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EXT. PODUNK ARENA - DAY

Two fighters are staring each other down from opposite sides 
of the ring. The background is nothing but tonal 
motion/action lines. Their faces are battle scuffed. The 
SMALLER FIGHTER is at disadvantage, while the BIG FIGHTER 
(BEEF) retains his calm. 

Suddenly the smaller fighter dashes and unleashes a flurry of 
punches and kicks. The big guy isn’t phased, dodging and 
blocking everything. This isn’t his first rodeo. He almost 
looks bored.

The smaller fighter jumps back and readies an attack, the 
kind that makes lighting shoot from your hand. Sparks fly 
around his fist. And then, KABOOM! He shoots a blast straight 
at the big fighter.

The big guy, unworried, just puts up his arms and blocks the 
direct hit. An explosion ensues.  

In the smoke the little guy seems triumphant, but as it 
clears the big guy still stands tall. And now he’s mad. 

Charging like a rhino, he readies his own fist, glowing red. 
The little guy already knows he’s lost and the point is 
driven home with the big guy’s shouted attack name.

BEEF
GROUNNNNDDDDD BEEEEEFFFFF!

And he releases a haymaker straight down, wrecking the little 
guy and the part of the ring he was standing on. 

Beat.

ANNOUNCER
There it is! Beef Magnussen is the 
winner of the Dodge City Fight Fest 
and Motocross Rally! 

Now the full scene is revealed- the ring is a ramshackle 
thing in the middle of a dirt track surrounded by dilapidated 
bleachers barely populated with spectators. Dirt bikes go off 
jumps in the background. 

It’s a white trash Enter the Dragon.

The big fighter is BEEF MAGNUSSEN, who has the body of a 
former all-star jock gone to beer swilling and middle age. 
Still, as evidenced, he knows how to throw down. 
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The ANNOUNCER presents Beef with a novelty check for $350. 
Beef takes it in triumph and receives the crowd’s mild 
applause.

ANNOUNCER (CONT'D)
Beef, you kicked ass out there! 
Congrats on another championship. 
What’re you gonna do now? 

Beef leans into the mic and announces with gravitas: 

BEEF
I’m gonna get day-drunk at 
Applebee’s!

INT. APPLEBEE’S - DAY

Beef is a man of his word. Applebee’s, in this world, has 
rickety robot bartenders/waiters. It’s a sci-fi strip mall 
dream. 

Beef’s booth is full of appetizer samples, a pitcher of the 
lightest colored beer, and two heavily made up floozies on 
either side him. 

BEEF
See this scar? 

He shows them a scar on his shoulder. 

BEEF (CONT'D)
Got that one from Gnocchi Lanza- 
the Italian Battalion himself- back 
at the Worldwide Grand Prix in ‘92. 

The floozies “ooo” over the scar and the name dropping. 

BEEF (CONT'D)
And this one here-

(points to one on his arm)
A gift from that wily little 
bastard Peanut Jordan. Course, he 
came to win the Roger Belt couple 
years later, but he’ll never forget 
the beating I gave him. 

The floozies “aaahh” over that scar/name drop combo, too. 

BEEF (CONT'D)
Being a Top Fighter is all about 
taking licks but giving ‘em harder. 
You know what they say about how if 
you can’t stand the heat. 

2.



3.

He takes a bite out of a mozzarella stick. The cheese scalds 
his mouth so he drinks down the entire pitcher of beer. 

FLOOZY 1
Your arms are so muscly. 

FLOOZY 2
I like how you drink beer. 

Slamming down the pitcher he gives a drooly, beery smile to 
the ladies. 

BEEF
Garcon! Two more liters of your 
finest! 

As he carries on like a Norse god, a TEENAGE GIRL (CASSIE), 
face obscured by a hoodie, watches him from outside. 

She pulls out a newspaper photo of a younger, more 
respectable Beef with the caption “Returning Champion Beef 
Magnussen.” 

INT. NOTEL MOTEL - THE NEXT DAY

His moves with the floozies worked. Beef is lying between the 
passed out pair with layers of smeared makeup everywhere. 

The girl from before slips into Beef’s room via window and 
stirs him awake. He groggily wakes and sees the hooded 
figure. 

BEEF
Hot damn! 

He gets up quickly and swings a heavy kick at her, but she 
dodges it and he ends up putting his foot in the TV. 

BEEF (CONT'D)
Damn it! Hotel’s gonna keep the 
deposit, charge mmmmm-

(looks at the floozies)
Them! An arm and a leg. 

He tries to shake the TV off his foot but it’s stuck fast. 
The girl just stands there taking this scumbag in. 

BEEF (CONT'D)
You here to rob me? 

THE GIRL
No. 
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BEEF
Then help me get this damn thing 
off. 

She yanks it hard and falls back, making her hood go down 
with her. 

BEEF (CONT'D)
Hey, you’re just a kid. And a girl. 

THE GIRL
My name is Cassie.

BEEF
Where your folks, kiddo? 

CASSIE
My mom’s dead. Never knew my dad. 

BEEF
Ah, one of them deadbeat fathers. 
Damn shame. 

CASSIE
But I’ve come looking for him. 

BEEF
Yeah? How’s that going?

Cassie looks at him, waiting for him to piece it together. 

After some cricket chirping, he finally gets it.

BEEF (CONT'D)
Awwwwww damn it.

EXT. DODGE CITY STREETS - DAY

Beef slings his rucksack over his shoulder as he hurries down 
out of the motel, putting distance between him and Cassie.

CASSIE
Wait!

BEEF
Nope. I got places to go. 

CASSIE
No you don’t. 

BEEF
True, but still gotta get there. 
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CASSIE
Look, just wait, can we talk for a 
second, dad? 

BEEF
Oh no don’t call me that. You’ve 
been without a dad for 12 years-

CASSIE
I’m 16.

BEEF
So don’t go calling me that. It’s 
weird. 

CASSIE
Well, Beef, you’re the closest 
thing I got to family, so how about 
you shut up, stop stomping, and 
talk to your damn daughter. 

That puts Beef in his place. He turns around to see her, 
really, for the first time- she’s steely, dirty, and hungry 
for more than food. 

He pops a squat on the curb, patting the sidewalk for her to 
join him. 

BEEF
You said your mom died? Who was it? 

CASSIE
Cherimoya Vega. 

BEEF
Sweet Cherry Vega? Oh man, she was 
something in her day. The best-

(hand-gesturing breasts)
Stats in the Diva Leagues. What 
happened to her? 

CASSIE
Breast cancer. 

Beef tries and fails to graciously lower his hands. 

BEEF
Sorry, kiddo. She was a good woman.

CASSIE
She talked pretty well about you, 
y’know, considering. That’s why I 
came to look for you. 
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BEEF
Wanted to see where you get your 
good looks from? 

CASSIE
That’s a creepy thing to say to 
your daughter you just met. I came 
to ask you something. 

BEEF
Oh, of course. My side of the 
family is prone to diabetes, 
arthritis, and female pattern 
baldness. Men keep their manes, 
though, damnedest thing.

CASSIE
(touching her hair)

While that’s... distressing to 
know, I wanted to ask a favor.

BEEF
(rising)

I got a bad history with favors. 

CASSIE
Just hear me out.

BEEF
What do you want, money? 

CASSIE
No, I want-

BEEF
Because that novelty check from 
yesterday didn’t go that fair.

CASSIE
I WANT YOU TO TRAIN ME!

Beat.

BEEF
Train you? 

CASSIE
To be the greatest Top Fighter. 
Like you once were. 

Beef scans her up and down and starts laughing. 
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BEEF
Twiggy thing like you? Kiddo, you 
don’t have the muscles or the...

(hand-gesturing breasts)
appeal to be in the Diva Leagues.

CASSIE
Please stop doing that. And I’m not 
talking about the Diva Leagues. I’m 
talking about being a real, true 
Top Fighter. It’s disgusting that 
we still expect women to dress up 
near naked to fight. I want to 
prove that we’re more than skimpy 
outfits, that women are just as 
capable of winning in the ring as 
men.

BEEF
The Fightin’ Feminist, huh? 

CASSIE
Please. Help me. Teach me.

Beef stands up and shoulders his bag. 

BEEF
Kid, I got a good thing going here. 
Work the local circuit, make some 
easy checks, keep myself fed. Why 
would I want to do something for 
nothing? Besides, feel like you’d 
have at least three dozen reasons 
to hate me. You look like you did 
fine without a dad, far be it from 
me to ruin that winning streak. Try 
a gym school, make some new 
friends, and, I dunno, believe in 
yourself or something like that.

He starts heading off, but Cassie follows.

CASSIE
That was weak. I’m not letting you 
walk away that easy. 

He starts power walking, she matches his step.

BEEF
C’mon, kid, this isn’t funny. And 
I’m not weak! 

Then he starts running, but she’s still keeping up. 
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BEEF (CONT'D)
(pointing behind her)

Hey! Look, the glass ceiling!

She turns around and he bounds up onto the side of a building 
with superhuman agility and speed. 

Cassie shakes her head at herself for being so obviously 
duped but then exhibits her own superhuman agility and speed. 

Across rooftops, down alleys, up buildings, Cassie chases 
Beef, who is just a little bit impressed with her. 

BEEF (CONT'D)
She’s quick. 

EXT. BACK ALLEY - DAY

Beef lands in the middle of a boxed-in alley, but before he 
can make another leap Cassie is right in front of him. 

CASSIE
Will you stop? This is childish.

BEEF
Yeah, well, nanny nanny boo boo. 

He winds up his fist, which begins to glow. 

BEEF (CONT'D)
GROUND BEEF!

He SLAMS the ground, kicking up dust. 

Cassie coughs and tries to bat it away. Once it finally 
dissipates, he’s nowhere to be seen. She fumes and kicks the 
air, long frustration boiling over, and collapses in sadness.

The sound of skates interrupts her tears. She’s surrounded by 
a bunch of colorful hoodlums on rollerblades. One of them, 
SNICKER, bends down over her. 

SNICKER
Hey, little girl, why so sad? 

Cassie immediately jumps up, defensively.

SNICKER (CONT'D)
I’m Snicker, and these are my Dodge 
City Rollers. We’re all kinds of 
notorious. So what you got in that 
pack of yours?
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She raises her hands into fighting position.

SNICKER (CONT'D)
Aw, girly thinks she’s a fighter? 

CASSIE
I don’t think I am. 

And she swiftly decks Snicker in the jaw. 

CASSIE (CONT'D)
I KNOW I am. 

Snicker reels but comes back smiling.

SNICKER
Time to show you why we notorious.

He tries to swing back but she dodges out of the way. The 
other hoods come up and start punching and kicking but she’s 
untouchable. 

Cassie’s successful ducking and weaving is making her cocky. 

CASSIE
What, that all you got?

And a Roller surprises her with a swift kick (yeah, with a 
rollerblade- ouch) to the back of the head. Down she goes. 

Though she picks herself back up, she’s dazed and the Rollers 
take turns beating her until she finally stays down. It’s an 
ugly scene. 

Once the fight is out of her Snicker rummages through her 
pack. He pockets her paltry dollars. The rest is junk. 

SNICKER
Pfft, this it? 

He kicks her side, rolling her over, which exposes a silver 
locket around her neck. 

SNICKER (CONT'D)
Now this rolls. 

Snicker snatches it. She feebly attempts to get back up. 

CASSIE
(labored)

Give. That. Back.

He looks sympathetic at first, then kicks her in the back. 
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SNICKER
Oh, what was that? You said “kick 
your back?” Yeah, I can do.

The Dodge City Rollers all laugh and start rolling off. 

SNICKER (CONT'D)
You catch that? I misheard her, but 
I didn’t. Damn, that’s notorious. 

Cassie lies in a heap, trying to get up, but fails.

INT. APPLEBEE’S - DAY

The weather’s turned to rain. Beef sits at the bar of 
Applebee’s and a robot bartender brings him his beer. 

BEEF
Cheers, barkeep. Hey, ever regret 
something you didn’t do?

ROBOT BARTENDER
We all got regrets. Like not 
ordering the three-for-fifteen 
appetizer deal, available for a 
limited time only. 

BEEF
Eh, you’re right. Bring on the 
mozzarella sticks.

Cassie, drenched walks in, jingling the door. 

Beef looks up to see her, her hood up again.

BEEF (CONT'D)
Aw, damn it, I JUST ordered an 
appetizer sampler. Don’t make me-

She sits down next to him and flings back her hood, showing 
her black and bruised face. 

BEEF (CONT'D)
Damn, kid, you insult oncoming 
traffic?

CASSIE
I got mugged by the Dodge City 
Rollers. Right after you took off. 
They stole my-

(choking up a little)
They took my mom’s locket.
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BEEF
Oh. That sucks. 

CASSIE
“That sucks?” That’s all you can 
say? That was the last thing I had 
of my mother. We didn’t have much. 
Turns out when all people want of 
you is to look good in skimpy crap 
getting old isn’t an option. We 
were broke. Bank took our house. 
You told me to go to the gym 
schools? I can’t even afford a bus 
ticket to one. I don’t have 
anything or anywhere, but she gave 
me that locket before she passed 
away, and that was all I had, so 
yeah, you know what? It does suck.

Beef doesn’t know what to say, but his appetizer sampler 
comes. 

BEEF
(hopefully offering)

Chicken tender?

Cassie slams down the clipping of Beef she had from before. 

CASSIE
I came looking for this guy. Three-
time Roger Belt winner, Triple-A 
class leader, Top Fighter Beef 
Magnussen. The guy who broke 
undefeated streaks, who ruled 
single and tag team leaderboards, 
who was the hero of kids everywhere- 
boys and girls. I came looking for 
the big, strong, tougher than tough 
dad I heard so much about.

Beef looks at the old clipping. It’s weathered and shows the 
grungy ass hole of today in a cheerier, more benevolent time. 

CASSIE (CONT'D)
I don’t think I’ll ever find him. 

She grabs a chicken finger and gets up. 

BEEF
Where you going? 
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CASSIE
(chicken tender hanging 
out of her mouth like a 
cigarette)

I’m going to get my locket back.

And she storms off. 

Beef sits looking at his apps and beer. Is this what life is 
all about? 

FLOOZY 1
Hey! It’s you! 

The two floozies from before surround Beef, each holding 
giant margaritas in hand. 

FLOOZY 2
You stiffed us on the damages bill!

BEEF
(trying to be smooth)

My favorite ladies!

FLOOZY 1
Don’t even. You’re just a wash up 
who can’t even pay for a good time.

FLOOZY 2
I never once rooted for you.  

BEEF
Hey girls, c’mon, don’t be mean.

They throw their drinks in his face one after the other and 
storm off. 

Beef licks some of the frozen tequila off his face. 

ROBOT BARTENDER
Towel, sir? 

Beef grabs a cloth from it and dries himself. 

BEEF
I’m having a rough one with women 
today. 

ROBOT BARTENDER
Always hurts to get a drink thrown 
in your face, especially when it’s 
Applebee’s Frozen Fresh Rasberita, 
now available in mucho size. 
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Sulking in his beer and snacks he looks up to the TV, playing 
Top Fighter coverage. 

TV ANNOUNCER
Thank you, and welcome back to 
Relevant TV’s Top Fighter News 
Hour. One of the most exciting 
things that happens in any sport is 
when we see a torch get passed 
through the generations, and that’s 
what’s happening with two members 
of the famous tag team posse, The 
Herd. 

That last part perks up Beef. 

BEEF
Hey, bartender, turn that up. 

ROBOT BARTENDER
You’ll turn up with Applebee’s new 
kickin- 

Beef charges up his fist with energy. The robot obliges.

TV REPORT

Archival photos and footage of the legendary tag team The 
Herd are shown. Their slogan- “The Herd is the Word.”

TV ANNOUNCER
Ten years ago the team known as The 
Herd was an unstoppable force. 
Comprised of Triple A fighters 
Brisket Feingold, the Hebrew from 
Houston, Stroganov, the Russian 
Concussion, and wild card Beef 
Magnussen.

Photos of Brisket and Stroganov come up, showing lives that 
seem way better than Beef’s. 

TV ANNOUNCER (CONT'D)
Brisket and Stroganov have been 
steadily in the public eye after 
retiring, with Brisket’s chain of 
kosher barbecue restaurants, the 
Holy House of Eats, and Stroganov 
as the face of the long running 
action series Crashman. 
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Ads play for both Brisket’s Holy House of Eats and Crashman, 
a Michael-Bay-esque action franchise with too many 
explosions. 

The TV Announcer now stands with Brisket and Stroganov, each 
with a young disciple by their side. 

TV ANNOUNCER (CONT'D)
Now they’re coming back to the 
sport, coaching new pupils who are 
each making their debuts in the 
Older Junior leagues this year.

Brisket, a burly, hairy guy with a cowboy hat yarmulke, takes 
the mic from the TV announcer. He’s a pro showman with the 
bombast of a Texan Hulk Hogan.

BRISKET
Me and Strogie are back, baby! But 
I been getting good and fat on my 
tangy BBQ beef ribs, so, America, 
let me introduce you to your next 
great champion, my baby boy, Grits. 
Grits, tell ‘em what your name is.

Grits is a wiry, petulant kid who looks ready to pick a fight 
with anything that moves. 

GRITS
I’m Grits, and if’n you got an ass 
I’m gonna kick it. 

Brisket laughs heartily and slaps his son on the back. The 
camera moves to Stroganov, a huge pile of Russian muscles, 
and his pupil, a masked, shrouded, Sith-looking fighter. 

BRISKET
And my old pal Stroganov, as strong 
as he is silent- you know he holds 
the record for the lowest average 
words spoken by a movie star? 
Hovers just around five per film! 
He’s here with his young’un, the 
mysterious masked marauder, Kefir! 
These kiddos together are the next 
generation of the Herd and they’ll 
be making their major tourney debut 
at the Grand Rapids Grand Prix. 

TV ANNOUNCER
(trying to get the mic 
back)

Any news on reuniting with your old 
Herd partner, Beef Magnussen?
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BRISKET
Beef!? HA! He’s a bum, probably 
getting day drunk at an Applebee’s.

Stroganov releases his scowl for the first time to laugh at 
Brisket’s joke. Everyone laughs, even the TV announcer.

END OF TV REPORT

Suddenly a blast of energy destroys the TV. Beef’s red hot 
and, for the first time yet, looks like he has some purpose.

ROBOT BARTENDER
Hey! That was-

BEEF
Those floozies love buying TVs.

Beef goes rushing out. 

INT. DODGE CITY ROLLERS HANGOUT - DAY

The Dodge City Rollers chill in their neon mess of a 
clubhouse. There are an exceptional number of half pipes. 

Snicker sits in a ratty armchair, dangling the locket in 
front of him, seeing the pictures inside. 

SNICKER
I’m gonna get nasty with this.

The door gets kicked in. It’s Cassie, pissed and epic. 

The Rollers stop what they’re doing- mostly rollerblading- 
and look to see their intruder, old west saloon style. 

CASSIE
Give me back my locket, you piece 
of neon shit. 

SNICKER
The girly from before! How’d you 
find the Roller secret hideout? 

INSERT: THE NEON SIGN OF “DODGE CITY ROLLERS HANGOUT” OUTSIDE 
THE BUILDING, INCLUDING ANIMATED ROLLERBLADES.

SNICKER (CONT'D)
Come back for another beating, huh?
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CASSIE
You’ll save yourself some hurt if 
you just give me the locket now.

SNICKER
Oh? You mean this locket?

He puts the locket down his pants and starts shimmying with 
it, making sure to rub it all over everywhere. 

CASSIE
You are gonna lose that dick.

SNICKER
Rollers! Roll out! Show her how 
notorious you are! 

With a combination of adrenaline and vengeance in her veins, 
Cassie holds her own much better this time. She’s quick, 
tripping up the Rollers and, instead of throwing punches, 
using their weight against them. 

Realizing she needs to throw some blows to win this, Cassie 
does the unthinkable, unattempted move she’s heard so much 
about. Her fist glows lightly. 

Snicker didn’t know she had it in her.

Winding up for the blow, with Rollers circling her like 
vultures, she reaches her fist up high and lets out-

CASSIE
GROUND BEEF!

And she punches the ground. 

Some dust is kicked up, but overall, it wasn’t much of a 
punch at all, and certainly not the destabilizing blow Cassie 
was hoping it would be. 

Snicker breaks the silent tension with a, well, snicker. 

SNICKER
That? That’s it? 

BEEF (O.S.)
No, that ain’t it.

Everyone turns to see Beef standing in the doorway, ready for 
action. The Rollers all murmur- is that the Beef Magnussen? 
Cassie is the most surprised of anyone to see him. 
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BEEF (CONT'D)
(to Cassie)

This is how you do it. 

He leaps up high into the air, charging his fist. The Rollers 
are not prepared for this. 

Falling like a ten ton weight, his fist glows righteously. 

BEEF (CONT'D)
GROUND BEEEEFFFFFFFF!!!!

INSERT: OUTSIDE THE HIDEOUT, THE WINDOWS ALL BLOW OUT WITH AN 
ELECTRIC BLAST. THEIR NEON SIGN FALLS TO THE GROUND.

The clubhouse looks like a bomb hit, everything a mess. 
Cassie waves dust away to see the big back of her father. 

Turns out Beef landed right at Cassie’s side, sent shock 
waves all around, but kept her in the calm eye of the storm. 

It’s a strangely tender moment, despite the litany of 
unconscious rollerbladers laid out around them.  

Snicker stirs. Beef walks up to him like a stalking bear. 

SNICKER
(shitting himself)

Hey, man! Don’t come no closer! I’m 
notorious, you hear? NOTORIOUS!

Beef hoists him up by the shirt collar. 

BEEF
Think you got a locket I need.

Snicker fishes into his pants and pulls out the locket. 

BEEF (CONT'D)
What the-? Gross, kid.

Beef takes it with his free hand and casually throws Snicker 
up through the roof. Yes, through it.

Beef pulls out some hand sanitizer- who knew he had any?- and 
applies it liberally to his hands and the locket, then uses 
his shirt to wipe it clean before handing it to Cassie. 

BEEF (CONT'D)
Think that’s the best I can do. 
Sorry it’s a bit, um, crotchy.

Cassie looks at it, and her father, amazed. 
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BEEF (CONT'D)
C’mon. Let’s do some family stuff.

INT. APPLEBEE’S - NIGHT

Beef’s not a man of many ideas as it’s back to Applebee’s. He 
and Cassie sit across each other in a booth, a plate of fries 
between them.

CASSIE
This place your answer to 
everything?

BEEF
Have you had their loaded fries?

Cassie reaches into the goopy monstrosity in front of her 
and, well, it tastes pretty good. 

BEEF (CONT'D)
Gotta be honest, kid, that was a 
piss poor showing of ability. You 
got a lot of speed and a lot of 
heart, that’s good, but you need to 
learn to throw blows like you mean 
to change the world. That’s your 
plan, right?

CASSIE
(self-conscious)

I mean...

BEEF
Hey, aim high. But you ain’t gonna 
get there without my training. 

CASSIE
Are you saying-?

BEEF
What kinda absentee father would I 
be if I didn’t teach my only 
daughter that-I-know-of how to beat 
and maim others? So whaddya say? 

Cassie offers him a hand to shake.

BEEF (CONT'D)
Oh no, deal like this? We gotta 
french-fry-cheers. 
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Beef picks up a goopy fry. Cassie follows suit and they knock 
them together. She giggles at how corny and how... dadly... 
it is.

BEEF (CONT'D)
We’re gonna get you in fighting 
shape for something big. 

CASSIE
What? 

BEEF
(pointing to TV)

That.

The TV shows an ad for the Grand Rapids Grand Prix. 

TV ANNOUNCER
Relevant TV is proud to present the 
biggest Older Junior tournament in 
the Midwest! The Grand Rapids Grand 
Prix! See tomorrow’s stars beat 
each other today! Be there to see 
the debut of two big new talents, 
Grits, the son of Br-

And Beef shoots a laser at the TV. 

CASSIE
What the-? Why?

BEEF
First lesson- don’t pay attention 
to the media. We got til the summer 
to put you in front of a big stage. 
You ready for some tough, brutal, 
unedited training montages?

CASSIE
Yes, sir, Beef, sir!

BEEF
Oh get off that. Call me dad. 

Aww, it’s a sweet moment until the robot barkeep sees the TV. 

ROBOT BARTENDER
Who did-

BEEF
First training exercise- the dine 
n’ dash. Ready, go! 
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Beef grabs the fries and jumps fist first through a window. 
Cassie jumps after him.

The two go running into the night, sharing the plate of fries 
between them, off on an adventure. 
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