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EXT. OFFICE BUILDING - DAY

A ten story generic looking office building. The parking lot 
about half full.

INT. OFFICE BUILDING - EMPTY FLOOR

White everywhere. Floor. Ceiling. Walls. Doors. The place is 
like a blank slate. A large corporate table sits in the 
middle, papers and schematics spread out across it.

Fisher, Worm, Biggs, Quinn, and Vasser, along with a few of 
Garnier’s thugs, stand around the table.

WORM
You want us to rob Metro Bank and 
Trust? I knew ya’ll in Quebec were 
some crazy mother fuckers, but that 
shit’s insane.

Fisher’s eyes scan the table, taking in everything being 
presented.

CARTER
Can’t be done. We caed the place 
once before we realized it was in 
the bag for Cipriani. Place is a 
fortress. You ain’t cracking the 
encryption they got, getting into 
their network, nothing. Can’t do 
it. Period.

FISHER
What’s the score?

Vasser lays the front page of the Arts & Leisure section of 
the Detroit Free Press down on the table.

Vasser points to a picture on the front. It’s the painting 
from the auction. The headline reads: Canadian Artist Sets 
New Record.

WORM
You want us to steal a fucking 
painting?

FISHER
How do you know it’s there?

VASSER
Cipriani is like a dog. He loves 
routine. Never breaks from it. 

(MORE)



When he buys a piece at auction, he 
stores it in his vault until it can 
be insured.

Fisher looks over the schematics again, his eyes settle on 
the roof, specifically the ducts. 

FISHER
Can I take this?

VASSER
Be my guest.

Fisher picks up the duct schematics and looks to Quinn.

FISHER
Find me a guy who’s an expert on 
the type of AC units they’re 
running on this place.

EXT. GREEK TOWN STATION - NIGHT

Fisher and Koteric, cigarette in hand, sit on a bench as a 
train pulls away. Neon lights light the stairwell nearby.

KOTERIC
A painting?

FISHER
That’s what he wants.

KOTERIC
Whatever, but for it to work we 
need to bag him after the hand off. 
Anything before and he walks come 
his court date, maybe earlier.

Koteric takes drags.

KOTERIC (CONT’D)
And we’re going to have to arrest 
everyone on site. You, Garnier, 
goons, your team. Anyone involved. 
We sell the arrests, and work on 
who goes where after you’re all in 
custody.

FISHER
No, I said me team walks.

KOTERIC
And they will, with nothing more 
than probation, tops. 
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VASSER (CONT'D)
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But that’s the way it’s gotta work. 
Everyone gets caught in the net, 
but the little get tossed back into 
sea.

Koteric takes another drag.

KOTERIC (CONT’D)
How you gonna crack into the vault 
anyway?

FISHER
If everything works out, I won’t 
have to crack anything.

INT. GRATIOT MMA - DAY

Fisher walks into the entrance and is greeted by all the 
usual with hugs and smiles.

Fisher makes his way to the front counter to talk to DRE 
(20s), huge is an understatement when you look at this guy.

FISHER
Hey Dre.

DRE
Fish, my man! How you been?

FISHER
Good, good, hey--

Fisher leans on the counter and hushes his voice.

FISHER (CONT’D)
Does your cousin with the 
helicopter still take side jobs?

EXT. CITY - NIGHT

A white helicopter flys 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.
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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, attaches it to a waist harness, and leaps out 
the side, safely 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.

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

INT. VENTS - CONTINUOUS

Fisher worms himself through the vents, still following the 
schematics. He comes to a vent leading down into a large fan 
sucking air in like nobody’s business.

Fisher tugs on his tow rope, and lowers himself down the vent 
until he’s inches above the fan.

EXT. ROOFTOP - CONTINUOUS

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

INT. VENTS - CONTINUOUS

Fisher takes something out of a bag tied to his stomach. 
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