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FADE IN:

INT. GRATIOT MMA - DAY

Old fight poster on the wall. Grit and grime everywhere else. 
No glitz. No glamour. Just some mats, and boxing ring.

RYAN FISHER (20s), cropped hair, muscled but not bulky, 
various tatoos on his arms, spars with a TRAINEE. Both 
drenched in sweat.

EXT. EMPTY PARKING LOT - DAY

BIGGS (30s), ponytail, sports a once piece, front zip, navy 
blue jumpsuit. He walks to a black Econoline van and gets in.

INT. GRATIOT MMA - DAY

Ryan and the Trainee continue to spar. Each swap in and out 
of submission holds.

EXT. RUSTIC SHED - DAY

A faded shed at the back of a yard.

WORM (20s), lean and lengthy, wearing the same blue jumpsuit 
as Biggs, spins a combination lock.

INT. RUSTIC SHED - CONTINUOUS

Tools. Pots. A rusted bike. A bookshelf filled with dusty 
antiques. The type of stuff in sheds all across America.

Worm pushes the bookshelf to reveal a metal supply box tucked 
into the wall.

Worm pulls the box out and opens it. It’s filled with guns. 
He removes an MP5 and places it into a black canvas bag.

INT. GRATIOT MMA - DAY

The Trainee has Fisher in a rear choke.

TRAINEE 
I thought you were supposed to be 
some kind of badass Fisher.

The Trainee smirks.



TRAINEE (CONT’D)
Don’t fuck with Fisher, they told 
me. I knew it bullshit.

With near inhuman speed Fisher reverses the hold and slams 
the Trainee hard into the mat. He grabs the Trainee’s arm and 
locks on an arm bar.

FISHER
Still think it’s bullshit?

Two nearby FIGHTERS look on, grinning as Fisher puts the 
Trainee in his place.

Fisher tightens the hold. The Trainee strains.

FISHER (CONT’D)
You gonna tap or do I have you 
break your arm?

The Trainee taps and Fisher lets go.

They both get up.

FISHER (CONT’D)
You wanna spar with me, that’s 
fine. You wanna start talking shit, 
and I end you. Got that?

The Trainee, red faced, nods.

INT. FILTHY APARTMENT - DAY

Empty pizza boxes. Computers, lots of them, everywhere. Beer 
bottles. Radio equipment. Clothes on the floor. Wires. 
Batteries. This place hasn’t seen a woman in years.

CARTER (30s), chubby, scar on his neck, the same blue 
jumpsuit zipped up to his waist, tosses a piece of pizza to 
two FAT DOGS. They gobble it up immediately.

A car horn outside.

CARTER
Bartles, James, no chewing the 
couch while I’m gone this time.

The dogs stare back blankly.
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EXT. APARTMENT - CONTINUOUS

The black Econovan sits idle. Carter gets in and it drives 
off.

INT. GRATIOT MMA - SHOWERS - DAY

Ryan showers up. A cross on a chain hangs from his neck.

EXT. GRATIOT MMA - PARKING LOT - CONTINUOUS

Ryan steps out the back door as the Econoline van rolls up. 
Worm opens the side door.

VAN

Ryan gets in. Worm hands him a jumpsuit, then puts on a black 
balaclava and tactical sunglasses.

EXT. VALLEY CREDIT UNION - DAY

A small free standing building. Single window drive through. 
Aging ATM near the front door. A few parked cars populate the 
limited spaces available.

INT. VALLEY CREDIT UNION - CONTINUOUS

The bank lobby is empty. A water cooler in the corner burps 
some air bubbles.

A FEMALE TELLER, name tag says CATHY, scans the empty lobby 
and sighs.

CATHY
Burt, I'm going on break. Come 
cover the teller line.

A voice from an office in the back.

BURT (O.S.)
One sec.

Cathy leaves the teller line anyway and exits out the front.

EXT. VALLEY CREDIT UNION - CONTINUOUS

Cathy lights up a smoke.
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A hand comes from behind and covers her mouth. It’s Fisher, 
MP5 slung against his back.

FISHER
Don’t make a sound.

INT. VALLEY CREDIT UNION - BACK OFFICE - CONTINUOUS

BURT (50s), balding and portly, sifts through a file cabinet.

The overhead light cuts off.

BURT
Damn it. Cathy, did the power just 
go out?

No answer.

Burt closes the cabinet.

BURT (CONT’D)
Cathy?

LOBBY

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

BURT
What the hell?

The barrel of an MP5 at the side of Burt’s head. It’s Worm.

WORM
Shut your mouth and get down on the 
floor fatty.

Burt drops to the ground and Worm ties him up.

Finished with the front door, Carter heads to the teller line 
and cleans out the drawers. He stuffs the money into a black 
canvas duffle bag, careful to leave the die packs behind.

SAFE ROOM 

A small beige safe sits on the ground against the back wall.

Fisher and Worm enter.
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FISHER
Pop it.

Worm grabs some plastic explosive from his bag, and places it 
on the safe's combination dial. He sets the timer for ten 
seconds.

Fisher and Worm take cover.

WORM
Fire in the hole!

BAM! 

The door to the safe is blown wide open. Fisher and Worm 
quickly empty it's contents into their bags.

LOBBY

Carter is crouched next Burt and Cathy, gun trained on the 
front doors.

Fisher pats him on the back.

FISHER
All clear.

Fisher and Worm head for the back door.

CARTER
Stay on the ground! Don't look up! 
Don't move! Don’t even think!

EXT. VALLEY CREDIT UNION - BACK - CONTINUOUS

Fisher kicks the door open.

The Econoline is waiting, rear doors already open. Fisher, 
Worm, and Carter hop in and shut the door.

VAN

Biggs sits in the diver seat, attention focused on the police 
scanner.

The trio in the back start to strip off their jumpsuits.

FISHER
Anything?
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POLICE SCANNER
All units, silent alarm trigger at 
Valley Credit Union. Phone contact 
with bank underway.

BIGGS
Back door just triggered the alarm.

FISHER
Then here comes the heat, let’s get 
a fucking move on!

INT. VALLEY CREDIT UNION - DAY

Burt frantically talks into a speakerphone on at one of the 
teller stations. Patrons look in from outside the front door.

BURT
Three of them--Drove off in a black 
work van--Blew the safe right open. 

POLICE OPERATOR
(through phone)

Sir, is there anything else about 
the van you can remember?

BURT
Uh--then van--uh, license plate. I 
saw the plate. It was--uh--tee, 
you, why, one, one, two.

EXT. VACANT PLANT - DAY

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

The Econoline pulls up next to a small Honda Civic.

Everyone exits.

POLICE SCANNER
All units be on the look out for a 
three males wanted in connection 
with the robbery at Valley Credit 
Union, traveling in a black work 
van. License number tee, you, why, 
one, one, two.

BIGGS
Lets clean this shit up fellas!
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Biggs and Worm peel off the black paint on the Econline. It’s 
nothing but a vinyl wrap. White paint revealed underneath. 

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

Carter takes a metal garbage can out of the trunk of the 
Civic. He stuffs in the jumpsuits, balaclavas, sunglasses, 
and vinyl wrap. He douses lighter fluid and sets it ablaze. 

Worm and Fisher get into the Civic and drive off.

Biggs and Carter get into the Econoline and drive off.

EXT. VALLEY CREDIT UNION - DAY

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, and parks. MIKE KOTERIC (50s), bad acne 
scars, well groomed, all business, gets out.

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

INT. VALLEY CREDIT UNION - DAY

Koteric looks around, taking in some of the work the local 
CSI is doing.

DETECTIVE JEFF LIM (30s), shirt and tie, the type of family 
guy you want working the on the force, is all smiles as he 
comes over to greet Koteric. 

An instant sense of familiarity between these two.

LIM
Special Agent Koteric, figured 
you’d be showing up.

KOTERIC
Same guys from Clemons Federal?

LIM
Matches their M.O.

SAFE ROOM

The rooms still’s a mess. Metal. Soot. Safe door laying on 
the floor.
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Lim kneels next to the safe door and points to the dial.

LIM (CONT’D)
Brute force entry on the safe. 
Single charge on the dial. Blew the 
whole thing off.

Koteric lights a cigarette.

KOTERIC
Anything on the cameras?

LIM
Power was cut prior to entry.

KOTERIC
They run a repeater on the call 
box?

Lim stands up.

LIM
Not this time. Caught the teller 
out front on a cigarette break. 
Manager couldn’t trigger the alarm 
until after the crew was gone. Not 
that it would have mattered. They 
were in an out in under three 
minutes.

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

LIM (CONT’D)
What’s a bunch of major leaguers 
playing around in the minors for?

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 - CONTINUOUS

FISHER quietly enters, locking the door behind him. A blue 
hue flickers from the family room.

FAMILY ROOM
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Fisher finds CINDY FISHER (50s) passed out on the couch. An 
empty fifth of Jack Daniels on the floor next to her.

Fisher grabs a blanket on the nearby recliner and lays it on 
top of Cindy. He glances over at the TV.

ON THE TV: A family video. A birthday party. YOUNG BOY sits 
at the head of the table. Cindy is next to him, an infant in 
her arms. A MAN rounds the corner holding a birthday cake 
filled with candles. Young Ryan’s face lights up. Everyone 
starts to sing.

Ryan turns the TV and VCR off. Cindy stirs.

CINDY
(mumbling)

Happy birthday Ryan.

HALLWAY

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

Fisher smiles and opens it up.

BEDROOM

A young boys room. Superman posters. Action figures. Nerf 
basket ball hoop above the closet.

Someone stirs in the bed, trying to look like they’re 
sleeping.

FISHER
It’s okay Shawn. It’s just me.

Shawn (early teens) sits up. His head bald. Heavy bags under 
his eyes. Skin pearl white. He’s not a kid that looks well.

Regardless, 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.
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Fisher nods to a flashlight on the night stand. Shawn 
sheepishly grins.

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 Action Comics 
today.

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.

SHAWN
It makes my eyes hurt.

He stops.

FISHER
Fair enough. Staying up late like 
this is just gonna make you tired 
tomorrow.

SHAWN
I’m gonna be tired tomorrow no 
matter what I do. You here just to 
give me a hard time?

FISHER
No... I was supposed to talk to mom 
about something.

SHAWN
She’s watching home movies again.

Fisher takes a dismissive tone.

FISHER
What she is, is drunk and passed 
out on the couch.

Fisher stands up.

SHAWN
Give mom a break. She’s not that 
bad you know.
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FISHER
Not that bad? You don’t see mom the 
same way I do. When you grow up 
you’ll understand. Get some rest.

Shawn snuggles back into bed.

KITCHEN

Fisher cleans up the kitchen. He spots some mail near the 
phone. A quick glance down the hallway to check on Cindy. 
She’s sleeping like a log.

Fisher skims the mail. Past due notices. Collection letters. 
An official looking letter from Saint John’s Hospital.

He stops at a foreclosure notice from Harper Woods Bank and 
Trust. It’s signed “Sincerely Leonard Hooper.”

He stuff all the mail into his coat pocket.

INT. HARPER WOODS BANK AND TRUST - DAY

A small brown desk in the corner of the lobby. Ryan sits 
across from a LOAN OFFICER. The nameplate says LEONARD 
HOOPER.

In front of Hooper is the foreclosure notice.

FISHER
How far behind is she?

HOOPER
I can’t disclose that kind of 
information.

FISHER
I’m her son.

HOOPER
I understand that, but I can’t 
discuss private and personal 
information to anyone but the lien 
holder, and that is one Cindy 
Fisher. It’s bank policy.

FISHER
Come on, if you’re sending out 
foreclosure notices it’s got to be 
six or seven payments.
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HOOPER
Sir, I’m sorry but there’s nothing--

FISHER
Any body can make a damn payment on 
a lein. Tell me how much it is, and 
I’ll give you the God damn money 
right now.

HOOPER
Sir, I can’t. There’s nothing I can 
do for you.

Fisher holds cold, dead stare on Hooper. Hooper is visibly 
uncomfortable.

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

FISHER
Thirteen ten Amherst avenue, Gross 
Point, four eight three two six.

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. 

Hooper swallows nervously.

FISHER (CONT’D)
You drive a two thousand and six 
Infiniti FX. Your wife works for GM 
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--
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FISHER
You want their social security 
numbers too? 

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 beat before he reaches into 
his coat pocket. Hooper winces, but Fisher just pulls out an 
envelope and sets it on the desk.

FISHER (CONT’D)
Twenty 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. You got 
that?

Hooper nods.  

Fisher flicks the card at Hooper’s chest.

FISHER (CONT’D)
Enjoy your morning.

fisher gets up and walks away. Hooper lets out a sigh of 
relief.

INT. TRAVIS BURGER - NIGHT

A 1960s style diner that looks like it hasn’t been painted 
since the 80s. A real blue collar joint.

Fisher, some papers in front of him, flirts with a waitress, 
ADELE (20s), thin, artsy, in a booth in the back.

FISHER
You really wanna do this the rest 
of your life? Pouring coffee at 
half past midnight on a Tuesday.

Near the cook line WALTER (40s), grotesquely obese, greasy, 
waddles moreso than walks, yells at the LINE COOK.
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ADELE
No.

FISHER
Then quit. Because if you think 
that guy gives a shit about you 
then I don’t know what to tell you.

ADELE
Walter ain’t that bad.

FISHER
He’s garbage. I mean, look at him. 

Adele looks over her shoulder back at Walter.

FISHER (CONT’D)
Dude’s a walking heart attack. 
People like him shouldn’t be 
allowed to breed. Though I’m sure 
he found some drunk hog of a woman 
to fuck him and spit out some fat 
little kids.

Adele snickers and turns back to Fisher.

ADELE
We doing something this weekend?

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

Adele raises her eyebrow.

ADELE
Thing?

FISHER
Work stuff. 

The Line Cook bumps into a tray of dirty dishes. They shatter 
when they hit the floor.

WALTER
God damn it! Adele, get over here 
and help me clean this up!

Adele gets up from the booth.

ADELE
Well mister dangerous, you have fun 
with that thing. Call me tomorrow.
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She winks and goes over to help Walter.

EXT. DETROIT AREA SCOUT RANCH - INDOOR RANGE - DAY

A series of high wall booths line the edge of a 25 meter 
indoor shooting range. Small arms fire periodically pops from 
a few of the booths.

Fisher fires off several rounds from a 9mm handgun in rapid 
succession until the clip is empty. With the flash of a hand 
Fisher releases the empty clip, slips a new one in, and 
continues firing. He stops as the second clip empties.

Fisher checks his gun and turns to find JIMMY (40s) thick 
mustache, strong arms, leaning against the back of the booth.

JIMMY
I never get sick of watching you do 
that.

FISHER
Pretty sweet, ain’t it?

JIMMY
You got a call up front.

FRONT DESK

Fisher picks up a phone.

FISHER
Yeah...you at the site?

Fisher checks his watch.

FISHER (CONT’D)
Yeah...alright, give me an hour.

Fisher hangs up the phone.

EXT. CONSTRUCTION SITE - DAY

Fisher walks by as a bulldozer rolls past. A crane lowers a 
giant I-beam. Dozens of WORKERS move about like worker ants.

Quinn (50s), stocky, hard hat, looks over from behind a group 
of BURLY CONSTRUCTION WORKERS.
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INT. PROJECT TRAILER - CONTINUOUS

Various blueprints, survey maps, and industrial notices 
pinned to the walls. Desks are covered in paperwork.

Quinn and Fisher look over some schematics.

QUINN
This is all you need to get to. 
Right here.

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

FISHER
That don’t look like no 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 
sitting in the foyer, just waiting 
to be picked up.

FISHER
Bullshit.

QUINN
No bull. It’s all this new age risk 
management bullshit the banks are 
doing. They keep all the good shit 
in the vaults. Ice. Coins. Artwork. 
You know, whatever they handle. 
They open the vault in the morning, 
take out the cash they need for the 
day, and close that shit up. They 
just hold the cash in the foyer. 
Ain’t nothing but some metal bars 
and an armed guard protecting it. 
Shit, we put in two systems in Ohio 
who’s vault can’t even be opened on 
site. It’s all done from some 
corporate office. Even if someone 
gets in there, ain’t no one gonna 
be able to open up that vault.

Quinn walks over to the office fridge as 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 is gonna be special.
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Quinn opens the fridge. It’s crammed full of cannoli and 
other baked goods. He grabs a few cannoli, stuffing one 
instantly 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 two million bucks, you 
know? Even a bank like this don’t 
want that kind of dough sitting 
around all day. 

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

QUINN (CONT’D)
So they set up a thirty minute 
window. An armored car to 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. Just bullshit. Three guards. 
All armed. Two in the lobby. One in 
the foyer. But you don’t gotta 
worry nothing about him.

FISHER
Because he’s your guy.

QUINN
You get there, and he’ll have it 
waiting. The biggest problem with 
this place is the size. It’s a big 
ass lobby you gotta cover.

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

INT. PARK VIEW RETIREMENT HOME - DAY

Fisher pushes MANNY (70s), bald, squinty eyes behind thick 
glasses, cane resting on his lap, in a wheelchair. They 
travel down a quiet hallway. 

An orderly passes pushing a cart of cleaning supplies.
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FISHER
They treating you alright here?

MANNY
It’s better then that last place.

FISHER
Good. You deserved better than that 
shit hole.

MANNY
Seriously kid, this is all too 
much. At least let me--

FISHER
Manny, when my pops got locked up, 
you were the only one who helped 
us. I can’t let a friend like that 
suffer.

A deep, thick, appreciative smile crosses Manny’s face. He 
pats Fishers hand.

MANNY
You’re a good kid. A good kid.

EXT. PARK VIEW RETIREMENT HOME - CONTINUOUS

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

MANNY
How big’s the score?

FISHER
Low seven figures. Day job. Mild 
security.

MANNY
Then what’s the problem?

Fisher smirks. The old man always could read him.

FISHER
It’s not some small time community 
bank. I’m worried it might be too 
much too soon. 

MANNY
A new crew takes time. Time to 
mature. Time to work the kinks out. 
Carter. Worm. Biggs. 
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These guys are seasoned 
professionals. And if you keep at 
it with the small time, they’re 
gonna find another crew.

FISHER
Yeah.

MANNY
You worry to much. You’re father 
had the same problem. Always 
obsessing over the little details. 
Then you know what to do kid. Plan. 
Practice. Proceed. Something 
unexpected pops up, everyone walks. 
It doesn’t matter how deep you’re 
in. If it feels wrong, that’s 
because it is. Trust your instincts 
and you’ll be fine.

Manny pats Fisher on the thigh.

MANNY (CONT’D)
And quit being such a pussy.

Fisher laughs.

EXT. ST. JOHN’S HOSPITAL - DAY

A massive, two wing, all brick 1950s hospital complex. An 
ambulance races up to the emergency room entrance.

INT. CHEMOTHERAPY ROOM - CONTINUOUS

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

A NURSE monitors the machine.

FISHER
Two more of these to go bud.

CINDY
And after that we’ll take you on 
vacation down to Disney.

SHAWN
Really?!

CINDY
We certainly will.
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Fisher looks over at Cindy, eyes thin. They both know that’s 
not in the cards. Cindy ignores fisher’s gaze.

CINDY (CONT’D)
Won’t we, Ryan?

Shawn looks over to Fisher, his face full of hope. Now isn’t 
the time for Ryan to crush his dreams, and Cindy knows it.

RYAN
Sure, Ma. We’ll do whatever Shawn 
wants.

DOCTOR BRAM (50s), white mustache, disheveled hair, enters.

DR. BRAM 
How’s slugger doing today?

SHAWN
Dr. Bram, I told you I don’t play 
baseball.

DR. BRAM
You play catch?

Dr. Bram looks over Shawn’s charts.

SHAWN
Yeah.

DR. BRAM
Good enough for me.

Fisher gets up and goes over to Dr. Bram.

RYAN
Can I talk to you for a second.

HALLWAY

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

FISHER
We got a letter that said the 
hospital is gonna stop Shawn’s 
treatment. You know anything about 
that?

DR. BRAM
Your mother didn’t--
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FISHER
My ma ain’t the best and 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 looks confused.

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

DR. BRAM
And it would have, but your mother  
refused to file the proper 
paperwork and requested the state 
terminate 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
I’m afraid 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 that the forms 
won’t do you any good. When Shawn’s 
coverage lapsed the hospital began 
charging at the uninsured rate. 
It’s well beyond what Medicare will 
reimburse.

Fisher clenches his fist and grits his teeth.
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FISHER
Fine. Whatever. What kinda dough we 
talking about here? Ten, fifteen 
grand? I can get that in a--

DR. BRAM
I’m afraid it’s much more than 
that.

FISHER
How much more?

DR. BRAM
About two hundred and fifty 
thousand dollars.

Fisher’s face drops. He can’t believe that.

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 continue treatment. 
Now, if you’ll excuse me.

Dr. Bram walks off down the hall.

EXT. ST. JOHN'S HOSPITAL - DAY

Fisher exits the hospital like a man on a mission. He takes 
out his cell phone and dials.

FISHER
Quinn, I’ll take the score.

INT. RYAN'S FLAT - DAY

Not so much a flat, as warehouse someone happens to call 
home. Spartan furnishings. A couch and chairs that could be 
called a living room.

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

BIGGS
That’s a lot of dough.

FISHER
No shit.

22.



CARTER
What type of a look we got?

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

WORM
About time we did some real work.

Biggs isn’t sold yet.

BIGGS
That’s a lot of fucking money to 
just be sitting around like that.

Fisher pushes the hard sell.

FISHER
It is what it is. We got a thirty 
minute window on Friday, which 
gives us shit time to plan. So you 
don’t want in, that’s your call. 
But I need to know now. Carter?

CARTER
I’m in.

FISHER
Worm?

Worm shakes his head and laughs.

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

FISHER
Biggs?

Biggs is hesitant. He doesn’t look happy about the way this 
is playing out. But he caves.

BIGGS
Alright. I’m in.

FISHER
Enough pissing around. Let’s get to 
work.
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INT. RUN DOWN DUPLEX - KITCHEN - DAY

Fisher pours liter after liter into the sink. His face red, 
angry. Cindy at the table, wasted, tears causing her mascara 
to run. A half empty bottle of scotch in front of her.

FISHER
You’re a fucking disaster. You know 
that? Your son is dying. But all 
miss princess does is ignore the 
problem and hope it will go away.

CINDY
I love him.

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

FISHER
Bullshit! You were gonna fucking 
write him off and let him die.

More tears from Cindy.

FISHER (CONT’D)
Weren’t you!

Cindy still doesn’t reply.

FISHER (CONT’D)
Fuck it. I’m tired of this shit. 

Fisher drops the rest of the bottles in the sink and wipes 
his hands.

FISHER (CONT’D)
You want to drink your life away, 
fine. But Shawn is coming with me.

CINDY
Wait. Ryan stop. You can’t!

Fisher leaves the kitchen and heads up the stairs.

CINDY (CONT’D)
You can’t take him!

SHAWN’S ROOM

Fisher opens the door and opens Shawn’s closet. He grabs a 
suit case and starts stuffing it with clothes.
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Shawn is awake, but sitting quietly in his bed.

FISHER
Hey bud.

Fisher zip up one of the suit cases.

SHAWN
What are you doing?

FISHER
Packing. You’re gonna come live 
with me now.

Fisher takes down another suit case and starts packing.

SHAWN
Why?

FISHER
Because mom has no fucking 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 standing behind him.

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

Koteric flashes a false smile. 

KOTERIC
It’s Uncle Mike. And you have a 
restraining order that says you’re 
not allowed within five hundred 
yards of this house.

FISHER
That’s things bullshit. 

KOTERIC
Doesn’t matter. Now make this easy 
and just leave. Don’t make me call 
the DPD and have you removed.

FISHER
To much of a pussy to do it 
yourself.
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KOTERIC
Get out.

Shawn is utterly confused. Fisher looks over at him.

FISHER
I tried buddy. But mom is making 
yet another mistake in the long 
series of fuck ups she likes to 
refer to as her life. 

He kneels next to Shawn’s bed and whispers.

FISHER (CONT’D)
If anything happens, you don’t get 
your meds, you need to go to the 
hospital, anything, you call me, 
okay?

Shawn nods, still a bit out of sorts.

KOTERIC
Let’s go.

Fisher stands up and leaves, bumping into Koteric’s shoulder 
on the way out.

INT. UNION FEDERAL - DAY

100 foot tall arched ceilings. Coral, teal, and goal mosaics 
adorn the upper walls. The lobby seems more like it should 
belong to a church than in a bank.

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

EXT. UNION FEDERAL - CONTINUOUS

A blue Econoline parked across the street.
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INT. ECONOLINE - CONTINUOUS

Carter watches as a scroll of IP traces roll up a window on 
his laptop. After a second, the text stops.

CARTER
We’re good.

EXT. UNION FEDERAL - CONTINUOUS

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 Econoline takes off and they enter.

INT. UNION FEDERAL - CONTINUOUS

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

Carter points the gun at the two SECURITY GUARDS up front.

One Guard puts his hands up, but the other Guards 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. Screams. Some 
panic. Fisher hurries through the lobby to take control. 

FISHER
Everyone get down on the ground! 
Don’t try to be a fucking cowboy. 
We’re not here for you or your 
money. Just keep your shit quiet 
and do as your told.

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

CARTER
Down!
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The Guards do as their told. Carter kicks them over on their 
stomachs. Worm hustles to the back of the lobby.

EXT. ALLEYWAY - CONTINUOUS

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 - CONTINUOUS

Carter keeps an eye on the lobby.

FOYER

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

Fisher and Worm enter. The GUARD in on the score seated at 
the desk. He stands and puts his arms up.

GUARD
Please, please, don’t shoot!

(softly to Fisher)
Tell me to toss you the keys.

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

The Guard does as he’s told.

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 the Guard have a hushed exchange.

FISHER (CONT’D)
What the fuck man!

The Guard is as confused as Fisher is.
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GUARD
I just used them ten minutes ago.

INT. ECONOLINE - CONTINUOUS

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 - CONTINUOUS

Worm still fiddles with the lock as Fisher’s listens to 
Bigg’s over his earpiece.

FISHER
What fucking tripped?

BIGGS
(via radio)

It’s not the silent. Something else 
inside. Something we overlooked.

FISHER
Worm, change of plans. Cut it.

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

LOBBY

Carter keeps his head on a swivel.

CARTER
What the fuck’s taking so long?!
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FOYER

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

FISHER
Hang in there.

Worm has two bars down. One more to go.

INT. ECONOLINE - CONTINUOUS

Biggs continues to monitor the radios.

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

Bigg’s eyes nearly pop out of his head. He yells into his 
radio.

BIGGS
They’ve got a make on us. Check for 
cell phones! 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 and starts searching people.

FISHER (CONT’D)
I want all phones now! If I catch 
one of you on a fucking phone so 
help me I’ll smash your fucking 
skull in.

Carter moves through the lobby making sure everyone complies. 
Some people scream. Most toss their phones in front of them.

BAM! 

Worm just blew the safe. Some more people scream.
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Fisher keeps searching. He finds the problem. A MANAGER 
tucked behind a desk. 

Fisher grabs the guy, lifts him into the air and slams him 
down on a table. He slams the butt of his MP5 into the face 
of the Manager, busting his nose. People scream.

WORM (O.S.)
Fisher!

Fisher pushes the Manager onto the floor. Blood gushing out 
his nose, the Manager scurries away.

FISHER
What!

WORM (O.S.)
You need to some look at this!

Fisher signals for Carter to follow him.

FOYER

Worm is standing inside the foyer, right in front of the 
safe, blocking the view inside.

Fisher and Carter run in and stop at Worm’s side.

WORM (CONT’D)
You think this is a problem?

FISHER
Un--fucking--believable.

Whatever they see, they can hardly believe it.
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