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EXT. POKER HOUSE - NIGHT

Fisher pulls up near a poorly kept colonial style house. 
THREE THUGS smoke cigarettes on the front porch, watching 
Fisher. A few empty beer bottles lay about.

Fisher leaves the M1 and heads up to the front door. The 
DOORMAN gives him a once over.

DOORMAN
The fuck you want?

FISHER
Looking to play some cards.

DOORMAN
Ain’t no card game here. So best 
get your faggot ass outta here 
before I decide to make that sweet 
ride of yours my own.

The other two thugs laugh.

Fisher takes a wad of cash out of his pocket and holds it up.

FISHER
Sure there’s not a card game here?

INT. POKER HOUSE - BASEMENT - CONTINUOUS

Issac and his GOONS on one side of the table. SHAGGY (20s), 
the thin, dreadlocked, and his HOODS on the other.

A massive pile of chips between them. The empty chairs around 
the table reaffirm this pot is down to just the two them.

SHAGGY
I raise. Ten gees.

Shaggy drops a handful chips on the pot. He looks at the 
scattering of chips in front of Issac.

SHAGGY (CONT’D)
Don’t look like you can cover ‘dat.

FISHER (O.S.)
He can cover it.

Fisher tosses down a ten grand wrap of 100s on the table and 
looks over at Issac.

FISHER (CONT’D)
Ain’t that right Issac?



Issac looks like he see's a ghost.

SHAGGY
What the fuck is this? 

(to Issac)
You know him?

Shaggy’s thugs and Issac’s goons look uneasy, but no one 
makes a move yet.

FISHER
He calls.

Fisher picks up Issac’s and turns them over. It’s a flush. 
Shaggy throws down his straight in protest.

SHAGGY
This is bullshit!

FISHER
Take your winnings Issac.

Issac doesn’t know what to do. He looks back and forth 
between Shaggy and Fisher.

SHAGGY
No, fuck you, you don’t take shit!

FISHER
Take your winnings Issac!

Issac reaches forward, his fingers on the chips, when Shaggy 
goes for a gun.

Fisher, one step ahead, pulls out two hand guns. He downs 
Shaggy, his thugs, and Issac’s goons, leaving Issac the lone 
person alive, his face spattered with blood.

Fisher looks at Issac and moves against the wall near the 
stairway. He holds his finger up to his lips and reloads.

FISHER (CONT’D)
Shhhh.

The stairway door opens and the Doorman and thugs from the 
front porch come in, guns drawn. The Doorman spots all the 
dead bodies, and Issac, but doesn’t see Fisher against the 
wall behind them.

DOORMAN
The fuck is all this?
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FISHER
Just a card game.

Fisher drops the Doorman and the two thugs. He walks over to 
Issac.

FISHER (CONT’D)
Take your winnings Issac.

Issac’s hands tremble as he grabs some chips and puts them in 
his pocket. Fisher then grabs Issac by his neck.

EXT. ROOFTOP - NIGHT

Issac is upside down, rope tied to his feet, strung through a 
pulley, and tied to a pipe on a nearby wall. 

Issac can’t do anything but look at the ground some fifty 
feet below, and watch as Fisher lights a candle under the 
rope tied to the pipe.

FISHER
I’m going to ask a question. If you 
answer it, you get this.

Fisher takes out a squirt gun. 

FISHER (CONT’D)
You don’t... that rope ain’t gonna 
last forever.

One strand of the rope twine snaps, but Issac keeps his mouth 
shut.

FISHER (CONT’D)
Suit yourself.

Fisher starts to walk away.

ISSAC
Wait, wait, wait...Bruce. It was 
Bruce.

FISHER
Bruce got a last name?

ISSAC
Rougeux. His name is Bruce Rougeux.

Fisher takes out a cell phone and calls someone. Another 
strand of twine snaps.
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FISHER
Anything on a Bruce Rougeux... 
Seven Taboos nightclub, got it.

Fisher ends the call.

FISHER (CONT’D)
I’m a man of my word.

He hands the squirt gun to Issac who frantically shoots it at 
the candle. After a few squirts the candle is out, and Issac 
is safe. He lets out a sigh.

Fisher walks to a thick metal door next to the pipe the rope 
is tied too. He opens it and waves back to Issac.

FISHER (CONT’D)
Adieu.

Fisher slams the door shut which causes the pipe to shake 
loose from the wall. The rope slides off the edge of the pipe 
and Issac falls, smashing into the concrete below.

EXT. SEVEN TABOOS - NIGHT

Fisher parks his car across the street from the nightclub.
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