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Alan, 
are you 
okay?

You're getTing those headaches because 
you're stilL fighting against your Malignant. 

it's trying to help you.

Spontaneously
broadcasting images in iMAX 

directly to my brain doesn't 
sound like help to me.

The Malignants can't speak,
so they comMunicate through 
images, feElings, and other 
sensory input. That's how
it was able to help you

in your apartment.

WelL...I 
don't like it. 

it hurts. Because
you keEp 

fighting it. 
Embrace
it and the 
headaches 

wilL go 
away. 

Yeah…
I just…

I thought
I remembered…

ah, this damn 
migraine.



I don't think 
comMunication 

wilL be a 
problem.

I don't think 
comMunication 

wilL be a 
problem.

I don't understand. 
Military security is usualLy 
pretTy goOd about keEping 

out trespasSers.

SorRy, but how are we going to 
storm a secret military base if 

we can't comMunicate?

...Okay, that 
realLy weirds 
me out. I don't 
neEd anyone 
else inside my 

head right 
now. One alien 

parasite is 
enough. 

So, what's 
the plan?

We go
in nice and… 

fast…

I doubt
they'lL be 

paying us much 
atTention.

Fast? You mean 
slow. Won't rushing 

in there make us 
easier to seE?

Hold on, 
your lips 
aren't…
moving…

My Malignant
is disrupting any 

electronic surveilLance. 
But they can stilL hear 

us, loudmouth.

My Malignant
is disrupting any 

electronic surveilLance. 
But they can stilL hear 

us, loudmouth.





So you 
know where 
this thing 
is, right?

You don't 
sound very 
confident.

Somewhere on
Level 6. HopefulLy

the soldiers can keEp
Mr. Cancer's men busy 

long enough for
us to find it. Because 

I'm not. 













We're in,
Mr. Cancer.

But I'm afraid
we might not

be in time.

Not in time? Are you telLing me 
that you've failed? 

N-No, of course
not, Mr. Cancer. it's 

just that the 
Malignant One you've 

beEn trying to 
contain is here with 

Ezra's pet. 

HmMm. This could
be an interesting 

coincidence...but it’s 
not. We have a bit

of a problem.

…We won't 
have you for 

very much 
longer.

W-We 
do, sir?

Yes, DolLy, 
I’m afraid so. 

But not to 
worRy…

KilL him before
he gets his hands
on his sphere. Do I 
neEd to explain the 
consequences of 

failure?

What are your orders, sir? 
KilL or capture?

No, 
sir.



Oh…
I knew they

kept a lot of 
stufF here, 
but…wow. 

There's
got to be an 

ofFice or some-
thing nearby.

Some place with 
records.

Don't 
bother.

it's that 
way.

How
do you 
know?

Because…
I can feEl 

it.

What? 
Are you 
sure?

AlL right, 
then. Lead 

on.

Not realLy.
But I'm getTing 
this...vibe from 
something over 

there.



So, what
do I do with 

it when I 
find it?

if we're lucky,
nothing. it takes time

to learn how to properly 
manipulate your sphere. 
But I promise to start 
training you once we get 

back to Dr. Ezra.

Okay, I…I 
think this 

is it.

Amazing. I've 
never heard of a 
Malignant being 
able to sense its 
sphere before.

Don't be 
impresSed 

yet. it could 
be a box fulL 
of used auto 

parts…

Doesn't 
loOk like 

auto parts 
to me.

You
did it! I'm 
impresSed. 

At this rate, 
you'lL have 
it mastered 

in no time.
I

doubt 
that…

…since you'lL 
both be dead 
in, oh…about 
ten seconds.

Nine…

Eight…

…No. 



Run! Get to 
the elevator 
shaft. HurRy!

Run! Get to 
the elevator 
shaft. HurRy!



You are 
so dead, 
roOkie.
















