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EXT. RUNWAY - NIGHT

Garnier walks off an executive jet and onto the runway. He 
dials his cell.

INT. FISHER’S CAR - NIGHT

A cell phone on Fisher’s passenger seat rings. He answers.

GARNIER
(in French, from phone)

Is he dead?

FISHER
Parlez-vous anglais?

RUNWAY

Garnier freezes.

GARNIER
Vasser?

FISHER’S CAR

Fisher makes a turn down a street.

FISHER
Afraid not. 

RUNWAY

Garnier freezes just as a BAG BOY arrives.

GARNIER
You son of a bitch.

FISHER
(from phone)

See you in Monteral, Lou.

The call goes dead.

FISHER’S CAR

Fisher makes another turn and takes off down the road. The 
Ambassador Bridge approaching in the distance.



INT. HIGHRISE OFFICE - DAY

A phenomenal view of downtown Montreal. Garnier sitting in a 
leather lounge chair. Laroque stands at the window, looking 
our across the cityscape.

Garnier and Laroque speak French throughout.

GARNIER
I didn’t expect it to get this bad.

LAROQUE
That seems to be a reoccurring 
theme with you.

Laroque turns.

LAROQUE (CONT’D)
First, it was the incident in 
Wyandotte. Then you blow the deal 
with the Russians. And now this. 
What’s the one thing that strings 
them all together?

Garnier doesn’t answer. Laroque walks over.

LAROQUE (CONT’D)
You telling me you didn’t expect it 
to get so bad. I’m tired of your 
games Louis. I’m tired of your 
screw ups. I’m tired of cleaning up 
after you. This is your problem, 
and you’re going to have to deal 
with it yourself.

Laroque stands in front of Garnier and leans forward, looking 
him eye to eye.

LAROQUE (CONT’D)
Or I will get someone to run 
Detroit who can.

EXT. W HOTEL - NIGHT

Eight floors of gray concrete and highly polished stainless 
steel. The blue hue from the W above the entrance spreads 
across the facade like a neon sunset.

TWO GOONS stand out front scanning everyone who comes in.
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INT. W HOTEL - LOBBY - CONTINUOUS

The lobby is decorated like a high class lounge. Modern 
sofas. Minimalist chairs. Daring colors. The TWO GOONS inside 
standing guard inside couldn’t stand out any more.

INT. OUTSIDE GARNIER’ SUITE - CONTINUOUS

Two DOOR GOONS stand guard in front of the door to room 804.

INT. GARNIER’S SUITE - CONTINUOUS

The place is huge. Living area. Kitchen. Private balcony. 
Master bedroom. It’s bigger than most people’s apartments.

Garnier is pacing, glass of whiskey in his hand. Hair slicked 
back. Sweaty. Shirt unbuttoned too low. He looks like a mess.

NICOLAS (40s), bulky, sporting all black, and a handgun on 
his side, checks in on Garnier.

Nicolas and Garnier speak French throughout.

NICOLAS
You okay boss?

GARNIER
Fuck off Nicolas. Do I look okay?

NICOLAS
We’ve got men outside. In the 
lobby. In front of your door. No 
one’s getting in here. Relax.

GARNIER
I’ll relax when I know he’s dead.

Nicolas waves off Garnier and walks back into the living 
room.

Garnier finishes his drink and goes to the wet bar to prepare 
another.

INT. OUTSIDE GARNIER’S SUITE - CONTINUOUS

A ding as the elevator doors opens. The two goons reach for 
their guns. But no one comes out. They draw their guns and 
head to the doors. 
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A drunk couple stumbles out and laughs. They spot the goons, 
gun’s drawn, and freeze. The goons put away their guns away, 
faces flush red with embarrassment. The couple scurries off.

INT. GARNIER’S SUITE - CONTINUOUS

Garnier sits down on his bed and turns on the TV. He sips his 
fresh glass of whiskey.

A crash from out in the living room. 

Garnier reaches for a handgun on the night stand

LIVING ROOM

The two goons from outside the room burst through the door, 
guns drawn. Garnier arrives from the bedroom. They all spot 
Nicolas at the same time. Two bullet holes in his back.

He’s dead. Have fall and smashed the glass coffee table.

GARNIER
You two stay here! I don’t want 
either of you leaving.

Garnier runs into the bedroom and dials his cell phone.

EXT. W HOTEL - CONTINUOUS

One of the goons, MARCO, stationed outside answers his cell.

MARCO
Yeah?

INT. GARNIER’S SUITE - BEDROOM - CONTINUOUS

Garnier ducks behind the bed.

GARNIER
He’s here. Nicolas is dead. I need 
you upstairs now!

Garnier ends the call. His eyes wide, breathing heavily.

LIVING ROOM

Everything is quiet. DOOR GOON #1 scratches his head.

BALCONY
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DOOR GOON #2 looks around the balcony. No one their. It’s 
clear.

A kissing sound from above.

Door Goon #2 looks up. Fisher is staring down at him on a 
repel rope. He shoots Door Goon #2 in the face.

LIVING ROOM

Door Goon #1 rushes into the bedroom and shuts the door. He 
takes a step back, his gun trained on he door. Anyone who 
comes through is gonna eat it.

Door Goon #1 briefly looks back at Garnier.

DOOR GOON #1
Stay down, and be quiet.

Door Goon #1 takes another step back, bracing himself for the 
coming gun fight.

SMASH!

Fisher repels and breaches through the window, getting the 
drop on both of them.

He downs Door Goon #1 with three quick rounds. Garnier raises 
his run, but Fisher shoots Garnier in he hand, causing him to 
drop his gun. Garnier screams out in pain.

Fisher hustles over and grabs Garnier by his shirt collar.

FISHER
Get up.

Garnier gets to his feet. His bleeding hand clutched to his 
chest.

GARNIER
You’re no better than me. We’re one 
in the same.

INT. ELEVATOR - CONTINUOUS

Marco, the other goon stationed outside, and both goons from 
the lobby. Marcus on his cell phone.

MARUS
He’s here.
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INT. GARNIER’S SUITE - CONTINUOUS

Fisher tosses Garnier to the floor.

GARNIER
Both out for ourselves. Both after 
money. Power.

FISHER
I don’t want to hear it.

Fisher forces Garnier to his knees. Garnier starts to laugh.

GARNIER
But it doesn’t matter now does it.

Fisher cocks the hammer on his gun and points it at Garnier’s 
forehead.

GARNIER (CONT’D)
Because when that elevator opens 
four of my men are going to come 
out guns blazing. And not even you 
can get out of that.

FISHER
That so?

A ding from the elevator in the hallway.

GARNIER
Say goodbye.

Fisher trains his gun on the door, crouching behind Garnier.

All that passes is a BUSBOY with head phones on. He doesn't 
even look into the room. 

EXT. W HOTEL - CONTINUOUS

Marcus and the other goons get into a black Lexus LS.

IN CAR

A goon in the back seat pipes up.

BACK SEAT GOON
(in French)

So we’re just gonna leave him here?
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MARCO
(in French)

Boss said let him sort out his own 
problems. I’m not asking questions.

Marco starts the car up and they drive off.

INT. GARNIER’S SUITE - CONTINUOUS

Fisher stands up.

FISHER
So much for your friends.

Garnier can’t believe it.

GARNIER
But--I--where...

FISHER
I’ve heard that revenge is a dish 
best served cold.

Fisher points the gun to the back of Garnier’s head.

FISHER (CONT’D)
I always thought that was bullshit. 
Takes too long.

BAM.

The pink mist from Garnier’s head sprays all over the white 
leather couch. He falls forward, blood pooling from his head.

Fisher takes a deep breath, tosses the gun on the floor, and 
leaves.

INT. TRAVIS BURGER - DAY

Adele sitting in the back looking at a picture of her and 
Fisher. She’s zoned in, in her own little world. 

A loud crash. 

WALTER
God damn it! Adele, get over here 
and clean up this mess.

Adele snaps out it.
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She stands up and starts to walk to the back when she looks 
over at a figure standing in the doorway.

It’s Fisher.

She doesn’t know how to react. Her face shows tears and joy.

A soft smile slips over Fisher’s lips.

Adele runs over and leaps into his arms. They embrace and 
kiss passionately.

FISHER
Come on, let’s get out of here.

ADELE
Where?

FISHER
Someplace far away.

EXT. BEACH - SUNSET

The Santa Monica pier off in the distance.

Fisher and Adele walk hand in hand down a long beach as we...

FADE OUT
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