drink.

Mike makes a motion with his hand to a BARTENDER who sends 
over a WAITRESS with...

INT. DOWN MARKER - CLUB LEVEL - MONTAGE
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James, Rachael, Mike, Lennox, and Sato all do shots at the 
table.

Mike and Lennox laugh as they tell stories.

The group does another round of shots.

James and Rachael grind on the dance floor.

The group does another round of shots.

Mike pulls James in and puts his arm around him. Rachael 
catches James' eye.

The group does one more round of shots.

INT. DOWN MARKER - CLUB LEVEL - NIGHT

Rachael is leaned against James as Mike and Lennox talk up a 
group of WOMEN outside the box. Rachael pulls at James' 
shirt.

RACHAEL
If I black out, don't forget why 
we're here.

James can't help but give an anxious smile as Rachael 
resumes resting against James.

JAMES
Hopefully Brianna will meet with 
us...

Before James can finish, the music cuts out and spotlights 
press on the DJ.

DJ
Yo yo yooooo, what's good Down 
Marker? We got a special appearance 
about to happen as the QUEEN, 
that's right you motherfuckers, the 
straight up QUEEN of the Down 
Marker, The empress of the 
Grindhouse, The goddess of the 
godless, BRIANNA CLAYMORE enters 
the floor.

The spotlights move to Brianna's skybox as the partition 
that had retracted earlier, moves down to the center of the 
room. Music and lights swirl as she reaches the floor with a 
group of GUARDS. Once she touches down, she goes to the box 
where the group awaits.
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BRIANNA
I'm sorry I'm late. Had to make an 
entrance.

(to James and Rachael)
I'm glad you guys could make it. 
Why don't we talk upstairs?

James and Rachael fake a smile and rise, as do Mike, Lennox, 
and Sato, to follow Brianna towards the elevator leading to 
her suite.

INT. BRIANNA’S SUITE – NIGHT

Brianna stands in the center of the room as Rachael and 
James sit uncomfortably on the couch, Sato and Lennox sit 
opposite each other at Brianna's private bar, and Mike sits 
slumped in a chair to the right of Rachael and James.

BRIANNA
Does anyone need anything before we 
begin?

Rachael politely shakes her head while the others in the 
room quietly look on, waiting for Brianna to speak.

BRIANNA
Well then...

(beat, to Rachael and 
James)

James, Rachael, I am utterly 
enthused with the work you've done 
on the helmet. And, truly, I am 
sorry that I had to get your 
attention using such underhanded 
actions.

Mike rolls his eyes, to which Brianna replies with a glare 
before continuing.

BRIANNA
But all is well that ends well, 
right? With everyone here I can 
explain the plans I have in store 
for us, James,

(beat)
Rachael.

(beat)
I want to remake the AFF.

The room is silent except for Sato, who mockingly shakes her 
glass.



42

SATO
Shocker.

Lennox slowly tries to move away from Sato.

BRIANNA
I want to remake the AFF with your 
brother as its face, I want to 
remake the AFF and give you 
whatever you want, I want to remake 
the AFF and make all of us rich 
beyond our fucking wildest dreams.

Brianna, Mike, Lennox, and Sato all are visibly excited. 
Rachael and James share a tense pause. After a drawn-out 
moment, James looks to Brianna.

JAMES
Pass.

Brianna, Mike, Lennox, and Sato all fall from their elation, 
focusing their attention on the couch.

BRIANNA
You pass?

MIKE
James.

LENNOX
(to Sato)

This will be entertaining.

BRIANNA
How can you pass?

RACHAEL
James...

JAMES
Pass.

Lennox laughs under his breath.

LENNOX
This nigga.

Brianna tightens, grows frustrated. Mike straightens in his 
seat.

BRIANNA
Why then, James? Why do you fucking 
pass?
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The attention of the room focuses on James' response. James 
pauses, smiles, and stands. He walks away from Rachael and 
stands apart from Brianna.

JAMES
I don't want the league you want.

BRIANNA
(Aghast)

You don't want a league that you 
are actively a part of, a place 
where your brother lives the dream 
he's always wanted, and we all make 
more money than we've ever thought 
of?

A pin dropped from a plane could be heard.

JAMES
Yep.

James looks to Rachael, motions for her to stand to leave 
with him. As she begins, Mike stands and steps towards James 
and the door.

MIKE
Why?

James turns around, back to the group, and Rachael sits back 
down.

JAMES
The old league was bullshit. Your 
league would be more of the same. I 
don't...

James looks to Rachael and corrects himself.

JAMES
We don't want that.

Rachael stands, takes her place next to James.

BRIANNA
(scoffs)

What would your league be James?

James and Rachael grasp hands, they pause for a moment 
before looking back at Brianna.

RACHAEL
It would be pure.
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JAMES
The way we remember the sport 
growing up.

RACHAEL
It wouldn't be this indulgent,

JAMES
Sexist,

RACHAEL
Profiteering empire that you or any 
wall street executive could dream 
up.

JAMES
That's what we want.

James and Rachael, satisfied with themselves, turn to the 
door. Brianna, Mike, Lennox, and Sato erupt with laughter. 
James and Rachael, above the taunts, walk towards the door. 
They are about to leave just as...

BRIANNA
Guys

James and Rachael pause, turn around.

BRIANNA
Do you really think I would let you 
leave, let alone stay in my

(mocking)
"indulgent"

Sato and Lennox clink glasses at the bar.

SATO AND LENNOX
(mocking)

Indulgent ... Indulgent ...

BRIANNA
Underground league, just because 
your values are "pure?"

James and Rachael stare at Brianna.

RACHAEL
Maybe?

Brianna moves angrily towards Rachael and James. James steps 
in front of Rachael to shield her from Brianna.
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BRIANNA
(angry)

No! Your helmet is mine! Your data 
is mine! The new league will be 
mine!

Brianna and James, inches apart, stand face to face.

BRIANNA
And I will take anything to get 
what I want.

Brianna eyes shift from James to Rachael, who stands over 
James' shoulder. Brianna smiles, pulls away.

BRIANNA
Go.

James and Rachael, still looking at Brianna and the others, 
take a step back, towards the door.

BRIANNA
I expect updates on the research 
after the next game.

James and Rachael slowly back away towards the door as 
Brianna coldly watches. Lennox and Sato go back to drinking 
at the bar. Mike, resigned, sits back in his seat.

INT. GRINDHOUSE STADIUM - FIELD - THE NEXT DAY

The crowd is enthralled as Mike boots away from the visiting 
team's LINEBACKER and stumbles out of bounds for a first 
down.

TITLE OVER: Quarterfinals versus the Kingston Lions

Sam helps up Mike and the two jog back to the huddle.

INT. GRINDHOUSE STADIUM - SIDELINE - CONTINUOUS

James stands, slumped over the helmet monitor as he watches 
no new changes emerge from the previous play. Rachael walks 
over from her view of the field.

RACHAEL
It was a pass, well, your brother 
kept it. We'll see something when 
Tommy gets a carry.

James nods.

INT. GRINDHOUSE STADIUM - FIELD - CONTINUOUS
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In the huddle, Mike stands before the other offensive 
players, slouched, with his hands on his ears, waiting for 
the play.

COACH (V.O.)
Trips left, Y mo, Counter Left

Mike stands and looks to the men in the huddle staring back 
at him.

MIKE
Alright Tommy, this one's for you. 
Trips left, Y mo, Counter left. 
Let's get it.

The offense breaks and jogs to the line of scrimmage. Three 
wide receivers line up to Mike's left as Tommy stands to the 
right of him in the gun.

On defense, the Lions line up with four down linemen and two 
barking LINEBACKERS trying to distract Mike by showing 
pressure.

LINEBACKER 1
We're coming for you Wilson!

LINEBACKER 2
No getting away this time!

Mike stomps his foot to signal the motion. The wide receiver 
turns and begins to jog to the right. Just before the wide 
receiver gets to Mike, Mike quickly moves his hands to snap 
the ball. He fakes the WR, forcing both linebackers to bite, 
and hands the ball off to Tommy, who follows a pulling guard 
and tackle.

INT. GRINDHOUSE STADIUM - SIDELINE - CONTINUOUS

Both James and Rachael perk up as they see Tommy with the 
ball.

RACHAEL
This is it.

INT. GRINDHOUSE STADIUM - FIELD - CONTINUOUS

Tommy holds a hand on the back of the pulling lineman and 
cuts towards the sideline when he makes his block. As Tommy 
sprints towards the sideline a SAFETY scrapes over the top 
and tackles Tommy at the legs.

As the play is blown dead, Tommy jumps up and looks towards 
Rachael and James on the sideline.
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INT. GRINDHOUSE STADIUM - SIDELINE - CONTINUOUS

James and Rachael share a gaze at the computer as it 
registers Tommy's brain activity during the past hit.

TIGHT ON THE MONITOR

The screen reads out: "potential brain movement at 25 
percent".

James and Rachael rejoice for a moment, but quickly realize 
they need to figure out how to craft the rest of the helmet. 
James sends a so-so hand gesture towards Tommy on the field.

INT. GRINDHOUSE STADIUM - SIDELINE - LATER

The scoreboard shows the Ghosts lead the Lions 35-9 late in 
the forth quarter. James is on the sideline with the helmet 
prototype trying to tinker the wires to a certain 
specification while Rachael watches the analytics on the 
monitor and Tommy looks on.

TOMMY
I thought you guys said the code 
was perfect.

RACHAEL
It was.

JAMES
We thought it was.

TOMMY
Then how do you fix the 
stabilization unit?

JAMES
(looking up from the 
wires)

Trying to figure that out, Tommy.

TOMMY
Sorry.

A moment passes.

JAMES
(to Rachael)

Have you...

RACHAEL
Yep.
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JAMES
(to Rachael)

With the...

RACHAEL
Of course.

JAMES
(to Rachael)

And it still isn't?

RACHAEL
Nope.

James stands and steps back from the helmet.

JAMES
Damn.

Rachael walks from behind the monitors and stands beside 
James and Tommy.

TOMMY
Keep grinding guys. You'll figure 
it out.

INT. GRINDHOUSE LOCKER ROOM – NIGHT

End of game, Ghosts advance to the semis. The players are 
excited. 

James sits staring at the diagnostic read out from his 
tablet. Across the room Rachael cuts tape off of athletes 
and hands out various forms of treatment.

JAMES
We're never going to figure this 
out.

Sam limps up to Rachael with an obviously tight hamstring.

SAM
(to Rachael)

Stretch me out?

RACHAEL
Of course.

Sam hops on the table and Rachael begins to work his hammy. 
Sam notices James studying the readouts hard.

SAM
Y'all still haven't got that right 

(MORE)
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yet?
SAM (CONT'D)

RACHAEL
Nope, but we're getting closer.

SAM
How far?

Rachael pushes Sam's hammy a little too much. He groans.

SAM
Shit, come on Rachael.

RACHAEL
Sorry.

Rachael loosens her push. Sam relaxes.

SAM
You guys are real close, huh?

RACHAEL
It's limited to 25 percent 
movement. If we can isolate the 
brain's movement without harm to 
the body, we'll have a 
concussion-proof helmet.

For the first time in his life, Sam shows he is impressed at 
someone else's achievements. After a beat, he chuckles to 
himself.

RACHAEL
What?

SAM
Where were y'all when the league 
ended. I'd still have a shoe deal.

James sighs, he can't stare at the tablet anymore. Just as 
he looks up, he sees Mike and CD heading straight towards 
him.

MIKE
Baby brother.

JAMES
Mike

As Sam leaves, Rachael watches Mike and James while cleaning 
up the training table.

Once they reach James, CD picks up the tablet and tries to 
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make sense of the data.

JAMES
(to CD)

Are you really going to pretend you 
know what you're looking at?

CD
Motherfucker, I played in college 
too.

Mike laughs.

MIKE
You go to any classes while at 
school Craig?

CD
(to Mike)

They had people who showed up for 
me.

Mike takes the tablet from CD and hands it back to James.

MIKE
What's the good word brother?

JAMES
(frankly)

It's not there yet.

MIKE
(feigning disappointment)

You know what Brianna thinks about 
failure, James.

James stays silent.

MIKE
(to CD)

Why don't you help my brother 
become a little more vocal?

CD smiles. He pushes over a bin of James' supplies.

JAMES
How is destroying my shit going to 
help me work any faster?

MIKE
I've always loved that about you, 
James. You're the logical one. You 
would have never done that. But 

(MORE)
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fuck, being me, is just fun 
MIKE (CONT'D)

sometimes.

Mike motions for CD to push over another bin of James 
supplies. He obliges.

MIKE
Isn't fun, well, fun James?

He motions again to CD, who pushes over another thing. James 
grows frustrated.

JAMES
We will get it done!

Just as CD is about to push over another bin, James motions 
for him to stop.

MIKE
Good. That's smart. Good.

Mike begins to walk away and CD follows him. As Mike walks 
towards the door, he catches eyes with Rachael. Everything 
slows for a moment. Mike smiles and turns around to James.

MIKE
Hey James...

JAMES
What, Mike?

MIKE
Make sure you do. I'd hate to have 
to break

(looking at Rachael)
Other things.

CD and MIKE share a laugh as they walk out of the room. 
Furious at having insulted Rachael, James tries to go after 
him, only to be cut off by Rachael.

RACHAEL
What are you gonna do?

JAMES
He can't talk about you like that.

RACHAEL
Aren't I the judge of that?

JAMES
You know what...



52

RACHAEL
Yeah, yeah. I know what. You want 
to run after him and be the hero. 
That discounts the fact that he has 
his boys and the rest of Brianna's 
goons at his side. You gonna take 
them all on? Just because he said 
some shit? Fuck that.

Both are silent for a beat. James cools down.

RACHAEL
We beat him by sticking to our 
plan, remember.

Rachael grabs James to get his attention.

RACHAEL
Don't be a douche.

James breaks a smile not seen in awhile.

RACHAEL
Now, let's clean this shit up. 
We've got a long night ahead of us.

James and Rachael start to clean up everything CD knocked 
over.

JAMES
Do you have any ideas on how to 
move forward?

RACHAEL
Funny you should say that. I ...

EXT. JAMES' APARTMENT - NIGHT

James and Rachael sit outside of James' apartment in mildly 
tacky lawn furniture. Rachael slams her beer on the table.

RACHAEL
I've got nothing. Not a thing. I 
was hoping you had an idea.


