


IBACKINSIAITSPACES

WE MANAGED TO GET
POLARIS SPRUNG FROM
THE HOSPITAL.

WEEKS TO FULLY RECOVER
FROM THE ATTACK, BUT THAT
SHOULDN'T BE TOO BAD.

TIME FOR EVERYTHING ELSE
T'GET SORTED OUT.

TO ME?

NOT SPEAKING

...I JUST
WANNA KNOW IF MY
HAVING...RELATIONS
WITH DANGER HAS
DESTROYED
ALL THAT.

J/GAMBITY

NOTHING
COULD DESTROY
THAT, SELF-
FRIEND DOUG.

A



ARRRHHH!

WARLOCK?!
WHAT THE
HELL--7!

SELF FEELS
BETTER.

WARLOCK?

YES.
ABSOLUTELY.
SELF IS DONE

HERE.

YOU
SURE?




YOU DON'T
T‘/PICALLY DO
THAT.

I'M NOT
A BIG FAN OF
HAVING MY
MOLECULES
SCRAMBLED AND
REASSEMBLED,
BUT TIME WAS

OF THE
ESSENCE.

MAY
I ASK WHY,
MR. SNOW?

EXTREMELY
ATTRACTIVE,
AND YOU NEVER
KNOW THE KIND
OF MAN WE'RE
DEALING WITH

OR THE
DISTRACTIONS
THAT MAY
NEED TO BE
PROVIDED.
I GUESS

I SHOULD BE
FLATTERED.

THE MATTER
TRANSMITTER?!

WHAT'S MY
AFTERNOON
LOOKING

AHHH, RIGHT.
TIBERIUS STONE'S
HERE TO FIND OUT
IF I'M INTERESTED
IN SELLING TO
THEM.

OF COURSE
NOT. I'D LIKE
YOU IN ON THE
MEETING,
THOUGH.



CALL ME
MR. SNOW.

PLEASURE TO |HARRISON.
MEET YOU.

ABSOLUTELY,
HARRISON. CALL
ME TIBERIUS.

AND
THIS 1S MY
ASSISTANT,

§

UHM...
HAVE YOU
TWO MET
BEFORE?




