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YOUR
PASSION CLOUDS
YOUR MIND AND
CORRUPTS YOUR |

FORM,

yYoU'? IT

CAN'T BE >
YOU. NOT I WILL GRANT

HERE. o YOU A SWIFT DEATH.

~ ] BUT FOR HIM, HE WiLL

LIVE IN ANGUISH UNTIL

HE TELLS ME WHAT 1
WANT TO KNOW.

ONLY THEN
WILL HE HAVE

MY PERMISSION |

TO DIE.

WITH SUCH
INFERIOR
TECHNIGUE
THERE I5...
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YOU'VE
DONE SOME
STUPID SHIT

BEFORE KIARA, |

BUT THK...

THERE'S NO
TURNING BACK
NOW. /



"I'M COMING.”

|| WRITTEN 8y NICK MACAR!
| and KRIS MORRON
| 4RT BY PABLO PEPPINO

W CoLORS BY WIL QUINTANA
| LETTERS BY R0B JONES
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EYES UP
SANDBAG!

A WE GOT A

CHUMP ON

OUR TURF,
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GOTTA PAY.

You ¢

ONTO QUR TURF

THAT UGLY.

END, LOSER. *
YOU'RE OURS ¢
NOW! Ry <
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