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FADE IN:

INT. APARTMENT BUILDING - NIGHT

Three friends chilling out in what they called the abode. It 
is a one bedroom apartment on the second floor overlooking 
the neon lights of the local sex shop, setup for the single 
man who has very little but want to look abundant.

TRAVIS, occupant, 21 yo, tall and lean, scruffy but well kept 
sits at a messy desk covered in gaming and collectible 
paraphernalia, feet up trying to look cool but failing, beer 
in hand he takes a chug.

TRAVIS
Horse Shit, you can sell anything on 
eBay!

Travis takes another chug of his beer.

TRAVIS (cont'd)
Shit, I once heard of this guy that 
sold his virginity and another that 
sold his soul, idiots will buy 
anything if you market it right.

JENS, 20, a medium height jock build and PAULIE 20, the jocks 
best friend and quieter type, both are sitting in a large old 
school, well worn leather couch with beers and just smiling 
as they stir their friend.

JENS
Have you actually ever sold anything 
on eBay?

TRAVIS
Bought heaps but sold little, the odd 
game when I'm finished desecrating 
it!

PAULIE
Flash up your account and sell a toe, 
that would be way cool.

Travis nearly chokes on his beer and sits upright.

TRAVIS
That's just stupid; it has to be 
something that won't affect you

JENS
You have ten of them, what's one 
little toe going to matter?

The pair laugh as thick as thieves.



TRAVIS
There are certain rules of 
preservation in life and selling body 
parts doesn't fit within the 
guidelines, let me show you.

They had him, hook, line and sinker, he was theirs and all 
they had to do was reel him in. Travis twists in his chair 
and logs into his eBay account to began an auction.

TRAVIS (cont'd)
So I'm going to place and auction to 
sell something that doesn't exist but 
has the potential to make money, like 
long distance spiritual guidance or 
moon air in a jar, better yet a 
skill!

Travis takes a large drink of his beer and places it on the 
desk as he read aloud his bid description as he types it.

TRAVIS (cont'd)
One time offer for the contract of an 
experienced tactical fighter, trained 
in multiple hand to hand combat 
techniques and schooled in the use of 
various weapons including but not 
limited to small arms, assault 
rifles, shotgun, sniper rifles, 
plasma and rail guns, heavy 
suppression guns, explosives and 
knives. My background has covered 
covert and black op's, counter 
terrorism, inter planetary and occult 
based missions. If you are in need of 
a mercenary with no fear and an 
appetite for justice then I am your 
man - Winning bidder to supply 
missions — payment via PayPal only — 
immediate start!

Both Jens and Paulie should look dumbfounded, 

JENS
Don't for get to sign it Duke Nuke’m

And laughter, Travis does not look happy.

TRAVIS
Grow up!

JENS
Oooowwww, please don't pistol whip me 
with one of your small arms
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PAULIE
Or beat me with one of your multiple 
hand to hand combat techniques.

Travis is not biting.

JENS
How can you justify such a bold 
statement, you can't possible expect 
to sell such a ridicules set of 
skills?

TRAVIS
Easy. Counterstrike, Mass effect and 
FEAR. All 3 games cover every skill I 
have mentioned and I have finished 
them all so there is my experience, 
vuala!

Travis sat back and picked up his beer.

PAULIE
Oh My God you are serious, don't you 
think If someone actually bid they 
might just be a little pissed when 
they find out you’re a dick and they 
don’t get what was on offer?

TRAVIS
It’s up to the bidder to ask any 
questions before bidding or they get 
what is advertised.

Travis falls back into his chair, beer in hand.

TRAVIS (cont'd)
I saw on the Leno show that an Xbox 
box sold for over $600, just the box 
because the bidder did not read the 
sale properly!

JENS
So what do you think this skill set 
of yours is worth Duke?

TRAVIS
I have started the bidding at $1000 
with a buy now at $25000; that should 
at least turn some heads and get some 
attention.

JENS
You don't really expect anyone to bid 
do you?
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TRAVIS
Shit no but this was just to show you 
that anything can be placed if you 
word it right.

We see the computer screen, a swirling letter icon popped up 
on the computer screen and sounded the words “You have mail” 
in a computerized voice. Both Jens and Paulie erupted into 
laughter.

COMPUTER
You have mail.

JENS
You have got to be shit’n me, that is 
just wrong man.

TRAVIS
Shit, someone bought it!

Travis places down his beer, the boys stopped laughing and 
wait for Travis to finish his sentence but he just sat there 
staring at the screen.

COMPUTER
You have mail.

TRAVIS
Shit, PayPal confirmation, $25000 was 
just deposited into my account!

PAULIE
Bullshit, show me

Both he and Jens moved to the computer to get a better look.

JENS
You are in a world of hurt, this is 
so not good.

They were laughing again.

TRAVIS
This is not funny man, what am I 
going to do? We are talking twenty 
five grand here

PAULIE
Chill bro, it’s not like they know 
where you live...

There is a knock at the door. Time freezes for what seemed an 
eternity then another knock at the door. Jens walks over, 
paused and then opens it. Before him stand two well built men 
in black suites, black shirt, black tie and customer black 
glasses. One man had burns on his cheeks and the other a scar 
that looked like he had lost a fight with a machete.
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MAN WITH SCAR
Are you Christian Travis?

Both men enter the room without an invitation.

JENS
This is awesome man, you nearly had 
me. So how did you pull this off?

MAN WITH SCAR
Are you Christian Travis?

JENS
I am he, killer of terrorists, 
stopper of bombs, vanquisher of 
spirits and savior of planets and you 
are?

Jens is really hamming it up and finishes with a bow. The 
spokesman removed his glasses to reveal yellow set eyes with 
vertical red pupils that seemed to glow in the low lit room. 
Both men stepped forward and put a hand on Jens shoulder who 
freezes at their touch.

MAN WITH SCAR
Your new boss!

A blue mist forms over the now three connected men, a 
crackling sound then a snap like distant lightning and in an 
instant they were gone.

PAULIE
What the hell just happened?

Paulie back hands Travis on the shoulder. 

PAULIE (cont'd)
Snap out of it man, someone or 
something just took Jens?

TRAVIS
I killed him, it's all my fault

PAULIE
You didn't kill him, he should have 
shut his mouth and we could have 
sorted this out.

Travis sits in the couch, head in hands freaking out and 
about to speak when the room fills with a crackling sound 
again. Travis stands to join Paulie as there is strength in 
numbers.
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Before them stands a hardened man in his mid-forties 
enveloped in a dissipating blue mist, he is clad in battle 
gear that could be from any futuristic movie and strapped to 
his legs where two hand guns that looked more like hand 
cannons only bigger. His bearded face and the exposed parts 
of his arms were covered in scars that could only have come 
from multiple wounds. He had a commanding hard look about him 
but seems to be at peace in their presence.

PAULIE (cont'd)
Who are you?

The man steps forward.

MAN
I am the killer of terrorists!

Steps closer.

MAN (cont'd)
I am the stopper of bombs!

Steps closer.

MAN (cont'd)
I am the vanquisher of spirits!

Steps closer.

MAN (cont'd)
And the savior of many, many planets 
and...

Steps closer and stops feet away from our pair, both are 
mesmerized by this man. A moment of recognition by Paulie as 
he and the man keep eye contact.

PAULIE
J—Jens?

Jens smiles and places a hand on both his friends shoulders. 
they should look on in awe.

JENS
Your new boss!

Then comes the blue mist, all vanish.

FADE TO BLACK
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