
Served Cold

by
Steven Pryor

 

 
 
 

 
 

Steven.Pryor@gmail.com



EXT. PACKARD PLANT - CONTINUOUS

Worm exits the Trans Am, the Goodridge painting wrapped and 
tucked under his arm. He starts toward the TownCar.

INT. SURVEILLANCE VAN - CONTINUOUS

Koteric watches a video feed of Worm walking toward the 
TownCar.

KOTERIC
(into headset radio)

Don’t move in until the handoff has 
been made.

INT. QUINN’S HOUSE - NIGHT

Quinn walks into the family room from the kitchen with a 
fresh glass of ice.

He comes face to face with the SILHOUETTE OF A MAN standing 
in the family room. The man raises his arm, gun in hand, and 
points it at Quinn.

EXT. PACKARD PLANT - CONTINUOUS

As worm closes in on the TownCar the back door opens. 

ROOFTOP

The SWAT Sharpshooter moves to get an angle on who is inside. 

STREET

Worm looks back at Fisher, then moves around the doorway. He 
peers inside.

ROOFTOP

The SWAT Sharpshooter, with a clear view into the backseat of 
the TownCar, looks up from his scope radios in.

SHAPRSHOOTER
There isn’t anyone--

STREET

Worm seeing the same thing as the Sharpshooter, an empty 
backseat.



WORM
...inside. What the?

INT. SHAWN’S BEDROOM - NIGHT

Shawn is reading Superman #25, his fingers holding on tightly 
to the black cover with the blood Superman crest.

A knock at his door. He looks up.

SHAWN
Ryan?

EXT. PACKARD PLANT - NIGHT

The passenger side door at the front of the car opens and a 
MAN goes running off into the shadows.

INT. FISHER’S CAR - CONTINUOUS

Fisher spots the person running from the car.

At the same time Worm turns and yells back to Fisher.

WORM
There isn’t anyone inside.

Fisher abruptly leans out his car window.

FISHER
Worm, run!

Fisher watches as Worm’s realizes this is a set up. He starts 
to run--

BOOM! The TownCar goes up in a massive explosion strong 
enough to flip over Fisher’s car. The remaining windows left 
at the Packard Plant shatter.

After a moment Koteric and the DPD men rush in, but there's 
nothing to save. Worm, the painting, it's all gone.

Koteric and a few of the men run over to Fisher’s car and 
pull Fisher out. In the process Koteric’s cell phone falls 
out of his pocket. 

Fisher is dazed, scratched up, but otherwise okay. He tries 
to stand up, but stumbles. Koteric catches him.
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FISHER (CONT’D)
It was a set up. I gotta go check 
on Shawn and ma.

KOTERIC
You’re not going anywhere. Shawn 
and Cindy are fine. We’ve got two 
men stationed there.

Fisher pulls away.

FISHER
I need to go now! 

Koteric relents. He grabs a nearby PATROLMAN.

KOTERIC
(to Patrolman)

Take him wherever he needs to go. 
Do it, go now!

The Patrolman nods and takes Fisher to go find a squad car.

Koteric reaches for his cell phone, but finds it missing. He 
spots it near the car and picks it up. No good. It’s smashed. 

Koteric looks over to Lim, who is nearby coordinating a 
response with some of the SWAT team members.

KOTERIC (CONT’D)
Lim, your cell, now!

Lim tosses it over without a second though.

Koteric goes to make a call when a text message comes in. He 
clicks to view it.

ON THE PHONE: Hope you didn’t singe your eyebrows.

Koteric immediately skims to the last text sent.

ON THE PHONE: Packard handoff isn’t safe.

Koteric’s eyes flash red, he looks over to Lim. Lim picks up 
on Koteric’s troubled face.

LIM
No signal?
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EXT. RUN DOWN DUPLEX - NIGHT

Flashing lights outside. Serious crime scene. Two FBI agents 
in a car out front both shot dead in their car.

Koteric walks under the police tape and inside.

INT. RUN DOWN DUPLEX - KITCHEN - CONTINUOUS

Koteric takes one step into the kitchen and finds a CSI UNIT 
working over Cindy’s dead body. Bullet hole in her chest and 
forehead. A broken bottle of scotch next to her on the floor.

INT. SHAWN’S BEDROOM - CONTINUOUS

Koteric peers his head into the bedroom to find Shawn shot 
dead. Superman #25 still in his hands. Blood spatter on the 
wall above the bed.

Fisher is kneeling, crying, at the side of Shawn’s bed. He 
doesn’t look up as Koteric takes a step into the room.

FISHER
Who was it?

KOTERIC
Lim. DPD already has him in 
custody. He’s been on Garnier’s 
payroll for three years.

Neither of them say another word.

EXT. CEMETARY - DAY

A SMALL CROWD gathered around two caskets. A PRIEST stands at 
a podium giving a eulogy.

Fisher sits in the front row, Adele next to him. Koteric a 
few seats down. Some FAMILY AND FRIENDS around, including 
Manny. 

Fisher blankly stares at Shawn’s casket. His eyes red, but 
void of tears. A man without emotion.

NEARBY RIDGE

Vasser lowers a set of binoculars. He’s been watching the 
whole funeral.
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EXT. LAKE SIDE PICNIC AREA - NIGHT

Fisher sits on the same picnic table where he gave Shawn his 
birthday present. A bottle of whiskey firmly in his grip. The 
E-150 is parked nearby.

Someone is there, hiding behind the van. It’s Roland. He 
slowly, and quietly, cocks his hand gun. 

EXT. LAKE SIDE PICNIC AREA - DAY

A tow truck pulls the E-150 from the water. A body inside 
handcuffed to the steering wheel is charred beyond 
recognition.

A NEWS CREW is on site. A FEMALE REPORTER stares at a camera 
as the CAMERA GUY counts down 3, 2, 1...

FEMALE REPORTER
We’re live on the scene at Belle 
Isle this morning where a van with 
a charred body inside was found 
submerged in Lake Saint Clair.

INT. TRAVIS BURGER - DAY

Adele clears off a table. A nearby TV is tuned to the same 
station the Female Reporter is broadcasting from.

FEMALE REPORTER
(on TV)

Authorities have confirmed the van 
belongs to Ryan Fisher.

Adele freezes and looks over at the TV. The TV channel cuts 
to a mug shot of Fisher from some point in the past.

Adele drops the tray of dishes she was holding.

INT. MANNY’S ROOM - NIGHT

Simple. Quaint. An old transistor radio on a shelf hums the 
play by play of the evenings Detroit Tiger’s game.

Manny tosses down a news paper open to a picture of the E-150 
being pulled from the lake.

MANNY
He was a good kid.
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VOICE (O.S.)
I’m still a good kid.

Manny jumps out of his pants as Fisher surprises him. His 
eyes tear up as he spots a friend he once accepted as dead.

Fisher and Manny hug.

MANNY
How?

EXT. LAKE SIDE PICNIC AREA - NIGHT - FLASHBACK

Roland sneaks up toward Fisher, who’s sitting and staring out 
at the wide open night sky.

FISHER (V.O.)
I knew they’d come for me. So I 
waited.

Roland raises his gun to fire. Fisher snaps around and shoots 
Roland in the faces with a taser. Roland drops to the ground 
shaking, sporadically firing his gun.

LATER

Fisher sits Roland up in the front seat of the E-150. He 
cuffs his hands to the steering wheel. He smacks Roland’s 
face until he comes to.

FISHER (V.O.) (CONT’D) 
I cuffed him to the steering wheel.

Fisher unscrews the bottle of whiskey and starts to pour it 
all over Roland. Roland fights and struggles, spitting at 
Fisher.

LATER

The van rolls toward the water, the driver’s side up in 
flames, Roland inside screaming.

FISHER (V.O.) (CONT’D)
And let him burn.

INT. MANNY’S ROOM - NIGHT - BACK TO SCENE

Manny looks both surprised and concerned.
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FISHER
They thing I’m dead, and that buys 
me some time. I need a favor.

MANNY
Sure kid, anything.

FISHER
Guns. I don’t care of it’s an 
alley, or a shack in the sticks. 
Just give me someone you trust. 
Someone not connected.

Manny thinks for a second.

MANNY
There’s some guys out in Romeo. 
Romanians. Tell them you know me 
and they’ll take care of you.

Manny goes to a shelf and writes a number down.

MANNY (CONT’D)
Do you need anything? Money? A car?

FISHER
No, I’m alright.

Manny hands the paper to Fisher, who heads for the window.

MANNY
Ryan, wait.

Fisher looks back.

MANNY (CONT’D)
What are you gonna do?

FISHER
Kill ‘em all.

INT. FISHER’S FLAT - NIGHT

Fisher pulls the tarp off the vehicle Adele tried to get a 
sneak peak at. It’s a red BMW M1 with a black pin stripe.

EXT. FISHER’S FLAT - CONTINUOUS

Fisher pulls out of the garage, revving the engine. The 
flat’s windows flicker with the familiar yellow and orange of 
fire. Fisher peels off just as his flat goes up in flames.
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INT. SHIPPING CONTAINER - NIGHT

A shipping container lined with tables on each side. Assault 
rifles. Sub machine guns. Hand guns. Shotguns. Grenades. 
Knives. Only thing missing is a tank.

Two ARMS DEALERS (40s), slicked back hair, shady looking, 
watch on as Fisher looks down the red dot sight of a P90.

Fisher spots some body armor. One of the Arms Dealer walks 
over. He speaks with a very heavy Romanian accent.

ARMS DEALER
Tactical body armor. Light weight. 
Maneuverable. It’s what Private 
security forces in Iraq use. Stops 
a bullet at ten yards. You break 
rib, but you live.

Fisher picks up a G36c and tests the trigger.

EXT. SHIPPING CONTAINER - NIGHT

A thick tree canopy blocks most moonlight. 

The Arms Dealers watch Fisher leave. He carries two large, 
and full, canvas duffle bags.

EXT. RIVERSIDE MANSION - FRONT GATE - NIGHT

An art deco house sits back past a lush and well landscaped 
yard. A ten foot metal fence surrounds the perimeter. 

Wedge and Vicks, two of the guys who helped Biggs earlier, 
sit at the front gate, smoking, and taking it easy.

Fisher walks up.

FISHER
I need to see Tony Cipriani.

Wedge laughs and looks back to Vicks.

WEDGE
Get this shit.

(to Fisher)
Listen assclown, fuck off before I 
break your face.

Wedge flashes a gun. Fisher is unimpressed.
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Wedge and Vicks stand up, and take a step toward Fisher. 

WEDGE (CONT’D)
I said fuck off!

He pokes Fisher’s chest.

Fisher smashes Wedge in the nose, dropping him. He blocks 
Wedge’s punch, twisting Wedge’s arm behind his back, and has 
a gun to his temple.

FISHER
Lets to go Tony.

Wedge nods frantically.

INT. TONY CIPRIANI’S OFFICE - CONTINUOUS

Fisher kicks the door to Cipriani's office open. A few goons 
follow him through the door, guns drawn and trained on 
Fisher.

Cipriani, cell phone to his ear, spins around in his office 
chair to face Fisher. 

CIPRIANI
I’ll have to call you back.

Cipriani ends his call.

Fisher drops his clip, lets Wedge fall to the floor, and 
empties the chamber of his hand gun. He raises his hands and 
puts them behind his back. Wedge slinks away.

FISHER
We need to talk.

LATER

Fisher in a leather chair. Winston on the couch nearby. 
Cipriani pours two drinks at the wet bar.

CIPRIANI
(to Fisher)

Drink?

Fisher waves it off. Cipriani hands it to Winston as he takes 
a seat at the other side of the couch.

CIPRIANI (CONT’D)
You’re supposed to be dead.
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FISHER
I’d like to keep it that way.

CIPRIANI
Suit yourself.

Cipriani sips his drink.

CIPRIANI (CONT’D)
I could kill you right now. Snap my 
fingers. Boom. Gone. No one would 
know since everything thinks you’re 
already dead.

FISHER
You could do that, or you can get 
some work out of me first. You 
already have my offer. I give you 
names, you give me locations, and I 
take away your problems one by one.

Cipriani gets up, mulling it over.

CIPRIANI
You know your father made me a good 
deal of dough, until got his ass 
locked up. I did what I could when 
he was sick, but the joint, you 
know, they don’t let guys like me 
do much. But as far as we’re 
concerned, I don’t owe you shit. I 
don’t like you. I don’t like that 
you’re fucking my daughter. I don’t 
like that the same guy who broke 
into my vault, took my painting, is 
coming to my house and making me 
offers.

Cipriani sips his drink.

CIPRIANI (CONT’D)
But that ain’t to say you don’t got 
a point. These Laroque fuckers have 
been a major pain in my ass. 
They’re undercutting our deals in 
Florida, and they’re taking over 
our suppliers Canada. We just found 
out about their little fun house on 
the west side. And now they’re 
ordering scores on my bank.

Cipriani looks out a window and across the front lawn.
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CIPRIANI (CONT’D)
Twenty years ago this shit woulda’ 
never happened. But now...

He sips his drink again.

CIPRIANI (CONT’D)
Now any two bit hack with five guys 
and some guns wants to make a run 
on Partnership turf. If it ain’t 
the gang bangers downtown, it’s the 
fucking Caldeans on the west side.

He swirls his drink and turns to Fisher.

CIPRIANI (CONT’D)
I’m willing to leave everything 
behind us. The whole Biggs 
incident. You taking my painting. 
Barging in here. All of that shit, 
on condition.

FISHER
Name it.

CIPRIANI
You never see Adele again.

Fisher doesn’t answer.

CIPRIANI (CONT’D)
I’ve worked hard at keeping her 
away from this shit. I don’t want 
her anywhere near the business. And 
I don’t like her involved with some 
hack thief like you.

FISHER
Fine.

Cipriani is all smiles.

CIPRIANI
Good. Tell Watson what you need and 
he’ll take care of things for you.

EXT. LAKE SIDE PICNIC AREA - NIGHT - FLASHBACK

Fisher holding a burning zippo lighter up to Roland's face.

FISHER
Tell me who killed Quinn! 
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ROLAND
Issac. They sent Issac.

INT. TONY CIPRIANI’S OFFICE - NIGHT - BACK TO SCENE

Fisher looks over to Watson.

FISHER
I’ll start with Issac.

WATSON
Issac Montpelier. Plays no-limit 
poker with local hoods at a joint 
out in Eastside.
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