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YOU NEVER WAKE LP
EXPECTING A DAY LIKE TODAVY...

S ®
N

. TRYING TO HOLD
A SECLIRITV GUARP BACK
WITH TWO INCHES OF WoOoD

IF ONLY THAT WERE
THE LEAST OF MY PROBLEMS.

HOW DI T 6ET
MYSELF INTO THIS MESS2




10:43AM EPTECH MAIN OFFICE

4 8

... THANK YOU FOR YOUR
REPORT, MISS PNELIMAN.

NICE POING BUSINESS
WITH YOU.

my NAME 1S IRIS PNEUMAN.

I AM-= THIS MORNING- T WAS
THE PRESIDENT OF EPTECH, AN
ASPIRING TECHNOLOGY COMPANY
THAT I HAD NURTURED CAREFLLLY.




WITH THAT OUT OF THE WAY,
HEAP OFFICE WOULP LIKE TO
SEE YOU TONIGHT TO PISCUSS
YOUR FUTURE WITH THE COM-

PANY, IF IT'S POSSIBLE...

WE WERE THE NEXT-BIG-THING ALREADY
MAKING AN IMPACT ON THE WORLE, UNTIL WE
WERE BOUGHT OUT A MONTH AGO. SOMEWHERE
BETWEEN PROPUCT RELBASES AND CUSTOMER
FEEPBACK T FORGOT THAT IT WAS THE
STOCKHOLDERS, NOT ME, WHO REALLY
CONTROLLED EPTECH,

THEN THE
VULTURES
STARTED TO
CIRCLE.

THEY DON'T LIKE DOING |

BUSINESS PERSONALLY, AND §
ARE HUSH-HUSH ABOUT |

PERSONAL INFORMATION,
ANE.. "WHERE THERE'S
SMOKE, THERE'S FIRE"

BUT IT LOOKED LIKE MY TIME HAD RUN OUT TONS
1 INVESTIBATE. THIS MEETING WAS 'TO DISCUSS 3
MY FUTLURE WITH THE COMPANY!

NOW EPTECH 1S ONE OF A HUNDRED
SUBSIPIARIES OF THE SPANSON
CORPORATION. FORMERLY E. K.
SPANSON + SONS, THE ONLY THING
EXCEEDING ITS AGE IS ITS POWER,
EVEN NOW, WELL OVER A CENTURY
AFTER IS FOUNDPATION, THE SPANSON
FAMILY STILL CONTROLS 1T,

AND THEY LIKE TO KEEP IT
THAT WAY. SINCE T HEARP
ABOUT THE TAKEOVER,

I BEGAN TO WONDER
WHETHER T WAS NOW
WARMING THE SEAT FOR
THE NEXT YOUNG SPANSON
TO TAKE MY PLACE.

COME TO OLR
RECEPTION AT
SEVEN- THEY'LL

TAKE CARE OF YOU

FROM THERE.

THEY ALWAYS HAD ONE VISITOR
OR ANOTHER TO LOOK OVER MY
SHOULPER, POUBLE CHECK MY WORK.
T HAVEN'T GIVEN THEM SO MUCH A2
TYPO TO WRITE HOME ABOUT.
BUT I PIPN'T GET TO WHERE T AM
TOPAY BY WAITING FOR THE
ENEMY TO STRIKE.

1 SPENT EVERY FREE MOMENT
RESEARCHING ON my
NEW "BOSSES"

UNFORTUNATELY,
T DIDA'T HAVE ONE.




THE CORPORATION'S HQ 1S THE GREATEST
JEWEL IN THEIR IMPRESSIVE CROWN. IO
STORIES TALL, BEAUTIFULLY BUILT FOR THE
FLOCR IOl.

AND WE WERE ALSO TOLD §
70 GIVE YOU THIS.

DIDN'T KNOW WHAT TO THINK THEN, ONLY
I BELIEVE THERE WILL BE THAT T FELT INSULTER THEY HADN'T EVEN
SOMEWHERE TO CHANGE BOTHERED TO SAY 'FORMAL DRESS! JUST
ON FLOOR 10 ASSUMED THAT T DIDN'T QWN
ANYTHING NICE ENOUGH.

THERE WAS
EVEN
LUNDERWEAR,
FITTED TO MY

HOW HAD THEY GATHERED
ALL THESE PETAILS?




THE TOP 10 FLOORS OF
THE BUILDING WERE THE
SPANSON FAMILY’S PRIVATE
QUARTERS- PENTHOUSES
AND DINING ROOMS, ETC.

APPARENTLY THEY HAD CHANGING
ROOMS FOR GLESTS TOO.




|

CLOTHES HADN'T BEEN
AN INSULT AFTER ALL.

THEY WERE
A TRAR

MY HEART RACED AND MY
STOMACH BLRNER

HAPPENING...
TO Me!2

|

IT WAS EITHER LETHAL
WITH SOME BIZARRE SIPE
EFFECTS, OR DESIGNED
TO PESTROY my f
CREPIBILITY.

1 HAD NO INTENTION OF
STICKING AROLUNP TO FIND
QUT WHICH.




T WAS STILL NAIVE ENOLIGH TO

HOPE THAT WHATEVER I'D BEEN H o' <
INJECTEP WITH HAD FINISHED L) EODNNGT LAST
ITS WORK ALREADY. 4

Miss PNELMAN..2




PLEASE...
HELP ME...

7:16PM, SPANSON CORPORATION T DOUBT T'D MAKE
HEAD OFFICE, FLOOR 100 IT TO THE LIFT
WITHOUT BEING
STOPPER AND T WHAT-ON
DIDN'T HAVE : CARTHE!
ENOUGH TIME TO -
TAKE THE STAIRS,

I HAD TO FIND
SOMEONE CLOSE
WHO couLp
HELP ME, HERE...

T'VE BEEN DRUGGED.. “PANT" POI- THERE HAS TO BE SOME
SONED.. BY THE SPANSONS. PLEASE. MISTAKE. T'LL CALL
“PANT™* CALL THE POLICE.., UPSTAIRS—
AN AMBLLANCE...

wHoz!
THAT'S NOT
POSSIBLE!




THAT'S IT] ' CALLING | fT1ucRe WAS NO MORE REASONING WITH HIM; A
SECURITY: CRAZY WOMAN HAD RUN INTO HIS OFFICE
LOOKING LIKE SHE'D JUST COMMITTED
MURDER AND STOPPED HIM FROM CALLING HIS
SUPERIOR. HE WAS TOO SCARED TO NEGOTI-
ATE WITH, AND T REALLY WASN'T IN THE
MOOP FOR IT NOW.

I WISH I'P DPONE THE FIRST.

I COULP EITHER HAVE
ATTACKED HIM OR RAN.




o SHE'S LOCKED HERSELF
I WISH I EXPECTED DAYS 4 1 N ) e INTO THE EAST BREAK
LIKE TO DAV... , ~ — - ROOM-—

I'VE DEALT
WITH PIRE

SITUATIONS
BEFOREZ?

IF T'D EXPECTED IT, T'D
HAVE BOUGHT A
BIGGER BRA.

THEY CROP UP FOR EVEN THE BEST
BUSINESSWOMARN,

/ THE MORE YOU FLOUNDER, THE
WORSE IT GETS, LIKE QUICKSANR

ir
|

1
!

BUT I PIPN'T 6ET THROUGH
THEM BY PANICKING.

T HAVE ALWAYS RISEN CALMLY T
THE CHALLENGE, KEEPING COOL,
AND SEEING THE SOLUTION.




To Be Continued...
Additional issues are available at The Breast Expansion Story Club.

http://www.bestoryclub.com



