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EXT. KANDAHAAR AFGAHNISTAN 2008, OUTPOST HILL -- EARLY
MORNING

As the first rays of the morning sun bursts over a dusty
hill, a shadowy figure lifts an Rocket Propelled Grenade
Launcher (RPG) to his shoulder.

His eye focuses through the sites.

His finger rests on the trigger. We hear his breath.

He fires.

OPPOSITE HILTOP:

The explosion instantly blows a US Ranger Soldier to bits.
CORPORAL JEROLD E. RICE, a built top notch soldier, wakes
from a guarded sleep and jumps to action.

INSUGIENT FIGHTERS charge the outpost.

BLACKOUT

EXT. BURGER JOINT DRIVE-THROUGH -- DAY, CONTINUOUS

LAPD cruiser drives up to the window. OFFICER DANIEL MCNEAL
African-American big guy, happy-go-lucky teddy bear, gets
four white bags of food and a drink from the drive-through
window.

INT. LAPD CRUISER

McNeal loads his straw into the drink, taking a sip as he
drives off.

MCNEAL
Fuck Jerry they always give me the
wrong shit!

REVEAL: McNeil’s partner, Jerry Rice, 30 Afghanistan war vet
suffering through PTSD, many tattoos, buff, angry
motherfucker, holds in his hostility and rage, biting at one
of his nails.

RICE
Why do you keep fucking coming
back?

MCNEAL

My daughter works here.



RICE
You haven’t seen her, in what?

MCNEAL
Mind your business Holmes.

EXT. STREETS OF LOS ANGELES -- DAY

LAPD Cruiser makes its way through Central Los Angeles.
Another dull day in another dull city. The cops chomp on
their food.

McNeal cringes as he sips the diet soda.

RICE
If you don’'t want it.

MCNEAL
I don’t like Diet.

RICE
Like I said.

RADIO (V.O.)
Four Fifteen F. 1121 West 58th.
Rice taps something in on the
computer.

MCNEAL
What are you doing?

RICE
Mabel needs help again.

MCNEAL
I don’'t want to get involved with
those assholes. She pissed on me
last time.

RICE
Too late. I already cued us in.

MCNEAL
Fucker. You owe me.

RICE
It’s in the neighborhood here.

Sirens go on. Car makes a quick U-turn and proceeds.



EXT. 1121 WEST 58TH STREET LOS ANGELES -- DAY
The LAPD Cruiser approaches quietly, no lights or fanfare.

Rice and McNeal get out and approach the front door. A lamp
bursts through the front window.

JOHNNY RAY
I'm gunna kill you bitch! Fuckin
around on me and you don’t give me
none.

MABEL
Don’'t give me that shit. You gunna
fix that window? You gunna pay for
that?

McNeal forcefully knocks on the door.

MCNEAL
LAPD.

MABEL
See what you gone and done.

RICE
It’'s ok Mabel. It’s me, Rice.

The door opens. Mabel, overweight 45, bruised eye, stares at
the cops with her don’t fuck with us smile.

MABEL
Howdy. What are you boys doing
here?

MCNEAL

(to the distance)
Dammit Johnny Ray! McNeal walks
past Mabel.

MCNEAL (CONT'D)
Breakin windows in the middle the
goddamn day, you trying to bust
your parole?

INT. 1121 WEST 58TH STREET -- DAY

The cops muscle inside and get Johnny to sit down away from
Mabel.

RICE
It’1l]l be cool.



MCNEAL
(to Rice)
DON'T!

McNeal gets close to Johnny Ray’s face.

RICE
(to Mcneal)
Easy man.
MCNEAL

I really don’'t feel like haulin
your ass in today. If that bigfoot
cowboy over there didn’t want to
take this call I'd a given it to
some other rookie hotshot with a
hard-on for wife beaters.

JOHNNY RAY
Y’know it aint like that.

MCNEAL
Aint it?

MABEL
He’'s been hittin it hard.

RICE
Hittin what?

MABEL
He'’'s just been drinkin all day,
that’s all.

MCNEAL
You know that’s a violation. And
with damage to private property.

RICE
And assault.

McNeal backs off from Johnny, wipes his brow, stomps a bit.

MABEL
That don’t mean nothin.

MCNEAL
It means we gotta fill out a ton of
paperwork and call in Domestics as
well as report you to your P.O.



MABEL
(twinkling her swollen
eyes)
You don’t gotta hafta do all that?

RICE
I'm afraid he does. He’s senior
officer so he has to write up the
report.

Rice reaches for his radio. McNeal mocks him.

RICE (CONT'D)

(into radio)
Unit Four-O-Eight. Ten-sixteen for
parole violation. 1121 West 58th.
One John Ray Cooper, 45, former
military. Please send assistance.
Ten-Fifty-One. Cooperative.

RADIO (V.O.)
Copy Ten-Sixteen. Notifying
central.

Mabel and Johnny exchange pissed off looks at each other.

RICE
I wouldn't.

Johnny lunges at Mabel, and they fall to the floor,
scrapping. Rice and McNeal pull them apart.

MCNEAL
Now take it easy or I’'ll have to
arrest the both of you.

RICE
Haven’'t you gotten into enough
trouble? Hmmm?

EXT. 1121 WEST 58TH STREET LOS ANGELES, TWENTY MINUTES LATER

More LAPD cruisers stand in front of the house. Rice and
McNeal escort Johnny to their cruiser. LAPD Sargent Loomis
presides over the somber scene.

OFFICER LOOMIS
(to McNeal)
Take him to Crenshaw. His P.O. will
meet you there.

Their LAPD cruiser calmly leaves the scene.



INT. MCNEAL/RICE LAPD CRUISER -- DAY

JOHNNY RAY
(screaming at Mabel)
You did this on purpose, Mabel!

MCNEAL
(to Johnny Ray)
Why'’'d you have to bang her up? Not
that you’d be the only one.
McNeal glances at Rice with contempt.

MCNEAL (CONT'D)

(to Rice)
Why'’d you have to go and fuck up my
day?
RICE
(to McNeal)

It was too quiet. I felt like doing
something... right.

MCNEAL
(points to Johnny)
You call this, doing something
right?
RICE
Beats listening to you poo poo over
a goddam diet soda.

MCNEAL
Go fuck yourself, Rice.

EXT. LAPD CENTRAL HQ -- DAY

McNeal/Rice LAPD cruiser pulls up and the officers escort
Johnny from the car.

EXT. STREETS OF LOS ANGELES -- SETTING SUN, CONTINUOUS

McNeal/Rice cruiser patrols the streets, passing a huge donut
sign in front of a drive-through.

INT. MCNEAL/RICE LAPD CRUISER

As they drive, McNeal notices the large Donut.



RICE
You still hungry? Maybe you wanna a
shake this time?
MCNEAL
Very funny.
EXT. STREETS OF LOS ANGELES -- SETTING SUN

HOMELESS MAN shouts at himself and tears off his shirt,
staring at cars stopped at a red light.

He tosses his belongings on the street. Then he picks up a
stray article and tosses it in the direction of traffic.

He walks into the middle of the street and stares at a black
SUV right in front of him, daring him to run him down.

INT. MCNEAL/RICE LAPD CRUISER

MCNEAL
I guess this is another pressing
LAPD call?

RICE
Nah, leave him.

MCNEAL
You know he is causing a
disturbance.

RICE

Okay. Roll over there then.

The cruiser drives up to the homeless guy, beeping its siren
on and off.

RICE (CONT'D)
(to homeless Man)
C'mere.

The homeless man walks over, ready for a fight.

HOMELESS MAN
Yeah motherfucker!

Rice holds out a $10 dollar bill. The Man looks at it, wipes
the snot from his nose, snarls.

RICE
Go on man. We're not going to fuck
with ya. Take it.
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The homeless man snatches the money, and looks at the note
carefully.

RICE (CONT'D)
Now pick your shit up off the
street and take care of yourself.

The homeless man picks up his belongings and walks off
calmly.

MCNEAL
I suppose you want a medal for that
or something.

RICE
Something.

The cruiser heads off into standstill traffic.

EXT. STREETS OF LOS ANGELES NEAR HIGHWAYS -- EVENING

The darkening city reveals the underbelly of urban decay and
neglect. The cruiser makes its rounds.

They hear a gunshot in the distance.

MCNEAL
You hear that?

RICE
Close.

The Patrol car moves in the direction of the noise. Another
shot rings out.

MCNEAL
It’s just down this alley.

The cruiser carefully heads down an industrial street and
into a parking lot.

RICE
I better call this in.
MCNEAL
It could be nothing.
RICE
(to radio)

Unit 408 reporting. Making a 10-59
on the 1800 block of East 1l6th.
Investigating possible 10-71. Stand
by.



RADIO (V.O.)
Copy Unit 408.

EXT. INDUSTRIAL PARKING LOT -- NIGHT

An older white SUV sits under shadowy sodium vapor lights,
its hatch open. An old black leather doctor’s bag and a small
crumpled duffle lay on the ground. Stray stacks of money leak
from the duffle.

DEXTER MENDEZ, 36 average Latino man, sits on the ground,
nursing a gunshot to his thigh.

His brother, JULIO, fires a shot at a late model dark maroon
Monte Carlo.

VINCENT SOLANO, 25-30, African American, clean shaved,
longish dredded hair, dressed in a running outfit, hides
behind the Monte Carlo, and fires back.

The cruiser blares it’s siren and flashes its lights as it
inadvertently darts in the middle between them. Another shot
fires and Rice suddenly gets hit with a full on PTSD combat
flashback.

He jumps from the car, gun drawn, and instinctively heads
into the action.

McNeal reaches for the radio but it’s on Rice’s seat, so as
he struggles to find the transmitter, a shot blasts through
the Patrol car window.

McNeal dies instantly.

Rice finds Julio and cold cocks him with a hard left to the
face. Dexter takes aim to fire but Rice jumps him first,
pounding him into the pavement.

Solono and CHRISTOPHER VILLANOVA, another gangster, he’s a
white gut, approach from the Monte Carlo carefully, trying
not to be seen. Rice stands up and gets ready to call it in
on his radio.

Just then, another shot fires, just missing Rice, as he hits
the pavement to avoid the shot.

Another shot rings out and Rice scrambles to pick up Julio’s
gun, and he fires several shots back wildly.

Shocking the Monte Carlo boys, he charges them, firing once,
killing Villanova instantly. Solono drops his gun, quivering.
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SOLONO
Damn man that was cold.
RICE
Hands on your motherfucking head!

NOwW!

Rice leads him over to the SUV at gunpoint. He notices his
dead partner as soldier motif takes over. Rice pushes the
survivors together.

RICE (CONT'D)
On your knees!

Rice takes a minute, surveys the situation. No sirens heard
wailing. Nothing but the constant hum of the overhead highway
traffic and blood slowly dripping from dead bodies.

Rice uses the point of the gun to open the small duffle bag.
It contains some kind of drugs. The doctor’s bag lays next to
it with some cash spilling out.

Julio comes to and looks around, trying not to be noticed.
Rice walks back over to Solono. Julio jumps at Rice, but Rice
reacts and fires into Julio’s gut first.

Solono makes a run for it. Rice aims, fires, but misses. Then
he shoots the gun around to aim at Dexter.

DEXTER
You don’t know what you just got
yourself into, Rambo.

RICE
No? What’s that.
DEXTER
Five Oh wasn’t supposed to be here.
RICE
That so?
DEXTER

Yeah we paid. Just these Bendajos
thought they could rip us off.

RICE
That so?

DEXTER
Yeah so why don’'t we make a little
deal. I don’'t see no more Johnny
law. And we won't. It’s just you
and me.
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RICE
That so? (pause) You want to make a
deal or something? (pause) Like you
give me some of that money there
and I let you go?

DEXTER
Yeah something like that.
RICE
That’s what you think?
DEXTER
Yeah sure. No one’ll know anything
about this.
RICE

Except maybe my dead partner and
our dead friends here?

DEXTER
Look man, sometimes you gotta just
say fuck it.

RICE
Fuck it?

DEXTER
Yeah like what did LAPD ever really
do for you anyway?

Rice licks his lips and looks at all the carnage around him.
He wonders how he could report it all.

RICE
Fuck it, you say.

DEXTER
Yeah right, man. Take some of the
money and help me get out of here.

RICE
I guess there comes a time in every
man’'s life when he’s just had
enough of the bullshit, right?

DEXTER
Yeah brother you get it!

RICE
Ok. Ok. Why not. (pause) Fuck it!

Rice fires a shot point blank into Dexter’s face.
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He wipes down the gun and places it in Julio’s dead hand.

Rice retrieves both bags, slipping the cash on the street
into the doctor’s nag.

He spits on the ground for the corpses benefit, and calmly
walks over to the Monte Carlo.

INT. MONTE CARLO

He climbs in and removes his hat and police uniform shirt,
revealing a wife beater. He finds some old black aviator
sunglasses and black gloves. The gloves fit. He drives off.

EXT. STREETS OF LOS ANGELES -- NIGHT

Rice drives his newly stolen Monte Carlo through the empty
streets of LA, in a sketchy part of town. Everything is
closed. Finally he sees a neon bar sign flickering beside the
road.

He parks the car and goes inside.

INT. MULDUNES DIVE BAR -- NIGHT

Rice, still wearing the aviators, walks in carrying the old
doctor’s bag from the crime scene.

He plops the bloody thing on the bar as he takes a grimy
stool.

BARTENDER notices him from across the bar, as he slides over,
drinking in Rice’s presence: Blood splattered stone cold
face.

Rice pulls a wad of loose cash out of the bag and slams it on
the bar.

RICE
I'd like a shot of each one of
those.

Rice points to a dusty top shelf of select Single-Malt
Scotches. The Bartender stares at him, and eventually
complies, taking down the entire collection, one bottle at a
time.

Rice stares blankly and enjoys the show. The Bartender pulls
out some shot glasses, and begins to pour.
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SALOMIE and TRIZDEN, 2 gang tattooed latino thugs clad in
dark denim, hide in the shadows, stare at the cop, eye the
cash, and talk quietly amongst themselves.

SAT.OMIE
See that?

TRIZDEN
Shhhh.

An older overweight female BARFLY sits several stools down,
pushes her empty glass away and walks over.

BARFLY
Looking for some company?

RICE
Would you care for a shot?

The thugs walk over. Rice senses what they are after.

BARTENDER
One glass for each Bottle?

Rice signals yes and takes the first shot, pushes a second to
Barfly. Rice turns to confront the thugs.

RICE
I'd offer you guys shots too, but I
don’t think you’re going to like
single malt. You seem more like the
cheap Tequila types.

SALOMIE
I wouldn’t necessarily rule out a
nice Scotch. I’'ve admired them,
sitting up there all alone, from
the first time I came into this
place.

Rice slides a shot towards Salomie.

Trizden suddenly charges at Rice, fists out. Rice dodges him,
and tosses the shot into his eyes.

He kicks him in the groin as Trizden slides down to the
floor.

Salomie backs out and pulls a knife as Rice slides off his
sunglasses, and kicks Trizden in the face to make a point
before downing another shot.
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RICE
(to bartender)
Make sure you pour the MacCallen.

Salomie charges but more smoothly than Trizden. Rice jumps,
and they go at it. Salomie circles around as Rice moves to
the center of the room.

They charge at each other, Rice pounds hard and Salomie’s
blade misses. Rice dislodges the blade from Salomie’s hand
and punches hard.

Salomie gets a few good slugs in, and they break up the joint
a bit. Trizden gets up slowly.

Trizden reaches for the bag and looks inside. Rice kicks
Salomie hard in the balls and smashes his face with a solid
right cross. Then he heads back to Trizden.

RICE (CONT'D)
You want some of that, don’t you?

Trizden turns and holds the bag in front of him. Rice grabs
the bag and beats him with it. The bag opens and money and
tight packets of some kind of drugs fall out.

Rice kicks Trizden relentlessly as Salomie somehow regains
his strength and smiles through fucked up teeth. Rice manages
to push the bag over Trizden’s head and he closes it hard
over his face a couple times, kicking the shit out of him.

RICE (CONT'D)
Like that! LIKE THAT! THAT WHAT YOU
WANT?

Salomie comes back into action and Rice whips the bag around.
Salomie looks for his knife and Rice pummels him with the bag
into unconsciousness.

Rice heads back to the bar, downing more shots.

RICE (CONT'D)
That the MacCallen?

BARTENDER
Yeah.

Trizden starts to revive. A swift face kick keeps him down.
RICE

Nice playing with you girls. Better
luck next time.
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Rice scoops the drugs and money back into the bag along with
the aviators. He leaves more cash, and takes 2 of the bottles
of scotch with him as he leaves.

EXT. STREETS OF LOS ANGELES -- NIGHT

Rice, back in the saddle, thumbs around on the radio, finding
“Riders on the Storm” by the Doors, as he slides the Monte
Carlo through the urban jungle. He takes a big swig from one
of the scotch bottles.

The road is empty and he makes his way slowly down Venice
Blvd towards downtown LA. He pulls over and parks on an off
street where no one can fuck with him. He takes a moment and
pulls out his cell phone.

RICE
(into phone)
Madonna? It’s me.

INTERCUT WITH:

INT. MADONNA'S APARTMENT -- NIGHT

A generic “cozy” Los Angeles Apartment, non-descript,
ordinary, yellowing walls, cheap wood like floors, a cheap
painting of Paris’ Eiffel Tower on the wall.

MADONNA
Oh Rice. Hey... Fuck you.

RICE
(v.o.)
No no no no... Don’t hang up.

MADONNA
You get what Go fuck yourself
means? Unless you have that twenty-
four thousand six hundred forty two
dollars and sixty seven cents. You
can...

RICE
(v.o.)
I do! I have the money!

MADONNA
You fuckin owe me!

RICE
(v.o.)
I paid you your share?
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MADONNA
You're a cheap shit and you need to
pay what you promised me.

RICE
(v.o.)
Lemme come up. I got a surprise.

MADONNA
You want to hand me the cash? What
did you do rob a pot dispensary?

RICE
(v.o.)
I'll be over in a few minutes.

MADONNA
You aren’t coming here. No fucking
way. I have a restraining order!

RICE
(v.o.)
I just want to give you your money.

MADONNA
Yeah?

RICE
(v.o.)
Yeah that’s it.

MADONNA
You sure about that?

RICE
(v.o.)
Yeah. I swear.

MADONNA
Yeah? You know.... No. I don't
fucking trust you. You can keep it!
And stay the fuck away from me!

Madonna closes her phone.

INT. MONTE CARLO -- NIGHT

Rice clicks shut his phone, and restarts his engine, taking a
moment .
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EXT. STREETS OF LOS ANGELES -- NIGHT

Rice’s Stolen Monte Carlo leaves the curb and weaves through
the crappy part of town.

EXT. APARTMENT BUILDING ON WILSHIRE -- NIGHT

Rice calmly drives up to an ordinary multi-residential
dwelling along the not so posh areas of Wilshire near

Koreatown.

He parks the car and gets out, heading to the building’s
front door, his bloody doctor’s bag with him.

Rice looks over the ringers on the wall outside the main
door. He rings a couple. Finally an elderly lady answers.

LADY
(V.0.)
Hello?
RICE
(rushed)

Hey Ma, I forgot my key again.

The buzzer sounds and he’s inside.

INT. APARTMENT BUILDING ON WILSHIRE -- NIGHT

Rice takes the stairs to the second floor and gets to number
#218. He knocks politely. No answer. He knocks again. Nada.

MADONNA
(through the door)
I told you not to come here.

RICE
(hushed)
I just need to give you this money.
I'm going to leave it by your front
door and I don’'t know what your
landlord might think.

The door creaks open and Madonna sticks her head out.
MADONNA
(quiet yelling)
You're gonna get me kicked out of
here!

Rice looks at her inquisitively. She buys the puppydog eyes.
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MADONNA (CONT'D)
You coming in or what?

He rushes past her and opens his doctor’s bag on her tiny
kitchen table. Rice pulls out a few stacks of $100 bank
notes. Madonna notices.

MADONNA (CONT'D)
Who’'d you have to kill to get that?
You’re shirt’s a mess.

RICE
Shoulda seen the other guys.

MADONNA
Guys? I’'ll bet. (pause) I thought I
told you NOT to come here.

RICE
I'm leaving town, for obvious
reasons, so I had to give you this,
before. Before it’s too late.

Rice pushes a stack of bloody bills at Madonna.

MADONNA
And what? This is supposed to be
some grand gallant gesture before
the mob or the cops or your old
Ranger buddies catch up with you
and put in the ground where you
belong?

RICE
Actually... yes.

Madonna takes a fistful of the bloody money and waives it his
face.

MADONNA
I suppose this is to make up for
the past couple hundred years you
used to beat the shit out of me
when you were drunk off your ass?

RICE
Yeah I'm a creep! I'm fucked in the
head. I wake up screaming every
night and I beat on you, thinking
you’'re a Haji with an I.U.D.

MADONNA
Worse was the way you treated
Teddy.



RICE
There was this kid in Khendahar...

MADONNA
Yeah with the rocket launcher. We
all know your story, and we felt
sorry for you. At first.

19.

Rice calmly places more stacks on the table. He picks up a

towel and wipes some of the blood off his face.

RICE
You're going to have to wash it and
be careful not to spend it at one
place or deposit it all at once.

Madonna tosses the bills in her hand up into the air in a

dramatic fury.

MADONNA
Take your blood drug kill’em’all
fucking bullshit money and get the
fuck out of here! Leave me the fuck
alone! And never come back.

She starts to pound Rice on the shoulders and arms,
kicks and cries.

RICE
Madonna.

Rice takes Madonna gently by the arms and they kiss
passionately. They start to get hot and heavy.

Madonna pushes him away.

MADONNA
BUG OFF CREEP! You get me!

Rice tightens his fists.

RICE
You always gave it to me just as
rough as I did you. And you fucked
around with whoever gave you your
next drink. So no I don’'t fucking
get you! And I don’t get why you
won’'t take this goddamn money.

MADONNA
Because I fucking hate you Rice!
And I'm sick of you. This shit. I
can’'t do it all over again...
Get outta here, you motherfucker.

then

deeply,
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She gathers some of the money he left for her and she throws
it at him. More anger, she’s an emotional wreck.

Rice leaves the apartment, and shuts the door behind him
carefully. He looks around to see if they raised any
commotion. Looks clear, so he slinks away.

EXT. CRIME SCENE FROM EARLIER -- NIGHT

COPS and DETECTIVES mill around snapping photos as CSI marks
bullets, casings, blood stains, etc.

2 REPORTERS snoop around the perimeter tape.

OFFICER LOOMIS
Why don’t guys give us a break?

Reporters flip him the bird, but can’t get past the police
line.

DETECTIVE SGT. CEDRICK WILLIAMS, afr am 45, fit, muscular,
bald bone crusher with a chip on his soul pushes his way
through the team to look at a dead Officer McNeal, still
behind the wheel of his cruiser.

Williams pushes his purple nitrite gloved hand on McNeal’'s
gunshot wound and estimates the direction the bullet came
from.

He walks over and stands between where the bullet made impact
and into the black night.

He stares in the direction of where the Monte Carlo had been.

He walks over to the spot and finds some tire tracks in a
muddy oily congestion on the ground.

DET. WILLIAMS
(shouting back at CSI)
Make a cast of this shit! Who’s
lead CSI here anyway?

CSI OFFICER GRADY, skinny young dude with glasses and a
hastily thrown on CSI windbreaker rushes over to him.

CSI GRADY
We should wait for the Lieutenant.

DET. WILLIAMS
You gonna wait for me to jam my
foot up your ass too?



CSI GRADY
We’ll be labeling all night. It’s a
bloody mess.

DET. WILLIAMS
No shit.

CSI GRADY
The police cruiser had two
officers. One’s missing.

DET. WILLIAMS
What do you mean missing?

CSI GRADY
Manifest says: Two officers were
inside the cruiser. maybe McNeal
ate four double-burgers and left
his wrappers on both side of the
car?

DET. WILLIAMS
You think the other one walked?

CSI GRADY
The manifest says officers McNeal
and Rice were assigned to unit four-
oh-eight.

DET. WILLIAMS
Oh? Where the fuck is this Officer
Rice?

CSI GRADY
They pay me to document the details
and ascertain the facts, not make
conjectures.

DET. WILLIAMS
Well do you conjecture my fist will
fit up your asshole, Mr Lab Rat
CSI?

CSI GRADY
It could be anything.

DET. WILLTIAMS
Anything? Like what? Some
Bandalaeros just kidnapped a
unifromed officer and tossed him
in a trunk? And hoo hah, we’re up
and outta here? Why not just pop
him too?
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CSI GRADY
I can say by the placement of the
cruiser... I'd say... I'd say they

were caught by surprise.

DET. WILLIAMS
Well sure as fuck surprises me that
we have a “missing” officer and
pile of dead bodies.

Williams surveys the scene. He walks up to Dexter’s corpse,
and kneels down.

DET. WILLIAMS (CONT'D)
(shouts to CSI)
This scene clear?

Grady shakes his head yes and Williams goes through the guys
pockets to find a driver'’s license.

DET. WILLIAMS (CONT'D)
(almost to himself)
Dexter Mendez. Okay then.

LIEUTENANT THOMAS B.J. BURNS, Caucasian, 45, clean cut, thin,
Roy Scheider no nonsense type, very plain clothes, walks
over.

LT. BURNS
Mendez? Villanova? This must have
been a gang war.

DET. WILLTIAMS
Yeah but one of our boys is dead,
and the other’s AWOL.

LT. BURNS
AWOL?

DET. WILLIAMS
Flew the coop?

LT. BURNS
Ya think.

DET. WILLIAMS
If it was Greene’s boys, and they
got the dough? Why highjack a cop?

LT. BURNS
You think one of ours went bad?

DET. WILLIAMS
Don’t matter what I think.
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LT. BURNS
So we’'re headed up to Echo Park?

DET. WILLIAMS
wWe?

LT. BURNS
Fuck you Williams. One of those
punks’ll know what’s up.

DET. WILLIAMS
You're supposed to sit pretty
behind some desk somewhere and tell
me to keep my nose clean and wait
for a warrant or some shit.

LT. BURNS
We're goin to Greene's place. You
and me.

DET. WILLIAMS
What about protocol?

LT. BURNS
Fuck protocol! Let these nitwits
take care of this mess. We’ll see
it all in the reports. I don’'t like
the smell of a dead cop, and a bad
one stinks worse.

They hop into Lt. Burns’ personal car, a beat up blacked out
vintage Firebird.

The musclecar screeches from the curb.

INT. FIREBIRD -- SAME TIME

DET. WILLIAMS
You surprise me Lieutenant.

LT. BURNS
Fuck all that Williams. I'm pissed
now.
EXT. EAST L.A. MOTEL -- STARK NIGHT, CONTINUOUS

Rice spots a likely Motel with a flickering old sign
welcoming guests. He circles around slowly with the Monte
Carlo, noticing the vacancy sign.

He parks out of view from the desk and walks in.



INT. EAST L.A. MOTEL, OFFICE

RICE quietly walks in and dings the night bell.
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A seedy thin white CLERK, matted down black hair over a
pockmarked face, a crusty white dress shirt and a cup of
coffee shaking in his hand, walks up to Rice, noticing the
tattoos and killer disposition. He doesn’t notice the cop
pants and shoes.

Rice fishes out a cleanish $100.00 Dollar bill,

CLERK
Eighty Five dollars plus tax. We
got two rooms left.

RICE
I'1l]l take the cheaper room.

CLERK
They're both eighty five.

RICE
Then I’'11 take the one with the
Ocean view.

CLERK
That’s funny.

his change.

CLERK (CONT'D)
You gonna be here past eleven a.m.?

CLERK (CONT'D)
Seeing it’s around six, I’'d say
yeah.

CLERK (CONT'D)
Well then that’ll be one seventy
plus tax. Check out’s at ten a.m.
Sharp.

and waits for

Rice digs up four more hundreds and pushes them across the
counter. The Clerk stares at the money for a moment then

takes it.

He presses the button on an old cash register and makes
change. Rice waits for his change.

RICE
Can I get a receipt?

The Clerk hastily writes up something on an old notepad. Rice
counts his change.



25.

CLERK
I’']ll need a name.

Rice smiles at him and pushes the stack of cash at the clerk.

RICE
Walkins. Charles Walkins. West
Covina. I’ll need that receipt so I
can get reimbursed. Since I paid
cash. Do I need to show you ID?

The Clerk notices Rice’s bloody gloved hands, and decides he
doesn’t want trouble. He takes the money.

CLERK

Well thank you, uh, Mr. Walkins,

sir. Room one twelve. At the end of

the building, make a right. It’s on

the corner.
The Clerk slides a key across the counter. Rice collects it
and calmly walks out.
EXT./INT. EAST L.A. MOTEL, ROOM #112

Rice walks to his room, opens the door and looks around
inside.

He goes back to his car and opens the trunk, intrigued there
is luggage. He opens the bags: Guns. Ammo. Enough to start a
war.

He takes the bags inside the room and places them under the
bed, shuts off the lights and locks his door as he leaves.
EXT. NEAR EAST L.A. MOTEL

Rice gets back in his stolen Monte Carlo and drives it around
the corner onto a semi quiet street to park.

He gets out and walks back to his room, doom in the air.

INT. EAST L.A. MOTEL, ROOM #112

Rice gets comfy in his room, surveying his body for damages
in the mirror, and figures he did alright with the clerk.
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EXT. VICTORIAN HOUSE IN ECHO PARK -- STARK NIGHT

A White TOYOTA CAROLLA drives up to the house, its LYFT/UBER
sign shimmering from the dash. Solono gets out.

Solono knocks on the door. It creaks open.

JOHNATHAN GREENE, 30’'s jewish-latino, slick, silk dragon
shirt and matching doo rag, curly dyed black hair,
exaggerated facial hair, pulls him inside. Greene notices the
Lyft drive away.

INT. VICTORIAN HOUSE IN ECHO PARK -- STARK NIGHT

GREENE
What the fuck Vincent!

SOLONO
It’s like I said. We got ambushed
by the fucking Marines. Seal six
and shit.

GREENE
You're mixing your armed forces.

SOLONO
What? That guy was special ops and
shit. Those dudes aren’t usually
street cops. This motherfucker
was. .

GREENE
So you had to leave the stuff and
all my money there?

SOLONO
I was lucky to get out alive.

Greene pushes him against the wall, his arm up to his neck.

SOLONO (CONT'D)
You're choking me!

GREENE
I oughta kill you myself... bitch!
Where’s my money!

SOLONO
I don’'t got your shit man. Mendez
was trying to fuck us and keep all
of it. And there was a shootout.
Before Popeye showed up and banged
us all up.
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GREENE
If you’'re fucking with me I’'1ll take
out your whole motherfucking
family, mia pisano!

SOLONO
If I'm lyin, I'm dyin (pause) I
come here to hide form that son-of-
a-bitch!

Greene drops his choke hold and Solono coughs as he recovers.

GREENE
Well you sure as shit can’t stay
here! La Bofia’s sure to make their
rounds sooner or later, and you
better scram! Vermos! Better chase
down that Uber.

SOLONO
What?

GREENE
iLArgate de aqui!

Greene kicks him out of his house literally, foot on butt.

EXT. STREETS OF LOS ANGELES -- STARK NIGHT

Williams and Burns ride quietly through the streets up to the
Echo Park hills.

LT. BURNS
You know anything about this Rice
boy?

Burns reads info off his iPhone.

DET WILLIAMS
Rookie. Barely made it out of the
academy.

LT. BURNS
Hard ass?

DET. WILLIAMS
Not really. Overtrained I’'d say. In
basic he almost tore a recruit’s
head off. They pawned him off on us
cause he was ex Rangers. Irag.

LT. BURNS
Oh fuck.



DET. WILLIAMS
Yeah and he’s an orphan. No wife.
No mother. Nothing like that.

LT. BURNS
Why’'d a guy like that snap off?

DET. WILLIAMS
Maybe he just got fed up.

LT. BURNS
Fed up?

DET. WILLTIAMS
Sure. Tired of playing by the
rules. When we send them into
combat in these streets and they
aren’'t supposed to use deadly
force. All the bullshit. You know.

LT. BURNS
I don’t know any of that. By the
looks of things he shoulda got a
medal taking out three shooters
after seeing his partner get blown
away .

DET. WILLIAMS
Yeah, Iraqg tours do something to
you.

LT. BURNS
I put a superFirebird in here on my
weekends. Can you hear it howl in
the low end?

DET. WILLIAMS
Yeah. I didn’t think the 09 had
that kind of torque.

LT. BURNS
Yeah it’s the superFirebird and the
camshaft gear ratio combo. (pause)
No motherfucker deserts his company
and steals enemy contraband. That
is not the way it’s done! He should
know that!

DET. WILLIAMS
You gotta find him first.

28.
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LT. BURNS
Find him. I'm gunna find him, fuck
him up the ass with my forty-five,
and turn his ass in.

DET. WILLIAMS
We don’t know nothing!

LT. BURNS
You may be right Williams. You may
be.

The Firebird pulls up to Greene’s house. The cops get out and
walk around the house.

They search the backyard. No one’s there, quiet as a morgue.

They check out a 2018 maroon CADILAC. The hood is cold. They
shake their heads.

They walk around to the front of the house.

EXT./INT. VICTORIAN HOUSE IN ECHO PARK -- STARK NIGHT

Greene hears them buzz on his door and he swings it open with
force.

GREENE
What the fuck you want! And it
better be good!

Burns and Williams look at each other. They don’t really look
like cops. More like late-night barflies with two day beards.

Burns flashes his badge.

LT. BURNS
I'm Lieutenant Burns. This is Sgt.
Williams. LAPD. We have a couple
questions we’'d like to ask you.

GREENE
Well get a fuckin warrant and meet
me over here with my lawyer at a
decent time of day... Bitches.

Greene spits at the ground near them.

Williams pulls the same move on Greene that Greene threw on
Solono, arm to neck up against the side of the house.
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DET. WILLIAMS
You want a motherfuckin warrant you
piece of shit?

LT. BURNS
You know goddamn well why we're
here. Your boy Christopher
Villanova turned up deader’n hell
and all your stash is gone.

DET. WILLIAMS
Yeah that’s right we got you.

Burns struggles to get free.

GREENE
Yeah? What cash?

LT. BURNS
Don’'t hand us no sorry line of
shit. It’s late, and I'm not in the
goddamn mood.

DET. WILLIAMS
Bitch!

Williams puts the choke on harder. Greene tries his Bruce Lee
but no go.

DET. WILLIAMS (CONT'D)
Don’t fuck with us, Greene.

LT. BURNS
How much dough and drugs are we
talking about “missing”?

GREENE
Awright! Awright!

Burns signals Williams to loosen his grip.

GREENE (CONT'D)
Sounds like we both got fucked over
and we want the same damn thing.
Maybe you two tinkerbells oughta
change your tune a little here?
Huh?

Lt. Burns pulls his piece and charges inside. Williams holds
Greene.

GREENE (CONT'D)
You aint gonna find nothin in
there!
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Lt. Burns makes his way through the empty house. It’s very
tastefully decorated, everything neatly arranged. No sign of
anyone else. No drugs. No trouble. Clean. Burns knocks over a
vase just to hear it smash into the ground.
GREENE (CONT'D)
(V.0.)
This is my home, bitches! I do not
shit where I eat.
Williams slugs him out of spite.
DET. WILLIAMS
You gonna eat a whole lot shit
before I'm through with you.
Lt. Burns leaves the house, knowing too much.
LT. BURNS
He's right it’s clean. Too clean...
especially if he just ran.

Williams pushes Greene away. The cops walk back to their car.

INT. LAUNDRAMAT ON FIGEROA -- CRACK OF DAWN

Madonna fumbles through her phone as she sits next to a large
commercial drier.

Pillow cases stuffed with money tumble away.

She glances at them and back to her phone.

E.C.U. On PHONE-- Facebook marketplace searching for “Dodge
Challenger SRT”. She scrolls until she finds a likely
suspect.

She settles on an ad and types a Messenger entry.

“Did you do the engine work yourself? What does it need?”
She settles back and digs out a piece of gum.

Her phone beeps back, and she reads the text:

“The paint’s kinda cheap and it needs a little body work. Not
bad for a former Police Pursuit vehicle. You might need a
side mirror too. But it’s supercharged and we dyno’d it at
890 HP. I can help you rebuild the title.”

Madonna's eyes light up. She texts back.

“You take $11K cash?”
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The guy blurts back:

“Only cause we got too many projects right now, if you bring
green today it’s yours.”

She smiles again.

“I'm getting an uber.”

EXT. MENDEZ AUTO REPAIR SHOP -- MORNING

Madonna gets out of an Uber and heads behind the shop to
check out the old police car, complete with ram bumper.

INT. MENDEZ AUTO REPAIR SHOP -- MORNING

Dexter and Julio’s cousins Jorge and Hector, wearing soiled
mechanic’s uniforms work in their auto repair shop with an

incomplete classic car sitting in the back of the shop and a
new model Volvo up on the lift with a break-job mid-rebuild.

Hector is on a ladder messing with the breaks. Jorge is below
him handing him tools.

HECTOR
Hand me the 13mm, will ya? (pause)
Anything else hit the news?

Jorge pops through his phone. Hector concentrates on the
Volvo'’s breaks.

JORGE
Here! Crime beat. L.A. Times. No
drugs recovered. A lot of blood.
Four dead. Tambien uno de madero.

HECTOR
Yeah, yeah, I know it. Talkin shit
about some gangland shootout. I
need that 13mm bro.

Jorge checks the set and they switch wrenches. Then he picks
up his phone again.

JORGE
Hey I got a text from Salomie.

Jorge jams his hand trying to wrench off the breaks.
HECTOR

Fuck me, homey. What that cholo
want?
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JORGE
Says here he got beat up pretty bad
by some gorilla cop at Maldoon’s.

HECTOR
So fucking what.

JORGE
Bendajo had a lot of money in a
doctor’s bag.

Hector stops working on the car.

HECTOR
Doctor’s bag? What happened to our
protection? We pay the poli to take
our stash now too?

Jorge faces Hector and gets serious.

JORGE
If some cholo cop’s running around
con nuestra, we gotta find him bro.
Mata al hijo de putal!

HECTOR
Yeah, yeah, you’'re right. I’'ll
reach out to my boy at the
precinct, hacer un lio lo que

passo.
JORGE
Meantime, Greene’'s gonna be after
us.
HECTOR

A la mierda ese dinero! We got two
brothers dead from this shit.

Hector tosses his wrench across the shop.

JORGE
A maméd no le va a gustar otro
entierro.

HECTOR

Where’s my 13mm?
Jorge points where Hector threw it.
Madonna walks into the garage.

MADONNA
I'm here about the Charger.
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HECTOR

We don’'t got time for that now.
MADONNA

Hey! I ubered al the way over here.
HECTOR

I told you we don’'t have time for

that.
Madonna gives him the death stare.
Hector reaches in his pocket and hands her a twenty.

MADONNA
What’s this.

HECTOR
Take your uber home. Come back
later, cha cha.

INT. POSH PODCAST STUDIO, LOS ANGELES -- MORNING

A nicely apportioned studio with dark wood walls, clever
accents, nice 3 point lighting on 2 headphone wearing
subjects speaking into compendium condenser microphones, and
a huge sign that says “What’s up L.A.2”"

VITO SARCUCCI, 65, balding and greying, thick frame black
glasses, wide face, short guy, stocky fingers, speaks loudly
and clearly like a radio DJ to this morning’s guest:

LISA KRONBERG, a spry dirty blonde 58, with a strong jewish
long island accent, age starting to show, twiddling an unlit
cigarette and adjusting her cat style glasses.

VITO SARCUCCI
Hello friends, Romans, stay at home
humans, and all you vile internet
gossip hounds. This is your truth
and justice loving, happy-go-lucky,
host and co-conspirator, Vito
Sarcucci signing on and asking
“What’s up L.A.?2”"

LISA KRONBERG
(cutting in)
Let’s just get right to it Vito!

VITO SARCUCCI
Lisa just what is so damn important
you can’t wait to dig in? Uhh?
(MORE)



VITO SARCUCCI (CONT'D)
My beautiful guest cohort, here,
Dr. Lisa Kronberg, prominent P.H.D.
From U.C.L.A., no less, author of
“Unraveling the Truth from the
Fictions” can’t wait...

LISA KRONBERG
(cutting in)
Thanks Vito. I was digging through
police public statements on last
nights’ crimes...

VITO SARCUCCI
As you always do.

LISA KRONBERG
Yes, it’s a little past-time of
mine.

VITO SARCUCCI
Do tell. What you dug up?

LISA KRONBERG
There was this little piece about a
gangland murder scene involving
three dead hoodlums and a police
officer shot on duty.

VITO SARCUCCI
Sure it’s all over the news about a
cop that got shot during a gang
war.

INT. POLICE PRECINCT HOUSE -- MORNING

The program plays in the background:

LISA KRONBERG
War Schmore. This was just a drug
deal gone bad and there’s a cop
missing!

35.

BURN’S OFFICE: A slightly cramped ultra modern best money can
buy corner office in the newly built precinct headquarters.
Sign on his door has his name emblazoned.

Burns watches the podcast on his computer, still wearing the
clothes from last night. A bottle of Bourbon sits on his
desk, as he rubs his face angrily.



VITO SARCUCCI
What? I haven’t seen any statement
about a missing police officer. How
do you figure?

LISA KRONBERG
My little friends at the precinct
as usual have told me the spicy
little tidbit that this dead cop,
Officer Daniel McNeal, his partner,
one Officer Jerold R. Rice did not
file any report about the mass
shooting.

VITO SARCUCCI
Mass shooting? At least this time
it wasn’'t a little league practice!

LISA KRONBERG
Well yeah, but I got to thinking,
why wouldn’t an officer make a
report about something so serious?
So I went down there and asked a
few more questions.

VITO SARCUCCI
You went down to the precinct
house?

LISA KRONBERG
Well yeah Vito, how else am I going
to get the facts? Rely on some
internet host spitting political
vomit all over our collective
seersucker suits?

VITO SARCUCCI
Ok Lisa, and what else did you
find?

LISA KRONBERG
What did I find, you ask? Well
Lieutenant Thomas Burns, lead on
violent crimes, he burned rubber
out of that scene in his personal
car. And the Coroner wouldn'’'t
confirm nor deny Officer Rice’'s
presence. His buddies were really
cagey when I started pressing them
and I kinda had to hightail it out
of there. If y’'know what I mean?
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INT. POSH PODCAST STUDIO, LOS ANGELES -- MORNING

Vito starts tapping wildly on a spare laptop. REVEAL: black
screen with green type as lots of pages flicker by quickly.

VITO SARCUCCI
I wonder what the dark web has to
say about all this?
(pause) Uh oh. Here'’s something.
That little L.A. Times Crime Beat
story is getting a lot of
attention. Over three times the
normal chatter. Oh wow! You should
read some of the chats coming in!

LISA KRONBERG
Now you aren’t going to read a
bunch of lunatic innuendo on the
air are you?

VITO SARCUCCI
No I wouldn’t do that! But if any
of our listeners have that
curiosity they can track my dark
web hauntings on my website:
Whatsup L.A. Dot Biz. And while
you’re there you can subscribe or
order a nice Tee Shirt! We have a
new design created by local
graffiti artist Les Pool. It’'s
really outstanding! I had to pull
favors to get him to make this one.
You gotta check it out.

INT. POLICE PRECINCT HOUSE -- MORNING

BURN’S OFFICE: Lt. Burns hastily tucks in a dress shirt as
he tosses his dirty tee shirt on a chair.

He grabs a tie as he leaves the office and heads to the
cameras and SCREAMING REPORTERS waiting in the next room.
INT. EAST L.A. MOTEL, ROOM #112 —-- MORNING

PUSH IN TIGHT: A shaft of light catches Rice’s sleeping eye
as it twitches uncontrollably.

FLASHBACK
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EXT. KANDAHAAR AFGAHNISATN 2008, OUTPOST HILL -- MORNING

Rice wakes from a fitful sleep as morning rays mix with the
loud sing of RPGs and explosions just a few feet from him.

His eyes open to a charging Taliban warrior killing his
friends with a sword.

RETURN

INT. EAST L.A. MOTEL, ROOM #112 -- MORNING

WIDE: He jumps to his feet and does a full kung fu kick,
knocking over the lamp, sitting beside his bed minding it’s
own business.

Blood courses through his veins. Reveal on his naked chest as
he pummels the helpless motel room into submission.

INT. EAST L.A. MOTEL, ROOM #112, BATHROOM

Rice walks in, starts the faucet, and pours water over his
face.

He looks in the mirror again, then smashes it with his fist.
RICE
Again?
EXT. MALDOON’'S DIVE BAR -- LATER
Jorge and Hector drive up in a rust clear-coat “rat” lowrider

‘48 pickup truck, with “Mendez Garage” written in nice
graffiti type. They hop out.

INT. MALDOON'S DIVE BAR

The place is still wrecked from last night. Some blood marks
the floor. Hector walks up to the bartender.

HECTOR
Heard you had some shit here last
night with a maniac cop?

BARTENDER
He about took their heads off.
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JORGE
Salomie’s at L.A. Medical with a
concussion and some broken bones,

Holmes.
BARTENDER
His buddy didn’t look much better.
HECTOR
Tell me about this cop.
BARTENDER
Take a look at my place. What'’s to
tell?
HECTOR

Did he leave anything behind?

BARTENDER
What? Fuck no!

Jorge jumps the bar and grabs the bartender by the ears and
slams him into the sink.

Hector smashes a glass and leans it into the guy’s face.

HECTOR
They got plenty a rooms at L.A.
Medical Center.

BARTENDER
Alright alright! He paid me a
couple large.

JORGE
How many *“couple large”?

BARTENDER
Two three grand I guess.

HECTOR
Where is it?

BARTENDER
Where’s what?

JORGE
(to Hector)
This guy’s supposed to be a smart
business owner, no?

Jorge pushes the bar back booze bottles to the floor, making
a huge noise as they hit the ground, spilling everywhere.
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HECTOR
Where'’s our fuckin money?

Hector pushes the broken glass to the bartender’s face and
starts to slowly cut.

BARTENDER
(out of breath)
What you want?

Hector cuts into the bartender’s face.

JORGE
He'’'s not gunna ask twice.

BARTENDER
Alright! It’s in the book!

JORGE
What fucking book!

BARTENDER
By the door. The little library?

They look around and see a few books stacked neatly into the
decorum.

Hector smashes up the set and a book opens with a cut out
inside. A load of bloody dollars spills to the floor.

JORGE
That wa’nt too hard, Mia amego?

Jorge kicks him for good measure.

Hector picks up the bloody money. Consecutive hundred dollar
notes.

HECTOR
This is ours alright.

JORGE
Hasta luego, prededor bendejo.

Hector and Jorge walk out calmly.

EXT. MALDOON’'S DIVE BAR -- DAY

Hector looks both ways down the main street, then spits.
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INT. EAST L.A. MOTEL, ROOM #112 -- DAY

Rice sits on his freshly made bed. The room has been put back
together as best as he could.

In clothes from the salvation army, he neatly folds his
police uniform, going through his wallet and other effects as
he stuffs it into a small plastic bag.

Suddenly, he finds an old photograph that was stashed inside
one of his shirt pockets.

CLOSE UP: A faded photo with Rice surrounded by 3 soldiers,
all smiles and guns.

Rice points at the picture as memories fly through his soul.

EXT. AFGHANISTAN BAR -- NIGHT

Rice in US Rangers uniform spits out a mouthful of beer.
PVT, pats him on the back. Rice looks him in the eye,
laughing.

EXT. KANDAHAAR AFGAHNISATN 2008, OUTPOST HILL -- MORNING
Rice dozes off while Sanderson smokes a joint looking out at
enemy positions.

INT. EAST L.A. MOTEL, ROOM #112 -- DAY

Rice grips the photo hard, then stands and paces.

EXT. KANDAHAAR AFGAHNISATN 2008, OUTPOST HILL -- MORNING

The RPG explodes and Rice watches Sanderson go down clutching
at a blasted leg, as the enemy rushes over their position,
killing the rest of the platoon.

INT. EAST L.A. MOTEL, ROOM #112 -- DAY

Rice resumes kicking the shit out of the newly repaired room.

EXT. KANDAHAAR AFGAHNISATN 2008, OUTPOST HILL -- MORNING

Rice goes ballistic on the enemy killing each one, first with
his machine gun, then with a sword he yanks from the hand of
a young boy.
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Rice eyes the boy as he slo-mo slits his throat, and takes
the sword to the rest.

INT. EAST L.A. MOTEL, ROOM #112 —-- MORNING

He realizes he’s still clutching the photo.

He straightens it out and sits down to think.

EXT. DUSTY BACK ROADS, L.A. COUNTY OUTSKIRTS -- DAY

Rice rumbles the Monte Carlo down lonely crumbling bi-ways in
the bright desert sun.

EXT. OUSKIRTS BAKERSFIELD, CA. —- DAY

The Monte Carlo slinks into the dusty town, and pulls into a
bar/gas station at an intersection.

A Semi meanders slowly through the cloud.

Rice gets out and goes inside.

INT. DINER, BAKERFIELD, CA -- DAY

Rice sits at the counter. BETTY, a dour aging Waitress comes
over with a pot of coffee.

BETTY
Haven’'t seen you here lately.

She pours the coffee.

RICE
Nope.

BETTY
Black?

RICE
Yep.

BETTY

Hellen hasn’t asked about you or
nothing like that.

RICE
You'’'ve seen her?
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BETTY
She’ll be here around four to take
her shift.

Rice stirs in some coffee creamer from a little white plastic
container.

INT. EAST L.A. TACO STAND -- DAY

Madonna stirs her ice with a plastic swivel stick, as she
sits at the bar, and stares at the Mendez gas station across
the street.

Locals gobble their tacos down at 2 picnic tables in the
front of the lot. The waitress/cook motions if she wants
another drink.

MADONNA
Yeah I’'1l1l take another.

She notices the Brothers’ pickup truck pull back in to their
garage. She sees her chance and slurps down the rest of her
drink on her way out.

MADONNA (CONT'D)
Never mind.

She leaves a nice tip on her way out.

INT./EXT. MENDEZ AUTO REPAIR SHOP -- DAY, CONTINUOUS

Jorge and Hector head to their dirty little office. Hector
drops the cash they found at Maldoon'’s on their old
disheveled desk.

JORGE
Better put that shit up Hector.

Hector looks at him and places the cash in a strong box,
counting it first.

Madonna makes her way in.
HECTOR
Mamacita! Long time no see. You

been resting up for us?

Jorge chuckles. Hector slams shut the drawer with the
strongbox.
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MADONNA
Like I said before, I'm here about
the Charger.

JORGE
Hey lady, that one’s only got a
salvage title. It’'s a manual
transmission. I got a nice little
2000 BMW Z3, 6 speed auto, for only
68 hundred.

MADONNA
Yeah, really? How about you show me
the Charger?

HECTOR
The woman knows what she wants.

MADONNA
Your ad said it was an S.R.T.

JORGE
Yeah, it was a pursuit vehicle
alright. Lots of hard miles.

They laugh.

MADONNA
Did you go through it?

JORGE
Not really. It’s salvage. Tires are
still good. We were thinking of
pulling the engine. Put it in that
73 Plymouth Duster. Blow some
minds!

He points at the unfinished project in the back of the shop.

HECTOR
Yeah, we’d smoke em when they
thought we got some old dog engine.

JORGE
Maybe for the track?

HECTOR
Yeah. Right? But we don’t got the
time now. So yeah it’s for sale.

MADONNA
You said eleven thousand dollars.
And I have the cash.
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HECTOR
You got that kinda dough? Where?

MADONNA
Let’s see the car.

Hector finds the keys and tosses them to Jorge.

They walk around to the back. Beside a few odd cars, a 2012
Dodge Charger police car with the insignias removed, sits
abandoned.

Jorge beeps the key and the doors unlock with a snap.
Madonna opens the door and hops in.

JORGE
Damn girl.

MADONNA
Still smells like cop.

She tries the radio. Police frequency, but the microphone and
transmitter are missing.

Hector looks at the stick shift.

JORGE
Like we said, that beemer’s more of
a ride for a sweet little honey
like you.

MADONNA
Hop in big boy, let’s see what this
old piece of shit can do.

Hector tosses her the keys and hops in.

She floors it, and shifting with ease, flying out of the gas
station like a bat outta hell.

INT. CHARGER -- DAY

Madonna shifts through the gears, dangerously running through
traffic. Hector tries to be non-challant.

JORGE
Where’'d you learn to drive?

MADONNA
Daddy was a mechanic. And a stock
car racer. The chitlin circuit.



JORGE
Don’'t get us pulled over.

MADONNA
They’'s have to catch me first.

The Charger challenges any car to stay in her way.

EXT. MENDEZ AUTO REPAIR -- DAY
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The Charger hums in purring, but spurting a little.

Madonna gets out and heads back to the office. Hector

follows.
MADONNA
She’s running rich and the
steering’s a little loose.
INT. MENDEZ AUTO REPAIR, OFFICE -- DAY

Madonna walks up to the desk.

MADONNA
Let’s see the paperwork.

Hector slides a sheaf of documents at her.

MADONNA (CONT'D)
Two Thousand Twelve. Hundred and
Eighty Four thousand miles. Good
service records from San Bernadino
branch highway patrol. They kept
her on the road alright. Proper
maintenance. I guess they got a new
appropriation so they dumped this
one for a new Hellcat. Still, it is
actually an S.R.T. And that
supercharger kicks right in.

HECTOR
We have a deal then?

MADONNA
Yeah let’s get it notarized now so
I can put a plate on her and drive
the hell out of here.

Hector picks up his office phone and chats to his

notary.
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HECTOR
(to phone in Spanish)
Can you come over right now? We
have a customer ready to spend
cash.

He covers the receiver.

HECTOR (CONT'D)
(to Madonna)
Estrella owns the nail salon kinda
next door and she does all our
papers. She has a seal and you
know.

INT. POLICE PRECINCT HOUSE, LOCKER ROOM -- DAY, CONTINUOUS

Det. Williams places his firearm into it’s shoulder holster
and closes his locker.

He makes his way to Lt. Burns office.

INT. POLICE PRECINCT HOUSE, LT. BURNS' OFFICE
Burns fumbles through reports, looking for answers.

Williams walks in, closes the door behind him, checks through
the window to make sure they are alone.

DET. WILLIAMS
Still no word from Rice?

LT. BURNS
(calmly)
What do you think?

DET. WILLIAMS
(agitated but quietly)
I think he flipped on us, and he’'s
got our dough, and he’s not coming
back anytime soon. That’s what I
think.

LT. BURNS
We can’t prove that. We can’t even
prove there was any money.

DET. WILLIAMS
Or drugs.

LT. BURNS
Or drugs.



Silence.

DET. WILLIAMS
So he’s just a rookie cop who
didn’t sign out or come into work
today?

LT. BURNS
He is wanted for questioning
regarding the heap of dead bodies
he left behind!

DET. WILLIAMS
I wonder what we should tell I.A.?

LT. BURNS
I'll explain how Rice has PTSD from
Afghanistan and how he’s probably
relapsing and will turn up soon.
I'1ll tell them I’'1ll personally
cover this case and bring him. I’1l1l
ask for some time.

DET. WILLIAMS
You think they’ll bite?

LT. BURNS
Those lazy fucks? They’d rather let
us do the dirty work. This case is
a big nada lada.

DET. WILLIAMS
Nada lada money. Nada lada drugs.
Nada lada witnesses and nada lada
care about stone dead drug dealer
motherfuckers.

LT. BURNS
Nada lada nuthin. I am worried
about those bloggers salivating
over their “missing” cop scoop.

DET. WILLIAMS
(mocking)
Whatsup el ay dot biz?

LT. BURNS
I hate that Vito son-of-a-biych. He
always jammin his nose up someone’s
asshole.

DET. WILLIAMS
He won’t be no trouble.

48.
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LT. BURNS
You got Rice’s service records yet?

INT. POSH PODCAST STUDIO, LOS ANGELES -- DAY

Vito scrolls through darkweb comments and security cameras as
Lisa Kronberg sifts through pictures and maps of the crime
scene, still at it.

VITO SARCUCCI
Still nothing on this guy. No
credit card transactions. No cell
phone activity. He probably chucked
it. I can’t find anything from any
street cameras or surveillance from
any businesses. He’'s a ghost.

LISA KRONBERG
He’'ll slip up. They always do.
Either something’ll give with the
drugs or the money.

VITO SARCUCCI
You think that’s it, huh? Sure! He
made off with a bunch of drugs or
cash and LAPD is hush hush about
the whole thing.

LISA KRONBERG
Why else?

VITO SARCUCCI
Yeah. (pause) Why else?

Lisa rubs up against Vito sexually. They make a really odd
pair, unnerving to watch.

LISA KRONBERG
I love it when you talk dirty.

INT. DINER, BAKERFIELD, CA -- DAY

Rice gnaws on the remains of a B.L.T. and his fourth cup of
coffee.

Suddenly Hellen Sanderson, greying, big, well built blonde
wearing an old cut off plaid lumberjack shirt, faded old
jeans and pointy cowboy boots, saunters into the Diner.

Her face goes from average feelin okay to “raging bitch face”
when she recognizes Rice waiting for her.
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Rice notices and goes back to his coffee.
Hellen walzes up, smacks his arm hard.

HELLEN SANDERSON
Outside. And you better give it
quick. I aint got time for you or
none of your bullshit.

EXT. DINER, BAKERFIELD, CA -- DAY

The Monte Carlo (with new license plates) rests comfortably
out of the desert sun. Rice reaches in and finds an envelope
he designed just for the occasion.

RICE
Here.

HELLEN SANDERSON
I dunno, Rice.

RICE
I been thinkin a lot about what
happened to Peter.

He grabs Hellen firmly, but not aggressively, by the arm.

RICE (CONT'D)
I was responsible. I shoulda seen
em coming.

HELLEN SANDERSON
I read all the reports. Your entire
platoon got wiped out. NO ONE
blames you. You gotta stop this
shit! People are talking and I got
a Pete jr. to raise. For his sake,
stop comin around here!

Rice forces the envelope into her hand.
RICE
Just take it. It’s not a lot. Not
enough. I’'ll bring you more when I
can.

Hellen has to stop the tears.
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INT. MENDEZ AUTO REPAIR, OFFICE -- DAY

Madonna pockets her copy of the bill of sale, and puts the
other papers in her bag, as Hector counts the cash, closely
examining each bill, feeling it, looking at the serial
numbers.

MADONNA
Thanks for signing over the
mechanic’s lean. I’1l1 take care of
all this crap at the DMV on Monday.

HECTOR
You can keep that paper temp plate.
It’s still good for a few days.

MADONNA
Thanks Hector, it’s a pleasure...

He holds up three of the hundred dollar bills. They were
washed and made to look old, but he notices the consecutive
numbers all the same.

HECTOR
Where’'d you get this money?

MADONNA
What? Fuck you? Where’d you get
your bad breath?

HECTOR
No. I mean it. I gotta know.

He slams the money down hard on his desk. Madonna’s not
liking this.

MADONNA
C’'mon chollo, you can’t be serious?

Jorge takes the hint and jumps Madonna from behind.

She whips him around with a judistu move, and steps on his
face as he hits the ground.

Hector lunges his full weight at Madonna, flattening her like
a tortilla.

She punches and whacks, but Hector has too much mass to be
moved. She looks up at her her attackers.

JORGE
Bitch! Fuck you.

He kicks her hard in the ribs a few times until she shuts up.
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Hector gets up slowly, not taking any chances.
POV: Madonna lays stunned and slowly loses her consciousness.

HECTOR
Get some of that copper wire,
Jorge. And a battery.

Jorge goes out looking for some as Hector kicks her in the
gut a few times to make sure she’s out.

HECTOR (CONT'D)
(to Madonna)
Puta!

Madonna blacks out.

INT. MENDEZ AUTO REPAIR -- LATER

Madonna comes to as Hector examines lengths of thick gauge
copper wire wrapped around her arms, attached to an old
office armchair.

Four old 12 volt batteries are connected in series to jumper
cables that terminate on the copper wires.

Hector, wearing a pair of extra thick gloves, busily wrings
out a yellowing towel in a bucket of water.

HECTOR
Now you have to admit Jorge is a
bit of an artist with the wiring.
So intricate. Well connected ends.
Nothing loose. And you can see
those batteries connected to each
of your arms. You look so...
elegant. Thing is, you don’'t feel
anything. Yet. Those battery leads
connect to the copper alright, but
they’ll need a conductor for the
energy to flow through you. And
that’s fifty amps of direct
current. Pretty impressive too, no?
Do you feel like being a conduit?

MADONNA
My ex-boyfriend gave me the dough!

He takes the towel over to her, standing uncomfortably close,
as he stretches it out long enough to touch both leads of the
wires. Sizzle! Sizzle! Screech!
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HECTOR
And don’'t think I don’'t appreciate
that little tidbit.

MADONNA
What else is there then?

HECTOR
What else? (pause) How much else?
(pause) How many thousands?
Hundreds of thousands? More, huh?
As I was saying, once this water
connects both leads I'm afraid
you’ll get instant tattoos on your
forearms. Before the flesh starts
to literally melt. Your boyfriend,
ex-boyfriend, aint gunna like you
much then, mamacita.

Hector squeezes out some of the water that cause tiny sparks
to fly off the wire as he stretches the towel, frying her a
little.

MADONNA
Ok! Ok! What more do you want?

HECTOR
Right now I want to see how our
little science experiment here is
going to work out.

JORGE

That was a good idea. It’ll work.
MADONNA

Wait! Wait!
HECTOR

Wait for what?

He drops the towel for a moment and more electricity stings
Madonna. Madonna screams!

HECTOR (CONT'D)
Interesting.

Just as fast, he removes the towel.

JORGE
You gotta watch that one.

He dips the towel back in the bucket and slowly walks over to
Madonna.
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HECTOR
No shit! Trying to buy a car from
me with my own goddamn money!

MADONNA
If he gave ME dough there’s one
other place he’s sure to go next.

JORGE
What are you talking about Puta
flacka?
HECTOR
She’s fucking with us.
MADONNA
(directly)

He'’'s going to see his old army
buddy. They’ll be at Ethel’s up in
Bakersfield

HECTOR
(to Jorge)
It would be such a pity to destroy
such a nice 1li’'l piece of
merchandise here, huh?

They let up on the electricity gag.

MADONNA
Go ahead and go. You go out there
and get yourselves killed! I mean
wiped off the face of the goddamn
planet, man! You think he’s not
waiting for you! He'’s taken out ten
men better than you all at once!
You think. You think...

Hector signals to Jorge that they’re going to take her with
them before smacking her across the chops a couple times to
shut her up.

EXT. MENDEZ AUTO REPAIR -- DUSK

Hector and Jorge dump a drugged Madonna in the back seat of
the police cruiser she just had bought. Jorge jumps up front
to drive, and Hector rests next to Madonna, her arms tied in
chains, a gleaming 9mm aimed at her face.
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EXT. STREETS OF LOS ANGELES -- STARK NIGHT

The Cruiser looks way mean charging around the neon drenched
streets and then the lost highway out of town.

INT. ETHEL'S OLD CORRAL, BAKERSFIELD -- NIGHT
Rice sits at a table in the back with:

PVT. PETER SANDERSON, 50’'s, retired, overweight, in a wheel
chair, one leg missing, a Budweiser bottle in one hand, and a
cigarette in the other, a faded red and white baseball hat
sits on his thick head over wavy unkept locks and a shabby
beard.

A few BIKERS mill around, playing pool. ONE wears a P.O.W.
badge on his leather jacket. It’s a busy night at the popular
desert roadhouse, lots of veterans turned outlaw bikers.

SANDERSON
You don’t have to keep comin here,
man. I mean it.

Sanderson throws back the rest of the beer and tosses it
against the floor.

SANDERSON (CONT'D)
(loud)
In fact DON'T come back here! Every
time I see your miserable face all
I see is Rogers getting his head
sliced straight off.

Rice downs the rest of his straight MacCallen. The Bikers
take notice.

RICE
Take it easy, Pete. I took care of
em.
SANDERSON
(louder)

Took care of em? You totally Chuck
Norris fucked them Hajis’ up! You
scare me Rice.

RICE
Look. I come here to check on you.
It’s just us two now.
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SANDERSON
You aint my family, Rice. You and
me were friends, in the before
times. You used to wash cars for my
dad. Sure. But not anymore. You've
changed. You’'re nothing but a cold
blooded killing machine and all you
do is bring back all the shit I've
been trying to bury deep in the
back of my mind all these years.

RICE
I won't...

SANDERSON
You're like a plague or something
when I see you, I see the rats
bringing the black death.

RICE
You won't.

SANDERSON
I mean I like you. I appreciate
what you did.

RICE
You won’'t be seeing me. I came here
to say goodbye.

SANDERSON
What?

RICE
Yeah I got into some shit and I
gotta lay low for awhile.

SANDERSON
What you mean?

RICE
I gotta stay low.

Sanderson changes his inflection during the awkward silence.
SANDERSON
(slowly)

Moth-er Fuck-er...

RICE
Huh?



SANDERSON
You mean you’'re really getting away
from here?

RICE
I stopped by the diner to give
Hellen a few bones. I knew you’d
throw a temper tantrum if I brought
it here. But yeah, after this I
head north. Or South.

SANDERSON
After all this shit, you’re going
to just go away. Like that? Aw,
goddamn it Rice.

RICE
You’ll be fine. Hellen’s a doll,
and your kid doesn’t totally hate
you.

SANDERSON
Are you running? (pause) I’ve never
seen you run from anything.

RICE
Nah. Not running. (pause) Just
comes a time when you gotta say
“fuck it.” Only this time I was
pointing a barrel at some lowlife
and I kinda snapped.

SANDERSON
I thought you liked the force. Kept
you straight?

RICE
The only thing that keeps me
straight is this MacCallen.

Rice holds the empty glass up to see if he has any left.

INT. EX-POLICE CHARGER ON THE HIGHWAY -- NIGHT
Hector is on the phone with Lt. Burns:

HECTOR
(calmly, into phone)
Ay Bendeijo, it’s Hector. Can you
talk, man?

57.
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INT. POLICE PRECINCT HOUSE, LT. BURNS' OFFICE —-- NIGHT

LT. BURNS
Yeah asshole.

HECTOR
(v.o.)
Listen. We found that cop’s puta
and she told us where he is.

LT. BURNS
What the fuck?

INTERCUT:

INT. EX-POLICE CHARGER ON THE I-5 —-- NIGHT

HECTOR
(laughing)
She kinda fell into my lap!

Madonna lays against the window, still zonked out.

LT. BURNS
(v.0., Sacrcastically)
That’s very good of you to tell me.

HECTOR
Good? Shit man, you gotta call off
the poli when we do the deed, bruh.

LT. BURNS
(v.o.)
Yeah, I see what you mean. I'1ll
meet you there.

HECTOR
You gotta cover my ass! I mean it.
We're gonna fuck up this dude but
you gotta take credit, see.

LT. BURNS
It would close the case nice and
easy 1f he turned up dead with some
of the stuff on him.

HECTOR
Yeah. Just not too much of the
stuff.

LT. BURNS

Where are you headed?
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HECTOR
You're the big famous detective,
you figure it out.

INT. POLICE PRECINCT HOUSE, LT. BURNS' OFFICE —-- NIGHT

Burns slams down his phone, and shuffles through Rice’s
folder.

CLOSEUP: Military records:

He looks at the official photo of Rice in dress uniform,
reads the Afghanistan report, and then finds only he and
Sanderson returned from the Kandahaar attack.

Sanderson’ last address: Bakersfield, ca.

LT. BURNS
Shit. That must be it.

EXT. I-5, BAKERSFIELD EXIT -- NIGHT

The charger leaves the highway and hits a minor road on the
way to town.

Hector bitch slaps Madonna a few times.

HECTOR
Wakey wakey. Puta Mamacita.

Madonna struggles, her arms and legs bound.

HECTOR (CONT'D)
We're getting close. You gotta
point him out.

Madonna scowls.

HECTOR (CONT'D)
We got more batteries. (pause) Hey
Jorge, you said Tommy and the
Bandaleros want to come play with
us?

JORGE
I dunno Hector. We still owe them
for that thing up in Reno.

HECTOR
We can throw in some of the stuff
for their trouble.
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JORGE
Yeah they should go for that. If we
get it.

Jorge taps out a call on his cell.

HECTOR
Hit him up again. We might need
some backup if this bitch is right
on about our little lost Johnny
Lawboy.

JORGE
And yo, what he did to Salomie?
(into phone) Drac! It’s Jorge
again. Remember that gig I was

telling you about... Yeah. Yeah.
Can you bring a few fellas tonight?

EXT. ETHEL'S OLD CORRAL, BAKERSFIELD -- NIGHT, CONTINUOUS
The Charger creeps slowly into the neon drenched gravel lot,
finding a spot not too near four parked motorcycles. 2 BIKERS

still stand guard.

Hector drags Madonna out, her arms chained together. Jorge
follows cautiously.

They pass the bikers and smile.

INT. ETHEL'S OLD CORRAL, BAKERSFIELD

Hector kicks Madonna on the ass and she slides onto the
floor. The entire bar takes notice.

Madonna stands up and runs up to the biggest biker she can
see and kisses him hard.

MADONNA
RICE! Thank god you’re here!

Rice notices, but keeps his seat.
Hector and Jorge walk up to BIG BIKER.

HECTOR
You wanna have some fun?

The Biker knocks Madonna to the floor.

BIG BIKER
C'mon shit fuckers!
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He swings hard several times.

Hector swings back, knocking him to the floor. 2 BIKERS join
in and start in on Jorge.

EXT. ETHEL'S OLD CORRAL, BAKERSFIELD

4 BANDALEROS BIKERS, in full colors, roll into the parking
lot, on their awesome Harleys.

One of the guys from the fight flies through a window or
door. A shot fires.

The Bandaleros run inside along with the guards.

INT. ETHEL'S OLD CORRAL, BAR FIGHT!

Hector and Jorge need the help from the Bandaleros who are
happy to oblige as they smack Biker after Biker to no end.

Rice works his way over to Madonna, kicking a few asses along
the way. Except it’s not so easy for them to get out of the
place.

Bodies tumble. Glasses break. Another gun shot, but this is
physical, and personal. They want to fuck each other up.

Rice eventually gets Madonna to a side exit, after filling
the hallway with broken Bikers.

More shots fire, and brawlers go down in blood and agony.

Sirens wail as the fight rages completely out of control.

EXT. ETHEL'S OLD CORRAL, BAKERSFIELD
Rice gets Madonna to the Monte Carlo and they haul ass.
The Mendez’ jump into the Charger.
The cars chase and elude each other flying through the
moonlit dirt roads without headlights. Mendez shoot but can’t
hit the Monte Carlo.
INT. MONTE CARLO
RICE
There’'s tools on the floor. Get

that chain off and fire back at
those assholes!
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Guns lay all around the car. Rice picks up a shotgun and
blasts a round backwards out his driver’s side window.

Madonna busies herself trying to break the lock on the chain.

EXT. DUSTY BACK ROADS NEAR BAKERFIELD -- IT'S STILL NIGHT

Suddenly 2 motorcycles catch up to the racing cars.
Motorcycle #1 gets close in to the passenger side of the
Monte Carlo. Madonna ducks and the BIKER fires his sawed off
into the window.

The car weaves and swerves, eventually knocking #1 to the

parched earth. Ouch. Rice has some buckshot splattered on his
right side.

INT. CHARGER ON THE DIRT ROADS

HECTOR
Where the fuck does he think he’'s
going?

JORGE

I better call Burns so he can set
up a roadblock.
INT. MONTE CARLO
Madonna rips her chains off. She reaches out the window with
an AR15 and takes out biker #2 at 10 yards.
EXT. DIRT ROAD
The bike tumbles to a dramatic end, screeching into the
Charger, causing it run off the road.
INT. CHARGER

Jorge pounds the dash as he tries in vain to restart the
Charger.

JORGE
Fuck!

HECTOR
C'mon bitch!

JORGE
No go.
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HECTOR
Shit!

They watch the Monte Carlo disappear into the night.

INT. MONTE CARLO

RICE
So what the fuck was that all
about?

MADONNA

You gotta give me credit for being
that goddamn stupid.

RICE
What you just walked into their
place and handed over the money I
gave you?

MADONNA
Something like that. You wouldn’'t
believe my luck.

They travel on in silence for a long while.

RICE
What else did you tell them?

Madonna blushes.

MADONNA
Uh.

RICE
Oh come on, out with it!
EXT. DIRT ROADS SOMEWHERE IN CENTRAL CALIFONIA -- LATER
Montage: The Monte Carlo eventually makes it way back to the
main roads and Rice switches the lights back on.
INT./EXT. ETHEL'S OLD CORRAL, BAKERSFIELD -- NEARING SUNRISE

COPS populate the parking lot along with ambulances and
wrecked bikes.

INSIDE: Pete Sanderson nurses a hurt back, his wheel chair in
a mangled mess among the bloody muck. Cops take names and
snap pictures.
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SANDERSON
(to a downed Biker)
Gotta say the guy knows how to make
a fucking exit.

He switches on his phone to call his wife.

SANDERSON (CONT'D)
(to phone)
Hellen? Yeah it’s me. Looks like
Rice brought the entire pile of
shit with him this time. You better
clear the fuck outta...

Silence on the other end.

SANDERSON (CONT'D)
Hellen? (breathless pause) Honey?

More silence.

HECTOR
(v.o.)
You got a nice little piece of
wifey here compadre.

SANDERSON
What the fuck do you want?
INTERCUT:
INT. SANDERSON HOUSE BY THE BAKERSFIELD DINER -- SAME TIME

Hellen sits tied to a chair, sweating heavily, her bloody
torso shaking uncontrollably, with the shiny 9mm stuck in her
mouth. The envelope with Rice’s cash sits on the kitchen

table.

HECTOR

(sinister, twisted)
Me? To get the rest of my money for
sure. But at this point I’'d be
happy with some general retribution
for its own sake. You have about
fifteen seconds until I let my
“better half” go...

SANDERSON
What do you want from me!

Hector lets Sanderson panic, in anticipation, then:
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HECTOR
I'll bet... you know... where
Mister Wonderful and his Ninja
Sweetie cruised off to.

EXT. ETHEL'S OLD CORRAL, BAKERSFIELD -- NEAR SUNRISE

An ODD MINI-RV sits parked near the crime scene.

INT. ODD MINI-RV -- NEAR SUNRISE

Vito and Lisa sit in the front seats, chewing on submarine
sandwiches, watching the bar with binoculars.

VITO SARCUCCI
Are you nuts?

LTISA KROMWELL
Sure! We should just go in there
live! Fuck up some heads.

VITO SARCUCCI
I do like the way you think.

Vito drops his binoculars and reaches over to grab Lisa
intimately while still chewing. Lisa keeps watching.

LTISA KROMWELL
But no. We’'d never get to the money
that way.

VITO SARCUCCI
Somehow I don’t think Rice or the
money'’s in there. Just because this
all went down when we were on our
way to pay a little visit to the
army buddy doesn’t mean anything.

LISA KROMWELL
I don’t believe in coincidences.

VITO SARCUCCI
Do you think we’re the only ones
that want to visit the Sandersons?

Lisa puts down the binoculars.
LTISA KROMWELL

You're right! We gotta get over
there!



66.

INT. SANDERSON HOUSE BY THE BAKERSFIELD DINER -- NEAR SUNRISE

JORGE
She don’t know nothing, homie.

Hector works the gun in and out of her mouth while holding
her hair with the other hand.

HECTOR
Just killing time till that rat cop
comes here looking to save another
damsel in distress.

JORGE
The other bandaleros got nabbed by
the cops for sure. We’'re on our
own. And that bitch knows both of
us by now.

HECTOR
Yeah she knows me alright.

They both laugh.

EXT. SANDERSON HOUSE BY THE DINER -- NEAR SUNRISE, CONTINUOUS

The moldy basic ranch type house sits on a plot of sandy
turf. The Charger rests comfortably by the front door.

The Monte Carlo quietly inches up, then stops near by.

INT./EXT. MONTE CARLO

MADONNA
Don’'t give me that look, Jerry. I
want a piece of those fuckers too.

RICE
Because of the great job you did
with them the last time?

MADONNA
Because of that? Yeah. Sure.

She spits out the blown apart window and pulls the AR-15
close to her side.

RICE
I've made a decision.

MADONNA
Yeah?
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RICE
Once all this is over, I'm not
running.

MADONNA

Yeah? Move to bank heists? Armored
car robberies?

RICE
Nah. I'm serious. But I have to
clear the air first.

Rice climbs out of the car, and pops the trunk.

INSIDE TRUNK: guns galore. He chooses a short automatic
handgun with extra clips and stashes an army style Colt .45
in his belt.

MADONNA
You ready?

Rice forcefully pushes Madonna against the car with a sneer,
and walks towards the house. Madonna follows anyway.

INT./EXT. SANDERSON HOUSE BY THE DINER -- ALMOST SUNRISE

INSIDE: Jorge and Hector are ready. They survey the grounds
by the house, one on each side, hidden behind Venetian
blinds. Mrs. Sanderson still tied to the chair, whimpers,
weakened by the abuse she’s suffered.



