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¢ GREETINGS
HIDEOUS PERVERT!
WELCUM TO MY
MAUSOLEUM OF
MASTURBATION! MY
BROTHEL OF BURIED
BOOTY! MY CRYPT

THE RED LIGHT DISTRICT
OF THE CEMETERY

ALLOW ME TO
INTRODUCE MYSELF-
I AM MADAME OF THE
POST-MORTEM SEX
TRADE! PURVEYOR OF
POLTERGEIST

THE ONE AND ONLY -

WHORE OF HORROR!




THERE IS NO FETISH
TOO SICK OR TOO
SUPERNATURAL !

WEVE 6OT
GHOULS GONE

MAYBE
YOU LIKE 'EM YOUNG
AND "BARELY DEAD"!
FRESH FEON} THE

THOSE HORNY
¢ MORTICIANS GANG-BANGED
A ME ALL DAY! T WAS THE BIGGEST
4 SLUT ON THE SLAB! I CAN TAKE IT
UP ALL FOUR HOLES — MY PUSSY,
ASS, MOUTH AND AUTOPSY
INCISION!

HOW ABOUT A
Bl& BOOBED
BANSHEE?

NO? YOU'RE
A TOUGH
CUSTOMER!

WHAT YOU NEED IS THE V.I.P.
TREATMENT (VERY /MPATIENT PERVERT). PUT
YOUR HANDS INTO YOUR PANTS AND GRAB ON

TIGHT, AS T TAKE YOU INTO THE DARKEST,
FILTHIEST REACHES OF THE

WHOREHOUSE
OF HORROR!
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HELLO, SICKO! UM
WATCH ME AS T ENJOY
AN OUT-OF-BODY
SEXPERIENCE!

MY SouL 1S
MASTURBATING
OVER MY SEXY
LIFELESS BODY!

MEET TITTIANA, THE
STAR ATTRACTION
AT THE "HONEY POT
PUSSY BAR'.

THAT SMUG—LOOKING
BUSINESSMAN (FAR
RIGHT) 1S MAX, THE
CLUB'S OWNER AND A
MAJOR DRUG DEALER.-
HE'S HERE TO KEEP AN
EYE ON BUSINESS.

BUT TONIGHT, NOT
EVERYONE IN THE
AUDIENCE IS HERE
FOR THE SHOW.

I ADMIT, THAT WAS A BIT
FREAKY EVEN FOR ME! BUT You
GOTTA TRY EVERYTHING, AFTER ALL YOU
ONLY LIVE ONCE---OR TWICE IF YOU'RE THE
LIVING DEAD.-.OR FOREVER IF YOU'RE A

GOD...OR NEVER IF YOU'RE AN
APPARITION, OR.- .-
g s WHATEVER, IT'S

COMPLICATED! BEST NOT
TO OVER-THINK [T!

AS YOU'LL SEE, SPENDING TOO

MUCH TIME HANGING OUT IN THE GRAY
ZONE BETWEEN LIFE AND DEATH CAN GIVE
YOU A BAD CASE OF- ..
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THE SHOOTERS ESCAPE FROM THE CLUB UNHARMED- THE
ONLY VICTIM IS TITTIANA, CAUGHT IN THE CROSSFIRE-




ONLY MOMENTS AGO SHE WAS CLINGING TO THE STRIPPER | ¢
POLE OF STARDOM- NOW SHE BARELY CLINGS TO LIFE-

/4

GREETINGS,

MY CHILD. AS THE
ANGEL WHO GUARDS
THE ENTRANCE TO
HEAVEN, T MUST ASK
YOU - WHAT WAS YOUR
OCCUPATION IN
LIFE?




THEN YOU MUST GIVE ME
A LAP DANCE. ONLY THEN
\ MAY YOU MERIT TO SIT ON

STRIPPER AT THE LAP OF GOD -

THE HONEY POT )
PUSSY BAR-
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I GET INTO Y/

o OH, YEAH, SURE.
WHATEVER -




WHAT'S
= uHaPPENING
TO ME?!

T HAVEN'T
NTERED THE
LIGHT YET!

HOW ARE You
FEELING, TITTIANA?

I JOURNEYED
TOWARD THE
LIGHT! I DID A LAP
DANCE FOR AN

THERE'S SEX IN HEAVEN!
GOD OFFERED ME VIP SEATING
ON HIS ETERNAL LAP!

T THINK YOU MAY BE
DELIRIOUS. YOUVE BEEN
THROUGH A LOT.-

BEEN MORE
LUCID! T HAVE TO

TELL EVERYONE ABOUT I\

) THIS! T'LL WRITE A
\ BOOK! T'LL HIT THE
- TALK SHOW
CclreuUIT!




THIS MAN HAS BEEN IN A
VEGETATIVE STATE FOR OVER
A MONTH- WHAT DO You
NOTICE ABOUT HIM?

I WANT TO
SHOW Yol
SOMETHING-

---ALL IN THE PAST MONTH, EVER SINCE

1 -
il] HE ARRIVED AT OUR HOSPITAL -
f I ;
A

YOU'RE THE 5TH YOUNG LADY
TO HAVE HAD A SEXUAL ENCOUNTER WITH
THIS MAN DURING A NEAR DEATH
EXPERIENCE. - -

ARE YOU |
SAYING HE'S NOT
ONE OF GOD'S

ANGELS?! ‘

HA! 6OD'S ANGEL !
ANYTHING BUT!

THIS 1S MERV
PLOCHINSKY, HIGH
SCHOOL JANITOR.-.

dflim)
BETTER
KNOWN AS MERV ]
THe perv! A |

You KNOow
HOW HE ENDED UP
LIKE THIS? T ;
— b THE PERV WAS
JERKING OFF WHILE

.v STUFFING HIS MOUTH WITH
. PANTIES STOLEN FROM THE K

)

s?’/

GIRL'S LOCKER ROOM

z ; THEY GOT STUCK IN
HIS THROAT AND HE
CHOKED ON THEM!




z HE'S UP THERE THIS SON OF A BITCH IS
UH-OH.- SCREWING ANOTHER POOR NEITHER ALIVE NOR DEAD.-.
HE'S DOING IT - GIRL WHO'S HOVERING BETWEEN ALL THESE DAMN MACHINES
AGAIN RIGHT b LIFE AND DEATH AND DOESN'T KEEP HIM TRAPPED IN THE
NOw. 0 REALIZE SHE'S BEING TAKEN REALM IN BETWEEN-
= ADVANTAGE OF .
BUT ==
HOW - ?
\\ \ |, P / N
X HE'S STUCK '
\ S @ THERE IN LIMBO, TRICKING
& 7 J[ HeHas LiTERALLY EVERY POOR
S \\\\ 3 4 TURNED THE LOCAL DEAD OR DYING
N \\\\\ _—=# 1\ PORTAL TO HEAVEN a GIRL INTO THINKING
Y // INTO HIS O\AIJN SHE r;JJEEDs TO.-.
: BROTHEL ! _

TITTIANA RECOVERS AND RETURNS
TO THE ONLY LIFE SHE KNOWS -
BUT LIKE MOST PEOPLE WHO'VE
HAD A GLIMPSE OF THE OTHER
SIDE, SHE'S NOT QUITE HER OLD
SELF ANYMORE. -

ASSHOLES! YOoU
EXPECT ME TO BEND DOWN

FOR A LOUSY TWENTY?Z! FUCK
YOU BOTH!

TITTIANA, IS
SOMETHING WRONG?
YOUR PERFORMANCE
SEEMS A LITTLE OFF
TODAY- YOU SEEM...

DISTANT-

. WANT ME TO FUCK

\, HM UP FOR YA?

NAH- YOU COULDN'T

POSSIBLY FUCK HIM UP ANY MORE )

THAN HE ALREADY IS.-.

YEAH- A
MOTHERFUCKER
RIPPED ME OFF. HE
LIED TO ME TO GET
A FREE LAP
DANCE.-

---HE'S BRAIN
DEAD AND ON LIFE
SUPPORT -

AW, SHE'S
BEEN BITCHY
EVER SINCE SHE }

DON'T WORRY
ABOUT IT. IT'S MY
PROBLEM. T'LL
DEAL WITH IT-




] WITHIN DAYS THE GROUP HAS
OVER A DOZEN MEMBERS -

SEVERAL MEMBERS OF
THE GROUP MEET IN v HE TOLD ME -
PERSON AT A CAFE TO HE TOLD ME T . ; ;I'HAT ONLY BY WEP'«IEINé y
SHARE THEIR STORIES. HADTOoGNVEHMA N | A "PEARL NECKLACE" FROM I WAS A VIRGIN,
HAND 108 45 thar T Y\ HM WOULD T BE ABLE TO v SAVING MYSELF FOR
rouLd meerr To o 1R ENTER THE PEARLY / { MARRIAGE. HE TOLD ME
eyeons et A GATES A= I'M MARRIED TO THE
> / I \ ANGELS NOW AND THAT T
HAND- ' \ HAD TO CONSUMMATE IT
WITH HIM.

LISTEN UP, GIRLS! IT'S TOO LATE TO | N 7 I SAYWE PULL THE N~ T/ YOU WANNA
SAVE OURSELVES, BUT WE CAN STILL PROTECT & oﬁtﬁﬁﬁﬂ"s’aﬂfﬁﬁﬁﬁéﬁ QGTTHE N7 GOTOJAL FOR
OTHER DYING WOMEN FROM BEING TRICKED INTO i MURDER? T SURE

]
HOPEFLILLYA IN H}S CASE, TO wg’;;g{zéﬁf A
ELL!

PLAN...




. .

ﬂ MY BOSS OWES ME A HUGE FAVOR AFTER ALMOST SHOOTING ME DEAD RECENTLY."

<o

| "HE HAPPENS TO BE A MAJOR DRUG DEALER." .

. Y [ a
47 € |'vE can nook us uP wITH sHIT
0, ( THAT CAN ALMOST KILL US."
/ L .
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A1 "HE'LL GIVE EACH OF US A DOSE THAT WILL PU
US IN A STATE AS NEAR TO DEATH AS POSSIBLE."

q . : —
i | .
LA —\"4 7 —

AL MOST. BUT NOT QUITE." [
/| | B

{"WE'LL DO IT AT MY APARTMENT WHERE NOBODY
CAN BOTHER US. IT'LL BE JUST US THERE, AND
MY BOSS, MAX, AND HIS PERSONAL PHYSICIAN."

T -
—_— o e —

"MAX'S GUY HAS A LOT OF
——] EXPERIENCE RESUSCITATING
CUSTOMERS WHO OVERDOSE.
SAVES MAX FROM HAVING TO
DEAL WITH HOSPITALS AND

WHILE WE'RE ALL HMEINW
T MAX'S GUY WILL REVIVE US
BETWEEN LIFE AND DEATH, WE'LL FIND THAT AFTER A FEW MINLTES AND WELL WAKE UP

AERNRLE IR e TRUIE S RErl TR BACK ON EARTH, ALIVE, HAVING TAUGHT _J)

MERV A LESSON! HA!




YES, MY CHILD!
JUST AS I PENETRATE
YOUR INNER SANCTUARY, SO
TOO SHALL YOU ENTER /4
THE LORD'S!

GREETINGS, .

HOLY SOULS! T AM WA !

THE ANGEL OF GOD AT ﬁﬂsﬁgﬁﬁ‘i

WHO GRANTS ACCESS A= LUCKY DAY!
TO HEAVEN! p

S

£ L\""“\ ‘\
. " ‘ ‘ REMEMBER US, MERV

PLOCHINSKY? BETTER KNOWN
AS MERV THE PERV!




»~ STOP! WHAT ARE
YOU DOING?Z! T NEED TO
FUCK HIM TO GET INTO
~ HEAVEN!

THAT'S
WHAT HE
TELLS ALL
THE &IRLS!

THE STRESS BEING INFLICTED UPON MERV'S SOUL PROVES TOO MUCH
~\|FOR HIS MATERIAL BODY. AS A RESULT OF THE MERCILESS BEATING L
iﬁ BY HIS FORMER VICTIMS, HE HAS A HEART ATTACK AND DIES.-

== -




' GOOD LUCK
WERE WHATEVER HAPPENS

o \__ TO YoU NExT!

THANKS FOR
EVERYTHING!

T
THERE'S A GROUP OF

MEN HERE WHO WANT TO DO A
GANG BANG WITH YOU.-

MAX, YOU KNOW
I DON'T DO GANG

TITTIANA, COULD T
SPEAK TO YOU FOR A

THEY'RE OFFERING BIG MONEY. N '
REALLY BI& MONEY- J ( OKAYBOYS, WHO
= \ WANTS TO START?




BETCHA WE'RE THE I GOT HIS
DIDN'T KNOW THAT \ RECIPEENTS! I ) APPENDIX- g
MERYV CARRIED AN ] GOT HIS LIVER. —

ORGAN DONOR

CARD!

A PIECE OF HIS
SOuL LIVES ON IN

EACH ONE OF US. AND THAT

SouL WANTS

AND WE CAN'T
SAY NO TO THE
SouL OF THE MAN
WHO GAVE US A
SECOND CHANCE
AT LIFE-

I FORMED A FACEBOOK GROUP FOR MEN
WHO RECEIVED THE ORGANS OF SEX PERVERTS WHO
WERE BEATEN UP IN THE AFTERLIFE BY THE WOMEN
THAT THEY USED FOR SEX-

AND HERE WE ARE AT
OUR FIRST OFFICIAL
MEET-UP! WE'LL HAVE A FEW
MORE MEETINGS LIKE THIS
UNTIL WE FIND AND KILL
ALL YOU BITCHES!




You'LL NEVER GET
AWAY WITH THIS! MY
BOSS IS RIGHT OUTSIDE
THE DOOR!

STUPID WHORE!
WHO DO YOU THINK IS
GETTING YOUR
$50,0007 HE WAS
MORE THAN HAPPY TO
N COOPERATE!

SEEMS A TRAGIC
FATE BEFELL TITTIANA, BUT
DON'T FEEL BAD FOR HER; SHE
NOW PERFORMS FOR THE ELITE
CLIENTELE AT THE WHOREHOUSE
OF HORROR! WHAT COULD BE
MORE GLAMOROUS THAN

YOU'RE INVITED TO
HER MIDNIGHT SHOW, BY THE
WAY. MUST BE 18 YEARS OF AGE
- OR DEAD - TO ENTER! HEE!
HEE! HEE!

NOTE: THIS STORY DOES NOT APPEAR IN THE PRINTED EDITION OF "TALES FROM THE WHOREHOUSE OF
HORROR'. IT DOES APPEAR IN OUR DIGITAL LIBRARY, WITH AN ADDITIONAL 2-PAGE ALTERNATE ENDING!




HEE HEE! WANT SOME
MORE? THEN STICK YOUR HAND IN
YOUR PANTS AND WHIP IT oUT - YOUR
CREDIT CARD, THAT IS! THE CEMETERY'S
GROUNDSKEEPER (AND PIMP) YAKOV LEVI GETS
ANGRY WHEN HIS WHORES RETURN TO THEIR
GRAVES AT DAWN WITHOUT ANY MONEY TO
SHOW FOR A NIGHT'S WORK-

SO PLEASE SPLOOGE,

ER, SPLURGE ON THE
SMALL FEE TO DOWNLOAD
ALL THE TALES AT
WHORRORCOMIX-COM- IT'S
LESS THAN THE PRICE OF A
SECOND HAND BUTT PLUG, AND
YOU GET TO ENJOY OUR
ENTIRE LIBRARY!

IF YOU WON'T HELP
THE LIVING DEAD EARN A
LIVING, WE'LL BE FORCED TO
CLOSE THE GATES OF THE CEMETERY
FOREVER- THEN HORNY PERVERTS
LIKE YOU WILL HAVE NOWHERE TO
GO, AND YOU'LL BE REDUCED TO
JERKING OFF IN THE BACK
ROW OF FUNERALS.-




