




Hey StYx. 
Momma's home

She slithers, into the depths of her 
cave. Back from the slaying of mortals.

Once beautiful, 
she was adored by 
the gods. but she 
angered them and 
was twisted into 
an ugly wretch. 

With that power, 
she devoures the 
hearts and souls of 
men. Many fear the 
strike of this 

The power to turn men to stone, 
she held within her scaly eyes. 



A wretched beast she is.

Turning their bodies into 
statues of former heroes.

Thirsting 
for blood.

Sapping the life 
from the living.

No. sorry, 
none of this is 

for you.



Making them so 
cold on the inside

And dead on 
the outside.



 her violence is fueled only 
by a spontaneous rage. 

she does not operate by the 
means of premeditation. 

That is never quenched.



So she sheds her scales.

and grows 
her new skin.



to stalk her prey.

I have to 
go styx. but i'll 
be home soon 

enough.

with fangs exposed she 
leaps into the night.



I hate this 
place.



I hate 
when the 
prison is 

unlocked.

And the light 
exposes this 

hell hole

the junkyard 
for my forgotten 

soul.

For what 
it really is. not a 

crapy studio 
apartment in the bad 

part of town, 
but...



life was 
normal.

I used to 
be happy.

but now i'm 
obsessed and my 
thirst cannot be 

quenched.



who did 
this?

How will i 
find them?

why did 
they?

without any 
leads.

I got nothing. but 
i've found a way to 

figure it out.



With my favorite 
emo band's limited 

edition t-shirt,

black-size 
zero-thrift 
store-skin 
tight-girl 

pants,

straight 
edge belt,

and a pure 
black 

bandana.



I am

emo ninja!

and i will 
find the 

ones who 
depressed 

me.

and i will 
make them 

live my pain.



So every night 
i prowl through 

the city.

searching 
for leads, for 

justice...

no, just 
revenge.

revenge...



foolish boy, 
he comes here 

every night, 
searching for some 
clues to why he is 

what he is.

but, 
i'll kill 

him before 
he ever 
knows.

He's close. 
I can almost 

smell his 
depression.

The medusa salivates, 
anticipating her prey.

She waits.

and hides.



some would say 
this city has so much to 

offer, so many 
opportunities.

Too bad I 
haven't found 

any yet.

or anything 
worthwhile. i'm 
good at that.

Good at 
missed 

opportunities. 
good at 

failing. good 
at losing.



Good at 
walking into 

trouble, ignoring 
omens, following my 

depraved heart, 
however hopeless 

it may be. 



and strikes.

a smile 
exposes 
her 
fangs.

the 
poor 
fool 
slips 
into 
her 
trap.

she coils, leaps,

what!!

uhhh...



uhhh... 
who are 

you? I said, 
who are 
you?!?

What 
do you 
want?

My 
blades are 
like fangs, 
thirsty for 

blood.

come 
and taste it 

then!



You're a 
quick little 

rodent. But not 
fast enough.

i'm Faster 
than you 

think!

I want answers! who are 
you? why did you set a trap for 
me? I haven't done anything to 

you! you better tell me or i'll…
i'll…i'll…make you sorry you 

didn't!

I can't, 
they'll kill 
me. I have 

to…please 
don't kill 

me...

but…
why would 

you…we 
could work 
together 

and-



NO!!

together?? 
hahaha. i want to 

kill you. 
my 

glasses...

look! 
see what 

turns men to 
stone!



she's the 
prettiest 

medusa that i've 
ever seen.

my 
glasses...

You know 
something...

AH! 
STOP! NO! 
YOu must 

Die!!!



what a 
rough 
night.

but it 
wasn't for 
nothing i 
guess.

I found 
the love of 

my life.

Too 
bad she's 
my only 
lead...



The sun glitters, 
reflecting off her 
scales. the once 
slithering carcass 
stirs again. his taste 
still on her tongue.

she is 
left 
for 
dead. fragile.

thirsty 
for his 
blood.

wounded.

and angry.




