Mighty Guams - Comics Script
PAGE ONE
Panel 1:

CLOSE on DEWAYNE SIMMONS, aka IRONCLAD, as he faces us, instructing THE MEN behind him, raising a metallic prosthetic arm.
1. Ironclad:



Leave them to me.

Panel 2:

2. Top Banner:
Sheridan Correctional Center, Chicago. 

High Angle View of Ironclad surrounded by MULTIPLE OPPONENTS armed with rods and sticks. His four men stand behind him forming a semi-circular perimeter, lowering their weapons. 
Panel 3:

With a circular kick of his right leg, Ironclad sends two opponents crashing towards us, while clutching two others by their throats with his metallic arms.

3. Sound of Kick:



WHAAM!! WHAAM!!!
4. Bottom Banner: 
DEWAYNE SIMMONS, aka IRONCLAD, is at it again. Crushing his challengers singlehandedly. 

Panel 4:

Ironclad has lifted the other two. They struggle in air fluttering their legs.
5. Opponents struggling:


Aghhh... Aghhh...

6. Top Banner: 
Whether in the streets of Chicago or in the prison, Ironclad leaves no room for competition.
Panel 5:

High Angle View as a couple of PRISON GUARDS standing at the Watch Tower watch the action below as Ironclad makes the two float in the air, while the ones knocked out by his kick lie on the ground some distance away. His men watch the show. So does other inmates forming a separate semi-circle.
7. Bottom Banner: 
When he is in his elements, even the law-keepers do not dare.

Panel 6:

8. Top Banner: 

With his prosthetic arms that are no impediment to his strength but an enhancer, Ironclad infuses terror into the minds of his rivals like he no other... 

Close on Ironclad’s metallic arms as he throttles the two opponents bringing their heads nearer. Their eyes bulged they froth from their mouths. 

9. Opponents:



Grugggg...
Panel 7:

Followed by his men, Ironclad comes walking towards us. Behind, the knocked out opponents are being picked up by the other inmates. 
10. Bottom Banner: 

Demanding nothing but absolute allegiance, Ironclad rules the ACOLYTES: Hardened men – and women - who are ready to do anything for their ‘Bossman’...
Panel 8:

11. Top Banner: 
Both in and outside the prison walls.
Chicago Street. A hardened, tattooed woman finishes off a rival with a shot from her gun as she proceeds to the leave the scene (in a waiting car) with a male Acolyte member. 
12. Female Acolyte Member:

You don’t mess with







Acolytes.

Panel 9:

Black.

13. White Text on black: 
The current prison time he is slapped with is long enough to take him to his grave...
But Ironclad would be out soon, to render a special service. To someone...
PAGE TWO:

Panel 1:
1. Top Banner:

Who is dreaded no less... in the world of cut throat business competition. 
Sebastian Drake’s office. The FEMALE SECRETARY enters from at our end of the panel.

2.Female Secretary:



Mr. Drake –

She stops abruptly... as sitting by the all-glass wall at the far end of his plush chamber, looking at the Manhattan skyline, SEBASTIAN DRAKE dismisses her by a wave of the hand.

In between them we see a chess board on Sebastian’s desk. 
Panel 2:
Female Secretary, now at the far end of the panel, is leaving the office looking back at her boss who is now at our end of the panel. CLOSE on Sebastian Drake. He sits very pensive, looking out.
In between we see the chess board, with pieces standing on the board. A few on the desk, lying toppled. Sebastian was playing with himself.

3. Top Banner: 
SEBSTIAN DRAKE, CEO of GLADIATOR DEFENSE INDUSTRIES, ingenious engineer, ruthless business strategist, pseudo-philanthropist - a regular feature in the Forbes List of Rich Americans and Time Magazine’s list of Most Influential People.

4. Bottom Banner: 

This may not be the right time to disturb the man... 

Panel 3:

5.Top Banner:
A news is due to come, anytime now. A very important news...
New York skyline. Among the spectacular skyscrapers, a building of modest height and grandeur, bearing the name GUAM TECHNOLOGIES.   
A VOICE coming out of a window of an upper floor of the building.
6. A VOICE (O.S):

I am very clear on my stand,






Ladies and Gentlemen...
Panel 4:
Standing at the podium, his back turned at us, DR. NOEL GUAMS delivers his speech at the shareholders meet. His audience – the shareholders of the company - sit in rows facing us.

7. Dr.Guams:

As long as Guam Technologies is under my





watch, it will not deviate from its 





objective of ‘fair business practices’ that 





includes among other things strict





adherence to our policy of not selling Guam

products to unscrupulous elements who have   
past records as well as the propensity of harming 
mankind and humanity...

8. Bottom Banner:

If there is anyone who has no fear for Drake, he is this man. 
Panel 5:

9. Top Banner:

DR. NOEL GUAMS, CEO and Chief Scientist of GUAM TECHNOLOGIES... 
Now Dr.Guams faces us. 
10. Dr.Guams:
There will be no deviation from this policy as 
long as I am in the helm of affairs, period.





The rest is upto you.
11. Bottom Banner:

A personality very different from Drake’s, and with a very different world-view. Having to defend his company from a Gladiator takeover. 
All over again. 
Panel 6:

Between rows of seated shareholders - and walking towards us - Dr.Guams leave the conference hall in bold steps looking straight ahead, as the unsure shareholders look at him exiting. 
PAGE THREE:
Panel 1:
An invisible AI induced Announcer instructs the Shareholders

1.Invisible Announcer (V.O.):

You may cast your votes now,







Ladies and Gentlemen. Press the







Green Button on your gadgets if








you wish to vote in favor of






the takeover proposal by Gladiator







Defense Industries. Press the Red








Button if you wish not to. 







You have ten seconds to press the








button of your choice. Your time








starts now.

Panel 2:
Her index finger hovering over the buttons of her gadget, a lady shareholder mulls on the options available. Green? Or Red?

2.Sound of seconds ticking by:
Beep... Beep... Beep... Beep...

Panel 3:
Manhattan skyline. Magnificent GLADIATOR TOWER rising taller than its neighboring skyscrapers. The news has arrived. Through the all glass wall of an upper floor, a voice reaches our ears.
3.VOICE (V.O.)




They have decided Mr.Drake...
Panel 4:

An animated Drake has brought his ‘wrist watch cum phone’ near to his mouth.
4.Drake (into the phone):

Have I got it?

5.Phone Voice (hesitates):

...

6.Drake:





Have I?

7.Phone Voice:



No, Mr.Drake. They voted against







the bid, 25 to 19.
Panel 5:

CLOSE on Drake as he seethes in anger leaning on the desk.

8. Bottom Banner: 

Another attempt to take over Guams Technologies fails... like the five before it. 
9. A knock on the door:               - Knock Knock – 

Panel 6:

The Female Secretary peeks in

10.FEMALE SECRETARY:



The Japanese delegation is








waiting, Mr.Drake.

Panel 7:

A furious Sebastian Drake slams his fist on the desk, sending the chess pieces flying.

11.Drake:





GET LOST!!!  
PAGE FOUR:
Panel 1:

Facing us, a grim Drake sits contemplating at his desk with chess pieces lying all over the place. His mind racing back in time.

1.Bottom Banner:

The seed of rivalry was sown five years back... 

Panel 2:

Flashback: An informal Sebastian Drake sits on a desk, legs dangling, talking to his employees. Beside him stands a beautiful, brunette WOMAN. 
Noel Guams, the then Chief Technical Officer of Gladiator, sits on a 
couch armrest while other SIX other SENIOR EXECUTIVES of the company occupies the two couches placed perpendicular to one another.
2.Drake:



We need to boost our sale of Robomaid by 






at least 50% in the current quarter. China 






should be our main target. We need to 






give the Chinese a run for their money
in their own land by selling cheaper, 





and of course better...
3. Banner: 

They considered themselves close then...

4. Banner:

Well not  exactly. Drake was the boss.

Panel 3:

5. Banner:
With a world view so different from Guams.

Only Drake in frame.

6.Drake:



Remote Blast Enhancers. I’m expecting a 

big order from The Republic of Gambon pretty soon.
Inset Frame: Close on Guams. A frown between his brows.
7.Guam Thought Bubble:
Gambon...?
Panel 4:
Meeting over. As the executives leave, Drake calls out.
8.Drake:



Steve, you stay. You too Noel.
Panel 5:

Only Drake, Guams, the Woman and Steve Roth – the Chief Liaison Officer – in the room. A smiling Drake has his hand placed on Steve’s shoulder.

9.Drake:



You have been as asset Stevie. You have





added much value to the company over the






years with your excellent liaison skills.

Steve is beaming. So are Noel and Alexa.

Steve Thought Bubble:
A rise for sure!! Fat enough to buy me an






appartment...

Panel 6:  

The hope punctured the very next moment.
10.Drake (smile intact:
Your service is no longer needed. I’ve






hired someone better.

Guams and the Woman are no less speechless than Steve.

PAGE FIVE:

Panel 1:

As Steve walk out Drake turns to Guams, smiling. 
1.Drake:


I hate to say it one-to-one. They take it





better too in company of others.

Panel 2:

Steve is out. Only Drake, Guams and the Woman in the room.

2.Guams:



Would you do the same to me, Sebastian?

Laying his hand on Guam’s shoulder, Drake assures.

3.Drake:



Com’on, Noel. You’re pal. And the best 






tech guy I’ve ever had. How can I afford to 

lose you? 

The Woman doesn’t seem very sure.

Panel 3:

Drake, Guams and the Woman in frame.
4.Guams:



Gambon’s a rouge state, Sebastian. The 






regime there is killing its own people.






You should not sell RBE to those guys.

5.Drake (smiling, looking at the Woman):   
That’s the problem with our Noel. He is
always trying to look at the bigger picture.

Panel 4:

All three in frame. Drake preaches Guams raising a finger.

6.Drake:



Focus Noel, focus. Stick to what you do





best. Focus on Nanotronix. Think of





nothing else.
Panel 5:

Laying his arm over the Woman’s shoulder, Drake leaves. The Woman turns her head, looking back at Guams who is pondering.

Panel 6:

Guams walk along a corridor, still pondering.
7.Top Banner: 
NANOTRONIX, the next level of Nanotechnology. A science yet 
mind boggling possibilities... 
Panel 7:
A big panel. Guams at the far end of the frame enter his lab, a huge space packed with futuristic research equipments. 
8.Bottom Banner:
He, Noel Guams, holds the key to it.
PAGE SIX:
Panel 1:

Dr. Guams working in his lab facing us, his gaze on a  monitor screen. Several other screens surround him in a semi-circle showing complicated scientific parameters.

At the far end of the lab, TWO MALE and A FEMALE SCIENTIST are seen,. Their backs turned at us, they work at their respective stations.

Dr. Guams is pondering as he studies the results

1.Dr.Guams: (thought bubble)
This scares me... how can







we even begin to get a







grip of it?

Panel 2:

Night. The street is empty. The metallic plaque at the glass entrance of GLADIATOR announces its name.   
2.Bottom Banner:

Night... 

Panel 3:

Gladiator Lab. Dr.Guams is the only scientist still working. At his station, his back turned at us.
3. Bottom Banner:

Dr.Guams is still at work.
Panel 4:

CLOSE on Dr.Guams. His back turned at us, he  is facing a monitor screen. A HAND falls on his shoulder as A VOICE calls from behind.

4. VOICE (O.S.):


Noel...

5. Bottom Banner:

A late night visitor for the Doctor...
Panel 5:

CLOSE on Dr.Guams as he turns.

6. Dr.Guams (surprised):

Alexa, you? At this hour?

Panel 6:
Facing us, a standing ALEXA – the Woman we saw with Drake earlier -  looks down at the sitting Doctor.

7. Alexa:




You were wrong, Noel. He wouldn’t   
do the same to you. Once you deliver him Nanotronix, he will ensure you don’t exist. 
8. Bottom Banner: 

ALEXA ANDERSON, Gladiator’s Chief Security Officer and Sebastian Drake’s live-in partner.
Panel 7:

From far, we see silhouettes of Alexa and Dr.Guams in hushed conversation. 
9. Top Banner: 

Apart from Drake only Alexa has full access to Gladiator’s computer systems.

10. Alexa:



Here’s everything you need 






to clear the system.

11. Dr.Guams:



But Alexa –

12. Alexa:
No buts Noel. You won’t be

doing anything illegal. Everything  will be on me.
13. Dr.Guams:



What about ethics?

14. Alexa:



What’s more ethical than







saving the world, Noel?  

Panel 8:

Closer on Alexa and Dr.Guams.

15. Dr.Guams:



What will happen to you






when he will come to know?

16. Alexa:



I love him and I’m ready to face the







consequence, Noel. But a megalomaniac






like him should not be in charge







of something as potent as Nanotronix.

You should be the one. It’s your child, you know best how to handle it. 
PAGE SEVEN:

Panel 1:

Drake’s bedroom. Drake and Alexa on bed, under the same sheet. Sleeping Alexa’s arms around Drake who has just woken up.

1. Drake:



Wake up, sleeping beauty.

Panel 2:
Buttoning his shirt facing us, turning his head back at Alexa, Drake tells her.
2. Drake:



You know what I was dreaming of





before I woke up?

Alexa still under sheet, reclining on pillow.

3. Alexa (smiling):

What?
Panel 3:
CLOSER on both. Drake has his back turned at us. Alexa in same position.
4. Drake:



Noel and I are both kids. Noel 

running away with his toy. I’m chasing him.

Alexa is not amused, alarmed instead.

Panel 4.
Drake’s Car, driverless. On the backseat Drake asks Alexa

5. Drake:



You’re quiet today. Is anything 





wrong?

Alexa (looking ahead):
Everything’s fine.
Panel 5:
Black.
6. White letters on black:

That everything was not fine was soon to be discovered...

Panel 6:
Gladiator lab. A hapless SCIENTIST leans before a monitor with Drake and Alexa behind him. All three facing us and looking at the screen.

SCIENTIST:


Every data on Nanotronix gone! 
PAGE EIGHT:
Panel 1:

Drakes’ Office. At the far end we see Drake sitting at his desk facing us, his chin resting upon his entwined fingers. Opposite her Alexa sits her back turned at us. 

1. Drake:



I’m listening, Alexa.
Panel 2: 
Gladiator Tower Exterior. Drakes voice sails out of an his office window.

2. Drake (O.S.):
So, you will take all the blame on yourself? Won’t expose him at





any cost?

3. Drake (O.S.):

Fine.
Panel 3:

Black.

4. White Text on Black:

Alexa was never heard of again. Officially she resigned. 
Dr. Noel Guams went on to set up his own company - Guam Technologies - where among other things he continued research on Nanotronix, developing the science further. 
But till date Nanotronix hasn’t seen the light of the day; apprehensive of its unfathomable possibilities Dr.Guams has shelved the project in its penultimate stage.
Revenue of Guam Technologies comes from production of AI driven gadgets, a thriving market in which it has gone on to become a rival of Gladiator, giving it a run for its money.

No wonder Sebastian Drake is after Guams – both the company and its owner. He has to get his hands on Nanotronix, but for that he has get the company first. 
And there are personal scores to settle... 
Not wanting to break the law unless it is unavoidable, Drake has been trying to takeover Guams using every legal means available... but his bids are proving to be futile.
Panel 4:

Facing us and at the far end of the panel, Drake sits at his desk looking at the chess pieces lying scattered on the desk.

Bottom Banner:

Is it now time to resort to ‘other’ means? 
PAGE NINE:

Panel 1:

CLOSE on Drake’s face, stiff with determination.
1.Bottom Banner:

Yes it is.
Panel 2:

Drake speaks into his watch-phone.

2.Drake:




When is his next court hearing?
3.Phone Voice (O.S.)

In another hour’s time Mr.Drake.

Panel 3:

Rising from his chair Drake speaks to his secretary via the intercom 
4.Drake:
Juliana, cancel all my appointments for the day.

Panel 4:

Facing us, Drake is standing on the other side of a wall in his office, a part of which is sliding close. A secret vent.
Panel 5:

Drake is going down on the secret elevator.

Panel 6:
Another Door has opened. Back turned at us, Drake is stepping into...
5.Bottom Banner:

There is one section in Gladiator Tower that accessible to none...

Panel 7:

6.Top Banner:

But for its owner.

A Special Chamber, futuristic. A solid cubic stool is in the middle, surrounded on three sides by hi-tech metallic equipments. Drake not in frame.

PAGE TEN:

Panel 1: 

Back turned at us, facing the stool, Drake is taking his shirt off. 
1.Bottom Banner:

He may not have his hands on Nanotronix, yet. But Drake has got something else...
Panel 2:

Clad in his brief only, a well-built Drake sits on the cubic stool, his hands on his knees.

2.Bottom Banner:

Something capable of giving Nanotronix a run for its money...
Panel 3:

CLOSE on Drake’s ‘glowing’ torso that is being fitted with a futuristic metallic armor.

3.Sound of Armor fitting:



- THUNK – 

4.Left Banner:

CHEST PLATE: ENGAGED

5.Right Banner:

CARDIOVERTER: 93%... 98%... BATTLE READY

Panel 4:

CLOSE on a ‘glowing’ hand and arm that is being fitted with metallic glove.

6.Sound of Glove fitting:



- CLINK –

7.Left Banner:

GAUNTLETS: ENGAGED

8.Right Banner:

REPULSOR RAY EMITTERS: 92%... 98%... BATTLE READY
Panel 5:

CLOSE on the ‘glowing’ armored waist that is being fitted with a hi-tech belt with ‘boosters’ on either sides.
9.Sound of Belt fitting: 



- SNAP –

10. Left Banner:

BOOSTER BELT: ENGAGED

11. Right Banner:

DUAL ROCKER BOOSTERS: 92%... 98%... BATTLE READY

Panel 6:

EXTREME CLOSE on different sections of the armor suit, as they glow.
12. Several Sounds:



- SNAP –

- SNAP –

- SNAP -

13. Bottom Banner:
WEAPONS DELIVERY SYSTEM

· UNI-BEAM: 92%... 98%... BATTLE READY
· MAGNETIC IMMOBILISER WAVE: 92%... 98%... BATTLE READY
· POWER SABRE: 92%... 98%... BATTLE READY

· MULTIPLE FIRE VENTS: 92%... 98%... BATTLE READY

Panel 7:

CLOSE on the ‘glowing’ Helmet.

14. Sound of Helmet fitting:


- THUNK –

15. Left Banner:

HELMET: ENGAGED

16. Right Banner:

OPTICAL SYSTEMS:

· TARGETTING VIEW: 92%...98%... BATTLE READY

· FULL SPECTRUM VIEW: 92%...98%... BATTLE READY

· THERMAL IMAGER: 92%...98%... BATTLE READY

Panel 8:

CLOSE on the ‘glowing’ Boots
17. Sound of Boots fitting:            - VRRRMMM –

18. Left Banner:

POWER BOOTS:

ENGAGED

19. Right Banner:

HIGH SPEED BOOT TURBINES: 92%...98%... BATTLE READY

PAGE ELEVEN:
Panel 1:

1. Top Banner:

‘GROUND-ZERO’. Sebastian Drake’s Hi-Power AI Driven Battle Suit. The world hasn’t seen anything like it yet.

Now we gat a full view of Drake sitting on the cubic stool clad in his Battle Armor, ‘Ground-Zero’.
2. A VOICE emits from the Helmet:
Are you ready, Sebastian?

3. Drake:





Rearing to go, Z.








4. Bottom Banner:

‘Z’, the AI Brain of Ground Zero. In combination with Drake’s own, a force too formidable to reckon with.

Panel 2:

We see Ground-Zero shooting out of Gladiator Tower into the sky.

Panel 3:

CLOSE on Ground-Zero Remote Vision Display; Drake’s POV. On the screen marked with co-ordinates, we see in bird’s eye view a Black Prison Van moving along a road lined with vegetation.

1. Z:




They would be reaching the 






Courthouse in twenty minutes.
2. Drake :

Little traffic in that stretch of  road. Can we nab them there?  

Panel 4:

Ground Zero in flight, its upper half visible, in our end of the frame. Down below the city stretches, skyscrapers shooting up.
3. Z:




Sure. Super Speed mode.
Panel 5:

The same view of the city below. Ground Zero is now a speck, at the far end of the sky.

Panel 6:
The road lined with vegetation. From the far end the Black Prison van is approaching.
PAGE TWELVE
Panel 1: 

CLOSE on Ground-Zero’s Remote Vision Display. On the co-ordinate marked screen we see the Black Prison Van.

1. Bottom Banner:

MAGNETIC IMMOBILISER WAVE: ENGAGED
Panel 2:

CLOSE on the Prison Van’s windshield. The UNIFORMED OFFICER beside the uniformed DRIVER has noticed something up in the sky.
2. OFFICER (startled):



WHAT’S THAT ??!!
Panel 3:

The startled Officers are in our end of the panel, backs turned at us. From the other side of the windshield, from the far end of the sky comes a ‘wave’ delivered by the approaching Ground Zero.  

Panel 4:
Facing us, the Prison Van has stopped dead on track. The two officers have been rendered paralyzed; their shocked eyes open... as above them, back turned at us, Ground Zero lowers himself on the van’s roof.

Panel 5:
Inset:

Metal claws jut out of Ground Zero’s metallic glove.

Main Panel:

Stooping on the van’s roof Ground Zero is tearing it of.

3. Sound of Roof being torn:


SCREECHHHHH... 

Panel 6:

Inside the van. Ground Zero looking down from above through the gap that of the roof that he has torn apart by his hands. Below lay four men, all knocked out. One of them is not an officer in uniform. His metallic hands are hand-cuffed. He is Ironclad.
Panel 7:

Facing us, Ground Zero is flying up and off grasping a knocked-out Ironclad with one of his arms. Down below on the road, a car is passing by the ripped of Prison. It’s driver has spotted the thing up above and is flabbergasted.

4. Car Driver:



WHAT’S THAT ???!!! 
