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A fractured human race struggles amongst themselves after the 
collapse of the first empire.

Devoid of a central unifying power, the vacuum is filled by 
squabbling alliances, establishing and eroding borders as anarchy 
regions over thousands of worlds. Eager to carve out a piece of a 
once glorious empire, they fall into a cycle of vicious raids and 
remorseless wars of endless attrition.

FForgotten are the core values that used to exemplify humanity. Now 
with factions separated by distance and beset with open hostility 
with each other, the species slowly began to diverge.

Thelessians having access to the greater part of the lost empire, was 
first to exploit the divisions and profited from the growing 
depravity that was consuming everything.

IIn time they too fell, as they Eutronian mercenaries turned against 
them. And the Yeetrians, a slave culture from the first empire sided 
with the Eutronians bringing an end to Thelessian dominance.

But in the midst of this chaos, one darker force has seeped into our 
universe, quietly observing and at times participating in the 
repugnant display.

CCurious at first, it fed on human agony, but now its appetite has 
grown. It now wants more... 
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OXYGEN LEVELS CRITICAL! 
OXYGEN LEVELS CRITICAL!

OXYGEN SUPPLY DEPLETED! 
OXYGEN SUPPLY DEPLETED!

OXYGEN SUPPLY DEPLETED! 
OXYGEN SUPPLY DEPLETED! Close airlock 

on Automatic!

The fuck!

Damn it! 
Almost...

ATMOSPHERIC 
NORMALIZATION IN 
PROGRESS. PLEASE 

STAND BY.
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DO NOT REMOVE HEAD GEAR UNTIL 
ATMOSPHERIC NORMALIZATION IS 
COMPLETE. DO NOT REMOVE HEAD 

GEAR UNTIL ATMOSPHERIC 
NORMALIZATION IS COMPLETE.

Fuck 
that!

That was 
very silly. 
You could 
have died.

No Shit.

Time got away 
from me. I 

thought I still 
had some in the 

tank.

I found your 
problem. A Perforated 
ignition relay to the 

particle infuser. Fixed 
it with a bypass. 

Should hold up until 
you get to a midpoint 

station.

If I was a little 
paranoid, I'd think it 
was sabotage. The 
hole looked more 

like a gun...

Sabotage? Who 
would even think 
of harming little 

ol' me?

Who indeed?

You took some 
serious risks in my 
behalf. I'm sure we 
can find a mutually 
agreeable means of 

recompense.

Perhaps you'd feel 
more comfortable 

without that clunky 
suit. I know I will.
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INERTIAL WARNING!
INERTIAL WARNING!

SHIP TO SHIP 
UMBILICAL IS STILL 

ENGAGED.

You have a 
cavalier attitude 
with regards to 

your... toys.

Not easy to come 
by in these parts. 
The frontier is a 
hard place for 
hard people.

"Toys?"

Oh, those. They're 
not mine. The belong 

to the slut who 
used to own this 

ship.

This ain't no 
foreplay, is 

it?

 I was hoping 
the faulty oxygen 
gauge would do 

the job.

Now it 
has to get 

messy.

Does it even 
matter? You're 

simply an 
embarrassment 
that needs to be 

addressed.

"You wouldn't 
be the first."

Who are 
you?

Starting to 
regret 

answering 
that distress 

signal.
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Agh!

What
the...?!

"Neat trick, 
Proto."

"But this is a 
small ship, not 
much space to 

run to."

And I've already 
depressurized
the adjacent 

compartments.

As you Protos 
like to say, 
'face death 
like a man'.

Yeah!
But only as a 
last resort. 
Until then...
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Aagh!

No!

Fight dirty 
and fight 
like hell.

"I know it feels like 
you're gonna die, 

but that was just a 
tap. Now, Who sent 

you?"

You'll get... 
<cough!>
<cough!>

nothing out 
of me.

Your attitude 
already says 

a lot.

Now, there is 
something you 
should know 
about Protos.

"...When
we're deprived 

of oxygen."

We
get mighty 
Aroused.

And since I'm 
entitled for a 
recompense,
I'll take it out 

on you.

What?

WAIT,
No!

© DOFANTASY.COM



Ungh!

Well,
now.

"You're easy 
on the eyes."

Don't even think about 
it, girl. Kick me in the 

groin and you're gonna 
be hurting in places 

you didn't know 
could hurt.

What are 
you going 

to do?

"What ever 
comes naturally, 

my dear."

Stop!
Please
stop!

Centuries of 
bio-engineering
don't make you 

bitches any 
less fuckable.
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AAh!

No!

an 
embarrassment, 

huh?

I have no 
quarrel with 

your masters...

...until they 
made one.

So, I'll be 
sending them 
a message.

"Fuck with 
the Protos..."

"You get 
fucked."
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Don't 
touch me!

HnnnH!

"Go ahead, 
struggle."

"It does you no 
good, but it sure 
does wonders for 

me."

Now, Let's see 
how you taste.

W-what are 
you....? NO! 

Unnh!

Like fine wine, there 
are distinct flavors 
to every woman and 

the region of space 
where they belong.

Your's are familiar, 
but with a hint of 

after taste that's 
new. I see you've no 
experience with this.

Likely Even 
less so with 

this.

"Bred for death, 
never for love. 
Such waste."
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HnnnH?!

Aagh!

AAh!

AAh!

AAAIEEh!!!AAAIEEh!!!

Damn, 
bitch is 

dry.

"Oh, Hell! I 
ain't waiting."

Not my fault if it 
hurts. You shoulda' 
lubed up when you 

had the chance.

Wet or dry, no 
matter. I need 
my booty call.
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"Seriously? 'Fuck 
with the Protos and 
you get fucked. Bred 
for death, never for 
love.' Can you get any 

douchier?"

"Hey, that's all 
that came to 

mind."

Did you enjoy 
yourself?

Quite a bit 
with that 

one.

"It's always more 
satisfying when they try 

to kill me first. Feel less 
guilt when I'm done with 

them."

"she dead?"

"No, but I left her 
an active beacon."

When either the 
pirates or the 
slavers get to 
her; she'll wish 

she was.

Yeah! You're a 
fuckin' asshole. 
Can't believe I'm 
stuck with you.
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The Far Limits. The 
furthest point of 

Yetraan controlled 
space.

Commander Leina, the 
commander of the Toranis 

wishes to convey again 
her displeasure that we 
are test maneuvering the 

Zola without it's full 
complement of weaponry.

Commissar Natis, 
please explain again 

to the Toranis 
commander that the 
Zola is a peaceful 
exploration vessel 
not a warship. 

Weapons can wait. 
Besides, the Toranis 
is one of our most 

powerful capital ships. 
If it can't handle the 

threat, neither can our 
potential complement 
of meager weapons.

 Look there. 
Impressive isn't 
she? Bristling 

with weapons, the 
pride of the 

Yetraan fleet.

But someday, ships 
like the Toranis will 

no longer be 
necessary. A dream 
that may potentially 

become reality.

Bring the Crew 
to stations. We'll 
test the mark 5 

reactor.

Disengage the 
auxiliary engines 
and power up the 

mark 5.

Inform the Toranis 
that we're about to 
begin. Prepare for 
transdimensional 

warp.

© DOFANTASY.COM



They're starting the 
reactor. But sensors 

have detected a 
gravitational anomaly 

along our point of 
egress.

Gravitational anomalies 
are to be expected with 

this new reactor. 
Theoretically, it's 1000 
times more powerful 

than our own. Give the 
Zola a wide berth.

Egress, 
you say...?

Commander, we 
have contact 
bearing 37-57-
203. Scanning 

for signatures.

"It's a small 
ship. Protos 

configuration."

"Protos... 
out here?"

It's a violation. 
They should know 
better. Eliminate 

it.

"Targeting!"

"Direct hit!"
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Ensign, 
what just 
happened?

There was a massive 
burst of exotic high 

energy particles. They 
went through our 

shielding like it weren't 
even there.

 We've lost 
90percent of active 
systems. Only half 

of the Auxiliary 
systems are coming 

online.

Hale the 
Toranis. Tell 
them we need 
emergency...

The Toranis was 
much closer to the 
event source. She 

lost 100 percent of 
all her systems. 
Their containment 
field has failed. 

Lethal radiation 
is spreading rapidly 
through the ship! 

And...

"Something 
else..."

"We've lost 
the Toranis!"
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Attention, crew of 
the Zola. We are the 
Restoration. Your 
vessel is disabled. 
Your weapons are 

disabled. 

Submit to our 
undeniable power. 
Resistance will only 

bring harm upon 
yourselves.

"Too long has the 
natural order of the 

universe been debased. 
The time of the 

Restoration is nigh."

Erathensis Minor.

Hnnnh... Try 
something 

else.
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HnnnH!
How long do 
I have to do 

this?

I give up. All it's 
doing is making me 
sore and raw 

down there.

Perhaps it's the 
wrong kind of 

stimulus.

I don't get it. 
Everyone else gets 
to reach orgasm 

just fine with fairly 
simple methods. Why 
won't it work on me.

One maybe forgiven 
in pondering whether 

your breasts are 
bigger than your 

head.

Not everyone is 
made the same. Even 
those born from a 

breeding facility. You 
are made to be a high 
functioning tech. It 
may simply require a 
different approach to 

achieve your goal.

Never you 
mind. Let's 
try it this 

way.

My what 
is Bigger 

than what?

But 
that is...
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AAh!

No!

MnnnH!

This position 
is starting to 

hurt.

Please 
unshackle 

me. This isn't 
getting...

Hush, girl. 
It's best not 

to speak.

Sometimes the paths 
of pain and pleasure 

converge, leading 
one to the same 

place. Straighten 
your back!

The more 
complex a 
person the 

harder it is to 
find their point 
of release.

I believe 
I've found 

yours.

Wait! That's 
not for...

© DOFANTASY.COM



MnnnH!

BEEP! BEEP!

BEEP! BEEP!

BEEP! BEEP!

BEEP! BEEP!

Aah! 
NO!

Eww! 
Wet?!

Not again. 
Another one of 
those perverted 

nightmares.

Commander Lhuun, 
have you completed 
your collation and 

research?

Yes, Vice 
Director Brielle. 

Everything is 
encoded in 
memory.

Good.
 Then gather 

yourself and report 
to me directly. I'm 
sending you on a 

mission of utmost 
importance.

Mission?! 
But I'm not an 

operative, I'm in 
analysis and 

data collection.

"You've been reassigned. 
Clear your data files 
and remove all trace. 

Destroy all information 
regarding your current 

activities. I'll do the 
same from here."
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Mmnnff!

Mnnnff!

Mnnnh!

Mmmnnhh!I thought we had 
an understanding. 
I'll take all sorts 
of shit from you 

but don't ever call 
me an asshole.

That is an 
unsafe word. 
Unsafe for 

you.

There are times 
that I let things go. 
But there are times 

when I need to 
remind you that you 
serve on this ship at 

my pleasure.

Kneel! Must be 
getting Pretty 
painful by now.

Hmmm...

Unnh...
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oUnmff!

?!

MnnougH!

45 minutes. 
That'd be long 
enough. Oh, 

wait.

Nearly 
forgot to 
clean you 

out.

Burn off all 
the nasty and 
rejuvenate 
the cells.

Hurts like the 
dickens but Will 

have you smelling 
like a rose.

Now, that 
wasn't so bad. 
You should be 
used to this.
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Hmnouff!

HnngH!

You know 
the drill, 

Xan.

Relax that 
sphincter.

Coz' it's going 
in, no matter 

what.

 The right 
amount of 

smoothness 
and tightness.

"YOU HAVE AN INCOMING 
HIGH PRIORITY MESSAGE 

REQUIRING VOICE 
CONFIRMATION."

Rothe Karl; 
receiving 
message.

"CONFIRMED, ROTHE 
KARL. DECRYPTING 

NOW."

Ooouh, 
Yeah! 

there it 
goes.

BEEP! ALERT! 
BEEP! ALERT!
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"This is Vice 
Director Brielle. 
I have a mission 

for you."

Vice Director, I am 
confounded by this 
turn of events. Did 
you not just sent 

an assassin to take 
care of this 

'embarrassment'?

"Assassin? It 
has come to 
that, I see."

Yeetrah's transition 
to a less belligerent entity 
has brought to surface a 
number of factions bent on 
reversing the trend. Your 

activities with Yeetran 
intelligence is seen as a 

breach.

If you accept the 
mission, I should be 
able to redirect any 

active operation 
against you.

Rather 
convenient, 

Vice Director.

"You know of the 
Toranis? It was 

escorting an 
experimental vessel 

when it was 
destroyed by an 
unknown force."

Toranis?! 
I doubt many a 

people will shed a tear 
for it's lose. Among the 
successor races, it was 
known by another name. 

The Planet Killer.

"Yeetrah has 
a regrettable 
history with 
the other 

successors."

Easy to guess 
what the mission is 
but I'm not inclined 

to take it. I can 
handle a few 
assassins.

 "The Yeetran 
high command 

have authorized 
punitive action."

They're the least 
of your problems. 

According to the Toranis' 
final transmission. They 
detected a Proto Human 

craft just before it 
was lost.

Punitive action? 
What does that 
mean exactly?

"A fleet will be dispatched 
to earth and other known 
Proto Human settlements. 
It will be a repeat of the 
Eutronian exterminations."
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You make a 
convincing 

argument. This 
will cost you 
Vice director.

"You will be well 
compensated, I assure 
you. I'm sending you 

coordinates. Be there in 
exactly 47.015 hours. 
Expect an arrival."

GENERAL ALERT! 
GENERAL ALERT!

WARNING! IT IS NOT 
ADVISED TO RANGE 

BEYOND 12 TRANSFER 
POINTS. SAFETY 

PROTOCOL PROHIBITS...

"TRANSMISSION 
CEASED."

Initialize 
matter transfer 

subroutine. 
range for 17.

As much as I 
would like to 
finish what 

we've started...

We got a job to do. 
Get the fuck off me 
and we'll finish this 

later.

...ORGANIC-
INORGANIC 

DESYCHRONIZATION 
HIGHLY PROBABLE.

AFFIRMATIVE.

Override safety 
protocols. Draw 
all necessary 
power for 17 

transfer points.

Oh, my! 
What just 
happened?

HnnugH!
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AAh!
They were in 

the way. What 
is that?

Just some Back 
up information 

in case I...

"You won't be 
needing that. All 
that you need is 
already in your 

head."

Vice Director, 
are we... are 
we committing 

treason?

It's only 
treason if 
we fail.

I've arranged 
for a contact to 
get you to where 

you need to go. Get 
on the platform.

For anything 
else, rely on 

Sylty.

"WARNING! DETECTING 
UNEXPECTED SHUTDOWN 
AT TRANSFER POINT ONE."

Oh, and keep your 
hands to yourself. 
Don't touch anything 

until you arrive at your 
destination. You do not 
one a foreign object 
materializing with you.

Emergency power 
redirect to the 

primary beam. We'll 
force it open.

Sylty?

"WARNING! POWER DRAW 
EXCEEDING SAFETY 

PARAMETERS! WARNING! 
POWER DRAW EXCEEDING 

SAFETY PARAMETERS! 
OVERLOAD! OVERLOAD!"
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AAAIEEh!!!"OVERLOAD! 
OVERLOAD!"

"OVERLOAD! 
OVERLOAD! 
EVACUATE! 
EVACUATE!"

 "EVACUATE! 
EVAC...!"

Ungh?! 
What... 

Where...?
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Dark... 
How did I... 
Is this some 
kind of cell?

"You may not 
remember but they 
had to stun you a 
few times. Maybe 

why you're a 
little..."

Leina! Where's 
Commander Leina? 

Where is everyone? 
From what section 
are you? Speak!

Fuzzy... 
2nd Engineering, 
Commissar. The 

commander... She 
was never with us.

Are we the 
only ones?

There were 
others. B-But 

they took them, 
one by one.

And they never 
came back. But I 

heard their 
screams.

They were begging 
them to stop. then 
later, they were 
begging to die!

Don't let 
them take 

me!
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They're 
here! Whoever or whatever 

you are. I don't know 
what you hope to achieve. 
But what you've done only 

serves to assure the 
collective destruction of 

your peoples.

No... no... no...
"Free us now 

before..." That one!

No don't 
take me! She's a 
Commissar, she 
knows far more 

than I.

Get away 
from us you 

imps!
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Agh!

AAh!

You fool, 
fight them!

Ah! 
I can't! They're 
stronger than 

they look.

They're 
not human!

This one 
has a consistently 

troublesome nature. 
Refuses to submit. 

Requires corrective 
action.

This time 
she will 
learn.
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No!

"24 hours with a 
harness will temper 

her attitude."

Come, girl. 
Time for you 
to reveal 

all.

Nothing 
remains 

hidden from 
us.

Agh!
What will 

you do with... 
her?

"Nothing 
she'll like."

Fresh meat. 
Yummy!

No! NO!
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Ah!

AAh!

Greetings 
from the 

Restoration.

We will 
begin your 
processing 
shortly but 

first...

“Remove her 
trappings. She 

will have no 
need of them.”

“Don't worry. Those 
devices are only tuned 

to disrupt the 
molecular bonds of 

synthetic material.”

“But they do 
offer a nasty 

sting.”
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HnnnH!

 Please... You don't 
have to do this. I'll 
tell you everything 
you want to know. 

Please!

We find that the 
conventional means of 

divulging information tends to 
be slow, tedious and prone to 
misinterpretation. It is more 

efficient to extract 
information whole directly 

from the brain while 
distracting the conscious mind 

with both pleasant and 
unpleasant stimuli.

Please! 
I’ll tell 
you all...

"Since we're 
almost done..."

“My associate wishes 
to try something different. 

Your colleagues no longer 
interest him. He seeks newer 

sensations.”

“Place her on 
the cradle.”

He just finds us 
quite amusing and 
puzzling. It’s but a 

small price to indulge 
his curiosity. I hope 

you don't mind.
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“Restrain her fully. 
We don't want her 

flaying about.”

She could 
unwittingly 

hurt herself.

“My associate comes 
from a place devoid of 
empathy and all manner 
of sensibilities. He finds 
great interest in our 
abundance of these 

attributes.”

“He would like to 
partake of it.”

I can't 
move!

This device allows him 
to share in your experiences. 
Pains, pleasures, all manner 

of human sensation. But due 
to the nature of his 

physiology, we need to 
significantly enhance those 
relative sensations for him 

to appreciate them.

“You will be 
completely open to 
him, be part of him, 

albeit a minute 
part.”

Now let's 
see where your 
pain/pleasure 
threshold lies. 

Shall we?

No! 
Don't!
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Aah!

No!

Always 
the most 

receptive...

Even more 
so from 

the inside.

AAh! 
Take it out! 
Take it out!

Well, well... 
You are the 

sensitive type. 
He will like 

you.

Nonsense! 
We've yet to 

begin.

This will 
re-sensitize 
you and wake 
every nerve in 
your body.

Ah!
 The pain! 

It's killing 
me!
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HunnnH!

Mmnnff!

AAh! AAAIEEh!!!No! No!

 “We're squeezing 
out every ounce of 
information form 
that gray spongy 
thing you call a 

brain."

"This is but 
the raw data 
extraction 

phase.”

“Now the 
real pain 
starts.”

"Tsk! Tsk!
 You've been 

cooking 
awhile."

Those impish 
creatures have 
absolutely no 

understanding of 
human frailty.
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We're here. Shifting 
back to normal space 
navigations. Powering 

down H-Drive, 
powering up standard 

engines.

I can't believe 
they're still calling 
that a hypergate. It 
can barely generate 

enough power to 
send a shuttle 

through.

Blame that on the 
secessions. It's 

too far out to risk 
maintaining by any 

significant regional 
power.

Yup! It's BYOPS, 
bring your own 
power source 
kind of deal.

Ever occurred 
to you that 

this could be a 
set-up. 

That's why 
we're not at the 
front gate, Xan. 

Put on a suit, 
your going out.

Fuck!
 Why am I the 
one out here 

again.

"Because you're the 
one who knows how 
those things work. A 
mass transfer is 

coming through. We Need 
to make sure it comes 

through intact."

“I'll be watching 
your back for 
any trouble.”

Yeah, right.
 At least out 
here, I don't 
have to deal 

with your 
stench.

"Say 
what?"

Nothing.

We're nearly 
drained. We'll have 
to use that piece of 
shit of a hypergate 

to get to anywhere.
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I'm inside.

"Good, now go 
do your job."

Air is a 
stale but 

breathable.

"I'm detecting some 
erratic life signs 
but their too far 
away to get a..."

Life signs 
you say?

Hey, Karl. I got five 
dead bodies here. 
Irregular military 

types, maybe pirates 
or scavengers.

And by the 
looks of it. 

They died fairly 
recently.

Stay on 
mission. We 
don't have 
much time.
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“Detecting a 
small region of 
micro gravity 

ahead.”

Okay, 
boss. Should be 

close. Damn, 
a precipice.

There must be 
some ramp 
somewhere. 

“Clock is 
ticking, Xan.”

Wait, I 
Forgot...

Micro 
gravity.

Here we 
are. Aw, 
shit!

What a mess. 
Karl, the matter 
transfer pods 
are fucked.

“Can you 
cobble one 
together, 

Xan?”

“Cobble... 
You kidding right? 

Wait... I see one pod 
looks serviceable. 
Well... Fixable.”

“Work 
fast, Xan.”
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Re-routing 
cables.

Loading 
Trifusion 

Power cell.

“WARNING! POWER 
INSUFFICIENT. WARNING! 
POWER INSUFFICIENT.”

“WARNING! POWER... 
BOOT SEQUENCE 

INITIATED!”

A swift kick 
to get things 

going.

“MATTER TRANSFER 
POD 6G-81 IS ONLINE.”

“DETECTING INCOMING 
MATTER STREAM FROM 
TRANSFER POINT 16.”

Organic..? 

“RECEIVING INCOMING 
MATTER STREAM. 
PRIORITY BUFFER 

ACTIVATED FOR ORGANIC 
MATTER REINTEGRATION.”

“AUTOMATIC 
SECONDARY BUFFER 

ACTIVATED FOR INORGANIC 
MATTER REINTEGRATION.”

With 17 
transfers?! 

That's 
insane!
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AAh!

“EMERGENCY ALERT! 
INSUFFICIENT POWER FOR 

SECONDARY BUFFER. 
EMERGENCY ALERT! 

INSUFFICIENT POWER FOR 
SECONDARY BUFFER. 

RE-BALANCING POWER...”

Fuck, 
no! No!

“Disable secondary 
buffer. Transfer all 
available power to 
the primary buffer. 
Prioritize organic...”

“INORGANIC MATTER STREAM 
CORRUPTED! SYSTEM 

INSTABILITY DETECTED! 
CASCADING SYSTEMS FAILURE! 

MATTER TRANSFER POD 
FAILURE!”

“MATTER TRANSFER 
INCOMPLETE!  MATTER 

TRANSFER INCOMPLETE!”
Sending a human body 
through 17 transfer 

points is fucking nuts. 
There's no guarantee 
you'll come out intact 
even with all buffers 

loaded.

Xan, Did 
we get it?
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HnnnH!

“Get her”, 
you mean.

“A Yeetran 
agent?”

I don't know, maybe. 
I don't think she'll be 

much use. The transfer 
fucked her up. I'm giving 
her a shot of nanites. 

They'll boost the natural 
accelerated healing of 
Yeetran physiology, but 

they can do nothing 
about her mind.

“She’s 
normalizing.”

Whatcha got 
there, Proto? 
Who're you 
talkin' to?

Hugh?! 
What? No 

one.

You think we're 
idiots? How else 
were we able to 

track you. Find her 
transmitter and 

trace it.

 You kill us, 
we kills you. 
Payback time 

bitch.

This one's 
brain fried.

Look, I had 
nothing to do 
with the five 
guys at the 

airlock.

Five...?

Fuck!
 We lost 

Mirez's team 
too.

© DOFANTASY.COM



“So where 
is it?”

“It's not 
here.”

“What do you 
mean, it's not 

there?”

“We've checked 
every stitch and 
seem. Nothing.”

I told you, 
asshole. You 

mistook the pod’s 
back flow for...

Fuck you! 
We know you have 
one. We'll trace it 
back to your ship.

Look, I didn't kill 
your guys. I'm just 
here to retrieve a 

package and I'm off.

“Really? Well, if 
you don't hand 

over your 
transmitter...”

“...You'll be 
joining your 
package.”

Have it your way. 
Time we get invasive. 
I've set the tracker 
to detect residual 

transmission pulses.
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AAAgh!

AAh!Ah!
Painful, yes? 
Electro pulse 
need be high 
enough for 
feedback.

“Subcutaneous, 
is it?”

We be gettin' 
to your 

sensitive bits. 
Tell us now, 

yes?

Eh?!
 I see, it is in 
your sensitive 

bits. But 
also...

"You's not at 
all what you 

appears."

Proto you 
ain't. Spread 
her, boys!
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HnnnH! 
Fuck off!

“I hope you 
like it rough.”

Skin say, the 
warm climes of 
mother world. 

But Physioscans 
say different. 

Whatcha be then?

“But first, the 
transmitter.”

“It'll probably 
hurt more coming 
out that it was 

going in.”

Hey, wait! 
Your not 

suppose to...

AhH, FUCK! 
Get that hand 

out!

Blame 
stubborn 

self.

There 
it is!
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AAh!

AAAIEEh!!!AAAIEEh!!!

Clever trick. 
Let's see, how 
do you turn 

this on?

Gettin' 
feisty.

Thought she 
was brain 

fried?

It's always 
on. Vibrates 

when you 
talk.

“Very 
Inconvenient, 

no?”

Whoever this 
is. We gotta 

your girly all 
tied up.

“Want 'er one 
piece, come get 

'er.”

Too wriggly. 
Get me some 

rope to 
strap bitch 

down.

Take too 
long, get 
'er back in 

pieces.
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Won't take 
long.

Not long 
at all.

Xan, The 
package, 

where is it?

My skin feels raw, 
my vagina's dilated, 
but otherwise I'm 
fine. Thanks for 

asking.

How long were 
you standing 

there?

Long 
enough to 
get a rise.

You're a fuckin' 
ass... Bastard. 

Your a real peace 
of work. No 

wonder you're an 
exile.

The package 
is over... 

Where 
are my 

clothes?
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UnnnH...

AAh!

Where 
am I? I thought 

she was 
brainwiped.

Who are you? 
I'm suppose to... 

Damn, I can't 
remember.

Everything's so 
vague. I know I'm 
suppose to meet 

someone...

You're 
Just too 
tired to 

remember.

You should 
rest. Just a 
precaution.

Did not see 
that coming.

Uh... Yeah.
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What the fuck is 
happening now? 
What is that?

This thing? 
Well, it’s a 

Xenospectres! But 
not like any that 
I’ve seen before.

Xeno- what? 
Weapons have 
no effect and 

more are 
coming.

“Not exactly. 
They are having an 
effect. It's just 

to insignificant to 
make any differ-

ence.”

I advice we 
make a hasty 

exit. This 
shits gone 

bad.

Accessing the remote 
command codes. This is 
an anomalous gate. It 
won't draw much power 
to open a wormhole.

Just get us 
out. This place 
is starting to 
creep me out.

Sure 
thing, 
boss.
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The Wormhole 
is active and 

stable.

Xenospectres?

“Never heard of 
them before.”

“Some things are 
just best not 

known.”

You know about 
them, Xan. Care 

to share.

<Sigh!>
 I'm a little busy 
navigating at the 

moment. This ship's 
about ready to fall 

apart.

You're holding 
out on me. I get 
that. But if it's 

something I need 
to know, you will 

regret it.

“Believe me 
boss, you'll 

regret it more 
if I tell you.”

Status 
of our 

package?

“Strapped down and 
comfy. She's 

regenerating her 
memories. I've not 

seen that on Yeetran's 
before. I'll have to 

poke around, see what 
this is really about.”

“Should 
be fun.”
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The Proto

GALLERY
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