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INT. COMIC BOOK SHOP STOCKROOM - DAY

GUS, 29, works in a crowded stock room. A group of photos are 
pinned to a corkboard grouped with business cards on the rear 
wall. One photo is of Gus, his daughter, and a woman. 

The store phone rings. Voicemail answers.

GUS (V.O.)
Thanks for calling Direct Addition 
Comics. Please leave a message and 
we’ll get back to you. Excelsior!

BEEP.

In front of the shop, a stack of alimony papers, and misc. 
bills hang off the side of a counter next to the phone.

MR. JAMESON (V.O.)
Hey ya, Gus. It’s Mr. J. I 
understand this is a bad time, with 
the alimony, divorce, and whatnot.

Gus pauses, looks to the photos of his daughter on the wall.

MR. JAMESON (V.O.)
I’ve been lenient. But I need two 
months rent by Friday or I gotta 
shut ya down. Call me back.

BEEP.

Gus cuts his eyes at a photo of his EX-WIFE.

EX-WIFE (V.O.)
Gus. Nikki needs money for her 
roller-figure-skating lessons. Stop 
being a loser and do your job. Ugh.

CLICK.

Gus rolls his eyes and grabs a stack of longboxes labeled: 
Shitty Comic Books. He mumbles.

GUS
Roller figure--get the fuck out of 
here. Taking me for all I have.

INT. COMIC BOOK SHOP - CONTINUOUS

Gus turns off lights, sets comics on the counter over the 
alimony papers, etc. He walks to the front door. Phone rings 
again. He leaves keys in the unlocked door. Answers phone.



GUS
Direct Addition...

EXT. COMIC BOOK SHOP - SAME 

Three sets of sneakers walk across the street and step up on 
the curb in front of the shop.

INT. COMIC BOOK SHOP - SAME 

Gus hangs up. There is another picture of his wife next to 
the receiver. He takes an action figure and blasts the 
picture with the toy’s missile launcher. Gus mumbles again.

GUS
Spousal support. She had a four-
year affair. But I pay. Typical.

The three sets of sneakers enter. The doorbell rings. 

GUS (CONT’D)
Sorry, we’re closed.

Gus turns to see three TEENS, 14-15, two boys and a girl, 
wearing masks of DR. DOOM, SPIDER-MAN, and HOWARD THE DUCK. 
Each has a hand in their jacket pocket, pointing towards Gus. 

DOOM
Relinquish the money in your 
register!

Gus steps out from behind the counter.

GUS
You’re kidding.

HOWARD THE DUCK
You’re kidding! I just can’t!

Howard saunters over to a wall of graded comic books.

DOOM
What are you doing?

Howard pulls a book down. She does a pirouette.

HOWARD THE DUCK
9.8 grade on this Giant-Size X-Men 
#1. Priceless. I’m dying. 

GUS
Be careful with that, please.

2.



DOOM
Take it. Take whatever you want.

GUS
No one’s taking anything.

Spider-Man peers over his shoulder toward the street.

SPIDER-MAN
(to DOOM)

Bad idea. Shouldn’t be robbing a 
comic shop. I know you owe your Dad 
for the busted taillight, but...

Howard is still mesmerized by the books.

HOWARD THE DUCK
Look at this. Too much.

DOOM
Fools! Stick to the plan. Forget 
the books. And whatever else you 
were blabbering about.

Howard breaks from her comic book hypnosis.

HOWARD THE DUCK
You said you jacked your Dad’s 
plastic before he left for third 
shift at the factory. You said.

Gus walks back behind the counter. He looks at the phone.

DOOM
Nevermind, girl. Take the books. 
You! Shop-owner! Stay where you 
are!

Doom points his coat pocket further more in Gus’ direction. 
Gus smirks and throws his hands up.

HOWARD THE DUCK
Puh-lease. These books are worth 
too much money, honey.

DOOM
No shit! This is a heist.

SPIDER-MAN
Guys? This is a bad idea.

Gus leans back on a shelf, observes the argument. Doom turns 
back to Gus, who holds up the store phone.
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GUS
I don’t want to call the cops. 

Howard raises a book up to the daylight. She takes her other 
hand out of her pocket and brushes back a wisp of hair under 
the mask. Gus sees she has no gun. He relaxes even more.

GUS (CONT’D)
I’m having a rough day. There’s 
little cash here. Hey, you. 

SPIDER-MAN
Huh?

GUS
A shop owner is being held up at 
“gunpoint” by three blundering 
thieves. What Would Spider-Man Do?

SPIDER-MAN
I dunno. Beat ‘em up?

HOWARD THE DUCK
Such a Batman move. Oh! Signed 
books? What? This girl’s in love.

Doom face-palms. Spider-Man scratches his head. Howard sifts.

GUS
Anyone got an answer?

SPIDER-MAN
With great power comes great--?

DOOM
That’s not the answer to all 
questions!

SPIDER-MAN
I dunno!

Howard puts back a stack of books.

HOWARD THE DUCK
You guys wanna bail and go get 
stoned behind the Wawa?

DOOM
Idiots.

Spider-Man turns back toward the front doors. Gus notices.
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SPIDER-MAN
Spidey’d want’em to think about the 
reasons they do crimes and stuff.

DOOM
Please.

SPIDER-MAN
When the baddies come to terms with 
their mistakes and stuff.

Gus smiles with accomplishment. Spider-Man turns back around 
proud, takes his hands out of his jacket pockets, and crosses 
his arms over his chest. No gun.

DOOM
Seriously?

Spider-Man remembers his “gun,” puts his hand back in his 
pocket, and points it toward Gus.

DOOM (CONT’D)
Enough.

Gus snickers. Doom turns to Gus and pulls out a revolver. Gus 
throws his hands up, now worrisome.

DOOM (CONT’D)
I made preparations.

HOWARD THE DUCK
You said hands-like-guns. Not a 
handgun. This is why no girls with 
sense are into you.

SPIDER-MAN
Your Dad’s gonna kill you.

GUS
Alright look--

Doom’s finger isn’t on the trigger.

GUS (CONT’D)
I get it. But I’m broke, kid. My 
wife just left me. Took my little 
girl too. This place is my life. 
The product is all I have. 

Silence. Spider-Man and Howard are frozen.
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GUS (CONT’D)
And you, Dr. Doom. This really how 
you want to go about paying for a 
busted taillight?

Silence. Spider-Man and Howard look to Doom.

HOWARD THE DUCK
Wawa. Weed. Now. This stuff is 
overpriced. 

Spider-Man grabs a thick “Spider-Man” hardcover nearby as if 
to maybe use it on Doom. Gus breaks the silence.

GUS
Put the gun away!

Spider-Man drops the heavy book on the floor. Doom hesitates, 
then drops the gun through a glass display of toys. Spider-
Man and Howard take hold of a defeated Doom.

DOOM
Blast.

Spider-Man and Howard pull Doom away from the display.

SPIDER-MAN
Don’t call the cops.

Silence. Gus sees the alimony papers. The fallen picture of 
his wife stares back at him.

GUS
I won’t under one condition.

Doom notices a poster on the wall of Dr. Doom trapped in a 
cage. Gus slides out from around the counter, snatches the 
gun out of the display case, and disarms the weapon.

DOOM
Hey--

Gus blocks the entrance. Doom stomps his foot in a fit.

DOOM (CONT’D)
Fine. Name it.

GUS
You have to make a purchase.

DOOM
We don’t have any money.
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HOWARD THE DUCK
Bullshit. You got your old man’s 
credit card. Not my fault you 
thought this would impress me. I 
just wanted some books. Pay the 
man.

Howard sifts through books. Spider-Man follows.

GUS
Here’s the deal. You buy some 
comics. When your father wonders 
why there’s a $2,267 charge on his 
statement, tell him to find me. 
Then I’ll give him his gun back. 
Or: cops.

DOOM
That’s not-- You’re a thief!

GUS
I’m as much of a thief as you are a 
doctor. You decide, Doom.

Spider-Man and Howard poke their heads over racks.

HOWARD THE DUCK
Now that was so Batman.

Spider-Man nods. Gus grins.

INT. COMIC BOOK SHOP - MOMENTS LATER

The doorbell rings as the teens exit. Spider-Man and Howard 
are basking over their finds. Doom has the box of “Shitty 
Comic Books.”

Gus locks the door. Behind the counter, he picks up the 
phone. Dials.

GUS
Mr. J, hey... I have some money for 
you...Yeah, you know, just sold 
some shitty comic books.
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