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Illegal Gringo Crosser (Series 1)

Chapter one.



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    This offering is for the intrepid souls, those who gaze beyond familiar horizons, venturing forth from the known into the enigmatic embrace of the unknown. 

      

    

ILLEGAL GRINGO CROSSER

Paul Edwards, author of the screenplay *Illegal Gringo Crosser*, felt the sweat beading on his forehead despite the air conditioning. He wasn’t just nervous; he was nauseous. Across the mahogany desk, Harvey Wains – a titan whose reputation preceded him like a thundercloud – leaned back, a predatory smile playing on his lips. Harvey’s words, dripping with casual cruelty, echoed in Paul’s ears: “It’s good, Edwards, *really* good. But... it needs... punch. More... visceral. We need to make this border crossing *truly* terrifying. Think... less dignity, more desperation. And less... sympathy for the illegals.”

Paul’s stomach churned. His screenplay, born from years of painstaking research and empathy for the migrants risking everything for a better life, was his heart laid bare. He'd risked everything – his savings, his reputation – to tell this story authentically. Harvey's suggestion felt like a betrayal of those he’d come to know during his own illegal crossing years ago, a memory he buried deep but now felt clawing its way to the surface. The antagonist in this moment wasn't just Harvey, but the ghost of Paul's past self, whispering insidious doubts: *What if this is your only chance? What if you need to compromise your values to survive? *

He knew what Harvey wanted: a sensationalized, exploitative version of the story, one that traded authenticity for cheap thrills. It was a choice between artistic integrity and financial security; between the life he'd dreamed of and the stark reality of potential failure. He opened his mouth to protest, to defend his vision, but the words caught in his throat. He knew that rejecting Harvey meant almost certain ruin – the loss of his screenplay, his savings, the crushing weight of failure. The inner conflict gnawed at him: He could sell out, secure the funding, and perhaps achieve his Hollywood dream, but at the cost of his soul. Or he could refuse, remain true to his beliefs, and watch his life’s work crumble to dust. He knew, with sickening certainty, that whichever choice he made, he would be haunted by its consequences. He chose silence, a silence heavy with the weight of a terrible decision yet to be made.

Look, let me read to you how the screenplay begins. There's this white guy, Jake. He's bored out of his mind. He hates his job – staring at spreadsheets all day, a soul-crushing monotony that's slowly killing his spirit. He feels a gnawing emptiness, a sense that he's wasting his potential, a talent he can't even define, buried under mountains of data. He's promised himself he'll quit, find something fulfilling, something *meaningful*, but fear – the fear of failure, of the unknown, of disappointing his family who expect him to be successful in this "safe" career path – paralyzes him.

He meets Samuel, a whirlwind of charisma and tequila shots. Samuel pitches a new job, a business opportunity that promises freedom and wealth. But it’s not just the money; it’s the thrill of the risk, the rebellion against the predictable life Jake has always known. The problem? Samuel's business is on the fringes of legality, operating in a moral grey area that clashes violently with Jake's deeply ingrained sense of right and wrong.

Jake’s inner conflict rages. He’s torn between the desperate need to escape his stifling existence and his ingrained ethical compass. He envisions a life of freedom and purpose, but the path to it is treacherous, potentially leading him down a road he may never be able to return from. He knows it's a bad choice, a decision that could shatter his carefully constructed life and disappoint everyone he cares about. Yet, the allure of escape is too strong. He feels the weight of his failure to pursue his dreams pressing down, a constant reminder of his stagnant life. This could be his one chance, his one act of rebellion against suffocating predictability, but at what cost? The choice, as agonizing as it is, is his to make. And he knows, deep down, however this ends, he'll regret the choices he makes along the way. Paul reads:

––––––––
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Scene 1: Jake's Mundane Life

JAKE'S APARTMENT - DAY 

Sunlight streams weakly through grimy windows into a cramped apartment. Empty takeout containers litter a small table. JAKE 30s, handsome but weary, dressed in a stained company uniform stares blankly at a computer screen, his expression one of profound boredom. He rubs his tired eyes.

JAKE 
Another spreadsheet. Another soul-crushing day. 
He sighs, pushing away the keyboard. He picks up a crumpled travel brochure featuring vibrant images of Mexican landscapes – turquoise waters, ancient ruins bathed in sunlight. He traces a finger along a picture of a bustling marketplace.

JAKE 
Tacos... sunshine... maybe a margarita or two.
A wistful smile plays on his lips, quickly replaced by a sigh. He tosses the brochure onto the table, a flicker of frustration in his eyes.

JAKE 
This is it? Is this my life? Stuck in this cubicle, staring at numbers that don’t mean a thing? Dreaming about a better way. He stands abruptly, pacing the small space. He kicks a stray sock under the table.
JAKE 
There's got to be more than this crap. There must be. 
He glances at the brochure again, his gaze lingering on the image of a sun-drenched beach. A slow, thoughtful smile spreads across his face. A glimmer of determination shines in his eyes.

JAKE 
Maybe... just maybe...
He grabs his jacket and keys, a newfound energy in his movements. He heads for the door, leaving the dreary apartment behind.

FADE OUT.

Scene 2: The Illegal Proposition

DUSTY MEXICAN CANTINA - NIGHT 
The cantina is dimly lit, smoky, and alive with the sounds of mariachi music and boisterous conversation. Jake, still in his jacket, sits nervously at a sticky table, nursing a beer. Across from him sits SAMUEL, 50s, weathered face, sharp eyes, dressed in a worn leather jacket. Samuel leans in 
conspiratorially.
SAMUEL 

So, you’re looking for... opportunity Amigo?

JAKE 

Something like that.

Samuel smiles, a flash of teeth in the dim light. He gestures vaguely with a hand.

SAMUEL 
I can offer you something... extraordinary. A chance to make more money in a week than you’d make in a year back home.
JAKE 
(intrigued) 
What kind of opportunity?
Samuel leans closer, lowering his voice.

SAMUEL 
Transporting people. Americans, mostly. Across the border.
JAKE 
(hesitant) 
Why? It’s not illegal to cross over. Just show your ID. They scan your ID and that’s all. 
SAMUEL

But if you want to cross unscanned, you must cross undetected. No taxes, a lot cheaper to live and many jobs. Most America people who stay in Mexico, are undetected. It’s risky, but lucrative. Think of the potential... They pay well. Very well.

Samuel slides a worn photograph across the table. It shows a group of smiling Americans.

SAMUEL 
These folks are desperate for a better life.
They're willing to pay handsomely for it.

JAKE 

And what’s in it for you?

SAMUEL 
My cut, naturally. But I'm offering you a partnership. A fair share of the profits. Enough to make you forget about spreadsheets forever.
He pushes another beer towards Jake. Jake stares at the photograph, then at the beer, and then back at Samuel. The cantina music swells, a discordant 
melody mirroring the conflicting thoughts in Jake's mind.
JAKE 
Tell me more.
FADE OUT.

Harvey Wiens, a man whose jowls sagged like overripe mangoes, didn't get it. The desperation clawing at Jake’s throat, the metallic tang of fear coating his tongue – Harvey saw none of it. This wasn't some Hollywood script; this was Jake's life, a raw nerve exposed and throbbing under the harsh desert sun.

The chance had presented itself with a fleeting, shimmering mirage in the unforgiving landscape. And Jake, a man etched with the hard lines of a life lived on the edge, a man whose eyes held the haunted gleam of a hunted animal, seized it. Illegal Gringos Crosser – the name itself a venomous whisper – was the only path to his dream, a fever dream of sun-drenched beaches and a life free from the suffocating grip of his past. Mexico beckoned, a siren song of escape.

Harvey, smelling only the stench of his own self-importance, demanded answers. Why risk the brutal grip of the Mexican authorities? Why gamble with everything, with life itself, for a phantom hope? He couldn't fathom the gnawing hunger, the bone-deep exhaustion, the relentless pressure that had driven Jake to this precipice. The desperation that smelled of sweat and fear, the taste of ash and dust in his mouth – none of it registered with Harvey. He saw only defiance, not the desperate yearning for a life worth living.

Paul keeps reading:

Scene 3: Meeting the Clients

ABANDONED WAREHOUSE - DAY 
A cavernous, dusty warehouse. Sunlight streams through broken windows, 
illuminating swirling dust motes. Cardboard boxes are stacked haphazardly. JAKE, looking slightly nervous but determined, stands near a rusty door. He checks his watch. The air is thick with anticipation.
JAKE 
Alright everyone, settle down. I know you’re all anxious.
A group of people emerges from the shadows. There's ANNA, 20s, bright-eyed and hopeful, clutching a worn backpack; MARCO, 40s, a weary construction worker with calloused hands; MARIA, 60s, a stoic woman with a determined gaze, carrying a small, neatly wrapped bundle; and DAVID, 30s, a nervous young man constantly fiddling with his phone.

ANNA 

We've been waiting for hours. Is this really going to happen

JAKE

Yes. It is. Trust me. This is your chance for a new beginning. 

MARIA 
I just hope it’s worth the risk.
Maria looks at the small bundle in her hands, her eyes distant.

DAVID 
(nervously) 
What if we get caught?
JAKE 
We won’t. Just follow my instructions, and we’ll be across the border before you know it. I’ve planned everything meticulously.
Jake tries to sound confident, but a flicker of doubt crosses his face. He sees hope and desperation in their eyes, a mirror of his own desires. He glances at the worn photograph he received in the cantina.

JAKE 
This isn’t just about money. It’s about a better life. It’s about...
He hesitates, searching for the right words. A silent understanding passes between him and his clients, a shared dream of escape.

ANNA 
...opportunity.
JAKE 
Exactly.
He gestures towards the door, a small smile playing on his lips. The adventure begins.

FADE OUT

Scene 4: Preparing for the Journey

JAKE'S APARTMENT - NIGHT 
A small, sparsely furnished apartment.
Maps of the border region are spread across a table, alongside compasses, flashlights, and bundles of cash. Jake, looking tired but focused, meticulously packs a large backpack. He moves with practiced efficiency, his actions betraying nervous energy.

JAKE 
Okay, water, check. First-aid kit, check. Extra batteries... check.
He pulls out a worn, leather-bound journal and flips through its pages, pausing on a specific entry. He traces a route on one of the maps with his finger, a frown etching itself onto his face.

JAKE 
This is insane. Absolutely insane. I am an Illegal Gringo Crosser! I am calling them IGC’s. He glances at a framed photograph on his nightstand – a picture of a smiling 
woman with dark, expressive eyes. He picks it up, running a finger across her face, a wistful look in his eyes.
SCENE END

Paul observed, with a sardonic smirk, "As you've witnessed, Jake brazenly acknowledges his role as an undocumented immigrant smuggler, even labeling his clientele 'IGCs.' Ingenious, wouldn't you say?" Harvey countered, his brow furrowed in contemplation, "I grasp his audacity, but will this audacious scheme inevitably culminate in a violent confrontation with border patrol?"

Paul continues to read the screen play:

JAKE 
I’m doing this for you, Isabella. I’m doing this for all of them.
He places the photo back down, his expression hardening with determination. He continues packing, his movements are more purposeful now.

JAKE

No room for sentiment. Just... survival.
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