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Trapped as
a stripper.




NOW THAT I FINALLY
HAVE SOME CLOTHES
THAT AREN'T RIDICULOUS,
I NEED TO FOCUS ON
WHISTLER- WERE THERE
ANY CLUES IN THAT
ENCOUNTER BACK AT
THE BAR?




IT'S YOUR
OLD FRIEND
WHISTLER, JACK.-
OR SHOULD |
CALL You
STORMY?




| THOUGHT HIS SoUL WAS
TRAPPED IN LIMBO FOR
ALL ETERNITY?




THE GUYS ARE
GIRLS AND THE
GIRL HAS A GUN!

WELL, TWO OF THEM |

IN A MANNER OF
SPEAKING!

NO CLUES SO FAR-




SKIPPING THE PART
WHERE MY WIFE KISSED
MCNULTY...

MAYBE
YOU SHOULD
SIT THIS ONE

OUT, JACK.
YOU'RE NOT
EXACTLY BUILT
FOR
FIGHTING -




BuT
THEY'RE SO...
AND SO.-... AND

UM...







MY LONEG TIME NEMESIS.- I'VE
BEATEN HIM IN A BATTLE OF WILLS
MANY TIMES, BUT WHAT IF LEENA IS
RIGHT Z I'M NOT THE SAME MAN .-

I DON'T KNOw IF I CAN STAND UP
TO HIM Now-— AND IT'S NOT JUST
MY TINY LITTLE FEMALE BODY.
BACK AT THE BAR WHEN THE
TRANCER ATTACKED, I COWERED
BEHIND THE MEN AND LET THEM
PROTECT ME. HAVE I LOST MY
BALLSZ I MEAN MY FIGURATIVE—-
WELL, YOoU GET IT-

.........




WHAT IF WHISTLER'S MIND CONTROL
WORKS ON ME NOW?Z WHAT IF HE CAN
MAKE ME INTO HIS SLAVEZ IN THIS BODYZ







Loub
AND CLEAR.-
NO MORE
STARING - GOT
IT-




FLASHBACK !
MOMENTS EARLIER
AT WHISTLER'S
SECRET LAIR WHICH
IS ACTUALL Y——

WELL, You'LL SEE.

YOUR, 0LV FRIEN?

IT'S ME,
WHISTLER!










BECKY! GET A
MOVE ON, YOUNG
LADY. YOU DON'T [N
WANT TO BE LATE

FOR BALLET-




E N L I Y
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AND
DON'T FORGET
YOUR GYMNASTICS
GEAR- WE'RE GOING
THERE RIGHT AFTER
BALLET.- YOU'RE SUCH
A SILLY GOOSE.
















YOU DANCED
WELL TODAY,
BECKY. I'M PROUD
OF YOU.




YOU'RE JUST A
LITTLE &IRL NOW. You
CAN'T COMPREHEND
COMPLEX IDEAS. JUST
FOCUS ON BEING THE
BEST LITTLE &lRL You




LOOK INTO MY
EYES! YOU BULLIED
ME MY WHOLE LIFE,

BECKY- NOW You WiLL

PayY! YOU WILL ACCEPT

YOUR ROLE AS A GOOD

LITTLE &lRL!







ou ARE A
LITTLE &IRL!
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THANK YoUu,
REBEKAH.-




IT'S BETTER
WHEN T THINK
FOR YOU, ISN'T IT,
MY LITTLE

PRINCESS?




YOU'RE A
GOOD LITTLE
GIRL, BUT WHAT
DO YOU NEED
TO BE,
BECKY?




