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Episode 1: “Dig Site”
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The sun hit the subdivision like a grudge. Light poured down on skeletal rooftops and rows of half-poured driveways where foundation rebar glinted like spines. The air carried the faint burn of dry concrete and diesel. No wind. No clouds. Just silence and heat, the kind that made you feel like God had stepped away from His desk.

Franklin Ramsey stood on lot 46 with a boot on the lip of the trench, one hand on his hip, the other shielding his eyes as he stared into the pit. His back was straight, his jaw set, his posture worn in like a family pistol. Thirty years of contracting work showed in his shoulders, and twenty-five years of bad blood showed in the way he eyed the yellow backhoe parked lopsided at the bottom of the hole.

“That ain’t ours,” he said quietly.

His youngest son, Wade, knelt beside the trench, squinting at the company sticker on the machine’s arm. He was wiry, twenty-two, just back from a stint in Austin where he’d “tried music” and come home with more tattoos than savings. He glanced up. “Says Cielo.”

Frank didn’t answer right away. He just let the name hang in the air like a fly. Cielo Materials Co. They were supposed to be handling deliveries, not digging trenches.

He pulled out his phone, tapped it once, stared at the screen. “We had the dig scheduled for Thursday. And we ain’t subcontracting trench work to nobody.”

Wade stood. “Maybe they—”

Frank cut him off with a flat wave. “No maybes. Not on my dirt.”

He turned and motioned to the rest of the Ramsey crew. Six men, all clocked in, standing near the truck trailer in matching dusty polos with the company’s name stitched above the heart. A few had clipboards. A few had crowbars.

Frank gave a single nod.

Twenty minutes later, the Cielo crew rolled up in a cloud of dust. Two work trucks, both wrapped in bright decals and wearing chrome like they were proud. The driver of the lead truck, a stocky man in shades and a sleeveless tee, stepped out chewing jerky and grinning like he expected applause.

“Morning, Frank,” he said. “We got orders from development to start early. Just following the chain, brother.”

Frank didn’t smile. He stepped forward slowly, each heel clicking over gravel. “You call me ‘brother’ again and you better have the same last name.”

The man—Vic Marroquín, one of the younger Cielo cousins—held up both hands in mock apology. “Hey, I’m just doing what the email said. This site belongs to y’all officially, but corporate had a conflict in the ledger. Something about poured footage and easement proximity—”

“You’re not here for permits,” Frank said. “You’re here because your uncle wants our next job.”

Vic gave a slow shrug, then pulled out his phone. “You want to call it in, go ahead. I’m just the foreman on-site.”

Frank leaned closer. “Then maybe you can explain to your crew why we’re hauling your machine out the hole and dumping it at the edge of Route 12. Still running.”

Vic’s smile faltered. “You touch our backhoe and that’s a felony.”

“And you trespass on our contract again, I make you a headline.”

A beat. Then another.

From the bed of the Ramsey truck, someone casually dropped a ratchet bar onto the gravel. The sound rang out like the beginning of a duel.

Vic’s eyes scanned the Ramsey crew—no masks, no yelling, no heat. Just standing there, waiting. Calm as dogs that’d been off-leash too long.

“Frank,” he said, voice lowering, “you sure you want to go this way? You got kids running your drywall now. You go too hard, you make yourself look like a relic. This ain’t the Wild West anymore.”

Frank turned and started walking back toward his men. “You’re wrong about two things.”

Vic blinked.

“One,” Frank said, pointing toward the backhoe, “that machine belongs to me now.”

“And two?”

Frank didn’t look back. “The West never ended. It just put on a collar and got itself a mortgage.”

By noon, the backhoe was winched out of the trench and left running at the edge of town on a dead plot with an overturned porta-john beside it. A Cielo sticker had been peeled off and stapled to a wooden signpost like a bounty flyer.

The message was clear.

Back at the job site, Wade cracked a cold Gatorade and leaned against the Ramsey pickup, scrolling through texts. “You think they’ll retaliate?”

Frank didn’t answer. He was watching dust rise behind a black SUV parked too long at the edge of the block. Tinted windows. Out-of-state plate. No tools in the back.

“Not Cielo,” he murmured. “Not first.”

Wade looked up. “Then who?”

Frank’s voice was even, quiet. “The ones who gave them permission.”

By three p.m., the heat had mellowed but the tension hadn’t. Word of the backhoe stunt had already spread. Over in the lumber yard, two delivery drivers were arguing over which crew they were allowed to sell to that week. At the diner on Main, two wives from opposite families pretended not to notice each other while ordering takeout. Everyone in Silver Mesa felt the tilt. Like an old balance was shifting, but nobody was sure which way it would fall.

Wade Ramsey was wrapping up caulking windows on lot 47 when his phone buzzed—twice, then stopped. The code. He glanced around. Crew was scattered. Frank had already driven off to a supplier meeting in town. That left Wade unofficially in charge.

He wiped his hands on a rag, tossed it into the truck, and followed the buzz to the edge of the property line. The trench from earlier was already half-filled in. Tools were packed. It looked like any other suburban site, calm and orderly—until he noticed the silence.

No birds. No hammering. Just the low tick of a cooling engine nearby.

Then he saw it.

One of their crewmen—Beau, big guy, wore gloves even in the heat—was stumbling across the gravel, one arm hanging limp, shirt bloodied down the side. His face looked warped, like a swollen fruit, and his belt was missing.

Wade sprinted over, catching him just before he dropped.

“Jesus, Beau, what happened?”

Beau tried to speak but only coughed. His lips were cracked. Someone had beat him in the ribs hard enough to make every breath hurt.

“Tried—tried to get the truck keys—” Beau wheezed.

Wade scanned the horizon. The company truck wasn’t where they left it. Just tire tracks headed back toward town. The old neighborhood trail, the one the city never paved.

“Who?” Wade asked. “Who did it?”

Beau leaned his head forward, voice thick with dust and blood. “Weren’t Cielo. Different accent. Said... said we were warned.”

Then he passed out cold.

The ambulance came, no sirens. Frank had called ahead from his truck and met them halfway. Beau’s vitals were shaky, but he’d live.

That wasn’t the point.

By dusk, Frank was back on the lot with a folding chair and a can of gasoline. He sat alone beside the trench, staring at the remaining tire marks, his phone lit up with missed calls.

One of them came from a blocked number. He let it ring, then answered without speaking.

A voice crackled through. Not Cielo. Not city. Something lower, slicker.


“You embarrassed the boy. Now the boy owes someone money. That’s your mess now.”


Frank didn’t blink. “Your people touched my crew. My son was on that lot. That boy of yours just put a price on his own head.”

A pause. Then, quieter:


“If you’re declaring a war, old man, don’t forget your walls got holes.”


Frank ended the call. Set the phone down. Lit a match.

He didn’t throw it. Not yet.

That night, a Ramsey crew truck was found abandoned behind a grocery store on the east side. The tires had been melted clean. Inside, everything was left untouched—except the crewman’s lunch, which had been replaced by a single bullet and a bag of cement powder with “TILT” written across it in red marker.

It was a warning. A promise. And a game move.

Closing Montage:

	Frank sits in a lawn chair on his porch, a rifle propped beside him, staring into the dark beyond the lot line.

	Vic Marroquín argues with his uncle behind a closed warehouse door, slamming a table and pointing toward a chalkboard marked with names.

	Wade drives Beau’s truck home alone, windows down, looking at every car behind him like it might pull up shooting.

	A pair of men in security vests from Silver Mesa laugh softly in a diner booth as they watch footage from a drone—the one no one saw above the job site earlier.


THEY SIP COFFEE. WATCH. Wait.

One says, “It’s gonna be a long summer.”

Cut to black.
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Episode 2: “Family Night”


[image: ]


The gymnasium at Mesa Ridge Middle School smelled like popcorn, floor wax, and forced civility. Fluorescent lights buzzed above tables of cupcakes and chili dogs, while kids darted between poster boards advertising raffle baskets, petting zoos, and silent auction gift cards donated by “local proud businesses.” It was Family Night—the kind of event the city loved to post about when it wanted to pretend things were peaceful.

Wade Ramsey leaned against the bleachers near the photo booth, sipping lukewarm punch out of a paper cup. His niece had just finished a face-painting station and was begging to ride a pony parked out front like it was the Old West. He half-smiled but his eyes stayed on the exits.

Across the gym, the Marroquíns had set up a table with their company logo across a vinyl banner: CIELO MATERIALS CO. Big blue sky, friendly font, a bowl of branded candy. Vic was there, clean-shaven and shaking hands with a PTA treasurer like nothing had ever gone wrong. His uncle, Ruben, hadn’t shown. Wade figured that was intentional.

The Ramseys didn’t have a booth this year. Frank said they’d rather spend their time doing actual work than buying votes with sugar.

But that didn’t mean they weren’t watching.

Frank Ramsey stood outside near the bouncy house, arms folded, his old denim jacket zipped halfway despite the heat. He didn’t trust the way the lights flickered in the parking lot. He didn’t trust the Silver Mesa sheriff's deputy posted near the taco truck, either. The man was leaning on the wall, fiddling with his phone, not looking at anything in particular. Frank knew that type. Uniform for show, eyes on payroll.

He turned toward the sound of laughter and spotted his daughter-in-law, Cass, helping run a cake walk with the other moms. She looked too clean for this place—lipstick just right, hair pinned neat, the kind of woman who didn’t marry into turf wars. But she had. And she stayed. Frank respected that.

Then came the explosion.

Not a bang. Not a firecracker. It was a pop, then a roar, followed by screaming.

The whole gym jolted like it had been struck. Lights flickered. People ran to the windows. A teacher shouted for everyone to stay calm, but no one listened.

Frank was already moving before anyone else knew what had happened. He shoved past balloons and folding chairs, tore open the back doors, and looked out over the parking lot.

A Ramsey work truck was on fire.

Flames rolled through the cab like a furnace. The paint peeled in seconds. Smoke poured up into the night, black and oily, spilling toward the flagpole like a signal. Kids cried. Parents pulled their children back inside. But Frank walked straight toward the heat.

Wade met him halfway, breath ragged, hand already on the old utility knife he kept clipped to his belt.

“Was that ours?” Wade asked.

Frank nodded once. “Yours, actually. Left it out by the faculty gate.”

“Hell...”

They stood in the blast radius of glowing orange for one long breath before Frank barked, “Find out who saw what.”

Wade turned and scanned the crowd. Most people were panicking or filming. Teachers were trying to usher kids into the cafeteria. But one boy—skinny, no jacket, wide-eyed—was standing frozen near the water fountain with a full view of the parking lot.

Frank followed Wade’s gaze.

“Go,” he said.

The kid’s name was Trevin Mateo. Sixth grader. Had asthma. Liked sketching superhero masks in the margins of his homework. Wade knelt beside him gently, trying not to spook him.

“You okay, bud?”

Trevin nodded slowly, but his eyes were locked on the fire. “I saw him,” he whispered.

“Who?”

“The guy who did it.”

Wade’s stomach tightened. “You sure?”

Trevin blinked hard, like trying to keep his memory from slipping. “He was wearing a yellow vest. Not like a construction one. Like... a school one. Custodian maybe? But he had a mask. Not like COVID. A—like—party mask.”

“What kind?”

Trevin’s eyes welled up. “It had horns.”

Inside, the announcement came over the intercom: “Due to an equipment malfunction outside, Family Night is being paused. Please remain calm. We will release students class by class.”

But out front, Frank was already dialing a number he didn’t save in his phone—someone from the permit office who used to owe him a favor.

He kept watching













































Closing Montage:

	Trevin Mateo, at home, erases his sketch of the horned mask, but it keeps coming back in his dreams.

	Vic, shirt off, sits in a backyard full of floodlights, loading guns with latex gloves on. His uncle hands him a black duffel and tells him, “We’re done hiding in daylight.”

	Frank, back at his kitchen table, unfurls an old blueprint from 1997 marked with utility lines, wells, and “Tunnel Access.”
He circles three names: Cielo, Ramsey, and a third one we can’t read.
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