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Turlough’s Compound. One Week Ago.

Stop! We 
won’t let you 

through! 

Surrender 
immediately!



It doesn’t 
sound like we 

have a lot of time 
left, Turlough.

You’re right in 
your assumption. It’s 

time for you to go.

Me? 
What do you 

mean?

He’ll never 
let us escape together, 

and we can’t let him get the 
clairvoyance rod. You’re 

going to have to take 
it with you.

But I 
can’t just 
leave you 

here!

Oh, 
but you 

will.

Keep calm, Paprika. 
You’ll take the rod to one 

of my former partners. She’ll 
be able to help you in your 
quest. And don’t hold on to 
it for too long, it causes 

extreme paranoia.

There’s 
gotta be 

another way! 
Think!

Trust me, 
there isn’t. 

I only apologize 
that I’m unable to 
see this through 

to the end.

You-knew-this-
would-happen-child! 
You-just-wanted-the-

clairvoyance-rod-
for-yourself!

What’s 
wrong?! I don’t 

understand!

Ahhh, open 
your backpack! 

Now!

There! Much 
better. Now, promise 

me you won’t hold the 
clairvoyance rod any 

longer than you 
need to.

Promise.

Good. Now 
let’s get you 

moving.

Follow the tunnel 
behind the couch to the 
end and you’ll reach my 
ship. I’ve already input 

the coordinates. 

You can 
still come 
with me.

No. You’ll 
need as much 
time as I can 

give you. 
You 

have to go. 
Now!



So much 
effort to delay 

the inevitable. I thought 
you could see the 

future...

Oh, I can. 
Which is how 

I know Mordecai 
won’t get what 

he wants.

I’ll be 
honest though. 

I’m hurt he sent his 
android lackey instead 
of coming here himself. 

He could have given 
an old friend 

that much.

I’ll convey 
the message.

Guhhh



Hmmm...



“Ozgar, Lord Mordecai is 
requesting a status update.”

Mordecai’s Lair.

Ozgar 
reporting, Lord 

Mordecai. Turlough 
is no more, but the 
girl has escaped.

And the 
rod?

I tried 
to stop 
her--

So, you 
failed.

Apologies, my 
lord. She won’t 

get far.

I know 
she won’t. There is 

only one person 
left that Turlough 
would entrust her 

and the rod to...



BECSTAR!

{sigh}

Excuse me, but 
are you planning on 

coming back to reality 
any time soon?

For the 
last time, ma'am, 
call, raise, or 

fold?

I’m thinking, I’m 
thinking! Everyone 
get off my back, 

okay?

Some of us 
don’t have the luxury 

of getting shit-faced all 
the time. Some of us are 

stuck having to take 
care of those shit-

faced people.

I have dreams, 
you know. I could 

of... uhhh...

On behalf 
of management, I’m 

going to have to ask 
you to get up and

come with me.

Well, that’s 
too bad for you 

‘cause I am not a 
good listener.

UGH. 
I’ll be waiting 

outside.

Now.



Ma'am, this 
is going to be 
a lot easier if 

you just--

No! I have one 
more complimentary 

drink here and I’m gonna 
finish it! Then I’ll be 

out of your hair. 

Yes, ma'am. 
You can finish 

your complimentary 
drink before you 

go anywhere.

Guess a 
girl can’t even 

finish a drink around 
here. Thought this was 
supposed to be a fun 

casino. Guess I’ll 
just have to--

Ahhhhh!

Uhhh?!

Ugghhh



Stupid Becstar 
and her stupid bullshit. 

Maybe she doesn’t care if she’s 
blacklisted everywhere, but 

I’d like to feel welcome 
somewhere.

Why do I care 
about feeling 
welcome here 

though?

What am I 
doing with 
my life?

Scanning 
now. I.D. confirmed. 

Sally Soolin--First 
Mate aboard the 

Restal-08, Becstar’s 
right hand. 

She can’t be far. 
All available units 

converge on the 
Timaeus Casino.



{huff} 
  {huff} 
{huff}

You should have 
{huff} just {huff} let 
me {huff} finish {huff} 

my drink {huff}

That’s the 
troublemaker, 

boss.

Who 
the hell 
is she?

Scanner says that’s 
Becstar. Captain of the 

Restal-08. Got a rap sheet 
that stretches from here 
to Titan. She’s also blown 

over fifty thousand 
credits here.

Well, I do 
hate to cut off 

such a valuable 
patron, but she’s 

turning away more 
money than she’s 

spending.

Call the usual 
clean up crew. Have 

them remove her. I’ll 
go make nice with our 
drunken, loose pursed 

friend out on 
the floor.



All right, 
all right! 

Fuck!

Your drinks 
are watered down 

trash anyway! I’ve never 
been so hydrated 

in my life!

Cool, I’ll add 
this place to the list of 

establishments I should be 
too embarrassed to ever 

set foot in again.

Oh, please, like 
you’d ever come to 
a place like this 

without me.

You got 
me there.

That’s 
them. 

Get ready 
to strike and 
apprehend.

I don’t 
know why they 

gave me such a hard 
time. I activated the 

luck dagger. You’re lucky 
you got out of 
there in one 

piece!

I guess 
you’re right.

That’s 
Becstar?



Real talk, 
this has to stop. 

You haven’t had any 
structure at all since 

you and your old 
crew split. 

Oh yeah, 
back when I 

was a third wheel? 
Don’t really wanna 

get back to that 
kind of life.

{Sigh} 
What are you 

even doing with 
your life? Hell, 
what are you 

doing with 
my life?

I know 
you’re just 

blowing off some 
steam right now, 
but I’m not gonna 

let you talk to 
me like--

Shut up for 
a second!

Hey! Don’t 
tell me--

Bec, do you 
know those 

guys?

Freeze! 
Surrender 
immediately!

What a 
coincidence, 

we were just 
talking about 
my old crew. 

Tell Mordecai 
that if he wants to 
chat with me so bad 

he could just 
@ me.

Be careful. 
They’re serious.



Enough! Hand 
over the dagger 
and take us to 

the girl!

Mordecai 
knows the dagger 
is mine, so you’re 

definitely not getting 
that. And I don’t know 
who “the girl” is, but 
you’re not getting 

her either!
You’re 

fucking 
this up.

The girl hasn’t 
made contact yet. 

Shoot to kill.

Good 
luck with 

that.
Shit!

Stay behind 
me! And keep 

your eyes peeled 
for an opening so 

we can slip out 
of here.

On it!

Gahh!

Spread out! 
Don’t let them 

escape!



Shit.

Where’s the 
last one?

He can’t have 
gotten far...

Gahh!

Fuck!

We’re almost 
clear, Sally. I 

got you. 

Ahh!

Time 
to die.



Whoa!

So I guess you’re 
that girl everyone’s 

talking about...

I can explain 
everythig. Let’s 
just get out of 

here first.
Ugh, 
fine... 

“... but this better 
not be a trap.”

Coordinates 
locked.



All right, 
start explaining. Who 

are you and why does the 
Shadow Syndicate think 

we’re connected?

My name’s 
Paprika and 

they’re looking 
for us because 
Turlogh sent 

me to find 
you.

Turlough 
Vermilion? Where 

is that son of 
a bitch?

I’m sorry, 
Becstar, 

but... he’s 
dead.

Dead?! 
Are you fucking 

kidding me?! That’s 
impossible!

He sacrificed 
himself so that I 

could find you. He was 
incredibly kind.

What the 
fuck?! 

Guys, keep 
it down. We’re 

going to attract 
attention.

 How did you 
get that? Let 

me just--

No! 
You-want-the-

forbidden-knowledge-
all-to-yourself! 

Well-I-wont-let-you-
partake-in-it!

Hey! 
You three!

We’re 
moving. 
Now. And 

put that 
fucking rod 
back in your 

bag.

Kind? 
Yeah, right. 

If Turlough’s 
dead, then 
prove it.



Mordecai 
and I’ve had a 

truce for a while. 
Now, you come along, 

and that seems 
to be over.

So why 
exactly are 

you dragging me 
back into some shit 

I don’t want any 
part of?

First, I saved 
your life earlier, 
so you’re welcome. 
Second, Turlough 

said you could help 
stop Mordecai.

Stop Mordecai 
from what?

It doesn’t 
matter from 

what! That’s not 
happe--

At Least let 
her answer the 
question, Bec. Go 
ahead, Paprika.

Uhh, okay. 
So, Mordecai 

is trying to find 
the creation 

gauntlet. 
He thinks that, 

combined with his 
consumption amulet, 

will quench his endless 
hunger and grant 

him limitless 
power.

That 
would 
suck.

Why didn’t you 
tell me the kind 

of threat Mordecai 
poses? Afraid I might 
actually make you 

do something?
That’s not 

any of your 
business!

Well, 
considering I 

was just shot by 
one of his goons, 
I would say it is 

my business!

{sigh} Fine. 
You already know  

Turlough and Moredcai. 
Throw Anyssa into the 
mix and that’s my old 
mercenary group--

Ophiuchus. 



I know it 
might be hard to 

believe, but I wasn’t 
the leader of our 

little racket. 

That was 
Mordecai. 

But we were 
absolutely ruthless. 

It’s what we needed to 
do to gain a reputation 

and, eventually, 
better gigs.

The best gig we 
ever got was looting 

an ancient temple. I can’t 
really tell you who sent us. 

I never bothered with 
the details.

The client didn’t 
actually know what 

the treasure was--just that 
they wanted it. Something 

we decided to take 
advantage of.

We each took 
one item for ourselves. 

Deciding who got what was 
easy. All of us felt drawn 

to the item we took.

I got my 
lovely luck 

dagger that can 
instantly grant me 

all the luck in 
the universe.

For a 
while, it was 

all good. We gave 
over the “treasure” 

and made some 
serious bank.

Unfortunately, 
some of us, including 

myself, got a bit too showy 
with our new toys. People 

started to take notice, 
and word got back 

to the client.

Mercenaries 
were sent after 

us to collect the real 
treasure. We got cocky 

and were taken 
by surprise.

Eventually, 
the strain of it 

all became too much 
and we disbanded 

Ophiuchus.

We all agreed 
to split our share 

of the loot, keep our 
artifacts, and stay out 

of each other’s way 
from there on out.

We haven’t 
seen or spoken 
to each other 

since.

And Anyssa 
felt connected to 

the creation gauntlet 
which, you know, 

creates stuff.

Mordecai 
snatched up the 

consumption amulet 
which allows him to 

absorb energy.

Turlough took 
the clairvoyance rod. 
That thing can give 
you a glimpse into 

the future.



I don’t understand. 
Why does Turlough think 

you can reach Anyssa if you
haven’t seen or talked 

to her since then?

Oh, I can get 
a hold of her, I 

just haven’t.

I’ve been taking 
care of your sorry 
ass for over a year 
and this is the first 
I’m hearing about 

most of this.

Next time you 
wanna gab about 

my old life, just bring 
me an ancient artifact 
from a dead ex-team-

mate of mine.

How can 
you reach 

her?
Homing 
beacon.

Cool. I’ll 
just take that 

and be out of your 
hair. I don’t want to 

be any trouble--

I don’t have it 
on me. Plus I’m not 

letting that rod out of 
my sight. So you’re stuck 

with me and Sally 
Soolin here.

Guys, we need 
to get moving. We 

can figure this 
out later.

I’m looking 
for three off-planet 

thugs. Have you 
seen them?



Should 
be parked 
around--

Oh.

If you guys think 
I owe you for the damage 

back at the casino, I’d say we’re 
even after all of the abuse 

I had to endure.

What are 
you doing, 

Bec?

Trust me.

No? 
Well, I was 

hoping to let you 
off easy, but you’re 
not giving me much 

of a choice. 
You asked 

for it!



It burns! 
It burns!

Run!

    {huff} 
{huff} 
    {huff}

We don’t 
have a third seat 

here so you’re 
gonna wanna hold 
on to the back of 
our chairs really, 

really tight.
Umm... 

are you 
sure that’s 

safe?

Probably.

That 
was too 

easy!

Ahhhh!



Moments earlier.

Excuse 
me?

I’d like to 
speak to the 

manager.

Yes, and 
what exactly is 
the problem? As 

you can see we’re 
up to our necks 

in them.

I’m going to 
need whatever 

information 
you have on 

Becstar.

I’m also going 
to need your men 

to plant a tracking 
device on her ship 

parked in the 
garage.

I’d hate to 
have to inform Lord 
Mordecai about any 
insubordination 

directly.

No, no. 
That won’t be 

necessary.

Ha ha
We wouldn’t 

want to do anything 
to offend Lord 

Mordecai.



Good. Now, 
attach this to 

her ship, it will 
camouflage itself 
upon activation.

Then, wait 
by her ship and 

let her get away, but 
not without putting 

up a fight.

Of course! 
They’ll get it 

done. Ha ha. Lord 
Mordecai will be 

very pleased!

Take me 
to the parking 

garage’s security 
console. I need to 
see that they do 

this right.

Yes! 
Of course! 
This way!

Excellent.

You asked 
for it!

That 
was too 

easy.

TO BE CONTINUED...
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Then.

This is 
the last time 

we’ll get to do this, 
huh, Anyssa? Won’t be 
long ‘til we disband 

permanently.

For a 
time, but who 
knows what 
the future 

holds?

So, if we’re 
going into hiding, 
how will I ever 
find you again?

Hmmm...

Let’s 
see what I 

can do.

Wow. 
I knew the 

creation gauntlet 
was powerful, 

but damn.
… How is 

this going 
to help me 
find you?

There’s a 
homing beacon 

inside that will 
guide you. One day, 
perhaps, you can 
come here and 

get it.

There’s traps 
and stuff inside, 
aren’t there?

There 
are, but you 

have the luck 
dagger. And 

my faith.

You can’t 
make anything 
easy, can you?

You know I can’t. 
Only come here if 
things get so dire 
that there is no 
other choice…

...And I fear the 
universe may get to 
that point quicker 

than we expect.



Now.

Nephrite’s Orbit.

We’re coming 
up on our destination. 
Should be breaching 

the atmosphere 
in five.

Anyssa’s 
homing beacon 
is all the way 

out here?

Yup. 
It’s the last 

place Anyssa and 
I got to hang by 

ourselves.

I still can’t 
believe it. Like, Anyssa 

was clearly really important 
to you, but you never talk 

about her.

Becstar really 
plays things close 
to the vest huh?

Hey!

I always knew 
she did, Paprika, but 

I didn’t realize it was 
this bad. It’s like, you 

think you know 
someone...

I’m right 
here, you 

guys!



Alright, 
crew, this was 
the closest we 
could land to 
the temple.

Paprika, leave 
the rod on the ship. 
It’s too dangerous 
to bring with us. 
Everyone ready? 

Great.

We gotta get 
through this jungle 

full of these weird living 
gems. Never tangled with 

anything here, but I’m pretty 
sure if we ignore them 

it’ll be fine.

Uhh, what do 
you mean “living 

gems?” It’ll be fine. 
Trust me, okay? 

I got this!
Really? ‘Cause it 

sounds like Anyssa had 
to hide a homing beacon 

from you because she 
couldn’t trust you in 

the first place.

Don’t. You 
don’t know what 

we went through. It’s 
more complicated 

than that.

Of course 
I don’t know. 

You never 
told me.



Look, Sally, 
I get that you’re gonna 

wanna take a shot at me every 
chance you get until you feel 

better, but how about you lay off 
until we get some down time. 

Then, I’ll fill you in on 
everything. Cool?

{grumble} 
{grumble}

We’re-surrounded! 
He-knows -we’re-here! 

Eyes-all-around-us!

!
!

Ozgar-
killed-Turlough! 
He’s-going-to-

kill-me!

Pap! 
Stop!

I told you 
to leave this on 

the ship!

At least 
we know we’re not 

alone now. You said it 
yourself, this place 

is dangerous.

Look, Pap, 
I still don’t trust 

you, and not listening 
to my direct orders 

isn’t helping. So I suggest 
you keep quiet for 

the duration of our 
excursion here. 

Got it?

But I 
saw--

We’ll be fine. 
I don’t know how he 

found us, but I’ve tackled 
Ozgar in the past. My dagger 

is more than enough 
to protect us.

You 
do know 

best.

I choose 
to take that 

sincerely. Thank 
you, Sally.

I didn’t see 
Ozgar on Nephrite 
though. He was in 

his ship!

Even 
better.



Sure, but 
we’re still being 

hunted!

I know, he’ll 
find us sooner 

or later.

SSSSSS
SSSS

The
fuck was 

that?

Uh-oh...

SSSSSS
SSSSS



Wah!

Ahhh!

Oomph!

SSSS
SSSS

{pant} 
    {pant}

Pap! Come 
back! It’s safe 

now.

You got room in 
your bag for these 
sweet gems from 

my kill?



Mordecai’s Lair.

Lord Mordecai, 
I’ve got a lock on 

Becstar’s coordinates. 
She’s made landfall 

on the planet 
Nephrite.

Nephrite? I don’t 
understand. Unless...

I’ve got Shadow Syndicate 
members in close proximity. I can 

have them move in on Becstar and 
retrieve the clairvoyance rod...

Either way, she 
can’t escape.

Unfortunately, 
because of your earlier 

failure, they may have already 
used the rod and are aware 

of your impending 
confrontation.

I know 
what she’s up 
to, however.



My previous failure aside, their 
deaths and our reclamation of the 
artifacts are inevitable. It doesn’t 
matter whether they’ve seen it or 

not. It didn’t save Turlough...

Ozgar, 
they must not be 
allowed to leave 

Nephrite.

“Anyssa must have 
left something there 
for Becstar. Perhaps 
a clue to her or the 

creation gauntlet’s 
whereabouts. We may 

not even need the 
clairvoyance rod

after all.

“Make landfall 
and observe Becstar. 
Whatever she finds 
on Nephrite must 

be ours!”

I’m sending more of Syndicate 
members to your location.

My amulet’s hunger 
must be quenched. 

I will suffer no more 
this transformation… 

this humiliation. “...Do not fail 
me again.”



So do you 
know how to 
get inside?

Well...
no.

I hate 
this.

But there’s 
always, like, a 

hidden switch or 
a hologram or 

some shit.
Wouldn’t 

your dagger 
help us save 

some time 
here?

Oh, so now 
you want me to use 

the dagger. How 
convenient. I can 

totally do 
this on my 

own.

Wait a 
minute...

You used 
the rod to 

figure that 
out, didn’t 

you?!

I barely 
even touched 

it, and now we 
can move on. 
So lead the 

way!



Whoa.

Anyssa 
created all 
this just to 

hide a homing 
beacon for 

you?

Yeah. 
Dramatic, 

I know.

Are these 
statues…

alive? That’s what 
I’m trying to 
figure out.

I mean, they 
look lifeless, but I 

don’t know. Just gotta 
find a switch or whatever 

so we can keep going. 
Maybe if I pull one of 

their swordsor-- Bec, 
look 
out!



Shit!

GAH!

Hey, 
asshole!



fffffCareful!



Scan 
complete. 

No lifeforms 
aboard.

Excellent.

Let’s 
get inside 

then.

Search everything. 
I want whatever we can 

find. The clairvoyance rod, 
the luck dagger, a map, 

notes, everything!

Yes, 
Ozgar.

Nothing in the 
central living 

quarters!
Cleared 

the engine 
room!

Hmmm.

How 
sentimental.



Apologies, Ozgar, 
but we found nothing of 

value. They must have taken 
everything important 

with them.

Pity.

Let’s 
move out.

Wait. Sir?

I have 
an idea.



Careful, 
Sally. Take 

it slow.

Don’t worry, 
Paprika, I can’t 

go any faster after 
that tiger slashed 

me across the 
stomach.

Fuck!

Sally!

You can’t yell 
like that! This patch 

job is just temporary 
‘til we get back to the 
ship. You’ll open your 

wounds back up.

You 
gotta be 

more careful, 
Sally.

I was 
being careful. 

That dagger of yours 
is clearly giving you 

good luck by taking it 
away from people 

around you.

How else do you 
explain how I’ve been 
shot and now mauled 
by a tiger golem? You 

need to be more 
careful and--

OW!

Sally! 
What did I 
just say?



Wow. Well, I don’t
 see any stupid 
gem monsters. 
That’s a good 
sign, right?

Can’t be too 
careful. Just stick 
together and move 

slowly.
I could 

always--

No!

Wow, I’ve 
never seen 
anything 

like it.

Anyssa can 
really make 

anything with 
the creation 

gauntlet.

Yeah, and 
she was a show 
off long before 

she got that 
gauntlet.

The time 
has come, 
Becstar.



Unfortunately, 
I’m not the real Anyssa, 
but if you want to find 

her I’ll need to 
know…

Why did 
Mordecai and 

Anyssa have that 
fight here on 
Nephrite years 

ago?

You--
You told 

me that Mordecai 
knew I was planning 
to steal his amulet 
and you were going 

to back me up.

Getting rid 
of the relics was the 
only way I thought we 
could stay together, 
but instead I fucked 

everything up.

I didn’t want 
to lose the crew. 
I didn’t want to 

lose you.

I miss you 
so much.



It’s been so hard 
these last few years. 
I never wanted it to 

be like this.
I didn’t think 

you’d be willing 
to take so much 

responsibility. You 
must really miss 

her, Becstar, 
truly.

Perhaps it 
is time you 
find her.

Here. 
Take this 
and go.

Thank 
you.

So, can you 
help us get out of 
here? Maybe point 

us in the right 
direction?

You’ll be 
out momentarily. 

You’ll want to activate 
your dagger and all 
huddle in close. And 
tell Anyssa thank 
you for giving me 

life, no matter 
how brief.

Huh?

We gotta 
move! Get under 

something!

Too 
late!



Just stay 
close!

…Sweet.



Give me 
an update, 

Ozgar.

Whatever 
they were looking for, 

looks like they’ve got it, 
Lord Mordecai.

Ozgar to all 
incoming reinforcements, 

tap into my ship’s navigation 
grid. I’ll be moving shortly 

and will need backup.

Shadow Squad Leader to 
Ozgar, confirming compliance 
with your instructions and 
awaiting further orders.

Stay in stealth mode and out 
of range of the Restal-08. 
We can’t risk engagement 
yet. Our priority is Anyssa 
and the creation gauntlet.

Yes, my 
lord.



Finally, 
home sweet 

home!

And no 
sign of 
Ozgar!

Guess that 
rod is full of 

shit sometimes, 
huh?

I saw Ozgar. 
He’s gonna 

find us.

Of course 
he is. I don’t 

need an ancient 
artifact to tell 

me that.

Hurts…
so much.

Shit, that’s right. 
Paprika, give me the 

homing beacon, and go 
fix Sally up while I 

figure out how that 
thing works.

Aye-aye, 
Cap’ain!

No, no. I can wait a 
little longer. I don’t 

trust you to figure out 
that homing beacon

by yourself.

Psh. 
Don’t worry. 

I got this.



So...is there, 
like, somewhere 

on the console I can 
just plug this thing 

in or what?

We’re fucked, 
aren’t we?



C O R A L L O  
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The Argolis System.

Almost 
there! Becstar, be careful! 

you didn’t even map out our 
course before plowing ahead. 

We could end up crashing 
through a satellite or 
the middle of a star!

Oh, please! 
I’m way too 

good of a pilot for 
that to happen…

probably.

Impact Imminent! 
Impact Imminent!

Crap!

Relax! 
I got this.



Asteroid Field 
Approaching. 

Recalculating. Asteroid 
Field?!

Ahh 
ahh ahh 

ahh

Fuck!

Oof! What 
the--

Recalculating.



See? Didn’t 
even need my 
lucky dagger 

that time.

But we’re gonna 
need an asteroid 

guidance system to 
reach Anyssa.

Oh, well I 
know where 
to get one.

Anyssa told me 
about one at the 
Ophiuchus hideout 

on Derarfin.

Ophiuchus 
hideout on 

Derarfin? We 
didn’t have 
one there.

Well, they… 
they never told 

you about it. Are you 
fucking 
kidding 

me?



Meanwhile...

Mordecai’s Lair.

The prisoner 
from Rokk. As you 
requested, Lord 

Mordecai.

Excellent. 
This will do 

nicely. Please, I 
don’t know 

what’s happening. 
I don’t want 

to die.

Oh, don’t think 
of it as dying. Think 

of it as becoming part 
of something bigger 

than yourself.

Gah!

Ozgar, reporting in. 
Becstar is heading to 

Derarfin. I’m in pursuit.

Derarfin, 
eh? I know 

exactly where 
she’s going, 

Ozgar.



What a haul, 
you guys! Dibs 

on the--

Nah, no 
dibs on nothin’! 

Even splits.

I’m the one 
that grabbed the 
asteroid guidance 
system. It’s mine.

Maybe, maybe. 
Let’s divy up the 
haul into groups 

so we can--

You’s picked 
the wrong gang to 

eavesdrop on.

Went down 
just like you said it 
would, Turlough! You 

can come out now!



Looks to be 
all here. Your 
rod hasn’t let 
us down yet.

This is gonna be 
quite the haul for 
the three of us.

Three?
I only 

see three of 
us here.

It’s not 
Becstar’s fault. 

You didn’t 
tell her.

Why would I? 
She’s dead 

weight.

With the 
power of creation, 
destruction, and 
clairvoyance. We 
make our own 

luck.

I don’t 
know...

She’s been with 
us from the beginning. 
We wouldn’t have even 
finished the job we got 

these artifacts on 
without her.

You’re the 
one who took 

advantage of her 
and told her the 

dagger was 
best.

We can talk 
about this later, 

but she’s not getting 
a cut of this loot. 
She doesn’t get to 

know about it. Agreed?

Yeah.
Fine.



Derarfin.

How do you 
even know this stuff? 
Anyssa just told you 

everything?

She gave me all 
the information 
on Ophiuchus by 

creating a--

Yes! I know she has 
a fancy creation thingy 

and can create anything! 
Everyone acted like she 

could do anything before 
she got that fucking 

gauntlet. Look, I’m just the 
messenger. I was given the 

information because we need to 
destroy the gauntlet and Anyssa 

can’t trust herself to do it on 
account of how corrupting 

these artifacts are.

Why the 
hell are you even 
doing this anyway? 
What do you have 

to gain?
If Mordecai gets the 

creation gauntlet and 
consumes reality, then I’d 

die. you know, because I 
live in reality.

What’s 
so funny, 
friend?!

Oh, you know, 
watching someone 

get under your skin 
for a change 

is nice.

Got that out 
of your system, 

Sally? Good.
I’m in charge 

of this crew. Paprika, 
take the clairvoyance 

rod in case we get 
another intruder, 
but don’t use it.

We’re moving in 
based on Paprika’s 

intel then we’re off 
to find Anyssa and 

end this.



So that’s the 
plan. Everyone 
follow my lead.

Got it? 
Great.

Here 
we are.

Oh.

Yeesh.



Well, it’s 
nice to know I had 
the best taste in 

Ophiuchus.

This 
way!

Okay, 
the secret 
doorway is 
kinda cool.

Should 
be right 
behind 
this...



...door.

Fuck. Looking for 
something?

Time to 
activate my 

lucky dagger 
and--





Come 
on...

Look 
out!

Gah!

No!

Gotcha!

Argh!



Gah! 
My eyes!

shit! 
Are you guys 

okay?

She’ll 
be fine. We 
gotta go.

Get back 
here!

How long is 
it gonna take 
him to heal?

Don’t know. 
Just keep 
moving.

Take the 
asteroid guidance 

system and go!

Download 
Complete.

She’s really 
making my job 

easy, huh?



Come on, guys! 
We’re almost out 

of here!

Guys?

We 
good? Not 

really.
You hear 

that?

The rod 
is broken!

We don’t need 
Turlough’s help 
anyway, alive or 

otherwise.

You two need 
to get a move on. 

I’ll go up last 
and cover you.



We did 
it!

Uh, 
Becstar?

We’re 
surrounded.

{Sigh} 
Stay close. 

We got 
this.

Get 
ready to 

run.

Keep 
running!

Duh!

Not now, 
Sally!

Emergency!

Hey!

Sorry! 
I hope you 
find this 

later!



Hell 
yeah!



Gah!



Mordecai’s Lair.

Lord Mordecai, the asteroid 
guidance system has been 

uploaded to your ship. 
We can continue to pursue 

Becstar unhindered.

Excellent, Ozgar. 
Track her closely 
and make sure she 

arrives at her 
destination.

I’ll 
meet you 

there.



Hail, Lord 
Mordecai.

Man your 
stations and 
prepare for 

launch.

I will have 
that gauntlet and 
free myself of this 
contamination. This... 

humiliation.

I don’t know 
your game, Anyssa, 
but I know how you 
love to play them.

I’ve consumed 
too much power. 

There are no games 
you can play that I 

cannot win.

I will find you, 
Anyssa. I will see 
you one last time 
before I destroy 

you forever.

Unless you truly 
surprise me and come 
to your senses. Then, 

perhaps, I’ll let 
you join me.

“Just you, me, and the universe.”

Hail, Lord 
Mordecai.



Why do 
you have it 

out for Becstar? 
She’s done a 
lot for us.

She’s also 
ruined a lot. Becstar 

makes too many mistakes. 
She’s a liability and 

you know it.

We don’t need 
Becstar. Hell, we don’t 
need Turlough. The two 

of us together would be 
unstoppable. The universe 

would be at our beck 
and call.

It’s too late for 
us, Mordecai. It’s only a 

matter of time before we 
all have targets on our 
backs. I don’t want any of 
us to split up. Ophiuchus is 
all I have, but you know 

we can’t keep this up. 
Turlough said--

To hell with 
Turlough. With our 

powers combined, we 
can defy fate 

itself.

Mordecai, 
I--

Coast is clear. 
Let’s get moving. Who 
knows who else knew 

these gangsters 
were here.

Right, yeah. 
Let’s go.



I did mean what I said 
before. I hope that dude 
finds his… whatever you 

call this thing.

Looks like we lost 
the Shadow Syndicate 
too. Now it’s smooth 
sailing to Anyssa’s 

hideout.

Bec, this has 
all been too easy. 

They want us to find 
Anyssa. Mordecai 

is using you.

We don’t 
have a choice. 

We have to find the 
creation gauntlet 
before Mordecai, 

don’t we?

Yeah, I 
guess so.

We’re 
really fucked, 

aren’t we?

What else 
is new?

We still 
have a chance, even 
if this is all a trap. 
Anyssa believed you 

could do this.

No, she believed 
Turlough could and 

now he’s dead. If she really 
believed in me, she would have 

reached out to me herself 
and not through whoever 

the hell you are.

I don’t want 
to talk about this 
anymore. Let’s just 

get this done.



Becstar!

Huh?

Uhhh...

My name is 
Paprika, and 

Anyssa sent me to 
find you. You’re the 
only one who can 

stop Mordecai.

What the 
fuck is 

going on?

TO BE CONTINUED...
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The Argolis System.

Status report, 
soldier.

The asteroid 
navigator has 

greatly reduced 
asteroid field 
damage, Lord

Mordecai.
We’ll be 

arriving at 
the destination 

shortly.

Excellent.



Wait, 
I still don’t 

understand why 
there’s two 

Paprikas!

Not now, 
Becstar! 
I wanna 

live!

Okay! 
Okay! I got 

this!



Recalculating.

Nav system’s 
on the fritz 

and the shields 
are gone!

What else 
could go 
wrong?

Uh oh.

Now, we’re 
losing power, 

Bec!

Paprikas! 
Recalibrate the 
nav system and 
jump the shield 

drive!

Becstar! 
Look out!

Fuck fuck 
fuck fuck 

fuck

Recalculating.



Give me the 
dagger. I have 

an idea!

What?! 
No way 
in h--

Give her the 
dagger!!!

Fine. Hurry 
up and try not 

to kill us!
This 

oughta 
do it...

Punch 
it!



Then.

You know 
it’s over...

...I’ve told you, 
every time I use 

the clairvoyance 
rod I see our 
destruction. Why 

continue?

So, you 
brought the 
rod then?

… Yes, though it 
pains me to betray 

Turlough so.

Allow me 
to see it for 

myself.

ARGH!

Mordecai!



If there 
is any hope 

for us...
...we will have 
to take fate 
into our own 

hands.

It’s time 
we leave the 

present behind, 
Mordecai…

…and create 
our own 
future.



Lord Mordecai, 
we’ve got Becstar 

on the run. She’ll lead 
us to the creation 

gauntlet in 
no time.

Enough games, 
Ozgar. Kill them 

immediately.

I’ve figured 
out Anyssa’s intentions. 

Becstar is no longer 
necessary.

Sir?

Wipe them 
out. All of 

them.

As you 
wish, Lord 
Mordecai.



Fire at the 
target and put 

it in position 
for me.

Yes, 
Ozgar.

There 
they are.



Fuck.

I’ll check 
the damage 

and see what 
we can do!

Take the luck 
dagger, but based 
on our current 
situation, I don’t 
know how much 

luck is left.



Recalculating.

You really 
think we can 
fix the ship 

again?

Maybe. 
What choice do 

we have?

Holy 
shit, it’s 
working. These 

artifacts are 
no joke.

You think 
this is cool? You 

should’ve touched 
the clairvoyance 

rod.

I don’t want 
to know what 
that means.

Where 
the hell are 
those two?!



Finally.

What 
the--?!



Ahhhh!

Time 
to go!

Becstar!
Ozgar!

Help!

Rrrrrr!
Stop right 

there!



You’re not 
getting away 

this time, 
Ozgar.

Why have you not 
opened fire?! What is 
the meaning of this?!

My Lord, 
Ozgar is aboard 

the Restal-08 and 
we’ve lost contact 

with him.
If we fire, 

he’ll surely 
be killed.

If he dies, 
he dies. Fire!

“Yes, Lord Mordecai.”



Looks like your 
luck’s finally run 

out, Becstar.



Paprika! Grab 
something!

Section 4 
lockdown!

Oof!

Paprika!

Uhhhh …

Come on! 
We gotta 

move!

Here goes 
nothing!

Fuck.

AAHHHHHHH!!!



Examine the 
wreckage and 
report back 
immediately!

Yes, Lord
 Mordecai.

Incredible. 
Anyssa’s mastery of 

the creation gauntlet 
is impressive 

indeed.

And she’s as 
stubborn as ever. 
I told her it would 

look better 
in blue.



Approaching 
the crash site.

The Restal-08 
appears completely 

totalled.
Hard to 

imagine anyone 
surviving this.

Bridge, come 
in. We have an 

update for Lord 
Mordecai.

Please 
respond.



Gotta love 
cheap, mass produced 

blaster armor.

Shhh! We need to 
disable their 
transmitters 
so they can’t 

hear us.

Oh…yeah. 
I totally do that 

all the time.

Welp, 
that’s a 
bummer.

{sigh} 
Yeah.

The 
Restal-08 
was one 
helluva 

ship.



At least 
we can use one 
of the Shadow 

Syndicate’s ships 
to escape.

Assuming 
we can find 

the keys.

You’re 
my favorite 

Paprika.

Feh.

There! 
That’s the 
asteroid 

base!

Hey, you’re a 
great Paprika, 
too. Sorry for 

jumping the gun 
back there...

Okay, so 
now that I 

know this dagger 
is working better 

than ever... I feel even 
more confident 

that we’re going to 
stop Mordecai.

After all, 
with everything 

we’ve been through, 
what’s the worst 
that can happen?

Already 
snagged 

them.



Wow…

You all 
had some very 

expensive tastes in 
Ophiuchus, huh?

Yeah, but 
I’ve never seen 
anything like 
this before.

Anyssa always 
had great taste; 
even before she 

could create 
anything.

Uhhh, 
isn’t 

that--

Becstar...



...We meet 
again.

To be concluded...
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Another!

Unless 
you pay for the 
last one, there 
ain’t gonna be 

“another.”

{psh} 
If you 
say so.

Put it 
on my tab. 
I got this.

It’s your 
funeral.

You can call 
me Sally, by 

the way.

Becstar.

I knew it! 
What are you 
doing in this 

shithole?

You’re 
looking 

at it.

Well you’re in luck! 
I have a job that I could use 

a hand with, and I can’t think of 
someone more qualified than 

a former Ophiuchus 
member to help.



Becstar, 
I should be 
thanking 

you!
If not for 

your insufferable 
persistence and 

pathetic devotion to
Anyssa, I’d still be 

searching the stars 
for the creation 

gauntlet.

Unfortunately 
for you and your 

friends, our impromptu 
alliance has outlived 

its usefulness.



I’ve killed 
your mercs, destroyed 

countless ships… I even 
watched Ozgar get
sucked into space.

I came to find 
Anyssa, and I’m 
not going to 

stop now.

So, tell 
me. Are you 

feeling 
lucky?

Stand 
down.

I can’t 
believe that 

worked. Me 
either.

What?

Come. You did 
get me this far 

after all.

I might as 
well allow you to 

witness the moment 
I seize the creation
gauntlet before I 

destroy you.



Anyssa 
never told you 

about the hideout 
we shared, 

did she?

No.

She didn’t tell 
you quite a bit. We 
were closer than 

you realized.

Beautiful, 
isn’t it? Her 

creativity knew 
no bounds.

I know.

You know 
nothing. Did 

you really think 
you would find 
Anyssa here?

If she were 
here, she’d have 
shown her face 

by now.

In all 
fairness, 

if I knew you 
were coming I’d 
make a break 

for it, too.

Hmph. 
Still the same 
old Becstar. No 

matter...



All I 
need is 
before 

me.

There it is. 
Finally.

Holy 
shit...

Wait. 
Something’s 

wrong, Mordecai. 
Anyssa should 

be here!

Wrong 
for you, 
perhaps.



But I... 
I have everything 

I’ll ever need.

Ummm, 
Bec...

Hey, 
Mordecai!



You run an 
intergalactic 

shadow government. 
You can’t afford 

better help?

You think 
guns can 
stop me?

Satisfied?

There’s 
nothing you 

can do.

You’ve 
always been 

a loser! Ophiuchus 
was better off 
without you!

“Lucky Dagger!” 
Ha! I can’t believe I 

fooled you into taking 
such a useless 

artifact.





Thank you 
for bringing 

him here...
…becstar.

Anyssa? Is--
is that really 
you? What’s 
happening?

Ah, “Anyssa.” 
I used to be 

acknowledged 
in that way, 

yes. It’s been 
so long I had 
forgotten.



Whatever I 
was has been remade 

so many times that I am 
no longer the person 

you once knew. I am 
blurred, somewhere 

in-between.
I’ve witnessed 
the beginning 
and the end of 
the universe 
on countless 

occasions.

I was 
beginning to 

think that I had 
lost the ability 

to ever feel 
again.

But killing 
Mordecai proved 
that may not be 

the case. That 
felt… good.



Let’s see 
if that was 
an isolated 

incident.

I sense 
two of your 

companions are 
a part of me.

Their 
existence 

is no longer 
required.

HUH?!

I got 
you!

I don’t 
know what’s 

happening! I don’t 
understand!

Becstar… 
please… I don’t 

want to die.

Can’t. Hold 
her. Much. 

Longer.
FUCK!



Why are 
you doing 

this?

This isn’t 
you!

You’re right. 
I’m creation incarnate, 
trapped in an endless 

loop of time.

An insignificant 
blip in the timeline like 
yourself could never 

understand.

"Years ago, after Ophiuchus disbanded, 
Anyssa retreated here.

“After years of isolation, 
the loneliness began 
to take a toll on her. 
she tried to end it all.

“Eventually, she tried 
to end her suffering.

“But her life was no 
longer her own…”



…She had 
become part 
of something 

bigger. No…
I don’t 
believe 

it.

I can see 
you care for 
this one, too. 
Don’t you?

Bec!

Sally! 
Just hold 

on!

I’ll get 
you out of 

there…



“I swear!”

{sigh}
Dinner’s 

rea--

Hey, 
what’s the 

matter?

Nothing. 
We said we’d 

stay out of each 
other’s lives. 
Remember? Forget 

about that. 
You can tell, 

Becstar?

It’s just… 
I thought she’d 
come back, you 

know?

Anyssa did; 
they all did. 
It’s time you 
did too. For 
your own 

sake.

It’s tough, 
but I think it’s 

time you move on, 
Bec. For your 

own sake.

I promise 
things will get 

easier with 
time.

Now, 
come on. 
Dinner’s 
ready.



Sally’s 
suffering will 
provide me with 

more than enough 
stimulation for 
an entire life 

cycle.
As thanks, 

I will allow you to 
leave, Becstar.

Go. 
Before I 

change my 
mind.

No.

Do not test 
the limits of my 

generosity.



Bec, you can 
still get out of 

here! Do it!

Haha
haha!

Rrrrrr

Bec, we’re 
running out of 

time here!

Do 
something!



What is 
the meaning 

of this?

These artifacts 
ruined our friendship 

before they ruined our lives. 
We used to be so close. Don’t you 

remember the time we spent 
together on Nephrite?
 It was so hard saying 

goodbye...

Well, I won’t be 
tied to these artifacts 

anymore. You don’t have to 
be either. If there is any part 

of Anyssa left in there, 
then fight this. We can 

start over.



Do you know 
how many times 

I’ve died?

Those memories 
have slipped further 

and further away every 
time I am reborn.

Hurh?

Ahhhh!



Foolish woman. 
My victory is 
preordained.

The old 
Anyssa may have 
offered you an 
escape, but I am 

not so kind,
Becstar.

You will 
suffer.

Noooo!



Becstar!

I got 
you! The amulet’s 

consuming everything. 
We gotta get out 

of here!



{huff} 
{huff}

Almost 
there!

{huff} 
{huff}



Cutting it 
close, but we 

made it! One last 
bit of luck from 

the dagger.

Sally, I’m sorry 
I got you involved in 

all this. Since we met, 
you’ve done nothing but 
try to be a good friend 

and I’ve been stuck 
in the past.

But that 
past is buried 
behind us now, 
and it’s going 
to stay that 

way.

From now 
on, me and you 

are looking ahead. 
How’s that 

sound?

A little 
corny, but 
I’ll take it.



Yeah, yeah. 
I’m new to the 

whole being open 
and earnest thing. 

Cut me some 
slack.



“The Shadow Syndicate is going to 
blame us for Mordecai’s death and
come looking for us, you know?

“Let them. I know that, together, 
we’re unstoppable.

“First, we’re going to need 
some money for a new ship.

“You’re right. And we’ll need it fast. 
You think I’m still banned from the 
Timaeus Casino?”

“Are you fucking 
kidding me?”

End.




