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SAM (V.O. OVER BLACK SCREEN)
Every choice you make, every path 
you choose to follow, every action 
you take, or don’t take, all of it 
forms a chain.  One thing leading 
to another.  No matter what you 
do, you can’t break it.  

FADE IN

EXT. - A CITY STREET - NIGHT

SAM VALENTINE (LATE 30’S) walks down the sidewalk, past 
closed stores and boarded up windows.  Traffic is sparse.  
O.S., a DISTANT SIREN WAILS.  Sam is tall and lean, 
dressed in a leather trench coat, black blazer, black tee 
shirt, black pants, and shoes.

SAM (V.O.)
That’s what allows you to be 
followed.  Found out.  Because 
it’s just link after fucking link, 
one thing leads to another, like 
that.  And like any chain, 
eventually you reach the end of 
it, and it fucking yanks you back.

Sam reaches a narrow door with a pale light above it.  A 
plaque on the door reads “PEERLESS IMPORTS.”

Sam looks around, then pulls a lock pick from his jacket 
and quickly pops the lock.  He draws a 9mm and gingerly 
opens the door.

INT. - FRED SMILEY’S OFFICE - NIGHT 

The office is rather small and dingy, decorated with 
cheap gimcracks and landscape prints.

FRED SMILEY (50’S) stands by the cluttered desk.

Fred is chubby and red faced, dressed in a yellow shirt, 
vest, slacks, and brown shoes.  He is zipping up his 
pants. 

EVA STRYDE (20’S) kneels in front of Fred, wiping her 
mouth.  She is a hard looking beauty, with pale skin and 
long, dark black hair.  Eva is dressed in a low cut 
spandex top, miniskirt, and stiletto heels.

(CONTINUED)



Eva stands and swipes some bills off the desktop, tucks 
them into her small purse, and starts for the office’s 
front door.

FRED
No.  This way.

He indicates the back door.

FRED (CONT'D)
It comes out in the alley behind.

Eva walks back by Fred.  He grabs her and paws her 
breasts roughly.  

She jerks away, barely hiding her disgust.

FRED (CONT'D)
Maybe I’ll see ya tomorrow.  
Whaddya say?

As she gets to the door, she turns back to him, false 
smile pasted on her face.

EVA
Sure, baby.  Whatever you say.

She exits.

INT. - A STAIRWELL - NIGHT 

Sam slowly makes his way up the steps, pistol at the 
ready.

He reaches the door at the top of the stairs.

The hand lettered signage on the door reads “Fred 
Smiley.”

Sam grips the knob, leaning close in and listening for a 
beat.

INT. - SMILEY’S OFFICE - NIGHT 

Sam enters the office calmly.

Fred looks up from his desk, startled.  His eyes narrow.

FRED
Sam.  I...I didn’t hear you come 
in.  Wh--what can I do  for you?

Smiley’s eyes freeze on the pistol in Sam’s hand.
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SAM
Well, you could pay up.  I mean, 
shit, Fred, did you think Blaise
was going to let you off the hook 
for this shit? And now I’m in 
this position.

Fred is sweating.

FRED
Wh--what position?

Sam is incredulous.

SAM
Are you fuckin’ high?  I tell ya 
what.

He crosses to the desk, reaches across it, grabs a 
handful of Fred’s shirt and vest, and jerks him up and 
across the desk.  Sam presses the pistol to Fred’s temple 
and leans in close. 

SAM (WHISPERS) (CONT'D)
Just give me the goddamn money, 
and I’ll try to forget about this.  
Sound good to you?

He shoves Fred back into his chair roughly.

EXT. - THE SIDEWALK OUTSIDE PEERLESS IMPORTS - NIGHT 

Eva  waits on a cab, smoking a cigarette while pacing 
back and forth.

INT. - SMILEY’S OFFICE - NIGHT 

FRED
I, uh, I--

Sam tucks the pistol in the front of his pants, then 
pulls a pair of black leather gloves from his coat and 
begins to put them on.

Fred’s eyes are wide.

FRED (CONT'D)
What are you gonna--

SAM (VERY CALM)
What I’m gonna do is, is 
I’m gettin’ ready to cloud 
up and rain all over you, 
tubby.
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Sam comes around the desk, grabs Smiley up and PUNCHES 
him in the face, knocking him backward and over his 
chair.

SAM (V.O.)
It wasn’t going at all well.

Fred starts to rise.  Sam grabs him up and lays one into 
Smiley’s flabby gut.  Fred GRUNTS as he drops to his 
knees.

SAM (V.O.) (CONT'D)
As fucking pointless as a one 
armed guitarist. 

Smiley grabs the corner of the desk for support and 
attempts to stand.

EXT. - WITH EVA - NIGHT 

Eva is on her cell, calling a cab.  She flicks her 
cigarette away as she talks.

EVA
Yeah.  Thanks.

She closes the phone.

INT. - SMILEY’S OFFICE - NIGHT 

Smiley,, holding his gut and blood dripping from his 
broken nose, is placing stacks of twenties on the desk.

Sam picks them up and shakes his head at Smiley, a 
disappointed look on his face.

SAM
How’s about let’s not do this 
again?  That work for you?

Fred nods mutely, rights the chair and collapses into it, 
then begins to weep softly.

Sam shakes his head.

SAM (TO HIMSELF) (CONT'D)
Jesus.  

He pockets the cash, then turns and walks out the door.

SAM (OVER HIS SHOULDER) (CONT'D)
This was soul sucking and life 
denying, Freddy, you skeevy fuck.
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EXT. - PEERLESS IMPORTS - NIGHT 

Sam walks out the door and passes Eva.  

She eyes him.

EVA
Need a date?

Sam stops, looks her with a slight grin.

SAM (V.O.)
That’s the first time I ever laid 
eyes on her.

SAM (CONT'D)
Wish I had time.

He walks off.  

SAM (V.O.) (CONT'D)
And I did, too.  She had that look 
of wasted grace and wounded pride 
that always gave me a bulge. 

Eva turns and looks back at the door to Peerless, then 
shrugs.  After a beat, a cab pulls up and she gets in.

DISSOLVE TO:

INT. - SAM’S BEDROOM - DAY 

The bedroom is very nicely furnished with antique cherry 
pieces.  A half empty bottle of whiskey is on the night 
table.  Sam, dressed in flannel boxers, sits on the edge 
of his California king bed and rubs his eyes, then grabs 
the bottle, uncaps it, and takes a bracing hit.

SAM (V.O.)
I was sick of working for Billy 
fucking Blaise. Muscling creepy, 
pitiful little punks like Fred 
Smiley made my balls twitch.  I 
wanted out.  But you don’t get out 
of jobs like this.  The retirement 
package is usually a few hefty 
bags full of what used to be you, 
scattered all over, getting chewed 
on by rats.

Sam gets up and heads for the bathroom, scratching his 
ass.

5.
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SAM (V.O.) (CONT'D)
Wasn’t doing my liver any good, 
either.

DISSOLVE TO:

INT. - SAM’S LIVING ROOM - DAY 

Sam is dressed in black again.  He slips on a black 
leather bomber jacket, grabs his keys and his 9mm, then 
heads out the door.

INT. - BILLY BLAISE’S LIVING ROOM - DAY 

BILLY BLAISE (LATE 20’S), JACKIE “FIGGS” FIGGIS (30’S)and 
Sam are in the living room, Billy and Figgs sitting on 
each end of the sofa.  Sam stands by the fireplace, 
leaning on the mantle.  HIP HOP POUNDS from the STEREO.  

Billy is tall and thin, with vicious eyes and dreadlocks.  
A livid scar mars his left cheek.  He is dressed in a 
leather jacket, tee shirt, jeans, and boots.

Figgs is a bit shorter than Billy, and heavily muscled, 
with a shaved head and a goatee.  He wears a designer 
sports coat, tee shirt, baggy khakis, and black Reeboks.

SAM (V.O.)
Billy Blaise was the craziest 
fucker I ever met.  Only thing 
that kept him outa prison or the 
laughing academy was Jackie 
Figgis.  

BILLY
You sure this fucker, 
what’s his name? 

SAM
Dub?

Billy chuckles.

BILLY
Yeah.  Dub?  Anyways, you sure he 
ain’t D.E.A. or nothin’?

Sam runs his thumb over his upper lip and shrugs.

SAM 
I made the calls.  He checks out.

Billy leans forward, massaging his temples. 
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BILLY
Roll a joint, Figgs.  Got-damn, my 
head hurts.  Long as you’re sure, 
Sammy.

SAM (V.O.)
Thing is, I wasn’t sure about Dub 
Taylor at all.  I shoulda been.  
Fuckin’ Blaise had great 
instincts.  He could snap to the 
frame.  He just never saw the rest 
of the goddamn picture.  

QUICK DISSOLVE 
TO:

EXT. - A SAFE HOUSE - DAY 

The house is in a lower middle class neighborhood.  A 
plain white conversion van is backed up, half in half out 
of the carport.

EXT. - THE CARPORT - DAY 

Sam, PETE NARDO (40’S), and JIMMY BOYLE (30’S) are 
unloading stolen computers and other high ticket 
electronics from the van and stacking them outside the 
door into the house.

Pete is Italian, and built like a bull.  He wears a 
designer track suit and Magli loafers.

Jimmy is wiry, with a shock of red hair and bloodshot 
eyes.  He wears a tee shirt, jeans, and hiking boots.

The three are silent as they work.

O.S., SEVERAL SIRENS WAIL.

EXT. - THE HOUSE - DAY 

Several police vehicles have rolled up on the location.  
OFFICERS (20’S-40’S) pile out of the units, armed with 
9mm’s and Mossberg Magnum shotguns.

DUB TAYLOR (40’S) gets out of the only unmarked car and 
heads toward the carport at a leisurely pace, his hands 
in his pockets.  He is slightly overweight, but muscular, 
with slicked back graying hair and beady eyes.  He is 
dressed in an off the rack suit, a white shirt, and black 
wingtips.
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Jimmy Boyle bolts from the carport toward the back yard 
next door; Pete Nardo runs a few lumbering steps after 
Jimmy before he throws his hands up and hits his knees.

Two uniforms tackle Jimmy before he gets far.

Sam just sets down the computer box he’s lifting and 
waits as a few of the cops close in on him.

Dub walks up to Pete, who’s in cuffs and being helped up.

DUB
So how they hangin’, Nardo, you 
fat guinea fuck?

As an officer leads Sam past Dub and Pete toward a patrol 
car, Dub stares a few beats at Sam, then takes Pete and 
propels him toward another unit.

SAM (V.O.)
Taylor was a cop alright.  He 
worked theft mostly.  Thing is, he 
had Narc friends, and they knew 
about Billy Blaise, and Figgs, and 
me.

PUSH OFF TO:

INT. - AN INTERROGATION ROOM - DAY 

Sam sits in a metal chair pulled up to a bolted down 
metal table.  His right wrist is cuffed to a steel ring 
bolted into the table top.

A UNIFORM (20’S) stands beside the door, watching him, 
his hands folded in front of him.

The door opens, and Taylor ambles in carrying two 
styrofoam cups of coffee.  He motions the officer out and 
sits across from Sam.

Dub slides one of the cups to Sam, then sits back, 
grinning slightly.

DUB
I’d say we got ya.  So here’s the 
part where I offer you something 
if you give me something.  

Sam says nothing.

Dub takes out a pack of cigarettes and a book of matches 
and slides them across to Sam.

8.
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Sam shakes one out of the pack with his left hand, lips 
it, then picks up the matches.

DUB (CONT'D)
Nardo’s rollin’ on the both of ya.  
That house was full of fuckin’
swag, so it’s felonies galore.

Sam strikes a match, lights the cigarette, then blows it 
out and drops it.

SAM
And?

Dub takes a sip of his coffee, then motions for Sam to do 
the same.

Dub sets the cup down, stands, and walks over to the 
corner of the room, reaches up and cuts off the video 
camera suspended from the ceiling.

DUB
Here’s the offer...

SAM (V.O.)
And there it was.  Taylor had been 
dreaming of an early retirement, 
and now he had me as a ticket.

DISSOLVE TO:

INT. - BILLY BLAISE’S LIVING ROOM - DAY 

Sam glances at his watch.

SAM 
I pick him up eight fifteen, eight 
thirty, pat him down, we’re at the 
warehouse by nine.

Figgs licks the paper, seals the joint, then fires it up.

EXT - A DESERTED WAREHOUSE - NIGHT 

Plastic grocery bags and flattened six pack carriers are 
strewn around the parking lot behind the place, along 
with several dozen broken bottles.

A black S.U.V. pulls up beside the building and stops.

Billy and Figgs get out of the vehicle and look around.
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EXT. - THE SEDAN - NIGHT

Billy pops a cigarette between his lips and lights it, 
pulls out a 9mm, racks it, then tucks it into the back of 
his jeans.

Figgs watches him, his face impassive.  After a beat, he 
pulls a Colt .45 automatic from his shoulder holster, 
checks the clip, then tucks it away. 

Billy walks around the front of the car and stands by 
Figgs.

FIGGS
Remember that whorehouse in Puerto 
Vallarta?

Billy grins as he keeps watch.

BILLY
That I do, Brother Jackie.  That 
was a helluva week.  

He clamps a hand on Figgs’ shoulder.

BILLY (CONT'D)
You my strong right arm, 
motherfucker, you know that?

Figgs grins at Billy.

Billy laughs out loud, then pulls a small prescription 
bottle filled with coke out and offers it to Figgs.

Figgs shakes his head and produces a joint.  He lips it, 
sparks it, and takes a hit.

Billy takes a hit off a car key, then another, then one 
more.  He pockets the bottle and jerks his thumb toward 
the warehouse.

BILLY (CONT'D)
Let’s go in and wait.  He’ll be 
here in a few.

They head for the door.

DISSOLVE TO:

INT. - THE WAREHOUSE - NIGHT 

The moon is up, casting feeble shadows inside the huge 
space from the holes in the roof.

10.
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A card table and three folding chairs are in the center 
of the place.  A single light bulb hangs from the ceiling 
by a long cord; it illuminates the table and chairs, and 
very little else.

Billy sits in one of the chairs, doing more toot.

Figgs sits in the chair across from him, dealing a hand 
of solitaire from a worn deck of cards.

Billy glances at the cards.

BILLY
Black ten on the red jack.

Figgs nods absently and makes the play.

EXT. - THE ROAD - NIGHT 

Sam’s car tears down the road.

INT. - THE CAR - NIGHT 

Sam is at the wheel.

Dub stares out the passenger side window, a slight grin 
playing at the corners of his mouth. 

DUB
Pull over.

EXT. - THE ROAD - NIGHT 

Sam pulls the car to the shoulder.

INT. - THE CAR - NIGHT 

Dub pulls a small lavaliere mike and a 
transmitter/recorder unit out of one jacket pocket, and a 
roll of adhesive tape from the other.

DUB
Time to get you wired up.  If 
Blaise gets hinky, I’ll still have 
his ass.  Pull up your shirt.

Sam complies and Dub begins to plant the mike.

Dub finishes, then holds his hand out.

11.
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DUB (CONT'D)
Gimme your piece.

Sam pulls out his 9mm and hands it to Taylor.  Dub ejects 
the clip, racks the slide, then begins flicking rounds 
out of the clip with his thumb.  When its empty, he 
slides it back in, then hands the empty gun back to Sam.

SAM
What the fuck am I supposed to do 
with this?  

Dub waves a hand.

DUB
Use it as a paperweight or put it 
on a fuckin’ charm bracelet.  
Let’s go.

Sam puts the car in gear and pulls away.

EXT. - A DOWNTOWN STREET - NIGHT 

Several hookers are working the stroll.  

A sedan pulls up, and Eva steps up to the passenger 
window and leans in.  After a few seconds, she gets in 
and the car takes off.

INT. - THE WAREHOUSE - NIGHT

Figgs walks in, carrying a pillow case stuffed with 
several kilos of coke.

O.S., a CAR ENGINE roars up and stops outside. 

Billy puts the coke away and checks his watch.

BILLY
Right on time.

Figgs sets the pillow case down by Billy.  His face still 
impassive, he watches Billy alternately pinching his nose 
and sucking air in.

FIGGS
Take it easy, man.  Shit, you’re 
gonna be all fuckin’ tweaked up 
and twitchy, you don’t watch out.

Billy just grins at him, then fakes an exaggerated spasm, 
twitching, spitting, and grunting.

12.
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O.S., the CAR DOOR SLAMS.  FOOTSTEPS APPROACH.

FIGGS (CHUCKLING) (CONT'D)
Motherfucker, you’re retarded.

The DOOR CREAKS open, and Sam and Dub enter the 
warehouse.  

Dub carries an attache case.

Billy stands and hooks his thumbs in the waist of his 
jeans; he regards Dub for a beat, taking in the suit.

BILLY
That’s some suit, there, Dub.

Figgs chuckles softly. 

Dub grins.

DUB 
Ain’t it a peach?  

Sam nods at Billy and Figgs.

SAM
He’s clean.

He walks up to the table, places the case on it and eyes 
Billy.

DUB 
Let’s see it.

Billy nods to Figgs, who picks up the pillow case and 
dumps the ten shrink wrapped kilo bricks of coke on the 
table.

Dub looks at them for a beat, then takes out a 
switchblade, flicks it open, slices through the plastic 
covering of one brick, then licks the residue off the 
blade.  After a second, he grins, puts the knife away, 
and thumbs the briefcase open.

EXT. - THE WAREHOUSE PARKING LOT - NIGHT

The car Eva got in earlier wheels into the lot.

INT. - THE WAREHOUSE - NIGHT

At the SOUND of the ENGINE, O.S., all four men turn 
toward the door, each drawing their guns.

13.
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DUB
What the fuck?

BILLY (YELLS)
I knew it!

Dub whirls on Billy and Figgs, drawing down on them, then 
tries to back away enough to get Sam in his filed of fire 
too.  Billy and Figgs are aiming at him.

SAM
Goddammit! Hold it!

Sam trains his piece on Taylor, then lowers it.

INT. - THE JOHN’S CAR - NIGHT 

Eva’s CLIENT (50) is leaning back, Eva’s head bobbing in 
his lap.  A look of bliss is plastered across his sweaty 
face as she works.

O.S., a FLURRY OF MUFFLED GUNFIRE ERUPTS from inside the 
warehouse.

The man jerks, Eva bites.

CLIENT
OOOOWWWWW!

Her head is up.  She wipes at her mouth with her hand.

EVA
What the hell was that?

INT. - THE WAREHOUSE - NIGHT 

Gunsmoke hangs in the air.  Billy lies on his back, dead, 
his lifeless eyes staring at the ceiling.

Figgs lies on his side, moaning, bleeding from two 
wounds, one in his left side, the other in the fleshy 
part of his upper right arm.

FIGGS (MOANING)
That’s gonna leave a mark...

Figgs passes out.

Dub is crawling toward the door, shot in the left knee 
and  right shoulder.

Sam has been grazed in the side and is barely bleeding.  
He falls back against the wall, eyelids fluttering as he 
struggles to stay conscious.  Sweat beads his face.

14.
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EXT. - THE WAREHOUSE PARKING LOT - NIGHT 

The john is out of his car, zipping up as he walks 
cautiously toward the door.

Eva is close behind him, her hand on his shoulder.

EVA
Maybe....maybe We should call the 
cops.

The man seems not to hear her as he reaches for the door 
handle.

EVA (HISSES) (CONT'D)
Idiot!  Dumbshit!

INT. - THE WAREHOUSE - NIGHT 

Dub, still crawling, reaches for the door handle, grasps 
it and turns it slowly.

Sam clamps his left hand on the wound just below his 
ribcage, then limps over to Billy’s body and retrieves 
Blaise’s 9mm.

EXT. - THE WAREHOUSE - NIGHT 

The john jerks backward as the door opens and he sees the 
wounded man.

CLIENT
Jesus H. Christ!

Eva elbows him out of the way and peers in.

EVA (MUTTERING LOUDLY)
Ohmygod, ohmygod, ohmygod...

Dub collapses face down in the doorway.

Sam brings his pistol up.

Eva and the john stare at the 9mm.

SAM
Don’t....don’t make a fuckin’
move, don’t even twitch.

15.



I/E - THE WAREHOUSE - NIGHT 

The two enter the warehouse warily, their hands up.  
Eva’s eyes dart back and forth as she takes in the whole 
scene.

P.O.V.: 

INT. - WITH BILLY AND FIGGS - NIGHT

Figgs is still passed out, Billy lies by the table, 
staring at nothing.

CUT TO:

INT. - THE WAREHOUSE - NIGHT 

Sam looks back at Dub, who is also passed out, then back 
at the other two men, then at Eva and the john.

After a second, Sam motions them to enter further with 
the 9mm.  The two comply.  The john’s face is beaded with 
sweat, his adam’s apple jumping and twitching.  Eva’s 
expression is intent and slightly aroused.

Sam levels the pistol at  both of them.

She glances at the dope and cash, then meets his gaze.  
For a few seconds, neither moves.  Finally Eva’s lips 
curl into an almost imperceptible smile.

Figgs rolls over and GROANS, startling the three of them.  
He claws for his 9mm, finally grabbing it.  Figgs tries 
to sit up, managing finally to prop himself up on his 
left elbow.  He brings his gun up slowly, his hand 
wavering.  

Eva slams herself back against the wall.

Sam turns and aims at Figgs for a beat.

SAM (GASPING)
Figgs!  Dude!  Get a grip!

The john makes a break for it.

EVA
Shit!

Figgs and Sam both turn and FIRE simultaneously at the 
fleeing man.

Eva dives aside just in time.

16.
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BOTH SHOTS hit him, shoving him forward to sprawl face 
down in the doorway.

Eva stands and straightens her clothes, watching Sam 
intently.  Her gaze never wavers.

EVA (CONT'D)
Scary.  I like that.

She walks over to the fallen john, kneels by him, and 
proceeds to rob him.

Sam pushes himself off the wall and limps slowly toward 
Figgs.

Both men are still drawn down on each other. 

Figgs, his eyes drooping, has trouble maintaining his aim 
at Sam.

Sam holds his left hand up.

SAM (PANTING)
Come on Figgs.  Fuck man!  Chill 
the fuck out!

Eva begins to edge along the wall slowly, moving toward 
Billy’s body.

Figgs and Sam don’t notice.

Eva kneels by Billy and reaches for the pistol wedged 
partially under his body.

Figgs steadies his hand.

FIGGS
Sam....better...better drop it.  I 
mean that shit, Sammy.

SAM
Billy’s deader’n shit, Figgs.  I 
don’t know about That fat asshole
cop there.  And you, well, you’ve 
looked better. 

Figgs’ eyes widen at the word “cop.”

FIGGS (COUGHING)
Cop?  You...you 
motherfuckin’-

SAM (SHOUTS)
Yeah!  He had my ass.  Ya 
know what the fuck else?!

Sam yanks his shirt tail out and rips the wire off.

17.
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FIGGS (FADING)
You...traitorous...bitch 
motherfucker...Cut yo’ 
goddamn....balls off...for this.

Eva finally works the gun loose and stands, aiming it at 
the two men.

The sudden movement causes Figgs to look her way.

Sam limps up and kicks the gun out of Figgs’ hand, 
knocking him flat again.

Sam whips his 9mm around, aiming at Eva’s head.

SAM 
Be a real good idea if you’d put 
that down.  

Eva doesn’t even flinch.

EVA
I can’t think of one goddamn thing 
to stop me from walking out of 
here alone.   

Sam stares at her in sudden recognition.

SAM
I saw you earlier.  

Eva nods, a slow smile touching her face.

EVA
I asked you if you needed a date.

Sam slowly lowers his pistol a few inches, but keeps a 
two handed grip on it.

SAM
And I said I didn’t have time.  
But I find I could use a partner 
right about now.

Eva lowers her gun a bit.

EVA
Fifty fifty?  I never had a pimp, 
so I ain’t givin’ out a pimp’s 
cut.

Sam tucks his 9mm into his waistband.
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SAM
Deal.

Eva looks at him, smiling, then tucks the pistol in her 
handbag.

Sam motions Eva over to him.  

She hesitates for a few beats, then complies.

Sam turns back to Figgs, who is barely conscious.

SAM (CONT'D)
Billy’s dead, and I don’t make you 
for seein’ the sun rise.  So 
here’s the four one one, Jackie 
boy.

Sam walks over to the table and grabs the cash and the 
dope.

SAM (CONT'D)
I’m gonna go ahead and take my 
pension right now.  Face it, 
Jackie, if the situation was 
flipped, you’d be assholes and 
elbows too.

Figgs grimaces.

FIGGS (BREATHLESS)
Better hope I die, bitch.  Or you 
better drop the goddamn hammer 
right now...’cuz otherwise, yo’ 
ass is mine.

Sam shakes his head, a slight smile at his lips.

SAM
I ain’t gonna kill you.  I 
don’t need to.

FIGGS (YELLS)
Fuck you, motherfucker!

Figgs passes out again.

Sam looks at Eva. 

SAM
Ever been to Mexico....um, who the 
fuck are you?

She grins.

EVA
Eva.  Eva Stryde. And no, I never 
have been...anywhere, really.  

19.
CONTINUED: (3)

(MORE)
(CONTINUED)



Like to be anywhere, as long as it 
ain’t here.

PUSH OFF TO:

INT. - SAM’S CAR - NIGHT 

Sam is at the wheel, his eyes wide.  

Eva sits in the passenger seat, watching Sam intently.

After a few seconds, he looks over at her.

SAM
Any particular destination in 
mind?  We’ll hit Ciudad Leon 
first.

Eva plays with a strand of her hair and looks pensive.

EVA
Leon City...Sounds slightly 
retarded.

A slight grin plays across Sam’s lips.

PUSH OFF TO:

INT. - THE WAREHOUSE - NIGHT 

Figgs comes to, then struggles to his feet slowly. 

Dub is sitting against the door, eyes closed, sweating 
and gritting his teeth.

FIGGS
Goddammit. I...

Figgs struggles to stand.  There is a fairly deep flesh 
wound in his left side.

FIGGS (LOW) (CONT'D)
...never...figured Sammy had...the 
balls to...fuck with me. 

Figgs leans on the table to keep from fainting.

DUB (PANTING)
Where...does...that...leave me?
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Figgs is finally upright, leaning against the wall.  He 
aims at Dub’s head as he begins to limp toward him.

FIGGS 
You’re fuckin’ five-oh.  Got Sam 
to wear a wire on me.

Figgs limps slowly over to Dub and stands over him, fists 
doubled.

FIGGS (CONT'D)
If I got the juice left, I’m gonna
beat yo’ fat ass to death just for 
shits ‘n giggles.

Dub puts a hand up.

DUB
You don’t wanna be doin’ that.

Figgs jerks Dub up and SLAMS him against the wall, then 
leans in close.

FIGGS (SHOUTS)
I don’t?  You a mind 
reader, motherfucker?

DUB (SHOUTS)
You kill a cop, you’re 
fucked!

Figgs pulls Dub away from the wall, then shoves him back 
against it, releasing him.

FIGGS (TO HIMSELF)
Goddamn. This shit was cursed six 
ways from Sunday..

Dub is panicked.

DUB (FAST)
I’m not on the fuckin’ job!  If I 
was, we’d be ass deep in blue 
right goddamn now!  Think about 
it!

Figgs pulls a vicious looking switchblade, jams his 
forearm against Dub’s throat, flicks the knife open, and 
presses the blade against the cop’s ribs.

FIGGS
You got about ten seconds to tell 
it, bitch.

DUB (TALKING FAST)
This...tonight, it’s about my 
retirement.  My pension ain’t 
gonna be enough, not by a damn 
sight.  
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I had him wired in case I had to 
shoot you getting this thing done. 

FIGGS
So, this is about gettin’ a little 
sumpin’-sumpin’? And also fuckin’
me?  

He PUNCHES Dub in the gut once, dropping the cop to his 
knees.

FIGGS (CONT'D)
That’s something I can work with.

Figgs’ gaze zeroes in on the bare table.

FIGGS (CONT'D)
Sammy’s done gone and screwed us 
both.  We got to find him.

Figgs limps slowly over to Billy’s body and stares down 
at it.

FIGGS (LOW) (CONT'D)
I toldja ‘bout them goddamn
twitches, B. Blaise.

Dub tries to stand, but is having trouble.  After a 
couple of tries, he glares over at Figgs.

DUB (GASPING)
Gimme a hand.  I think you broke a 
goddamn rib.  I know a guy can 
patch us up.

He holds out his hand as Figgs limps over.

Figgs looks down at Dub’s extended hand for a beat, his 
brow furrowed, then grabs it and pulls him up.

Dub winces.

DUB (CONT'D)
You did that on purpose.

FIGGS
Looks like we’re partners, Porky.

Dub glares.

DUB
Name’s Dub.

Figgs shakes his head.
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FIGGS
Not to me...

Figgs leans Dub against the wall and goes to collect the 
S.U.V.’s keys.

INT. - BILLY’S SUV - NIGHT 

Dub is in the passenger seat, gripping his injured 
shoulder.  He watches Figgs. 

P.O.V.:   

EXT. - THE WAREHOUSE PARKING LOT - NIGHT

Figgs is removing the plates from Dub’s car.

CUT TO:

INT. - THE SUV - NIGHT

Figgs slides into the driver seat and cranks the car, 
slamming it into gear and PEALING out of the parking lot.

Dub grimaces as the car jerks.

DUB
Head toward the south side.  We 
gotta get these two pissers.  
Girl’s a whore.  I seen her 
around.  She’s on the stroll.  Hot 
though.  Nice ass.  The civilian 
musta been gettin’ a good old 
mouth hug from her.  And stick to 
the speed limit.  We get pulled, 
they find ol’ ex-Billy in the back 
seat, we’re fucked six ways from 
Sunday.

Figgs keeps his eyes on the road.

EXT. - THE HIGHWAY - NIGHT 

The car rips up an entrance ramp onto the interstate.

SLOW DISSOLVE 
TO:

23.
CONTINUED: (3)



EXT. - A SMALL DESERT TOWN - DAY 

The town is only about ten blocks long and five wide, 
with a few small outlying suburbs.

SUPER:  THREE YEARS LATER

EXT. - THE MAIN STREET - DAY 

There is a moderate amount of late morning foot traffic 
on the sidewalks.  

EXT. - RICK’S TOWN PUMP - DAY 

The bar is wood fronted and painted white, with a neon 
water pump hanging above the large plate glass window.  

INT. - THE BAR - DAY 

The interior is dimly lit, the walls done in dark wood 
paneling and decorated with steer horns and other western 
regalia.  A few booths line two of the walls, and a few 
tables occupy the center of the place.  The bar is long 
and mahogany.  The jukebox is playing and old BOB WILLS 
TUNE at LOW VOLUME.

Sam Valentine, now going by the name Rick Sams, is 
checking inventory behind the bar.  His hair is dyed 
darker, he now has a goatee and there is a livid white  
scar running along his left jawline. 

VANESSA WELLS (EARLY 30’S) comes out of the stockroom 
wheeling a keg on a hand truck.  She is medium height, 
with long blonde hair and a desert tan.  She is very 
curvy, dressed in a tight fitting tank top, tight jeans, 
and cowboy boots.

VANESSA
You remember the draft order?

Sam/Rick nods.

SAM/RICK
Yep, babe.  Got her covered.

She wheels the keg behind the bar and kneels to hook it 
up.
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EXT. - A CAR - DAY 

The sedan is parked curbside, across the street from the 
Pump.

INT. - THE CAR - DAY 

JOE STEFANOS (30) sits in the car, patiently working a 
piece of gum and watching Sam/Rick and Vanessa through 
the large plate glass window.  Joe is tall, broad 
shouldered, and dark featured.  He wears a dark suit, 
dark tee shirt, and dark loafers.

Beside him, on the passenger seat, is a picture of Rick 
as he appeared at the time of the theft of the cash and 
drugs.  It depicts Rick, obviously at an outdoor party, 
looking very drunk and holding a half empty bottle of 
Jack black.  

P.O.V.: MOS: Sam/Rick walks up to Vanessa as she stands 
after hooking up the keg and grabs her butt.  She jumps, 
then whirls on him and grabs at him. A semi rig passes in 
front of the window, blocking the view for a second; when 
the couple reappear, they are kissing.   

Joe’s expression is enigmatic as he STARTS the CAR and 
pulls away.

INT. - A HALLWAY - DAY 

Dub Taylor walks down the hall, limping very slightly 
from his old wound.  He wears a suit and tie, the tie 
loosened, as is the top button of his shirt. 

He stops at the door at the end of the hallway, buttons 
the top button and cinches up his tie, takes a deep 
breath, and opens the door.

INT. - CHIEF MOSELEY’S OFFICE - DAY 

Police Chief FRED MOSELEY (50) sits behind his large 
desk, his fingers steepled as he leans back.

Moseley is tall, with a placid expression and an air of 
authority.  He is dressed in an expensive dark blue three 
piece suit.

Captain WALT HILL (LATE 40’S) sits across and to the 
right from Moseley, in an upholstered chair.  He is 
short, stout, and looks tense, and is dressed in a much 
less expensive brown suit.
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Sergeant NATHAN WILEY (30’S) leans against the wall 
behind Moseley, his hands clasped in front of him.  Wiley 
is medium height and has a medium build, also in a suit. 

Dub Taylor steps into the office, his expression defiant 
and wary.

Moseley gestures to the chair on the left in front of his 
desk.

MOSELEY
Have a seat, Officer Taylor.

Taylor stops in front of the desk and just stands there, 
looking Moseley right in the eye.

DUB
I’ll stand.  Smells like rat turds 
in here.

He ignores Wiley.

Hill shifts uncomfortably in his seat.

Wiley just grins coldly.

WILEY
Witty.  Maybe you could do stand-
up.  

Dub takes a step toward Wiley.

WILEY (CONT'D)
I bet you could do Vegas, 
you dirty bastard!

DUB (SHOUTS)

A rat from the fuckin’ Rat 
Squad!  You guys--

Moseley SLAMS HIS HANDS on the desk and stands to get 
between them.

MOSELEY (SHOUTS)
That’s enough of THAT SHIT!

He shoves Dub back, glaring at him.

MOSELEY (CONT'D)
I was going to do this by the 
book, but hell with it.  Taylor, 
you’re out.  I.A.D.’s got you on--  

Wiley shakes the Chief’s hand off and steps further away 
from Dub.
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MOSELEY (CONT'D)
--well, shit, you know what you 
did.  And if we can ever hook you 
up with Billy Blaise’s
disappearance, I’ll personally see 
to it you end your days gettin’
traded around the cell block like 
a pack of goddamn Newports.

Moseley sits back down, and looks at Dub like a turd on 
the floor.

MOSELEY (LOW) (CONT'D)
Now get the fuck outa my office.

Dub pulls his shield and service piece out and tosses 
them on Moseley’s desk.

DUB (LOW)
You can all kiss both sides of my 
flabby ass.  Fuck the both o’ yas.

He glares at each man, then turns and walks out.

WILEY (UNDER HIS BREATH)
I wouldn’t kiss it with stolen 
lips, motherfucker.

The DOOR SLAMS.

INT. - THE TOWN PUMP - NIGHT 

The place is fairly crowded.  

Vanessa and TOMMY FAIRLEIGH (20’S) are working behind the 
bar.  Tommy is lean and blonde, with his long hair tied 
back in a ponytail and a few days scruff on his face.  He 
is dressed in flannel and denim.

Sam/Rick circulates among the tables and booths, stopping 
occasionally to talk to people.

Most of the patrons are dressed western style, lots of 
Stetsons and cowboy boots.

INT. - JOE’S CAR - NIGHT 

Joe lights a cigarette and leans back in the driver seat.  
He glances at his watch.

INSERT:  The watch reads five past midnight.
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EXT. - JOE’S CAR - NIGHT 

Joe gets out of the car holding the photograph of Rick.  
He tucks it into his inside jacket pocket, then crosses 
the street toward the bar, dodging light traffic.

INT. - THE TOWN PUMP - NIGHT

Sam/Rick is behind the bar, helping Vanessa and Tommy 
fill orders.

Joe walks in.  As he does, Sam/Rick looks up at him.  
Their eyes meet for a beat as Joe makes his way to the 
bar.

Sam’s/Rick’s eyes narrow briefly, then his face relaxes. 

Joe takes the only open bar stool, right in front of 
Sam/Rick and leans in.

JOE
Crown rocks.

Sam/Rick smiles and nods, then turns to grab the whiskey.

Joe stubs his cigarette out in an ashtray as Sam/Rick 
slides his drink to him.

SAM/RICK
Six fifty.

Joe slides a ten across the bar.

JOE
Keep it.

Sam/Rick takes the bill, grinning slightly.

SAM/RICK
Thanks.

Joe sips at the drink and looks around the place.

JOE
Nice place.  How long you had it?

Sam/Rick looks around, a smile on his face.

SAM/RICK
Bought it two years ago, which is 
when I got here.  Always wanted to 
own a place.

Joe takes a sip, then lights another cigarette.
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JOE
Two years?

Sam/Rick nods.

SAM/RICK
Two years ago next month.  

Joe nods as Vanessa walks behind Sam/Rick.

Joe watches her lean over, a brief leer flashing across 
his face.

SAM/RICK (CONT'D)
That’s Vanessa.  She’s my fiance’.

Joe nods appreciatively.

JOE
Yep.  You got it made.  Got your 
own place, bumpin’ uglies with a 
hotty like her...

Joe reaches into his jacket, takes out the Polaroid, and 
slides it over to Sam/Rick.

Sam/Rick stares down at the picture, his face going pale.  
He reaches for the photo, but Joe grabs it up and smiles 
serenely at Sam/Rick.

JOE (CONT'D)
We should probably talk, huh?

Vanessa walks up behind Sam/Rick and places a hand on his 
shoulder.

Sam/Rick starts at her touch, then turns to her and grins 
sheepishly.

Joe slides the picture back into his coat.

Vanessa watches Sam/Rick for a few beats.

VANESSA
Are you okay, babe?  You look like 
you’re gonna puke.

Sam/Rick recovers his composure.

SAM/RICK
Nessa, this is...

Joe offers his right hand to her.
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JOE
Joe.  Joe Stefanos. Nice to meet 
you, Nessa. Short for Vanessa, I 
guess.

Vanessa smiles.

Joe holds her gaze just a bit too long, letting his eyes 
wander all over her.

VANESSA
Yep.  

Her eyes move between the two for a second.

Sam/Rick hands her the ten, then picks up a bar towel and 
wipes his hands.

SAM/RICK
Me and Joe, we got some business 
to discuss.  Can you and Tommy 
handle things here?

Vanessa nods slowly, her eyes measuring Joe for a few 
beats.

VANESSA
Sure.  You, um,  gonna be here to 
close?

Sam/Rick looks at Joe, then at her.

SAM/RICK
Yeah.  Sure.

His face is tensed again.

Sam/Rick steps out from behind the bar as Joe drains his 
drink and stands as well.

SAM/RICK (CONT'D)
Come on back to the office.

Joe follows him as he heads for the office in the back.

Vanessa watches the two, her expression suspicious and 
worried.

CUSTOMER (O.S.)
Nessa! Get me a beer, hon.

She opens the cooler, grabs a beer, and heads toward the 
voice.
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INT. - THE OFFICE - NIGHT 

Sam/Rick enters, followed by Stefanos.  

The office is cramped and fairly sloppy, with invoices 
and other paperwork strewn over the small particle board 
desk.  There are a few pictures framed on the walls, most 
of them of Sam/Rick and Vanessa taken within the last two 
years.

Joe glances around the room before taking a seat in one 
of the only two chairs in the small room.  After a 
second, he pulls out his cigarettes and lighter out, 
giving Sam/Rick a questioning glance.

Sam/Rick sits behind the desk and regards Joe silently 
for a beat, then nods at him once.

SAM/RICK
Mi casa, su casa.  

Joe lights up, then looks around for ashtray.

SAM/RICK (CONT'D)
I quit.  Here.

He slides a half full paper cup of old coffee toward Joe.

SAM/RICK (CONT'D)
I guess we’ll be talking about Sam 
Valentine.

Joe exhales blue smoke and smiles coldly, then flicks his 
ash on the floor.

JOE
I guess.  You got quite a set-up 
here.  Your own bar, a new 
identity, and then there’s, um, 
what’s her name?  Vanessa...Nessa.  
That’s it.

He makes eye contact with Sam/Rick and holds it, his lips 
curled into a smug grin.

Sam/Rick tenses in his seat.

SAM/RICK
She gets left outa this, got that?  
She had nothing to do with me 
until two years ago.  She was 
never involved, and she don’t know 
shit.

Joe takes a puff, shrugging, the grin still pasted on.
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JOE
You say so, so it’s gotta be true.  
Look.  The guy I’m working for, 
that’d be the darker of the two 
you left for dead that night, he 
just wants his money.  Oh, and his 
powders.  Or reimbursement for 
them.  I know you had to have some 
of it, the swag.  Place like this, 
even in a fleaspeck fuckin’ town 
such as this one didn’t come 
cheap.  Ya got your Liquor 
Licenses, maybe the occasional 
bribe to a councilman ‘cuz he’s a 
Baptist and just hates drinking.

Sam/Rick looks preoccupied.

SAM/RICK
They’re both...still alive?

Joe shrugs again.

JOE
I’m sure your relief will 
touch them in ways 
unexpected.  In fact--

SAM/RICK
--I don’t have it.   

Joe’s eyebrows arch as his posture tenses slightly.

SAM/RICK (CONT'D)
At least, not any more.  I don’t 
suppose Jackie’d be interested in 
a cut of this place.

Joe grins, shakes his head, and chuckles.

JOE
When he put me on this thing, I’m 
sure he never once said, ‘Joe, I 
want ya to get out there and buy 
me a saloon.’

FLASH DISSOLVE 
TO:

INT. - A MOTEL ROOM - NIGHT 

ALL M.O.S.

It’s a sterile, generic motel room.

Sam is snorting coke scraped off of one of the bricks; 
he’s sitting at the small table by the window.
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Eva walks out of the bathroom, fresh from a shower and 
wearing only a skimpy towel.

SAM/RICK (V.O.)
It was fun.  For a while anyway.  

Eva snorts a bit of the dope, then grabs Sam by the hand 
and drags him over to the bed.  She drops the towel and 
he begins to strip quickly.

DISSOLVE TO:

EXT. - CIUDAD LEON - DAY 

It is early afternoon and the sidewalks are nearly 
deserted.

SAM/RICK (V.O.)
We didn’t have any trouble when we 
crossed the border.  No one 
smuggles dope into Mexico.  I 
found a reliably corrupt cop to 
front for us.

Officer IGNACIO LOBO (50’S) walks quickly down the 
sidewalk, fanning himself with his cap.  He is slightly 
overweight, with thick graying hair and a drooping gray 
mustache, dressed in a sweat stained khaki uniform and 
boots. 

FLASH DISSOLVE 
TO:

INT. - THEIR MOTEL ROOM - DAY 

Sam and Eva sit at the rickety table at the back of the 
room, parcelling the dope into smaller lots.  Both are 
wasted and haggard looking.

A KNOCK SOUNDS, O.S.

Sam jumps, startled at the sound.  He twitches 
perceptibly as he grabs the 9mm on the table and gestures 
for Eva to answer the door.

Eva chains the door, opens it a crack, then slides the 
chain off and admits Lobo.

His eyes twinkle as he sees the kilos of dope piled on 
the table.  His face splits into a wide, gap toothed 
grin.
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LOBO
Buenos dias, padrones.  

Sam waves a hand at Lobo.  Eva drops two kilos in a brown 
paper bag and hands it over to Lobo.

SAM/RICK (V.O.)
He was totally corrupt, but big on 
honor among thieves.  I mean, I 
don’t doubt he shorted us some on 
the money.  He was a Mexican cop, 
what the fuck?  

Lobo leaves, carrying the paper bag.

CUT TO:

INT. - A LIVING ROOM - DAY 

Lobo is exchanging the dope for cash with a DEALER 
(30’S).  The man is medium height and wiry, with long 
black hair in a ponytail.  He is dressed in a white suit, 
white shirt, and black cowboy boots.

Lobo puts all but one stack of bills in the bag.  He 
pockets the last one, then picks up a shot glass of gold 
mezcal and holds it out.  The dealer follows suit.

LOBO 
Salud!

He tosses it down and places the glass on the glass 
tabletop.  The dealer sips his drink, grinning at Lobo.  
Lobo ceremoniously doffs his cap and exits.

CUT TO:

INT. - THEIR ROOM - DAY 

Sam and Eva, dressed differently, are again at the table, 
looking even more haggard, this time openly snorting 
lines off the table in front of Lobo.  The pile of dope 
is greatly diminished.  

Lobo takes another bag and heads for the door.

SAM/RICK (V.O.)
We almost pulled it off without a 
hitch.  Almost.

DISSOLVE TO:
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EXT. - THE STREET - DAY 

The dealer’s car follows Lobo as he walks toward the 
motel.

Lobo is unaware of the tail on him.

INT. - THE CAR - DAY 

The dealer and two of his HENCHMEN (20’S) are in the car, 
all three sweating profusely.  

The two henchmen are both vicious looking toughs with 
long ponytails and wispy mustaches.  As the car tails 
Lobo, the two are loading sawed off Mossburgs.

DEALER
Nuestro amigo alla, sabe esta
adonde la mina de oro. Y la 
tomamos.

The two younger men nod and finish loading the shotguns.

INT. - THE ROOM - DAY 

Sam and Eva are bagging up the last of the dope for Lobo.

O.S., Lobo KNOCKS on the DOOR.

Eva hurries to the door, her gait shaky and quickened by 
too much cocaine.

EXT. - THE MOTEL - DAY 

Lobo stands waiting at the door.

The dealer’s car pulls into a space a couple of doors 
down.  The two henchmen hop out of the car, brandishing 
the shotguns, and head straight for Lobo.  He hears them 
approach and turns toward them as the door opens.

INT. - THE ROOM - DAY 

As Eva opens the door, the two thugs, menacing Lobo at 
gunpoint, force their way into the room.

Sam jerks both 9mm’s off the table and leaps up and away 
from the table.
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Eva and Lobo break left and right as Sam OPENS FIRE.  He 
EMPTIES both pistols, hitting the thugs several times 
each.  As one of the men drops, he twitches and FIRES the 
SHOTGUN ONCE, grazing Lobo’s shoulder and knocking him 
down. 

EXT. - THE PARKING LOT - DAY 

The dealer backs out quickly and pulls away, TIRES 
SCREECHING.

INT. - THE ROOM - DAY 

Sam is bandaging Lobo’s wound, using a threadbare towel 
as Eva hurriedly shoves the money in a bag.

Lobo looks up at Sam as he dresses the wound.

LOBO (WEAKLY)
I think you better move.  
Rapidamente.  

Sam watches him.

SAM
What about you?

Lobo waves a hand in dismissal.

LOBO
It’s just a scratch.  Something 
tells me my stay here has gone on 
too long.  

He chuckles slightly.

Sam lets a grin creep over his face.

SAM
You got your split.  Plus the 
skim.

Lobo smiles sheepishly, then shrugs, making him wince.

LOBO 
At least now, I have money to 
travel, no?

Eva comes up to stand behind Sam.  He looks back at her, 
then stands and wipes his hand with a blood stained 
towel, then helps Lobo to his feet.
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LOBO (CONT'D)
Vaya con prisa, socio.

He clasps Sam’s arm.  After a beat, Sam and Eva leave.

INT. - THEIR CAR - DAY 

Sam is at the wheel, Eva beside him.

SAM/RICK (V.O.)
We ran ‘til we ran outa steam.

INT. - ANOTHER MOTEL ROOM - DAY   

Sam is passed out on the bed.  Eva is standing over him, 
watching him sleep, her face expressionless.  She is 
dressed, and holding the money in the case.  Five sheaves 
of hundred dollar bills are laying on the bedside table.

SAM/RICK (V.O.)
She dropped fifty grand on me, 
took the rest, and left.  Last I 
saw of her.

O.S., A CAR ENGINE NEARS.

EXT. - THE MOTEL - DAY 

Eva walks out of the room, gets into a waiting cab.

It pulls away.

DISSOLVE TO:

INT. - THE OFFICE - NIGHT 

Joe contemplates things, smoke from his cigarette curling 
around his head.

JOE
So...all you got out of the deal 
was a measly assed fifty grand?  
And some pussy?

He stands, a frown creasing his brow.

JOE (CONT'D)
I’m supposed to believe 
that?  You must think I’m 
fucking retarded.  You must-
-

SAM/RICK (SHOUTING)
--I don’t give two shits 
what you believe, fella!
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Sam/Rick stands, squaring off with Joe.

Joe puts his hands up and relaxes a bit, a slow smile 
replacing the frown.

JOE (CONT'D)
Hey, I don’t wanna get tough if I 
don’t have to.

The door opens and Vanessa walks in, her eyes going to 
Sam/Rick. 

VANESSA
Everything okay in here?

Sam/Rick snaps out of his anger.

SAM/RICK
Everything’s fine, babe.  

She looks unconvinced.

SAM/RICK (CONT'D)
Seriously...

She gives Joe a look, then closes the door behind her.

Joe grins.

JOE
She’s a real spitfire.  I like ‘em 
feisty and shit. So.  You have no 
idea where she might be?  This 
Eva?

Sam/Rick shrugs.

SAM/RICK
Been two years or a little more.  
Not a call, not a card at fuckin’
Christmas.  Nothing.

Joe looks skeptical.

JOE
Well, it’s a good story anyway.

Sam/Rick sits back down and leans down to open a panel in 
the floor, exposing a small floor safe.

Joe drops his cigarette into the coffee cup as Sam/Rick 
pulls out five thousand dollars bundled.

He tosses to Joe, who lets it bounce off him and hit the 
desk.
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JOE (CONT'D)
What’s that?

Sam/Rick stands defiantly.

SAM/RICK
That’s all I’ve got.  All you’re 
getting.

Joe shakes his head.

JOE
I’ve got a call to make.

He goes to the door, opens it, then turns back to 
Sam/Rick.

JOE (CONT'D)
Be seein’ ya...what do you call 
yourself now? I mean, now that 
you’re all respectable and shit?

Sam/Rick looks defeated.

SAM/RICK
Rick. You be careful, now, ya 
hear?   

Joe grins.

JOE (SOFTLY)
Riiiight. Be seein’ ya.  Rick.  
And don’t try anything 

He shoots Sam/Rick a lazy grin, then exits.

Sam/Rick stares at Joe’s back as the door closes.

INT. - THE BAR - NIGHT 

Joe walks deliberately through the place, his gaze 
flitting around as he memorizes it.

As he reaches the door, Vanessa walks up and taps him on 
the back.

He turns to her, a slow smile spreading across his face.

She stares at him a beat, her expression enigmatic.

Joe reaches into his jacket, pulls out a pack of 
cigarettes, shakes one out, lips it, then lights it.

He exhales a cloud of smoke into Vanessa’s face.
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JOE
Be seein’ ya.  Vanessa.

He turns and walks out.

Vanessa watches him walk to his car.

INT. - THE OFFICE - NIGHT 

Sam/Rick is loading rounds into a 9mm clip.  He loads the 
last bullet, then pulls the pistol out of the desk and 
inserts the clip.

INT. - JOE’S CAR - NIGHT 

Joe starts the car, still looking at the bar.

P.O.V.:  Vanessa stands by the window watching him.

Joe smiles again, then flicks his cigarette out the 
window, puts the car in gear, and drives away.

INT. - THE BAR - NIGHT 

Vanessa turns and starts back toward the office.

INT. - THE OFFICE - NIGHT 

Sam/Rick disarms the alarm and steps out the back door, 
tucking the pistol in the back of his waistband as he 
goes.

Vanessa enters a beat after the door closes.

She looks around the empty office. 

O.S., a TRUCK STARTS.

Vanessa hurries to the back door and opens it to look 
out. 

P.O.V.: Sam’s/Rick’s truck drives away.

She looks down, frowning, as she closes the door.

EXT. - THE EL RANCHO INN - NIGHT 

The small motel consists of five rooms on each side of 
the office.
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Joe’s car is parked outside the last room on the left.

INT. - SAM’S/RICK’S TRUCK - NIGHT 

Sam/Rick grips the wheel tightly.  Sweat sheens his face 
and his eyes are haunted.

INT. - JOE’S ROOM - NIGHT 

Joe reclines on the bed, drinking scotch out of a plastic 
cup and watching pay per view porn.

His cell phone TONES.  Joe absentmindedly opens it.

JOE
Yeah?  

He sips at his drink.

JOE (CONT'D)
No.  Nothing yet.  I’m close, 
though.  I’ll let ya know as soon 
as I find him.  Later.

He closes the phone and goes back to watching the screen.

EXT. - THE SIDE OF THE ROAD - NIGHT 

Sam’s/Rick’s truck is parked on the shoulder, lights and 
engine off.

He gets out of the car, holding a Mag-lite and starts 
walking.  

After a few yards, he veers off the road and up a slight 
rise, flicking the flashlight on.

INT.- JOE’S ROOM - NIGHT 

Joe continues to watch the T.V.; a WOMAN is MOANING from 
the set.  There is a noticeable bulge in Joe’s pants.

Headlights illuminate the darkened room from outside as a 
CAR pulls up and stops, O.S.

Joe sits straight up, setting his drink on the bedside 
table and pulling a 9mm from under his pillow.

There is a SOFT KNOCK at the door.
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Joe stands and advances to the door, pistol up in a two 
handed grip.

He reaches the door and leans in to look through the 
peephole.

INSERT:  Vanessa stands outside his room, waiting.

Joe lowers the pistol and tucks it in his pants.

He opens the door.  Vanessa scrutinizes him for a beat.

JOE
What can I do ya for?

Again, the slow smile creeps across his face.

He leans out and looks around, then steps aside and lets 
her in.

Vanessa enters the room, her eyes wide and alert.

She turns to face Joe.

VANESSA
Who are you?  And why were you at 
the Pump tonight?

Joe shakes his head slightly.

JOE
If I told you that, that’d be 
talkin’ outa school, now wouldn’t 
it?

Vanessa turns and flies at Joe, an expression of rage on 
her face.  She tries to claw at his eyes, but he grabs 
her hands and shoves her back onto the bed.

JOE (CONT'D)
A real spitfire.  I bet you like 
it rough, don’t ya?

Vanessa leaps off the bed.  Joe pulls the gun, stopping 
her instantly.

JOE (CONT'D)
I can see why he likes you.

Vanessa backs away as he starts toward her.

VANESSA
Who are you?  Why don’t you fuck
off and leave us be?
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Joe backs her into a corner, reaches out and RIPS her 
shirt open.

Vanessa starts to scream, but Joe is on her, his right 
hand over her mouth and his left pinning her against the 
wall.  His eyes roam over her cleavage,

JOE
Nice tits.  Bet old Rick has a 
good time slobberin’ all over them 
puppies, huh?

His left slips inside her bra and pinches her nipple, 
hard.

Vanessa SQUEALS and begins to struggle.

VANESSA
No...don’t!  I mean it!  Stop!

Joe takes half a step back and SLAPS HER to the bed, 
cutting her lower lip.  She licks back the blood and 
glares at him defiantly.

Vanessa tries to back away from Joe as he advances on 
her.

Her eyes are wild with a mixture of fear and rage.

EXT. - THE MOTEL - NIGHT 

Sam/Rick appears from some scrub beside the motel, 
cutting the light as he does.  He advances a few steps, 
then stops dead, staring.

P.O.V.:  Vanessa’s car is parked beside Joe’s.

Vanessa’s MUFFLED SCREAM from inside the room shocks 
Sam/Rick into action.  He rushes the door, gun drawn.

INT. - JOE’S ROOM - NIGHT 

Sam/Rick steps into the room as Joe, straddling Vanessa 
on the bed, raises his hand to hit her again. 

Joe turns toward Sam/Rick at the sound.

Sam/Rick runs up and pistol whips Joe to the floor.

Vanessa leaps off the bed, trying to gather her torn 
shirt  around her.
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She gives up and flies at Joe, lying on the floor, and 
begins kicking him. 

VANESSA YELLING)
Goddamn son-of-a-bitch animal!

Joe writhes and rolls, trying to evade the assault.

After a few seconds, Sam/Rick grabs her and pulls her 
back.

She turns on him, her face a mask of rage.

SAM/RICK
Okay.  

Vanessa jerks away from him.

VANESSA (VOICE RISING)
Okay?  Am I okay?  He hit me, he 
was gonna...gonna...You got here 
just shy of too goddamn late!  Who 
is he?  What does he want?  What 
the hell’s going on?!

Joe rolls over and struggles to sit up against the bed.

Sam/Rick trains the gun on him.

SAM/RICK (GROWLING)
You keep real still, man.  I mean 
you don’t even tense up to fart, 
or I’ll kill you.

Joe glares at him, but stays still.

Sam/Rick turns to Vanessa and takes hold of her upper 
arm.  He looks into her eyes.  

She glares at him.

VANESSA
Well?

Sam/Rick searches her eyes for a beat.

SAM/RICK
Look.  You go back to the house.  
I’m gonna deal with this, and 
then...You remember what you said 
to me the other day?  How you 
loved me, but you had no clue what 
I was doing the day before we met?  
It’s time we had that 
conversation.
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Sam/Rick picks up Joe’s jacket and hands it to Vanessa.

She regards Sam/Rick for a beat, then glares at Joe.

VANESSA
Can’t wait to hear this. ought to 
be interesting.  Damn well better 
be.

She flies at Joe, kicking him in the mouth and drawing 
blood.

VANESSA (CONT'D)
Whoever you are, fuck you.  

She tosses his jacket on the floor and leaves the room, 
pulling her tattered shirt together. 

Sam/Rick watches her go, then turns back to Joe.

He motions with the pistol toward one of the two chairs 
in the room.

Joe slowly stands, walks to the chair and sits down.

Sam/Rick stares coldly at him for a beat, then strides uo
and shoves the barrel of the pistol in Joe’s mouth.

Joe’s eyes are wide with fear.

SAM/RICK
You know who I am...who I was.  
I’m sure Figgs...I guess that’s 
who you’re reppin’...I’m sure he 
told you about what kinda guy Sam 
Valentine is.  So the only real 
question is, is how hard are you 
gonna make this on yourself?

He slowly removes the pistol from Joe’s mouth.

Joe tries a tough front.

JOE
You ain’t scaring me.  I--

Sam/Rick steps back and kicks Joe in the chest, sending 
him and the chair over backwards.

He walks over to Joe, kneels by him, and grips him by the 
throat. 

SAM/RICK
I’m not trying to scare you, you
dumb shit.  
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But before we’re done, you’re 
gonna tell me everything Figgs 
knows, I promise you that.

Sam/Rick releases his grip on Joe, snakes his hand inside 
Joe’s shirt pocket and takes out Joe’s cigarettes.  He 
shakes one out of the pack, lips it, then tosses it 
aside.  He stands.

JOE
Figgs told me you was a tough guy.  
But I ain’t tellin’ you SHIT!  

SAM/RICK 
Shut the fuck up and have a seat.

Sam/Rick pulls a lighter out and lights up.

Joe rights the chair, sits down, and watches Sam/Rick 
smoking.  Dried blood crusts his upper lip.

SAM/RICK (CONT'D)
I quit these things two years ago.  
Take off your belt.  Be real easy.  

Joe looks puzzled, but does as he’s told.

Sam/Rick jerks the belt away from Joe and motions for Joe 
to stand.

Joe stands, his posture almost defiant.

Sam/Rick PUNCHES Joe in the gut, doubling him over and 
sending him to his knees.

He pins Joe’s arms behind him and begins to bind his 
hands with the belt, the cigarette clamped in his teeth.

SAM/RICK (CONT'D)
It’s time we took a ride.  

Joe’s cell phone, laying on the bedside table, begins to 
TONE.

Joe’s eyes dart to it.

INT. - SAM’S/RICK’S AND VANESSA’S BEDROOM - NIGHT 

Vanessa sits on the bed, wearing only a terrycloth
bathrobe, her head in her hands.  Her face is red and 
puffy from crying.
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INT. - FIGGS’ LIVING ROOM - NIGHT 

Figgs sits on his black leather sofa, cell to his ear.  
After a few beats, he snaps it closed.

Dub stands by the bar, pouring vodka into a glass.

DUB
No answer?

Figgs’ eyes narrow.

FIGGS
Something’s up.  Stefanos, well, 
he ain’t the sharpest pencil in 
the goddamn box, but the son of a 
bitch is a bloodhound.  He knows 
how to put a tail on a guy, sniff 
him out.  He’s a follower.  It’s 
the one thing he does real well.  
I told Joe to keep his fuckin’
phone on at all times.

Dub drains his drink, then sets the glass on the glass 
topped table.

DUB
I still got a favor or two comin’
to me.  Think we oughta ping his 
phone?  See where he is?

Figgs nods, his brow knit in thought.

FIGGS
I should also be hearing from Fat 
Moe any time now.  He had a line 
on the whore.

After a few seconds, Figgs turns his head and glares at 
Dub impatiently.

Dub picks up his glass and tosses the remnants of the ice 
cubes into his mouth, replaces the glass on the table and 
stands.

DUB 
I’ll, uh, I’ll get on it.

Figgs relaxes again.

FIGGS
Call me when you know where he is.

Dub nods and heads for the door, popping a mint into his 
mouth as he goes.
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EXT. - A DESERT ROAD - NIGHT 

The tarmac is bumpy and poorly maintained.  Joshua trees 
and scrub sage dot the sandy ground.  

Sam’s/Rick’s car barrels down the road, bouncing and 
lurching.

INT. - SAM’S/RICK’S CAR - NIGHT 

Sam is at the wheel.  LOUD ROCK AND ROLL is PLAYING on 
the radio.

Sam/Rick struggles to hold the car on the road.

JOE (FROM THE TRUNK, MUFFLED)
Fuck! Let me out, you 
motherfucker!

Sam/Rick SLAMS on the BRAKES, sending the vehicle into a 
fishtail, then GUNS the ENGINE hard.

INT. - THEIR BEDROOM - NIGHT 

Vanessa is dressed.  She tosses a few more things into 
the suitcase, closes and locks it, then picks it up and 
exits.

EXT. - THEIR HOUSE - NIGHT 

The house is an old mission-style structure, but restored 
and quite nice.

Vanessa heads toward her car, carrying the suitcase.

Out of the darkness, Sam’s/Rick’s car appears and pulls 
up alongside Vanessa’s.

He brakes the car, leaps out, and runs to her.

SAM/RICK
You can’t do this, Nessa. I’m 
beggin’ ya.

He puts a hand on her shoulder.  She jerks away, saying 
nothing.

JOE (MUFFLED, STILL IN TRUNK)
Valentine!  Let me outa here, you 
bastard!  I swear to God I’m gonna
kill you!  With my bare hands!  
Asshole!
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Vanessa stares at Sam/Rick incredulously.

VANESSA (SHOUTS)
You’re some kinda goddamn 
criminal!  What are you 
gonna do?!  Whack him?!  I 
don’t believe this!  Who 
are you?  What the hell’s 
your name?  I can’t believe 
I let you into--

SAM/RICK
Nessa!  Hold on a minute, 
will ya?!

Joe starts KICKING the trunk lid, causing the car to rock 
with his frantic motions.

Vanessa stops for a beat, glaring at Sam/Rick.

He reaches out and jerks her purse off her arm and begins 
to rummage through it.  She tries to grab it back, but he 
pulls away until he pulls a stun gun out. 

Vanessa steps back, alarmed.

Sam/Rick tests the device, watching the blue arc between 
the contacts, then goes over and opens his trunk.

Joe starts to try to get out of the trunk, but Sam/Rick 
hits him with the stun gun, dropping him instantly.  

Sam/Rick frowns as he regards the unconscious man.

SAM/RICK (TO HIMSLEF) 
Great.  He pissed his pants.

Vanessa gets into her car and starts it.

Sam/Rick dashes over to her car, leans in the open driver 
side window, turns the key and yanks it out of the 
ignition.

SAM/RICK (CONT'D)
Nessa! Listen to me! 

She glares at him.

VANESSA 
Give me the keys.  I mean it, 
Rick.  But that’s not your real 
name, is it?

Sam/Rick locks eyes with her for a beat, then glances 
down.

SAM
Sam.  Sam Valentine.  
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Vanessa gets out of the car and stands before Sam, 
defiant.  She searches his eyes intently for a second, 
then SLAPS him hard across the face.

Sam looks shocked for a second.

VANESSA
You got five minutes.  Tell it.

Her eyes begin to tear.

Sam swallows hard.

SAM
It was back a few years ago.  Back 
east.  I was in a sort of a crew.  
Guy named Billy Blaise, a real 
crazy motherfucker, he ran it.  A 
guy named Jackie Figgis, Figgs, we 
called him, he was the other guy.  
He was always smarter than Billy, 
and crazy as hell, too, but in a 
different direction.  Anyway, the 
last deal we pulled got all fucked
up.  Billy ended up dead, me and 
Figgs both shot, as well as the 
guy we were dealing with.  Taylor, 
that was his name. There was this 
hooker there too.  And some 
civilian, some john.   Anyway...  

INT. - FIGGS’ LIVING ROOM - NIGHT     

Figgs sits on his sofa, watching a basketball game on his 
plasma television and sipping cognac from a snifter.

His cell TONES.

He picks it up and flips it open.

FIGGS
Talk to me.

EXT. - OUTSIDE A POLICE STATION - NIGHT 

Dub is heading into the parking lot, cell to his ear.

COPS (20’S-50’S) enter and exit the building.  Some look 
at Taylor, most don’t.

The ones that do, glare at him and whisper among 
themselves.
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DUB (INTO PHONE)
Yeah, New Mexico.  I got an 
approximate location on him.  I’m 
on the way.

He snaps the phone shut as he reaches his car.

DISSOLVE TO:

EXT. - SAM’S AND VANESSA’S HOUSE - NIGHT 

Sam and Vanessa are seated on the front porch.  Vanessa 
stares at Sam as though seeing him for the first time.

Sam’s eyes move about, avoiding hers.

SAM
...and things were all fucked up 
between me and Eva from the jump.  

RAPID DISSOLVE 
TO:

INT. - A MOTEL ROOM - DAY 

The room is fairly nice.  

Sam and Eva are on the bed, atop the covers, fucking.  
Eva’s ankles are propped on Sam’s shoulders.

Eva MOANS and GASPS as Sam GRUNTS and pounds her faster.

SAM (V.O.)
Some of it was pretty good.  We’d 
been on the road for a few days, 
headed west, fast.

They both climax.  Sam rolls off Eva and grabs a mirror 
piled with coke.  He takes a rolled up twenty dollar bill 
and takes a giant snort off the pile.

SAM (V.O.) (CONT'D)
I pretty much didn’t give a fuck
at that point.  About anything.  I 
was a petty fuckin’ crook, sick of 
it all.  I figured we’d go on a 
tear, keep doin’ the dope, 
spending the cash til we were 
dead, or worse.
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EXT. - WITH SAM AND VANESSA - NIGHT 

Vanessa stands, walks down the steps, tucks her hands 
into the back pocket of her jeans, and looks out toward 
the road.

Sam finally looks up at her.  He watches her back for a 
few beats, then looks back down.

SAM
But Eva, she had other plans.  
I thought the money she left me 
was right considerate, taking all 
things into account. Least she 
didn’t cut my throat. 

Vanessa turns back to look at him.  He looks up at her.

VANESSA
And you never saw her again.

Sam squirms a bit, then stands up.  

SAM
No.  But we’ve...stayed in touch.

Vanessa frowns.

SAM (CONT'D)
She ended up near White Sands.  

Vanessa stares at him.

VANESSA
And this guy?  This Joe the rapist 
asshole.  He’s looking for you 
both?

O.S., Joe comes to and begins KICKING and screaming 
again.

Sam stares at his car.

SAM
I never figured they’d find us.  I 
gotta find out what he knows, what 
he told.

Vanessa regards him for a few seconds, then shakes her 
head.

VANESSA
I’m going to my mom’s.  Don’t try 
to contact me.
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Sam is despondent.

SAM
You get to a certain point, a 
place in your life where it just 
don’t fuckin’ work anymore?  None 
of it?  Then what?  A chance, an 
opportunity presents itself.  
Suddenly, there it is.  A way out, 
out of the whole shitty mess.  I 
jumped on it, goddammit.  Nessa, I 
had to lie about part of me.  If 
you’d known it, even half of it, 
you’d have walked away from me, 
like you’re about to do now.  The 
part I killed off that night?  He 
doesn’t matter.  Better off dead.  
One thing I never lied about 
though.  I love you.

Sam starts toward her, but she backs away, one hand out.

VANESSA (SHOUTS) 
No! Rick...uh...Sam, whatever the 
fuck your name is!  I need time to 
think... 

She turns and runs to her car, gets in, starts it, and 
drives away in a cloud of dust.

Sam watches her go, then turns and heads for his car, his 
expression enraged.

INT. - THE TRUNK - NIGHT 

It’s totally dark.  Joe begins to KICK again.

JOE’S P.O.V.:  The trunk pops open, and Sam’s fist comes 
up fast.

FADE OUT:

FADE IN

INT. - SAM’S LIVING ROOM - NIGHT 

Joe is unconscious, duct taped and tied to a wooden 
kitchen chair in the center of the room. Dried blood 
crusts his nose, upper lip, and chin.  
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Sam enters the room carrying a glass of water.  He leans 
over in front of Joe, dips his fingers in the water and 
flicks them in Joe’s face once.  Twice.  Three times.  

Joe finally begins to come around.  He instantly begins 
to struggle against his bonds.

Sam steps back and sets the glass on the coffee table 
behind him.

SAM
Take it easy.

Joe focuses on Sam after a beat.

JOE (LOW)
Fuck you.

Sam shakes his head in disappointment.

SAM
Look, tough guy, all I need to 
know is what you’ve told Figgs.

Joe grins through split lips.

JOE
Fuck you, thief!  I ain’t tellin’
you SHIT!

Sam begins to pace in front of Joe slowly.

SAM
I’ve put the shitty parts of my 
past behind me.  The truly nasty 
things I’ve done.  I really have.  
I mean, owning a bar ain’t exactly 
bein’ a church deacon, but still--

He stops in front of Joe and stares coldly down at him.

JOE
--Good for you.  Like I give a 
shit. Figgs sent me after you two 
years ago, ‘cuz he figured you 
owed him, what with ripping him 
off and leaving him for dead and 
all.  You did okay though.  Two 
years is a long time--

Sam balls up his right fist and SLAMS Joe in the gut.

Joe GASPS, then pukes in his own lap.

O.S., the front door SLAMS.
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Sam turns to see Vanessa standing in the doorway to the 
living room.

She glares at Sam for a second, then runs to him. 

He takes her in his arm and kisses her almost savagely.  
She bites his lower lip, drawing a little blood, before 
they break.

VANESSA
I didn’t get far before I realized 
that I’m in all the way, Sam, 
baby.  

Sam locks eyes with her.  

SAM
I never doubted it.

VANESSA
The Sam part’s gonna take some 
getting used to.

Joe watches this.

JOE (GASPING)
Touchin’. Real heart warmin’.

Vanessa holds Sam’s gaze for another second, then strides 
over to Joe and BACKHANDS him hard.  Joe’s head snaps to 
one side with the blow.

Vanessa leans in close to him.

VANESSA (LOW)
Shut your mouth, rapist.  Here’s 
what’s gonna happen.  I’m gonna go 
sit on the porch, maybe have a 
glass of wine.  

Sam leaves the room.

VANESSA (LOW) (CONT'D)
And I promise I’ll try not to let 
your bitch ass screams bother me.

She spits in his face and stands back.

Joe struggles in the chair.

JOE (IN A RAGE)
Cunt! I shoulda torn you up!

Vanessa laughs and reaches down to grab Joe’s crotch.  
She squeezes hard, her face tensing with the effort.
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Joe GROANS LOUDLY.  She holds on a few more seconds, then 
releases him.

VANESSA
I don’t see how.  You’re hung like 
a cashew.

Sam walks back into the room, carrying a ball peen 
hammer.

Vanessa turns and walks up to Sam.  She looks down at the 
hammer, her face a little pale.

VANESSA (CONT'D)
I’ll be outside.

She reaches up and strokes his cheek, then heads for the 
kitchen.

Joe’s eyes never leave the tool.

JOE
Bullshit!  

Sam watches him, his expression impassive.

Vanessa exits the door behind Sam, carrying a bottle of 
wine and a glass.

SAM
Be reasonable.

Joe’s face drips with sweat.

JOE (WEAKLY)
Kiss...my...ass.

Sam shakes his head.

SAM
Real tough guy, aren’t ya?

EXT. - THE FRONT PORCH - NIGHT 

Vanessa sits on the porch, sipping a glass of wine, one 
foot up on the rail.

O.S., a MUFFLED BLOW, followed by JOE’S MUFFLED SCREAM.

Vanessa sets her jaw and stares straight ahead.

DISSOLVE TO:
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INT. - FIGGS’ CAR - NIGHT 

Figgs is at the wheel, Dub rides shotgun.

Figgs’ phone TONES.  He pulls it out and opens it.

FIGGS
Been waitin’ to hear from ya.  No 
shit? I’ll hit ya up when we 
land.

He closes the phone, grinning.

DUB
Well?

FIGGS
Fat Moe says the girl’s living a 
couple hours from Sammy boy.  

Dub leans back.

DUB
Convenient.

DISSOLVE TO:

EXT. - AN UPSCALE SUBURBAN NEIGHBORHOOD - NIGHT 

The quiet neighborhood is set at the edge of a desert.  
The houses mostly adobe finished stucco.

INT. - FAT MOE’S CAR - NIGHT 

FAT MOE (LATE 30’S) is aptly named.  He is medium height 
and goes about two-sixty.  Fat Moe is dressed like the 
cheap hood he is.  He watches out his car through a pair 
of night vision binoculars.

P.O.V. THROUGH BINOCULARS:  Eva, looking much better kept 
and dressed in a sheer nightie, walks through her 
beautifully furnished living room switching off lights.  
As she goes to cut the last light off, her husband MARK 
DELOACH (30’S) appears and grabs her from behind, 
nuzzling her.  He is short and nerdy looking, with pointy 
features.  As he nuzzles her, she pries herself loose and 
disappears.  He follows.

Fat Moe lowers the binoculars.

FAT MOE (TO HIMSELF)
Jesus.  Talk about beauty ‘n the 
fuckin’ beast.
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Fat Moe puts the glasses down and grabs a candy bar off 
the seat, tears it open, and bites into it.

DISSOLVE TO: 

INT. - SAM’S AND VANESSA’S LIVING ROOM - NIGHT 

Joe’s right hand is pulped and bloody.  He is almost out 
cold, LOW MOANS occasionally escaping his bloody lips.

Vanessa is bandaging his hand as Sam cuts the bonds loose 
with a lock blade knife.

When they are done, Sam jerks Joe up off the chair and 
SLAPS him awake.

JOE
Huh?  Wha--?

As Joe comes around, Sam and Vanessa position themselves 
on each side of him and walk him toward the front door.

Sam stops by a small table, grabs Joe’s pistol and tucks 
it into his waist.

EXT. - THEIR HOUSE - NIGHT 

As the trio makes its way down the steps, Joe begins to 
come round a little more.

He looks first at Sam, then at Vanessa.

JOE (GROGGY)
Hey!  Where you takin’ me?

No answer.

As they near Joe’s car, Joe suddenly makes his move, 
shoving Vanessa to one side and grabbing at Sam with his 
left hand.  He yanks the pistol free as he pushes himself 
away from Sam.  

Vanessa springs up and tries to grab Joe’s left arm as 
Sam stumbles from the shove.

Joe turns and SHOOTS Vanessa, point blank, in the face, 
killing her instantly.

As he turns too slowly back toward Sam, trying to level 
the pistol, Sam flies into him, shoving the knife into 
Joe’s chest.
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SAM (SCREAMS)
Noooooo!

Joe drops the gun as the two men topple, Sam landing atop 
Joe.  Sam grabs Joe’s throat with his left hand and 
begins PUNCHING Joe’s face viciously with his right fist.  
He has left the knife sticking between Joe’s ribs. 

BLOW after BLOW, each increasing in savagery.

FLASH FADE 
OUT:

FLASH FADE IN:

EXT. - SAM’S AND VANESSA’S HOUSE - NIGHT 

Sam is still WEAKLY PUNCHING Joe.

Joe is already dead.  After a few more seconds, Sam stops 
and rolls off the body, stumbling to his feet and going 
to Vanessa.

She lies where she fell, her face unrecognizable.

Sam drops to his knees, shaking with almost silent sobs.

CROSS DISSOLVE 
TO:

EXT. - THEIR HOUSE - NIGHT 

Sam carries Joe’s body into the house.

He reappears a few seconds later and stops to lean 
against the door frame.  His eyes are swollen and red, 
and his expression is one of cold rage.

CROSS DISSOLVE 
TO:

EXT. - THEIR HOUSE - NIGHT 

Joe carries Vanessa’s body inside.

CROSS DISSOLVE 
TO:
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EXT. - THEIR HOUSE - NIGHT 

Sam backs out of the doorway, pouring gasoline from a 
five gallon can as he goes.

CROSS DISSOLVE 
TO:

EXT. - THEIR HOUSE - NIGHT 

Sam stands on the front porch, lighting a twist of 
newspaper with a lighter.  As soon as it catches, he 
tosses it into the trail of fuel.  It ignites rapidly.

CROSS DISSOLVE 
TO:

EXT. - THE STREET IN FRONT OF THEIR HOUSE - NIGHT 

Sam, at the wheel of Joe’s car, whips out onto the road 
and speeds away.  It is almost dawn, but the glow of the 
burning house is brighter.

INT. - FAT MOE’S CAR - DAY 

The sun is barely up.  Fat Moe is asleep, his head back 
on the headrest.  He SNORES LOUDLY, waking himself up.

He rubs his eyes and, yawning, checks his watch.

INSERT :  It reads six fifteen. 

EXT. - FAT MOE’S CAR - DAY 

Moe cranks the car up and drives away.

EXT. - A DOUGHNUT SHOP - DAY 

Sam pulls into a parking place right in front of the 
building, gets out of the car and enters the place.

INT. - THE DOUGHNUT SHOP - DAY 

The place is fairly crowded, most of the patrons older 
MEN and WOMEN.

Sam grabs one of two seats at the counter.
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The WAITRESS (50’S) comes over and sets a cup of coffee 
in front of him.  She looks at him, a slight frown 
crossing her broad face.

WAITRESS
Rough night?

Sam looks rough.  He looks up at the waitress, and nods 
slightly.

SAM
Rough enough.  I’ll take a couple 
glazed.

She heads to the display with a pair of plastic tongs.

Sam sips his coffee and stares off into space.

O.S., the DOOR OPENS.

Fat Moe takes the last stool at the counter.

The waitress places two glazed doughnuts in front of Sam 
and goes to take Fat Moe’s order.

Sam glances Fat Moe’s way just as Moe does the same.

Fat  Moe’s eyes widen slightly as he see Sam.

Sam doesn’t seem to notice.

Sam begins to eat slowly.

FAT MOE (TO WAITRESS)
Yeah, uh, gimme two chocolate, two 
with sprinkles.

He looks at Sam, this time a little longer, grinning like 
a wolf.

INT. - EVA’S BEDROOM - DAY 

Eva and her husband, DAVID (40’S) are having sex in their 
large bed.

David is on top of Eva, GRUNTING and PANTING as he 
thrusts.

Eva turns her face to one side, MOANING.  Her expression, 
however, is one of boredom.

After a few more thrusts, David lets loose.
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DAVID
Ooooooo!  Oooo! Oh yeah! Ohmygod, 
ohmygod!

He rolls off her, jumps up, and heads for the bathroom.

DAVID (OVER HIS SHOULDER) 
(CONT'D)

That pussy’s lined with gold, 
swear ta God!

Eva rolls over on her side, staring out the bedroom 
window, her face inscrutable.

EXT. - THE DOUGHNUT SHOP - DAY 

Sam walks out and gets into the car, starts it up and 
backs out into the street.  He puts the car in gear and 
heads away.

Fat Moe heads out and hurriedly follows him.

INT. - FAT MOE’S CAR - DAY 

Moe flips his cell opens and hits a speed dial.

INT. - FIRST CLASS IN AN AIRLINER - DAY 

The flight isn’t very crowded.

Figgs and Dub sit across the aisle from each other, 
having breakfast.

INT. - FAT MOE’S CAR - DAY 

Fat Moe gets Figgs’ voice mail.

FAT MOE (INTO PHONE)
Yeah, um, you’ll never guess who’s 
showed up.  That’s right, Mr. 
Valentine himself.  I’m on his ass 
like stink on shit. I’m gonna
stay on him, so you’ll need to get 
a car when you land.  And don’t 
worry, he never made me.  Her 
address is thirty eight fifty 
Alameda Lane.  I’ll call you back 
in a few.
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He closes the phone and tosses it on the passenger seat, 
amid a pile of crushed coffee cups and empty candy 
wrappers.

INT. - EVA AND DAVID’S BEDROOM - DAY 

David is getting dressed in a nice gray suit.

Eva lounges in bed still, wearing only a sheer robe.  She 
watches him with something very close to contempt, barely 
hidden.

He’s oblivious as he preens in  front of the mirror, then 
knots his tie. 

EXT. - A SUBURBAN STREET - DAY 

Sam turns onto the street, driving fairly slowly.

INT. - SAM’S CAR - DAY 

Sam lights a cigarette, then looks hard in the rearview 
mirror.

INSERT:  Fat Moe’s car makes the turn a few hundred feet 
behind him.

Sam manages a slight grin.  He pulls the 9mm out and lays 
it in his lap.

EXT. - EVA’S AND DAVID’S HOUSE - DAY 

David walks out the door, turns to give Eva a peck on the 
lips, then gets into his car and backs out of the 
driveway, then drives off.

Eva watches him go, then walks out onto the porch holding 
a china cup balanced in a saucer in her left hand.

She stands there, sipping her coffee, her expression 
thoughtful.

EXT. - A STREET - DAY 

Sam’s car quickly turns right onto the street.  He guns 
it and separates himself from Fat Moe.

Moe’s car turns onto the street, losing ground.
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INT. - SAM’S CAR - DAY 

Sam is watching Fat Moe in the rearview mirror as he 
speeds down the street.

INT. - FAT MOE’S CAR - DAY 

Moe’s expression is curious as he follows Sam.

FAT MOE (TO HIMSELF)
What the fuck?  

INT. - SAM’S CAR - DAY 

Sam’s eyes scan the road ahead, finally coming to rest on 
an unpaved alley between rows of houses.

He whips a hard left into the alley.

INT. - FAT MOE’S CAR - DAY

Moe has sped up, trying to catch Sam.

EXT. - THE STREET - DAY 

Moe’s car hangs a left into the alley.

INT. - FAT MOE’S CAR - DAY 

Moe looks left and right.

P.O.V.:  The alley is empty.

Fat Moe frowns as he starts to slow down.

EXT. - THE ALLEY - DAY 

As Moe’s car passes a back driveway, Sam’s car backs out 
and heads after him.

He guns the engine, pulling ahead of Moe and cutting him 
off.

Moe slams on his brakes as Sam leaps from his car, pistol 
drawn and aimed at Fat Moe.

Moe tries to throw it in reverse, but Sam reaches the car 
first.
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Sam snakes an arm in and grabs Moe by a handful of his 
curly black hair.  He SLAMS Moe’s head against the 
steering wheel THREE TIMES, then yanks him out of the car 
and shoves him to his knees.

The pistol’s barrel is against Moe’s sweating cheek.  Sam 
jerks his head once, then leans in close.

SAM
You workin’ for Figgs?!

Moe tries bravado.

FAT MOE
Fuck you!  I ain’t tellin’ you 
diddly shit!

Sam shakes his head.

SAM
Everybody’s gotta be a goddamn
tough guy.

He cracks Moe in the back of the head with pistol’s butt, 
felling him.

Sam glances quickly around the alley.  Seeing no one, he 
tucks the 9mm in his belt and leans down to pull Fat Moe 
up.

EXT. - EVA’S HOUSE - DAY 

Eva sits on the top step of the porch, vacantly 
contemplating the day.

O.S., TIRES SQUEAL.

Sam’s car bounces into the driveway and stops on a dime.

Eva stands, knocking over her coffee cup as Sam gets out 
of the car.

She smiles after a beat as Sam runs up to her.

EVA
Been awhile.

Sam’s frown stops her cold.

EVA (CONT'D)
What?  What is it?

He says nothing, just holds her gaze.
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Eva’s eyes widen.

EVA (CONT'D)
Oh God, no.

Sam grabs her by the shoulders and locks eyes with her.

SAM
It’s hit the fan, Evie. Is he 
gone?

Eva nods.

EVA
David?  Yes.

Sam releases her, pulls the pistol, then runs back to his 
car and opens the trunk.

He jerks Fat Moe out and shoves him roughly toward the 
house.

INT. EVA’S FOYER - DAY 

Fat Moe is shoved through the door as it opens, sprawling 
face first on the floor.

Sam and Eva follow him in; Eva closes the door and leans 
back against it.

EVA
Who is he?

Moe rolls over and sits up, rubbing the knot on the back 
of his head.

FAT MOE
I’m the guy found you two.  That’s 
who the fuck I am!

Sam hands Eva the pistol, then walks over and hauls Moe 
to his feet and SLAPS him, palm and backhand SEVERAL 
TIMES.

SAM
Listen to me, you fat fuck! You 
got about one minute to spill it, 
or I’m going to work on your balls 
with a stun gun!

He brings his right knee up into Fat Moe’s crotch, hard.

Moe drops, gagging, to the floor.
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FAT MOE (WHEEZING AND 
GASPING)

Bullshit.  No way.  You 
ain’t got the--

SAM
I ain’t got time to get 
into a pissing contest with 
you, fat man!  You’re gonna 
give it up, I ain’t 
playin’!

He jerks Moe to his feet and begins SLAPPING him, back 
and forth, SEVERAL MORE TIMES.

SAM (CONT'D)
Talk!  I mean it!

He shakes Moe roughly, then GUT PUNCHES him hard.

Sam grabs the back of Fat Moe’s jacket and propels him 
toward the kitchen.

SAM (CONT'D)
Eve!  Get me some duct tape.

She disappears into another part of the house.

INT. - THE KITCHEN - DAY 

Sam, still holding Fat Moe, kicks a kitchen chair out 
from the small breakfast nook table and sits him in it, 
then lays the pistol barrel against the man’s temple.

With his free hand, he takes the stun gun out of his 
jacket pocket.

INT. - AN AIRPORT CONCOURSE - DAY 

Figgs and Dub make their way through a few milling people 
and fellow passengers, carrying their overnight bags.

Figgs pulls out his cell and begins to check messages.  
After a few steps, he stops dead.  

Dub takes a few more steps, before noticing.  He 
backtracks to Figgs.

Figgs snaps the phone shut, a grin plastered on his face.

FIGGS
Fat Moe struck gold.  We have an 
address.  Let’s get a car.

Dub looks puzzled.

DUB
Fat Moe ain’t pickin’ us up?
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Figgs shakes his head.

FIGGS
Let’s go.

The two men head toward a rental car counter.

INT. - EVA’S KITCHEN - DAY 

Fat Moe is duct taped in a wooden kitchen chair; his arms 
and legs are secured, a swath of tape over his mouth.  
His eyes are wild with fear.

Sam, holding the stun gun, squats in front of Moe and 
unzips Moe’s pants, pulls his junk free, then stands, 
coldly staring at the fat man.

Eva gets a look at Moe’s unit; a quick chuckle escapes 
her lips.

Moe is outraged.

FAT MOE (MUFFLED BY TAPE)
Fuck you, bitch!

He struggles futilely against his bonds, rocking the 
chair back and forth.

Sam sparks the stun gun once. He smiles coldly at Fat 
Moe.

Fat Moe jerks hysterically in the chair, sweat pouring 
down his face.

Eva is suddenly aroused, her face flushed and eager.

EVA
Kill him.

She walks up to Fat Moe and rakes her nails across his 
cheek, drawing blood, then BACKHANDS him, snapping his 
head back.

Sam pulls her back.  She whirls on him.

SAM
Not yet.

The grin on Sam’s face is ice cold.

SAM (CONT'D)
Is the opera over if the fat MAN 
sings?  Guess we’re ‘bout to find 
out.
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Eva turns and glares at Fat Moe for a beat, then turns 
and heads for the door.

EVA
We’re in it now.

EXT. - EVA’S HOUSE - DAY 

Fat Moe’s MUFFLED SCREAMS RISE, O.S.

Eva walks out the front door, lighting a cigarette with 
shaking hands.

The SCREAMS CONTINUE, O.S.

EXT. - THE RENTAL CAR PARKING LOT - DAY 

Figgs and Dub pull out in a rented S.U.V., Dub at the 
wheel.

INT. - EVA’S KITCHENV - DAY 

Sam removes the pliers from Moe’s crotch and straightens, 
then reaches out and RIPS the duct tape off the man’s 
mouth.

FAT MOE (MOANING)
No...no more.  I’ll...tell...it 
all...

SAM
Damn straight you will.

INT. - THE RENTAL S.U.V. - DAY 

Figgs is on his cell phone, waiting for Fat Moe to 
answer.

INT. - EVA’S KITCHEN - DAY 

Sam stands before Fat Moe, watching him.  Moe has 
fainted.

From his jacket pocket, his CELL TONES.

After a couple of rings, Sam reaches inside Moe’s pocket, 
removes the phone, and flips it open.

SAM
That you, Figgs?
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INT. - THE RENTAL S.U.V. - DAY 

Figgs’ expression is grim, except for a cold grin playing 
at the corners of his mouth.

FIGGS
Long time, old buddy.  Been a long 
time.  You must be with the whore.

There is no answer.  The call ends.

FIGGS (CONT'D)
Hello?  We got you, motherfucker!  
Hello?!

He flips the phone shut, pockets it, then pulls a pistol 
and racks it.

FIGGS (CONT'D)
Punch it.

Dub chuckles.

DUB
They’re together?

Figgs just stares at the road ahead.

He shakes his head, then steps on the gas.

EXT. - EVA’S HOUSE - DAY 

Eva flicks the cigarette away as  Sam steps out onto the 
porch.

SAM
Get dressed.  We have to move.

Eva turns to him, her eyes tearing up slightly.

EVA
We almost made it, didn’t we?  We 
came fucking close.

Sam grabs her by the shoulders and shakes her roughly.

SAM
They haven’t got us yet!  Now get 
dressed!

Eva heads for the door, then turns back to Sam.

EVA
Does...Vanessa know about this?

70.

(CONTINUED)



Sam’s face is stone.

SAM
Vanessa’s....she’s dead.

Eva watches him a beat.

EVA
I’m sorry.  I--

SAM
Skip it.  Figgs is gonna 
pay for it.  It’s my fault, 
but he’s gonna fuckin’ pay.

Eva turns and goes inside, leaving the door open.

After a moment, Sam follows.

INT. - EVA’S KITCHEN - DAY 

Sam walks in just as Fat Moe is coming around.

Moe struggles against the tape.

FAT MOE
I toldja what ya wanted to know!  
Cut me loose!

Sam stares at him for a second, then steps out of the 
room, then reappears holding the pistol and a sofa 
pillow.

He walks right up to Fat Moe and jams the pillow against 
the man’s face, shoves the barrel of the pistol into the 
pillow and FIRES ONCE, the pillow MUFFLING the SHOT.  
Moe’s brains spray against the back wall of the kitchen.  
His body goes limp.  Sam tosses the burning pillow in the 
sink and runs water to put it out.

Eva rushes in the kitchen, takes in the scene before her 
for a beat.  She is dressed and carries a small suitcase.

EVA
Jesus.  

Sam turns to her.

SAM/RICK
‘Cryin’ won’t help you, prayin’
won’t do ya no good.’  Let’s go.

Eva stares at Moe’s body.
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EVA
Fuck. Where we gonna go?  They’ll 
find us, no matter where we go.  
They’ll never stop coming after us 
till we die.

Sam tucks the pistol away and grabs Eva’s arm, propelling 
her toward the door.

SAM/RICK
We get across the border, we got a 
chance.

Eva pales.

EVA
Back to Mexico?

Eva jerks out of his grip and points at Moe’s body.

EVA (CONT'D)
What about this?  The cops’ll be 
on our asses too.  We’ll never 
make it across the border! 

O.S., a VEHICLE pulls up in front of the house.

Sam and Eva lock eyes for a beat.

SAM (LOW)
This way.

They head for the rear of the house.

EXT. - THE HOUSE - DAY 

The S.U.V. sits at the curb in front of the place.

Figgs and Dub get out of the vehicle and slowly walk 
toward the house.

FIGGS
I bet Moe’s got ‘em all trussed up 
and waiting for us.

Dub looks doubtful.

DUB
Maybe.  Better safe than sorry 
though.

He pulls out his piece and holds it down by his side to 
obscure it from view.  Figgs does the same.
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They reach the steps.

EXT. - THE SIDE OF THE HOUSE - DAY 

Sam and Eva sneak toward the front yard.

EXT. - THE FRONT PORCH - DAY 

Figgs and Dub are at the door, guns up.

Dub reaches for the knob and turns it.

The door opens.  Both men rush in.

INT. - THE FOYER - DAY 

Figgs and Dub enter, looking left and right, their 
pistols following their eyes.

FIGGS
Moe?  Moe?  You here?  

They head toward the kitchen.

INT. - THE KITCHEN - DAY 

They enter the kitchen, see Moe’s body, and start to turn 
back.

Sam steps up, aiming the 9mm at them.

SAM
Toss ‘em.  NOW!

Figgs and Dub freeze, both dropping their guns on the 
tile floor.

SAM (CONT'D)
Turn around, real fuckin’ slow.

The two men comply.

Eva appears behind Sam.

SAM (CONT'D)
Pick those up.

Eva steps carefully around Figgs and Dub and gets their 
guns.  She moves back behind Sam.

Figgs stares at Sam for a beat, then grins maliciously.
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FIGGS
Nice to see you Sammy.  Been 
missin’ ya worse than hell.

Sam grins back at Figgs, ice cold.

SAM
I know ya did, homes.  You’da done 
the same shit I did, back there, 
back then.  Only...

Sam walks up and places the pistol barrel against Figgs’ 
chin.  Sweat pops up on Figgs’ face, but he holds the 
grin.

SAM (CONT'D)
...you’d have done me, right then, 
right there.  You motherfucker.  
Stefanos took my life away. You *
sent him. I oughta....oughta... *

Sam is choked with rage.  He pushes the pistol a little 
harder against Figgs’ chin

FIGGS 
Now what?  You gonna shoot us 
right here, in this nice house, in 
this nice neighborhood?  Gonna
make an awful fuckin’ racket if 
you do that.

Dub also stares at Sam.

DUB
Nah. He ain’t going to do that.  
Are you, Sam?

Sam CRACKS Dub across the face with the pistol.  Dub 
falls against a table, KNOCKING it over.

SAM
If I want any shit outa you, I’ll 
squeeze your neck.  Get it?  Got *
it? Good. *

Dub struggles to stand; he only makes it up on one knee.

Sam turns and KICKS Figgs in the balls, dropping him to *
his knees, then turns back and PISTOL WHIPS Dub *
unconscious, then begins KICKING him. *

Figgs writhes on the floor, RETCHING, for a few seconds *
while Sam is busy with Dub, then tries to crawl away. *

Sam tucks the pistol away, then turns toward Figgs. *
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SAM (CONT'D) *
Hang on there.  I ain’t done with *
you, not by a damn sight. *

Sam walks quickly up to Figgs, leans down and yanks him *
to his feet, PUNCHING Figgs in the solar plexus as he *
stands him upright. *

Figgs doubles up; Sam SMASHES him in the face, knocking *
him backwards and against the wall.  Figgs starts to *
slide slowly down the wall to the floor. *

Sam steps up, grabs him up by the lapels and begins to *
BEAT him, forehand, then backhand.  He draws back for a *
last blow when Eva stays his hand. *

EVA *
That’s enough.  For now. *

Her expression is predatory and aroused all at once. *

Dub tries to stand again.  Figgs begins to MOAN. *

Sam pulls out the stun gun, walks up and POPS Dub, *
dropping him back to the floor. *

DISSOLVE TO:

EXT. - THE GARAGE - DAY 

Sam’s car is backed up half in, half out of the garage.

INT. - THE GARAGE - DAY 

Sam and Eva are loading Fat Moe’s body into the trunk of 
the car.  The corpse has been bagged and taped up.

Eva closes the trunk, then turns and looks at Sam.

SAM
Let’s go.

Eva watches Sam, her eyes burning with hunger. *

EVA *
I thought you were gonna kill him. *

She walks up to Sam, slides her hand between his legs, *
then kisses him savagely, ending it with a hard bite to *
his lower lip.  Sam responds, turning her and pinning her *
against the wall.  They are all over each other.  Sam *
lifts Eva up and RIPS  her PANTIES away, shredding them. *
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He unzips, enters her feverishly, and begins to thrust *
hard, BUMPING her against the wall with an increasing *
rhythm.  Despite the heat of the moment, his expression *
is strangely detached.  *

EVA (CONT'D) *
Ooooh YES!  FUCK ME! *

She begins to MOAN LOUDLY and WORDLESSLY. *

Sam YELLS and Eva SCREAMS SOFTLY as they finish together. *

As he lowers her, she takes his face in her hands. *

EVA (CONT'D) *
I missed this.  I’ve needed this a *
long time.  I’m gonna need more *
panties, too, looks like. *

She lifts her left leg and slides off the remnants of the *
ruined underwear.  She hands them to Sam. *

They head back into the house. *

INT. - THE LIVING ROOM - DAY 

Figgs and Dub lie, hog-tied on the floor on their sides, 
duct taped face to face.  Their mouths are duct taped 
shut.

Sam and Eva enter the room.  Sam pulls his 9mm out and 
kneels by Figgs.

He he cocks it and places it lightly against Figgs’ 
temple.

SAM (QUIETLY)
It’s true you found me this time, 
Figgs, old buddy.  

Figgs’ right eye is fiery with rage, the left one is *
swollen shut.  He struggles violently and briefly against *
the twine and tape, then stops and just glares at Sam.

SAM  (QUIETLY) (CONT'D)
And if you try real hard, you 
probably can again.  But I 
wouldn’t, if I was you.  I could 
kill you...both of you.

Dub’s glare matches Figgs.
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SAM (CONT'D)
Just remember I didn’t.  I got 
enough dead fuckers on my 
conscience.  Don’t need any more.  

Sam eases the hammer slowly down.

SAM (CONT'D) *
But Vanessa?  She stays on your *
tab, motherfucker. She had *
nothing to do with the past.  But *
she was the one that paid first. *

Figgs’ eyes widen as he moves his head trying to avoid 
the barrel’s touch.

SAM (CALMLY) (CONT'D)
If I see you, either of you, or 
anyone bugs me, or her, I will 
gouge out your eyeballs, then *
skullfuck you to death.  Then I’ll *
kill your fuckin’ families, then 
I’ll kill everyone you ever met.

He finishes thumbing the hammer down, stands, and tucks 
the gun away.

Eva appears, carrying a large leather suitcase.  She is 
dressed in a white cotton blouse, jeans, and black boots.

Sam looks at her, then whips out the stun gun and kneels 
back down by the two men.

SAM (CONT'D)
Nap time, old buddy.

He STUNS BOTH men.

EVA
I need to warn David.  *

She grabs her cell and punches his number. *

EVA (CONT'D)
He hates to break his routine.  

She smiles at Sam.

EVA (CONT'D)
We almost made it. 
Goddammit, almost.

SAM
We’re not done yet.  

*

EVA (CONT'D) *
No answer.  *
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She closes the phone. *

EVA (CONT'D) *
Probably with his mistress. *

Sam’s eyebrows arch. *

EVA (CONT'D) *
I don’t mind.  David’s been good *
to me.  But it was never like it *
was with you.  Keeps him occupied. *

She walks up to him and takes his face in her hands, 
looking intently into his eyes for a beat, then drawing 
him down into another fiercely passionate kiss. *

He responds.  After a few seconds, they break the clinch. *

EVA (CONT'D) *
All I know is, I missed it. You.  *
This. *

Sam searches her face for a second, his eyes tearing *
slightly. *

SAM
God help me, so did I.

Eva’s smile becomes cryptic.

EVA
We need to get to the bank.

DISSOLVE TO :

INT. - A BANK - DAY 

There are a few CUSTOMERS in the place.  Sam and Eva are 
at the counter.

DISSOLVE TO:

EXT. - THE BANK - DAY 

Sam and Eva exit the building and head for the car.
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EXT. - THE HIGHWAY - DAY 

Sam’s car merges into light traffic from an entrance 
ramp.  The car passes a sign that reads: MEXICAN BORDER 
12 MILES.

DISSOLVE TO:

EXT. - A HIGHWAY PULL OFF - DAY 

The sun is going low in the late afternoon sky.

Sam and Eva wrestle Moe’s body out of the trunk and heave 
it over the guard rail, then, without watching to see 
where it lands, get back in the car and pull away.

EXT. - THE BORDER CROSSING - DAY 

Sam and Eva pull through the crossing and enter Mexico.

The sun has nearly set.

DISSOLVE TO:

INT. - EVA’S LIVING ROOM - EVENING

Figgs and Dub have managed to separate themselves and are 
almost free of the twine bonds.  Both men’s wrists are 
chafed and bloody with the effort.

Dub frees his hands first.  He rips the tape off his 
mouth, then starts to untie his ankles.

Figgs frees one hand as Dub gets up on his knees and 
begins to help.

EXT. - DAVID’S AND EVA’S HOUSE - NIGHT 

David’s car pulls into the driveway.

INT. - THE LIVING ROOM - NIGHT 

Figgs and Dub stand as the SOUND of David’s ENGINE NEARS, 
O.S.

They exchange quick glances as the CAR DOOR SLAMS SHUT, 
O.S.

Figgs and Dub position themselves on each side of the 
front as FOOTSTEPS NEAR, O.S.
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David opens the door and as he does, Figgs grabs him by 
the neck and yanks him in as Dub GUT PUNCHES him.  

Figgs throws David to the floor and begins KICKING  him.  
After a few BLOWS,  Dub pulls him away.

DUB
Don’t go killin’ him.  He can’t 
help he married a dirty cunt
whore.  Can ya, buddy?

DAVID (CONFUSED)
Huh?  Wh--

Dub helps David to his feet, then stuns him with a SMACK 
to the jaw.

Figgs grabs David’s other arm in time to keep him from 
falling.

FIGGS
Let’s get him a chair.  I bet he 
knows some shit we should know.  
Yeah, she used to give a mean 
twenty dollar blow job, the way I 
heard it.

EXT. - A MEXICAN VILLAGE - DAY 

Sam’s car pulls up in front of a cheap whitewashed hotel.  
He gets out of the car and goes into the office.

Eva waits in the car.

FADE OUT

FADE IN

INT. - DAVID’S AND EVA’S LIVING ROOM - DAY 

David is bound in the same chair that Moe was in.  He has 
been pretty thoroughly beaten.  His shirt is dotted with 
blood.  Dried blood, mixed with fresh, crusts his upper 
lip.  His nose is broken and both eyes beginning to 
blacken.

Dub stands in front of him, sleeves rolled up, a pair of 
black leather gloves on.  Sweat bead Dub’s forehead.
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Figgs sits across and to the side from David in another 
chair, smearing peanut butter on a rice cake with a 
butter knife.

Figgs takes a bite.  He grimaces and shakes his head as 
David’s head lolls side to side.

FIGGS
I don’t get it.  Even when you 
spread something on it, this shit
still tastes like styrofoam. I 
guess, if something sucks, no 
matter what you do, you can’t hide 
it.  Course, I reckon there’s a 
few perks to marryin’ a whore, 
huh?

David comes around during this, and glares at Figgs.

Dub stares down at David, a slow grin creasing his sweaty 
face.

DAVID (PANTING)
Evie’s not a whore, you assholes!

DUB
He scarin’ you Figgs?  
Looks pretty fierce.

FIGGS
What was that?  I think i 
just shit in my clothes.

The two laugh as David struggles against the bonds.

FIGGS 
Look, Mr. Taylor, I think he means 
to do us some grievous bodily 
harm.

DAVID (SCREAMS)
FUCK YOU!!

Dub balls up his fists.

DUB
Does this give you cause for 
concern, Mr. Figgis?

Figgs tosses the rice cake onto the kitchen table and 
wipes his hands carefully with a paper towel.

DUB (CONT'D)
‘Cuz if it does...

He draws back swiftly and PUNCHES David in the solar 
plexus once.  

David doubles over in the chair, gagging and gasping.
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Figgs shakes his head as he stands.

FIGGS
This is gettin’ us nowhere on the 
“A” train.

He walks over to the gas range and turns on one of the 
front burners to medium.  The blue flame flickers to 
life.

He returns to David and tilts his head toward the range.

Dub takes one arm of the chair, Figgs the other.

They drag David over to the range.

Dub takes a pocket knife and cuts David’s right hand 
loose.

David comes to as Dub grabs his wrist and guides his 
right hand toward the flame.  His eyes widen in panic as 
he tries to pull back.

EXT. - DAVID’S AND EVA’S HOUSE - NIGHT 

David’s MUFFLED SCREAMS come from INSIDE THE HOUSE, O.S.

DISSOLVE TO:

INT. - THE HOTEL ROOM - NIGHT 

Sam and Eva sit on the bed, passing a bottle of tequila 
between them.

EVA
What now?  

Sam takes a hit off the half empty bottle, grimaces as he 
swallows, then shrugs.

SAM (SLURRING)
We go south, keep going south.

She grabs the bottle from him and takes a hit.

EVA
That’s no plan.  

Sam shrugs again.
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SAM (SLURRED)
It’s all I got.  Can’t go north.  
Say.  I could go for a tamale 
right now.  You hungry?

Eva nods as she watches him, her expression calculating.

EVA
Yeah.

Sam stands a bit unsteadily and walks to the door.  
Before he opens it, he turns back to her.

SAM
Wanna know what the fuck I think?  
We’re gettin’ ‘zackly what’s 
coming to us.

He opens the door and walks out slowly.

Eva stares after him.

EXT. - THE SIDEWALK - NIGHT 

Sam walks along slowly and deliberately.

He passes a grubby cantina.  MARIACHI MUSIC from the bar 
BLARES, O.S.

A man stands in the cantina’s doorway, obscured in the 
shadows.  A PROSTITUTE (40’S) clings to the man.

As Sam passes the cantina, Fred Smiley shrugs off the 
hooker and steps out onto the sidewalk.  Fred looks 
rough.  His clothes are sweat stained and grimy, his face 
blotchy and puffed from an extended drinking binge.  
Several days growth of beard adds to the air of decay 
about him.

He stares after Sam for a few beats, then begins to 
follow him discreetly.

Sam stops at a tacqueria and leans in to place an order.

Fred ducks into a nearby alley and pulls out his cell 
phone.

PUSH OFF TO:

INT. - FIGGS’ CAR - NIGHT 

Dub is at the wheel.
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Figgs sits in the back seat with the unconscious David 
beside him.  O.S., Figgs’ CELL TONES.

He pulls it out and flips it open.

FIGGS
Yeah?

He listens intently for a few seconds.

FIGGS (INTO PHONE) (CONT'D)
San Feliz?  Ok...you mighta just 
earned a return trip to the U S of 
A, Freddy boy.

He flips the phone shut, then taps Dub on the shoulder.

FIGGS (CONT'D)
Turn around.  We’re goin’ to 
Mexico.

EXT. - THE HIGHWAY - NIGHT 

Figgs’ car slows, pulls a U-turn in the median, and heads 
back the other way.

EXT. - THE SIDEWALK IN PINCATE - NIGHT

Sam walks slowly along, carrying a grease stained bag of 
food.

Fred Smiley follows him at a distance.

Sam comes to an alley, and staggers sideways into it.

Fred watches him for a brief time, then follows him into 
the alley.

EXT. - THE ALLEY - NIGHT 

Sam hides behind a pile of trash, waiting.  Fred’s 
FOOTSTEPS NEAR, O.S.  

As Fred passes by, Sam grabs him by the throat and SLAMS 
him against the wall.

Fred struggles feebly as Sam tightens his grip.

The two men struggle and CRASH into a stand of overfull 
TRASH CANS.

Sam and Fred fall amid the trash.
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Fred tries to claw at Sam’s eyes with his left hand; his 
right reaches out and grabs a broken beer bottle.

SAM (PANTING)
What did you do?  Call Figgs?  You-

Fred swings the broken bottle wildly, cutting Sam’s cheek 
and causing him to roll away.

SAM (LOW) (CONT'D)
Fuck!

Eva rounds the corner and sees them as Sam gets up and 
circles Fred, who’s still wielding the bottle.

Eva runs toward them, her eyes flashing as she recognizes 
Smiley.

She kneels and grabs another broken bottle, stands, then 
rushes at Fred.

As he turns toward the SOUND of her FOOTSTEPS, she is 
already on him.  Eva jams the broken bottle into his 
throat once, then again.  Blood gouts from his severed 
carotid artery. 

Smiley drops his bottle and clamps both hands on his 
throat to stanch the bleeding.  GAGGING SOUNDS fill the 
alley.  He tries to make it back out onto the sidewalk, 
but collapses into a pile of trash.

Eva runs up and hits her knees, and begins stabbing 
Smiley over and over.

Sam comes up behind her and stays her hand mid-stroke.

SAM (CONT'D)
He’s dead, Evie. We 
gotta...gotta...

Sam’s knees start to buckle as the blood pours from the 
wound in his cheek.

Eva stands and grabs his arm to support him as she guides 
him out of the alley.

INT. - THE ROOM - NIGHT 

Sam lies on the bed; Eva cleans the gash in his face with 
a threadbare cloth.

EVA
You think he got through to them?
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Sam nods briefly.

SAM
Had his phone in his hand when I 
grabbed him.

Eva stands.

EVA
I need to get something to bandage 
that with.  I’ll be back.

She leaves.

Sam lies back, holding the cloth to his face.

EXT. - THE BORDER CROSSING - NIGHT 

Figgs’ car goes through the checkpoint.

INT. - THE CAR - NIGHT 

Dub is still at the wheel.  Figgs sits in the passenger 
seat.  David sits in the back seat, a crude bandage on 
his burned hand.

FIGGS
How you doin’ there, fella’?

DUB
What if she don’t really give a 
fuck about him?

David glares at them.

DAVID
She loves me.  Why wouldn’t she?  

Figgs shakes his head.

FIGGS
This dumb asswad still believes in 
a hooker with a heart a’ gold.  

Dub grins.

DUB
You mean you couldn’t tell she 
sucked dick like a pro?

David’s eyes tear up.
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DAVID (SHOUTS)
Fuck you both!  Assholes!

Figgs laughs and grins at Dub.

FIGGS
No blow jobs.  Tragic. 

He lights a slim cigar.

EXT. - THE ROAD - NIGHT 

The car disappears around the curve.  A crude roadside 
sign reads “SAN FELIZ 40 Km.”

INT. - THE ROOM - NIGHT 

Eva is bandaging Sam’s face.  A spot of blood blots 
through the gauze.

When she is done, Sam stands up and walks over to the 
small T.V. table, picks the 9mm up, ejects the clip, and 
counts rounds. 

SAM
We need to move again.

He pops the clip back in and tucks the gun away.

Eva nods once.

EXT. - THE ROAD - NIGHT 

Figgs’ car speeds down the bumpy macadam road.

EXT. - THE ALLEY - NIGHT 

A DRUNK (40’S) staggers into the alley, fumbling with his 
fly.

He starts to piss, then looks down and sees Smiley’s 
body.  He leaps backward, pissing down his own leg.

DRUNK (PANICKED)
Madre de Dios!  Chingame’!

He arranges himself, crosses himself, then runs out of 
the alley.
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EXT. - THE ROAD - NIGHT 

Figgs’ car nears the village.

EXT. - THE ALLEY - NIGHT 

Officer Lobo, from Ciudad Leon, kneels by Smiley’s body.  
He has deteriorated, his face reddened by heavy drinking.  
His uniform is clean, but not new.  A small crowd of 
VILLAGERS clogs the alley entrance.

Lobo turns toward them, still kneeling.

LOBO
Lo reconocen?

A few shake their heads, a few more look away; the crowd 
begins to disperse.

Lobo reaches into Smiley’s pocket to extract his wallet.

EXT. - THE STREET BY THE ALLEY - NIGHT 

Figgs’ car pulls to the curb across the street.

INT. -  THE CAR - NIGHT 

Dub, Figgs, and David watch the crowd breaking up.

FIGGS
Hmmm. Wonder what that’s about?

Dub opens the door and gets out of the car.

DUB (OVER HIS SHOULDER)
I’ll go see.

EXT. - THE ALLEY - NIGHT 

Lobo stands up, holding Smiley’s wallet.

Dub  walks up to the cop and stares down at the body for 
a beat.

The cop turns to Dub.

LOBO (HALTINGLY)
He’s a gringo.  You know him?

Dub stares at Smiley a few more beats then looks up at 
Lobo and shakes his head.

88.

(CONTINUED)



DUB
Nope, don’t know him from Adam.

The cop nods, then looks back down at the body.

LOBO
He has a weak chin, como un
maricon. Like a fruit.

Dub takes a last look.

DUB
He does at that.

Dub turns to go.

DUB 
Bueans suerte en su investigacion, 
jefe.

Lobo watches him head for the car across the narrow 
street.

LOBO (LOW)
Acierto a crimen, gringo.

INT. - FIGGS’ CAR - NIGHT 

Figgs and David watch Dub approach.

Figgs takes in the street scene in for a second, his face 
creasing in disgust.

FIGGS
Got-damn, Mexico stinks.  Smells 
like pig shit and ass!  Day-um!  
Some nasty motherfuckers.

David says nothing, still watching Dub as he reaches the 
car.

Dub opens the door and slides into the driver seat.

DUB 
Don’t worry about settling up with 
Smiley.  

FIGGS
Huh?

Dub jerks a thumb toward the alley.
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DUB
He’s ass up, face down in that 
there alley.  Deader’n granpa’s
dick. Doubt he’s been dead a half 
hour.  Fresh as a goddamn daisy.

Figgs pulls out a 9mm and a suppressor, and proceeds to 
screw the silencer in place.

FIGGS
They’re still here.

Dub STARTS the car.

EXT. - THE MOTEL - NIGHT 

Sam and Eva are tossing their bags in the car.   

EXT. - THE STREET - NIGHT 

Figgs’ car turns left and is only a block away from the 
motel.

EXT. - THE MOTEL - NIGHT 

Sam and Eva stop dead as Figgs’ headlights hit them.

Figgs’ CAR SPEEDS toward them, O.S.

Sam and Eva leap into the car, Sam immediately STARTING 
the car and throwing it into gear just as Figgs’ car 
SCREEHES to a halt in front of them, blocking the way.

EXT. - THE MOTEL OFFICE - NIGHT 

The NIGHT CLERK (40’S), a thin, bored looking Hispanic, 
sees this and drops the blinds in the windows, then flips 
the sign from “ABIERTO” to “CERRADO.”

EXT. - THE MOTEL - NIGHT 

Dub gets out of the car, pistol drawn.

Sam glares at him for a few seconds, as Dub slowly 
approaches the driver’s side of the vehicle, then cuts 
the engine.

Figgs gets out of the back seat, dragging David after 
him.
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Sam and Eva get out of the car.  

Dub gives Sam a quick patdown with his free hand, taking 
the pistol and tucking it in his own waistband.

FIGGS
That’s better.  Let’s all go in 
and talk about this.

He shoves the pistol in David’s side and shoves him 
toward the car.

Sam and eva, followed closely by Dub, head back for their 
room.

Figgs follows at a slight distance, guiding David by the 
scruff of the neck.

EXT. - THE FAR END OF THE STREET - NIGHT 

Lobo peers through a pair of binoculars.

INSERT:  Sam and Eva, at gunpoint, enter the room, 
followed by the other three.

He raises a two way radio.

LOBO
Buscan caluroso!  Inmediatamente!

He draws his service revolver and walks toward the motel, 
followed by two DEPUTIES (20’S).  One is tall and thin, 
the other fairly short and round.  They both cautiously 
draw their weapons.

EXT. - THE MOTEL - NIGHT 

An ancient patrol car, a ‘64 Impala, whips into the 
parking lot and SCREAMS to a stop in front of Sam’s and 
Eva’s room.

INT. - THEIR  ROOM - NIGHT 

Figgs and Dub hear the TIRES, O.S.  While Dub keeps his 
9mm leveled on Sam, Eva, and David, Figgs runs to the 
window and peeks through the curtain.

FIGGS
Shit!  Fuckin’ Mexican cops.

Dub motions toward the tiny bathroom.
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DUB
You three...in there.

He herds them into the toilet and shuts the door.

EXT. - THE ROOM - NIGHT 

Lobo, the two younger officers, and the rest of his POSSE 
(20’S-40’S) are quickly moving up to the door, their 
revolvers in hand.

INT. - THE ROOM - NIGHT 

Figgs and Dub are against the wall on each side of the 
door, weapons ready.

FIGGS (QUIETLY)
I fuckin’ hate this place.

Dub grins briefly.

DUB (QUIETLY)
Cheap hookers and good mezcal, 
though.

FIGGS (QUIETLY)
Good point.

EXT. - THE ROOM - NIGHT 

Lobo and his men are also on each side of the door.  Lobo 
motions to one of his two point men to knock.

The officer reaches out slowly and KNOCKS TWICE, SOFTLY.

INT. - THE ROOM - NIGHT 

Figgs and Dub glance at each other.  Figgs gives a slight 
nod just as the DOOR is KICKED in.

The door flies toward Dub, who KICKS it back, HARD, 
knocking the point man back into the others.

EXT. - THE ROOM - NIGHT 

Figgs and Dub rush out, GUNS BLAZING, fanning out as the 
cops scatter.
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INT. - THE ROOM - NIGHT 

Sam KICKS the bathroom DOOR open, and the three run out.

GUNFIRE ERUPTS, O.S.

A stray SHOT hits David in the face, killing him 
instantly.

EVA (SCREAMS)
Nooooo!

Sam tackles her and drives her to the floor behind the 
bed.

EXT. THE PARKING LOT - NIGHT 

All the cops except one deputy and Lobo lie dead in the 
parking lot. Both officers are sprawled on the ground, 
their revolvers tossed aside.

Figgs and Dub train their pistols on the men.

INT. - THE ROOM - NIGHT 

Sam jumps up and runs toward the open door.

Eva crawls over to David’s body and kneels by him, the 
tears finally coming.

EXT. - THE PARKING LOT - NIGHT    

Sam flies out into the lot and tackles Dub.

Figgs swings around to aim at the two struggling men.

Lobo rolls sideways, going for a nearby pistol.

Figgs can’t get a clear shot at Sam. He notices Lobo’s 
movement out of the corner of his eye and swings back 
toward the cop just as Lobo grabs the revolver.

Lobo and Figgs aim at each other, in a standoff.

Dub and Sam still struggle, both men PUNCHING, KICKING, 
and biting each other.  Sam has a death grip on Dub’s gun 
hand.  Finally, Sam HEAD BUTTS Dub, stunning him for a 
second,  sam jerks the 9mm out of Dub’s hand and pistol 
whips him to the ground.
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Sam turns the gun first on Figgs, then on Lobo.  The 
other deputy still cringes on the ground, his hands 
covering his head.

Eva appears at the door, her face tear stained, carrying 
the bag holding the money.

SAM
Figgs, drop it.  You too.

The standoff continues for a few more seconds.

Sam walks right up to Lobo and takes his revolver away, 
all the while keeping his eye on Figgs.

SAM (CONT'D)
Figgs, I swear to Christ I’ll 
shoot you down, right here, right 
now.  

Figgs doesn’t move.

FIGGS
I don’t think so.

Sam shrugs.

SAM
Maybe you’re right.

In a flash, he lowers his aim and FIRES ONCE, hitting 
Figgs in the fleshy part of the upper thigh and dropping 
him.

SAM (CONT'D)
Maybe not...

Dub is still out cold.

Figgs lies on his side, clutching the wound.

Sam turns to Lobo.

SAM (CONT'D)
Get up.  Levanta!

Lobo stands stiffly.

LOBO
I speak English.

Eva walks up behind Sam.

Sam motions Lobo and the deputy toward the Impala.
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Figgs tries to get to his feet.  Sam hands Eva the 9mm.

SAM
Watch ‘em.

He walks over to Figgs, who is almost standing.

SAM (CONT'D)
Goddammit, stay DOWN!

He SMASHES Figgs in the jaw with a hard right, dropping 
him instantly.

He rejoins Eva and takes the pistol back.

SAM (CONT'D)
Open the trunk.

Lobo takes the keys and POPS the trunk.

Sam motions with the gun.

Lobo and the deputy crawl in.  Eva SHUTS the trunk.

Sam looks over at the unconscious Figgs and Dub, who is 
starting to come around.

Sam motions with his head toward his car.

SAM (CONT'D)
Get that one open.

Sam tosses Eva the keys.  She catches them and heads 
toward the car.

Sam walks over and grabs Dub by the scruff of the neck 
and forces him toward the open trunk.

DISSOLVE TO:

EXT. - THE PARKING LOT - NIGHT 

Sam carries the still unconscious Figgs to the trunk and 
dumps him in on top of Dub, then SLAMS it closed.

Eva stands by Figgs’ S.U.V., Holding the money bag.  Sam 
walks over, unzips the bag, removes a stack of twenties, 
and heads for the office.

EXT. - THE OFFICE - NIGHT 

The blinds part as the frightened clerk peeks out.
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Suddenly, the blinds snap shut as Sam reaches the door.  
He tries it, finds it locked, then steps back and KICKS 
it in.

INT. - THE OFFICE - NIGHT 

The clerk cowers behind the desk, holding out a butter 
knife defensively.

Sam laughs briefly, then tosses the twenties on the 
counter.

SAM
Por danos y perjuicios.

He turns and exits as the clerk cautiously reaches for 
the money.

EXT. - THE PARKING LOT - NIGHT 

Sam walks up to the Policia S.U.V. and gets in.

Eva sits in the passenger seat.

INT. - THE S.U.V. - NIGHT 

Sam STARTS the ENGINE.  The two lock eyes for a beat, 
then Sam throws the vehicle in gear and pulls away.

EXT. - FIGGS’ CAR - NIGHT 

For a few seconds, the night is silent, then Figgs’ car 
begins to rock as MUFFLED KICKS emanate from the trunk.

FIGGS (MUFFLED; O.S.)
Let me the fuck outa here!  
I ain’t bullshittin’, Sam!  
Goddammit!  Sam!?

DUB (MUFFLED; O.S.)
You piece a shit thief 
bastard!

The KICKING becomes more FRENZIED.

O.S., the OFFICE DOOR OPENS, then CLOSES.

The clerk approaches the rocking S.U.V. cautiously.

He looks around at the bodies of the slain officers, then 
runs back toward the office.
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EXT. - A DESERT ROAD - NIGHT 

It is near dawn as the stolen Policia van negotiates the 
barely passable roadway.

INT. - THE S.U.V. - NIGHT

Sam steers to compensate for the worsening road 
conditions.

Eva stares straight ahead.

EVA (SOBBING)
Where do we go?  What the fuck are 
we gonna do?  They’ll keep after 
us ‘til we die!

Sam reaches for her hand.

SAM
There’s a town.  Caborca. We get 
there, we hop a puddle jumper over 
to Baja.

Eva calms a bit.

EXT. - THE PARKING LOT - NIGHT    

The clerk is attempting to pry open Figgs’ trunk lid with 
a crow bar.

As the LATCH GIVES with a LOUD POP, Lobo and the other 
deputy start to come around. More rocking and MUFFLED 
KICKING come from the Impala trunk.

Figgs throws the lid up, grabs the clerk and the crow bar 
and CRACKS the man over the head.  The clerk goes down 
instantly.

Figgs and Dub roll stiffly out of the trunk, Figgs 
clutching the flesh wound in his thigh.  It has stopped 
bleeding.

Dub staggers over to the  Impala and opens the back door.  
He shakes his head to clear it, then reaches into the 
back seat and takes out a Mossberg twelve gauge and a box 
of buckshot.  He begins to load the weapon as Figgs limps 
over and begins to pry the Impala’s trunk open.
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INT. - THE IMPALA’S TRUNK - NIGHT 

The lid POPS OPEN, and Dub aims the Mossberg directly at 
Lobo.

Figgs hobbles a few steps back.

FIGGS
We need your guns, Pedro.

Lobo glares at him.

LOBO (HALTINGLY)
Ignacio...no...Pedro.

Figgs waves a hand in dismissal.

FIGGS
What the fuck ever.  Let’s go.  
Vamonos!

Dub grins.

DUB
Andale!  Andale!  Arriba!

Lobo begins to crawl out of the trunk.

LOBO (TO HIMSELF)
Odio esotro raton...

Feeble sunlight breaks over the horizon.

EXT. - THE ROAD - DAY 

It is dawn.

The Policia S.U.V. barrels over the unpaved surface.  As 
it rounds a sharp curve, Sam loses control.  The vehicle 
slaloms into a fishtail and SMACKS into a Joshua tree, 
coming to a dead stop.

INT. - THE S.U.V. - DAY 

Sam and Eva are shaken, but unhurt.

Sam tries to RESTART the truck, but it’s a no go.  After 
several ATTEMPTS, he gives up.

Sam opens the door and gets out.  Eva follows, crawling 
out the driver side after him.
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EXT. - THE VEHICLE - DAY 

Sam walks to the rear of the S.U.V. and scans the 
horizon.

P.O.V.:  A couple miles off in the distance is a small 
ranch.

Sam starts walking.

SAM
Let’s go.

Eva retrieves the money bag and follows him.

INT. - LOBO’S OFFICE - DAY 

The office is small and untidy.  Four battered desks and 
chairs are set against one wall.  Two jail cells occupy 
the opposite side of the room.  

Lobo and the deputy are locked in one cell.

The deputy sits on one bunk, his head in his hands, 
staring at the floor.

Figgs sits on Lobo’s desk, bandaging the wound in his 
thigh.  A half empty bottle of tequila sits on the desk 
to Figgs’ left.

Lobo glares back at Figgs as he leans against the bars.

LOBO
You will never get away with this, 
you know.

FIGGS
Yeah.  Mexican cops are known for 
their courage and devotion to 
duty.  Look at him.

He points at the deputy.

FIGGS (CONT'D)
He’s about one twitch away from 
pissin’ his pants.

Lobo says nothing, he just holds Figgs’ gaze.

After a few beats, Figgs finishes the dressing, then 
grabs the bottle and takes a man sized hit of the liquor, 
causing him to BELCH LOUDLY.
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Dub jimmies the lock on the gun cabinet.  After a few 
seconds the lock gives and Dub pulls out a Winchester 
carbine and a full sized Winchester rifle.

He walks over to Figgs and holds the rifles out, one in 
each hand.

Figgs wipes his hands on his shirt, eyes both the guns, 
then takes the carbine.

Dub goes back to the cabinet and pulls out several boxes 
of cartridges, tossing one on the desk beside Figgs.

Figgs, still watching Lobo, begins to load the carbine.

Dub grabs the ancient dial phone on Lobo’s desk and YANKS 
the cord from the wall.

EXT. - THE RANCH HOUSE - DAY 

The residents are still asleep.  The house is quiet and 
dark.

A few scrawny chickens strut and peck through the dirt 
around the house’s front porch.

Sam and Eva trot toward the small stable off to the side 
of the house.

INT. - THE STABLE - DAY 

The stable houses three horses.  Tack for each one is 
hung along the wall opposite the stalls.

Sam grabs a horse blanket and approaches the nearest 
stall.

EXT. - LOBO’S OFFICE - DAY 

Figgs and Dub exit the place, each holding a Winchester, 
double cartridge bandoliers slung over each shoulder.  A 
few VILLAGERS stop to stare at them from across the 
narrow street.  

Figgs and Dub glare at them until they lower their eyes 
and go their way.

The two men head back toward the motel.  
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EXT. - THE PARKING LOT - DAY 

Figgs gets in his vehicle and CRANKS it.

Dub, switchblade in hand and moving quickly, is 
flattening the tires on the Impala.  Each PUNCTURE 
HISSES.

As he finishes spiking the last tire, Figgs pulls the car 
up beside him.  Dub hops in as the car PEALS out of the 
lot.

EXT. - THE STABLE - DAY 

Sam and Eva lead two saddled horses into the yard.  
Filled one gallon water bags hang around each saddle’s 
pommel.

Sam hands the reins of his mount to Eva.

SAM
Hang on.

He pulls the 9mm and heads for the house.

INT. - THE RANCH HOUSE’S ENTRANCE - DAY 

Sam opens the unlocked door and quietly shuts it behind 
him.

INT. - THE LIVING ROOM - DAY 

Sam enters the room and looks around for a few seconds in 
the dim light.  

EXT. - THE RANCH HOUSE  - DAY 

Sam comes out carrying a Winchester and several boxes of 
cartridges.

He joins Eva.  They mount up, Eva a little clumsily, then 
rein the horses toward a distant mountain ridge.

EXT. - THE ROAD - DAY 

Figgs’ car bounces along the road.
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INT. - THE CAR - DAY 

Figgs is at the wheel, the bottle between his legs, his 
teeth gritted against the pain in his leg.

The car hits a bump, bouncing hard.  Figgs grimaces, 
keeping one hand on the wheel and taking a hit of tequila 
with the other.

INT. - THE JAILHOUSE - DAY

Lobo is using his belt buckle to pick the lock on the 
cell door.  He runs his tongue over his dried lips as he 
tries to feel the tumblers.

After a second, the lock releases and the door CREAKS 
open.

The deputy looks up at the sound, his expression 
relieved.

EXT. - THE MOTEL PARKING LOT - DAY 

Lobo stands by the Impala, staring down at the deflated 
tires disgustedly.

He looks over at his deputy, his face reddening.

LOBO  (YELLS)
Necesitamos unos bayos! Pronto!

The deputy takes off.

EXT. - THE ROAD - DAY 

Figgs’ car is pulled over to the shoulder of the road.  
He and Dub stand looking at the wrecked S.U.V.

Dub notices the distant ranch house and points toward it.

They hop back in the car and head toward the house.

EXT. - THE PLAIN - DAY 

Sam and Eva, keeping the horses at a fast trot, head for 
a mesa on the horizon.
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EXT. - THE RANCH HOUSE - DAY 

Figgs pulls the car in front of the house and cuts the 
engine.

Figgs and Dub pile out of the car, rifles ready.  They 
begin to walk toward the house slowly.

RANCHER (O.S.)
Estolan mi carabina y mis bayos!

Both men turn back toward the stable, aiming.

The RANCHER (60) stops dead and throws his hands above 
his head.  He is a sun toughened old Mexican with a 
droopy gray mustache, stained brown at the lower edges by 
tobacco juice.  He wears a faded denim shirt, jeans and 
worn out boots.

RANCHER (FRIGHTENED) (CONT'D)
No me disparan!  Por favor!  Dios 
mio!  

The old man reaches for his wallet.

The sudden movement startles Dub, who FIRES ONE SHOT.  It 
hits the rancher in the chest and knocks him down.

FIGGS (SHOUTS)
What the fuck?!  What the fuck you 
do that shit for?!

Dub shrugs.

DUB
Spooked me.  Sorry.

The RANCHER’S WIFE (60’S), still in her flannel 
nightgown, gray hair loose, runs onto the porch, sees her 
dead husband, and begins SCREAMING hysterically.

Figgs glares at Dub for a beat, then turns, aims, and 
drops her with a SHOT to the head.

He lowers the rifle and glares at Dub.

FIGGS
Goddamn spazz bastard!

EXT. - THE PLAIN - DAY 

Sam and Eva are stopped by the DISTANT SHOTS, O.S.
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SAM
Shit. We better get moving.  

He whips the reins, as does Eva.  The horses take off at 
a gallop.

EXT. - THE JAILHOUSE - DAY 

The deputy leads two saddled horses up to the front of 
the building and hitches them to a lamp post, then goes 
inside.

INT. - THE RANCH HOUSE LIVING ROOM - DAY 

Figgs stand in the entrance to the room, rifle up.  Dub 
enters from the other direction.

He shakes his head.

DUB
Not here.

EXT. - THE RANCH HOUSE - DAY 

Figgs and Dub exit the house and head for the stable 
quickly.

INT. - THE STABLE - DAY

The two stand by one of the two empty stalls, staring 
down at a still steaming pile of horse shit.

After a beat, they glance at each other, then turn and 
run out of the building.

EXT. - THE SCRUBLAND ALONG THE ROAD - DAY 

Lobo and the deputy are moving at a gallop, following the 
road.

EXT. - THE RANCH - DAY 

Figgs and Dub exit the stable and stop to look around the 
place.

After a few seconds, Dub takes off toward a rickety 
windmill, mounted on a wooden derrick behind the stable.  

Figgs follows him at a brisk walk. 
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Dub reaches the twenty foot tall structure and begins to 
climb the crude rungs nailed to one of the legs.

EXT. - ATOP THE WINDMILL - DAY 

Dub hangs onto the last rung and scans the plain.

He squints and shades his eyes with one hand.

P.O.V.:

EXT. - THE PLAIN - DAY 

Sam and Eva are little more than specks moving through 
the scrub toward the mesa in the distance.

CUT TO:

EXT. - ATOP THE WINDMILL - DAY 

Dub lowers his hand and looks down at Figgs.

DUB
There them fuckers are!

He clambers down.

EXT. - THE PLAIN - DAY 

Figgs’ vehicle tears through the scrub, skidding around 
small stands of Joshua trees and raising clouds of dust, 
following Sam and Eva.

EXT. - THE RANCH - DAY 

Lobo and the deputy ride into the front yard and rein 
their horses to a halt by the rancher’s body.  

EXT. - BY THE RANCHER’S BODY - DAY 

Lobo stares down at the body, his eyes narrowed and his 
face reddening.

LOBO (TO HIMSELF)
Putos!  Chinga sus madres...

The deputy dismounts and trots up to the wife’s body and 
kneels to check for signs of life.  He stands and looks 
toward Lobo, shaking his head.
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LOBO (CONT'D)
Vamonos!

The deputy mounts up again as Lobo pulls a pair of 
binoculars from a beat up case slung around the saddle’s 
pommel.

The two spur their horses toward a small hill behind the 
house.

EXT. - ATOP THE HILL - DAY 

Lobo squints into the binoculars.

P.O.V.:

EXT. - THE PLAIN - DAY 

Through the glasses, he sees the dust trail being left by 
Figgs’ car.

CUT TO:

EXT. - THE HILL - DAY 

Lobo replaces the binoculars in the case and gives the 
horse a hard kick.  The animal takes off.

EXT. - WITH SAM AND EVA - DAY 

They’re riding hard, pushing the horses to their limit.

Sam twists in the saddle and looks back toward the ranch.

P.O.V. :

EXT. - THE PLAIN - DAY 

In the middle ground the dust plume rises, approaching 
fast.

SAM 
Shit!

Eva turns and follows his gaze.

Sam turns back, gives the horse another kick and whips 
the reins hard.

Eva does the same.  They are very near the mesa. 
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Eva points left.

EVA (SHOUTS)
There!

Sam looks the way she’s pointing.

P.O.V.:

EXT - THE ABANDONED CLIFF DWELLINGS - DAY 

The adobe structures are wind smoothed and almost the 
same color as the surrounding rock.

CUT TO:

EXT. - WITH SAM AND EVA - DAY 

The two turn their mounts toward the abandoned village.

INT. - FIGG’S CAR - DAY    

The vehicle bounces hard and often.

Dub tries to steady himself.

DUB
They’re veering off!

Figgs nods tensely, steering to follow the two.

EXT. - WITH LOBO AND THE DEPUTY - DAY 

They are closing the distance to the mesa quickly.

EXT. - THE CLIFF DWELLINGS - DAY 

Sam and Eva rein their horses in and dismount.

Sam grabs the rifle and cartridges; Eva grabs the money 
bag.  They run to the base of the structure and begin 
climbing a crude wooden ladder to the second storey.

EXT. - THE PLAIN - DAY 

Figgs’ car bounces along toward the cliff dwellings.  
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As the car tops a small rise, it sails off the ground and 
CRASHES into a hidden ravine three feet deep and comes to 
a dead stop.

INT. - THE CAR - DAY 

Figgs and Dub are both slightly stunned.  Figgs’ head 
rests against the slowly deflating airbag.

Dub starts to come to first.  Blood drips from a shallow 
gash on his forehead and from his nose.

He shakes Figgs awake.

FIGGS (GROGGY)
Huh?  Fuck. What the hell?

He looks around, then snaps out of it.

INT. - THE CLIFF HOUSE - DAY 

Sam is by the window, watching.

P.O.V.:

EXT. - THE PLAIN - DAY 

Figgs and Dub are getting slowly out of the car, carrying 
the rifles.

CUT TO:

INT. - THE CLIFF HOUSE - DAY 

Sam loads the Winchester, keeping watch on Dub and Figgs.

SAM
They’ll be here real fuckin’ soon.

Eva’s expression is determined.

EVA 
I don’t want to die.  Not here.  
Not now.

SAM
Me either.  Straight up, if we 
gotta die, let’s just make goddamn
sure we die last.
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Eva gives a short nod at Sam’s back, then begins to load 
a 9mm clip.

EXT. - WITH FIGGS AND DUB - DAY 

The two move toward the cliff dwellings, Dub crouched and 
running, Figgs slightly bent at the waist and limping.

A RIFLE SHOT RINGS OUT; the ROUND RICOCHETS off a rock 
just to Figgs’ left.

EXT. - WITH LOBO AND THE DEPUTY - DAY

The shot causes the two lawmen to push the horses harder.

LOBO (SHOUTS)
Andale, motherfucker!

EXT. - NEAR THE BASE OF THE CLIFF DWELLINGS - DAY

Dub quickly ducks behind a rock as Figgs dives behind 
another one.

INT. - WITH SAM AND EVA - DAY 

Sam aims and FIRES AGAIN.

SAM
So.  We get outa this, where to 
next?

Eva joins Sam at the window.  She points the pistol 
downward and EMPTIES the CLIP.

She turns to him as she ducks back down.

EVA
You decide.

Sam shakes his head and grins.

SAM
No way.  I picked Mexico.  Twice.

Eva begins to reload.

EVA
Good point.

SAM
Gonna leave me again?
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Eva racks the slide.

EVA
Already did that.  Didn’t take.

The two begin FIRING AGAIN.

EXT. - WITH DUB - DAY 

Dub ducks back behind the rock as the BULLETS PING off 
it.

EXT. - WITH FIGGS - DAY 

Figgs leans out and FIRES THREE TIMES at the second 
storey window.

INT. - WITH SAM AND EVA - DAY 

Sam and Eva duck as the RICOCHETS kick up clay dust.

EXT. - THE BASE OF THE DWELLINGS - DAY 

Dub lunges from cover and FIRES SIX TIMES at the window 
as he runs toward the wooden ladder.

Figgs limps out, ALSO FIRING, and follows Dub.

EXT. - THE PLAIN - DAY 

Lobo and the deputy are nearing the GUNFIGHT.

INT. - WITH SAM AND EVA - DAY 

Sam raises up and aims.

EXT. - THE DWELLINGS’ BASE - DAY 

Dub reaches the ladder and starts to climb. 

Figgs FIRES ONCE at the window, then the CLICK of his 
empty rifle causes him to duck behind another rock a few 
yards from the ladder.

INT. - WITH SAM AND EVA - DAY 

Sam raises back up and FIRES TWICE.
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EXT. - THE LADDER - DAY 

The SECOND SHOT hits Dub in the shoulder, knocking him 
off the ladder.

EXT. - BEHIND THE ROCK - DAY 

Figgs reloads the carbine from one of the bandoliers as 
he watches Dub hit the ground writhing.

DUB (O.S.)
Goddamn!  Fuck! I’m shot, Figgs!  
Get that bastard!

Figgs COCKS the Winchester, then raises up and looses a 
VOLLEY at Sam.  As he FIRES the LAST SHOT, he heads for 
Dub.

EXT. - WITH DUB - DAY 

Dub sits behind a smaller rock, clamping a hand over his 
wounded shoulder and sweating profusely.

Figgs comes alongside him.

FIGGS
How bad?

Dub tries to shift, then winces.

DUB
Fuckin’ shoulder’s broke all to 
hell.

EXT. - THE PLAIN - DAY 

Lobo and the deputy gallop past the wrecked car and veer 
toward the cliff dwellings.

INT. - WITH SAM AND EVA - DAY 

Sam raises up and aims again.  He FIRES THREE TIMES, 
PINGING the shots off Figgs’ and Dub’s cover rock.

EXT. - THE GROUND NEAR THE BASE - DAY 

Lobo and the deputy ride up at a trot.

Lobo has his rifle at the ready.

The deputy draws his revolver.
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EXT. - WITH FIGGS AND DUB - DAY 

Figgs’ eyes narrow as Lobo’s HORSE SNORTS, O.S.

Dub pulls his 9mm and moves to get a shot at Lobo.

INT. - WITH SAM AND EVA - DAY

Sam aims down.

P.O.V.:

EXT. - BY THE ROCK - DAY 

As Dub draws a bead on the lawmen, Sam FIRES ONCE.

CUT TO:

EXT. - THE BASE OF THE DWELLINGS - DAY 

The SHOT hits Dub in the temple, killing him instantly.

Figgs leaps back, then he catches sight of something.

P.O.V.:

EXT. - WITH SAM’S AND EVA’S HORSES - DAY 

The money bag is slung over the pommel; a few stacks are 
peeking out of the flap.

CUT TO:

EXT. - WITH THE DEPUTY - DAY

The deputy, spooked by the shot, throws a panicked SHOT 
Sam’s way.

CUT TO:

INT. - WITH SAM AND EVA - DAY

The SHOT SMACKS the WALL just above Sam’s head, forcing 
him back down.

EVA
Shit!
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Sam rolls over and grabs the rifle, then raises to a 
crouch and heads out onto the terrace beside the 
apartment.

Eva gets ready to return fire from the window.

EXT. - THE BASE OF THE DWELLINGS - DAY

Lobo and the deputy are off their horses and have taken 
cover.

EXT. - WITH FIGGS - DAY 

Figgs leans out to locate Lobo and the deputy.  He FIRES 
TWICE in their direction.

EXT. - WITH LOBO AND THE DEPUTY - DAY 

The deputy leans out and aims toward Figgs.  As his head 
appears, Figgs FIRES ONCE MORE, O.S., hitting the deputy 
in the face, knocking him flat.

Lobo dashes from behind the rock, rifle up, trying to 
locate Figgs.

EXT. - THE TERRACE - DAY 

Sam aims at Figgs.

He FIRES ONCE.

EXT. - THE BASE OF THE DWELLINGS - DAY 

Sam’s SHOT kicks dust up by Figgs feet as he races toward 
Lobo, FIRING.

A SHOT catches Lobo in the left arm, turning him and 
knocking him flat.

Figgs stands and aims at the fallen lawman.

EXT. - THE TERRACE - DAY 

Sam takes careful aim and FIRES ONCE MORE.

113.
CONTINUED:



EXT. - THE BASE OF THE DWELLINGS - DAY 

The SHOT bursts through Figgs’ chest, jolting him a step 
forward.  He takes one more step, then falls face first 
to the ground.

EXT. - THE TERRACE - DAY 

Sam lowers the rifle as Eva walks out onto the terrace.

DISSOLVE TO:

EXT. - THE BASE OF THE DWELLINGS - DAY

Lobo is astride his horse, as are Sam and Eva.  His 
wounded arm has been crudely bandaged.

LOBO
There’s a little village about ten 
kilometers south.  There, you can 
rent a car to get to the coast.

Eva reaches into the money bag and pulls out two stacks 
of twenties.  She maneuvers her horse alongside Lobo’s 
and offers him the cash.

EVA
Guess you’ll be needing traveling 
money.

Lobo demurs for a few seconds, then accepts the money.

LOBO
A very astute observation, miss.  
Sometimes I don’t look out for my 
own interests.

Eva laughs.

EVA
Bullshit, padrone.

Lobo reins his horse up to Sam.

LOBO
No one else seeks you?  Then why 
run away?

Sam shrugs and fixes a weak grin on Lobo.
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SAM
I....um, we’re not running away 
from anything or anyone.  Not 
anymore.  

The two kick their mounts to a trot, heading west.

SAM (OVER HIS SHOULDER) (CONT'D)
But we gotta have somewhere to run 
to, compadre. Adios, man.

Lobo watches them for a few moments, then reins his horse 
back toward the ranch house.

FADE OUT.
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