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BLACK SCREEN (O.C.)

A large vehicle pulls up and brakes hard to a stop. Car doors 
open and shut close, then scurrying feet run off.

INT. NATIONAL BANK OF NEW YORK - LOBBY - DAY

A masked-man’s back is facing away from the entrance into the 
lobby.

It’s JACK FROST (high-30s), shotgun in hand. Sporting 
sunglasses, a business suit that bulges from a bulletproof 
vest underneath, and leather gloves.

He cocks his shotgun.

BOOM!

The shotgun blast rings out.

People scream, panic, and run, while some take cover.

BANK GUARD ONE
Freeze!

BANK GUARD ONE (30-50s) stands posed to shoot, twenty-yards 
away.

Two other men, JASON FROST (mid-30s), an athletic man, and
JEFFREY FROST (low-30s), a slender man, are dressed like 
Jack. Armed with shotguns, they rush behind the teller area.

BANK GUARD ONE (CONT'D)
I said freeze!

Jack aims and fires at the guard, who shoots as he falls.

Jack falls. 

Jason stops.

JEFFREY
What’re ya doin’?

Jack grabs his gut. No blood. He gets up.

Jack looks at Jason giving him an okay look.

Jason slaps Jeffrey in the back of the head, playful like.

JASON
Let’s go, idiot.
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BANK GUARD TWO (50s) crouches behind some cover, taking two 
shots that miss Jeffrey. He sees no movement from the other 
guard.

He finds a vantage point and takes his chance. He shoots at 
Jason. Nicks him in the arm.

Jason drops his shotgun.

Jeffrey shoots and drops the second guard. 

Jason picks up his shotgun.

Jason and Jeffrey gather the STAFF and CUSTOMERS towards 
Jack, who jumps on the main lobby desk. He points his gun at 
them.

JACK
Everybody down!

Jason finds someone who’s hiding in the crowd.

JASON
You, up.

It’s the BANK MANAGER (50s, male). 

JASON (CONT'D)
Let’s go.

Jason drags the staggering manager. They head for the vault.

Jeffrey follows walking backwards keeping his gun fixed.

A BEEP goes off.

JACK
You got ninety!

INT. BANK VAULT - CONTINUOUS

Jason points the shotgun at the Bank Manager’s chest and taps 
the metal cage door. 

JASON
Open. Says. Me?

BANK MANAGER
You’ve got the wron --

Jason headbutts the idiot.
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JASON
Let’s do this again.

Jason points the muzzle of his shotgun in the nostril of the 
bank manager.

JASON (CONT'D)
Bro, got the count?

Jeffrey looks intently at the bank manager.

JEFFREY
Three, two, --

Jason fingers the trigger.

BANK MANAGER
Okay, okay...

The bank manager fumbles for the keys and Jason throttles him 
before taking them to open the cage.

JEFFREY
Jesus, some people.

Jason opens the door and walks to the shelves filled with 
stacks of bills, Jeffrey close behind.

INTERCUT WITH:

BANK LOBBY

Jack paces on the bank teller counter, watching both 
customers and bank staff.

JACK
(to the crowd)

D’you ever hear the story about 
Jack Frost?

Another BEEP is heard.

JACK (CONT'D)
Sixty!

BANK VAULT

Jason and Jeffrey slide the backpacks off expanding them into 
duffle bags. They fill them with stacks of bills.

JACK (O.C.)
Thirty!
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The two men frantically pick up the pace stuffing their bags.

BANK LOBBY

Jack moves his head on a swivel watching bank guard two, 
staff, and customers.

JACK
It’s a tragic story of a boy...

Another BEEP is heard. Jack turns his head towards the vault.

JACK (CONT'D)
Fifteen!

Jack now in total control of the crowd.

JACK (CONT'D)
He loses his life when he chooses 
to be the King of Ice.

BEEP!

JACK (CONT'D)
Time!

Jack jumps down from the teller desk.

He picks up one of the pretty girls and kisses her and sets 
her down again.

JACK (CONT'D)
He doesn’t win the girl, but he 
sure got paid.

VAULT

Jason and Jeffrey shoulder their duffle bags. Jason slams his 
gun against the Manager’s face, folding him.

JEFFREY
Asshole.

LOBBY

Bank Guard Two takes the opportunity yanking a gun from his 
ankle and shoots two rounds, missing Jack.

Jason and Jeffrey emerge from the vault shooting the guard 
dead.
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The guard falls to the floor.

Jason and Jeffrey head for the front door. Jason throws a 
small, black bag to Jack. Jack looks inside, it’s diamonds.

JACK
(to himself)

Jack Frost, indeed.

Jack heads for the door, then turns back when he reaches it.

JACK (CONT'D)
(to everyone else)

Have a nice day, folks!

Jack exits, following Jason and Jeffrey.

EXT. NATIONAL BANK OF NEW YORK - EARLIER

On a cool morning in a business area of town sits a BLACK 
SUV. With heavily-tinted windows, it idles near the front of 
the bank at the end of a long walkway.

RAY LUTZ (30s), a man who’s too skinny due to a long history 
of drug abuse, sits behind the wheel wearing cheap sunglasses 
and nervously scanning the landscape, smoking a cigarette. A 
red bandana is tied around his neck.

He notices a POLICE CAR pull up across the street, down a 
ways, next to a mobile coffee cart sitting on the sidewalk.

Ray looks towards the bank’s front door, then to his watch, 
then back at the policeman, who is now grabbing a cup of 
coffee from the clerk.

The three gunmen emerge from the bank door and walk quickly 
to the SUV. Their guns hidden by leather coats are pointed 
down to avoid being noticed.

Jack opens the back cargo doors of the SUV as Jason and 
Jeffrey throw their duffle bags inside.

After Jack closes the door, Ray peals out, leaving the three 
gunmen standing, dumbfounded.

A car brakes hard to avoid crashing into the SUV.

The squealing tires of the SUV and car grab the attention of 
the policeman, who now see three gunmen. He pulls his gun.

POLICEMAN
Police! Freeze!
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Jack turns and steps in front of the car pointing his gun 
towards the driver.

Jason and Jeffrey turn their attention to the cop.

JASON
Fuck you, pig!

POLICEMAN
(to the crowd around)

Take cover!

Jason and Jeffrey start spraying bullets towards the 
policeman as he ducks behind the police car. 

People are ducking for cover, yelling and crying.

JACK
(to the driver)

Out of the car, now!

Jack fires a round past the driver’s door.

The driver jumps out as the three gunmen hop in.

The policeman returns fire from cover.

Jack floors it as Jeffrey and Jason shoot out of the back 
window towards the officer.

The officer reloads and steps out into the open, aiming and 
firing at the car.

Jason aims and shoots the cop, exploding his head.

JEFFREY
Animal.

JASON
What did you hit? That’s right, 
nothing.

INT. PARKING GARAGE - DAY

The hijacked car speeds around the corner and brakes hard. 

Jack gets out and pulls a set of keys from his pocket then 
clicks a key fob as he rushes to a car’s driver door.

BEEP (key fob)

Jack grabs his side and groans, stopping him.
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JASON
Jack, you alright?

JACK
It’s nothing.

All three gunmen get into the car.

The car backs out from the parking spot.

Jack slightly hunches over.

Jason’s still looking at Jack, unconvinced.

JACK (CONT'D)
Really.

The car sits. Then, Jack peals out.

JASON
Should I drive?

The car disappears around the corner.

INT. RAY’S HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

A hand pushes open a slightly ajar door. Jack’s two brothers 
run excitedly into the house, rummaging around looking for 
something. The hand moves around the coffee table.

The head looks down and sees stuff scattered on the coffee 
table. The hand reaches down and picks through the stuff and 
grabs a playing card on top of the pile. It’s a Jack of 
Spades.

JACK
I’m so disappointed, Ray.

In the b.g., Jason and Jeffrey are searching high and low all 
over the house, smashing and throwing stuff as they go.

Jack looks up, then goes back to investigating the contents 
on the coffee table.

JACK (CONT'D)
I don’t feel sorry for you. 
Snitches get stitches, right? 
Did you fight them off?

Jack sits in a chair next to the couch.
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JACK (CONT'D)
God, man, what a mess. You could’ve 
cleaned up a bit before we came.

A dead Ray is slumped, sitting on the couch. His head nearly 
torn apart with brain matter resting within a busted skull. 
Blood covers the couch, the curtains, and Ray. His red 
bandana is still tied around his neck.

A shotgun is taped between Ray’s legs and his right hand is 
taped to the trigger area with his index finger stuck in the 
trigger housing.

JACK (CONT'D)
I doubt you had the balls to fight.

Jason and Jeffrey come up to Jack, viewing the remains of 
Ray.

JEFFREY
Nothing here, Jack.

Jack lifts up the playing card.

JACK
What’s wrong with this picture?

Jason looks at it. Eyes are X’d out and the letters I, C, U 
across the bottom, written in blood.

JEFFREY
I C U, what’s that mean?

Jason motions a cross sign, twice.

JASON
A double cross?

JEFFREY
No, duh, shit-for-brains. But, by 
who?

JACK
I have a good idea.

The trio starts toward the front door and see black SUVs 
approaching fast. 

JACK (CONT'D)
Let’s go to the back.

They quickly duck out the back door.
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INT. VAN - NIGHT

A couple of blocks away from Ray’s house, flashing lights 
illuminating the van.

Jack and them are in a van stopped by the side of the road.

All three men look back at a swarm of police and unmarked 
cars in front of Ray’s house.

JASON
F.B.I.?

JACK
Yep. 
BEAT 
You sure you looked everywhere?

JEFFREY
We looked everywhere. The money’s 
gone.

JACK
Hmm. S’all good, little brother.

JASON
What do you think happened?

JACK
With Ray?
I have a good idea.

JEFFREY
Probably the same reason the 
money’s gone?

JACK
Now, you’re catchin’ on.

JEFFREY
If so, how do we take care of this?

JACK
It’s taken care of already.

JASON
But, we’re good, right?

JACK
We’d be like Ray if we weren’t.
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EXT. COFFEESHOP - DAY

Jack walks by a downtown coffeeshop and stops, watching a 
women reading at a booth. Then, he knocks loudly on the 
window before entering.

INT. COFFEESHOP - CONTINUOUS

At the table, 

CINDY HOUSTON(30s) natural beauty with long, flowing hair. 
Definitely naive. But she’s intelligent. Reads her book, 
“Cracking The Code: Vaults”.

Jack walks up and sits opposite her.

JACK
What’s up, doll face?

CINDY
The name’s Cindy, Jacko.

He leans in for a kiss. Denied.

JACK
Oh, I see, I’m a bad boy.

CINDY
Yes, and I’m a bad judge of 
character. Anyways, McCala thought 
you were dope.

JACK
Who’s McCala?

CINDY
My B-F-F since college.

JACK
Is she hot?

CINDY
Jack, you could’ve called to say 
you were going to --

JACK
Whoa, whoa, what’s all this? Hey, 
I’m sorry, okay?

CINDY
And, now my lunch is over and I 
gotta go back.
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