50 Shades of Starsky and Hitch
Note: This story isbased onthe StillerMilson Starsky and Hitch novie, nat the TV series It isfor entertainment purposes only, nat
meant toinfringe onany copyright. It isn't associated with or endarsed by the copyright holders. Nononey isbeing made.

Plot: BgEarlisout of prison, and the only thing he wantsfor hisbirthday is Hitch

Starsky was madly typing away ona report at his desk The squad roomwas almost enmty, but that was because Davidwasan
early bird Heliked toget things done quickly and efficiently, which left moretime far crime-fighting.

Andmeetinggirls

He zipped the formout of the typewriter toslideit under Captain Dobey's door, because even hisever-punctual superior hadnt
arrivedyet.

Fastidious about almost everythinginlife, Starsky started a pat of Mister Coffee that would await hisfellowdficers upontheir
arrival.

P’
Twohands grabbed his shouldersat the coffee pat, and he was surprised to see his partner Hitch when he tumed around

“Why soearly?” Starsky asked “Gonna ask Dobey for some time off? You have a stack of cases over there onyour desk togoover-.
Weneedtohit the streetsinabouit five”

“Sshh” Hitch shushed as he looked around, eventhough noone else wasaround tohear.
It wasthenthat the dark-haired cop gave hispartner a closer look

“What'sup? Youlook skittish Stalker-girlfriend skittish. Or like youre about toget injected with herain. Or like youcanit find your
heat "

“No” Hitch said putting hisfarefingerto Starsky'slips. “Sehh B2 quiet. Henright hear.”
“Whorright?’

“BgBarl”

“HgEarl'sinprison my blondfriend”

“WASin prison HE'sout ongood behavior”

“How? Who? What? When? Why?”

“I don't know, and doesit metter? He'sout, andit' shisbirthday.”



“So? Wait. Howwould you knowthat?”

“Hecalled e last night. | havent beenabletosleep. He said he wantstomeet mefara drink, for hishirthday. Hesayshe'sbheentoa
toy storeand bought all kinds of trinketstocelebrate. Imscared”

Starsky hugged himtight. “Aw; Hitch, dont be scared HgEarl'sall talk”
“Howeasily youforget. Need | rermind you of the double dragon routine?”
“NJ PLEASE NOREMNCERS”

Coffee cup halfway to his mouth, Starsky fought back hisgag reflex.
“Why dyouhavetohbringit up?’

“l know,” Huitch said soothingly as he stroked Starsky's cardigan-clad shoulder. “| know; buddy. | have flashbackseverytimel hear
the name Earl” Bvennowhe winced at the name.

“Sowhat arewegonna do?’

“I don't know, partner, but he's going to come after uscome hell or highwater.”

“Lhlesswe dosomethingtohead himoff.”

“Like what? What could anybody ever dotostop Hg Earl”’

“Well, Hitch, we beat himat hisowngane.”

“What doyourmean?”

“Anundercover gperation. Sosmooth. Soconvincing. Hell never want to set eyes onyouagain, much less meet up withyou”
“Okay, sowhat doyouhaveinmind?’

“I'll be your backupall the way, see. Youwear awire. I'll knowevery little thing that's gaing on Youre gaing toplay his game, but
onethat hewont like. HE UL get sotumed off, he'll runscreamingindisgust.”

“So like, | goalong with hiskinky stuff?”
“Better thanthat. Youtake your owntoys. Play your owngame. He'lL hateit.”
“But what if—*

“Nowhat ifs Hitch I'l beright there. | won't let anything bad happentoyou Hell wish he'd never heard the name Ken Hitchinson”



Nbt nruch enrbarrassed Ken Hutchinson, but gaing intoan adult store for some adult gadgetry did (because he narmally didnit need
any goodiestotake care of the ladies), and it showed on hisface when he carried his purchases aut tothe Torinotothe waiting

Starsky.

“Youcouldhave at least goneinwithme” Hitch drawled ina soft voice as he set the box of toys between hisfeet in the floorboard
of the passenger seat.

“And blowyour cover?” Starsky asked “They knowneinthere”

Suddenly Hitch'stone tumed agitated “ Aaally7/Really, Sarsky? Because | could have used the enational backupinthere”
Starsky hit the steering wheel with the palms of his hands. “Okay! Okay! Get out of the car.”

“What? Hey, no, it isn't that inportant now: Let'sjust go. Bg Earl’ s waiting for me at Huiggy's”

“Nope” Starsky said ahit peevishly ashe gat out of the Torinoand started taking off his cardigan and his Adidas, and other-itenms of
clothing whichdrewafewstaresfrompassershy onthe sidewalkinfront of the stare, and frompassing motorists “Youreright.
WErepartners If | cant undercover withyouall the way, what'sthe paint? Get out and take off your clathes”

Hutch peered at himfromthe passenger seat. “Hih?’

“I'l be you You be nre. I'll gobackinthere and get some nore stuff. Apair of handcuffs and a box of chocolatesyougat inthat Little
box ain't gonna cut it with Bg Earl. He'sintodragons, remenber?’

Sudden urgency, Hitch said, “Andalittle bit more,” ashe gt out of the car too, and began undressing.

Finally, whenHutchwas dressedin Starsky's cardigan jeans and Adidas Starsky inHutch'sbrown carduroys varsity jacket, and
Earth shoes, Hitch said, “We look good, but it'lL never work”

Wy nt?”
“Nowigs anrigo e cantrade dlothesall day long, but our hairisnt right.”

“Oh” Starsky said till abit angry—more at himmself than anything or anyone else—l got wigs”

Hewent tothe rear of the Torinoand inserted the key.

Hutchjoined himat the trunk. “Yougat my hair?”

“Andmine” Starsky said sorting through hiswig case. “cause, youjust never knowwhen you have togo undercover asyourself.”
“Hey,” Hitchlaughed as he picked up a wig of dark curly hair. “Thereyouare”

“And” Starsky smiled ashe pulled out a blond wig remarkably similar tohispartner'shair, “hereyouare. Afterthetoy stare, well
swing by hardware”

Afterthey put the wigson, they siiled at the conpletion of their ensenble.

“Perfect,” they saidinthe same vaice, thenwent intothe toy store together.



Still dressed aseach ather asthey cruised downthe street toward Higgy's Hitch said, “Hey, man, thanksfor helping me out back
there. It would have beenallittle awkward paying for that dragontrapasmyself.”

“Don't worry about it,” Starsky said “Asa matter of fact, Fmgonna doyou one better. Youkeep my clatheson 'l keepyourson. And
/1Lbethe one meeting Bg Earl. All youhavetodoiswait inthe car. HE L never speaktoyouagain”

“Ah, buddy, | appreciateit, but | can't askyoutodothat. It'stoodangerous”

Starsky ranmed hiselbowintothe car door. “Arewe partnersor nat?’

“Weare”

“Arewebuddiesor nat?’

“WEre best friends”

“Thenlet me dothis Thethought of Bg Earl playing out his dragon fantasiesonyouagainjust eatsme up.”

“Hey,” Hitch said soathingly as he patted hisfriend s white leather-clad arm “Sshh It's dkay. Calmdown You candoit. Just doit,
remember? Doit.”

Starsky took a bigbreathand et it out lowly—something Hitch had taught himtodointense situations.

It wasalmost dark when Starsky parked infront of Higgy's and tumed the engine off.

Hutch gave hima gentle look “Yougonna be okay by yourself?’

“Yeah Just be ready if | need backup. Big Earl may spat themike”

“Areyousure? Because we're partners We doeverything together.”

“Just give methat duffel bag”

Hutch reachedinthe back seat and handed Starsky the big heavy bag of toys.

“Hitch” Starsky said giving his partner a serious ook “It's been good having you around If something happenstoneinthere--"
“No, Starsk, don't sayit.”

“Nb really. If something happenstomeinthere, just knowthat yourethe best partner | ever had Noone canreinneinlike you
can’

Hutch reached over and gave hima hug “Thiswont be our last hug, partner. | promise”



Hg Earl looked much the same as he had when Starsky and Hitch had talked tohimthrough the glass at the prison—ermbellished
denimand afishnet haimet witha cigarette tucked halfwayin

Asthefigureinthe varsity jacket and corduroys approached, Bg Earl stiffenedinthe back boath of Hiuggy's asmile of pleasure
lightening hisface.

“Hya Biondie” Bg Earl said risingtohisfeet. “Wasnt sureyoud mekeit.”

Starsky lifted the duffel bag. “Happy birthday, Earl”

Starsky had forgotten howbig and intinidating Earl looked Nowthat he wasout of prisonand standing right infront of him he
looked massive. Earl washuilt like a semi. Bt it served only tofuel Starsky s will to succeedinkeeping himoff his partner'sback
andout of hisrind

BigEarl glanced at the duffel bag “What'sinthe bag?”

“Your hirthday present. Or | should say presents Because thisbagisfull of what Big Earl likes”

The simile on Earl'sface spread even wider:. “Nowthat'swhat | want tohear. My place or yours?”

“Upstairs”

Hg Earl's gaze followed the nod of Sarsky' shead Thenthe higmanfodlowed the detective toward the set of stairs

Huggy did a double take behind the bar. “Hey, Star— mean, Hi—H mean—-"

“Sshh” Starsky said withafinger tohislips “I'mundercover.”

“l dig” Higgy saidwithalook at Earl. “I dig. Yell if youneed any help.”

Once upstairs, Earl said “Okay, Goldilocks, let's see what yougat inthe bag for me”

Theduffel bag made a thudding sound asit hit the table. Starsiky was an expert at disguises, but he had toadmit tohinself that
taking onthe persona of his partnerand best friend washis most challenging role yet, if nat a little unnerving. Hitch's safety and
honor wereat stake. He couldnit blowhis cover. He couldnit jeopardize Hitch's self-esteemand confidence. Sohetodk anather
deepbreath let it out slowly, and saidina slow; casual drawl, “So, youwanna check out the dragon ballsvise gripsfirst?’

Hutchwashalf-dozinginthe driver's seat of the Torinowhen he heard the sounds of agony—or wasit ecstasy—inthe receiverin
hisear.

“Yed" Hitch said ashe sat up straighter and gripped the gearshift. Starsky was getting somewhere. Hewas meking hismark. He
wasteachingBg Earl alessonhe'd never forget. The big manwould never stalk himagain



HuroHmr

It was Starsky, yelling hisname out of character. But it was Bg Earl who came charging fromHuggy' s front door ina panic, half-
dressed and struggling toput his clothes back on—haimet pulled down over hisface, junper cableshanging fromhisbelt, vise
gripsfromhisearlobes.

Now; Starsky emerged duffel baginhand

“That'sright!” Starsky yelled asEarl fled downthe street. “The nameis Hitchinson! Ken Hutchinson”

After Earl disappeared around the comerina blur of fear, Starsky gat intothe passenger seat and siled at Hitch

“Succesd” Starsky shouted happily. “Let’'sgofor ice creand”

Huitch smiled with caution, but relief, as he started the Torina, “Wow: Oid you see the way he took off? What'd youdotohin?”

“What | dotoall of my romanticinterests” he said witha cocksure siile. “The Starsky special.”

TheEnd



