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The Monster Serials:

ToHell Cones 1 Gest

¢Choclavania.

ANOTHER CURSED
MORNING.
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BLOODTHIRST FAPES WITH
THE NIGHT, REPLACED BY THE
ILLUMINATING SHAME OF DAWN.

THE HOUR OF )
WAKING AND TWO v
DEAD BY MEANS OF ARE YOU
VAMPIRISM! READY, MY
LOVE?

THE EXHILARATION OF

;’Z/ETZZNEEQ?%FE v AS THE PLEASURES

DISCOVERY. : OF THE NIGHT
BECOME THE NEW5S

' R ¢ OF THE DAY...




Yo«

SINCE TURNING
MY WIFE INTO A
CREATURE OF
THE NIGHT, OUR
BREAKFAST
PARTIES, ONCE MY
TORMENT ALONE,
HAVE BECOME A
HELL FOR TWO.

HOW DO YOU FIND
OUR BREAKFAST
FLAKES, DUKE
ANTONIO?

MORNING COMES AND THE
CRUEL PANTOMIME OF LIFE
BEGINS ANEW.

{ LET THE
BREAgAST

THEEEEYYYY'RE
GLOR/OUS!

HONEY OF
\ AN E4U/
=
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g ...EVEN AS WE ARE %

DEVOURED BY THE SUN.

J
\

y
7 &4 BUT ON THIS PARTICULAR MORNING,
D HELL RECEIVES AN UNEXPECTED GUEST.
\ /) DID YOU HEAR ABOUT
, " T THE VAMPIRE ATTACKS
LAST NIGHT? SIMPLY

DREAPFUL.




WE WERE IN TOO
MUCH FPAIN TO BE
IN WONDER.

RETIRE FOR
THE DAY...

WE GRANTED HIM SUCCOR,
NOT YET KNOWING THAT HE
WAS THE LEPRECHAUN KING.

N

PERSONALLY,

I DON'T MIND |F GENERAL -
POST CONQUERS CHOCLAVANIA, NOR DID WE ASK
50 LONG AS HE DOES SOMETHING WHAT BROUGHT HIM
ABOUT ALL THE VAMPIRES. I l TO OUR CASTLE.

SLEEP WELL,
MY DEAR.

...I WOULD HAVE KILLED
HIM WHERE HE SAT.




UPON WAKING, HAVING
RECOVERED OUR STRENGTH,
WE ASKED OUR GUEST TO
JOIN U5 FOR REVELRIES.

A GA
OF CARDS, MY
FRIEND?

WE'RE PLAYING 'KINGS
AND ASSASSING.” A GAME
FROM THE EMERALD ISLE.

DO YOU KNOW T2

AYE,
LADY COCOA.
I KNOW IT
WELL.




YOU'RE A LONG
WAY FROM HOME, MY
GREEN FRIEND.

QUEEN OF
COURAGE.

I HAVE
NO HOME.

NOT SINCE IT
BE CONQUERED
BY GENERAL
POST.

OUR SYMPATHIES.
IN THIS CASTLE, WE KNOW
WELL THE GENERAL'S
CRIMES.

KING OF
WEALTH.

IN MY EXPERIENCE,
CASTLE WALLS NOT
ONLY PROTECT, BUT

INSULATE.

GENERAL
POST 1S...HE'S
MY FATHER.

HOW CAN YoU
PO55/BLY KNOW
OF THE SUFFERING

OUTSIDE THEM?




CAN THIS BE TRUE?!

IT’S YOUR PLAY,
MY FRIEND.

AND WERE HE
HERE...1 WOULD
PLUNGE THIS KNIFE
INTO HIS HEART.

D

IF 50, SHE WOULD MAKE
A VALUABLE PRISONER.

OR PERHAPS AN ALLY.
EITHER WAY, AN ASSET
TO OUR CAUSE.

) YOUR COURAGE 15
APMIRABLE, MY LADY, BUT

AS OF YET, A FORTRESS

MADE OF WORDS.

WE RES/ST BY
SURVIVING.

AYE. THE
REBELLION OF
COWARDS.




SIR, YOU FORGET
YOURﬁELF’

1 D/P FORGET
MYSELF, ONCE.
BUT I SHALL NEVER
FORGET IT AGAIN.

= J WHAT SHOULD I PO

= & Ay
BECAUSE FOR THAT CRIME, WITH THE SUR V/VORf;
M)’ PEOFPLE PAIP WITH THEIR LIVES. , ; MASTE

MAKE SURE
THERE AREN'T ANY,
MY BRUTE.

IF YOU WISH TO KNOW WHAT
A RES/STANCE LOOKS LIKE,
MARQUIS, THEIR GRAVES
WILL SHOW YOU.




I PROTESTED EVEN
AS I FELT THE TRUTH IN
HIS WORDS. SURVIVAL
1% ITS OWN FORM OF
COWARDICE.

I DON'T SEE
YOU SACRIFICING,
FRIEND.

WHERE WERE YOU
WHEN THE EMERALD ISLE
WAS BEING SACKED?
GUARDING THE
MARSHMALLOWSZ

NO, MY LADY.
HE'S RIGHT TO
SHAME ME.

YOU HAVE LAIN
YOUR CARDS UPON
THE TABLE. ALLOW ME
TO LAY MINE...

1 AM THE
LEPRECHAUN KING
DETHRONED.

AND 1 AM HEADED TO
FORTRESS HONEYCOMB TO
CONFRONT GENERAL POST.
TO DIE AT H/S HAND OR
WATCH HM DIE AT MINE.




YN A e - / : EVEN IN FAILURE, EVEN
OTHER THAN REDUCING : : IN DEATH, A SINGLE ACT
)\ THE BELIEVERS IN YOUR ‘ : = o /Csob/tv/gg/;m MILLION
CAUSE BY ONE. M Y INATIONS.

~ THERE
15 A COST TO
BEING KING...

1 GO TO FORTRESS
HONEYCOMB TO SHOW THE
7\ GENERAL THE COST OF MISRULE...

B/ ... AND TO PAY
B TiE DEBT FOR
MY OWN.




OF COURSE... l

I COULD ALWAYS
USE THE HELP OF
VAMPIRES.

HOW DOES
HE KNOWZ/

I MUsT
NOW CONFESS
TO BEING
SOMETHING
OF A CARD
CHEAT.

THE WAY BEFORE Us.

& SENT HIM AHEAD TO $cOUT
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I'M SORRY.
I'M SO SORRY.

ALLOW ME TO
INTRODUCE THE BARONET
BEAU BERRIE.

OR AT LEAST
THE GHOST OF HIM.

THERE'S NO
SHAME IN TAKING
WHAT YOU NEED
FROM THIS LIFE,

MY LOVE.

IT'S AMAZING
WHAT YOU CAN
SEE WHEN YOU
AREN'T REALLY
THERE.




—
2% IF YOU DARE SPREAD
WOULD YOUR CALUMNY
IT BE OUTSIDE THESE
INDELICATE ¢ WALLS!
TO ASK...
WHAT DO
THEY TASTE IT'6 TOO
LIKE? YOUR LATE, MY B
VICTIMS? LOVE.

CHOCOLATE.
THEY TASTE LIKE
CHOCOLATE/

WEEP NOT, :
MY FRIEND. ™ 1 CAME NOT TO
CONDEMN Yo, BUT
TO REDEEM YOU.




. L YOU DON'T UNDERSTAND
1 > g - WHAT IT IS TO LIVE IN
DEAD AND HIDING. TO BE HUNTED

UNDEAD ALIKE, WE BY THE WORLD.
ARE ALL BUT THE /

CONSEQUENCE OF WHAT IT TOOK
SINS COMMITTED TO BUILD EVEN WHAT
LONG AGO. LITTLE LIFE WE

: HAVE HERE!

YOU ARE
NOT ONLY
HUNTED, BUT
HUNTER AS
WELL.

YOU WILL KiLL
AGAIN, MARQUIS.
THAT WE KNOW. THE
ONLY QUESTION IS
WHETHER IT SHALL
BE IN THE L/IBERATION
OF THY LAND, OR IN THE
PRESERVATION OF
A COWARD.

YOUR FRIEND MUST LEAVE.

PLEASE, :
MY LOVE-- ‘

MY DECISION
1S FINAL. WHAT YOU DO,

I MAY INDEED BE A COWARD, BUT THAT COWARDICE
IS THE THIN WALL THAT PROTECTS US. YOU MAY
STAY THE NIGHT, BUT TOMORROW YOU AND




I KNEW SHE WAS GONE THE
MOMENT I SAW THE NOTE.
ONE DOES NOT NEED TO
READ AN EPITAPH TO KNOW
IT MARKS A DEATH.

I HAD SHAMED MYSELF
DEEPLY. I ONLY WISH MY

DEAR WIFE HAD NOT BEEN
THERE TO WITNESS IT.




I BARELY NOTICED AS THE 2 f

MORNING SUN SEARED MY FLESH.

WHAT IS PAIN TO A DEAD MANZ?

IT WASN'T UNTIL THIS
MOMENT THAT 1

REMEMBERED WHAT
IT WAS TO LIVE.

)| FOR TO LIVE /5
TO FIND WHERE
THE WORLD HAS
HIPDEN YOUR SOUL.

AND I SHALL FIND IT...
WHEREVER IT MAY BE.

W v o TSR

I'M COMING, MY LOVE.

The End...For Now




