TOM-GYMTRAINER



Trainer


Hey lady, keep away from the ring.


[The Trainer stops and walks over to Lara by the ropes. He sports a showy gold watch as well as neck chains.]


Lara


Nice watch.


Trainer


What?


Lara


Watch. Yours. Nice. Am I talking too fast for you?


Trainer


OK sister. You’re leavin’. Now!


Lara


If I can floor one of your dancing boys there what about a wager?


Trainer


Wager? Are you outta your mind. These are pros. Both of ‘em.


Lara


What, these pussycats.


Trainer


Look darlin’ you may have some high kicks or fast girly moves but these boys are way outta your league. Go home.


Lara


I bet you your fancy watch there I can floor whichever Joey you pick.


Trainer


My watch! Forget my watch. You wouldn’t even be able to walk outta here.


Lara


So we’re on? Give me an answer before I make you throw in your fancy gold chain too.


[The Trainer is now mad enough to get suckered.]


Trainer


It’s your funeral.


[He gestures to one of the sparing heavies.]


Trainer


Hey Zak! Come over here and punch this lady’s lights out. Quickly.


[The heavy shimmies over to the centre of the ring throwing shadow punches.]


Lara


Zak. Nice name. Hold on to your dentures Zak.


[They face off and begin to circle each other.]
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