


I WASN'T REALLY SURE HOW LONG I
SPENT IN THE DINING ROOM ALONE,
EATING AS MUCH FOOD AS I COULD...

UNABLE TO SATISFY MY APETITE, I ATE
UNTIL THE THOUGHT OF ANOTHER BITE
MADE ME FEEL SICK TO MY STOMACH...



BLOATED AND STILL INCREDIBLY SORE
AND LETHARGIC FROM MY RECOVERY, I
SLOWLY HEADED BACK TO THIS ROOM...

THE ONLY REAL PLACE OF COMFORT I
KNEW OF IN THIS DERANGED PRISON...
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UNABLE TO PROCESS EVERYTHING THAT
HAD HAPPENED SINCE I WOKE UP THIS

AFTERNOON, THE ONLY THING I COULD
FOCUS ON WAS THE DESIRE TO REST...

PERHAPS, WITH A LITTLE MORE ENERGY,
I COULD FIGURE OUT MY NEXT MOVE...
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A BUT THAT WOULD HAVE TO WAIT...
. - /B
I WAS IN NO CONDITION TO ATTEMPT =

ANYTHING TONIGHT, ESPECIALLY WITH
HOW LIMITED MY MIND HAS BECOME...




&a timeliFseed il
Canstine plbitle oalt i Sds,

\ A

\ 4
'_._‘.'.ﬂ.'

—1

I FELT CONFUSED AS I MADE MY WAY
INTO THE ROOM THEY ASSIGNED ME...

I HAD ONLY SPENT THE FIRST HALF OF
- THE DAY HERE, PREPARING FOR THAT
UNEXPECTED DINNER, BUT SOMETHING

ABOUT THIS PLACE FELT DIFFERENT...




I COULDN'T FIGURE OUT WHAT THAT
MIGHT BE. THIS ENTIRE SITUATION I
FOUND MYSELF IN WAS TOO MUCH...

AND THIS SUDDEN ONSLAUGHT OF
LOUD POP MUSIC DIDN'T HELP MY
FRAGMENTED ATTENTION SPAN...

THE HECK
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BETWEEN HOW EXHAUSTED I FELT,
HOW BLOATED MY STOMACH WAS,
AND NOW, THIS DARN HEADACHE...

I WISHED THAT THEY WOULD'VE
JUST PUT ME BACK IN A COMA...
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"BOY CRAZY" CONTINUES
IN THE BACKGROLIND... &







” WHAT
IF IT DOES?
LIKE, HOW DO I
EVEN GET IT TO
’ SOMEONE WHO

* CAN HELP...7




EVEN IN MY STATE, I COULD FEEL A
BRIEF MOMENT OF CLARITY THROUGH
THE LAYERS OF FOG IN MY BRAIN...

IT WOULDN'T BE OUT OF CHARACTER
FOR MISS SOFIA TO LEAVE ME WITH
SOMETHING HUMILIATING TO REMIND
ME OF EVERYTHING THEY'VE DONE...

AND FOR THE FIRST TIME SINCE
MY ABDUCTION, I HAD A PLAN...

| OR, AT LEAST, THE
CONCEPT OF ONE...




WELL, UNTIL I WORKED UP THE
COURAGE TO OPEN THE THING...




I WAS FOOLISH TO ASSUME THEY'D BE
SO CARELESS, AND I STILL FELT LIKE I
fﬂi&S MISSING SOMETHING IMPORTANT...

BUT THAT WOULD HAVE TO
| WAIT UNTIL TOMORROW.. |
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I HAD ALMOST NOTHING LEFT TO
GIVE, AND I STILL. NEEDED TO GET
OUT OF THIS RIDICULOUS DRESS...
1
SOMETHING I'VE WANTED TO D
SINCE I SUBCONSCIOUSLY PUT IT
ON. THANKFULLY, MY BODY WAS
FINALLY WILLING TO COOPERATE.




I BRIEFLY CONSIDERED LOOKING FOR
WEAK SPOTS IN MY CONDITIONING
DURING THIS INTENSE EXHAUSTION...

\ BUT EVEN IF I COULD SOMEHOW FIND THE
DRIVE TO TEST SOMETHING, ALL I coULD
THINK ABOUT NOW WAS THIS SOFT BED...

o Bl e Sk
B L i ]



i

X
§ 4

r.l'\'
1&'.
-

W e

“"TOMORROW,” I TOLD MYSELF...

“I'LL BE BETTER TOMORROW..."



THIS WAS ALL THAT MATTERED, NOW...
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HOW I WOKE UP IN THIS STRANGE ROO, AFTER e
~ SPENDING AN IMMEASLIRABLE AMOLINT OF TIME =
. TRAPPED IN THAT TERRIBLE METAL

ANGRY AND AFRAID AS I DISCOVERED THE
IMPOSSIBLE THINGS DONE TO MY BODY...




ROBBED OF MY STATURE, MY MANHOOD,
AND EVEN MY MIND; THEY ONLY LEFT ME
ENOUGH PIECES OF MY FORMER LIFE TO
FEEL THE PRESSURE OF THIS NEW ONE...

AND I KNEW THE SHAME OF WHAT I HAD

BECOME, AS I WAS FORCED TO BETRAY
- EVERYTHING THAT ONCE DEFINED ME...




. YET, EVEN AT MY LOWEST POINT, I
WILLED MYSELF TO HOLD ONTO THE
FRAGMENTS OF MY MASCULINITY...
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AS I PRANCED AROLIND IN A DRESS,
DEPENDENT ON HIGH-HEELS TO WALK
WITHOUT FEELING AGONIZING PAIN...
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- I COULD STILL FEEL THE WEIGHT OF THE LEFTOVER

MAKEUP ON MY FACE, AS I LAY HERE IN DEFEAT...
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HAUNTED BY THE REVELATION OF MY
CAPTORS, AND THEIR PLAN FOR ME...
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AS A MAN, I HAD DONE TERRIBLE THINGS, AND
THIS WAS HOW THEY WANTED ME TO REPENT...

BUT I COULDN'T UNDERSTAND WHY. WHY
GO THROUGH ALL OF THIS EFFORT, WHEN
{ THEY COULD'VE SIMPLY ENDED MY LIFE?

IT MADE VERY LIT TLE SENSE, BUT I COULDN'T
DWELL ON IT, AS MY DEFECTIVE BRAIN DRIFTED
TDWARD MY CONVERSATION WITH MISS SOFIA..
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IT WILL. MEAN

SO MUCH MORE FOR OUR FUTURE...
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WHAT COULD THAT MEAN...

| YOoU WILL DO FAR MORE FOR US LIKE THIS...



 ASSUMING YOU ARE ABLE TO
SERVE YOUR PURPOSE...

= - WE NEED YOU HEALTHY...

THIS COULD BE A GOO0OD LIFE...
I COULD HAVE A GOOD LIFE...




| BE SURE TO BRUSH YOUR TEETH BEFORE BED, YOUNG-LADY*.* =
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YES, MISS SOFIA...
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SO R MAINTAIN PROPER HYGIENE AND A BEAUTY ROUTINE...
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YOU ARE A PASSION WOMAN...

YOU MUST ALWAYS BE PRESENTABLE.







s MUFFLED MUSIC PLAYS
IN THE BACKGROLIND... & |

WARPED AND SLOWED

TO A CREEPY PACE... &







ROUTINE... |

" PRESENTABLE...






|1
L1
i 0 .
/4
al z £ - - -
o

I ALMOST
FORGOT ABOUT
MY EVENING
ROUTINE...
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WOMAN. T

MUST ALWAYS

BE PRR...







LIKE THE OTHER TIMES BEFORE, I WAS
CONFUSED BY THE SUDDEN CHANGE...

ONE MOMENT I WAS CGLLAPSED ON
THE BED, DRIFTING OFF TO SLEEP...
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AND THEN UDDENL'\" I WAS SITTING
- UP AND TALKING INTO THE MIRROR...

Aé MEMORIES OF THE TIME BETWEEN
SLOWLY FILLED IN ALL THE BLANKS...
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IN A WAY, EVERYTHING I DID FELT
LIKE AN INCREDIBLY VIVID DREAM...

YET I COULD RECALL PICKING OUT THE PERFECT
NIGHTIE, BRUSHING MY TEETH, AND CLEANING MY
FACE, AS IF I MADE THE CONSCIOUS CHOICE TO...

WHATEVER T.HE.Y DID TO MY HEAD, IT FELT LIKE I
WAS OCCASIONALLY TWO DIFFERENT PEOPLE...
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il IT WAS THE ONLY WAY I COULD JUSTIFY THE

HUMILIATING THINGS I CONTINUED TO DO...




BUT I COULDN'T SHAKE THE FEELING THAT I
WAS THE ONE DOING IT ALL INTENTIONALLY ...

IT WREAKED HAVOC ON MY BATTERED EGO. WHY
WOULD I EVER DO SUCH THINGS ON PURPOSE...7

THE CONCEPT WAS INFLRIATING, AND
THE MUSIC ONLY IJPT ME MORE...




AND THEN EVERYTHING SUDDENLY WENT DARK...

APPARENTLY I WASN'T LEFT ALONE AFTER ALL...



AS I LAID THERE IN SILENCE, A CHAOTIC STORM
SURGED THROLUGH MY CLOLDY BRAIN, PREVENTING
ME FROM FINDING THE SLEEP I CAME HERE FOR...

BLOATED, SORE, AND EXHAUSTED WASN'T
ENOUGH TO OVERPOWER MY EXISTENTIAL
DREAD. IN A WAY, I WAS ALREADY DEAD...

THEY KILLED ME, AND REPLACED ME WITH THE
GIRL IN THE MIRROR. WHAT EVEN REMAINED OF
THE MAN I WAS, ASIDE FROM MY MEMORIES?

AND HOW LONG COULD I HOLD ONTO THE BROKEN
PIECES? WHAT GOOD WAS THERE IN EVEN TRYING?



IF THEY WERE TELLING ME THE TRUTH, THEN THE
WORST OF IT WAS BEHIND ME, AND ALL THAT WAS
LEFT WAS THIS FUTURE THEY CREATED FOR ME...

SHE SAID I COULD HAVE A GOOPD LIFE, BUT HOW WAS
THAT POSSIBLE WITHOUT GIVING EVERYTHING UP...7

I COULD NEVER GO BACK TO THE MAN I WAS, THAT
WAS SOMETHING I NEEDED TO MAKE PEACE WITH...

BUT I WOULD NOT SUBMIT TO BEING THEIR SLAVE.
I WOULD DO WHATEVER IT TOOK TO BREAK FREE...



AND I'D FIND A WAY TO MAKE THEM
REGRET CHOOSING TO KEEP ME ALIVE.
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