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Aaron Nile was an arrogant man. Always right, never wrong. His aggressive behavior led to
much misery and death, until one day a wayward shove threw him to his own demise. In the
afterlife, his life was judged to have more bad than good. To atone for his evil acts, he would
return to the living and purge the evil in others. He would rip the evil from the souls of the
living until he could tip the balance of his own worth.
He is the avenging force that is...

While evil can exist at any time, there
is one time of the year when it is the
strongest.
When all that is good is eclipsed and
the wicked reign supreme.
When the dark lord Takofanes is able
to blot out the sun and summon the
dead to rise.
That time is called the Blood Moon.
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Millennium City, Mi, USA
During the Blood Moon...

The Blood Moon...

It's more than just a
red haze over the
Earth and a bloodred moon in the sky.
There is no daylight during the
blood Moon. It is always night.

It means there is nothing to
stop the dark lord Takofanes
from coming to this city to
prey on the living.

It means all forms of evil
are free to prey on the
innocent.

*gasp!*

Amanda...

Amanda...
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My name is Aaron Nile...
I have been condemned to
walk the Earth for over
two centuries.

Not alive yet not dead.
Takofanes has no power over
me, yet I feel the same pull
of evil as the dead.

Only here, in my Purgatory
Lair, can I control the
power that coarsens
through me during the
Blood Moon.
Only here... Can I be human.

But I can never stay here
during the Blood Moon.

I’m looking
for Aaron Nile.
I’m told he
lives here.

Hello?

There will always be
a need for me to help
the living.

There is no one living
by that name here.
Whoever told you
otherwise was wrong.

Well you don’t sound
like the dead.
Not like the dead I’ve
seen around the city.
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I hope you don’t
mind me coming
down to talk
with you.

Hi... My name is
Amanda Zigfree.
You are Aaron
Nile, right?

I don’t like
talking from a
distance.

Some of
the time.

I need
your help.
I’m being
stalked.

I did. They sent me
to some magic
bookstore. The
woman there told
me to see you.

Tell it to
the police.

My stalker is...
Not living.

He’s been following
me since the Blood
Moon started.

What does
he want?

Showing up
everywhere I go.

I don’t
know.

He follows me...
Calls me by my name.

The dead don’t just
show up stalking
strangers and calling
them by their name.

An “influencer”... An empty title, but
I have seen people like this before.
They used to have social events for
these kinds of people to dress up
and pretend to be important.
Now they do it through their phones
and in their pajamas.

How does he know you?

I... I have fans
around the world.
I’m an influencer
on social media.
He probably was
one of my online
followers.
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I can pay you
whatever you
want.

Go home,
Amanda Zigfree.
Go home and
wait out the
Blood Moon.

I have all I
ever need.
Your money
is useless.

Please... I’m
desperate.

I see him in every
dark alley and
around every
corner.

I can’t sleep.
I can’t eat.

I’m afraid to take
a shower for fear
he’d be there.

I’ll give you
anything you want.

Anything!

You have
nothing
that I want.

Look
at me.
Anything.
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Put your
shirt back
on, please.

If you really
want my help,
then you need to
be dressed for
us to continue.

But... I...

You do not want
to be half-naked
for what you are
about to see.

What you see of me...
This form...
This is not what I
am now.
This is just a
shadow of what I
was when I was alive.
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But if I am to
help you, I need
to discard this
shell and show
a more... Baser
version.

I... i...

Okay!
Okay...
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A-August.
I think his name
was August.
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Downtown... Minutes later...

The woman mentioned a girl
at a magic bookstore.
There is only one magic
bookstore in Millennium City
run by a girl.
The Magic Lantern Bookstore.
Whose glyph stands out as a safe
area even during the Blood Moon.

I’m sorry, Aaron, but I
really don’t know too
much about Amanda other
than what she told you.
In case you haven’t
noticed, we’re in the
middle of the Blood
Moon.
I have to do everything
in my power to keep the
mystical field intact
and keep Takofanes
away from this place.

Alicia Blackmun is a formidable
witch, even if she dresses like
a costume harlot.
If I was still alive, I’d be trying
to entice her into my bed.

She didn’t seem
desperate... She
wouldn’t tell me who
the stalker was, but
the way she
described him... It
was almost as
though he was more
of an annoyance
than a threat.
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Sorry!

I just
needed to
take a
break and
re... Charge.

I’m sorry... My name
is Elite Ice and...

We could really
use your help
out there!

I am sensing a
tremendous amount
of mystical power
in you!

Takofanes and
his undead
minions are
kicking our
butts.

He’s... Not a big
fan of this time
of the year.

And they
call me
arrogant!
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Stupid child! She knows only a
fraction of what mystical
forces are and how they work.
But her presumptiveness
gave me the incentive to get
out here, over the city.

Somewhere down there is
Amanda’s stalker,
connected to her by evil.

He is thinking about her, as I am.
He is drawn to her as she wanted
me to be drawn to her.

This form... This
version of myself...
It is stronger... But
also more vile.

The wants...
Are stronger.

The vices... The urgings
of my former life are
magnified.

But my want for her allows
me to find his want for her.

Like a divining rod
leading me to water.

She dresses for business,
yet I feel the pull towards
the poverty of Westside.
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Westside

The dead are around us.

The Blood Moon has pulled the
dead to the surface.
The multitude killed by Doctor
Destroyer a generation ago.

They rise like a festering sore,
preying on the living for the sin
of existence.

Every man, woman, and child... Heroes and
villains, princes and paupers... They all
rise up to serve Takofanes.

There is no good in them
now. They are all evil.

Their bodies are just
puppets to Takofanes.
Conduits of the evil
that is the Blood Moon.

I gain nothing from purging
the evil in their bodies.
All I can give their bodies
is rest.
That is why I cannot help
the heroes in this fight.
But I also do not have
to hold back with them.

I can show them my true form.
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The reaper of evil, unleashed.

Now I am free to rip the evil
from them, to purge their
bodies, and bring them peace.

The dark storm; a whirlpool
of darkness that rips the
evil from their bodies.
Agonizing for the living.
Still, even the dead
are not immune to it.
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I sense the evil that
touches Amanda.
He is the one.

Over there...

Amanda...
His eyes are glassy.
His voice is hollow.
He is not alive.

What? I have no
power over august!

As Penitence, my powers come
from the evil in others.
But I sense no evil in this
undead form to pull from.

An innocent soul brought
to living? Why?
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The undead
minions are
still here.

I forget my
surroundings.

And the beast that is
Penitence is unleashed.

A stray rock hits my head.

I scream at myself to stop, but Penitence
won’t listen. He feels the need to rip the
evil that is all around him.

But Penitence is not a god.
Even Penitence can be
overwhelmed, and there
are too many of the
undead for him to stop.

Even Penitence can be defeated.
Defeated. But not dead.

How can you kill
the undead?
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Back at the Purgatory Lair...
Help us...

Hello?

Coffins..
Why am I not
surprised?

Help us...

It’s coming
from... The
books?

Amanda...

Free us...

NO!! GO
AWAY!

AMANDA!

LEAVE ME
ALONE!

It’s okay!
Just step away
from the books!

Talking.
Yes, some of them do.

I’m sorry! I was

just curious... And
I heard voices...
And the books... The
books they were...

Some souls are too
dangerous to be sent
to hell, so they’re
entrusted to my care.
In this room, locked
away in those books,
they can never escape.
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The souls I purge do
not go to hell, or
to the bookcase.

Is... Is that
where you’re
going to
put August
when you
find him?

They are
cleansed
of evil.

I found August.

Then...
It’s done.
He’s gone.

He was in the
Westside
district among
the other
undead.

No. I
couldn’t
touch him.

The other undead
overpowered me
before I could find
out more about him.

But... I
thought...

I need you to tell me...
What did he do to you
when he was alive?

I... I don’t
know what
you mean!
I barely
knew him!
He was...
Just a fan
in social
media.

That’s okay... I have
a few more places
to look.
Just... Stay away
from the books.
And the crypts.

She’s lying. I know she is.
But I need to find the
truth, and it won’t come
from her.
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Millennium City Police Dept.

Westside Precinct

Amanda went to the police
before going to the Magic
Lantern bookstore.

Amanda... Yeah, the
boys here in the
house had a good
laugh when she
came to us.
We thought..
Karma’s a youknow-what, ya
know what I mean?.

Well, yeah, well, you know... She
was here about two months ago.
She was with some venture
capitalist named August Manton
and he suddenly “disappeared”.

We figure... Hey, rich sugar
daddy and the eye-candy
model. He must have run out
of money and then stiffed
her with the hotel bill.

“Yeah. Didn’t you
know she was
one of those
bikini models?”

“She said they were
scouting locations
for a photoshoot...
But, hey, who really
shoots down by the
docks, you know
what I mean?”

“We even had her
calendar up in
the locker
room before
the chief took
it down.”
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There! August.
Not as innocent...
And now I know why.

Waiting for me?

He just walks...
Towards the docks.

He stops. Here.
By the water... Where
the only evil is in the
hearts of men.
This place has
importance to him.

Now I know
the truth.

Amanda...
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An hour later...

Why did you
bring me here?
I thought you
said everything
is okay now.

Oh my god...
How...? Who...?
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Bullets with holy water
in them.

All you had to do was
vanquish him. Send him to
hell where belonged, or
whatever it is you call hell.

I didn’t go to the magic
bookstore because I was
desperate.

But I guess you were just
too noble.

I wanted to know how to
stop an undead being or
a ghost.
Just in case you didn’t
do your part.
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Did you know I have two
masters degrees in
business?

That fifty-something
letch only saw me as his
eye-candy. A product for
his glamour website.

I can speak five
languages and I’ve been
around the world twice.

Well the only reason why I
came back here was to
finalize the sale of that
media service. A deal that
would set me up for life.

But I will always be
“Mandy June” to August.

I thought it would be
poetic... After all
the effort it took to
convince August to
come here.

So all I have to do
now is put a couple
of rounds in his
corpse and that’s
it. No more ghost.

The arrangements
that I made to the
gang members so they
would do the deed for
me... so my own hands
would be clean.

And then all his eye
candy material is
sold away... Minus
my own, of course.

I don’t even know
why I’m telling
you any of this.
It’s not like you
can do anything
about it.

*GASP!*
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IEEEE!

NO! Oh
god! Oh
god save
me!

*aak!*
*GASP!*
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*GASP!*

No... I’d rather

die. I’d rather
go to hell... or
wherever you
send me... than
to be another
man’s eye candy.

I’ll use every
chance I have
to kill you
and to escape.
I promise you
that!
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Millennium City Prison
Two days later...

She confessed to everything.
She showed the police
where the body was.

She identified the gang
members she hired and told
them how she paid them.

She promised that she would
plead guilty and accept a life
sentence and not appeal it.

I’m told
she’s
found
religion.
Probably
going for
good
behavior.

But she’ll
always
believe that
he will.
I almost
feel sorry
for her.
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My boss... He has
files on just
about everyone,
and he let me see
yours.
I didn’t know
that you’ve been
this way for
over two
hundred years.

Every soul I purge
of evil gets me
closer to my own
redemption.

I’m sure she means
well... But I am not
here to join a team.

This cause is mine
and mine alone.
Only then can I
truly rest.

My name is Aaron Nile...
Be mindful around me.

Or suffer the wrath
of Penitence!

END
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Words of wisdom from writer and creator David 2.

The Life and Death of Aaron Nile
From the journal of Horace Longfellow, Cleveland, OH.
October 30, 1803.
Aaron Nile was a vile and repulsive man.
He may have had the face of a gentleman, but he was far from one. Behind those dashing features was a man full of
spite and scorn; not only for himself, but also for those that came across his path.
A store owner by trade, Aaron fancied himself the master of all sorts of work. He knew all the verses of the Holy Bible
and would often argue with the pastor over several passages used for that Sunday’s sermon. He would question poetry
and prose with the teachers. He would argue with the newspaper publisher over the articles. He would argue ordinances
and rules of procedure with the city leaders.
Some believed that he just liked to argue, but others believed he loved to make other people look foolish and wrong.
Aaron could never be wrong about anything. Even when proven wrong, he would never admit to it. Many a fight would
start and end because Aaron Nile could never admit he was wrong.
It was said that Aaron was married one time, but that his wife died in childbirth. We found this hard to believe as we
were convinced that no woman would ever want to bear him a child and have that child be raised around such
wretchedness. Some of us speculated that maybe it was because of this loss that he became who he was.
To be certain, Aaron did not act like he wanted to be married again. There was always talk about whom he would
seduce, or whom he has seduced. Some of this was barroom talk and gossip among ladies. But the behind the hushed
whispers and guilty glances, many of us believed the talk to be true.
Aaron faced death several times in his wretched life. He was challenged to duels to defend the honor of two wives, a
minister’s wife, and a fiancée. He prevailed each time. With regards to the minister’s wife, she later took her own life in
shame.
And yet, for all his wretchedness, there was some good in him. When the local idiot was hounded by the younger men,
Aaron would step up for him and give the youth a good thrashing. He did not tolerate theft by anyone, even in need. He
would gladly pay if someone needed food or a shelter for the night.
It was remarkable that someone with such kindness can also be shallow and self-serving and cruel to others.
His death would finally come, not by age, but by murder. A wayward shove in the path of a passing carriage would
end his contradictory life. Nobody would ever admit who it was who shoved him, but there were plenty who were glad to
see it happen.
I write this of him because I fear nobody else would. His obituary in the local newspaper was simply this:
“It is said that we should only speak good of the dead. Aaron Nile is dead. Good.”
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Continues on next page...

Continued from previous page...

A few words from the editor...
Welcome to a new and different publication.
Once upon a time, I had a idea to come up with my own comic book. I have always loved reading comic books, and
when I started playing an MMORPG called “City of Heroes”, I was surrounded in an online world that felt like a liveaction comic book. I was inspired to create characters, some based on my comic book characters, and others purely out
of my imagination. Today we refer to it as being an alt-aholic.
But I didn’t stop there. Soon I was creating fake comic book covers with my creations, which led to people leaving me
comments like “I can’t wait to read this! When will it come out?” Well, of course, the answer would be “never”.
Because they were just fake covers. However, that did inspire me to take it to the next logical step and actually create
comics with material from the MMORPG.
I had launched a regular series called “Guardians of the Dawn Spotlight”, which would focus on one specific character.
It did pretty well and lasted twenty-seven issues before circumstances forced me to leave that MMO. But during that
time, I had also created plenty of other characters that were not connected to the series. My alt-aholism was pretty manic
then.
So when I was bored, or suffered from writer’s block, I created a second infrequent series called “Tales from Paragon
City”. It only lasted four issues, but it allowed me to feature characters not connected to my regular series.
Well, as loyal fans of Battlerock Comics know, my absence from “City of Heroes” led the world of Champions Online,
and to another infrequent series called “The Lost Adventures of Galatea Future”. It allowed me to continue to create
comics with this newer MMO at the time until I could return to “The City”.
Sadly, “City of Heroes” ended, and, not long later, Battlerock Comics was launched, with “Future’s Guardian” as the
new regular/irregular series. We’ve had some pauses, but now we are trying to keep the stories going on a more
infrequent basis.
Unfortunately, there are times when I’m unable to keep the stories going. The dreaded writer’s block often rears its ugly
head, or there are times when I cannot work on material for that series. The time of the Blood Moon is one such
instance. It’s hard to do a comic dealing with daylight when you have to wait a whole month before the sun shines again.
But this time my alt-aholism has allowed me to create a character that is almost perfect for this season of total darkness.
So what better way to launch a new infrequent series during the time of Halloween than with a creature from your
nightmares?
“Battlerock Comics Presents” will do for Champions what “Tales from Paragon City” did for City of Heroes. It would
provide a place for characters whose stories haven’t been told yet. Some may be connected to the events in “Future’s
Guardian”. Others may be standalone specials.
This will be an infrequent series, which means there will be new issues when time allows for it. There will be further
issues of “Future’s Guardian” (as of this publication), so this series will not be replacing it anytime soon. It’s just that
every so often there would be a need for a special issue.
So where do we go from here?
Well, there is a certain sword-and-gun vigilante you may have seen in the pages of “Future’s Guardian” whose story I’m
dying to tell. While it may not feel right to be showcased in “Future’s Guardian”, it certainly would be perfect for this
series. You may have heard of her... Red Sinner.
In the meantime, please keep checking with the Battlerock Comics website and our page on Facebook and our Twitter
feed for more news on this and other Battlerock Comics stories.

- David

2 (aka Battlerock X)

Editor/Publisher/Writer/Creator, Battlerock Comics.
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