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FADE IN: 

 
ACT I
 
ATLANTA, GEORGIA - MODERN DAY
 
ART DECO-TYPE OFFICE BUILDING
 
INT. BOSS'S OFFICE/ART DU JOUR MAGAZINE - DAY
 
THURGOOD SIMPSON, 28, and LANGSTON JACKSON,29,black,  writers, polished, first-class, await their publisher's arrival.
 
LANGSTON

So, what do you suppose 

the new format is?
 
THURGOOD

Not sure, but I trust the 

editors of Art du Jour 

will want to maintain 

a certain 

je ne sais quois, oui?
 
LANGSTON

Ah, oui!
 
THURGOOD

But no matter, 

bona fide writers 

can tackle any subject
 with ease and proficiency.
 
LANGSTON

I suppose you’re right 

and we of course 

are bona fide writers.
 
THURGOOD

Of course.

And change is good,
 you never know, we may 

foray into the opulent
 luxury travel scene...
 
LANGSTON

(excited)

Ah, yes, 

like the Robb Report!

THURGOOD

Precisely! 

We’ll travel the world...
 
LANGSTON
 Dine at the most 

exquisite eateries...
 
THURGOOD

Offer our invaluable opinions
 on all that the upper 

echelon of the world has to offer!
 
LANGSTON

(gasping with pleasure)

Ah...yes!
 
THURGOOD

(melodramatic)

Fare the well my old friend,
 Atlanta, I hardly knew yee.
 
The publisher enters, she is, MRS. RANDOLPH, 50s, black, "Devil Wears Prada" tough but attractive.
 
THURGOOD

(whispering to Langston)

Pack your bags, 

the world awaits!
 
MRS. RANDOLPH

Langston, Thurgood, 

thanks for coming down 

on such short notice, 

how are you?
 
LANGSTON

Magnifiqué!
 
THURGOOD

Trés bien, et toi?
 
MRS. RANDOLPH

Bien, merci.
 

 
They share a saccharin chuckle.
 
MRS. RANDOLPH

Well, let me get 

straight to the point,
 as you know, 

we’ve made some changes 

to the magazine.
 
THURGOOD  

Yes.
 
MRS. RANDOLPH

A wealthy investor has

offered to endow us 

with a substantial
 amount of money.
 
THURGOOD/LANGSTON 

(nodding excitedly) 

Ah!
 
MRS. RANDOLPH
 We'll be able to update 

our office, further our 

market share and make 

tons of money in the process.
 
THURGOOD/LANGSTON 

(still nodding excitedly) 

Um hum, um hum.
 
MRS. RANDOLPH
 His only request is that
 we change the format to
 cater to his one 

and only passion. 
 
THURGOOD/LANGSTON 

(nodding/staring intently) 

Um hum, um hum.
 
MRS. RANDOLPH

Normally, I’d decline 

a request like this,
 but this time, 

I was made an offer 

I couldn’t refuse.
 
THURGOOD

Yes, yes, I understand. 
 

  MRS. RANDOLPH

And as our premier writers, 

I thought it only fitting to

offer the two of you

first crack at this new 

and exciting opportunity.
 
THURGOOD  

Oh, Mrs. Randolph, 

that sounds wonderful!
 

 

 MRS. RANDOLPH

Now you don’t have to 

decide right now, you can 

look over the proposal 

and let me know 

how you feel about it.
 
THURGOOD  

I don’t think that 

will be necessary.
 

  MRS. RANDOLPH

Really? 
 
THURGOOD  

Mrs. Randolph, 

I have the utmost 

confidence in you 

and this organization, 

if you feel this 

change is beneficial,
 it behooves me to follow suit.   
 
LANGSTON 

As will I. 
 

  MRS. RANDOLPH

Are you sure? 
 
THURGOOD  

Absolutely.
 
LANGSTON 

Positively.
MRS. RANDOLPH

(cautioning)

The subject matter 

is entirely new.
 
THURGOOD  

Pish tosh!
 

  MRS. RANDOLPH

You may have to 

travel extensively.  
 
THURGOOD  

I’m already packed! 
 
LANGSTON 

When do we depart?
 
MRS. RANDOLPH

(convinced)

Okay then! 

I’ll interoffice you 

the proposal right away.
 
THURGOOD

Thank you and Mrs. Randolph,
 you have nothing to worry about.
 
MRS. RANDOLPH

That means a lot, 

Thurgood, Langston,
 thank you.
 
THURGOOD

Our pleasure.
 
INT. THURGOOD’S OFFICE -SAME
 
Meticulous. Organized. Neutral. 
 
Framed copies of the 2008 Chicago Tribune cover of Barack Obama's historic presidential victory and Martin Luther King, Jr.'s "I Have a Dream" speech, sit side by side on a  console table. 
 
Thurgood’s received the proposal, he excitedly slices into the envelope with a letter opener. 
 
He reads, mouthing a few sentences...his eyes go wide! 
 
THURGOOD

(aghast)

SPORTS?!
 
Thunderstruck! 
 
Thurgood feels faint, he sits then stands, sits then stands. He paces.
 
THURGOOD

Of all the harebrained... 
 

Mrs. Randolph walks by his office, sees him inside,

Thurgood notices and struggles to compose himself.
 
MRS. RANDOLPH

(elated)

Did you get the proposal?!
 
THURGOOD

Er, yes, yes I did. 
 
MRS. RANDOLPH
 So what do you think?!
 
THURGOOD

What do I think?

You know...I think...

well, I’ll tell you what I think...
 
Mrs. Randolph looks on bursting with anticipation.
 
THURGOOD

(deflated)

I think it’s a splendid idea.
 
MRS. RANDOLPH

Ah, I’m so happy!
 
THURGOOD

(lackluster)

So am I.
 
MRS. RANDOLPH

This is going to be great, 

it’s going to be monumental!

And you’ll love the 

writers coming over 

from the old magazine.
 
THURGOOD

(apprehensive)

Oh?
 
MRS. RANDOLPH

Oh yes, Tracy Lee 

and Rosie Mercado.
 
Thurgood perks up! 

THURGOOD

(enthusiastically)

Oh? 
 
MRS. RANDOLPH

Their writing is among
 the best we’ve seen, 

present company 

excluded of course.
 
THURGOOD

You do flatter.
 
MRS. RANDOLPH

Yes and they’re single,
 good-looking, 

you all should get
 along swimmingly.
 
THURGOOD

(feeling himself)

Well, I don’t doubt that!
 
MRS. RANDOLPH

Okay, so that’s it!

I’m off to see Langston 

and get his thoughts.

I’ll be in touch! Toodaloo!
 
THURGOOD

(waving)

Toodaloo!
 
Mrs. Randolph RUSHES out on cloud 9.
 
Thurgood GRABS the phone to call Langston’s office.
 
THURGOOD

(to secretary)

Hi Susan, 

is Langston there?
 
SUSAN

(filtered)

No, he just went down
 to the men's room.
 
THURGOOD

Has the mail 

been delivered?
 
SUSAN
 Not yet. 
 
THURGOOD

Okay, thanks.
 
Thurgood hangs up the phone.
 
THURGOOD

I’ve got to break the news
 before Mrs. Randolph does, 

Langston will have 

a breakdown right
 in front of her!
 
Thurgood looks into the hallway to see the mail guy flirting with a co-worker.
 
We will know the mail guy later as CURTIS, 20, urban, witty and sarcastic.

THURGOOD

(to himself)

I’ll head him 

off at the pass!
 
Thurgood rushes to the elevator. 
 
The elevator door opens, Thurgood enters.
 
The eternal ride keeps him on pins and needles. 
 
Thurgood arrives at Langston’s office and sees him talking to Mrs. Randolph.
 
THURGOOD

(to himself)

I’m too late!
 
Thurgood's eyes fall across Langston, Langston looks spent, woozy. 
 
Langston is doing all he can to play it off in front of 

Mrs. Randolph.
 
Mrs. Randolph exits, Thurgood hides until she passes.
 
The coast is clear, Thurgood rushes to Langston’s aid.
 
THURGOOD

LANGSTON! 
 
LANGSTON

SPORTS! 
 
THURGOOD

I KNOW!
 
They COLLAPSE on each other as they STUMBLE to have a seat.
 
Curtis enters looking at the two of them like they have ten heads.
 
CURTIS

(putting the mail on the desk)

What cha’ll trippin’ off of?
 
LANGSTON

You wouldn’t understand.
 
CURTIS

(knowingly)

Y’all don’t know nuthin’
 about sports do you?
 
THURGOOD

I wouldn’t say we 

don’t know “nuthin.”
 
LANGSTON

Yes, why in high school
 we were aficionados of

several sports.
 
THURGOOD

Yes, er, there was cricket... 
 
LANGSTON

Fencing...
 
THURGOOD 

Squash...
 
CURTIS

What? Man, I’m talkin’ 
‘bout real sports...

blood...sweat...tears!
 
THURGOOD/LANGSTON

(downtrodden)

Oh.
 
CURTIS

I’ve read “Sports Block,” 

the old magazine, 

I’ve never seen them talk 

about any of those “sports” 

you just named.
 
THURGOOD

Well maybe it’s time they did.
 
CURTIS

Yeah, okay, 

good luck with that.
Curtis exits, Langston and Thurgood throw each other a look.
 

 

 

 

 

 

 
ACT II
 
INT. THURGOOD’S LIVING ROOM - EVENING
 
Expensive African artifacts, Raku art; South African, Red 

Jarra railwood furniture. 
 
The doorbell rings, Thurgood answers.
 
THURGOOD

Hey, dad! Come in.
 
Thurgood’s father, JUDGE DONNIE SIMPSON, 57, black, 

no-nonsense but low-key, enters taking a seat on the couch.
 
THURGOOD

Where’s mom?
 
JUDGE SIMPSON 

(“Dr. Phil” type Southern accent)

She had a ladies 

meeting at the church.
 
THURGOOD

Can I get you something?
 
JUDGE SIMPSON 

Maybe later, I want to hear about this new sports magazine.
 
Thurgood meticulously repositions a superlative, leadwood animal carving.

THURGOOD

(avoiding)

Er, it sounds promising.
 
JUDGE SIMPSON

(suspicious)

Uh huh, you excited?
 
Thurgood straightens a re-print of Gordon Parks’ American Gothic.  
 
THURGOOD

(rolls his eyes)

Eh...yeah.
 
Thurgood aligns a linear configuration of Ethiopian icons.
 
JUDGE SIMPSON

Son, you’re fussing, 

you only fuss when 

something’s bothering you,
 what’s the problem?
 
THURGOOD

No problem.
 
Thurgood re-aligns the configuration.
 
JUDGE SIMPSON

(unconvinced)

Son...
 
THURGOOD

(conceding)

You know I hate sports.
JUDGE SIMPSON

You only hate 

them because 

you never really 

tried to play them.
 
THURGOOD

(sitting on the couch)

Oh, I tried, 

gym class harbors a special
 place in the hell that 

are my high school memories!
 
JUDGE SIMPSON

Oh, it can't be 

as bad as all that!
 
THURGOOD

Oh no?!
 Picture me, standing there 

in those dreadfully tiny shorts,
 that left nothing to the
 imagination, waiting, mortified 

and no one ever called my name,
 never happened!
 
A reflective beat.
 

 

 
THURGOOD

Chess, now that was my forte. 

But I don’t ever recall working 

up a sweat doing that.
 
Thurgood ponders.
 
THURGOOD
 Well, there was that one 

time when Ron Greenbaum 

threatened to make me 

eat my knight if 

I didn’t let him win, 

I remember sweating
 pretty profusely then.
 
JUDGE SIMPSON

(rolls eyes)

I imagine.
 
THURGOOD

But sports! Ugh!

I’m absolutely 

a fish out of water...
  I don’t even know a field 

shot from a foul goal.
 
JUDGE SIMPSON

(chuckles)

That’s a field goal 

from a foul shot.
 
THURGOOD

(annoyed with himself)

You see what I mean?!
 
JUDGE SIMPSON

So you watch a little ESPN, 

you read Sports Illustrated, 

don’t be so hard on yourself, 

son, it’ll come to you. 
 
THURGOOD

It’s too late,
 I wouldn’t even 

know where to start.

They always say,
 “write what you know.”
 
JUDGE SIMPSON

They? Who is they?

Wasn’t it you who said, 
“great writers can 

write about anything?”
 
THURGOOD

Sure, that was when I
 thought we’d be writing 

travel reviews about 

The Dorchester, London or
 Bauer Il Palazzo, Venice.
 
JUDGE SIMPSON

So the subject matter
 is a little different.
 
THURGOOD

Different?

Dad, it’s overgrown men 

beating the crap out of 

each other in pursuit 

of various odd-shaped 

rubber balls!
 
JUDGE SIMPSON

What about boxing?
 
THURGOOD

Ah, yes, the balls have 

holes in which to stick 

their enormous hands 

in and hum, let me see...

beat the crap 

out of each other!
 
JUDGE SIMPSON

Son, relax, you can do this.

I have the utmost 

confidence in you.
 
A pensive beat.

THURGOOD

(surrendering)

I suppose you’re right,
 dad, I can do this.

(exhales in preparation)
 Now, tell me, how many yards are
 on a basketball field?
 
The phone rings.
 
THURGOOD

Oh, excuse me, dad.
 
Thurgood JUMPS up to get it.
 
JUDGE SIMPSON

(shaking his head)

We’ve got a long way to go.
 
INT. WHOLESOME FOODS CAFE - DAY
 
The waitress approaches Langston, Thurgood and Judge Simpson. 
 
Langston is still festering about the news.
 
WAITRESS

What can I get cha?
 
THURGOOD

I’ll have the low fat, 

open-faced, oven-roasted, 

white meat turkey breast,
 with romaine, Swiss, chopped tomato
 and a dollop of Dijon mustard, 

diet iced Earl Grey 

with a twist of lemon, no ice. 

Thank you. 
 
JUDGE SIMPSON

Cheeseburger, fries, Coke. Thank you.
 
WAITRESS

(to Langston)

And you?
 
Langston doesn’t answer, he's too busy pouting and fidgeting in his seat.
 
JUDGE SIMPSON

One minute, ma’am,
 he’s just finishing
 up a hissy fit.
 
Langston finishes his hissy fit.
 
LANGSTON

(composing himself)

I’ll have what he’s having.
 
WAITRESS

Cheeseburger and fries?
 
LANGSTON

(chuckles)

Oh,  that would be the other “he.”
 
WAITRESS

Open-faced turkey, got it!
 
LANGSTON

Thank you.
 
THURGOOD

(calling to the waitress)

Don’t forget, 

we want the low-fat, 

over-roasted with...
 
WAITRESS

(waving him off)

Uh huh, got it!
 
The waitress walks off.
 
THURGOOD

Dad, do you think it’s wise
 to have a cheeseburger?  

There are many other 

choices you can make.
 
Langston stews, Thurgood and his father throw him a look.
 
JUDGE SIMPSON

This place already has 

low-fat this...organic that...

my choice would’ve been ribs.
 
Langston stews some more, they throw him another look.
 
THURGOOD
Dad, here, how about 

a Portobello mushroom burger 

with a whole-grain bun and
 organic sweet potato French fries?
Judge Simpson stares blankly.
 
THURGOOD

Well how about...
 
Distracted by Langston’s slowly erupting tantrum, 

Thurgood can’t finish his sentence.
 
Thurgood has had it, he LEAPS to his feet in his version of a fit of rage!
 
THURGOOD

ENOUGH!
 
Thurgood upsets a few items on the table.
 
JUDGE SIMPSON

Whoa, what’s this?
 
THURGOOD

This?! This is my revelation!

In the words of...of...Popeye!

It’s all I can stands, 

I can’t stands no more!

Seeing my friend in such 

distress has snapped 

me back to reality!
 
JUDGE SIMPSON

It has?
 
THURGOOD

Yes it has, we can do this!

Friedrich Nietzsche said it best, 
“What doesn’t destroy you 

only makes you stronger!”
 
Langston slowly regains composure.
 
LANGSTON

(staggering)

Yes!
 
THURGOOD

The Bible says, 
“Be strong and of good courage”!
 

 LANGSTON

(more inspired)

Amen!
 
THURGOOD

You know what we are going to do?

We’re gonna be the best

dang sports writers
 Atlanta has ever seen!
 
LANGSTON

OKAY!
 
THURGOOD

It’s go time!
 
LANGSTON

GO TIME!
 
THURGOOD

Time to get in the game!
 
LANGSTON

GET IN THE GAME!
 
THURGOOD

IT’S TIME TO MAN-UP!
 
LANGSTON

MAN-UP!
 
THURGOOD

(looking for the waitress)

Now where is that waitress 

with my diet Earl Grey?
 
LANGSTON

(checking his watch)

I know, how long has it been?
 
Judge Simpson shakes his head in embarrassment as the waitress approaches with the food.
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
ACT III
 
INT. LANGSTON’S OFFICE - DAY
 
Thurgood and Langston devise a strategy as Curtis enters to deliver the mail. 

LANGSTON

So what’s our plan of action?
 
THURGOOD

We research, learn the lingo,
 get into the athletic persona.

After a while, 

we’ll sound totally organic. 
 
CURTIS

Persona, organic?

(sarcastic) 

Yeah, use words like that.
 
THURGOOD

I beg your pardon?
 
CURTIS

Listen  you’re making
 this thing too complicated...

you’ve got to be 

loose, hip, use some slang
 like Stuart Scott, be cool.
 
THURGOOD

Explain “cool.”
 
LANGSTON

Yes, we need details, directives. 
 
CURTIS

Nah man, you don’t need, 
“directives”, just lighten up, 

be yourself,
 but just not so much.

Pop ya collar.
 
Curtis demonstrates.
 
LANGSTON

Ah, I see...

(to Thurgood)

You got it?
 
THURGOOD

Yes, I believe so.
 
LANGSTON

Okay on the count of three..

Un, deux, trois.
 
Langston and Thurgood try, unsuccessfully, to get their swagger on.
 
CURTIS

Okay...don’t pop ya collar.
 
LANGSTON

Wait, wait let us try again!
 
Their second display is several times worse than the first,

this time Thurgood gets poked in the eye! 
 
CURTIS

You guys keep 

practicing on that...

(pretending he’s being called)

Huh?
 Oh, I think that’s 

Mrs. Randolph calling me.

I’ll see you later.
 
Curtis rushes out.

THURGOOD

(to Langston)

Oh!

Did Mrs. Randolph mention
 the delectable, Tracy and Rosie?
 
LANGSTON

(saucy)

Indeed she did.
 
THURGOOD

Maybe they’re writers 

formally known as...

figure skaters...
 
LANGSTON

Swimmers...
 
THURGOOD

Gymnasts...
 
LANGSTON

(gasps)

Professional cheerleaders!
 
Thurgood and Langston COLLAPSE thinking of the possibilities.
 
Thurgood and Langston’s attention is drawn to a sweet-faced, petite young woman strolling by, she's heading for their building.  
 
LANGSTON

Could that be Tracy?
 
THURGOOD

Or Rosie...
 
Thurgood and Langston are taken, they gawk with wanting admiration.
 
She enters the building, she is SHERI WATSON,26, white,

cute, very Paris Hilton yet borderline Lil’ Kim.
 
Langston and Thurgood rush to the doorway, Sheri walks by.
 
LANGSTON

(saucy)

Hey.
 
THURGOOD

(seductive)

Enchanté.
 
SHERI

(loud/rough around the edges)

HEY! How y’all doin’?
 
Langston and Thurgood recoil from her screeching and the incessant cracking of what could only be spearmint gum.
 
LANGSTON

(grimacing)

Uh, fine.
 
SHERI

Owww, I’m Sheri!

(pawing at Langston's suit)

Oww, what's that Sean John? 
 
LANGSTON

(very uncomfortable)

Ah, no it's Everett Hall.
 
SHERI

Aww that feels expensive !
 
LANGSTON

(looks to Thurgood for rescue)

I suppose.
 
LANGSTON

Welcome, I'm Langston,

(gestures) 

this is Thurgood.
 
They extend their hands.
 
SHERI

Uh uh! I want hugs
 off up in here!
 
Sheri GRABS up Thurgood and Langston before they can avert themselves.
 
SHERI

Whoo, now that's what
 I'm talking about!

Y’all writers?
 
THURGOOD

Er, yes and you?
 
SHERI

Me? Uh-uh!

I don’t know nothing 

about nobody sports!
 
LANGSTON

(inquisitorial)

So...you...

work...here...or...?
 
SHERI

Oh, no, my grandfather 

was the one who invested 

all that money to make 

this a sports magazine.
 
THURGOOD

Ah...
 
SHERI

Grandpap so sweet, 

he said I could write 

something if I wanted to
 but I ain’t finna do all dat!
 I’m just up here to see
 if I can meet 

Lebron James or somebody. 
 
LANGSTON

I see.
 
SHERI

Besides, I’m too busy with 

my gossip website, 

y’all might-a heard of it, 

it’s called,
“ Girl get yo mind right.com!”
 
THURGOOD

Girlgetyomindright.com,hum, 

doesn’t ring a bell.
 
SHERI

Yeah, we talk about family, 

finances, Drake,

whateva you need to talk 

about to get yo mind right,
 my play cousin tell me
 it’s the bomb! You feel me?
 

 THURGOOD

Yes, yes, I feel you.
 
SHERI

Well, lemme get outta here, 

y’all let me know if ya’ll see

Tom Brady or Derek Jeter okay?

(waving)

Bye!
 THURGOOD/LANGSTON

(shell-shocked/waving) 

Okay.Bye.
 
INT. THURGOOD’S OFFICE - A FEW DAYS LATER
 
Thurgood and Langston’s anxiousness has them continually checking the window for a sighting of their new colleagues.
 
Suddenly, a bellow from the entry startles them, they JUMP and turn away from the window.
 
SHERI

THURGOOD! LANGSTON!
 
THURGOOD

Ugh! Sheri.
 
SHERI

Y’all know who gonna be 

working up in here yet?
 
LANGSTON

(whispering to Thurgood)

Don’t tell her about
 the hot chicks.
 
THURGOOD

Why would we know?
 
SHERI

Cuz y’all had ya’ll noses
 up in that window all day!

You gotta know somthin'!
 
THURGOOD

(offended)

We most certainly did not!

How dare you in...
 
SHERI

(annoyed)

You know or don’t you?
 
THURGOOD

(defeated)

No, not yet.
 
SHERI

Well, holla at me if
 you hear somethin’

I’m trying to get
 some men up in here--

no offense!
 
LANGSTON/THURGOOD

(offended)

None taken.
 
Sheri exits. 
 
LANGSTON

She’s right,
 we have been spending way 

too much time at this window.
 
THURGOOD

You’d think we’d never 

seen beautiful women before.
 
LANGSTON

Pss--really.
 
Thurgood and Langston take a seat, they make an attempt at conversation, but they’re really listening for the sound of car doors slamming outside.
 
LANGSTON

I’ve been doing 

some research.
 
THURGOOD

Have you?
 
LANGSTON
 Yes and did you know 

that the Cuban Giants 

were the first black,
 full-time,

professional baseball team?
 
THURGOOD

Really? Now that’s interesting.
 
LANGSTON

Yes and a little known fact...
 
A car door SLAMS outside they nearly levitate off of their seats hastening to the window.
 
They struggle to get a good look.
 
LANGSTON

What do you see?
 
THURGOOD

Nothing yet.
 
LANGSTON

Me either,
 the movers are in the way!

(to the movers)

Vamanos! 
 
THURGOOD

Oh they’re coming in...

they’re coming in!
 
The movers start to bring items into the building then,

two tall, dark and handsome men,30s, emerge from behind the truck.
 
THURGOOD

(face drops)

Can't see past the movers...
 
LANGSTON

(still struggling to get a look)

I know... 
 
They rush to the doorway.
 
INT. OFFICE BUILDING HALLWAY - SAME 
 
Langston and Thurgood gawk until the last item has been moved in, the movers drive off without the hunks.
 
THURGOOD

(sighs)

Okay, so they’re not movers.
 
The ladies in the office have noticed the men too, 

you can tell by the trail of drool they’ve left.
 
Thurgood and Langston notice the women’s adoration then wallow in disgust for a moment.
 
LANGSTON

Maybe they’re here to 

fix something or another.
 
They men walk by again.
 
Thurgood and Langston stand there enviously gawping as each of the hot men enter an office.
 
Thurgood and Langston rush behind them to see what they’re doing in the offices.
 
The men are unloading boxes.
 
THURGOOD

Hum, they must be working 

here in some capacity.
 
A thought catches in Thurgood’s eyes.
 
THURGOOD

Maybe they’re Tracy and Rosie’s
 interior decorators.
 
Thurgood SNAPS his fingers insinuating that they're gay! 
 
LANGSTON

Oh! Yes! They must be!

Look at the size of them, 

obviously overcompensating.
 
THURGOOD

Obviously.
 
Thurgood and Langston listen in to the hot men’s conversation.
 
HOT MAN #1

That office looks 

bigger than this one.
 
HOT MAN #2

Does size matter?
 
Thurgood and Langston throw each other a telling look.
 
Two gorgeous women are seen walking down the hall. 
 
HOT MAN #2

(to a gorgeous woman)

Hey baby!
 
Each woman embraces one of the sexy men.
 
THURGOOD

(defeated)

Hum, not gay.
 
Langston and Thurgood ponder.
 
LANGSTON

Maybe they’re 

on the down low!
 
THURGOOD

Ugh--how awesome
 would that be?
 
LANGSTON

Let’s not lose sight
 of what’s important.
 
THURGOOD

Ah, yes, we are still 

awaiting Tracy and Rosie.  
 
LANGSTON

Um hum.
 
Thurgood and Langston slither back to their own offices.
 
INT. GYM - DAY
 
Langston and Thurgood work out on the treadmill, as they watch ESPN on the overhead TV.
 
LANGSTON

Wow, that Stuart Scott
 is pretty cool.
 
THURGOOD

I’ll say.
 

 Then the spelling bee competition comes on.
 
THURGOOD

(confused)

What’s this?
 
LANGSTON

Did someone change the channel?
 
THURGOOD

No, I don’t think so.
 
Thurgood and Langston see the sportscasters come on and make reference to the spelling bee.
 
THURGOOD

(pleasantly surprised)

It's a sport!
 
LANGSTON

Now this, we can do!
 
THURGOOD

Absolutely, we ruled 

the spelling bee  circuit!
 
LANGSTON

(recognizing)

Wait a minute, 

you mean we were 

on the athletic cusp
 the whole time?!
 
Thurgood and Langston are so taken they’re forced to step off the treadmills.
 
THURGOOD

(delusions of grandeur)

Langston, we’re...athletes.
 
Thurgood and Langston bask in their newfound glory.
 
THURGOOD

(checking himself out)

Brains and brawn, 

how do we stand ourselves?
 
LANGSTON

(flexing in the mirror)

I wish I knew.
 
INT. OFFICE BUILDING HALLWAY - DAY 
 
Armed with their new revelation, Langston and Thurgood come to the office in sporting attire.
 
Full of themselves, they mosey past the female employees.
 
THURGOOD

Good morning.
 
LANGSTON

Hello.
 
FEMALE EMPLOYEES

(lackluster)

Hi.
 
The women try to disguise their chuckles.
 
THURGOOD

So immature.
 
The hot men walk in, the women perk up!
 
WOMAN #1

(singing)

Good morning!
 
The other women wave.
 
HOT MAN #1

Good morning, ladies.
 
HOT MAN #2

How you doin’?
 
WOMAN #2

Better now.
 
Blushing a bit, the hot men walk off.
 
Langston and Thurgood stand off, scowling as usual, as they walk by.

LANGSTON

(realizing)

You know, 

we can’t behave 

this way everyday.
 
THURGOOD

You’re right, we hot guys
 have got to stick together.
 
LANGSTON

United we stand...
 
Langston makes a military salute, hitting himself in the head.

THURGOOD

Well, let’s do the 

noble thing and welcome them 

as we would an ugly 

set of colleagues.
 
LANGSTON

(rubbing his head)

Brilliant idea, Thurgood.
 
Langston and Thurgood try to hold their own as they approach the hot men.

LANGSTON

(dryly)

Ehem, it is a pleasure 

to make your acquaintance.
 
Langston sticks out his hand.
 
HOT MAN #1

(on the cell phone)

Hold on--

(shaking hands)

Hey, how you doin’? 

Tracy. 
 
HOT MAN #2

How ya doin’? 

(shaking hands)

Rosie.
 
Their hot chick bubble just burst.
 
THURGOOD

I’m Thur...did you say
 your name was Tracy...

(points)

and Rosie?
 
TRACY

Yeah, that’s right, Tracy Lee. 
 
ROSIE

Roosevelt Mercado,
 people call me Rosie,
 you know like Rosie Grier,
 the football player.
 
Langston and Thurgood briefly plummet into a visible depression.
 
THURGOOD

(deflated)

I’m Thurgood Simpson,
 veteran writer,

this is my associate
 Langston Jackson...

also, veteran writer.
 
TRACY

Hey, yeah, nice to meet you!

I’ve heard a lot about the
 two of you from Mrs. Randolph,

it’s an honor! 
 
LANGSTON

(dryly)

Thank you.
 
ROSIE

This seems like a tight 

operation around here.
 
THURGOOD

(snide)

We like it. 
 
LANGSTON

How long have you 

two been writing?
 
THURGOOD

We’ve been writing for a 

decade, thank you very much!
 
ROSIE

A decade, wow, that’s cool...

we've just made a dozen years. 

We've had our magazine, “Sports Block”

 since our days in college.
 
Thurgood and Langston are outdone.
 
ROSIE

(walking away)

Hey listen, I’ve gotta run, 

nice to meet you though, 

I’ll see you around.
 
LANGSTON

(soft/mocking)

Oh you’d like that wouldn’t you?
 
TRACY

Yeah, I should really
 get settled in...

(walks off)

nice names by the way, 

cultural, I like that...
 
THURGOOD/LANGSTON

Thanks.
 
LANGSTON

(whispering to Thurgood)

Ugh, did you catch the
 attitude on those two?
 
THURGOOD

(mocking)
“Cultural, I like that,”
 utterly down low. 

They are not “down low.”
 
LANGSTON

Absolutely. 

(to Tracy who’s already gone)

No sale, buddy!
 
INT. BREAK ROOM - SAME
 
The women in the office are smitten they hang all over Tracy and Rosie.
  
THURGOOD

(annoyed)

Look at them.
 
LANGSTON

(also annoyed)

Yeah, we’re here too!
 
THURGOOD

That’s what happens, 

they get complacent 

and start to take all this

(displaying himself)
 for granted. 
 
LANGSTON

Um hum.
 
INT. OFFICE HALLWAY - SAME
 
The hunks’ girlfriends have come to visit.
 
Langston and Thurgood beam like peacocks showing their vibrant feathers.
 
THURGOOD

Ladies?
 
LANGSTON

Hello.
 
LADIES

(still walking)

Hi.
 
LANGSTON

(to Thurgood)

They want us.
 
THURGOOD

Totally.
 
Thurgood and Langston tiptoe to Tracy’s office to eavesdrop.
 
INT. TRACY’S OFFICE - SAME
 
Tracy’s girlfriend enters.
 
GIRLFRIEND

This is a nice office, baby.
 
TRACY

Yeah, the folks here have
 been real good to us.
 
LANGSTON

(mocking)
“The folks here have
 been real good to us”! 
 
The phone in Thurgood’s office RINGS. 
 
Thurgood and Langston rush away from Tracy’s door into Thurgood’s office.
 
INT. THURGOOD’S OFFICE- SAME
 
Thurgood grabs the phone.
 
THURGOOD

(into the phone)

Hello? 

Yes, Mrs. Randolph, how are you?

Oh yes...all settled in...

okay...sounds great.

Bye now.
 
Thurgood hangs up the phone.
 
THURGOOD

Mrs. Randolph has 

sent us the outline
 for our first assignment.
 
LANGSTON

(braces himself)

What is it?
 
THURGOOD

Something called, UFC?
 
Curtis enters the office with the mail.
 
THURGOOD

Oh, Curtis, what is “UFC”?
 
Curtis can only chuckle as he hurries out of the room before he explodes.
 
Once outside Curtis erupts in uncontrollable laughter.
 
THURGOOD

Neanderthal.
 
LANGSTON

Really.

(jogging his memory)

UFC, UFC...

oh, I think I know 

what that is!

The United Fencing Competition!
 
THURGOOD

Of course!

Now that’s a sport we
 can sink our teeth into!
 
LANGSTON

Yes, Mrs. Randolph knows
 exactly what our tastes are! 
 
THURGOOD

(opens the envelope) 

Indeed, she does.

(activating the DVD player)

Here we go.
 
UFC, the “Ultimate Fighting Competition” displays in all its

brutality. 
 
Thurgood and Langston shrink and balk from the viciousness of what they’re viewing. 
 
They look at each other near tears.
 

 

 
END PILOT
   

 

 FADE TO BLACK 


