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BLANK SCREEN

SUPER

SEM PER FI - DE-LIS. (FI'"DAY [LI -Z2])
Latin Phrase:

1. "Always Faithful" or "Al ways Loyal".

2. Senper Fidelis (Senper Fi) is the notto of the United
States Marine Cor ps.

FADE | N:

EXT. V. A HOSPI TAL, CH CAGO -- DAY
Est abl i shi ng.

EXT. HOSPI TAL PARKI NG LOT -- DAY

An ol der car, rusty, dented, noves anong rows of simlar
vehi cl es, parks.

I NT. CAR -- DAY

NI KKI SAVAGE (35), athletic, dark hair, exotic features,
sits in the driver's seat, fills a syringe froman anpul e.

She ties a surgical tube below a tattoo on her upper arm a
colorful bald eagle circled by the words "Senper Fidelis"
and the letters "US. MC"

Ni kki holds the needle to a bulging vein. She hesitates,
then renoves the tubing, takes off a shoe, injects herself
in the foot.

A nonent of bliss, then Nikki pulls a |log book froma big
purse, records the tinme, date, dosage, and marks the nunber
"5" in the "pain" colum. The dosages are increasing.

I NT. V. A. HOSPI TAL -- DAY

The Hallway is a crowded waiting room Fluorescent LIGHTS,
weat hered tile floor.

PATI ENTS | i ned up against the walls have m ssing |inbs, wheel
chairs. Sone are blind. Their faces paint expressions of
anger, betrayal, abandonnent.



STAFF and those waiting stare at N kki novi ng down the
hal | way, tight jeans, a picture of fenmale perfection, out of
pl ace here, except for a slight linp in her gate.

Ni kki approaches DAN DEI TRICH, (35) in a wheel chair,
surrounded by other VETS. He stares at the floor. She stops
in front of his chair.

NI KKI
(Jody call)
Ain't no sense in |ookin down!

Dan | ooks up. A smle sneaks across his face.

DAN
Ni kki Savage!

She hugs him bunps fists with the other vets. Lots of Marine
tattoos. A few, "Good to see ya's."

NI KKI
| won't ask how you're doing. |
know better.

DAN
You were always smarter than the
rest of us.

Al'l the guys nod, murmur their agreenent.

DAN ( CONT' D)
How s the hip?
NI KKI
Got a newone. It's ny leg that's

fucked. But |I'mdragging it around.

DAN
l|"mwaiting here for a new liver.
Been first on the list for a fuckin

nont h.
ANOTHER VET
He's on a hunger strike.
DAN
That's right. [I'mgoing to die of

starvation right here unless they
fix ne.



NI KKI
Tell themyou're on a shower strike.
They' Il have a new liver for Dirty
Dan by the end of the day.

Everyone | aughs at that. She pats Dan on the back.

NI KKI ( CONT' D)
I"'mlate. Good to see you, Dan.

She | ooks himright in the eye, sincere.

NI KKI ( CONT' D)
Good luck to you

DAN
You too, N kki. You' re |ookin'" good.
Ni kki, with her slight linp, noves down the hall. They al
stare at her ass.
DAN ( CONT' D)
Damm good.... A few nore Marines
like her, I'd do another tour in

this fucking chair.
They all nod and agree once agai n.
| NT. DR. NOREEN WALSH S OFFI CE -- DAY

NCREEN (55), high m | eage, business suit, sits behind her
desk, N kki in front.

NCREEN
How s the |eg?
NI KKI
It hurts. Al the tine.
NCREEN
Doesn't seemto be bothering you

ri ght now.

Ni kki tracks Noreen's eyes to the veins in her arm

NI KKI

What do you want ne say, Noreen?
NOREEN

I"'mtrying to help you, N Kkki. |If

you lie to me--



NI KKI
"' m not sone needl e park junkie.
|"ve got a handle on it.

NOREEN
Because you record the dosage in a
|l og? Let ne see it.

Ni kki pulls out the |og book, tosses it on her desk. Noreen
turns a few pages.

NOREEN ( CONT' D)
From seventy five to 100 in three
weeks. How | ong before you're dead,
Ni kki ?

A hard stare from N kki .

NI KKI
Then change the di agnosis! And a
physician will nonitor ny treatnent.

NOREEN
Treatnent? Addiction is the disease,
Ni kki, not the cure. The standard
of care is designed to get you off
t he drugs.

NI KKI
(mocki nQg)
"The standard of care." \Woever sets
t he "standard" doesn't have to endure
t he pain.

NCREEN
There are alternative prograns for
chronic pain: Yoga. Acupuncture.

Medi t ati on.
NI KKI
They're bull shit.
NOREEN
You ki cked once before.
NI KKI
For five days when the school was
closed. | ran-up the juice with ny

norni ng coffee the day | went back
to work.



NOREEN
But work isn't really the issue. |Is
it? You know why addicts rel apse.

NI KKI
How do | teach Judo if | can't stand
t he pain?

NOREEN

The pain in your leg? O the pain
you won't deal with? C non N kki.
Were's the fighter?

NI KKI
She's permanently di sabl ed.

NOREEN
O she's never faced an opponent as
tough as herself.

NI KKI
Don't give ne your fucking rehearsed
little sound bites.

Ni kki st ands. Leans over the desk, close.

NI KKI ( CONT' D)
You want to replace all the drugs
t hey punped through me with a few
wel | chosen words? |Is that the
"standard of care?"

Noreen remai ns cal m

NOREEN

Words can be very powerful.
NI KKI

So can pain.
NOREEN

Especially enotional pain. Aren't
you at rock bottom N kki? What
could be worse than prostitution?

Ni kki averts her eyes, ashanmed. Sits back down, head | owered.

NI KKI
Jenny's got a really big nmouth. And
| haven't done it yet.

She | ooks up now.



NI KKI ( CONT' D)
How el se can | pay for the drugs?

NOREEN
s that what it's about? O are you
j ust puni shing yoursel f?

NI KKI
You won't help nme. |1'mthe only one
| can rely on, |ike always.

NCREEN

And that's denial.
Ni kki wal ks toward the door. Noreen speaks to her back.
NCREEN ( CONT' D)
That door is always open to you,
Ni kKki .
The door SLANS.
EXT. PEN NSULA HOTEL -- N GHT

Ni kki's sexy, muscular |legs energe froma taxi, a |leather
mni-skirt barely covers a |large scar that flashes briefly.

The DOORMAN offers his hand. H's eyes never |eave her body
as she heads inside carrying her purse.

| NT. HOTEL ROOM -- NI GHT

RANDY PULASKI, (24) tall, thin, acne scars, cheap shirt and
tie, a shoulder holster with a gun, sits on the king bed.

JCEY AMADI O, (35) shirtless, nuscular, rolls a C-note, then
snorts an interstate line of blow fromthe granite desk top.
It practically lifts himoff his feet.

On the TV, a Cubs gane, NO SOUND

In front of the w ndow, a platform suspended from cabl es
creeps downward, revealing a WNDOWWASHER in gray overalls.

Joey opens a brief case filled with cash. He pulls out a
wad of bills, stuffs it into an hotel envel ope, opens the
sliding door to the bal cony.

EXT. BALCONY -- NI CGHT

Joey energes, |eans over the railing, hands the envel ope to
t he wi ndow washer then places a finger to his lips, "shhhhh."



The wi ndow washer pulls a |l ever on his pulley system

W NDOW WASHER
You no worry, M. Joey.

The platformrises away, behind it, the fading LIGHT of a
summer eveni ng.

| NT. HOTEL ROOM -- NI GHT

Joey cl oses the slider behind him picks up the rolled bill,
snorts anot her |ine. Powder falls from his nose.

RANDY
You're wasting it.

JCEY
Get used to excess, dude. D dn't
take your old man long to dig it.

Joey snorts another |ine.

RANDY
|"mnot ny old man.

JOEY
Lose that gun for crissake. The
bitch won't wal k through the fucking
door .

RANDY
|"mnot vice. Wat kind of hooker
won't figure that?

JOEY
Hey! You think I'"mbringing in sone
skank that leans in car w ndows?
She' s cl ass.

RANDY
She's just another whore. And we
don't need w tnesses putting us here.
We got caneras in the hall.

Joey shakes the rolled up Cnote in Randy's face.

JOEY
Who's going to believe we checked in
here to watch a Cub gane? W're
partying with hookers and bl ow. Got
it? And you treat her like a |ady.

( MORE)



JOEY (CONT' D)
W have a little fun with the bitch
Show sone respect. Then we fuck her
in the ass.

Randy opens the briefcase full of noney. Stares.

RANDY
You fuck her, and pay her out of
your hal f.

Joey slans the case closed. He stares at Randy for a beat,
then | ays out sonme nore blow. Randy grabs a seal ed package
of the white powder frominside a duffel bag.

RANDY ( CONT' D)
And snort this shit fromyour half
too. |'mnot putting nmy noney up ny
nose. | got other plans.

Joey grabs Randy's arm spins him around.

JOEY
You don't flash this noney,
under st and?

RANDY
Wiy not? Wio's going to give a shit
about four dead scunbags in the burbs?

JOEY
They weren't all scuml It was
botched. And we lay |ow

RANDY
They shot each other. So don't tel
me how to spend ny noney.

Joey renoves the package of coke from Randy's hand, puts it
back in the duffel, then gets in Randy's face, very close.

JOEY
Didn't Daddy teach you the rul es?
You do what | say, or you'll end up
with a planted piece in your hand
t 00.

Randy stands his ground as they breathe all over each other.
Then Joey smles, gives hima friendly pat on the cheek,
hands himthe rolled-up bill.



JOEY (CONT' D)
Tinme to get your nose as dirty as

your hands, like every other narc in
this city. And |lose the fucking
gun!

| NT. HALLWAY -- NI GHT

The el evator opens and N kki energes, wal ks under surveillance

caneras behi nd snoky gl ass dones in the ceiling.

She knocks on the door. Joey opens it, holds a glass of
chanpagne.

JOEY
Hey. Conon in. 1'm Joey.

She | ooks past himat the enpty room then walks in slowy.

NI KKI
Ni kki .

| NT. HOTEL ROOM -- NI GHT

Joey cl oses the door, noves over to the ice bucket, picks up
anot her glass, kills the dripping bottle of Crystal.

JOEY
Chanpagne?

NI KKI
No, thanks.

He holds up the rolled bill.

JOEY
Maybe you'd |ike to powder your nose?

She shakes her head as Randy energes fromthe bathroom H's
gun and hol ster gone. N kki's deneanor changes.

NI KKI
Look I"mnew with DeeDee. |In case
she didn't tell you, I"'mnot up for
t hree ways.

JOEY
Yeah, yeah, | know. Costs extra.
Relax. We'll make it worth your
while. W got lots of cash and lots
of coke to share. Let's party.
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Joey opens the brief case and pulls out a wad of Franklins.

JOEY (CONT' D)
VWhat's it going to take? Two
t housand?

He throws a wad of noney down. N kki eyes the brief case.
He throws out another wad of bills.

JCEY (CONT' D)
Thr ee?

Ni kki stares at Randy, notices a scar under his eye.
FLASHBACK
I NT. A TENT, I NFANTRY UNIT -- AFGHANI STAN -- NI GHT

Air thick with cigarette snoke and desert dust, LOW LI GHT,
SLOW MOTI ON. A gang of SOLDI ERS, drinking, snoking.

Ni kki's vision is BLURRY. The room spinning. A SOLDI ER
| aughs, a scar under his eye, raises a glass of beer. Cheers.

Her head falls back, and she spills her beer. The soldier
pi cks her up, carries her past other SOLD ERS, sone al so
passed out, into another space, private, |lays her down on a
cot.

NI KKI
(barely consci ous)

He pulls her pants off.
BACK TO SCENE

JOEY
Cmn. Relax. [I'mtight wth DeeDee.
My famly set her up. No one's going
get hurt here.

She turns to face Joey.

NI KKI
"1l text DeeDee. She'll have anot her
girl here in half an hour.

Ni kki sends a nmessage on her phone, then wal ks toward the
door, but Randy is right in front of it, arns crossed, nose
running. He's agitated, junpy.
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NI KKI ( CONT' D)
Excuse, ne pl ease.

RANDY
My friend just paid good noney for
you, bitch

NI KKI

Get out of ny way.

RANDY
Fuck you, you stupid cunt.

Randy grabs her by the throat. She uses an el bow t echni que
to rip his hands away, and drive hi m backward.

He | unges forward, sw ngs at her, but she controls his arm
flips him

Randy junps to his feet.

RANDY ( CONT' D)
You fucki ng whore.

She spins, shoots a back kick into his chin that drives Randy
into the wall, unconsci ous.

Ni kki's | eg buckles. She tries to stand, but Joey's arm
envel opes her neck.

JCEY
Whah! Sl ow down, girl.

She junps, plants both feet on the wall and pushes back on
Joey, driving his back into the opposite wall and hitting
his nose with her head.

Joey's dazed, bl eeding, and N kki breaks free, but he's alert
enough to duck under her next ki ck.

He noves toward her, she bl ocks a punch, then he | ands one.
Ni kki is driven back. Blood runs from her nose.
JOEY (CONT' D)
You are a stupid, cunt. Now I'lI
just take what | tried to pay for.
He noves toward her, a trained boxer. She goes |ow, sweeps

his legs. Joey's head slans into the glass coffee table.
It shatters.
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He's dazed, laying in the broken glass. Blood everywhere.

NI KKI
Nobody takes anything fromne. Ever
agai n.

Joey gets up, swinging. N kki spins. She is very fast and
| ands several punches and kicks, eventually shoots a flat
hand, knuckles curled, right into his |arynx.

Joey drops to the floor holding his neck, choking. Nikk
notices his distress.

NI KKI ( CONT' D)
Ch, shit.

She noves toward him but can't take a second step: Randy
points his gun at her chest.

RANDY
Stay away from him you fucking cunt.

She freezes.

NI KKI
| need to help him He's choking to
deat h.

Randy's eyes nove back and forth from Joey to Ni kki.

NI KKI  ( CONT' D)
You're letting himdie.

As Randy | ooks down for the third tinme, N kki's roundhouse
ki ck knocks the gun fromhis hand as it FIRES.

Ni kki is driven back, goes down, but she is up and spi nning
in an instant, and Randy is pummel ed.

Eventual ly Nikki is airborne, way off the floor, her knee
connecting wth the side of his head.

Ni kki's | eg buckles on | andi ng, but she gets quickly up and
moves to Joey, his face BLUE

She pounds on his chest, hard. Punps it. She turns him
over, pushes rhythmcally on his back.

NI KKI ( CONT' D)
C non, breathe.
(beat)
Cough!  You sonof abi t ch.
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No response. She feels for a pulse at his neck. Yanks her
hand away.

NI KKI ( CONT' D)
Fuck!

She stands. Eyes the drugs, noney, the gun on the floor.
Randy, |inp but breathing.

She notices blood on her white blouse, pulls the fabric away
fromher chest and sees a bullet in her shoul der area, bl ood
all over a sexy bra. She stares at Randy.

NI KKI ( CONT' D)
You not her fucker!

She takes her blouse off. Uses it as a dressing, ties it
tightly under her arnpit, across the wound. It soaks up
bl ood.

She sits on the bed, head in her hands. Takes several deep
breat hs, exhal es slowy.

Then she gets up, steps over Randy. 1In his jacket, she finds
a badge with an ID card, his picture, "Narcotics D vision."

She reacts with exasperation. Defeat. Shakes her head.
She wi pes her prints off the ID, puts it back in the jacket
pocket, picks up her purse fromthe floor, steps over Randy
into the bathroom

| NT. HOTEL BATHROOM -- NI GHT

Ni kki stares at her face in the mrror, blood running from
her nose, one eye on the noani ng Randy.

NI KKI
(to her reflection)
Keep it together, soldier. Process.

She wads up toilet paper and pushes it inside a nostril until
not visible.

She washes her face, PINK water swirls in the sink.

She dunps her purse out: a black t-shirt, makeup, wallet, a
syringe, norphine, cell phone.

She puts on the shirt. Covers the bruise with foundati on.
Then fills a syringe.



14.
| NT. HOTEL ROOM - NI GHT

Ni kki exits the bathroom hol ding the syringe, kneels down by
Randy, pushes up his sleeve, injects him

She noves over to the cash Joey tried to pay her, picks it
up.

NI KKI _
"' m no one's whore ever again.

She tosses the noney on his dead body. It soaks up his bl ood
as the door to the room cl oses behind N kki .

I NT. NI KKI'S APARTMENT -- N GHT

In jeans, no shirt, her upper body circled with white gauze
stained with blood, N kki pulls a coffee can from her freezer,
dunps out cash. She stares at the small pile of noney, shakes
her head, then stuffs it into her hip pocket.

She dunps her purse on the kitchen counter and the contents
tunbl e out, landing next to her bloody bl ouse: wallet,
makeup, phone, then Randy's gun.

She rifles the wallet. It lands in a trash can followed by
credit cards, driver's |license.

Ni kki picks up the phone, dials.

JENNY
(filtered)
Hel | 0?
NI KKI
| need to see Emma. Are you hone?
JENNY
(filtered)
Ni kki ?  What nunber is this?
NI KKI
| don't have nuch tinme. | need ny
sister. Right now.
JENNY
(filtered)

What the hell, N kki?

NI KKI
"Il knock on the door in five
m nut es.
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JENNY
(filtered)
No. Don't cone down here. [ 11
cone up.
NI KKI

Fi ve m nut es.

She opens a broomcloset, pulls out an arny duffel, lays it
open on the bed. Contents of dresser drawers are dunped in.

She picks up a pillow, renpbves the case, carries it to the
bat hr oom

I NT. NI KKI'"S BATHROOM -- NI GHT

She sweeps the nedicine cabinet, dunping anything within
reach into the pillow case: drug anpul es, deodorant, an array
of prescription pill bottles, syringes.

I NT. NI KKI'S APARTMENT -- N GHT

Ni kki tosses the pillow case into the duffel, then froma
smal | desk, she grabs her laptop, brings it to the kitchen
counter next to her phone. She pulls a hammer from a drawer
and smashes them both, repeatedly.

A ass flies everywhere; small circuit boards are crushed.
The hard disk is a pancake.

She wraps the gun with the bl ood stained blouse, puts it in
her purse and throws the purse into the duffel as a KNOCK on
t he door SOUNDS, LOUD, netal on wood.

Ni kki goes to the wi ndow, peeks out to the street, then heads
to the door, |ooks through the peep hole, opens it.

JENNY WLSON, (40), surgical greens, hair streaked wth gray,
noves into the roomcarrying a back pack

JENNY
What's so urgent, N kki?

NI KKI
l"m|eaving towmn for a while.

JENNY
You shoul d have enough for the rest
of the nonth.

NI KKI
"1l be gone |onger than that.
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JENNY
You better not be selling this shit,
Ni kKi .

NI KKI

" m not a drug dealer.
Ni kki grabs Jenny's shirt, twists and pulls her eye to eye.
NI KKI ( CONT' D)
And I'm not a hooker either in case
you want to spread that word around.
Jenny averts her eyes. N kki lets go.

NI KKI ( CONT' D)
How much you got there?

Jenny hol ds out the backpack.

JENNY
Thirty centuries.

NI KKI
That's it?

JENNY

That's not good enough?

Ni kki takes the backpack, opens it, dunps several Morphine
anpules into the duffel. Throws the enpty backpack to Jenny
who catches at as her shirt sleeve creeps up revealing an
artificial armand hand fromthe el bow down.

NI KKI
What do | owe you?
JENNY
You're packing in a hurry.
NI KKI
How nmuch?
JENNY

Fi fteen hundred.

Ni kki pulls cash from her pocket, counts the bills and hands
themto her.

JENNY ( CONT' D)
Where are you headed, N kki ?



NI KKI
Mexi co.

JENNY
You're taking this shit across the
border? Are you out of your fucking

m nd?
NI KKI
You don't need to worry, okay?
JENNY
Yes, | do. They can trace it back
to ne.
NI KKI
| said don't worry about it.
(beat)
| got a cab waiting.
JENNY
Fine, have a nice... vacation
NI KKI
Thanks.
Ni kki opens the door. Jenny stops half way out,
JENNY
You can't run away from yourself,
Ni kKki .
NI KKI
"1l keep that in m nd.
Beat .
JENNY
Wher ever you're going, |I'msure
there's a VA hospital nearby.
NI KKI
Has the world changed? Do the guys
you got your arm blown off for
suddenly give a fuck about us?
Jenny gl ances at her artificial |inb.

JENNY
What ever you're running from N kki..
It's going to follow you

17.

f aces her.
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The door closes, a concerned | ook on N kki's face.
| NT. | NTERROGATI ON ROOM - - NI GHT

Randy sits at a table. DON PARKER, (40), suit and tie, faces
hi m
PARKER

So, you guys are having a party with
this hooker. How d you find her?

RANDY
Ask Joey.

PARKER
Joey's dead. Renenber? Wat happened
to hinf

RANDY
Wake hi m up.

PARKER
He's dead. Not asleep. Wo killed
hi n?

RANDY

| was in the bathroom That stuff
makes you shit. You know that? |
don't |ike that shit. | mean, |
like to shit. You shit too, right?

PARKER
Yeah, that's how | catch up on ny
r eadi ng.

RANDY

| don't do that shit. R ght? You
get what | nean?

Par ker | ooks over at the two-way glass, turns his palns
upward, a "do you believe this" expression and a plea for
i nstructions.

| NT. OBSERVATI ON ROOM -- NI GHT -- | NTERCUT

Li eut enant AARON STEVENS, (45), fit, nicer suit and CHARLIE
BENSON, (55), hard face, watch the interview

The door opens and TONY W NSLOW (35) enters, thick neck,
beer gut. Cheap suit.
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STEVENS
Detective Wnslow. This is Charlie
Benson.

W nsl ow rai ses his hand to shake.

STEVENS ( CONT' D)
Internal Affairs

W nsl ow pulls his hand away.

W NSLOW
(to Stevens)
You're throw ng a rookie cop to the
wol ves before we hear himtal k?

Benson doesn't react, way too experienced to be baited.
St evens points to the door.

STEVENS
Qut si de.

| NT. JUST OQUTSI DE THE DOOR -- N GHT
St evens and W nsl ow energe, close the door behind them

STEVENS
|. A D called me, okay? They got
evi dence that officer Pul aski and
the late M. Anmadio are involved in
a quadruple homcide. Parker, the
cop interrogating him is Chicago
Hei ghts P. D

W NSLOW
We got jurisdiction here too.

STEVENS
If it turns out soneone other than
of ficer Pulaski killed M. Amadio,
then we investigate. Oherw se we
just offer hospitality to our guests.
That comes from way over ny head.

W nsl ow shakes hi s head.

W NSLOW
They're hanging this kid because his
old man's a crook.
(angry)
So's ny fucking father.
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STEVENS
He | ooks dirty, Tony.
W NSLOW
Yeah, well, maybe. But you know

damm wel | that things aren't always
what they | ook |ike.

A.D. A HAROLD THOWMAS (35) a small guy, type-A, approaches
them carries a brief case.

THOVAS
I"'mwith the district attorney's
office. You Benson?

STEVENS
He' s i nsi de. | ' m Li eut enant Stevens.

St evens shakes hi s hand.

STEVENS ( CONT' D)
This is Detective Wnslow, hom cide.

W nsl ow shakes Thomas's hand, then they all go in.
| NT. OBSERVATI ON ROOM - - NI GHT

W nsl ow, Stevens, Thomas, and Benson listen intently.

PARKER
Thi s hooker, did you guys get rough
with her?
RANDY
(itmtating)
| don't do three ways.
PARKER
She say that?
RANDY
Bitch. She's got fight, man. Fucking
whore. 1'Il kill her.
THOVAS

He's stoned out of his mnd. W
can't interrogate him

BENSON
He blew zero on a breathalizer. W
read himhis rights. He doesn't
want a | awyer.
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THOVAS
He's on sonething. And he's not
sober enough to understand his rights.
W need to wait. | can't use anything
you get fromthis.

PARKER
Sonmeone hit Randy. Right here.

Par ker points to his throat.

PARKER ( CONT' D)
Who hit him WAs that you?

THOVAS
That's it. Pull the plug.

RANDY
She did! She got fight.

STEVENS
He just inplicated the prostitute.
That makes hima w tness.

W NSLOW
And it makes Anmadi 0's nurder our
case. Qur jurisdiction.

Thormas t hi nks about it.

BENSON
(to Thonas)
We can put four bodies on him

More thinking, then a decision.

THOVAS
Al'l of you can have the stupid
sonof abitch as soon as he sobers-up.
Then he gets a F.O P. |awer before
he answers any nore questions. Now,
end it.

St evens knocks on the two-way gl ass as the door to the room
bursts open.

COP QUTSIDE THE DOOR (O S.)
Hey, you can't go in there!

HANK PULASKI (45) rolls in. He's short, barrel-chest, a
sawed-of f Swartzenegger, bald as a punpkin, and born angry.
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Every suit in the roomstares at him arnms bul gi ng under a
w fe beater t-shirt.

W nsl ow stands, faces him

W NSLOW
Det ective Hank Pul aski. No need to
i ntroduce yourself. W all recognize
you fromyour nmurder trial. You
| ook ever shorter on TV.

PULASKI
Fuck you.

Pul aski points to Randy through the gl ass.

PULASKI ( CONT' D)
That's my son you norons are treating
i ke a nmurder suspect.

Thomas gets his body between Wnsl ow and Pul aski .

THOVAS
Excuse ne, Detective.
(to Pul aski)
I|'"'mA D. A Harold Thomas. And your
son is intoxicated. W're not asking
hi m any questions until the drugs
clear his systemand his FOP attorney

i's present.
PULASKI
Fuck that. 1'Il get hima rea
| awyer .
Benson noves over to Pulaski. He's a full head taller.
BENSON

Good. You do that. Then I.A D.

wi |l ask your dunb-fuck kid what he
was doing in a hotel roomwth a
dead nobster, a thousand dol | ar
hooker, twenty keys of blow, and
enough hundred dollar bills to buy a
Li ncol n Park condo.

PULASKI
That's just another day's work in
the Narcotics division, asshole.

Benson can't help but smrk at that.
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BENSON
For the Pulaski famly, I'msure it
iS.

Pul aski and Benson stare their contenpt at one another.
Stevens caught in the mddle, and nuch smaller, shrinks away.

EXT. HALSTED STREET -- N GHT

Ni kki clad in black fleece, tennis shoes, a WiteSox cap,
duffel on her back, wal ks al ong the sidewal k. She | ooks

both ways, sees no one, casually drops her purse into a trash
can, then steps into the street and hails a cab.

I NT. UNI ON STATION -- N GHT

Ni kki approaches a ticket w ndow, pulls her cap | ower, speaks
t hrough the bullet proof glass to a CLERK, head down.

NI KKI
One way to Ann Arbor, please.

She puts a hundred dollar bill into the netal tray under the
gl ass, takes a ticket, keeps her head down. As she noves
away, the clerk puts several bills in the tray.

CLERK
Ma' aml  Your change.

Ni kki turns around and bunps into another CUSTOMER in |ine.
Her cap is knocked upwards, and she ends up staring right at
a surveillance canera behind the clerk.

NI KKI
(pi ssed off)
Thanks.

EXT. ANN ARBCR STREET -- DAY

Nornmal Saturday traffic for a business district. A few
pedestrians. N kki, cap low, gets off a city bus after it
grinds to a stop. She walks imediately into an alley, passes
a few rear doors, stops at one marked DQJO

She hol ds the door handl e, hesitates, takes a deep breath,
goes in.

I NT. JUDO CLINI C -- DAY

A hal lway franmed by doors |eading to the nmen's and wonen's
| ocker roonms. Still carrying her duffel, Ni kki | ooks around.
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At the end of the hallway is an opening, no door, beyond it
the dojo. She noves to the threshold, peeks in at a sparring
sessi on.

I NT. DQJO -- DAY

The instructor, TOM HAZEN, (18) solid build, dinpled chin,
baby face, a black belt tied around his gi, his back to N kki,
"referees" as a SMALLER KID and Bl GGER KI D spar.

MORE STUDENTS sit against the walls, awaiting their turn.
The fighters wear pads, helnmets with wire grid goalie nmasks.

The bigger kid lands a straight punch, and the smaller kid
goes down.

TOM

(stop)
Mate! Right there.

Tom hol ds the bigger kid back, then approaches the Small er
kid, kneels to his |evel.

TOM ( CONT' D)
You okay?

The smaller kid gets to his feet.

SMALLER KI D
Yeah. I'mjust... alittle tired.
Tom pulls himaside, close to Nikki, his back still to her,

speaks firmy to the kid, but not |oud, no anger.

TOM
You never admt to being tired!

Ni kki smles, laughs, silently.

TOM ( CONT' D)
You never show fear. You never show
weakness.

SMALLER KI D
Yes, Sensei .

TOM

Now | isten. He's bigger than you,
and he's throw ng punches. Are you
going to beat him by countering

bet ween techni ques?
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SMALLER KI D
No, Sensei.

TOM
So use your Judo skills.

Tomtakes his armand pulls it, as if the kid is punching
hi m
TOM ( CONT' D)

Wait for himto commt, then Kuzushi.
Break hi s bal ance.

Tompulls the armfarther than the punch, pulling the kid
of f bal ance.

TOM ( CONT' D)
Tsukuri. Turn.

Tomturns the kid' s body and his own.

TOM ( CONT' D)
Kake. Thr ow.

He pulls the kid off the ground and gently puts himdown on
the mat. At this point, Tomnotices N kki, and she sees his
face for the first tinme. She reacts. Shocked.

TOM ( CONT' D)
H. Can | help you?

Ni kki steps back into the SHADOW of the hallway, taking short
breat hs, |eans against the wall, as if sucker punched. Tom
cones to the threshol d.

TOM ( CONT' D)
Are you okay?
NI KKI
Yeah. Yeah, I'm.. I'mfine. | was
just... I'msorry to interrupt. |
figured Eric would be back here,
but... everything' s changed around.
TOM

He's up front.

Tom points to the front entrance of the dojo, a matching
open doorway, beyond it a small tiled foyer, reception desk,
a glass case full of trophies, and the street entrance.
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TOM ( CONT' D)
Hey Dad! There's soneone here to
see you.
ERI C HAZEN, (45), gray at the tenples, tall, |ong arns,

energes from behind the reception desk. He's ripped, but
very thin, a black belt around his gi

As Eric noves across the threshold, he bows respectfully.

ERI C
Osu.

When his bare feet hit the wood floor, Eric |ooks up and
sees Nikki. He stops, stares.

Ni kki kicks her tennis shoes off. She bows slightly, nobves
into the dojo.

NI KKI
Osu.

It's a staring contest, and all the students and Tom are
wat chi ng, curi ous.

NI KKI ( CONT' D)
H, Eric.

ERI C
Hel | o, Ni kki .

CUT TO
| NT. LOCKER ROOM -- DAY

Two shower stalls, a few |l ockers and a bench. The door cl oses
behind Ni kki and Eric as they face each other just inside.

ERI C
What the hell are you doing here,
Ni kki ?

NI KKI

| need a nedic.

She pulls her shirt off. The wapped gauze is RED with bl ood.
He reacts, his anger turns to concern due to the gravity of
her injury.
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