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EXT. DETROIT CITY ROOFTOPS - NIGHT

A white helicopter flies over the lit up Detroit skyline.

INT. HELICOPTER - CONTINUOUS

The helicopter comes to a stop over a building. Fisher, 
sporting black tactical jumpsuit, moves up to the PILOT.

FISHER
Got it. I’ll signal with three 
clicks when I’m ready.

Fisher clicks his flashlight on and off three times. The 
Pilot nods.

PILOT
You got five, ten minutes tops 
before the police start giving me 
shit about being up here.

Fisher moves back to the cabin and opens a side door. He 
grabs a rope from a nearby cable feeder, attaches it to a 
waist harness, and repelling to the rooftop below.

EXT. ROOFTOP - CONTINUOUS

Fisher looks up and clicks his flashlight twice. The chopper 
floats off.

Fisher makes his way over to an HVAC unit and takes some 
schematics out of one of his pockets. A quick check. His eyes 
scan the roof until he finds a large intake vent cover.

Fisher moves over to the vent, removes the cover, hooks a tow 
rope to a nearby pipe, and goes insides.

INT. FEEDER VENT - CONTINUOUS

Fisher worms himself through the vents, still following the 
schematics. A constant industrial hum growing louder the deep 
he goes.

He comes to a drop vent leading down to the source of the 
humming, a large intake fan sucking in air like nobody’s 
business. 



INT. CHOPPER - CONTINUOUS

The Pilot continues to circle around the building. He spots 
another helicopter off in the distance, unmistakable blue and 
red flashing lights, approaching.

PILOT
Shit Fisher, you’d better hurry up.

INT. DOWN VENT - CONTINUOUS

Fisher tugs on his tow rope, wraps his feet around it 
tightly, and begins to lower himself, face first, down the 
vent. 

The lower he gets, the more the air being sucked in by the 
intake fan pulls at his clothes. 

He lowers himself down until the vent opens into the fan 
chamber. The suction is so intense the folds on his jumpsuit 
flap around mercilessly. 

It’s a tight fit, but there is enough room for Fisher to 
maneuver himself and turn around.

EXT. ROOFTOP - CONTINUOUS

The pipe the tow rope is attached to starts to bend.

INT. FAN CHAMBER - CONTINUOUS

Fisher takes a device consisting of two tubes and some sort 
of timer, from a bag tied to his waist. He attaches it to the 
vent as close to the giant fan blade as possible.

He flicks a switch and a small red light start blinking.

Fisher grabs onto the tow rope and starts to pull himself up 
the vent. He’s almost to the top.

EXT. ROOFTOP - CONTINUOUS

The pipe comes unhinged the tow rope snaps lose.
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INT. DOWN VENTS- CONTINUOUS

Fisher suddenly slides down the vent. He presses is feet 
against the vent sides, stopping himself from sliding into 
the spinning fan with an inch to spare.

But it’s not enough, he slips just a little bit more and  his 
legs dangle into the fan chamber. The heel of his boot is 
sliced off. The rubber clanks as it ricochets off the ducts 
and blown downstream.

With all his strength, Fisher presses his hands against the 
duct work, and slowly shimmies his way up, and up to the 
perpendicular feeder vent he entered from.

INT. CHOPPER - CONTINUOUS

The Pilot continues to circle the building as the Police 
Chopper approaches. 

PILOT
Damn it Fisher, come on!

Then he spots it, the three flashes from Fisher’s flashlight 
down below.

PILOT (CONT’D)
This is gonna be tight.

EXT. ROOFTOP - CONTINUOUS

Fisher puts his flashlight away and screws the vent cover 
back on.

The chopper pulls overhead and drops a rope down. Fisher 
grabs it and the chopper begins to pull away.

INT. CHOPPER - CONTINUOUS

The Pilot maneuvers behind a skyscraper, blocking the view of 
the nearby Police Chopper.

The cable feeder pulls Fisher into the cabin. He shuts the 
side door just as the Police Chopper comes around the 
skyscraper and stops a short distance away, lights blazing.

CHOPPER RADIO
This is restricted airspace.
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The Pilot covers his mouth piece.

PILOT
(to Fisher)

Wave.

Fisher straps himself into the front seat.

FISHER
What?

PILOT
Fucking wave to the cops.

Fisher looks over, flashes a bright smile, and waves. The 
pilot uncovers his mouth piece.

PILOT (CONT’D)
(into radio)

Oh, sorry officer, I was just 
taking my friend out for a 
nighttime tour of the city.

CHOPPER RADIO
You need to leave the area.

PILOT
(into radio)

No problem officer. Sorry about 
that. We’re leaving now.

The pilot pulls the chopper away, leaving the police chopper 
behind.

EXT. TRAVIS BURGER - NIGHT

Fisher leans up against his Trans Am and watches as Adele 
leaves the restaurant. He walks over.

Adele spots him and starts to hurry to her car.

ADELE
I don’t want to talk to you.

FISHER
Just give me second.

ADELE
No!

Adele opens her car door but Fisher pushes it shut.
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ADELE (CONT’D)
I said I don’t want to talk to you.

FISHER
Just give me a minute, and if you 
don’t like what I have to say then, 
I’ll never talk to you again.

Adele crosses her arms.

ADELE
Go. Fine. Whatever.

Fisher takes moment, then lays it all out.

FISHER
If I left all this...my crew, he 
scores, all of it...go somewhere 
else, where no one knows who I am, 
what I do, who I know, somewhere to 
start over...would you come?

ADELE
No bull?

FISHER
White picket fences, a regular nine 
to five, all that shit.

Adele looks at him skeptically, mulling it over.

FISHER (CONT’D)
Just...think it over.

Fisher starts to walk back to his car.

ADELE
(mumbles)

Yes.

Fisher turns.

FISHER
What?

ADELE
Yes, I’d go with you.

Fisher walks over to her and they embrace in a long 
passionate kiss as the Travis Burger sign goes dark.
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INT. FISHER’S FLAT - SHOP AREA - DAY

Adele meanders between various machines wearing nothing more 
than one of Fisher’s button up shirts. She sips on a hot cup 
of coffee.

She arrives at a vehicle with a long black tarp cover it. Her 
finger traces the body line from trunk to hood. She takes the 
tarp and is about to pull it back when--

FISHER
I wouldn’t do that.

Adele jumps, spilling some of her coffee. She turns to find 
Fisher, sporting only jeans, coffee cup in one hand, t-shirt 
in the other.

ADELE
You suck!

FISHER
No one’s allowed to look at her 
yet. Not until she’s ready. Until 
I’ve got a reason to let her loose.

Fisher sets the coffee cup down and pulls the shirt over his 
head.

ADELE
You are a weird man Ryan Fisher.

Fisher walks over and gives Adele a kiss on the cheek.

FISHER
You gonna be okay with this?

ADELE
Did I not tell you I was last 
night?

FISHER
Just making sure.

They kiss again, like departing lovers.

ADELE
You be careful, okay?

FISHER
I will.
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INT. SCHOOL GYMNASIUM - DAY

Technically a science fair. The turnout and projects are less 
than stellar. Lots of projects about drugs and alcohol, many 
signs and poster boards full of spelling errors. 

Fisher surprises Shawn's at his table.

FISHER
Best project here, and I’m not just 
saying that.

SHAWN
Shut up, you’re just saying that 
because you’re my brother.

Fisher points to the first place ribbon pinned to the front 
of Shawn’s table. His project and poster boards outline how 
magnets can be used to propel objects.

FISHER
Doesn’t seem like I’m the only one 
who thinks that.

Shawn blushes a bit.

FISHER (CONT’D)
Ma didn’t show did she?

SHAWN
The fair is open for another hour 
so she might--

Fisher looks at Shawn and shakes his head. They both know 
Cindy won’t be making it.

Fisher takes Shawn aside, slips a big wad of cash into 
Shawn’s coat pocket. 

SHAWN (CONT’D)
Ryan what--

FISHER
Just take it.

SHAWN
I don’t want it.

FISHER
(firmly)

Take it.
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Fisher forces it on him. 

FISHER (CONT’D)
Look, I've got something to do, 
something that might cause some 
problems. And if something happens 
to me, I want you to take this 
money, and call this girl. 

Fisher gives Shawn a piece of paper with Adele’s name and 
number written on it.

FISHER (CONT’D)
Just tell her your my brother, and 
that I need her to look after you. 
She’ll know what to do.

SHAWN
I don’t understand.

FISHER
You don’t need to. Not right now. 
Just trust me, okay?

Fisher looks at Shawn right in the eyes, face to face, the 
way a father would reassure his son.

Shawn nods.

SHAWN
Okay.

----END DAY FOURTEEN----
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