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TEASER 

FADE IN: 

INT. NAN'S BEDROOM - DAY  

On a nightstand, beside a prescription pill bottle, a 

cellular telephone rings insistently.  A manicured hand 

appears, gropes for it, drags it away. 

NAN (O.S.) 

(Sleepy mumble) 

This is Nan.  I think. 

There’s a slight pause, during which two very shapely legs 

slide off the bed and bumble off towards the bathroom. 

NAN 

Maru, this is why I work nights.  

Why are you doing this to me? 

A slinky bit of nocturnal lingerie hits the floor, Nan’s 

feet pad onto bathroom tile. 

NAN 

Now?  What?  You’re kidding.  It 

sounds like a cattle call. What? 

Who’s the client, the Godfather? 

Water drums into the shower.  Nan’s foot pauses at the edge 

of the enclosure. 

NAN 

(More serious tone) 

Oh.  Okay.  I’m coming...but 

remember who comes through for 

you, ya old whore. 

She steps into the water, the shower door closes.  Her 

voice is muffled. 

NAN  (O.S.) 

Welcome back my friends, to the 

show that never ends. 
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INT. MARU'S PAD - DAY 

Maru’s apartment looks like a combination of home office 

and a whorehouse done over by Martha Stewart.  Probably 

because MARU, chubby and over-decorated as she pushes 

fifty, is the madam of an outcall “escort” service.  

Further evidence of this stands around the living room: 

five Black and Hispanic women of unquestionably 

questionable virtue. 

Maru dithers among them, trying to placate two big, 

physical, Hispanic guys appropriately cast as drug gang 

heavies.  The older heavy, ALFREDO, exhibits a modicum of 

intelligence and stands relaxed, eyeing the strumpets in a 

friendly way.  MONGO, however, is dressed for the kill and 

exhibiting a consciousness that hovers a few inches below 

his alligator belt.  He’s on the prod.  As usual. 

MONGO 

Look, he says he’s had it with 

Chicana bitches that break your 

balls and cross themselves when 

you come, okay?  And why would he 

want any of those bushy-hair 

jungle monkeys? 

The escorts bristle and Maru flops her hands in placation, 

but Mongo is relentless. 

MONGO 

I said your best lookers.  Some 

fine blonde white stuff. 

NAN (O.S.) 

If I’d had entrance lines like 

that I might have actually made a 

go of the acting thing. 

Everybody turns to see NAN striking a Lauren Bacall pose in 

the doorway, graced by a clinging sheath and shoulder 

length brunette hair curving softly around a lovely pixie 

face.  She’s over thirty but looks twenty four, a striking 

blend of vulnerability and sensuality. 

She steps forward to Mongo with a dazzling fake smile. 
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NAN 

Hi, my name’s Nan, but you can 

call me “Stuff”.   Apparently. 

Alfredo gives a soft whistle of appreciation. 

ALFREDO 

Not blonde, but definitely fine. 

Nan snatches off the wig and finger-fluffs dirty-blonde 

hair in a short, athletic cut. 

NAN 

If you don’t see what you like, 

just ask. 

Mongo has done nothing but stare since he first set eyes on 

Nan, and is getting worked up about it.  He moves into her 

personal space, giving her the once-over twice removed.  

Nan stands her ground. 

MONGO 

Not bad, not bad.  This is more 

like it.  The real goods. 

NAN 

Wanna take a look at my teeth?  

Check for original VIN number? 

MONGO 

(Reaching) 

So, those the original equipment? 

NAN 

OEM.  But listen: looks come free, 

contact starts up the meter. 

Mongo keeps reaching, anyway.   

NAN 

I said hands off, shithead. 

She slaps his hands away.  Behind him, Maru is stricken, 

frantically waving her hands and shaking her head. 

Mongo grabs Nan by the nape of the neck and pulls her 

towards him, his other hand clutching her behind. 
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Nan whips her hand out of her purse. There’s a flash of a 

small automatic pistol, which she digs into Mongo’s groin.  

Mongo goes rigid, his eyes bulging. 

NAN 

Hey, the incredible shrinking man.  

Now back off. 

Mongo steps back gingerly, removing his hands.   

NAN 

Okay, Tiny Tim, close your eyes. 

Mongo recovers enough to do a hateful glare.  Nan slides 

the gun up to his throat and pushes it in hard. 

NAN 

Close those eyes or I’ll close 

them for you, you piece of crap. 

Slowly, Mongo closes his eyes.  Whereupon Nan kicks him in 

the nuts as hard as she can.  He jackknifes to the floor, 

retching. 

Nan plops down in an overstuffed chair, filches a cigarette 

from Maru’s pack on the coffee table, and brings the gun up 

to the cigarette.  A pull on the trigger produces a flame, 

she takes a deep drag and blows smoke out her nose.   

Alfredo applauds silently, grinning at her. 

ALFREDO 

Please excuse the idiot.  We 

already made arrangements with 

Maru.  Could you come to the car 

with me, take a few polaroids? 

BLACK WHORE 

Be takin’ polaroids in the car? 

ALFREDO 

We just represent the client. Call 

me Alfredo. Hey Mongo, you gonna 

open the door for the lady? 

Mongo lurches to his feet, staggers to the door, fumbles it 

open, and blunders out, leaving it open.  Nan rolls her 

eyes at Alfredo. 
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NAN 

Honestly, you can take the boy out 

of the barn... 

Alfredo laughs as he ushers her out. 

ALFREDO 

Oh yeah.  I think you’ll do fine. 

NAN (O.S.) 

Do what? 

Maru and her stable practically collapse in relief.   

HISPANIC WHORE 

Hijole, I was scared she was gonna 

get us all blown down. 

BLACK WHORE 

Really. What a ball-bitin’ bitch. 

Maru bristles, gets in her face. 

MARU 

Hey, slut!  Don’t ever dis Nan in 

front of me, hear? 

The Black Whore puts a hand on an outshot hip and two-inch 

nails to her voluminous breast. 

BLACK WHORE 

Yeah?  What you gonna do about it? 

MARU 

Tell her what you said so she’ll 

kick your fat ass off. 

OTHER BLACK WHORE 

Who’s the client, anyway? The KKK? 

FADE OUT:
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ACT 1 

FADE IN: 

INT. PRISON VISITING WINDOW - DAY 

Nan sits in a booth holding a telephone receiver to her 

ear. She’s slightly distorted by a thick sheet of glass.  A 

large, uniformed guard behind her furthers the impression 

that she’s visiting a prison inmate. 

NAN 

I know we advertise outcalls to 

anywhere in the area code, but 

I’ll bet they frown on it in here. 

VOICE ON PHONE 

(Poor quality sound) 

Just a matter of arranging things 

properly.  

NAN 

Wow, you are some kind of 

Godfather, aren’t you? 

In fact, he is GASPAR, known from previous episodes as a 

ruthless drug kingpin headquartered in Barrio Lobo.  His 

incarceration was previously broadcast, and a major delight 

in the law enforcement career of Officer Novena Rosas. 

Seen past Nan’s reflection in the bulletproof glass, Gaspar 

look less sharp than in tailored suits and white Stetson.  

He’s puffy, with a bad haircut. But still solid, in his 

prime, mustached and a commanding presence. 

GASPAR 

I guess you could say. But my 

proposition is completely legal. 

NAN 

Ah, a proposition.  Now we’re on 

familiar ground.  Legal is 

somewhat less familiar. 

GASPAR 

But you’ve got no record, or you 

wouldn’t be allowed to visit. 
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NAN 

So that’s what the third degree 

was all about.  No, I’ve had a 

very careful career.   

GASPAR 

Alfredo said he asked and you 

said, “You’re wondering if a whore 

is a criminal or not?” 

NAN 

It’s funnier now that I know who 

was really asking. 

GASPAR 

Alfredo likes you. He thinks 

you’re the one. 

NAN 

That’s what The Oracle said, but I 

have a few lingering doubts. 

No reaction to that, but Gaspar is getting interested. 

GASPAR 

I might make you an offer. 

(Holds up a hand) 

Please, no movie gags.  Think of 

this as an audition.   

NAN 

For what; “Prisoners of Love?” 

GASPAR 

You’re in business, you advertise. 

NAN 

Actually, lawyers can take out ads 

now, but not whores.  Where’s the 

justice in that? 

GASPAR 

(Smiling) 

Make me want to give you money. 

Nan studies him, deciding whether to take him seriously. 

Then she primly stands up, pulls open her blouse, and 

displays her breasts to Gaspar.   
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His eyes widen appreciatively.  He leans close to the glass 

and kisses it. 

The guard grabs Nan from behind. 

GUARD 

What do you think you’re doing? 

NAN 

Sorry, phone sex always gets me so 

turned on.  So do badges. 

Gaspar laughs out loud.   

GASPAR 

When was the last time a woman 

made me laugh?    

GUARD 

You’re going to have to leave, 

Ma’am.  Gaspar, you’re on report. 

NAN 

Conduct unbecoming of an inmate? 

Gaspar laughs again. 

GASPAR 

Oh, I think we’ve got our winner 

here.  You’ll definitely do. 

The guard hustles Nan away, but she manages to call... 

NAN 

Do what? 

INT. PRISON OFFICE - DAY 

Some generic office of a prison functionary.  In front of 

the desk stands a MINISTER in cheap suit and backwards 

collar, reading from a book. 

MINISTER 

By the authority invested in me by 

the State of California,  I now 

pronounce you man....”    



. 1

Gaspar wears fresh, starched denims, flanked by a uniformed 

state policeman. 

MINISTER 

...and wife. 

Nan wears a short, sexy, veiled wedding dress that looks 

like Frederick’s of Hollywood, and a conservative blonde 

wig.  The white dress and veil are polka-dotted with tiny 

red lip prints.  She holds her bouquet with a chaste look. 

MINISTER (O.S.) 

You may kiss the bride. 

Gaspar raises his hands to the veil. They are cuffed. 

NAN 

Awww, a double ring ceremony. 

She meets Gaspar’s kiss with her cheek, her head turned 

towards the cop. 

NAN 

And there’s just something about a 

best man in uniform. 

Gaspar chuckles, pats her awkwardly with manacled hands. 

GASPAR 

See you on the honeymoon. 

INT. GASPAR'S CAR - DAY 

Alfredo is at the wheel of Gaspar’s deluxemobile, Nan sits 

demurely in the passenger seat. 

ALFREDO 

A little nervous? 

NAN 

What, first night jitters?  Have I 

saved myself for the right guy? 

ALFREDO 

Yeah, sure.  I guess I just don’t 

think of you... 
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NAN 

Enough about me.  How about him?  

What if he doesn’t like me?  I’m 

betting the prison doesn’t much go 

for “wife of the week.” 

ALFREDO 

Yeah, he’s taking a chance. No 

tryouts before the wedding, you 

notice.  You hitch and that’s it. 

NAN 

Kind of charmingly old-fashioned. 

Alfredo chuckles, shaking his head. 

ALFREDO 

It’s old-fashioned a lot of ways. 

NAN 

Let me guess.  High Fidelity? 

ALFREDO 

There you are.  You’re a married 

woman now. Exclusive. 

NAN 

Know what, Alfredo?  That was a 

lot of what made me go for this 

thing.  No more takeout.  No more 

fucking men. 

ALFREDO 

Just so you know the score.  And 

you probably figured out people 

are gonna keep an eye on you. 

NAN 

Suits me.  A girl can’t have too 

much protection these days.  Which 

reminds me, how does this work?  

Should I bring my own?  Can I put 

on a teddy?  Does he ask his 

cellmate for a little privacy? 
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ALFREDO 

Cellmate.  Funny.  No, you get 

your privacy.  They’ve got these 

nice trailers in the boneyard. 

She shoots him a look, which flusters him a little. 

ALFREDO 

Conjugal visitation area. 

NAN 

Boneyard.  That’s a charming bit 

of American folklore.  What’s it 

called at the women’s prison? 

ALFREDO 

(Embarrassed) 

Same thing, I guess. 

NAN 

Probably. Same everywhere. The 

commodity that makes the world go 

around. 

ALFREDO 

You shouldn’t think of yourself as 

a commodity, like goods. You know? 

NAN 

Come on.  This isn’t “Pretty 

Woman”.  A mobster figured how to 

get his ashes hauled in the joint.   

Alfredo’s jaw tightens and he abruptly pulls the car out of 

traffic.  He turns to face Nan, who shrinks away from his 

sudden anger, reaching behind herself for the door latch. 

ALFREDO 

Figure it out, chica.  You’re not 

a whore anymore. You’re the wife 

of a powerful man. You understand 

that?  You had your past, this is 

your future.  Live up to it. 

Nan relaxes, faces forward again, smoothes her skirt.  She 

tips the visor mirror down for a look, pats her hair.  She 

looks at Alfredo with a shy smile. 
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NAN 

You’re right.  I’m in.  Let’s not 

be late to prison. 

Alfredo looks at her a moment, nods and exits the car.  He 

comes around to open the passenger door.  He bows towards 

Nan, offers his forearm. 

ALFREDO 

Señora Gaspar? 

Nan places her hand on his arm and exits the car.  She 

waits regally while he opens the rear door, then graciously 

takes a seat in back.  Gaspar leans low to speak to her. 

ALFREDO 

You’re going to do just fine, 

Señora.  All I’m saying is... 

don’t sell yourself short. 

The door closes briskly.  Nan ponders a moment, then 

reaches over to push the door lock button, which gives a 

very authoritative click.   

EXT. PRISON YARD - DAY 

Another click with authority behind it: a metal gate slams 

behind Nan, locking her into a sort of dog run with the 

chain link fence topped by concertina wire.   

A Guard walks away, leaving her in the enclosure, which 

houses a half-dozen small, no-frills mobile homes.  The 

fence on one side is lined with Inmates who leer and 

whistle at Nan.  She looks at them blankly, then at the 

mini-yard that encloses her. 

Gaspar emerges from a mobile home, trots to her, flustered. 

GASPAR 

Glad you made it.  Come on inside, 

get away from this horny trash. 

NAN 

Oh, they’re talking about me?  How 

flattering. 

Smiling, Gaspar leads her to the trailer. A big number “6” 

is bolted over the door. 
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GASPAR 

This place could use a little 

humor.  Not to mention some beauty 

and class. 

He opens the door and motions her into the trailer ahead of 

him.  She starts to move past him, but on an impulse he 

scoops her up and carries her over the threshold.  She is 

startled, then laughs.   

The Inmates at the fence whoop and applaud.  She waves to 

them gaily as Gaspar maneuvers her in the narrow door. 

INT. BONEYARD #6 - DAY 

Inside, he sets her down quickly and moves away shyly.  Nan 

looks around the space, a compact version of a hotsheet 

motel without the charm, built to state specs for convicts. 

NAN 

From now on whenever I hear 

somebody say, “Hey, get a room,” 

I’ll think of this one. 

Gaspar also scopes the place out.  Not his style. 

GASPAR 

It’s like trailer trash, but tidy.  

NAN 

I guess we sit on the bed. 

GASPAR 

Oh, yeah. Please have a seat.  

Sorry about this place. 

Nan sits, and pats the mattress beside her. 

NAN 

This is fine.  Let’s sit and talk. 

GASPAR 

Oh, yeah.  It’s all been through 

lawyers and contracts ‘til now. 

NAN 

Don’t forget the fishtank phones. 
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GASPAR 

You got questions about the deal? 

NAN 

Seemed clear to me.  We’re married 

for the rest of your stretch.  Or 

‘til death do us part. I got my 

signing bonus.  Thank you.  Fee 

per visit’s pretty normal, rent. 

Lump sum if I go the distance.   

GASPAR 

(Nodding) 

I get released, we split it up or 

renegotiate. 

NAN 

But no trade considerations, 

performance incentives, major 

medical. 

Gaspar shoots her a look, then smiles. 

GASPAR 

It’s not a free agency contract, 

it’s a prenup.  I wish the hell 

I’d had one the first time out. 

NAN 

Let me guess. Traditional Catholic 

Lupe Lu dumped you before the ink 

dried on your fingerprints? 

GASPAR 

Good guess.  She made out like a 

bandida.  House, car, kids, works. 

NAN 

Incarceration is grounds for 

abandonment.  Wonder if it works 

if you married the guy while he 

was already locked up?  

GASPAR 

Somehow I figured you’d know. 
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NAN 

Not that interesting.  Why would I 

void a deal like this?  Of course, 

I could get community property.  

If she left you anything. 

GASPAR 

Wasn’t that, so much.  It was more 

what I did for taxes and to deal 

with the rap.  Anything I got, 

they can take away.  I don’t own a 

damn thing. 

NAN 

So I managed to marry a drug mob 

kingpin who’s broke?  I sure can 

pick ‘em.   

GASPAR 

It’s complicated right now, but it 

works.  Checks are good, right? 

NAN 

Very good.  There’s just one more 

thing I don’t quite understand. 

GASPAR 

Shoot.  One thing I got is time. 

NAN 

Aren’t we supposed to take our 

clothes off? 

GASPAR 

Oh, yeah, well... I just thought 

we’d talk a little, get to know 

each other, you know... 

NAN 

For a wise guy you don’t seem to 

have much of a handle on how the 

call girl thing works. 

GASPAR 

Yeah but we’re married.  I got no 

clue how the wife thing works. 
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NAN 

Me neither.  Let’s stick to what 

I’m good at.  Lie down.  Relax.  

Then I’ll do whatever it takes to 

make you happy. 

GASPAR 

Well, you put it like that... 

NAN 

That “getting to know each other” 

thing was sweet, though. I just 

talk better afterwards. 

GASPAR 

Know what?  So do I. 

NAN 

Why don’t you get comfortable?  

Pull your shoes off.  I’ll take it 

from there. 

INT. MOBLEY'S NEW OFFICE - DAY 

It’s austere, but towards the top end of cop offices. A 

dark wood desk sign says LT. MOBLEY - BORDER CRIME.  

MOBLEY, is a sturdy black cop in his forties, familiar to 

viewers.  Behind him a poster of SHAFT dominates the wall.   

He chats with SEAN REACH, a very handsome, athletic, 

thirty-something Fed in a well-fitted suit. 

MOBLEY 

One thing I like, you don’t throw 

your weight around. 

REACH 

I’m new, still learning how to be 

a federal asshole. 

MOBLEY 

Take your time.  I’m new on this 

block my self.  Six months back I 

was in homicide. Did so good they 

gave me this punishment.  Seems 

everything is border focus now. 



. 1

REACH 

That’s our approach.  We’re most 

interested by international 

aspects.  Especially this Gaspar. 

MOBLEY 

I’ve already got a few lines on 

that.  You gotta meet my 

counterparts over in TJ. 

REACH 

They’re interested in Gaspar? 

MOBLEY 

Mostly because of a guy named 

Altamira.  Ring any bells? 

REACH 

No big brass ones. 

MOBLEY 

Big mover over there. Low profile. 

REACH 

And you say there’s a connection. 

MOBLEY 

Nothing I could put my weight on.  

But it’s why I’m picking at his 

outfit.  Anything new or unusual 

since he became our guest. 

REACH 

Well, he got married. 

MOBLEY 

Yeah, he sure did.  Miss America 

out of nowhere. Visited once in 

March, next thing you know; holy 

matrimony. Visits regular. 

REACH 

Is she the trophy wife?  Why his 

old lady divorced him? 



. 1

MOBLEY 

Could be. But he hasn’t 

transferred anything to her name.  

She’s as cherry as they come, by 

the way.  No record, no job, no 

background, no car, no nothin’. 

REACH 

That doesn’t intrigue you any? 

MOBLEY 

Shit, you took one look at her 

picture, you got intrigued.  I 

guess she’d be worth leaning on a 

little.  Maybe she’s a gold 

digger, we could tempt her.  Turn 

up assets or some dirt.  Maybe. 

REACH 

She might be a loose cannon.  Who 

knows whose side she’s even on? 

MOBLEY 

Be easy to ask her. 

INT. BONEYARD #6 - DAY 

Gaspar and Nan sit on the bed in their underwear, leaning 

against the fake headboard.  They’ve placed a box fan on a 

chair so it blows on both of them.  Her dress and his 

denims hang on wall hooks.  Both sip from cans of soda.  

NAN 

(Laughing) 

He didn’t really say that. 

GASPAR 

Swear to God.  Then this Rivera 

from H Block says “That’ll feel 

better when it stops hurting”. 

Nan laughs again, then holds her soda can against the side 

of her face.   

NAN 

You’ve got a pretty wacky 

clubhouse here, all right. 
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GASPAR 

We’re very carefully selected. 

NAN 

A real elite.  Look, we’re running 

out of visit time.  Maybe we 

better get down and get dirty 

before checkout. 

GASPAR 

Yeah.  Boy, it’s hot for that 

stuff, though.  We’re already 

sweating like pigs. 

NAN 

Excuse me?  Women don’t sweat, we 

glow.  Pigs do not glow.  I’d have 

thought you jailbirds would kill 

for a shot at a hot, wet woman. 

GASPAR 

Yeah, sure.  I mean, who wouldn’t?  

Just look at you.   

NAN 

And look at us.  Old married 

couple.  Sitting here talking on 

an unmade bed. 

GASPAR 

Hey, we got our needs, right?  I 

mean, you’re a lot younger... 

NAN 

I can take it or leave it.   

(Touching him) 

You’re not that old, either.  And 

not a bad lover. But there’s 

nothing wrong with a man your age 

not being a horny kid.   

GASPAR 

You know what I was thinking the 

other day?  I think I look forward 

to talking to you more than I do 

the sex.  It feels good.  Talking 

to the wife about the life. 
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(Pause) 

But maybe we should do something.   

NAN 

Should?  Gaspar, what is with you? 

GASPAR 

Look, I’m gonna tell you a big 

reason I went to the trouble to do 

this whole marriage thing. 

NAN 

I can’t wait to hear this. 

GASPAR 

Well it’s kind of embarrassing. I 

got worried about my prostate. 

NAN 

I’m seldom at a loss for words... 

GASPAR 

No, really.  I heard that a guy my 

age, has a regular sex life, then 

all of a sudden doesn’t, it can 

cause prostate cancer.  

NAN 

So you were afraid. That’s very 

touching, really.  

GASPAR 

Afraid?   More like...concerned. 

NAN 

About having cancer up your butt 

and around your sex plumbing?  

You’d be nuts not to be afraid of 

something like that. 

GASPAR 

I don’t normally tell people that 

kind of stuff.  I can’t sound 

weak.  I didn’t even talk to my 

wife the way I talk to you.  Just 

something about you. About this. 
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NAN 

I’ve pretty much heard it all.  

Well, actually the prostate thing 

is a new one on me.  I wouldn’t 

worry about that, though. 

GASPAR 

I thought I’d be nuts not to? 

NAN 

Did a doctor tell you that? 

GASPAR 

No, one of the guys in here. 

NAN 

Think about that. Meanwhile, I’ll 

tell you what we ought to do. 

She leans close and whispers in his ear. 

GASPAR 

Sounds kind of nasty. 

NAN 

Nah, it’s for medicinal purposes. 

She rolls to her knees and swings a leg over his, 

straddling him, then unhooks her bra and drops it. 

FADE OUT:
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ACT TWO 

FADE IN: 

INT. PRISON VISITOR'S LOUNGE - DAY 

Nan, in coppery wig and stylish suit, approaches the GUARD 

who admits pre-screened people to the visitors’ area.   

The Guard checks her ID, consults a clipboard, and frowns.  

He keys his radio, keeping his eyes on Nan as he speaks.  

GUARD 

There’s a Fed flag on Gaspar. 

(Pause) 

Well, she’s here. 

Nan is not too crazy about this development, but waits. 

GUARD 

(To Nan) 

Ms. Gaspar, it’s been requested 

that you speak with enforcement 

officials. 

NAN 

How many times am I going to have 

to fix that damn ticket, anyway? 

GUARD 

If you could just step over to 

that door, please.  Speak with the 

agent in the Grey suit. 

NAN 

Agent?  Sheesh.  Is this X-Files 

or a Geico pitch? 

She spins and approaches the door, where Reach waits.  He 

flips an ID wallet, pockets it, and opens the door for her. 

NAN 

Better manners than Mongo, at 

least.  Could I have a closer look 

at that badge? 

She examines the ID closely, Reach even more closely. 
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NAN 

Sean Reach. Federal investigator. 

My, my.  Are you good at it? 

REACH 

Don’t make me show you my last 

performance evaluation. 

They enter the door and walk down a featureless hallway. 

NAN 

Seems like a waste of a perfect 42 

long model.  Are you their token 

Chippendale? 

REACH 

It’s a waste of a guy who hit .376 

at Brigham Young, but the career 

lasts longer, has better medical. 

NAN 

You remind me of someone I used to 

know. I’d best watch myself with 

you. 

REACH 

I’m a rookie, really.  Who you’d 

better watch out for is him. 

He opens the door to a small interrogation room, points to 

Mobley sitting behind a table.  

INT. INTERROGATION ROOM - DAY  

Nan sits across from Mobley while Reach perches on the end 

of the table.  Mobley glances at an open manila file in 

front of him. 

MOBLEY 

So it’s Ananda Gaspar? 

NAN 

One more legacy from my hippie 

parents.  People call me Nan.  

What did I do this time? 
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REACH 

Well, for one thing, you married a 

major international drug dealer 

and known Mexican Mafia figure.  

Nan looks shocked, clutches her bosom theatrically. 

NAN 

Do you mean... I’m... ”Married To 

The Mob”? 

Mobley hides a smile, turns the file so she can read it. 

MOBLEY 

Any familiar faces and places? 

Nan looks over the top sheet, flips through a few more. 

NAN 

We haven’t been married that long 

and he’s not the type to bring his 

work home with him.  If you’d let 

him come home, that is. 

REACH 

Are you familiar with RICO laws?   

NAN 

I once heard it was kangaroo for 

“guilt by association”. 

MOBLEY 

And you’re associated.   

NAN 

By injection?  I have to 

apologize.  I thought this little 

song and dance would be 

entertaining, but I’m having to 

lead and you aren’t catching up. 

REACH 

I don’t follow you. 
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NAN 

That’s what I just said.  Let’s 

cut to the finale so I can do my 

visit and you guys can go 

intimidate jaywalkers.  If you’re 

fishing for any information or co-

operation against my husband I’d 

recommend beach activities. 

MOBLEY 

Beach activities. 

NAN 

Pounding sand, for example. 

REACH 

I don’t understand your hostility 

here.  Or why you wouldn’t want to 

co-operate with... 

NAN 

Save it, Cutie.  Here’s the bottom 

line.  He’s my husband. 

MOBLEY 

And you being the national 

spokesperson for family values... 

REACH 

You’re trying to tell us you 

weren’t involved with Gaspar 

before you married him? 

NAN 

Great files you’ve got there.  I 

never met him until he was right 

here in Donovan, doing time. 

MOBLEY 

So you married a strange felon? 

REACH 

(Genuinely puzzled) 

Why? 
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NAN 

You never ran into powerful 

gangsters who hook up with almost-

beautiful and still-fairly-tight 

younger women before? 

Mobley nods, Reach is surprised. 

REACH 

I hadn’t thought of that.  You 

don’t seem like the kind of woman 

who’s for sale. 

NAN 

You don’t look like the kind of 

cop that’s for sale, either.  And 

unless somebody comes up with an 

offer that matches your needs, 

we’ll never know, will we? 

Mobley and Reach look at each other for a beat.  Mobley 

shrugs cynically, Reach nods in exasperation. 

REACH 

Well, thanks for all your help and 

co-operation, Mrs. Gaspar.  Have a 

nice visit to Donovan.  We may 

want to speak with you again. 

Nan stands to go, but scans Reach for a moment.   

NAN 

I like the trend towards gorgeous 

young cops.  And really, you don’t 

look like you could go bad if you 

wanted to.  That noble chin and 

brow.  Those eyes.  Wow.  You’re 

the true blue type, aren’t you? 

REACH 

I take my oath seriously.  And the 

trust that comes with the job. 

NAN 

I took a vow, too, Agent Hottie.  

Which I take seriously.  Nice 

seeing you.  You too, Lieutenant. 
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She turns statuesquely, walks to the door and exits.   

REACH 

How come the assholes get the 

women like that? 

MOBLEY 

I heard her tell you. 

INT. BONEYARD #6 - DAY 

Not a very relaxed scene.  Nan sits cross-legged on the bed 

while Gaspar paces, shirt open, agitated. 

GASPAR 

But they never came out with 

anything they wanted from you?  

Like, specifics? 

NAN 

They just talked about co-

operation, help.  A few hints 

about my being accessory or 

associated.  A joke. 

GASPAR 

Co-operation they call it. And you 

told them... 

NAN 

...to fuck themselves. Saved time. 

GASPAR 

I could get very fond of you, 

nena. You sure got style. 

NAN 

Well, I’ve heard how you mafia 

types treat stool pigeons and 

various tattletales.   

GASPAR 

And you think...  Ah, I should 

know by now that everything you 

say is a joke on the rest of us.  

But in case you don’t know, this 

thing, you and me?  It’s not about 

fear.  But it is about loyalty. 
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NAN 

That’s how I see it. You’re the 

client, I stick by the fine print. 

GASPAR 

Yeah, but you really can’t just 

buy up loyalty. Not really. 

NAN 

Not even with fear? 

GASPAR 

Lots of guys do it that way, but 

it’s really worthless in the long 

run.  People hate you and are just 

waiting for their shot.  That’s 

the movies, you know.  Always look 

at the dark side of things. 

NAN 

And what’s the sunny side of mob 

discipline? 

GASPAR 

You know what really holds things 

together?  Respect.  And the thing 

where everybody pitches in to make 

it.  Like on a ranch in the desert 

or something.  Like family. 

NAN 

So you decided to buy yourself a 

family. 

Gaspar stops and looks at her, heaves a sigh and scratches 

his stomach. 

GASPAR 

I bought myself a whore with a 

smart mouth. 

Nan leans over and kisses the spot he’s scratching. 

NAN 

Educated mouth. 

GASPAR 

You can say that again. Ph.D. 
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INT. PRISON PARKING LOT - DAY 

Mobley and Reach walk across hot tarmac. 

REACH 

She’s tougher than she looks. 

MOBLEY 

Tough?  Is that what we’re seeing 

there?  Tell you what she looks 

like to me.  Committed. 

REACH 

I have to admire that, in a way. 

MOBLEY 

Among other ways.  She kicked your 

butt and took your name.  You’d 

best check yourself, young blood.  

Entrapment can cut both ways and 

I’ll tell you right now which one 

of you got the best bait. 

INT. BONEYARD #6 - DAY 

Gaspar and Nan lie in bed under a clinging single sheet.  

The dress she wore at the interrogation hangs on the wall. 

NAN 

You’re a crash course in irony. 

GASPAR 

Now what’d I do? 

NAN 

All those years of hooking without 

one single bust.  So I get married 

and immediately have cops all over 

me like static cling. 

GASPAR 

Trying to twist you up.  I hadn’t 

really thought of that. 

NAN 

Great. Anything else that might 

have slipped your mind? 
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GASPAR 

Maybe the Truchas.  They’re the 

main reason I’m even in here. 

NAN 

Oh, you shouldn’t have.  I always 

wanted a big dayglo bullseye 

painted on my ass. 

GASPAR 

I’m moving you someplace safer.  

And putting more people on 

watching you. 

NAN 

Oh boy, a dozen Mongos around. 

GASPAR 

You got a problem with people 

trying to keep you safe? 

NAN 

Did they keep you safe?  Take a 

quick look at where you ended up. 

Gaspar stretches luxuriantly, touches her familiarly. 

GASPAR 

Know what?  It’s not so bad.  Some 

ways, this might be one of the 

best times in my life. 

Nan shoots him a look. 

GASPAR 

Seriously. 

NAN 

So we’ve moved on to Irony 102? 

INT. ATTORNEY VISIT AREA - DAY 

Gaspar confers with MANNY NAJERA, his sleek, bald lawyer, 

at the battered table. 

MANNY 

Don’t get me wrong. I think she’s 

okay.  But she’s a weak link. 
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GASPAR 

She’s either okay or she’s not. 

MANNY 

She’s a woman.  She’s where they 

can pressure her a lot of ways.  

She’s not really...you know... 

GASPAR 

I know what?  Ask Alfredo what he 

thinks would happen if somebody 

put some fear on her.  Like Mongo 

muscling her or something? 

MANNY 

He’d say, God help the guy. 

Gaspar and Manny both laugh. 

GASPAR 

Yeah, she’s one in a jillion.  But 

you’re right.  Put that thing in 

her purse or whatever.  If nothing 

else, we get tapes of cops talking 

shit. 

Manny picks up his briefcase and stands. 

GASPAR 

Oh, yeah.  Hurry up and get the 

place ready.  She’s going to get 

tired of playing musical hotels. 

MANNY 

And wire the new place. 

GASPAR 

For everybody’s peace of mind. 

INT. BONEYARD #6 - DAY 

Gaspar lies on his stomach, shirtless.  Nan, in panties, 

straddles his back, massaging his shoulders. 

GASPAR 

Hard to tell with you, but it 

sounds like you like the house. 
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NAN 

It’s wonderful.  I keep expecting 

Pierce Brosnan to walk into the 

bedroom with a martini.   

GASPAR 

He’d have to be James Bond to get 

into that place. 

NAN 

Yeah, the security thing is a 

little obsessive.  But I guess 

security has to be that way. 

GASPAR 

That’s what it’s all about.  But 

I’m glad you’re happy there.  I 

figured you’d get tired of 

shuffling around suites. 

NAN 

Think about it, Gaspar. Who’s a 

different hotel every night kind 

of girl? I didn’t exactly spend my 

youth looking for a cozy nest with 

long-term security. 

GASPAR 

So how about you try a little 

security and see how you like it? 

NAN 

Works for me so far. I really like 

the sun deck and hot tub, by the 

way.  You’re pretty plush for a 

guy who doesn’t own anything.   

GASPAR 

Somebody owns it.  But nobody 

connected with me.  I mean, they 

can try to connect if they want. 

NAN 

And you’re real sure they’ll give 

it back when the time comes? 



. 3

GASPAR 

Not a doubt in my mind.  I never 

see my asshole, but I’m sure it’s 

there when I need it. 

NAN 

Well, it’s nice to have assholes 

you can count on. 

GASPAR 

Some day I’ll be out of here, and 

have a lot of other shit, you know 

what I mean? 

NAN 

No.  And I don’t think it’s such a 

great idea if I do. 

GASPAR 

Right. But after this settles down 

I’ll have stuff again. You’ll see. 

NAN 

I will?  I think that’s the first 

time you ever mentioned, “Is there 

life after prison?”   

Gaspar looks around at her, glances away. 

GASPAR 

I’m just saying. 

NAN 

Yeah, I know. 

She gives his head an affectionate jostle, then returns to 

rubbing him down. 

INT. INTERROGATION ROOM  - DAY 

Reach and Nan face each other across the table, irritation 

visible between them.   

REACH 

Look, I’m not the only player in 

this thing, and there’s more 

pressure all the time. 
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NAN 

Oh, I know.  You’d love to give me 

the used car for a sweet deal, but 

there’s the Satanic sales manager. 

REACH 

It’s not like that.  My superiors 

are pushing me, the local people 

are moving. Even the prison staff. 

NAN 

Why are they after his ass?  

They’ve already got it. 

REACH 

They’re getting concerned about 

his activities here inside.  And I 

told you, it’s not about busting 

him, it’s about protecting people. 

NAN 

And I told you.  You’ve got 

nothing coming.  Not one word.   

REACH 

They could start really turning 

you over. Your credit records... 

NAN 

I don’t have any credit. 

REACH 

You shop for those clothes without 

credit cards?  Is that allowed? 

NAN 

I guess they just give credit 

where credit’s due. 

REACH 

They’ll mess with your finances, 

your workplace... 

NAN 

I’m retired. 
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REACH 

I’ve wondered about that.  What 

was it you did? 

NAN 

High-ticket prostitution.  

That wipes the superior look off his pretty face. 

REACH 

(Uncertain chuckle) 

No, I mean seriously... 

NAN 

Think I’d kid around about fucking 

for money?  So much for your keen 

eye for who's on sale, huh? 

Reach is pretty stunned.  He toys with papers on the table, 

speaks without eye contact. 

REACH 

They’re talking about giving you a 

hard time. Long delays for visits. 

NAN 

So I’d only be making a five 

hundred an hour instead of a 

thousand?  Well, with the economy 

like it is, we all have to cinch 

up our garter belts a little. 

Reach, at a loss for words, reads from a note pad. 

REACH 

Embarrassing searches and body 

cavity explorations. 

NAN 

You cops always get for free what 

criminals have to pay for, don't 

you?  If it saves you time, I’ll 

tell you exactly what you'll find 

in my “cavities” on the way out. 

Reach drops the papers on the desk, turns a bleak gaze on 

her. The silence lengthens, but he’s just speechless. 
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NAN 

Poor Agent Hunk.  You’ve had it, 

haven’t you?  Why don’t we just 

call this one a draw and let me go 

visit my husband? 

Reach nods numbly.  Nan stands and heads for the door.  

Just as she reaches for the knob, he snaps out of it. 

REACH 

Can I ask you one more thing? 

NAN 

My life’s an open book. Which is 

at least partly your fault. 

REACH 

Forget all that.  I just want to 

try to figure things out. 

Nan returns to speaking distance, looks expectant. 

REACH 

You getting into... the life... 

NAN 

You mean whoring? 

REACH 

Yeah. okay.  Somebody like you... 

There must have been some reason. 

NAN 

Why would a nice girl like me? 

Something noble and tragic?  How 

about a daughter in an iron lung?  

REACH 

I just want to know. 

NAN 

Actually we could only afford a 

cardboard lung.   

He looks disgusted. 
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NAN 

I’m sorry, Sean.  Look, as a 

matter of fact I started making it 

with men who didn’t appeal to me 

to support a poor little girl.  

She was shocked and abused, tossed 

out hungry and cold on the 

streets.  That help any? 

REACH 

I knew it had to be something like 

that. How old’s the little girl? 

NAN 

Current age? 

REACH 

Yeah, how old is she now? 

NAN 

Thirty two. 

FADE OUT:
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ACT THREE 

FADE IN: 

INT. ATTORNEY VISIT ROOM - DAY 

Manny leans forward in his chair, holding out a sheaf of 

typed paper. Gaspar leans back, not happy about it.  

MANNY 

You said wire her, we wired her.  

Why?  So you could refuse to read 

the transcripts? 

GASPAR 

You say she stood up, I take your 

word for it. 

MANNY 

She stood up.  What she did, she 

handed them their ass.  So we 

aren’t spying on her, actually.  

We’re spying on them. 

GASPAR 

She wore our wire in there.  She’s 

right, this shit is ironic.  Well, 

they started it. 

Gaspar takes the transcript of the interrogation and skims 

through it while Manny replaces things in his briefcase. 

GASPAR 

Hijole!  Look at this!  I knew it 

was something like that. 

Manny looks up, startled, as Gaspar springs to his feet 

with a page of transcript, dropping the rest on the table.  

He paces excitedly, looking at the paper. 

GASPAR 

I knew it!  This is great, compa. 

Manny hasn’t a clue.  He picks up the transcript and 

shuffles it, finding out which page is missing. 
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MANNY 

Oh.  Look, I think you should read 

the last page here. 

Gaspar waves him off, still pacing. 

GASPAR 

Sobres, mano. This thing paid off 

a lot of ways.  You were right.   

See you next week. 

Manny spreads his hands in a shrug, picks up the briefcase 

and walks to the door.  He turns, looks at Gaspar, who is 

all over the transcript, lost in thought.  He shakes his 

head and exits. 

GASPAR 

(Reading) 

“...shocked and abused, tossed out 

hungry and cold...”  Man that’s 

some heartbreaking stuff. 

INT. BONEYARD #6 - DAY 

Gaspar lies on the bed in his shorts, hands clasped behind 

his head.  Nan concentrates on sewing up his pants. 

GASPAR 

I qualify for it, but I don’t see 

any real reason I should take it. 

NAN 

Are you nuts? Look at you. 

GASPAR 

What?  Do I look like a farmer? 

NAN 

You’re pale and getting soft.  You 

aren’t going to inspire faith and 

dread like that.  Wouldn’t you 

really rather be outdoors, on the 

soil, than playing dominos with 

the usual pack of losers? 

GASPAR 

Losers?  Those are my colleagues. 
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NAN 

Four of whom you have described to 

me as... and I think I’m quoting 

exactly...”three time losers.”  

GASPAR 

So I’d be less bored shoveling 

cowshit? 

NAN 

You’re in prison.  I’d think any 

change would be worth it.  

Besides, didn’t you have to go to 

some trouble to qualify for the 

farm gig?    

GASPAR 

It’s just classification points.  

See what it is, your status, where 

you do time, your conditions... 

it’s all based on numbers. 

NAN 

I thought numbers was one of the 

charges that got you in here. 

GASPAR 

Cute.  No, you get points for like 

being educated, being married, 

having a job offer, having a 

family. No points, you live behind 

walls.  More points, you’re here 

behind a fence.  More points, 

honor camp. 

NAN 

I think I get it.  The more solid 

citizen points, the more slack 

they cut you. 

GASPAR 

Exactly. Go to school inside, get 

your GED, boom, a few more points. 
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NAN 

That’s smarter than I thought 

they’d be.  Of course the real 

sociopaths will just manipulate 

that system, too. 

GASPAR 

Sure.  Get married, a few more 

points. 

NAN 

Well, now I feel cheap and used.  

Did you just marry me to get 

closer to a pile of cowshit? 

GASPAR 

You finish sewing my jeans and 

breaking my balls, we might have a 

little fun around here. 

NAN 

Careful, sport.  I’m holding a 

needle and presumed dangerous. 

INT. BONEYARD #6 - DAY 

Gaspar lies under the sheet, Nan towels off.  He is 

studying her, coming to a decision. 

GASPAR 

Hey, listen a minute. 

NAN 

Don’t I always? 

GASPAR 

Yeah, you do.  Are sure you’re 

really a woman?   

Nan smirks, raises him an eyebrow. 

GASPAR 

Look, I want to tell you 

something. 

Nan wraps the towel, sits on the edge of the bed, gives him 

her undivided attention. 
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GASPAR 

There’s something I could do, in 

case something happens to you.   

NAN 

You’ve got cops and gangs after 

you and live in a kibbutz for 

violent criminals and something 

might happen to me? 

GASPAR 

Just listen, okay?  I want to fix 

it up so your little girl is taken 

care of, no matter what.  A trust, 

maybe.  I could even adopt her. 

NAN 

Did we move past irony to 

surrealism?   My little girl? 

GASPAR 

Yeah, the reason you got into the 

escort thing.  That little girl 

out on the street. 

NAN 

This is just too funny. But truly 

touching.  You’re always the most 

endearing when you’re completely 

full of shit. 

GASPAR 

Hey, I was just offering. 

NAN 

I don’t have a little girl. I was 

one, once.  And yeah, out on the 

street. You weren’t listening. 

GASPAR 

Oh.  Ah, wait.  I get it.  Never 

mind. 
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NAN 

Never mind?  I don’t even know 

where to start having fun with 

this one.  For instance, how many 

points would you have gotten for 

my poor little spastic wheelchair 

kid? 

GASPAR 

Not enough to make a difference. 

NAN 

So you wanted to use me and my 

non-existent child.  Well, that 

does it.  You’re cut off.   Let 

your old cowshit cop your joint 

for you. 

GASPAR 

You serious with this shit? 

NAN 

Of course not.  It’s just that 

we’ve been married six months now 

and I thought we should have a 

spat.  You know, just for 

normality’s sake.  But you 

wouldn’t play along and ruined the 

whole game, you pig. 

GASPAR 

Look out, bitch.  Or I’ll...  You 

know what?  For a macho Chicano 

I’ve never been too good at the 

wife abuse thing.  I guess I got 

all that stuff out of my system on 

the job. 

NAN 

No wonder Chiquita Banana dumped 

you.  Well here’s a lesson on 

spatting with women.  What the 

fight starts over is never the 

real issue. 

GASPAR 

Now you tell me. 
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NAN 

Like in this case, the real issue 

is: how’d you hear about my 

autistic dolphin daughter? 

Gaspar, caught, stares at her silently. 

NAN 

Cat got your tongue?  There aren’t 

many multiple choices on that one, 

are there?  You’re bugging my ass.   

Gaspar admits it with a shrug. 

NAN 

So I’m going to bug yours. 

GASPAR 

Couldn’t we just screw, instead? 

NAN 

Well, okay, if you’re going get 

all worked up about it like that. 

INT. NAN'S BEDROOM - NIGHT 

A beautiful boudoir with indirect light and candles.  Nan 

enters rubbing cream into her face, wearing a stunning robe 

over a frothy nightgown. She sets a glass of water on the 

nightstand, goes to the candles and blows them out, then 

walks to the curtained windows. 

She looks out at the courtyard and street.  All very calm 

and with that quiet only found in rich neighborhoods.  She 

spots several guards, relaxed, but vigilant.   

She moves back to the bed, turns back to covers and sits.  

Sliding the glass nearer to hand, she picks up her bottle 

of pills and starts to open it.  She stops, looks, thinks 

about it a little.    

She pulls open the nightstand drawer, drops the bottle 

inside, and closes it.  Then lays back in bed, snuggles in 

a little, smiles and turns off the lights. 
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INT. MOBLEY'S OFFICE - DAY 

Mobley cradles a phone on his shoulder, talks while 

arranging photographs on a complex wall chart.  There are 

several apexes in the interconnected pyramids, one of which 

features a picture of Gaspar.  

MOBLEY 

You’re not understanding me.  He’s 

great.  Excellent cop, smart, good 

worker.  We get along real good.  

All I’m saying, it might be a good 

idea to move him away from that 

end of the operation.  The whole 

Gaspar thing. 

He listens, rolling his eyes upwards. 

MOBLEY 

No, I’m not saying anything like 

that.  I’m just saying he’s young, 

might lose a little perspective 

here.  Totally understandable. 

Listening, he fingers the photo of Gaspar, places one of 

Nan beside it. 

MOBLEY 

She’s very hot.  But not that way.  

More like, she needs protection 

and guidance to keep her safe from 

the baddies, you know.  Sort of 

thing appeals to a cop’s better 

nature.  Hell, I like her. 

Listens, lays the photo down, looks suspicious. 

MOBLEY 

Yeah, she seems to dig him, too.  

He’s pretty cute, you might have 

noticed.  So? 

Listens, face clouding over. 
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MOBLEY 

“Play that card?”  That what you 

said?  Let me get this straight, 

since we’re not as sophisticated 

as you Feds.  You’re talking about 

maybe seducing a married woman in 

order to infiltrate the family? 

He grasps the phone with his hand now, listening in obvious 

disgust. 

MOBLEY 

Well, actually, that was what you 

were talking about.  That Gaspar 

babe might be right after all. 

Listens, glaring at phone. 

MOBLEY 

Yeah, she’s got this theory that 

being an asshole is completely 

relative to the viewpoint. 

He slams the phone down and fumes. 

INT. REACH’S CAR -  DAY 

Reach cruises slowly up a canyon street, squinting and 

craning to spot house numbers.  He spots Nan’s “safe 

house”, pulls over to check address.   

It’s a fine piece of Spanish architecture, walled like a 

citadel.  The front wall is relieved by a lovely wrought 

iron gate and three heavy-looking doors to a garaged 

detached from the main building. 

Reach fidgets awhile looking at the house (presumably 

playing “Street Where You Live” in his head) and sips from 

a 7-11 coffee cup.  He moves to start the engine, but can’t 

do it.  He’s on a stakeout of the heart. 

EXT. STREET WHERE SHE LIVES - DAY 

An unmarked, somewhat sinister van pulls up in front of the 

garage doors.  Mongo gets out, walks to the gate, looks 

inside, returns to the van and gets in. 
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He steps out the back door carrying a case, slimmer and 

longer than a suitcase.  He boosts the case on top of the 

van, opens a side door, rolls down the window, and uses the 

van as a ladder to get onto the roof with the case. 

He walks across the roof, looks down, and stands staring a 

moment.  Then he squats on his heels, opens the case and 

pulls out a rifle stock.  He works behind the upright lid 

of the case, but is obviously assembling something. 

Reach comes out of his car with his gun already drawn and 

game face already on.  He runs silently across the street, 

climbs the van, and peers over the roof at Mongo. 

EXT. GARAGE ROOF - DAY 

Mongo is lying on his stomach at the edge of a tiled 

gallery that extends past the edge of the garage roof.  He 

has the stock to his shoulder and aims down into the patio. 

Reach vaults onto the roof and crosses over to Mongo in 

four fast strides.  Mongo looks up to see him coming and 

starts to get up.   

Reach closes with him, gun pointed, then kicks out, 

knocking Mongo on his back.  Mongo bounces up, punching 

viciously, yelling in Spanish. 

MONGO 

Ayudame!  Las placas, cabrones! 

He’s a big, strong guy, but out of his league with the 

athletic Reach, who is bashing him up good when the tile 

roof gives way beneath them and they fall to the deck below 

in a shower of ceramic and dust. 

EXT. NAN'S PATIO - DAY 

Nan is prone on a chaise lounge by the jacuzzi, topless, 

listening to iPod earphones when the two men fall in front 

of her trailing clouds of terra cotta.  She bolts upright. 

stands clutching a towel to her bosom, agog. 

Mongo makes a better landing and starts kicking Reach, who 

is on his knees, blinded by dust.  But the agent fights to 

his feet, turns things around, and kicks him unconscious.   
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Reach walks over to pick up his gun, but is dissuaded by a 

dozen Hispanic heavies, all carrying firearms.  He looks at 

them, then at Nan, who waves the bodyguards away. 

NAN 

Don’t worry guys, it’s Officer 

Friendly.  Could somebody please 

scoop up Mongo and throw him in 

the dumpster?  Thanks. 

Reach holsters his gun and dusts off, then retrieves 

Mongo’s “weapon”. 

REACH 

It’s a digital video camera. 

NAN 

It seems Mongo is a bit of a 

collector. If I’d known, I could 

have given him more of a show. 

REACH 

I thought he was going to shoot 

you.  Some bodyguards you have. 

NAN 

Oh, he’s one of them.  They 

thought he was bugging me for 

Gaspar. But that sort of evades a 

bigger question, doesn’t it? 

REACH 

You mean...what am I doing here? 

NAN 

No, you’re supposed to answer it.  

This isn’t “Jeopardy”. 

REACH 

I’m worried about you.  And okay, 

intrigued.  I just drove by on an 

impulse, taking a look. 

NAN 

And leaped to my rescue.  Wow.  

Very impressive.  I’d swoon if I 

was wearing anything. 
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REACH 

Does any of this sort of tell you 

that maybe you’re in over your 

head?  This isn’t a normal 

afternoon by the pool. 

NAN 

How do you know?  Maybe last week 

I was mowing down Colombians with 

a grenade launcher. 

GASPAR 

Okay, I’ll stick my neck out and 

look like a jerk.  What the hell?  

I don’t think you belong here, 

mixed up with this.  Or him. 

NAN 

That’s so sweet.  You could really 

turn a girl’s head with that manly 

but vulnerable stuff.  Whew! 

REACH 

It’s wrong.  Criminal.  This 

house, everything, comes from vice 

money. Exploiting peoples’ 

weaknesses. 

NAN 

And I’m the one to be judgmental 

about that? 

REACH 

Get serious.  This is for real.  

This guy kills people.  Is that 

for you? 

Nan steps close to him, still covering herself with the 

towel, and teases his suit coat open. 

NAN 

So is that a real gun? 

REACH 

That’s different, dammit. 
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NAN 

Listen, I’ve killed people before 

they even had a chance to be 

people.   And probably for less 

reasons than him.  If you want to 

try laying guilt on me, line forms 

at the rear. 

Reach throws a wide, “I give up” shrug and sags, shaking 

his head.  He’s outplayed, off base, and totally beaten. 

NAN 

Why don’t you let me get decent 

and we can have some ice tea 

before you go?  Brush you off a 

little. 

REACH 

You’re kicking me in the gut.  

I’ve never met anybody like you.  

I think about you all the time.  

NAN 

Uh, oh. We’d best skip the tea, go 

straight to the brush-off.   

REACH 

Yeah, square one.  Well, I’ll tell 

you something.  Not bragging or 

trolling or anything, but I bet 

you think about me a lot, too. 

NAN 

No bet.  Lucky for you I’m an old 

married lady now or I’d turn you 

inside out and gobble you up. 

Reach looks downward, crushed.  He idly slaps dust off his 

suit.  He looks back up at her and snaps into motion so 

fast even he doesn’t expect it.   

He grabs her behind the neck with one hand, pressing his 

lips to hers.  With the other hand he snatches away the 

towel and tosses it into the bubbling hot tub.  He clutches 

her to himself in a very steamy embrace. 
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REACH 

I can’t keep my hands off you.  

You’re all over me, all through 

me. I’ve never felt this way about 

anybody before. 

Up under the eaves of the house, barely visible, is a small 

digital camera.  It hangs there silent and motionless, a 

sinister presence taking in Reach and Nan’s every move. 

FADE OUT:
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ACT FOUR 

FADE IN: 

INT. ATTORNEY VISIT ROOM - DAY 

Gaspar sits, obviously uncomfortable.  Manny places his 

attaché case in front of Gaspar, gives him an eloquent 

shrug.  Gaspar pauses, then signals him to proceed. 

Manny opens the briefcase, reaches inside to open a 

portable DVD player. His finger moves to the power button. 

GASPAR 

I hate all this spy shit.  It’s 

like “America’s Sneakiest Videos”. 

MANNY 

One thing I gotta say... and you 

know I’ve been through three 

wives, already... you get married, 

you have to have some faith.  Even 

if things look bad, don’t pay out, 

it has to be there. 

GASPAR 

Already I don’t like it.  Just 

play the damn thing. 

MANNY 

I’ll jump right to the scene of 

maximum interest.  

He pushes the play button and the screen comes to life.  He 

punches a forward button four times. 

EXT. NAN'S PATIO - DAY (REPLAY ON SCREEN) 

Reach embraces Nan, this time seen from the high angle of 

the eaves camera, with the sound and picture quality, 

associated with remote cams.   

Reach grabs Nan and pulls her close. 
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REACH 

I can’t keep my hands off you.  

You’re all over me, all through 

me. I’ve never felt this way about 

anybody before. 

Nan relaxes, seems to acquiesce.  

NAN 

Will you handcuff me first? 

Reach, thrilled, buries his face in her. 

FLASH - GASPAR’S FACE: Shows more shock than anger. 

NAN 

Will you take me downtown and lock 

me up?  Read me some rights? 

Reach pulls away, looks into her face. 

NAN 

Do I just have to do you, or the 

whole squadrooom? 

Reach releases her and slumps, embarrassed and angry. 

INT. LEGAL VISIT ROOM - DAY 

Gaspar relaxes almost spasmodically, recoiling back into 

his chair.  He grins triumphantly at Manny, who remains 

expressionless, playing the DVD. 

The DVD continues to play, heard but not seen. 

REACH 

(From DVD player) 

I just don’t understand you.  

You’re this refined, solid woman.  

Then you’re a whore with this 

fucked-up loyalty to a drug 

dealing monster. 

NAN 

(From DVD player) 

I took the vows.  End of story. 
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REACH 

(From DVD player) 

Get serious, will you?  I’m as 

serious as I’ve ever been and 

you’re talking like this is a real 

marriage you’re in here. 

NAN 

(From DVD player) 

It’s a legal marriage. Law of 

State of California.  All that. 

REACH 

(From DVD player) 

A piece of paper.  That’s nothing. 

NAN (V.O.) 

(From DVD player) 

A legal contract doesn’t get 

respect?  Interesting attitude for 

Agent Squeaky Clean. 

REACH 

(From DVD player) 

But you only married him for 

money! 

NAN 

(From DVD player) 

Have you ever been married? 

REACH 

(From DVD player) 

No.  I don’t think I’ve even been 

in love until now. 

NAN 

(From DVD player) 

Ah, Sean, that’s kind of humbling.  

But my point, Mr. Investigator, is 

not to investigate too closely why 

people get married.  You’ll run 

into all kinds of motives they 

didn’t mention in Police Academy.  

Or the Lifetime Channel. 
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Gaspar is cracking up, his relief showing in his overly 

loud laughter.  Manny smiles, gives a thumbs up. 

GASPAR 

Is she too much?  I think I’m in 

love for the first time, too. 

He catches Manny’s glance. 

GASPAR 

You know what I mean. 

MANNY 

Absolutely.  I’m lovin’ it, too. 

Gaspar chuckles a moment, feeling great.  Then turns off 

the DVD player. 

GASPAR 

I still don’t like the spy 

treatment. 

(Beat) 

But keep it on.   

MANNY 

Sure, boss.  Know what, that disk 

right there could probably get 

that asshole fired. 

GASPAR 

Wouldn’t have to.  You think he’d 

ever show his face at work again? 

Both mobsters laugh and swap a hand slap. 

Still chuckling, Manny shuts off the DVD player, closes it 

and the briefcase.  He stands to go, takes a second look at 

the smiling Gaspar. 

MANNY 

Know what?  You seem really 

different lately.  You’re getting 

more and more... I don’t know what 

the word is exactly. 

GASPAR 

Relaxed?  Mellow?  Non-stressed-

out? 
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MANNY 

I was thinking more like, “pussy”. 

GASPAR 

Eat your heart out, you fuckin’ 

citizen. 

 

INT. BONEYARD #6 - DAY 

Nan reclines on the bed, Gaspar peels off his shirt to 

reveal a tighter musculature and “farmer tan.” 

GASPAR 

Working on those forties down 

toward the border is interesting.  

You can almost look at the water 

level quotes and predict how many 

gallons of milk you’re gonna get. 

Nan gives him a look-over, laughs. 

NAN 

Omigod.  Farmer Gaspar.   

GASPAR 

E I E I O. 

NAN 

I guess you can afford to buy all 

the vowels you want. 

Gaspar looks down at his body with pride. 

GASPAR 

It’s not just the farm chores.  

I’ve been working out.  Couple of 

the guys have been running and 

sparring with me. Checking me on 

the weight pile. 

NAN 

They could probably charge yuppies 

to come here and get in shape. 

Gaspar pulls off his jeans. 
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GASPAR 

Not with this line of clothing.  I 

owe a lot of this to you, really.  

Come in here, my sagging old guts 

lying next to physical perfection 

... I felt like shaping up. 

NAN 

Nothing like a younger bimbo to 

make an older guy dash out for a 

jogging suit and a coronary. 

GASPAR 

Coronaries are for suits.  I’m a 

cowboy, now, ma’am. 

He flops down on the bed beside her, kisses her stomach 

then lays on his back, hands behind his head, smiling. 

NAN 

I hate to say it: prison life 

seems to suit you. 

GASPAR 

When I think of all the work and 

money I put out trying to keep 

outta here. 

NAN 

Careful, sounds like lifer talk. 

GASPAR 

I wouldn’t say this to anybody 

else, but you know what?  I really 

am having a good time.  Working 

with the cows, horsing around with 

the boys, simple food, exercise, 

very little stress. No decisions. 

NAN 

If they let cons make decisions 

they might decide to leave. 

GASPAR 

I’d have to think it over.  

Seriously, I might be as happy 

right now as I’ve ever been. 
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NAN 

Like permanent summer camp?  Every 

boy’s dream? 

GASPAR 

You got it.  Camp Snoopy for 

Badfellas. 

NAN 

You might have a different 

attitude if you weren’t in the 

Boneyard Key Club. 

NAN 

You’re a big part of it.   

NAN 

A weekend wife, like a hobby.  

Perfect. 

GASPAR 

I wish I’d thought of that fifteen 

years ago.  No, it’s something 

about you.  I mean you in 

particular. 

NAN 

Now don’t make me blush.  You 

know, this is probably the best 

time in my whole life, too.   

(Beat) 

Not like that’s saying much. 

Gaspar looks at her with interest. 

GASPAR 

You don’t have to tell me stuff 

like that. 

NAN 

Oh.  You know, we get so used to 

faking it.  I’m serious, hoss.   

GASPAR 

So it sounds like you don’t mind 

the security after all. 
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NAN 

I’m sleeping a lot better.  You 

know, you were a big surprise for 

me.  Well, actually from the get-

go.  But in here, too.  I guess I 

expected some mob pig rooting 

around.   

GASPAR 

I could introduce you to a few. 

NAN 

What I got was this middle-aged 

guy who wanted a wife.  What 

you’re really looking for is 

affection and understanding and 

it’s easy to give it to you.  I 

may burn in hell for saying this, 

but I think you’ve got it coming. 

GASPAR 

Jesus.  You know how often you say 

things that I never would have 

thought of but as soon as you say 

them they’re really obvious?  

Scary.  So how about you? 

NAN 

I kind of like the idea of a man 

who pays my bills and treats me 

right and doesn’t fuck me over.  

Plus, I always know where to find 

you and don’t have to worry about 

you cheating on me.  Where else do 

you get armed guards to keep your 

husband faithful? 

GASPAR 

I don’t know, there’s this cute 

new kid in the laundry with a 

fantastic ass.   

NAN 

So it’s true about prison life?  

The only thing that separates the 

men from the boys is a crowbar? 
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INT. NAN'S HOUSE - DAY 

Nan wakes up and stretches like a cat. She lolls 

languorously, looks around the room.   

Impulsively, she opens the nightstand drawer, takes out the 

bottle of pills and lobs it across the room into a 

wastebasket.  

She gives a double-fisted gesture of success when she makes 

the shot, then flops back on the bed with her hands behind 

her head, smiling. 

EXT. MOBLEY’S CAR - DAY 

Mobley pulls into a driveby coffee bar, waits in line. 

MOBLEY 

So, got your self a little action 

yesterday, huh?  Leaping over 

rooftops at a single bound.  But 

nothing for your scrapbook. 

REACH 

You heard about that? 

MOBLEY 

It’s a documented fact.  What was 

on your head, anyway?  Jumped one 

of Gaspar’s goons, then fell off 

the roof is how I heard it. 

REACH 

I wanted to get a look at the 

place.  The siting, not just 

pictures.  Asshole drives up, gets 

on the roof and pulls out 

something that looks like a 

weapon. How’d you hear about it? 

MOBLEY 

Place is surveiled.  Low key, but 

we’ve had an eye on it since they 

moved her in and turned it into 

Fort Knox. 

Mobley pulls up, signals with two fingers. 
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REACH 

What is that place, where he 

stashed his girlfriends? 

MOBLEY 

Maybe.  She pays a dollar a month 

to a realty service in La Jolla, 

who remits to some octopus-ass 

holding company in Guadalajara. 

REACH 

Another of his non-assets. 

MOBLEY 

In his non-empire.  But when you 

say, “Looked like a weapon?”  What 

weapon?  Sure he wasn’t just 

stroking off, sneaking a peek at 

the lady of the house? 

Two coffee cups are handed into the car.  Mobley smiles a 

friendly thanks, but no money changes hands. 

REACH 

Something like that.  It wasn’t a 

gun; it was some sort of camera. 

Reach accepts a cup of coffee, opens the drinking lid. 

MOBLEY 

These clowns are all about 

overkill, aren’t they? First they 

come in and fortify it into a 

nuclear bunker.  Then they wire it 

up like a Hollywood sound stage.  

How many more cameras they need? 

REACH 

Wired it up? 

MOBLEY 

Like a motherfucker.  Anybody 

scratch their ass anywhere in that 

house or grounds they’ve probably 

got three-camera feed on it. 

He glances towards Reach’s seat. 
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MOBLEY 

What’s wrong with you man? Gotta 

spit coffee, do it out the window, 

not on my carpet.  Damn! 

INT. NAN'S LIVING ROOM - NIGHT 

Nan emerges from her bathroom, hair wet and wrapped in a 

towel.  She stops dead, staring at her couch. Where Mongo 

sits with a drink in his hand, giving her the wolf eye. 

NAN 

I hate to ask all the obvious 

questions. 

MONGO 

(Elaborate shrug) 

I’ve had the key since I started 

keeping an eye on you. 

NAN 

But it turns out an eye wasn’t 

enough, is that right? 

MONGO 

You got that right.  I got 

something to show you. 

NAN 

What a coincidence.  So do I. 

Excuse me just one second. 

She pops into the bedroom.  Mongo puts down his drink and 

starts to rise, but she’s quickly back, pulling on a robe 

with a cell phone in one hand and a small automatic pistol 

in the other.  She points the pistol at Mongo, who smiles 

and leans back on the sofa. 

NAN 

Attaboy.  Sit there and pant while 

I make a phone call. 

MONGO 

You already did that number on me 

remember, puta?  Only one to a 

customer. 
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He starts to rise, but Nan points the gun and pops the cap.  

Mongo’s drink explodes all over him.  He freezes, half up, 

half down, his mouth gaping. 

NAN 

Do you ever get the feeling the 

world is one step ahead of you, 

Mongo?  And always will be? 

She pops open the phone and punches a number.  While 

waiting, she buttons up the robe. 

NAN 

(Into phone) 

Alfredo, Nan.  Listen, could you 

send somebody over to break 

Mongo’s knees so I don’t have to 

shoot his balls off? 

She listens a minute, her expression shocked. 

NAN 

Oh my god! What happened? 

FLASH - PRISON FARM: Gaspar walks into a storage shed, 

slapping dust off a pair of work gloves.  When he steps 

into the dark doorway a shovel swings in from behind, 

slamming the back of his head and knocking him down. 

NAN 

When? 

FLASH - PRISON FARM: A hoe swings violently down against 

the same dark background. 

NAN 

Who?  Why?   

FLASH - PRISON FARM: The hoe slashes down again. 

NAN 

No, never mind.  I’m on my way. 

FLASH - PRISON FARM: And again. 

NAN 

Yeah.  Okay, I’m there.  Oh, wait, 

Mongo...  
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She stops and stares at Mongo, her face freezing over. 

NAN 

Hold on a second, Alfredo. 

(To Mongo) 

This isn’t a co-incidence, is it, 

you weasely moron?  You knew.  You 

never would have had the balls... 

She puts the phone back to her ear. 

NAN 

Alfredo?  You don’t know who did 

this?  Or why? 

(She listens) 

Well, I think Mongo does.  Send 

somebody over. 

(Listens) 

Oh, he’ll be here. 

She snaps the phone shut and stands up.  Mongo starts to 

stand, but she drills two fast shots into his legs.  He 

screams and falls over, holding his knee while blood gushes 

from his other thigh. 

Nan dashes into the bedroom, comes out wearing a long 

blonde wig and a raincoat, carrying a big purse.   She 

looks at Mongo, who has passed out.  She shakes her head, 

pockets the pistol, and exits. 

FADE OUT:
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ACT FIVE 

FADE IN: 

INT. PRISON VISITOR'S LOUNGE - DAY 

Nan still wears the wig and raincoat.  She looks like she’s 

been up all night, which she has.  She slumps in a chair at 

the visitor’s waiting area, talking on her cell phone. 

NAN 

I know you’re working on it.  

Look, I know.  It’s hard enough 

getting into trauma units in the 

real world.  In here, forget it. 

She listens, lipping a cigarette from a crumpled pack, and 

flicking a lighter. 

NAN 

That’s good.  And look, did you 

get those numbers for me? 

She lights the cigarette and sucks in smoke. 

NAN 

I know that, Manny.  I’m not going 

to call them right now...there’s 

no point.  But I do want them, you 

understand? 

She listens, her face hard. 

NAN 

So get them for me.  I’ll talk to 

you tomorrow. 

She listens, softens, looks tired. 

NAN 

Thanks a lot, Manolo.  I know you 

mean it.  No, I’ll be all right.  

Get me those numbers.  Night. 

She snaps the phone shut and takes another deep drag.  She 

closes her eyes, looks exhausted and haggard.  Then glances 

up to find a cup of hot coffee in front of her face. 



. 6

Lieutenant Mobley hands her the cup, pulls a chair over to 

sit facing her, sips from his own cup, and makes a face. 

MOBLEY 

For an attractive woman, I gotta 

say you look like home-made shit. 

Nan reaches her cup out, taps his in a mock toast. 

NAN 

And for a cop, you’ve got pretty 

useful timing. 

MOBLEY 

You’re taking this hard.  Maybe 

you’re not quite who I’ve been 

thinking you are. 

NAN 

It’s pretty simple.  I’m a wife 

worried about my husband. 

MOBLEY 

Yeah, I think so.  So you’ve been 

here all night trying to see him? 

NAN 

I just come here for the coffee 

and atmosphere. 

MOBLEY 

Well, good luck getting in. 

NAN 

Thanks. 

MOBLEY 

I meant it in the sense of “fat 

chance”.  But I might be able to 

change your luck. 

NAN 

I thought that was just black 

girls. 
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MOBLEY 

(Smiles) 

I can get you in to see him.  But 

only if you do what I say. 

INT. PRISON HOSPITAL - DAY 

Gaspar, a mass of bruises and bandages, jerks spasmodically 

in his hospital bed.  His eyes open, flutter, and focus. 

He looks up into Nan’s face. He tries to speak to her, but 

she has her hand on his lips.  She leans, kisses his 

forehead. 

NAN 

I’m going say the three words you 

never expected to hear from me. 

Between her hand and his bandages, Gaspar's eyebrows raise 

in curiosity.  

NAN 

I’m wearing wires. 

That blows his mind, but there’s not much he can do or say 

at the moment. 

NAN 

It was the only way I could get in 

to see if you’re all right.  That 

Lt. Mobley set it up, like you 

might blurt something out to me. 

A scowl from Gaspar. 

NAN 

Don’t.  I think it was an honest 

favor.  Go figure.  No, don’t go 

figure.  Go to sleep.  I can’t 

stay long.  Unless you want to rat 

out a bunch of Latino wise guys 

for the tape recorder? 

Gaspar likes that one.  But he’s fading. 
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NAN 

I’ll be back.  Manny’s on it.  

Alfredo’s on it.  I’m doing what I 

can.  Just get well, okay.   

Gaspar nods feebly.  His eyes flutter shut. 

NAN 

I got your back, hon.  Sleep. 

INT. MANNY’S OFFICE - DAY 

A luxurious legal office inspired by both “The Godfather” 

and Vicente Fernandez videos is Gaspar’s ad hoc nerve 

center.  Manny sits at a preposing desk.  Alfredo sprawls 

in an arm chair, Nan sits in another, withdrawn and moody. 

NAN 

How do you think he looks?  He 

looks like he got the crap beat 

out of him with garden implements.   

MANNY 

But he seemed okay?  He knew who 

you were, talked all right? 

NAN 

I didn’t let him talk.  I told 

you, I was wearing a wire. 

ALFREDO 

Man, that’s fucked up. 

NAN 

Look, it worked.  And didn’t get 

the cops diddley squat.  Now... 

She sweeps the men with a very tough gaze.  They don’t know 

how to take her at this point. 

NAN 

What happened?  Who did it? Why? 

ALFREDO 

The Truchas paid some guys to do 

the hit. They didn’t want to kill 

him, I think.  Just weaken us. 

Send some messages.  
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NAN 

We have Instant Messenger for 

that.  Not weed whackers or 

whatever.  But here’s the main 

point.  Who knew besides Mongo? 

ALFREDO 

Three guys.  They were gonna make 

a move.   

MANNY 

Higher up guys, cabos. Guys who 

could take over and run with it.   

NAN 

Where are these guys now?  I want 

to talk to them. 

Manny and Alfredo exchange glances at that one.  Who does 

she think she is? 

ALFREDO 

We sort of had to let them go. 

Nan laughs harshly.  

NAN 

I’ll bet.  Look, don’t spare me 

the details.  I want the works.  

We have to deal with this thing. 

MANNY 

We?  Look, Nan.  This is a 

business thing.  You don’t... 

Nan stands, moving to the end of the desk and dominating 

the scene.  

NAN 

You bet your ass I do.  I’ll level 

with you. I don’t give a damn if 

your drug business goes broke and 

we end up working at Burger King.  

But when they try to kill your 

husband, you have to care about 

it. You have to make them stop. 
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There is a long pause after that.  Manny and Alfredo eye 

each other, look back at her level gaze.   

ALFREDO 

You are going to do that?  Make 

them stop? 

NAN 

Look.  Have either of you ever 

called the shots in this outfit?  

MANNY 

No, there was always Gaspar. 

NAN 

Is there anybody in the 

organization who has that sort of 

leadership and know-how? 

ALFREDO 

Well, there were a couple of guys. 

NAN 

But you had to let them go.  Look, 

in the future keep guys like that 

around.  We might think of some 

questions for them.  Understood? 

ALFREDO 

I understand that part, but... 

NAN 

But not why I’m giving you orders?  

Because somebody has to.  You see 

that, right? 

Manny and Alfredo nod somewhat provisionally. 

NAN 

We’re been weakened, we might be 

fighting for our lives.  And 

there’s nobody to tell us what to 

do. So we have to run things 

ourselves for awhile. 

MANNY 

Okay, when you say, “we”... 
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NAN 

I mean “me”. 

(Glances at them) 

With your help.  Any better 

suggestions? 

ALFREDO 

But you don’t know... 

NAN 

No, but you do, right?  And what 

we don’t know, we can get somebody 

who does, right?  What’s the 

alternative? 

They think, look at each other, but come up short. 

NAN 

So unless either of you objects, 

we’re the executive council.  I’m 

director until my husband tells me 

different.  How about it? 

ALFREDO 

Like you said, what’s the 

alternative? 

Manny stands and motions Nan into his chair. 

MANNY 

Here.  More comfortable. 

Nan takes a seat... and the lead. 

NAN 

Thanks, Manny.  Now.  First order 

of business, we find out who these 

fuckers are. 

INT. PRISON DAYROOM - DAY 

Typical dayroom.  Inmates watch TV.  CHAVEZ, a tattooed 

loser in his thirties, plays checkers with FREEWAY, a young 

black slacker.  

FREEWAY 

Now, I am not a homosexual. 
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CHAVEZ 

So what, man? Make your move. 

FREEWAY 

So when I say I’m going to fuck 

you...  

He makes two jumps on the board. 

FREEWAY 

I mean pillage your village. 

Jumps two more. 

FREEWAY 

Was it good for you, too? 

CHAVEZ 

Asshole, you said you were a 

beginner. 

FREEWAY 

Compared to my master, I’m an egg 

on the bottom of the sea. 

GUARD (O.S.) 

Chavez!  Visitor! 

Chavez looks up at the Guard standing outside the bars. 

CHAVEZ 

Right here.  Who is it? 

GUARD 

I’m not your social secretary.  

But it’s an attorney visit. 

CHAVEZ 

I look like I got an attorney? 

GUARD 

So you decline the visit? 

CHAVEZ 

Fuck no.  Anything to get me out 

of here for a minute.  From these 

treacherous negritos. 
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FREEWAY 

(Nods approvingly) 

Sure.  Maybe your lawyer turns out 

to have nice titties. 

INT. LAWYER VISIT ROOM - DAY 

No such luck, it’s just Manny.  He and Chavez face each 

other.  No papers on the table. 

CHAVEZ 

Gracias, ese.  All that good shit.  

But I don’t need no lawyer, homes.  

Not now, I don’t.  I’m on the 

farm, three months to honor camp, 

then I’m for the outs. 

MANNY 

Out the gate by eight, in the 

spoon by noon, back in the pen by 

ten.  You think you’re never gonna 

need a lawyer again? In your life?  

Or maybe a friend? 

CHAVEZ 

I got friends. 

MANNY 

(Glances around) 

Didn’t help much, did they?  Oye, 

wey, you can do yourself a big 

favor just by doing us a favor. 

CHAVEZ 

“Us”, huh?  Uh, oh. 

MANNY 

Just talk to me a little. 

CHAVEZ 

Okay, I get it.  Maybe, maybe not. 

What “us” want to know? 

MANNY 

Who nailed Señor Gaspar? 
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CHAVEZ 

Oh, shit.  Well, sí señor. That 

kind of “us” is worth doing a 

favor.  You his lawyer? 

MANNY 

Claro que sí. 

CHAVEZ 

Didn’t help much, did you? 

MANNY 

Oh, no.  Just got him down to a 

nickel when the DA was offering 

twenty and licking his chops. 

CHAVEZ 

Okay, compa, I’ll ask around. 

MANNY 

Be really careful who you ask. 

CHAVEZ 

Scuse me asshole, but I live here. 

INT. MANNY’S OFFICE - NIGHT 

Alfredo and Manny sit in counsel with Nan behind the desk. 

MANNY 

I don’t see any question. They all 

three were around.  Getting 

visits.  These guys are like, The 

Chiapas Hillbillies, you know? 

Who’s going to visit them? 

NAN 

Not really conclusive. 

MANNY 

Well how about, they’re smoking 

now?  They buy ice cream.  Got a 

TV.  Think they're hot shit. 

ALFREDO 

Well, then... 
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NAN 

Good enough for me. 

MANNY 

Dicho, hecho. Who do we know? 

ALFREDO 

Maybe it’s better, somebody we 

don’t know, see what I mean? 

NAN 

That’s a good point.  So who? 

ALFREDO 

We could go to the changos. 

NAN 

Beg your pardon? 

ALFREDO 

Negros.  Maybe Crips. 

NAN 

They say if you go black. you 

never go back. 

MANNY 

Let’s hope once is enough. 

INT. CRACK HOUSE - DAY 

Alfredo walks through a devastated, fortified living room 

full of armed, belligerent young black men wearing blue 

rags and clothes.  His host, XROCK, around twenty-five, 

also wears blue, but with more style and bling.  

They move into a fairly tidy office space as they talk.  

XRock closes the door and sits,  Alfredo leans on a desk. 

XROCK 

What this could do, understand, 

could start a riot. Problem with 

this, uh, diversity shit.  Got its 

racial ramifications. 

ALFREDO 

So can you hang?  Or not? 
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XROCK 

Nothin’ but net, Julio. Might be 

able to get permission, even. 

ALFREDO 

Good.  Ask your main cuz up there 

how’s his sister doing?  Tynisia? 

XROCK 

Oh my, man done took names. 

ALFREDO 

He’s gonna say she’s pretty 

sprung.  Then ask him, what if 

somebody grabs her off the street, 

takes her in to kick.  This nice 

facility.  Then some real rehab.  

Plus we pay three, four guys. 

XROCK 

You should be working for me, man.  

You’re a real salesman.  Could you 

throw in some coupons?  Christmas 

turkey, no interest til 2010? 

ALFREDO 

This is major for us.  You do it 

right, we do you right.   

(Ironic diction) 

Word. 

XROCK 

Damn, you taco benders learning 

some real English ‘round here. 

INT. MOBLEY'S OFFICE - DAY 

Mobley reads a newspaper as Reach enters.  He holds up a 

page for Reach’s inspection. 

MOBLEY 

You read this here, three wetbacks 

getting’ shanked up at Donovan?  

Worked on the farm? 

REACH 

I missed it. So what? 
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MOBLEY 

“What” is that I think I just 

brilliantly identified the perps 

in the Gaspar assault case. 

REACH 

You’ve done it again, Sherlock. 

MOBLEY 

What’s this Sherlock shit?  I look 

like anybody named Sherlock? 

REACH 

Well, he answered to “Holmes”. 

MOBLEY 

Your mama answered to so many 

“Homes” she could start her own 

subdivision. 

REACH 

You should have said “integrated 

subdivision”.  Get it? 

MOBLEY 

Now I got pretty white boys 

teaching me the dozens. 

REACH 

Maybe I should ask Señora Gaspar 

(Says name archly) 

about your theories. 

MOBLEY 

Shit, you think you should go ask 

her what time it is. 

REACH 

It’s time to get a few things 

figured out. 

FADE OUT:
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ACT SIX 

FADE IN: 

INT. GASPAR'S EX-HOUSE - DAY 

A classic of Mexican-Mobster styling. Max money, no taste. 

Odd colors, chrome & glass, Virgin framed in mirrors.   

An expensive, post-modern phone rings and is answered by 

CHELA GASPAR, fading Latina hottie and embittered ex. 

CHELA 

Soy yo, Chela.  What?  Who are 

you?  You!  You call me here at my 

home, hija de la chingada?  Pues, 

chinga tu madre, pinche piruja... 

(Jiggles button) 

Hello?  Hello?  Se colgó. 

INT. GASPAR'S EX-HOUSE - NIGHT 

A girl’s bedroom, lavishly furnished from Little Girl 

Fantasy Catalog.  A phone shaped like Spongebob rings and 

MAGDALENA GASPAR, ten year old cutie-pie, answers. 

MAGDA 

Hello, Chela’s residence.  What?  

Oh my god!  Oh... who is this? 

She jerks the phone away from her ear, extremely 

distraught, and yells loudly for her brother. 

MAGDA 

Juancho, ven! It’s about Papi. 

JUANCHO GASPAR, thirteen and more properly Juan Jesus, 

bounds into the room and grabs the phone and listens.  

JUANCHO 

We can’t talk to you. 

He hangs up, troubled.  Magda shrieks when he hangs up. 

MAGDA 

Juancho!  It’s Papi!  She said 

he’s hurt!   
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JUANCHO 

Wait until Mom gets home.  She’ll 

know what to do. 

But he doesn’t sound particularly convinced. 

INT. MANNY'S OFFICE - NIGHT 

Nan glares at her phone, slams it shut and whirls on Manny. 

NAN 

So I guess I need the address. 

MANNY 

I don’t know... 

NAN 

Bullshit!  It was Gaspar’s house, 

right?   You never visited there?  

Wait, what am I thinking?  

Alfredo, drive me over there. 

INT. GASPAR'S EX-HOUSE - NIGHT 

Chela is pitching a fit in the living room, while Nan waits 

her out and Alfredo wishes he weren’t there. 

CHELA 

Who said you could set foot in my 

house, slut?  You two-bit bimbo! 

NAN 

Two bit?  They line up to pay a 

thousand bucks, sagass.  I’m not a 

slut and I’m not a fucking bimbo. 

She winds up as she speaks, moving up close to Chela and 

getting louder and more forceful. 

NAN 

I’m a whore.  I give your ex good 

sex and he gives me good money. I 

heard you gave him pitiful sex and 

came out of it with pitiful money.  

Took him off when he went down. 

She puts a finger in Chela’s face, backing her up. 
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NAN 

The only difference between me and 

you is I’m better at it.   

In the adjoining dining room, Juancho and Magda stare at 

her over their dinner.  Nan stalks up to the table.  The 

kids lean back, eyes wide.  Chela follows her, gobbling. 

CHELA 

Get away from my children, bitch! 

NAN 

What is it with you two?  I’ve 

only known your father a couple of 

months and I care enough about him 

to visit.  You’re his family for 

crissakes.  He might not make it. 

CHELA 

Shut up! Shut up!  You don’t know 

shit!  You got no right to talk to 

my kids, you tramp. 

NAN 

Alfredo! 

Alfredo slinks into the room, abashed. Chela snorts. 

CHELA 

Pinche indio cabrón! 

NAN 

How do shut this bitch up? 

ALFREDO 

Nobody’s ever found out. 

NAN 

I believe it. 

She spots a dog tray in the kitchen, taps it with her foot. 

NAN 

Whose is this? 

MAGDA 

It’s Cesar’s, you leave it alone! 
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ALFREDO 

The poodle.  Really stupid one. 

NAN 

Where is he? 

ALREDO 

In the garage at meals because 

he’s a pain in the ass. 

NAN 

Works for me.  Put her in there. 

ALFREDO 

I... uh... 

NAN 

Please Alfredo.  Now. 

He scoops Chela up, kicking, and cursing, manages to get 

her out of the room. A door slams, muffling her squawks.   

Nan spins on the two scared kids. 

NAN 

I’ll just be a minute.  I don’t 

know how much you know about your 

dad, but he’s in intensive care. 

JUANCHO 

We’re not allowed to talk about 

him. 

NAN 

That’s just sick. Your father is 

unconscious right now.  Because he 

was brutally beaten.  He might be 

all right, or he might not.  He 

might not be alive tomorrow. 

Magda sobs and Juancho is badly shaken. 

NAN 

Your father loves you. Look around 

at all he gave you.  And you’d let 

him die alone, never see him 

again?  Is that how you want it? 



. 8

JUANCHO 

My mom says... 

NAN 

Forget it!  You’re old enough to 

start being a man.  Your father’s 

in prison, you need to step up and 

take care of your family. 

She moves in closer, lowers her voice. 

NAN 

You can’t let anybody tell you 

what to feel about people.  You 

love your father, right?  

MAGDA 

Yes. Yes.  I do.  But he... 

NAN 

(Gently) 

Honey, I’ll tell you something it 

can take years to learn.  You too, 

kid.   It’s so hard to find 

anybody to love.  And if they love 

you back?   It’s a miracle. 

Juancho also has tears by now, Magda is staring at Nan. 

NAN 

So if you love somebody, you don’t 

drop it just because they mess up.  

It’s too precious.  If you don’t 

love people you end up with 

nobody.  You end up being nobody. 

MAGDA 

(Shaky) 

But...you saw him? 

NAN 

Three times.  They make it hard.  

Takes all day.  Then maybe he 

can’t even wake up. 

JUANCHO 

Why do you care? 
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NAN 

Because I like the guy, okay?  And 

he needs me to stand by him right 

now. But he needs you a lot more. 

MAGDA 

Oh, Papi!  Juancho, we have to do 

something!  What can we do? 

JUANCHO 

(Very staunch) 

We’re going to go see him. 

NAN 

Attaboy.  Good for you.  Look, 

here’s my number. I have yours... 

JUANCHO 

Better I give you my cell number. 

NAN 

Got you.  I’ll set this up and 

call you. 

(Beat) 

It’s the right thing, kids.  Stick 

to it. 

She spins away, moves into the living room. 

NAN 

Alfredo!  Put a leash on her 

without getting bit. We’re gone. 

INT. HOSPITAL - DAY 

An armed state policeman admits Nan to a room where Gaspar 

lies shrunken, but conscious.   

NAN 

Yo, Humpty Dumpty.  Somebody to 

see you. Let’s spruce up a little. 

She moves over by him, touches her fingers to his lips. 

NAN 

This is another no-talk deal, 

sport.  Save it for your visit. 
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She pulls a brush from her purse and tidies his hair, wipes 

his chin, arranges his pajama shirt.  She leans over to 

kiss his forehead.  He stares, trying to figure it out. 

Done, she nods to the guard, who admits the children. 

NAN 

They looked so pitiful hitch-

hiking we had to pick them up. 

She starts to slip away as the kids approach the bed, but 

he grabs her wrist and holds her. 

GASPAR 

Juan Jesus.  Magdalena.  This is 

Nan.  My wife. 

Nan slips away from him and heads for the door. 

NAN 

They already met their wicked 

stepmother. Didn’t you?  I’ll be 

outside when you’re ready to go. 

The kids approach the bed gingerly.  Gaspar, greatly moved, 

spreads his arms and Magda runs in them, crying on his 

chest. Juancho move up behind, clasps his father’s hand. 

INT. WAITING ROOM - DAY 

Nan sits in a chair, reading.  Alfredo waits across the 

aisle, watching TV.  Gaspar’s kids enter, walk up to Nan.   

She puts her book away. Magda steps up to her. 

MAGDA 

Do you love my Papi? 

NAN 

It’s not that simple, honey. 

JUANCHO 

But you’re his friend, right?  Is 

that simple enough for us children 

to understand? 
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NAN 

That’s not simple either.  But 

yes.  Whatever else, I’m a friend. 

She stands. 

NAN 

But that doesn’t matter.  What’s 

wonderful is that you came.  You 

can be the difference between how 

well he does in there. I mean it.  

Write to him, visit him.  Okay? 

Alfredo approaches and Nan starts toward the door. 

JUANCHO 

Nan?   Thank you. 

She gives him a smile, tousles Magda’s head. 

NAN 

Hey, no charge. 

INT. GASPAR'S CAR - DAY 

At the curb, Nan waves to Juancho and Magda, who wave back 

just as the door to their house opens from inside and a 

furious Chela glares at them kids and the car.  She stomps 

off cursing as the car pulls away. 

ALFREDO 

I can’t believe you sometimes.  

Most of the time.  You know how 

much it hurt him, being split from 

his kids?  How hard he fought it? 

NAN 

Who wouldn’t? 

ALFREDO 

When he hooked up with you... 

NAN 

Now, don’t say “hook”.  I’m living 

all that down. 
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ALFREDO 

(Chuckling) 

What I thought he was doing was 

closing the door, you know. Shut 

it all off, start something new.   

NAN 

Maybe he was. Very understandable. 

ALFREDO 

You’re something else, lady.  Otra 

onda.  And you look like such an 

fragile little creampuff. 

NAN 

It’s a look that sells. 

ALFREDO 

Then you come in on that thing at 

the farm.  Man... boom, boom, 

boom, and it’s all over. 

NAN 

It’s not over. And you know it. 

ALFREDO 

Well, we got rid of the rats in 

our shop.  And up in the slam 

they’ll think twice next time. 

NAN 

But there’ll be a next time.  And 

we’ll be up against people who 

thought twice. They got our 

message.  Wasn’t that massacre at 

the high school last year one of 

their messages? 

ALFREDO 

Yeah, but... 

NAN 

I already told you.  We have to 

make them stop. 
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ALFREDO 

But there’s so many. It’d take an 

army. 

NAN 

That’s what it’s going to take. 

ALFREDO 

We’re gonna have an army? 

NAN 

You can’t have a war without one. 

ALFREDO 

(Heavy pause) 

Any other morra said that, I’d 

think she was a loca. But you... 

NAN 

What? 

ALFREDO 

I’m just glad I’m on your side. 

NAN 

Thanks. So am I. When we get home, 

would you have a drink with me? 

ALFREDO 

Maybe just a small tequila. 

INT. PRISON VISITOR'S LOUNGE - DAY 

Nan tries to check in with the Guard, who points to the 

corner, where Sean Reach stands waiting.  

Nan sighs, walks over and stands in front of him. 

REACH 

I promise not to be a bigger 

asshole than I already was. 

NAN 

I don’t think that, Sean.  Really, 

I wish I’d met you years ago.  But 

you wouldn’t have been interested 

before I married The Antichrist.  
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REACH 

It’s not for me to judge you.  

That’s pretty obvious. 

NAN 

You don’t think much of my morals. 

But I do have business ethics. 

Reach can’t deal with that one, just stares. 

NAN 

Hey, if people ran their sex lives 

as honestly as their business 

there’d be less broken families. 

REACH 

You know about broken families? 

NAN 

I could write a book.  Look, this 

might be the last time we talk, at 

least without a lawyer present. 

REACH 

I came here to ask you something, 

but I think I just got the answer. 

NAN 

I want to tell you something, me 

to you. I’m quite attracted to 

you.  You’re what I admired when I 

was young: straight, strong, 

clean. 

REACH 

I was until I met you. 

NAN 

Ouch.  Well you deserve this one, 

then.  It never worked out with 

men like that.  I finally figured 

out I didn’t feel like I deserved 

them, that I was worth it. 

REACH 

(Gingerly) 

And now? 
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NAN 

I think that’s changing.  I’m 

learning I can have decent 

feelings for a man, stand by him 

and deserve whatever he gives me. 

Reach looks at her hopefully, then scowls. 

REACH 

You’re talking about Gaspar?  He’s 

your morals coach?  Jesus! 

NAN 

It doesn’t matter who he is.  What 

matters is who I am.  It’s ironic, 

because I look at you and see what 

could have been.  And now I’m 

telling you there isn’t ever going 

to be anything more between us. 

REACH 

Why?  Because I’m crazy about you 

and got out of line? 

NAN 

It’s sadder than that. There’s a 

war on.  People are already dying. 

REACH 

Talk to me about it.  I can... 

NAN 

And you’re one of the enemies.  

Goodbye Sean.   

She turns and walks away, towards the guard.  Reach holds 

up his hand as if to stop her and the guard bars her way.   

She turns a look on Reach, who sags, drops his arm, nods.  

The guard checks her ID and admits her to the visiting area  

FADE OUT:
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ACT SEVEN 

FADE IN: 

INT. MANNY'S OFFICE - NIGHT 

Manny and Alfredo flank the desk, Nan scans a sheaf of 

Xerox copies. 

MANNY 

They’re the worst parts of street 

gangs, guerillas, and drug mafias. 

NAN 

This “Frontera” article said 

they’re central Americans, were 

gangbangers in LA, then got 

deported.  Now they’re here? 

ALFREDO 

They do things the hard way. 

NAN 

Not a good sign.   

MANNY 

They recruit from the poor, 

corrupt the army, work with gangs 

on this side.  They’re swarming. 

Like killer bees or those ants 

that eat everything in their way. 

NAN 

Don’t just say that to make me 

feel better.  Don’t they have a 

headquarters or home area? 

 

MANNY 

I heard they concentrate in 

Solares and Infonavit Vientos.  

Five year old federal slums. But 

we don’t know much. 

NAN 

So they’re not the Al-Qaeda, at 

least.  But bad enough.  Who knows 

more about them than we do? 
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MANNY 

Does it say who wrote the article? 

Nan slaps her forehead like Homer Simpson. 

NAN 

Doh!  Good one, Manny. 

EXT. NAN'S PATIO - DAY 

At the patio table that has become her public office, Nan, 

in modest resort wear, sizes up CHAPMAN RILES, freelance 

writer for the border weekly “Frontera”.  Riles, in his 

early forties, looks sharp but doesn't bother to conceal 

his air of corruption:  he's a greedy, womanizing, glutton, 

redeemed by roguish charm. 

Riles licks his fingers while refreshing his glass from a 

decanter.  A large tote bag hangs from Nan’s chair. 

NAN 

I need to learn more about the 

drug scene in Tijuana.   

RILES 

Señora Border Snake needs my info 

on the drug biz?  Are you some 

black belt in post-modern irony? 

NAN 

It seems to come with the 

territory.  It’s obvious from your 

articles you have solid sources.  

Like that piece on the Truchas. 

RILES 

That your main area of interest?  

NAN 

One of two.  I want the best 

information you can get and I want 

it exclusive and private. 

RILES 

You mean no publication? Why would 

I do that? 
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Nan reaches into her bag for a stack of bills which she 

tosses on the table in front of him. 

RILES 

So, lound eye.  I see you speak my 

ranguage.  But you really think 

you can “swear me to secrecy”? 

She hauls a big pistol from the bag, lays it on the table. 

RILES 

Umm, succinct. We can do business. 

NAN 

The other 411.  You did a piece a 

few years back about a mercenary 

bar in Rosarito?  Ex-SEAL types? 

RILES 

Ex-marines, bounty hunters, 

cashiered ass-kickers for hire. 

NAN 

We’re hiring. 

RILES 

You’re short on soldiers? 

NAN 

We don’t have soldiers, just 

street fighters. Pit bulls. I need 

wolves. Better yet, tigers.   

RILES 

Invisible, flying sharks.  

NAN 

Oh, yeah.  Communications experts. 

RILES 

Communications? 

NAN 

I need to send a message. 

RILES 

Ah, so.  I can talk to those guys.  

But they scare the shit out of me. 
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NAN 

They sound perfect. 

RILES 

But so do you.   

NAN 

Good. 

RILES 

In a way that kinda gives me wood. 

NAN 

Well, good for you.   

INT. TIJUANA BAR - NIGHT 

Riles sits at a bar that features naked girls stalking and 

dancing among the drink glasses.  He ignores them, intent 

on BLAS ESPINOSA, his counterpart at the scrappy Tijuana 

weekly, “Zeta” and frequent partner in misbehavior and 

disinformation. 

RILES 

Everything.  Anything you’ve got. 

ESPINOSA 

If you’re sure it won’t get 

published, I can give you a lot. 

RILES 

It’s the last thing they want.  

And what they want, they get. 

ESPINOSA 

They show you money? 

RILES 

Good big money, Blas. Also showed 

me a gun, know what I mean? 

ESPINOSA 

The plata o plomo show. Bring me 

money and I’ll make you an expert. 
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INT. ROSARITO BAR - DAY 

There are fun, sporty, tourist bars in Rosarito Beach.  

This is emphatically not one of them.  The clientele are a 

textbook illustration of the term “border scum” and look 

well practiced in the mortal arts. 

At corner table, with both their backs to the wall, Riles 

and LUX confer over a bottle of cheap mescal. There is no 

question that Lux is a pro in sinister fields. 

LUX 

I don’t really care how hot she 

looks, actually.  Just how well 

she pays. 

RILES 

Rich and reliable is the way I 

hear it.  I’m sure you can reach 

your own conclusions. 

LUX 

Conclusions are what I do.  She 

looking to rock somebody’s world 

or keep hers rock-free? 

RILES 

Maybe both.  She talks like she’s 

going to hostess a world war. And 

very interested in the Truchas. 

LUX 

The Mara Salvatrucha. Interesting.  

I’ve dealt with them in Nicaraqua. 

RILES 

I’d guess “deal with” is the idea. 

LUX 

So where do I talk to her? 

RILES 

You’ll love it. Take your Speedos. 
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INT. MANNY’S OFFICE - DAY 

Nan, Manny, and Alfredo twist in their usual seats to 

listen to Lux, who stands in front of a window which 

obscures his expressions and gives him an aura.  He talks 

like any other freelance business consultant. 

LUX 

No. See, you don’t want to include 

a gift card with this.  What you 

want is maximum destruction, 

disorder and demoralization from 

out of an empty sky for no reason. 

FLASH - THE FLORIDO RANCH - NIGHT 

The quiet, cricket night of a sleepy ranchito is broken by 

streaks of fire from the skies.  Mortar rounds detonate in 

the buildings, then rockets swoosh in to deepen the  

catastrophe.  The entire complex is involved in flames, 

people run screaming from a blazing, exploding hell.  There 

is nowhere to run. 

LUX 

You don’t want them to know who 

hit them. It’s one more thing they 

have to figure out before they can 

do anything about it. 

FLASH - THE SOLARES COMPOUND - NIGHT 

A walled urban block is fronted by a collection of battered 

muscle cars and pickups.  Armed men keep an eye on the 

street.  Another rain of deadly fire, more flames and blown 

up cars.  More screaming victims running out onto the 

killing ground. 

Across the street the side door of a van slides open.  

Inside, a roof-mounted rack holds a Vulcan mini-gun, which 

swings down in the manner made familiar by its use as the 

Vietnam door gun.  A bearded Vet wearing earphones and dark 

glasses grins as he swings the gun, etching a line of death 

through the street.  

LUX 

The only message you want to send 

is, “You’re fucked.” 
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FLASH - THE VIENTOS COMPOUND - NIGHT 

A similar urban compound has been reduced to smoking 

rubble, sprinkled with corpses.   Two police cars spin into 

the street, sirens warbling. 

The van turns to expose the side door, the death’s head 

gunner, smiles, aims, locks and loads.  The patrol cars 

burn rubber in reverse. 

NAN 

That makes sense. 

LUX 

Best would be doing the ranch and 

compounds simultaneously. 

NAN 

I like it. Nail them all once. 

LUX 

But it would be harder, split our 

resources. 

NAN 

What would you need? 

LUX 

Well, we are mercenaries. 

NAN 

Talk to Manny about money.  

Anything else? 

LUX 

Then there’s Step Two. 

NAN 

We need an encore after 

Destruction From The Skies? 

LUX 

They’ll figure out who it was, or 

lash out at random.  And their 

message will be “Fuck you, too.”  

But we factor that in. 
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EXT. NAN'S  STREET - NIGHT 

A lowrider edges around the corner, lights off, engine 

barely turning over: combat mode.  Full of Chicano 

gangbangers from La Neta holding shotguns and AK’s, it 

creeps into the block.  A car follows, then another.  Eight 

rods fill the street in front of the house like a pod of 

sleek killer whales: no sign of motion or light inside. 

A thin whining sound precedes all three garage doors slowly 

opening.  Staring at them, guns leveled, the La Neta vatos 

don’t see the gunvans glide into the street ends.  The 

doors continue to open, dead dark inside.   

At the same second, all three garages light up and the van 

doors bang open.  La Neta stares into a heavy weapons 

platoon crouching behind concrete bunkers with lots of very 

butch guns.  At the street ends they hear the ratchet of 

miniguns being cleared for firing.  A frozen tableau. 

Lux, in camo and shoulder holster, strolls nonchalantly 

into the field of massed fire.  He looks around, then 

swaggers over to POKER CABRALES, La Neta’s muscled, gang-

tattooed leader.  Lux eyes the La Neta guns, then his own 

men.  He grants Poker a wolfish smile. 

LUX 

I’m inviting you in for a drink.  

If you’re not doing anything? 

EXT. NANS PATIO - NIGHT 

The patio looks lovely, lit by pool lights and tiki 

torches, but Poker hasn’t touched the drink at his elbow on 

the glass-topped table. He’s much more interested in Nan, 

across from him in a soft, casual caftan.  He doesn’t look 

at Lux, who stands behind him, or Alfredo, behind Nan. 

NAN 

Las Truchas are friends.  Allies 

against those asshole Gaspars. 

NAN 

Pardon me; I am a Gaspar. Did I 

hurt you or your people?   

(More intensely) 

Did I get your brother killed? 
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POKER 

Your husband’s bodyguard shot him! 

Alfredo was there, saw it all. 

NAN 

Don’t be such a homey.  Who paid 

your brother to get involved?  And 

were going to kill him afterwards? 

Poker sulks, finds his drink and takes a swallow. 

NAN 

You don’t want us to pay you, 

fine.  Consider a truce. 

POKER 

We’re not afraid of you. 

LUX (O.S.) 

Do you want to be?  Those Truchas 

down in Baja weren’t.  Now they 

are.  That’s why they sent you 

here instead of coming themselves. 

ALFREDO 

You see a kind of pattern there? 

NAN 

Think about just sitting this one 

out.  Or if you want, we could pay 

you to go shoot those assholes.  

Either way, we don’t end up 

shooting each other.  Smart guys 

think win/win and what do you win 

mixing it up with us? 

POKER 

Let me think about this.   

NAN 

That’s exactly what I hope you do. 

INT. MOBLEY'S OFFICE - DAY 

As soon as Reach enters Mobley holds up a newspaper 

headline for his viewing pleasure: “TOLL MOUNTS IN TJ DRUG 

WAR”. 
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MOBLEY 

Want a copy for your scrapbook? 

REACH 

You know where all this is coming 

from, right?   

MOBLEY 

Doesn’t take a “sherlock”. That 

crazy bitch is firing up the whole 

border.  Oh, sorry to insult the 

object of your infatuation. 

REACH 

I wanted her more than any woman 

I’ve ever known.  And now I thank 

God I didn’t get any closer in. 

MOBLEY 

Now you’re thinking with the big 

head, my man. 

REACH 

She’s escalating this thing way 

out control. 

MOBLEY 

Sure as hell out of our control.  

A million precincts in the world 

and she has to walk into mine. 

INT. ALTAMIRA'S OFFICE - DAY 

The office is done in a severe minimalist, almost Japanese 

style.  Everything in it leads up to the wide travertine 

desk behind the leather swivel chair.   

Several UNDERLINGS stand in front of the desk, looking into 

the chair with faces blank of anything but respect. 

Though nothing is seen but his hands and top of his head, 

AQUILES ALTAMIRA, Tijuana boss of bosses and political 

pretender, dominates the room as he does the entire region. 

UNDERLING 

The entire situation is totally 

out of control, Don Altamira. 
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ALTAMIRA (O.S.) 

Maybe these people aren’t aware of 

my election plans?  That I don’t 

want this city turned into 

Armageddon? 

UNDERLING 

It’s hard to tell.  Gaspar is in 

the prison hospital, we haven’t 

spoken with the wife. 

ALTAMIRA (O.S.) 

I would very much like to.  She 

must be fascinating.  But she’s 

causing a lot of trouble. 

SECOND UNDERLING 

Actually, it seems that she 

influenced a San Diego journalist 

to write articles saying that what 

is happening is a cleansing, a 

blow against the drug trade. 

ALTAMIRA (O.S.) 

Interesting.  Very much like what 

Blas Espinosa writes in “Zeta”. 

UNDERLING 

Not a co-incidence, I think.  But 

she is definitely creating a lot 

of heavy damage and attention here 

and we have no control over her. 

ALTAMIRA (O.S.) 

Then we don’t have much choice, do 

we? 

UNDERLING 

We eliminate her? 

ALTAMIRA (O.S.) 

We exploit her. 

FADE OUT: 
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TAG 

FADE IN: 

INT. BONEYARD #6 - DAY 

Gaspar lies on the bed, clothed under a light blanket, by 

no means recovered but much better.  Enough for a boneyard 

visit, anyway. 

Nan sits on a pillow with her back to the wall, facing him. 

GASPAR 

The back’s a lot better.  I walk 

all the time.  Not that I’m ready 

for any back-breaking sex yet. 

NAN 

Good, cause I’m not putting out 

until you get a lot better. 

GASPAR 

Well, there’s always the kid in 

the laundry. 

NAN 

I can’t believe I encouraged you 

to go the farm.  You could have 

been killed. 

GASPAR 

That could have happened anywhere.  

If I hadn’t been on the farm a few 

months, I might not have survived. 

NAN 

What doesn’t kill us makes us 

stronger, I guess. 

GASPAR 

Well, this whole thing, you know.  

It made us stronger. 

NAN 

But the thing is, staying this 

strong is costing a lot of money. 
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GASPAR 

And receipts are down.   

NAN 

We’re going to be talking with 

this Altamira guy. What worries me 

more is that we can’t really grow, 

make more than a ceiling figure. 

GASPAR 

Uh, oh.  So you came up with a 

solution, am I right?  Rob banks. 

Kidnap the President. 

NAN 

We’re limited on how much cocaine 

we can move.  Altamira controls 

the supply and then there are 

these territories. 

GASPAR 

It’s never been a problem. 

NAN 

You never had to field an army 

before.  What I came up with is 

wholesale heroin distribution. 

GASPAR 

Madre mia.  For a whore, you 

really think out of the box. 

NAN 

It seems like the obvious place to 

go.  We’ve talked to suppliers.  

They all seem to come from 

someplace called Sinaloa.  We 

could do it, pull in more money, 

beef up.  Kick butt. 

GASPAR 

Not bad.  Of course I’ve thought 

that out before.  And what I came 

up with is:  no. 



. 1

NAN 

But we really need the cash.  

We’re right on a sort of line 

between really pissing on our 

fencelines and getting rolled up. 

GASPAR 

I just don’t see chiva as the same 

sort of business as coca. It’s 

different people, a different 

onda, understand? 

NAN 

A different vibe.  Yeah, But... 

GASPAR 

Here’s what I see.  Coke is fairly 

harmless.  You’ve done it, right? 

NAN 

Yeah.  No residual damage. 

GASPAR 

There.  And who uses it most?  

Anglo assholes with money.  It 

doesn’t really impact the 

community.  Chiva is poison. 

NAN 

I hear you.  But look, I put a lot 

of work into this.  Planning, 

account research, contacting 

people... 

GASPAR 

You’re amazing. 

NAN 

But you totter out of the hospital 

and are going to just override my 

decision, write off my work? 

GASPAR 

Yeah. 

NAN 

Well, okay. 
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GASPAR 

“Okay”?  That’s your only comment 

on this? 

NAN 

Actually, this is my comment.  

Ready?  God, it’s good to have a 

man around the place again. 

She leans forward to kiss him.   

GASPAR 

Like I said.  Amazing. 

NAN 

We all missed you.  I just want to 

get you back into shape.  I’m 

actually getting a little horny. 

GASPAR 

Ay, ay ay.  Well, listen. I have 

another plan for getting more 

money.  Maybe you can work on this 

a little until next visit.  Maybe 

by then I’ll be ready for you. 

NAN 

In your dreams.  Let’s hear it. 

GASPAR 

We expand the coke business. 

NAN 

Wouldn’t your fellow evil drug 

lords from the other territories 

take a dim view of that? 

GASPAR 

We’re a different outfit now.  

Thanks to your mercenary psychos. 

We’re stronger, bigger.  And a 

hell of a lot scarier.  

NAN 

I prefer to think of us as more 

“assertive”. 
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GASPAR 

We’ll see what we can assert. So 

what now, back to the dishes and 

cookbooks? 

NAN 

Ah, yes, I heard of those.  Look, 

I love this stuff. I just learned 

a new game and I’m good at it.  

I’m stoked. You should keep me on. 

GASPAR 

I can’t figure out if you love me 

for myself or my drug war. 

NAN 

Listen what you said.   

Nan leans over for a longer, more sensual kiss. 

NAN 

Does it matter why? 

GASPAR 

Doesn’t seem to. 

He reaches to her, pulls her in for another long kiss. 

FADE OUT: 

 

THE END 
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