
EXT. DOUBLE D - BARN - MORNING

Birds chirp. It’s a sunny country morning. An old SIGN sits 
nailed to a barn door (or a TITLE CARD in WILD WEST font). It 
reads, THE DOUBLE D DUDE RANCH. 

The sound of pitching hay. 

Pull out to a muscled and handsome, CLINT EVANS, head 
wrangler of the Double D Dude Ranch. He pitchforks hay from 
the back of a pick-up truck into a hay mound near the barn. 
Sweat glistens, and he grunts with each stab and release. 

He pauses, tips up his cowboy hat and wipes his brow with the 
back of his hand. 

Behind him, a sharp CRACK like a twig snapping. CLOSE SHOT on 
Clint’s eyes, looking left, then right -- a real Sergio Leone 
moment of tension. 

His fingers twitch. His old fashioned cowboy REVOLVER, sits 
just feet away in the open bed of the truck, and we sense 
someone is hovering close behind him, behind us. 

We hear WIND whistle. 

Without turning, Clint jams the pitchfork into the pile and 
grips it tightly.  

Suddenly, he reaches for that holster when a SHOT is fired, 
into the air behind him. He freezes. 

We hear the voice of DIANA DEEN, the sexy owner of The Double 
D Dude Ranch. 

DIANA (O.S.)
I wouldn’t touch that piece if I 
were you, Clint. 

Clint hovers frozen in mid-lunge, arm reaching, fingers 
trembling. 

CLINT
(surprised)

Diana, I thought you were -- 

We see Diana’s red lips, her seductive eyes. She smiles 
wickedly and we hear her pistol CLICK another round into the 
chamber. 

DIANA
In the shower? 

(beat)
(MORE)



Put your hands where I can see them 
and turn around nice and slow.  

Clint raises his arms nice and slow. He’s been in this sexual 
role-play with the boss before. 

He turns and as he does, we FAVOR Diana. She’s dressed to 
kill in a sexy cowgirl ensemble. No cigarillo, but she’s 
tough, with her PISTOL aimed at his heart.

Clint GULPS as if this is it, but with that gulp also comes a 
grin. 

CLINT
Have I been a bad wrangler, ma’am? 

DIANA
Oh, nothing a little roll in the 
hay won’t take care of. 

Diana throws down her pistol, opens her shirt while walking 
toward him and, of course, with this set-up, we move right 
into: 

(LOVE SCENE #1 - Clint and Diana)

DISSOLVE TO:

INT. VISITOR VAN - MORNING

We are tight on the beautiful eyes of PENELOPEE KERNS, early 
twenties, sexy-cute with Buddy Holly glasses and a rock band 
T-shirt. She stares contentedly out the van window at the 
country landscape. Resting her head on Penelopee’s shoulder 
is ANNE STEVENS, also early twenties, auburn sexy, preppie. 

Penelopee strokes Anne’s hair. 

PENELOPEE
The man’s gotta have a big six 
shooter and know how to use it. 

Penelopee raises her hand and fake shoots the air in front 
her, blows fake smoke from her finger-pistol. 

ANNE
(smiling)

Where’s he gonna stick that big gun 
when he’s finished chewing your 
grass? 
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DIANA (CONT'D)



PENELOPEE
Jealous, Anne? Real cowboys can 
ride for miles -- You’ve seen the 
movies, right? 

BEAT

ANNE
(sighing contentedly)

Oh, Penelopee, our first real 
vacation. I feel like I’ve been 
freed from office hell.  

PENELOPEE
Don’t mention the office, please. I 
mean, look: green grass, blue sky, 
country air -- this is the good 
life. 

ANNE
The Double D Dude Ranch, huh?  

PENELOPEE
Best in the west. We’re going all 
the way. 

ANNE
Into the sunset? 

PENELOPEE
Bareback or saddled, you better 
believe it, girl. 

They high five. 

*********
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