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INT. UNION FEDERAL - DAY

100 foot tall arched ceilings. Coral, teal, and gold mosaics 
adorn the upper walls. The lobby seems more like 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 E-150 van parked across the street.

INT. VAN - 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 van 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
Down on the ground! We’re not here 
for you or your money. Don’t be a 
fucking cowboy. I want everyone’s 
cell phones toss out in front them!

BACK OFFICE

A BANK MANAGER (50s) spots Fisher yelling and scurries under 
his desk.

LOBBY

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 their told. 

Worm hustles to the back of the lobby. Carter starts 
collecting the cell phones. Fisher sweeps the offices.

Fisher looks over at the THREE FEMALE TELLERS at teller line.

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

TELLER LINE

One of the tellers presses a button just under the counter as 
before she follows the other two out.

INT. VAN - 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.
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INT. UNION FEDERAL - LOBBY - CONTINUOUS

Carter finished collecting the phones and scans 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.

Fisher and Worm enter. NORMAN (30s), skinny and scuffy, 
seated at the desk. He 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.

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 as confused as Fisher is.

GUARD
I just used them ten minutes ago.

INT. VAN - 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!
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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. It’s something 
else inside.

FISHER
Fuck!

(to Worm)
Change of plans. Cut it.

Worm opens up the heavy bag he was carrying. He takes out an 
industrial bar cutter.

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.

4.



INT. VAN - 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. 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.

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 phone.

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

The Bank Manager is yanked out from under the desk by Fisher. 

LOBBY

Fisher drags the Bank Manager into the lobby, 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.
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BOOM! The mini-safe blows. People scream.

FISHER
Keep an eye on this fuck!

Carter nods as Fisher rushes into the foyer.

FOYER

Worm has most of the money stuffed into his bag. Fisher drops 
down next to him and stuffs what’s left into his bag.

FISHER (CONT’D)
We gotta get the fuck outta here!

Fisher and Worm gets up.

NORMAN
What about me?

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

LOBBY

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

FISHER (CONT’D)
Carter, back door!

Carter runs to the back of the lobby and kicks the door open. 

The Van is waiting, read double doors wide open.

VAN

Worm gets in, followed by Fisher.

BIGGS
What the fuck took so long?

FISHER
Worm had to cut the bars.

Carter gets in and shuts the doors.

WORM
I thought you were crazy when you 
wanted me to bring that shit.
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FISHER
That’s why I plan, and you get the 
guns. Get us the fuck outta here 
Biggs.

The van drives off.
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