HENCRGIRL

BY KRISTEN GupsNUK

RD. HlGH Five

“Comedy in comics lives and dies with the art.
Henchgirllives."—COMIC BASTARDS




LOOKS LIKE YOW’VE
FLOWN INTO MY TRAP,
MR. 6REAT 6UY!

YOU WON'T
GET AWAY,
MONSIEUR
BUTTERFLY!




NOT W ITHoVT

your RIDE/




THEY CHEW YOU Up
AND TMEY SeiT
YOU our,

THAT™S ROADMEISTER.
JUST ANOTHER VILLAMW
W CREPECITY,




'm BEWG,.
— | chRAED?

WHERE DO
You LiE?

OH, LIKE, MY PLACE.
YOU KNOW, TEEMEE,

You
NEED TO
GO TO THE
HOSPITAL.

MLL...

I"LL GIVE You
20 BUCKS ...
IF You
TAKE wE NOME,..

TMIS MYSTERIOUS...
“NUMAN TAXL"

TRATS
NOT WY Mami,
AND |"m NOT
YOUR FARE, e

HUMAN




YOW REALLY NEED HEALTH
INSURANCE,

N0, NOT COOL, CRIME’S NOT COOL. [ COULD™E
MARY, TELL HER IT*S NOT DIED TODAY, ALL TUST TO LINE | How mucH
COOL. CRIME 1S JLLEGAL, WY STUPID BOSS'S POCKETS. DID You

WAKE?

MONSEEUR BUTTERFLY
IS ALLIED WITH

DR. MANIAC, AND

HE DOESN'T EVEN
CHARGE COPAY!

NOT GONNA LIE, | HAVE LIXE BUT CRIME ISN°T
THREE THOUSAND BUCKS STUFFED
INTO MY TUMPSWIT RIGHT NOW... COOL, TINA!

THEY MAKE mE
WEAR A
GIRDLE...

THEY DON'T MAKE ANY OF
THE OTNER FLY GIRLS
WEAR A GIRDLE,

NOTICED YOUR
BOORS LOOKED
WRINKLY, BUT
DIDN'T WANNA
BE RUPE...




