PAGE ONE HUNDRED AND THIRTY-EIGHT(four panels)

Panel 1: Griswold fires all of the lasers at once, forming a giant fucking death beam at
Lucia.

Panel 2: Reacting fast, Lucia splits her legs as she leaps over the laser—but it’s not
enough! Behind her, the fucking beam bends DBZ style and comes racing toward her back.
She’s looking over her shoulder like “Oh shit.”

LUCIA: No good!

Panel 3: Lucia afterimages away, avoiding the bending laser.
LUCIA: Gonna make it follow me, huh?

Panel 4: Then, we show Griswold. There are a dozen of Lucia’s afterimages appearing
around him. Some behind, in front, to the sides, above, maybe even one below with her
head poking out the ground. Somehow we need to indicate that the laser is following her,
here, even if slightly.

GRISWOLD: Hm?



PAGE ONE HUNDRED AND THIRTY-NINE(three panels)

Panel 1: Wide shot. Up in the sky. Griswold’s been encased by his own lasers in almost a
shoestring-esque fashion. Lucia’s in front of the camera, having leaped high in the sky and
wearing a wide smile. She’s turning around, heading back down toward Griswold, laser still
following her. Small closeup of Kern’s face in the corner.

LUCIA: Ready to have your circuits fried, you bucket of bolts?

KERN: Kill me.

Panel 2: Closeup of Griswold, arms crossed, smirking. He looks totally nonplussed despite
the deathtrap created around him. Lucia can be seen hurrying toward him.

GRISWOLD: Heh.

GRISWOLD: What a dumbass trick.

GRISWOLD: And you know what they say? Play dumbass games...

Panel 3: Profile shot of Lucia and Griswold. He’s thrust both his hands out, causing the
massive beam to explode into a volley of slim, lightsaber-sized lasers which are flying
outward(like 1:30 in this video: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=mxN9sUN3LTo).
Lucia was entirely unprepared for her move to be countered and so she, just a few feet from
Griswold, is being pummeled by lasers.

GRISWOLD: Win dumbass prizes.


https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=mxN9sUN3LTo
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