YAAAAAAH!

What’s the big
deal with these
Clockwork
King ‘bots?

I think Horus just
hates them because
they screwed up
his window remote
control.

Yeah, well, I think
Horus has problems
with his little gadgets
that go way beyond
these Clockwork
guys.

At least his armor
doesn’t malfunction!
As long as the power
fist and flight pack
work, I’m happy.
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That felt
really good!
We sure showed
‘em.

Oh yeah…the doctor’s
association benefit. I
thought we might do a
little patrolling…

You did most
of the showing
there, H. Good
work.

And we’ve still got
plenty of time to get
ready for tonight.

Plus it’s for a good cause. They’re
raising money to help the victims of
Vahzilock’s zombie factory that WE
uncovered. As much as I hate to admit
it, we’ve got to show up.

But there’s gonna
be a ton of others
there who’ve been
fighting Vahzilok. They
won’t even miss us.

Are you kidding!
This is going to be a big
time party! I hear the Back
Alley Brawler himself will
be there.

Before the war I went to
a few of them…they were
somewhat entertaining I
suppose.

Come on
H.! It’s a party.
When was the last time
you went to a major
league shindig like
this?

Well, it’s settled then!
Let’s hit the road. I’ve got a
hair appointment and then I
have to pick up my tux.

What do you mean tux?
Aren’t you going to wear
your costumes?

What are you, crazy?
This is a black tie affair. I’m
not wearing spandex and
Kevlar.

I even bought a
dress - although I’m
going to return it
tomorrow morning.

You know what? I’m gonna have to beg
off. I just remembered that I wanted
to make some tune-ups on those panic
buttons I gave you guys. And my TiVo’s
been acting up, I need to fix it.

You guys go on.
Have a good time.
I’ll be fine.

Well, that
was weird.
Yeah.

Whatever.
Let’s get
going. I can’t
wait for this
party!

Sis!
You’ll never guess
where I am. I just wanted to
call and let you know that I just
saw that singer you love so much
- Dillon Chase. Bet you wish
you were here huh?

You can brag to your
sister later! Come on,
let’s get inside.

Ok sis, gotta go.
The mayor wants to
meet me!

Yeah, right.

Oh wow…how’s
my tie?

Wow indeed…I
should’ve “borrowed”
a better dress…

Oh my God! Look!
It’s the Back Alley
Brawler.
You might make less of
a scene if you didn’t
talk quite so loud.
And he’s talking
to the mayor.
I’d hate to see
what you’d do if the
Statesman showed up.
And over there.
Who’s that? Isn’t
he somebody?
You mean the
Waiter?
No, no, next
to him…

And that girl
over there
- I know I’ve
seen her on TV
before.

Are we the only
people here who
aren’t famous?

Oh yeah! She’s
that model who
does the weather
on channel 8.

Excuse me

Well…the
waiters don’t
look familiar.
Except that
one.

Oh, yeah, I think
I saw him in
costume in Perez
Park once…

Hi, I’m Michael White.
I just wanted to take a
moment to congratulate…

You’re the
Back Alley
Brawler!

Ahem. Yes.
And you’re
Apogee right?
Apex.

Sorry. Apex, that’s right. And
War Witch. Nice job on that
Vahzilok case.

Good to meet both
of you. Keep up the
good work. Wasn’t
there a third fella?

Thank you sir.
It’s great…it’s an
honor.

Horus. He couldn’t
make it. Crime never
sleeps and all
that. You know how
it goes…

An honor
to meet
you.
Man, do I
ever. Anyway,
best of luck
to all three of
you.

Thank you
sir.
That was so COOL!

Yeah
it was. But
you’re such a
doofus.

I can’t believe he
recognized us!

Ok, we’ve
got to get our act
together here. This is a chance to
really network and make some
valuable contacts.
Right. Yeah, of
course.

Would you mind
fetching me one
as well?

Well, I’m not
sure about
that...

Hello there
darling. I’m Hillary
Rourke.

Don’t be so
modest. You’re the
toast of the
town.

It’s a pleasure
to meet you Ms.
Rourke. I’m…

I think
I need a
drink.

Why don’t you escort
me on over to the
bar and help me
choose?

Why you’re
Apex of course. I
imagine every woman
here knows exactly
who you are.

I’m flattered you
think so. But what can
I get you to drink?

It would be my pleasure.
I’ll be the envy of every
man in the room with you
on my arm.

And I the
envy of every
woman. That makes us
quite a couple.
Don’t worry…
I’ll be
fine.

It’s a wonderful thing you did, uncovering
that ring of corrupt doctors. Why my own
cosmetic surgeon was on the list of
those captured.
I aim to
please mam. All
in a day’s work, I
assure you.

So modest. But
please, don’t call me
mam. It’s Hillary. If we’re
going to be close, we
should be on a first name
basis.

And my name is Hernando
Barrera. Hernando if you
please.
This is some party.
Reminds me a little of
the scene back in Miami
Beach, only with more
super powers.

Oh it’s all right
I suppose. A little
staid for my tastes.
The real party starts
later…if you know who
to ask for an invite.

Luckily
for you, now
you do.

“Oooh Apex, you’re
so strong! Won’t
you rescue me from
this butt-ugly
dress I paid
$5000 for.”

“Oh, Ms. Rourke,
I’m a big famous
hero now. Of
course I can
help you with
your little
problem.”

I’m sorry, were
you talking to
me?

What?!?
No, I’m sorry.
Just talking to
myself.

Oh, I see,
sorry.

My name’s
Cliff. Can I get
you a drink or
anything?

No, I’m fine
thanks.

Ok, well, nice
meeting you.

Uh-huh.
What is she
going on
about now?

Hey Clarissa! Hillary invited us to
come with her to some private party
she knows about. It sounds
much cooler than this
place.

What’s
wrong with
my outfit?
Nothing at all darling.
It’s very eighties-punkchic. Especially the twotone hair. I love it.

You don’t
sound like you
love it…

I’m very hard
to read. Trust
me, you’ll have a
blast.

C’mon Clarissa, it’ll be
cool. Hillary says we’ll
get to see how heroes
really party in this
town.
Why did you
tell her my
name?
Sorry about that.
Don’t worry, she’s
cool, and she knows
everyone. You said
we should make
contacts.

Darling, you
simply must come.
It’ll be tremendous
fun, and your
ensemble will fit in
much better.

Fine, but she better not make
any more comments about
my hair or she’s getting
a flaming sword up her
stuck-up butt.

What are
we doing
Um…cool.
This is
different.

here?
Seeing how
heroes really
party. Like
Hillary

My dear,
you have
no idea how
different it
is.

said.
Uh huh. Sure.

This my
dears, is
what I call a
party!

I’ll say.
It’s very,
well, loud.

Come
on Hernando
- show me some
of that Latin rhythm
I’ve heard so
much about.

No, no, don’t
mind me. I’ll
wait right here.

Ok, but be
careful, it
might get too
hot for you.

{Tssk}.
“Latin Rhythm.”
Please!

Oh,
I doubt
that darling.

Come on!

Whatchoo
need hot
stuff?
How about
a bottle of
water.

Sure
thing. Eight
bucks.

You’re
kidding right?
Eight dollars
for a bottle of
water?

You owe us money Raul. You
took on product and you’re
three days late with what
we’re owed.

At least
the drinks were
free at the last
party…

Forget it.

That’s not really our
problem Raul. You owe the
Tsoo money or blood.
Your choice.

Please!
Gimme another
day, I swear I’ll
get the money.

I can’t sell it! You’ve
flooded the streets with
the stuff! No one’s buying right
now - not at the right prices
anyway.

There’s
gotta be a
water fountain or
bathroom around
here somewhere.

I’ll need
some
collateral.
Your ear
looks about
right.

You boys don’t look like
you’re having much fun. Don’t
you know this is supposed
to be a party?
Come
on. Let’s
dance.

Nice kick. Too bad you
didn’t make it count. You’re
not getting another
chance.

You got a pretty
voice lady. I can’t
wait to hear ya
scream.

You do
have the moves
Hernando.
I was
brought up in
the mean streets
of South Beach. If
you can’t dance and
look beautiful, you’ll
get nowhere in
life.

Why did you leave?
Why come to Paragon
City?

WHAT
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To do good I guess.
Like with that Vahzilok
thing. I wanted to be
more than another
pretty face.
Don’t downplay
the virtues of
having a pretty
face!

Well then, I’m
sure you’d have
no problem at
all!

I wouldn’t
dream of
it…not in your
presence.

My, it looks
like your friend
found some
playmates.

I could use
a hand here
Apex!

You’re not
the only one with
powerful friends in
the building.And
Hey…what did
you do?
Just hold still for a
moment my darling. As
you’ll see, I’ve got security
all taken care of.

my friends
have better
hair.

Did
you guys get
lost on the way to the
Renaissance festival or
something?

My dear Clarissa.
Please sheathe...or do
whatever you do with
that sword of yours. My
girls have everything
under control.

Somehow I don’t think your “girls”
are going to turn these drug
dealers over to the
police.

This is my party dear,
and these are my rules. I’ll
take care of this. Why don’t
you go to the ladies room
and freshen up?

Not gonna
happen lady.
Well then, I
suppose the
girls will just
have to take
care of you
as well.

Oh shoot!
Not now…

EEP!!
E
R
B EEEP!!
BR

Hey the panic
button works!
Cool…

EP!!
BREE REEEP!!
B

Which means
that Apex and
War Witch are in
trouble!

I just hope the
homing beacon part
of the button works.

Open

!

says a me!
Shoot!
C’mon, open
up!

Ahhh,
forget it…

Ge

mo!
i
n
ro

APEX! I could use
some blasted
help here!

Hernando won’t leave my
side darling, no matter how
much he wants to, will you
darling?

It’s a shame Hernando. You showed real
promise. I could’ve been happy with you
for at least a few days. But this tactless
little WITCH of yours has quite
spoiled the mood.

You’d better
let him the
hell go!

oww

w!

Thanks!

No prob. You
ready to kick some
ren faire reject
butt?

Always.

But I can see
you really do
want to help
your little
friend.

Put Them Down!

Much too
slow, you poor
dear.

OU CH!
He is cute.

In a rather
mindless manner I
suppose.
And much,
much too
clumsy.

Nice moves
handsome. But you
better look out
behind you.

AaAa

AaAH!

Has
anyone ever
told you that you
have a wonderfully
masculine
scream?

Don’t struggle
sweetie, or
the cut will be
uneven

AAAA

AH!

What the
heck have
you guys gotten
yourselves into
here?

I don’t
believe it…your
panic button
actually
worked.

Well little witchy-poo,
I’m sure this isn’t the first
party you’ve ruined in
your life.

Ok, guys, on
the count of
three.

No, make
it two.

At least your
friend knows
how to make an
entrance.

One…

Before you test
the limits of your
counting, you might
want to look
around.

You’ve managed to set
this whole building on
fire with that dreadful
little toy sword of
yours.

Don’t you think you
owe it to these
people to save them,
now that you’ve
ruined their evening?

Let her go!
We need to help these
people.

This isn’t my fault!
We can’t let her…

Listen! We need
to put out this fire we need your ice
powers.

Toodles.

#
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It looks
like there were
at least nine people
trapped in the fire - most
in the basement. There was
no way anyone could
have gotten to them
in time.

45 Minutes Later

Ok,
thanks.

This isn’t our fault.
We’re not the bad
guys here.

Don’t walk
away! Come on,
we need to talk
about this.

Yeah, but I started
that fire. That was
my fault.

I
need to
meditate.

We got
played manipulated
into this.

What is she
doing?

I just hope it
helps her.
Apparently
she’s
meditating.

In the
middle of
the street?
Now?

Don’t
ask me. I
have no idea
what happens
when she goes
into those
trances of
hers.

What
is it child?
What has
happened?

I…I made
a terrible
mistake.

Show us
Clarissa.

I made a
mistake and
people died.

Show
us what
happened.

This is indeed terrible
Clarissa. Any death is a tragedy
- but such senseless suffering
and pain is most
horrifying.

This is not your
fault my child.
However,
it is your
responsibility. You
must make it
right.

There are greater
forces at work
here than you
realize. Much
greater.

Their power comes from the
devouring of human souls
- a food source that gives
them great power indeed.

The women
you fought
tonight were part
of the Carnival of
Shadows - ravenous
heirs to a centuries
old power.

They
have no care
or cause except
their own pleasure and the whims of their
mistress, Vanessa
DeVore.

You must find her and stop
her and avenge those whose
deaths she caused tonight.
To do that, you must find
her mistress.

You met
one of her
closest servants
tonight - this Hillary
Rourke sits at the
mistress’ right hand,
although we know a
secret she keeps
even from
Vanessa.

First, we must tell you the
tale of Salome’s Ruby.
Then find her, and, with our
help, justice will be done

I’ll find her. You bet
I’ll find her. Just tell
me what I need to
know.

I don’t know man. I
don’t even know who
they were. I’ve never
heard of them.

So, um, should we
go home or try and
chase those crazy
ladies or what?

Maybe War Witch
will come up with a
plan.

You know I
can hear every
word you say.

Involving eye of
newt and toe of frog
or something. I dunno
what good that’ll
do us.

And yes, I
do know what to
do next - although
it does not in fact
involve any newt
parts.

Nine people died here
tonight. Part of that’s
my fault. But mostly a
woman named Vanessa
DeVore is to
blame.

We’re
going to
find her and
kick her
butt.

Cool.

To Be Continued...

