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FADE IN:

BLACK SCREEN

SOFT PIANO PLAYING.

DELIA (V.O.)
Cowboy was born Hurley Edder about 
three years before his brother, 
Paul, was born.

HOME MOVIE FOOTAGE OF TWO KIDS PLAYING IN THE BACKYARD.  
MONTAGE OF HOME MOVIE FOOTAGE.  GRAINY.  WEATHERED.  

DELIA (V.O.)
You know Paul better as Lucky.  
Now, believe it or not, Lucky, got 
his nickname before Cowboy got 
his.  Paul was known for getting 
into trouble and then weaseling 
out of it one way or another.  One 
day, he got into a fight with 
three kids bigger than him right 
there in the front yard.  After 
holding his own for about a 
minute, they pinned him down and 
starting beating the living crap 
out of him.  That was until Cowboy 
showed up and saved the day.  
Their momma told them, “You’re 
lucky your brother showed up when 
he did, Paul.  You bit off more 
than you could chew.”  For one 
reason or another, the name Lucky 
stuck from then on.  Now, Cowboy 
got his name from Lucky.  One day, 
he just started calling him that.  
They never told their momma why.  
Never told anybody why.  But, it 
stuck.  And he’s been Cowboy ever 
since.  

ENDING SHOT OF COWBOY AND LUCKY STANDING WITH THEIR ARMS 
AROUND EACH OTHER.

DISSOLVE TO:

MONTAGE OF SHOTS.  Sunrise over the lake.  Early morning 
traffic.  KIDS waiting at a bus stop.  Cars lined up in 
Donut Shop drive thru.  OLD MAN walking along the street.  
The city is waking up.  



EXT. AIRPORT - DAY

ESTABLISHING SHOT.  Sun sits low on the runway.  Peeking 
over the hangers.  

A helicopter warms up on the pad.  THE PILOT waiting 
inside.  MAXWELL, 30’s, plain clothes cop, bullet proof 
vest, walks to the copter and climbs inside.  The copter 
revs up and lifts off of the ground.

EXT. POLICE SUB STATION - DAY

ESTABLISHING SHOT.  Four black SUVs all lined up in a 
row.

INT. CONFERENCE ROOM, POLICE STATION - CONTINUOUS

SEVEN COPS, in plainclothes and with bullet proof vests 
on, sit around a table loading bullets into magazines.  
Coffee cups spaced around the table.  

MONTAGE OF SHOTS.  LOADING CLIPS.  CHECKING GUNS.  
CLEANING GUNS.  RUNNING SHELLS THROUGH SHOTGUNS.

TYSON, 30’s, a frazzled Gary Oldman-type, leans against 
the wall, looking out of the window.  He lights a 
cigarette and checks his watch.

I/E. HELICOPTER - CONTINUOUS

Flying.  Maxwell puts on his headset and checks his 
watch.  

MAXWELL
(into headset)

Eagle scout to ground.  Eagle 
scout to ground.  We are in the 
air.

INT. CONFERENCE ROOM, POLICE STATION - CONTINUOUS

A walkie talkie CRACKLES on the table.  Tyson turns to it 
and the others finish what they are doing.

MAXWELL (V.O.)
(over walkie talkie)

Repeat, we are in the air.

Tyson grabs the walkie talkie.
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TYSON
(into walkie)

Eagle scout.  Commence operation.  
We’ll be there in ten.

MAXWELL (V.O.)
(over walkie)

Copy that.

He puts the walkie on his belt.  He looks around at the 
men.

TYSON 
We’re on.

EXT. POLICE SUB STATION - MOMENTS LATER

Tyson and the cops exit the station.  They move with 
military, deliberate precision.  Tyson walks at his own 
pace, distinctly different than the rest.  

MONTAGE OF SHOTS.  HANDS GRABBING DOOR HANDLES.  KEYS IN 
IGNITION.  BOOTS LIFTING OFF THE GROUND AND INTO THE 
CARS.  DOORS SHUTTING.

The cars back out and pull away.  MONTAGE OF SHOTS OF THE 
CARS DRIVING OUT OF TOWN AND INTO THE MIDDLE OF NOWHERE.

I/E. HELICOPTER - MOMENTS LATER

Maxwell is sweaty.  Watches the ground like a hawk.  The 
copter approaches a large mobile home yard.  

MAXWELL
(into headset)

Eagle scout to ground.  We are at 
the yard.  Things seem pretty calm 
down there right now.

I/E. TYSON'S CAR - CONTINUOUS

Tyson stares out at nothing as he rides in the passenger 
seat.  Sweating like crazy.

TYSON
(into walkie)

Keep a safe perimeter, Eagle.  
Don’t let them know we’re coming.

MAXWELL (V.O.)
(over walkie)

Copy that.
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Tyson takes his gun out and checks to make sure the 
chamber is loaded.

EXT. MOBILE HOME YARD - CONTINUOUS

ESTABLISHING SHOT.  The copter circles overhead, but well 
away from the yard.    

The SUV convoy enters the yard slowly, creeping along, 
weaving through it.

INT. TYSON'S CAR - CONTINUOUS

Tyson lights another cigarette.

TYSON
(into walkie)

Eagle, do you have your eyes on 
the location?

MAXWELL (V.O.)
(over walkie)

Roger that.  Yeah, we have our 
eyes on the prize.

I/E. HELICOPTER - CONTINUOUS

The copter flies around the perimeter of the yard.  On 
the ground, we can see a mobile home with several crappy 
cars parked around it.

MAXWELL
(into headset)

I count five cars around the main 
entrance side of the house.  No 
signs of anybody outside.

TYSON (V.O.)
(over headset)

We are gonna stop about fifty 
yards from the house.  Stay back 
and advise.

INT. TYSON'S CAR - CONTINUOUS

Tyson checks his watch.

TYSON
(into walkie)

I want to be damn sure my boys 
aren’t rolling into an ambush.  

(MORE)
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Mission is a “Go” in three minutes 
from my mark.  

CLOSE UP ON WATCH as it rolls over to the next minute: 
“9:35”

TYSON (CONT’D)
(into walkie)

Mark.

MAXWELL (V.O.)
(over walkie)

Mark.  Three minutes.

Tyson reaches and grabs another walkie off of the dash.

TYSON
(into walkie)

Okay, boys.  We go in three.

VARIOUS VOICES (V.O.)
(over walkie)

Copy that.  Roger.

Tyson rolls down his window and flicks it out a 
cigarette.

CAMERA FOLLOWS THE CIGARETTE TO THE GROUND AND TAKES OFF 
DOWN THE ROW OF SUVS.  IT WEAVES THROUGH THE MOBILE HOMES 
AND TO THE TARGET HOUSE.  PAST THE CARS AND TO THE FRONT 
DOOR.  IT OPENS. 

THUG ONE, typical punk meth head, walks out.  CAMERA GOES 
PAST HIM AND INTO THE HOUSE. 

INT. TARGET HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

INTO HOUSE.  UNBROKEN, CONTINUOUS SHOT.  SIX THUGS 
loading drugs and cash into bags.  Stacks of cash 
everywhere.  THE SOUND OF THE HELICOPTER in the distance.  

CAMERA GOES THROUGH LIVING ROOM AND INTO THE BEDROOM.  

CAMERA KEEPS MOVING.  Circles around ACES, 30’s, lead 
fuckstick punk, as he gets off of the bed where his 
BITCH, hot teenager, lays around in her panties.  He 
moves to the window and jerks on the blinds.  He sees the 
copter in the distance.   

CAMERA FOLLOWS as he walks to the night stand.  There is 
a picture of Aces and BOBBY, another thug his age.  He 
grabs his pistol and walks for the living room.

ACES’ BITCH
What’s going on?

TYSON (CONT'D)
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CAMERA FOLLOWS Aces into the living room.  The thugs are 
busy loading up the bags.  

ACES
Anybody else hear that copter?

THUG TWO
What?

They all move to the windows and look outside.  CAMERA 
MOVES TO THE FRONT DOOR AND OUT.

EXT. TARGET HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

UNBROKEN, CONTINUOUS SHOT AS THE CAMERA GOES BACK 
OUTSIDE.  THE SOUND OF THE HELICOPTER.  Thug One lights a 
cigarette and looks up at the sky.

THUG ONE
(to himself)

Son of a bitch.
(yells inside)

Hey.  There’s a copter out here, 
man.

ACES (O.S.)
(yells from inside)

Shut the hell up and get back in 
here.

Thug One rushes back to the house.

CAMERA RUSHES BACK WEAVING THROUGH HOMES TO TYSON'S SUV.    
Tyson looks up at the sky.

TYSON
(into walkie)

What’s going on?

I/E. HELICOPTER - CONTINUOUS

Maxwell watches Thug One rushing back to the house.

MAXWELL
(into headset)

We got visual on one subject.  He 
came outside and just rushed back 
in.  

INT. TYSON'S CAR - CONTINUOUS

Tyson closes his eyes and rubs them.
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MAXWELL (V.O.)
(over walkie)

The way he was moving, something’s 
up.

TYSON
Maybe it had something to do with 
a helicopter passing too close 
overhead?  

(to driver)
Can you believe this son of a 
bitch?

The DRIVER shakes his head.  Both agree he’s an idiot.

TYSON (CONT’D)
(into walkie)

Okay.  We’re going in.

Tyson raises the other walkie.

TYSON (CONT’D)
(into walkie)

Green light.  Green light.  Green 
light.  Let’s roll, assholes!

EXT. SUV CONVOY - CONTINUOUS

The convoy takes off towards the target house.

INT. TARGET HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

The thugs are freaking out.  They are pulling out 
shotguns, pistols, and rifles.  Locking and loading.  THE 
SOUND OF THE HELICOPTER goes right overhead.

ACES
Get the money.  Get the money.  
Let’s go.  Let’s go.  Let’s go!

He grabs up a money bag and runs for the door.  He opens 
it up and, immediately, the CONVOY rolls up outside.  He 
slams the door back shut and backs away.

ACES (CONT’D)
Shit.  The cops are here!

THUG TWO
What?

ACES
The goddamn cops are here.

Aces’ Bitch walks in, still in her panties.
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ACES’ BITCH
What’s going on!?!

Aces doesn’t respond to her.

ACES’ BITCH (CONT’D)
Aces!  What the hell is going 
on!?!

Aces turns to her.

ACES
Shut up!  Let me think!

He throws down the money bag and rushes to the window.

ACES (CONT’D)
Everybody, spread out.  They’re 
gonna surround this place, man!

The thugs rush to different windows on both sides.  Aces 
pulls back the blinds.  

ACES’ POV OF THE COPS as they empty out of the SUVs and 
head around all sides of the house.

ACES (CONT’D)
Shit.

BULLHORN VOICE (O.S.)
This is the police.  We have a 
warrant.  Come out with your hands 
in the air.

Aces bangs his head on the wall.  

ACES
Goddammit!  

He looks around.  Someone or something is missing.

ACES (CONT’D)
Wait...

CAMERA FOLLOWS ACES.  He moves from the window and looks 
around.  Walks past his Bitch.  

ACES’ BITCH
Aces!  Will you answer me?  What 
the hell is going on?

ACES
Shut up, goddammit.

She shrugs her shoulders.  He goes to the bedroom.
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ACES (CONT’D)
Bobby?

Goes to bathroom.  Looks inside.  No one.  Comes back out 
towards living room.

ACES (CONT’D)
Where’s Bobby?

Aces’ Bitch is still confused.

ACES’ BITCH
Bobby?  I haven’t seen him.

Aces is starting to get hysterical.

ACES
Has anybody seen Bobby?

EXT. TARGET HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

Tyson positions himself behind the SUV door for cover and 
waves at his men.

TYSON
Spread out.  Spread out.  Go 
around the back!

TWO COPS run for the other side of the mobile home.

I/E. HELICOPTER - CONTINUOUS

Maxwell sees something at the edge of the mobile home 
yard.  SOMEONE running like crazy.

MAXWELL
(into headset)

Eagle to ground.  Eagle to ground.  
We got a bogey heading your way.  
North of the trailer above your 
position.

MAXWELL POV of someone running.  TWO MORE SOMEONES jump 
the fence right after him in hot pursuit.

MAXWELL (CONT’D)
(to himself)

What the hell?

EXT. TARGET HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

Tyson stands behind the door of his SUV.
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MAXWELL (V.O.)
(over walkie)

Correction.  Three bogies heading 
your way.

Tyson is confused as all fuck.

TYSON
(into walkie)

Say again.  What’s going on, 
Eagle?

I/E. HELICOPTER - CONTINUOUS

Maxwell points them out to the PILOT.

MAXWELL
(into headset)

Thirty yards north of the target 
and closing.  These sumbitches are 
moving towards you and they’re 
hauling ass.

MAXWELL POV of the people running.

EXT. MOBILE HOME YARD - CONTINUOUS

BOBBY hauls ass through the yard as fast as he can.  
Jumping stuff.  Sliding over stuff.  LUCKY comes around 
the corner, hurdles a A/C unit, and keeps up his pursuit.

LUCKY
Keep up dammit!

Cowboy comes around the corner, tries to clear the unit, 
hits it, and eats fucking dirt on the other side.

I/E. HELICOPTER - CONTINUOUS

Maxwell and the pilot grimace.

MAXWELL
Ohhhhhh....that had to hurt.  

The pilot nods.

EXT. MOBILE HOME YARD - CONTINUOUS

Cowboy staggers back up to his feet and gives chase.  

Bobby rounds the corner, just yards from the target 
house.  He stops and sees it is close.  He looks back.  
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Lucky is closing in.  He takes a breath and makes that 
last sprint.  

LUCKY
Dammit!  Would you stop running!?!

BOBBY’S POV of the target house as he runs towards the 
back door.  

Suddenly, TWO COPS tackle him and put him on the ground.  

COPS
Freeze, asshole.

BOBBY
Get off of me!  Get the hell off 
of me!

Lucky runs up on them and pulls one of the cops up.  He 
right hooks him across the jaw, dropping him to the 
ground.

LUCKY
Get the hell off of him.  I didn’t 
chase this sumbitch two miles to 
let you have him now.  

COP TWO gets off of Bobby and punches Lucky in the 
breadbasket, doubling him over.  Lucky coughs and gasps 
for air.  Bobby makes it to his feet and staggers to the 
back door.  

COP THREE is making it to his feet.  Cowboy runs up on 
them and bowls him right back onto the ground.  He 
shoulder busts Cop Two right under the jaw and sends him 
reeling.  

Just as Bobby is climbing into the back door, Cowboy 
grabs him by the leg.

COWBOY
You’re not getting away this time, 
slick.

Bobby turns to him and kicks Cowboy in the face with his 
free leg.  Cowboy is stunned and sent back, but he 
doesn’t lose his feet.  

Lucky staggers over to Bobby and grabs him, trying to get 
him from going inside.
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INT. TARGET HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

Aces HEARS THE COMMOTION in the back room and makes a 
beeline for it.  He opens up the utility room door to see 
Bobby struggling with Lucky.

ACES
Bobby!  

He raises his shotgun and fires.

EXT. TARGET HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

Lucky jumps clear as the shotgun blast hits the ground.  
COP TWO AND THREE raises their guns and start firing.  
The side of the house is lit up.

INT. TARGET HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

Aces and Bobby hit the deck as bullets rip through the 
walls.

IN THE LIVING ROOM, the thugs all start opening fire out 
of the windows in every direction.

EXT. TARGET HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

The cops duck behind cover as gunfire erupts from the 
house.  Tyson ducks behind the door.

TYSON
Shoot back goddammit!!!

The cops return fire.  Bullets begin ripping the house to 
shreds.  GUNFIRE everywhere.

INT. TARGET HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

A THUG AT THE WINDOW is hit without ever seeing it 
coming.  

EXT. TARGET HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

COWBOY AND LUCKY are on the ground, covering their heads.  
Lucky grabs Cowboy by the arm.  Cowboy keeps his head 
covered.

LUCKY
Come on!  We gotta get inside that 
house.
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COWBOY
Are you shitting me?  I’m getting 
the hell out of here.

LUCKY
Do you want to make thirty grand 
or not?

Cowboy peeks out from over his arm at Lucky.  That got 
his fucking attention.  Lucky motions with his head to 
the house.  

COPS TWO AND THREE stop to reload.  Suddenly, Cowboy and 
Lucky pop up and punch the living fuck out of them.  The 
two cops hit the ground like wet sacks of cement.

Cowboy and Lucky dive into the back door of the target 
house.

INT. TARGET HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

Utility room.  Cowboy shuts the door.  Bullets are still 
flying.  Pieces of sheetrock and debris fall on them.  
Lucky crawls to the door and pulls his gun.

LUCKY
Get your gun out.

He looks back and Cowboy is on his phone.

LUCKY (CONT’D)
What in the hell are you doin?

COWBOY
(working his 
cellphone)

Nothing.

Lucky shakes his head.

LUCKY
What the hell have I told you 
about that?

COWBOY
(working phone)

What?  You know I gotta Tweet this 
shit!

A round goes through the wall and through the floor in 
front of Cowboy.  This gets his attention and he freezes.  
Lucky just stares at him.  Cowboy looks at Lucky, knows 
he’s busted.
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COWBOY (CONT’D)
Okay.  Okay.  I’ll get my gun out.

Cowboy puts his phone away and takes out his gun.  Lucky 
crawls to the door looking into the rest of the house.

LUCKY’S POV of the thugs firing back at the cops.  Bobby 
it as the far side of the living room, covering his head 
on the floor.  Aces’ Bitch is cowered down in the dining 
room.

Lucky turns to Cowboy.

LUCKY
Stay low and follow me.  He’s at 
the far side of the house.

COWBOY
What about those idiots between 
him and us?

LUCKY
What about ‘em?

COWBOY
What about ‘em!?!  What the hell 
you mean what about ‘em?  Ain’t 
they got guns?

LUCKY
Yeah.

COWBOY
Ain’t they shootin’ them guns?

LUCKY
Yeah.

COWBOY
Well, I don’t wanna get shot by an 
idiot with a gun.

LUCKY
If you don’t come on...

(points gun at 
Cowboy)

...I’m gonna shoot you with a gun.

Lucky stands and busts out of the utility room.  He fires 
a round at a THUG IN THE KITCHEN.  He is blasted back on 
the stove, dead.  Lucky ducks behind the kitchen island.  
Cowboy peeks out of the utility room.

COWBOY
(loud whisper)

Did you kill somebody?
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Lucky smirks.  

LUCKY
Yeah but he deserved it.

THUG THREE is at a window in the dining room.  He catches 
Lucky out of the corner of his eye and turns to fire.  

EXT. TARGET HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

COP FOUR sees Thug Three through the window and fires a 
shotgun blast.

INT. TARGET HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

The window blasts to shreds and the shotgun blast blows 
Thug Three to fucking hell.  Lucky makes his way to the 
dining room.  Cowboy pops into the kitchen.

Aces’ Bitch keeps her head covered.  Lucky sees her.

LUCKY
Hey.  

She doesn’t budge.  He  throws a piece of debris at her 
to get her attention.  She looks up at him.

LUCKY (CONT’D)
Hey.  Come here.  I’m gonna get 
you out of here.

She SCREAMS and stands, runs for Aces in the living room.

ACES’ BITCH
Aces!!!

Aces turns to her.

EXT. TARGET HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

Tyson sees her running through the window.  He fires 
several rounds from his pistol.

INT. TARGET HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

Aces’ Bitch is hit over and over again.  She is knocked 
over a chair and hits the floor, bloody and full of 
holes.  Aces SCREAMS.

ACES
Tanya!!!!!!!!!
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EXT. TARGET HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

Tyson smiles to himself.

TYSON
That was too easy.

INT. TARGET HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

Lucky stares at her as she is GASPING for air.   

LUCKY
(low, to himself)

Shit...

Aces SCREAMS and fires wildly outside.

ACES
You pigs!  You goddamn pigs!!!

BOOM!  BOOM!  BOOM!  He fires over and over again.

EXT. TARGET HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

The Driver is hit in the face and blown back.  Tyson 
ducks.  Windshield hit.

INT. TARGET HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

Cowboy rushes up to Lucky.

COWBOY
We gotta get out of here.

LUCKY
Not without Bobby, we don’t.

COWBOY
You asshole.  They’re gonna kill 
us all.  

LUCKY
I didn’t come in here for nothing.

COWBOY
I’d rather be alive with nothing 
then dead with somethin’!

Lucky pops up, staying low, and rushes into the living 
room.  Aces sees him and turns.  Lucky fires two quick 
rounds, putting him on the ground with two in the chest.  
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Cowboy pops up and fires wildly.  THUG FIVE is hit by 
Cowboy’s blast.  He falls back and fires his gun.  His 
round hits THUG SIX in the back.     

Bobby starts to head out of the living room.  Lucky fires 
a round that hits the floor right in front of him.  Bobby 
freezes.

LUCKY
Not one more inch.

Bobby looks back at him.

EXT. TARGET HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

The gunfire from inside has stopped.  Tyson notices.

TYSON
Cease fire.  Cease fire.

The cops stop firing.  Tyson steps out from behind his 
cover, keeping his gun raised.  He starts inching towards 
the house.

INT. TARGET HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

Lucky slowly stands, keeping his gun on Bobby.

LUCKY
Crawl your ass over here.

Bobby doesn’t budge.  Cowboy stays low.

COWBOY
Lucky, you know those guys outside 
with guns?  They’re still out 
there.  You might want to stay 
down.

LUCKY
Shut up.

(to Bobby)
Crawl your ass over here.

Bobby keeps his palms flat, giving up.  He crawls slowly 
over to him.  

LUCKY (CONT’D)
Lay flat on your stomach.  Hands 
behind your back.  Palms up.

Bobby does so.  Lucky takes a zip tie from his pocket and 
lassoes him up.
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EXT. TARGET HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

Tyson moves to the front door and peeks inside.  THE 
SOUND OF THE HELICOPTER passing over.  

TYSON'S POV of Lucky cuffing Bobby.  

Tyson looks back at his men.  Holds his hand up.  “Stay 
back.”  The cops all nod.

INT. TARGET HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

Lucky motions to Cowboy.

LUCKY
Help me pick this piece of shit 
up.

Cowboy walks over to him and they pick Bobby up to his 
feet.  He and Lucky look at the stacks of cash laying 
around.

COWBOY
How much money is in here?

LUCKY
I don’t know.  A lot.

Just then, Tyson pops inside the living room, gun ready.  
Cowboy, Lucky, and Bobby just freeze.  A moment of 
silence.

Tyson speaks calmly.  Almost too calmly.  A smirk breaks 
out across his face.

TYSON
Police.

They just stare back at him.  Tyson nods to Bobby.

TYSON (CONT’D)
Who is he?

COWBOY
No one...

LUCKY
(cuts him off)

Bobby Westridge.  He skipped out 
on a three hundred thousand dollar 
bond.  And he’s coming with us.

TYSON
Is that right?
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LUCKY
Yeah, that’s right.

TYSON
And who is “us”?

LUCKY
I’m Lucky.  He’s Cowboy.

Cowboy raises his eyebrows.  “Hello!”

TYSON
(to Cowboy)

You’re Cowboy?

COWBOY
Yeah.  That’s me.

TYSON
Heard of you.

COWBOY
Oh yeah?  That’s cool because I 
have this Twitter account and...

TYSON
Shut up.

Cowboy is taken aback.

COWBOY
Yessir.

TYSON
You’re an idiot.  

(to Lucky)
I heard of you too.

LUCKY
(sarcastic)

Oh yeah.  All good I hope.

TYSON
Some of it.  Heard you popped a 
big time drug dealer a while back.  
Also heard you and your brother 
almost got killed over it too.

Tyson closes the gap a little between them and himself.

LUCKY
Almost don’t mean nothing.  We’re 
alive and kicking, my friend.

TYSON
For now at least.
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Lucky smirks.

LUCKY 
You heard of us, but I gotta say, 
I’m racking my brain and I ain’t 
got a clue as to who you are.  I  
ain’t never heard of you.  Ain’t 
ever seen you.  I ain’t even seen 
a badge, so I’m not even sure 
you’re a cop.

Tyson smirks and takes his badge out with his free hand.

TYSON
Detective Tyson.  I keep a low 
profile.  That’s part of my job.

LUCKY
Is that right?  Is killing a woman 
in cold blood part of your job 
too?

TYSON
A woman?

Lucky nods to Aces’ Bitch in the floor.

TYSON (CONT’D)
(mock shock)

Oh.  Shit.  My bad.   
(shrugs)

Part of the job sometimes.  I 
guess she just ran with the wrong 
crowd.

LUCKY
Yeah.  I guess so.

TYSON
So, here’s the deal.  That guy you 
got there...Bobby Westridge...is 
not leaving here with you guys.  
That’s just not happening.  But 
I’ll make you a deal.  You give 
him to me and you guys can walk 
right out of here.  Hell, I’ll 
even give you some of this cash 
for your troubles.

LUCKY
And if we don’t?

TYSON
I haul your asses to jail.  Simple 
as that.
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LUCKY
Oh yeah?  That simple?

TYSON
Yeah.  That simple.  We got a 
deal?

Lucky pretends to think about it a moment.

LUCKY
Hmmmm.  I tell you what.  How 
about we take Bobby out of here, 
turn him in, and you can kiss my 
ass?  We got a deal?

Tyson smiles.  Laughs to himself.

TYSON
That’s pretty funny.

Suddenly, he fires a round, hitting Bobby right in the 
chest.  He’s killed on impact.  He slowly slips right out 
of Cowboy and Lucky’s arms.  They watch him fall to the 
floor.

Cowboy’s eyes are as big as saucers.  He looks at Tyson, 
scared as fuck.

COWBOY
You just shot him.

Tyson smirks and walks up to Lucky, keeping his gun right 
at Lucky’s chest.  Lucky doesn’t flinch.

TYSON
I’m not gonna play games with you 
two dumbasses.  The rest of this 
town might tolerate your bullshit.  
But I’m not your friend.  I’m not 
your buddy.  

Tyson puts the muzzle of his gun against Lucky’s chest 
and leans right into his face.

TYSON (CONT’D)
I’m not your bitch.  You cross me.  
If your retarded brother...

Cowboy gives a “ME?” look.

TYSON (CONT’D)
...crosses me, I’ll plant you both 
in the ground myself.  And piss on 
your graves.

He leans to Lucky’s ear.

21.



TYSON (CONT’D)
Are we clear?

Lucky just swallows and nods.

TYSON (CONT’D)
Say it.

Lucky grits his teeth.

LUCKY
Yes.

Tyson smiles and backs away.  Cowboy and Lucky just stand 
there.  Can’t do a fucking thing.  

TYSON
Come in!

The men come through the door, guns ready.

TYSON (CONT’D)
(to men)

These two were just leaving.
(to Lucky)

Weren’t ya?

Lucky nods and heads for the door.  Cowboy looks back at 
Bobby on the ground.

LUCKY
Cowboy.

Cowboy turns and follows Lucky towards the door.  The 
cops glare at them.  Lucky reaches the door.

TYSON
Lucky.

Lucky stops but doesn’t turn around.

TYSON (CONT’D)
There won’t be a next time.  You 
hear me?

Lucky doesn’t say shit.  He just heads out the door.  
Cowboy reaches the door then turns around.

COWBOY
Hey, if any of you guys are on 
Twitter, I’m at “itscowboybitch.”  
Ya’ll hit me up.

LUCKY (O.S.)
COWBOY!
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Cowboy shrugs.

COWBOY
Gotta go.  Peace!

He leaves the house.  Tyson stares coldly at the door as 
the men get to work.

The cops begin gathering up all of the money and drugs in 
the house.

EXT. LAKE - EVENING

ESTABLISHING SHOT.  Sunset.  

EXT. LUCKY’S TRAILER - NIGHT

Lucky sits outside of the trailer on a lawn chair, 
drinking a beer.  He kills the bottle and sets it down.

Cowboy comes from out of the trailer with two more in his 
hand.  He hands one off to Lucky and sits down.

Lucky is drunk.

LUCKY
He shot that man in cold blood.  
He was right there in our hands 
and he shot him.  There’s no way 
in hell I’m gonna let that go.  
Ain’t no way in hell.

Cowboy shakes his head.

COWBOY
Yes, you are.  You’ve done gotten 
us in enough trouble.  Its time 
you started letting shit go and 
just worry about what’s best for 
me and you.  

LUCKY
How can you say that?  

COWBOY
Say what?

LUCKY
How can you ask me to let this go? 

COWBOY
You wanna know how?
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LUCKY
Yeah.

COWBOY
You wanna know how?

LUCKY
Yeah, dumbass.  I wanna know how.

COWBOY
Cause you want to know who ends up 
always getting hurt when you can’t 
let shit go?  

Cowboy lifts up his shirt to show off a bullet wound 
scar.

COWBOY (CONT’D)
Me.  Me.

Lucky shrugs him off.  A car pulls up to the trailer and 
stops.  BRO. SAM gets out and walks over to the boys.

COWBOY (CONT’D)
Hey Sam.  Want a beer?

BRO. SAM
In all the years you’ve known me, 
have I ever drank a beer with you 
two idiots?

COWBOY
There’s a first time for  
everything.

BRO. SAM
Well, this ain’t one of those 
times.

He stops in front of Cowboy.  Cowboy just stares back at 
him.

COWBOY
What?

Sam just keeps staring.  Cowboy finally gets it and 
stands up.

COWBOY (CONT’D)
Sorry.  

Bro. Sam takes a seat and Cowboy has no where to sit.  He 
just looks around then sits on the ground.
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BRO. SAM
I heard what happened to you two 
today.

LUCKY
It wasn’t our fault.  

BRO. SAM
I didn’t say it was.  But 
nevertheless, it did happen.  

Lucky gets pissed.  Sits up in his chair.

LUCKY
Don’t tell me it happened.  I was 
standing right there.  I saw it 
all.  I know it happened, 
goddammit.

BRO. SAM
Hey.  Watch your mouth.  

Lucky looks away.

LUCKY 
Who the hell was that guy anyway?

BRO. SAM
His name is Detective Trent Tyson.  
He runs a special anti-drug team.  
Kind of a goon squad for the 
police department.  They’ve been 
given certain liberties outside of 
the police code to put a stop to 
the drug trade here in town.

LUCKY
Certain liberties?  

BRO. SAM
That’s right.

LUCKY
So killing a woman and killing a 
suspect in restraints, that’s all 
part of their certain liberties?  
That’s what your telling me?

BRO. SAM
No.  That is not what I’m telling 
you.  But I’ll be real clear about 
what I am telling you.

Bro. Sam leans over the arm of his chair to Lucky.

25.



BRO. SAM (CONT’D)
Tyson is bad news.  His whole team 
is bad news.  And I know you 
Lucky.  I know you’re ready to 
take this guy on with everything 
you’ve got.  So, I’m telling you, 
as your boss, as your partner, and 
as your friend, let this one go.

Cowboy chimes in.

COWBOY
That’s what I’ve been telling him 
all night long, Sam.

BRO. SAM
(to Cowboy)

Shut up.

COWBOY
Okay.

BRO. SAM
(to Lucky)

If you go after Tyson, you will 
lose.

Sam sits back in his chair.

BRO. SAM (CONT’D)
And you’ll do it alone.

Lucky looks at Bro. Sam.  That’s a first for both of 
them.

LUCKY
Alone?

BRO. SAM
You heard me.

Lucky laughs to himself and takes a swig of beer.

LUCKY
I’m used to it.

Sam chuckles to himself.

LUCKY (CONT’D)
What’s so funny?

BRO. SAM
Lucky, if I ever met someone 
scared to death to be alone, its 
you.  
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Lucky is taken aback by what he said.  Sam gets up and 
extends his hand out to Cowboy.  Cowboy takes it and Sam 
helps him to his feet.

BRO. SAM (CONT’D)
Take your seat back.

Cowboy smiles and sits back down.  Bro. Sam takes out his 
wallet and takes out two cashier’s checks.  He hands one 
to Cowboy, who eagerly takes it.  He holds the other one 
up to Lucky.

LUCKY
What’s that?

BRO. SAM
Its a check.  For each of you.

LUCKY
For what?

BRO. SAM
For Bobby Westridge.  

Lucky shakes his head.

LUCKY
We didn’t get him.  You don’t owe 
us a thing.

BRO. SAM
I know I don’t owe you a thing.  
I’m buying something.  Its his 
bounty, the full rate, out of my 
own pocket.  And you’re gonna take 
this money because I want you to 
let this whole thing go.  

LUCKY
You’re paying me to not go after 
Tyson?  Is this a payoff?

BRO. SAM
You can call it what you want.  
But you’re square now.  You didn’t 
lose nothing but a little bit of 
pride.

Lucky looks away.

BRO. SAM (CONT’D)
Take the check, Lucky.

Lucky stares at the check a moment, hesitates, then takes 
the check.  Bro. Sam nods to them both.
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BRO. SAM (CONT’D)
See you at the office, boys.

Sam starts walking to his car.  Lucky shakes his head 
like “Fuck, Sam.”

LUCKY 
(calling after Sam)

This don’t make it square, Sam.  
You and I both know that.

Sam doesn’t even react.  He gets in his car and pulls 
away.  Lucky takes a swig and looks over to see Cowboy 
staring at him.

LUCKY (CONT’D)
Shut up.

Cowboy shrugs, puts his feet up on the cooler, and chugs 
his beer.

EXT. POLICE SUB STATION - NIGHT

ESTABLISHING SHOT.  A car pulls up to the station. 

INT. POLICE SUB STATION - CONTINUOUS

Tyson and the cops are counting and sorting the cash on 
the table.  A COP looks out the window, smirks, and looks 
at Tyson.  

WINDOW COP
Hey.  Maxwell is here.

Tyson turns and looks at him.  He grabs his pistol off of 
the table and heads for the door.

EXT. POLICE SUB STATION - CONTINUOUS

Maxwell gets out of the SUV.  Tyson steps outside, lights 
a cigarette.

MAXWELL
Hey.

TYSON
Let me see your gun.

MAXWELL
(laughs)

What?
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TYSON
Let me see your gun.

MAXWELL
My gun?

TYSON
Yeah.  Your gun.  Your gun.

Maxwell gives him a stuttered look then takes out his 
revolver.  He opens the cylinders and turns it grip first 
to Tyson.  Tyson takes it and pops the shells out it.

TYSON (CONT’D)
That was a bonehead move you 
pulled today.

Maxwell lights a smoke.

MAXWELL
What are you talking about?

TYSON
You know what I’m talking about.  
That little move you and that 
dumbass pilot pulled.  I told you 
to keep to a distance and you fly 
right over the target?  

Tyson puts the shells in his pocket but keeps one in his 
hand.  

MAXWELL
Look, I told the pilot to keep a 
safe distance and he...

TYSON
Does the pilot work for me?

MAXWELL
What?

TYSON
Does the pilot work for me?  Am I 
gonna have to repeat everything I 
say?

MAXWELL
No.

TYSON
No, you don’t work for me; or no, 
I don’t have to repeat everything 
I say?
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MAXWELL
No.  I meant, yes, I do work for 
you.

TYSON
So, you do work for me.  Good.  
And do we agree you made a 
mistake?

MAXWELL
Yeah, I guess.

TYSON
So, you guess you made a mistake?  
So there is some question as to 
whether you made a mistake or not?

MAXWELL
No.  I made a mistake.

TYSON
You have no reservations about 
that?

MAXWELL
No.  I made a mistake.  Pure and 
simple.

TYSON
So now we’re starting to agree on 
some things.  We both agree you 
made a mistake.

MAXWELL
Yes.  

TYSON
So, should you be punished for 
your mistake?

MAXWELL
What?

TYSON
I thought you said I wouldn’t have 
to repeat myself.

MAXWELL
No.  I mean, yes.  

Maxwell closes his eyes frustrated.

MAXWELL (CONT’D)
No, you don’t have to repeat 
yourself.  Yes, I guess I deserve 
to be reprimanded.
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TYSON
You guess?  Again with “guess.”  
You’re not a very decisive person, 
Maxwell.

MAXWELL
Fuck.  Tyson, would you just get 
to the point.

Tyson tosses his cigarette, throws the shell in the 
cylinder, spins it, and slaps the cylinder closed.

TYSON
Here’s my point.

He puts the gun against Maxwell’s nose.  Maxwell drops 
his cigarette and backs away.

MAXWELL
Hey.  Hey.  Hey.  

Maxwell backs up against the car.  Tyson pushes in closer 
to him.  He puts the revolver right on the tip of 
Maxwell’s nose.  Maxwell closes his eyes.

MAXWELL (CONT’D)
Look, I’m sorry.  Okay?  I’m very 
sorry.

TYSON
Open your eyes.

MAXWELL
Stop it.  Would you just stop it?

TYSON
Hey.  Open your eyes.

Maxwell slowly opens his eyes.  Shaking.

MAXWELL
Please.  Don’t do this.

TYSON
You got a 5 in 6 chance of living.  
The odds are in your favor.

CLICK!  Tyson pulls the trigger.  Maxwell flinches.  
Tyson smiles and lowers the gun.

TYSON (CONT’D)
See.  One mistake, one bullet.  
Just don’t make another one of 
your odds will drop.

Tyson opens the cylinder and takes out the bullet.
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TYSON (CONT’D)
And you ain’t getting your bullets 
back until you learn to behave, 
Barney Fife.

He hands the revolver back to Maxwell and puts the shell 
in his pocket.  He heads for the door.

TYSON (CONT’D)
Now, get your ass inside and help 
us move this shit.

Tyson goes inside.  Maxwell closes his eyes and just 
tries to recover from almost fucking dying.

EXT. GROCERY STORE - NIGHT

ESTABLISHING SHOT.  Lucky’s car pulls into the lot and 
parks.

INT. GROCERY STORE - CONTINUOUS

Lucky pushes a cart along the beer aisle.  He stops and 
starts piling cases into the cart.  He is SINGING to 
himself the whole time.  Bout three quarters drunk.

LISA, 30’s, hot, dressed like she just got off work, 
comes down the aisle with her own cart.  She sees Lucky, 
smiles, and stops.

LISA
Lucky?

He freezes with the fifth case of beer in his hand.  He 
turns and looks at her.

LUCKY
Lisa?

She smiles.

LISA
Yeah.  How ya been?

He looks at all the cases of beer in the cart.

LUCKY
Fine.

He sets the case in the cart.  She looks at the cart full 
of cases of beer.

LISA
Where’s the party?
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LUCKY
Oh.  No.  There’s no party.  This 
is just for me.

Her eyes get playfully big.

LUCKY (CONT’D)
No, I mean, I’m not gonna drink it 
all now.  I’m just stocking up.  
For the weekend.

LISA
You’re gonna drink six cases in 
one weekend?

LUCKY
No.  I mean...

He just stops and rubs the back of his neck.  She laughs, 
letting him off the hook.

LISA
So how is Cowboy?

LUCKY
Oh, Cowboy is...Cowboy.

LISA
Yeah.  I follow him on his 
Twitter.  He’s soooo funny.

Lucky just smiles through gritted teeth.

LUCKY
Yeah.  He’s hilarious.

LISA
Yeah, he is.  You know, I never 
thanked you and him for all that 
you did for my niece.  That really 
meant a lot to my family.

LUCKY
Delia?  Oh, she’s great.  We loved 
helping her.

LISA
Yeah, that was so nice of you guys 
to take her in like that.  I don’t 
think I could ever repay you for 
all that you did.

He smirks.
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LUCKY
Well, there is one way you could 
repay me.

LISA
(laughing)

Oh yeah?  How is that?

LUCKY
Why don’t you and I go out 
sometime?

LISA
Really?  You wanna go out?

LUCKY
Why not?

She shrugs.

LISA
I don’t know.  

(laughs)
I don’t know.  I’d love to go out 
sometime.  You got my number?

LUCKY
Yeah.  I still got your number.

LISA
Okay.  Cool.  Yeah, just give me a 
shout sometime.  

She starts to move along.

LISA (CONT’D)
It was great seeing you again, 
Lucky.

He watches her walk away.

LUCKY
Great seeing you too.

She gives a little wave, moves along.  He’s checking her 
out.  She stops and turns.  He moves his eyes up, almost 
busted.  She smiles and walks away.

He watches her walk away.  He looks at the cases of beer, 
grabs two more, and puts them in the cart.

I/E. COWBOY’S TRUCK - NIGHT

Cowboy’s truck pulls down the street and into a bar.
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INT. BAR - MOMENTS LATER

Quiet night at the bar.  Not many PEOPLE in there.  
Cowboy sits at the bar, nursing a cold one.

FEMALE VOICE (O.S.)
Hey Cowboy.  Long time no see.

Cowboy looks around.  He starts to smile, stops, and goes 
back to his beer.  DELIA walks up to the bar next to him 
and sits down.

DELIA
What?  Not happy to see me?

He takes a swig.

COWBOY
I’m friggin’ happy as a pig in 
slop.  

Looks at her.

COWBOY (CONT’D)
What do ya want?

DELIA
Nice to see you too.

She points to his drink.

DELIA (CONT’D)
Get me a beer.

COWBOY
You’re too young to drink.

DELIA
Shut up.  You’ve bought me beer 
before.  When’s age ever stopped 
ya?

COWBOY
It’s stopping me right now.  

DELIA
What?  You still pissed at me?

COWBOY
No.  I’m not pissed at ya.  Why 
would I be pissed at ya?

DELIA
It’s just that---
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COWBOY
(cuts her off)

Why would I be pissed?  I mean, 
all I did was bust my ass to get 
you a singing career.  And you got 
one.  So, why should I be pissed?

DELIA
I thought that you---

COWBOY
(cuts her off)

I mean, first chance you got to 
make it, you took it.  Who gives a 
shit that you left me and Lucky 
high and dry while we were on our 
death beds?  

She rolls her eyes.  Bites her tongue.

COWBOY (CONT’D)
Who cares you left when we needed 
you the most?  After taking you in 
off of the streets.  Who cares 
that you trusted Gravy more than 
us to take care of you?  I mean, 
look at ya now!  It paid off.

She shakes her head.

DELIA
Okay.  Okay.  I get it.  It was a 
sucky thing to do.

COWBOY
Ya think?

DELIA
Yes.  And I’m sorry.

He looks away.

DELIA (CONT’D)
Really.  I’m sorry.

COWBOY
Don’t worry about it.

Turns his head her way but won’t look at her.

COWBOY (CONT’D)
So what are you doing here now?
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DELIA
We’re playing a show tomorrow 
night.  I want you and Lucky to 
come.

COWBOY
A show?

DELIA
Yeah.

COWBOY
You headlining?

DELIA
(offended)

Yeah, I’m headlining.

He thinks about it.  Hesitant.  Acting childish, of 
course.

COWBOY
Gravy gonna be there?

DELIA
Yeah, he’s gonna be there.  He’s 
part of my management team.

COWBOY
Gravy is your manager?

DELIA
No!  He’s just part of the team.  
He’s really been a big help.

Cowboy scowls and takes a swig of beer.

COWBOY
(mocking)

Big help.  Pfft!

Delia shakes her head.  He’s hopeless.

DELIA
Look, I want to talk to you and 
Lucky.  I really need you to be 
there.  Promise me you’ll come.

Cowboy just picks at the label on the bottle.

DELIA (CONT’D)
Hey.  Promise me.

Cowboy shrugs his shoulders.
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COWBOY
We gotta pay the cover charge?

She smiles.

DELIA
No, I’ll hook you up.

He nods, shrugs.

COWBOY
I guess we’ll be there then.

She smiles real big and gives him a hug. He scowls and 
pushes her off.

COWBOY (CONT’D)
Easy, easy, easy.  You’ll wrinkle 
the threads.

She stands.

DELIA
I’ll see ya tomorrow.

COWBOY
Whatever.

She walks away, happy as can be.  He glances up at her, 
picks at the label, then slowly starts to smile.

EXT. GUN RANGE - DAY

TARGET POV OF LUCKY shooting at the target.  Lucky 
reloads and keeps firing.

MONTAGE-CROSS CUTTING BETWEEN LUCKY SHOOTING, THE TARGET, 
AND THE EVENTS IN THE TRAILER.  ACES SHOT.  ACES’ BITCH 
SHOT.  

Lucky slaps in another clip.  Fires.  Sweat on his 
forehead.  Anger in his eyes.  Pissed.  Determined.  

BOBBY WESTRIDGE SHOT.  

Lucky fires round after round.  

TYSON IN LUCKY’S FACE.

CLOSE ON TARGET as the head of the target is filled with 
bullet holes.
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EXT. DINER - MORNING

ESTABLISHING SHOT.  Local diner.  

INT. DINER - CONTINUOUS

Cowboy and Lucky sit in the busy diner eating lunch.  
Cowboy is eating like a pig.  Lucky just picks at his 
food.  Cowboy glances up at him.

COWBOY
What’s wrong with you?

LUCKY
What?

COWBOY
What’s wrong with you?  

LUCKY
Why?

COWBOY
You’re not eating.  What’s wrong?

Lucky shrugs.  Cowboy looks up from his plate, mouth full 
of food.  

COWBOY (CONT’D)
Really?

LUCKY
What?

COWBOY
You’re still pissed about that 
cop, aren’t you?

LUCKY
Well, yeah.

Cowboy swallows a big huge GULP.

COWBOY 
You’re a friggin’ beatin’.

LUCKY
Not everybody’s like you.

COWBOY
Hell, I know that.  But I know how 
to let shit go.  I don’t let 
nothing bother me.  

(MORE)
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And guess what, I’m happy, got 
lots of friends, sleep with a 
different woman every night, have 
fun, live life to the fullest.  
What does worrying get you?   

LUCKY
I got friends.

Cowboy looks around.

COWBOY
Where?

LUCKY
I get laid.

COWBOY
Oh yeah.  When was the last time?

LUCKY
Bitch, I got laid two nights ago.

COWBOY
Who?

LUCKY
You know that hot ass secretary 
down at the police station?

COWBOY
With the librarian glasses?

LUCKY
Yeah.  That one.

COWBOY
Oh yeah?  Was it any good?

LUCKY
I’m not telling you that.

COWBOY
Why not?  If you’re telling me the 
truth, you’d tell me.

LUCKY
No, I just don’t like telling you 
all my business.

COWBOY
Well, give me one little detail so 
I’ll know you’re not lying.

COWBOY (CONT'D)
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LUCKY
I could be lying about the one 
little detail.  What the hell 
would that prove?

COWBOY
Are you gonna tell me something or 
not?

LUCKY
Okay, smart ass.  She bites her 
lip when she has an orgasm.  

COWBOY
Why the hell she do that?

LUCKY
How the hell should I know?

COWBOY
What kind of noise does that make 
anyway?

LUCKY
Well, it sounded kinda like she 
was taking a dump, if you wanna 
know the damn truth about it.

COWBOY
Ewww...  Did that stop you?

LUCKY
Stop me from what?

COWBOY
You know.

LUCKY
What?

Cowboy flips the lid off of the ketchup bottle.

COWBOY
Boom!

LUCKY
No, it didn’t stop me!  

COWBOY
So, does a chick taking a dump 
turn you on or something?

LUCKY
I’m done talking about this.

41.



Lucky picks up his glass and just looks away.  Cowboy 
takes a big bite of food.

COWBOY
(mouth full)

Never let a chick do that too ya.  
It’s never pretty.

LUCKY
Do what?

COWBOY
You know.  Take a dump while 
you...

LUCKY 
(cutting him off)

Can you do me a favor?

COWBOY
What’s that?

LUCKY
If you’re gonna give me advice, 
could you at least do it without a 
mouth full of food?

Cowboy swallows real big again.

COWBOY
What?

Lucky sets the cup down and takes a bite.

LUCKY
I ran into Lisa last night.

COWBOY
Lisa who?

LUCKY
You know.  Lisa.  Delia’s aunt.

COWBOY
Oh yeah.  Didn’t you have a thing 
for her?

LUCKY
(shrugs)

I don’t know.  She’s pretty cute.

COWBOY
She was pretty hot from what I 
remember.
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LUCKY
Yeah, well, she still is.

COWBOY
Where’d you see her at?

LUCKY
The store.

COWBOY
What store?

LUCKY
What do you mean what store?  The 
grocery store.

COWBOY
I didn’t know.  There’s all kinds 
of stores.  Clothing stores, drug 
stores, gun shops.

LUCKY
Why the hell would I have gone to 
a gun shop at midnight?

COWBOY
I don’t know.  You didn’t tell me 
what time.

LUCKY
You left my house at midnight.  I 
was leaving right behind you.  
What in the hell kind of gun shop 
is open at midnight?

COWBOY
I don’t know.  So, the grocery 
store huh?

LUCKY
Yeah.

COWBOY 
That’s weird.  

LUCKY
What’s weird?

COWBOY
I saw Delia last night at the bar.

LUCKY 
Delia?  She’s in town?
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COWBOY
Yeah.  She came to the bar looking 
for me.

LUCKY
So what did she want?

COWBOY
She’s playing tonight.  Over at 
Cactus Mountain.  She wants us to 
come, see the show, and she wants 
to talk to us afterwards.

LUCKY
Talk about what?

COWBOY
I dunno.  She didn’t say.  She 
just said she wants to talk about 
something.

LUCKY
She headlining?

COWBOY
Yup.

LUCKY
Gravy gonna be there?

COWBOY
Yup.

Lucky bites his lip.  Thinks.

LUCKY
We gotta pay the cover charge?

COWBOY
Nope.

LUCKY
Alright then.  I’m in.

Cowboy takes another big bite of food.

COWBOY
Cool.

EXT. CACTUS MOUNTAIN - NIGHT

CRANE SHOT.  ESTABLISHING SHOT.  The bar is freakin’ 
hopping.  MUSIC CAN BE HEARD OUTSIDE.  Cowboy and Lucky 
walk through the parking lot towards the front.
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INT. CACTUS MOUNTAIN - CONTINUOUS

Establishing shot.  DELIA on stage SINGING.  PEOPLE 
dancing, having good time.  

COWBOY and LUCKY walk in.  They know everybody.  
Especially Cowboy.  PEOPLE shout Cowboy’s name at random.

PEOPLE
Cowboy!  Hey, Cowboy!

Lucky just scowls at him.

LUCKY
You know, I don’t think you being 
a local celebrity is the best idea 
in the world.

COWBOY
What do you mean?

LUCKY
Every idiot in this place knows 
who you are.

COWBOY
So?

LUCKY
You ever think we might need to be 
somewhat discreet since we’re 
bounty hunters?

COWBOY
I can’t help it if people know me.

LUCKY
And the thing is they don’t really 
even know you.  

COWBOY
Hell yeah, they do.  I got fifteen 
thousand followers on my Twitter 
account.

LUCKY
That don’t mean they know you.

COWBOY
They know me enough to follow me!

He takes out his phone.  He starts texting something.

LUCKY
What are you doing?

45.



COWBOY
Tweeting.

Lucky rolls his eyes.  GRAVY walks up to them.

GRAVY
Cowboy!  Lucky!  So how you guys 
been?

Cowboy never looks up from his phone.

COWBOY
Fuck you, Gravy.

Gravy just kinda takes that one. 

GRAVY
Okay...

He extends a hand to Lucky.  Lucky begrudgingly shakes 
hands.

LUCKY
Fine.  Now that Delia is out of 
our hair, we’re friggin’ perfect.  
Now you get to put up with all her 
bullshit and not us.

Gravy tries to laugh.

GRAVY
You know, I’m real sorry how all 
that played out.

LUCKY
No, you’re not.

Cowboy looks up from his phone.

COWBOY
Hey.  Watch this.

He hits SEND on his phone.  All of a sudden, CELLPHONES 
CHIME TEXT ALERTS.  Cell phones light up.  He looks 
around with a big grin on his face.  Lucky just shakes 
his head and walks away.

LUCKY
I’m getting a freakin’ beer.

Gravy follows him to the bar.  Lucky leans on the bar.

LUCKY (CONT’D)
Hey...

The BARTENDER looks up at him.
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LUCKY (CONT’D)
Two beers.

BARTENDER
You got it.

Gravy leans on the bar next to him.

GRAVY
Hey, I just want to make sure 
there ain’t no hard feelin’s 
between us.  

LUCKY
Why would there be hard feelings?

GRAVY
Well...

Gravy just kind of makes a face, not wanting to say.  
Lucky just takes out his money.

LUCKY
Look, here’s the deal.  Delia is a 
good girl.  As long as she’s 
happy, I’m happy.  

Bartender sets the beers down and he hands her some cash.

LUCKY (CONT’D)
Now Cowboy on the other hand, he’s 
the one you need to apologize to.

GRAVY
He’s still sore about it, huh?

Gravy bites his lip and looks down.

GRAVY (CONT’D)
Is now a good time to apologize?

Lucky looks over at Cowboy.  THREE GIRLS are around him, 
talking him up.

LUCKY
No.

Lucky walks away.  He walks by the dance floor and sees 
Lisa talking with some FRIENDS.  He stops, thinks about 
whether or not to go over.  Suddenly, she sees him and 
waves real big.  Lucky, nervously, waves back.  She comes 
over. 

LISA
You made it?
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LUCKY
Yeah.  No way I would’ve missed 
Delia.

She grabs his hand.

LISA
Let’s dance.

LUCKY
Wait.  I can’t dance for shit.

LISA
(laughs)

Neither can I.

MONTAGE OF SHOTS.  Delia singing.  PEOPLE dancing.  
Cowboy making his way through the place.  Lisa and Lucky 
dancing.

Lucky and Lisa come off of the floor and meet Cowboy. 

LISA (CONT’D)
Hey Cowboy.

Cowboy is fucking with his phone...again.

COWBOY
What’s up, girl?

(looks up)
Hey, are you following me on 
Twitter?

LISA
Yes!

COWBOY
Cool!

Delia wraps up the song.

DELIA
Thank you everyone.  We’re gonna 
take a short break but we will be 
right back.  Ya’ll don’t go 
nowhere, ya hear?

CROWD CHEERS.  She heads to leave the stage.  Lisa, 
Cowboy, and Lucky walk over to greet her coming off.  She 
gives Cowboy a big hug.

DELIA (CONT’D)
I’m so glad you came.
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COWBOY
Hell yeah.  Free booze.  Lots of 
whores running around.  Why 
wouldn’t I come?

Delia looks at Lucky.

DELIA
So...you gonna give me a hug or 
what?

Lucky extends his hand.

DELIA (CONT’D)
Oh its like that huh?

LUCKY
Yeah.  Something like that.

She smiles and just gives him a big hug.

DELIA
Whoo hoo!  I’m so glad you’re 
here.

Lucky just smiles to himself and gives her a hug back.

INT. CACTUS MOUNTAIN - LATER

OVERHEAD MUSIC PLAYING.  PEOPLE dancing slow.  Lisa, 
Delia, Cowboy, and Lucky sit at a quiet corner of the 
bar.  A WAITRESS brings them all a beer.  She sets one 
down in front of each of them.

DELIA
Thanks.

Cowboy takes the beer from in front of her.

COWBOY
You’re still too damn young.

She shakes her head and leans in forward.

DELIA
So how you guys been?

LUCKY
Cut the shit.

DELIA
What?

Lisa gives a curious look.
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COWBOY
We know you didn’t ask us here to 
catch up on the good ole days.

DELIA
What do you mean?

LUCKY
We ain’t heard from you in months 
and all of the sudden you want us 
to come to your big concert and 
hang out.

DELIA
What?  You guys are my friends, 
right?  I can’t have friends come 
to my concert?

COWBOY
Oh, you can have friends come to 
your concert alright.  But that 
still don’t explain why you 
invited us here.

DELIA
So you’re not my friends?

LUCKY
What...do...you...want?

She sighs.  Gives up on the whole schmoozy thing.

DELIA
Okay.  I have a favor to ask you 
guys.  I need your help.

COWBOY
Help doing what?

DELIA
Its my mom.  She’s mixed up in 
some really bad shit.

COWBOY
So?  That’s not news.  She’s been 
on dope for years.

DELIA
No.  This is different.  

(to Lisa)
Tell them.

LISA
She’s right.  I went to check on 
her the other day.  See how things 
are going.  

(MORE)
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She’s been living in a crack 
house.  She’d been up for four 
days straight when I saw her.  
There were guns everywhere.  Drug 
dealers. 

LUCKY
So where’s she now?

DELIA
Still there.  

(points to Lisa)
She tried to get her to leave but 
she wouldn’t.

Lucky just shakes his head and drinks his beer.

LUCKY
You’re mom’s a junkie.  A lost 
cause, darling.

DELIA
So?

LUCKY
There’s nothing you can do for 
her.

DELIA
Sure there is.

LUCKY
Like what?

DELIA
I can save her.

LUCKY
You can?

DELIA
Yes.

LUCKY
Then why are you talking to us 
then?  If you can save her, why 
aren’t you doing it then?

Delia just stares at him.  Pissed.  Lisa puts her hand on 
Delia’s to calm her down.  Lucky sees the look on Lisa’s 
face.  Hurt, concerned, disappointed.  Lucky closes his 
eyes and shakes his head.

LUCKY (CONT’D)
Look.  I know what you’re 
thinking.  

LISA (CONT'D)

(MORE)
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You’re thinking that now that you 
have a few bucks to your name, you 
might have enough money that you 
might be able to save her.  But 
you’re gonna be nothing but 
disappointed.  I’m sorry.

DELIA
Look.  She’s dying alright.  And I 
can do something about it.  Would 
you let your mom just die if you 
could stop it from happening?

LUCKY
Depends.

DELIA
On what?

LUCKY
It depends on the mom.  With our 
mom, we did everything we could to 
keep her with us.  But she loved 
us.  She took care of us.  She 
busted her ass to raise me and 
Cowboy.  And she wasn’t on 
friggin’ dope.  Your mom kicked 
you out when you were, what?  
Sixteen?  She don’t deserve you 
tryin’ to save her.  Now that’s 
all there is to it.

Delia is pleading.  Near tears.  She looks at Cowboy.

DELIA
She’s gonna die.  She’s gonna die. 
You gotta help me.  

She grabs Cowboy’s hand.

DELIA (CONT’D)
Please?

Cowboy sighs and pushes his beer away.

COWBOY
What’s the address?

LUCKY
(to himself)

Goddammit.

Delia SQUEALS and gives Cowboy a big hug.  

DELIA
Thank you.  Thank you.  Thank you.

LUCKY (CONT’D)
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Lucky stands up from the table and walks over to the bar.  
Lisa stands and starts to go after him.  Cowboy just arm 
bars her.

COWBOY
Leave him be.  He’s in one of 
those moods.

She sits back down, still confused and disappointed.

Lucky sets his beer down at the bar and just looks 
around.  Something catches his eye and he stops.  He 
squints to see if he sees what he thinks he sees.

THE MUSIC DIES DOWN.  EVERYTHING GOES IN SLOW MOTION.  
FLOATING CLOSE UP OF LUCKY.

LUCKY’S POV.  TYSON AND GRAVY STAND BEHIND THE STAGE 
TALKING.  

Lucky watches them intently.  Gravy takes an envelope 
from his pocket and hands it off to Tyson.  They shake 
hands and Tyson heads for the doors.

Lucky turns and walks to Cowboy still sitting with Delia 
and Lisa.  He grabs Cowboy by the arm.  

LUCKY 
Lets go.

Cowboy doesn’t get up.

COWBOY
I still gotta drink my beer!

DELIA
Settle down!

LISA
Have a beer with us!

LUCKY
I’ll buy you another one later.  
Now lets go!

Cowboy gets up.  Delia gets up, starts to follow.

DELIA
Wait!  Aren’t you gonna finish the 
show?

LUCKY
We’ve seen it.

She just stands there like “WTF” as Lucky drags Cowboy 
away.  She turns and looks back at Lisa.
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DELIA
Why did I ask them for help again?

Lisa just shrugs.

EXT. CACTUS MOUNTAIN - CONTINUOUS

Cowboy and Lucky come out of the club and look around.

COWBOY
What the hell are we doing?

LUCKY
I just saw Tyson.  He was talking 
to Gravy.

COWBOY
Who’s Tyson?

LUCKY
Are you freakin’ stupid?  He’s the 
cop that shot Bobby Westridge.

COWBOY
Oh yeah.  How’s he doing anyway?

LUCKY
He’s dead, idiot.

COWBOY
No.  Not Bobby Westridge.  I meant 
Tyson.

LUCKY
I don’t freakin’ know.  What the 
hell you mean, “how’s he doing?”  
He your friend or something?

COWBOY
No.  But I let that shit go.  I 
don’t care what he does or if he’s 
here or not.  I don’t dwell on 
shit like you do.

LUCKY
But, why would he be talking to 
Gravy?

COWBOY 
Gravy?  Why would he be talking to 
Gravy?

54.



LUCKY
That’s what I just asked, dumbass.  
We’re gonna follow him and see 
what’s up.

Lucky looks all around the parking lot.

LUCKY (CONT’D)
You see him?

Cowboy looks around too.  He spots him.  Tyson walks 
through the lot to his car.

COWBOY
There.

Lucky sees him and they rush towards their truck.  Tyson 
gets to his car and looks around.  They see him and 
quickly duck behind a car.

Tyson doesn’t spot them.  He gets in his car and takes 
off.  Cowboy and Lucky peek up to see him leaving and 
take off towards the truck.

COWBOY (CONT’D)
Did he see us?

LUCKY
I don’t think so.  Hurry up and 
lets catch him.

They get in the truck, Cowboy driving, and take off.

I/E. COWBOY’S TRUCK - MOMENTS LATER

Moving.  They follow Norris’ car, several lengths ahead.  

LUCKY
Get closer.

COWBOY
What?  You want him to spot us?

LUCKY
I don’t want to lose him.  Just 
stay close.

MONTAGE OF SHOTS OF Cowboy and Lucky following Tyson.  
Tyson turning down one street after another.  Lighting a 
cigarette.  Lucky takes out his pistol and makes sure 
it’s loaded.  Cowboy tweeting: “Following a crooked cop.”
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EXT. NIGHT CLUB - NIGHT

A crappy night club with cars parked out front and a few 
LOWLIFES hanging around.  THE SOUND OF MUSIC coming from 
inside.  Norris’ car pulls to a stop on the side of the 
club.  He gets out and walks down an alley.  

Cowboy and Lucky’s truck stops at the intersection.

I/E. COWBOY’S TRUCK - CONTINUOUS

Lucky gets out of the truck.

COWBOY
Where you going?

LUCKY
I’m gonna follow him on foot.  You 
drive around the other side of the 
street.  Don’t cut him off but 
just be there in case he comes out 
the other side of that alley.

COWBOY
But what if he...

Lucky just takes off.

COWBOY (CONT’D)
Why the hell can’t he just leave 
well enough alone?

Cowboy pulls the truck down the road.

EXT. ALLEYWAY - CONTINUOUS

Lucky sneaks up to the entrance of the alley.  He peeks 
inside.  A GROUP OF MEN stand outside a door in the 
alley.  Tyson is amongst them.

Lucky enters the alley, quietly.  He stays against the 
wall, trying to stay in the shadows.  Tyson and the men 
head inside the door, leaving the alley.  THE CLUB MUSIC 
is heard.

Lucky approaches the door and slips his gun out.  He 
listens.  THE SOUND OF MUFFLED TALKING AND FOOTSTEPS ON A 
STAIRCASE.

INT. STAIRCASE - CONTINUOUS

CAMERA STARING DOWN THE STAIR CASE.  THE SOUND OF MUSIC 
from the club is heard.  
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Lucky slowly opens the door and looks up.  He comes 
inside and eases his way up the stairs.

INT. HALLWAY - CONTINUOUS

Lucky reaches the top of the stairs and looks both way 
down the hall.  One way is completely black.  The other 
way has a flickering strobe light from the club.

He starts to head towards the light, very slowly.

INT. COWBOY’S TRUCK - CONTINUOUS

Cowboy is parked on the curb at the end of the alley.  
He’s playing with his phone.

COWBOY
Check in?  Yes, I believe I will.

INT. HALLWAY - CONTINUOUS

Lucky’s phone VIBRATES.  He takes it out and checks it.  

ON PHONE: “@itscowboybitch outside bad guys lair.”   

Lucky rolls his eyes.

LUCKY
(whisper)

That stupid, dumbass...

Lucky texts him back.    

ON PHONE: “STOP TELLING PEEP WHERE WE R DUMASS.”

CAMERA ON LUCKY.  Only pitch black behind him.

INT. COWBOY’S TRUCK - CONTINUOUS

Cowboy gets Lucky’s text.

COWBOY
Dumbass?  He didn’t even spell it 
right.

He texts.
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INT. HALLWAY - CONTINUOUS

ON LUCKY.  His phone goes off again.  Behind him, down 
the hall, we can see another PHONE LIGHT UP at the same 
time.

ON PHONE:  “@itscowboybitch LUCKY SPELLD DUMBASS WRONG.  
ITS SPELLD L U C K Y LOL”

ON LUCKY.  Lucky texts back.

INT. COWBOY’S TRUCK - CONTINUOUS

Cowboy’s phone goes off.  He’s laughing like hell at what 
he sent.

ON PHONE: “Quit farting around and get in here.”

Cowboy laughs and texts back.

INT. HALLWAY - CONTINUOUS

ON LUCKY.  Lucky’s phone goes off again.  THREE 
CELLPHONES LIGHT UP behind him.  Much closer than before.

ON PHONE:  “@itscowboybitch OK time to do my thing in the 
lair!”

ON LUCKY.  CELLPHONE RIGHT BEHIND HIM.

LUCKY
(whisper)

That son of a bitch ain’t ever 
gonna learn.

Suddenly, the light in the hall cuts on.  THREE BIG MOFOS 
are right behind Lucky.  

LUCKY (CONT’D)
Oh shit.

Lucky turns around and MOFO ONE grabs his hand with the 
pistol in it.  

MOFO ONE
Drop the friggin’ gun.

The three mofos pin Lucky against the wall and he drops 
the gun.

LUCKY
Let me go!  Let me go!
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He’s overpowered by these bruisers.  MOFO TWO unfurls his 
butterfly knife and puts it against Lucky’s cheek.

MOFO TWO
You went snooping round the wrong 
alley this time, bitch.

LUCKY
Tell these punks to let me lose 
and I’ll show you who’s a bitch.

Mofo Two pulls the knife back like he’s ready to slice 
him when DUECE, big huge black guy, appears in the door 
at the end of the hallway where the strobe was.

DUECE
Hey!

The mofos stop and look at him.

DUECE (CONT’D)
Bring his ass down here.

Mofo Two looks at Lucky, puts the blade away, and backs 
off.  They carry Lucky down the hall.

EXT. ALLEYWAY - CONTINUOUS

Cowboy sneaks up the alley and to the door.  He takes out 
his gun, nervous, and makes sure its loaded.

COWBOY
Okay, Cowboy.  Its game time.

He throws open the door to immediately have a gun in his 
face.  He freezes.  THE SOUND OF THE CLUB MUSIC is heard.

COWBOY’S POV.  Tyson holds a pistol trained right at his 
face with one hand and his cellphone up with the other.

TYSON
Its Cowboy bitch.  What can I say?  
I’m a fan.

Cowboy just stares cross eyed at the pistol.

INT. ROOM, ABOVE CLUB - MOMENTS LATER

THE MUFFLED SOUND OF THE CLUB.  Lucky is dumped into a 
chair.  Mofo Two tosses Lucky’s pistol on the coffee 
table.  

This is a shithole room.  Stinks of freakin’ weed and 
crack.  A cum stained couch.  
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A coffee table with drug shit all over it.  Only a couple 
of lamps to light it.  Window looking over club.  

Duece hits a glass pipe across the coffee table from 
Lucky.  Cowboy walks in the room with Tyson right behind 
him.  Tyson keeps his pistol shoved squarely in his back.  

TYSON
Sit your ass down.

Cowboy sits down in a chair beside Lucky.  Tyson walks 
over to the couch and sits down.  The Three Mofos scatter 
around the room, watching over the situation.

Lucky looks at Cowboy.

LUCKY
If you don’t stop that goddamn 
tweeting...

COWBOY
Whoa.  Whoa.  Whoa.  Its not the 
tweeting’s fault.  I take full 
responsibility for my actions.

Lucky just stares at him.

LUCKY
Really?

Tyson looks at Cowboy’s pistol and sets it down on the 
coffee table.

TYSON
Oh.  Cowboy and Lucky, meet Duece.  
Duece, Cowboy and Lucky.

DUECE
What up, gentlemen?

Cowboy nods.

COWBOY
Nice play ya got.

LUCKY
(under breath)

Shut up.

Tyson takes the envelope Gravy gave him and tosses it on 
the table.

TYSON
So...I have a question.
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LUCKY
I got an answer.

TYSON
Good.  What in the hell are you 
two doing here?

LUCKY
Well, we’re always looking for new 
places to party.  This one looked 
nice so we thought we’d check it 
out.

Tyson looks at Duece.  Duece laughs and hands the glass 
pipe to him.

TYSON
Party huh?

LUCKY
That’s right.

TYSON
Well, cool.  I hope you like it 
here.  Because I, for one, love to 
party.

Tyson hits the glass pipe then sets it down on the table.

TYSON (CONT’D)
But, as much as I love to party, 
and as much as I hope you like it 
here, I have a certain pet peeve.  
I just don’t like party crashers.  
I don’t.  I don’t think there is 
anything more selfish, more rude, 
or more annoying than someone who 
shows up unwanted, unannounced, 
and then just won’t leave. 

Tyson puts his pistol in its holster and picks up 
Cowboy’s gun.  Cowboy stares at him.  Getting nervous.

COWBOY
Ummmm.  That’s my gun.  Could you 
put it down please?

Tyson points it at him.  Cowboy closes his eyes.

COWBOY (CONT’D)
You can look at it if you want to.

Tyson stands up and walks behind them.
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TYSON
I told you boys once before to 
stay away from me.  You see, I 
know you two.  I know you way, way 
better than you know me.  And I 
really don’t have anything against 
you.  

He leans down next to Lucky and looks him in the eye.

TYSON (CONT’D)
But, at the same time, you also 
bring me no benefit whatsoever.  
So, you see, I don’t care if you 
live or die.  It makes no 
difference to me.

LUCKY
That’s funny.  I have a very 
strong opinion about you.

TYSON
Oh you do?

LUCKY
That’s right.  I do care if you 
live or die.  I care a lot.  
That’s why I’m gonna see to it 
personally that you die a 
horrible, excruciating death.

TYSON
Are you?

LUCKY
I sure as hell am.  

Tyson just smirks and stands up.

TYSON
Well, you see, there is a problem 
with that.  A huge problem.  

He walks around Cowboy and Lucky in a circle.  CAMERA 
STEADIES WITH HIM AS HE WALKS.

TYSON (CONT’D)
This is my territory.  Not just 
the club you are standing above, 
but this entire town.  I run it.  
I got bitches in every corner of 
this town.  See Duece over 
there...

DUECE IN BACKGROUND AS CAMERA STEADIES WITH HIM.
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TYSON (CONT’D)
...he’s my bitch.  The Sheriff.  
He’s my bitch too.  I bet you just 
thought you owned him.  Drug 
dealers.  Pimps.  Lawyers.  
Doctors.  Even that little punk 
Gravy.  They are all my bitch.  
Cause I got something they all 
want.  And the beauty of it is, 
they don’t all want the same 
thing.  Some want money.  I got 
it.  Some want pussy.  I can get 
it.  Some want drugs.  I have it.  
But one word best sums it all.  I 
have power.  

He stops in front of Cowboy.

TYSON (CONT’D)
And everyone, and I mean everyone, 
wants power.

Cowboy just stares at him.  

COWBOY
I think I’d like to go now.

TYSON
Right or left?

COWBOY
What?

TYSON
Are you right handed or left 
handed?

Cowboy holds up his left hand.

COWBOY
I’m a south paw.  

TYSON
Lefty huh?  Show me your right.

Cowboy holds up his right hand.  Tyson quickly raises 
Cowboy’s pistol and fires a round through his hand.  
Cowboy doubles up, grabbing his hand, and hits the floor.

COWBOY
Dammit!  That freakin’ hurt.

Lucky stands but Tyson shoves the pistol against his 
forehead.  Tyson is shaking with intensity.  He’s 
borderline fucking nuclear.  Turned it on like a switch.
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TYSON
Sit your ass back down.

He backs Lucky back into his seat.

TYSON (CONT’D)
I told you to leave me alone.  I 
told you and you didn’t listen.  
This time, its Cowboy’s hand.  
Next time, its your goddamn 
brains.  Do you understand me?

Lucky just stares at him.

TYSON (CONT’D)
Do you understand me?  Say it.

LUCKY
I understand.

TYSON
Louder.  Say it.

LUCKY
I understand.

Tyson shoves the pistol hard against Lucky’s forehead, 
pushing him into the chair.

TYSON
Say it like you mean it.

Lucky is fucking fuming.  Shaking just as much as Tyson 
is.  Breathing hard.

LUCKY
I understand!!!!

Tyson backs away.  He tosses Cowboy’s pistol on the table 
and walks for the door.

TYSON
Get rid of them.

He exits.  Cowboy stays on the floor.  Lucky is still 
shaking but turns his attention to Duece.  Duece smokes a 
cigarette and calmly sits there.  

He stands, picks up the envelope, and looks around at the 
Three Mofos around the room.

DUECE
I don’t wanna ever see them in 
here again.
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Duece leaves the room.  Mofo Two takes out his knife and 
unfurls it.  He stands on the other side of the coffee 
table.   

MOFO TWO
Okay.  Looks like you two won’t be 
at the party after all!

Lucky kicks the coffee table and it cuts the legs out 
from under him.  He hits the table and it smashes.  Mofo 
One and Three rip out their guns.  Lucky dives and scoops 
up both his and Cowboy’s pistols.    

He opens fire with both of them.  Mofo One is hit over 
and over again, blown back into the wall.

Mofo Three fires and runs for the door.  Lucky fires at 
him as he rolls for cover, bullets bouncing all around 
him.  Mofo Three ducks for cover just outside the door.  
He and Lucky trade fire.  

Mofo Three stops and reloads.

Cowboy looks up and sees Mofo Two getting to his feet.  
Cowboy scrambles up and linebacker tackles him.  They hit 
the ground and wrestle around.  Mofo Two ends up on top 
of Cowboy with his knife fixing to come down on him.

Cowboy grabs Mofo’s knife hand with his injured one.  
He’s GRUNTING in sheer agony.

COWBOY
Son of a bitch!

Lucky aims at Mofo Two but Cowboy is in the way. 

LUCKY
Cowboy!  Move!

Mofo Three pops back into the room, strafing and firing 
at Lucky.  Lucky opens fire with both pistols.  Mofo 
Three is hit over and over again and crashes into the 
window.

INT. CLUB - CONTINUOUS

PEOPLE dancing and partying.  Mofo Three crashes through 
window and dives to the club floor below.  He smashes 
onto a table and demolishes it.

PEOPLE SCREAM and begin running.  TYSON and DUECE turn 
and look at what’s happening.

TYSON
What the hell?
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Duece looks at HIS TWO MEN.  

DUECE
Kill those assholes!

The TWO MEN take off.

INT. ROOM, ABOVE CLUB - CONTINUOUS

Cowboy struggles to keep Mofo Two’s knife back.  
Suddenly, Lucky’s pistol is against Two’s head.  He 
freezes.  

LUCKY
Who’s a bitch now, bitch?

KABOOM!  He blows Mofo Two’s fucking brains out.  Blood 
splatters all over Cowboy.  Some gets in his mouth.

COWBOY
What the hell are you doing?

LUCKY
Saving your life.

COWBOY
I got brains in my friggin’ mouth!

LUCKY
Stop whining.  Let’s go!

Lucky helps Cowboy up and they take off.

EXT. ALLEYWAY - MOMENTS LATER

Cowboy and Lucky bust out of the stairwell and into the 
alley.  They haul ass down it, running like hell.  

Duece’s Two Men rush out of the alley but Cowboy and 
Lucky are gone.  They look around, give up, then head 
inside.

EXT. GAS STATION - LATER

Cowboy’s truck is parked outside of a gas station.

INT. RESTROOM, GAS STATION - CONTINUOUS

Cowboy has his shirt off.  He is washing his face off and 
his hand.  Blood all over the sink.  Lucky leans against 
the wall, fuming.
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LUCKY
This isn’t over.

COWBOY
The hell it ain’t.

LUCKY
What is that supposed to mean?

COWBOY
You can go after Tyson all you 
want.  But count me out.

LUCKY 
What the hell did you say?

COWBOY
I didn’t stutter.  You go after 
him, you go after him alone.

LUCKY
So, what?  You’re quitting?

COWBOY
Nope.  I’m leaving.

Lucky moves closer to Cowboy.

LUCKY
You’re leaving?

COWBOY
That’s right.

LUCKY
Why?

COWBOY
Because you can’t let this go and 
its gonna end up getting me 
killed.

LUCKY
Get you killed?  I got just as 
much to lose as you do.

COWBOY
No, you don’t.  For you, its all 
about your pride or some shit like 
that.  I don’t care if Tyson is 
crooked, straight, narrow, or 
sideways.  But you?  You get 
pissed off or get an idea in your 
head and you just can’t let it go.  
It don’t matter who gets hurt.  It 
don’t matter who gets in the way.  

(MORE)
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All you care about is doing 
whatever it is you want to do.  
And I’m too old and too tired to 
let it happen to me again.

LUCKY
What are we supposed to do?  Let 
that scumbag Tyson get away with 
killing our mark?  Get away with 
running this town?  Get away with 
shooting you in the hand?

COWBOY
I wouldn’t have gotten shot in the 
hand if you’d have let it go.  

Lucky looks away.

COWBOY (CONT’D)
If you’d have listened to Brother 
Sam, none of this would have 
happened.

Lucky leans into Cowboy.

LUCKY
I’m going after Tyson.  With you.  
Or without you.

Cowboy puts on his shirt.

COWBOY
I’m gonna help Delia cause I said 
I would.  When you’re done trying 
to save the world, hit me up.

Cowboy walks out.  Lucky just stands there.  Alone.

EXT. POLICE SUB STATION - DAY

Normal quiet day.  Few cars parked out front.  Lucky’s 
car pulls up down the street and stops.

I/E. LUCKY’S CAR - CONTINUOUS

Lucky eats a cheeseburger and drinks a bottled water.  
Beside him in the seat is a cooler.  He’s prepped for a 
day of living out of his car.

LUCKY’S POV of the station.  Tyson and Maxwell exit the 
station and get in their car.  They pull away from the 
station and Lucky follows.

COWBOY (CONT'D)
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EXT. STREET - LATER

Tyson and Maxwell approach TWO DEALERS standing on the 
corner.  They talk with him, seemingly friendly.

Lucky’s car pulls up down the road.

I/E. LUCKY’S CAR - CONTINUOUS

Lucky watches them.  He picks up some binoculars.

LUCKY’S POV as the dealers hand Tyson a handful of cash.  
Tyson and Maxwell shake the dealers hands and walk away.

EXT. RUN DOWN MOTEL - LATER

Tyson and Maxwell walk up to the old run down motel.  A 
HOOKER stands outside with her PIMP.  They shake hands 
and fist bump with each other.

I/E. LUCKY’S CAR - CONTINUOUS

Lucky watches them from afar.  Finishing off another 
bottle of water.  He tosses it in the floor.

LUCKY’S POV of the pimp handing Tyson a handful of cash.

MONTAGE OF SHOTS.  Tyson and Maxwell driving around town.  
Collecting money from dealers, pimps, shop owners.  Lucky 
following them.  Throwing water bottles in the floor.  
More shots of Tyson with lowlifes.  Roughing one up.  
Lucky watching.  A pile of water bottles in the 
floorboard.  

EXT. COFFEE SHOP - DAY

Lucky pulls up to the shop and gets out.  He walks 
inside.

INT. COFFEE SHOP - CONTINUOUS

BRENDA MARX sits at a table talking on her cellphone.  
Lucky spots her and sits at the table with her.

BRENDA
(into phone)

Well, tell Paul to get his 
homework done or he’s gonna wish 
to God he was never born.

Lucky gives a puzzled look/smile.  She just GROANS.
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BRENDA (CONT’D)
(into phone)

Then if you can handle it, why are 
you calling me?

She hangs up the phone looks at Lucky and just lets out a 
UGH!!!!!!!!!!  Lucky smiles.

LUCKY
How are you doing, Mrs. Marx?

BRENDA
I could be better.  I need 
caffeine and chocolate like 
friggin’ stat.

LUCKY
Tough day?

BRENDA
I’m gonna kill my husband and that 
kid if they don’t start getting 
their shit together.

She suddenly turns on a smile.

BRENDA (CONT’D)
So, how ya been?

LUCKY
I’m good.  

A WAITRESS comes over to them.

WAITRESS
Coffee?

LUCKY
Yes, please.  

BRENDA
Yes.  A coffee and one of those 
chocolate chip cookies ya’ll have.

WAITRESS
Yes, ma’am.

Brenda looks at Lucky.

BRENDA
Want one?

LUCKY
No, I’m good.
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BRENDA
Just one then.

The waitress walks away.

LUCKY
So how is going legit working out 
for you?

She shrugs.

BRENDA
Okay.  I mean, I’m in internal 
affairs.  I’m not sure if that 
counts as legit.

LUCKY
Well, see, that’s what I wanted to 
talk to you about.

Lucky leans towards her.

LUCKY (CONT’D)
Do you know a guy named Tyson?

Brenda tenses up.  An arched eyebrow.  Quickly recovers 
and hides her cards.  Lucky catches it.

BRENDA
Tyson?

LUCKY
Yeah.  He’s a detective.  Runs a 
special unit.  Detective John 
Tyson.

Brenda leans forward.

BRENDA
This conversation is not taking 
place.  I never met with you and I 
am not here.

LUCKY
Okay.

BRENDA
I’ve been investigating him for 
months now.  He’s freakin’ 
untouchable.  I don’t know who he 
knows or what he’s doing, but 
whatever it is, he’s got his ass 
covered tight.
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LUCKY
I saw him, with my own eyes, kill 
a man in restraints at the raid at 
the mobile home yard.

BRENDA
Can you prove it?

LUCKY
No.  How can I?

BRENDA
Just your word won’t be good 
enough to go after a guy like him.  
Without hard evidence, he’s never 
gonna get taken down.

LUCKY
What kind of evidence do you need?

BRENDA
I don’t know.  But without it, 
going after him is useless.

The waitress brings them their coffee and her cookie.

BRENDA (CONT’D)
Thank you.

Lucky stares at his coffee.  Thinking.  Brenda pours an 
obscene amount of sugar into the coffee.

BRENDA (CONT’D)
The coffee here is freakin’ 
awesome.  But, I still have to 
pour about a pound of sugar into 
it to cover up that ass taste of 
coffee.

Lucky flinches and looks up at her.

LUCKY
What did you say?

BRENDA
What?  I just think coffee tastes 
like ass by itself.

LUCKY
No, no, no.  You need evidence, 
right?

BRENDA
Of course.
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LUCKY
Well, what about the evidence from 
the mobile home raid?

BRENDA
What about it?

LUCKY
Where is it?

BRENDA
Should be locked up in evidence 
storage down at the station.

LUCKY
Can you get access to that?

BRENDA
I’m internal affairs.  I can get 
access to whatever I want.

LUCKY
I was in that mobile home they 
took the money from.  There was at 
least a hundred thousand dollars 
in cash there.  And more than that 
much in drugs.

BRENDA
And?

LUCKY
And how much you want to bet there 
isn’t anything near that in your 
evidence locker?

BRENDA
Well, lets say there isn’t.  Then 
what?  Can you prove there was 
more there than what they checked 
in?

LUCKY
No.  But what if I find out where 
they hid the rest.

She takes a bite of cookie and thinks a moment.

BRENDA
Well, we’d have to find it either 
through a search warrant or in the 
commission of a crime.  But, if 
you did find it in Tyson’s 
possession, yeah, that would work.

Lucky leans forward and grabs a piece off of her cookie.
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LUCKY
Can you check out that evidence 
locker?

He takes a bite.  She looks at him.  Eyebrow arches.

EXT. PARKING LOT - DAY

Cowboy stands at the back of his pick up truck.  His hand 
bandaged.  He finishes putting on a bullet proof vest.  
MACK, a big mother fucker, pulls up in a little, tiny 
Prius sumbitch.  

He gets out, towering over the car.  Cowboy turns and 
looks over at him.

COWBOY
What the hell are you driving?

MACK
A hybrid.

COWBOY
A what?

MACK
A hybrid.

COWBOY
A hybrid?  You mean it don’t use 
gas?

MACK
It does but it uses less gas.  You 
know, its just better for the 
environment than a something 
like...

(points at Cowboy’s 
truck)

...this.

COWBOY
What the hell’s wrong with my 
truck?

MACK
Nothing.  Its a personal choice.  
I’m just choosing to affect change 
in whatever small way that I can.

Cowboy looks at Mack, at the car, then back at Mack.

COWBOY
How you even fit in the son of a 
bitch?
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MACK
Would you tell me what we’re about 
to do here?

Cowboy grabs another bullet proof vest.

COWBOY
We’re going to get Delia’s mom out 
of this crack house.

MACK
(pointing to vest)

What the hell is that?

COWBOY
A bulletproof vest.

Mack takes it and holds it up to his chest.  No way in 
hell that it will fit.

MACK
You kidding me?

Cowboy takes the vest and throws it back in the truck.

COWBOY
Forget it.  They’ll probably 
bounce off of you anyway.

Cowboy takes two shotguns and hands one to Mack.  He sees 
Cowboy’s hand.

MACK 
What happened to your hand?

COWBOY
Cut it shaving.

Cowboy ratchets the shotgun.

COWBOY (CONT’D)
Let’s roll.

INT. BEDROOM, CRACKHOUSE - MOMENTS LATER

MARIA, Delia’s mom, lays on bed.  Half out her fucking 
mind.  High on drugs.  Keeps tossing and turning.  
Bruised arms.  Trashy make up on.    

DEALER ONE sits on the edge of the bed, pants unbottoned.  
He stands, buttons his pants, grabs a beer off the stand 
and leaves the room.

75.



EXT. CRACKHOUSE - MOMENTS LATER

Cowboy and Mack sneak up the alley next to the house.  
Cowboy waves Mack to the back.  Mack heads for the back 
door while Cowboy heads for the front.

COWBOY
(loud whisper)

Count to five then move in.

MACK
(loud whisper)

Got it.

Mack moves up to the back door, shotgun ready.

MACK (CONT’D)
One...

Cowboy looks around the corner and at the front door.

COWBOY
Two...

Mack stares at the back door, pumping himself up.

MACK
Three...

Cowboy eases up to the front door and takes a big breath.

COWBOY
Four...

Mack is shaking with intensity.

MACK
Five!

He kicks in the door.

INT. KITCHEN, CRACK HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

The back door kicks in and a CRACKHEAD jumps in shock.  
Mack barges in with shotgun ready.

MACK
Move!  Move!  Move!

EXT. CRACKHOUSE - CONTINUOUS

Cowboy kicks in the front door but it doesn’t come open.  
He falls back down under his own momentum.
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COWBOY
Shit!

INT. HALLWAY, CRACK HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

Mack chases TWO CRACKHEADS down the hallway and pushes 
them into the living room.

MACK
Get the hell down on the floor!

EXT. CRACKHOUSE - CONTINUOUS

Cowboy stands up and turns the door knob.  Its open.  He 
rushes in.

INT. LIVING ROOM, CRACKHOUSE - CONTINUOUS

Cowboy rushes in to see Mack standing over the two 
crackheads.

MACK
Check the house.  I got them.

Cowboy rushes down the hallway.

INT. HALLWAY, CRACK HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

Cowboy goes down the hall and opens one door.  Checks the 
room.  No one.  He moves to the next room.  Check.  No 
one.

MACK (O.S.)
Cowboy!  Lets go!

COWBOY
I’m going!  I’m going!

INT. BATHROOM, CRACK HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

Dealer One rushes into the bathroom and shuts the door.  
He pulls the top off of the toilet tank and takes out a 
plastic bag.  He opens the bag up to take out a pistol.  

EXT. HALLWAY, CRACK HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

Cowboy reaches the bathroom and kicks the door open.
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INT. BATHROOM, CRACK HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

Dealer One snaps the gun up and fires.  Cowboy takes the 
round in the center of his chest.  He is blown 
immediately back, dropping the shotgun.

INT. LIVING ROOM, CRACKHOUSE - CONTINUOUS

Mack looks up at the SOUND OF THE GUNSHOT.  CRACKHEAD ONE 
jumps up and knocks the gun from his hand.  He punches 
Mack across the face.  

Mack jerks his head round with the punch, then slowly 
turns back to the crackhead.

MACK
You call that a punch?

He punches Crackhead One sending him reeling across the 
room.  Crackhead Two jumps up and they all three begin 
brawling in the living room.  Tearing the shit out of it.

INT. HALLWAY, CRACK HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

Cowboy is stunned.  Looks up and sees Dealer One run over 
him and into the last bedroom.  Cowboy staggers to his 
feet and picks up the shotgun.

He uses the wall to keep himself upright and reaches the 
bedroom door.  

He takes a step for leverage and throws his shoulder into 
it.  He busts through the door.

INT. BEDROOM, CRACKHOUSE - CONTINUOUS

Cowboy staggers inside.  Dealer One is standing on the 
bed with Maria in a headlock.  She’s drugged out of her 
fucking mind.  He has the pistol against her head.

DEALER ONE
Get back!  I’m gonna kill her!  I 
swear to God!

Cowboy is still dazed.

COWBOY
Put the gun down, buddy.  

Cowboy falls against the dresser, trying to keep the 
shotgun up.
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INT. LIVING ROOM, CRACKHOUSE - CONTINUOUS

Mack grabs Crackhead Two and body slams him down on the 
floor.  The two crackheads are out of commission.  He 
picks up the shotgun and heads down the hall.

INT. BEDROOM, CRACKHOUSE - CONTINUOUS

Mack enter the bedroom with the shotgun raised.  Dealer 
One puts his gun on him.

DEALER ONE
Back off, man!  I’m gonna kill 
her.

MACK
Dude, just relax.

Mack lowers the shotgun and leans against the wall.

MACK (CONT’D)
Relax.  We just want to talk to 
you.

COWBOY
(looking down 
shotgun)

I got him.

MACK
Cowboy.  You freakin’ moron.  You 
pull that trigger and you’ll kill 
them both.

DEALER ONE
Drop that shotgun, asshole.

MACK
Hey!  Take it easy, slick.  Ain’t 
nobody gonna hurt you.  Now just 
calm down.  We want to talk.

DEALER ONE
Shut up.  Just back the hell out!

Mack reaches in his back, rips out a pistol, raises and 
fires in one smooth motion.  The round blows the dealer’s 
brains out.  He slips down to the bed.  Maria just stands 
there.  A zombie.

Mack looks at Cowboy.

MACK
Are you done screwing around?  I’d 
like to get out of here.
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Cowboy nods.

COWBOY
Wait.  I gotta tweet this.

Cowboy pulls on the vest and looks down his shirt.  He 
takes out his phone and Tweets.  

Mack’s PHONE goes off.  He looks at it.

MACK
(reading)

Just got shot.  Awesome.

He looks at Cowboy and laughs.

MACK (CONT’D)
You tweet the funniest shit, bro.

COWBOY 
Thanks.

Cowboy coughs and blood comes out of his mouth.  

COWBOY (CONT’D)
I think I broke a rib.

Mack laughs.

MACK
Cool.

EXT. COURTHOUSE - DAY

ESTABLISHING SHOT.  Court house.

INT. MEETING ROOM, COURTHOUSE - CONTINUOUS

THE SHERIFF, THE JUDGE, AND THE MAYOR sit at the table.  
Quiet.  Not saying a word. 

Suddenly, the door busts open and Tyson comes barging in 
like he owns the place.  He comes in like a bull in a 
China shop.

TYSON
Make this quick.  I don’t have all 
day.

Tyson stands at the table on the opposing side from the 
Sheriff.  He stands there, impatient.  The Sheriff and 
the old men just stare at him.
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TYSON (CONT’D)
Well?

The Sheriff points down at the chair.  Tyson rolls his 
eyes and takes a seat. 

TYSON (CONT’D)
Okay.  I’m sitting.  Now talk.

The Sheriff clears his throat and leans into the table.

SHERIFF
We trusted you with our business 
thinking that you would be the 
type of person that could keep 
things under control.  We thought 
that you, of all people, would be 
able to keep outside influences 
out of our enterprises.  We 
thought you could keep the balance 
between the Law and Business.

TYSON
The law is my business.

SHERIFF
No.  Correction.  We use the Law 
to do Business.  And we’ve been 
able to do so for a very long 
time.  And its a real simple 
formula.  We use the Law to 
control the criminals.  We use the 
criminals to make us money.     

TYSON
The money is flowing.  The drugs 
are moving.  Everyone is happy.  
What do you want from me?

SHERIFF
Cowboy and Lucky.

Tyson gets angry but keeps it under control.

TYSON
They are under control.

SHERIFF
No.  You don’t understand.  I am 
not asking you to control them.  

TYSON
Then what do you want?

The Sheriff slowly rises and leans on the table.
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SHERIFF
I want them dead.

The Judge looks at Tyson.

JUDGE
Dead...with extreme prejudice.

INT. HALLWAY, POLICE STATION - CONTINUOUS

Brenda walks down the hallway, determined.  COPS pass her 
by.  She reaches a door marked: “Evidence.”

There is a check in window next to it.  She knocks on the 
window.  The EVIDENCE OFFICER opens the window.

EVIDENCE OFFICER
Yes, ma’am.

She holds up her badge.

BRENDA
Detective Marx.  Internal Affairs.  
Buzz me in.

INT. EVIDENCE LOCKER - MOMENTS LATER

Brenda looks through the shelves and shelves of evidence.  
She holds an evidence manifest in her hand.  She goes 
through the shelves, looking.  Searching.

She looks at her sheet then at a box marked with the same 
number.  “CU-1138.”

INT. EVIDENCE LOCKER - MOMENTS LATER

Brenda opens the box to reveal maybe thirty thousand in 
cash.  A few pounds of drugs.  She checks the evidence 
manifest.    

BRENDA
Are you kidding me?

INT. HALLWAY, POLICE STATION - MOMENTS LATER

Brenda walks up to the evidence window.  

EVIDENCE OFFICER
Yes, Detective?
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BRENDA
I was looking at the evidence from 
that incident at the mobile home 
yard.  That was Detective Tyson’s 
check in right?

EVIDENCE OFFICER
Yes, ma’am.

BRENDA
Is that all that was placed in the 
locker?

EVIDENCE OFFICER
Yes, ma’am.  He only checked in 
that one box.

Brenda thinks to herself.

BRENDA
Thanks.

She walks away.  CAMERA STEADIES WITH HER AS SHE WALKS.  
LAW AND ORDER SHOT.

She goes down one hall and down another.  Suddenly, her 
face becomes concerned.  She gets nervous.  Little 
jittery.     

Tyson and Maxwell pass by.

MAXWELL
Duece said they just came in and 
shot up the place.

TYSON
Who was it?

MAXWELL
Two guys.  Some big mofo.  And it 
sounded like the other guy was 
Cowboy.

TYSON
That’s funny.  I was just talking 
about them.

They walk past.  Brenda keeps walking but turns around to 
see where they went.  She finally stops and turns around.

CAMERA STAYS WITH HER.  She walks back down the hall.  
She reaches the end to see where they went.  They are 
just rounding a corner.
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She follows.  She picks up her pace a little bit.  She 
rounds the corner and they are exiting the building.  The 
door closes.     

She briskly walks up to the door then slows down.  She 
opens the door to see Tyson and Maxwell standing with 
Duece.  They are talking but she can’t hear what they are 
saying.

EXT. POLICE STATION - CONTINUOUS

UNBROKEN SHOT.  NO CUT.  CAMERA KEEPS STEADYING WITH 
BRENDA.

She walks towards them.  THEIR VOICES SLOWLY FADE IN.

TYSON
What the hell happened?

DUECE
They hit our house over off of 
Eighth Street.  Guy said they just 
came in, kicked ass, and left with 
one of the hoes that was staying 
there.

TYSON
Who?

DUECE
That dumbass Maria.

TYSON
Maria?

DUECE
Yeah.  Crackhead I talked to 
described one of the guys as long 
haired and sleeves on both arms.

MAXWELL
That’s Cowboy.

TYSON
Alright.  Tell the guys to meet 
tonight.  They want a war.  We’ll 
give ‘em one.

Brenda walks past them and over to her car.  She gets in 
and shuts the door.

INT. BRENDA’S CAR - CONTINUOUS

She takes out her cellphone and dials.
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LUCKY (V.O.)
(over phone)

Talk to me.

BRENDA
Okay.  We have to talk but not on 
the phone.  Where can we meet?

LUCKY (V.O.)
(over phone)

My place.  Be there in an hour.

BRENDA
Okay.

She hangs up the phone and stares at Tyson, Maxwell, and 
Duece.  

BRENDA (CONT’D)
Shit.

EXT. CACTUS MOUNTAIN - DAY

ESTABLISHING SHOT.  Middle of the day.  Just a few cars 
there.  Touring bus outside.

INT. CACTUS MOUNTAIN - CONTINUOUS

CREW are breaking down Delia’s equipment.  Gravy is on 
the side talking on the phone.  Lucky walks across the 
dance floor towards Gravy.

GRAVY
(on phone)

Yeah, yeah, yeah.  That’s what’s 
up.  

(pause)
See you in Dallas.

Lucky walks up to Gravy as he hangs up the phone.

GRAVY (CONT’D)
Lucky.  What’s up?

Lucky grabs Gravy by the throat and starts pushing him 
across the bar.  The CREW sees what’s going on and starts 
to come towards them.

GRAVY (CONT’D)
What the hell are you doing?  Let 
go of me.

LUCKY
Let go of you?  Let go of you?
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Lucky pushes Gravy against the stage.

LUCKY (CONT’D)
What the hell are you doing with 
Tyson?  Huh?  What the hell are 
you involved in now?

GRAVY
What are you talking about?

CREWMAN ONE
Hey!  What the hell’s going on?

Lucky looks at him.

LUCKY
Back off, dipshit.  This ain’t 
none of your damn business.

Gravy pulls on Lucky’s hand.

GRAVY
Let go of me.  You’re choking me.

TWO CREWMEN jump off the stage and start to approach 
them.

CREWMAN ONE
Let go of him, asshole.

Lucky lets go of Gravy and pulls his gun.  He keeps it at 
his side.

LUCKY
You got a problem?

The crewmen hold up their hands and back off.  Lucky 
looks back at Gravy.

LUCKY (CONT’D)
Is it drugs?  Is it money?  What 
is it?

GRAVY
Man, relax.  I’m not doing 
anything wrong.

LUCKY
I saw you give Tyson that 
envelope.  I saw him take that 
envelope to Duece.  He tried to 
kill me and Cowboy.  Now, I want 
to know what you’re involved with 
and I wanna know now.

Gravy straightens up.  
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GRAVY
Look.  Lets go somewhere we can 
talk.  Okay?

Lucky puts his gun away and holds his hand out.

LUCKY
After you.

EXT. BACK OF CACTUS MOUNTAIN - MOMENTS LATER

Gravy lights a cigarette while Lucky stands there 
waiting.

GRAVY
Look, I’m not gonna bullshit ya.  
I’ve gone legit.  

LUCKY
Yeah right.

GRAVY
Nawwww.  For real.  But I still 
know people.  You don’t just stop 
knowing people.  And I got 
connections.  Tyson asked me to 
make a few connections, that’s 
all.

LUCKY
And the envelope?

GRAVY
I helped them with a deal.  I was 
just a middle man.

LUCKY
What deal?

GRAVY
They was looking for some punk 
dealers that were working out of 
some trailer yard.  I gave them 
the intel they was looking for.

LUCKY
A trailer yard?

GRAVY
Yeah.  Pretty big operation too.  
They needed to know about it.  I 
made some connections.  Moved some 
stuff for them.  Gave Tyson some 
cash.  That’s all I did.
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LUCKY
You helped move the drugs from the 
trailer yard?

GRAVY
Yeah.  I made the deal.  I took a 
cut.  I gave them their cut.  
Everybody’s happy.

LUCKY
And what about all the people that 
died at the yard?

GRAVY
Shit...that wasn’t my fault.  
That’s between the cops, those 
dead assholes, and God.  

LUCKY
And what about the money they took 
from the yard?

GRAVY
What about it?

LUCKY
Where did they stash it?

GRAVY
I don’t know.  I mean, I’ve heard 
rumors but...

LUCKY
Like what?

GRAVY
Heard they hide it right there in 
the police station they run out 
of.  But, hell, I don’t know.

LUCKY
So you’re just a part time dealer 
now?  A part time low life.

GRAVY
Hey, like I said.  I know people.  
And that’s all I’m saying.

Lucky’s PHONE RINGS.  He answers.

LUCKY
(into phone)

Yeah.
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COWBOY (O.S.)
(over phone)

Get your ass to the house.  
Delia’s mom is here and it don’t 
look good.

LUCKY
(into phone)

Okay.

Lucky hangs up the phone and looks at Gravy.

LUCKY (CONT’D)
Come with me.  I want you to see 
something. 

Gravy just thumps away the cigarette and shrugs.

EXT. LUCKY’S TRAILER - LATER

Lucky’s car pulls up to the trailer.  Cowboy’s truck is 
already there.  So is another car.  Lucky and Gravy get 
out and go inside.

INT. LIVING AREA, TRAILER - CONTINUOUS

Maria lays on the couch, jigging and twisting.  Delia and 
Lisa are taking care of her.  Cowboy is playing with his 
phone. 

Lucky and Gravy walk into the trailer.  Lucky and Lisa 
make eye contact.  They have a moment.

Cowboy looks up from his phone.

COWBOY
‘Bout time you got here.

LUCKY
What is she doing here?

COWBOY
Well, where else was I supposed to 
take her?

LUCKY
I don’t know.  But not here.

Delia stands and looks at Gravy.

DELIA
What are you doing here?
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Gravy just evades, rubbing his chin.  Delia looks at 
Lucky.

DELIA (CONT’D)
What’s going on?

Lucky grabs Gravy by the arm and walks him over to Maria.  

LUCKY
I want Gravy to see how harmless 
all his drugs are.  I want him to 
explain to me how all that money 
he makes dealing with pushers 
don’t hurt nobody.

Maria twitches.  Jigging. 

LUCKY (CONT’D)
So tell me, Gravy.  If this is 
just between you and God, what do 
you think He thinks about what 
your doing?

Gravy sits down next Maria and looks at her.  She’s 
sweating.  Lips dry.  Delia leans over between Gravy and 
her mom.  She gives her a kiss on the forehead.

DELIA
(soft)

Its gonna be okay, momma.  I’m 
here.

Gravy hears Delia and fights back some tears.  He looks 
away.  Lisa stands up and gives Lucky a hug.

LISA
Thank you for helping us out.

Lucky nervously gives her a hug back.

LUCKY
Well...you’re welcome.  But, you 
should probably be thanking Cowboy 
and not me.

She look at Cowboy and smiles.

LISA
Thank you, Cowboy.  

COWBOY
Its all good.  

Cowboy just types something in his phone.  LUCKY’S 
CELLPHONE buzzes.  Lucky looks down at his phone.
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PHONE: “itscowboybitch: U R A DOUCHE.”

Lucky looks confused.

LUCKY 
I thought I stopped following you 
on that damn thing.

COWBOY
You did.  But I logged in as you 
and made you start following me 
again.  

LUCKY
How’d you do that?

COWBOY
Bitch, you’ve been using the same 
password for fifteen years.

Brenda suddenly comes in the door.

BRENDA
Cowboy.  Lucky.  Outside.

Cowboy and Lucky look at her, each other, then head 
outside.

EXT. LUCKY’S TRAILER - CONTINUOUS

Cowboy and Lucky approach Brenda.  

CAMERA BEGINS TO STEADY 360 AROUND THEM.  

BRENDA
Did you guys hit a crackhouse 
today?

COWBOY
Define “hit”?

BRENDA
Did you go in and shoot up the 
place?

COWBOY
Then that would be a yes.

BRENDA
Well, congratulations, dumbass, 
you knocked off one of Duece’s 
houses.  

LUCKY
Duece?  
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BRENDA
Yeah.  I saw him talking with 
Tyson.  They’re gonna be coming 
after you, boys.   

Lucky looks at Cowboy.

LUCKY
Good going, idiot.  You try and 
help Delia and, instead, you end 
up pissing off a bunch of drug 
dealers.

COWBOY
Don’t call me an idiot.  You’re 
the one who started going after 
them in the first place!

BRENDA
Hey!  Focus.  You guys got a 
problem on your hands.

LUCKY
Gravy told me Norris’ was keeping 
the money at the police 
substation.  We have to get in 
there and check it out.

BRENDA
You want me to get a warrant for 
one of our own stations?

LUCKY
Well, you got a better idea?

BRENDA
Yeah.  Find me some proof.  You 
know, evidence!  Not the word of 
somebody like Gravy.

Lucky throws up his hands and turns away.  She shakes her 
head, starts to leave.

BRENDA (CONT’D)
Look, guys.  I wish you luck.  Be 
careful.  If Tyson is coming after 
you, you better be prepared for 
anything. 

She gets in her car and takes off.  Cowboy and Lucky are 
left just standing there, staring at each other.

CAMERA STILL CIRCLING.

COWBOY
So what now?
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LUCKY
I guess we lay low right here.

COWBOY
So what are you saying?  You’re 
finally gonna let this go?

LUCKY
No.  I’m saying we just wait for 
them to make the next move.

Cowboy laughs.

COWBOY
You are never gonna learn, are ya?

LUCKY
If we don’t stand up to Tyson, who 
will?

Cowboy just shakes his head.

COWBOY
Alright.  Just be careful what you 
ask for.

Cowboy walks back into the trailer.  Lucky just stands 
there, alone.  CAMERA CIRCLING AND STOPPING ON LUCKY’S 
CLOSE UP.

EXT. LUCKY’S TRAILER - NIGHT

ESTABLISHING SHOT.  Cowboy sits in a lawn chair, empty 
beer bottles on the ground next to him, dead ass asleep.  
Gravy smokes a cigarette, looking out at the lake.

INT. LIVING AREA, TRAILER - CONTINUOUS

Maria is asleep on the bed.  Calmer.  Still.  Delia is 
asleep on the floor, next to her mother.  Lisa sits in a 
chair, just sitting.  She looks up and sees the light 
come on in Lucky’s room.

She stands and walks towards his room.

INT. BEDROOM, LUCKY’S TRAILER - CONTINUOUS

Lucky finishes changing clothes as Lisa steps into the 
doorway.

LISA
Hey.
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He turns to her.

LUCKY
Hey.

LISA
I just wanted to say thank you 
again for helping my sister out.

LUCKY
Oh.  Well, you’re welcome.  
Really.

LISA
Its just that you have no idea how 
hard that’s been on Delia.

LUCKY
Oh...

He sits on the bed.

LUCKY (CONT’D)
...I think I do.  Delia and I 
would talk about it from time to 
time.

LISA
I know.  Delia thinks the world of 
you guys.  

She sits down next to him.

LUCKY
Well, she’s a pain in the ass.

Lisa laughs.

LISA
Sometimes.  But she really does 
love you and Cowboy.

Lucky smirks.

LUCKY
Love is a strong word.

LISA
Is it?

LUCKY
It sure is.  

Lisa sees a pack of cigarettes on the nightstand.
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LISA
You smoke?

LUCKY
No.  I quit.

She points at pack and laughs.

LISA
Really?

LUCKY
(laughing)

That pack is two years old.  I 
keep it there...just as a 
reminder.

LISA
Reminder of what?

LUCKY
The past.  

LISA
Oh, I hate reminders of the past.  
I try and live in the moment.  The 
past is gone for a reason.

LUCKY
Yeah...

(smirk)
You sound like Cowboy.

LISA
Well...maybe you should listen to 
him.

LUCKY
Maybe.

She looks at him.  They make eye contact.  He breaks the 
moment, stands, and starts putting away some clothes in a 
basket.  

LUCKY (CONT’D)
You better get some sleep.  

Lisa stands.

LISA
I’m so sorry.

He finishes putting some clothes in a dresser drawer and 
shuts it.  He turns to her.
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LUCKY
For what?

They just stare at each other.  

LISA
I’m sorry that you had to take in 
Delia when you did.  She wasn’t 
your responsibility.  I should 
have taken her in myself.  I 
should have been in a position to 
do that and I wasn’t.

LUCKY
Look...

He can’t find words.  She moves in closer to him and they 
just stare.

LISA 
Thank you.

(little laugh)
Again.

Lucky just moves in, kissing her.  They stand in the 
middle of the room, kissing.

DISSOLVE TO:

EXT. ROAD - NIGHT

A black SUV pulls up the road and stops.  Tyson, Maxwell, 
and FOUR OF TYSON'S COPS get out.  They’re wearing vests 
and carrying shotguns.

They begin walking up the road.

EXT. LUCKY’S TRAILER - CONTINUOUS

Cowboy is still asleep in the lawn chair.

INT. BEDROOM, LUCKY’S TRAILER - CONTINUOUS

Lucky and Lisa lay in bed.  

INT. LIVING AREA, TRAILER - CONTINUOUS

Gravy is asleep in a chair.  Delia is snuggled up to her 
mom on the couch.  Maria slowly wakes up.  Sober.  She 
looks and sees Delia.  Delia’s eyes slowly open.

Delia smiles.
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DELIA
Hey momma.

Maria smiles back.

MARIA
Hey sweetie.  

DELIA
How do you feel?

MARIA
Better now.

ACTION SCENE

Cowboy and Lucky in the kitchen.

LUCKY
So what now?

COWBOY
What now?

LUCKY
Yeah.  What now?

COWBOY
That’s easy.  

Kicks a dead body.

COWBOY (CONT’D)
We kick some ass!

EXT. POLICE SUB STATION - NIGHT

ESTABLISHING SHOT.

INT. POLICE SUB STATION - CONTINUOUS

MILTON is working out on the bench press.  He is doing 
some reps with about 30 lbs and is making NOISES like he 
is a pro body builder.  

Suddenly, Cowboy’s hand grabs the barbell and puts it 
down on Milton’s chest.  Lucky has a shotgun.

MILTON
Ow.... Come on.  What are you 
doing?

LUCKY
Where’s the money?
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Milton YELLS AND SCREAMS beyond anything considered 
normal.

COWBOY
What the hell is wrong with you?

Milton keeps YELLING AND SCREAMING.  

COWBOY (CONT’D)
Is he having a stroke?

Lucky shakes his head, pumps the shotgun, and puts it in 
Milton’s face.  Milton immediately shuts up.

LUCKY
Where’s the money, dipshit?

CUT TO:

INT. HALLWAY, POLICE SUB STATION - MOMENTS LATER

LOW SHOT ON FLOOR as Milton is thrown to the floor.  
Lucky comes in and kicks Milton in the ribs.

MILTON
Stop that!  I don’t know where the 
money is.

BACK TO NORMAL SHOT.  Cowboy grabs Milton by the collar 
and picks him up like a ragdoll.  

MILTON (CONT’D)
Stop.  Stop it.

COWBOY
We’re gonna beat you until you 
tell us where the money is.

MILTON
But I don’t know.  I swear...

Cowboy just shakes Milton like a 1 year old.  Milton 
makes a shaken noise.

MILTON (CONT’D)
(shaking)

I...don’t...know...where...it...is
...

Lucky cracks the shotgun stock against Milton’s shoulder.  

MILTON (CONT’D)
Ow!  Shit!
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Cowboy drops Milton then rares back to kick him.  Milton 
holds his hands up.

MILTON (CONT’D)
Wait.  Wait.

Lucky arm bars Cowboy to hold him up.

LUCKY
Wait a second.

MILTON
I can’t take the kicking.  Wait.

Milton holds his gut.  

MILTON (CONT’D)
Okay.  Okay.  I’ll show you.

CUT TO:

INT. HALLWAY, POLICE SUB STATION - MOMENTS LATER

ON CLOSET

Milton is in a closet, bound and gagged.  Cowboy and 
Lucky have big bags slung around their shoulders.

MILTON
(gagged)

Hey!  Hey!

Cowboy shuts the door.

COWBOY
Well, what next?

LUCKY
We send Tyson a message.

COWBOY
What kind of message?

LUCKY
One that I’m sure he will get.

They walk off.  One...two...three...

MILTON (O.S.)
Hey!  Hey!  Fuck you, guys!
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EXT. BARBERSHOP - DAY

ESTABLISHING SHOT.  Typical black neighborhood barber 
shop.

INT. BARBERSHOP - CONTINUOUS

Dueces is in the chair getting a shave.  MELVIN is in the 
other chair just reading and waiting on his boss.  Only 
the BARBER is in their with them.

DUECES
So, that’s when I told her, 
“That’s not MY hand.  That’s YOUR 
hand!!!”  

The barber and Melvin just start laughing.  Cowboy and 
Lucky bust into the shop.  Cowboy has on a mask.  They 
have pistols out and ready.

COWBOY
FREEZE!

Dueces and Melvin are more confused than anything.

DUECES
What the hell ya’ll doin’?

Lucky puts his gun in Dueces face and Cowboy puts his 
knee in Melvin’s crotch.  Melvin GASPS and goes cross 
eyed.

COWBOY
Hold still.

MELVIN
Please...get...off...

The barber holds his hands up.

BARBER
Don’t hurt nobody.  I ain’t got 
any insurance and I’ll be damned 
if I can afford to pay for ya’ll 
coming up in here and breaking 
shit.

LUCKY
(to barber)

Shut up.

BARBER
I’m just sayin’.

Lucky looks at Dueces.
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LUCKY
Tell your boss, Tyson, that if he 
wants his money and his drugs 
back, then he is going to have to 
do as he’s told.

DUECES
You’re crazy, man.  He’ll kill you 
before the day is over.

LUCKY
We’ll see about that.  You just 
tell him Cowboy and Lucky will be 
in touch.  You got that?

COWBOY
Dammit.  Why’d you tell him our 
names?

LUCKY
Dumbass, we want them to know who 
has it so we can get ‘em.

COWBOY
Then why am I wearing this mask?

LUCKY
I don’t know.  I told you to take 
it off five times before we even 
got here.

Melvin GROWLS.

MELVIN
Please...get...off...

Cowboy looks down and moves.

COWBOY
Oh.  Sorry.

Melvin just grabs his nuts.  Lucky backs off of Dueces 
and heads for the door.  Cowboy slowly heads towards him,

LUCKY
Tell your boss to get ready.  And 
tell him---

Cowboy runs into Lucky and cuts off his sentence.

LUCKY (CONT’D)
What the hell you doing?

COWBOY
I can’t see anything in this mask.
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Lucky opens the door.

LUCKY
Just go dumbass.  

Cowboy walks out and Lucky looks back into the shop.

LUCKY (CONT’D)
Like I was saying...

Dueces and the Barber just look at him while Melvin holds 
himself.

LUCKY (CONT’D)
...just...

(thrown off, doesn’t 
know what to say)

...uh...so...bye.

He takes off.  Dueces and the Barber look at Melvin who 
slides to the floor holding himself.

EXT. POLICE SUB STATION - NIGHT

Duece and Melvin walks into the station.

INT. ROOM, POLICE SUB STATION - CONTINUOUS

Tyson is pushing and shoving Milton around.

TYSON
Where’s the money?  

MILTON
I don’t know.  They just came and 
took it.

Tyson begins choking Milton.

TYSON
You better give me something I 
want to hear and you better do it 
fast.

Milton can’t talk.  Duece and Melvin walk in.

ADLIB.   CHOKING MILTON THE WHOLE TIME.

END WITH DUECE AND MELVIN OUT AND TYSON FRUSTRATED.

TYSON GETS TWITTER.   COWBOY: “TYSON UR A BITCH OLD 
MOBILE HOME PLANT HIGH NOON”

Tyson GROWLS IN FRUSTRATION.
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EXT. COWBOY’S TRUCK - NIGHT

Cowboy laughs at his phone.

COWBOY
I wish I could’ve seen his face 
when he saw that.

LUCKY
Its about time we put that shit to 
good use.

COWBOY
Did you get us some help for 
tomorrow?

Lucky smiles and winks.

LUCKY
Yep!

EXT. WAREHOUSE - DAY

Tyson’s group pulls up to the warehouse and parks.  Tyson 
and the others get out and look around.  Tyson steps out 
in front of all of them.

TYSON
LUCKY!!!!!!

They stand there.  Nothing.  Silence.  Tyson looks 
around.

TYSON (CONT’D)
Spread out.

Three MEN go to the smaller warehouse.  The rest head for 
the main building.

INT. SMALLER WAREHOUSE - CONTINUOUS

MACK KILL ONE AND TWO.

BRENDA KILL ONE.

INT. MAIN BUILDING - CONTINUOUS

MEN spread out and look around.

DELIA IN OVERHEAD OFFICE, WATCHING AND ON THE RADIO.  
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DELIA
Sam, there’s one heading right for 
you.

SAM KILL ONE.

SAM
I’d like to introduce you to my 
Lord and Savior.

Bam, kills guy.

GRAVY KILL ONE.

GRAVY
Damn, I didn’t know you were that 
good of a shot?

COWBOY
I’m not.  I missed you, didn’t I?

LUCKY KILL ONE.   

INT. SMALLER WAREHOUSE - CONTINUOUS

Brenda sneaks into another part of the warehouse.  Pops 
around the corner to see Mack standing there with his gun 
ready.   They freeze.

BRENDA
Shit.  I almost killed you.

MACK
I coulda killed you too.

BRENDA
Whatever.

Out of nowhere, a GUN COCKS.  They look over to see 
Milton with the drop on them.  He has the drop on them.

BRENDA AND MACK
Shit.

INT. MAIN BUILDING - CONTINUOUS

LUCKY KILL.

COWBOY KILL ONE.

Tyson sneaks into the building unseen.  TYSON POV OF 
DELIA IN OVERHEAD OFFICE.  

OVERHEAD OFFICE.
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Delia doesn’t see Tyson sneaking up behind her.

DELIA
Good job, guys.

WAREHOUSE

Gravy and Cowboy see Tyson behind Delia and start waving 
at her.

COWBOY AND GRAVY
Behind you!  Behind you!

OVERHEAD OFFICE.

Delia is oblivious.

DELIA
What are they talking about?

Tyson suddenly grabs her and puts a gun to her head.

TYSON
Don’t move, little girl.  Or 
you’ll be smoking crack with your 
mom and St. Peter.

Tyson grabs the Delia’s walkie.

TYSON (CONT’D)
Lucky...

SHOT ON LUCKY AFTER FIGHT.

TYSON (V.O.)
...come out and play!

MAIN WAREHOUSE

Tyson and Delia are coming down the stairs.  Cowboy and 
Gravy run towards him while Brother Sam and Lucky come up 
behind.

LUCKY
Delia!   

TYSON
Move one more inch and she’s dead.

Cowboy looks at Lucky.

COWBOY
Don’t worry.  We still got Mack 
and the soccer mom.
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The door opens and Mack and Brenda walk in with their 
hands up.   Milton right behind them.

COWBOY (CONT’D)
Nevermind.

Tyson and Delia move to the edge of the platform while 
Milton escorts Mack and Brenda to the others.

TYSON
Drop your guns.

They all look at each other.

TYSON (CONT’D)
Do it.

The group slowly and hesitantly toss their guns down into 
a pile.  Milton tosses Mack and Brenda’s guns into the 
pile and backs over to Tyson.

LUCKY
Let her go, asshole.

TYSON
Oh, I’ll let her go, Lucky.  But 
I’ll take whats mine first.

LUCKY
Fine.  We’ll give you your money 
in exchange for Delia.  Just let 
her go.

Lucky looks at Gravy and nods.  Gravy takes off.

TYSON
You know what.  I don’t think 
that’s gonna be good enough any 
more.  

LUCKY
Then what do you want?

TYSON
I want blood.

He points his gun at Lucky.

TYSON (CONT’D)
Your blood.  Delia in exchange for 
my money and your head.

Lucky looks at the rest of the group.  They don’t know 
what to do.
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TYSON (CONT’D)
What’s it gonna be, Lucky?

LUCKY
If you want me so damn bad, here I 
am.

Lucky takes a step forward.  Tyson aims his gun.

TYSON
See ya on the other side.

Cowboy takes a step forward.

COWBOY
No.

He steps in front of Lucky.

COWBOY (CONT’D)
If you want him, you gotta go 
through me.

Lucky grabs Cowboy’s arm.

LUCKY
Cowboy.

Cowboy shrugs him off.

TYSON
Okay.  Deal.

Tyson fires and hits Cowboy in the chest.  Cowboy slumps 
to his knees and falls over.  

LUCKY
COWBOY!!!!

Tyson LAUGHS.

TYSON
Don’t be sad, Lucky.  You’ll be 
joining him real soon.  Now 
where’s my goddamn money?

Gravy comes running up. 

GRAVY
It’s right here.

TYSON
Give it to Lucky.

Gravy takes it to Lucky and hands it to him.  Lucky goes 
to take it but Gravy hangs onto it.  Lucky looks at him.
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Gravy winks and lets go.  Lucky doesn’t react but carries 
the bag over towards Tyson.

TYSON (CONT’D)
Open it.  Show it to me.

Lucky opens the case and sees a gun inside.  His face 
changes for a second but doesn’t give it away.  

TYSON (CONT’D)
Hey!  Lucky!

Lucky looks up.  Tyson pushes Delia down and waves his 
gun.

TYSON (CONT’D)
Give it to me.

Lucky smiles.

LUCKY
You got it.

He rips up his gun and fires.  Tyson is hit and staggers 
back.  He hits the wall and slides to the floor dead.  
Milton runs to him, crying and sobbing.

MILTON
Tyson!  No!  Why????

Lucky turns back to Cowboy.  He can’t believe he’s gone.  

LUCKY
(to himself)

Cowboy.

He slumps to his knees.  Everyone looks sad.   Slowly, 
their phones go off one at a time.   They all slowly pull 
out their phones.   Lucky takes out his phone and checks 
it.

PHONE: “GOT SHOT AGAIN. STILL COOL”

Lucky looks confused and looks up.  They all are looking 
at their phones confused.  Cowboy rolls over with his 
phone in his hand, coughing and laughing.

LUCKY (CONT’D)
Cowboy!  You son of a bitch.

They all rush around Cowboy, happy and relieved.

COWBOY
Getting shot hurts like a son of a 
bitch!
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LUCKY
You gave me a heart attack!

Milton BEGINS TO SCREAM, but back turned on the good 
guys.

MILTON
Tyson!  No, no, no, no, no!

He grabs his gun up and stands in a rage.

MILTON (CONT’D)
You sons of bitches!

MILTON POV as he stands.  All of the good guys are 
standing their with their guns trained at him.  They open 
fire.

Milton is hit over and over again like Robocop.  He falls 
back and lands with his head in Tyson’s crotch.

All the good guys lower their guns.  Brenda slowly walks 
over to Milton and aims her gun down.

She fires another round into him.

CUT TO:

BLACK SCREEN

DELIA (V.O.)
Well, time passes on like it 
always does.

PICTURE OF LISA.  Her arm in a sling.

DELIA (V.O.)
Lisa healed from her wounds and 
she has been dating Lucky for the 
last several months.  What she 
sees in Lucky, I’ll never know.

PICTURE OF MACK.  Gardening in short shorts and wife 
beater.  

DELIA (V.O.)
Mack has decided to become a vegan 
and has decided to go totally 
green.  He also has decided to go 
vigilante and punish anyone who 
messes with mother earth.

PICTURE OF GRAVY.  Gravy is all blinged out on an album 
cover.
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DELIA (V.O.)
Gravy decided to go branch out and 
start his own recording career.  
His first album is titled: 
“Biscuits and Gravy.”  Cowboy owns 
25% of Gravy’s album sales.

PICTURE OF BRO SAM.  Sam in front of huge congregation.

DELIA (V.O.)
Brother Sam has decided to start 
preaching full time.  His revival 
tour is called “Heaven on Earth 
sure is Hell.”

PICTURE OF BRENDA.  She is getting award from the DA with 
her kids and husband.

DELIA (V.O.)
Brenda impressed the District 
Attorney so much by exposing the 
corrupt cops that he made her his 
top Assistant District Attorney.  
She immediately began in 
investigation into the District 
Attorney’s office.  

PICTURE OF DELIA.  At graveyard.

DELIA (V.O.)
I’m still singing and touring.  I 
miss momma.  But I know she’s in a 
better place.

PICTURE OF COWBOY AND LUCKY.  Little kids pic fades to 
current pic.

DELIA (V.O.)
And Cowboy and Lucky.  Well...you 
know them.   They are still 
getting into trouble like they 
always do.

CUT TO:

LAST GAG.

FADE TO BLACK.
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