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EXT. EL RANCHO COMMUNITY PARK - NIGHT

The rundown park sits between a mobile home community and the 
black expanse of the CLARK COUNTY WETLANDS.

You wouldn’t have to dig very deep to find a body in there.

The park is closed now, but that doesn’t stop a group of 
local HIGH-SCHOOLERS from congregating around the rusty old 
jungle gym. They climb and laugh and share a single joint.

EXT. EL RANCHO MOBILE HOMES - CONTINUOUS

A hundred yards away, A DARK SEDAN sits in the otherwise 
empty guest lot of the mobile home park. 

Inside the vehicle, the silhouette of A MAN watching the 
teens through BINOCULARS. 

EXT. EL RANCHO COMMUNITY PARK - CONTINUOUS

ZACH (16) is a husky kid with wispy facial hair -- a white 
boy who longs to be a cholo. He COUGHS out a cloud of smoke 
and passes the roach to JACOB (15), a hyperactive Latino with 
an athletic build.

ZACH
I better take off. If Grandma gets 
home before me, she’ll lose her 
shit.

JACOB
Give Abuela my love, ese!

To punctuate the sentiment, Jacob puts two fingers to his 
mouth and flicks his tongue between them. Zach PUNCHES Jacob 
in the arm. The group SNICKERS.

Zach picks up his bicycle, mounts it, and gives GLORIA (14) a 
sloppy kiss. She wears a pound of makeup and not much else.

ZACH
You comin’ by later?

GLORIA
Maybe. I’m pretty baked.

ZACH
Text me, okay?

She nods. Then Zach yanks at his own crotch and announces to 
the group...



ZACH (CONT’D)
Chupa me juevos, pendejos!

With that, he PEDALS OFF, popping a wheelie and swigging from 
his can of beer. The teens let out wild HOOTS.

None of them notices the sinister car exit the nearby lot -- 
headlights still off -- and slowly follow Zach.

EXT. EL RANCHO NEIGHBORHOOD - VARIOUS - MOMENTS LATER

Zach slaloms through the vacant streets. He downs the last of 
his beer and CHUCKS the can into the brush.  

Without warning, a METALLIC ITEM rockets towards him, hits 
his front tire, and entangles itself in the spokes. 

Zach LAUNCHES over the handlebars and TUMBLES along the 
unforgiving pavement. 

When the dust finally settles, he assesses the damage: 
Skinned hands, knees, elbows... nothing new.

As he attempts to stand up, TWO LARGE GLOVED HANDS appear 
from nowhere and yank the boy into the air.

Zach SLAMS down into A TRUNK, and before he can protest...

INT. “THE MAN’S” TRUNK - CONTINUOUS

The lid SLAMS SHUT.

DARKNESS.

The muffled ROAR of the engine. Then tires CRUNCHING gravel.

SOUNDS of the car driving for a bit, then the motor cuts... 
SILENCE.

CLUNK. The trunk opens, revealing a starry sky above.

EXT. CLARK COUNTY WETLANDS - MOMENTS LATER

Zach blinks and sees a HUGE FIGURE towering over him.

He’s hoisted into the air again... and then SLAMMED down to 
the dirt. 

Zach looks around, desperate to get his bearings. There’s 
only DARK WILDERNESS in every direction. Impossibly far in 
the distance, the neon glow of THE VEGAS STRIP taunts him. 
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THE MAN standing above Zach wears a matte black MOTORCYCLE 
HELMET with a mirrored front. He remains eerily silent.

ZACH
What do you want, ese?

The helmet cocks to one side. 

ZACH (CONT’D)
I don’t got no money!

Zach tries to rise, but is KICKED back down.

ZACH (CONT’D)
Who the fuck are you?

The helmet leans down into his face. Zach’s tough act is 
shattered when he sees his own TERRIFIED EYES reflecting back 
at him in the visor.

EXT. CAMDEN HIGH SCHOOL - DAY

A cluster of tan school buildings blends into the drab desert 
surroundings. Just beyond this, a hazy view of the STRIP.

Camden High is nestled in a quiet, affluent suburb of Sin 
City. The architecture is modern, the landscaping pristine. 
You won’t find barbed wire or metal detectors on this campus. 

The tranquility is pierced by an obnoxious BUZZER.

INT. CAMDEN HIGH SCHOOL - CHEMISTRY LAB - DAY

CHAOS. The rowdy group of 14-16 year-olds haphazardly cleans 
up their experiments and shoves books into backpacks, 
CHATTING and GIGGLING all the while. 

MRS. SPALINGER (50s) -- counting the seconds to retirement --  
does her best to YELL above the din.

MRS. SPALINGER 
As your benevolent ruler, I’ll let 
you out a couple minutes early... 
IF your stations are immaculate, 
AND you quiet down.

The students halfheartedly comply. 

CARLOS (15, Latino) is scrawnier than the other boys, and has 
a pronounced cleft palate. He shuffles through the room, 
gathering all the glassware (test tubes, beakers, etc.), and 
gingerly placing each item into a cardboard box.

3.



Zach whispers to Jacob and MARIO (16), another delinquent 
from the park gang. The three of them gesture toward Carlos.

ZACH
Fuckin’ teacher’s pet.

MARIO
If Spalinger told Carlos to lick 
her chocha, he’d ask for seconds.

The boys LAUGH, then quickly quiet down as Carlos approaches 
their table.

JACOB
(to Carlos, re: box)

Got any dental dam in there?

More CHUCKLES. Carlos ignores the taunts and walks past them.

MARIO
(mumbling)

What’s dental dam?

Zach glances to make sure Mrs. Spalinger is distracted...

ZACH
Check this out...

He KICKS the back of Carlos’s knee.

CRASH! Carlos FALLS DOWN HARD, crushing the box under him.

ZACH (CONT’D)
Down goes Frazier!

The whole class erupts in HYSTERICAL LAUGHTER.

Carlos MOANS softly. The teacher DARTS across the room.

MRS. SPALINGER
The hell’s going on over here? Who 
did this?

Zach crouches down to Carlos and whispers.

ZACH
Get up, pussy.

Carlos slowly lifts himself from the floor, revealing a 
widening POOL OF BLOOD.

The laughter stops immediately, replaced by horrified GASPS. 
Gloria looks nauseous.
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GLORIA
Aww, sick!

SMALL SHARDS OF GLASS protrude from Carlos’s arms and chest. 
He’s pale and wide-eyed, but he doesn’t cry.

MARIO
Don’t touch him, Mrs. Spalinger... 
You’ll catch Asperger’s.

Mario CHORTLES at his own joke, but no one else is amused.

ZACH sinks back, letting the crowd swallow him.

MRS. SPALINGER
Somebody get Mister DeLoach!

INT. CAMDEN HIGH SCHOOL - NURSE'S OFFICE - DAY

SIMON DELOACH (32) is the school nurse. Even through his 
baggy blue scrubs, it’s clear he works out, but his shy 
demeanor presents an odd contrast to his large frame.

He administers medicine to HANNAH (16), a heavyset but peppy 
student. She swallows the pills dutifully as she rambles.

HANNAH
..so now my shrink is adding 
another anxiety med, and I’m like, 
is this why I still can’t shed my 
baby-fat? That’s what Mom calls it. 
Baby fat. You think that’s 
possible?

SIMON is soft-spoken and careful.

SIMON
Hannah... anxiety meds can certainly 
mess with metabolism, but--

HANNAH
I know, I know, I’m just freaking 
out for nothing. Mom says exercise 
and portion control and--

Henry BURSTS into the office, out of breath. 

HENRY
Mrs. Spalinger sent me. Carlos is 
hurt bad!

Simon grabs a FIRST AID KIT and flies out the door before 
Henry can finish. 
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INT. CAMDEN HIGH SCHOOL - CHEMISTRY LAB - MOMENTS LATER

Simon’s already on the classroom floor, crouched over Carlos. 
His voice is calm.

SIMON
(to Mrs. Spalinger)

Call nine-one-one.
(to the group)

Come on, people, give us some room 
here, okay?

He uses tweezers to pluck the largest shards out of Carlos’s 
flesh, and carefully cleans each wound.

The teens remain frozen, gawking. Spalinger tries it her way.

MRS. SPALINGER
You heard the man; back off! Better 
yet... everybody just head to your 
next class. Nothing more to see 
here. Go, go, go!

The room clears out in a loud STAMPEDE.

At last, only Carlos, Simon, and Mrs. Spalinger remain. She’s 
on the phone, explaining to a dispatcher (inaudible). 

Carlos WHIMPERS softly, clearly in shock.

SIMON
Who did this, Carlos? Did somebody 
push you down?

Carlos doesn’t respond. He gazes out the large window. Simon 
follows his gaze. 

Zach and his cohorts stand outside, 20 feet beyond the glass. 
Zach stares right back at Carlos. His eyes GLARE a warning.

When Zach sees that the nurse has spotted him, he ducks out 
of sight. Simon turns back to Carlos.

SIMON (CONT’D)
You’re going to be okay, pal. Help 
is on the way.

EXT. CLARK COUNTY WETLANDS - NIGHT

Back out in the desert... Zach CRASHES down into the rocky 
earth again. Blood flows from his scraped legs.

A muffled voice GROWLS from beneath the helmet...
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THE MAN
Leave him alone.

Zach needs a moment to register the words.

ZACH
What? Who?

Zach rises to his knees, frantically looking around for his 
friends. They must be pulling a prank on him.

ZACH (CONT’D)
(through nervous laughter)

Mario? You out here, bro? You hire 
this puto creep to--

THWACK! Two gloved fingers JAB into Zach’s throat, stealing 
his voice.

Zach fights tears as he swings wildly, PUNCHING the 
stranger’s chest and abdomen.

The blows push the man backwards and off-balance for a 
moment, until he catches Zach’s fists and expertly twists him 
into a headlock. 

THE MAN
Leave. Him. Alone.

ZACH
(hoarse now)

Who him? I don’t know what the fuck 
you’re talking about!  

A muffled whisper...

THE MAN
Carlos.

He lets Zach out of the hold. Zach stumbles away from his 
attacker.

ZACH
Carlos? That’s what this is about? 
That little panocha? What’re you, 
his dad or something?

THUMP! A fist to the gut, emptying Zach’s lungs. He clutches 
his chest, fully sobbing now.

ZACH (CONT’D)
Wait... I’m just a... just a kid. 
Shit happened today... was an 
accident... didn’t mean to hurt--
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THE MAN
Leave him alone.

A boot STOMPS down on Zach’s fingers. CRACK. He WAILS.

THE MAN (CONT’D)
Leave him alone.

The man grabs the boy from behind and ties a DIRTY RAG around 
his head, covering his eyes. Another muffled whisper...

THE MAN (CONT’D)
Tell anyone about this... even your 
grandmother... you die.

Zach braces himself for another blow... but it never arrives. 

Tires SCREECH, belching a CLOUD OF DIRT at the boy’s back.

The ROAR of the engine fades into the distance, leaving only 
the sound of Zach’s SHORT BREATHS. 

After a few moments, he slowly reaches his trembling hands up 
and removes the blindfold. He’s alone in the middle of the 
night in the middle of nowhere... but at least he’s alive.

EXT./INT. “THE MAN’S” CAR - DRIVING - MOMENTS LATER

The Man yanks off his helmet as he drives. IT’S SIMON. He 
looks in the rearview mirror with regret in his eyes.

He pulls out a FLIP-PHONE and dials.

DISPATCHER (V.O.)
Nine-one-one, what’s your emergency?

SIMON
Yeah, I just saw some kid in the 
wetlands... walking by the road. He 
looked... wobbly, like he might be 
drunk or something. Nearly hit him 
with my car.

DISPATCHER (V.O.)
Where exactly did you see him?

SIMON
Out by East Russel and Silver Bowl 
Park. Just a couple minutes ago.

The driver’s-side window rolls down, and Simon tosses the 
burner out. It SHATTERS on the asphalt. The vehicle SPEEDS 
down the road, toward the unforgiving lights of Sin City.
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