SUBURBAN COP



ACT ONE
EXT. SAN CARLCS - MORNI NG
It’s early, the sun rising over San Carlos, a rich, Irvine-
i ke suburb. The churches | ook |ike banks. The banks | ook
i ke yogurt shops. And everything | ooks new, fresh, proudly
identical. In other words...

...we're as far from NYPD BLUE as it’'s possible to get.

We glide silently past the “Arned Response” signs, over the
neon- green | awns, dodging the sprinklers popping on, past...

I NT. BATHROOM - 674 WEST ROSARI TO - SAN CARLOS - MORNI NG

...a Pilates-fit WFE strai ghtening her perfect hair in a
mrror. Suddenly frustrated, she pulls off the wig, cries at
her real hair underneath. And we float onward, through..

I NT. KITCHEN - 45 EAST LA PALMA - SAN CARLOCS - MORNI NG

...anot her hone, past a BUSI NESSMAN eati ng breakfast in his
| kea-perfect kitchen, working on a laptop-- or actually
checking out a PORN SITE on his | aptop-- as we push onward. ..

I NT. BATHROOM - 1189 DE LA ALONDRA COURT - MORNI NG

...past a rail-thin MOM shoving a towel under her bathroom
door, digging in a first aid kit for her stash. Suburban
short stories. Little glinpses of people we'll neet later.
We continue onward, gliding through..

I NT. JUDY’ S BEDROOM - 17 SAN DOM NGO STREET - MORNI NG

...a master bedroom where JUDY LEMEN (31) pops into view doing
furious push-ups. Sexily nuscular. A dual personality: she's a
singl e nomwho | oves action. Desperately trying to bal ance hone
and work. Bzzzt-- a buzzer in the kitchen. Judy is up, and--

I NT. VARI QUS ROOMVS - 17 SAN DOM NGO STREET - MORNI NG

--in a blur of JUWP-CUTS-- pulls cupcakes fromthe oven-- trins
away the burnt edges-- decorates themw th tiny baseballs--

--enpties the dishwasher-- stops-- they' re spotted-- dam--
--works on the dishwasher-- on her back, hands greasy--
--unplugs two chargi ng cell phones-- one marked “honme”; “work”--

--packs a Bekins box with nmen’s things-- golf trophies,
di pl omas-- | ooks toward her weddi ng photo-- drops that in too--



BRENNA (O. S.)
Mommy .

Judy turns. Mrning over.
I NT. KITCHEN - JUDY' S HOUSE - MORNI NG

BRENNA (7) yawns. Sweet face, sweet kid; sonetines she seens
7, sonetinmes 30. Judy slides an egg sandwi ch in front of her
as Brenna stares at four Bekins boxes by the door, ready to go.

BRENNA
Those for daddy?

JUDY
Yep.
(sees her sadness)
W're going to be fine. Really.

Brenna nods. Judy kisses her on the forehead, starts into...
I NT. JUDY’ S BEDROOM - JUDY' S HOUSE - DAY

...her bedroom Reaches into a closet-- pulls down a

| ockbox. Unlocks it. Takes out a Smth & Wsson handgun.

What the hell? Judy checks the chanber-- unl oaded-- checks
two magazi nes-- ready. She sticks it in a gymbag. And...

I NT. JUDY’S M NI - VAN - DAY

...bam- a teacher slides open Judy’s mni-van door in the
school drop-off line. Brenna hands Judy a small present.

JubY
VWhat’'s this?

BRENNA
For your first day.

Judy smles, hugs Brenna who gets out, starts toward school.
Judy opens the box, finds a hand-col ored SHERI FF' S STAR.  Judy
beans, starts to pull out when--

--erkk-- she stops fast, saves her cupcakes fromflying.
Wnces “sorry” to a facing mni-van driver, R CHARD PALM (31),
handsone, funny, athletic-- turns every head at parents’ day.
He sm | es back-- “No problem” gestures “After you.” Judy
smle-- continues out. Checks the rearview mrror.

EXT. SAN CARLOS POLI CE DEPARTMENT - DAY

A wide awn. Flowers. Could be a pretty junior college.
Except for the squad cars. W hear grunts. Coming from..



I NT. STATION GYM - SAN CARLCS PD - DAY

...a man and woman doi ng si de-by-side chin-ups. Conpeting.
Both in PD sweats. A sergeant leans in:

SERGEANT TOM
Panel a. Your trainee’s here.

PAMELA COATES (26). She continues to chin-up. The station’s “hot
bod.” A force of nature, lots of attitude, silicone, collagen.
Li kes being one of the guys. The conpeting nmale cop:

MALE COP
You’ d better go.

Panel a | aughs: right. Doesn’'t stop. The nale cop finally--
t hunk-- drops fromthe bar, exhausted. Panela drops too, pats
his back-- better luck next tinme-- exits, comes upon...

I NT. KITCHENETTE - SAN CARLCS PD - DAY

... Judy qui ckly shoving basebal | cupcakes into the station’s
fridge with a “DO NOT EAT” sign. Panela frowns: Geat, |’'ve
got Mommy cop here. Interrupts:

PAMVELA
Judy Lenen. |'’myour Field
Training Oficer. Let’s go.

That’s it. Perfunctory as hell.
I NT. LOCKER ROOM - SAN CARLGCS PD - DAY

Wham - Panel a sl ans her |ocker, pulls on her Sam Brown gunbelt,
everyt hing noving fast, Judy struggling to keep up:

PANVELA
You get 6 nonths field training for
detective rank one. Don’t screw up,
you get another 6 nonths--

I NT. CUBI CLE HELL - SAN CARLOS POLI CE DEPARTMENT - DAY

And Panel a rushes across the wi ndow ess wor kroom - non-
affectionately dubbed “cubicle hell”-- pointing:

PANVELA
Booki ng station, evidence room
Captain’ s office, detective
cubicles. Mne. Yours.

A cubicle. Not much. Judy barely gets a glance before
Panel a pats four forns hanging in a line on a wall:



PAMVELA (cont' d)
Qur standi ng cases-- order of
i mportance left to right-- Rosalia
mal | burglary ring. Open House Thefts.
Robotri ppi ng thefts at Rancho Bueno- -

JUuDY
Robot -t ri ppi ng?

PANVELA
Ki ds getting high on Robitussin.
Prostitution out of the C nnabon

Judy chuckl es, but Panela is already onto the next, pointing
to a hal f-dozen tacks on a San Carl os map.

PAMVELA (cont' d)
Qur Chesters. Sex Ofenders from
t he National database. Mke a
poi nt of swi nging by once a week.

Judy focuses on a tack near a school.

JUDY
That’ s ny daughter’s...

“...school.” But Panela is off again, and we’'re with--
I NT. JUDY & PAMELA' S CAR - DRI VING - DAY
--Judy driving; Panela reading the on-board CRT:

PANVELA
Wen we’'re on 11-10, check the CRT.
Patrol is always short-staffed.

(grabs the m crophone)
| da-seven. W' || take La Mesa.
We're around the corner.

(the radio: “Roger that”)
Silent alarmat La Mesa Vill age.
Get to know all the Spanish street
nanes because they’ re everywhere--
Ri ght on Coronado.

JuDYy
They just put in speedbunps. Del
Toro is faster.

PANVELA
(1 ooks at her)
Oh, right, you re local. Right on
Cor onado.



Okay. Judy turns the corner, and-- bah-bunp-- takes the
speedbunp faster than necessary, smling slightly at Panela’ s
si | ence.

EXT. BELLAGQ O SALON - DAY

Thunk-t hunk-- Judy and Panela get out of their car, start
toward an upscale salon in a retail village. These corner
nalls are everywhere-- Janba Juice, WIllianms Sonoma, Tomy
Bahamas-- as essential to San Carlos as alleyways are to NYPD.

PANVELA
San Carlos is thick with silent
alarms. C eaning crews cone in, set
the alarmwong. So talk to staff,
take a perineter check, call--

--BOOOOCOM -- we've never heard such a | oud qunshot-- the
sal on’s wi ndow expl odes in shards-- Judy and Panela hit the
deck, quns out, safety glass raining around them Panela
yelling into her hand-radio:

PAMVELA (cont' d)
Two- Edwar d- 25!  Shots fired,
Bel | agi o Sal on! Need back up!

Judy is imrediately alert, alive. Far froma wilting flower,
she secretly loves this shit. Panela is on her feet, running,

rolling shoul der-first through the broken w ndow onto...

I NT. BELLAGQ O SALON - DAY

...the salon floor, sharply whispering:

PANVELA
Stay down!

Five terrified wonen in snocks on the floor nod. Judy rolls
t hrough the wi ndow after her, |ooks for the gunnmen, doubl e-

takes. One of the snock-wearing woman is a neighbor. They

nod to each other-- weird. Panela taps Judy:

PAMVELA (cont' d)
Real thing. Don't shoot ne.

JuDY
Same to you

And both are on their feet, fanning out, starting toward the
back. Everywhere mrrors. Like a funhouse. And--

--BOOOOM  Anot her shot. A shower of acoustic tiles behind
the last partition




Panel a signals to Judy, raising three fingers. Judy nods.
One-- two-- three-- and-- they' re around the partition:

PAMELA
SAN CARLCS PDI PUT THE GUN DOM!

A red-faced HUSBAND, one-tine Booster O ub President,
entitled, with a .22.

ARVED VAN
STAY THE HELL AWAY-- |’ LL KILL H M-

And Judy sees “him” A PROUD STYLI ST, arnms crossed, attitude.

PAMELA

PUT THE GUN DOMWN-- NOW
ARVED VAN

I WANT AN APCLOGY! | WANT A REFUND- -
STYLI ST

I HAVE NOTHI NG TO APOLOGQ ZE FOR!
SHE SAI D HI GHLI GHTS AND LOW -

ARVED VAN
LOOK AT HERI WE VE GOI' THE ANNUAL
CHURCH SOCI AL, AND LOOK AT HER!

Judy sees his tearful wife-- the TROPHY WFE with the w g
from the opening.

PAMELA
YOU RE KIDDI NG ME?! THI S IS ABOUT A
HAI RCUT?! THI S | S ABOUT A MJTHERFU- - !

But it’s swallowed by a wall of yells, screans-- the husband
raising his qun; Panmela raising her’s, the stylist yelling!
Suddenly, in a nonmentary breath, they hear Judy...

JubY
Is it the color or the texture?

A beat. The Trophy Wfe | ooks at Judy. The husband takes a

breath, |ooks at her too. It’s so oddly sane.
TROPHY W FE
What ?
JUDY

Is it the color or the texture? |
had the sanme thing | ast nonth.

Panel a shoots a | ook toward Judy: what the hell?



TROPHY W FE
The color. \Wy?

STYLI ST
That’s the color you asked for! I--

JUDY
Shut up!

And the Stylist does shut up, the wife smling appreciatively.

JUDY (cont'd)
Look, there’'s this great colorist
in the San Felipe mall who can work
mracles. Wen' s your social?

TROPHY W FE
Fri day.

JUDY
Look, let nme give you his nunber...

And Judy shoots a | ook toward Panela who's already on it--
creeping around the distracted husband to get a better position
as Judy wites a nunber. But Panela stops, sees--

--anot her pointing gqun. Wat the hell?! \Were? Too many
mrrors. She turns, trying to foll ow the bouncing reflections
to a mall security gquard: a Starsky and Hutch gleamin his eye!

PAMELA
DOAN!

BOOOOOOM -- the guard fires-- An explosion of mrrors behind
t he husband who spins, and--

--BOOOOM -- fires back, hitting the gquard in the leg! The
guard screans, tries to fire again, but Panela tackles him
struggles with him as--

--Judy, throw ng her body over the wife, sees the husband--
BAM - escaping, slanmming through the rear fire exit! And--

EXT. LOADI NG DOCK - BELLAGQ O SALON - DAY

--BANG -- Judy is out the energency exit too, sees the husband
junping to the top of a dunpster, hopping a cinder block fence
into a residential yard! And Judy is after himinstantly, and--

EXT. VARI OQUS BACKYARDS - SAN CARLCS - DAY

--we’'re high above the action-- seeing San Carlos is a maze
of neat little postage-stanp backyards--



[This sets the tone for the show s action-- we're either
cl oser than we’'re used to— on a cop’s shoul der— or nuch
further away— overhead. ]

The husband sprints across a backyard filled with Pl ayskool
equi prent, clinbs a facing fence, Judy ten steps behind--
breath coming in rushed, excited bursts. W’ re on her
shoul der as she grabs a fence, pulls herself over into--

--a Japanese tea garden yard-- each yard a stage set--
gai ning on the husband! And as the he tops the fence into
t he next yard, Judy grabs his shoul der, and--

--WHOWP-- both tunble to the |lawn, struggling, fighting, when--

--GREEERRRRAHR! -- a third participant-- a DOBERVAN at the end
of its chain-- lunges at the two! Judy and the Husband

suddenly find thenselves in a chaotic, three-way fight! Dog
biting Judy’s blouse, the husband’s throat, latching on, as--

--Judy finally gets a cuff on the Husband’s wist, drags him
away fromthe Doberman's radius, and they slunp, exhausted.
Just a second of relief. Wen-- the husband stands, raising
sonet hing-- shit-- is it the gun?!'-- but--

--THWONK-- a figure dives into frame, slanmming into the
husband who tries to swing at him but the figure parries,
punches, knocks himout. Silence. Just distant sirens.

GAVI N
You alright?

GAVIN LYNCH (33). A vision of heroism Steve McQueen solid,
handsone. A lateral transfer fromBaltinmore. Action first,
di pl omacy second. Having trouble adapting to the suburbs.

Qut of breath, Judy just nods. Gavin gestures to her bl ouse.
Oh. Ripped-- shoul der and bra exposed. Unenbarrassed, she
covers up:

JUDY
Judy Lenen.

She offers a hand. He shakes it. Eyes her. Hair tousled
over her face. Striking. A spark there.

GAVI N
Gavin Lynch. He had your gun. | just--

But Gavin stops, surprised to see in the suspect’s hand-- no
gun. Just Judy’s handcuffs. Gavin stares at it. Oh.




EXT. LOADI NG DOCK - RETAIL VILLAGE - DAY

Paramedi cs. A local news crew. And-- CAPTAI N RUTTGAUER (42),
a tanned surfer-type gone m ddl e-aged-- think Sam Elliot.
Turns to two detectives searching the alley:

CAPTAI N RUTTGAUER
Any sign of the guy’ s gun?

BRAD
Still 1ooking, Cap’.

Gavin's partner, BRAD WLKES (25), African-Anerican suburbanite:
conservative, norally certain. Mre Christian rock than Chris
Rock. Ruttgauer starts away, joined by Gavin. dd buds:

GAVI N
So a bad haircut, huh?

CAPTAI N RUTTGAUER
(smles)
Hey, we take our hair seriously here.

GAVI N
Rem nd me again. “San Carlos. G eat
weat her. Stress-free. Low crine.”

CAPTAI N RUTTGAUER
You don’t |ike the weat her?

GAVI N
My first nonth... a PTA knifing, a
Littl e League hom cide, beauty parl or
shoot-out. Makes nme nostalgic for a
good ol d-fashi oned crack war.

CAPTAI N RUTTGAUER
Hey, Baltinore still wants you back.

Ruttgauer starts off, as Gavin clinbs the side of a DUVMPSTER,
peers down at Judy and Panel a searching the waist-high trash:

GAVI N
No sign of the gun?
(they shake their heads)
You alright?

JUDY
Me? Fi ne.

GAVI N
Good job, by the way.



10.

JUuDY
Thanks.

Gavin stays there a second |onger, then... |eaves. Panela
stares at Judy. She shrugs:

JUDY (cont'd)
We had a nonent.

PANVELA
(nods: right)
Hey, he’s single.

JUuDY
Did | ask?

Panela smles. A nonmentary nelting of the ice. Both searching:

PANVELA
He just lateral transferred from
Bal ti nore. Been here a nonth.

JUuDY
I’ m havi ng enough trouble juggling
work and home. The last thing |
need is one nore ball to juggle.

PAVELA
O two nore.

Judy | aughs when-- Aghh-- Panela pulls her foot froma pile
of rancid MEAT--

PAMVELA (cont' d)
Let’'s switch sides. You take the
neat departnent.

But she sees Judy staring at her feet. Wat?

JUDY
It’s Longs. There is no neat
depart nment .

Panel a. She | ooks back down at her feet, grabs a penlight,
shines it in the shaded corner, sees sonething shiny,
famliar init. Judy kneels, |ooks closer. Blood, and--

--awman’s toe. Alive with ants. Nail painted pink.
Panel a | ooks up at Judy. Shit.

END OF ACT ONE



11.

ACT TWO
I NT. BRI EFI NG ROOM - SAN CARLOS POLI CE DEPARTMENT - DAY
CAPTAI N RUTTGAUER

Moving on... A wonan’s |eft toe--
Chuckl es. 18 uniformed cops at roll call. Judy and Panel a
the only detectives, leaning at the back. Again, this is far
from T THE SH ELD, HI LL STREET: clean, well-lit briefing room

CAPTAI N RUTTGAUER (cont ' d)
kay, get it all out now Found in a
dunpster at La Mesa retail village in
t he wake of this norning’ s shooting.
No apparent connection between the
two. As you can see, the toe--

He turns to an overhead Power Point screen. But it’s bl ank.
Ruttgauer clicks a button. Still blank.

CAPTAI N RUTTGAUER (cont' d)
Ser geant ?

SERGEANT TOM
Wrking on it, sir-- There.

The screen-- blank. Frustrated, Ruttgauer tosses the clicker.

CAPTAI N RUTTGAUER
We're not sure if this is a freak
acci dent or a di smenbered body, but
we all know how | ocal news nekes a
neal of these weird cases, so until
we | ocate the victim we're treating
it like the latter. Panel a.

PAMVELA
We' Il need a search of dunpsters within
5 mles of La Mesa. W checked
hospitals, |ocal businesses. No
injuries consistent with a severed toe.

Judy neanwhil e notices two cops eating famliar pink basebal
cupcakes. Hey!

CAPTAI N RUTTGAUER
Thank you, Panela. By the way, that
new face back there is Detective Judy
Lenen. Eagle Rock PD five years ago,
she retired to spend nore tine with her
famly. | guess she spent enough tine--

(chuckl es fromthe cops)
( MORE)
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CAPTAI N RUTTGAUER( cont ' d)

--she’s now on a six nonth trainee
track for full detective. Also, as an
added bonus, she's local. So all those
pressi ng questi ons about soccer nom
culture, there' s your guru

SERGEANT TOM
CGot it working, Captain.

CAPTAI N RUTTGAUER
Good. Let’'s see it.

Everyone | ooks up toward the screen. Bl ank.
CAPTAI N RUTTGAUER (cont ' d)
Good job, Sergeant. How nmuch did
we spend on the systenf

SERGEANT TOM
$95, 000.

CAPTAI N RUTTGAUER
Just wanted to keep track

CRASH- - everyone | ooks toward a | ock-up w ndow, where--
I NT. RECEI VI NG LOCK- UP - SAN CARLOS POLI CE DEPARTMENT - DAY

--chaos. Two uniforned COPS trying to control a tweaking
H GH SCHOOLER vel ling obscenities, struggling to get away!

MAYA
Gab him Patrick!

MAYA SPEKTOR (26). An intelligent, cosnopolitan cop who | ooks
like a sweet 16-year-old, but is far fromsweet or 16. Her
partner hurriedly struggles to pull on protective gl oves:

PATRI CK
Al nost t herel

PATRI CK (29). A handsone, off-the-wall Captain Anmerica.
Usel essly left-brained. Brawn to her brain. Fuck it, Mya
body-sl ans the youth into a HOD NG CELL, closes the door.

PATRI CK (cont’ d)
Sorry about that. Kid had a cough.
(offers her Purell sanitizer)

MAYA
I"mfine.

They start out, retrieving their guns from security boxes:
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PATRI CK
You re not fine. He had a cough.
MAYA
Patrick, | want you to watch sonething.

She raises her hand-- as if doing a magic trick. Licks it.

PATRI CK
Maya! Jeez! G ve ne your hand--!

No! The two struggl e when Ruttgauer enters...

CAPTAI N RUTTGAUER
What’ s goi ng on?

MAYA
Not hing... sir.

CAPTAI N RUTTGAUER
|’ve got a break-in, needs speci al
handl i ng.

MAYA
Sir, we're hoping to detective
assi st on the severed toe.

CAPTAI N BAUER
No. This is a friend of Council man
Payne.
(Maya roll's her eyes)
It’s called protect and serve,
Maya. Protect and serve.

Behind them neanwhile, we see Judy checking the fridge in
the kitchenette-- shit-- only three cupcakes left: her “DO
NOT EAT” sign altered to read “EAT ME.” Geat. Real adult.

I NT. ROOM #8 - COUNTY CRI ME LAB - DAY
The severed toe. Looking oddly pristine in a crime |ab tray.

SAVANTHA
A wonman’'s | eft toe. Caucasi an.

Gavin and Brad with SAMANTHA, heavyset Crinme |ab techie, no-
nonsense. Queen of this particular kingdom

SAMANTHA (cont' d)
In her 20s. The nail polish: Chanel
Candy Pink-- don’t l|lean there--
(Gavi n, scol ded)
Applied recently-- no fl aking.
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Meanwhi | e Judy and Panel a enter, surprised to see Gavin, Brad.

BRAD
Ruttgauer wants us to tag-teamit.

Panel a frowns-- great-- as Judy glances toward a turned-away
Gavin. Looks good in this |light too.

SAVANTHA
Deconposition and hynenoptera suggests
the toe was severed in the last 2 or 3
days. A high preponderance of nelanin
in the skin points to a |long and
consi stent exposure to the sun

BRAD

Sonmeone who wor ks out si de?
SAVANTHA

Per haps.
GAVI N

Did you do a nail scraping?

SAVANTHA
Yep. No fiber evidence. But...
(pull's out an evidence dish)
I found an unusual, highly enriched

soil under the toenail. “Fango”

dirt and peat nbss. Not native to

Southern California. Italian.
BRAD

So we're talking a foreigner?

GAVI N
O a gardener-- the dirt could be inported.

Samant ha | ooks at Gavin. Hates when someone’s ahead of her.

SAVANTHA
Maybe. Expensive gardeni ng though.
This dirt doesn’t come cheap.

PANVELA
So the victinmis a gardener in her
20s who paints her toenails?
Geat, this'Il be fun.

EXT. LOS OLI VOS ESTATES - SAN CARLCS - DAY

A gated comunity. Al MMansions. Tudor next to Spani sh;
Revival next to Cape Cod. In a French Chateau we find...



I NT. THE YEACER S LI VI NG ROOM -

...MR and MRS. YEAGER, a pleasa
on their living room couch
Yeager from the opening:

enbar r assed.
t he busi nessnan perusi ng the porn.

15.

DAY

nt m ddl e-aged couple, sitting

W recogni ze M.

MR YEAGER (V. 0O.)

| just wanted you to know.
chur ch- goi ng peopl e.

good,
Maya and Patrick. Not sure what

MAYA

kay. Perhaps you cou
what’s m ssing, M. Ye
MR YEAGER
Not hi ng’ s m ssi ng.
MAYA
What was di sturbed?
MR YEAGER
Not hi ng.
MAYA
kay.

not hi ng was di st urbed,

know t here was a break-

The Yeagers.
somet hi ng weird here.

They trade a nervous | ook.

W' re
this has to do wi th anything:

ld start with
ager.

If nothing was taken and

how do you
in?

Maya eyes this:

M. Yeager finally opens his LAPTOR.

MR YEAGER
A friend told us about this... web
site. He thought we shoul d--
(resigned)
Just push return.
Maya | ooks at him Hits return. And-- “Triple-X amateur

sucki ng!” flashes on the screen.
“Sexcum com” A photo of a coup

The hardcore porn site:
e having sex on a couch.

MAYA
Un.. | don’t think |I understand, M.
Yeager. Wat’s this have to do...?
MR YEAGER
That’s our |iving room
Maya and Patrick. They | ook back at the screen. |t is!
Sane couch. Sane crossed swords on the wall. Everything

specific,

French Revi val

Scrolling through the dozen phot os.



MR. YEAGER (cont’d)
I’ ma deacon at ny church
officers. | have a Bible Study in
this roomevery week. Right here.

16.

Patrick eyes a stain on the couch. Myves away fromit.

MRS. YEAGER
That’ s just coffee.

Oh. Patrick nods, relieved.

MAYA
Ckay. So you're saying these two--
(sees a new photo, tilts her head)
--three individuals broke into your
house to use your living roomfor a

porn photo shoot? And you have no
i dea why?

MR. YEAGER
That's correct.

EXT. LOS OLI VOS ESTATES - SAN CARLCS - DAY

Maya and Patrick exit the house. Look at each other.

MAYA
kay. Let’'s check with the web
site proprietor: “Sexcumcom’
Protect and serve, ny ass.

I NT. JUDY & PAMELA' S CAR - DRI VING - DAY

Meanwhi | e, Panela drives; Judy in the passenger seat,

conversation. lce continuing to nelt...
PAMELA
Yep, two tours.
JuDY
In lraq?
PAMELA

Yep. Came back three years ago,
decided | didn't want to be sone fat-
assed mni-van nom | wei ghed 190
pounds goi ng into boot canp--

JuDY
(1 aughs)
A- hundr ed- ni nety?

Laugh.

m d-
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PAMVELA
Yep. That fat girl nobody talked to
in high school. That was ne.
Mlitary got nme in shape. Paid for

t hese.
(her breasts, ass)

JUDY
You’' re ki ddi ng?

PAVELA
Nope, they pay for plastic surgery.
Wio knew? “Be all you can be”
means a ‘D cup

Judy | aughs, when a “Star Wars” tune plays. Wat the hell?
Oh, the ring tone on her “honme” cell phone.

JuDY
Sorry. M daughter programred ny
ring tone, and I can't figure...

Judy quickly answers it to shut it up:

JUDY (cont'd)
Hell o. Ch hey, Mom

Judy shoots an enbarrassed shrug to Panela who doesn’'t smle.
EXT. SMTH & HAWKIN - RETAIL VILLAGE - DAY

A quai nt gardening shop. Panela is out of the car, into the
shop as Judy lingers behind, tries to get off the phone:

JUDY
It won’t be every day, Mom Just
bring Brenna to the station--

And Judy notices a BAKERY next door. Cupcakes in the w ndow.

JUDY (cont'd)
Right, the teamtreats-- | nade
cupcakes.
(seeing Panela in the shop)
Look | have to go.

INT. SMTH & HAWKI N - DAY

Topiary, fountains, specialty soils. Judy goes to an unsmling
Panel a:

JUDY
Sorry.
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PAMVELA
You know how this works, right? Six
nmonths training. | decide whether

you have anot her six nonths.
Judy nods contritely as a Julia-Childs-type interrupts:

SHOP OWNER
Yes, detective, | checked. W had
23 custoners for “fango” in the
| ast nont h.

A print out. Panela takes it, scans it, as...

JUDY
It’s a potting soil, right, ma anf

SHOP OMNER
“Fango?” Yes, dear. Do you garden?

JUDY
No. Late nite TV. So you wouldn’'t
use it, let’s say, in a flower bed?

SHOP OMNER
Oh, no, it’s nmuch too expensive.

EXT. SMTH & HAWKIN - RETAIL VILLAGE - DAY
Panel a studies the print-out as Judy follows, distracted.

JUDY
Somet hi ng doesn’t nake sense here.
This dirt was found deep under the
victims toenail, right?
(Panel a shrugs, distracted)
Who plants a pot with their toes?

Panel a takes two steps. Stops. Looks at Judy.
I NT. JUDY & PAMELA' S CAR - DRI VING - DAY

JubY
Coul d she have been buried in it?

Panmel a driving. Listening, thinking. Her process internal.

JUDY (cont'd)
But why woul d you bury soneone in
costly dirt? | nean, $25 a gallon
bag. Is it used for sonething other
t han gardening? Do they use dirt for
bricks? O clay? Art school s?
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PANVELA
Wait. “Buried init.” You said
“buried init. Wat if she was?

Judy stares at her. Not understanding.

I NT. THREE MESAS DAY SPA - DAY

An upscal e DAY SPA tucked into another retail village.
I NT. THREE MESAS DAY SPA - DAY

DAY SPA MANAGER
You want to know what’'s in a Miud bath?

PANVELA
Yes, what kind of dirt.

Judy and Panela with a SPA MANACER. He | ooks at them oddly,
flips through a binder. Judy nods toward a tanning boot h:

JUuDY
The sun-damaged skin. That could
be why.

DAY SPA MANAGER
W don’t seemto use just any one
sedinment. We inport a lot-- fromltaly.

I NT. CUBI CLE HELL - SAN CARLOS PCLI CE DEPARTMENT - DAY
--BANG - Gavin, Brad, Judy and Panel a charge in:

GAVI N
Good work. You got a list?

PANVELA
El even day spas in San Carl os.
(Gavin, Brad whistle)
Yep, nore day spas than hospitals.
8 in Newport Coast. 5 in Irvine.

GAVI N
kay, let’s check spa appoi nt nents- -
anyone who fits the conposite.

CAPTAI N RUTTGAUER
Gavin, got a second?

GAVI N
Yeah, let me just--

But Gavin stops, finds two GRIM MEN waiting in his cubicle.
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I NT. CUBI CLE HELL - LATER - DAY
Brad waits on a phone, stops a passing Sergeant:

BRAD
Hey, Tom \What’'s up with I.A D.?

They | ook toward Gavin sitting with the grimnen in an
adj oi ni ng gl ass-wal |l ed conference room The Sergeant shrugs.

BRAD (cont' d)

Oh, come on. |’ve been partnered
with hima nonth, and | know nore
about my dry cleaner. |If there’'s

sonmet hing | should know. . .

SERGEANT TOM
Look, all I know is Ruttgauer put
you two together for bal ance.

BRAD
Geat. So I'mthe stable one?
(Tom shrugs, starts off)
I hate being the stabl e one.

| NT. CONFERENCE ROOM - OFF CuBI CLE HELL - DAY
Gavin waits as the nmen, AUERBACH and HUNTLY, refer to a file.

LT. HUNTLY
In Baltinmore, why did you go into
anger managenent, detective?

GAVI N
Wiy? Because | was angry.

LT. AUERBACH
Wiy were you angry?

GAVI N
Because people were shooting at ne.
(the two don’t smle)
| didn't like the way | was taking it
hone. You have to be-- a certain way
at work, and | realized | was being
that way at home too. That’'s all.

LT. HUNTLY
D d Anger Managenent work?

GAVI N
Wl |, they suggested | get a |ess
stressful job. You tell ne.
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Auer bach and Huntly stare at him QOpen a file:

LT. AUERBACH
The sal on shooting-- your arrest put
the accused in the hospital. D d
you know he’s suing the departnent?

GAVI N
| heard.

LT. HUNTLY
San Carlos isn't Baltinore,
detective. You can’'t use the sane
nmet hods here, do you understand?

GAVI N
Crimnals are crimnals, Lieutenant.
The only difference is San Carl os
crimnals don't think of thenselves
as crimnals. And they sue.

The two close their files. Stand.

LT. AUERBACH
W' re legally required to
i nvesti gate when another officer
makes an accusation, detective, so--

GAVI N
Wait a mnute. Another officer
made an accusati on?

LT. HUNTLY
Yes, detective. Oficer Lenen.

Gavin. Startled. You're shittin ne?
| NT. STAFF HALL - SAN CARLCS PD - DAY

BANG - Gavin ignores the sign on the unisex |ocker room- its
arrow pointing toward “FEMALE’-- plow ng through the door.

I NT. LOCKERROOM - SAN CARLCS PD - DAY

GAVI N
What the hell’s your problenf!
You have an issue, cone to ne!

Judy Lenen, alone in the | ocker room |ooks up, zipping up
her pants. Still in her bra.

JubDY
Excuse ne!
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GAVI N
| save your ass, and the next thing
| know you' re going to I.A. D.

JUDY
Wait a mnute. Get your facts straight,
Cowboy. You didn't save anyone’'s ass--

GAVI N
The suspect was unsecured--!

JuDY
You THOUGHT he was unsecured! You
saw | was a woman and wanted to
race in |like sone--!

Gavin puts his foot on the bench, knocking Judy’s gym bag over.

GAVI N
You | ost control of the scene! It
happens, but that doesn’t excuse
the fact that you went to I.A D.--!

JuDYy
Look, | don’t give a good goddam
what you think. But | didn't go to
I.AD. | wote a routine arrest
report. | told the truth. I--

GAVI N

You know what, |ady? Just go fuu--!
But he sees Brenna in a softball jersey peering in, worried:

BRENNA
Mon??  You ready?

JUuDY
One second, babe. Detective Lynch
was just | eaving.

Gavin and Judy stare at each other. CQut of breath. Nothing
left to say, Gavin pushes out. Judy frowns, |ooks down at her
gymbag. Zips it open. The store-bought cupcakes-- now j ust
a smear of pink.

BRENNA
What ' s wrong?

JubY
VWhat’'s not ?

END OF ACT TWD
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ACT THREE
I NT. CASA AGUA DAY SPA - DAY

Gavin and Brad. Wiiting in a day spa. Eyeing the passing
sexy nmons. M d-conversati on:

GAVI N
Can we tal k about sonething el se
pl ease?

BRAD

W’ ve ridden together four weeks,
and what do | know about you?

GAVI N
Then ask sonething sinpler. Ask
about the Lakers.

BRAD
Don't foll ow them

GAVI N
You don’t follow the Lakers? How
can you not?

BRAD
What ? Because |’ m bl ack?
GAVI N
Oh God! Let’s just drop it.
BRAD
| don’t like hip-hop either; and I
| ove San Carlos. |If that makes ne

some kinda traitor to ny race--

SPA MANAGER
(interrupting them
Excuse nme, gentlenen. Sorry it
took so long. W’ ve had quite a
few nud bat hs.

Brad talks with the Spa Manager as we stay with-- Gavin who
noti ces sonething under the cl osing backroom door. A rubber
tip. Tan. Famliar looking. Hmmm Gavin goes to the door,
nudges it open, finds--

| NT. MASSAGE BOOTH CORRI DOR - DAY
--yep-- the rubber tip is the bottomof a CRUTCH Leaning

next to a door in a hallway. Gavin goes to the door. Opens
it. Finds a massage in progress. The startled Masseuse:
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MASSEUSE ( KELLY)
May | hel p you?

Gavin. He looks toward the left foot of the patron. Intact. He
turns to the nasseuse-- the npther we saw stuffing a towel under

her bat hroom door in the opening. Her left foot bandaged.

GAVI N
I think we m ght have sonethi ng of
yours.

EXT. LA HABANA PUBLI C PARK - DAY

Tonk-- a girl hits a softball into the outfield. Judy cheers
along with other nons and nannies in the bl eachers, waving to
a happy Brenna in the dug-out, when--

--bl eet-bleet-- her “work” cell phone. Damm. Judy answers...

JUDY
Hel lo. Wen? No, no, I’'m com ng
in.
(hangs up.)
Mom

SUSAN LEMEN (52). Sitting next to Judy. Unhappy at the call.
A col |l ege professor; think Goria Steinem Susan Sontag.

SUSAN LEMEN
It’s her first gane, Judy.

JubY
I know. A case |’mon; they found
the victim |t should be an hour.

SUSAN LEMEN
Don’t say an hour when you mean
“four.”

Judy frowns-- the usual guilt-trip. She kisses her nmom on
t he cheek, starts down the bl eachers to the dug-out...

JubY
Br ennal

But Brenna is already heading out toward outfield.

Rl CHARD PALM
Hey, the crazy driver.

The coach. Richard Palm The driving dad fromthe drop-off
line. Sexy as ever. Judy smles.
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He tries to shake her hand through the cyclone fence, gets
only two fingers through. She shakes his fingers, smling:

JUDY
Judy Lenen. Sorry about this
norning. | always confuse the

north and south drop-off Iines.

Rl CHARD PALM
Everybody does. Just flip anyone
of f who gets in your way.

JubY
(1 aughs)
Ch, the snacks.

A package of granola bars. She cones around the dug-out to

hand t hem over, sees “Police Energency Rations”
out er wrappi ng-- skkkk-- quickly tears it off:

JUDY (cont'd)
Sorry I wanted to make sonething
for the first day--

Rl CHARD PALM
No. Ganola bars are great--
healthy. You d be surprised how
many nons bake cupcakes.

JUDY
(stares at him
Ha, cupcakes! Crazy.
(yells to the outfield)
- - Brenna!

Brenna waves. Sees Judy’s gesture “Have to go.”
nods, tries to hide her disappointnent.

Rl CHARD PALM
You know, my daughter, Savannah--
shortstop-- she’s really been
pl eading for a playdate with Brenna.

JUuDY
Real | y? W should do that.

Rl CHARD PALM

Have your people call ny people?
(Judy smles, nods)
Ni ce nmeeting you, Judy.

printed on the

Br enna
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JUDY
And you-- Richard.

And Judy starts off, |ooks back at him sees he' s checking
her out. Judy smles, continues off.

I NT. CUBI CLE HELL - SAN CARLOS POLI CE DEPARTMENT - DAY

The Masseuse, KELLY (27). Well-dressed but fidgety. A working
nom on the “Suburban Slide”-- |osing ground econom cally, but
keepi ng up appearances. Gavin and Brad brush into the cubicle:

GAVI N
Thanks for your patience, Kelly.
These accident reports are a rea

nui sance.
KELLY
(checki ng her watch)
Actually, | just don’t want to be

late to pick up ny kid.

JUDY
Boy or girl?

The three turn to see Judy and Panela arriving in the cubicle. A

cool ness between Gavin and Judy-- their argunment still burning.
KELLY
Boy. Leo. Two-years-old.
JUDY
Ah, the terrible twos. | have a

daughter. Seven.
Kelly smles, as Gavin pauses, sees what Judy is doing.

BRAD
We just wanted to review this one
nore time before we drive you hone,
Kelly. You were cutting vegetabl es
with a sharp Fujitori knife when
you accidentally dropped it on your
bare foot, is that correct?

KELLY
Yes.

BRAD
And before you could retrieve it,
your nei ghbor’s dog grabbed your toe
and ran off-- apparently leaving it
in a dunpster... two mles away.



KELLY
| don’t know how it got in the
dunpster. That’s what happened.

GAVI N
kay. Here's the thing, Kelly: we
phoned your nei ghbor, and--

KELLY
You phoned Tracy?!

GAVI N
Yes. And she said her dog is 13
years ol d-- which in dogs years is..

BRAD
Ni nety-one.

GAVI N
Right-- and she said the last tine
her dog ran anywhere was in 2004.

Kelly | ooks between them Asks Judy:

Kel ly.
nods,

KELLY
Am | in trouble?

GAVI N

(notices the Judy connection)
No. But we did check your rap
sheet, Kelly. And it says you have
two priors for neth possession. W
al so know deal ers sonetinmes hurt
users who can’'t pay up, SO we were
wondering if you d |like to change
your story.

Silent. Gavin shoots a |look to Judy: go ahead.
kneel s beside Kelly. Quietly:

JUDY
Who did this to you, Kelly?

KELLY
Look, | got hooked. Working full-
time, taking care of Leo, | needed
sonething to keep ne going, that’s
all. But I'’mclean now

JUDY

| know you are. Look, if you don’t
want to press charges, that's fine.
( MORE)

27.

Judy
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JUDY(cont' d)

But tell us, so it won’'t happen to
sonmeone el se.

KELLY
(stares at her)
It was an accident. | dropped ny
knife-- I-- 1 want to go hone now.

The four cops | ook at each other, frown.

I NT. MAYA AND PATRI CK'S PATROL CAR - DAY

PATRI CK
Okay, take Ted Bundy.
Maya drives; Patrick squirts Purell into his hands:
MAYA

Patrick, you re giving ne a headache.

PATRI CK
Fi ve guards had contact with him
Five jailers. You know how many
went on to lives of crine?

MAYA
Patrick, listen to nel The neasles
are contagious; the fluis
contagious. EVIL I'S NOT CONTAQ QUS!
YOU CAN NOT CATCH EVI L!

PATRI CK
As | ong as you sanitize your hands--
(Maya grabs her head)
Li ke, with [ock-up. You put a
habi tual crimnal in with a bunch
of weekend DU s, what happens?
They go crazy. Taxpayers w thout a
day of jail tinme-- swearing,
fighting. How do you explain that?

MAYA
| don't explain that. | don’t need
to explain that.

PATRI CK
They caught sonething! A bug, a
virus, a germ --Is this it?

A sweet ranch-style house. Kids on the awn. Dad shooting
hoops. A Miutual of Omaha ad.
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Yep, gl obal headquarters of

“Sexcum com ”

I NT. THE KENZO S OFFI CE- GARAGE -

DAY

Quai nt hone-office. A pornographer’s den by way of Brady

Bunch. Not a porn shot in sight.

A NANNY takes a 2-year-old

out, |eaving ANDY KENZO (30), a cardigan-wearing Andy Giffith:

ANDY KENZO

Thanks for waiting. W like to keep

our honme and work life

separ at e.

Coul d | see those photos agai n?
(Maya hands hi mthe porn)

You see, we don't do content. W

solicit it over the web. |Is this

from*“Sex-cuni or “Al

MAYA
Sex-- the first.

DONNA KENZO
Li nreade anyone?

Anal " ?

DONNA KENZO, a sweet Donna Reed type, enters with drinks.

MAYA
No t hanks, na’am Can
who sold themto you?

ANDY KENZO
Unfortunately, we have

you tell us
The phot os.

encryption

software to insure anonymty, but
et ne see what | can do.

Andy crosses to his office conmputer as Donna pours for them

DONNA KENZO

| hope you don’t mnd nme saying-- that

girlish I ook you have,

it’s really in

hi gh demand i n our business. Have you
ever thought about nodeling?

Maya just stares at her...

MAYA
No.

DONNA KENZO
Too bad. It pays very

wel | .
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PATRI CK
How nmuch?

MAYA
Patri ck.

DONNA KENZO
Vell, Andy and | nmake twi ce as nuch
as we did as teachers. The year of
the Paris Hlton video, we put away
enough for Tyler’s coll ege fund.
And we’'re always hone with the kids.

MAYA
G ves new neaning to “Leave it to
Beaver,” doesn’'t it?

Maya’ s j oke not going over well. As...
ANDY KENZO
| have an e-mail account, but no
nane. “Master Frodo” at hotnmail.
PATRI CK
Was it a jpg file? The attachnent--
it’ll show when the photos were taken.

Maya squints at Patrick. Were did that cone fronf

EXT. THE YEAGCER S MANSI ON - DUSK

MR YEAGER
July 15t h?

M. Yeager, with Maya and Patrick on his front stoop.

MAYA
Yes sir. That’s when the pictures
were taken in your living room

MR YEAGER
Vell, ny wife was hone.

MAYA
You' re sure? That was sone tine ago.

MR YEAGER
(steps out on the stoop, quiet)
Look, ny wife-- She’s... agoraphobic.
She’s here all the tine.

Maya and Patrick stare at him
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MAYA
Didn’t you think that m ght be
i mportant to disclose to us
earlier, M. Yeager?

MR. YEAGER
I"msorry, but it’s a personal thing.
She' s enbarrassed about it.

I NT. MAYA AND PATRI CK' S PATRCL CAR - DUSK
Thunk-- Maya cl oses the car door. She and Patrick stare off.

PATRI CK
What do you think, she was asleep
upstairs when they broke in?

MAYA
No. People don’t break into houses
for porn shoots. That’'s insane. |
think our little shut-in is lying
to her husband, having little
parties when he’'s out at work.

PATRI CK
Ww, you’ re cyni cal

MAYA
Yep, the nmean streets of San
Carlos. Soneone’s gotta ride them
kay, Master Frodo at hotmail, here
we cone.

I NT. JUDY & PAMELA' S CAR - DRIVING - N GHT
Kelly in the backseat tal ks on a cell phone. N ght outside.

KELLY
Look, Mom | know it’'s late. ['1]
pi ck up Leo in an hour.

Judy eyes her in the mrror synpathizing as Kelly hangs up.

JUDY
It’s hard being a single parent.

KELLY
Yeah. Wbrking is the hardest.
(Judy nods: sounds right)
Just the end of the bl ock.
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JUDY
And you have to work twi ce as hard as
everyone el se just to be adequate.

Panel a | ooks over at Judy-- the slightest acknow edgenent.
Words echoing into their earlier friction.

KELLY
Actual ly, you can drop ne here.

Kelly's voice suddenly different, nore abrupt. Judy and
Panmel a check the mrror. Kelly staring straight ahead. A
car near the end of the street. A dark BMNidling.

JUDY
What's wrong, Kelly?
KELLY
Not hing. | just want out here.

But Panel a and Judy watch as the BMNstarts off, passing.
Tinted windshield. No front plate. Judy |looks in the rearview
mrror, but it’s too dark to catch the rear plate.

EXT. PLAZA M RANDA TOMHOUSES - N GHT

Panel a quickly pulls into the townhouse driveway. M ddl e-
class as San Carlos gets: street clean, but nore congested.
Judy junps out to help Kelly out, her crutches. Quickly.

JUDY
Was that the person who did this?

KELLY
| said it was an acci dent.

Judy quickly slanms the car door, and Panel a takes off after
the BMWWas Judy wites on a card:

JuDY
Look. If there’s anything, anything
at all, Kelly, phone nme. Pl ease.

Kelly takes it, starts toward her townhouse as Judy sees a 24-
hour security patrol up the street. She approaches, as...

I NT. JUDY & PAMELA'S CAR - DRIVING - N GHT

...revvvv-- Panela skids around a corner. No sight of the
BMWW Shit. Wuere dit go? Dark in all directions.
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EXT. PLAZA M RANDA TOMHOUSES - N GHT

ROSS
Yeah. Blue BMN Sedan. 2007.
t hought it | ooked suspicious.

The 24-hour rent-a-cop, ROSS, standing by his “Guard Tech”
car. Muscle man. Thrilled to be talking to a cop..

JUDY
| don’t suppose you caught the
i cense plate?

ROSS
No, sorry. Too dark.

JubY
Ever seen it here before?

ROSS
No, but you could check the other
shifts. Is this about Ms.
Schnei der’ s boyfriend?

Judy | ooks up..

JUDY
Wiy do you ask?
ROSS
It’s just-- |1’ ve been hearing a | ot

of shouting there lately.

JUDY
In Ms. Schneider’s townhouse?
(Ross nods)
Do you know her boyfriend s nanme?

ROSS
Sorry. Geat with cars, bad with
nanes. You know, | always wanted to

be a cop. How nmuch do you guys make?
I NT. CUBI CLE HELL - SAN CARLOS PCLI CE DEPARTMENT - NI GHT
Judy and Panel a debriefing Gavin and Brad in their cubicles:

JUDY
He thinks this boyfriend was there
the night the toe was cut, entering
around 9, |eaving at m dni ght.
Caucasi an. Five foot eight. Brown
hair. Side burns.
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BRAD
And the car?

PAMELA
Called it in. Couldn't findit.

GAVI N
kay. Let’s split up the | eads.
W'l take the BMW you guys take
t he boyfriend. Good?

They nod, start to split up when--

GAVIN (cont'd)
Detective, do you have a m nute?

Judy, surprised. He neans her. Sure. She stays, braced for
anything. Witing for the others to go. Then...

GAVIN (cont'd)
Truce.
(Judy studies him
| read your arrest report. There
was nothing there. [AD s just
nmessing with me.

Gavin offers a hand. Judy nods, shakes it. Starts off.

GAVI N (cont'd)
Det ecti ve?
(she turns back)
I’mnot great at this, but... wanna
get sonet hing soneti ne?

JUDY LEMEN
(smles)
“Sonet hing... sonetine”?
GAVI N
A peace offering. Thought 1'd |et
you fill in the bl anks.
JUDY LEMEN

(considers it)
St arbucks. Thursday, end of shift?

Good. Gavin nods. And Judy starts off, smling to herself.
I NT. BRENNA' S BEDROOM - NI GHT

Brenna asl eep. Judy |eans down, kisses her. Starts to pul
away when a hal f-sl eepi ng Brenna grabs her neck, hugs her.
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Judy sits on her bed, sets the hand-drawn sheriff’s star on
t he bedsi de table, w nces as she pulls off her clothes, skin
bruised. Omw- a dark circle of purple on her thigh-- even
worse on her shoulder. Omv. She rubs lotion in when--

SUSAN LEMEN
Oh ny god, Judy.

Her babysitting nother at the door, coat in hand, ready to
| eave. Judy quickly covers up a worse bruise on her side:

JUuDY
I"mfine.

SUSAN LEMEN

No, you're not. Look at you. Let

dad talk to the University,
You can work shorter hours,

JUDY

pl ease.
you can- -

" mnot going to be a campus cop, Mm

SUSAN LEMEN

There are other jobs. There are

ot her things you can do!

JUDY
" mgood at this!

(surprised at her passion)
I know you and dad don’t understand

that, but 1’m good at this.

maki ng a di fference.

SUSAN LEMEN
And Br enna?

JUDY

' m

This is for Brenna, don’t you see?

W |ive here, Mom We-- |

don’t

want to phone soneone for help. |

want to be that soneone.

Bl eet-bleet. Judy' s “work” cell phone.

JUDY (cont'd)
Hel | o.

She answers. ..

Not hing. Static. Then-- click. Judy |ooks at the nunmber on

the cell LCD. Confused. She doesn't

recogni ze it.

Thi nki ng.



36.

EXT. PLAZA M RANDA TOMHOUSES - N GHT

Knock- knock. Judy knocking urgently at the door of Kelly’s

dark townhouse. No answer. Judy frowns, backs up
JUDY
Kelly. [It’s Detective Lenen.
Still nothing. Judy takes out her cellphone, hits recall,

dials. Hears the ringing inside. Yep, it was her nunber.

A child s cry cones fromi nside.

Shit! Judy whips out her off-duty gun, raises a foot, and--
WHAM - - Kicks the door. No good. Too solid. She kicks
agai n-- again! Wod cracking. And the door jars open.

I NT. KELLY' S TOMNHOUSE - NI GHT
Dark. The toddler’s cry. Judy hits speed-dial on her cell.

JubY
1990 Las Lobos. Code two.

And she ventures in. Blue throbbing Iight com ng fromthe
next room She starts toward it. Finds the TV on the fl oor
cockeyed, beaming light. Two suitcases being packed. And--
there-- the toddler standing crying in his crib.

JUDY (cont'd)
It’s okay, Leo... shhh... shhh..

She starts to pick himup when she hears--

--klunk-- then running. Fromthe bathroom She bangs open

t he door, finds the bathroom w ndow open, screen kicked out.
And... the sound of footsteps outside. She races toward the
wi ndow, but can’t see anything. Except--

--bl ood on the snoked bathtub door. She slides it open,
finds... Kelly lying in a pool of blood.

JUDY (cont'd)

1990 Las Lobos. Need paramedic
assi stance. |Immedi ately!

END OF ACT THREE
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ACT FOUR
I NT. ST. HELEN S HOSPI TAL - DAY

ELSBETH SCHNEI DER (45), Kelly’s mom Exhausted, eyes red.
Hol di ng Kelly’s son, Leo, who coos happily. Panmela and Judy
whi sper respectfully in the ICU

PANVELA
We think the assail ant saw your
daughter talking to the police-- and
that’s why he tried to kill her.

JuDY
You have no idea who it mght be?
Someone in a dark bl ue BMAP

ELSBETH
I’msorry. Kelly has been so...
private |ately. She phoned ne for
noney, but | just didn’t have any.

Judy | ooks toward an unconscious Kelly, envel oped by a forest
of 1Vs, oxygen masks, tubes. Synpathizing.

PAMVELA
Tel | us about her boyfriend.
(of f El sbeth’s confusion)
We think she was possibly hurt by
sonebody she was seei ng.

ELSBETH
Oh, she was serious about sonebody
at her church, but | never met him

JubY
VWhat church was that?

I NT. VI NEYARD ORANGE HI LL CHURCH - DAY
A young ex-leftie PASTOR studies Kelly' s photo, shakes his head.

JuDY
“Kelly Schneider.” You' re sure?

PASTOR ART
She’ s not a nenber, but we wel conme
all visitors. | just don't
recogni ze her. Excuse ne.

The Pastor clinbs a | adder to hang a banner as Judy and
Panel a frown, disappointed:
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JUDY
Maybe she was w ong about which church.

PAMVELA
O Kelly lied about going.

INT. GAVIN & BRAD S UNVARKED CAR - DAY

Beep-- an on-board CRT | aptop scrolls to a map of Kelly’s
nei ghbor hood, Gavin and Brad studying it:

GAVI N
So the BMWN | eaves Kelly’ s townhouse
and has two options. It either

stops at anot her house in the
subdivision, or it |eaves--

(taps at a map bottl eneck)
--here. La Terrazas.

EXT. LA TERRAZAS - DAY

“La Terrazas.” A sign above Gavin and Brad who study the
street. Residential bunping up against commercial. Pointing:
GAVI N

Loadi ng dock cam

Yep, over a Banana Republic |oading dock-- the protective
cover of a SURVEI LLANCE CAMERA. Brad points the other way...

BRAD
ATM
An ATM machi ne outsi de a bank. Its mrrored convex canera.
GAVI N

Drive-t hrough.
A canera at an In & Qut Burger Drive-Through station.

BRAD
Good thing about suburbia. You
can’'t walk five feet w thout being
phot ogr aphed.

I NT. CONFERENCE ROOM - OFF CUBI CLE HELL - DAY

Three si de-by-side conputers. Surveillance footage clicking
forward on one. Gavin and Brad studying it...

BRAD
The ATM 6: 30. The nonent they
| ost the BMN There.
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The dark BMWN noving past in the street. Brad hits a key,
freezes the frane. But the car’s too distant. Too dark.

GAVI N
No. Try the drive-through

The next conputer. Brad pushes “play,” but a driver ordering
In & Qut pulls into frane. Only a glinpse of the BMNthrough
t he side w ndow.

BRAD
Usel ess. The | oadi ng dock.

The | ast conputer. A high-angled b/w image clicking forward.
One franme per second. Brad slowy clicks forward, forward.
Both lean in. A car clicking into frane.

GAVI N
Ther e.

Freeze-frame. The BMWI|eaving frane. Just a glinpse of its
rear license plate. Brad maneuvers the nouse, digitally bl ows
it up. Just a swirl of blue in the dealer’s cardboard insert.

BRAD
Darm. A new car. No plate.

GAVI N
(sitting back disappointed)
Not catching many breaks.

EXT. H GH SCHOCL LI BRARY - RANCHO BUENA HI GH - DAY
A sign: “Rancho Buena Hi gh School.” The school library.
I NT. H GH SCHOCOL LI BRARY - DAY

LI BRARI AN
You think | did what?

The Hi ppie-ish LIBRARIAN. Forty and pony-tailed. Horrified.

MAYA
Por nogr aphi c pictures were sent
fromthe e-mail account of “Master
Frodo” and we traced that account
to you, sir.

LI BRARI AN
But | never--!
(sees nearby student, quiets)
I never sent pornography anywhere. |
use the web for research, that’'s all.
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PATRI CK
Does anyone el se use your account?

LI BRARI AN
I log on in the norning; |og off
after sixth period. | guess anyone
behi nd the desk coul d.

MAYA
If we give you the tine of the e-mail,
can you tell who was behind the desk?
EXT. H GH SCHOOL FlI ELD - DAY

A P.E class jogs around the field as an overwei ght TEACHER
tal ks with Maya, Patrick

MAYA
A kid on academ c probation, works
inthe library. Isaac Prentice.

P. E. TEACHER
Oh, yeah, lsaac. A real headache.
Let’s see. There.

A kid rounding the backstop, heading in. [|SAAC a food court
James Dean: bad boy sexy. He stops, sees they' re cops.

MAYA
Come on, lsaac, we just want to
tal k, show you a picture. That's--

But Isaac takes off, running. Mya sighs, as students cheer
| saac racing past themtoward the backstop. Patrick sprints
after him sw nging around the backstop, finding a hole in

t he cyclone fencing, diving through after--

EXT. PROPERTY LI NE GAP- DAY

--|lsaac who races down a narrow gap between the school and
t he next property, slips through another hole, past--

EXT. PUBLI C PARK - DAY

--mothers and infants in a playground, |ooks back, sees
Patrick gaining on him Shit-- that guy's fast. |Isaac darts
into the street, between two parked m ni-vans, when--

--VWHOWP- - Maya clotheslines himw th an outstretched arm
| saac sl ans down onto the pavenent, onto his back
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MVAYA
Didn't they tell you to never run
from cops, son?

Maya coolly thrusts a knee into his stomach, flips himover.

| SAAC
You really a cop?
MVAYA
Yep.
| SAAC
So am |.
MVAYA
Good, then you'll know how t hese work.
(click-- cuffing him
| SAAC
You' re San Carlos, right? Phone
Ruttgauer. |’'ma narc.

Maya. She | ooks up at an out-of-breath Patrick.
I NT. RUTTGAUER S OFFI CE - OFF CuBI CLE HELL - DAY

CAPTAI N RUTTGAUER
Dammt, Maya, he’s on |oan from
OC! O course heran. He didn't
want to endanger an 8 nonth
i nvestigation!

I NT. MAYA AND PATRI CK' S PATRCL CAR - DAY
Maya wi nces on the cell phone. Nods to Patrick who frowns.

MAYA
Got it, Captain. | got it! W
just wanted himto ID a photo--
(hangs up; to Patrick)
Uncuff him He's on sone big drug
case.

| saac smles at Maya, leans forward as Patrick uncuffs:

| SAAC
So what’ s your nane?

MAYA
Not i nterested.



Maya hands himthe porn shots.

student body treasurer. | voted
for her.
Maya nods: thanks. [Isaac rubs his free wists,
| SAAC (cont' d)
Ever thought of doing high school
work? You d pass.
MAYA
I did six nonths undercover at Long
Beach. Ecstasy ring.
| SAAC
The Wldcats? W kicked your butt
at honecom ng.
MAYA
You got lucky in overtine.
| saac grins. Li king her. Turns to Patrick:
| SAAC
Hey, Term nator, they’ re gonna
wonder how | got away. | need a

| SAAC

(grins)
Let ne see your photo.

| SAAC (cont’ d)
Vi ce?

MAYA
A break-in.
(I saac | ooks up: huh?)
Long story.

| SAAC
I don’t know if this hel ps, but
this girl here volunteers at the
library. Brooke Tarento, our

brui se or two--

But-- WHAM - Maya punches him happily. Omw-
his fat lip, smles.

| SAAC (cont' d)
You seei ng soneone?

MAYA
Yep.
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Isaac flips through them

st udi es her:

| ssac touches
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| SAAC
Seri ousl y?

MAYA
Everything I do is serious.

And he grins, starts off. Patrick watches himgo...

PATRI CK
Quy’ s ki nda greasy.

He offers Maya sone Purell. But she shakes her head, watches
| saac go. Not bad.

I NT. CUBI CLE HELL - SAN CARLOS PCLI CE DEPARTMENT - DUSK
Judy hangs up, scratches a church off a long list, yells:

JUuDY
That's all the churches with
“Vineyard” in the name. No Kelly
Schnei der.

Panel a, in the next cubicle, yells back:

PAMVELA
Yeah, and |’ m hal fway through
Bapti st churches. Not hi ng.

Panel a turns to, Maya, perched agai nst her desk, gossiping.
The two cl ose friends.

PAMVELA (cont' d)
| saac Prentice, the narc?

MAYA
Yep, you know hi nf?

PANVELA
Yeah. He’s cute. You two can go
to the prom together

Maya punches Panel a when-- The Star Wars thene starts up in

t he next cubicle. Maya |ooks toward it, points

i ncredul ously: “You' re kidding, right?” Panela gestures Maya
cl oser, whispers:

PAMVELA (cont' d)
Momry-cop. She’s actually not bad.

Maya nods-- really?-- as Judy answers her *“home” cell phone:
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JUDY
Hello. ©Oh, Richard. Hey.

EXT. LA HABANA PUBLI C PARK - DUSK
Richard at the field. Practice. Boyishly nervous:

Rl CHARD PALM
Hey. | know this is last mnute, but
Savannah was wondering if Brenna could
come by for a playdate after practice.

JuDY (O S.)
Ut sure, that could work

Rl CHARD PALM
Good. And if you' re free for dinner
afterward. W' re just having pizza,
but you' re wel cone too.

I NT. CUBI CLE HELL - SAN CARLCS POLI CE DEPARTMENT - DUSK

JubY
How nice. | mght be jamed at
work, but I'lIl see. Thanks.

She hangs up. Thinks about it. Hears Panela m m cing:

PANVELA
“I can barely juggle home and work,
the last thing | need is to juggle
one nore ball.”

JUDY
It’s a playdate.

PANVELA
Right. Sounds |ike a playdate.

MAYA
A playdate with benefits.
(the two | augh)
G ve her the advice.

Panel a peers over the top of the cubicle, joined by Mya...

PANVELA
Don’t tell himyou re a cop
(Judy frowns: cone on)
" mserious. Men get freaked out
about it. The whole authority
thing. Male cop-- sexy. Fenale
cop-- ball-buster.
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MAYA
Tell himyou're in real estate.

Judy | aughs, shakes her head, enjoying the canaraderie of
wonen.

PANVELA
Look, go pick up your daughter.
"1l phone the rest of the churches.

Judy thinks about it, nods her thanks to Panel a.
I NT. CONFERENCE ROOM - OFF CUBI CLE HELL - DUSK

Gavin meanwhil e studies the three laptops in the conference
room Sonething eating at himabout their useless
surveillance views. He gets up, heads out to--

--the kitchenette, an idea growing. The recycling bin. Yanks
off the top, finds-- newspaper. Stacks of it.

Thwap-- he fl ops the papers down next to the I aptops, flips
t hrough them finds their Autonotive sections. Quickly scans
t he ads. No-- no-- no. There!

A deal ership ad. A half-page of cars. Each with a
deal ership cardboard insert in the plate frame. Aswirl in
afield of a lighter color. Interesting.

Gavin starts up the | oadi ng dock surveillance again,
concentrates on the blown-up front license plate. Qut of
focus, grainy, but-- a swirl of blue and red.

GAVI N
Br ad!

EXT. CAR DEALERSHI P - NI GHT

“Plaza Abajo Mdtors.” A rushed SALESMAN | ooks at the freeze-
frame fromthe surveillance video. Wuld rather be out selling.

SALESVAN
You think this car was bought here?

GAVI N
The deal er insert is yours.

SALESMVAN
Look, I'd love to help you guys, but
we sell a lot of cars here.
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BRAD
Look at the back of the car. The
spoiler. M guess is that’s not
standard on the sedan.

SALESVAN
Right, it’s our sports package.

BRAD
So how many bl ue BMN sedans with
sports packages have you sold in
t he | ast nonth?

The Sal esman sighs: okay, he’ |l go | ook.
I NT. RICHARD PALM S SUBURBAN HOUSE - NI GHT

Delivery pizza. Judy takes the last slice, eating while pacing.
On her “work” phone in R chard Pal ms spacious dining room..

JubY
Smart. That was Gavi n?

PAVELA (O.S.)
Yep. They narrowed it down to five
cars sold in the last two nonths.
Meanwhil e we’re striking out. Not a
single Baptist church with a Kelly
Schnei der.

Ri chard Pal m| eans out of his kitchen:

Rl CHARD PALM
Want a beer?

JuDYy
Yeah, thanks.
(into the phone)

Look, | was thinking about that.
What if Kelly were going to this
Chur ch?

PAVELA (O.S.)
And the pastor’s |ying?

JUDY
No, these churches have twel ve step
prograns. Maybe Kelly's in a
program tells her nomshe s going
to the church, but she's really
just going at night-- to the A A --
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PAMELA (O.S.)
--And that's where she nmeets the
boyfriend? Wrth a try. Hold on.

Judy, on hold, sees Brenna and Savannah | aughing on a tranpoline
in the yard. Judy taps on the glass, points to her watch-- tine
to go-- sees as Richard Pal mreenters, offers her a beer.

JuDY
Thanks. You know, | think we have
the same floorplan. |I'mgetting a

deja vu feeling here.

Rl CHARD PALM
Yeah, | visit friends’ houses, |
know exactly where the bathroomis.

They smle, klink glasses. Judy nods to her phone apol ogetically:

JUDY
Sorry. Work.

Rl CHARD PALM
What do you do?

Judy has the beer bottle to her lips. A second to think.

JubY
Real estate.

Rl CHARD PALM
Ah. Must be tine consum ng.

JuDY
(froms at her lie, nods)
You' re a conputer consultant?

Rl CHARD PALM

Yeah. Not very exciting, | know.

| used to be a day-trader. Every
second-- job, job, job. Then-- the
di vorce-- and-- | noved here; and
everything was so perfect here:
safe-- clean, you know. So it just
seened nore inportant to be hone
wi t h Savannah, coachi ng her team

Judy smiles, eyes him He's sexy, but there’'s a slight
boredom about him O is it stability? Were does one end,
t he ot her begin? Meanwhile, Panela cones back on..

PAVELA (O S.)
Hey, you were right!
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Judy gestures apologetically to Richard as she backs away. ..

PAMVELA (O. S.) (cont'd)
I convinced the church secretary to
talk. Not only do they have a
nighttinme 12-step mnistry-- “Living
in Faith”-- but Kelly was a nenber.

JUuDY
G eat!

PAVELA (O.S.)
Cotta go. We'll get this guy.

Judy smles, hangs up, gul ps her beer.

Rl CHARD PALM

Bi g sal e?

JubY
Yeah. --Actually, | don’t know why
| said that: about real estate.
I’ma cop.

(Richard stares at her)
It’s just: other cops were saying
how nmen freak out about wonen being
cops. And I-- it’s idiotic.
Forget it.

She chuckl es encouragingly. But Richard doesn’t, sipping his
beer. Silence. And Judy realizes: he's freaking out. Dam.

EXT. STREET - N GHT

Judy starts down the street, frowning. Brenna eyeing her:

BRENNA

What ? You' re making a funny face.
JUuDY

Not hi ng. Monmmy just has a big

nout h.
And they continue to wal k.

END OF ACT FOUR
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ACT FI VE
I NT. LOCKER ROOM - SAN CARLCS PD - DAY

Start of the day. A wall of noise as wonmen detectives, cops
change. W find Panela, Maya, Judy dressing, md-
conversation. “Arghhh”-- Panela and Maya groan accusingly.

MAYA
What happened to real estate?! You
wer e supposed to say you worked in
real estate?

JUuDY
| told himthe truth.

PAMVELA
Congratul ati ons. And how did that go?

kay, Judy hesitates, and that’s all it takes.

PAMVELA (cont' d)
Way doesn’t anyone listen to ne?!

JuDY
| don’t think he s right anyway.

PANVELA
You nean, he’'s no Gavin?

Judy frowns, starts out, as Panela and Maya | augh.
I NT. CUBI CLE HELL - SAN CARLOCS POLI CE DEPARTMENT - DAY

Judy passes her cubicle when she stops, sees a green envel ope
on her desk. Goes to it. Reads the envelope. “Internal
Affairs.” She | ooks up, considering it.

I NT. CONFERENCE ROOM - OFF CUBI CLE HELL - DAY

Gavin still works in the conference room when-- knock-knock
Judy at the door..

GAVI N
Hey, we talked to three of the four
BMW owners. None of themwere in
Kel Iy’ s nei ghborhood, so we’re down
to one.

JUuDY
Good. Did you get this?
(the green envel ope)
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GAVI N
The 1. A D. summons? Yeah, don’t
worry about it. They' Il ask sone
guestions about your arrest report
and drop it.
JuDYy
(still bothered)

So when did you get yours?

GAVI N
My sumons?  Two days ago. \Wy?

JUuDY
The day you asked ne for coffee?

Gavin | ooks up. Pauses. Air between them suddenly tense.

GAVI N
You' re kidding, right?

JubY
| don’t know. AmIl?

GAVI N
You think | asked you for coffee
because-- what? To get our stories
straight?

JubY
You tell ne.

The two stare at each ot her.

GAVI N
No. Let’s leave it at this. |
give you a wide berth. You give ne
a wide berth. GCkay? Starting now.

And Gavi n pushes past her, |eaves.
EXT. SANTA DEL MAR SUBDI VI SI ON - DAY

A new subdi vision carved into the di sappearing San Carl os
foothills. Tudor mansions going up, Spanish, Cape Cod.
Billow ng flags outside the MODEL HOVE mansi on where- -

--Patrick and Maya knock, wait. Opening the door is BROOXKE
TARENTO (18), fam liar fromthe porn shot, but now corporate:

BROOKE
Wel conme. Cone right in. Here' s a
set-up, and 1’1 be right--



51.

But her face falls, seeing in Maya’'s hand-- the porn shots.

I NT. ENTRY WAY - MODEL HOMVE - DAY

BROOKE
Wiy’ d you cone here?! M boss’|
kill ne.

Sharp whi spers. Brooke with Maya and Patrick in the entry way.

MAYA
We tal ked to your friends at
school, Brooke. They said you
wor ked here.

BROCKE
(to a buyer)
Wl cone. Go right in.
(whi spers)
Look, we were just having sone
ki cks, okay. Sanuel said we could
make sonme noney fromit, that’s all.

MAYA
You' re eighteen, Ms. Tarento. The
problemisn’'t the porn. The
problemis the break-in.

BROCKE
What break in? | had a key.

MAYA
(trades a l ook with Patrick)
Did Ms. Yeager give it to you?

But a confused Brooke sees her BOSS eyei ng her
BROCKE
Look, | have to go. Please, |
can’'t lose this job.
I NT. LIVING ROOM - MODEL HOME - DAY
She charges into the living room followed by Mya, Patrick
MAYA
You didn’t do anything wong, Brooke,
if Ms. Yeager invited you in--

PATRI CK
Maya.

Patrick. Staring at the room
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MAYA
VWhat ?

Patrick nods toward the interior. And Maya | ooks. Stops,
startled. Looks again.

The living room It’s identical to the Yeager’'s. Down to
the smallest detail. French Revival. Crossed swords over
t he couch. The couch. Everything an exact copy.

REALTOR
May | hel p you?

A smling REALTOR. Maya and Patrick | ook at her, baffled.

MAYA
The furniture. The...?

REALTOR
Yes, beautiful, isn't it? Barbara
Burton does all our designs. |If you

i ke the decor, Barbara wi Il design
an original housescape for you.

MAYA
Oiginal?

REALTOR
Yes, each housescape is 100%
original. She designs all over
towmn. [I’'Il get you a set-up. W
have special financing for our
friends in blue.

And the Realtor exits. Maya and Patrick blink:
PATRI CK
There never was a break-in. The
porn shoot was here.
Yep, Maya nods when Brooke rushes back to them panicked:
BROOKE

Look, | had the keys to the nodel,
okay? | didn’'t break in.

PATRI CK
It’s alrigh--

BROCKE
I need this job! 1’1l give you
anything! 1'll give you soneone at

school
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Patrick starts to interrupt when Maya grabs his arm

MAYA
Who?
BROCKE
There’'s this guy there. |saac.

Everyone knows he’s a narc.
(Maya starts to | eave)

No, wait. He's framing kids to

cover up the fact he’ s dealing.

Maya. She trades a |ook with Patri ck.
I NT. BASEMENT - VI NEYARD ORANGE HI LL CHURCH - DUSK

“Living in Faith” reads the banner over a recovery group in a
church basenent. A SECRETARY starts up the aisle, goes to
the last row, whispers to a man. SI MON WRENN (28), Christian
ethereal. Seens to glide nore than wal k. Not effem nate,
just nmuted. He turns, |ooks back at Judy and Panel a.

I NT. CUBI CLE HELL - SAN CARLOCS POLI CE DEPARTMENT - NI GHT
Sinon, now sitting in the Panela’ s cubicle, nervous.

PANVELA
You' re saying the last tinme you saw
Kelly was two nont hs ago?

SI MON
Yes. She was using again and I--

PAMVELA
You' || have to speak up, Sinon.

SI MON
(tries)
She was using again, and she broke
up with ne.

JUDY
So you were her sponsor but you
were sleeping with her too?

SI MON
I-- we were close. Look, | asked the
Lord’ s forgiveness.

PAVELA
What el se did the Lord forgive you
for? Putting Kelly in a coma?
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SI MON
VWhat ?

JUDY
You were there |ast Friday, Sinon.
W have a w tness.

S| MON
| haven’t seen her in nonths!

Judy and Panel a hear a cleared throat. Turn. Ruttgauer.
INT. RUTTGAUER S OFFI CE - OFF CUBI CLE HELL - NI GHT
Judy, Panela sit across fromhis office speaker phone:

CAPTAI N RUTTGAUER
Go ahead, Brad, tell them

From t he speaker phone: “Roondl e rooonber rey roo rundle...”

CAPTAI N RUTTGAUER
How much for this piece of crap?

SERGEANT TOM
(at the door)
$85,000. But that’'s for everything.

Di sgusted, Ruttgauer picks up the phone, hands it to Panel a.
| NTERCUT with. ..

I NT. GAVIN & BRAD S UNMARKED CAR - DRI VING - N GHT

...Brad talking into his cellphone, Gavin driving...

BRAD
I’ma nenber of the Vineyard
Church. | know Sinmon Wenn. He

seens |like a long shot for this.
Panel a and Judy hold the phone between them..

PANVELA
Look, Brad, he was there the night
her toe was severed. He was
sleeping with her. Call it an
instinct, but he seens guilty.

Gavin notions for the phone. Brad hands it over...
GAVI N

Way don’t you guys go to the
security guard and get himto |.D.
E



55.

GAVI N(cont ' d)

Sinon froma photo |ine-up. Then
we m ght have enough for an arrest.

Judy and Panel a trade a | ook, nod. Good.
I NT. JUDY & PAMELA' S CAR - DRIVING - N GHT

JUDY
Pick up, nom | need you to get
Brenna at Little League. Monf?

Judy tal king on her “honme” cell phone as Panel a drives.
Not hi ng. Shit, Judy hangs up, dials a new nunber:

JUDY (cont'd)
H. This is Brenna’s nom and we
bot h have daughters in Little
League-- On. | didn't know that.

Judy hangs up: dammt! Thinking who to call. Wo?!

PANVELA
How ‘ bout your guy? The coach?

Judy stares at Panela. Thinks about. Looks at the
cell phone. Danmit. She dials, as..

EXT. 19 SOUTH DE LE GUERRE - N GHT

...a FEI STY WOVAN (60) opens her door, stares at Gavin, Brad
oddl y.

BRAD
H, maam |’ m Detective Davies and
this is Detective Lynch. [Is that
your car in the driveway?

The new BMW

OLD WOVAN
Yes. Did | do sonething wong?

BRAD
No. We're just trying to | ocate
t he person who drove it yesterday
on Plaza M randa around--

OLD WOVAN
That was nme. | was visiting ny daughter

Gavin and Brad trade a | ook..

BRAD
Are you sure? At 6:307?
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OLD WOVAN
Yes. |I’mthere all the tine.

GAVI N
Do you know a Kelly Schnei der. She
lives on that street?
(she shakes her head)
Anyone el se on that street?

OLD WOVAN
No. On, well, | know the security
guard, Ross. He knows ne.
GAVI N
(1 ooki ng up)
Ross?
OLD WOVAN

Yes. He sees nme there all the tine.
Gavin and Brad | ook at each other, and--
I NT. GAVIN & BRAD S UNVARKED CAR - DRI VING - N GHT
--Gvin grabs the radio:

GAVI N
Ida-six. W need a twenty for I|da-
seven.

DI SPATCH (O. S.)
| da-seven is at 1683 San Benito.

BRAD
San Benito? That’'s right behind
the mall where we found the toe.

GAVI N
The security guard lives right
behi nd t he dunpster.

BRAD
He did it.
(realizes)
Kel ly freaked out when she saw him
on her street, not the BMWN He's the
one who sent us after the boyfriend.

GAVI N
Yep. And we sent Lenen and Coates
right to him

END OF ACT FI VE
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ACT SI X
EXT. ROSS' S HOUSE - N GHT

A new nei ghbor hood, sonme houses still with dirt |awns.
Ross’ s security car parked outside one house.

INT. ROSS' S HOUSE - N GHT

Si x photos being placed on a table one by one. A photo |ine-
up. Neutral mugshots. Ross points to Sinmon Wenn’s photo. ..

PANVELA

You' re sure?
ROSS

Posi ti ve.
PANVELA

Can you sign the back of it?
ROSS

(signing)

I’msorry to hear that about Kelly.

Any sense when she’ll recover?
JUDY

Too early to tell.
ROSS

Very upsetting. You nove to San Carl os
to get away fromstuff l|ike that.

Judy and Panel a nod when their hand-radios growl with static:

DI SPATCH
| da- seven. Request for a 10-36.

Panel a and Judy shoot a | ook toward each other. “10-367?7"
Ross notices the | ook.

PAMELA
Excuse ne.

Ross nods, eyes her as she backs away to hear from di spatch,
whi | e-- Beep-beep-- Ross hears a beep in his bedroom..

ROSS
My beeper. Be right back.

Ross starts down a hall toward his bedroom Judy waits until
he’ s gone, whispers to Panel a:
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JubY
“10-36?" Confidential call?

PANVELA
(nods, whispers back)
W' re taking himin for questioning.
(Judy startled: Ross?)
Yeah. In Florida, he was arrested
for dealing coke. 1It’s him

Rerrrk-- a burst of static in the bedroom Judy and Panel a
spin toward it, whisper

JubY
Pol i ce scanner?

Panel a nods, pulls her qun. Judy too. They start toward the
sound. Myving fast. And we hurry with them down. ..

...the hall. Dark. Judy catches sight of Ross’s baby
pictures on the wall. Distracted only a second, focusing on--
t he bedroom door ahead. Dark. Ajar. Judy and Panela nod to
each other. Now And--

| NT. BEDROOM - ROSS' S HOUSE - NI GHT

--they’'re in, Judy going left, Panela right. Eyes darting.
A gun collection in wall cabinets. A secret arsenal--
antique and new. The glow of a police scanner, beeping.

DI SPATCH (O S.)
10-29. Enmergency 10-29.

Panel a i medi ately turns her gun toward the bat hroom
Gestures to Judy. And both nove, fast. Judy’s eyes catching
a zip-lock bag on the bureau filled with small baggi es.

JUDY
Met h.

Yep, Panela and Judy arrive at the door. The sane nod, and--
| NT. BATHROOM - ROSS' S HOUSE - N GHT

--they’'re in. Quick enough to see Ross’s hand droppi ng out
t he open bat hroom wi ndow. Shit! Judy springs to the w ndow,

sees his shadow racing toward the front of the house, yells:

JUDY
THE STREET!

And Panel a races through the bedroom hall, living room and--
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EXT. ROSS' S HOUSE - N GHT

--bang-- out the front door, seeing Ross sprinting across the
lawn toward his security car--

PAMELA
FREEZE

Ross spins. And-- BOOWBOOM -- two flashes of |ight slash
across the lawn, sinultaneously-- suddenly naking night day--
one bullet-- shattering a wi ndow on Ross's car-- the other--

--O00OWPF-- hitting a startled Panela! She takes ten nore
steps toward the curb, when-- whonp-- she falls into the
street! As--

--Judy cones to the front door, appalled. |s she dead? Too
much to process at once, as-- REWWW! the “CGuard Tech”
patrol speeds down the street, the direction it was parked,
and Judy runs to Panela s body-- her hand-radio:

JubY
Oficer down. Shots fired--

But-- the car-- skiddddd-- makes a sliding u-turn at the end
of the street-- a noving van bl ocking the way-- finds
traction-- starts back toward--

--Judy kneeling beside Panela. In the street. Judy hears
the squealing tires. Looks toward-- her right hand. Her gun
still there. She raises it--

--Bam - fires, the shot sounding tinny in her ears! The
bullet hits the windshield. No effect. Bam again-- another
tinny shot. Car still barreling.

She adjusts her stance. Surprisingly calm Surprisingly
strong. As if she had all the tine in the world. Legs in a
perfect firing range stance. And--

--BAM  This shot acconpanied by a bigger sound-- BASHHHH
The “CGuard Tech” car sliding, slammng into a parked van.
And- - kl unk-- the door dropping open. Ross piling out.

JUDY (cont'd)
STOP!  PCLI CE!

Judy has the strange sensation of sonebody else saying it, as--
Ross has a semi-automatic out, raised, firing--

--flit-flit-flit-- Judy doesn’t even |ook toward the flying
tar near her feet, as-- Judy, still strangely calm- raises

her qun, and--
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--BOOOOM -- a burst of red in Ross's chest. He finds this
strange-- |like a balloon popping in front of him He raises
his automati c again, but--

--BOOOM -- Ross is hit again, and-- Judy turns, sees the |ast
shot was Gavin's. Were'd he cone fron? Wy didn't she hear
hi s approaching car? Gavin and Brad race past her to Ross,
grab his gun as--

--sound again floods Judy’s ears-- sirens, yells, car alarns--
like a tap being turned on. She sees--

--Panel a prone on the ground. Runs to her. Judy rips her
uni form open. Her kevlar vest untouched. But Judy’s hand
cones away wet. Blood? She flips on her flashlight, shines
it at her hand. Not red, but a clear putty-like |iquid.

GAVIN (o0.S.)
Silicone...

EXT. SAN CARLOS POLI CE DEPARTMENT - N GHT

GAVI N
... The bullet hit her inplant.

Gavi n hangs up the phone, standing with a relieved Judy
outside their cars in the PD |ot.

GAVIN (cont'd)
She’s going to be fine. She's
exci ted about goi ng bigger.

JUDY
(smles)
Wth Ross... Kelly owed hi m noney?
GAVI N

Yeah, for nmeth. He threatened to
hurt her if she didn't pay. He ran
t he sane business in Mam . Mved
out here to start over.

(studi es her)
You alright?

JUDY
We al ways seemto end up with you
asking ne that.

GAVI N
You' re right.

JubY
| don’t m nd.
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GAVI N
You know... about the--?

But a car pulls up. Richard Palms mni-van. The girls in
t he backseat singing Hannah Montana. Smling..

Rl CHARD PALM
We went for Chuck E. Cheeze.
(sees Gavin)
Oh, sorry. Want ne to--

GAVI N
No, no, just heading out.

Gavin, clearly getting the wong idea, starts off toward his
car as Judy watches himlongingly...

Rl CHARD PALM
Is that your partner?

JUDY
(takes a second)
No.

Rl CHARD PALM
Look, can | start over again. It
just took ne by surprise |ast
night. You being a cop.

JubY
| shouldn’'t have |ied.

Rl CHARD PALM

No. | shouldn’t have freaked out.
It’s just-- | have this thing about
guns. And authority.
JUDY
(smles)

Real | y? Authority?

Rl CHARD PALM
Leftie parents. You know. Down
with the man.
(Judy | aughs)
But, if you're up for it. Do over?

Judy shoots a glance toward Gavin pulling out. And she nods.

JubDY
Do over.

END OF ACT Sl X



