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FADE IN:

EXT. DETROIT - DAY

The Detroit skyline. Classic 1950’s architecture hide the 
hollow city within.

INT. MIXED MARTIAL ARTS GYM - DAY

Old fight posters on the walls. Grit and grime everywhere 
else. No glitz. No glamour. Just training mats and a ring.

MANNY (V.O.)
Your pops was the best thing the 
partnership had going. When he took 
a job it was as close to a sure 
thing as they were gonna get. 
Banks. Armored cars. Anything and 
everything.

The voice belongs to MANNY FISHER, 70s -- faded Marine 
tattoos on his forearms. This guy doesn’t take shit from 
anyone, no matter how old he gets. 

From a stool in the corner, he watches TWO TRAINEES spar. 

MANNY (V.O.)
He was old school. Dependable. 
Loyal. Man of his word. They don’t 
got lots of fellas like him left.

The BIG TRAINEE snaps a rear choke on RYAN FISHER, 20s -- 
cropped hair, muscled but not bulky. On the defensive, Fisher 
keeps calm. Patient. Calculating. Waiting.

Fisher’s the kind of guy who cuts to the chase and delegates 
others to worry about the details. A leader incarnate. A 
sloppy choke hold is the last thing that’s going to worry 
him. He knows an opening will show up. And when it does --

Fisher reverses the hold with near inhuman speed. He slams 
the Big Trainee hard into the mat and locks on an arm bar.

INT. STORAGE SHED - DAY

Tools. Pots. A rusted bike. The type of stuff in sheds all 
across America. 



MANNY (V.O.)
Your father didn’t go down because 
of a mistake. He went down because 
it was the right thing to do. 

WORM, 20s -- lean and lengthy, sports a one piece, front zip, 
navy blue jumpsuit. Movements precise. Machine like. A stark 
contrast to his soulful smile and welcoming demeanor.

His thick leathery hands pull out a metal supply box. His 
fingers scream over the combination locks on each side. Not 
because he knows the routine. But because getting past locks 
is what these fingers specialize in.

MANNY (V.O.)
I still don’t know how your ma 
didn’t know sooner. Where did she 
think the money was coming from? 
Unicorns and rainbows?

Click. Click. The locks open. Worm raises the lid. Inside the 
box are a boat load of submachine guns.

EXT. EMPTY PARKING LOT - DAY

BIGGS, 30s -- fake tan, pony tail, same jumpsuit as Worm, 
walks down a row of cars. He’s got the kind of cocky smirk 
that just screams “I think I’m fucking awesome.” There’s 
another word for a guy like this... and it isn’t “awesome.”

MANNY (V.O.)
Your pops knew things would come 
down eventually. Being married to 
your ma was a ticking time bomb. 
But you can’t help who you fall in 
love with.

He gets in to a black Ford E-150 work van.

INT. FILTHY APARTMENT - DAY

Empty pizza boxes. Computers. Beer bottles. Radio equipment. 
Clothes on the floor. Place hasn’t seen a woman in years.

MANNY (V.O.)
I’m not going to shit on your uncle 
neither. When he found out he had 
to lock your pops up. It’s just one 
of those things kid. The real world 
is good at getting in the way of 
pretend.
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CARTER, 30s -- chubby, scar on his neck, the same blue 
jumpsuit as Biggs. Hygiene isn’t this guys strong suit, as 
evidenced by his greasy hair. Then again, in a place like 
this, maybe he gave on up landing a lady a long time ago.

A car horn outside. He tosses some pizza to two FAT DOGS. The 
dogs stare back blankly.

INT. MIXED MARTIAL ARTS GYM - SHOWERS - DAY

Water pours down over Fisher’s back. 

MANNY (V.O.)
But you know all about that now. 
Iraq. Afghanistan. Ain’t no 
surprise to me you can’t get back 
into things. How do you go back to 
a nine to five after that?

On his right shoulder a tatoo of a skull sporting aviator 
sunglasses and a beret. The “Ranger” Army tab just above it.

MANNY (V.O.)
Wasn’t no different for us in 
Korea. Wasn’t no different for your 
pops after ‘Nam. They act like you 
just forget about what you’ve seen. 
It ain’t a switch a man turns on 
and off. That shit changes you... 
for good.

EXT. MIXED MARTIAL ARTS GYM - PARKING LOT - DAY

Fisher steps out the back door as the E-150 rolls up. 

MANNY (V.O.)
So I’m gonna teach you how this 
works, just like I did your pops. 
Not because I want to.

The side door opens. Worm and Carter inside waiting. 

MANNY (V.O.)
But because it’s a God damn family 
tradition.

They toss Fisher a blue jumpsuit and ski mask.
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EXT. VALLEY CREDIT UNION - DAY

A small free standing building. Single window drive through. 
Aging ATM outside. Two parked cars. Place looks dead.

A WOMAN, name tag says CATHY, lights up a smoke. A hand comes 
from behind and covers her mouth. It’s Fisher, ski mask 
covers his face, submachine gun slung against his back.

FISHER
Don’t make a sound.

INT. VALLEY CREDIT UNION - BACK OFFICE - DAY

BURT, 50s -- balding and portly, sifts through a cabinet. The 
overhead light cuts off. Burt can’t see anything.

BURT
Damn it. Did the power just go out? 
Cathy?

LOBBY

Burt comes around the corner. Finds Carter chaining the front 
doors. Fisher tying up Cathy with a zip tie.

BURT (CONT’D)
What the hell?

The barrel of an submachine gun at Burt’s head. It’s Worm.

WORM
Down on the floor!

Burt drops to the ground. Worm ties him up. Carter heads to 
the teller line and cleans out the drawers. Stuffs the money 
into a bag. Careful to leave the dye packs.

SAFE ROOM 

A small beige safe sits on the ground against the back wall. 
Fisher and Worm enter.

FISHER
Pop it.

Worm sets a small explosive charge on the safe's dial. Sets 
the timer for ten seconds. The duo take cover.

WORM
Fire in the hole!
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BAM! 

The safe’s dial is blown off. Worm pulls the door open. 
Fisher and Worm stuff the money inside into their bags.

LOBBY

Carter crouched next to Burt and Cathy, gun trained on the 
front doors. Fisher pats him on the back.

FISHER
Clear.

Fisher and Worm head for the back door. Carter leans down 
next to Cathy and Burt’s ears.

CARTER
You so much as fart, and I will 
come back here and ass fuck you 
with a machete. Got it?

Cathy and Burt share fearful gaze.

EXT. VALLEY CREDIT UNION - BACK - DAY

Fisher kicks the door open. The E-150 is waiting, rear doors 
already open. The trio hop in and shut the door.

EXT. VACANT PLANT - DAY

Windows shattered. Roof caving in. Place hasn’t seen action 
in decades. 

The E-150 pulls up next to a small Honda Civic. Everyone 
exits.

FISHER
Clean it up!

Biggs and Worm peel off the black “paint” on the E-150, 
revealing white underneath. 

Fisher swaps the license plate out. He slaps large magnet 
logos for "Mort's Repair" on each side of the van.

FISHER (CONT’D)
(to Carter)

Ass fuck you with a machete? I 
didn’t know you had it in you.

Carter stuffs jumpsuits, ski masks, and vinyl wrap into a 
garbage can. Douses it with lighter fluid. Sets it ablaze. 
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CARTER
Kinda got caught up in the moment.

Worm and Fisher get into the Civic. Biggs and Carter get into 
the E-150. Both vehicles drive off.

INT. DARK ROOM - DAY

TWO MEN tied to chairs, blindfolded, and bloody. In front of 
them is LOUIS GARNIER, 50s -- well groomed, tan, slim cut 
white suit, thin framed D&G sunglasses. This is a guy who 
wants people to know he’s rolling in dough. 

He speaks with a heavy French accent.

GARNIER
Where’s my money?

MAN #1
I -- I -- we don’t have it.

Garnier looks over at ROLAND, 30s -- eyes hidden behind dark 
sunglasses. Switchblade in his hand, he adjusts his tie, 
waiting on Garnier’s order. 

GARNIER (IN FRENCH)
Cut him.

Roland flips out the switch blade and cuts Man #1 across the 
cheek. He screams in pain. Garnier jumps back, barely 
avoiding blood spatter on his suit.

GARNIER (CONT’D)
I will ask again. Where is my 
money.

MAN #2 
It’s too much. We can’t get it all 
at once.

Garnier shakes his head. He snaps his fingers.

From the shadows emerges BRUCE, 30s -- just a fucking beast 
of a man. Hairy arms. Neck. Fists the size of cinder blocks.

He walks up and smashes MAN #1 in the face. Blood oozes from 
his nose. He then starts wailing on MAN #2.

GARNIER (IN FRENCH)
Enough.

Garnier pulls off Man #2’s blindfold. He get in his face. 
Removes his sunglasses.
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GARNIER (CONT’D)
Where. Is. My. Money?

Out of breath and scared, he can only mumble.

MAN #2
We... I don’t... it’s not... 
Please... I have a family.

Garnier takes a step back. Arms crossed.

GARNIER (IN FRENCH) 
We’re getting no where. Isaac!

ISAAC, 20s -- thin, lengthy, and pale, walks over. His 
movements timid and jerky. Like a rodent on constant watch 
for a hawk waiting to swoop down and snatch him.

GARNIER (IN FRENCH) (CONT’D)
We make an example of this one, the 
other will cave. Suggestions?

ISAAC (IN FRENCH)
Soak him.

Isaac grabs a nearby gasoline can. Pours it all over Man #2.

MAN #2 
No! No! No, please! Oh God no!

Roland tears off Man #1’s blindfold. His eyes flash around 
the room. He sees Garnier, Roland, Isaac, Bruce... and a DARK 
FIGURE in the corner smoking. He spots Man #2 soaked in gas.

GARNIER
Now the other one.

Isaac grabs another gasoline can. Man #1 squirms in his 
chair.

MAN #1 
Wait! No, wait! I can get the 
money! I swear.

GARNIER
When?

MAN #1
Friday. I can have it by Friday. I 
swear. Just please...

Roland cuts Man #1’s restraints. Bruce grabs him and drags 
him away.
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MAN #1 (CONT’D)
Wait! What about Derrick?

Garnier, Roland, and Isaac standing in front of Man #2. 

GARNIER
Yes. What about Derrick?

Derrick’s eyes dart between the trio.

The Dark Figure comes out from the shadow. It’s VASSER, 30s -- 
black suit, no tie, well groomed, could be a stock broker. 
But something’s off with this one. Hard to put a finger on. 
Eyes soulless. Cold. No empathy to his demeanor.

VASSER (IN FRENCH)
Light him up.

He tosses his cigarette at Derrick. It flicks on the ground. 
A brief spurt of orange ash sparkles in the air. Then--

WOOOOOOOOSH!!!!! 

Derrick goes up like a dried out Christmas tree. He screams 
out in pain. The group exits without so much as looking back.

EXT. VALLEY CREDIT UNION - DAY

Detroit Police Department squad cars everywhere. Police tape. 
Press vans. Place is a mad house.

A black Chevy Caprice Classic rolls up, single flashing red 
light on the dash. It parks. MIKE KOTERIC, 50s -- gets out.

He weaves through the crowd like a shark. Dude is all 
business. No stopping for pleasantries. No interest in the 
press. He wants to get inside and take care of shit.

He flashes his FBI badge to get past the PATROLMEN out front.

INT. VALLEY CREDIT UNION - DAY

Koteric walks through the bank, eyes scour the scene.

He's quickly greeted by DETECTIVE JEFF LIM, 30s -- shirt and 
tie, all smiles. A strong sense of familiarity between them.

LIM
Figured you’d be showing up.

KOTERIC
Same guys from Clemons Federal?
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LIM
Matches their M.O. Isolated branch. 
Just after an armored drop. 
Crackerjack timing.

SAFE ROOM

Safe sitting wide open and empty. Lim kneels next to the safe 
door and points to the dial.

LIM (CONT’D)
Brute force entry. Single charge on 
the dial to pop it off. 

Koteric lights a cigarette.

KOTERIC
Anything on the cameras?

LIM
Power was cut prior to entry.

Lim stands up.

LIM (CONT’D)
Caught the teller out front on a 
smoke break. Manager couldn’t 
trigger the alarm until after they 
were gone. Not that it would have 
mattered. I figure they were in and 
out in two, three minutes tops.

Koteric takes a long drag, then peers around the scene again.

LIM (CONT’D)
What I can’t figure out is why a 
bunch of major leaguers are playing 
around here in the minors?

KOTERIC
Practice.

EXT. RUN DOWN DUPLEX - NIGHT

The paint faded a long time ago. Dead leaves on the front 
porch. The place has seen better days.

INT. RUN DOWN DUPLEX - NIGHT

Fisher quietly enters, locking the door behind him. CINDY 
FISHER, 50s -- is passed out on the couch. An empty fifth of 
Jack Daniels on the floor next to her.
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Fisher grabs a blanket and lays it on top of her. A quick 
pause at the mantel. Takes a second to look at a picture. 

A family portrait. A YOUNG FISHER, 13, spiky hair. Cindy with 
a baby. And Fisher’s FATHER. They’re all full of smiles. 

He glances over at the TV.

ON THE TV: A family video. Birthday party. Young Fisher at 
the head of the table. Cindy next to him with a toddler. 
Fisher’s Father holds a birthday cake filled with candles. 

FISHER’S FATHER
Everybody now... Happy Birthday...

Everyone starts to sing. Fisher turns off the TV and VCR. 

FISHER
Miss you pops.

HALLWAY

The hallway opens into the kitchen. But Fisher doesn’t make 
it that far. He notices a faint light under a door. He 
knocks. The light cuts off.

Fisher smiles and opens it up.

BEDROOM

Superman posters. Action figures. Nerf basket ball hoop. 
Someone in the bed trying to look like they’re sleeping.

FISHER (CONT’D)
Shawn... it’s me.

SHAWN, preteen -- sits up. His head bald. Heavy bags under 
his eyes. Skin pearl white. He’s not a kid that looks well. 
But there’s something to his gaze, a combination of innocence 
and experience well beyond a kid his age.

His smile for Fisher is big and wide.

SHAWN
Ryan?

Fisher walks over and sits on the bed.

FISHER
Shouldn’t you be sleeping?

SHAWN
I was -- I mean, I am.

10.



Fisher nods to a flashlight on the night stand.

FISHER
Comics again?

The gig up, Shawn pulls back his sheets to reveal a comic 
book resting on his lap.

SHAWN
Got the new issue of Superman.

FISHER
You know, most people use lamps 
when they want to read. You should 
try it out sometime.

Fisher reaches over to turn on the lamp.

FISHER (CONT’D)
Staying up late is just gonna make 
you tired tomorrow.

SHAWN
I’m gonna be tired anyway. You just 
here to bust my balls?

FISHER
No... supposed to talk to ma about 
something.

SHAWN
She’s watching home movies again.

Fisher takes a dismissive tone.

FISHER
Ma’s not watching anything. She’s 
passed out drunk on the couch.

Fisher stands up.

SHAWN
Give her a break. She’s not that 
bad you know.

FISHER
You don’t know ma the same way I 
do. Get some rest.

Fisher rubs Shawn’s head.

KITCHEN
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Fisher cleans up the kitchen. He spots some mail near the 
phone. Gives it a quick skim.

Past due notices. Collection letters. An official looking 
letter from Saint John’s Hospital. A foreclosure notice from 
Harper Woods Bank. Signed “Sincerely Leonard Hooper.”

INT. HARPER WOODS BANK - DAY

A brown desk surrounded by cubical half walls. Fisher sits 
across from LEONARD HOOPER, 50s -- glasses, thinning hair. In 
front of Hooper is the foreclosure notice.

FISHER
How far behind is she?

HOOPER
I can’t discuss private or personal 
information to anyone but the lien 
holder. It’s bank policy.

FISHER
Come on, if you’re sending out 
foreclosure notices it’s got to be 
six or seven payments.

HOOPER
I’m sorry but there’s nothing --

FISHER
Anybody can make a payment on a 
lien. Just tell me how much, and 
I’ll give you the damn money.

Hooper’s voice hardens to make his point.

HOOPER
Sir, I can’t discuss the loan 
balance, or any related information 
about the lien. I’m afraid there’s 
nothing I can do for you.

Fisher holds a cold, dead stare on Hooper. Hooper’s tone 
immediately starts to soften.

HOOPER (CONT’D)
If -- if there’s nothing else --

FISHER
Thirteen ten Amherst avenue, Grosse 
Point, four eight three two six.
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HOOPER
What?

FISHER
Two story colonial style house. 
Nice lawn except for the dead spot 
by the elm tree.

HOOPER
I don’t know what you’re --

FISHER
Alarm goes off at six. Shower by 
six ten. Breakfast by six thirty. 
Out the door by seven fifteen. 

Nervous swallows from Hooper.

FISHER (CONT’D)
You drive a two thousand and six 
Infiniti FX. Your wife works for 
G.M. corporate. I assume she didn’t 
tell her bosses about your car. You 
have two daughters, Natalie, eight, 
and Stephanie, fourteen.

HOOPER
You can’t just --

FISHER
You want their social security 
numbers? 

Fisher scoots his chair in and leans on Hooper’s desk.  
Hooper looks terrified. 

FISHER (CONT’D)
I am not... a nice man.

Fisher lets that sink in for a moment before he reaches into 
his coat pocket. Hooper winces, but Fisher only pulls out an 
envelope and sets it on the desk.

FISHER (CONT’D)
Ten grand. If it ain’t enough --

Fisher grabs a pen and writes a phone number down on one of 
Hooper’s business cards.

FISHER (CONT’D)
Or she falls behind again you don’t 
send a letter, you call me.

Fisher flicks the card at Hooper’s chest.

13.



FISHER (CONT’D)
Enjoy your morning.

Fisher walks away. Hooper lets out a sigh of relief.

EXT. TRAVIS BURGER - NIGHT

A 1960s style diner that looks like it hasn’t been painted 
since it was built. A real blue collar joint.

ADELINA, 20s - thin, artsy, waves back a some people inside 
as she exits. A light step. Cheerful. Someone who looks 
totally at peace with where she is in life.

ADELINA
Hey there captain dangerous.

She takes off her apron and jumps into Fisher’s arms. They 
share a quick kiss.

INT. FISHER’S FLAT - NIGHT

A warehouse someone happens to call home. Old textile 
machines. A vehicle under a tarp. Spartan furnishings. Old 
stove. Sink. Makeshift counter. 

BEDROOM AREA

Fisher on his back. Adelina laying on his chest. Both naked. 
Some post coital bliss and cuddling.

FISHER
You deserve better than pouring 
coffee at some shit diner.

ADELINA
It’s not that bad.

FISHER
That place is trash, Adelina. Your 
boss is a walking heat attack. Dude 
literally sweats french fries. 
Can’t your pops get you something? 

ADELINA
I don’t want my dad’s help.

Her fingers run through his chest hair.

ADELINA (CONT’D)
We doing something this weekend?
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Fisher gets up and makes his way over to the sink. Grabs a 
glass of water.

FISHER
Yeah, sure. I might have this thing 
Friday night.

Adelina sits up, raises her eyebrow.

ADELINA
Thing?

FISHER
Work stuff. 

Adelina laughs.

ADELINA
Yeah, you’re a regular district 
sales manager. You keep up with the 
scores and my dad will find out.

FISHER
So what if he does?

ADELINA
Ryan, it’s my dad. You’ve seen the 
kind of things he can do to people. 

Fisher takes the drink and sits down on the side of the bed.

FISHER
I’ll have to make sure he doesn’t.

Fisher smiles and kisses her on the forehead.

EXT. DETROIT AREA SCOUT RANCH - INDOOR RANGE - DAY

High wall booths line the edge of a 50 meter indoor shooting 
range. Small arms fire periodically pops.

Fisher fires rounds from a Glock 9mm. In tandem, he releases 
the clip and inserts another with his spare hand. Blink and 
you miss it. The firing is uninterrupted.

Fisher stops as the second clip empties. He checks his gun 
and turns to find JIMMY, 40s -- thick mustache, strong arms, 
leaning against the back of the booth.

JIMMY
Watching that never gets old. 

Fisher grins.
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JIMMY (CONT’D)
You got a call up front.

FRONT DESK 

Fisher picks up a phone.

FISHER
Yeah... give me an hour.

EXT. CONSTRUCTION SITE - DAY

A crane lowers a giant I-beam. Dozens of WORKERS move about. 
A bulldozer passes by as Fisher walks through the site.

QUINN, 50s -- stocky, chomping on a cigar, looks over at 
Fisher from behind a group of BURLY CONSTRUCTION WORKERS. He 
looks at home. As if the site is his native element.

INT. PROJECT TRAILER - DAY

Blueprints. Survey maps. Paperwork covers the desks. 
Industrial building permits pinned to the walls.

Quinn and Fisher look over some schematics.

QUINN
This is all you need to get to.

Quinn taps on a square room off some sort of massive lobby.

FISHER
Doesn’t look like a vault.

QUINN
That’s cause it ain’t. The beauty 
of this score is you don’t gotta 
get into no vault. The money’s just 
gonna be sitting in the foyer.

FISHER
Bullshit.

QUINN
It’s this new age risk management 
bullshit the banks are doing. 
Minimum vault exposure. Open it in 
the morning. Take out the cash. 
Close it up. Dough just sits in a 
mini-safe in the foyer. Ain’t 
nothing but metal bars and an armed 
guard protecting it. 

16.

(MORE)



Shit, we put in two systems in Ohio 
whose vault can’t even be opened on 
site. It’s all done remotely from 
some corporate office.

Quinn walks over to the office fridge. Fisher continues to 
look over the schematics.

QUINN (CONT’D)
Usually there’s only a hundred 
grand or so in the foyer. But 
Friday, Friday’s gonna be special.

Quinn opens the fridge. It’s crammed full of cannoli and 
other baked goods. He grabs some things. Stuffs a cannoli 
into his mouth.

QUINN (CONT’D)
Some hot shot exec decided he wants 
to take out all his money, cash. 
You can’t just show up and 
withdrawal seven million bucks, you 
know? Even a bank like this don’t 
keep that kinda dough on hand. 

Quinn offers a cannoli to Fisher. He waves it off.

QUINN (CONT’D)
So they set up a thirty minute 
window. An armored car drops off 
the cash. They hold it in the 
foyer. The exec comes to pick it 
up. All you gotta do is get there 
before he does.

FISHER
What’s the exposure?

QUINN
Typical shit. Cameras. Silent 
alarm. Three guards. All armed. Two 
in the lobby. One in the foyer. But 
you don’t gotta worry nothing about 
the one in the foyer.

FISHER
Because he’s your guy.

QUINN
Name’s Norman. Landed him this gig 
eight months ago. He’ll get you in 
the foyer. All you gotta worry 
about is the mini-safe. 
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Biggest problem with this place is 
the size. It’s got a big ass lobby.

Quinn is all smiles, but Fisher doesn’t look sold yet.

EXT. PARK VIEW RETIREMENT HOME - DAY

A modest retirement complex. RESIDENTS mill about the common 
areas. Some clothed. Some just in robes.

Manny and Fisher sit on a bench overlooking a small pond. 
Manny tosses some bread to the ducks.

MANNY
So what’s the problem?

FISHER
We’re not ready for this. I don’t 
even know how I’d move this kinda 
dough. It’s too much. Too soon.

Manny nods like he’s been in Fisher’s shoes before.

MANNY
A new crew takes time. You gotta 
let it mature. Work the kinks out. 
But you can’t wait forever. You 
keep playing the small time and 
your guys are gonna walk.

FISHER
I don’t know...

MANNY
Maybe this ain’t the job for you. I 
can’t make that call. But let me 
tell you something about this 
business... you gotta take what you 
can, while you can. Eventually luck 
runs out. And you don’t want to be 
there when it does. Only way to 
avoid that is to trust your gut.

Manny pats Fisher on the thigh.

MANNY (CONT’D)
Your gut feel okay with this score?

FISHER
No.
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MANNY
Then you already know what you 
should do.

EXT. ST. JOHN’S HOSPITAL - DAY

A massive, two wing, all brick 1950s hospital complex.

INT. CHEMOTHERAPY ROOM - DAY

Shawn lay on a hospital bed, Fisher and Cindy at his side. 
The I.V. drip in his arm connected to a chemotherapy machine.

FISHER
Two more of these to go bud.

CINDY
Then we’ll go on that vacation to 
Universal Studios.

Fisher looks over at Cindy, eyes thin. He knows that’s never 
gonna happen. 

CINDY (CONT’D)
Won’t we, Ryan?

Shawn, face full of hope, looks up at Fisher.

FISHER
Sure, Ma. Whatever Shawn wants.

DOCTOR BRAM, 50s -- white mustache, disheveled hair, enters.

DR. BRAM 
You hanging in there?

SHAWN
I’m being pumped full of chemicals 
that make me feel like roadkill. 
What do you think?

Dr. Bram smirks as he looks over Shawn’s charts.

DR. BRAM
Always a cynic.

Fisher gets up and goes over to Dr. Bram.

FISHER
Can I talk to you for a second.

HALLWAY
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Fisher and Dr. Bram take a few steps away from the door, out 
of Cindy and Shawn’s earshot.

FISHER (CONT’D)
We got a letter about the hospital 
stopping Shawn’s treatment. You 
know anything about that?

DR. BRAM
Your mother didn’t --

FISHER
My ma ain’t the best at filling me 
in on things.

Dr. Bram does his best to keep the awkwardness of this topic 
to a minimum.

DR. BRAM
Shawn’s medical bills haven’t been 
paid in over six months.

FISHER
Medicaid or whatever is supposed to 
take care of that stuff.

DR. BRAM
And it would have, but your mother  
refused to file an extension. So 
the state terminated assistance.

FISHER
That fu --

Fisher catches himself, but looks ready to punch a hole in 
the wall. It takes everything he has to keep his cool.

FISHER (CONT’D)
Give me the paperwork. I’ll fill it 
out right now. Square this away.

Dr. Bram crosses his arms.

DR. BRAM
It’s not that simple.

FISHER
Sure it is. You give me the papers. 
I fill them out.

DR. BRAM
What I’m saying is the forms won’t 
do you any good. 
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When Shawn’s coverage lapsed the 
hospital began charging at the 
uninsured rate. It’s well beyond 
what Medicaid will reimburse.

Fisher clenches his fist and grits his teeth.

FISHER
Fine. Whatever. What are we talking 
about here? Ten, fifteen grand?

DR. BRAM
It’s more than that.

FISHER
How much more?

DR. BRAM
Over two hundred and fifty thousand 
dollars.

Fisher’s face drops. 

FISHER
There must be some sort of --

DR. BRAM
I’m afraid not. If it’s not brought 
current in the next two weeks, the 
hospital won’t admit Shawn for his 
next set of treatments. I’m sorry.

Dr. Bram’s beeper starts to go off.

DR. BRAM (CONT’D)
Now, if you’ll excuse me.

Dr. Bram walks off down the hall.

EXT. ST. JOHN’S HOSPITAL - PARKING LOT - DAY

Fisher’s car alone in the corner of the lot.

INT. FISHER’S CAR - DAY

Fisher punches the steering wheel and roof in frustration. 

FISHER
God damn it! 

He grabs his cell. Quinn’s number ready to dial. All Fisher 
has to do is hit send. His thumb traces the button.
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Hesitation. Fisher’s head racing. He hits send.

FISHER (CONT’D)
It’s Fisher... I’m in.

INT. FISHER'S FLAT - DAY

Worm, Biggs, and Carter sit. Fisher leans against a table.

BIGGS
This is the type of score I’ve been 
waiting for.

WORM
What type of look we got?

FISHER
Everything we need. Blueprints. 
Schematics. Network infrastructure. 
Name it, Quinn’s got it.

Carter isn’t sold.

CARTER
That’s a lot of fucking money to 
just be sitting around like that. 
You sure about this?

FISHER
No more junior varsity bullshit. 
This is the real deal. We got a 
thirty minute window on Friday. And 
shit time to plan. You don’t want 
in, I need to know now. Biggs?

BIGGS
I’m there.

FISHER
Worm?

Worm shakes his head and laughs.

WORM
Shit man, you know me. I’m down, 
for real.

FISHER
Carter?

Carter is hesitant. 
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CARTER
I’m in. But if five-ohs start 
pulling up while we’re inside, I’m 
shooting you first.

FISHER
Alright. Let’s get to work.

INT. RUN DOWN DUPLEX - KITCHEN - DAY

Fisher pours liter after liter of vodka into the sink. His 
face red, angry. Cindy at the table, wasted. Tears cause her 
mascara to run. 

FISHER
You’re a fucking disaster, you know 
that? All miss princess wants to do 
is ignore her problem and hope they 
go away.

CINDY
That’s not true Ryan. I was gonna 
take care of him myself.

Fisher turns and throws a half empty liter of vodka at the 
wall next to Cindy. It shatters and she ducks for cover.

FISHER
With what! God damn unicorns and 
rainbows? 

Cindy buries her head in her arms.

FISHER (CONT’D)
You know what, fuck it. I’m tired 
of this shit. 

Fisher drops the rest of the bottles in the sink.

FISHER (CONT’D)
You want to drink your life away, 
fine. But I ain’t letting you drink 
away his.

Fisher leaves the kitchen and heads down the hallway.

CINDY
Ryan stop!

SHAWN’S ROOM

Fisher opens the door. He grabs a suit case from the closet 
and starts stuffing it with clothes. Shawn is already up.
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SHAWN
What are you and mom fighting 
about?

FISHER
What we were supposed to talk about 
the other night. You’re gonna live 
with me now.

SHAWN
Why?

FISHER
Because ma has no God damn clue how 
to take care of you. 

KOTERIC (O.S.)
Give it up Ryan.

Fisher stops, clenches his jaw. He’s not happy to hear that 
voice. He drops the bag and turns to find Koteric in the 
doorway, arms crossed. Cindy cowers behind him.

FISHER
Don’t fucking start with me Mike. 
Not right now.

Koteric flashes a false smile. 

KOTERIC
That’s Uncle Mike. And last I 
checked throwing a liquor bottle at 
someone is attempted assault. 

FISHER
You’re not going to do anything.

KOTERIC
You can make this easy and leave. 
Or I call D.P.D. Your choice.

FISHER
To much of a pussy to do it 
yourself?

KOTERIC
Get out.

Fisher looks at Shawn, a grumble under his breath.

FISHER
I tried buddy. But ma is making yet 
another mistake in the disaster she 
likes to refer to as her life.
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KOTERIC
Let’s go.

Fisher bumps into Koteric’s shoulder on his way out.

EXT. BOARDWALK - NIGHT

Fisher and Adelina walk along hand in hand. Some big band 
music from the gazebo nearby. Fisher’s gaze tense. 

ADELINA
You’re angry about something. 

FISHER
Family stuff. Don’t worry about it.

He looks out over the CROWD dancing.

ADELINA
Where do you see us ending up?

FISHER
I don’t know, Chicago?

ADELINA
No. That’s not what I... is this 
it? Us, I mean. You. Me. Life. 
Getting old together.

FISHER
What are we talking about here, 
marriage?

Adelina smiles.

ADELINA
Can Captain Dangerous picture 
himself settling down some day?

FISHER
Small house. White picket fence. 
Two kids and a dog. Some dead end 
nine to five. Sounds like bliss. 

Adelina nudges his arm.

ADELINA
You know what I mean.

FISHER
It’s like... I’ve got this life. 
But I don’t feel like it’s mine 
yet. 
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I feel like there’s somewhere else 
I should be. Something else I 
should be doing. Until I figure out 
what that is, I’m not sure I’m the 
marrying type. 

He looks over at the gazebo. Watches an OLD COUPLE dance. 
They look happy. Content. Like their hearts are back at the 
last dance they had before he shipped off to war.

FISHER (CONT’D)
Would you ever leave? Say I showed 
up and just said ‘let’s go.’

ADELINA
I don’t know. 

FISHER
I mean it. If I had another way to 
live. Another life to live. Give 
you the types of things you want. 
The life you were asking about. 
Would you come?

ADELINA
I -- I mean...

FISHER
Don’t... forget it.

He pulls her toward the gazebo. 

FISHER (CONT’D)
Let’s grab a dance.

INT. UNION FEDERAL - DAY

100 foot tall arched ceilings. Mosaics adorn the upper walls. 
The lobby seems more like a church than a bank.

Foot traffic is light. PATRONS and TELLERS sprinkled about. 
LOAN OFFICERS and BANK MANAGERS behind glass walled offices.

Two ARMED GUARDS at the front notice the security camera 
monitor array blank out.

GUARD
What the...

The Guard smacks the side of the monitor case. After a moment 
it comes back online.
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EXT. UNION FEDERAL - DAY

A blue E-150 van parked across the street.

INT. VAN - DAY

Carter watches as lines of computer script roll up a laptop 
screen. After a second, the text stops, cursor blinking.

CARTER
We’re good.

EXT. UNION FEDERAL - DAY

Carter, Worm, and Fisher get out. Identical navy blue 
jumpsuits and black canvas bags. A small radio piece in their 
right ear.

Worm’s bag has significantly more heft than the others.

The van takes off and they enter.

INT. UNION FEDERAL - DAY

All three immediately put on black ski masks. Worm chains the 
front doors shut. Fisher and Carter takes out their MP5s.

Carter points the gun at the two SECURITY GUARDS. One Guard 
puts his hands up. The other Guard reaches for his gun.

CARTER
Don’t!

The Guard relents and puts his hand up.

Some people have caught on to what is going on. Panic. 
Screams. Fisher hurries through the lobby, taking control. 

FISHER
Everyone down on the ground! Don’t 
be a fucking cowboy. Toss your 
phones out in front of you!

BACK OFFICE

A BANK MANAGER, 50s -- spots Fisher yelling and scurries 
under his desk.

LOBBY
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Worm finishes the door and hustles over to the Guards. He 
takes their guns and quickly zip ties their hands.

CARTER
Down! On your stomachs!

The Guards do as they’re told. 

Worm hustles to the back of the lobby. Carter collects the 
cell phones. Fisher looks over at the THREE FEMALE TELLERS at 
teller line.

FISHER
That goes for you too! Let’s go!

TELLER LINE

A TELLER presses a button just under the counter before she 
follows the other two out.

INT. VAN - DAY

Biggs monitors several scanners and devices. One of the 
monitors starts beeping. He radios in.

BIGGS
Silent alarm tripped. The 
repeater’s taking care of it.

INT. UNION FEDERAL - LOBBY - DAY

Carter drops the last phone into a bag.

FOYER

Metal bars run ceiling to floor, door in the middle, securing 
a room the size of a small office. A giant vault door on the 
far wall. A mini-safe tucked into the corner.

Fisher and Worm enter. NORMAN, 30s -- skinny and scruffy, 
stands and puts his arms up, playing his part perfectly.

NORMAN
Please! Please, don’t shoot!

FISHER
Get on the ground! Then slide me 
your gun and the keys!

Norman does as he’s told.
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FISHER (CONT’D)
Worm, open it up.

Worm grabs the keys and tries the lock on the door. No joy. 
The door won’t budge.

Fisher and Norman have a hushed exchange.

FISHER (CONT’D)
What the fuck man! Quinn said you’d 
have this taken care of.

Norman is just as confused as Fisher.

NORMAN
I just used them ten minutes ago.

INT. VAN - DAY

Some chatter over a police scanner.

POLICE SCANNER
Possible ten sixty in progress at 
Union Federal Bank. All units in 
the area respond.

BIGGS
Shit! Shit!

Biggs checks a device that looks like a voltage meter.

BIGGS (CONT’D)
The repeater’s still working.

Biggs grabs his radio.

BIGGS (CONT’D)
Fisher! Five oh on the way. 
Something tripped.

INT. UNION FEDERAL - FOYER - DAY

Worm still fiddles with the lock.

FISHER
(into earpiece)

What tripped?

BIGGS
(via radio)

I don’t know. It’s not the silent. 
Got to be something else inside.
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FISHER
God damn it!

(to Worm)
Change of plans. Cut it.

Worm opens up the heavy bag he was carrying. He takes out an 
industrial circular saw.

LOBBY

Carter keeps working the crowd.

CARTER
What the fuck’s taking so long?!

FOYER

Worm starts in on the bars near the lock. Sparks fly 
everywhere.

FISHER
(to Carter)

Just watch the lobby!

Worm has two bars down. One more to go.

INT. VAN - DAY

Biggs continues to monitor the radios.

POLICE SCANNER
All units responding to the ten 
sixty be advised that there are 
three suspects. All armed.

His eyes nearly pop out of his head. He yells into his radio.

BIGGS
They’ve got a make on us. Someone’s 
on a phone! Fucking cell phones!

INT. UNION FEDERAL - FOYER

Fisher looks over to Worm.

FISHER
When you get in blow the mini-safe.

LOBBY

Fisher hustles into the lobby.
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CARTER
What is it?

FISHER
Someone’s on a God damn cell phone. 
Watch the crowd.

Fisher sweeps the offices, checking under each desk.

BACK OFFICE

The Bank Manager is still tucked under the desk talking into 
his cell phone.

BANK MANAGER
I -- I don’t know. Just hurry.

The Bank Manager is yanked out from under the desk. 

LOBBY

Fisher drags the Bank Manager by his leg into the lobby. He 
slams him down on a table. Then jams the butt of his MP5 into 
the Manger’s face, busting his nose.

BOOM! The mini-safe blows. People scream.

FISHER
Keep an eye on this prick!

Carter nods as Fisher rushes into the foyer.

FOYER

Worm dumps the money wholesale into his two bags. Fisher 
drops down next to him and does the same with his two bags.

The safe emptied, Fisher and Worm start to head out.

NORMAN
What about me?

FISHER
You stay the fuck on the ground 
until you hear from Quinn.

LOBBY

Fisher and Worm hustle in, the four heavy bags slowing them 
down a bit. 

FISHER (CONT’D)
Carter, back door!
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Carter runs to the back of the lobby and kicks the door open.  
The Van is waiting, rear double doors wide open. The trio hop 
in and shut the doors. The van takes off.

INT. UNION FEDERAL - DAY

Koteric and Lim duck under some police tape at the entrance. 
In front of them is a literal smorgasbord of people. 

POLICE interviewing the security guards. CSI examining the 
foyer area. PARAMEDICS attend to the Bank Manager.

Koteric spots TWO POLICE OFFICERS interviewing a nervous 
EXECUTIVE TYPE. Fading bruises, a long stitched up cut on his 
cheek. It’s Man #1 from the Dark Room, all cleaned up.

KOTERIC
Who’s the suit?

Koteric takes out a cigarette. 

LIM
Alan Spinowski. Some big shot from 
one of the law firms downtown. Best 
we can tell the money was supposed 
to be his. 

FOYER

Koteric takes a quick survey of the damage. The cut bars. The 
blown mini-safe. He picks up on something missing.

KOTERIC
You talk to the guard yet?

LIM
Can’t. Witnesses said he took off 
right after the heist. 

KOTERIC
We got a name or address on him?

LIM
The security company is being a 
pain in the ass about his info 
without a warrant. Should be soon.

EXT. D.P.D HEADQUARTERS - DAY

A ten story granite and sandstone building on the corner of a 
busy downtown intersection. 
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INT. COMPUTER LAB - DAY

Koteric is scanning a data base of names on his computer 
screen. Lim is nearby doing some research of his own.

KOTERIC
What was the name of that suit at 
Union Federal again?

LIM
Alan Spinowski.

KOTERIC
Spinowski... Spinowski...

Koteric types some new parameters into his search. The system 
comes back with a hit.

KOTERIC (CONT’D)
I knew that name sounded familiar.

Lim scoots over.

LIM 
What do you got?

KOTERIC
I worked a sting on some gambling 
rings run by the Laroque drug 
cartel. Real high stakes stuff. 

LIM
Define high stakes. We talking 
thousands?

KOTERIC
Millions.

LIM
Jesus.

KOTERIC
Alan Spinowski was a name that 
showed up in some of the ledgers.

Koteric leans back in his chair.

KOTERIC (CONT’D)
Wanna know why Spinowski was all 
worked up at the bank? That money 
was for a gambling debt.
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LIM
And he’s worried Garnier is still 
going to come to collect.

KOTERIC
Garnier is smart enough to know the 
bank can still get Spinowski the 
money. And he’s going to come for 
it. We need to get mister hot shot 
lawyer under protection, now. 
Because when Garnier comes, things 
are gonna get messy.

Koteric smirks.

KOTERIC (CONT’D)
But you know what’s really funny 
about all this? 

LIM
What?

KOTERIC
Those smooth fuckers who hit up all 
these banks? They’ve got no idea 
they just scored a job on the mob.

EXT. LUXURY HIGH RISE - DAY

A Mercedes S550 sits parked across the street from a high 
rise seemingly made out of nothing but chrome and stucco.

In the drivers seat sits Roland, cell phone to his ear. In 
the back seat are Bruce and Isaac. 

ROLAND (IN FRENCH)
...All of it.

INT. PRIVATE JET - DAY

Garnier is on the other end of Vasser’s call. He sits in a 
plush leather chair. Waves off a drink from the STEWARDESS.

GARNIER (IN FRENCH)
Was is Cipriani?

EXT. LUXURY HIGH RISE -DAY

Roland looks up at one specific balcony. Waiting. Watching.
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ROLAND (IN FRENCH)
Don’t think so. Too professional.

INT. PRIVATE JET - DAY

Garnier’s eyes thin. He crosses his legs.

GARNIER (IN FRENCH)
Grab Spinowski. Find out how long 
it’ll take the bank to get him the 
money again.

EXT. LUXURY HIGH RISE

Roland still watching the balcony. SOMEONE comes outside. He 
sports a black suit and dark sunglasses. His gaze on a pivot, 
taking in everything around the building.

ROLAND (IN FRENCH)
I don’t think that’s gonna happen. 
The Feds are already with him. 

INT. PRIVATE JET - DAY

Garnier doesn't look happy, but keeps his voice hushed.

GARNIER (IN FRENCH)
Damn it. If we can’t get it from 
him then we get it from these 
pricks who stole it.  Take Vasser 
and track these cocksuckers down.

He ends his call just as MARTIN LAROQUE, 50s -- slim cut 
black suit, brown Italian loafers, sits down across from him.

LAROQUE (IN FRENCH)
Problems Louis?

GARNIER (IN FRENCH)
Just incompetence.

EXT. SCUMMY CONDOS - DAY

Four condo units whose glory days have long since past. The 
wood siding is worn and crumbling.
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INT. BEDROOM - DAY

The place is filthy. Empty beer bottles. Small TV on top of a 
larger broken one. Several ashtrays overflowing with butts.

Norman is frantic and giddy. He tosses clothes haphazardly in 
a suit case. MAUREEN, 20s -- seemingly unaware she’s a size L 
and not S, stands in the doorway, cigarette in hand.

MAUREEN
What are you doing?

NORMAN
What’s it look like I’m doing?

Norman stops and looks around for something.

NORMAN (CONT’D)
Have you seen my lucky dice?

MAUREEN
Babe, what are you doing?

Norman comes over and kisses her on her forehead.

NORMAN
Getting us out of here. We’re 
moving to Vegas. Vegas baby!

Norman goes back to looking for the dice.

MAUREEN
I didn’t agree to no moving.

NORMAN
I took care of everything. This 
shit hole. My piece of shit job. 
Never having money. All of it. I 
just gotta meet someone in an hour 
and we’re gone, baby. Gone!

Maureen doesn’t look convinced.

MAUREEN
Norm, honey, are you on meth?

Norman stops and goes over to her again. Looks Maureen 
sweetly in the face with the most honest eyes ever.

NORMAN
I told you I wouldn’t do that again 
without you, didn’t I?

Maureen nods. He kisses her on the forehead.
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NORMAN (CONT’D)
Then just trust me --

The doorbell rings and some dogs start going ape shit.

NORMAN (CONT’D)
And go see who’s at the door.

Maureen pouts, takes a drag, and leaves.

LIVING ROOM

The dogs are barking and jumping at the door. Maureen pushes 
them out of the way with her feet.

MAUREEN
Samson, Millie, get! I said get!

The dogs cower off behind her, still growling. She opens the 
door. Roland standing on the other side.

ROLAND
Is this Norman --

He checks a small piece of paper.

ROLAND (CONT’D)
Kirk’s house?

MAUREEN
Yeah, who are you?

Vasser steps out from behind Roland. He shoots her in the 
forehead with a silenced handgun.

INT. SAUNA - DAY

A very SWEATY MAN, 60s -- stocky, slicked back hair, dark 
tan, on his cell. Even without clothes this guy gives of an 
aura of importance. It’s his eyes... commanding, intense. A 
stare from him is enough to cause most to cower.

SWEATY MAN
They’ll be there soon... I said 
soon... No, I don’t want you to 
shoot anyone.

The Sweaty Man is starting to lose his patience.

SWEATY MAN (CONT’D)
Get the money, tie them fucks up, 
and get out. That’s it. 
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I hear you do any different, and 
you’d better have your ass on a 
plane to Rio.

He ends the call and puts the phone down. 

WINSTON, 50s -- aging but in shape, on the far side of the 
sauna pipes up.

WINSTON
Problems Mister Cipriani?

CIPRIANI
Winston, my life is one giant 
problem after the next.

INT. FISHER’S FLAT - BATHROOM - DAY

Fisher removes a loose cinder block next to the toilet. A 
hiding spot. He places a stack of bank wrapped 100 dollar 
bills inside. Then replaces the cinder block.

He flushes the toilet and wets his hands. To anyone outside, 
he was just in here taking a leak.

FLAT

Fisher exits the bathroom and walks over to the table where 
Carter and Worm are splitting up stacks of money.

FISHER
Where’s Biggs?

BIGGS
Out having a smoke.

FISHER
You got a count on the final take?

CARTER
Best I can tell seven million, give 
or take a few grand.

FISHER
After Quinn’s split, that’s over a 
mil a piece.

BIGGS (O.S.)
That’s where you got it wrong. 
That’s seven mil for me, and shit 
for you.
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Fisher, Carter, and Worm look up to find Biggs with SIX THUGS 
behind him, guns drawn.

WORM
You mother fucker.

Biggs flashes a big shit eating grin.

LATER

Worm, Carter, and Fisher are tied up around a support beam. 
Biggs and the Thugs stuff money into canvas bags.

FISHER
You were the only one I wasn’t one 
hundred percent on.

BIGGS
Yeah, that shit sucks, don’t it? 
Boy genius here forgot to plan for 
an inside job.

The last of the money is stuffed into a bag.

BIGGS (CONT’D)
Put them shits in the car.

FISHER
This wasn’t you. You’re not smart 
enough to get in with a crew and 
sit tight until the right score 
comes along. You can’t think that 
far ahead.

BIGGS
I’m not as dumb as you think.

FISHER
Of course you are. Why do you think 
you were the driver? You always 
make the dumbest person in the crew 
drive.

BIGGS
Oh yeah? If you’re so smart then 
how come you didn’t know I was 
working for Cipriani?

Sudden silence. Even the Thugs know Biggs just slipped up 
big. His face beat red, Biggs points the gun at Fisher. He 
wants to shoot. Save face. But he holds back. Lowers his gun.

BIGGS (CONT’D)
Come on. 
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Biggs and the goons head out. 

WORM
Fucking Michael Cipriani? Shit man, 
that’s just wrong.

CARTER
For Christ’s sake Fisher, what are 
we gonna do now?

FISHER
Nothing. You don’t go up to the 
head of the Detroit Partnership and 
ask for your money back. We got 
played. Plain and simple. 

INT. GREEK RESTAURANT - NIGHT

The place is little more than a cook line and some bar 
stools. Koteric tears into a gyro, heavy on the sauce.

His cell rings. He answers.

KOTERIC
Yeah?

INT. NORMAN’S CONDO - NIGHT

Lim standing in the doorway to the kitchen.

LIM
We found the missing guard from 
Union Federal. Looks like Garnier’s 
men found him first.

Lim takes a step out of the archway revealing Norman tied to 
a chair, beaten and bloody, gunshot to his forehead. 

INT. FISHER’S FLAT - NIGHT

Fisher, Worm, and Carter are still tied up. 

CARTER
When’s Quinn supposed to be here?

FISHER
Rendezvous was at nine.

CARTER
It past that by now. What if 
something happened? 
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What if Biggs got him? Fuck man, 
we’re gonna be stuck here. I don’t 
want to die tied up to a poll.

WORM
Carter man, calm down. Nothin’ 
happened. He’ll be here.

Some car headlights though the windows.

WORM (CONT’D)
See? What’d I tell you?

The lights cut off. After a moment the door at the far side 
opens up, someone comes inside. Foot steps coming closer.

FISHER
Quinn, am I glad to see you.

Roland, Bruce, Isaac, and Vasser steps into a ray of 
moonlight. 

VASSER
Bonsoir.

INT. DARK ROOM - NIGHT

Fisher’s punched in the face by Bruce. By the looks of 
Bruce’s shirt and hands, he’s been at this for a while. 

Vasser sits on a nearby chair eating an orange. Roland next 
to him smoking.

VASSER
Where’s the money?

Fisher takes a second to spit out some blood. He looks down 
at the charred floor underneath him. The remnants of Derrick. 

FISHER
I told you. We don’t have it.

Bruce looks over to Roland. Roland nods. Bruce lays into 
Fisher again, cutting his eyebrow wide open.

Vasser chows down on a juicy slice, licking his fingers.

VASSER
Where’s the money?

FISHER
There is no fucking money!
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Isaac opens the rusty metal door.

ISAAC (IN FRENCH) 
Garnier’s here.

INT. SHIPPING WAREHOUSE - NIGHT

Rows and rows of storage scaffolding. Isaac and Vasser sit on 
some crates. Roland leans against the wall near the doorway.

Carter, Worm, and Quinn all tied to chairs. Their faces 
bruised and cut. Shirts stained with blood. Bruce drops 
Fisher in his chair next to Quinn. 

FISHER
Thanks for ratting us out fatty.

QUINN
They had Lisa and the kids.

A door opens. The silhouette of a man steps through. He 
lights up a cigarette. It's Garnier. He walks over to Roland. 

Garnier and Roland converse in French.

GARNIER
So?

ROLAND
Same story from all of them. 

GARNIER
You believe them?

ROLAND
Searched their places. Nothing. No 
way they moved the money that fast. 
And considering we found them tied 
up, I’m willing to give them the 
benefit of the doubt.

WITH FISHER

Quinn leans over to whisper to Fisher.

QUINN
You know these guys?

FISHER
Not a clue.

WITH ROLAND AND GARNIER
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Roland rubs his nose.

ROLAND
You want me to kill them?

GARNIER
I have something else in mind.

Garnier takes a long drag from his cigarette and looks over 
Fisher’s group. 

GARNIER (CONT’D)
I assume you've found your 
accommodations comfortable?

FISHER
Just peachy.

GARNIER
The money you took belonged to me. 

FISHER
Who the fuck are you?

Garnier smiles.

GARNIER
Louis Garnier, and normally I’d 
kill someone for stealing from me. 
But in your case, I have a 
proposal.

Fisher’s eyes thin.

GARNIER (CONT’D)
You are obviously a very talented 
thief. And I would very much like 
my money back. So if you say 
Cipriani has my money, then I’m 
going to let you get it back for 
me.

Fisher, Carter, Worm, and Quinn’s faces drop.

FISHER
You want us to steal from the head 
of the Detroit Partnership?

GARNIER
Oui.

Fisher smirks.
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FISHER
Then go ahead and kill us man. 
Because even if we pull that off, 
he’ll be the one putting the bullet 
in our heads instead of you.

Garnier takes one more drag of his cigarette, then drops it 
on the floor and puts it out with his foot.

GARNIER
Maybe. But I can most assure you 
that if you decline my offer, your 
heads will not be the only ones I 
put a bullet in. 

EXT. FISHER’S FLAT - DAY

The morning sun flirts with the horizon. Adelina sits on the 
steps of the front stoop.

A van pulls up. The side door opens and Fisher is tossed out. 
Adelina rushes over as the van speeds off. 

ADELINA
Jesus Ryan! Are you hurt? 

She helps Ryan to his feet.

FISHER
I’ve been better.

INT. FISHER’S FLAT - DAY

The place is a mess. Everything is torn up. Glass shattered. 
Furniture overturned. Just a disaster. Adelina puts some 
supplies away in a first aid kit.

BATHROOM

Fisher, his face a combination of band-aids and medical tape, 
pulls the cinder block out. The money he hid away is still 
there. Relieved, he puts the block back.

LIVING ROOM

Fisher walks out and heads over to the sink. He picks up a 
coffee mug and fills it with water.

ADELINA
That was you at Union Federal 
yesterday. Wasn’t it?
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FISHER
I don’t want to talk about it.

ADELINA
Ryan, I was scared. I couldn’t get 
in touch with you. No one knew 
where you were.

FISHER
Things got a bit out of hand.

Adelina gets up and walks over to Fisher.

ADELINA
You show up looking half dead and 
all you can say was it got ‘a bit 
out of hand’? 

Adelina she puts her arms around his waist. She looks up at 
him, but Fisher won’t make eye contact.

ADELINA (CONT’D)
I don’t want you doing this 
anymore. 

FISHER
I don’t really have a choice.

ADELINA
We’ll get you a job doing something 
else. 

FISHER
Like what? Security? Transit? Some 
union gig at one of the plants? I’d 
last an hour before punching my 
boss in the face.

ADELINA
You told me you felt like there was 
something else you should be doing. 

FISHER
I know what I said. 

ADELINA
Then god damn do it already! If I 
wanted to be with a thief I’d could 
just date one of my father’s thugs.

Fisher takes a sip of his water, pauses. Looks her in the 
eyes.
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FISHER
How do I know you’re not fucking 
one of them already? 

Adelina smacks him. She takes a step back, her gaze like 
daggers. She grabs her purse and storms off. 

Fisher knows he pushed too hard.

FISHER (CONT’D)
Adelina wait...

She slams the door behind her.

EXT. PARK VIEW RETIREMENT HOME - DAY

Fisher and Manny sit at the same bench by the pond as before. 
Manny tosses the ducks some popcorn.

Fisher’s face still banged up.

MANNY
You think this Garnier fella will 
keep his word?

FISHER
I can’t risk it if he doesn’t. 
Something happens to me Shawn’s as 
good as... well, you know my ma.

Manny nods.

MANNY
It’s a tough hand kid.

FISHER
I just wish I had a card to play. 

Manny tosses some more popcorn to the ducks, thinking.

MANNY
You know why you come to your 
grandpa for advice?

FISHER
Enlighten me.

MANNY
Because no one else has the balls 
to tell you to quit being a pussy. 
You’ve got a card to play. You just 
don’t want to play it.
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Fisher doesn't look thrilled at what Manny is getting at. 

FISHER
Gramps, that son of a bitch put my 
pops away. You think he’s gonna--

MANNY
I know what he did. But he’s still 
family. And he’s the only one who 
can get you out of this.

EXT. MIDDLE SCHOOL - DAY

A set of large blue doors are one of the few accents on the 
otherwise generic looking school. 

Fisher sits in an old red Trans AM across the street, cell 
phone to his ear. His face still bruised up.

TRANS AM

Fisher turns down the radio.

FISHER
Just make sure Dr. Bram knows I 
wired the money to the hospital. 

The school bell rings and Fisher watches as STUDENTS start to 
pour out of the doors.

FISHER (CONT’D)
I understand that ma’am. Just tell 
him Shawn Fisher’s account was 
paid. Can you do that for me?

Fisher looks through the crowd of kids until he spots Shawn. 
His bald head and pale skin stick out like a sore thumb.

FISHER (CONT’D)
Thanks.

Fisher ends the call and honks the horn. Shawn spots Fisher’s 
car and his face lights up.

EXT. LAKE SIDE PICNIC AREA - DAY

Fisher and Shawn sit on a picnic bench eating hotdogs. Across 
the river is a view of the downtown Detroit skyline. A small 
grill nearby smokes with a few more dogs.

Fisher hands a gift box to Shawn.
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FISHER
Happy birthday bud.

SHAWN
A present? Thanks man!

Shawn unwraps the box and opens it to discover a stack of 
Superman comic books, each in their own protective bag. He 
looks a little let down.

SHAWN (CONT’D)
Comics?

FISHER
Not just any comics. The first 
editions of each of the Death of 
Superman series.

SHAWN
Wait, what? You can’t kill 
Superman.

FISHER
Only happened once. About when I 
was your age. It was all over the 
news and everything.

Shawn takes out one of the comics. It’s a black bag with a 
bleeding red Superman crest on it.

SHAWN
What’s this one?

FISHER
People lined up around the block to 
buy that when it came out. That’s 
the one where he dies. 

Shawn’s face grows somber, heavy. He starts to cry.

SHAWN
I’m going to die. 

Fisher does his best to act like that’s absurd.

FISHER
Wait. What? No. No, you’re not 
buddy. Why would you think that?

SHAWN
All the chemo does is make me feel 
sicker. Mom says the hospital isn’t 
going to treat me anymore.
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That last part causes Fisher to clench his fist, but he keeps 
his cool.

FISHER
Yeah, well, ma don’t know what 
she’s talking about. I spoke to the 
hospital today and you’re still on 
in two weeks.

Tears roll down Shawn’s cheeks.

SHAWN
Everyone else is going to summer 
camp. Or roller skating. Or playing 
soccer. All I get to do is stay 
inside and read comics. 

Fisher takes Shawn under his arm. He rubs his head.

FISHER
Life sucks like that sometimes.

SHAWN
I wish we could just move somewhere 
far away. Somewhere we could just 
start over.

FISHER
Like where?

Shawn sits, sniffs, and rubs his eyes, the tears easing up.

SHAWN
Santa Monica. That’s where all my 
skateboarding DVDs are all shot in 
Santa Monica. I want to live there.

FISHER
Beach front property in California 
ain’t exactly cheap bud.

SHAWN
You know what I mean. This place 
sucks. 

Fisher pauses... a realization pops into his head. 

FISHER
I shouldn’t tell you this, but 
something big is coming up. 
Something that’s going to affect 
all of us. You. Me. Ma. Even Uncle 
Mike. 
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Shawn wasn’t execting to hear that.

SHAWN
Uncle Mike? What is it?

FISHER
I can’t talk about it right now. 
But if everything works out, we’re 
gonna be going somewhere far away. 
And I’ll do my best to make sure we 
get to start over in Santa Monica.

Shawn snaps up faster than a dog who hears the word “treat.”

SHAWN
Promise?

FISHER
Promise.

EXT. BELLE ISLE ZOO - LLAMA EXHIBIT - DAY

Fisher leans against the rail watching the llamas move about. 
Koteric walks up and leans against the rail next to him.

KOTERIC
Never picked you for a llama guy.

Koteric lights a cigarette.

FISHER
Louis Garnier.

KOTERIC
What about him?

FISHER
He’s the point guy for the Laroque 
cartel here in Detroit, right?

KOTERIC
And Windsor, and Saginaw, and a 
bunch of other places. What’s your 
point?

FISHER
You’ve been after him for a while.

KOTERIC
You got something?
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FISHER
Not something. Him. I can give you 
a time and a place. All you need to 
do is show up and nail his ass.

KOTERIC
This legit?

FISHER
As straight as it comes. It was my 
crew that hit Union Federal.

Koteric puts his hand to his head in frustration. Fisher 
talks louder to make his point.

FISHER (CONT’D)
And as much as it fucking kills me 
to do this Mike, I need your help.

Koteric takes a drag on his cigarette.

KOTERIC
Like father like son. This is just 
so God damn priceless. You had no 
idea that was Laroque cartel dough?

FISHER
As far as we knew we were just 
snatching a big ass cash 
withdrawal. Bank insured. A day 
later everyone gets their money 
back. Just a simple score. 

KOTERIC
What do you want?

FISHER
Total package for me, Shawn, and 
ma. Relocation to Santa Monica or 
somewhere close. New jobs. New 
names. Everything. 

KOTERIC
I can’t guarantee any of that. 
Relocation doesn’t work that way.

FISHER
Then this shit don’t happen. That’s 
my offer Mike. 

Koteric takes a long drag of his cigarette.
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KOTERIC
Alright, alright. I’ll talk to my 
heads and see what I can do.

FISHER
When I know where and what Garnier 
wants, I’ll let you know.

INT. ELABORATE HALL - DAY

Twenty foot ceilings. Rosewood trim. The place reeks of old 
money and an era of luxury long since gone from Detroit. 

Various HIGH SOCIETY TYPES mill about. 

Sitting in the front row is Cipriani and Winston. TWO THUGS 
stand against the wall nearby. 

CIPRIANI
I’m getting real tired of all these 
bullshit family heirlooms and 
whatnot. When’s the good shit start 
coming up?

WINSTON
Soon.

Garnier and Isaac walk in, taking two empty seats at the rear 
of the room. One of the thugs spots Garnier. He leans over  
and whispers something to Cipriani and Winston.

They turn and look back.

CIPRIANI
Frenchie? God damn it. 

WINSTON
They’re here for the Goodridge.

CIPRIANI
The what?

WINSTON
The next item up. You want to piss 
him off, buy this.

Cipriani smirks as a stuffy looking AUCTIONEER walks to the 
podium. Everyone takes to their seat gives him their 
attention.
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AUCTIONEER
Our next item is a self portrait 
from famed French Canadian painter 
William Goodridge Roberts.

An ASSISTANT places a painting of a man sitting in a chair in 
the act of painting himself.

AUCTIONEER (CONT’D)
The bidding will start at four 
million dollars.

Someone in the crowd immediately signals.

AUCTIONEER (CONT’D)
Four million, do I hear four and a 
half... four and a half million?

Someone signals.

AUCTIONEER (CONT’D)
Four and a half, do I hear five?

Isaac signals.

AUCTIONEER (CONT’D)
Five million... do I hear Five and 
a half?

CIPRIANI
Six million.

AUCTIONEER
Six, we have six million.

ISAAC
Six and a quarter.

CIPRIANI
Seven million.

Cipriani leans over to Winston.

CIPRIANI (CONT’D)
We got the money to blow, right? 
Might as well use it.

AUCTIONEER
Seven million from the man in the 
front. Do I hear eight?

Isaac goes to raise his arm, but Garnier waves him off. A 
conniving smile crests his lips.
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GARNIER (IN FRENCH) 
Let him have it.

AUCTIONEER
Seven million going once. Going 
twice. Sold to the man in the front 
row.

Cipriani grins ear to ear.

EXT. PARKING LOT - DAY

Garnier and Isaac walk through the parking lot, flanked by 
Bruce and SEVERAL THUGS. Cipriani and his CREW loiter in 
front of two black Cadillacs.

Garnier and company approach.

CIPRIANI
My condolences on the painting.

Garnier’s crew stop. Bruce stares at Cipriani and growls. 

GARNIER
Please, enjoy it. Goodridge is one 
of the greatest artists the 
Québécois have ever produced. 

CIPRIANI
I got the perfect spot for it. 
Right over the john in my office.

Cipriani’s men erupt into laughter. Bruce growls again.

BRUCE (IN FRENCH)
Just give me the chance and I can 
end this ugly dago wop right now.

Cipriani and his crew don’t look happy they can’t understand 
what Bruce said. A few of them put their hands on their guns. 

CIPRIANI
What the fuck did that frog eater 
just say?

Garnier holds up his finger and Bruce backs down.

GARNIER
He was just saying how much of a 
waste that would be. It was good 
seeing you again Michael.

Garnier and his men walk off.
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GARNIER  (IN FRENCH) (CONT’D)
Isaac, call Roland. I’ve got a 
change of plans for Fisher.

EXT. OFFICE BUILDING - DAY

A ten story generic looking office building.

INT. OFFICE BUILDING - EMPTY FLOOR

White everywhere. Place is a blank slate. A corporate table 
in the middle. Papers and schematics spread out across it.

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

WORM
You want us to rob Metro Bank and 
Trust? I knew all 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 cased the place 
once before. It’s a fortress. You 
ain’t cracking the network 
encryption. Security system is a 
rock. Sorry. Can’t be done.

FISHER
What’s the score?

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

Roland points to a picture. It’s the painting from the 
auction. HEADLINE READS: Canadian Artist Sets Record.

WORM
A fucking painting?

FISHER
How can we be sure it’s there?

ROLAND
Cipriani is like a dog. He loves 
routine. Never breaks from it. 
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When he buys a piece at auction, he 
stores it in his vault room until 
it can be insured. 

Roland points to vault room 1136.

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

FISHER
Can I take this?

ROLAND
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 H.V.A.C. units they’re 
running on this place.

EXT. GREEK TOWN PEOPLE MOVER STATION - NIGHT

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

KOTERIC
A painting?

FISHER
That’s what he wants.

Koteric takes a drag.

KOTERIC
You know for sure he’ll be at the 
hand off?

FISHER
Nope. Don’t even know when it is. 

KOTERIC
If he ain’t there, we just follow 
the painting until it leads back to 
him. We have to bag him after the 
hand off. Anything before and he 
walks come his court date, maybe 
earlier.

Koteric takes another drag.
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KOTERIC (CONT’D)
How sure you can crack the vault?

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

INT. MIXED MARTIAL ARTS GYM - DAY

Fisher makes his way to the front counter to talk to DRE, 20s 
-- so big that ‘huge’ is an understatement.

DRE
Fish, my man! How you been?

FISHER
Good.... good... 

Fisher leans on the counter and hushes his voice.

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

EXT. DETROIT CITY ROOFTOPS - NIGHT

A black helicopter flies over the lit up Detroit skyline.

INT. HELICOPTER - NIGHT

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

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

Fisher clicks his flashlight on and off three times.

PILOT
Five, ten minutes tops before the 
sky cops start giving me shit.

Fisher moves to the back and opens a side door. He grabs a 
rope and repels from the chopper to the rooftop below.

EXT. ROOFTOP - NIGHT

Fisher clicks his flashlight twice. The chopper floats off.
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Fisher takes out some schematics. A quick check. His eyes 
scan the roof until he finds a large intake vent cover.

Fisher heads to the vent. Removes the cover. Hooks a tow rope 
to a nearby pipe. Goes inside.

INT. FEEDER VENT - NIGHT

Fisher worms himself through the vents. A constant industrial 
hum growing louder the deeper he gets.

He comes to a drop vent leading down. The source of the 
humming below. A large intake fan sucking air like a turbine. 

INT. CHOPPER - NIGHT

The Pilot continues to circle. Another helicopter off in the 
distance closing. Unmistakable blue and red lights flashing. 
The cops.

PILOT
Shit.

INT. DOWN VENT - NIGHT

Fisher begins to lower himself down the vent face first. The 
lower he gets, the more the intake fan pulls at his clothes. 

He lowers himself into the fan chamber. The suction pulls on 
his jumpsuit. A tight fit. But enough room for Fisher to 
maneuver himself.

EXT. ROOFTOP - NIGHT

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

INT. FAN CHAMBER - NIGHT

Fisher takes a device from a bag tied to his waist. He 
attaches it to the vent near the giant fan blade. He flicks a 
switch and a small red light start to blink.

Fisher grabs onto the tow rope and pulls himself up the vent.

EXT. ROOFTOP - NIGHT

The pipe comes unhinged. The tow rope snaps lose.
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INT. DOWN VENT - NIGHT

Fisher suddenly slides down the vent. He presses his feet 
against the vent sides. He stops with an inch to spare.

But it’s not enough. He slips just a little bit and his legs 
dangle into the fan chamber. The heel of his boot is sliced 
off and sucked into the fan. 

The rubber clanks as it ricochets off the ducts downstream.

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

INT. CHOPPER - NIGHT

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

PILOT
Damn it Fisher, come on!

Then he spots it. Three flashes from the rooftop below.

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

EXT. ROOFTOP - NIGHT

Fisher screws the vent cover back on. The chopper pulls 
overhead. A rope drops down. Fisher grabs it. The chopper 
lifts him away as he dangles over the buildings below.

INT. CHOPPER - NIGHT

The Pilot maneuvers behind a skyscraper, blocking the view of 
the approaching Police Chopper. The cable feeder pulls Fisher 
into the cabin.

The Police Chopper comes around the skyscraper.

CHOPPER RADIO
This is restricted airspace.

The Pilot covers his radio microphone.

PILOT
Wave.

Fisher straps himself into the front seat.
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FISHER
What?

PILOT
Fucking wave to the cops.

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

PILOT (CONT’D)
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
No problem officer. Sorry about 
that. We’re leaving now.

EXT. TRAVIS BURGER - NIGHT

Fisher leans on Adelina’s car as she leaves the restaurant. 

ADELINA
I don’t want to talk to you.

FISHER
Just give me a second.

ADELINA
No.

Adelina opens her car door but Fisher pushes it shut.

ADELINA (CONT’D)
I said I don’t want to talk to you!

FISHER
One minute. That’s all I ask.

Adelina crosses her arms.

ADELINA
Go. Fine. Whatever.

Fisher takes a moment, then lays it all out.

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

ADELINA
I don’t believe you.

FISHER
White picket fences. Regular nine 
to five. Kids. A dog. All that 
shit. Just like we talked about.

A skeptical look from Adelina.

FISHER (CONT’D)
Just think it over.

Fisher heads to his car.

ADELINA
Yes.

Fisher turns.

FISHER
What?

ADELINA
I’d go with you.

Fisher walks over to her and they embrace.

INT. FISHER’S FLAT - SHOP AREA - DAY

Adelina meanders about wearing nothing more than one of 
Fisher’s button up shirts. She sips on a hot cup of coffee.

A vehicle with a long black tarp covering it. Her finger 
traces the body line from trunk to hood. She is about to pull 
the tarp back --

FISHER (O.S.)
I wouldn’t do that.

Adelina jumps, spills some of her coffee. She turns to find 
Fisher, sporting only jeans, t-shirt in hand.

ADELINA
You suck!
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FISHER
No one’s allowed to look at her 
yet. Not until I’ve got a reason to 
let her loose.

Fisher pulls on the shirt.

ADELINA
You’re a weird man Ryan Fisher.

Fisher walks over and gives Adelina a kiss. They wrap up in 
each other’s arms.

FISHER
You gonna be okay with this?

ADELINA
Did I not tell you I was last 
night?

FISHER
I want to be sure. Might be a while 
before I can call, tell you where I 
am. Weeks. Maybe months.

ADELINA
I’m sure. 

They kiss again.

ADELINA (CONT’D)
Just... be careful. 

FISHER
Six more hours and you’ll never 
have to say that again.

INT. SCHOOL GYMNASIUM - DAY

Technically a science fair. The turnout and projects are 
lackluster. Signs and poster boards full of spelling errors. 

Fisher surprises Shawn at his table. His project and poster 
boards outline how magnets can be used to propel objects.

FISHER
Best project here.

SHAWN
Shut up. You’re just saying that 
because you’re my brother.
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Fisher points to the first place ribbon pinned to the front 
of Shawn’s table. 

Shawn blushes a bit.

FISHER
Ma didn’t show did she?

SHAWN
The fair is still open for another 
hour...

Fisher looks at Shawn and shakes his head. They both know 
Cindy won’t be making it. He takes Shawn aside. Slips a wad 
of cash into Shawn’s coat pocket. 

SHAWN (CONT’D)
Ryan, what --

FISHER
Take it. Don’t tell anyone you have 
it. 

Shawn nods. 

FISHER (CONT’D)
If you don’t hear from me by 
tomorrow, take the money and call 
this number. 

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

FISHER (CONT’D)
Tell her you’re my brother. She’ll 
know what to do.

SHAWN
I don’t understand.

FISHER
I told you something big was going 
to happen. This is it. Just trust 
me.

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

SHAWN
Okay.
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INT. METRO BANK AND TRUST - PRESIDENT’S OFFICE - DAY

Behind a generic wood veneer office desk sits, as his name 
plate proudly declares, the BANK PRESIDENT, 50s -- over 
weight, sporting a comb over that’s not fooling anybody.

INT. FAN CHAMBER - DAY

A red light on the device Fisher planted blinks silently.

INT. LOBBY - DAY

Just like any other day. PATRONS queue up to see the TELLERS. 
A SECURITY GUARD reads the paper in the corner.

INT. FAN CHAMBER - DAY

The device stops blinking. A beep. A Grey cloud of smoke 
pours out. It’s sucked into the vents by the intake fan.

INT. PRESIDENT’S OFFICE - DAY

Smoke seeps out from a vent above the Bank President’s head. 
He sniffs. Sniffs again. He looks up and spots the smoke.

BANK PRESIDENT
Christ.

EXT. METRO BANK AND TRUST - DAY

A red Ford E-150 van sits at the curb across the street.

INT. VAN - DAY

Carter watches over a laptop screen as various lines of 
information scroll up a text box. Fisher and Worm watching 
from behind.

CARTER
Fire alarm pulled. As far as they 
know, D.F.D. is on the way. I still 
can’t believe we’re doing this.

FISHER
Quinn, pull around back.

Quinn starts up the van.
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EXT. METRO BANK AND TRUST - DAY

The bank's employees and patrons are outside on the sidewalk. 
The fire alarm still rings inside.

Three FIREMEN come running around the corner, fully decked 
out in fire department attire, axes, breathing masks, and 
oxygen tanks.

The Bank President is relieved and rushes over to them.

BANK PRESIDENT
Oh thank God you got here so soon.

FIREMAN #1
You’re lucky we had a training 
exercise just a few blocks away. 
They’ll have a truck here soon.

FIREMAN #2 and FIREMAN #3 head right into the bank.

FIREMAN #1 (CONT’D)
I need you to come inside with us.

BANK PRESIDENT
You need me to come inside?

FIREMAN #1
We don’t know the building. I’ll 
need you to point some things out.

BANK PRESIDENT
Okay. Sure, yeah.

The Bank President heads inside with Fireman #1. He hands the 
Bank President a portable breathing mask.

FIREMAN #1
Use this.

The Bank President does as he’s told.

INT. LOBBY - DAY

The fire alarm continues to ring, echoing through the bank.

Fireman #1 and the Bank President walk into the lobby, 
Fireman #2 and #3 chain the front doors shut.

BANK PRESIDENT
What are they--
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FIREMAN #1
Standard procedure sir. We don’t 
want to risk anyone else coming in. 
We’ll unlock them when the truck 
arrives.

Smoke continues to flow out from the vents. Fireman #1 looks 
around, taking everything in. He goes to the wall, and starts 
to follow it. The Bank Manager watches intently.

FIREMAN #1 (CONT’D)
Looks like the fire is coming from 
the heating system. The smoke’s 
probably getting sucked in through 
an intake vent. 

Fireman #2 and #3, finished at the front door, come over to 
join Fireman #1, who turns to the Bank President.

FIREMAN #1 (CONT’D)
I need to get inside your vault.

The Bank President doesn’t like that idea.

BANK PRESIDENT
I don’t see why you need to get 
into the--

FIREMAN #1
Is your vault climate controlled? 

BANK PRESIDENT
Of course.

FIREMAN #1
This smoke could be the contents of 
that vault burning to a crisp. Do 
you want to tell the press  
priceless artwork, statues, and 
jewelry went up in flames because 
you wouldn’t open the door?

BANK PRESIDENT
No, no, no, of course not.

FIREMAN #1
Then open the God damn vault.

Flustered, the Bank President moves into the vault room, the 
Firemen follow.

VAULT ROOM
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The Bank President unlocks the vault and pulls the door open. 
Inside it’s still. Smokeless. Flawless. Pristine. Just 
stainless steel doors with deadbolt locks on them.

BANK PRESIDENT
There’s no...

The Bank President’s eyes roll back in his head and he 
collapses. 

Fireman #2 then takes off his breathing mask, it’s Worm.

WORM
Don’t get any closer than that. We 
got two, maybe three minutes until 
he wakes up.

The smoke stops coming out of the vents. 

Carter and Fisher take off their breathing masks as well. The 
trio put on black ski masks.

FISHER
Worm, get into chamber one one 
three six. 

Worm takes off his fire coat to reveal a utility vest full of 
tools, gizmos, and lock picking gear. He and Fisher rush into 
the vault.

Carter, crouched against the wall, peeks around the corner 
and spots two POLICE OFFICERS trying to open the front doors.

CARTER
We’ve got company!

Carter turns over a desk and slides it up against the doors.

VAULT

Worm works on the lock to compartment 1136. 

WORM
Almost there.

Fisher grabs his walkie talkie.

INT. VAN - DAY

Quinn monitors various scanners for activity.

WALKIE TALKIE
Quinn!
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Quinn jumps and grabs his walkie.

QUINN
Yeah?

WALKIE TALKIE
You getting anything on the 
scanners because we’ve got bluemen 
out front.

Quinn looks confused.

QUINN
Nothing over the radios. Might be 
just a random unit.

INT. VAULT - DAY

Worm pops the lock and pulls the compartment door open. It’s 
the size of a walk in closet. Small boxes. Statues. Vases. 

The Goodridge painting leans against the wall in the back. 
Fisher heads in and grabs it.

VAULT ROOM 

Carter tries to stack another desk on top as the Police try 
to break the glass on the doors.

CARTER
Fisher, hurry up man! They’re gonna 
start shooting!

Fisher comes out, Worm in tow, the Goodridge painting under 
his arm. They beeline for the back door.

FISHER
Let’s move, let’s fucking go! 

Fisher grabs his walkie with his free hand.

FISHER (CONT’D)
Quinn, your ass had better be 
waiting on the other side of the 
door when I open it.

Worm kicks the door open and sure enough the Van is waiting, 
back doors already open. The trio hop in just as the police 
break through the front door.
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EXT. BACK ALLEY - DAY

The van drives off as Carter pulls the doors shut. 

Two fire engines, lights and horns blazing, pass by.

INT. LONG HALLWAY - DAY

Heavy footsteps over white and black marble squares leading 
to a set into --

INT. GARNIER’S OFFICE - DAY

Large tile floor. Rosewood paneling and shelves. Garnier 
looks up from behind a large executive desk, a plate of crab 
legs in front of him.

ROLAND (IN FRENCH)
He’s got it.

Garnier finishes chewing and takes a sip of water.

GARNIER (IN FRENCH)
The drop is at the old Packard 
Plant at midnight.

INT. D.P.D. BRIEFING ROOM - NIGHT

The POLICE CAPTAIN, 60s -- grayed and experienced face, 
addresses a room of twenty POLICE OFFICERS. 

Koteric stands behind the Captain, arms crossed. Detective 
Lim next to him.

POLICE CAPTAIN
Tonight’s gonna be a joint D.P.D. 
F.B.I. gig.

Some of the POLICE OFFICERS groan.

POLICE CAPTAIN (CONT’D)
Quit your bitching. This might be 
the F.B.I.’s gig, but it’ll be our 
guys calling the shots. I’m turning 
it over to Special Agent Koteric, 
and I don’t want to hear any of you 
girls crying about it.

The Captain takes a step back and Koteric takes the podium.

69.



KOTERIC
You all know about the robbery at 
Metro Bank and Trust today. The 
thieves took one item, and one item 
only, a painting worth seven 
million dollars.

A FAT POLICEMAN in the back doesn’t want to hear it.

FAT POLICEMAN
This is all about that God damn 
painting?

The Police Captain points at the Fat Policeman.

POLICE CAPTAIN
Buchannan, shut it.

KOTERIC
What chubs in the back doesn’t 
realize is that painting has a real 
special buyer. And we’ve got a damn 
good tip on where the hand off is 
gonna take place.

A YOUNG COP decides to prod a bit.

YOUNG COP
With this much firepower, it’s got 
to be someone big.

KOTERIC
The buyer, boys and girls, happens 
to be one Louis Garnier. Point man 
for the Laroque drug cartel here in 
the metro.

The cops weren’t expecting that. The mood of the room shifts 
from boredom to excitement.

EXT. PACKARD PLANT - NIGHT

Two large brick industrial buildings straddle an aging four 
lane street. A decrepit traverse bridges the two buildings. 

The letters “Mo or City In u tr Park" on the traverse is all 
that’s left of a once proud manufacturing facility.

Fisher’s Trans Am comes to a stop in front of one of the 
buildings, the lights and motor cut off.
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INT. FISHER’S CAR - NIGHT

Fisher driving. Worm in shotgun, looks around suspicious.

WORM
I don’t like this shit.

FISHER
Just sit tight. They said to pull 
up and wait for their signal.

INT. CARTER’S HOUSE - NIGHT

Carter sits with his dogs, rocking, nervous. A phone on a 
table in front of him.

INT. QUINN’S HOUSE - NIGHT

Quinn sits on an aging lazy boy sipping scotch.

EXT. PACKARD PLANT - ROOFTOPS - NIGHT

Some SWAT sharpshooters positioned on the roof.

INT. PACKARD PLANT - NIGHT

Cement floor. Old machines missing parts. Faded paint. It 
looks every bit the part of an abandoned auto plant. 

SWAT members have taken positions against the wall.

INT. SURVEILLANCE VAN - NIGHT

Koteric and FBI AGENTS sit. Watching video feeds. Listening.

EXT. PACKARD PLANT - NIGHT

A late model Lincoln Town Car pulls up and stops about fifty 
yards in front of the Trans Am. It turns it's lights off. 
Then flashes them three times.

INT. FISHER’S CAR - NIGHT

Fisher takes a deep breath as his phone rings. He answers.

FISHER
Yeah... but I... fine.
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Fisher ends the call.

WORM
(off Fisher)

What?

FISHER
They want you to do the handoff.

WORM
God damn it.

EXT. ROOFTOP - NIGHT

A SWAT SHARPSHOOTER adjusts the scope on his rifle to peer 
into the Town Car. Frustrated he radios in.

SHARPSHOOTER
The tint on the car is too dark. I 
can’t get a fix on who’s inside.

INT. CARTER’S HOUSE - NIGHT

Carter continues to stare at his phone. His dogs start 
barking up a storm and run to the front of the house.

After a moment one of them yelps. Carter’s eyes go wide.

EXT. PACKARD PLANT - NIGHT

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

INT. SURVEILLANCE VAN - NIGHT

Koteric watches a video feed of Worm walking. Koteric grabs a 
nearby microphone.

KOTERIC
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.
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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 - NIGHT

Worm closes in on the Town Car. 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 Town Car, looks up from his scope and radios in.

SHARPSHOOTER
There isn’t anyone --

STREET

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

WORM
...inside. What the fuck?

INT. SHAWN’S BEDROOM - NIGHT

Shawn is reading Superman #75, his fingers holding on tightly 
to the cover with a ragged Superman cape flapping from a 
stick in the ground. 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. A MAN 
goes running off into the shadows.

INT. FISHER’S CAR - NIGHT

Fisher spots the Man running from the car.
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Worm yells back to Fisher.

WORM
There isn’t anyone inside.

Fisher leans out his car window.

FISHER
Run!

Fisher can only watch as --

BOOM!

The Town Car goes up in a massive explosion. Fisher’s car 
flips over. Windows at the Packard Plant shatter.

Koteric and the D.P.D. officers rush in. But there's nothing 
to save. Worm, the painting, the Town Car, it's all gone.

Koteric and a few of the men run pull Fisher out of his car. 

Fisher’s banged up pretty bad. Ears bleeding. He tries to 
stand up, but stumbles. Koteric catches him. 

FISHER (CONT’D)
...Shawn and ma.

KOTERIC
We’ve got two men stationed there.

Fisher looks Koteric in the eye.

FISHER
Garnier’s gonna come for them. We 
gotta go Mike. We gotta get them 
outta there.

Koteric grabs a nearby PATROLMAN.

KOTERIC
Take him to six fourteen Slater 
street. Now!

The Patrolman helps Fisher away.

KOTERIC (CONT’D)
I’ll catch up with you.

EXT. RUN DOWN DUPLEX - NIGHT

Flashing lights. TV CREW. Cops. A serious crime scene. Two 
FBI agents in a car out front both shot in the head.
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INT. RUN DOWN DUPLEX - KITCHEN - NIGHT

Koteric watches a CSI UNIT work over Cindy’s dead body. 
Bullet hole in her chest and forehead. A shattered bottle of 
scotch on the floor.

INT. SHAWN’S BEDROOM - NIGHT

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. Koteric holds back tears.

Fisher sitting against the wall, head down. 

Neither of them say a word.

EXT. CEMETERY - DAY

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

Fisher sits in the front row, Adelina next to him. Koteric a 
few seats down. Manny and some other FAMILY AND FRIENDS. 

Fisher stares at Shawn’s casket. His eyes red, tired.

NEARBY RIDGE

Vasser lowers a set of binoculars. He’s been watching.

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. It’s Roland. Slowly and quietly, he 
cocks his hand gun. 

EXT. LAKE SIDE PICNIC AREA - DAY

A tow truck pulls the E-150 from the water. The body inside 
is handcuffed to the steering wheel. It’s 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...
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FEMALE REPORTER
We’re live on the scene at Belle 
Isle this morning where a van was 
found submerged in Lake Saint 
Clair, a charred body handcuffed to 
the steering wheel.

INT. TRAVIS BURGER - DAY

Adelina 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.

Adelina freezes and looks over at the TV. 

ON THE TV: A head shot of Fisher in full Ranger formal 
uniform.

Adelina 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 evening’s Detroit Tiger’s game.

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

MANNY
One week... Daughter in law. 
Grandsons. All of ‘em, gone. 

He looks up at the ceiling. As if to a higher power.

MANNY (CONT’D)
I’m ready when you are.

FISHER (O.S.)
Don’t buy your casket just yet.

Manny about jumps out of his pants. His eyes tear up as he 
spots the grandson he just accepted as dead.

Fisher and Manny hug. 

Manny looks at Fisher, not able to grasp how he’s still 
alive.
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MANNY
How?

EXT. LAKE SIDE PICNIC AREA - NIGHT - FLASHBACK

Fisher sits, whiskey in hand, and stares out into the dark 
river. Roland sneaks up from behind, hand gun at the ready.

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

Roland takes aim. Fisher snaps around and shoots him in the 
face with a taser. Roland drops to the ground shaking.

LATER

Fisher cuffs Roland’s hands to the steering wheel. He smacks 
Roland’s face until he comes to.

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

Fisher pours whiskey all over Roland. Roland fights and 
struggles, spitting at Fisher.

Fisher flicks open a Zippo lighter.

LATER

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

FISHER (V.O.)
And let him burn.

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

Manny looks both surprised and concerned.

FISHER
They think I’m dead. That buys me 
some time. I need a favor.

MANNY
Sure kid, anything.

FISHER
Guns. I don’t care where. Someone 
you trust. Someone not connected.

Manny thinks.
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MANNY
Guys out in Utica. Romanians. 
They’ll take care of you.

Manny goes to a shelf and writes a number down.

MANNY (CONT’D)
You need anything else? Money? Car?

FISHER
No.

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

MANNY
Ryan, wait.

Fisher looks back.

MANNY (CONT’D)
You make those fuckers eat it, 
hard. You hear me? Every last one.

A simple nod from Fisher, and he disappears into the darkness 
outside.

Manny plops down in a chair. Lets out a heavy sigh.

MANNY (CONT’D)
Those fellas ain’t got no idea the 
kind of wrath about to head their 
way.

INT. FISHER’S FLAT - NIGHT

Fisher pulls the tarp off the vehicle. It’s a black 1965 
Mustang Fast Back with a white racing stripe.

EXT. FISHER’S FLAT - NIGHT

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 as his flat goes up in flames.

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

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. Private security 
forces in Iraq use it. Stop bullet 
at ten yards. You break rib, but 
you live.

Fisher picks up a G3 assault rifle and tests the trigger.

EXT. SHIPPING CONTAINER - NIGHT

The Arms Dealers watch Fisher leave, carrying two duffle 
bags.

EXT. RIVERSIDE MANSION - FRONT GATE - NIGHT

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

Biggs and VICKS, 20s -- fat and bulky, at the front gate 
smoking. Fisher walks up.

Biggs laughs and looks back to Vicks.

BIGGS
Well look who the fuck it is.

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

Biggs flashes a gun. Fisher is unimpressed.

FISHER
Guard duty at the front gate? 
You’ve obviously been moving up in 
the organization. 

BIGGS
Eat shit.

FISHER
I need to see Cipriani.

Biggs gets right in Fisher’s face and pokes his chest.
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BIGGS
I said fuck off!

Fisher snaps to action and smashes Vicks in the nose, 
dropping him. He Grabs Bigg’s arm, twists it behind his back, 
and has a gun to his temple. 

He speaks slow and steady. In total control.

FISHER
I want to talk to Cipriani.

Biggs nods frantically.

BIGGS
Yeah, yeah -- sure, no problem!

INT. MICHAEL CIPRIANI’S OFFICE - NIGHT

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

CIPRIANI
Your father John was a good man. A 
friend. Didn’t ask questions. Just 
did his job. When that prick uncle 
of yours locked his ass up, all he 
needed to walk was to say my name.

Cipriani takes a seat at the other side of the couch.

FISHER
My father’s no rat.

CIPRIANI
No. He was loyal to the end.

Cipriani sips his drink.

CIPRIANI (CONT’D)
So when I heard about you and 
Adelina I thought, you know, this 
ain’t so bad. I figured any son of 
John’s was bound to be a quality 
kid. And by the looks of it you 
were. Army ranger. Going to 
college. Not in the business. A 
father couldn’t ask for much 
better. But before I know it you’re 
pulling jobs like your old man and 
gramps. 

Winston shakes his head in disapproval.
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CIPRIANI (CONT’D)
So I figure, I’ll teach you a 
lesson. When your big score comes 
along, I’ll be there to take it 
away. Set you back on the straight 
and narrow. Obviously, I can’t help 
but feel at least partially 
responsible for this whole mess. My 
condolences about your family. 

Fisher nods in appreciation.

CIPRIANI (CONT’D)
But this offer of yours...

Cipriani gets up, mulling it over.

CIPRIANI (CONT’D)
I mean, these Laroque fuckers have 
been a major pain in my ass. 
They’re undercutting our deals in 
Florida. They’re taking over our 
suppliers in Canada.

Cipriani looks out a window and across the front lawn.

CIPRIANI (CONT’D)
Twenty years ago this shit woulda’ 
never happened. But now... 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)
So I’m willing to do this on one 
condition.

FISHER
Name it.

CIPRIANI
When it’s done you leave. You take 
Adelina and you get the fuck outta 
Detroit. I don’t care where you go, 
but I don’t want to see your ass 
again. And if you so much as look 
at a bank the wrong way, so help me 
God I will find you, and I will 
shoot you in the face myself.
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Fisher doesn’t answer.

CIPRIANI (CONT’D)
And if you don’t make it back, as 
far as Adelina is concerned, you 
were never here. Your ass drowned 
in the lake. You’re dead.

FISHER
Deal.

Cipriani is all smiles.

CIPRIANI
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
Who killed Quinn! 

Soaked in alcohol, inches from immeasurable pain, Roland 
caves.

ROLAND
Isaac. They sent Isaac.

Fisher lowers the lighter, but only to light a moltov 
cocktail. He tosses it into the van’s cabin.

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

Fisher looks over to Watson.

FISHER
All I got is a name... Isaac.

It clicks with Watson immediately. 

WATSON
Isaac Montpelier. Plays no-limit 
poker with some of Garnier’s hoods 
in Eastpoint. 

EXT. POKER HOUSE - NIGHT

Fisher pulls up to a decrepit colonial style house. THREE 
THUGS smoke cigarettes on the front porch.
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Fisher leaves the Mustang 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. 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 - NIGHT

Isaac and his GOONS on one side of the table. SHAGGY, 20s -- 
thin, dreadlocks, and his HOODS on the other.

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

SHAGGY
I raise. Ten gees.

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

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 Isaac.

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

Isaac looks like he sees a ghost.
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SHAGGY
What the fuck is this? 

(to Isaac)
You know him?

Shaggy’s thugs and Isaac’s goons look uneasy. But no one 
makes a move.

FISHER
He calls.

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

SHAGGY
This is bullshit!

FISHER
Take your winnings Isaac.

Isaac 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 Isaac!

Isaac reaches forward, his fingers inch over the chips. 
Shaggy goes for a gun.

Fisher pulls out two hand guns. He downs Shaggy. His thugs. 
And Isaac’s goons. Leaves Isaac the lone person alive. His 
face spattered with blood.

Fisher 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. The Doorman and two thugs come in. 
The Doorman spots the dead bodies, but not Fisher behind him.

DOORMAN
The fuck is all this?

FISHER
Just a card game.

Fisher shoots the Doorman and the two thugs. 
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FISHER (CONT’D)
Take your winnings Isaac.

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

EXT. SHIP YARD WAREHOUSE - ROOFTOP - NIGHT

Isaac hangs upside down over the edge. Rope tied to his feet. 
It’s strung through a pulley and tied to a pipe nearby. 

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. Who killed Carter?

One strand of the rope twine snaps. Isaac keeps quiet.

FISHER (CONT’D)
Suit yourself.

Fisher starts to walk away.

ISAAC
Wait, wait, wait... Bruce. It was 
Bruce.

FISHER
Bruce got a last name?

ISAAC
Rougeux. Bruce Rougeux.

Fisher makes a call on his cell. Another strand snaps.

FISHER
Anything on a Bruce Rougeux... 
Seven Sins nightclub, got it.

Fisher ends the call.

FISHER (CONT’D)
I’m a man of my word.

He hands the squirt gun to Isaac. Isaac shoots frantic 
squirts and the candle goes out. Isaac relaxes.
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Fisher walks to a thick metal door next to the pipe. He opens 
it and waves back to Isaac.

FISHER (CONT’D)
Adieu.

Fisher slams the door shut. The pipe shakes loose from the 
wall. Isaac falls, smashing into the concrete below.

EXT. SEVEN SINS - NIGHT

TWO DOORMEN at the entrance. A line of SKANKS, EMOS, and 
wanna be HIPSTERS curl around the block. A throbbing baseline 
from inside.

Fisher slips one of the bouncers some money to cut the line.

INT. SEVEN SINS - NIGHT

The club is packed. An INDUSTRIAL TECHNO GROUP plays on a 
stage in the back. The club is decorated with statues and 
paintings that represent the seven deadly sins.

Fisher moves through the club like a snake, weaving in and 
out of the pockets of people. He heads to a set of elevator 
doors guarded by TWO MUSCLED BOUNCERS.

When Fisher arrives both Bouncers step in front of the 
elevator doors.

BOUNCER #1
Private area.

Fisher leans forward and whispers something into Bouncer #1’s 
ear. Bouncer #1 nods and looks over to Bouncer #2.

BOUNCER #2
He’s cool.

They step aside and Fisher enters the elevator doors, a 
painting of “Wrath” above them.

INT. ARENA - NIGHT

A steel cage octagon flanked by stands on all eight sides. 
The crowd is a mix of HIGH SOCIETY TYPES and your average 
STREET HUSTLERS.

Bruce is pummeling a CHUNKY FIGHTER in the middle of the 
ring. The REF separates the two, declaring Bruce the winner. 
Bruce raises his arms and screams in victory.
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INT. LOCKER ROOM - NIGHT

Dark. Dirty. Some old lockers. Just what you’d expect from an 
underground fighting ring.

Bruce wipes sweat and blood from his face with a towel. He 
opens a locker door. A mirror inside reveals Fisher on the 
other end of the room.  But Bruce isn’t startled.

BRUCE (IN FRENCH)
A shame you came back to life only 
to have me to kill you again.

Bruce rushes Fisher, who deftly dodges and keeps his 
distance. Bruce swings his fists, but only hits air.

Bruce rushes Fisher again. Fisher dodges Bruce’s haymaker, 
grabs him, and takes Bruce down to the floor hard. He locks 
on an arm bar in the middle of the locker room floor.

FISHER
My ma and brother... who was it?

Fisher tightens the arm bar. The muscles and tendons around 
Bruce’s elbows bulge and strain.

BRUCE
Fuck you!

With the brute strength alone, Bruce grabs Fisher’s pant leg 
with his free arm and pulls Fisher up and over, forcing him 
to release his grip.

Fisher rolls away and they go toe to toe. Fisher tries 
another take down but Bruce pushes him away.

Bruce launches a flurry of punches and grabs Fisher, slamming 
his back into the lockers. But Fisher sees his opening and 
snaps on a rear naked choke.

FISHER
Who killed them!

Bruce flails. He can’t grab Fisher. Not from this angle.

FISHER (CONT’D)
Answer me!

Almost unable to eek out a breath, Bruce answers.

BRUCE
Vasser... He... did them... both.
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Fisher tightens the choke as hard as he can. His face is beet 
red, the veins in his forehead near bursting. Fisher jerks 
Bruce’s neck, ending it all. 

Bruce’s arms go limp. He falls to the floor with a thud.

INT. BEDROOM - NIGHT

It’s dark. Empty wine bottles. Ashtray full of cigarettes. 
Two bodies in a bed.  

A cell phone rings on the night stand. Vasser sits up from 
under the covers, nude. He rubs his eyes, then answers.

VASSER (IN FRENCH)
Yeah?

The call is brief. Vasser pulls some jeans on. He taps the 
foot of the other person in the bed. 

It’s JEAN LUC, 20s -- thin, dark hair, also nude. He sits up, 
pulling the covers up to his neck.

VASSER (IN FRENCH) (CONT’D)
I have to go.

Jean Luc pouts and retreats under the covers.

INT. HALLWAY - NIGHT

Vasser walks through the hallway buttoning up his shirt, 
cigarette dangling from his lips.

He passes a door on his right where a MAN is tied to a chair 
and being beaten. He passes a door on his left where MEN are 
counting money.

EXT. COURTYARD - NIGHT

Vasser saunters into the courtyard from the stairwell. 
Finishes buttoning his shirt.

Garnier at a bistro table. Glass of brandy in his hand. He 
watches TWO TOPLESS WOMEN play badminton.

Garnier and Vasser speak French throughout.

GARNIER
No one’s heard from Roland for two 
days. Isaac and Bruce are dead.
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VASSER
It’s him.

GARNIER
I told you to kill him.

Vasser flicks the cigarette into the grass.

VASSER
No, you told Roland to kill him. If 
you’d told me we wouldn’t be having 
this conversation.

GARNIER
I’m flying to Montreal tomorrow. I 
have to explain how three of our 
best men were killed by someone who 
is supposed to be dead.

VASSER
Ah, the responsibilities of 
management.

Garnier throws the brandy glass at Vasser. It hits his chest 
and shatters on the large tiles at his feet. Vasser looks 
down at his now soiled shirt.

GARNIER
By the time I land I want his head 
on this God damn table!

The WOMEN at the badminton court stop and look over as Vasser 
walks away. He flips Garnier the bird.

INT. CORONER'S EXAMINATION ROOM - DAY

The CORONER, 60s -- grey mustache, white hair, is examining a 
badly burnt body. He uses medical pliers to pull the singed 
back pocket off the body. He discovers a wallet.

The Coroner takes the wallet and opens it. Most of the 
contents inside are melted together. He finds a driver’s 
license from Quebec. The photo is of Roland Marquis.

EXT. SHIP YARD WAREHOUSE - DAY

A chalk outline around Isaac’s dead body. Koteric talks to a 
CSI UNIT as they work the scene.
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CSI UNIT
Once we got positive I.D. we 
figured you might want to know 
about this.

Koteric’s cell phone rings. 

KOTERIC
Excuse me.

He takes a step away and answers.

KOTERIC (CONT’D)
Special agent Koteric.

INT. CORONER’S EXAMINATION ROOM - DAY

The Coroner still has the driver’s license in his hand.

CORONER
That body D.P.D. brought in from 
the river. I found a charred ID for 
a Roland Marquis. Mike, I don't 
think this is your nephew.

EXT. SHIP YARD WAREHOUSE - DAY

Koteric ends the call. His glance both angry and concerned.

CSI UNIT
Sir, is everything okay.

KOTERIC
I know who did this. And I got a 
feeling there’s more coming.

EXT. PARK VIEW RETIREMENT HOME - DAY

Manny sitting on a bench out at the pond by himself. He looks 
worried. He tosses some popcorn to the ducks. 

MALE VOICE (O.S.)
This seat taken?

Manny keeps his gaze on the pond.

MANNY
Go ahead.

The person sits down. Manny doesn’t look over.
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MALE VOICE (O.S.)
Vasser Roy.

Manny looks over. Vasser holds his hand out. Manny shakes.

MANNY
Manny.

VASSER
Has being a thief always been a 
Fisher family tradition?

EXT. GARNIER COMPOUND - NIGHT

Fisher crouched in the shadows. Across the street is the 
compound’s front gates.

WATSON (V.O.)
This ain’t gonna be no cake walk.

He watches TWO SENTRIES at the front gate through the ACOG 
scope of a silenced G3 assault rifle.

WATSON (V.O.)
Vasser don’t roll. He keeps his ass 
put with his boy toy Jean Luc. And 
on top of that, he’s fucking crazy.

Fisher adjusts the scope as he watches SENTRY #1 walk behind 
the gate shed to urinate. SENTRY #2 stretches.

WATSON (V.O.)
Only time he leaves is on Garnier’s 
orders. So if you want him, you 
gotta get inside yourself. And if 
you’re lucky, Garnier will be there 
with him. Two for one.

Fisher fires a round off. Blood splatters on the wall behind 
Sentry #2. He drops dead.

Sentry #1 comes out from behind the front gate. He spots 
Sentry #2 dead on the ground. Reaches for his radio.

Fisher fires off another round. It hits the shed. Nothing but 
wood splinters. Sentry #1 dives for cover. A third round 
tears through his chest.

GARAGE - LATER

TWO GUARDS having a smoke break, taking it easy. GUARD #1  
talks into his radio.
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GUARD #1 (IN FRENCH)
Peter, if you still you want that 
smoke, we’re having it now.

Guard #1 looks over to Guard #2.

GUARD #1 (IN FRENCH) (CONT’D)
His wife’s trying to make him quit. 
So he keeps bumming smokes off me.

Guard #2 laughs as Guard #1 radios in again.

GUARD #1 (IN FRENCH) (CONT’D)
You coming or what man?

UTILITY SHED

PETER is propped up against the shed, throat slashed. His 
radio lays on the ground next to him.

GARAGE

Guard #1 tries the radio again.

GUARD #1 (IN FRENCH) (CONT’D)
Peter! You there?

Fisher steps out from behind the garage and shoots both 
guards. He grabs their bodies and drags them inside.

PERIMETER WALL

A BURLY GUARD walks along the perimeter wall. He trips over 
something. He picks himself up and looks down, finding the 
bodies of Sentry #1 and Sentry #2. He radios in.

BURLY GUARD (IN FRENCH)
Someone’s inside the gates!

INT. GARNIER COMPOUND - FIRST FLOOR HALLWAY - NIGHT

Fisher sneaks down a hallway. He ducks into a doorway as TWO 
GOONS hustle past. Once by, Fisher steps out and downs them 
both with several rounds to their backs.

INT. FOYER - NIGHT

Fisher backed against a wall. He peers around the corner and 
spots THREE GOONS talking in the middle of a foyer. A dual 
staircase leads to a set of double doors at the top.

They rattle off in French.
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GOON #1
Who’s left?

GOON #2
Just us, I think.

GOON #1
Shit. Any of you seen who it is?

Goon #3 shakes his head. He catches a glimpse of Fisher in a 
mirror on the other side of the foyer.

GOON #3
I do.

Goon #3 takes out his hand gun and opens fire on Fisher. The 
corner shatters as dry wall, concrete, and wood splinter into 
the hallway.

Fisher takes on the Goons in a fierce gun fight. He takes 
down Goon #2 and Goon #3. But Goon #1 has taken cover behind 
a large column and Fisher can’t get an angle on him.

Fisher reloads. A blast from a shotgun carves a hole into the 
wall right next to him. Fisher dives out of the way. A second 
blast tears a hole right where his head was.

Fisher takes aim at the assailant. It’s the Burly Guard. 
Fisher fires three rounds and drops him.

He turns his attention to Goon #1, but it’s too late. Goon #1 
has a vector on Fisher and sends bullets screaming his way. 

Two rounds slam into Fisher’s chest. He falls to the floor 
gasping for breath.

GOON #1 (IN FRENCH)
Yeah! Take that you son of a bitch!

Goon #1, triumphant, moves out from behind his cover and 
walks toward Fisher, who’s stopped moving. 

GOON #1 (IN FRENCH) (CONT’D)
I got you! You fucker, I got you!

Fisher raises his hand and fires two rounds. One hits Goon #1 
in the chest. The other tears through his neck, sending blood 
spraying against the white walls. Goon #1 drops dead.

Fisher sits up, wheezing. He takes off his shirt. The 
tactical body armor he bought from the Arms Dealer 
underneath.
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He removes the body armor. The area of impact is bruised 
badly. His face and neck are pretty scratched up.

INT. BEDROOM - NIGHT

Jean Luc cowers in the closet. Shivering. Scared. On edge. He 
peers his head out to see if the coast is clear.

Fisher grabs him and throws him to the floor. Jean Luc 
screams and tries to scurry away. Fisher sends a kick to his 
chest, pushing him back down on the ground.

Fisher steps on him, putting all his weight on Jean Luc’s 
chest. Jean Luc starts to cry.

FISHER
Where’s Vasser?

EXT. GARNIER’S OFFICE - NIGHT

Fisher walks up a dual stairway, Jean Luc held in front of 
him like a human shield.

Footsteps from down below.

Fisher turns around and lights up TWO REMAINING GOONS as they 
enter the foyer. Bullets fly everywhere.

He drags Jean Luc to the top of the stairway.

INT. GARNIER’S OFFICE - NIGHT

Fisher kicks the door open and enters, still using Jean Luc 
as a human shield. 

Manny is tied to a chair and looks roughed up. Vasser with a 
gun to the back of Manny’s head. And a TWITCHY GOON pointing 
an uzi at Fisher.

VASSER
Bonsoir.

EXT. PARK VIEW RETIREMENT HOME - NIGHT

Koteric rolls up to the front door. Police cars are already 
there. A few OFFICERS stationed at the door. 
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INT. PARK VIEW RETIREMENT HOME - NIGHT

Koteric walks in looking for the officer in charge. He finds 
a SERGEANT talking to some of his OFFICERS.

KOTERIC
What happened?

SERGEANT
Some whack job came in and took off 
with one of the patients. Killed an 
orderly who tried to stop him.

KOTERIC
Who?

SERGEANT
The orderly? Guy’s name is --

KOTERIC
The patient.

The Sergeant scratches his head and yells over to one of the 
officers interviewing a NURSE.

SERGEANT
Joe, what’s the patient’s name that 
the suspect took off with?

JOE doesn’t look away from his clip board.

JOE
Manny Fisher.

The Sergeant turns back, but Koteric’s headed for the door.

INT. GARNIER’S OFFICE - NIGHT

The Twitchy Goon’s hands shake. Uzi trained on Fisher. A bead 
of sweat rolls down his face.

FISHER
Where’s Garnier?

VASSER
Gone. Is there something perhaps I 
can do for you?

FISHER
Take a bullet between your eyes.

VASSER
And the old man here?
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Manny’s eyes are watered. He’s scared. Hurt. But forces a 
tough guy exterior.

MANNY
Don’t worry about me kid. Shoot 
this fucker!

Vasser flicks the back of Manny’s ear.

VASSER
He’s definitely a handful.

FISHER
You shoot him, I do the same with 
your boy toy.

Vasser squints to get a look at the gun to Jean Luc’s head.

VASSER
Glock Model seventeen. I’ve used 
them myself. I counted sixteen 
rounds in your little exchange 
outside. Leaves just one bullet in 
the chamber. 

Fisher’s eyes thin.

VASSER (CONT’D)
A professional doesn't go into a 
stand off without reloading. But 
you’re no professional. You’re just 
a thief with a grudge. 

Vasser bores of this exchange.

VASSER (CONT’D)
But if you want to play the game, 
then we play the game. 

Vasser shoots Manny. Fisher shoves Jean Luc out of the way. 

He releases his clip and in one fluid movement grabs a clip 
from his belt and inserts it into his gun. Just like at the 
firing range.

GUNFIRE tears out through the room... and then silence.

The Twitchy Goon on the ground, blood pooled around him.

Fisher sits up. Winces in pain. A bullet wound to his left 
shoulder bleeding badly. Vasser on the ground, near death, 
gurgling blood and coughing. 
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Fisher crawls over to Vasser. Vasser stares up at him and 
coughs. Fisher glances to Manny, body lumped over.

Fisher kneels above Vasser’s head. He pushes his gun into 
Vasser’s eye and leans over.

BAM!

Fisher rises and finds Jean Luc cowering in the corner 
whimpering. He shoves the gun in his mouth. 

FISHER
Tell me where Garnier is, or the 
barrel of this gun is the last 
thing you’ll ever suck on.

EXT. SIDE STREET - NIGHT

Fisher stumbles to his car. Shirt wrapped around his wound.

KOTERIC (O.S.)
Where is he?

Fisher turns. Koteric walking toward him, gun in hand.

FISHER
Montreal.

Koteric holsters his gun.

KOTERIC
I can’t let you run around like a 
vigilante. No matter how badly I 
want Garnier to go down.

FISHER
Then come with me.

KOTERIC
You know I can’t. 

The pain getting to him, Fisher leans against his car. 
Koteric comes over to help as much as he can. Fisher looks up 
at Koteric. Eyes steel cold and serious.

FISHER
Then let me do this Mike. You can’t 
I can. Let me fix our wrong. 
Please. Let me kill these fuckers.

An uneasy moment between them. Koteric unsure. 
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Koteric reaches into his jacket... and takes out a pen and 
business card. He writes something down and hands the card to 
Fisher.

KOTERIC
When you get to Québec call that 
number. They’ll get you what you 
need.

Koteric opens the car door. Fisher slips in with a thud. He 
looks back at Koteric.

FISHER
I’m gonna end this.

KOTERIC
I know.

Koteric shuts the door.

INT. HIGH-RISE OFFICE - DAY

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

Garnier and Laroque speak French throughout.

LAROQUE
How many more men do you think I’m 
willing to lose?

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

LAROQUE
That seems to be a reoccurring 
theme with you. And this all over 
how much?

GARNIER
Seven million.

Laroque shakes his head.

LAROQUE
We make that in a week. All of this 
for a fucking week of income!

Laroque turns and walks over.
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LAROQUE (CONT’D)
I’m tired of your games. 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.

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 polished stainless steel. 
The blue hue from the W above the entrance spreads across the 
facade like a neon sunset.

TWO EXTERIOR GUARDS stand out front.

INT. W HOTEL - LOBBY - NIGHT

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

INT. HOTEL HALLWAY - NIGHT

Two ROOM GUARDS stand guard in front of the door to room 804.

INT. GARNIER’S SUITE - NIGHT

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.

NICHOLAS, 40s -- bulky, sporting all black, a handgun on his 
side, checks in on Garnier.

Nicholas and Garnier speak French throughout.

NICHOLAS
You okay boss?

GARNIER
Fuck off Nicolas. Do I look okay?
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NICHOLAS
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.

Nicholas waves off Garnier and walks back into the living 
room. Garnier finishes his drink and goes to the wet bar.

INT. HOTEL HALLWAY - NIGHT

A ding as the elevator doors opens. No one comes out. The 
Room Guards draw their guns and head to the doors. 

A DRUNK COUPLE stumbles out and laughs. They spot the Room 
Guards, guns drawn, and freeze. The Room Guards put away 
their guns and relax. The couple scurries off.

INT. GARNIER’S SUITE - NIGHT

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 Room Guards burst through the door, guns drawn. Garnier 
arrives from the bedroom. 

They all spot Nicholas at the same time. He’s face down in 
the middle of the shattered glass coffee table. Two bullet 
holes in his back.

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 - NIGHT

One of the EXTERIOR GUARDS, MARCO, answers his cell.

MARCO
Yeah?
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INT. GARNIER’S SUITE - BEDROOM - NIGHT

Garnier ducks behind the bed.

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

LIVING ROOM

Everything is quiet. Room Guard #1 scratches his head.

BALCONY

Room Guard #2 looks around the balcony. No one there.

A kissing sound from above.

Room Guard #2 looks up. Fisher is staring down at him on a 
rappel rope. He shoots Room Guard #2 in the face.

LIVING ROOM

Room Guard #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.

ROOM GUARD #1
Stay down, and be quiet.

Room Guard #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 Room Guard #1 with three quick rounds. Garnier 
raises his gun, but Fisher shoots Garnier in the hand. 

Garnier screams out in pain.

Fisher hustles over and grabs Garnier by his shirt collar.

FISHER
Get up.

Garnier gets to his feet. Bloody hand clutched to his chest.

GARNIER
You think killing me changes 
anything?
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INT. ELEVATOR - NIGHT

Marco, the other Exterior Guard, and both Lobby Guards 
crammed into the elevator. Marcus on his cell phone.

MARCUS
He’s here.

INT. GARNIER’S SUITE - NIGHT

Fisher tosses Garnier to the floor.

GARNIER
We’ll never stop hunting you. And 
we will find you. But you leave 
now, you walk away, and I’ll 
consider us even.

FISHER
I don’t want to hear it.

Fisher forces Garnier to his knees. 

GARNIER
Last chance to take my offer.

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

A ding from the elevator in the hallway.

Garnier starts to laugh.

GARNIER (CONT’D)
I’m afraid times up.

FISHER
That so?

GARNIER
When that elevator opens four of my 
men are going to come out guns 
blazing. And not even you can get 
out of that. Say goodbye.

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

All that passes by is a BUSBOY with head phones on. He 
doesn't even look into the room. 
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EXT. W HOTEL - NIGHT

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

IN CAR

A Guard in the back seat pipes up.

BACK SEAT GOON (IN FRENCH)
So we’re just gonna leave him here?

MARCO (IN FRENCH)
Laroque 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 - NIGHT

Fisher stands up.

FISHER
Nice friends.

Garnier can’t believe it.

GARNIER
But -- I -- where...

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

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

FISHER (CONT’D)
Takes too long.

BAM!

What used to be Garnier’s head sprays all over the white 
leather couch. He falls forward, blood pooling from his head.

Fisher tosses the gun on the floor and leaves. 

It’s done.
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INT. TRAVIS BURGER - DAY

Adelina sitting in the back looking at a picture of her and 
Fisher. Her mind off in her own little world. 

A loud crash.  

Grotesquely obese WALTER waddles over to a pile of smashed 
dishes.

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

Adelina snaps out of it and starts to walk to the back. She 
looks over at a figure standing in the doorway.

It’s Fisher.

She freezes. Confusion. Joy. Sadness. Everything on her face 
all at once.

A soft smile slips over Fisher’s lips.

FISHER
You ready to do that whole white 
picket fence thing?

Adelina runs over and leaps into his arms. They embrace and 
share a passionate kiss.

EXT. BEACH - DAY

The Santa Monica pier off in the distance.

Fisher and Adelina sit on the hood of the Mustang.

ADELINA
This is as far west as we can go.

FISHER
You don’t like it?

ADELINA
No. Yeah. I do. What’s not to like? 
It’s just... why here?

Fisher looks off down the parking lot. As KID not too unlike 
Shawn sitting under an umbrella. The kid watches 
SKATEBOARDERS do their thing, while staying out of the sun.

FISHER
Because I promised.
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Fisher smiles and takes Adelina’s hand.

FISHER (CONT’D)
Now, we start over...

He leans over and gives her a kiss.

FISHER (CONT’D)
And find that white picket fence.

FADE OUT.
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