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ACT ONE

INT. WYATT’S TRAILER - GREAT FALLS, MONTANA (MT)- MORNING

SHELBY WILLOW (29) lies face down in bed in a shit-hole 
trailer with nothing of worth or permanence save a huge 
TV and leather saddle. Clothes, food and bottles lie 
everywhere. 

Clad only in panties, bruises and scars cover Shelby’s 
fit body. She sits up. Pulls on a wife beater. Flips the 
strawberry blond hair out of her face. 

Blood shot eyes. Sun-kissed face. A constellation of 
freckles. Black rings under her eyes. Like a girl from a 
Tom Petty song, she’s good but has had a bad time of it.

JED, an Australian sheep dog, comes over. Nuzzles Shelby. 
Shelby rubs his nose and Jed flits away. 

Shelby eyes a pair of cowboy boots at her feet. They’re 
striking, custom-made and full of color and intricate 
details like a fire-snorting mustang. Shelby winces.

FLASHBACK

EXT. MONTANA EXPO PARK - GREAT FALLS, MT - NIGHT

QUICK CUTS

A rodeo under the lights. COWBOYS AND COWGIRLS of all 
ages cheer. In a bucking shoot, LOCOMOTIVE BREATH, a 
huge, ornery bull, kicks and grunts. Wearing the cowboy 
boots, Shelby slides onto the bull’s back. Ties in her 
left hand. 

ANNOUNCER
All right, this is your leader Shelby 
Willow. Riding Locomotive Breath. 

Shelby nods.

ANNOUNCER
Here we go. Three, two, one.

The shoot opens. Locomotive Breath bucks and spins into 
the ring. Shelby rides the bull, her right hand aloft. 
Locomotive Breath wildly swings right, spins back left. 

ANNOUNCER
Here comes the spin cycle, folks.

(CONTINUED)



Shelby’s body whips around. She flies off the bull. 
Crashes into the metal fence around the ring. Crumples to 
the ground. Eyes closed.

ANNOUNCER
Oh no. Cowgirl down.

Locomotive Breath stops. Stares daggers at Shelby. A 
RODEO CLOWN jumps in to the ring to distract the bull. No 
dice. The bull charges Shelby.

SHELBY’S EYES flicker open. 

LOCOMOTIVE BREATH bares down. 

SHELBY STRUGGLES to sit. 

HERE COMES THE BULL. 

SHELBY JUMPS UP. Climbs the fence. Dives over the top. 

THE BULL SLAMS into where she was lying.

Shelby crashes to the ground. Looks into the face of a 
WYATT (30s), a cowboy with a cheesy grin, slick goatee.

END FLASHBACK

Shelby reaches for a bruise on her back. Grimaces. On the 
other side of the bed, Wyatt rolls over. Burps. 

Shelby blanches. Forces bile down her throat. A bottle of 
whiskey sits on a beer cooler that doubles as a bedside 
table. She turns away in disgust. Her face turns green. 

FLASHBACK

INT. SIP N’ DIP LOUNGE - GREAT FALLS, MT - NIGHT

A nautical-themed dive bar, tacky but cool. Bikini topped 
MERMAIDS (20s) swim in a tank behind the bar. Shelby and 
Wyatt do shots with some ROWDY RODEO COWBOYS at the bar. 

A DRUNK COWBOY (20s) plunges in the tank. The Mermaids 
swim away. Shelby, Wyatt and the Rodeo Cowboys cheer.

EXT. SIP N’ DIP LOUNGE - GREAT FALLS, MT - CONTINUOUS

MUSCLE-BOUND BOUNCERS (20s) throw Shelby, Wyatt and the 
Rodeo Cowboys out of the bar. Soaking wet, the Drunk 
Cowboy lies on the pavement puking.

CONTINUED:
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INT. WYATT’S TRAILER - GREAT FALLS, MT - LATER/NIGHT

Shelby and Wyatt crash through the door. Stumble inside. 
Jed yelps. Runs outside barking. 

Shelby drops her bag. Fishes out an orange pill bottle. 
Pops a pill. Wyatt hands her the bottle of whiskey. She 
washes it down. Puts the whiskey next to the bed.

Wyatt holds out his hand for a pill. Shelby shakes her 
head ‘no.’ Wyatt shoves her. She shoves back. He grabs 
her. They crash on to the bed. They grapple. Pull hair.   

On top, Wyatt kisses Shelby hard. Shelby pushes him away. 
They lock eyes. Shelby flips Wyatt over. Straddles him. 
He tries to sit up. She pushes him down. 

Shelby lifts off her shirt. Balls it up in her hand with 
the pill bottle. Tosses them in her bag on floor. Wyatt 
pulls her down. Kisses her neck. Tugs at her bra. Shelby 
looks away at the pill bottle atop on her bag.

END FLASHBACK

INT. WYATT’S APARTMENT - GREAT FALLS, MT - MORNING

Shelby gets up. Wobbles. Steadies herself on the wall. 
Limps to the gym bag. Chucks the clothes out of it. Not 
finding what she looks for, she shakes it out. Empty. 

She eyes the pill bottle on Wyatt’s bedside cooler. She 
limps over. Grabs the pill bottle. Turns it over. Empty.

Shelby squints. Balls her fists. Grabs the whiskey, dumps 
it on Wyatt.

WYATT
Ahhhh.

Wyatt leaps up. Grabs the whiskey. Pushes Shelby away. 

WYATT
What the fuck?

Wyatt chucks the bottle at Shelby. She ducks. Jed flees. 
The bottle CRASHES against the wall. Shelby holds up the 
empty pill bottle.

SHELBY
What. The. Fuck?

(CONTINUED)
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Shelby chucks the pill bottle at Wyatt. Hits him below 
the eye. He wipes blood away from his cheek.

EXT. WYATT’S TRAILER - GREAT FALLS, MT - CONTINUOUS

Bag over her shoulder. Boots in hand. Shelby stumbles/is 
pushed outside. Jed follows. She sits on the front steps. 

Still in her underwear, she grabs a peasant skirt from 
her bag. Pulls it on. Slides into her boots. Jed nuzzles 
her. She rubs his head. 

SHELBY
We’re out of here.

Shelby goes down the steps. Jed watches from the steps. 
Shelby flicks her head at Jed to follow. The door opens.

WYATT
Jed. Get the fuck in here.

The dog whines. Tucks tail back inside. The door SLAMS.

INT. DRUG ENFORCEMENT AGENCY HQ - BILLINGS, MT - MORNING 

SLAM. A huge plastic bag of cellophane wrapped cash hits 
a desk next to bags of narcotics. The noise gets the 
attention of FOUR DEA AGENTS sitting at their desk.

In the front of the room with the money stands DEA 
district chief JAY MURPHY (50s), gray, grizzled and 
gruff. Behind him on the wall hangs a map of Montana.

MURPHY
That’s fifty grand. I got ten more 
of these in the evidence locker.

HANK PLUMMER, turns around, whispers to a FEMALE AGENT. 
Plummer’s 30 but looks 40 thanks to a beer gut, stubble 
and thinning hair. Crumbs from a donut spot his shirt. 

MURPHY
You know what 50 grand times ten 
is Plummer?

PLUMMER
A fuckin’ caboodle, sir.

MURPHY
Pretty much. And I got double that 
value in product. 

CONTINUED:

(MORE)
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It was found on a pack mule that 
wandered out of the Bob Marshall 
Wilderness right into Browning.  

Murphy turns to the map. Indicates where he talks about.

PLUMMER
Drug mules using actual mules. Classic.

Less snickering. More head-shaking from the other agents.

MURPHY
There’s gotta be some big shit going 
on if someone is making tracks across 
the border with that much cash Mary 
and Joseph style.

LORNE SCOTT (30s), the African-American agent seated 
across from Plummer, raises his hand. Plummer laughs.

PLUMMER
Check out the teacher’s pet.

No one else laughs, but everyone gives Scott the once-
over. Perfect hair. Square chin. Broad shoulders. Clean 
shave. Crisp uniform. He doesn’t fit in. Murphy sees him 
and slaps his hand to his forehead.

MURPHY
Shit, almost forgot. Lorne Scott this 
is everyone. Everyone, this is Lorne 
Scott. Transfer from Florida.

A few agents raise an eyebrow at the newbie. Scott nods.

MURPHY
What is it, Scott?

SCOTT
Whose product was it?

PLUMMER
Who do you think? Juarez has been 
running Montana for years.

Plummer snorts at his own joke. Other agents nod.

MURPHY
I’m glad you asked. 

Murphy grabs a baggy of drugs. Flicks it with his finger.

CONTINUED:
MURPHY (CONT'D)

(CONTINUED)
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MURPHY
This looks nothing like Juarez’s 
dope. The feds did a quick test, 
and this stuff seems to a have a 
totally different make up.

Smiles and laughing disappear. 

MURPHY
Seems like there’s a new player in town.

Scott nods. Murphy looks at a list of names on the 
opposite wall. Plummer’s name is at the top.

MURPHY
Plummer, you’re top of the wall. Take 
Scott with you. Show ‘im the ropes.

EXT. MONTANA EXPO PARK - GREAT FALLS, MT - MORNING

Shelby parks her beat-up old Mustang by a bunch of 
RUNDOWN TOUR BUSSES in the parking lot outside the arena. 

INT. TOUR BUS - GREAT FALLS, MT - CONTINUOUS 

TEX (50s). Ten gallon hat. Salt and pepper mustache. Big 
ol’ belt buckle. Bigger ego. He counts out $300 in 
twenties on a table.

TEX
Two sixty, two eighty. Three bills.

SHELBY
Where’s the rest of it?

TEX
Health care ain’t cheap.

SHELBY
You sure as hell are.

TEX
You want it or not?

Tex reaches for the cash. Shelby grabs it. Tex smirks.

SHELBY
I need more oxy.

CONTINUED: (2)

(CONTINUED)
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TEX
What happened to the stuff I gave 
you last night?

SHELBY
Wyatt happened to it.

TEX
You lie down with dogs.

SHELBY
I don’t need a lecture. I need pills.

Tex pulls out an orange pill bottle. Shelby reaches for 
it but Tex pulls the bottle away. Nods at Shelby’s hand.

TEX
Uh uh. Forty.

Shelby eyes the cash in her hand. Works her jaw.

SHELBY
You know what? I’m done with this shit.

TEX
Heard that before.

SHELBY
I mean it this time. Where’s Lucy?

Tex flicks his head to the left. Shelby turns. Stops. 
Peels off two $20s. Drops them. Puts her hand over her 
shoulder. Tex drops the bottle in her hand. Shelby kicks 
the door open. It swings in her wake.

INT. MONTANA EXPO PARK - GREAT FALLS, MT - CONTINUOUS

Shelby walks past paddocks. Horses eye her. She steals a 
carrot from a feed bag. In the last paddock LUCY, a grey 
roan, sticks her head out. Nuzzles Shelby. Shelby feeds 
Lucy a carrot.

SHELBY
Hey Luce. Let’s get out of here.

EXT. HIGHWAY 432 - OUTSIDE GREAT FALLS, MT - MORNING

A two-lane country road. Big skies. Rolling plains. Wheat 
fields. Mountains in the distance. Shelby drives half in 
her lane. Half on the shoulder. 

CONTINUED:

(CONTINUED)
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She’s rolls along at about 15 mph. Holds a rope that runs 
out the window to Lucy, who trots alongside the car.

EXT. HIGHWAY 2 - JOPLIN, MONTANA

Shelby stands in front of an old ranch house. It sags 
under the weight of years of snow, wind and neglect. 
Carcasses of old cars--mostly Mustangs--litter the yard.

Behind the house a battered barn makes for good photo ops 
for tourists but it’s otherwise useless. Lucy grazes on 
the long grass in the front yard. A truck stops behind 
Shelby. She doesn’t turn around.

MALE VOICE (O.S.)
Looking for your dad?

SHELBY
I guess so.

MALE VOICE (O.S.)
Can’t remember the last time I saw him. 

SHELBY
Me neither.

Shelby turns. DICK LANGHORNE (60s) hangs out the window 
of an old Ford pick-up. Dirty overalls. Fatherly with the 
permanent squint of a rancher. Langhorne is a man of few 
words that has seen everything in these parts.

LANGHORNE
He never was one for staying put.

SHELBY
Guess that’s why he named me after 
a car.

Langhorne purses his lips. Nods slowly. Looks at his 
ranch and house across the street. They are well kept, 
though still weathered as everything is on the Hi-Line.

LANGHORNE
My people homesteaded this land in 
1891. Haven’t strayed too far 
since. Now I’m the last one here.

SHELBY
Dick junior’s not around? 

CONTINUED:

(CONTINUED)
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LANGHORNE
Seattle. Can’t blame him. Not much 
in the way opportunity left for 
folks your age ‘round here. 

Shelby surveys Langhorne’s spread. Rows of short green 
crops line the land all the way to the horizon.

SHELBY
Peas look good. 

LANGHORNE
Factory ranches. Fighting with the 
tribes over water. Government telling 
you what to do with your land. 

Langhorne spits on the dry dirt.

LANGHORNE
Folks around here we’re better off 
during the wild west. Could make 
your own rules. Make your own living.

It’s Shelby’s turn to purse her lips. Nod.

LANGHORNE
You still rodeoing?

SHELBY
I don’t think so.

Langhorne looks at the horizon. Watches Lucy eat.

LANGHORNE
Need some feed for that hay burner?

EXT. HIGHWAY 2 - HAVRE, MT - DAY

Hay sticking out of the trunk, Shelby drives past a sign 
that reads: “Harve, Montana. Welcome to the Pride of the 
Hi-Line.” Cruising down Main Street, Shelby could be 
going back in time to 1955. Sleepy is an understatement.

EXT. SHELBY’S HOUSE - HARVE, MT - CONTINUOUS

A pre-fab house from the 1920s. Once nice, it’s past its 
prime. In the driveway sits a Ford Truck and an old horse 
trailer. Shelby pulls in beside them. Lets go of Lucy’s 
rope. The horse eats the un-mown grass in the yard.

Shelby exhales. The tension releases from her shoulders.

CONTINUED:

(CONTINUED)
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A door SLAMS

In her rearview mirror, Shelby sees the stooped RITA 
BLACK-ELK (Native American, 70s) hobble from the house 
across the street, same as Shelby’s but clean and tidy.

She’s huffing and puffing. Waves pieces of paper. Shelby 
rolls her eyes. The tension returns. She slides out of 
the car. Rubs her back. Puts on a fake smile.

SHELBY
Hi Mrs. Black-Elk.

MRS. BLACK-ELK
It says right here in your lease.

Mrs. Black-Elk flips through the papers. Reads: 

MRS. BLACK-ELK
Rent shall be paid on the first of 
the month. Today is the ...

Mrs. Black-Elk checks a pocket calendar like you’d get at 
the bank.

MRS. BLACK-ELK
Sixth.

Shelby takes out her stack of bills. Peels off a good 
chunk. Hands them to Mrs. Black-Elk.

SHELBY
Sorry. I’ve been out of town. Here’s 
half of it. I’ll get you the rest as 
soon as possible.

Mrs. Black-Elk pockets the cash. Purses her lips. 

MRS. BLACK-ELK
Well, okay.

Mrs. Black-Elk riffles through her papers. Shelby cracks 
her neck as she reads:

MRS. BLACK-ELK
Upkeep of the grounds is the tenant’s 
responsibility. This includes...

Shelby kisses Mrs. Black-Elk’s cheek.  

SHELBY
I’ll mow the lawn. 

CONTINUED:

(CONTINUED)
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Shelby grabs her bags out of the car. Winces in pain.

SHELBY
Good to see you.

MRS. BLACK-ELK
You look like shit.

Shelby raises a hand. Limps to the door. Lucy saunters by 
Mrs. Black-Elk. Eats hay from the trunk. Mrs. Black-Elk 
flips through her papers. Reads to Lucy:

MRS. BLACK-ELK
No pets shall be allowed, even 
temporarily, anywhere on the property.

Off Lucy, munching away.

INT. SHELBY’S HOUSE - DAY - CONTINUOUS

Shelby enters. Drops her bag. Relaxes her shoulders.

WHAM

Shelby flies across the room. Slams into a coffee table. 
A GIANT OF A MAN (20s) steps from the shadows. Towers 
over Shelby, who scurries away across the floor and runs 
right into a pair of pointy Italian loafers.

Shelby looks up. The loafers belong MANUEL (30s), a 
Latino with slicked-back hair and wearing a tailored 
suit. Manuel helps Shelby onto a thrift shop couch.  

The Giant rifles through Shelby’s bag. Pulls out two 20s. 
Drifts them on the coffee table.

SHELBY
That’s all I got.

MANUEL
That’s a problem. It’s well short 
of the fifteen hundred you owe me.

SHELBY
Take my car. The truck and trailer.

Manuel brushes off his suit jacket. Shakes his head ‘no.’

MANUEL
I look like a used car dealer? A guy 
who sells shit on the Craigslist?

CONTINUED: (2)
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SHELBY
Well, I ain’t got your money. Just 
kill me, then.

MANUEL
I look like a killer? 

(to Giant)
Man, I gotta take this suit back.

The Giant nods.

MANUEL
No, I don’t kill you. I make you 
work it off. You’ll spend the next 
five years in Juárez on your back 
with your feet in the air. You’ll 
wish you were dead. 

Shelby turns green. Covers her mouth.

MANUEL
But I’d rather have my money.

Manuel saunters over to the window. Watches Lucy feed.

MANUEL
So, on second thought, we’ll take 
the trailer. That way you won’t 
get any ideas about running away 
and rejoining the circus.

SHELBY
Rodeo.

MANUEL
Whatever. You have three days. Adios.

Manuel and the Giant exit. Shelby collapses on the floor.

EXT. RANCH - HI LINE, MONTANA - MORNING

Shelby limps up a driveway to a large barn. A collection 
of MALE RANCH HANDS hang around a bunch of pick up trucks 
filled with bales of hay. NAT (40s) the lead cowboy 
(tall, mustache, Stetson) sees Shelby, spits tobacco.

NAT
Well, if it isn’t the rodeo queen.

The rest of the Cowboys eye-ball Shelby. 

CONTINUED:

(CONTINUED)
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SHELBY
Not anymore. Got any work?

NAT
‘Bout to feed the shit factories. 
Saddle up.

Shelby nods.

EXT. RANCH - HI LINE, MONTANA - CONTINUOUS

The trucks fan out into an open pasture filled with cows. 
With another YOUNG COWBOY (20s), Shelby rides in the bed 
of one the trucks stacked with hay bales. They use hay 
hooks to lift the bales and throw them over the side. 

Each time Shelby throws a bale, she winces. She’s pale 
and sweats profusely. Shelby throws one bale off the 
truck and almost goes over the side with it. She 
crumples. Reaches for her back.

EXT. THE TACO BUS - DAY/LATER

Shelby’s mustang screeches to a stop in front of an old 
school bus with “TACOS” written across the side. LUIS 
(30s), a short Mexican guy, cleans out the bus. Takes all 
the cookware, silverware, food, etc. to the back of an 
old green pickup. Dumps it in the bed.

SHELBY
Hey, Luis, right? Where’s Jesús?

LUIS
Gone.

SHELBY
Gone where? Home? 

Luis heads back to the bus for another load.

LUIS
Gone gone. Por siempre. 

SHELBY
Por siempre. Forever? Gone forever. 

Luis puts more pots and pans in the truck. Hops behind 
the wheel. Shelby limps to the truck. Luis starts it up.

SHELBY
Hey, where are you going?

CONTINUED:

(CONTINUED)
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LUIS
Far away.

The truck peels out. Leaves Shelby in a cloud of dust.

INT. WAREHOUSE - BILLINGS, MONTANA

In an open warehouse, FIVE NARCOS, young Mexican men in 
their 20s, stand before a table of AK-47s. Behind them 
are Shelby’s truck and trailer and a large U-Haul truck.

Manuel and TINO LOPEZ(50s), a heavy-set middle-management 
type with a graying mustache and polyester shirt, stand 
next to a black Escalade with tinted windows. A MAN we 
can’t see speaks in subtitled Spanish to Tino from the 
half-open back window.  

MAN 
You tell the boys to be ready. I 
don’t trust these fuckers.

TINO
All due respect, then why are we 
meeting with them. 

MAN
Juarez set it up. Think doing a 
deal will bring on a truce, stop 
the violence. It’s stupid. They are 
blind. The shrimp that falls asleep 
is swept away by the current.

TINO
What?

MAN
They are sleeping on the enemy.

TINO
Yes sir.

MAN
So you stay awake.

Tino nods. The NARCOS lock and load their guns. 

INT. JEFF’S SKATE SHOP - BIG SANDY, MT - DAY

Shelby lays $20 on the counter. JEFF VEDDER (40s going 
15, FUBU sweatshirt, baggy jeans) eyes the cash. 

CONTINUED:

(CONTINUED)
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He plays with his white-guy dreads sticking out of ‘90-
style floppy, rasta hat. Skateboards line the walls. Cool 
clothes and shoes for sale but no customers. 

JEFF
Sorry, no dice.

SHELBY
Come on Jeff, it’s all I got. Just 
a little taste. 

JEFF
You don’t get it. I’m out. 
Everyone is. Shits dried up.

SHELBY
Bullshit.

Jeff raises an eyebrow. Opens a box of new sneakers. 
Pulls one out. Inhales the new shoe smell.

JEFF
I just saw Tino. Something’s going down.

Jeff offers the shoe to Shelby. She declines. He 
shrugs, takes another deep whiff.

SHELBY
Let me go see Tino.

Jeff laughs.

JEFF
No way. First, he’d kill me. Like 
literally. B, you’d never find it. 
I was just out there. It’s a bitch 
to find. I actually had to use 
Google maps. 

Shelby pulls out her phone. Jeff’s phone rings.  

JEFF
You calling me?

SHELBY
Shit. Sorry. Hey, you still have 
those Vans I liked? 

JEFF
The black ones? Yeah.

SHELBY
Can I try them again?

CONTINUED:
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JEFF
Sure. You finally ready to wear 
something other than those boots?

SHELBY
Maybe.

JEFF
Hold on.

Jeff puts his phone down. Vanishes into the back. Shelby 
watches him go. Grabs his phone. It’s still unlocked. She 
opens Google maps. Takes a picture of the last addresses 
with her phone. Puts the phone back.

Jeff comes out of the back holding a box.

JEFF
Classic checkerboard Vans. 

Shelby’s gone. Jeff shrugs, takes a whiff of the shoes.

EXT. WAREHOUSE - BILLINGS, MONTANA - NIGHT

Shelby checks her Google Maps. She’s in the right place. 
She slides out of her Mustang outside a dimly lit 
warehouse in an industrial area. It’s dead quiet. Shelby 
notices a door ajar. Checks it out. Knocks.

SHELBY
Hello. Tino?

Nothing. She steps inside and jumps back. EIGHT DEAD MEN, 
guns in their hands, lie on one side of the warehouse. 
The five Narcos, Manuel and Tino lie dead on the other 
side. Machine guns lie next to their bodies. 

In between the groups of dead men is the U-Haul truck and 
Shelby’s truck and trailer. Shelby approaches the U-Haul. 
Lifts the roll-up door. Shelby stumbles backward, falls 
on her butt. Her mouth drops open. 

The truck is filled top to bottom with NARCOTICS.

END OF ACT ONE

CONTINUED: (2)
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ACT TWO

INT. WAREHOUSE - BILLINGS, MONTANA - NIGHT

Shelby stares wide-eyed at the drugs in the truck. She 
looks at her truck and trailer. She takes a deep breath 
and opens the big bay doors of the warehouse, hops in her 
truck and trailer and pulls it outside. 

She stops the truck, sits outside the warehouse. The 
truck idles. She looks at herself in the rearview mirror. 
Drums her fingers on the steering wheel.  

After a beat, she slams the truck into reverse, backs 
into the warehouse right up to the U-Haul. She closes the 
warehouse doors, opens the back doors of the trailer and 
the U-Haul. She hops into the U-Haul and chucks a brick 
of drugs into the trailer.

EXT. HIGHLINE - MONTANA - MORNING

Scott drives a black Ford Bronco west into the rising 
sun. Plummer rides shotgun. The road stretches out in 
front of them. On either side, ranches go on forever.

PLUMMER
There she is. Montanada. Nada get it?

SCOTT
Sí.

PLUMMER
Cool. You speak Mexican. Montana’s 
got six people per square mile. 
And this area, the Hi-Line, is 
under three in most places. 

SCOTT
Just the way the cartels like it. 
Empty land and a lot of it.

PLUMMER
They cut landing strips in the 
national forests and no one 
fucking knows. Come down from 
Canada in ATVs, on horseback, in 
fucking canoes.

Plummer shakes his head.

CONTINUED:
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PLUMMER
Canoes. Loco fuckers.

Plummer nods to a turn. 

PLUMMER
This is us.

Scott turns and, in the distance, a large forest looms 
and snow-capped peaks poke up on the horizon. 

PLUMMER
So transferred, eh?

SCOTT
It’s a long story.

PLUMMER
It’s a long drive.

Scott ignores him. Plummer shrugs. Pushes a CD into the 
radio. A modern pop country song plays. Scott cringes.

PLUMMER
You like country music?

SCOTT
No.

Scott hits scan. Dead air comes on the radio. The radio 
circles through the stations. Finds nothing but dead air.

PLUMMER
What I tell you. Monta-nada.

Plummer puts the country song back on. They drive on.

EXT. FOREST - SOUTH OF THE MONTANA/CANADA BORDER - DAY

Scott and Plummer hike through the forest. Scott moves 
with determination and readiness. Plummer, two steps 
behind, breathes heavy and struggles to keep up.

PLUMMER
So Lauren, that’s like a chick’s 
name, yeah?

SCOTT
Not Lauren. Lorne. Like Lorne Michaels.

PLUMMER
Never heard of her. 

CONTINUED:
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SCOTT
Him. Lorne. 

Plummer scrunches up his nose. Can’t hear the difference.

SCOTT
How ‘bout Lorne Green? 

Plummer’s brain works.

PLUMMER
Ben Cartwright? Bonzanza.

Scott nods.

PLUMMER
Damn, my pa loved that shit.

(humming the show’s iconic theme 
song)

Ba da dum da da dum da da da daaa/ 
Dum da da dum da dum da da.

Plummer gets into. Looks skyward, HUMS LOUDER, FASTER. 
Scott stops in his tracks. Lowers his gaze and slowly 
scans the forest in front of him. 

CRACK. CRACK.

Plummer snaps back to reality. Follows Scott’s gaze. 
Something moves in the trees. Plummer HUMS QUIETER.

PLUMMER
Dum ... da ... da.

CRASH.

Scott and Plummer reach for their GUNS. Out of the trees 
bound THREE PACK MULES. Scott and Plummer exhale. The 
mules are skiddish. Still have drugs and money attached. 
Plummer grabs the reins on one, tries to pull it further 
into the woods. The mule bucks, lets out a SCREAM/BARK. 
Scott and Plummer cover their ears. 

SCOTT
Something over there has ‘em spooked.

Plummer releases the mule, follows Scott into the trees. 
They push through branches, stop at a creek. A PACK OF 
RAVENS stalk the ground near the creek. Scott takes a 
step forward. 

CAW. CAW. CAW. The ravens make a ruckus and fly off, 
exposing a giant pool of blood on the stones. 

CONTINUED:

(CONTINUED)

19.



The noise of ravens dies down. Sun filters through the 
trees causing a natural light show. Scott squints:

FLASHBACK

EXT. STREET - MIAMI, FLORIDA - NIGHT

Patrol car siren lights flash bright. A DEAD WOMAN lies 
in a pool of blood on the sidewalk. From the tailgate of 
an ambulance, Scott, a blanket over his shoulders, 
watches the woman get covered up with a body sheet.

POLICEMEN and MEDICAL PERSONNEL rush around. PASSERBYS 
rubberneck. Scott slides off the tailgate. Walks toward 
the crowd. Two G-MEN in dark suits saddle up on each side 
of Scott, steer him to the backseat of a dark sedan.  

END FLASHBACK

EXT. FOREST - SOUTH OF THE MONTANA/CANADA BORDER - DAY

Scott and Plummer stare at the pool of blood. Scratch 
their heads.

INT. JEFF’S SKATE SHOP - BIG SANDY, MT - DAY

A bag slung over her shoulder, Shelby enters the shop. 
Behind the counter, Jeff waves her away.

JEFF
I got nothing for you. Nobody does.

Shelby drops the bag on the counter in front of Jeff.

SHELBY
What if I have something for you?

Jeff eyes the bag. Shelby nods to it. Jeff opens it. 
Pulls out a brick of drugs. He does a double-take, shoves 
the drugs back in the bag and pulls it shut.

JEFF
What the fuck? Someone could see.

Shelby looks around. Again, no customers.

SHELBY
Who? There’s never anyone in here.

Jeff frowns. Peeks in the bag again. 

CONTINUED: (2)
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JEFF
Where’d you get this?

SHELBY
You don’t want to know?

Jeff peeks at the drugs again.

JEFF
Jeez.

SHELBY
Know anyone who would pay for that?

JEFF
What?

SHELBY
Fifty-fifty split.

A smile creeps onto Jeff’s face.

JEFF
(almost to himself)

I could use the cash.

SHELBY
Me too.

JEFF
I know some guys.

SHELBY
Sounds perfect.

JEFF
What if Tino finds out?

SHELBY
Don’t think that’ll be a problem.

Jeff shoots Shelby a sidelong glance. Shelby smiles.

EXT. CAMPGROUND - HI-LINE, MONTANA - NIGHT

In the woods off a gravel road, Jeff, with Shelby riding 
shotgun, pulls his VW Van into a campground. Across the 
parking lot, a tricked out Dodge Ram pickup sits alone. 
Jeff parks. TWO GOOD OL’ BOYS exit the pickup. 

CONTINUED:
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JEFF
Let me do the talking. These guys 
don’t mess around.

SHELBY
Fine. Just get the money.

Jeff and Shelby exit the van. Jeff raises his chin to the 
two men. The driver of the truck is BILLY (30s), wiry, a 
week’s worth of stubble on his face and sleeve tattoos on 
both arms. CLYDE (20s), a husky farm boy, sports a dirty 
trucker cap and overalls.

Both men eye-fuck Shelby. She looks away in disgust.

JEFF
Hey Billy. Clyde. 

BILLY
Hey, Tony Hawk. You get some of 
those Back to the Future 
hoverboards yet? 

JEFF
Actually, I can get them if you want--

Billy waves Jeff off. Rolls his eyes at Clyde, who smirks 
at Jeff.

BILLY
Dude, I don’t fucking care. Who’s 
the broad?

JEFF
This is my assoc--

BILLY
I don’t fucking care either. 
Let’s see the goods.

Jeff looks around. Opens the bag. Shows Billy the drugs. 
Billy reaches out for the bag, but Jeff pulls it back. 

BILLY
Easy dude. Just want a taste. I’m 
used to dealing with Tino.

JEFF
I got this from Tino. 

BILLY
Is that so?
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JEFF
Yeah, it’s the real deal. Trust me.

BILLY
Trust is a two way street.

Jeff reaches in the bag. Pulls out a baggy. Flips it over 
to Billy. Billy turns it over in his hand. Hands it to 
Clyde, who pulls out a knife, stabs the bag and licks 
some white powder off the knife.

Clyde’s eyes open wide and his neck snaps back. He licks 
his lips and nods to Billy.

JEFF
I told you. Let’s see the money.

Clyde opens the door to the truck. Pulls out a shotgun. 
Points it at Jeff.

CLYDE
The bag.

JEFF
What the hell? 

Shelby steps forward. Clyde swings the shotgun to her.

SHELBY
You wanna mess with Tino like this?

BILLY
You’re full of shit.

JEFF
Oh yeah. 

(tentative)
You want to try me 
mother...fucker.

Billy steps to Jeff. Pulls a gun from behind his back, 
pistol whips Jeff on the slide of the neck. Jeff slumps 
to the ground. Curls up into a fetal position.

CLYDE
Tino’s dead motherfucker. 

BILLY
We’re running shit now.

Clyde steps up. Kicks Jeff in the ribs. Shelby tries to 
kick Clyde in the balls but Billy catches her foot. Holds 
it so she has to hop around. Billy eyes her cowboy boots.

CONTINUED: (2)
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BILLY
Nice shit kickers.

Billy flips Shelby’s foot backward so she lands on her 
ass next to Jeff. She sits up. Touches Jeff’s shoulder.

SHELBY
You okay?

Jeff MOANS. Billy and Clyde peel out, spraying gravel all 
over Shelby and Jeff.

EXT. SHELBY’S HOUSE - NIGHT

Shelby pulls up to her house driving Jeff’s van. Jeff 
slumps over in the passenger’s seat. She gets out, helps 
Jeff to the front door.

SHELBY
Fuck me.

Shelby rips an eviction notice off her front door. She 
turns and glares at Mrs. Black-Elk’s house across the 
street where a curtain closes and the lights go off.

INT. SHELBY’S HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

Shelby helps Jeff flop on the couch. Puts some ice on his 
head. Drops a beer and his keys in front of him.

SHELBY
What’re we gonna do?

JEFF
You got a mouse in your pocket? ‘cause 
I know you ain’t talking to me.

SHELBY
Come on. God only knows the value of 
the junk sitting in that horse trailer.

JEFF
It can rot there for all I care. 
I’m done. Find another partner.

Jeff reaches for his beer, GRUNTS in pain. He winces as 
he picks up the TV remote and flicks it on. Shelby plops 
on the couch next to Jeff. Buries her head in her hands.

GOODFELLAS comes on the TV. 
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JEFF
Ah. Nice. Here we go. 

Jeff lies down on couch. Shelby raises her head. Stares 
at the TV. A grin creeps across her face. She pops up. 

JEFF
What the hell? Where you going?

SHELBY
Missoula.

Shelby grabs Jeff’s keys. Heads for the door.

SHELBY
I don’t have any gas so I’m taking 
the van.

Shelby slams the door behind her. 

JEFF
What the fuck is in Missoula?

Jeff shrugs, goes back to his beer and the movie.

END OF ACT TWO
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ACT THREE

INT. CLASSROOM - UNIVERSITY OF MONTANA - MISSOULA, MT

The resplendent red brick Main Hall on the U of M campus, 
which is neatly tucked into the surrounding mountains.

In a modern auditorium style classroom, CHUCK LYLE (29) 
lectures before a class of FORTY FRESHMEN. Bearded with 
long hair, Lyle wears jeans and a tattered corduroy 
sports coat over a Metallica T-shirt. 

LYLE
So that’s the story of the 
Virginia City, Montana vigilantes. 
The question remains: were these 
good men doing bad things for the 
greater good. Or bad men using 
good excuses to commit crimes. 
It’s 160 years later and the jury 
is still out. 

Lyle turns and writes “3-7-77” on the board behind him.

LYLE
But this sense of independence and 
distrust is still imbedded in 
Montana culture. Look no further 
than the vigilante code. No matter 
its meaning -- the dimensions of a 
grave, a date or warning to get a 
three dollar ticket on the seven 
A.M. coach for the 77 mile trip 
from Helena to Butte -- these 
number still grace the badge of 
the Montana Highway Patrol.

Lyle eyes Shelby standing in the back of the auditorium. 
Lyle does a double-take. Smirks, closes his notes.

LYLE
Why? Think about that this 
weekend. Now scram.

The students gather their things, leave. Shelby remains 
standing at the door.

CONTINUED: (2)
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INT. LYLE’S APARTMENT - MISSOULA, MT

Lyle and Shelby enter Lyle’s off-campus apartment. The 
walls are plastered with movie posters from films by 
Tarrantino, Scorsese, Coppola, etc. The place is 
decorated hoarder-style with every inch of it covered in 
books, DVDs, tapes, records, newspaper, magazines, CDs.

Lyle clears off some space on the couch. Flops down. He 
grabs a clear bong, sparks it up, takes a long hit and 
offers it to Shelby. 

Shelby stares at the smoke floating in the cylinder. 
She’s mesmerized for a beat before shaking her head ‘no.’ 
Lyle lets out a cloud of smoke. Waves it away.

LYLE
You’ve got a truck load drugs and 
you think I can help you get rid 
of it? Unless you think I can 
smoke it all, why me? 

SHELBY
Because you’re the smartest person 
I know.

LYLE
Nine majors, hundreds of credits 
and ten years at college with a 
useless degree in history does not 
make one smart. Quite the opposite 
in fact.

SHELBY
Come on, I saw you up there. 
Remember all those movies you 
could quote word for word that I 
never even saw. Nobody knows more 
useless stuff then you. Especially 
when it comes to Montana.

Lyle takes another hit. Stares at the ceiling. Exhales a 
big cloud of smoke. 

LYLE
You remember that scene in The 
Untouchables they shot on the 
Hardy Bridge up near Cascade? When 
Costner captures all of Capone’s 
whiskey?

Shelby stares blankly at Lyle.
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LYLE
Of course not. Before the Mexicans 
started bringing stuff over the 
border, the mob did it during 
prohibition.

SHELBY
The mob mob?

LYLE
Yeah, Capone and Lucky Luciano. 
Joey ‘Bananas’ Bonanno had secret 
airstrips up along the border. 
They all came through Montana. And 
coming from New York City and 
Chicago they had never seen 
anything like it. All the mobsters 
from back east bought land out 
here. Some say the Lucianos still 
run their operation out of Libby.

SHELBY
Libby, Montana? Blink and you miss 
it Libby?

Lyle nods and takes another hit and it jogs something 
lose from his memory. He exhales.

LYLE
You know what, I’ve never been out 
there, but supposedly outside of 
Jordan, there are a ton of mansions 
in the middle of nowhere. Not ranch 
log homes but Spanish style villas, 
brick manors, Southern plantations. 
Rumor has it they are all owned by 
gangsters -- the Colombos, Genovese, 
Benny Binion, Cosmo “The Planet” 
DiDimenico, Vinny “Butts” Buttico. 
Find yourself a made man and make him 
an offer he can’t refuse.

Again, Shelby stares blankly at Lyle.

LYLE
Really? Nothing? The Godfather. 

Shelby shrugs.

LYLE
Getouttahere.

Lyle takes another hit. Disappears in a cloud of smoke.

CONTINUED:
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EXT. MONTANA HIGHWAY - JORDAN - DAY

Shelby cruises past a sign that reads “Jordan, Montana: 
Pop. 340” into miles of open range land and badlands. 
Cowboy country meets dinosaur fossil hot beds. There 
isn’t another person or house in view. Shelby drives 
along. Still nothing to see but grass and hills.

Shelby rolls over a crest in the road and stops. She gets 
out of the car and stares down the hill. Below, there a 
handful of GATED MANSIONS on each side of the road with 
large fenced properties that stretch on to the horizon.

Shelby hops back in the car and rolls down the hill. She 
stops at the first gate. Shelby gets out. Goes to the 
gate and presses the intercom. BUZZ. She waits. Nothing.

QUICK CUTS:

1. Shelby at another gate. It has a video monitor 
attached with a blinking red light. Shelby waves to a 
video camera on the gate. After a beat, the monitor 
flashes a message: ACCESS DENIED.

2. Another gate has a sign on it that reads: WARNING. 
ALARMED ELECTRIC GATE. 7,000 VOLTS. She picks up a stick. 
Throws it at the gate. The gate sizzles. Shelby recoils.

3. Shelby stands by a gate with a big ornate “B” on it 
but no monitor, no keypad. Shelby cups her hands around 
her mouth, yells.

SHELBY
Hello!

A red Porsche blows past Shelby, goes to the gate with 
the B on it. The gate opens automatically and the Porsche 
enters. 

Shelby watches the Porsche fly down the dirt driveway. 
The gate remains open. She pauses. Thinks. Jumps in the 
mustang and steps on the gas, headed for the gate. 

The gate begins closing. Shelby squeezes the steering 
wheel. The gate closes more. Shelby directs the Mustang 
through the gate with just enough room to spare. Shelby 
hits the brakes. She watches the gate close behind her. 
She stares at the big B on the gate.
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EXT. BUTTICO ESTATE - JORDAN, MT - MOMENTS LATER

Shelby approaches the front door of a huge FAUX GOTHIC 
MANSION surrounded by an English garden. Beyond, hundreds 
of acres of open prairie encircle the house and garden. 
Shelby rings the bell. A beat. An ancient BUTLER (80s) in 
a bow tie, black suit and grey waistcoat opens the door.

BUTLER
Yes.

SHELBY
I’m hear for a meeting with Mr. B.

The butler frowns. Shelby grins.

BUTLER
You have a meeting with Mr. Buttico.

SHELBY
Yes. I do. 

The butler looks Shelby up and down. She smiles meekly.

BUTLER
Very well.

The butler moves aside, allows Shelby to enter. She steps 
in the door, stops in her tracks, takes in the immense 
and elaborate atrium.

INT. OFFICE - BUTTICO ESTATE - JORDAN, MT - CONTINUOUS

Shelby tiptoes into a darkly lit office. The door closes 
behind her. Hunter green paint, hunting paintings and 
leatherbound books -- decor so predictable it seems fake. 
Shelby makes her way to the only personal touches in the 
room: a group of framed photos.

The photos all feature the same MAN, a handsome, olive-
skinned gangster-type with a striking head of dark hair 
in a pompadour. He’s photographed with Frank Sinatra, 
Dean Martin, Don Rickles, Joe Namath and Marilyn Monroe. 

The door opens and the butler pushes a wheelchair into 
the room. In it is VINNY “BUTTS” BUTTICO, the man from 
the pictures. His skin is paper white, his eyes are 
watery and he’s rail thin but the pompadour - now stark 
white - remains perfectly quaffed.

(CONTINUED)
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The butler wheels Mr. Buttico over to a window that looks 
out onto the English garden full of roses and statues of 
Greek gods. The butler nods to Shelby and exits.

Shelby approaches Mr. Buttico, who stares out the window. 
He’s out of it. Shelby sits on window ledge right in 
front of Mr. Buttico. He stares right through her. She 
waves her hand. Nothing.

SHELBY
Mr. Buttico.

Mr. Buttico doesn’t even flinch. Shelby buries her head 
in her hands. She pulls her hands away. Tears well up in 
her eyes. She wipes them away and laughs at herself.

SHELBY
Jesus, what did I expect? I was 
going to waltz into some mobster’s 
- no offense - 

(she nods to Mr. Buttico)
house and he was just going to be 
like, “Yeah, I’m a drug dealer. 
I’d love to help you unload a 
million dollars worth of dope.”

Shelby gets off the ledge. Moves to leave. Stops, turns.

SHELBY
It was nice to meet you. I like 
your hair.

Mr. Buttico doesn’t move. Shelby exits the office, 
run/walks toward the front door. Her boots echo in the 
atrium. The Butler tries to catch her. She waves him off.

SHELBY
I’ll see myself out. Thanks.

Shelby jumps in her Mustang. Hits the gas and sprays 
gravel speeding away.

EXT. MONTANA HIGHWAY - CONTINUOUS

Shelby stares straight ahead. Face blank - she’s all 
cried out. She clocks the red Porsche in her rearview 
mirror. It’s got New York plates and flies up right 
behind her and lays on the horn. Shelby bites her lip.

SHELBY
Oh shit.
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The DRIVER waves a hand out the window. Shelby floors it. 
The Mustang pulls away. VROOOM. The Porsche’s engine revs 
and in seconds the Porsche pulls alongside the Mustang. 

SHELBY
Fuck you.

The driver yells at Shelby. Shelby doesn’t look. Just 
slaps a middle finger on her window. The Porsche speeds 
past Shelby, cuts off both lanes of traffic. 

SCREECH. Shelby slams on the breaks. She stops just short 
of t-boning the Porsche.

The DRIVER (female 20s) gets out of the Porsche, marches 
to Shelby’s window sporting bad-ass business attire: 
black leather skirt, white silk top, herringbone/leather 
jacquard blazer and heels.  

Shelby freezes in awe then searches the car for a weapon. 
TAP TAP. The driver knocks on Shelby’s window and says 
something. TAP TAP. She repeats her words and Shelby 
cocks her head, stops searching. 

Shelby looks the driver up and down, cracks the window.

SHELBY
What?

YOUNG MAN
My name is Vinnie Buttico.

SHELBY
Wait, the Vinnie Butts?

VINNIE
No. I’m Vincenza. He’s my 
grandfather. You just met with him. 

SHELBY
So?

VINNIE
I think we should talk. You know 
the Daily Cup about a mile ahead? 

Shelby shrugs.

VINCENT
Meet me there.

Vinnie fires up the Porsche, takes off. Shelby watches 
till she’s gone. Drops her head on the steering wheel.

CONTINUED:
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EXT. DAILY CUP - A COUPLE MINUTES LATER

An old farm house turned diner on the side of the road. 
It’s the kind of place where farmers sit and bullshit 
about stock/crop prices over a five cent cup of Joe. 
Shelby pulls up and the red Porsche sits out front next 
to a bunch of old pick ups. 

INT. DAILY CUP - CONTINUOUS

Shelby enters the diner. Vinnie, with a huge leather hobo 
bag hanging in the crook of her arm, laughs at something 
an OLD FARMER (70s) says to her. The Old Farmer pats 
Vinnie on the back. The HOSTESS (60s), blue-hair and 
overweight, approaches Vinnie. Caresses Vinnie’s hand.  

HOSTESS
Your regular booth Vinnie? 

VINNIE
You spoil me Deb.

Shelby follows Vinnie and Deb to a booth in the back 
corner. Vinnie waves to other FARMERS as she walks. Deb 
hands Shelby a menu, leaves. Vinnie scoots into a both, 
her back to the wall and facing the door.

VINCENT
Granddad always told me, tip a 
hundred bucks when you walk in a 
joint and always sit with your back 
to the wall and eyes on the door.

Deb comes over with a coffee and slides a plate of eggs, 
toast and potatoes in front of Vinnie.

DEB
The usual.

VINNIE
Ah, thank you.

Deb looks at Shelby, who looks like she could use a good 
meal. 

DEB
How ‘bout you hon’?

Shelby shakes her head ‘no.’
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VINNIE
You sure? Nothing beats breakfast 
for lunch.

Shelby shakes her head. Vinnie shrugs at Deb, who frowns 
and walks away.

SHELBY
I think I should go.

Shelby gets up. Turns to go. 

VINNIE
So tell me about this million 
dollars worth of dope.

Shelby stops. Sits back down. Stares at Vinnie.

VINNIE
That mansion has more cameras in 
it than a Japanese tour bus. Come 
on. Tell me.

Vinnie takes a big bite of egg. Chews vigorously. 

SHELBY
I don’t even know who you are? 

Vinnie swallows. Wipes her mouth.

VINNIE
Well, I told you my name. What else 
do you want to know? Fire away.

SHELBY
What are doing in Montana for starters? 
Your license plates are New York.

VINNIE
Let’s just say my folks weren’t too 
happy that after I got a business 
degree from NYU, I wanted to go 
into the family business. Said 
I should get an internship. 
Internship. Work for free. Fuck that.

Vinnie takes another bite. Chews. Swallows. Talks.

VINNIE
I got into a little scrape and they 
told me they’d cut me off or ship me 
out here to look after my grandfather. 
I’m no nurse. Sti cazzi. 
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SHELBY
What’s that mean?

VINNIE
Fuck that.

Shelby rolls her eyes.  

VINNIE
But then I thought about it. Back 
home everyone’s fighting for scraps. 
Trying to get made. Plus, those old 
goombas only think a woman is good 
for cooking, cleaning and fucking. 
Shit they want. Fuck that.

Shelby raises her head. Meets Vinnie’s gaze.

VINNIE
You know what I mean. What about 
what we want? Out here, I could 
set up my own thing. Be my own boss.

Vinnie shrugs. Takes another bite. Chews and talks.

VINNIE
But I’m open to a partnership. 
Hell, Hewlett had Packard. Gates 
had Allen. Jobs had Wozniak. So 
where’d you score the product?

SHELBY
I’m gonna tell you. Fuck that.

Vinnie smiles. Lifts her fork, points it at Shelby.

VINNIE
Nice. What’s your plan? Going door to 
door till you sneak in another gate?

Shelby looks away. Her hands jitters on the table.

VINNIE
Ah, so there is no plan. Always gotta 
have a good business plan. Unless 
you plan to use it all yourself.

Shelby glances at Vinnie, who nods to her shaking hands.

SHELBY
I gotta go.
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Shelby jumps up. Storms out of the diner. Vinnie watches 
her go. Shrugs. Takes another bite of eggs.

EXT. MONTANA HIGHWAY - LATER - DAY

Not paying attention, Vinnie cruises along listening to a 
business podcast. Shelby’s mustang flies up behind her, 
passes her and cuts her off. Vinnie slams on the brakes, 
barely avoiding Shelby’s car.

Shelby exits the Mustang. Pale and sweaty, she staggers 
to Vinnie’s window.

SHELBY
So what’s our plan?

A big grin stretches across Vinnie’s face. Stonefaced, 
Shelby stares at Vinnie for a beat before doubling over 
and puking all over the hood of the Porsche.

Shelby crumples to the ground.

Vinnie’s smile fades.

END OF ACT THREE
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ACT FOUR

INT. BEDROOM - BUTTICO ESTATE - JORDAN, MT - MORNING

Shelby pries open her blood shot eyes. Pale and clammy, 
she swims in the covers of a huge four poster bed. She 
turns her head to take in the rest of the room and her 
eyes flash with pain. 

With great care, she sits up, puts her legs over the 
bed’s edge. Her boots lay on a fine Persian rug next to a 
bucket. Some clean clothes sit on the polished mahogany 
night stand.

Shelby slides out of bed. Her feet touch the floor and 
her knees buckle. Finds her balance. Picks up the clothes 
from the night stand. She looks in the mirror holding a 
pair of pink bootie shorts with JUICY on the back. She 
raises an eyebrow.

INT. OFFICE - BUTTICO ESTATE - JORDAN, MT - MORNING

Shelby enters the office wearing the pink shorts and a 
pink sweatshirt. Vinnie talks on the phone, points to a 
table with a pitcher of coffee and fine china. Shelby 
pours herself a cup. She’s drawn to the pictures of 
Vinnie’s grandfather on the wall.

VINNIE
(on the phone)

That’s bull shit.

A beat.

VINNIE
Oh, first I’m inexperienced, now 
I’m too emotional. Fuck that. I 
bet you didn’t say that to my 
grandfather when he cut off your 
finger for skimming his cut. Yeah, 
I know about that.

A beat. Vinnie looks at her phone. CALL ENDED.

VINNIE
Shit.

Vinnie shifts her gaze to Shelby.

VINNIE
Feeling better?

CONTINUED:
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SHELBY
No. 

VINNIE
Good.

Shelby turns to Vinnie. Vinnie meets her gaze.

VINNIE
Now you know why we sell this shit 
not ingest it.

Shelby rolls her eyes. Turns back to the pictures. 

SHELBY
Yeah, so how’s the selling going?

VINNIE
Shitty. All my granddad’s old 
cronies are either dead, retired or 
stupid.

Vinnie approaches Shelby. Eyes a photo of her grandfather 
with a SOUR MAN with a square head, flat crooked nose.

VINNIE
That’s J. Edgar Hoover.

SHELBY
Really?

VINNIE
Yeah, Granddad said knowing your 
enemies is more important than 
trusting your friends.

Vinnie’s eyes wander to another photo of her grandad with 
TOMMY “TOMATO” MORETTI (40s), a red-faced mobster in a 
double-breasted suit.

VINNIE
Fuckin’ A. That’s it.

Recharged, Vinnie marches off. Shelby watches her go.

VINNIE
Come on Juicy.

Off Shelby, staring at the photo of Moretti.

CONTINUED:
38.



EXT. GARDEN - MORETTI ESTATE - JORDAN, MT - AFTERNOON

Moretti, still red-faced but now in his 70s, waters his 
huge tomato garden. Vinnie stands next to Moretti. Behind 
them, Shelby, barely able to stand, wilts in the midday 
sun. Moretti looks at Shelby. Frowns at her.

MORETTI
So let me get this straight. You 
want me to come out of retirement 
to help you and your junkie friend 
make a play?

VINNIE
Yup.

MORETTI
Ya’ know I never liked your 
grandfather. Everyone else did. 
But I saw through the hair and 
bullshit to his rat-ass core.

Vinnie smiles. Steps forward. Picks a tomato. Bites it. 
Spits a chunk of it on the ground.

MORETTI
Eh--

VINNIE
Granddad always said you were 
bitter. 

Vinnie flips Moretti the tomato. He catches it.

VINNIE
(to Shelby)

We’re out of here.

Moretti watches the girls go. Looks at the bitten tomato. 
Drops it on the ground, crushes it with his foot.

EXT. MORETTI ESTATE - JORDAN, MONTANA - NIGHT 

A moonlit night. Vinnie and Shelby stand next to the 
Porsche looking at Moretti’s lush vegetable gardens. 

SHELBY
If Moretti doesn’t want anything 
to do with us, why are we here?
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An engine ROARS. Vinnie nods to the road. Over a hill 
comes a tractor driven by the Old Farmer Vinnie talked to 
at the cafe. The farmer raises a finger off the steering 
wheel to Vinnie.

The tractor slams right into the gate, throws it forward 
and enters Moretti’s property. The tractor crashes into 
the garden, destroying the ripe tomato plants.

SHELBY
Damn, isn’t this gonna piss off Moretti?

Vinnie moves to the Porsche. Opens the driver’s door.

VINNIE
That’s the plan.

VINNIE
When I first came out here, I just 
sat in my grandfather’s study and 
read to him. Everything you can 
think of about Montana and the West. 

Vinnie and Shelby get in the car.

VINNIE
Before World War two, the Nazi’s 
broadcast radio messages to Native 
Americans to get them to join Germany’s 
fight against the US government. They 
figured the enemy of my enemy is my 
friend.

Vinnie fires up the Porsche.

VINNIE
The Indians were like fuck that. 
We’re gonna scalp that Mustache-
Smeller. That’s what they called 
Hitler. Mustache-Smeller. It 
didn’t work, but the thinking 
behind it was sound.  

SHELBY
So...

VINNIE
So, Moretti’s sworn enemy is Mr. 
DiDimenico. So now, by definition, 
we’re Mr. D’s friend.

CONTINUED:
40.



INT. WAREHOUSE - BILLINGS, MONTANA - DAY

Scott and Plummer stare. Dead bodies litter the floor. 

SCOTT
Tino Lopez, local boss for the 
Juarez cartel. 

PLUMMER
You’ve done your homework. This is 
Manuel, one of his lieutenants.

Plummer casts his hand at the dead men behind Tino.

PLUMMER
These are his amigos. 

Plummer walks over to the other side of the warehouse.

PLUMMER
But who the hell are these fucking 
stormtrooper wannabes?

Plummer scratches his head and ass at the same time.

PLUMMER
No survivors.

Scott surveys the scene. Looks at the cat walk up above 
and the empty oil drums around the warehouse floor.

SCOTT
There are so many great places to 
set up in here if you’re going to 
ambush someone...

PLUMMER
Had to have been a deal gone bad. 
They’re facing off directly at one 
another...

SCOTT
Yeah, but...

Scott looks down at the dead stormtroppers in their 
commando gear and helmets.

SCOTT
...would you do a deal with these 
guys?

Scott’s eyes search the warehouse. Scratches his chin.
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PLUMMER
What?

SCOTT
If it was a deal gone bad, where’s 
the product?

PLUMMER
So, we got a survivor?

SCOTT
That, or someone beat us here.

INT. LOLO CREEK STEAKHOUSE - LOLO, MONTANA - DAY

A few tourists eat at tables in this restaurant with a 
log cabin interior with antler chandeliers and all manner 
of hunting trophies hanging on the walls.  

In the back, NICKY BARBOZA (60s), huge head and nose, 
sporting a lime green knit polo circa 1960, mauls a huge 
bloody steak while he talks. His iPhone with a pack of 
smokes on top of it lies by his plate. 

NICKY’S POV: An untouched steak sits in front of the 
person Nicky talks to. We don’t see their face; all we 
see is cleavage in a black bra under a white V-neck.

BARBOZA
Mr. DiDimenico had me take this 
meeting as a courtesy. He 
appreciated how you handled the 
Moretti situation and outta 
respect for your family name and 
everything your grandfather did. 

Barboza makes the sign of the cross.

BARBOZA
God rest his soul. 

VINNIE (O.S.)
He had a stroke. He’s not dead. 

Barboza shrugs. Checks out the cleavage again. Stuffs a 
huge fork full of meat in his mouth. Eyes some more tits.

BARBOZA
Eatin’ through a tube ain’t livin’

Barboza looks down and goes to town on the steak.
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VINNIE (O.S.)
Well I took this meeting as a 
courtesy as well. I wanted to pay 
my respect to Mr. D, but I have 
enough product to run my own show. 

Barboza stops eating. Raises his eyes to Vinnie’s face.

BARBOZA
Really? You have that much?

Vinnie pushes back her seat. Stands.

BARBOZA
Whoa, whoa. Wait a second dear. You 
haven’t even touched your steak.

VINCENT
I don’t eat red meat. 

BARBOZA
Santo cielo. You kidding me?

VINCENT
Nope.

Barboza chuckles.

BARBOZA
You ain’t gonna survive long out here.

VINCENT
We’ll see.

BARBOZA
Guess we will. So how much you got?

VINCENT
A truck load.

Barboza picks up the phone. The screen shows it has been 
on a call the whole time they’ve been talking.

BARBOZA
(into the phone)

You hear that boss?
(beat)

Yes, sir.

Barboza hangs up. Motions to a WAITRESS (30s). When she 
comes over, Barboza takes a pen and pad out of her apron 
and nods for her to leave. 
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Barboza writes a phone number on the pad, rips off the 
paper, holds it out to Vinnie but just far enough so she 
has to reach across and give him a look down her shirt.

BARBOZA
Tasty.

Off Barboza, steak blood drips down his chin.

EXT. SIDE OF THE ROAD - LIBBY, MONTANA - NIGHT

The siren lights of a local sheriff’s cruiser light up 
the emptiness of the Montana night. On the shoulder, the 
cruiser sits behind the old green pickup from the Taco 
Bus. A SHERIFF (50s) stands behind the pickup.  

A Bronco pulls up behind the cruiser. Scott and Plummer 
get out. The Sheriff nods to them as they approach the 
pickup. The front door is wide open. Inside blood is 
everywhere. Luis’ body slopes in the driver’s seat, one 
bullet hole in his head and one in his chest.

EXT. DIRT ROAD - WHITLASH, MONTANA - NIGHT

Shelby fidgets behind the wheel of her truck and trailer. 
Vinnie sits shotgun, tapping on the dash.

The black Escalade with tinted windows from the warehouse 
pulls up. THREE NARCOS - drug traffickers - wearing 
Mexican soccer jerseys get out. LEON (30, big boned), and 
ATLAS (23, wiry and baby-faced), carry Uzis. CHIVAS (30, 
tall and imposing) stands before the SUV.  

Shelby and Vinnie look at each other. Get out, stand in 
front of their vehicle. Chivas nods to Atlas and Leon, 
who circle behind Shelby and Vinnie, disappear behind the 
trailer. The trailer OPENING breaks the silence.

SHELBY
Hey. What the fuc--

Shelby marches to the back of the trailer. Stops in her 
tracks, stumbles backwards with her hands up when Leon 
appears with his gun pointed at her. Atlas follows Leon 
carrying a brick of narcotics. 

Atlas hands the brick to Chivas, who tastes the drugs. 
Chivas eyes Vinnie and Shelby, tastes some more.

SHELBY
It’s the real deal.
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Chivas holds up a finger. Shelby and Vinnie look at each 
other, back at Chivas. The back door of the SUV opens. 

A bedazzled boot appears. Then another. PICO (35), 
shirtless and soulless, slithers out of the backseat in 
awful rhinestone jeans and boots. He’s a Patron - a boss 
and his Mexican prison tats tell his sordid tale. 

Shelby and Vinnie instinctively tighten up and step back 
as Pico eyes them. Keeping his gaze on Vinnie and Shelby, 
Pico goes to Chivas. Pico tries the drugs, swishes them 
around his teeth. He smiles. 

PICO
That’s good juice.

Vinnie and Shelby exhale, relax their shoulders.

PICO
You know how I know?

Vinnie and Shelby look at each other, shrug.

SHELBY
No.

PICO
Of course you wouldn’t know. 
Because it’s mine. 

Shelby and Vinnie step backward. Leon and Atlas aim the 
Uzis at Shelby and Vinnie and they freeze. Pico balls up 
his fists, pounds his chest like an ape.

PICO
You sell my juice back to me. To me. 
You fucking set up Manuel and Tino, 
get ‘em to load our shit into your 
trailer and then you have the fucking 
cajones to sell my juice back to me. 
To me. 

Pounds his chest harder. Stomps up to Shelby.

PICO
You working for the Palizóns, eh 
puta?

SHELBY
I don’t work for anyone. 

PICO
Is that right?

CONTINUED:

(CONTINUED)

45.



SHELBY
Yeah.

Pico snarls at Shelby. Eyeballs Vinnie.

PICO
What about you paisan? Who you 
working for?

VINNIE
You know who put us in touch with you.

PICO
Of course I do. And why do think 
he did that? Think about it.

Vinnie looks away. Beat. Her shoulders slump.

PICO
Ah, now you get it. Thought 
because you got a pussy, Mr. D’s 
gonna give you a free pass. 
Chivalry, blood, country, oaths. 
That shit is dead. See, I don’t 
work for no one either. No fucking 
WOP. No fucking judío sucio. I’m 
the king. I wear the fucking 
crown. 

VINNIE
Do you know who I am? 

Chivas and Leon pull burlap sacks over Shelby and 
Vinnie’s heads. Everything goes black.

PICO
Yes, yes I do. I’m talking to a 
corpse.

END OF ACT FOUR
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ACT FIVE

EXT. FOREST - MONTANA/CANADA BORDER - NIGHT

The Escalade and Shelby’s truck and trailer roll up to a 
makeshift camp in the forest. A couple of campers and 
some tents made of tarps as well as garbage, gear and 
four-wheelers are scattered about.

Chivas pulls Shelby and Vinnie, bound and gagged, out of 
the back of the SUV. Leon exits Shelby’s truck, helps 
drag Shelby and Vinnie in front of a trailer and throws 
in some plastic chairs.

In the chairs next to Shelby and Vinnie are two other 
MEN. Beaten and bloody, Shelby stares at the men. Then it 
hits her. It’s Billy and Clyde.

Pico stands before the four chairs, surveys his quarry. 
Leon looks at Pico for orders. Pico nods to him:

PICO
Get some juice.

Leon nods and enters the trailer. Pico pulls a handgun 
from his waistband. Scratches his head with it. He 
catches Shelby looking at him and smiles at her. He 
sidles up to Shelby, whispers in her ear:

PICO
Decisions, decisions.

Leon exits the trailer holding a syringe, walks over to 
Pico. Pico grabs Shelby’s wrist, holds her arm out. She 
tries to fight and kick him but it’s no use, especially 
when Chivas comes over and grabs her legs.

Leon holds the syringe up. Shelby’s flinches, tries to 
push away but there’s nowhere to hide.

PICO
Don’t knock her out. I want her 
awake for this.

Leon shoots up Shelby. Her eyes roll back. She goes limp.

PICO
Take her inside.

Leon flops the limp Shelby over his shoulder and carries 
her in the camper. Vinnie spits the gag out of her mouth.
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VINNIE
Hey, you fuckers better--

Atlas walks up to Vinnie. They stare at one another 
before he backhands her across the face. Blood drips from 
her nose and mouth. She tries to lift her head up, but 
Atlas punches her in the head, knocking her out.

PICO
Don’t worry, you’ll get yours.

INT. PICO’S TRAILER - CONTINUOUS

Leon drops Shelby on a seedy and dirty mattress. She 
collapses like a wet noodle. 

Shelby’s eyeballs roll around in her head. She tries to 
focus. Fights the restraints. They don’t budge. Leon 
shakes his head. 

LEON
Perra estúpida.

Shelby’s eyes flash around the room, searching for 
something ... a weapon, a way out. Her eyes set upon the 
window next to bed. It has a spider web of cracks. She 
looks outside at the trees swaying in the breeze.

Pico enters, pulls his handgun out. Hands it Leon.

PICO
Kill them.

LEON
The girl too.

Shelby locks eyes with Pico.

PICO
Si.

Pico slashes across his throat with his finger.

EXT. PICO’S TRAILER - CONTINUOUS

Chivas and Leon stand before Billy, Clyde and Vinnie in 
the chairs. Leon hands the gun to Chivas. He cocks it.
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INT. PICO’S TRAILER - CONTINUOUS

Shelby lies spread eagle on the bed. Her eyes glassy and 
dazed. Pico unzips his pants. Unties Shelby’s feet 
restraints. Climbs on top of her.

BANG. A gun shot echoes from outside. Shelby flinches.

PICO
Adios contestant numero uno.

Shelby’s eyes meet Pico’s. He sneers. He unties her wrist 
restraints. Holds her arms down.

Lowers his head to her ear. Whispers:

PICO
I like it when you can fight a 
little. Makes it more fun.

Pico reaches down. Pulls off Shelby’s pants. Pushes them 
to the floor with his feet. He lets go of one of her 
wrists to pull off her wife beater.

SMACK

Shelby elbows him in the face. Flips him over so she’s on 
top of him. Pico’s eyes bulge.

BANG. Another gun shot from outside. Shelby’s head whips 
around to the door. She looks back at Pico. He smiles.

PICO
No where to run.

Shelby smiles. Pico raises an eye-brow. What’s this bitch 
thinking? His smile fades. Shelby throws herself against 
the cracked window. 

CRACK. CRASH.

Shelby flies outside. Lands on her back. Moans in pain. 
Struggles to her feet. Flees into the forest.

EXT. PICO’S TRAILER

Pico bursts out of the trailer.

PICO
Fuck.

Chivas, Leon and Atlas stare at him. Confused.
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PICO
Gun.

Chivas tosses Pico his handgun. 

EXT. FOREST, SOUTH OF THE MONTANA/CANADA BORDER - NIGHT

Shelby leaps a downed tree. Stumbles over deadfall. Runs 
for her life. Looks over her shoulder. Runs. A spotlight 
flashes behind her. Illuminates her face.

PICO
There.

CRACK. Pico fires a shot. Misses.

Shelby stumble-sprints through a dense evergreen forest. 
Slivers of moonlight cut through the darkness, illuminate 
her every breath. Fear clouds her eyes. Blood and mud 
cake her face. 

Her wife beater is ripped, bloody. Her white panties 
brown with dirt. Legs cut, bruised. Long strawberry 
blonde hair a rat’s nest of branches, leaves and broken 
glass. 

Shelby looks over her shoulder. Trips over a pointy 
stump. Slams to the ground. A nasty gash opens on her 
thigh. She stifles a cry. Tears well up. She wipes them 
away. Whips her head around. Her eyes bug out. Her 
breath, jagged and deep. 

In the distance, PICO’S VOICE calls out. A light flashes 
across the landscape. Branches crack under foot.

Shelby struggles to her feet. Chest heaving. Head on a 
swivel, she spots an uprooted tree with a cave of roots. 
She looks from the cave back at her pursuers. Shadowy 
figures approach. Decision time.

She climbs into the cave. Claws dirt, roots, branches on 
top of her. Puts her hand on her chest to control her 
breathing. She peaks out through a web of roots. Waits.

Fifty yards away, the shadows turn into Pico, Chivas, 
Leon and Atlas. The group moves in a horizontal line, 
spread about twenty feet apart. They take their time 
negotiating the under-growth and downed timbers.

Pico raises a hand. The group stops. Listens.

SNAP
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A twig breaks.

The men peer into the darkness. Pico points to the right. 
Atlas shines the light. Nothing. Pico waves the men 
forward. They inch closer to Shelby. She melts further 
into the cave.

SNAP. Another twig breaks.

The men stop. Pico points to the left. Atlas shines the 
light. Nothing. Chivas’ and Leon’s muscles tighten. Atlas 
bites his lip. 

Shelby looks up. The moon moves behind a cloud. She 
squints. Tries to sneak a peak at the men.

She leans forward. Something light-colored -- Maybe skin? 
Maybe fur? -- flits past her.

A branch CRACKS. 

Shelby clamps her hand over her mouth. Pushes back into 
the cave.

Searching the woods, Chivas drifts away from the group.

WHOOSH 

There’s sudden movement to Chivas’ left. He turns. Swings 
his gun in front of him. His eyes narrow.

WHOOSH

Chivas senses something behind him. Spins around. Nothing 
there. Spins back. The blood drains from his face. He 
opens his mouth. Nothing comes out.

SLASH. ZING!

A line of blood reaches across Chivas’ throat.

BRATBRAT-BRATBRAT

Chivas’ machine gun fires into the trees. Blood drenches 
the front of Chivas’ body. He drops to his knees. Falls 
forward. Disappears in the deadfall of branches.

LEON
Chivas!

BRATBRAT-BRATBRAT
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Leon sprays the woods with his machine gun. Trees 
crackle, snap above Shelby’s cave. She flinches. Covers 
her ears.

Leon runs to where Chivas was. Looks around wildly. 
Chivas is gone.

LEON
Chivas, where the fuck are 
you?

A slick of light on the ground. Leon inches toward it.

LEON
(whispers)

Chivas?

The moonlight catches the slick at a new angle. It’s red. 
A pool of blood. Nothing else there.

Sweat covers Leon’s brow. He spins in a circle. Stares 
into the woods. Crouches low. Hugs his gun. Mumbles a 
prayer in Spanish.

PICO (O.S.)
Leon, what is it? 

Leon doesn’t reply. Stares blankly into the dark forest.

WHOOSH

Atlas swings the flashlight in Leon’s direction. Atlas 
freezes. His pupils dilate.   

Leon flies/is carried over the ground. Slams into a tree. 
His neck snaps. He slides down the trunk, leaving a trail 
of blood.

Atlas’ flashlight stops on the tree, shines on the blood. 
Atlas’ jaw drops. He’s pale, sweating. The Uzi slips out 
of his hand. He backs up. Trips over some deadfall. 

PICO
Atlas, come here.

Atlas shakes his head, ‘No.’

PICO
Atlas!

Atlas stumbles to his feet. Backs up faster. Turns. 
Sprints away. Crashes through the forest. 
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His light fades away. The crashing turns to silence.

PICO
Motherfucker. 

Pico tightens his grip on his gun. Aims at the 
nothingness around him.

PICO
Come here you fucking bitch. 
I’m gonna fuck you, then fuck 
you up.

A GROWL? A MOAN? Pico’s ears perk up. 

PICO
Chivas? Leon?

Pico points his gun at the darkness. Creeps forward. 
Approaches the cave. Shelby hears Pico’s footsteps. Looks 
around the cave. Picks up a rock. Hefts it in her hand. 
Cocks it, ready to fight.

Pico steps in front of the cave. Looks down. Sees the 
bloody stump that sliced Shelby’s thigh. Sneers.

CRACK a twig breaks behind him. Pico turns around. ROAR.

Pico shrinks back. His eyes widen. A shadow crosses his 
face.

SLASH

Pico’s eyes glaze over. His mouth droops open. He drools 
blood. His body drops right in front of the cave. His 
lifeless dilated pupils stare at Shelby.

A twig SNAPS. Something WHOOSHES outside the cave. Shelby 
shakes. Drops the rock in her hand. Closes her eyes. 

EXT. FOREST, SOUTH OF THE MONTANA/CANADA BORDER - MORNING

Birds chirp. A sliver of sunlight warms Shelby’s face. 
Her eyes crack open. Then pop open. She reaches for the 
rock. Her eyes dart around. 

Shelby peers out of the cave. She’s alone. There’s a 
patch of blood outside the cave. No bodies. She looks up. 
The trees sway gently in the breeze.

CONTINUED: (3)
53.



EXT. PICO’S TRAILER - MORNING/LATER

Shelby stumbles into camp. It’s deserted except for 
Billy, Clyde and Vinnie strapped in their chairs. They 
are all bloody, their heads bent to the ground. Gunshot 
wounds paint the chests of Billy and Clyde. 

Shelby lifts Vincent’s bruised, bloody face. Crust coats 
her eyes. She doesn’t move. A tear forms in the corner of 
Shelby’s eye. She puts her head in her hands.

Vinnie GROANS. Shelby raises her head. Smiles. She grabs 
a canteen sitting on the ground. Lifts it to Vinnie’s 
lips. Gives her a drink. Vinnie sucks down the water.

EXT. MAIN STREET - EUREKA, MONTANA - DAY

Atlas stumbles down the sidewalk. His clothes are ripped 
and bloody. He mumbles to himself. Wags his head from 
side to side. The TOWNSPEOPLE walking by give him a wide-
berth. After they pass him, they stop, stare.

Atlas doesn’t notice the odd looks he gets shuffling past 
people or the police cruiser pulling up beside him. Two 
LOCAL COPS hop out of the cruiser and grab Atlas. Atlas 
doesn’t react. He stares ahead, mumbling in Spanish.

INT. HOSPITAL - KALISPELL, MONTANA

Two female F.B.I. AGENTS, HOLLINS (30s, curly hair, 
boyish, leather jacket, jeans) and MORAN (30s cute, pony 
tail, pant suit) stand outside a hospital room.

PLUMMER
G-Whoa-Men. How’s it hanging?

The agents ignore Plummer. Eyeball Scott.

SCOTT
Lorne Scott.

HOLLINS
Hollins.

MORAN
Moran.

Scott nods. Looks in the window of the hospital room 
behind the agents. Inside, Atlas lies on a bed, stares 
into space.
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HOLLINS
We’re still working on his 
identity. But our forensic team 
found where he came out of the 
woods. Somewhere near Eureka and 
they are tracing it back to where 
he started.

SCOTT
Did he give the artist anything to 
go on?

MORAN
This is all he gave us.

Moran hands Scott a piece of paper with a drawing of one 
of Shelby’s mustang cowboy boots on it.

PLUMMER
A cowboy boot. Chico’s been in 
Montana too long. 

SCOTT
That’s it. A boot? He saw a boot?

Collins and Moran share a look. 

SCOTT
What?

HOLLINS
Well, he said he saw something 
else. 

SCOTT
Okay.

Moran reads off her notebook. 

MORAN 
La fantasma sin ojos. 

Scott’s brow furrows.

SCOTT
Without eyes. Something without eyes.

HOLLINS
Ghost. Ghost with no eyes.

PLUMMER
Woooh. Scary.
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Scott ignores Plummer. Walks to the room window. Peers in 
at Atlas. Feeling Scott looking at him, Atlas turns, 
meets Scott’s gaze. Atlas’ sunken, dead eyes look right 
through Scott until Scott has to look away.

EXT. MONTANA/CANADA BORDER - DAY 

The DRONING of a small, two-prop airplane. The aircraft 
banks across blue skies. The plane drops in altitude, 
below it are pristine forests, lakes and mountains. 

Not a house or person in sight. The plane banks again, a 
dirt landing strip appears below in the forest.

The plane lands, pulls up to a stop. A small staircase 
folds down from the door. It opens, letting out FOUR 
NARCO COMMANDOS (30s) dressed in matching black fatigues 
and carrying AK-47s. They fan out along the runway.

MAKO CRUZ (40s), tall, fit with the chiseled good-looks 
of a Daytime Soap star, follows down the stairs. He wears 
a pristine black suit, crisp black collared shirt and 
white crocodile skin cowboy boots.

He surveys the unspoiled wilderness before him. Raises 
his arms till he’s in a Jesus Christ pose and takes a 
long, deep breath of the fresh mountain air. Exhales.

EXT. NATIONAL FOREST - MONTANA - NIGHT

A bonfire rages in front of Shelby and Vinnie. Both wear 
only bras and panties. Shelby’s truck and trailer idles 
behind them. They watch their clothes burn in the fire. 

Vinnie lifts a pair of heels covered in blood. Looks away 
in disgust and flings them into the fire.

VINNIE
Goodbye Gucci.

Shelby slides off her boots. Hefts them in her hands. 
Lovingly traces the mustang design with her fingers.

One by one, she flips the boots into the fire. For a 
second, they don’t burn. The flames lap around them 
enhancing their beauty. They catch and burn up, 
disappearing in the flames.

VINNIE
We gotta find some place to stash 
this stuff.
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SHELBY
I know just the place.

Off Shelby, as the reds and oranges and shadows of flames 
dance across her expressionless face.

END OF PILOT
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