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OUR NEWEST STUPENT;
YOLNG MASTER

NOW HURRY
LUP ANEP TAKE A
SEAT SEBASTIAN SO

OUR CLASS CAN
BEGIN.
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ARE YOU
A PIsCIFLE?
ARE YOuU ONE
OF HIS?
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HE ASKEP
You A QUESTION/!
ARE YOLU ONE FROM
BEYONP THE VEIL OF
TEARS O NOZ!!

FLEASE.
HE LOQOKS LIKE
E's ABOUT TO :
FIss 1S BLOOPY

M=MY NAME | Was sO
s SEBASTIAN SUKRE THIS
PLATT. THIS 1S TIME.
MY FIRST DAY

JUST BECALSE
OF WHAT aAlam
sAll?

AM | CRAZY?
| MEAN,

LOOK AT
VM.




THOSE
SENIORES,
wWHAT DID

THEY WANT?

YOU SUYsS
ARE IN MY ClLAsS
RIGHT? UPPER-

YO KNOW CLASSMEN.
THOSE THE CTHERS SEEM

THREE? TO BE AFRAIP OF
THEM. | THINK
THEY'RE INTO
SOMETHING
CREEFY.

THEY
ASKEDP IF | was A
VIsCIPLE OK A VEIL
O SOMETHING.
THEY WEKE
RATHER
orr.

7 N HELL{:’J
NEW TO THIS NICE TO MEET you.
| scHooL Too 'VE BEEN HERE JUST
B ACTUALLY. I'M JIM TUTTLE. OVER TWO MONTHS.
T ITS MY FIFTH WEEK.

THIS 1S5 ALl sHARIF




’ IT'S JUsT
REALLY STRANGE

HERE. NOTHING LIKE
MY OLDP sCHOOL
IN FAWKES.

THE OTHER

STUPENTS, THEY'RE...

ANL THE
LETTERS ON
THE wWaLL,
wHAT PO THEY

NO ONE FLAYS
OR LALGHS. ITS
LIKE BEING AT
A FUNERAL
EVERY DAY

THE CHALK
CRAWING ON
THE WALL?Z | HEAR THEM

TALKING ABOUT IT
SOMETIMES. ALWAYS
| WHEN THEY THINK NO
\ONE CAN HEAR, LIKE
1ITS A BIG SECRET.

THEY CALL
IT YAIFPERHEAL.

AH:, TIME
T GET
BACK.




'LL TELL YOu !

SOMETHING ELSE. YOU'RE
STUPENTS ARE
PISAPFEARING.

PERHAPS ITS
A SLAVERY

! TEACHERS

DON'T MAKE
MUCH. MAYBE
THEY'RE BEING

PAIC OFF.

TS TRUE
| SWEAK.

AKE THEY
RUMMNING
AWAaY?

THE TALK.
THEY'RE
VANISHING; INTO
THIN AIR IT
SEEMS LIKE-

THIS
COESN'T MAKE
ANY SENSE.

WHY AREN'T
THE TEACHEKS
POING

ANYTHINGZ

SOMETHING LIKE
1T ON TELLY
ONCE-

THEY'RE
FPROBABLY IN
ON IT.

MORE

CHILPREN ARE
DISAPPEARING BY
THE WEEK.

/ THE TEACHERS
ARE SELLING THE
KIDS ...AS
SEX SLAVES.

<

CPON'T BE
CAFT.

SEE THAT UNLIKE THE
GIRL OVER HER NAME 1S OTHERS SHE
WITH THE PATCH. | HEARD SHE MOST OF HER
SHE'S IN OUR PISAPPEARED TOO. ANYWAY.

OR ANYTHING
TO ANYONE.
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BEFORE | PRAY THE
NOow | LAY | PRAY THE | WAKE
ME POWN TO LORE MY

sSOo4dL TO
KEEFP

SOdL TO

. LORD MY
TAKE.

ALKIGHT
BOYS, LIGHTS
OUT.










YOoUu &GUYs Har
THAT PREAM LAST
MNIGHT?

YOU KNOW;
THAT WEIRD |5
PLACE WITH THE }°
., STATUES. X

pIP you | =
KNOW? A

EVERYONE HAS THAT PREAM. YOU SEE A LITTLE
IT GETS MOKE FREQUENT THE BIT MOEE OF IT
LONGER YOU'RE HERE. I'VE HAD EACH TIME.

IT EVERY NIGHT FOR THE LAST | CON'T KNOW

HOW IT ENPS,
AND | PON'T
THINK | waNT
TS FIND
OUT-

---WALKING
IN A GARPEN THAT

\ ISN'T A GARDPEN... |




I=1 THINK
| HAVE IT

THIS COULD
ALL BE A TOP-
SECRET GOVERNMENT 0 T 0
EXPERIMENT.

' / a Talk _ \
. ._ _ yE, | f L ' PROGRAM, |
SOMETHING "'nl; . , f_ ¥ L | L ‘ - F‘ MAYBE THEY'RE
TO FIGHT THE [l = oLl = i \Y, CREATING SUPER
o = 1 \ W ‘. Y, SOLPIERS.
<\ -‘ SOROLIEOA /B _.

SOVIETS.
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. Y \ Ly oy W ' WELL THAT
.::;:;_:1 oy ‘ L TN, | ._'_::__;:-'.i' """“""-:"____._::_5 "".::.-,;‘_‘ | CAN'T BE A
Ry A 7 p \GOOD OMEN.
H-

ANC YOU
WATCH TOO
MUCH TELLY!

A BETTER
THEORY?
SHAREDR
CREAMS
ISN/T
NORMAL.

NO OFFENCE

OR ANYTHING BUT wHY PO YOou
I'VE BEEN LH, LOOK 5O HUM...
MEANING TO STRANGE?




I=1 PON'T
LOOK STRANGE!

HEY. SARAH RIGHT?
I'M SEBASTIAN. WE'RE
IN THE SAME ClLASS.

S-SOERY \

I sAll

ANYTHING.

FORGET
1T

WHAT HAFFENELP
TO YOl BEFOKREZ [}

o

PO YoUd KNOw \

WHATS SOING

ON WITH THIS
SCHOOLZ! £







SEBASTIAN!
ALl; H-HE'S
SOME.




ITS ALIENS
SEBASTIAN, IT
HAS TO BE.

| HAD THAT
DREAM AGAIN
L LAST NIGHT. 1-IT
Eﬁkh WAS SCARY THIS
TIME. AND NOW
THEY GOT ALl
TOO.

HMM.
THAT PREAM, THE
PISAPPEARANCES
ANP THAT CHALK
PRAWING.

THEY'KE ALL
CONNECTEDP
SOMEHOW.

MAYBE WE
COULP HOP THE
GATE. GO SOME-

YA\ WHERE, ANYWHERE /

ELSE -

I CAN'T
EVEN GET
THEQUGH TO
MY FARENTS.

GOSH;

WE CAN'T JUST
WAaIT AKOLUNE
TO BE CARRIEP
OFF BY ALIENS OF
OR GO0 KNOWS /




| PON'T KNOW e, .
MLUCH. THEY WORSHIF | EXCEFT FOR THE
TS SOMETHING THEY | FACT THAT ITS IN
SOME KIND OF | CALL ZIFFPERHEAL. _ A EVERYONE'S HEADPS.
CLILT | THINK. N\ COUNDS ITS LIKE
PRETTY IDIOTIC
DOESN/T IT? _. YOUVE ALL
HADP THE PREAM

A VIEUS.

W W
¥ YOU FOLUNE :H,-:i fat
ALL THIS CQUT §

WHEN THEY
TDE'K YOU?
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THE VOID ANDP FINPING
SOMETHING OF BEAUTY
THEKE. THE OTHEKS,: THEY
FOLLOWED HIM INTO HIS
VALNESS

[ — ™ RAE TR -
HE '\_.-i_-:'..-..-"" '-'II'\-.-'- | I'_.':{h'
THAT LIMITLESS BEAUTY
E Gl K
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CUMMY. PON'T
YOU FIND IT STRANGE
THAT NO OME CAN
CALL HOME? OR THAT
NO ONE NEW COMES
BUT MOKE KIS?

ITSs THE SAME
IF YOU TRY TO RUN.

I HAVE. THIS PLACE
PLAYS WITH YOLR SENSEST
BENDPS ANDP TWISTS TO
MAKE YOU &0 IN CIECLES.
WITCHING-WOOP 1S LIKE A
SEFPARATE WORLDP NOw.

THAT wWas ALMOST N-NO! | WON'T
A YEAR ASQO. ACCEFT THAT.

NOW WHATEVER IT o . MAYBE WE
1S 1S SLOWLY EATING COLULD GET A
THIS SCHOOL AND MESSAGE THROLGH
EVERYONE IN IT. TO OUR PARENTS.

A

O-0OR KUN
AwaY. LETS
JUST &O!

ALKEADPY HIs.

WE KNOW IT IN
OUR BONES. ITS
JUST THE walT §
' NOW.

WE'KE TRAFFEL.
TRAFFELP IN HERE
WITH IT.




WHERE
CAN WE
FINED HIM?Z

N
>/

YOU KNOW...
YOU'RE KINE
OF WEIRT.

BROTHER IS
CON'T YOU?

NEEPS A TEMPLE.

WHERE IS IT?

THEE‘E“E LIGHT COMING
FROM THERE AT NIGHT
SO ITS A PRETTY SAFE

BET | THINK.

ABANDPONEDR
FRINCIFPAL'S
HOUSE. ITS
ACROSs THE
FIELE FROM
THE BOY's
PORM.

SO WE
CAN GO
THERE?

BUT I1SN'T
y FACING THIS
THING STILL BETTER
THAM JUST SIVING
UF ANEP BEING
FEAR INSIFE WHILE
YOU walT FOR THE
ENEP LIKE THE REST
OF THESE
FEOFLE?

' =1 THINK
“ SEBASTIAN'
RIGHT.
ANYTHING WOLLD BE BETTER

THAM THIS. BEVERY MNIGHT
SEEING THOSE THINGS. aMi
THIS FEELIMG. ..

WE'l? HAVE

WANDPERING
KIS,

THE WHITE RAVEN!
ALl ALWAYS sSAID IT

TO SNEAK OLUT.
THE FACULTY |15
ON GLUARDP FOR

WHY?Z WHY 0O
YOU WANT TO SO
THEKE?

WHAT ARE YOUu
EVEN GONNA PO IF
YOU FIND HIMm?

I | sAY WE &O

THI NDAY
msTnE fﬁ.EEE'LL CAUGHT, THAT'S
i THE ENDP OF IT

BE LESS STAFF, e

HAVE ANOTHER
CHANCE.

IF WE GET

MEAN PEATH-
wHAT DOES THIS

} MEAN?Z

COoUBLE
CPEATH?Z




I'M PRETTY sSUKE \ q
WE'RE POOMEP EITHER |8 -
WAY €O A SILLY LITTLE GET READY BOYS. N
OMEN SHOLILDPN'T IN TWO NIGHTS TIIME
1
| ‘
|

MATTEK. AT 11 sHARF SNEAK
SUT OF YOLUK POKM
ROOMS AND MEET ,

ME ON THE S
PLAYING FIELD.
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You
BOYS
READPY?

I LasT cHANCE

TO CALL THIS
OFF.

FROM HERE

ON THERE'S

NSO GOING
BAC.

ITs BEEN JusT
A FEW MONTH'S
SINCE MARGARET

THATCHER'S
LANDPSLIPE
VICTORY

AND--

)




SO WHAT
NOWZ WE
waAalT TILL THE
LIGHTS COME
ON?Z

NO; WE CAN
SNEAK M
THROUGH THE
CELLAR.

THIS
SHOULP BE
OBVIOUS BUT
WE NEED TO

BE QUIET.

NC TELLING

WHAT WE'LL
FIND IN
THERE.

COME ON
COUT LITTLE
PREAMER.

COME ON
OUT LITTLE
KIPPIES.

TYOU KNOW
WHAT YOU'RE
HERKE FOK.




OH BUT
HE's BEEN
WAITING FOR
YOouUu TOO.

YOUR BIG
BROTHER'S BEEN
MISSING YOLU
CPEARLY.




THE ONE

WITHOUT

DREAMS. S
WE DON'T
NEEF HIM.
HEH HEH

COME NOW.
LETS NOT
KEEF HIM
WAITING.

LET ME
GO Yod
BAaAsTaAREs !




BERING HER
“FORTH MY
PAELINGS,




HAVE YOu
COME TO WITNESS
A MIRACLE?

THIS-THIS
THING THAT'S
CONTROLLING YOUs
ITS INFECTED THE Catihratinl et
WHOLE SCHOOL, gL

EVERYTHING! | TELL ME!

THIS NAME
ISN'T REALLY
ZIPPERHEAD.
I'LL TELL You
THAT FOR
FREE.

I WE WERE ALL
CHOSEN BY Him. §
CHOSEN FOR OLUR
INNOCENCE, OUF
WIFE OFEN MINDPS.

TOGETHER WE
CAN FIND THAT

THAT PLACE THAT
EVERY LIVING THING
YEARNS FOR FROM
THE BOTTOM OF
OUR HEARTS




His CHOIR
IS ABOUT TO
AWAKEMN.

THEY'RE V7 b
SEARCHING . ikl
vy YOU sAW
IT PIPN'T YOU?
IN YOLR
CPREAMS HE
PRAWS
THOSE WHOSE
SMINDS ARE RIPE
TOWARDS HIM

YOL ARE
B MOST BLESSED |
| OF ALL.

IT wWas
YOLIR SIFT
THAT ALLOWS HIM
TO MANIFEST
HERE LIKE
THIS. -




NOowW HE |
CAN HﬂvE)
THE REST
OF YOU.

—




SARAH.

I THINK YOU
SHOLULP BE
OMN YOURE
way NOw.




{ AND Now
FOR YOoU
\ OLD cHAP.

' YOU HAP '
YOURSELF HIPPEN
PRETTY WELL.
| WAS HOFING
|I'D FIND SOMETHING
HERE; SOMETHING
| OLD AND TASTY ~
I\(

YOU MUST
HAVE BEEN
y - SATHERING
BuT , FOWER HERE
AREN'T YOU FOR CENTURIES
A BRUTE: A BEFORE TAKING
THAT BOY'S MIND.

ME?Z I'M A SLURVIVOE.
THATS ALL YOUu NEEDP
TO KNOW REALLY.

YOUR STENCH
TO ME 1S LIKE A
SOUEMET
AROMA.

Fe

oOH GIVE IT

8 A REST.
)7 YOL'RE NOTHING BUT

I A THIRD RATE REFLUGEE
FE‘-‘:‘M A PEADP PIMENSION : LOOKING
CLINGING TO EXISTENCE ; EOR AN
LIKE A STARVING DOG _ EASY MARK.
TO A BONE; '

&




WELL |
AM NO EASY
MARK. AND
NEITHER 1S5
MY FRIEND

YOU GUESSED IT.
YOU'RE SMARTER
THAN YOU LOOK.
THIS IS WHAT 1S5
REFERRED TO
AS '‘CHECKMATE'

IT REALLY IS
TOO BAP |
COULPN'T SEE
THAT PREAM
EVERYONE 1 ON
ABOUT. IT sOUNDPs
RATHER
FASCINATING.

FOOL. YOU COULP
HARNESS BEVERY FEEBLE
MIND IN CREATION ANDP sSTILL
YOU WOLILD NEVER LINCOVER
THE WORLEP OF ELIM. ITS
A MYTH. YOU'VE BEEN
WASTING YOUR TIME.




IS FEASTING ON YOLR

VRS SE neTiorca: ooimoizss rEReoR as
B | RAMBLE ON.

AKE LIKE A SOUERMET TO ME.

i NOW? NOW | MY PALE PARTNER HERE
0O WHAT | NEEDP PO TO SURVIVE.

AS EOR ME? |
WELL | FEQUIF
SOMETHING A
LITTLE LESS
ABSTRACT.




YOU'RE
FAR TOO
LATE
FRIENC.

THERE'S

MOTHING

LEFT TO
CONSUME.




INDEED,
HERE,

OH NO FRIEND.

I'M NOT INTERESTED
IN YOUR MEAL. ITS YOU
MY BUSINESS IS WITH.

k.

e

TAKE A\

R LOOK.

A TIME AND BECAUSE IF
PLACE?
YOU DO INTERESTING
YO WANT THINGS WILL HAPPEN'
ME TO SHOW
UP HERE? VERY INTERESTING
THINGS.

I KNOW
HOW BORED
YOU ARE,




1 KNOW R GREAT MANY THINGS.
BUT I'M NOT TRYING TO TRICK YOU,
THE CHOICE IS YOURS.

PFFET, THIS
DATE |S DECAPES
AWAY. LETS ALL

YOU'? BETTER HOPE.

HOFPE | PON'T

FORGET. F

o o

(Frinil—
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The woman, barely more than a child, stumbled dazedly through the darkened streets. The shadows
creeping along the maze of alleyways she found herself lost in embraced her like a sinister lover.

She clutched at the ragged and ruined flesh of what was left of her face. The searing pain made
rational thought almost impossible. All she could think of was the scratching, hateful voice of the
man that had controlled her life; her pimp. He had done this to her; opened her face with a jagged
fisherman’s knife as callously as he had sliced her soul with his cruel words countless times
before.

The loss of blood was making her unsteady on her feet now. She tripped over a carelessly placed
bag of garbage and fell into a heap against the grimy wall. She didn’t feel like getting back up. It
was too hard to go on now; to keep struggling. All she had ever sought in her life was the love
that she had always craved. Her reward for all her efforts was a slow death in a smelly, dark
alley; alone and uncared for.

She mourned for herself then. She wept bitterly for the chances she would never have; the
opportunities that life had seen fit never to grant her. She clenched her fists until her muscles
began to shake and her knuckles turned white. The anger at the unfairness of her fate welled up
inside her until she thought she would be consumed by its corrosive embrace. Her vision blurred
as the crimson fires of wrath simmered to the black storm of hatred. She thought of the faces of all
those that had dragged her down to the pit where she now festered; the ones who had looked down
upon her and spat upon her; the ones with the smiling faces and the pretty words laced with prettier
poisons. She thought of 1t all then and the hatred boiled over. It clawed at her insides as 1f 1t would
tear 1ts host apart to get out.

She released it all in the only way she could. The agonized scream that left her frail and
trembling body echoed and resonated over the dark walls that loomed over her like disappointed
parents judging her many failings. She screamed until her vocal cords stretched and frayed. Even
long after she had gone hoarse and her voice was little more than a decaying whisper she still
yelled her pain and hate into the uncaring darkness. It was her last chance to prove her existence
to a world that had 1gnored her.

Her eyelids started to droop. She had no more strength left. She sank to the ground
whimpering. Had the darkness heard her cries? Had it cared? Soon the woman could see nothing;
blackness filled her vision. She wondered 1f she was losing consciousness when she heard footsteps
in the blackness at her back. Her senses became alert as the steps came closer. Her trained ear told her
that these were the unmistakeable footfalls of a stiletto heel.

She struggled to turn her unresponsive body around so that she could at least face this newcomer.
A gentle, but firm pair of hands held her head immobile.

“Hello my love,” The voice purred softly into her ear. It was a female voice, low and husky; full

of tender seduction. The woman’s heartbeat quickened.

“Wh-who are you?” She muttered in her hoarse and worn voice. A purple tinted mist began to fill the
air at the edge of her vision. It formed tendrils that caressed the woman’s body as the newcomer’s
hands caressed her face. They filled

her nostrils with their pleasant, calming aroma.

STRANGE

Prologue
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“You prayed to the darkness my love,” The seductive voice said as she
breathed warm air into the woman’s ear. “And I have come,”

The girl’s head was spinning. The stranger’s voice, her touch, her strange scent, indeed her very
aura was sending chills of desire through the wounded woman.

“I don’t understand,” She said.

“Sssshhhh,” The stranger cooed lovingly; her hot breath teased the tender skin on the girl’s
damaged face. The caressing hands moved further along her body; tingling wherever they touched,
removing the aches of the bruises and other pains that she felt. “You’ve brought me here, my
darling. And I love you for that.”

The wounded woman could feel the tender sincerity in the stranger’s affection. She could also
feel the unmistakable undercurrent of darkness; a black ink many shades deeper than that which filled
her own troubled soul and the shadows of the alley. She roused herself from the euphoric stupor
that had a hold on her and tried to turn her head. She wanted to look upon the one that loved her;
the one whose aura was tainted with gentle malice. The hands held her head firmly immobile. She could,
for the first time feel the gentle but pointed jab of talons at the end of those long, caressing fingers. The
woman felt unsteady, cold fear began to well up inside her.

“Do not be afraid dearest,” The stranger whispered. The woman could now see, at the very edge of
her vision, the pair of softly glowing eyes. They were yellow and slitted, and large; like the eyes
of a cat.

“I"m going to kill you of course.” The stranger purred calmly as if she were whispering sweet
nothings; and in a way, she was. “But I promise, this will be the most wonderful thing you've ever
experienced,”

The words barely registered in the wounded girl’s mind, but somehow she understood. She
understood that all she had to do was surrender to the calming aroma in the air and the wonderfully
caressing hands that ended in talons. She sighed peacefully as she welcomed the end of her life.

To be Continued
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