


AHH, 
YOU TINY 

SCARED GIRL. 
YOU ARE...A 

WEAK VERSION 
OF ME. 
FEEBLE. 

YOUR 
UNIVERSE 

IS SO VERY 
SOFT. 

WE HAVE 
ENJOYED 
CLAIMING 

IT. 

YOU 
HAVEN’T 

PUT A RING 
ON IT, YET, 

BITCH. 



IT IS 
BECAUSE 

YOUR SKIN 
WHISPERS 

TO ME. 

IT TELLS
 ME WHERE 
YOU WILL 
SHOOT. 

EVEN 
YOUR FLESH 

IS MINE.

IT TELLS 
ME YOUR 
SECRETS. 

YOUR 
SKIN 

CHOOSES 
ME. NOT 

YOU. 

DO YOU 
KNOW 

WHY THIS 
IS, SCARED 

GIRL?

TOO 
SLOW. 

YOU ARE 
FAR TOO 

SLOW. 



WHAT 
THE FUCKING 

HELL?

| WILL 
FOLD YOU IN 
MY ARMS 

AND...

UNHHH!

THIS...ISN’T... 
HAPPENING. 

AND IT 
WILL LISTEN 

WHEN | 
CALL.

FOR TENS OF THOUSANDS
OF YEARS WE HAVE 

LEARNED THE WAYS OF 
THE SKIN. OF FLESH. 

FOR TENS 
OF THOUSANDS 
OF YEARS WE 

UNCOVERED THE 
SECRETS OF ALL 
FLESH, AND WE 

HAVE GIVEN 
BIRTH TO MANY 

SECRETS OF 
OUR OWN.

HISS, 
LITTLE FLESH. 

HEED MY 
WORDS. | SING 
YOU SONGS.



YOU’RE 
THE HOME 
TEAM. FOR 

NOW. 

BUT 
THE GREAT 
GAME IS 
ALMOST 
OVER. 

SHOW SOME 
EXCITEMENT, 
SCARED GIRL. 

THIS 
IS YOUR 
UNIVERSE, 

AFTER 
ALL.

MILLIONS 
OF YEARS OF 
EVOLUTION. 
MILLIONS OF 
YEARS OF 
DIFFERENT 

PATHS. 

AND IT 
ALL COMES 
DOWN TO 

THIS. 

NOT 
SO SOFT, 

THEN. 

GOOD. | 
AM PLEASED. 

| HAD 
WORRIES IT 
WOULD BE 
TOO FAST. 

HISSS




