By —
_— HIS TRAIL HAD BEEN COLD UNTIL
« THIS PAST JUNE, WHEN A BIT OF
GOSSIP AT A SMALL-TOWN BAR

GAVE ME A SHRED OF HOPE... P
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IT LED ME TO THIS MANSION
NESTLED DEEP WITHIN THE
ADIRONDACK MOUNTAINS...

A BUILDING REGISTERED
TO A BARBARA DAVIS, WHO
DIED FOUR YEARS AGO...



BEFORE HIS DISAPPEARANCE,
MY BROTHER SPOKE OF AN
INVESTIGATION THAT HE WAS
DOING OFF THE BOOKS...

LOOKING INTO A STRANGE
PHARMACEUTICAL COMPANY
THAT THE LATE MRS. DAVIS
SOMEHOW HAD TIES TO...



TWENTY MILES
AWAY FROM THE
LAST GPS LOCATION
HIS PHONE PINGED...

THERE'S NO WAY
THIS COULD BE A
/ COINCIDENCE...

e






I NEEDED SOME ANSWERS.

AND THE FRONT DOOR
WASN'T AN OPTION.



THE LAW GAVE UP
ON LARRY BATSON .
SOME TIME AGO...

BUT WHO EVER NEEDED
THE LAW, ANYWAY...7



THEY'D ONLY GET .
IN MY WAY... -




A CRACKED
WINDOW. I
WONDER...




YEAH.

JUST LIKE
THAT...




U YEAH. S

SUCK IT LIKE ..'I
THE SLUT YOU |
ARE... d




SUCK
IT LIKE YOU
LOVE IT. Ty
YOU LOVE N
SUCKING THIS |
FAT COCK. 4
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*BREATH* \\\.
HERE’S YOUR [ty
REWARD... /2 FOR &
BEING SLCH A |
GO0D COCK- J
SUCKER. _°
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OUT OF ALL THE
THINGS I EXPECTED
TO FIND HERE...




OH WELL. WHEN LIFE
HANDS YOU BIMBOS...
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" WHOEVER SHE
B IS, HER TITS ARE
SN OLITRAGEOLS...

AND SHE'S NOT
WATCHING THE
MIRROR. NOW'S
MY CHANCE...!







_ MOVE
i OR SCREAM
'= AND YOU'RE
DEAD...




I ONLY
WANT SOME
ANSWERS, AND
THEN I'LL BE

BENNE: =

TAP ON THE
BED WITH YOUR
RIGHT HAND IF

YOU GET ME.
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I KNOW
YOU PLASTIC
BIMBOS AIN'T
THAT SMART...

BUT THIS
IS YOUR ONE

B WARNING...
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HOW THE FLCK
DO YOU KNOW |
MY NAME? 4

o

7 ANSWER
ME, BITCH!










T'M NOT §
LEAVING 'TIL Y
I GET SOME

ANSWERS. 4
I...




A FRAMED PICTURE OF
LARRY TAKEN FROM OUR
LOCAL NEWSPAPER...

THIS BIMBO KNEW
SOMETHING...




LARRY

BATSON.
WHERE IS
HE!?




) NOT UNTIL
YOU TELL ME Y
EVERYTHING YOU |

S KNOW ABOUT MY/
BROTHEE!

.




QUICKLY,

OR I'M GOING
TO FIND OUT IF
THOSE EXPENSIVE
TITS POP LIKE A
BALLOON.

THEY DID
THIS TO ME!
I CAN'T, LIKE,
STOP BEING

LIKE THIS!

YOoU,

LIKE, HAVE TO
G0 BEFORE MASTER
FINDS OUT THERE'S,

LIKE, A CUTE BOY

IN MY ROOM!




WHAT

THE FUCK
ARE YOU EVEN
TALKING ABOUT?
MAKE SENSE,
BITCH!




HURRY, FIND,

LIKE, ANOTHER |
WAY OUT!




SHIT. N
WHAT 1S |
THIS? 48




y  SHEE
UP! FLICK!

WHY WON'T

THIS THING
BUDGE!?







LISTEN!
I‘M, LIKE,
LOSING FULL
CONTROL
AGAIN.

]TE |"'-."1E.'I
LIKE, YOUR EX,
SHE TOTALLY
MADE ME SEXY
AND SUPER
SLUTTY!




Y MY EX..? \
WHAT DO YOU

KNOW? WHO
THE HELL ARE







‘}) ALEX BATSON. SO GLAD

— YOU COULD JOIN Us...

OOPSIE! /4
THAT'S NOT |

MASTER.

I DON'T
KNOW WHO
YOU ARE. BUT
YOU WON'T TAKE
ME WITHOUT A
RISHT.

yEL
ME WHERE
MY BROTHER
IS, AND I'LL
FORGET THIS
PLACE.

GAS BEGINS
SEEPING INTO
THE ROOM.

. YOU'LL DISCOVER
)) SOON THAT YOU'RE
~ QUITE MISTAKEN...




Y ik N
YOUu! T WON'T

STOP LNTIL I |
FIND LARRY! 4
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. I'M SORRY, BUT
W) LARRY DOESN'T
~ EXIST ANYMORE.

I *COUGH*
KNOW HE'S

*COUGH*
HERE...




SWEET DREAMS.
‘ﬂ I CAN'T WAIT TO

— TALK MORE ABOUT
HER IN PERSON...







I ASSUMED I HAD THE
DROP ON WHOEVER HAD
MY STEPBROTHER...

FELL INTO THEIR TRAP.

‘ BUT IT WAS I WHO

BEFORE THE GAS STOLE

MY CONSCIOUSNESS, I

COULD ONLY FOCUS ON
THE VOICE OF MY CAPTOR.




THE FAMILIAR
SOPRANO TONE
MADE TWO THINGS
PERFECTLY CLEAR.

WHOEVER SHE WAS,
SHE KNEW ME...

AND WHATEVER
THIS WAS, IT WAS
PERSONAL...



KNOWLEDGE I
COULDN'T LINGER
LONG UPON...

MY CONSCIOUSNESS
DRIFTED AWAY INTO

A DREAMLESS SLEEP.

SOUNDS OF TALKING
BRIEFLY TICKLING MY
ATTENTION BEFORE
IT WAS RECLAIMED BY
THE PEACEFUL VOID...

HOW LONG HAD
I BEEN HERE?



IT TOOK ALL T HAD
TO OPEN MY EYES.

HOPING TO DISCOVER
THE SOURCE OF THE
VOICES AROLIND ME.

BUT I WAS ASSAULTED
BY A BLINDING LIGHT
AND THE WORST HANG-
OVER I'VE EVER FELT.

HAD I BEEN DRINKING?
I COULDN'T REMEMBER.



NO, SOMETHING
WAS WRONG...

ALMOST AS SOON AS I

HAD OPENED MY EYES, A

SENSE OF DREAD TOOK
. OVER ALL MY SENSES.

I COULDN'T MOVE... MY
NAKED BODY WAS BOLIND
TO SOME SORT OF DEVICE.




MY MEMORIES SLOWLY

TRICKLED BACK AS I TOOK
IN MY SURROLINDINGS.
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TO TORTURE ME...7
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WHY WAS I NAKED
AND BOUND HERE?




BASED ON THE DESIGN
OF THE ROOM, THAT
SEEMED VERY LIKELY.

/ A STERILE ENVIRONMENT

WITH A TWO-WAY MIRROR.

\

YET A SINGLE WOMAN
LEFT ALONE WITH ME.

MY ONLY CHOICE WAS
TO FREE MYSELF AND
TAKE HER HOSTAGE.




I WAS THINKING ABOUT
ALL THE WAYS I COULD
PUNISH HER WHEN...




N

A WAVE OF CONFLSION
OVERTOOK MY ENTIRE
TRAIN OF THOUGHT. I
COULD ONLY PANIC...

S
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OH, 6ooD. I M
YOU'RE FINALLYY |
AWAKE. _,

A FEELING OF DEJA VU
SPREAD THROUGH ME IN
RESPONSE TO HER VOICE.

MY MEMORIES SLOWLY
RETURNING AS I LUN- [HRE—
KNOWINGLY RETRACED [

MY EARLIER STEPS... I

N

YET, SOMETHIN
IMPORTANT WAS §

§ STILL MISSING...




AND I CAN
SEECEHAT STHE
IMPLANTS ARE

WORKING.

FANTASTIC!
QUITE A STEP
FORWARD FROM
THE PREVIOUS &
METHOD.




OBVIOUS You
WERE PLOTTING
SOME SORT OF

ESCAPE...

mmy” AND NOW
YOU APPEAR \
LESS COMPOSED. |
CAN YOU RECALL |
YOUR INITIAL 4
» THOLIGHTS?

EERE.”-"
LET ME GO,
BITCH!
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COHERENT FOR Sl
A "THIS PART. 4

BUT TRY
TO RESTORE
THE SUPPRESSED
THOUGHTS.

*GASP*
WUH-WHAT
HE FFF...?,
GAH! -

——

A
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+ AND JUST LIKE THAT,

4 EVERYTHING CAME
“ FLOODING BACK...

f




FEELINGS OF PANIC AND
,.I CONFUSION CLASHED WITH
MY HASTILY RETURNING
MILITARY EXPERIENCE...
—

I WOLLD HAVE BELIEVED
\ AMNESIA IF I HADN'T HEARD
HER MAKE THE CALL HERSELF.

THE HORRIFYING REALITY
OF MY SITUATION HAD

BEEN SO BLATANTLY

PRESENTED TO ME...

SOMEHOW THEY HAD AL,;-}?UI:,'SEEJDD
CONTROL OF MY MIND. YOU FEEL?

o
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