Rumplestiltskin

At a bar.

Lana:

Thank you Marcel

At another bar.

Bree:

To the bartender.  Thank you Andy.

Guy:
Whoa, check this out.  I was going to buy you a drink but with all that cash, maybe you should spring it.

Bree:

The homeless shelter is down the street.

Guy:
How about a real drink?  As Bree is walking away.  Barkeep, Champaign [something French].

Bree:

At limo.  Hello Bobby.  Is everybody here?

Bobby:
Waiting on you Miss Bree.  Opens door for Bree and she gets in.
Laslo:

Bree.  Come in, come in.

Sheila:
Get in here girl.

Lana:

Cheers clinks glasses with Bree.

Laslo:
I love you three.  And you know you’re the soul of American free enterprise incarnate.  The blood of Morgan, Frick and Carnagee is coursing through your veins, but, I would like to see what we have to show.  Put ours on the assembly lines ladies.  Let’s see.

Lana:
Yes Mr Parks.  Pulls money out of purse.
Sheila:
Right away Mr Parks.  Pulls money out of purse and throws it around Limo

Guy:
Opens limo door.  What’s going on ladies?  Can I join the party?  Gets glared at by everyone in the limo.  Bobby grabs him heavily by the back of the jacket.
Laslo:
See the barbarians at the gate.  Does one thumb down.  Under the armpit Bobby.

Bobby:
Yes boss.  Pulls the guy out of the limo.  Sheila waves.  Limo door shuts.

See the limo driving away and the guy lying on the pavement.

At firehouse.  Victor walks out of locker rooms where Tc has his elbow leaning against the open draw of the filing cabinet.  Victor walks over and stands next to Palermo.  Tc, Victor and Palermo are trying to intimidate Arty.

Arty:

So I was bowling(?) with this guy.  He works for Alejandro Cruz.

Tc:

Name?

Arty:
Rudy Baldez.  He says there’s a big drug sale about to go through…right here on the beach…a million dollars.

Tc:
We’ll assume Cruz in sell side.  Who’s the buyer?

Arty:
See that’s the weird part.  Goes to lean on drawer but Tc shuts it.  Rudy don’t know.  It’s some new player nobody’s heard of.

Victor:
And…that’s it?

Arty:
Hey, I’m working on it okay.  Victor shakes his head in disgust.
Palermo:
Steps forward.  Look, you need to work a little harder.  Bring us something we can use okay?

Arty:
Yes sir.  Goes to leave and expects Tc to move out of the way to give him a clear passage past.  However, Tc doesn’t move.

Palermo:
To Tc and Victor after Arty leaves.  I need you guys to do the same thing.

Victor:
Lieutenant, we can handle our own cases.

Palermo:
This Cruz is the big fish.  The chief is dealing some heat on this, therefore, so are we.  Right.  Camera view moves up to a person in a suit in Palermo’s office.

Victor:
Victor points to office.  Looks like you’ve got a visitor.

Palermo:
Or an emissary from the chief.  Starts to walk off.  Go to work.

Camera follows Palermo until Chris and Cory come into view just below the stairs.  Chris is seated at the desk but facing Cory who is sitting in a chair to the side of the desk.

Chris:
So it’s Saturday afternoon, the middle of the day.  He asks me up to his place.

Cory:
Is that good or bad?

Chris:
Just what I was asking myself.  So I went.  It was bad.

Cory:
So what happened?  Did he make a move or…

Chris:
He asked me to do his laundry.

Cory:
No.  What did you do?

Chris:
Oh I did it all right.  I set a match to his hamper.

Cory:
Laughs.
Palermo:
At the top of the stairs.  Clears throat.  Chris, Cory.

Cory:
What’s up Lieutenant?

Palermo:
I’m not too sure myself.  There’s a FBI agent in my office.  He wants to see the two of you.  Disappears back into office.
Chris:
Great.  Another whacked out Fed.

Cory:
Man, they’re really driving me insane.

Chris:
(?Spook well?) on the beach and ride the DEA mania.  Gets up and starts walking up stairs.

Cory:
Oh the worst was your pal Fox from Metro.

Chris:
Don’t even remind me.

Cory:
Although there was that FBI agent that worked the bomber case with us.

Chris:
Agent Stone right?

Cory:
He was pretty cute.

Chris:
He was kinda cute actually.  Now at top of stairs.

Palermo:
Agent Stone seated at chair in front of Palermo’s desk.  Palermo seated behind desk.  Stone gets up quickly and turns to face door.  Kelly, McNamara, you remember Agent Stone.

Cory:
Looks pleasantly surprised.  Sure, hi.  Shakes his hand.
Chris:
Also shakes his hand.  How you doing?

Stone:
Great.  Good to see you both.

Chris:
What’s up.  Both girls are seated.  Stone is standing next to Palermo.

Stone:
This hundred was passed at the beach last night.  It’s counterfeit.  Hands $ to Cory.

Cory:
We’ve all been trained in counterfeit currency.  Looks at note.  This one looks fine.

Stone:
Pulls note out of pocket and hands it to Cory.  Here’s a real hundred.  Compare them.  Cory is looking at hundred.  See that line of microscopic print next to the…

Cory:
Yeah, what about it?

Stone:
Look at the phony.

Cory:
It’s not there.  The line of prints missing.

Stone:
Exactly.

Cory:
Without a glass you could never tell the difference.

Stone:
Counterfeiters making these are very sophisticated.

Chris:
Do you have any idea who he is?

Stone:
We’re calling him Rumplestiltskin.

Chris:
Scoffs.  What’s that supposed to mean?

Cory:
Rumplestiltskin, the malevolent gnome who turned straw into gold.

Stone:
Very good officer McNamara.  Cory grins at Stone and Chris gives Cory a ‘smarty’ look.  All we know about he and his people is they hit a large urban area.  Flood it with counterfeit hundreds, then move on as quickly as possible.

Palermo:
Who are these people?

Stone:
Apparently in Dallas he had a couple of beautiful women passing the hundreds.

Cory:
How do they actually do it?

Stone:
Clubs, restaurants, bars.  Anywhere there’s a high cash turn over.

Chris:
Sarcastically.  That’s great.  Beautiful women hanging out in bars in LA.  Should be easy to spot.

Cory:
For an FBI agent you sure know a lot about counterfeiting.

Stone:
I’ve been working very closely with the secret service on this.  They knew I’ve teamed with you guys before so they asked me to liaison.

Palermo:
What do you propose Agent Stone?

Stone:
There’s been a cluster of these hundreds near the beach area.  I was hoping Officer Kelly and Officer McNamara could go undercover.

Palermo:
That’s asking a bit.  I’m already short handed as it is.

Stone:
This guy heads my own personal most wanted list.  He’s going to be in town three days tops.  With Kelly and McNamara showing me the ropes I think we can nail him.  Looks at Palermo and lowers voice a little.  Could you possibly go along with me on this one?

Palermo give Cory a ‘what do you think?’ look.  She gives him a ‘go ahead’ look.  And Chris gives Cory a look like ‘you only want this cause he’s cute’.

Palermo:
All right, three days.  I’ll set you up.  Come on.  Goes to walk down stairs.  Come with me.

Stone:
Follows Palermo.  Cory and Chris stand up and face door.  Chris slightly in front of Cory.  Stone gets to door and turns back to girls.  I look forward to working together again.  Then leaves.
Cory:
Phew.  That was a pleasant surprise.

Chris:
Yep.

In Laslo’s room of the hotel suite.  Laslo is lying on his bed and looking at the computer that is set up.  On the screen is a picture of a $100 note.

Laslo:
I’ve really come to love that face of yours Benjamin.  It speaks of our great traditions, industry, thrift, husbandry.  Zooms in on picture.  And those eyes.  So full of wisdom yet sparkling and merry.  What is it that you’re thinking about that gives you such accountance(?)?  Smiles.  Was it peresional(?) women?  You cad.

Sheila:
Calls out from behind door.  The girls are in their PJs and are peaking through the curtain.  Laslo…

Laslo:
Not now, I’m working.

Lana:
Please let us in.

Laslo:
No

Lana:
We’ll do anything.

Sheila:
Anything.  Bree disappears behind the curtain to pick lock.

Laslo:
I’m creating wealth here.  I’m empire building.  I don’t think Rockafella and Hunington had to put up with your sort of fleshy distractions.  Bree has opened the lock and the girls flounce into the room and over to the bed.  Oh now, out now.  No.  There’s no time for this.  You’ll ruin everything.

Lana:
What’s so damn important anyway?

Laslo:
Only the most perfect series of counterfeit currency ever created.

Sheila:
Leans over bed and pushes Laslo onto his back.  What’s wrong with the bills we’ve been passing?

Laslo:
Those were merely child’s play.  This new series is my greatest work ever.  It’s a magical synthesis of the spiritual and material.

Sheila:
Artists.

Laslo:
And besides, if these bills aren’t perfect, we will end up dead or in the poky.  We are about to make a deal that will enable us to retire in style.  Now leave me alone you bimbos.

Bree:
Naughty, naughty.

Sheila:
He said the ‘B’ word.

Lana:
You demean us as women.

Laslo:
I didn’t mean it, just leave me alone so I can keep working.

Lana:
All right Las.

Bree:
We’ll leave you alone.  Girls start stroking him.

Laslo:
That tickles.  Camera slowly moves back on to the computer screen.
Lana, Sheila and Bree get into the Limo.  Cory is bartendering and checking the cash that is passed to her.  Chris is Waitressing and checking money.  Then there is a picture of the Pier.  It’s now later and Chris walks to the table where Stone is waiting and sits down.

Stone:
How’d it go?

Chris:
Terrible.  All the bills were kosher and none of them were passed on by beautiful women.

Stone:
Don’t worry Officer Kelly, we’ll get him.

Chris:
Don’t you think that we should move onto first names?

Stone:
Absolutely.  I’m Tim.  Offers hand to Chris.
Chris:
Chris.  Shakes his hand.
Stone:
So, how were the tips.

Chris:
Rotten.  They were a broken streak of tightwads.

Cory:
Walks up to table and sits.  Hey guys.

Chris:
Cory

Stone:
Any action

Cory:
Oh, tons.  Let’s see I broke up 2 fights, tossed out 3 drunks, called the cops on a hooker.  And fortunately every hundred I got was a good as gold.  Waitress come with a jug of beer and three glasses.
Stone:
Well, what do you guys say?

Chris:
Raises glass.  I could sure use one.

Cory:
Ah, not for me thanks.

Stone:
Pouring Chris a beer.  How about a coke or something?

Cory:
Nah, I’m fine.

Stone:
Hungry?  Federally subsides (?) surely.

Chris:
Oh my god, you weren’t in the navy were you?

Stone:
Absolutely Lieutenant Kelly.

Chris:
You didn’t mention that before.  What did you do?

Stone:
Flew F-14s.  Cory looks left out.

Chris:
Persian Gulf?

Stone:
There and in Parole(?).

Chris:
I was stationed in Parole for a year.  [Something] had to be shipped out.  Border Patrol had to drag me on a plane.

Stone:
Wise dream.

Chris:
Ever make it up the corner coast?

Stone:
Once, pretty close to paradise.

Chris:
Ever hit Roxa?

Stone:
You went to Roxa?

Cory:
What’s Roxa?

Chris & Stone:  Strip joint.  Clink glasses.  Cory again feels left out.
Bree:
Suspiciously sneaking out of a club.  She runs into an alleyway and up to a guy.

Nicky:
God, where have you been?

Bree:
I have to be careful.

Nicky:
Does he suspect anything yet?

Bree:
No.  Relax will you.

Nicky:
Did he hurt you?

Bree:
No.

Nicky:
Did he, you know, did he touch you.

Bree:
Well, yes he did Nicky.

Nicky:
That sick…

Bree:
Takes Nicky’s hand.  He touched me everywhere.  He touched me here.  She moves Nicky’s hand to somewhere on her person.  And he touched me here.  Moves Nicky’s hand again.  And he touched me here.  Moves hand again.
Nicky:
I can’t wait to kill him.  Kisses Bree’s neck.

Bree:
Stop, wait.  There’ll be time for that in Kingakoo(?).
Nicky:
Sorry.

Bree:
We have to postpone the hit.  Laslos got some big scheme and says it’ll be the score of a lifetime.

Nicky:
Like what’s going?  Where?

Bree:
I don’t know.  That’s why we have to wait.  Have you thought more about how you’re going to do him?

Nicky:
Yeah.  Pulls out machete.  A lot.

Bree:
Nicky, I do love you.  She touches knife and they kiss.
Chris walks in door of firehouse wearing sunnies and civvies  She strolls up to where Cory is sitting at a desk and takes off her jacket.

Cory:
Chris, where have you been.  It’s 2.30.

Chris:
Yikes.

Cory:
So how long did you stay last night after I left?

Chris:
Takes off her sunnies and blinks.  Till 3.

Cory:
3!

Chris:
Time was just whizzing by.

Palermo:
sticks his head out of his office window.  Chris, Cory.  You want to come up now?

Cory:
Yes sir.  To Chris.  So did anything besides talk happen?

Chris:
Grins.  Not yet.

In Palermo’s Office.

Stone:
Look, there is just too many places Rumplestiltskin can pass these bills.  Lieutenant Palermo has a good suggestion.

Palermo:
Instead of concentrating on a few spots, let’s throw a wider net.

Stone:
Three best dressed to party as many places as possible.

Chris:
Beats waitressing.

Stone:
Lets do it.

Laslo in on the phone to Alejandro.  The girls are reading magazines on the couch (but you don’t know that yet).

Laslo:
No, I’m feeling open…Yeah…No those terms sound fine…I’ll meet you first…Okay…Adios.  Puts phone down.  I own you.  To girls.  Hello, let’s go.  What are you guys doing?  Suit up.

Sheila:
It’s only 4 o’clock in the afternoon.

Laslo:
You’re not a vampire.  A little daylight won’t kill ya.  Lana goes to get dresses for Sheila and herself.  Laslo sees her dress.  What are you going a convent?

Lana:
Leave your fantasies out of this.  Gives Sheila a dress.
Laslo:
Hold that aside.  I’m pleased to announce that you’ll all soon be leaving the workforce.  This big transaction goes down the day after tomorrow in the old service yard behind the graffiti pit.  10 am.

Sheila:
We have to get up at 10 in the morning?!

Laslo:
Oh no.  You have to get up at 9 to be there by 10.

Lana:
Can’t we just keep doing what we’re doing and sleep in?

Laslo:
Ladies, understand this.  This is how great wealth in America is created.  You find one great opportunity and you seize it.  Like Bill Gates.  Like Ted Turner.  See it like this.  You don’t let me down, you don’t let yourselves down and you don’t let our traditions down and you will never have to work again.

Bree:
Claps and gets glared at by Sheila.  And this big transaction Lassie is what exactly.

Laslo:
Some things still must remain a secret.

Sheila:
Is trying to do up the zipper on the back of her dress and stands up.  All right then tough guy.  Be a dear and make yourself useful.  She stands in front of where Laslo is sitting and turns around so he can do up the zipper.  He pulls it open and pulls her to sit on him.  She giggles.

Arty is standing next to a phone booth in the street.

Arty:
Del Toro, Callaway.  They ride up to where Arty is standing.  Where have you guys been all day?

Tc:
Looking for you Arty.

Victor:
What have you got?

Arty:
I’ve been hanging with my boy Rudy all afternoon.

Tc:

Where is he now?

Arty:
Points to a guy walking away from the down the street.  You should bust him.

Tc:
What for?

Arty:
Cause he’s carrying a bunch of smack.

Tc:
To Victor.  We could take him in and trade him for Cruz.

Arty:
It would make your chief mighty happy.

Victor:
And our lieutenant.

Tc and Victor ride off after Rudy.  Rudy sees them and starts running.  He goes into an alleyway.  Tc follows and Victor keeps going straight ahead looking for another way around.  Rudy gets to the end of the alley and closes a gate on Tc.  Victor comes around the corner as Rudy runs off again.  Victor lifts the front wheel of his bike and slams it into Rudy’s back.  Rudy falls to the ground and Victor jumps on him.  Tc emerges from the alley and Victor pushes Rudy against a wall and searches him.

Tc:

What have you got?

Victor:
Nothing.  He must have ditched the junk.

Tc doesn’t look happy.
Stone is at a strip club checking for counterfeit money.  Chris and Cory are doing the same thing.  Chris is at a club.  Bobby gives a shoe cleaner money.  Whilst this is going on there are flashes of money exchanging hands.

Cory is at a strip club and sees Lana at the bar giving the waiter some money.  Lana turns around to look at something and Cory moves away.  Lana stirs drink and gets given change.  Cory meets the waiter behind the bar at the cash register.
Cory:
Shows badge.  Santa Monica Police Department.  I need to see that last hundred-dollar bill you just took.  Waiter gets out $ and shows Cory.  She looks to see if Lana is still sitting at the bar, which she is, and then takes the $.  Cory gets out her magnifying glass and looks at the money.  This bills counterfeit.  I’m going to have to take it with me.  I’ll give you a receipt.  Cory looks towards the bar and sees that Lana is gone.  She pulls a business card out of her purse.  Here’s my card; I’ll be in touch.  Cory runs outside the club but Lana is nowhere to be found.  She stamps her foot and mouths ‘damn’.

Shows Pacific Park.

Bree:
Runs up to Nicky.  Okay, the deals happening the day after tomorrow at 10 o’clock in the morning at some old service yard behind the graffiti pit.

Nicky:
Okay, so what’s going down exactly.

Bree:
Laslo’s still not saying but I’m guessing it’s some kind of drug swap.  We’ll let him do the deal and then kill him back at the hotel.

Nicky:
What about Bobby G?

Bree:
I’ll take care of him.

Nicky:
How?

Bree:
You don’t want to know so don’t ask.

Nicky:
Sheila and Lana?

Bree:
Please.  Do you still have the key?

Nicky:
Oh yeah.

Bree:
Rolls eyes.  I love you.  Kisses Nicky.
Nicky:
Watches as she walks away.  I love you.

At the parking lot outside a Laundromat.

A black limo is already there.  A white limo pulls up.  Bobby gets out of the black and opens the door for Laslo.  Rudy and Alejandro get out of the white.

Laslo:

Gracias Roberto.

Alejandro:
Where’s Parks?

Laslo:

Looks at Bobby with pretend dejection.  I’m Parks.

Alejandro:
You?  Laughs.  Why Rudy, this guy looks like the pizza boy.

Laslo:

Are we having a problem already?

Alejandro:
Yeah.  I don’t know you.  Nobody I know knows you.

Laslo:
Well I don’t know you either.  But ah, we’re broadening out circle of acquaintances and I think that’s healthy.

Alejandro:
Where’d a punk like you get a million dollars?

Laslo:
I have influential friends.  And all that should really matter to you is that my moneys good.  See, we’re not really building a long-term relationship here, Amigo.

Alejandro:
Okay.  But it goes down like I said.  Or not even these influential friends will be able to help you out.

Laslo:
You know what.  I’m loving you.  Goes to hug Alejandro.
Alejandro:
Pushes of Laslo.  Get off.

Laslo:
He got upset.  Laughs.  Woo!

Shows Cory at a bar sitting at a table.  Chris walks in with Stone.
Chris:
So he ditches his plane in the middle of the lake.  They sit.  Chris says to Cory.  What’s the matter?

Cory:
Holds up the note.  I found one.  She gives the note to Stone.
Stone:
Takes it and examines it with a magnifying glass.  It’s Rumplestiltskin all right.  Did you get a look at who passed it?  Shuts magnifying glass.
Cory:
A woman, mid 20’s.  Looked like a swimsuit model out of uniform.

Chris:
Well that’s good Cory, why are you so glum?

Cory:
I lost her.  She passed it to the bartender, I went to go get it and she slipped away.

Stone:
So, we’ll put you with the sketch artist in the morning.  This is the closest we’ve been yet.  This is good.  What do you say we all have a midnight supper to celebrate?

Cory:
Chris nods.  Nah.  I’m gonna go home.  I’m beat.

Chris:
Oh come on Cory, stay.

Stone:
Please.

Cory:
You two go ahead.  I’ll see you tomorrow.  Gets up and leaves.

Chris:
Night.  Man, I’m starving.  Stone gives a wry smile.

Tc is riding through the street (it’s nighttime).  Victor comes squealing up behind him).

Tc:
Hey, any luck?

Victor:
Shakes head.  Nothing.

Tc:
Me either and I browsed through every low life sleaze I know.

Victor:
I’m beat.

Tc:
I know.  Sees Victor looking at something.  What?

Victor:
Points to Bree on bench.  Check that out.

Tc:
No way she’s homeless.  Look at the dress.

Victor:
They park bikes.  Let’s see if she’s got somewhere to go.

Tc:
Miss…

Victor:
Walks over to her.  Miss, get up please.  Taps her on the shoulder.  When she doesn’t respond, he squats down and shakes her shoulder.  Miss.  Victor sees that her throat has been cut and checks for her pulse on her wrist.  She’s dead.

Cory is walking along a path surrounded by sand.  She speeds up when she sees Stone in a phone booth.

Stone:
Hangs up phone quickly.  Cory.

Cory:
Tim, what are you doing here?  Did something happen?

Stone:
No, no, no, nothings happened.  Nothing bad, nothing…this is weird, this.  I shouldn’t have shown up like this, I…

Cory:
What, what do you want?

Stone:
Just to talk.

Cory:
About the case?

Stone:
About anything but the case actually.

Cory:
Well, I, I, I thought you were interested in Chris.

Stone:
No, no.  I mean, Chris is terrific.  I hope we can stay friends but she’s not, ah, my type.

Cory:
And I am?

Stone:
Yes, I think, maybe.

Cory:
Oh man.

Stone:
I’m sorry.  This is stupid.  I should have waited till the case is over.  This is really unprofessional.  He starts backing away.
Cory:
Shut up.

Stone:
Excuse me?

Cory:
Walks over and stands next to him.  I said, shut up.  Takes him by the arm and leads him away.

At Cory’s place.  Cory and Stone are sitting on the couch talking.

Cory:
And it’s changed me being a cop.

Stone:
In what way?

Cory:
Growing up with my father being a cop and my grandfather and my big brother.  And my mother died when I was, I was young.  I wanted so much to be like them.  And I always felt left out.

Stone:
Sure.

Cory:
I mean it had been great for the most part but it was such a fraternity and I was the girl.

Stone:
Yeah, I’ve noticed.
Cory:
But I’ve always wanted to be tough, you know.  I…I loved how they could walk into a tight situation and take control and not be intimidated.

Stone:
And now you can.

Cory:
Well, yeah, I mean, there’s still a little fear to deal with but I can handle myself pretty well.

Stone:
I…it’s funny because in an odd way, I kind of have the same situation.  I mean, my dad was in the navy and his dad and so forth back to no one in the USS Downpour.

Cory:
Is that why you joined?

Stone:
Absolutely.  It was always considered inevitable.  Once I got in, it was not for me.

Cory:
How did your dad take it when you bailed?

Stone:
We didn’t speak for a year.

Cory:
Oh, and now?

Stone:
He’s got to respect my choice and I…I care a lot less about whether he approves or not.  Looks at watch.  Ow, it’s 3 am.  I should go.  I crashed in on you and keep you up half the night.

Cory:
Right.  Two walk towards door.

Stone:
Goodnight Cory.

Cory:
Goodnight.  Stone goes to open door and she pushes it shut.  Aren’t you forgetting something?

Stone:
I don’t…

Cory:
Kisses Stone, then pushes him out the door.  Now go away.  He leaves.  She closes the door and then leans against it.
Palermo, Stone, Tc and Victor are in Palermo’s office talking about Bree’s death.  Palermo is sitting behind the desk.  Stone is looking at a note.  Victor is leaning against the window that looks out over the stairs.  Tc walks between Stone and Victor and sits on a chair in front of the desk.
Stone:
Did you find this in her purse?

Tc shakes his head.
Victor:
She didn’t have one.

Palermo:
ID?  Wallet?

Tc:

Nothing.

Stone:
So where’d the bill come from?

Victor:
It was tucked up in her dress.

Tc:

The M.E found it when he started examining her.

Victor:
What’s the big deal with that bill anyway.

Stone:
It’s counterfeit.

Tc:

What?  Gets the bill from Stone and looks at it.  No way.

Stone:
Yep.  She probably had a whole roll of them in her purse.  I appreciate it you guys.

Victor:
No problem.

Tc:
Sure thing.

Palermo:
Any leads on that drug deal?

Tc:
It’s all dried up Lieutenant.  Victor shakes his head.
Palermo:
Keep looking into it.  The note is handed back and the guys leave.  What do you think?  Robbery?

Stone:
Or internal deception.

Cory is in the firehouse with the sketch artist.
Cory:
That’s close Steve.  Um, just the eyes further apart and a thin on the face a little.  She pats him on the shoulder and walks over and sits at a desk where she it looking through photos.  Chris comes over to see her.  She sits on the desk.
Chris:
Any luck with these.

Cory:
Oh no.  And I’ve been looking at them for hours.

Chris:
How about the sketches?

Cory:
Steve’s just finishing up now.  He’s pretty close.

Chris:
So have you seen Tim this morning?

Cory:
Ah, he’s with the lieutenant.  Look Chris, there’s something I want to talk to you about.

Stone:
Cory, Chris.

Palermo:
We think there’s a connection between Rumplestiltskin and the body Tc and Victor found on the beach.

Chris:
How so?

Stone:
She was carrying this on her.  He hands the note to Cory.
Cory:
Rumplestiltskin?

Stone:
Unquestionably.

Chris:
So the girl was part of a sales force.

Cory:
Why was she killed?

Stone:
I don’t know.  Let’s just keep hitting the books.  It would help a lot if we could put a name to the woman you saw last night.

Chris:
Then what do you want us to do tonight.

Stone:
Wait for the night shifts to come back.  We’ll circulate the dead girls picture and Cory’s sketch.

Cory:
Thanks Steve.  Gets handed sketch.  All right, here’s our girl.

At Laslo’s hotel room.  Laslo is wandering around aimlessly.
Laslo:
Lana?  Sheila?  What’s going on?  Where is everybody?

Sheila:
Lana, Sheila and Bobby come through the door.  See Las, you do care.

Laslo:
It’s 8 in the morning.  Where have you been?

Lana:
Las, we have some unhappy news.

Laslo:
Where’s Bree?

Lana & Sheila:  Bree.

Sheila:
See now Bree had become a bit of a problem.  Walks over to Laslo.
Lana:
She was scheming with this drip named Nicky Mink.

Laslo:
To do what?

Sheila:
Well, kill you and take over your operation.

Bobby:
It’s true boss.

Sheila:
They were going to cut your head off with a machete.

Laslo:
Oh god.

Sheila:
Oh but chin up Lassie.  Your girls took care of it.

Lana:
With Bobby G’s help.

Laslo:
What did you do?

Bobby:
Cut her throat.

Laslo:
Bree’s dead!

Lana:
Totally.

Laslo:
What did you do with her body?

Sheila:
We just dumped her in front of a bakery.

Lana:
Like the tart she is.  Lana and Sheila laugh.
Laslo:
What about this Nicky.

Lana:
Nicky will be no problem.

Laslo:
Ah what the hell.  We’ll be long gone by the time these ding bat beach cops figure anything out anyway.  Robert, please fire up the Jacuzzi.  I’m feeling stupid.  Laslo walks away.  Sheila walks back over to Lana and they laugh.
Cory and Stone are walking across a beach path.
Cory:
And Chris left before I could tell her.

Stone:
You’re a good friend.

Cory:
She’s a good friend.  I don’t want to hurt her.

Stone:
We haven’t really done anything to hurt her.

Cory:
But we’re going to.

Stone:
Stops walking and stands in front of her.  Is this really a good idea Cory?

Cory:
I’m not thinking about where this is headed.  For once I just want to close my eyes and go.

Stone:
Even if?

Cory:
Even if.  Tim, all my life I’ve been a good girl.  I’ve done the right things.  I’ve followed all the rules and now I just don’t care.

Stone:
This could affect your career.

Cory:
I don’t care.  I want you.

Stone:
His beeper goes off.  The flyers are ready and the night shift will already be on.  We should go.

Cory:
Okay.

Cory shows a door man the pictures.  He doesn’t know either of the two women.  Chris shows a DJ the pictures.  No luck.  Cory shows a barmaid.  No luck.  Stone shows a bellhop.  Luck!  He points to a door.  Cory shows a barkeeper.  No luck.  Stone shows a barkeeper.  Luck again.  Lana and Sheila are in their room getting dressed up.  Laslo comes into the room.
Laslo:

What are you doing?

Sheila:
What we do every night.

Laslo:
Not tonight.  We can’t take a risk on you being spotted and tied into Bree’s death.

Lana:
Man are you paranoid.

Laslo:
No, I’m prudent.  Besides, we have to plan for tomorrow.

Sheila:
Uh huh, if we’re going to plan, why don’t you tell us what it is we are going.

Laslo:
Tomorrow, we will be buying 1 million dollars worth of pure heroin from a very creepy Colombian gentleman.

Lana:
And we’ll be doing it with those perfect new bills that you’ve been cranking out.

Laslo:
Precisely.

Sheila:
And then we’ll just sell it to our little pals in Detroit.

Lana:
Where we’ll have the approximate street value of…?

Laslo:
18 million dollars.

Sheila:
Wait a minute.  What if the Colombians find out that their bills are bogus?

Laslo:
Well what are they going to do?  Cry to the cops they sold their heroin for funny money?  We will be so far gone.  Listen, they will never find us.

Sheila:
You are so hot Laslo Parks.  Sheila and Lana go to hug him.
Laslo:
So are you.  He puts his arms out.  Come.  And they hug.
Chris is walking down the street looking sad and sees a couple together.  Cory goes to the wardrobe and takes off her shoes.  Chris still walking, sees another couple.  Cory undoes slips on the front of her dress.  Walks towards Stone.

Stone:
Can I do the rest?

Cory:

I thought you’d never ask.

Chris is still walking and Cory and Stone make out.
Scene shows a street with rollerbladers.  Cory is sleeping.  She wakes up and smiles.  Stone leans over and kisses her.  He says something indecipherable.
Cory:
Turns over onto her back.  Can’t you see, the guild is written all over my face.

Stone:
You know eventually I have got to get back to DC.

Cory:
You’re point would be.

Stone:
Well, I’m just….I’m just thinking, what happens then I mean, He kisses her nose, You know.  Cory grins which makes him smile.  Why are you smiling?

Cory
I’m not thinking about tomorrow.  I’m thinking about right now.  They kiss again.
Chris is doing something on the glass board in the firehouse.  Cory pokes her head around the corner from the bike repair room.
Cory:
Chris.  Cory motions.  Come here.

Chris:
Where have you been?

Cory:
I’ve got to talk to you about something.

Chris:
Oh not now.  Palermo’s got me…Cory cuts her off.
Cory:
Yes now.  Ducks into workshop and Chris follows.
Chris:
All right.  What’s the news flash?

Cory:
Time and I…we’re involved.

Chris:
What do you mean involved?

Cory:
I mean the whole thing.  Fireworks, roman candles, bells, whistles, you name it.

Chris:
You and Tim?

Cory:
Nods.  Yeah.

Chris:
Puts her hands on her hips.  When?

Cory:
Last night.  Chris looks away in disgust.  Look Chris, I’m sorry.

Chris:
Yeah, sure.

Cory:
It just happened.  There’s just something so strong between us and…man this is sounding so terrible.

Chris:
Maybe cause it is.

Cory:
Come on Chris.

Chris:
Yells.  Oh come on Cory, you knew the, looks behind her and whispers, you knew the way I felt about him.

Cory:
What about the way I felt?

Chris:
Oh no, wouldn’t want to get in the way of that.

Cory:
That’s not fair Chris.  I didn’t…I didn’t want it to be like this.

Chris:
Maybe you should have thought of that before.  She turns away.
Cory:
Chris wait.

Chris turns back.  A guy screams.  Nicky comes through the door clutching his stomach and screams again.  Tc and Victor catch him.

Shows  the service yard and Laslo’s limo pulling up near Alejandro’s.

Tc carries Nicky over to the gray couch.  Tc and Victor sit him down.

Door open on limos.  Bobby gets out and opens door for Laslo.

Tc is hovering over Nicky’s chest and Victor is at his feet.

Tc:

His pulse is weak.

Victor:
Get an ambulance.

Laslo gets out of the limo.  Rudy and Alejandro are already standing there.

Tc:
What’s your name?

Nicky:
Nicky, Nicky Mink.

Cory and Chris are hovering over Nicky’s head.  Chris slides a PB jacket under his head.

Chris:

Who did this to you?

Lana and Sheila get out of the limo.

Chris is holding Nicky’s head.
Nicky:
Lana…and Sheila…sisters.

Lana stands in front of the car.  Sheila sits on the bonnet.

Victor:
Who are they?

Nicky:
Holds up a bill.  Counterfeit.

Cory:

Grabs the bill.  Rumplestiltskin.

Alejandro:
To Laslo.  I like your security force.

Lana:

Give me a break, now where’s the smack.

Alejandro:
You let her talk?

Sheila:
We both talk doll.

Laslo:

It’s the 90’s man, what can I say?  Now where’s my drugs?

Alejandro:
Rudy.  Rudy taps twice on the boot.  It opens and he takes out a suitcase and hands it to Bobby who opens it.

Bobby:
It’s all good boss.

Alejandro:
Now where’s my cash.

Laslo:
Not so fast.  Moves towards drugs.
Alejandro:
Oh, you don’t trust me?

Laslo:
What is it Regan said?  Trust, opens switchblade knife, but verify.

Alejandro:
Regan?

Laslo:
Uses knife as a pointer.  You don’t say anything against Regan man.

Lana:
Las, take it easy.

Chris shows Nicky Cory’s sketch.

Chris:
Is this one of ones that did this to you?

Lana:
Yes…Lana.

Chris:
Turns the paper over.  Is this her sister Sheila?

Nicky:
No, that’s Bree.

Tc:
Did the sisters kill Bree?

Nicky:
Tries to get up.  Bree is dead?!

Laslo is playing with a test tube with a blue substance in it.
Laslo:
Dope.

Alejandro:
Now you.

Laslo:
Lana, give the little fella his money.  Lana struggles with another suitcase before handing it to Rudy who swings it up onto the boot of Alejandro’s limo.  Sheila closes the drug case.

Alejandro:
Ah, what happened to trust but verify?

Laslo:
Knock yourself out Hector.

Tc:
Holding Nicky’s head.  Where did you get the hundred-dollar bill?
Nicky:
Laslo Parks.

Cory:
Where can we find him?

Nicky:
Leaving.

Chris:
When?

Nicky:
Today.  Million-dollar heroin swap, Tc and Victor look at each other, then he’s gone.

Tc:
Looks at Victor.  There’s our big drug deal.  Victor nods.

Alejandro takes a bill out of the bag, stretches it and holds it up to the light.  Laslo looks at Lana and Sheila.

Tc:
Where’s the deal going down.

Nicky:
Old, gags, service yard…graffiti pit.

Chris:
When is that?

Nicky:
10am

Cory:
It’s 10:15.

Victor:
Looks at his watch.  The parameds are here.  Come on.  Get in here.

Paramedics work on Nicky as the cops clear out.
Laslo:
Picky, picky.

Alejandro:
Looks at Laslo and the girls.  We have a deal.

Cory, Chris, Tc and Victor are riding down the street.  Tc motions for the girls to do a U-turn down another path and for the guys to go around the corner.  Stone is in his car.
Dispatch:
In Stone’s car.  Something, Proceed to ocean front walk.  Something, 7-18 in progress.

Stone looks in the review mirror and does a sliding U-turn and takes off.
Laslo:
Lia con Dios amigo.

Alejandro:
Getting into limo with Rudy.  Are your ladies for sale?

Laslo:
That’s not funny.

Alejandro:
Too bad.

Rudy drives off.  One of Alejandro’s men opens the gate and sees Tim’s care there and runs behind the fence as the car slides horizontally in front of the limo.  Stone gets out of the opposite side of the car with his gun.  Laslo and the girls run into the car.  Stone fires two shots over the hood of his car.  Another of Alejandro’s men fires 2 shots at Stone.  Rudy fires 1 shot at Stone.  Stone fire 2 more shots over the hood of his car.  Alejandro’s other man fires 2 shots at Stone again.  Stone gets up and fires one shot over the roof of his car which gets met with more shots so he ducks down again.

Victor (on his bike) jumped off a raised grassy area, rode up a plank, jumped between buildings and over a fence onto a roof.  Then he jumped off the roof, knocking some paint cans off with him.  He slides to a stop near a bench in the service yard.  He’s then shot at by the Alejandro’s other man who is hiding behind a wall.

Tc overtakes children rollerblading on the footpath.  He rides up a trailer, jumps over a fence and down into some rubble in the service yard.  He drops his bike and Rudy takes off.

Stone fire two shots over the roof of his car.  Alejandro’s other man fires 2 shots at Stone.

Victor fires 1 at Alejandro’s other man who fires 2 back.  Victor fires 2 back at him and the guy falls down.  Victor rides off.

Cory and Chris break down a wooden gate and ride through it.  The ditch their bikes and are fired at by Bobby.  They each fire a shot at Bobby and he ‘falls’.  They then take off towards Laslo’s limo.

Tc is hiding behind a barrel and fires one shot at Rudy.  Rudy fire two at Tc.  Tc fires 2 at Rudy and Rudy falls down.  Tc runs off to Alec’s car.  Alec gets out with his hands up.  Alejandro’s first guy also has his hands up.

Stone emerges from behind his car.

Victor checks to see whether Alejandro’s second guy is really dead.

Stone, Cory and Chris approach Laslo’s car.

Cory:

Where’s Laslo?

Stone:
This is federal agent Stone, come out with your hands in the air.

They are waiting.  Stone cautiously opens the door nearest to him.  Laslo, Lana and Sheila are making out in the back of the limo.

Laslo:
We’re saying goodbye Elliot Ness have you got a minute?  Lana rolls her eyes and Sheila shrugs.

Stone:
Reaches into the limo and grabs Laslo out by one arm.  Get the hand up, hand up, hand up, hand up.  Throws Laslo onto the boot of the car.
Cory and Chris open the other door.
Chris:
Everybody out, out.  She grabs Lana by the dress strap and pushes her against the car to handcuff her.

Cory grabs Sheila.

Stone has Laslo handcuffed and leads him away.
Cory has Sheila pinned against the drivers door and handcuffs her.
Scene shows a road with cyclists.  Cory’s house.  There is a knock on the door.  Cory walks towards her door, doing up her belt at the same time.  She answers the door.  It’s Chris.
Cory:
Chris.  Come on in.

Chris:
Steps inside the door.  I can’t stay.  I just wanted to come and apologize.

Cory:
You want to apologize?

Chris:
Yeah, I wasn’t proud of the way I reacted the other day.

Cory:
I should have talked to you before anything happened.  I’m not proud of that.

Chris:
Well sometimes these things just develop.

Cory:
So I’m learning.

Chris:
I want you to be happy.  I’m glad if you are.

Cory:
Thanks Chris.  They hug.
Chris shuts the door then turns and looks at it.
Cory and Stone are walking along the pier.
Stone:
I’ve got to get back to DC.  I can’t get off another day.

Cory:

I know.

Stone:
You know?

Cory:

Well, it’s hardly a surprise.

Stone:
You seem to be taking it very well.

Cory:
Well I promised myself I was going to enjoy this and see where it goes from there.

Stone:
Can you keep that promise?

Cory:
Oh my powers of self-control are excellent.  She leans against a railing.

Stone:
So I’ve noticed.  They kiss.
Cory:
Besides, you’ll be back.

Stone:
You can count on it.

~~~~~~~~~ The End ~~~~~~~~~

