
®

tom waltz       ron chan

SEARCH  & 
DESTROY



Search & Destroy

Freja Skov isn’t sure what to think when Talon financier Maximilien hires her to track down her old friend, Emre Sarioglu. Over time, she pieces 
together a complex history of Emre’s life post-Overwatch—including testimony that the shining hero she remembers is now a coldblooded 
killer. But what Freja finds at the end of this long road may leave her with more questions than answers . . .
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Monte Carlo, 
Monaco

When I became a 
bounty hunter, I quickly 
learned the questions 

to ask my clients.

You wanted
me to come here 
tonight. This was

a� a test?

it was a 
calculation.

I had to be sure 
you were right 

for this.

And then 
there are some 

questions… Right for 
what?

For a 
problem no 
one else has 
b�n able 
to solve.

I think 
you might find 
it particularly 
interesting.

…that are be er 
left unanswered.

I could 
hardly 

believe it.

that, Years 
after Emre left 
Overwatch…he 
began working 

for Talon.

At some point, 
they’d lost track 

of him, and now Max 
wanted him back.

Why? I 
couldn’t 

say.

 But I was 
determined
to find out.

You 
should’ve 
led with 

this…

Monte Carlo, 
Monaco
Monte Carlo, 
Monaco



“…leave 
him to me.”

Oasis, 
iraq

“Emre 
Sarioglu…”

 …I’d wager you 
never expected him to 

land on your li�le 
qua�y ledger. 

Moira 
O’Deorain.

She was a stain on 
Overwatch’s reputation, 

and it s�med she’d sunk 
even lower with Talon.

She always 
found backers 
with the least 
oversight and 
the d�pest 

pockets.

But Emre never 
did what he did 
for the money.

Te� me,
Freja--how 

long’s it b�n 
since you’ve s�n 
your erstwhile 

cohort?

“NEARLY A DECADE…WHEN 
he left Overwatch.”

You can’t 
resign. The 
strike team 
n�ds you.

Heh.
Te� that to 
the strike 

team. 

They don’t
s�m to hear me

when I point out how 
l�se protocol’s 

go�en. 

Doubt 
they’� even 
notice I’m 

gone.

Alright, 
fine. I n�d 
you. My team 
n�ds you!

Make 
friends with 

Vivian--take your 
concerns to her. 
She’� listen.

And what 
about you? 
Wi� you be 

okay?

Overwatch
has b�n…your 

life.

I’� be fine. I’ve 
already go�en a few 
offers to consult on 

global security.

Just promise
me you won’t let

this place change who
you are, frej. K�p 

up the g�d 
fight... 

Oasis, 
iraq
Oasis, 
iraq



“…it’s 
worth it.”

We�, 
quite a lot 

can ha
en in a 
decade. Just 
l�k at us--

--both gainfu�y 
employed by the 
very organization 
we once sought 

to destroy.

interesting.

This is
just a job.
I work for 
myself.

Yes, we�,
your semantic

gymnastics aside, one
must go to where one’s 

unique talents are 
a
reciated.

fu�y though, how 
changed he was, when 
he a
eared on talon's 

d�rstep.

When was 
that?

A few years
after his defection

from Overwatch. He was 
rather ch
sey about

the a�ignments he 
a�epted. 

And 
he was cold, 
calculating, 
ruthle�…

I’d hired him to 
help me procure, 

sha� we say, exotic 
materials hidden in a 

highly defended 
R&D facility in 
burkhala.

Emre
disa�eared

from the operation, 
leaving me to fight 

on my own.

I a�umed 
he’d b�n captured 

or ki�ed.

But when
I made it to 

the objective, 
I found him 

there. Waiting 
for me.

and that became
his modus operandi:

going dark during and 
betw�n mi�ions, only
to suddenly rea
ear

to ensure su�e�. 

As to
his cu�ent 

whereabouts,
I couldn’t

say. 

But you 
g�dy-two-shoes were 
rather chu�y whilst 

serving together
in Overwatch…



“…perhaps the clues you 
s�k are buried in your 
own precious memories.”

istanbul, Turkey Emre and I were close…both 
profe�iona�y and persona�y. 
But I was hardly the only one 

who l�ked up to him.

Whereas the other
members of the vaunted 

Overwatch strike team s�med 
untouchable--superhuman, 

even--Emre was different.

He built relationships 
with the entire su­ort 
staff, including those in 
Search and Rescue.

in his native Turkey, he’d 
served in the Special Forces. 
Remained close to his former 

squadmates and family.

 I’d made the trip 
myself once, during
a break from our 
Overwatch duties. 

Everything’s 
delicious, Mrs. 

Sarioglu. 

Please,
ca� me 
Zehra. 

Any friend
of Emre’s is more

than welcome in our 
home…especia�y

one so pre�y.

Mom, 
please. 

I’d returned to 
istanbul to s� if his 
parents might know 
where I could find 
their beloved son.

No such
luck.

none of this was like 
Emre. But then…if what 
Moira had told me was 
true, maybe I never 
knew my friend at a�. 

With no other leads, 
I turned my focus to 
the jobs Emre had 
taken for Talon.

I quickly found Moira’s 
mi�ion in Burkhala. She 
was after something for 
her genetics research…
but the facility served 

other purposes.

a� my instincts 
screamed the “other” was 

important…but how?

istanbul, Turkeyistanbul, Turkey



I met with Mauga, 
who had helped Emre 
infiltrate a black site 

in Guatemala.

Bro was
stone cold. 

Lots of ki�ing,
not a lot of 

talking.

Kinda
tanked the
bu�, you
know?

Widowmaker had 
worked with Emre 

to destroy a weapons 
facility in hungary.

And Emre 
disa�eared 

during the
mi�ion?

oui. For a 
short while. He 

disabled his 
tracker.

Reyes was my final stop. 
He’d fa�en far since I’d 
known him in Overwatch. Whoever

that was with 
me in Luanda, 

it wasn’t 
Emre. 

What
do you
mean?

The old Emre
couldn’t tie his b�ts 
without consulting the
reg manual. But on

that ship, he was
different. 

I’d come nearly 
fu� circle, and 

the story remained 
the same.

Emre had become a 
coldhearted ki�er. 

No remorse, no emotion…
not even a clear pa�ern 

of motivation.

it made no sense. 
What had ha�ened 

to him?

What was
I mi�ing?



The te�ible things I’d already 
learned about my lost friend were 
more than I ever wished to know…

…and 
yet, sadly, 
sti� not 
enough.

Then--

--a break.

I recognized one of 
the sites Emre had hit. A 
now-Helix insta�ation in 
Kinshasa. We’d visited 
before…in Overwatch. 

the jobs Emre had taken for 
Talon were at or near sate�ite 
co�and centers where global 

security was monitored…

…and where 
Overwatch 
was often 
debriefed.

The Strike Team didn’t 
exactly prioritize m�tings 
with the su�ort teams…

but Emre did. 

while the information 
housed there was 

valuable, it wasn’t what 
Talon wanted. and yet…

…every co�and center 
had b�n within striking 
distance of Emre’s jobs 
for Talon…a� but one.

Security logs showed 
multiple minor breaches at 
the facility in recent days, 
as if someone was doing 
reco�ai�ance, readying 

for a strike.

if I wanted to 
prove my theory, 

there was only one 
way to find out.

Pilot…

…take me 
to Riyadh.



Riyadh,
Saudi Arabia

My instincts
were right. 

But if Emre had 
done this...caused 

this carnage…

...could I do 
what n	ded to 

be done?

What 
ha�ened 

here?!

The…
the soldier. 

L-like…a 
demon. His

eyes…

Who--

Emre?!

GYAH!

Riyadh,
Saudi Arabia
Riyadh,
Saudi Arabia



He was going 
to ki� me.

Emre!
Emre,
stop! 

After a� the 
years we’d served 

together.

A� the shared 
memories.

I just
want to
talk!

The victories. 

The defeats.

My lost 
friend.

A� the time
I’d spent, wondering
where he’d gone… 

Please--

…only to find
a monster.

There he 
is! FiRE!



Ki� 
it!

in my busine�, 
there are 

questions you 
don’t ask.

No.

Like why
I’m being

hired.

I certainly didn’t 
ask Max that, much 

as I wanted to.

And in that
moment…

…I didn’t
have to.



Fina�y, the 
te�ible noise 

sto�ed. 

A� around 
me…chaos.

No.

Destruction.

And then,
in the smoke,

a shape.

Not a demon
this time. Not
a monster.

Frej?

Only 
Emre.

is that
you?


