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I don’t like 
being lied to, 
even if it’s a 
lie of omission.

That’s what Mrs. Forrester 
had done--told me just enough 
to get me in serious trouble.

And get me attacked 
not once, but twice.

It’d been a hell of 
a twenty-four hours.



What I hadn’t figured 
yet was what the studio 
attacks had to do 
with William Forrester 
disappearing.

Now that 
we’ve played 

nice, you 
wa�a te� 
me why you 

lied?

You 
lied to 

me.
Come 
inside.

YEAH.

DRiNK?



But I’ve b�n 
a�acked twice! 

And I’m finding out 
murders have b�n 
ru�ing rampant at 

your husband’s 
studio.

What does his 
disa�earance 

have to do with 
anything?

Who’s 
John 
Price?

Not 
directly, but 
I overheard 

him talking to 
John Price--

When 
I met Bi�y, I 
was a young 

actre�.

We ma�ied 
fast, but once 

we were ma�ied, 
he insisted I 
never come 

on set.

Did he 
give you 

any reason 
why?

What would 
you have said 

if I told you the 
truth? Probably 

would have had me 
co�i�ed.

I n�ded 
you on my side, 
and the only 
way was to 
show you. 
This case is 
di�erent.

No. 
Probably 

not.

And would 
you have 
listened?

“Di�erent” is 
an understatement. 

You could have 
at least told me 

to expect the 
unexpected. 



“I’m inclined 
to agr�.”

Before he 
disa�eared, 

Bi�y told me they 
were real, and 
that John Price 
was not to be 

trusted.

Whatever 
is going on, my 
husband made an 

unholy a�iance with 
evil people, and I 

think those people 
are now ru�ing 

the studio.

You 
should 

have told 
me this. 

He’s a 
makeup artist. 
He’s known as 
the “Father of 

Monsters” 
at World 
Studios. 

I’ve never 
trusted him. 
I think he 

knows more 
thAn he 
lets on.

You’ve 
never heard 

of him?

What 
were they 
talking 
about?

They were 
arguing one night, 

not t� long before 
Bi�y disa�eared. Price 
mentioned a cult, and 

a Dark Lord. And… 
that monsters 

were real.



You’re 
going to have 

to find yourself 
another 

detective.

I’	 double 
your rate.

Not 
enough.

TRiPLE.

Ge�ing 
warmer.

We	, if 
warmth is 

what you’re 
l�king 
for…

You 
can’t. 
I n�d 
you. 

Lady, 
you have a 

strange way 
of showing 

it.



I was stupid to let 
her seduce me, but I 
couldn’t help myself. 

It felt so 
familiar, again. 
And easy. 

I knew I was being played. 
I could see the ending 
from here. She had a lot 
to gain if her husband was 
found, and even more if he 
was found dead. 




