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OVER BLACK:

GUNSHOTS ring out. SIRENS wail. An engine ROARS.

INT. ANGEL ONE - NIGHT - CONTINUOUS

KEVIN HILL (30), glances in the side mirror -- all red and 
blue lights -- three SQUAD CARS in hot pursuit.

KEVIN
Hang on!

He slams the pedal down and threads a JET BLACK PANEL VAN 
through traffic. 

In the back, CLAIRE HILL (27) looks shaken but determined. 
She stares down at the patient on her gurney--

MICHAEL (19), bleeding through several bullet holes in his 
shirt.

Across the gurney from Claire, completely in her element, 
SONJA PERON (30s) shears Michael’s shirt away to reveal a 
half dozen bleeding holes. 

Claire squeezes the oxygen pump against his face.

SONJA
What did I say? Focus! 

Sonja secures Michael to the gurney with handcuffs. 

SONJA (CONT’D)
Propofol. Now!

Hands shaking, Claire reaches back for the IV bag. 

She aims for the vein catheter but everything sways violently 
and Claire misses the mark. 

Sonja SLAMS her fist on the wall.

SONJA (CONT’D)
(to Kevin)

Keep it fucking steady!

Claire does not miss twice. Michael’s eyes flutter and close.

CLAIRE
Administered. He needs surgery!



SONJA
He’s gonna get it! Just get the 
monitors on him. We need him 
stable!

Claire hooks Michael to the monitor and it springs to life 
with weak vitals.

CLAIRE
He’s distended.

SONJA
I know. Iodine. Bottom shelf, left 
side.

Claire spins and retrieves the iodine while Sonja prepares a 
tray of surgical tools. 

Kevin weaves across multiple lanes with the flashing lights 
hot on his tail.

SONJA (CONT’D)
(to Kevin)

We gonna do this all night?

KEVIN
You do your job, I’ll do mine!

Kevin wrenches the wheel hard right.

EXT. THE HIGHWAY - NIGHT - CONTINUOUS

The Van crosses three lanes to make a surprise exit.

The pursuing COP CARS slide past, tires SCREECHING.

INT. ANGEL ONE - NIGHT - CONTINUOUS

The van levels out and the engine dies down.

KEVIN
Better?

EXT. BACK ALLEY - LATER

The van pulls into the shadow of an abandoned building and 
kills the lights.
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INT. ANGEL ONE - NIGHT - CONTINUOUS

Claire applies the iodine to the patient’s stomach and 
watches, wide eyed, as Sonja makes her cut.

SONJA
Forceps.

Claire passes Sonja the forceps and she digs for the bullets. 

One by one she drops them into a small tray as the monitor 
starts to BEEP rapidly.

SONJA (CONT’D)
Fuck! I need a CVC and 10cc of 
Lidocaine.

Claire moves like a woman possessed! She opens the vein 
catheter bag and administers the Lidocaine.

CLAIRE
Heart rate’s still dropping.

SONJA
Stay with me buddy, come on!

Sonja and Claire work furiously.

SONJA (CONT’D)
Increase the dose.

CLAIRE
He could--

SONJA
Do it!

Claire does as she’s told. Sonja continues to work inside 
Michael’s chest.

SONJA (CONT’D)
Intubate him.

Claire grabs the intubation tube as the monitor goes flat.

SONJA (CONT’D)
Come on, come on! Charge the 
paddles!

Claire tosses the tubes and charges the paddles as Sonja 
works away.

CLAIRE
Charged.
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Sonja removes her hands from Michael’s body.

SONJA
Juice him!

CLAIRE
Clear!

Claire pushes down hard. The body jumps. The monitor stays 
flat.

EXT. BACK ALLEY - NIGHT

Claire and Sonja carry Michael’s body from the van and lean 
him gently against the wall. 

Sonja turns and heads back while Claire stares at the body.

TITLE CARD: THE ANGELS

EXT. LOS ANGELES HIGHWAY - DAY

SUPER: ONE WEEK EARLIER.

Claire springs from the rear of an ambulance followed by --

MARK (30). Claire’s friend and longtime coworker, he emanates 
good bedside manner. 

They rush toward a CAR ACCIDENT - Where a MALE DRIVER and 
FEMALE PASSENGER sit dazed.

CLAIRE
My name is Claire, I’m an EMT. I’m 
here to help. Are you hurt?

FEMALE PASSENGER
(groans)

My leg.

MALE DRIVER
I’m fine. Go check on her.

Claire helps the Driver while Mark bolts to the other side.

EXT. CITY PARK - DAY

Claire and Mark kneel next to a HOMELESS MAN (50s), who lies 
pale and unconscious against a tree. 

A syringe lies on the ground next to his bare arm. 
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Concerned ONLOOKERS form a semi-circle around the scene.

ONLOOKER
At first we thought he was asleep 
but then I saw...

CLAIRE
His pulse is weak. Sir, sir!

(no response)
Naloxone!

Mark sprints to the gurney and returns with the nasal spray. 

Claire administers the Naloxone. 

The Homeless Man springs to life with a gasp and punches 
Claire clean in the jaw. 

Mark restrains him.

INT. EMT DORMITORY - DAWN

OFFSCREEN SOUNDS: TWISTING METAL and BUSTING GLASS. A CAR 
HORN blares.

Sweating, Claire pops straight up. For a moment, there is 
terror in her eyes.

Relieved, she wipes her face with a sleeve, sighs and falls 
back onto the pillow. Just another day in the trenches.

EXT. BOYLE HEIGHTS - GAS STATION - DAY

ANTON BAKER (22) wears a stained and wrinkled STANFORD 
sweater and a preoccupied expression. He strides past the 
pumps toward the convenience store.

He doesn’t notice the muffled scream from within, but he does 
notice the door swing open violently.

Anton stops dead as two YOUNG MEN (20s) burst out. One holds 
a bloody knife, the other a small white bag.

In the blink of an eye they round the corner and are gone. 
Anton hesitates, then moves toward the door.

INT. GAS STATION - DAY

Anton steps inside and sees a SHOPPER (40s), she stands 
completely still near the register.
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She almost jumps out of her skin when she sees Anton, then, 
realizing he isn’t one of the Young Men, her eyes return to a 
space on the floor.

All Anton sees from where he stands is a pair of legs. 
Slowly, he steps toward the aisle and looks.

ANTON
Call an ambulance!

Lying on his back on the floor, the CLERK (50s) coughs and 
sputters on the blood that gurgles from a deep gash in his 
neck. He looks up at the ceiling, scared.

Anton removes his shirt and springs toward the Clerk. He gets 
down on his knees and instinctively reaches up through the 
wound.

Fingers deep inside the Clerk’s neck, Anton looks up at the 
shopper again. She remains still, frozen in fear.

ANTON (CONT’D)
Call a damn ambulance!

She runs past Anton and out through the door.

ANTON (CONT’D)
What the fuck?!

Anton reaches around in the blood until he finds the artery 
and pulls it back out it out through the wound, jamming his 
thumb inside like a cork.

He holds his shirt down over the gash, then reaches back for 
his own phone.

INT. L.A. COUNTY AMBULANCE - DAY

Claire and Mark sit across from one another as their 
ambulance screeches to a halt.

CLAIRE
We here?!

Their driver, ERIN (20s) calls back from the front seat.

ERIN
You’re not going to like this.

Claire looks between the seats and through the front 
windshield then pushes to the rear of the ambulance.
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MARK
What are you going to do?

CLAIRE
Just help me with the kit.

EXT. BOYLE HEIGHTS - SIDE STREET - DAY

An L.A. COUNTY PATROL CAR sits straight across the road, it 
blocks their access to the gas station just up the street.

Claire almost kicks the back door open and springs from the 
rear, Mark follows with two large packs.

She wrenches the gurney out and they rush to the cop car.

An L.A. COUNTY PATROLMAN (20s) greets them with a raised 
hand, while his PARTNER (40s) crouches behind their patrol 
car, sidearm trained on the gas station.

PATROLMAN
The scene is still being secured.

CLAIRE
No it isn’t, the caller 
specifically said the attackers had 
left! How do I know this and you 
don’t? We all get the same 
dispatch!

PATROLMAN
It’s protocol, scene may not be 
safe.

CLAIRE
Yeah, well I’ll take my chances.

Claire starts around the car.

The Patrolman steps toward her. Claire turns on him with a 
look that could level a building.

CLAIRE (CONT’D)
I swear if you lay a hand on me I 
will make sure you get so sick of 
hearing your own name on t.v. 
You’ll have to move to a country 
where they use a different 
alphabet.

The Patrolman does not seem to know how to respond to that. 
His partner can only look over and shrug.
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Claire pushes past them with the gurney and Mark in tow.

INT. GAS STATION - DAY

Anton looks around frantic, sweat pours down his forehead, 
his shirt is now completely soaked with blood.

ANTON
Come on, Come on! Where the fuck 
are you?!

He looks down at the Clerk, whose breath has quickened. His 
eyes stare past Anton into the fluorescent light above.

ANTON (CONT’D)
It’s gonna be okay, man.

The door flings open. In a flash Claire and Mark kneel next 
to Anton. Mark unpacks gear from the bags.

CLAIRE
You called it in?

Anton nods. Claire tracks the Clerk’s eye movements with a 
small flashlight

CLAIRE (CONT’D)
Know his name?

ANTON
What? No!

CLAIRE
(to the Clerk)

Okay, sir? We’re going to get you 
out of here. Just hang on for us.

Claire’s gaze travels from Anton’s sweaty face to the blood 
soaked shirt on The Clerk’s neck.

ANTON
My thumb is in his carotid.

CLAIRE
I understand. Okay we need to get 
him stable. Can you keep doing what 
you’re doing until we’re ready?

Anton nods.

CLAIRE (CONT’D)
Thanks. You probably saved his 
life, you know that?
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Anton looks at Claire, who is already a flurry of movement as 
she and Mark get to work.

INT. EMT LOCKERS - NIGHT

Claire and Mark wear a three day shift on their faces as they 
collect their belongings.

TERRY HERNANDEZ (40s), the balding and congenial ranking EMT, 
stands in the doorway.

TERRY
Claire, can I talk with you a 
moment?

CLAIRE
Yeah, Terry. Be right there.

Mark mouths ‘What’s up?’ Claire shrugs and closes her locker. 

INT. TERRY’S OFFICE - NIGHT

Claire shifts in her seat across from Terry, who turns his 
monitor toward her and taps the spacebar.

SECURITY CAMERA PLAYBACK: 

--Claire enters the medicine store-room and grabs a few 
boxes. All by the book.

--Instead of turning to leave, she hesitates, then casually 
slips two boxes into her pocket.

--Claire glances up at the camera and exits the storeroom.

CLAIRE
(quietly)

I thought it was broken.

TERRY
It was, but then we fixed it. Must 
have slipped my mind to tell 
anyone. Fentanyl, Morphine, 
Nitroglycerin. Powerful stuff.

CLAIRE
I don’t sell it.

TERRY
So what then? You don’t strike me 
as an addict.
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CLAIRE
It’s for my neighbor. He’s old.

TERRY
So he’s an addict.

CLAIRE
He’s dying.

Terry observes her over his glasses.

CLAIRE (CONT’D)
Got laid off last year. Can’t 
afford it anymore.

TERRY
I want to believe you.

CLAIRE
Then believe me.

There is a moment of silence. Terry sighs.

TERRY
The red tape I have to crawl 
through to get that shit is bad 
enough as it is. And an 
investigation on top? Nobody needs 
that.

Claire considers this.

TERRY (CONT’D)
I need you to clean out your 
locker.

CLAIRE
Terry--

TERRY
You will be terminated with 
prejudice. No specifics. The reason 
never leaves this office.

CLAIRE
With?!

TERRY
I like you, Claire, but I can’t in 
good conscience recommend you 
anywhere. This happens again 
somewhere else I’ll be the first 
person they come to.
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Claire opens her mouth to argue but thinks better of it. 
Biting back tears, she gets up and leaves the office.

INT. APARTMENT COMPLEX HALLWAY - NIGHT

Claire fumbles with her keys in one hand and the contents of 
her locker in the other. 

She gives one of the doors a sad look before moving on to the 
next one - her apartment.

She reaches for the lock, to find the door already ajar. 

Claire sets down her things, stretches her hand through the 
space in the door, and searches for the bat propped beneath 
the coat rack. 

Bat gripped in both hands, she pushes into her apartment.

INT. CLAIRE’S APARTMENT - CONTINUOUS

Lights on, beer bottles on the table, COUNTRY MUSIC blares 
from the speaker.

The shower SQUEAKS on. Claire creeps toward the bathroom.

A MALE VOICE from behind the door sings along to the tune, 
oblivious. 

Claire raises the bat and kicks through the door.

BATHROOM

Claire swings at the blurry figure behind the misty curtain.

The bat connects! The figure topples out of the tub and lands 
in a heap on the bathroom floor beneath the curtain. 

Claire keeps on swinging.

MALE VOICE
(muffled)

Stop!
(wham!)

Stop!
(whack!)

Claire, you fucking idiot!

The shower curtain falls away to reveal Kevin, prison tattoos 
scrawled over the majority of his naked body, he stares up at 
Claire over a bloody nose. 
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CLAIRE
Kevin?

Claire lowers the bat, but doesn’t drop it.

INT. CLAIRE’S APARTMENT - LIVING ROOM - LATER

Kevin sits on the couch with a towel around his waist. He 
alternates a bag of frozen peas from his head to his nose.

KITCHEN

Claire keeps herself busy, the bat propped within reach.

KEVIN (O.S.)
Grab me a beer will ya?

CLAIRE
By the looks of the table you 
already drank it all.

KEVIN (O.S.)
I bought more. The freezer.

Claire checks the freezer. Sure enough, a fresh six pack.

LIVING ROOM

Claire enters with the six pack in hand.

Kevin takes one, drinks about half, and leans back satisfied.

KEVIN
You been hittin’ the cages?

CLAIRE
What are you doing here?

KEVIN
What better first act as a free man 
than visiting my little sister?

CLAIRE
Mom turned you away didn’t she?

KEVIN
Didn’t even answer the phone.

They sit in that a moment.

12.



KEVIN (CONT’D)
Don’t know what I expected. Not one 
visit in ten years.

They drink in silence.

KEVIN (CONT’D)
I was talking about her. I don’t 
blame you--

CLAIRE
I know.

KEVIN
(changing the subject)

So, what’s your life like?

Claire gestures around - you’re looking at it.

KEVIN (CONT’D)
It’s nice.

CLAIRE
It’s a dump.

Kevin’s expression says “I just spent a decade in a cell.”

CLAIRE (CONT’D)
Right, yeah. Thanks.

KEVIN
So do you think I could maybe--

CLAIRE
Kevin, don’t do this to me.

KEVIN
What?

CLAIRE
Make me tell you no.

KEVIN
Why would you tell me no?

Claire looks down into her beer.

KEVIN (CONT’D)
I got a job now, a good paying one 
too - none of that entry level ex 
con burger flipping shit. I’ll be 
outta your hair two weeks tops. You 
decide that’s the last we see of 
each other, fine.
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Claire takes a deep breath.

CLAIRE
You sleep on the couch. You buy 
your own beer. You don’t get a key. 
Two weeks.

KEVIN
Two weeks.

Kevin gets up.

CLAIRE
Where are you going?

KEVIN
Finish my shower. I hadn’t made it 
over the border yet if you catch my 
drift.

He disappears around the corner. 

KEVIN  (O.C.) (CONT’D)
And what’s up with your neighbor? 
Guy’s gotta lay off the cigs!

The shower SQUEAKS on again. Claire looks to the ceiling - 
“What did I just agree to?”

INT. LAPD PRECINCT - MEETING ROOM - MORNING

UNIFORMED OFFICERS, DETECTIVES and SECRETARIES mill about 
beyond the glass. 

Seated alone behind a laptop at a long table littered in 
folders -- 

DETECTIVE ELLEN BARZO (30s), sleeves rolled up, tie untied, 
dark circles beneath her eyes. She turns to face the large 
BULLETIN BOARD behind her covered in PHOTOS - crime scenes, 
dead bodies, the works.

She pulls down a PHOTO of a YOUNG MAN, stitched up from the 
top of his chest to his navel, as the boardroom door opens.

DETECTIVE GEORGE RAMOS (50s), saunters in. A man older than 
the precinct itself, he long ago decided every day is casual 
Friday and nobody dared correct him.

DETECTIVE BARZO
Scared the shit outta me.
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He sets a coffee and burrito next to Barzo’s computer and 
appraises the photo board.

DETECTIVE RAMOS
I keep finding myself asking... 
Whose kid did you run over to get 
put on this one?

DETECTIVE BARZO
Har-har. I asked for it.

(drinks some coffee)
Thanks, by the way.

Ramos appraises the board.

DETECTIVE RAMOS
Think it’s a serial killer?

DETECTIVE BARZO
Why? So you can swoop in and take 
it?

DETECTIVE RAMOS
I wouldn’t touch this thing with a 
thirty foot pole.

(smiles)
Leads?

DETECTIVE BARZO
Too many. That’s the problem.

She pulls a photo of a DECEASED YOUNG MAN from the board.

DETECTIVE BARZO (CONT’D)
Aaron Bell. They find this kid in 
an alley more than twenty blocks 
from his home, not a finger print 
or piece of DNA on him.

Ramos furrows his brow.

DETECTIVE BARZO (CONT’D)
And this. Here.

(opens a manilla folder)
More than a dozen police reports 
describing officers responding to 
shooting calls and only finding a 
pool of blood.

DETECTIVE RAMOS
What do you make of that?
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DETECTIVE BARZO
I don’t know. Organ harvesters? The 
chupacabra?

DETECTIVE RAMOS
Now you sound like my grandmother.

DETECTIVE BARZO
Or maybe none of this has anything 
to do with anything else and I’m 
going to spend my whole life in 
this fucking room.

DETECTIVE RAMOS
It is a nice room.

(beat)
Eat, you’ll feel better.

Ramos returns to the bullpen. Barzo pushes the burrito aside, 
and opens a fifth manilla envelope.

INT. ANTON’S BASEMENT APARTMENT - NIGHT

A mattress covered in clothes occupies the corner. Next to 
which a faded FAMILY PHOTO sits in a frame. 

Across the room a worn leather sofa sags before a table 
stacked with second hand medical textbooks and papers.

CHOP CHOP CHOP! Anton divvies up two lines on the textbook. 

He leans in, snorts one of them and leans back satisfied.

Next to him, CARLOS DE MARIA (23), longtime best friend and 
drug-dealer extraordinaire, watches.

ANTON
It was fucked up man.

CARLOS
Sounds like it.

Anton bangs the second line and immediately starts on 
crushing another pill.

CARLOS (CONT’D)
Yo, take it easy, bro.

ANTON
Yeah, sorry. I’ll pay you back.

CARLOS
It ain’t about that. 
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Carlos looks around the basement, then at the table covered 
in books and notes. 

The corner of a pamphlet pokes out from beneath the mess. 

Carlos picks it up -- 

‘STANFORD SCHOOL OF MEDICINE ORIENTATION PACKAGE’

He frowns and tosses it to the side just as his phone pings 
in his pocket. Carlos reads the message.

CARLOS (CONT’D)
Hey, I gotta dip.

ANTON
Yeah man, I get it.

(beat)
Thanks for coming by. I’ll hit you 
back.

Carlos grabs his jacket from the couch. 

Neither notice a BLUE POKER CHIP fall from his pocket and 
land beneath the table.

CARLOS
Don’t sweat it man, really. Just 
don’t ask me again. 

They share a quick hug before Carlos heads into the night. 

Anton closes the door and turns to face his dank basement.

He sits down on the couch and reaches for an Rx bottle. A 
hint of blue beneath the table catches his eye.

He picks up the poker chip and examines it - TWO ANGEL WINGS 
etched on one side. A BAR CODE on the other.

INT. CLAIRE'S APARTMENT - NIGHT

Claire pushes through the door and stops dead.

KEVIN
Don’t freak out.

Kevin rises from the couch. TWO BURLY MEN at his flank.

INT. ABANDONED WAREHOUSE - BILL’S OFFICE - NIGHT

The Burly Men lead Claire and Kevin through two heavy doors. 
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The place is swanky and warm. JAZZ plays from a speaker.

BILL FOX (50s), wears Gucci slippers and a fast fashion robe 
draped over an old NIRVANA tour shirt. 

He greets them with open arms.

BILL
Ayy! Hope ya found the place okay! 
Kev, good to see ya again buddy! 
Everything cool? Everyone treatin’ 
ya okay?

KEVIN
Yes, Mr. Fox. Everything’s been 
great.

Claire shoots her brother a surprised look.

BILL
And this must be Claire.

Bill strides over and extends his hand.

CLAIRE
What is this?

BILL
Hello Claire, I’m Bill.

CLAIRE
What. The fuck. Is this?

BILL
Kev tells me you’re a paramedic.

Claire murders Kevin with her eyes.

CLAIRE
Who are you?

BILL
I really was expecting your brother 
to have filled you in. But, to keep 
things snappy, I’d like to offer 
you an opportunity.

CLAIRE
I have a job.

BILL
I thought you might say that.

Bill saunters over to a tiki bar.
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BILL (CONT’D)
Want anything to drink?

CLAIRE
No. Thanks.

KEVIN
I’ll have a--

BILL
I wasn’t asking you.

Bill concocts himself a drink.

BILL (CONT’D)
When my new driver told me his 
sister was a paramedic, I felt like 
a prospector that just hit the 
fuckin’ motherlode. 

CLAIRE
Look, I’m flattered-- Wait, how 
does he even have a license?

BILL
Let’s just say wages at the DMV 
could be a little higher.

He produces a massive wad of cash from his robe.

CLAIRE
I told you I have a job.

BILL
And I told you. This isn’t a job. 
It’s an opportunity.

CLAIRE
(to Kevin)

You never needed to sleep on my 
couch... It was a fucking set up.

BILL
I may have offered him a little 
bonus if he got you here.

Bill tosses the cash at Kevin.

BILL (CONT’D)
One night’s work. No strings 
attached. If you aren’t into it, 
you walk away, and you never have 
to see my ugly mug again. Here, let 
me show you something.
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GARAGE

Bill strides to a line of BLACK PANEL VANS parked in a row.

BILL
How we lookin’, Eddie?

Splotched with grease, EDDIE LAKOWSKI (20s) looks like a 
lanky teenager as he slides from beneath one of the vans.

BILL (CONT’D)
Kid’s a prodigy. Was one of Tesla’s 
top engineers before he got caught 
selling trade secrets to a Chinese 
firm.

Eddie gives a little wave, then, noticing Claire, turns and 
heads back down the line. 

He trips over himself then checks to see if anyone saw. 

Bill steps forward to the Panel Van in front of them.

BILL (CONT’D)
And now, without further ado.

He slides open the side door to reveal an interior full of 
medical equipment. 

A gurney occupies the center. Shelves and cabinets line the 
walls, full of vials and pill bottles.

CLAIRE
It’s an ambulance.

BILL
Bingo.

CLAIRE
Who’s it for.

BILL
Whoever needs it.

CLAIRE
But, why would you need...

(it clicks)
You can’t go to a hospital.

Bill’s smile rivals The Cheshire Cat’s.
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BILL
Kev said you were sharp.

(stepping to the side)
Your chariot awaits.

Claire takes a hesitant step forward.

INT. ANGEL ONE - CONTINUOUS

She climbs up inside and admires the vials and tools.

CLAIRE
Where did you get all this? Who 
pays for it?

BILL
Oooh sorry, that one’s just a step 
above your pay grade.

CLAIRE
What do I do?

BILL
No more than your usual job. Plus, 
you won’t be going in alone.

(loudly)
Sonja!

SONJA (O.C.)
Keep your shirt on, grandad.

The group turns to face the source of the comment. Sonja 
strides toward them from a different van.

BILL
You know how I feel about 
tardiness. You’re setting a bad 
example.

SONJA
Have you looked in a mirror today?

Sonja looks Claire up and down.

SONJA (CONT’D)
This the paramedic?

BILL
Sonja, Claire. Claire, Sonja.

(off her reaction)
What? You wanted to do another 
night alone?
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SONJA
I could.

BILL
I know. But do you want to? She’s 
exactly what you need. Now stop 
wasting time and give her the tour.

Sonja dutifully crawls into the back.

SONJA
Ok. So at least I know you’ve done 
this before.

CLAIRE
You’re a paramedic?

SONJA
Sort of. Listen. Your experience 
will help far as the medical bit 
goes. After that, it means jack 
shit. Know how to use handcuffs?

CLAIRE
I, uh--

SONJA
No need to be coy. I can tell you 
like it rough. Here.

Sonja hands Claire a pair of cuffs.

SONJA (CONT’D)
You cuff em to the bed soon as we 
get ‘em loaded in. We’re their only 
hope. Which means I may ask you to 
do some things they may have told 
you in school were illegal. Are you 
okay with that?

Claire’s mouth opens, then closes, and opens again. She 
stares out the door of the van at three expectant faces.

CLAIRE
No, yes. I mean, I don’t know, I 
can’t do this. My brother lied to 
you, I’m not a paramedic. I got 
fired last week for stealing drugs. 
Stealing fucking drugs. Can you 
believe that? I’ve never done a 
drug in my life. Weed doesn’t count 
right? And even that was just like 
twice. Sorry I wasted your time. 
But I should not be here.

22.



KEVIN
Claire, breathe.

Bill taps all up and down his robe.

BILL
I think I have a Xanax on me.

SONJA
Nerves of steel this one.

BILL
Hey, look at me. You think I don’t 
bring someone aboard without a 
thorough background check? I know 
you’re not a paramedic anymore.

He produces another fat roll of bills from his robe, slaps it 
into Claire’s palm, and holds it there.

BILL (CONT’D)
At least not under the employ of 
L.A. County.

Claire looks from the money, to Bill, to Kevin.

EXT. BOYLE HEIGHTS - PARK - NIGHT

Anton occupies a bench reading one of his medical texts when 
a dozen GUNSHOTS pierce the night air. A car PEELS out. 

Anton heads for the sound.

EXT. BOYLE HEIGHTS - SIDE STREET - NIGHT

A body lies still. Anton rushes over and springs into action. 

He crouches over MICHAEL (19), blood soaking his shirt 
through a number of bullet holes.

ANTON
Hey man, hey, stay with me! Look at 
me! What’s your name?

Michael looks into Anton’s eyes.

ANTON (CONT’D)
What’s your name?

MICHAEL
M--Mike.
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ANTON
Okay Mike, It’s alright, I’m gonna 
get an ambulance.

MICHAEL
No.

ANTON
What?

Anton follows Michael’s gaze to a gun lying feet away. 

They lock eyes again in understanding.

MICHAEL
My pocket.

Anton turns out Michael’s pockets --

Keys, some change, a dime bag, and finally, a POKER CHIP, 
angel wings on one side, barcode on the other. 

He stares at it a moment in disbelief.

MICHAEL (CONT’D)
Press it.

ANTON
What?

MICHAEL
The middle. Press the middle.

Anton presses the middle. Other than emitting a FAINT BEEP, 
nothing happens. 

Michael coughs blood.

ANTON
Shit. Shit, okay. I gotta call an 
ambulance.

MICHAEL
No.

His eyes roll back in his head. 

Anton rips Michael’s shirt to reveal a chest full of holes.

ANTON
Fuck.

He removes his phone and dials 911.
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ANTON (CONT’D)
Stay with me Mike! Come on!

INT. ABANDONED WAREHOUSE - NIGHT

A small BEEPER on the dash emits a loud tone and lights up 
with a code and address. 

A POLICE SCANNER next to it crackles to life.

POLICE SCANNER
All units in the Boyle heights 
area. Reports of a two-forty-six in 
progress.

Kevin steps toward the van. Bill stops him.

BILL
What’s it gonna be?

He stares hard into Claire’s eyes.

SONJA
We gotta go.

BILL
Clock’s ticking.

SONJA
Bill!

KEVIN
Claire!

CLAIRE
Fine! Let’s go!

Bill smiles. Kevin bolts around to the front of the van and 
hops in the driver’s seat.

BILL
Have fun, ladies!

(to Sonja)
Don’t be too hard on her.

Sonja slides the door closed and the black panel van -- ANGEL 
ONE -- roars to life.

KEVIN
Hang on!

Kevin puts the pedal to the floor. Angel One peels out of the 
garage into the darkness.

25.



EXT. BOYLE HEIGHTS - NIGHT

Anton looks up as a black van turns onto the street and 
screeches to a halt next to the scene. 

The side door slides open and two young women hop out. 

Anton stares into the interior of the van, transfixed.

CLAIRE
Multiple entry wounds to the chest 
and abdomen. No sign of exits.

SONJA
Pulse is weak.

Anton watches a man get out of the driver’s side, pick up 
Michael’s handgun and place it into a bag.

KEVIN
You got the chip?

ANTON
The what?

KEVIN
The transponder. Who has it? You or
him?

Anton hands over Michael’s poker chip.

Kevin examines it and stuffs it into his pocket before 
returning to the van.

CLAIRE
He’s going into cardiac arrest.

Anton gets a good look at one of the women’s face for the 
first time.

ANTON
You’re.. From the gas station.

SONJA
Kinda busy. Go home.

Claire looks up to Anton. She freezes. Sonja notices.

SONJA (CONT’D)
Hey! Hey!!

Claire snaps her attention back to Sonja.
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SONJA (CONT’D)
Do we have a problem?

CLAIRE
No!

Anton leans in.

ANTON
I can help.

SONJA
No. You can’t, now fuck off!

She pushes Anton to the side.

ANTON
Tell her!

Claire does not even look up.

SONJA
We gotta get him outta here.

CLAIRE
I’ll get the gurney.

SONJA
No time! Just help me lift him!

They lift him into the van. The door slams shut and Angel One 
peels away.

Anton sits in the middle of the road as two POLICE CARS round 
the corner. 

The first pursues Angel One. The second stops and two 
OFFICERS hop out, guns drawn.

OFFICER ONE
Hands! Show me your hands!

Anton puts his bloody hands in the air. 

The Two Officers place him under arrest and throw him in 
their car.

INT. BACK ALLEY - NIGHT

Kevin unscrews the rear license plate from the van and 
replaces it with a fresh one.
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Claire stares at the body - her and Sonja’s handy work - 
unable to look away.

Sonja, halfway to the van, turns her steely gaze to Claire.

SONJA
We have to go.

CLAIRE
We just leave him here?

SONJA
Someone will find him. They always 
do. He has his I.D.

CLAIRE
He should have gone to a hospital.

SONJA
He’d have died anyways.

CLAIRE
You don’t know that!

SONJA
I do know that, and you do too. And 
even if he had lived, he’d have 
gone to jail.

CLAIRE
He would have had a chance!

SONJA
We gave him a chance! The best he 
had. Sometimes they just don’t make 
it. You should know that.

(reading Claire)
This isn’t good enough for you.

CLAIRE
It isn’t good enough for him!

SONJA
You think he’d have had a better 
chance using a regular ambulance?

CLAIRE
I know he would!

SONJA
Where were they then? This kid 
waits for a real ambulance, he dies 
in the street. Now get in the 
fucking van, I’m starving.
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Sonja wrenches open the van door and hops inside. 

With one last look to Michael, Claire follows.

INT. BACK ALLEY - LATER

A YOUNG COUPLE (20s), a bit tipsy and very much in love, dart 
off the street and into the alley, giggling.

They trip over something in the shadows and look down.

The YOUNG WOMAN screams! The YOUNG MAN vomits.

INT. BACK ALLEY - LATER

Police tape surrounds Michael’s body. UNIFORMED OFFICERS and 
FORENSIC ANALYSTS document the scene. 

The Young Couple speaks to Detective Ramos.

Detective Barzo stands to the side, phone to her ear.

DETECTIVE BARZO
And I’m just hearing this now? Do 
not let him go anywhere. I’ll be 
right there.

Barzo ducks beneath the police tape and jogs to her car. 
Ramos follows.

INT. LAPD PRECINCT - INTERROGATION ROOM - DAWN

Anton sits at a table. He wears a shirt clearly given to him 
by the police. 

His forearms remain stained with blood.

The door opens and Detective Barzo enters, followed by 
Detective Ramos. 

Barzo takes a seat across from Anton and opens a manilla 
envelope full of photos and files.

DETECTIVE BARZO
Some night, huh?

ANTON
Lawyer.

Barzo selects a file from the envelope.
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DETECTIVE BARZO
Wanna tell me why you’re elbow deep 
in blood at the scene of a 
shooting?

ANTON
Lawyer.

DETECTIVE BARZO
I don’t think you killed that kid, 
Anton. But I do think you know what 
happened.

Anton looks into the corner of the room in silent defiance.

DETECTIVE BARZO (CONT’D)
Who shot him?

(no answer)
Who took him?

(no answer)
The first officers on scene pursued 
a black van before losing sight of 
it. Did you see who was driving?

ANTON
Am I being charged with anything?

Barzo and Ramos share a look.

DETECTIVE BARZO
I can charge you with obstruction.

ANTON
If you can prove I’m lying. Which 
I’m not. I tried to help. I 
couldn’t. I called 911. That’s it.

DETECTIVE BARZO
The arresting officer reported you 
were still on scene when they 
arrived. You saw what happened.

ANTON
I didn’t. So either charge me so I 
can get a lawyer or let me go.

Barzo glances to Ramos. He shakes his head, no.

INT. CLAIRE’S APARTMENT - MORNING

Kevin sits on the couch with a beer in hand as Claire moves 
top speed around the apartment. 
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She throws his belongings into a pile by the door.

CLAIRE
That’s everything. Get out.

KEVIN
You did real good. Even Sonja--

CLAIRE
Fuck you, Kevin. You come back into 
my life after years and the first 
thing you do is sell me out for a 
cash bonus! I was building a life 
for myself!

Kevin can’t help but laugh.

CLAIRE (CONT’D)
I was! Now I’m a fucking murderer!

KEVIN
You didn’t kill that kid!

CLAIRE
Are you stupid Kevin? What we just 
did... I could go to prison.
I saved lives every day.

KEVIN
And why is that, huh?! What was it 
that lead you to this noble calling 
again? 

All the air leaves the room. It is not this silent in space.

CLAIRE
Get out.

KEVIN
Yeah I’m going.

Kevin puts his jacket on and throws the door open.

He disappears into the hallway and leaves Claire alone in the 
deafening silence. 

She collapses onto the couch and cries.

INT. CLAIRE’S APARTMENT - NIGHT

OFFSCREEN SOUNDS: TWISTING METAL AND BUSTING GLASS. SIRENS 
APPROACH.
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KEVIN (O.S.)
Go!

Claire opens her eyes and stares into the darkness. She sits 
up and looks around - still on the sofa.

INT. ANTON’S BASEMENT APARTMENT - NIGHT

Anton spins Carlos’ blue poker chip around in his fingers. He 
stuffs it in his pocket and hits a line off the table.

Anton retrieves coffee grounds and grenadine from the 
cupboards. He mixes both to the consistency of blood.

He reaches under the couch, retrieves a locked metal box and 
opens it.

Shirts, jerseys, a shoe, photographs, a signed baseball, and 
at the very bottom, wrapped in paper, a handgun. He takes it 
out and holds it, unsure.

Anton secures a bag of the fake blood to his torso with tape. 
Then pulls a black shirt with three small holes cut in the 
stomach over the bag.

Finally, the handgun. Anton shoves it into his belt and looks 
himself in the mirror. One last deep breath before he pulls a 
black ski mask down over his face and leaves.

INT. CLAIRE’S CAR - NIGHT

Claire turns the key and kills the engine then glances across 
the dark parking lot at The Warehouse.

EXT. LIQUOR STORE - NIGHT

An ALARM rings out. Followed by several GUN SHOTS.

The body of a MASKED BURGLAR lies in the street. Blood pools 
beneath him as SIRENS echo in the distance.

A black panel van pulls up casually next to the body. The 
side door slides open, Sonja, Claire and Kevin hop out. 

Claire reaches into Anton’s pocket, removes the blue chip and 
hands it to Kevin. 

He scoops up Anton’s gun, bags it, and returns to the van.
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SONJA
Three gunshot wounds to the 
abdomen.

CLAIRE
I’ve got a steady pulse! 
Breathing’s normal.

SONJA
Lets get him inside.

They lift The Masked Burglar into the van and Claire slides 
the door closed.

INT. ANGEL ONE - NIGHT

They get to work with the IV drip and vitals. 

Claire cuffs their patient down to the table while Sonja 
removes his mask. 

CLAIRE
Oh shit.

SONJA
What?

Claire points down at the table. Sonja recognizes Anton as 
she finishes cutting off his shirt -- 

To reveal the ripped open blood pack.

SONJA (CONT’D)
The fuck?!

Anton opens his eyes and shoots up like a bolt of lighting. 

Sonja places the barrel of a Beretta against his head.

ANTON
Whoa! Whoa! Relax!

SONJA
He’s a narc!

Kevin slams on the breaks.

KEVIN
What the fuck?

ANTON
I’m not a cop! I’m not a fucking 
cop!
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SONJA
I’m gonna blow his head off!

ANTON
I need to talk to your boss!

KEVIN
Fuckin’ shoot him!

CLAIRE
No!

ANTON
No don’t! Please, please just 
listen. I want to--

A syringe plunges into Anton’s neck and Claire’s thumb 
empties the contents into his system. 

Anton falls onto the gurney unconscious. The trio stare down 
at him.

CLAIRE
What do we do?

SONJA
He’s undercover. He’s seen us. He 
needs to die.

CLAIRE
Are you serious?

KEVIN
She’s right, Claire.

CLAIRE
If he was a cop why aren’t we 
busted already?

(beat)
We’ll take him to Bill.

SONJA
A bullet to the head would be 
merciful compared to Bill if we 
bring him an undercover.

Claire rips off the rest of the tape and blood bag. 

Kevin turns the keys and Angel One rumbles back to life.

INT. ABANDONED WAREHOUSE - BILL’S OFFICE - NIGHT

Anton’s eyes open slowly to reveal four blurry figures.
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Bill holds his cellphone to his ear.

BILL
(into the phone)

Yeah, Bring in that new supplier. I 
wanna talk to him.

He hangs up.

BILL (CONT’D)
Last chance. Who are you and why 
the fuck are you here?

Anton spits out blood.

ANTON
Anton. My name is Anton Baker.

BILL
Halfway there.

ANTON
I want... a job.

Bill pulls a gun and holds it casually to Anton’s head.

CLAIRE
No!

BILL
Shut up!

ANTON
I’m not a cop! I’m not a fucking 
cop I swear!

Bill wheels a tray of medical instruments next to Anton. He 
picks up a scalpel and holds it to Anton’s cheek. 

BILL
Not a cop... A wannabe surgeon... 
Just wants a job... You can prove 
that?

ANTON
Yes. Yes I can. Please!

Bill puts his fingers into his mouth and whistles. 

The Two Burly Men burst through the door carrying a limp 
Carlos between them.

BILL
I believe you two are acquainted.
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CARLOS
Anton?

ANTON
Carlos!? It’s gonna be okay.

BILL
Ahhh, so you are friends.

Bill picks up the scalpel and slices the tape that binds him.

ANTON
Thank you.

Bill takes his pistol and shoots Carlos twice in the stomach.

ANTON (CONT’D)
No!

CLAIRE
No!

Carlos slumps to the ground. Claire takes a step toward him.

BILL
Better get moving, Dr. Quinn.

Anton wheels the tray of surgical tools over to Carlos, who 
gasps for life as Anton kneels down.

ANTON
It’s gonna be okay man. I got this.

Anton rips open Carlos’ shirt revealing the two bleeding 
holes in his stomach. 

Claire watches Bill with disdain.

Anton digs furiously for the bullets using the forceps.

BILL
Clock’s ticking kid.

CARLOS
(faint)

Anton...

ANTON
I got you.

Claire steps forward again. Sonja grabs her arm.

BILL
She wants to help, let her help.

Claire and Sonja look at one another, then both rush over 
simultaneously.

36.



Anton looks up to see the pair kneel next to him.

CLAIRE
What do you need?

ANTON
I need an x-ray!

Everyone looks to Bill.

BILL
Don’t got one.

ANTON
Alright... Alright listen! We’re 
doing a full laparotomy. You know 
what that is?

CLAIRE
No.

SONJA
Yes.

ANTON
(to Sonja)

Sedate him.
(to Claire)

Clamp the through and through.

Sonja puts Carlos under. Anton opens his abdomen using a 
scalpel. Bill leans in. 

Anton works like a man possessed with both hands deep in 
Carlos’ stomach. 

ANTON (CONT’D)
Pull this back. Thanks.

(beat)
Fuck. That’s a lot of blood.

Carlos coughs blood into Anton’s face.

ANTON (CONT’D)
I need suction.

(louder)
Like right fucking now!

Kevin looks to Bill for guidance. Bill waves his hand and 
Kevin rushes a suction machine over.

Claire turns the machine on and begins suctioning the excess 
blood from the open cavity.

ANTON (CONT’D)
(searching the wound)

Where are you?
(MORE)
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(to Claire)
Blood pressure?

CLAIRE
Stable.

ANTON
Good. Okay.

(to Sonja)
Know what a micro suture is?

Sonja gives him an icy stare and reaches for the needle.

ANTON (CONT’D)
Get started on that. Forceps.

Claire hands Anton the forceps. 

ANTON (CONT’D)
Where are you, mother fucker.

(more searching)
I have the path.

Everyone breathes a collective sigh of relief as Anton 
carefully removes the bullet and drops it onto the floor.

ANTON (CONT’D)
Okay let’s finish the lower bowel. 
Then we’ll tackle the anterior 
wall.

(breathes)
Thank you.

Anton, Claire and Sonja, all glisten with sweat as they apply 
the last of the stitches to the wound. 

Bill saunters over to inspect their work.

BILL
Not bad, kid.

Anton stands and immediately punches Bill in the jaw! The 
room is plunged into stunned silence.

The Burly Men draw their pistols.

ANTON
He could have died!!

Bill gestures for his goons to stand down.

ANTON (CONT’D)
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BILL
Well no shit. Ain’t no pig alive 
smart enough to do what you just 
did.

(beat)
That, and the scanners stayed dead 
silent when I put two in your boy. 
So it weren’t no sting.

ANTON
You could have just believed me.

BILL
That was a hell of an interview.

Bill slaps Anton on the back and turns to the group.

BILL (CONT’D)
I know you’ve already sorta met, 
but allow me to formally introduce 
you to our little team. Sonja, 
Claire, Kevin - Meet Anton.

Everyone nods an equally exhausted greeting. There is a 
moment of awkward silence.

BILL (CONT’D)
Well? What the fuck? I’m not paying 
you mopes to stand around. Get back 
out there. And take the kid with 
you.

He turns and makes his way through the garage door.

BILL (O.S.) (CONT’D)
Eddie!!

Claire, Kevin, Sonja and Anton all exchange glances. Nobody 
knows what to do.

INT. LIQUOR STORE - BACK ROOM - NIGHT

Detective Barzo cranes her neck to the computer monitor.

DETECTIVE BARZO
What am I looking at.

Detective Ramos leans on the desk next to her.

A LIQUOR STORE EMPLOYEE looms awkwardly in the doorway.

DETECTIVE RAMOS
Just watch.
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POOR QUALITY SECURITY CAM P.O.V: 

--A jet black Panel Van pulls into frame and stops with only 
the back half still visible.

--The side door slides open and two grainy figures pop out.

--They haul the body into the van and drive off.

Barzo leans in for a better look as Ramos stops the tape.

DETECTIVE BARZO
That’s it?

DETECTIVE RAMOS
That’s your guy. Well guys.

(smiles)
You’re welcome.

DETECTIVE BARZO
A little early for congrats dontcha 
think? You can’t see shit.

Ramos raises his eyebrows.

DETECTIVE BARZO (CONT’D)
Fine, yeah, okay thanks.

(beat)
And nothing was stolen?

The Employee shakes their head sheepishly, no.

DETECTIVE BARZO (CONT’D)
I need a copy of this. Any other 
cameras facing the street?

Another head shake. Barzo rolls her eyes. Ramos just shrugs.

INT. ANGEL ONE - NIGHT

The van sits motionless on a side street. In the driver’s 
seat, Kevin takes a lazy haul off a cigarette. 

In the rear, Sonja sits with her head tilted back against the 
wall, eyes closed.

Across from her, opposite the gurney, Anton and Claire look 
everywhere but at each other while the scanner CRACKLES away.

POLICE SCANNER
... All units, reported one-six-
seven, Wesley Place. 

(MORE)
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All units in the area of Martin 
Grove, reports of a suspect, 
Hispanic Male, five feet eight 
inches... Stabbing reported at 
ninety eight Salamanca Boulevard, 
victim is conscious...

Anton looks around, nobody else moves a muscle.

ANTON
We’re not gonna go to any of those?

SONJA
Nope.

ANTON
What do you mean?

KEVIN
Not everyone’s covered.

ANTON
Covered?

Anton looks to Claire, who just shrugs. Sonja seems to sense 
his confusion.

SONJA
Until we get a ping, we sit tight. 
That’s the rules.

ANTON
Then why listen to the scanner at 
all?

KEVIN
Kid’s got a point. Couldn’t we do 
some music or--

POLICE SCANNER
...All units respond, one eighty 
seven reported at Hollywood and Dos 
Santos Avenue. One confirmed. 
Suspect last seen heading East on 
Dos Santos wearing a black 
sweatshirt...

The receiver next to the scanner PINGS.

Kevin flicks his cigarette out the window, puts the van in 
gear and pulls quickly out into traffic.

POLICE SCANNER (CONT'D)
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INT. BARZO’S CAR - NIGHT

Barzo and Ramos pull their doors closed. Barzo sighs and 
gives her eyes a hard rub.

DETECTIVE RAMOS
What are you thinking?

DETECTIVE BARZO
Can we put a call out on this?

DETECTIVE RAMOS
On a black van?

DETECTIVE BARZO
Any ones seen near a crime scene.

Ramos removes a cigarillo from his jacket and lights it up 
thoughtfully.

DETECTIVE BARZO (CONT’D)
You said you were quitting.

Ramos ignores her.

DETECTIVE BARZO (CONT’D)
You know what? I’m feeling lucky 
tonight.

Ramos smiles as Barzo reaches for the radio on her dash and 
holds it to her face.

INT. ANGEL ONE  - NIGHT

Anton, Claire, and Sonja prepare their equipment as the van 
slows.

KEVIN
I think this is him.

Kevin pulls the van up to the curb and stops. Sonja slides 
the door open and a GANG MEMBER (19) in a black hooded 
sweatshirt climbs up inside.

He flashes a smile of gold teeth at Anton and Claire. Sonja 
closes the door and the van glides forward once again.

The Gang Member winces as he takes a seat on the gurney. 

He lifts his shirt to reveal a bullet wound in his side, as 
well as a weapon stuffed in his waistband.

Before he can react, Claire cuffs his arm to the gurney.
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GANG MEMBER
Hey! What the--

SONJA
It’s protocol. Play nice and we’ll 
unhook you at the end.

He opens his mouth to argue, but Sonja’s gaze stops him.

GANG MEMBER
Yeah, whatever. So one of ya’ll 
gonna help me or what?

Sonja looks at Claire and Anton, expectant.

ANTON
Oh, right. Okay well let’s see.

Anton leans forward to examine the wound, he touches it 
lightly with a gloved finger.

GANG MEMBER
Ayy watch it! Shit.

ANTON
It looks like it went straight 
through. You’re lucky.

GANG MEMBER
Luckier than the other guy.

The Gang Member flashes Claire his gold teeth once more. She 
busies herself with preparing the stitches.

Sonja gestures at Kevin to continue.

Kevin turns the van down a side street and is immediately 
bathed in red and blue light.

KEVIN
Sonja?

Sonja climbs to get a look out the front windshield.

Three Police Cars block the road while an LAPD OFFICER (40s) 
shines his mag light into every car that passes through.

Only two cars sit between them and the spot check.

Kevin’s eyes dart to the side mirror just in time for a car 
to pull in behind and block them.

Sonja darts back into the rear of the van, hands Claire a 
small flashlight and kills all the interior lights.
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Claire turns the flashlight on and points it to where Anton 
stitches up the through-and-through.

At the front window, the Officer shines his mag light 
directly in Kevin’s eyes.

KEVIN (CONT’D)
Evening, Officer.

LAPD OFFICER
Where you coming from tonight?

KEVIN
Just work.

In the back, Anton pushes the needle up through a torn flap 
of skin.

GANG MEMBER
Shit man, careful!

Sonja claps her hand over his mouth. Too late. The Officer’s 
eyes dart past Kevin to the darkened back.

LAPD OFFICER
Do you have anyone else in the 
vehicle with you tonight?

KEVIN
No sir.

The beam of The Officer’s mag light sweeps over where the 
four bodies crouch low.

LAPD OFFICER
Don’t mind if I have a look in the 
back of your van, do you?

Kevin hesitates.

KEVIN
Come on man, I’m kinda in a hurry. 
Kids, y’know?

Sonja rolls her eyes.

LAPD OFFICER
I’m going to need you to step out 
while I search the vehicle--

Kevin slams on the gas, everyone in the back tumbles. The van 
roars through the blockade as bullets slam into the sides.
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Kevin watches the red and blue lights grow smaller in the 
rearview until he rounds a corner and they disappear. 

KEVIN
Everybody alright?

In the back, everyone rights themselves and groans their 
responses.

EXT. UNDERGROUND GARAGE - LATER

SQUAD CARS SCREAM past the garage and into the distance.

INT. UNDERGROUND GARAGE - NIGHT

The panel van sits unassuming amongst the other parked cars.

The side door slides open and the Gang Member hops out, 
nursing his side. 

He lifts his shirt to examine a clean gauze bandage, then 
looks around the garage.

GANG MEMBER
Where the fuck are we? Shit, if I 
gotta take the bus cause of this 
shit ya’ll owe me the fare.

With that he limps off around the corner and disappears. 
Claire, Sonja and Anton share a look.

SONJA
You guys hungry? I know a quiet 
spot.

The door slides shut once again.

EXT. OCEANSIDE DINER - DAWN

The van sits in the nearly empty parking lot. Just beyond, 
waves lap onto the sands of an empty beach. 

A vibrant orange sliver in the distance signals the sun.

Claire and kevin sit on two large rocks just away from the 
van eating tacos from styrofoam boxes.

CLAIRE
So where did you study?

Kevin stares out over the water.
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ANTON
Stanford.

Kevin leans against the van, cigarette hanging from his 
fingers. Sonja’s legs protrude from the open side door.

KEVIN
It’s kinda eerie when the scanner’s 
quiet.

SONJA
I don’t like it.

KEVIN
Do you like anything?

There is a long moment of silence from inside the van.

SONJA
Brittany Spears.

Kevin scrunches up his face.

The transponder on the dash PINGS. Everyone looks at each 
other. Kevin leans back into the van to check the screen.

KEVIN
Beverly Hills.

Sonja’s legs disappear through the side door. Claire tries 
not to laugh as Anton jams the rest of the taco into his 
mouth. They both follow Sonja inside.

Kevin tosses his smoke out the window and starts the engine.

EXT. BEVERLY HILLS MANSION - DAWN

The van door opens. Sonja is the first to exit, followed by 
Claire and Anton. The front door of a massive modern home 
sits ajar.

SONJA
Hello?

No answer. Sonja’s eyes move from window to window. 

Her hand reaches to her side and she produces a Beretta M9.

She makes the door in one smooth motion and uses her pistol 
to push it open the rest of the way.

SONJA (CONT’D)
Hello?
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Again, no answer. Sonja turns to Claire and Anton, their 
faces a mixture of apprehension and confusion.

SONJA (CONT’D)
Get behind me.

CLAIRE
Wait, we’re going inside?

ANTON
Maybe they left.

Sonja moves silently over the threshold and disappears.

Claire and Anton share a look. Claire looks back to Kevin for 
support and only gets a shrug in return.

Claire runs up and through the front door after Sonja.

ANTON (CONT’D)
Ah shit.

Anton follows them both through the door.

INT. BEVERLY HILLS MANSION - MORNING - CONTINUOUS

Claire finds Sonja at the bottom of the stairs leading to the 
second floor. Anton arrives just behind her. 

Sonja gestures for silence and points up the stairs with the 
barrel of her gun. Claire nods, Anton swallows. 

THE MASTER BEDROOM

Sonja leads the trio inside, sweeping the corners with her 
Beretta like it’s second nature.

The bed sits unmade. Claire looks to the side and rushes to 
an open door at the end of the room.

CLAIRE
Over here!

THE ENSUITE BATHROOM 

A TEENAGE GIRL lies on the floor in nothing but her 
underwear. Her face is blue, a mix of blood and foam seeps 
from her mouth and onto the tile. Bloodshot eyes stare toward 
the ceiling.
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Lying just inches from her outstretched hand, a blue poker 
chip emblazoned with Angel’s wings.

Claire gets down and immediately checks her pulse. 

Sonja enters a second later and sweeps the room. She looks 
down on the scene and her face tenses. She tucks her gun back 
in her waistband.

Anton steps over the threshold.

ANTON
Fuck.

SONJA
She’s gone.

CLAIRE
No!

Claire stares up at them.

EXT. BEVERLY HILLS MANSION - MORNING

A black SUV pulls up the driveway and parks behind Kevin. He 
flicks his cigarette out the window.

KEVIN
(to himself)

That can’t be good.

INT. BEVERLY HILLS MANSION - ENSUITE BATHROOM - MORNING

Anton kneels next to Claire.

CLAIRE
We have to get her to the van.

Anton looks up to Sonja. She shakes her head.

CLAIRE (CONT’D)
We can’t just leave her here.

BEVERLY HILLS DAD (O.S.)
Who the fuck are you?

Everyone turns. Sonja’s hand goes to her pistol.

BEVERLY HILLS DAD (CONT’D)
I wouldn’t do that.
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In the master bedroom, a BEVERLY HILLS DAD (50s), grey hair, 
black suit, stands next to his PERSONAL SECURITY (30s), who 
holds a pistol of his own against Kevin’s temple.

KEVIN
Sorry.

BEVERLY HILLS DAD
Shut up.

He takes two steps toward the bathroom door. His eyes travel 
to where Claire and Anton kneel on the floor.

He sees his daughter. His face contorts.

BEVERLY HILLS DAD (CONT’D)
Katie?!

He pushes through the trio and kneels next to his daughter’s 
body.

BEVERLY HILLS DAD (CONT’D)
What did you do?!

Nobody speaks.

BEVERLY HILLS DAD (CONT’D)
What the fuck did you do to my 
baby?!

ANTON
She was like this when we got here.

CLAIRE
She OD’d.

He touches his daughter’s face with shaking hands.

BEVERLY HILLS DAD
Bullshit! You killed her!

CLAIRE
We’re trying to save her!

Claire picks up the chip and shows him.

BEVERLY HILLS DAD
Where did you get this?!

CLAIRE
She had it in her hand.

BEVERLY HILLS DAD
So you’re them.
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His eyes race around the room - from the chip, to his 
daughter, to the crew. He stands, Sonja eyes him warily.

He paces between the crew and his Bodyguard, who still holds 
the pistol to Kevin’s head.

BEVERLY HILLS DAD (CONT’D)
Give me your gun.

BODYGUARD
Sir...

BEVERLY HILLS DAD
Give it to me!

The Bodyguard hesitates, then hands it over.

The Beverly Hills Dad wheels around, gun raised. He points 
the barrel at each of the trio in turn.

Again, Sonja’s hand reaches down for her pistol.

BANG! A shot blows right past her head.

BEVERLY HILLS DAD (CONT’D)
I told you not to do that. Slide 
the gun to me. Slowly.

Sonja bites her lip. Claire can see the gears turning in her 
head.

CLAIRE
(Whispered)

Don’t.

Sonja knows she’s beat. Slowly, deliberately, she reaches for 
the gun, places it on the floor, and slides it toward him.

BEVERLY HILLS DAD
Smart girl. Now save my daughter. 

SONJA
She’s already--

BEVERLY HILLS DAD
Don’t you say it! Don’t you fucking 
say it! For what I pay you!

He steps toward Sonja and cocks the pistol.

BEVERLY HILLS DAD (CONT’D)
You’re gonna save my daughter or I 
start painting my bathroom red.
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Claire, Anton and Sonja stare at him, unable to speak.

He turns the pistol on Kevin and, BANG!

END PILOT
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