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FADE IN:

EXT. COURTHOUSE FLASHBACK - DAY1 1

FLASHBACK.  THE MASSACRE ON THE COURTHOUSE STEPS. 

EXT. COURTHOUSE - DAY2 2

LUCKY stands at the bottom of the steps of the 
courthouse.  He looks around.  No one as far as he can 
see.  His head comes back around to the steps.  

There sits JANE T. YATES.   She is in her jail clothes.  
Bloody.  Hair in her face.  She doesn't pay attention to 
Lucky.  She just stares into space.  Lucky slowly sits 
down beside her.  He can't believe she's here. 

LUCKY
Jane?

She is still not paying attention to him.  He pulls her 
hair back to see her bloody cheek. 

LUCKY (CONT’D)
Jane...can you hear me?

She turns her head to him.  Her face blank and pale.

LUCKY (CONT’D)
I’m so sorry.  I wish I could have 
saved you.  I wish there was more 
I could have done.

She shakes her head.

JANE
Avenge me.

He pulls his hand back.  She stands and walks away, 
fading into nothing and disappearing.  Lucky can't 
believe his eyes.  He puts his head in his hands.  
Worried.  Trying to process what he saw. 

JANE (O.S.) (CONT’D)
Lucky...

Lucky looks ups to see a pistol right in his face.  
LUCKY'S POV of the pistol with Jane holding it. 

JANE (CONT’D)
(screaming)

Avenge me!!!

The gun goes off.  SCREEN WHITES OUT. 



I/E. LUCKY’S TRUCK - NIGHT3 3

Lucky is jolted from sleep.  He's sweating.  Breathing 
hard.  Disoriented.  He wipes his face and looks around.   
He's in a residential neighborhood.  Nice homes.  He 
finally comes to his senses and sits up.  A car passes 
him and he follows it with his eyes.   

EXT. NATHAN KEY’S HOUSE - CONTINUOUS4 4

There is already a car in the driveway.  The car parks on 
the curb and NATHAN KEYS gets out.  He starts to walk up 
the driveway when Lucky roars up in the truck and cuts 
him off.  Nathan starts backpedaling. 

NATHAN
What the hell!?!

Lucky busts out of the truck.     

LUCKY
Good evening, Mr. Keys!

Nathan's shoulders slump.  Deflated. 

NATHAN
Oh no.  Not you again.

(gets defensive)
Look, I haven’t even so much as 
looked at a hooker since I last 
saw you guys.

LUCKY
That’s not why I’m here.

NATHAN 
I haven't even touched my wife 
since I saw you guys.  She's 
starting to think I'm a friggin' 
monk.  We went from doing it eight 
times a week down to five.  She's 
beside herself. 

LUCKY 
That's not why I'm--- 

Lucky finally catches what he just said. 

LUCKY (CONT'D) 
Did you say eight times? 

Nathan shrugs. 

NATHAN 
Yeah.  Eight.  Doesn't everybody? 
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Lucky tries to act like he can relate. 

LUCKY 
Yeah.  Well, I know I do. 

NATHAN 
See.  You know what I'm talkin' 
about then. 

LUCKY 
(changes subject)

Look.  I just need some 
information. 

NATHAN 
(sarcastic)

Oh, well, sure I'd love to help.  
I mean, you guys did help me out 
after all.  I mean you did me a 
really big favor, causing me 
embarrassment, ridicule, 
intermittent impotency, you gave 
me an ulcer the size of a 
grapefruit...   

Lucky cuts him off. 

LUCKY 
Look, I'm sorry.  Okay? 

NATHAN 
(still sarcastic)

Oh, he's sorry.  Well, sure then.  
I can help.  That makes everything 
all better.  He said he's sorry. 

Nathan stops cold and puts a finger right in Lucky's 
chest. 

NATHAN (CONT'D) 
Piss off! 

Nathan walks past him towards the house.  Lucky takes out 
his phone and plays the clip from “Show Me Some Skin” 
catching Nathan in the act at the office.  

Nathan stops, slumps his shoulders, and walks back to 
Lucky like a kid in trouble. 

NATHAN (CONT'D) 
I'm already helping Detective 
Dunn.  What more do you want from 
me? 

Lucky puts the phone away and takes out a card. 
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QUICK FLASHBACK OF THE RANGER GIVING THE CARD TO LUCKY. 

NATHAN (CONT'D) 
What is this? 

LUCKY 
Read the name. 

Nathan reads it.  He closes his eyes.  That name means 
something to him.   

NATHAN
I can’t help you.

Lucky gets right in Nathan’s face.  Pissed.

LUCKY
No.  No, you can help me.  Read it 
aloud.  I want to hear you say it.  
And then I want you to tell me 
what you know.

Nathan gives in.

NATHAN 
Maria...

(sighs)
Maria Lopez.

LUCKY
There’s an address on that card.  
Do you see it?

NATHAN
Of course, I see it.

LUCKY
Well, I checked it out.  No one 
lives there.  No Maria Lopez.  No 
nobody.  But I did some digging.  
Turns out Herrada himself owns the 
place.  So, I did a little more 
digging.  Turns out Maria Lopez 
has been in the county jail for 
the past few months and she just 
got released last week.  

NATHAN
What does any of this have to do 
with me?

LUCKY
Don’t be stupid.  I checked out 
every angle.  

(edges closer)
(MORE)
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You’re her lawyer.  She’s your 
client.

NATHAN
My relationship with Ms. Lopez is 
none of your business.

Lucky holds up the phone.  Nathan grabs Lucky’s hand and 
pushes it down.  Not forcefully.  More like trying to 
hide it.  Lucky jerks his hand away.

NATHAN (CONT’D)
Look.  You got me by the balls.  
You know it.  I know it.  But 
while you may have me on the hook 
for Herrada, I think it is unfair 
for you to extort me for all of my 
clients.  

Lucky smiles a smartass smile.

LUCKY
I’m inclined to agree with you.  
But not in this case.  She’s one 
of Herrada’s girls, she has a 
price on her head, and you’re her 
lawyer.

Nathan is genuinely surprised.

NATHAN
A price on her head?

LUCKY
That’s right.  A hitman gave me 
that card.  He told me to take 
care of her for him.  She was his 
next mark.  Now, maybe you’ll want 
to tell me who wants her dead?

Nathan has had enough.  

NATHAN
Look.  Herrada hired me as her 
lawyer.  When she got out of jail, 
she moved into his house.  If 
someone wants her dead, its not 
Herrada.  I mean, if he wanted her 
dead, she’d already be dead, 
right?  

LUCKY
Then if you can’t tell me who 
wants her dead, then tell me why?  
Why don’t you tell me why someone 
wants her dead?

LUCKY (CONT'D)
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NATHAN
Are you stupid?

Lucky gets pissed.

LUCKY
What did you call me?

NATHAN
I didn’t call you anything.  I 
asked you a question.  Are you 
stupid?  The girlfriend of a major 
drug dealer has a mark on her 
head.  And you’re surprised by 
this?  Who wouldn’t want her dead?  
Maybe someone wants her dead to 
get back at Herrada.  Maybe she 
saw something that somebody 
doesn’t want her talking about.  
Maybe...  

(laughs)
Hell, there are a thousand 
“maybe’s.”

Lucky looks away.  Thinking about what he said.

NATHAN (CONT’D)
If you want to know why someone 
wants her dead, why don’t you go 
ask her yourself?  She’s at 
Herrada’s house.

(daring Lucky)
Instead of harassing me, why don’t 
you grow a pair and go face to 
face with Herrada?

Lucky cuts his eyes to Nathan, pissed.

LUCKY
You want me to beat your ass right 
here?

NATHAN 
Look, you got a problem with 
Herrada, take it to him.  You want 
to know who’s after Maria, ask 
Maria.  Stop being a coward.  

(an admission)
I can’t hurt you.  If you punch 
me, I’ll hit the deck and never 
hit back.  You can bully me.  You 
can’t bully Herrada.  You’re just 
like every other person who’s ever 
come to me about him.  

(MORE)
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You think you can push me around, 
and push me around, and get at 
Herrada through me.  Well, guess 
what?  I get paid to get pushed.  
I take it on the chin, wipe off 
the blood, and keep moving.  Do 
you really think I’ll give 
Detective Dunn anything worth 
using against Herrada?  You guys 
are pathetic.

Nathan gets in Lucky’s face.

NATHAN (CONT’D)
You’re weak.  You know it.  I know 
it.

Nathan walks away.  Lucky watches him walk away.  He 
tries to be tough one more time.  

LUCKY
Tell your boss I’m coming for him.

Nathan keeps walking.  He turns to Lucky, walking 
backwards.

NATHAN
Tell him yourself.  He’s at home 
with Maria.  Or didn’t you hear.  
He’s now under house arrest 
pending trial.  And guess which 
bad ass lawyer arranged that for 
him?  Now, if you’ll excuse me, I 
got go inside and bang my hot ass 
wife.

Nathan bows, laughs, and goes into the house.  Lucky just 
stands there.  Nathan’s right.  He’s got to stop fucking 
around and take the fight to Herrada.  Lucky walks back 
to his truck.

EXT. APARTMENT COMPLEX - MORNING5 5

Establishing shot.  Lucky’s truck pulls up to the complex 
and stops.  Lucky gets out and walks to an apartment.

EXT. MISTY’S APARTMENT - CONTINUOUS6 6

Lucky walks up to the apartment door and knocks.  

COWBOY (O.S.)
(from inside)

Just a minute.

NATHAN  (CONT'D)
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Cowboy opens the door.  He’s wearing a girl’s night shirt 
and fuzzy girly slippers.  Lucky wasn’t expecting him 
here.

LUCKY
Cowboy?  What are you doing here?

COWBOY
What am I--?  What are you doing 
here?

LUCKY
I need the Jane Yates file and 
Misty told me to come by here and 
pick it up.

COWBOY
Who’s Jane Yates?

Lucky just stares at him, dumbfounded.

LUCKY
That girl we picked up over at 
Hooker Holler?  She got killed on 
the courthouse steps?

COWBOY
(confused)

We killed her?

LUCKY
No, dumbass.  She had a price on 
her head and she was executed.

COWBOY
(still confused)

Was this recently?

Lucky can’t find the words.

LUCKY
Really?

Misty steps into the doorway in her housecoat and wearing 
one of Cowboy’s signature goofy hats.  She hands a file 
to Lucky.

MISTY
Here ya go, Lucky.  Everything I 
have is in there.

Lucky takes the file.

LUCKY
Thanks.
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COWBOY
What are you working on?

Lucky immediately starts flipping through the file.

LUCKY
(ignoring him)

Don’t worry about it.

COWBOY
Come on, bitch.  What ya working 
on?

He grabs at the folder and Lucky slaps his hand.  Cowboy 
holds it like a puppy whose nose just got swatted.

COWBOY (CONT’D)
Hey!

LUCKY
I said I got this.  

Lucky nods to Misty.

LUCKY (CONT’D)
Thanks again.

MISTY
Anytime.

Lucky walks away and Cowboy follows him.

COWBOY
Lucky?

EXT. LUCKY’S TRUCK - CONTINUOUS7 7

Lucky keeps ignoring Cowboy.  Cowboy keeps on behind him 
like a fucking annoying kid.

COWBOY
Lucky?  

(follows)
Lucky, what are we doing?

(follows still)
Lucky?

Lucky finally turns and punches Cowboy right in the nose.  
Cowboy drops down to his ass, stunned.

LUCKY
We aren’t working on anything.  
You got that.  This is something I 
got to do and I’m doing it alone.
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Cowboy stands up.  His nose bleeding.  He holds it like 
there was a skunk around.

COWBOY
You son of a bitch you.  You hit 
me in the nose.

Lucky shakes his head and starts to open his truck door.  
Cowboy immediately pushes it shut, ripping the handle out 
of Lucky’s hand.

LUCKY
Stop it.

Lucky opens it again.  Cowboy pushes it shut again.  
Lucky is getting pissed.

LUCKY (CONT’D)
I’m gonna hit you again and this 
time I’m gonna break your nose if 
you don’t stop it.

COWBOY
Tell me what’s going on and I’ll 
stop.

Lucky just sighs and starts to open the door again.  
Cowboy starts to shut the door again, but Lucky closes it 
before he can.  Cowboy loses his balance, stumbles into 
Lucky, and Lucky brings Cowboy’s head straight down onto 
his knee.  Cowboy goes sprawling backwards, knocked for a 
fucking loop.  

Lucky pushes Cowboy over with his foot.

LUCKY
Don’t follow me.  Don’t look for 
me.  When its over, I’ll let you 
know.  Until then, stay out of 
sight.  Stay out of trouble.  And 
stay out of my way.

Lucky leaves Cowboy rolling around on the ground.  Lucky 
gets in the truck and drives off.  Cowboy gets to his 
feet.

COWBOY
Dang it.  He got blood on my 
slippers.

EXT. CIGAR LOUNGE - DAY8 8

Establishing shot.  Lucky pulls up to the cigar shop and 
heads inside.  The Yates file in hand.  
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INT. CIGAR LOUNGE - CONTINUOUS9 9

SHERIFF MAXWELL sits in the lounge alone.  He’s sipping a 
glass of Scotch and enjoying a cigar.  Lucky steps inside 
and slowly walks over to him.

The Sheriff doesn’t regard or acknowledge him.  Lucky 
stands there a moment then takes a seat.

SHERIFF
I don’t remember asking you to sit 
down, my friend.

LUCKY
This is a public place.  I don’t 
really need your permission to 
sit, now do I?

The Sheriff laughs to himself.

SHERIFF
I’d say with most people and in 
most places, you’d be right.  
But...

He sips his Scotch and sets it down on the coffee table.

SHERIFF (CONT’D)
...you and I are not most people.  
This is not most places.  You and 
I have unresolved business that 
demands some immediate attention. 

LUCKY
If I wasn’t sitting right here, 
right now, across from you, would 
I have your immediate attention?  
Or do I have your attention only 
because you have to look at me?  

SHERIFF
No, of course not.  You see, 
though I am a powerful man and I 
am a man of considerable strength 
and weight...

(laughs to himself)
...I am not a multitasker.  When 
you came in here, I was merely 
enjoying a glass of Scotch and a 
fine cigar.  No more.  No less.  
But you have interrupted my cigar 
and you have now interrupted my 
Scotch.  Therefore, you have 
become number one on my “to do” 
list.  
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The Sheriff pulls his revolver and aims it at Lucky.

SHERIFF (CONT’D)
You now have my immediate, full, 
and undivided attention.

Lucky smiles.

LUCKY
Good.  That’s exactly why I came 
here.

SHERIFF
Is that right?

LUCKY
Yeah.  That’s right.

Lucky tosses the Jane Yates file on the coffee table.  
The Sheriff slightly regards it but keeps his focus on 
Lucky.

LUCKY (CONT’D)
Do you know what that is?

SHERIFF
Its a file.

LUCKY
(laughs)

That’s right.  But its more than 
that.  You see, some time ago, a 
young girl was murdered right on 
our county’s courthouse steps.  I 
mean literally was executed right 
there on the steps.  Two reporters 
were killed.  A cameraman.  Two of 
your deputies were even killed.

SHERIFF
(feigns remorse)

It was a tragic day.

Lucky just shakes his head.

LUCKY
I’m not here to condemn you for 
what you did.  I took that money 
too.  My hands are just as dirty 
as yours on that.  

Lucky points to the file.

LUCKY (CONT’D)
I have read that file and read 
that file and read that file.  

(MORE)
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Over and over.  Page after page.  
I keep looking for that one thing.  
I keep looking for one scrap, one 
small little piece, that tells me 
why she had a price on her head.  
But its not in there.  Something’s 
missing.  I don’t know what it is, 
but something’s missing.

Lucky gets up and leans right into the Sheriff’s face.

LUCKY (CONT’D)
I know everything there is to know 
about Jane T. Yates, Sheriff.  But 
I still have just one more 
question.  What did she do to 
deserve that?  

The Sheriff just stares at him.  Lucky is slow in 
delivery.  At great pain.

LUCKY (CONT’D)
What did she see?  

Lucky is tearing up.  

LUCKY (CONT’D)
What did she know?  What did she 
say?

The Sheriff is cold.  His eyes emotionless like a shark.  
Lucky is the exact opposite.

LUCKY (CONT’D)
She was a kid, Sheriff.  Did she 
deserve to die?  

The Sheriff shakes his head.

SHERIFF
That kid...that child...the one 
you think you have to avenge...was 
with Herrada the night he killed 
his own brother and an undercover 
DEA agent.  She not only witnessed 
the entire incident, she refused 
to cooperate with the attorney 
general to testify against 
Herrada.  She was a crack whore 
mixed up with some bad people.  
She saw too much.  She knew too 
much.  She was worth too little.  
So, she had to go.  

Lucky just shakes his head.

LUCKY (CONT’D)
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LUCKY
She was probably terrified.  She 
was in way over her head.  Not 
testifying because you won’t turn 
on some scumbag is one thing.  Not 
testifying because you’re scared 
to death is another.

SHERIFF
Either way, she’s dead.

Lucky sits back down.

LUCKY
I want to show you something.

Lucky takes the Ranger’s card out of his pocket and hands 
it to the Sheriff.  The Sheriff takes it, his expression 
turns to “Oh shit”, but he quickly recovers.

LUCKY (CONT’D)
That name mean anything to you?

SHERIFF
Should it?

LUCKY
I’d think so.  It seems the Ranger 
you sent to kill me and Cowboy was 
gonna kill Maria Lopez after he 
got done with us. 

SHERIFF
I don’t know anything about it.

LUCKY
You don’t?

SHERIFF
No, I don’t.

Lucky just shakes his head.  He quickly gets up, grabs 
the gun out of the Sheriff’s hand, and puts it under the 
Sheriff’s chin.  The Sheriff grimaces, not knowing 
whether this son of a bitch is gonna shoot or not.

LUCKY
I’m not gonna let Maria Lopez die 
too.  

He grabs the Sheriff and pulls him up onto his feet.

LUCKY (CONT’D)
You and I are gonna pay Herrada a 
visit.

14.



EXT. HERRADA’S HOUSE - NIGHT10 10

Establishing shot.  Lucky’s truck pulls up to Herrada’s 
house and stops.  

I/E. LUCKY’S TRUCK - CONTINUOUS11 11

Lucky waves the Sheriff’s pistol at the Sheriff.  

LUCKY
Lets go.

The Sheriff shakes his head. 

SHERIFF
You don’t just show up at 
Herrada’s house and go inside for 
a cup of coffee.  The man’s a 
killer.

Lucky puts the pistol against the Sheriff’s forehead.

LUCKY
So am I.  Now lets go.

The Sheriff begrudgingly opens the door.

INT. ENTRANCE, HERRADA’S HOUSE - MOMENTS LATER12 12

DOORBELL.  SHOT OF THE DOOR.  MUCHO, big, tough ass 
Mexican, opens the door and there stands the Sheriff and 
Lucky.  Lucky has put the pistol away.

MUCHO
Wassup, Marshal Dillon?

SHERIFF
How are you, Mucho?

Lucky just does a slow burn and glare at the Sheriff.

LUCKY
Come here often?

The Sheriff just sighs.

MUCHO
Who’s the white boy, Marshal?

SHERIFF
This...

(looks Lucky over)
...is nobody.  

15.



Lucky returns his comment with a “Fuck you” smile.

SHERIFF (CONT’D)
Where’s Miguel?

MUCHO
He’s just finishing dinner.  Come 
in.

SHERIFF
Well, I’d hate to intrude...

The Sheriff turns to leave but Lucky steps in front of 
him.

LUCKY
Thanks, Mucho.  If it wouldn’t be 
too much of an inconvenience, I 
would love to speak with him.

Mucho stands aside.

MUCHO
Come on in.

The Sheriff and Lucky step inside.  The Sheriff walks by 
him but Mucho puts out an arm and stops Lucky.

MUCHO (CONT’D)
I have to frisk you.

Lucky smirks.  

LUCKY
I’ll save you the trouble.  

He takes the revolver out of his belt in the back and 
turns it over to him.

LUCKY (CONT’D)
Its the Sheriff’s anyways.

Mucho takes it and they walk further into the house.

INT. DINING ROOM, HERRADA’S HOUSE - CONTINUOUS13 13

HERRADA sits at the head of the table.  Bearded.  Tired.  
Slightly slumped in his chair.  A half eaten plate of 
food in front of him.  A needle next to the plate.  A 
pistol on the other side.  Several empty bottles of beer 
laid out on the table in front of him.

MARIA LOPEZ, pregnant, sits to Herrada’s left.  She’s 
high.  A spent needle sitting next to the untouched plate 
of food.  

16.



Mucho leads the Sheriff and Lucky into the room.  Lucky 
stops for a second.  Time seems to standstill.  There is 
the son of a bitch.  Right there is the son of a bitch 
who’s caused so many problems.  

Mucho goes to Herrada’s side and leans to his ear.  

MUCHO
Miguel, the Sheriff is here.  And 
he’s brought a friend.

Herrada slowly sits up and leans on the table.  He 
breathes heavy.  

HERRADA
The Sheriff?

Herrada acts like he can hardly see them.  The Sheriff 
goes over to Maria’s side and sits beside her.

SHERIFF
That’s right.  I’m here.

The Sheriff is not the powerful man he claims to be in 
front of Herrada.  He’s turned into a whipped house slave 
in front of his master.

SHERIFF (CONT’D)
How are you feeling, Miguel?

Herrada gives the question some thought, picks up some of 
the food in his plate with his bare fingers, and watches 
it fall back onto the plate.

HERRADA
I’ve felt better.

Lucky just watches Herrada from the far edge of the 
table.

HERRADA (CONT’D)
Who’s this?

SHERIFF
Oh, this is Lucky, Miguel.

Herrada laughs.

HERRADA
Lucky?  Did you say Lucky?

SHERIFF
That’s right.
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HERRADA
What kind of name is that?  

(to Lucky)
Did your momma call you Lucky?

Lucky smirks.

LUCKY
As a matter of fact she did.

HERRADA
Well, what’s on your birth 
certificate, Senor Lucky?

LUCKY
Paul.  Paul Edder.

Mucho holds out the revolver and sets it down in front of 
Herrada.

MUCHO
He had this on him.  

Herrada picks up the gun.

HERRADA
(to Lucky)

You brought this?

Lucky nods.

HERRADA (CONT’D)
Did you think you needed it?

LUCKY
You can never be too sure.

Herrada laughs.  

HERRADA
(to Mucho)

I like this guy.

Herrada waves him over.

HERRADA (CONT’D)
Sit by me.

Lucky hesitates.

HERRADA (CONT’D)
Come, come, come.

Lucky walks over and takes a seat by Herrada.  Herrada is 
high.  Fucking high.  He can’t make eye contact with 
anyone.  He leans in close to Lucky.
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HERRADA (CONT’D)
You brought a gun here.  That 
means you have something on your 
mind.  

He points the gun at Lucky.

HERRADA (CONT’D)
Why don’t you tell me what it is?

Lucky looks at the Sheriff.  The Sheriff is puckered up 
so much, he could crack walnuts with his ass right about 
now.

LUCKY
I have a couple of questions.

HERRADA
Questions?

LUCKY
That’s right.

HERRADA
What kind of questions?

Lucky leans into Herrada.

LUCKY
Tough ones.

Herrada laughs and leans back in his chair.  He opens the 
cylinders on the revolver and dumps out the shells.

HERRADA
(laughing)

He’s got tough questions.  Did you 
hear that, Mucho?  

Mucho eyeballs Lucky.

MUCHO
I sure did.

Herrada reaches onto the table and grabs a lazy susan 
that is sitting there.  He brings it in close to himself, 
knocking over shit doing so.  Salt spills on the table.  
Lucky takes not of it.

HERRADA
I’ll make you a deal, Senor Lucky.  
I’m gonna answer your questions.

Herrada spins the empty cylinders on the gun.
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HERRADA (CONT’D)
But we got to play a game.  All of 
us.  In Russia, they call this 
roulette.  If it falls on you, you 
gotta put it to your head and pull 
the trigger.  If the pistol goes 
click, I’ll answer your question.  
If it goes bang, your questions 
don’t matter anymore.

MUCHO
I’m not playing, Miguel.

HERRADA
Of course, not you.  No, no, no.  
Me.  The Sheriff.  Senor Lucky.  
And, of course...

He grabs Maria’s lifeless, high ass hand.

HERRADA (CONT’D)
My lovely, lovely, lovely momma to 
be, Maria.  She’ll play too.

The Sheriff starts to stand.

SHERIFF
I don’t think I’d like to play.

Mucho pulls a gun and puts it on the Sheriff.

MUCHO
Sit your ass down, Marshal Dillon.

Herrada waves the Sheriff down.

HERRADA
Sit, sit.  You’re gonna love this 
game.

Herrada puts a shell into the pistol and spins the 
cylinders.

HERRADA (CONT’D)
This is gonna be like spin the 
bottle.  Only...

He slams the pistol on the lazy susan.

HERRADA (CONT’D)
...better.

He throws his napkin over the gun.  He spins the pistol 
and it goes round and round.  They all sit still.  
Silent.  It slowly stops.  
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The barrel pointed right at the Sheriff.  The Sheriff is 
sweating.  About to shit himself.

SHERIFF
I can’t do it.

HERRADA
You won’t know if you don’t try.

The Sheriff wipes his face and reaches under the cloth.  
He grabs the pistol and slowly pulls it out.  

HERRADA (CONT’D)
Don’t look at the chambers.  That 
would be cheating.

The Sheriff puts the gun to his head.  Balled up and 
tense.

HERRADA (CONT’D)
(to Sheriff)

Wait a second?

The Sheriff freezes.

HERRADA (CONT’D)
(to Lucky)

Your question?

Lucky glances at the Sheriff then at Herrada.

LUCKY
Did you put a million dollar 
bounty on Jane Yates’ head?

Herrada turns to the Sheriff and smiles.

HERRADA
Survey says...

The Sheriff closes his eyes, gulps, and pulls the 
trigger.  CLICK!  The Sheriff lets out a big sigh and 
sets the gun back down on the table.  

HERRADA (CONT’D)
Yes.  Yes, I had that bitch killed 
so she couldn’t testify against 
me.  

Lucky shows rage, but suppresses it quickly.  Herrada 
takes the gun, opens the cylinder, adds a bullet, spins 
the cylinders, and puts it back under the napkin.  
SPIN!!!!

HERRADA (CONT’D)
Who’s up next?
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The lazy susan spins and spins.  They all watch intently.

HERRADA (CONT’D)
This is fun.

The barrel slowly comes to a stop on Maria.  She is 
freaking high, but she reaches over to the pistol and 
grabs it.  

LUCKY
Did you know there is a hit out on 
Maria?

Herrada’s eyebrows go in.  Maria, never blinking, puts 
the gun to her head and pulls the trigger.  CLICK!  
Herrada jumps.  

HERRADA
(concerned, worried)

No.

Maria sets the gun down.  Herrada grabs the pistol.  He’s 
starting to get angry.  He moves faster now.  He repeats 
his routine with the gun.  He adds a third bullet.  He 
slips it under the napkin and spins.  Lucky is taking 
note of his increased aggression.  The lazy susan spins 
and spins around.  Barrel lands on Herrada himself.

He quickly grabs the gun and puts it against his head.

HERRADA (CONT’D)
Ask your question!

Lucky hesitates.

HERRADA (CONT’D)
ASK!

LUCKY
Maria, why would someone put a 
bounty out on you?

Herrada stares at Maria. He doesn’t even regard the gun.  
He quickly pulls the trigger.  CLICK!  He sets the gun 
down in a hurry to get the answer to the question.

HERRADA
Answer him!

Maria slowly opens her eyes and looks at Lucky.

MARIA
Because I’m pregnant.
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Herrada scoops up the pistol, repeats his routine, adding 
bullet number four.  He slips it under the napkin and 
spins the lazy susan.  He looks at Lucky in a rage.

HERRADA
What’s your question?

Lucky just stares at Herrada.  The lazy susan continues 
to spin.  The barrel falls on Lucky.  Lucky grabs the 
pistol and puts it to his head.

HERRADA (CONT’D)
What’s your question?

LUCKY
Who’s baby is it?

Herrada snaps his head over to Maria.  She slowly looks 
up at them.  A smirk comes over her face.

MARIA
What are you waiting for?

Herrada looks at Lucky.  

HERRADA
Do it!

Lucky pulls the trigger.  CLICK!  Nothing.  Herrada goes 
back to Maria.

HERRADA (CONT’D)
Who’s baby is it?

She looks over at the Sheriff.

MARIA
His.

The Sheriff stands up.  

SHERIFF
Now, wait just a damn minute here.

Herrada stands up.  In a rage.

HERRADA
What have you done?  What have you 
both done!?!

Instantly, Lucky stands and fires a round through Mucho’s 
mother fucking face.  He falls against the wall.  Lucky 
grabs Herrada by the head and puts the revolver against 
his temple.
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LUCKY
Burn in hell, you son of a bitch!

He pulls the trigger and blows this drug dealing 
cocksucker to fucking hell.  Herrada hits the table with 
a thud.  Lucky looks over at the Sheriff, cowered against 
the wall.  Maria just sits there in her high little 
world.

Lucky tosses the revolver onto the table.

LUCKY (CONT’D)
Now that he’s dead, there’s no one 
to come after you now.  You killed 
Herrada with your gun.  Is that 
alright with you?

The Sheriff shakes his head in agreement.

LUCKY (CONT’D)
You and I are square.  You leave 
me alone, I leave you alone.  Can 
you live with that?

The Sheriff nods again.

LUCKY (CONT’D)
And she lives.  If she doesn’t 
live, neither do you.  You got 
that?

The Sheriff nods again.  Lucky starts to walk out.

SHERIFF
Lucky...

Lucky stops, turns, and looks at him.  The Sheriff just 
sighs.

LUCKY
Yeah.  

EXT. HERRADA’S HOUSE - CONTINUOUS14 14

Lucky walks outside of the house and towards his truck.  
He reaches the truck and stops.  Leans against it.  He 
begins to break down and cry.  

He cries for a moment then looks up.  At the end of the 
street, is JANE.  Not bloody.  Dressed in white.  She 
looks at him and smiles.  She turns away and disappears.
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Lucky wipes his eyes, nods, climbs into the truck, and 
drives away.

FADE TO BLACK.
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