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Amy and Darla go up to a rather drunk man (Donald) who is leaning against the railing at Pacific Park.
Amy:
Hey mister.  Are you okay?

Darla:
You don’t look like you’re feeling too well.

Donald:
I’m fine.  I just need some air.

Darla:
Ooh.  Maybe we should go down on the beach.

Donald:
Oh I’m all for that.

Darla:
Come on.

The three are walking along the beach.  Donald has an arm over around each girl’s shoulders as they stumble along due to his drunkenness.  They lean him up against a pole.
Amy:
[?]

Darla:
You know what it does for me?

Donald:
What?

Darla:
Makes me wanna get naked.

Amy:
Oh yeah, me too.

Donald:
Oh yeah, nature girls.

Darla kisses the guy then moves away as Sweet comes from behind and holds a knife to Donald’s throat.  He digs in the man’s pockets for his wallet.
Donald:
Please don’t hurt me.

Sweet:
You have been a very bad boy.  Reads licence in wallet.  Donald.  Stepping out with my girls, that’s a very bad no-no.

Donald:
I didn’t know.  I’m sorry.

Sweet:
Looks at picture in the wallet of a woman and two children.  What’s this?  The wife and kids huh?  Naughty, naughty Donald.

Donald:
Please, take whatever you want.

Sweet:
Thank you.  I think I will.

Amy gets the wallet out and takes the money.  Darla grins.

Sweet:
Now remember Donny.  We got to the police and the nice little lady gets a big nasty lawyer.  Knees Donald in the stomach.
Donald falls over.  Amy looks shocked.  Darla is still happy.

The three bad guys go off as Donald struggles to get up.

Victor uncuffs his bike from a bike rack along the boardwalk.  Hunchy rides up on a very old run down bike.

Hunchy:
Hey Mr Bike Cop.  What’s up?

Victor:
Nothing homie.  What’s up with you?

Hunchy:
Lemme ride your bike.
Victor:
Sorry bro.  Can’t do that.

Hunchy:
Come on man.  I won’t hurt it.  I could jam one of those things just as good as you.

Victor:
Puts on helmet.  We’re not allowed.  It’s against the rules.

Hunchy:
How about a race?

Victor:
Ah, no thanks.  Puts on sunnies.
Hunchy:
You scared of me ain’t ya?

Victor:
Sarcastically.  Terrified.

Hunchy:
Man, you just frontin cause you know I could smoke your butt.

Victor:
In that thing?

Hunchy:
Oh, nah man.  This things whacked.  But if I had a dope ride like yours I could.

Victor:
Yeah sure you could.  Rides off.

Hunchy:
Hey, where you going?  Follows.  Hey this ain’t no [?] man, I’m dead serious.

Victor:
Take it easy kid, I’ve gotta bounce.

Hunchy:
You playing me 5-0?

Victor:
Not me homes.  I think you’re playing yourself.  Rides off.
Hunchy:
Yeah well you better watch your back boy in blue cause you just dissed the wrong home boy.

Victor:
Yeah?  I’ll keep that in mind.

Tc wanders over to Chris’s desk.
Tc:
Can I borrow this?  Takes her stapler.  She nods.  He wanders off with it, finds there is no staples and goes searching through the drawers of his desk for some.
Maggie:
Excuse me?  Are you Sergeant Callaway?

Tc:
Yes maam.  Looks up and realizes she is attractive and is all of a sudden a lot more eager to assist her.  Can I help you?

Maggie:
Yes, I’m looking for a missing teenager, Amy Duke.  She gives Tc a piece of paper with Amy’s picture and details on it.  She still has a rather large stack left.  She likes to hang out on the boardwalk.

Tc:
I’m sorry.  She doesn’t look familiar.  Is she any relation?

Maggie:
No.  Just my responsibility.  My name is Maggie Garrity.  I run Harbour Home.

Tc:
Oh right.  The runaway shelter on the strand.

Maggie:
That’s the one.

Tc:
Is she in some kind of trouble?

Maggie:
She could be.  I haven’t lost Amy to the street yet.  She still has a shot you know.

Tc:
How long has she been gone from the shelter?

Maggie:
A week.  I’m really worried about her.  She turns 18 tomorrow, I mean, she’s beyond my reach after that.

Tc:
Ours too.  We won’t be able to make her come back.  Not that we could anyway.

Maggie:
Thanks anyway.  Turns to go.
Tc:
Ah Ms Garrity.  Why don’t you give me some of those flyers.  I’ll show them around.  Maybe some of the vendors have seen her.

Maggie:
Thank you, thank you very much.  She gives Tc a pile of flyers and leaves.
Chris:
Approaches.  Did you just volunteer to put up flyers for that woman Sergeant Callaway?

Tc:
No Officer Kelly.  He halves the pile of paper.  We did.  He hands half to her.
Chris:
Hey!  Rolls eyes.
At a hotel.

Sweet is sitting on a bed counting the money.  Darla comes out of the bathroom, sits on the bed next to Sweet and kisses his neck before kneeling behind him and cuddling him.
Amy comes through the door to the room and looks jealous and uncomfortable when she sees the two together.

Sweet:
Amy come here.  Pats the bed next to him.  Come sit by me.
She sits and Darla gets off the bed, standing a few feet away with her arms folded.

Sweet:
Shows Amy the money.  See this.  This is $68 bucks.  Pretends to be pleased about it and puts his arm around her shoulder.  Then his face gets angry.  He tightens his grip around her shoulders and gets her into a headlock with Amy struggling.  You made me risk my life for $68 lousy bucks.

Darla looks smug.  Sweet shoves her back onto the bed before getting up.
Sweet:
Stands over Amy and throws the money at her.  We can’t (throw) get to Seattle (throw) on no stinking (throw) $68 bucks (throw).

Amy cowers and Darla still looks smug.

Sweet:
Faces the wall.  Ugh!

Amy:
I’m sorry Sweet.  He looked loaded.

Darla:
Jumps on the bed collecting the money.  I told her we should keep looking but she wouldn’t listen to me.  Gets off.
Amy:
Liar!

Darla:
Oh bite me you cow!

Sweet:
Either one of you look at the guys shoes?

Darla:
I did Sweet, just like you told me.

Sweet:
Darla, shut up.  I wasn’t talking to you.  He goes over to Amy and shoves Darla aside.  He grabs Amy by the head and pulls her forward so that their foreheads are touching.  I asked you a question.  Did you or did you not look at the man’s shoes?

Amy:
Yes, um no, I can’t, don’t remember.

Sweet:
Mimicking her.  Yes, no, I don’t remember.  He had crappy shoes!  Shakes her.  I told you to look at their damn shoes!  He throws her back onto the bed.  She curls up in a ball and cries.
Darla:
Smug.  I knew she was gonna screw us up.  Cuddles Sweet.
Sweet:
See what you made me go and do you silly girl.  You made me lose my temper again.  Goes back over to Amy and hugs her.
Amy:
Sorry Sweet.  I didn’t mean to.

At the firehouse.

Palermo proudly wheels his new bike.  He kneels beside it.

Cory look on in amazement.
Victor:
Using Cory’s phone.  I’ll call you back.  Hangs up.  Do my eyes deceive me or did you just wheel in a piece of heaven.  He goes over to the bike.
Palermo:
Pulls the bike close.  Ah, not too close.  She hasn’t had her shots yet.

Victor:
This is what, $6000 dollars worth of bike there.  When did you get her?
Palermo:
Today, finally.  I’ve been saving for this for three years and now she’s all mine.

Victor:
Look at her.  [?] frame, [?] derailers.  Kneels beside the bike.  [?] brakes, front suspension, T & T cranks and Spinergy rims.  She is a thing of beauty.

Cory:
Comes over.  Careful Lieutenant, I think Victor’s in love.

Victor:
Holds up a finger.  I am in love.  Please, you’ve gotta let me try her out.

Palermo:
No way.  Gets up.  No one rides her but me.

Victor:
Oh come on!  Please!  I’ll promise I’ll be real gentle.  I’ll break her in real slow.

Palermo:
No.

Cory:
If I close my eyes I could almost believe you are talking about a real woman.  Which, come to think of it, grosses me out even more.  Goes back to desk.
Palermo:
She doesn’t get it.

Victor:
It would really mean a lot to be Lieutenant.

Palermo:
All right.  You can take her after your shift is over but I want her back as son as you are done.  Elvis is gonna give her one final tune for me tomorrow.

Victor:
Absolutely. 

Palermo:
Hands over the bike.  No kerbs okay?

Victor:
Yes sir.  I got it.  Oh yeah.  Thanks Lieutenant.

Palermo:
You be careful.  I trust you.

Victor:
Flips it so it is resting on the back wheel.  You da man.

Victor is riding along a path doing jumps on the bike.

A woman is skating down a path wearing jean shorts and a bikini top, with her hair loose.

A man is riding his bike down the path.

They reach the corner together, almost collide but miss and both end up falling off the path onto the sand.

The man gets up and throws his helmet on the ground and marches over to the woman.
The woman gets up, dusts the sand off and fronts up to the guy.
Man:
Hey lady!  What are you blind?

Woman:
Back off bike boy.  You don’t own the path.

Man:
Are you kidding me?  Listen lady.  I was riding along minding my own business when you cut me off.

Victor rides past the scene and pulls up.  He leans the bike against a steel drum.

Hunchy appears between a few cars and spots Victor and the bike.
Victor leaves the bike and goes over to the scene.

Man:
And another thing.  You shouldn’t be on blades if you don’t know how to handle yourself.

Victor:
Hey, hey.  Sir (shows badge) I’m a police officer.  Are you okay?

Man:
You saw what she did.

Victor:
Yeah, I saw.

Man:
Dumb chick cut me off.

Woman:
Excuse me?  Did you just fly in from the sixties?
Man does a fake laugh.
Woman:
This guy has a real attitude problem.

Man:
Hey I’m not the one riding around with my hair down and…

Victor:
Holds up hand.  Hey, hey.  Now just listen to me.  Why don’t you apologize to the lady and offer to buy her a soda.

Woman:
Hmm.  Smug.
Man:
Me apologize?
Victor:
Yeah.

Man:
She’s the one who…

Victor:
Who is very attractive if you hadn’t noticed.

The man looks at the woman and she smiles.

Man:
No kidding.  All right.  I’m sorry.  Maybe it was my fault after all.

Victor goes back over to the bike and finds it missing with Hunchy’s bike in it’s place.  He then looks up and sees Hunchy riding off on it.
Victor:
Hey!  Puts on helmet and sunglasses.  Kid!

Hunchy:
Now it’s my turn to jack you.  Doesn’t feel too good now does it?

Victor:
Gets on Hunchy’s bike and goes after him.  Look, just give up the bike and I’ll let you walk away.

Hunchy:
Oh I’ve got [?] in my glide.  Why walk when I can ride?  Ha ha!

Victor:
Hey don’t make me put you in jail.
Hunchy:
[?]

Victor:
Hey come back here you little turd!

Hunchy:
[?]

Victor tries catching up but it’s no use.
Boardwalk at night time.
Flyers of Amy are taped to a wall.

Chris is handing out flyers.

Chris:
To a guy.  Seen this girl?  Guy shakes his head.  Thanks.  Goes to a couple.  You seen this girl?

Tc:
Doing same.  This girl look familiar?

Chris:
When there aren’t any new people around, goes over to Tc.  You know I’m sure there’s a regulation about using department personnel to score points with the opposite sex.

Tc:
Why are you so cynical Officer Kelly?  I’m just trying to help Maggie find her runaway.

Chris:
Sarcastic.  Oh is that what we’re doing.  Laughs.
Maggie:
Futher down the boardwalk is also handing out flyers.  If you do see her can you call the number.  Thank you.

Tc:
Sees her.  I’ll be right back.

Chris shakes her head.
Maggie:
Hi.  Could you call the number if you see her?  Thank you.

Tc:
Goes up to Maggie.  Hi.

Maggie:
Oh, hi.

Tc:
Any luck?

Maggie:
No.  I’m afraid not.

Tc:
My partner and I have been asking the bay area.  Some of the vendors say she looks familiar but nobody was really sure.

Maggie:
Thank you.  That’s really nice of you.

Tc:
I’m glad to help.  It’s all just part of the job.

Maggie:
Amy would be flattered.  She doesn’t think anyone would bother.

Tc:
Why this one?

Maggie:
Well let’s just say I understand her Sergeant Callaway.

Tc:
It’s Tc.

Maggie:
Tc.

At a café near the water.  ‘Anymore’ from the Pacific Blue soundtrack is playing.
Darla and Amy are chatting up a guy.

Maggie walks in and sees Amy.

Maggie:
Amy?  Amy ducks away from Darla.  Where have you been?  I’ve been looking everywhere for you.

Amy:
Shrugs off Maggie.  Nowhere.

Maggie:
I want you to come back to Harbour Home with me.

Amy:
I can’t.  I’m with my friends.  And I don’t want to.

Maggie:
If you’re in trouble you can tell me okay?

Amy:
Yeah that’s right.  You expect me to screw up.

Maggie:
No, I didn’t say that.  But can you honestly tell me what you are doing here?

Amy:
You know just because you can’t keep tabs on me doesn’t mean that I’m doing something wrong.

Maggie:
I’m asking you because I care about you Amy.  Come with me please.  Come on.  Look, if there’s a situation here there’s a way out.

Amy:
I turn 18 tomorrow and then I don’t have to listen to you or anybody else ever again.  Goes back to Darla and the guy.
Chris and Tc are riding along the boardwalk when Maggie comes up to them.
Maggie:
Sergeant Callaway.  I just saw Amy back there on the boardwalk.  She took off with another girl.  I think she’s in trouble.

Tc:
Ok.  What did the other girl look like?

Maggie:
Petite.  Blonde hair, kinda curly.

Tc:
To Chris.  I think we should take a little ride.

Chris:
We can do that.

Maggie:
Tell her I just want to talk to her.

Tc:
Ok.  Sit tight.

Chris and Tc ride off.

Amy and Darla are with a fat drunk man stumbling along the sand towards the pier.

Darla:
Okay honey.  We’re gonna show you a real good time.

Man:
So are you girls pros?

Amy:
No sweetie.  We aren’t pros.  Just two very talented amateurs.

They lean him against a pole.

Man:
Oh so you’re in it for the sport then huh?  Well you gotta respect that.  Goes to kiss Darla.
Sweet:
Comes from behind and holds a knife to the guy’s throat.  Your wallet fat boy or I’ll cut your heart out and leave it for the crabs.

Man:
Gets out wallet.  Here, here, take it.  Just don’t hurt me all right.  I got a wife and kids.

Sweet:
Shoulda thought of that before you decided to mess with my sisters.  Now give me your watch and your ring too.

Darla holds out her hand and mouths, Come on.

Man:
Here, take it, take it, take it.  Grabs Sweet’s hand and gasps.
Sweet:
What the hells the matter with you?  What the hells the matter with you?  Lets the man fall to the ground.
Amy:
Oh my god he’s having a heart attack!
Darla:
Oh come on.  He is not.  He’s faking!

Sweet:
What the hell is this?  What the hell did you pick him for?

Darla:
He had good shoes.

Amy:
Oh my god.  He’s dead and we killed him.

Darla:
We did not kill him.  He choked on his own tubby.

Sweet:
Shut up.  Shut up.  We’ll drag him into the surf.  Make it look like he got drunk and drowned.  Amy get over here right now.

Amy:
I can’t.

Sweet:
I ain’t got time for this.  Come on.

Sweet and Darla each grab a foot and drag him to the water before Sweet rolls him into the surf.  Darla is dancing around not wanting to get her shoes wet.

Dusty the puppeteer and Woody the wooden hand-up-the-back puppet are watching from the pier.

Woody:
Hey, what do you think you’re doing down there?

Dusty:
Shut up Woody.  I don’t want to get involved.

The three bad guys scatter.
Woody:
Empathy, [?], that’s always been your problem.

Dusty:
Did I ask you for a psychological evaluation?  Did I?

Chris and Tc are riding.

Dispatch:
Attention any Pacific Blue units in the vicinity.  Possible 2-11 beneath the Santa Monica pier.  (Note: 2-11 is an armed robbery).
Chris:
Flips down helmet mic.  3PB6 responding.

Tc also flips down helmet mic.

They ride off.

The two girls run away on foot.  A crowd has started to gather on the pier.

Chris and Tc reach the top of a set of stairs down to the sand underneath the pier.  Chris dismounts and Tc rides down the first flight before dismounting.
Chris:
This is 3PB6 requesting ambulance on the shoreline south of the pier.

Tc sees the man in the water and runs across the sand as Sweet is riding out from underneath the pier.  Tc almost gets hit but does a monkey roll just in time.
Chris:
Tc!  Runs down the stairs and over to him.
Tc:
Is up on his feet when Chris gets to him.  Call for backup.  I’ve got him.  Goes back to the guy in the water. 
Chris:
This is 3PB6.  Suspect on a dirt bike heading south of the pier.  Send back up.  She goes to help Tc who has dragged the guy out of the surf and is checking for breathing.

The next morning at the firehouse.

Palermo is in his office looking out the window to the rest of the firehouse.

Victor is pressed up against the wall with his own bike.

Victor:
Stage whispers to Cory.  What’s he doing now?

Cory:
Squints up at Palermo.  He’s still reading the rest report.  This isn’t gonna work.

Victor:
It has to.
Cory:
Just tell him.

Victor:
Shakes his head.  No way.

Cory:
Come on.  He’s gonna know by the end of the day that the bike isn’t here.

Victor:
I’ll get it back by then.  I just need some more time.  He leans out to see where Palermo is.
Palermo looks out the window above Victor.
Cory:
Holds up hand.  Hey.

Victor hits back against the wall.  Palermo continues on.
Cory:
You honestly think you can find this kid?  Face it Victor, you’re a dead man.  Kaputt (broken).  Finite[?].  No más (no more).

Victor:
Sarcastic.  Oh I appreciate your support.

Cory:
Holds up hand again.  Watches Palermo.  Ok, it’s open.  Go.

Victor:
Thanks.  Owe you big.  Runs out with his bike.
Cory breathes sigh of relief.

Palermo:
Comes downstairs.  Cory is Victor here?

Cory:
Looks naïve.  Ah, I don’t think so.

Palermo:
You tell him I want to see him the minute he comes in.

Cory:
Yes sir.

Tc:
Comes up to Palermo.  Lieutenant, the guy that was pulled out of the surf is in ICU.

Palermo:
Is he talking?

Tc:
Just barely.  Says he was drinking, blacked out.  Doesn’t remember how he got under the pier.

Palermo:
Let me guess.  She’s married right?

Tc:
Witnesses say they saw two young girls along with him.

Palermo:
Any faces?

Tc:
Nah.  They all say it was too dark.

Palermo:
Could be that the girls are being used as bait.  Talk to your witnesses again.

Chris:
Comes up.  One just called in.  Claims he and his buddy can ID the guy.
Tc:
Great.  Where do we find him?

Chris:
On the pier.  His name is Woody.  He’s some kind of street performer.

Tc:
Chuckles and looks at Palermo.  Woody?

Palermo:
Grins.  Are you sure?

Chris:
Suspiciously.  Looks from Tc to Palermo.  Yeah Woody.

Tc:
Good job Chris.  I think that you should ah (clears throat) interview him.  Don’t you think so Lieutenant.

Palermo:
Still grinning.  Absolutely.  You talked to the guy.  Already established a rapport.  Jobs definitely yours.

He hits Tc on the arm with a file before going back upstairs.

Chris:
Wait a minute.  You know something about this?  Tc tries not to laugh.  You know something about this don’t you?  Tc walks off.  Chris looks back up the stairs.  What’s going on here?  Follows Tc.  Hey!

Tc and Chris are riding.
Chris:
All right so are you going to tell me what the deal is with Woody or what?

Tc:
Nah.  I know you love surprises.

Chris:
I hate surprises.

Tc:
Sees Maggie talking to a mobile vendor.  Hey, that’s Maggie.  I’ve gotta talk to her.

Chris:
What about Woody?

Tc:
You’ll find him near the gazebo just down the strand.  He’s with a guy named Dusty.  They’re homeless, you can’t miss them.  Turns his bike around.  I’ll hook up with you later.

Chris shakes her head and rides off.
Maggie:
Showing flyers.  Call me at the number on the bottom okay?

Tc:
Hi.

Maggie:
Sergeant Callaway.  Have you found Amy?

Tc:
Ah no but witnesses at the mugging last night said they saw two young girls running away from the scene.  One of them fit her description.

Maggie:
But no definite ID.

Tc:
I’m afraid not.  It was pretty dark.

They stare at each other for a bit.
Maggie:
So was there anything else?

Tc:
Actually yes.  He stands off his bike and takes off his helmet.  Nervous.  I was wondering if, if you’d like to get together sometime, catch a movie or something?

Maggie:
You mean like a date?

Tc:
Exactly like a date.

Maggie:
Did I, ah, ever tell you my full name?

Tc:
Maggie Garrity.  She smiles sympathetically.  Oh, wait a minute.  He sits back down on the bike.  There’s not a Mrs in front of that is there?

Maggie:
Laughs.  No.

Tc:
Stand up again.  Well good.

Maggie:
There is a Sister however.

Tc:
Sister Maggie Garrity?  She nods.  What?  You’re, you’re a…

Maggie:
Nun.  It’s not that scary.

Tc looks stunned.

Chris is riding along and passes a homeless guy and a puppet.  They look at her as she passes then go back to reading the newspaper together.
She rides past, stops, looks back then turns her bike around and comes back.

Chris:
Excuse me?  They look at her.  She points to them.  Are you Woody?

Woody:
Who wants to know?

Chris:
Takes off sunnies and tries to act professional even though she’s talking to a puppet.  I understand you were a witness to a mugging last night underneath the pier.

Dusty:
You called the cops?  I told you to stay out of it.

Woody:
Excuse me Mr K[?].  Where’s your sense of duty?  Your civic pride?

Chris nods disbelieving.

Dusty:
I lost it all.  Along with my job and my house.

Woody:
Oh boo hoo hoo.  Poor me, poor poor me.  Watch, here comes the victim of society routine again.

Dusty:
I am a victim.

Woody:
Who’s the one who lived at the race track betting on exacters until he had to take a third mortgage out on his house?

Dusty:
So I had a problem ok.

Chris:
Ah guys?

Woody:
I am the victim here.  I’m the one whose been dragged into the gutter with you.

Dusty:
You ungrateful log!

Woody:
Loser!  Loser!

Dusty:
Shut up!  I’ll sell you for kindling, I swear!

Chris:
Guys, guys.  Yells.  Cool it!  They look at her.  She stops yelling.  Let’s just take a deep breath, step back and start all over again shall we?  Sighs.  Oh boy.

Hotel room.
Darla and Amy are cat fighting, pulling each others hair and the like.
Sweet comes into the room, dumps a shopping bag and runs over to them.

Sweet:
Whoa, whoa, hey, hey, hey.

Darla:
That crazy cow is trying to kill me!

Sweet:
Come on, come on, come on.  He has one of them under each arm and sort of head locking the both of them.  Hey, can we just get along?
Darla:
I was being nice.  Then all of a sudden she just flips out and starts cussing and calling me names.

Amy:
Goes for Darla’s hair.  Oh my god you lying cow!

Sweet:
Trying to separate them again.  Ok, ok, that’s enough.  Come here.  Now, I want you both to kiss and make up all right.  Cause daddy got you some presents.  Come on.  Let’s go see them.  He lets go of the girls.
Darla:
What?

Sweet:
Sits on the bed with Amy and hugs her despite her struggling.  We did real good last night.  In spite of your little tantrum but I already punished you for that didn’t I?  He touches the bruise on her cheek.  Anyway, I decided to give you two a little present.

Darla:
What?  What is it?

Sweet:
Gets the bag and pulls out two outfits.  One leopard print skirt and see through black shirt for Darla and a bright red dress for Amy.  He hands Darla hers.  This is for you.

Darla:
Oh Sweet!  It’s so cool.  Can I try it on?

Sweet:
Absolutely babe.  Hands Amy her dress.  Darla starts dressing into her shirt.  Let’s give daddy a little show.  He lounges back on one of the beds.
Amy:
Thanks Sweet.  It’s pretty.

Sweet:
No problem babe.  My girls have gotta look good if they expect to snag the right kinda job.

Amy:
What?  What are you…?

Sweet:
Yeah.  Well, then I realized we’re taking too many risks, you know.  I mean, taking off those dudes like that.  I could hurt my hands and then where would we be?  Amy looks horrified.  So you two girls are gonna switch careers.

Darla:
Whose top is completely see-through.  Jumps on the bed next to Sweet.  I love it honey.  She kisses him.  It’s so fine.

Sweet:
Gets up off the bed.  Now I’m gonna unwind, practice with my acts while you guys get ready for your professional debut.  He kisses Amy on the forehead on the way past.
The non-boardwalk entrance to the firehouse.
Palermo pulls up and cuffs his bike to a bike rack.
He takes off his helmet and runs his fingers through is hair and starts walking to the doors.

Hunchy comes up behind him.
Hunchy:
Hey yo Mr Bike Cop.  I just got me this fab bike.  You wanna race?

Palermo:
Takes off sunglasses and smiles at kid.  No thanks.  Maybe some other time huh.

Hunchy:
Smart move.  Your ride may be dope but it’s a [?] against mine.

Palermo:
I’m sure it is.

Hunchy goes back to where the bike is sitting; between two parked cars in the parking lot.

Palermo goes inside the firehouse then stops almost suspicious to see Hunchy’s fab ride.

Hunchy rides out from between the two cars on Palermo’s bike.
Palermo:
Hey.  He’s got my bike.  Runs out of the firehouse and pushes another cop on the way.  Hey, hey, hey!

Hunchy rides through the car park.  Palermo goes to get his bike from the rack and tugs on it but it’s securely fastened by the handcuffs.  Palermo watches Hunchy ride away in dismay.
Tc is riding along looking rather mournful after finding out Maggie is a nun.  Chris rides up to him.
Chris:
I owe you.

Tc:
For what?

Chris:
For the comedy team of Woody and Dusty.  I’ll get you for that.

Tc:
Whatever.

Chris:
Looks at him oddly.  You pull a great gag like that and you’re not gloating.  What’s up?

Tc:
I finally meet a nice sweet woman who isn’t damaged or crazy.  She turns out to be a nun.

Chris:
Laughs.  You’re kidding right?  Tc shakes his head.  Exaggerated.  Whoa, and a hot nun.  Must be very frustrating to lose out on a beautiful and intelligent woman like that.

Tc:
Thanks for not rubbing it in.

Chris:
You’re serious aren’t you?  You really like her?

Tc:
I sure can pick them can’t I?

Chris:
Smiles half sympathetically.  Half glad that he isn’t taken.  Woody says the guy’s name is Sweet; seen him perform here before.

Tc:
What does he do?

Chris:
Sings and plays the guitar.  Very bad from what I understand.

Ahead of them Sweet is sitting on the pavement, singing and playing guitar rather badly.

Tc:
Gets his sunnies from his shirt and points with them at Sweet.  Hello.  Is that him?  Puts on sunglasses.  Chris does the same.  Sounds bad enough to be him.

Sweet sees the two cops and jumps up leaving his guitar case but taking his guitar.  He runs away.

Tc:
Speeds up.  Split up.  Let’s try to cut him off.  Leaves Chris.
Chris:
Into the helmet mic which has mysteriously made its way down.  This is 2PB5 in pursuit of a 2-11 suspect on the corner of Ocean Front Walk and Books.

Sweet is running down the street.  He gets on his dirt bike and takes off.

Tc chases.

Sweet and Tc are riding between moving cars.

Sweet almost hits a Powerbar van but manages to scrape through in front of it.

Tc tries to follow but the van has cut him off.  By the time he’s circled the back of the truck Sweet is no where to be seen.

Chris pulls up at another location and she can’t see Sweet either.

Both are frustrated.

Hotel room.

Amy is lying on a bed flicking through a magazine.  Darla is sitting on the other bed.  Both are watching Tv.
Chris and Tc burst into the room.  The girls shriek.
Tc:
Police!  Points gun at them.  Drop to your knees now.  Now!
Chris searches the bathroom.  The hotel manager waits at the door.  Both girls get to their knees with their backs to Tc.
Tc:
Puts the gun away.  Where’s Sweet?
Darla:
Who?

Tc:
Where is he?

Amy:
I don’t know.

Darla:
Pushes Amy.  Shut up Amy.

Tc:
Cuffs Amy.  You shut up, I was talking to her.

Chris:
All clear.  Cuffs Darla.
Darla:
Ain’t nobody by that name here.

Tc gets Amy to her feet.

Chris:
Save it honey.  We found his wallet and his guitar case.  They sit both girls on a bed.
Tc:
And a receipt for this place tucked inside.

Amy:
That doesn’t mean this is his room.

Tc:
That’s not what the manager said.  Still want to play dumb?

Darla:
Both of you can kiss my…

Chris:
Watch it.

Tc:
Save the rest for them in the lock up.

Amy:
We’re under arrest?

Chris:
Oh would you look at that.  They’re picking up IQ points already.

Chris and Tc lead the girls to the door.
Tc:
This is 2PB5 requesting transport for 2 female suspects.

At the firehouse.
Tc is with a woman and they are looking through a file together.  Maggie comes up to them.
Maggie:
Where’s Amy?

Tc:
Maggie I’m sorry.

Maggie:
Where is she?

Tc:
We had to cut them both loose.  Gives the file to the woman and she walks off.
Maggie:
Why?  Jail is the only thing that will keep her off the street right now.

Tc:
We had nothing to hold them on.

Maggie:
What about the men that were mugged?

Tc:
They both developed a case of marital amnesia.  It’s easier to get mugged than it is to get divorced.  He wanders off.
Maggie:
Follows.  Dammit you should have found a way to keep her here.

Tc:
Sits on a desk.  She’s 18 now. We can’t make her do anything anymore.  I’m sorry.

Maggie:
What she does next could affect the rest of her life.  All she needs is someone to once make that extra effort for her.

Tc:
She’s hanging with a really bad guy.  He picks up a file and flicks through it.  We ran Johnny Sweet’s prints.  His sheets go back to when he was 16.  Puts the file down on the desk.
Maggie:
All the more reason for you to help her.

Tc:
Some of these kids go down no matter what we do.  He reaches out and puts a hand on her shoulder.  She looks at it unimpressed so he takes it off rather uncomfortably.  Maybe you need to cut your losses.  Concentrate on the ones you can help.

Maggie:
If the person who once helped me had taken your attitude I would be dead today.

Tc:
What do you mean?

Maggie:
I was 14 when I ran away from home.  My father had been molesting me for five years.  She looks pained by the memory.
Tc:
Maggie I’m sorry.

Maggie:
Teary.  I survived two years on the streets.  Everything that Amy is going through had already happened to me.  I wasn’t born a nun Tc.  Nobody is.  She leaves.
At the firehouse.
Victor wheels his bike in from the bike shop.

Palermo spots him and comes after him.
Palermo:
Whoa, hey, hey, hey.  Not so fast Del Toro.

Victor:
Oh hey Lieutenant.  How’s it going?

Palermo:
All right.

Victor:
Yeah.

Palermo:
Stands in front of Victor and crosses his arms.  Where’s my bike?

Victor:
Looks at Cory who is grinning then looks down and pretends to write when Victor looks at her.  Now that’s an interesting story.

Palermo:
Would it have anything to do with a black kid say 14 years of age or so?

Victor:
You saw him?

Palermo:
Tell me he’s your son.  Does a fake grin.  And the only reason you let him ride my $6000 dollar bike is because he’s your flesh and blood and you couldn’t say no.

Victor:
I can’t tell you that.

Palermo:
Oh.  Goes behind Victor and puts a hand on his shoulder.  So maybe he’s a friend of yours huh?  Takes hand off shoulder and circles the bike back to where he was.  You know him so well that you trust him with your life so you let him borrow my bike.  Nods like he wants Victor to say yes.
Victor:
Also not the case sir.  I’m sorry.

Palermo:
Are you saying you let my $6000 dollar bike that I spent three long years saving for get stolen?

Victor:
No.

Palermo:
Good.

Victor:
Internal struggle.  Yes.

Palermo:
What?  If looks could kill.
Victor:
You know, there’s a really good chance your home owners policy covers just this sort of thing.

Palermo:
Shakes his head and turns away.  No.  Look at the ceiling for divine intervention.  Cory’s grinning again but pretends to write when Palermo screams.  I want it back!  Get it back!

Victor looks at Cory who giggles.

Victor leaves.

A parking lot somewhere.

A black car pulls up and Amy and Darla get out in their skanky outfits.

Sweet is waiting for them.
Amy:
Bye mister.  Thanks for [?].

Darla walks around the back of the car to where Sweet and Amy are now standing.
Sweet:
To Darla. Is that everything you got?  Darla hands over the cash.  Sweet counts and twirls happily.  Yes!  See what a little teamwork does huh?  We can make more money in a couple of hours than we could in a whole week of rolling drunks and with zero risk.
Darla:
Kisses and hugs Sweet.  I thought about you the whole time Sweet.

Amy:
Sweet.  We did like you said.  Holds up some money.  We asked him for an extra tip.

Sweet:
Takes money.  Way to go girl.  Hugs Amy.  You make me proud.

Darla rolls her eyes and looks unimpressed.

The three of them walk together, past Cirque du Solei.
Amy:
So we’ve got enough money for bus tickets to Seattle now don’t we?

Sweet:
No way babe.  Rock stars don’t do the bus thing.  We’re flying.

Amy:
That could take a long time.

Sweet:
Not if we speed things up.

Amy:
Suspicious.  What do you mean?

Darla grins.
Sweet:
You let me worry about that okay.  Now listen.  I got you another gig tonight, okay.  Guy wants a double header and he is loaded.

They keep walking.  Cory and Victor ride past.
Cory:
Look at the bright side Victor.

Victor:
Yeah, what is that?

Cory:
I think you set a record.  I’ve never heard the lieutenant yell at anybody like that before.  She laughs.
Victor:
You know what.  This isn’t funny.  I’m gonna be in debt for the next three years.  I sweat if I lay eyes on that kid again he’s mine.
Hunchy appears on an overpass.
Hunchy:
Hey yo boy in blue.  What’s up?

Cory and Victor stop riding.  They exchange looks.
Victor:
Hey kid.  How’s it going?

Hunchy:
Man I’m chillin.  I’ve been slammin and jammin ever since I got me this fly ride.

Cory laughs.
Victor:
Great, great.  Now listen carefully okay.

Hunchy makes a talking hand gesture.
Victor:
Shows over.  Why don’t you just give up the bike and forget this ever happened.

Hunchy:
I’m cool with that.

Victor:
Ok.  Good.  Dismounts.
Hunchy:
But you gotta catch me first.

Victor:
Points at him.  Hey now wait.  If you run and make me chase you the deals off.

Hunchy:
Raps.  You be in [?] when you take me on in battle cause you up a chocolate creek and you ain’t got no paddle.  Ha ha.  Whoo!

Victor looks at Cory who looks rather unimpressed.

Hunchy gets on the bike and rides off.
Victor:
Don’t!  Grabs bike and runs up a flight of stairs to the overpass.  This is 1PB5 in pursuit of suspect heading north on Ocean.  Gets to the top of the stairs, gets on his bike and goes after Hunchy.

Hunchy is riding over the crest of a hill.
Victor tries to catch him but gets to the top of the hill and Hunchy is no where to be found.
Flicks helmet mic up in frustration and takes off sunnies still trying to see Hunchy.
Marvin puts two money notes near a tape deck and presses play on the tape deck.  The music starts and he takes off his jacket before lounging on a bed decorated with red satin and tiger print linen.
Marvin:
It’s time for my show.  Dance for me girls.

Amy and Darla start dancing.  Darla flamboyantly and Amy shyly.  Darla dances closer to the bed and Marvin leans closer to her.
Marvin:
Oh yeah.  He, he, he.

Darla:
Opens her shirt to reveal a rather bright red bra.  Do you like what you see?

Marvin:
Shut up.  Don’t talk.  You’ll ruin it.

Darla:
Oh no problem.  Takes off shirt and slings it around the back of his neck.  You’re the man.

Marvin:
And don’t you forget it.

He reaches out with both hands for her.  She grabs them and pushes them down throwing him off balance.  She then hits him across the back with a lamp that smashes on impact.

Amy:
Screams.  What are you doing?

Darla:
Searches through Marvin’s jacket for his wallet.  Shut up!

Marvin:
Gets up and grabs Darla.  You bitch!

Amy cringes.

Marvin throws Darla on the bed and slaps her hard across the face.  He struggles with her to get the wallet back.

Marvin:
Give me back the money.

Darla:
It’s mine.

Marvin:
Give it back.

Darla:
Yells.  Sweet!  Sweet!

Sweet:
Breaks open the door.  Hey I thought I told you no rough stuff with my ladies Marvin.

Marvin:
She tries to rip me off.

Sweet:
Gets out his knife.  Amy cringes into the corner.  I’m that one that’s gonna be ripping you off.

Marvin:
Stops strugging with Darla and she sits back up.  Punk.  You think you can set me up?  Goes for gun in ankle holster.
Darla:
Grabs at gun.  Sweet!  He’s got a gun!

Sweet tackles Marvin onto the bed.  Darla dives out of they way.  Amy still cringing in the corner.

The men wrestle for before Sweet pushes the gun, still in Marvin hand, so that the gun points at Marvin and shoots twice.

Amy is in shock.

Sweet pushes Marvin’s dead body off himself and gets up.
At Marvin’s hotel room.
Chris:
Police!  Breaks open door.
She goes in with gun pointed.  Tc follows doing the same.

Tc looks in the bathroom while Chris holsters her gun and checks Marvin’s pulse.

Tc:
Holsters his gun.  It’s clear.

Chris gives Tc a look that tells him Marvin is dead.
Tc:
Looks like the night manager did hear gun shots.

Chris:
Check this out.  She moves aside a red pillow to reveal a knife.  We’re not dealing with criminal masterminds here.

Tc:
Talks into radio on belt.  This is 4PB6.  We have a 1-87 at Pacific Hotel.  Send coroner.

Note: a 1-87 is a homicide.
The next day on the boardwalk.
Cory and Victor are on patrol but are stopped near the overpass.
Cory:
This is ridiculous Victor.  There’s no way that kid is gonna come back here again.

Victor:
You saw him.  It’s not about him keeping the bike.  It’s about him challenging and beating me.  Looks noble.
Cory:
My point exactly.

Victor:
What do you mean?

Cory:
I mean he’s already challenged and beat you so why would he come back.

Victor:
Hurt.  I can’t believe you said that.
Cory:
Look I’m sorry if I hurt your feelings but it’s true.

Victor:
Whatever.  Rides off.
Cory watches him go.

At the hotel room.

Amy is looking through suitcases and finds plane tickets for Sweet and Darla but not her.  She goes through another case and finds a gun.

She puts the gun in her back pack and takes the tickets and leaves.

Sweet is walking down the street with Darla who is skipping and is dressed in a pinafore and knee length socks like a schoolgirl.

They pass Woody and Dusty.  Dusty is asleep.

Woody:
Hey you.  Loser.  Wake up.  Dusty keeps sleeping.  Wake up.  Head butts Dusty.

Dusty:
Ow.  That hurt.

Woody:
What do I gotta do?  Hit you with a two-by-four?

Dusty:
You are a two-by-four.

They watch after Sweet and Darla.
At the firehouse.

Palermo is on one side of the clear whiteboard with a map of Santa Monica on it.

Chris and Tc are on the other side.

Palermo:
You were right Tc.  Forensics came back on the knife.  Prints [?] were a positive match for Johnny Sweet.

Chris:
Think the girls were there?

Tc:
Wouldn’t surprise me a bit.

Maggie comes running through the front doors but it stopped by a police officer in bike patrol uniform.

Tc:
He and Chris round the board.  It’s ok, let her through.

Maggie:
Runs over to Tc.  Amy called me.  She sounded in really bad shape.

Tc:
We think her boyfriend killed somebody last night.  Did she say anything about that?

Maggie:
No, but it adds up.

Chris:
What do you mean?

Maggie:
Well she apologized, said that I’d been right about Sweet and that she’d been a fool.  It was like she was saying goodbye.

Palermo:
She tell you where we could find Sweet?

Maggie:
She just said that they were gonna ditch her then she hung up.  I’m scared for her Tc.  She sounded gone.  

Tc looks worried.

Palermo:
We’ll get Victor and Cory to sit on their place.  Maybe they’ll show.

Tc:
Come here.  Takes Maggie away.

Chris and Palermo disperse.

Hunchy is riding down the street fast on the bike doing some tricks in the process.  ‘Tc and Chris Roll’ from the Pacific Blue soundtrack is playing.
He rides past Woody and Dusty who are at a payphone.  Woody is on the phone.

Woody:
Yeah, I followed them.  Looks at Dusty for confirmation.  Dusty nods so he continues.  They went into the No Fret guitar shop.

Chris:
On phone at firehouse.  Thanks Woody and ah, say hi to Dusty.  I assume he’s nearby.

Sweet:
Comes out of No Fret with a case that he’s admiring and Darla.  He’s possibly just bought a new guitar.  If I find a woman I love as much as my acts I swear I’ll marry her.

Darla:
Laughs.  Thanks a lot.

They go around the corner of the shop and see Amy who is not happy.
Amy:
Smiles sadistically.  Going somewhere?  Holds up the tickets.
Sweet:
What are you doing here?  I thought I told you to stay put till we got back.

Amy:
You guys were just gonna dump me.  After all I did for you?

Sweet:
No babe.  You’ve just got it wrong.  We just haven’t bought your ticket yet.

Amy:
Shut up!  You think I’m stupid?  Sarcastically.  Oh god, what am I saying, of course I am.  Anybody who listens to your BS has to be.
Sweet:
Gets annoyed.  All right Amy.  I’m through playing games with you.  Give me the tickets.

Amy:
Or what?  You’re gonna hurt me?  That’s a joke.  You couldn’t possibly hurt me more than you already have.  She rips the tickets in half.
Sweet:
Hey!

Darla:
You idiot!

Both advance on Amy.  Amy pulls out the gun, cocks it and points it at Sweet.
Sweet:
Holds up hands.  Whoa, whoa, hey, hey, baby.  What do you wanna go do that for hey?  The crowd around have ducked.  Hey, I’m your man.  I take care of you.

Amy fires and puts two bullet holes in the case and/or guitar.

Sweet:
Crazy bitch!

Tc and Chris come from behind on their bikes.  There is a ramp like thing behind the courtyard where Amy is.
Tc:
Drop the gun Amy.  Stops his bike and points his gun at her.
Chris:
Does same.  Do it now.

Police cars with sirens and lights pull up on the road behind the ramp where Tc and Chris are.
Sweet:
She’s crazy.  She’s trying to kill me.

Chris:
To Sweet.  You, shut up.

Tc jumps over the railing and onto a large metal housing for something.  He then jumps onto the ground several feet behind Amy.  Gun drawn.
Amy:
Laughs.  Hear that Sweet.  They’re on to you.  I should have smartened up a little sooner myself.  Now, I’m taking you with me.

Sweet:
Hey, everything I did I did so that we could be together.  Hey we’re family now.  Amy advances with the gun.  Sweet retreats.  They have a bit of a stand off.  All right don’t just stand there.  Shoot her!

Amy:
Laughs.  That’s right Sweet.  Show them who you really are.  Now tell them how you made us go out and rob people.

Sweet:
All right.  So we robbed a couple of drunks.  We needed the money.

Amy:
Now tell them how you pimped me ad turned me into a whore.  Tell them!

Sweet:
Ok.  All right.  Ok.

Amy:
Now tell them now you killed that man.  He hesitates.  Do it!

Sweet:
Gets to his knees.  Ok, ok, I did it.  I did it.

Amy:
Goodbye Sweet.

Chris:
Drop the gun Amy or we’ll have to put you down.

Tc:
Don’t make us shoot you to protect that low life.

Amy:
I don’t care anymore.
Chris moves to where Tc is.
Maggie comes around the corner from Sweet and Darla’s end.
Tc:
Maggie, get back!

Maggie:
Walks up to Amy.  Amy, please.  Put the gun down.

Amy:
Shakes her head.  No, it’s too late.

Maggie:
No it’s not.  You have to trust me on this.  I’ve never lied to you have I?  Amy shakes head.  This will all pass.  All you have to do is live.

Amy:
Getting teary.  I’m so ashamed Maggie.  I let you down so bad.  Lowers the gun a tad and cries.
Maggie:
Amy you’re not along.  I love you no matter what you’ve done.  You have to believe that.  Puts a hand on the gun and takes it from Amy then hugs her feeling very relieved.
Chris and Tc move in.

Chris takes the gun before going with Tc.

Tc goes over to Sweet.
Tc:
Hands behind your head.

Sweet does so.  Tc cuffs him and Chris cuffs Darla.
Sweet:
You know all that stuff I coughed up don’t mean squat.  I was under redress.

Tc:
We don’t need it.  We found your knife.  Grabs him hard on the shoulder.  And the words duress zipwad.  Shoves him away.
At the firehouse.

Cory is talking to a woman.
Cory:
It’s okay.  He’ll take care of everything.  Passes the woman off to another cop behind the desk.  She then goes over to where Victor is.

Victor is sitting at his desk with a pen and paper.
Cory:
Laughs.  Hey, whatcha doing?  She leans on the back of Victor’s chair.

Victor:
Writing.  Well if I sell all my bikes and save $200 bucks a month I’ll have the lieutenant paid off…in a year and a half.  I am so dead.  He sighs.
Cory grins.

Hunchy walks through the front doors with the bike.
Cory:
Well you just may have been resurrected.

Victor:
Without looking up.  What?

Cory:
Check it out.

Hunchy:
Comes closer to them.  Yo 5-0.  I found something of yours.

Victor:
Gets up and walks over to Hunchy.  Kid, you’re in a world of trouble.

Hunchy:
Yeah?  That’s now what she said.

Victor:
What are you talking about?

Hunchy:
I saw her on the street and she told me if I bought the bike back there’d be no beef.

Victor:
To Cory.  You made a deal with this kid?

Cory:
Spreads her arms.  I couldn’t let you be in hock for the rest of your life.
Palermo:
Comes downstairs.  You found her!  My baby.  Flicks Victor off the bike and examines it closely.
Hunchy:
Oh yeah Officer.  I found the ride and brought it back.

Palermo:
Good work son.  Does a funny handshake with him.

Victor looks on disbelieving.
Hunchy:
Since I’ve been such an honest citizen (Victor scoffs) don’t I deserve a reward?

Victor:
A reward?  Lieutenant, this is the kid that…

Palermo:
You absolutely do.  How does $100 dollars sound?

Hunchy:
That’s cool for a start.

Palermo:
Officer Del Toro since the bike was in your care when it was ‘lost’ I think you should pay.

Victor:
I’m not paying this hustler one red cent.

Cory:
Grins.  Oh come on Victor.  Be a good sport.  It could have cost you a lot more.

Palermo:
A hell of a lot more.  Pay the man Victor.  Looks at bike.  Now if you’ll excuse me.  Goes.
Victor:
Huffs.  Right.
Hunchy puts out his hand.

Cory giggles and walks off.

Victor stands there with his hands on his hips obviously not happy about paying.
Near shops on the pier.

Tc is in civies and is walking along with Maggie.

Maggie:
Amy’s agreed to testify against Sweet.  Her PD (Note: Public defender) says there’s a really good chance that she’s gonna get probation.

Tc:
She’s a very lucky girl.

Maggie:
Yeah.  It could have been a lot worse.

Tc:
No, I mean to have a friend like you.  Maggie grins.  So anyway I was wondering if…pauses.
Maggie:
Stops walking and turns to face him.  Yes?

Tc:
Well look I know you’re a nun and all but isn’t there some kind of loophole or out clause that would allow you to date just a couple of days a week?

Maggie:
I’m afraid not.

Tc:
Then I’m just gonna have to come out and say this.

Maggie:
You don’t have to.  I feel it too.

Tc:
Well then why don’t we take the chance.  See where this takes us.

Maggie:
What if it doesn’t work?

Tc:
I don’t know.

Maggie:
You’re life would still be there waiting for you.  Mine would be gone.  12 years vanished just like that.  I would have be 100% certain.  Can you guarantee that?
Tc:
Nobody can.

Maggie:
See my problem?

Tc looks disappointed.

Maggie:
Kisses him on the cheek and holds his face for a few moments.  Bye Tc.

She pats him on the chest before going.

He watches after her.
