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INT. UNION FEDERAL - DAY

Koteric and Lim duck under some police tape at the entrance. 
What’s in front of then is a literal smorgasbord of people. 

Police interviewing the security guards. CSI examining the 
foyer area. Paramedics attend to Bank Manager.

Koteric immediately spots a NERVOUS EXECUTIVE TYPE stressing 
out as he’s interviewed by TWO POLICE OFFICERS.

KOTERIC
Who’s the suit?

Koteric takes out a cigarette.

LIM
(off Koteric’s look)

Walter Spinowski. Some big shot 
from one of the law firms downtown.

Koteric lights up.

KOTERIC
Spinowski is also a name that keeps 
coming up in a high stakes gambling 
ring out of Windsor, belonging to 
one Luis Garnier, point man for the 
Laroque drug cartel.

LIM
Laroque...those the same guys we 
think who gunned down Tony 
Cipriano’s men out in Wyandotte?

KOTERIC
Same guys. So why’s Spinowski here? 
Can’t imagine he’s looking for 
clients.

LIM
Best we can tell, the money was 
his. He schedule a large cash 
withdrawal with the bank for today. 

Koteric watches as Walter smacks away the Officer’s clip 
board and then starts yelling at them.

KOTERIC
Tell him to calm down. His shit’s 
insured. You’re guys don’t need to 
deal with that kinda crap.



FOYER

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

KOTERIC (CONT’D)
Was a guard stationed here?

Koteric takes a drag.

LIM
Yeah.

KOTERIC
Where is he? I wanna talk to him.

LIM
Gone. Some of the witnesses said he 
took off right after the heist. 

KOTERIC
We got a name or address on him?

LIM
No. His personnel file was missing 
when I looked.

KOTERIC
Grabbed it on his way out. Smart. 
Buys him some time.

LIM
You think he was in on it?

KOTERIC
What the hell do you think Lim? 
Seriously? Guy jets right after the 
theft. Maybe he had to take a shit 
really bad, and just happened to be 
interested in reviewing his 
personnel file while doing it. 
Hell, did your guys check the 
bathrooms? Maybe he’s still in 
there.

Koteric takes another drag and something hits him. He looks 
back at Spinowski, and then at the mini-safe. A smile crests 
his lips.

LIM
What?
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KOTERIC
You wanna know why Spinowski’s 
nervous? All this money he was 
taking out, it was to pay
off a gambling debt he owes 
Garnier. And now, without it, he’s 
shitting a brick about what to do.

Koteric takes another drag.

LIM
And if that money was going to 
Garnier--

KOTERIC
These smooth motherfuckers who’ve 
been hitting up all these banks 
just scored a job on the mob.

INT. MULTI CAR GARAGE - DAY

Five full size luxury cars, all in a row, staring down the 
garage doors in front of them. 

VASSER (30s), black suit, no tie, well groomed, could be a 
stock broker, walks toward a black Mercedes S-Class, cell 
phone to his ear.

He’s flanked by three cronies. ISSAC (20s), thin, lengthy, 
and pale. BRUCE (30s), massive, muscled, and intimidating. 
And ROLAND (30s), eyes hidden behind dark sunglasses.

VASSER
(in French)

All of it.

INT. LUXURY JET - DAY

LUIS GARNIER (50s), slim cut white suit, thin framed D&G 
sunglasses, is on the other end of Vasser’s call.

GARNIER
(in French)

Was it Cipriani?

INT. MULTI CAR GARAGE - CONTINUOUS

Vasser stops at the Mercedes.
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VASSER
(in French)

Don’t know yet. But I’ve acquired 
the personnel file of a guard who 
took off right after the heist. I’d 
like to have a word with him.

INT. LUXURY JET - CONTINUOUS

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

GARNIER
(in French)

Vasser, I want whoever took my 
fucking money by the time I land in 
Windsor. Got that?

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 Luis?

GARNIER
(in French)

Just incompetence.

INT. MULTI CAR GARAGE - CONTINUOUS

Vasser and his crew get into the Mercedes. Bruce drives.

MERCEDES

The crew all check their guns.

VASSER
(in French)

Let’s go.

Bruce clicks the garage opener.

EXT. MULTI CAR GARAGE - CONTINUOUS

The garage door lifts up and the Mercedes pulls out an 
circles the fountain of a huge two wing estate house.
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It drives off down a long private drive that snakes through a 
lush, wide open estate. 

EXT. SCUMMY CONDOS - DAY

Four condo units who’s glory days have long since past. The 
wood siding is worn and crumbling.

INT. BEDROOM - CONTINUOUS

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
Packing.

MAUREEN
For what?

Norman stop and starts looking around the room for something.

NORMAN
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
You didn’t have too. I took care of 
everything. This shit hole. My 
piece of shit job. Never having 
money. All of it. 
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I just gots to meet someone in an 
hour and we’re gone baby. Gone!

Maureen doesn’t look convinced.

MAUREEN
Norm honey, have you been doing 
meth again?

Norman stops and goes over to her again.

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

Maureen nods.

NORMAN (CONT’D)
Then just trust me.

The doorbell rings and some dogs start going ape shit.

NORMAN (CONT’D)
Now go get the door.

Maureen pouts, takes a drag, and leaves.

LIVING ROOM

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

MARUEEN
Samson, Millie, get! I said get!

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

VASSER
Is this Norman--

He checks a small piece of paper.

VASSER (CONT’D)
Dubrowski’s house?

MAUREEN
Yeah, who are you?

Vasser takes out a silenced handgun and shoots her in the 
face.

6.

NORMAN (CONT'D)



INT. DIMLY LIT ROOM - DAY

The back of very SWEATY MAN sitting in a sauna, cell phone 
resting at his side.

It rings and the Sweaty Man answers.

SWEATY MAN
Yeah...They’ll be there soon. I 
want them in an out, and keep your 
mouth shut.

He ends the call and puts the phone down.

INT. FISHER’S FLAT - BATHROOM - DAY

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

He flushes the toilet and the wets his hands.

FLAT

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

Fisher looks around for a second.

FISHER
Where’s Biggs?

Worm doesn’t look up from his money counting.

BIGGS
Out having a smoke.

FISHER
You got a count on the final take?

CARTER
Best we can tell six million, give 
or take ten grand.

FISHER
After Quinn’s split, that’s over a 
mil a piece. Not a bad take.
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BIGGS (O.S.)
See, that’s where you got it wrong. 
That’s five mil for me, and shit 
for you.

Fisher, Carter, and Worm look up to find Biggs walking up 
with SIX GOONS behind him, guns drawn.

WORM
Biggs, you mother fucker.

Fisher reaches for the 9mm tucked into his pants.

BIGGS
Don’t. Everyone walks from here if 
no one goes playing hero.

Fisher relents and puts his hands up.

LATER

Worm, Carter, and Fisher are tied up around an giant support 
beam. Biggs and the Goons are stuffing the money back into 
the 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.

A few of the Goons chuckle.

FISHER
I’m gonna find you.

BIGGS
You ain’t gonna do nothing. All 
your gonna do is sit and wait for 
Quinn to show up and cut your asses 
loose.

Biggs watches as the last wrap up money is stuffed into a 
canvas bag.

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

Fisher starts laughing.
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BIGGS (CONT’D)
(off Fisher’s laugh)

What? What’s so fucking funny.

FISHER
You. You’re acting like you’re some 
God damn criminal mastermind. We 
both know 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.

This is getting under Biggs skin.

BIGGS
I’m smarter than you think.

FISHER
No you’re not. You could barely 
handle the scanners. Why do you 
think I made you a driver? You’re a 
walking disaster. 

BIGGS
You fucking shut up.

FISHER
Everyone knows you put the dumbest 
team member guy behind the wheel.

BIGGS
Yeah, if you’re so smart, and I’m 
so fucking dumb, then why couldn’t 
you spot a Cipriani plant when you 
saw one?

Fisher smirks. Biggs has no idea knows he just gave Fisher 
exactly what he was trawling for.

FISHER
You’re right. You win. Whatever. 
Just take the money and fucking get 
outta here.

BIGGS
Sorry it had to be this way fellas. 
It was nice while it lasted.

Biggs taps twice on the table with his hand gun and leaves.
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WORM
Fucking Cipriani? Shit man, that’s 
just wrong.

CARTER
What are we gonna do?

Fisher sighs.

FISHER
Nothing. Unless you think going up 
to the head of the Detroit 
Partnership and asking for our 
money back is going to work.

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 - CONTINUOUS

Lim standing in the doorway to the kitchen.

LIM
It’s Lim. Looks like Laroque’s men 
got here first.

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

INT. GREEK RESTAURANT - CONTINUOUS

Koteric puts his sandwich down. His face sours.

KOTERIC
Damn.
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