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EXT. STOREFRONT - DAY

The front of a car. Static. Dusty. We peer inside the messy
interior until:

A hand lifts and sticks a piece of paper behind the
windshield wiper.

OFFICER AUBREY JONES (30) walks along several cars parked
along the storefront. She wears the classic black and blue
uniform in standard Meter Maid fashion. Ticket generator in
one hand.

She stops in front of a gray sedan parked in front of a--

EXT. BANK - CONTINUOUS

She tracks around the back. Stares at the SCRATCH MARKS
scattered around the trunk keyhole.

She rubs her fingers along the surface, before briskly
walking down the--
EXT. STOREFRONT - CONTINUOUS

She spots an ELDERLY WOMAN approaching her direction. She
nods her way as:

The Elderly Woman passes by, Jones steps into her--

INT. METER MAID CAR - CONTINUOUS

It’'s a three-wheeled, slightly unstable, blue and white,
almost two-seater abomination of a vehicle.

She pulls out a bulky laptop sitting beside her.

TERA (V.O.)
Kyle!

CUT TO:

INT. BANK - CONTINUOUS

TERA (30’s), dressed in casual clothing with a black ski mask
scrunched atop her head, treads towards the entrance of an
open

VAULT



Duffle bag in hand.

KYLE (20’'s) leans against the outside
HALLWAY

Music bursts through the earbuds in his ears.

TERA
KYLE!

He jolts up, takes an earbud out.

TERA (CONT'D)
Here!

She chucks the duffle bag his way. Kyle catches, startled.
MORGAN (30’s) stands in the
COMMON AREA

Ski mask on, assault rifle out. He corners a dozen CIVILIANS,
huddled on the floor.

MORGAN
We wanna make this easy for you
guys. So long as you keep following
our instructions, we won’t hurt
anyone... SO long as we get what we
want, we won’'t hurt anyone...

He crouches down next to a well dressed man, THE MANAGER
(50's).

MORGAN (CONT'D)
(softer)

So long as what you’ve told us is

correct, we won’'t hurt anyone.
We peer inside the
MANAGER'S OFFICE
where a crouched unmasked CANNAN (30’s) spins the dial to a
safe.

INT/EXT. METER MAID CAR - CONTINUOUS

BEEEEP! The laptop chime alerts Jones to the screen. She
hunches forward, to see:



3.

The ID of the gray sedan owner: A clear image of an elderly
woman.

Jones peers her head out the side of the car to see the
Elderly Woman slowly approaching the gray sedan.

Jones slumps back into her seat, sighing.

INT. BANK - CONTINUOUS
Tera and Kyle scurry into the
COMMON AREA

They're carrying several duffle bags. They drop two on the
ground as they put on their ski masks.

TERA
We’'re behind!

Morgan turns around to face them.

MORGAN
Is that everything?

He makes his way towards the duffel bags.

KYLE
(to Tera)
By half (a minute.)

TERA
(over; re: Cannan)
Is he done yet?

MORGAN
(to Tera)
Evidently not.

CANNAN (0.S.)
(to Tera)
Did you say (half a minute?)

KYLE
(over; to Morgan)
I need the pick.

MORGAN
(to Kyle)
Oh, right.

Morgan searches his pockets. Finds both of them empty.



TERA
(to Cannan)
How much (longer is it going to
take?)

MORGAN
(over)
Shit.

KYLE
(to Morgan; noticing)
What do you mean “Shit”? (We just
opened the trunk a second ago!)

CANNAN (0.S.)

(over; to Tera)
Hey, suck my dick! Why don’t you
have at it then!

MORGAN
(sternly)
Cannan!

CANNAN
slowly opens the safe door. A beat, then:

CANNAN
Sorry.

MORGAN
pulls out a pick and hands it to Kyle.

KYLE
(grabbing)
Thank you.

A masked Cannan enters the common area and hands a tiny black
bag, smaller than his hand, to Morgan, who lugs a duffle bag
over his shoulder. Tera stands over the civilians.

Morgan looks inside the bag. A beat then:

MORGAN
Listen guys... we’'ve got what we
came here to get. There needn’t be
any more conflict from here on out.
(to Tera)
How behind are we now?

TERA
A minute, almost two now.



MORGAN
Then let’s go.

They make their way towards the entrance as:

We pan down to the Manager'’s hands behind his back, to reveal
a rectangular shaped remote with a blinking red LED on the
side.

MANAGER'’S OFFICE

A blinking red LED glows from underneath the Manager’s desk.

EXT. BANK - MOMENTS LATER

Kyle and Morgan bust through the front doors. Kyle almost
runs into the Elderly Woman standing by.

KYLE
Sorry!

Cannan and Tera follow out.

INT/EXT. METER MAID CAR - CONTINUOUS

Alerted by Kyle’s shout, Jones looks their direction. Steps
just outside of the car.

EXT. BANK - CONTINUOUS

MORGAN
Just get in the car man...

KYLE
I said I was sorry!

Morgan nudges Kyle to the side and opens the door to the
sedan.

ELDERLY WOMAN
Heyyyy... my car.

CANNAN
(hunching over)
Sorry m’'am, we need it for official
business. We promise we’ll bring it
back in once piece.

Cannan stands up straight. He holds the car the car door open
as:





































































































































































































































































