
She’s 
furious, John.

Then tell her 
to do her own 

deliveries.

Those men 
weren’t targets.

You’re 
looking at 

disciplinary 
action...

Miss 
Wendla! Is that 

a promise, 
or-?

Bull? 
Goodheart. 
Quite a mess 

you’ve made. Do 
you have the 

item?

Then 
come in. 

We’ve cleared a 
path to the 

extraction point, 
but we can’t 
maintain the 
incantation 
forever.

This 
thing’s not 

done. Get 
back here 

now. That’s an 
order.

We 
can’t risk 

blowing your 
cover.

YeAh...

After a 
fashion.

...



Might be a bit 
late for that.

Bull, don’t- Yes. Yes it 
does.

Bull, if 
you’ve exposed 

yourself in a populated 
area, that is a direct 
contravention of the 
accords and I will 

happily throw you to 
the wolves.

And you 
know I mean 
that quite 
literally. Mm. Wendla, 

if the cranial 
crest of a hob is 
on the left, that 

makes it a 
lubber fiend, 

correct?

Great. Tell the 
valas to stand 

down.

I’ve got a 
new exit.

Bull! 
It’ll take 
more than 

magic blood 
to- *klik*



Which 
floor, 
sir?

Fifth, 
please.

How long have 
you-?



Trick your 
way out of 

this...

 Boss 
warned me 

‘bout you. Told me 
you were some 

sorta magician.

But you ain’t 
shit.

*cough 
cough*



Need a 
hand? I’ve got 
a spare in the 

car...

Gimme an 
excuse...

Mr bull. You 
have something of 

mine. More accurately, you 
have taken something of 

mine. Do you know what 
interests me about 

that?

That you 
knew it was 
something 

worth taking.
So tell me. 

Where is she?

Enough!



Do they 
teach you the 

history of this 
realm before 

they send you out 
to murder for 

it?

Do 
you know 

what this is? 
Or is curiosity 

too much to 
expect of an 

instrument of 
the state?

This orb contains 
millions of tiny 

creatures. Their 
true name is 

unpronounceable in 
this dimension, but 

your employers call 
them if1953.

A 
designation 

created when 
they decided to 
breed them as a 

weapon. One they 
used against my 

people.

And if you don’t 
tell me the 

location of the 
Goodheart 

heir-

Thanks to 
your 

government, I 
no longer 
have to.

Neither will 
you...

Can you 
imagine how it 
feels? To 

suffer a million 
drops of fire 

coursing through 
your body, knowing 

your agony was 
shared by those 

you love 
most?

The honourable 
goodheart 

company found 
them and bred them 
to feed on love. 
Open his shirt.

It was really 
quite clever. 

They’re 
metaphysical beings. 
Feeding on emotion. 
Jumping from host to 
host, following the 
scent of sentiment, 

no matter the 
distance.



...

There’s a 
pen in my 
jacket-

A man of your 
profession retains 
few loved ones. 

Making them all the 
more precious... I can’t. 

every agent is 
hexed. I 

literally can’t 
speak the 
words, or-

Just tell 
us!

Here.

It’s important 
for a man to 
know his limits.

There’s no 
shame in this, 

mr bull.

Perhaps we 
shall discover 
some new ones 

together.

What’s -

Boss, I 
knew it!

He’s messing 
with us!

Look!

Hmff. I’m 
watching 

you.



Boss?
Everything 

okay-?

Uhhh...

Ah.

You.



Be a good 
lad and put a call 

in to 
housekeeping, 

would you?

Hell of a mess In 
there.

Want to see a 
trick?

Wh-?

I’ll see 
myself out...

S-stop 
right 

there!



Ta-da!


