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“Prince Kassardis knew his three wives were cunning and vicious in equal measure, and the
journey ahead would be hard and grueling. Therefore the very first thing he did was to seek out
the Very Wise Frog, which lived on a nearby hill known as King’s Rock. The road to the Frog was
well worn by pilgrims, so it was not a hard climb for Kassardis, who wore his fine leather boots,
but it was steep.

‘Very Wise Frog,’ said Kassardis, when he reached the summit, ‘This brutal life is like a steel
cage. My father’s kingdom is built on the stacked bodies of his officers. He sups on blood. His
surviving wife picks his gray hairs and pushes toy soldiers around from her sedan.’

‘Your father’s kingdom is very large,’ said the Very Wise Frog.

‘I will escape my own blood,’ said the resolute Kassardis, ‘And flee to the land of Samura, where
their cities are built on covenants of peace and no blood is shed unjustly. The journey is long
and hard, so please give me some advice, as my family has treated you well.’

‘Samura is a myth told to small children to comfort them,’ said the Very Wise Frog, ‘Your wives
are much faster than you and will catch up to you, then beat you savagely before returning to
the time-honored ritual of trying to murder each other.’

The Prince was aghast. ‘I refuse this life of violence!” he said.

‘Violence is inescapable,” said the Very Wise Frog.

‘Don’t gloat at me, Frog!’ said the Prince, ‘My trial is only just beginning. Surely you have some
other advice for me?’

‘No,’ said the Very Wise Frog.

‘Frog!” said Kassardis, growing panicked, ‘What do you mean by ‘violence is inescapable’?’

‘It is,” said the Frog.

‘You’re a liar!” said Kassardis.

‘No, I am not,’ said the Frog, ‘Nor have I ever been. Violence is inescapable. Inseparable from
life itself. Permanent. It is fixed in your cosmology. Forever. I could go on, but that’s besides the
point.”

At this Kassardis was so enraged that he threw the Frog off the summit of the mountain. It
bounced off a cliff and split like a wet melon, dying instantly, and posthumously proving its

point to Kassardis.

Kassardis, for his part, wept.”
- TALES OF THE SILVER PRINCE
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“Kassardis knew his time was running short as he fled into the wastes around the town of Kol Varas.
Instead of his naming knife, he had a stale hunk of bread, and instead of his prince’s garb he had only a
stolen woman’s garment, thin and nearly useless against the freezing cold of the desert nights. He knew
his three wives were not far behind, and despair was his constant companion. But still, he pushed on,
wholly consumed with the conviction that he would find the peaceful land of Samura, or die in the
process.

“By the third day, when the desperate prince’s wives were closing in rapidly, the scorched and tortured
soles of Kassardis’ feet felt stone and not sand beneath them. Kassardis looked up and saw that he had
stumbled upon a mighty road, broad and sweeping, that passed through enormous stone arches into the
distance. The road was crumbled with age, but Kassardis recognized at once that it was the famous
Arched Road of Samura, and a great burst of hope filled his heart.

“Kassardis followed the road until it was dark, and lightness filled his step, so that he did not even notice
when the sun had gone and the nightmare chill of the desert began to grasp at him. All through the night,
he followed the road, and the night itself could not touch him. And when the sun grazed his face,
Kassardis was still walking, but he still had not found the kingdom of Samura. It remained like this for a
day longer, until Kassardis, sustained by hope alone, and dying of thirst, stumbled across a battered old
sword master encamped by the side of the road.

“The sword master was aghast at Kassardis’ dreadful condition, and at once tended to him, and gave him
water. ‘Young man,’ said the old sword master, ‘I am Ket Amonket, the gate keeper of the kingdom of
Samura. There is nothing for you here. Turn back.” Kassardis was shocked. ‘Uncle!” he gasped, ‘If you are
indeed the gatekeeper of that mighty kingdom, please take me there at once. I am fleeing from my three
wives, who wish to drag me back into a world of bloody tyranny!’

”You are here already,” said Ket Amonket, and motioned to the desert, ‘This is the kingdom of Samura,
burned to ashes and ground into dust for decades.’

““Mortified, Kassardis could only gape at the empty desert. But here and there, the young prince could
see what he had been blind to while hope had still filled him up: the corroded remnants of great and
stately buildings and fluted columns poking out of the desert like bleached ribs. ‘Samura was founded on
the principles of peace,” said Ket Amonket, ‘So it was sought out by many across all the ten thousand
realms. Those that sought to flee from the world of violence.’

“Violence is inescapable,” moaned Kassardis.Yes, said the old man. ‘Very wise words indeed. Soon this
land contained more people than it could sustain. Violence once again began to grow in the hearts of its
people, like a foul disease, until it blossomed into destruction. It was a foolish hope.’

“Then there is no hope for me,’ said Kassardis.

“There is still yet,’ said Ket Amonket, resolute. ‘Let me do one favor for you, young man, as one who has
already lived too long. You must flee to the canyon south of here and hide yourself there as best as you
can, until the sun sets. I will tell your wives you vanished into the desert a day past, and throw them off
your trail.’

“Thank you Uncle,’ said Kassardis, ‘I will hold on to my hope a little while longer.”

“Hold on to this,” said Ket Amonket, giving Kassardis his sword, ‘It will protect you a lot better than
hope.’ Kassardis took the weapon very reluctantly, and would have thrown it away at the first chance he
had, but the words of the Very Wise Frog continued to tear at his mind, so he clung on to it as he fled for
the canyon.

“At the very least I'll give the boy a good head start, Ket Amonket assured himself as he watched
Kassardis’ three wives trek over the dunes a little while later. The sword master was wrong. Ipreski
severed his wind pipe before he could get a single word out, and all that passed his lips was a spray of
blood. Kassardis got a head start of about ten minutes.”

- TALES OF THE SILVER PRINCE
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“Prince Kassardis was swift, and he was young and his mind was honed. The land about his
kingdom was barren but not fierce, and the roads were well kept. Even so, the sun had barely
dipped below the horizon before he knew he would soon be caught. For as he glanced back over his
shoulder, he saw the cruel glint on Vastoki’s eyeglasses as she traversed the bluffs behind him. And
a little further back than that, even for all this distance, he thought he could hear the awful grinding
of Littari’s cauldron as she dragged it across the bare earth. And even further back, just cresting the
horizon, were the bright and lazy banners of Ipreski as her palanquin was borne along into the
desert.

Prince Kassardis struggled mightily to rid himself of his pursuers, for despite what the Very Wise
Frog had told him, he still held within his heart the vain hope that the peaceful land of Samura
existed and he would someday find himself upon its gleaming shores, free of his wives and throne.

First, he fled the road, and spying a low and reeking gully hurled himself therein. There, the mud
and brambles were so thick that he could barely move, and the fetid water was choked with the
corpses of animals that had become trapped in the muck. Thick clouds of flies bit at Kassardis as he
struggled heroically onward, until at last he heaved himself from the mud, his trail almost
completely invisible, and made for higher ground.

Indeed, when the clever and keen Vastoki came upon Kassardis’ trail disappearing into the gully,
she was taken aback by his cleverness. But with her specially made eyeglasses, Vastoki’s eyesight
was keener than a hawk’s. She picked out the shining pieces of thread from Kassardi’s silver waist-
coat clinging to the brambles, and was back on his trail in scarcely an hour, her fellow wives close
behind.

Seeing his three wives draw ever closer and that his first plot to foil them had failed miserably,
Prince Kassardis doubled his pace. Knowing he would never outrun the cruel Vastoki on open
ground, he hurled himself into a sea of dead grass, and used up all his water trying to escape her
grasp. A night and a day later, he emerged on the shores of the river Dal, and spent the last of his
money hiring a fisherman to take him downriver.

The fisherman’s boat overturned in the town of Kol Varas, and there Kassardis did a very shameful
thing. He sold to the first rich man he could find his fine silk headwrap, and his father’s silver
dagger, and his waistcoat lined with sparrow feathers, which were marks of his lineage. With his
sack of foreign coin he hired six strong men, belligerent knights from the wars of conquest, and hid
himself in a wheelbarrow, hoping against hope that his ploy would be enough.

Vastoki arrived in the dusty town not hours later, and she was almost immediately set upon by the
mercenaries that Kassardis had hired. From his hiding place, the young prince watched as Vastoki
was caught in their ambush and fought desperately against stave and sword.

Vastoki was very fast, but also very slight, and no match against the six knights in close combat.
Though beaten, she merely retreated to lick her wounds and set camp outside of town. One of the
knights nearly lost his head to her long rifle when he ventured out to confront her, and that was that
for a while.

As night fell, the knights returned to Kassardis. ‘Where wandereth thee, young one?’ they said in
their foreign dialects.

“To the land of Samura, where I may find peace and an escape from violence,’ said the exhausted
Kassardis, from his hiding place.

‘Violence is inescapable,” guffawed the mercenaries, and robbed Kassardis of everything remaining
that he owned, for they had seen he was a fool from the start. They threw him naked and beaten into
the street, and spent their winnings on drink.

Kassardis, his swollen eyes full of tears and knowing his time was short, stole a woman’s garb from
a washing line and a small hunk of bread and fled into the desert, the final words of the Very Wise
Frog echoing in his ears.

The belligerent knights, for their part, died not hours later when they were squashed into a pulp by
Littari’s iron cauldron.”

- TALES OF THE SILVER PRINCE
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“Vastoki was Prince Kassardi’s first wife, and the youngest. She wore only one ring and kept her fingernails
expertly trimmed. Her dress was a short cut, her vela plain and good for traveling, and she wore eye glasses.
Her teeth were filed to points, and she kept sparrow feathers tucked behind her ear. She was a master
markswoman with the long rifle, with which she had trained her whole life, so that on her wedding day she
could swiftly assassinate her rivals. By the time it had reached her wedding day she had hunted five men in
practice and was thirsty for blood.

It was for this reason she was the first to set out in search when the prince was found missing.

Littari was Prince Kassardis’ second wife, and though she was not quite as young and vigorous as his wife
Vastoki, nor as patient and wise as his wife Ipreski, her bloodlust was the strongest by far. Where Vastoki
was thin and lithe, and favored traveling clothes, Littari wore a full set of eidolon-wrought armor, which she
cleaned and polished constantly, and gave her the appearance of a gargantuan demon. She was twelve spans
tall, and had enormous teeth. Her bulging muscles meant tailoring for her was a nightmare for her maids,
so she spurned their service, and preferred to travel with her cook, sandal bearer, and sword-master only.

Littari was far too strong to use a sword, for any normal weapon would break and shatter with the immense
force she put upon it. Instead, she dragged around with her a great and heavy iron cauldron, with which she
would beat opponents to death quite savagely. It was to this pot which the prince’s other wives had
promised to chain her and force her to serve as a scullery slave, and so she had taken an oath of revenge to
pulp, cook, and eat them.

Littari was by far the least popular of the prince’s three wives, and so she only learned of his escape after the
young Vastoki had started her pursuit. Nevertheless, by the second day, she was not far behind her quarry,
and her steps shook the dust from the eaves of peasant homes as she passed.

Ipreski was Prince Kassardis’ last and oldest wife, though barely by a few years. Despite her relative youth,
however, her hair had already become white as snow. Some gossiped about how it was a curse from a
vengeful sorcerer, for the offenses of the princess Ipreski’s family were broad, and no less horrible for their
breadth.

Ipreski kept her white hair long, and bound up in coils that wrapped around her waist five times. She was
exceedingly lazy, and would rather order one of her numerous and weary servants to fetch something than
walk a mere five paces. She was pampered and fond of food and wine, and complained loudly if there was no
place for her to lounge about.

This laziness of hers was a clever mask, for Ipreski kept all her energy coiled up inside of her like a spring.
She was a master swordswoman, in the old tradition of her family, and her muscles were like steel cables.
Such was her skill that she could kill a man and sheathe her sword before the first drop of his blood hit the
ground. She had no need to pursue her opponents, for they could not touch her, and was instead content to
wait until they came to their slaughter. This was the source and secret of her arrogance. She loudly mocked
Kassardis’ other wives, especially the large and slow Littari, for she believed there was no chance they could
beat her in open combat — and it was true.

It was only fitting, therefore, that the languid Ipreski was the last to set out in pursuit of the young prince in
her palanquin, with her full retinue trailing after her.”

- TALES OF THE SILVER PRINCE
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“Kassardis, for his part, could do little but flee to the canyon, carrying the old swordmaster’s weapon
and clad in near-rags. Once there, he hid himself among the reeds in a low pool in the bottom of the
canyon. It was cool, and shady there, and the coming evening began to wash over the land, and
Kassardis felt, for the first time in days, peace enter his heart.

“It was with dread then, that he heard the footfalls of his three wives entering the canyon not an hour
later, and knew that his time had run out. Kassardis knew instantaneously that the words of the Very
Wise Frog had come true. For the canyon had three entrances, and down each came one of his wives,
armed and thirsty for blood. First, small and cunning Vastoki with the glint of her rifle sights, then
enormous and brutal Littari, dragging her iron cauldron, and finally the refined Ipreski, languid and
resplendent on her palanquin. And one after the other, all three of their cruel and lusty eyes fell upon
Kassardis.

“Kassardis tried to pray, but found no sound would come out of his lungs. He tried to hide deeper in
the reeds, but he found the mud unyielding. He tried to shut his eyes, but his heartbeat drowned out
his thoughts. So instead, he clutched on to the old swordmaster’s weapon like a good luck charm, its
cruel metal cold against his bare chest. A strange thought entered his mind and gripped his tendons
like a vice.

“As this thought gripped Kassardis, it was then that the truth of the Very Wise Frog revealed itself in
its full glory. For violence truly was inescapable, and the three wives were inundated with it. They
had no other language with which to negotiate their hard-won spoils.

“Stand aside,” said soft Ipreski, “As oldest wife the Silver Prince is mine by right.”
“Move an inch further,” said Vastoki, “And I will put a bullet through that milky throat.”

Littari, for her part, said nothing, but rather hefted her cauldron into the air with a tremendous roar,
and charged. Kassardis watched as a brutal combat unfolded.

“Realizing the danger that Vastoki’s rifle presented, Ipreski slid off her palanquin and behind an
enormous boulder. But that boulder was shattered a moment later by the tremendous force of Lit-
tari’s iron cauldron, sending her flying. Ipreski’s servants and retainers were pulped a moment later
against the heavy bottom of the cauldron and spread across the rock, and Littari advanced on the
eldest wife, frothing at the mouth. She would have crushed Ipreski as she had promised, but in a
mere second there were three cracks of Vastoki’s rifle, and Littari’s skull blossomed in gore, her
cauldron smashing to the rocks below as she slumped forward. Ipreski sprang to her feet, her fine
silks tearing, and drew her blade, dashing at Vastoki before she could reload.

“Vastoki was impossibly agile, and even though her fingers were slick with grit and sweat, she
chambered a round and fired it right at the smooth face of the eldest wife. But Ipreski had anticipated
this for years, and had practiced a blade art specifically for this purpose, which she called Ego
Ballistics. With impossible speed, she cut through possibility and cleft the bullet in two before it
could touch her flesh.

“Vastoki was taken aback. Such was her speed, however, that the incoming blow merely severed her
nose from her face and cleft her glasses in two, instead of separating her head from her shoulders as
was intended. Blinded by gouts of blood and shrieking in pain, she crawled away. But Ipreski, caught
in the moment of victory, was blinded in her own way to Littari, who had survived three bullets to the
head by the virtue of her enormously thick skull and was now staggering up behind her with cauldron
in hand.

“The first blow of the cauldron cracked Ipreski’s back and sent her sprawling, the second crushed her
shins and feet to splinters. The third did not come, for Vastoki, acting on instinct, loosed three more
shots, which blew the throat out from Littari and sent her reeling backwards.

This gory sight, and the ruin of his three wives, Kassardis beheld, and his resolve hardened into ice.
He emerged from the pool, his blood cold in his veins, and the old swordmaster’s blade clutched tight
in his hand.”

- TALES OF THE SILVER PRINCE
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“As Kassardis approached his maimed and mangled wives, they scrabbled for their weapons in whatever
way they could, clutching their gory injuries. For Kassardis was a ghastly sight: malnourished, clad only
in rags, and with a terrible light in his eyes. They should have known then that the fate Kassardis had
chosen for them was far worse than they ever could have expected, but they were fools with little
imagination, and so chose to fight anyway.

Kassardis took the pommel of his blade, and with all his strength struck each of the wives across the
head, knocking them unconscious. It took four blows from the great enameled hilt of the sword to fell
Littari, but eventually the pints of blood she had lost stopped her struggle.

With great fierceness, Kassardis drove off Ipreski’s retainers, and tearing scraps of cloth, bound the
gushing wounds of his wives however he could. He knew however dire their injuries seemed, they would
likely survive, having been bred for generations for thick blood, tough skin, and other valued traits to
place them above his other potential wives.

Exhausted, the silver prince finally dragged himself to the road, where he waited for a merchant’s cart,
and went to a hard-scrabble town to find an apothecary. There, he bartered the remainder of the old
swordmaster’s belongings for medicine, keeping only the blade and the old man’s boots, which he put on.

Finally, there in the gulch, Kassardis made camp, and over the next few days tended to his wives with
incredible care. He sewed up gashes, blotted dried blood, and fed them water as they suffered. And
though he tried his best, Littari would surely never speak again, Ipreski surely never walk again, and
Vastoki’s nose had long since disappeared into a pond.

On the third day, Vastoki, the youngest and most calculating, could finally speak, and when she did she
was astonished.“You fool!” she croaked, “Do you seek to garner my sympathy? When I am well again, I
will subdue you, husband, and take you back to our great kingdom and our rightful throne. This changes
nothing!”

“Of course,” said Kassardis, “Violence is inescapable. The Very Wise Frog was right.”

And to Vastoki, something had changed in Kassardis. He was more relaxed, and more tense at the same
time, like flexible steel. A great truth had settled into his flesh, and his calm was a terrible thing to
behold. “I came to find the land of Samura, where peace is eternal,” said Kassardis, “But instead, I find
that I must carry Samura with me.” And he grasped the hilt of his sword and stood, and Vastoki finally
realized how tall he was.

“None of the three of you will ever agree to share me, and none of the three of you can best the other,”
said Kassardis, “You are already too poisoned by violence. I will run from you, and you will find me, again
and again, and again and again you will destroy yourselves in trying to claim me. And again and again, I
will tend to your wounds, and flee, knowing that I will never truly escape.”

“Again and again you will destroy yourselves until you are mere hunks of flesh, crippled wrecks of meat.
And there will come a day when you have become so ruined that even I will be able to best you in combat,
and you will submit to my peace.”

Vastoki did not believe Kassardis at first, for she was a fool, but she humored him anyway. “And what
then?” she scoffed, “Your kingdom, my silver prince, will ever await you. It is worth a hundred thousand
cattle, and half a million sheep. They will send more wives. Ten thousand of them!”

“I will tend to them too,” said Kassardis.

It was then that Vastoki knew the truth of Kassardis’ words, but she could do nothing about it, for
violence was inescapable. She knew she could not turn from her fate, for the vain hope that she would
still win grasped her beyond all reason.

“You will never rest!” she spat, and her missing nose wept blood, “You will flee for all eternity!”

“Such is the cost of peace,” said Kassardis, “Even if I should care for ten thousand maimed wives.”

Then he tightened his wives’ bandages, and soothed the struggling Vastoki, and left them ample supplies.
And though his wives spat and cursed at him, they could do little but let him leave, his countenance calm

and resolute as he said one last thing:

“I will see you in Samura.”

- TALES OF THE SILVER PRINCE
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GOD I'M SUCH
AN ASSHOLE.
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PLEASE... I DIDN'T-

IDON'T
MEAN ANY
HARM. NOT
ANYMORE.

THOU HAST MADE
A GRAVE MISTAKE
IN THINKING TUIS
VAULT PROTECTS
WEALTH.

THIS PLACE AND TS
HOLY GUARDIANS ARE
HERE FOR ONE
PURPOSE: TO VENERATE
AND PROTECT OUR
LORD FROM THE OTHER
CANNIBAL GODS.

ANOTHER
WRETCH
APPROACHES.

TUIS IS A

PEACEFUL

LAND. ITS
INHABITANTS ARE
KIND. WE HAVE NO
ROOM FOR THEE.

MY LORD S FRAIL, BUT
THE BANK IS IMMORTAL,
AND ITS LEDGERS ARE A
GOLDEN WALL THAT
SHALL ENCASE MY GOD.
HE SHALL LIVE FOREVER.

1 AM THE EMISSARY
OF THE GREAT LORD
MAMMON. I AM HIS
PROTECTOR AND HIS
NURSEMAID BOTH.

DESERVEST
TO TAKE
ANOTHER.

NOTHING
NOW, REST
YOURSELF,

MY GOD.

UNDERSTAND
THIS, THOU
BLOOD-S0AKED,
WRETCH:

T'LL LEAVE,
I SWEAR!

BEING KEPT
HERE I CAME
FOR.
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LOST IN AN
INFINITE
DIMENSION.

YEAHU, WELCOME'

YEAUW, BACK TO
ME. REGULAR

L0 HaMaN
PINCUSHION ME.
UEALING THE Y
I] oLo-rastioned
i WAY.

-..GOTTA FIND
CIO AND GET
OUT OF HERE
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WHO HAS
STOPPED

THE GRAND DRAGON,
SCALED GOD OF THE DEEP,
MASTER OF THE INFINITE VAULT,
AND LORD OF YRE-YNAMON.

BEARER OF THE WORD TOWER
AND GOD OF THE SEVEN-PART
WORLD.
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YOU'RE
BLOCKING MY
THRONE.

DO YOu ALL
THINK SHE'LL
TAKE IT BACK?

SUE'S A FAT,
mfbuzo-up
DRUNK! WUAT|
AN sHe po @ ME, THE GoD
To ME? WORLD, WHO 15
REBUILDING

AND STILL
THEY HAVE
THE NERVE
TO SIT AT
THAT DAMNED
TABLE AND
SNEER AT
ME!

THIS THRONE
WAS NEVER
YOURS,
LITTLE KING.

WELL NO
MORE, MY
LARGE FRIEND.

YOU AND | WILL
BRING A RECKONING
TO THEI

THEN WE'LL
TRULY SEE WHO
DESERVES THEIR

THRONE.
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...HE WASN'T

EVEN THERE.

TUAT WHOLE
FUcKING
MESS...

IT WAS ALL

FOR NOTHING. i / %lgwmmsl!

HEEDEST TUA A
SINGLE WORD 1
SAID?

WE STARTED
A WAR!

OM. T SEE
WHAT'S GOING
ON UERE.

HAS GOT (TCHY
KNICKERS FOR
SOME BOY/

Clo, I WAS
DELIRIOUS. 1 WAS
LOSING BLOOD. I
THOUGHT | WAS

GOING TO BE EATEN [
DRAGON. &

WHEN WE KISSED...
I DON'T KNOW,
LOOK, I'M... I'M

EVEN HUMAN,
FOR GOD'S

THA USED ME. THA
USED ME WRONGLY
-KNOWINGLY- TO
GET INTO THE
VAULT!

I WON'T STICK
AROUND FOR IT
TO UAPPEN
AGAIN!
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OUTSKIRTS OF TH'
CITY, NOT QUITE
SUNSIDE.

WAITING FOR
TUINGS TO
GET ALL
HUSHLIKE

CITY'S ALL
ABUZZ WITH
THE NEWS.
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TO GO THROUGH

THIS.

PARENTS,
YOU KNOW?

ALLISON. I'M
SURE You'LL
SEE THEM
AGAIN.

THIS ROAD [5 \

LONGER THAN ;

EITHER OF US
EXPECTED.

I-... I sHouLp
HAVE ASKED
EARLIER. I WAS
dUsST TOO
SCARED. 1
WANTED THIS
ALL TO BE
OVER WITH.

I WAS SICK OF BEING
DRAGGED AROUND.
BUT | DRAGGED You

"OF you. BUT IF
YoU WANT TO
1

LEAVE,
UNDERSTAND.
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A PECULIAR
GAMBLE,
LITTLE KING.

You THINK
YOUR NEW TOY
WILL BE
ENoUGH TO
STOP ME FROM
FINISHING MY
WORK?

HM.
TUE OTHERS CAN
ALREADY BARELY
WORK TOGETHER.

WITH ALLISON AS
MY WEDGE, I WILL
WEAKEN TUEM,
DRIVE THEM APART.
THEY WILL BE EASY
PREY FOR YOU.

THEN We'LL SEE

IF YOU DESERVE

THE MASTER KEY
OR NOT.

BUT I DO WARN
you, SHE IS TUE
TRUE HEIR. HER
POTENTIAL IS
LIMITLESS.

-SHE WIELDS
ALL TUE POWER
OF-

WELL, you
GET THE

X AFTER ALL, WE
Tl BOTH we&-r TUE
\ SAME THING
POINT. ‘ ‘ ‘
e DON'T WE?
15 MADE | ‘
ALREADY. 1
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WEAK. IN PAIN.
SUITTY. I WANT A
SHOWER. BUT I'M
ALIVE, | GUESS.

Mob_}’,DL/leTEN y | AM HELPING

YOU BECAUSE
YOU SAVED MY

| LiFe. T'VE saveD |

YOURS NOW

SAINTS AND
STARS... YOU HAVE
THAT POWER IN
you-

BUT I'M
STARTING TO
REALIZE YOU'RE
dUST A LOST
GIRL LIKE ME.

YOU'RE BRAVE,

ALLISON, BUT

YOU'RE VERY
FOOLISH.

INSTEAD OF
SEEKING UASTY
SOLUTIONS, WE
MUST PREPARE
FOR TUE COMING

BATTLES.

TO THUAT END,
ALLISON...

I SHOULD WAVE
INTERCEDED.

WE WILL
CONTINUE OUR
SEARCH FOR
THE TRUE HEIR
TO TUE OLD
KING'S POWER.

BUT ALLISON
IS, FOR NOW,
ITS WIELDER.

You WILL BE

TAUGHT THE 49
EMPTY PALMS.

ARE HEALING
INCREDIBLY
FAST, BUT You
SHOULD STILL

SHE LACKS
DISCIPLINE. SHE 15
HASTY, IMPETUOUS,

AND UNREFINED.

THIS CONFLICT 15
LARGER THAN ANY

OF US Now. THE
STONES ARE

OVERTURNED, AND

NOW TUE WHOLE
EDIFICE WILL
CRUMBLE.
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AND I'M SURE
TieRe's NoTHive  Jf AN ALY FOR
YOUu GET OUuT OF COME.

THIS, RIGHT? 2

YOU'VE GOT ALL
THAT POWER,
WASTING AWAY

WITHIN You. You

DON'T KNOW LW
TO FIGUT. TO
WIELD THE ART.

OUTSIDE HERE, I CAN
BARELY WALK. I'M SO
USELESS.

WHEN I... SUMMONED
THAT FIRE IN THE
. THAT WAS TUE
FIRST TIME I FELT IN
CONTROL.

I'LL MAKE YOU MY
EMISSARY.

PUT A LITTLE BIT
OF MY POWER INTO
YOURS. BAM!
INSTANT BADASS.

OR NOT. TS
YOUR CHOICE,
TUAT'S How
TUESE THINGS
WORK. BUT I
ALREADY KNOW
WHAT you

| DON'T CARE! IF
YOU FUCK ME OVER,
I WILL KILL You
MYSELF/
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THIS 1S
NO, I MEAN WHAT MY TORTURED
HEY, HEY, THIS 15 THE WELL ARE YOU MENTAL
YOUR MIND! IT'S DOING IN MY MIND? HELLSCAPE! | DEAL IN
YOUR WEIRD &
MENTAL (MAGERY,

NOT MINE!
OK, OK, I

GUESS 1
SHouLd
EXPLAIN
MYSELF.

FAILURES, DRUNKS, AND WEAKLINGS!
EVERYONE'S THEY ALL CAME TO ME. TOTAL
GOT A FUCK-UPS, ALL OF THEM.
DREAM,
RIGHT?

LIKE THESE
COMPLETE
ASSUOLES, FOR
EXAMPLE. JUST
LYING AROUND,
LETTING THEIR
ASPIRATIONS

BUT YOU'LL
SEE, WITH A
TINY PUSH...

ALL TUESE BETTER TO LET
HILARIOUS ME UNLOCK YOUR
LOSERS NEEDED POTENTIAL.

WAS A LITTLE

BUT AMBITION
TAKES HARD WORK,
AND WHO HAS THE

TIME FOR THAT?
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WITH THE OTNER
KINGS.

INCUBU5 /

Incusus! MORE’
MORE, MORE,
MORE, MOIIZE, [

VERY SOON,
MY PET.
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THie 16 NOT

WAR

PYMORE

o ABE

CUILDREN, GO
FIND YOUR
MOTHERS. AUNTIE MAYA HAS
A PARADE OF
FOOLS TO )
i\ FOLLOW. V4






OEBPS/images/page_00144.jpg
g
g
<
B
8
§






OEBPS/images/page_00022.jpg
Bur WSING \T
WRS STILL

I SEE. TUAT
WASN'T YOUR
REAL BODY |
DESTROYED,

WELL,
COME ON THEN. WE
BOTH KNOW I'M IN NO
CONDITION TO FIGHT
You, EVEN AS
YOU ARE.
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COR! HOW MANY
MORE IDIOT
LITTLE GIRLIES
DOES I HAVE TO
THROW-

BEFORE You
ALL LEARN
YOUR
LESSON?






OEBPS/images/page_00025.jpg
INCUBUS.
@0D. DON'T
WORRY
WHO ARE Apout LISTEN, I'VE
You AGAIN? - BEEN, UM, POKING
AROUND UERE.

YOUR MIND,
THAT 1S5. AND
WE'VE GOT A

LOT OF

PROBLEMS

YOU KNOW, LOOKS
LIKE YOUR
SELF-LOATUING IS
DOING A LOT OF
WORK UERE.
BUT I THINK

WHAT you
REALLY NEED-

: -i5 TO BE
POWERFUL.
| >\
N






OEBPS/images/page_00146.jpg
o
H. & ) l

5 gf)!'l

ﬁ/mw Y7 \w\\&w\\w %






OEBPS/images/page_00024.jpg
WE'LL LEAVE HER

ON THE SHIP. SHE'S
A DANGER TO
HERSELF.

SHE'S TOO
WEAK TO EVEN
STAND.
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LET'S BE
ABSOLUTELY, &
STRAIGHTLY,
RAZORSOME

CLEAR.

A LUMPIN'
BIG ONE. IT'S
FRACTAL.
THERE'S

INFINITE SPACE
! INSIDE.

STONYARSE,
DOE EYES.

YOU'RE OUR
GETAWAY PLAN.
You STAY
HERE WITU TUE
SUIP. WE WILL
NEED You.

FROWNYFACE.
YOU MAKE
SURE MS.

LEAKYBRAINS

HERE DOESN'T
DIE.

I DON'T NEED
YOUR-

IT 1S DEFENDED
BY THE
PRIEST-CLERKS
OF TUE HoLY
COUNT.

OTHER TUAN MURDERIN' [NV

ITS OCCUPANTS, O'
COURSE.

-

WE WAVE TO FACE |&
| MAMMON), A DOWNRIGHT
MONSTER. -

IF THA
WANTS IN,
PLUNG ME

FIVE
GOODUNS.

FIVE NASTY-

BOYS.

/&)
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HEY
THERE,
OSCAR.  YOU'RE GOING TO
GET ME INTO TUE
TREASURE
FORTRESS OF
MAMMON. AND YOU'RE
GOING TO THANK ME
N AFTERWARDS.

BADSTAR DON'T
WORK FOR
ANYBODY, NOT
EVEN A NICE
PAIR OF TITS.

WHAT DO WE WORK
FOR BOYS?

s e
MONEY AND SUADES
POWER THROUGH MATERIAL. THE
HOMICIDE! SCUM OF SCUM.
NOT EVEN THE
GUILDS DEAL
WITH THEM.

WAIT! YOU WERE

THERE, AT THE
I MUMSWEAR | WILL GOB DRINKING

YOou SIX WAYS TO \ 1
‘SUNDAY IF YOU DON'T CONTEST!

DRANK GRANDAD
UNDER THE
TABLE!

GOOD. NOW THAT'S
CLEAR, LET'S GET DOWN
TO WORK.

~
YOU CAN TELL EVERYONE
THAT YABALCHOATH |5
BACK IN BUSINESS.
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“Prince Kassardis was given three vessels of wine, and three wives, and three rings to gird his
ring-fingers. But Kassardis’ heart was heavy at his wedding ceremony, and no amount of wine could
float it up from the depths it had sank to. For this ceremony held with it deadly promise, for it was
custom in that part that the prince, within a week of his wedding, should choose a favorite wife.
This was a marker, a battle drum of sorts, between the three wives of the great house of lum-Am.
The battle only ended when one wife stood, scarred and bloody, and the remainder were dead or
exiled.

Kassardis was sick of this slaughter, and the hollow wreck of a man he called his father. His three
wives were very pretty, but they were cruel as hawks. Even as he stood there besides the marriage
pool, he could see the bloodlust glow behind their veiled eyes. It was for that reason he took his
naming dagger and traveling cloak and fled his tower one summer night.”

- TALES OF THE SILVER PRINCE
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DON'T BOTHER

DIDN'T
SMi va
TUERE, ]
MISTRESS. /|
2 1

I’M ENDOYING MYSELF!

FOR ONCE I'M NOT
WLX:}I; ?H:‘Isp A‘v(;%ggu FIGUTING FOR MY LIFE/

ATTITUDE ALL OF A WHAT'S
SUDDEN? WITH TUY
INSUFFERSOME
CHEERINESS? YOU CAN PUSH ME
q AROUND?

gl-

©
b

e

3

HELLO, ME
QUEER BIRDS.

YOU CALLED?
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PAWS OFF
THE SWAG,
COPPER/!

AND WE DON'T
BELIEVE A\ Mucl LIE
ME, T
DON'T LIKE RoCkS. puT
e UARD.

NOW, HOW ABOUT A FEW
KEH HEH ~ oF My ROWDY LADS HERE
HEd! TEACH YOU NOT TO DO SHoVUN uP THY
BETTER/ THAT AGAIN? PIE HOLE.
<SHUT UP>

GOING FOR A
5WAGGERBV?ME.

RECKON:
<I'M HERE TO
WORK.
INTERESTED?>
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WONDERFUL? |
NEVER (MAGINED

E RED CITY
wouLb BE S0
LARGE!
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TO BE HONEST.

I SUOULDA Ju:

ASKED TO BEGIN
WITH.

(DIOT ME.

ALLISON, FOR
TREATING You
LIKE A VICTIM.

AESMA'S

...I'M SORRY.

TAKING WHAT I WANT
WITHOUT A CARE FOR
THA... TRYING TO FORCE
THA TO BE SOMEONE
THA AIN'T... THAT'S
WRONG.

THANKS. T
DIDN'T
REALICE T

NEEDED THAT.

YOU HAVE
3 CHANGED, You
THAT'S A KNOW.
YABALCHOATH .
THING.

THE JOURNEY AHEAD
WILL BE LONG AND HARD.
I THINK WE SHouLD
ACCEPT WE MAY BE
COMPANIONS FOR A
GOOD WHILE.

I SEE YOU TWO ARE
COMMISERATING. IT IS
A WISE COURSE OF
ACTION. WE sHouLD
GET TO KNOW EACH
OTHER MORE.

MY ORIGINAL FORM
WAS A DIVINE SUARD,
AN EMANATION OF TUE
GOD UN, FORGED INTO .

THA TELL US
ABOUT THY
HOME WORLD?
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| HURT TUEE,
ALLISON. NOT A
GOOD START.

YEAU... YEAH.
NYAVE SAYS

\ (T'LL HEAL.

/ FTHA
WANTS TO
LEARN

SOME

IT'S dusT I
BARELY KNOW
you.

AND THE WAY WE
MET ISN'T
EXACTLY GREAT...
AND WE DID TRY
TO KILL EACH
OTHER.

NONE OF TWIS
1S NORMAL.

WELL... IT'S OK. |
KINDA FEEL LIKE I
SHOULDN'T BE
IN... WELL, AVY
RELATIONSHIP. YOU £22
KNOW?
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Ut IVE.GoT DORT Spiak
5 IMPERIAL
e s GUILDERS, WILL YOUR LANGUAGE. THOSE ARE
TUAT DO? TR DANGEROUS

LONG AS YOU'RE WORDS:
FEELING OK...

THE
LEAST I.
€OuLD DO
1S TAKE
you
SHOPPING.

ALLISON,
ARE YOU...
INTOXICATED?,

IT'S FINE!
dUsT

RELAX!
PEU. IT AIN'T

ONLY DEVILS
THAT CHANGE
THEIR FACES.

4
My Flaurer W 1 am ForsiDEN
i umal W o 'suy aND sELL
I THINK SHELL BE CaHeRE e A BY THE OLD LAW.
OK, A5 LONG AS A " ARE vou 50
WE'RE ALL LOOKING 1GNORANT?
OUT FOR HER.

HERE, WHY DON'T
YOu TRY THIS ON?
IT'S S0 SOFT, AND
I THINK IT'D MATCH
YOUR FIGURE VERY

WELL!
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Sorority sister and possible inheritor of the universe Allison Ruth has been
through a lot, but she’s definitely not done yet. Caught up in a cosmic war between
ancient god-kings in the Red City of Throne that connects all worlds, she must battle
her way to the depths of an infinite treasure fortress in search of a long-lost friend.
Along the way, she’ll have to confront not only the dark, criminal past of her closest
companion, but also the depths of her own inner lust for power.

This expansive third volume of Tom Parkinson-Morgan’s (PROPHET) popular
webcomic KILL SIX BILLION DEMONS is a journey you don’t want to miss.

Select praise for KILL SIX BILLION DEMONS:

“Absolutely stunning.” —Black Gate

“Every panel looks like a metal album cover, brimming
with high-octane, out-of-this-world thrills.”
—Heavy Magazine

“Every panel is stuffed with sumptuous insanity.” —io9

“A visual fantasy in every sense of the word, KILL SIX
BILLION DEMONS is mysticism writ large.”
—All-Comic

“The whole comic feels like a Comparative Religion
professor wrote a metal album. Partly because of its epic
subject matter, and partly because of its huge, violent
fight scenes, KILL SIX BILLION DEMONS feels like it
should be backed by some really intense drums.”
—The Beat

Fantasy

RATED M / MATURE
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OH, BUT SAINTS TUA COULD BARELY
AND STARS, STAND! HOW'S THA
4 ALLISON! YOUR UP AND ABOUT?
BANDAGES!
50 WHAT, WERE
YOU GUYS dUST £
PLANNING TO

Yyou sHouLb
LEAVE ME ON

\ SIT DOWN .
0 RIGUT AWAY!
TUE SUIP? \ YOU'RE GOING

TO PASS OUT!

77
A
s
Y

YOU KNOW, | WUHAT DID You
HEAL PRETTY ~ TUINK I WAS
FAST. ULTIMATE o\ GOING TO DO,
POWER OF THE \ 3 | SIT AND SLEEP
VOICE OF Gop, WHILE You ALL
AND ALL THAT. ~ DITCHED ME?

T THINK
BUT... HOW? YOU'RE A 50 LET ME
WE'VE SCARCE / LITTLE MAKE IT
BEEN DOCKED A CONEUSED CLEAR TO
FEW HOURS! ABOUT WHO'S you, MI5S
IN CHARGE STICK-UP-
HERE. HER-ASS.

ALLISON, You
NEED REST. IF You
COLLAPSE HERE You'LL
BE N INCREDIBLE
DANGER. RETURN TO
THE SHIP AT ONCE.
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I'M FROM A
CITY CALLED
ANGELE:

IT'S A WEIRD
CITY. EVERYONE
WHO LIVES TUERE
KIND OF LOVES
AND HATES IT AT
TUE SAME TIME.

BUT (TS NEXT TO
THE OCEAN, AND
MY FAMILY'S

YOU KNOW...
MAYBE I'LL

WELL YEAW!
NOBODY ASKED.
LOOKS LIKE WE'VE
ALL GOT A LOT TO
LEARN.
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THIEF-QUEEN
OF THE
SHADESIDE
RIM.

NIGHT-WALKER.
LIFE-PLUCKER.

THE WARRANTS
ON HER, I CAN
ASSURE YOU, ARE
EXTENSIVE.

MAMMON, GREAT LORD O' THE GRAND
DRAGON BANK, WHOSE LEDGER SPANS
OCEANS, WHOSE CLERGY KILL WITH
TUE PEN.

WORD HAD (T HE'D UOLED UP IN HIS
FRACTAL TREASURE FORTRESS OF
YRE. NOBODY HAD ROBBED IT AND

HIS KIN MURDERED LIVED.

Al
PROTECT HIS HOARD.

IN THOSE DAYS, I UAD ALL
I WANTED. MY HUSBAND
AND I BUILT AND RULED

ONE OF THE LARGEST
SMUGGLING GUILDS IN
THE OUTER RIM.

I STOLE A KEY
FROM THE
DEMIURGE

MAMMON, SCALED
GOD O' THE
DEEPS AND

MASTER OF THE
NEW WORLD.

AMBITIOUS 1
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- — -~ <
ow 715 1

you! 3
V- <
WUAT IN THE
SEVEN HoLY

| NAMES ARE You

/) \ESM HERE?

I CAN'T BE
INTERRUPTED
IN THIS way!

MY POOR
VAULT!

YOU REALLY
HAVE GONE
ROTTEN,
You OLD
FooL!

DID YOU THINK
YOU couLD HIDE
IN YOUR FETID
UOLE FOREVER!
WAR 1S COMING
AGAIN, YOu
ioloT!

THE HEIR HAS
ARISEN! THE RED
GOD IS GROWING

STRONGER!

YOU'RE
TALKING
NONSENSE,
NADIA!

WE'VE
ALWAYS
BEEN
FRIENDS,
YOu AND I.
CALM
YOURSELF!

MY HUSBAND...
MY COURT...
MY IMMORTALITY...

TO TOP IT OFF,
A COMMONER
FROM ONE OF

MY WORLDS HAS

SOMEHOW

GAINED THUE OLD

MAN'S POWER.

BECAUSE I
SENT HER
HERE WHEN
SHE CAME TO
ME! AND SHE
DESTROYED

wume/

UNTIL I FIND
THAT GIRL-

=I THINK I'D
RATHER RIP YOUR
STUPID LITTLE
TOWER APART-

-BRICK BY BRICK. )
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BULLSHIT.

A PRIME ANGEL,
ONE OF THE
VERY FIRST,

~THE SECRET

NAMES AND
VOICES OF GOD.

AS 1 TOLD YOU,
THE CONQUERING
KING 2055, RULER
OF TUE COSMOS,
SLEW ALL THE
PRIME ANGELS
WHEN HE SMASHED
HED e Siacic
HEAVEN

METATRON, GOD'S
SCRIBE, LE LEFT
ALIVE. METATRON 1,
TUE UNDYING. THE
OLDEST LIVING BEING
IN EXISTENCE. A
DIRECT LINK TO
DIEeCTHMK 10!

YES. EACH N

KEY 15 LIKE A
TGS To ThE
ul 0
voice OF A _THE VOICE
PARTICULAR  oEALITY AS IT
G0 5 Tue e
OF TUE FLAME
|MMORTAL.

T

TUA
SAYING TOO
LITTLE,

# THE WAR,
2055 FLED TO
BESTOW U5

POWER ON ONE
MORE WORTHY.

sl

DIVINE.

FROM UM,
2055 RIPPED TUE

AND BENT
THUEM INTO A FORM
USEABLE BY AN 4

You NOW
WEAR IT IN
YOUR BROW.

SPEAK WITU A KEY,
AND TUY VOICE AND
WILL ALIGN WITH

TUAT OF THE

CUT A PORTAL
BETWEEN
WORLDS.

STRIDE TUE
LiGUTNING.

THE BOY YOU NOW SEEK,
TUIS 24D, |5 THE
CHOSEN SUCCESSOR, THE
ONE TUAT WILL SLAY THE
SEVEN, RESTORE ORDER,

AND CLAIM THE THRONE.

WELL... MOSTLY THEY
JUST POWER WE

GATES. BUT YOURS CAN
CERTAINLY DO MORE.

TUE MASTER

KEY 15 NOT

YOURS TO
KEEP.

BUT WIS POWER
WAS MISTAKENLY
BESTOWED: URON
you. NOW [T IS
METATRON'S
WILL...

THAT THE POWER BE
RETURNED SAFELY TO
TUE TRUE KING.
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YOU GREAT, OVER-
arown LICARD!
WHERE IS5 SHE?
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TUAT'S BIG TALK FOR
SOMEONE FOUR FOOT

TALL NAMED PRINCESS
MAMORU Mo@

FAILING THAT.
THA CAN HAVE
HER clHoP
VEGETABLES.

COME TO THINK OF
IT, MY ONLY ACTUAL
SKILL IS LIKE, MAKING
COFFEE.

T'LL PROBABLY NEED
SOMEONE WHO'S
\ USEFUL IN A FIGHT
ANYWAY.

CORRECT.

WHICH 15
WHY you
NEED ME.
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AND THAT'S
PRETTY MUCH How
IT RUNS. A PRETTY

OLD, VERY
A STANDARD DEVIL
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ARE YOUR
NOODLES.

THE FIRST IS DEBATABLE.
TUE SECOND 15
UNDOUBTEDLY FALSE.
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THOUSAND MEN.
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THOSE NOODLES
BEFORE I STARVE
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WITH A HUNDRED
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ONE!
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EN'T GONNA LIE THIS

IF WE'RE TO ROB
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O ALL
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IF I TOLD THEE
TRUE (T wouLD
MAKE THEE
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SWOLLEN WITH TUEIR
POWER.

I BUILT
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DECADENCE.

I WENT THROUGH
NEAR FIFTEEN
SLAVES A DAY.
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PIECES OF SILVER
AND WALKED AWAY.
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SUMMONED BACK, OR
SOMETUING LIKE ME.

HE WANTED HIS
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| IT TOOK MY UUSBAND
MONTUS TO REASSEMBLE
MY MASK.

EVEN TUOUGH I STOLE
dUST A TINY LITTLE
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POWER, [T WAS ENOUGH
TO LET ME INDULGE.
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BIG OF A THREAT TO

| WAS NO DEMIURGE.
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ANOTI-IEvl‘Zé l:AAMMOM

AND | NEVER, EVER
WANT TO BE THAT
PERSON AGAIN.
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ALL TUE KEYS ARE FRAGMENTS,
WEAK COPIES O' TUE TRUE KEY,
EACH TUNED TO A DIFFERENT

ALRIGHT, SO
YOU STOLE A
KEY. AREN'T
THERE, LIKE, A
MILLION OF
THEM?

DURING THE
WAR, THE
KINGS OF OLD

TUERE'S
A REASON

ALL THEM [N
MERCENARIES N5
ARE AFTER
THEE.

BUT YOU WERE
SUCCESSFUL!

NOW THERE ARE ONLY SEVEN TRUE
KEYS OUTSIDE O' YOURS. EACH O’
THEM ALL THOSE FRAGMENTS
COMBINED. A SEVENTH OF THE
NAME O’ GOD. A DIVINE WORD.
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EN'T MUcH
WAY TO GET
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OUTSIDE O'
BENDING

NECK TO THE
5T|NKIN’ NEW

OR... DO
SOMETHING
IMPOSSIBLE.

ATIMES THE SEVEN WILL
FRAGMENT THEIR OWN POWER,
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THE SEVEN THEMSELVES.
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RIGHT AND
PROPER
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WAS WORSE. STOLEN FROM
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INCLUDING ME.
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MAMMON ONCE, You TOO CLOSE TO / IF I TOUCH IT, IT WILL
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) \ A P BRIM. I CAN'T HELP

THEE.

WELL LISTEN UP,
BITCH! I'M NOT A

{ THouelir= CHARACTER IN

THEN WHY- YOUR DUMB-ASS
STORIES!

-1 THOUGHT...
MAYBE I COULD...
-ARE YOU EVEN- MAKE SOMETHING
) OF THEE. AND I AM Y
NOT YOUR
FRIEND.

HELL OFF MY
SHIp!

SOMETHING
TO HELP
PROTECT

I'LL DO (T
WE'LL ROB
THE RICHEST
AND MOST
DANGEROUS
MONSTER N
CREATION! |5
THAT WHAT.
THA WANTS?

SOUNDS LIKE
A DEAL TO
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I WARNED HER
ABOUT HER
BLOOD LOSS!

I FORGET You
HUMANS NEED
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WELLWISE.
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THREE UAD TO DIE
TO GET IN HERE.
WELL DONE, YAB.

I RUINED ME
BEST COAT AND
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OoUT OF cles.
LET'S FILL OUR
POCKETS AND
GO BLOW IT ALL
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PLEASE TRAIN = SPECTACULAR
ME/ TEACUH ME - IDIOT WouLo
THE WAYS OF NES Z WANT TO BE MY

SWORD LAW/! STUDENT, AND I
7 DON'T TRAIN
SIMPLETONS.

7 BUT AUNTE, . g
i B Wakiia / DAUGHTER
00DL 4 OF TUE NOODLE VENDOR,
FOREVER! _, L WANT TO BE A REMAIN A NOODLE
UERD, LIKE TUE X
S GODS OF THE VENDOR!/

FLEE FROM
THE SWORD!

MARRY YOUNG!
YOUR GODS ARE i GROW OLD, FAT,
ALL BUTCHERS. AND HAPPY! HAVE

BUT AUNTIE/

AND MY \
MOTHER CALLS

NosoDY
TAKES ME A 5
SERIOUSLY! THE ) ME AN IDIOT!

BOYS MAKE FUN OF
\ ME AND BEAT ME/

YOUR MOTUER
IS RIGUT.

IT'S ALL I EVER
WANTED! PLEASE
TRAIN ME!






