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Welcome to the world of the Champions!  A world where aliens, super-science, mysticism, 

mutants, angels, demons, and multi-dimensional monsters exist!  A world that always seems 

to be ten minutes before Armageddon, and where heroes come in all shapes and sizes. 

This is the story of one such hero... 

Born to bring about the end 
of the world, Maxima Wann 
was spirited away before she 
could fulfill that prophecy. 
 
She survives today and does 
all she can to stop the next 
bringers of doom from 
coming across the void. 
Battlerock Comics Presents: Maxima Wann #4 is created using original characters in the Champions Online Multiplayer Online 
Roleplaying Game.  Copyright © 2009-2023, Gearbox Publishing. This story is an independent not-for-profit derivative work of the 
Champions Online Game. All original rights are reserved by Cryptic Studios and Gearbox Publishing. Cryptic Studios is a trademark 
of Cryptic Studios, Inc. Gearbox Publishing is a trademark of Gearbox Publishing.  All other trademarks are property of their 
respective owners. Battlerock Comics is a subsidiary of Get Brutal Productions and makes no claim on the intellectual property 
owned by either Cryptic Studios or Gearbox Publishing. Keira Fyre is the creation of Theresa Setting and appears with permission. 
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And so it shall be … 

when day becomes night, and 
the moon becomes the abyss...  

… the daughter will summon 
the great god and present him 
with the gift of life. 

And this world will pass to the next. 

NO! 
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*huh* *huh* *huh* 

D@mn you... 

The dream 
again... 

The prophecy 
that was 
stopped. 

The doom 
that never 
came to 
pass. 

My name is 
Maxima Wann… 

… and I was 
born to make 
that prophecy 
happen. 

My family belonged 
to a cult called the 
Scythe of the Moon. 

They believed that I 
would be the one 
that would summon 
a dark god that 
would bring them to 
the next world… 

… and end this one. 

Only it was a lie. 

They wouldn’t be saved. 

They would be sacrificed 
to bring the dark god to 
this world. 

And they used me to do it. 

They used me to kill my 
parents and my brothers 
and everyone else. 

I didn’t know any 
of this, of course. 

They had drugged me before 
the ceremony could begin. 

I only vaguely remember my 
powers being unleashed 
before being taken away. 

And the vision… 

The eyes. 

The prophecy that 
haunts me to 
this day. 

The nightmare 
that never ends. 

And there’s only 
one time of the 
year when that 
nightmare returns 
regularly. 

The blood Moon. 
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The time of the year 
when a would-be dark 
god, Takofanes, is 
able to cross over 
to this world and 
blot out the sun. 

A time of eternal 
night, when the 
moon turns red. 

A time when 
demons and 
monsters run 
rampant. 

A time when the dead 
come back to 
terrorize the living. 

And this city is full of dead.   

Lives lost when Detroit was 
destroyed decades ago. 

They think 
they’re evil.   

They’re not. 

I know evil. 

I see evil 
with every 
nightmare. 
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What to wear... 

I’ve been toying 
with this outfit. 

I kind of like the 
sexy magic look. 

Hmmm…  

not today. 

How about a 
little more 
traditional? 

I can always put on 
what I wore the 
other day when I 
helped out Elite Ice.* 

No… I’m just 
not feeling it. 

(* “Future’s Guardian” #25) 

Not… now. 
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Good morning 
Uncle. 

Is my drink 
here? 

Minutes later... 

Good morning, 
Max.  It’s by the 
table, as usual. 

I still don’t know 
why you drink 
that instead of 
coffee. 

Coffee is natural, 
perfect for 
mystics like 
ourselves. 

That stuff you 
drink is... 

It’s something 
that helps me keep 
my electrolytes in 
balance. 

I saw him again. 

The nightmare. 

I heard you 
screaming upstairs. 

The Blood Moon has 
begun again. 

Eternal night… 
the moon turned 
red… monsters… 
ghosts… the 
dead rising... 

Yeah, yeah, 
I hear it 
every year. 

As always, the living 
tome can tell you all 
that you need to 
know about the 
threats you face. 

The living tome isn’t 
exactly live news. 

It’s more like… mystic 
Wikipedia. 

And sometimes it’s no 
better than using a 
mystic ball. 
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The mystic ball 
is right there 
on the table if 
you would 
rather use it 
than the tome. 

No… no… the 
tome is fine. 

I have to humor 
my uncle. 

This is his manor 
after all. 

And he’s the only 
family member I 
have left. 

He was the one that saved 
me when the ceremony 
began. 

He and Witchcraft and a 
team of mystics were the 
ones that stormed in and 
stopped me from bringing 
the dark god over. 

He was the one that took 
custody of me until I 
became an adult. 

He was the one that 
sponsored me for 
Ravenswood academy. 

He’s the one that lets me 
live here and use all his 
mystical tools. 

And it’s not 
like he can 
go out and 
upgrade 
everything. 

I’m sorry, Uncle. 

I sound like an 
overgrown brat 
sometimes. 

It’s just so… 
frustrating. 

This city… this 
whole world… 
is repetitive. 

Events happen 
again and 
again with no 
resolution. 

The heroes refer 
to it as “the never
-ending battle.” 

Me… I think of it 
as job security. 

After all, what 
would we be doing 
if not this? 
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Ummm. Maybe 
enjoy the 
afterlife? 

The afterlife is 
overrated. 

Trust me.  I know. 

I was thinking more 
about what you 
would be doing. 

I don’t see you 
doing magic tricks 
for kids parties. 

And where do 
you think you’re 
going now? 

There’s still a Blood Moon 
event going on, right?   

Monsters, zombies, 
ghosts… let’s see what’s 
out there. 

Let me know if 
Takofanes shows up 
in the Living Tome 
while I’m zapping the 
other dead folk. 

Okay, the jab about 
the afterlife was a 
bit low. 

Especially 
since I’m the 
reason why 
he’s dead. 

He was the one that carried 
me away from the ceremony 
while my powers were sill 
on full and sucked all the 
life out of everything in 
the area. 

That included him. 

But, like all mystical 
specialists, my uncle 
had a trick up his sleeve. 

A magical spell that 
bound his soul to the 
manor upon his death. 

As long as his home 
remains, he still exists. 

A member of the unliving 
held captive to his home, 
not aging. Not hurting. 
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Millennium City, Mi., U.S.A. 
Just north of the Westside district 

Victor Wann moved his 
family manor from a 
huge mansion in 
Massachusetts to 
Millennium City after 
the fall of Detroit. 

He said he wanted 
to get away from 
the family drama. 

Truth be told, though, I 
think he saw more of an 
opportunity to deal 
with mystical threats 
in a new city full of the 
ghosts of the old one. 

Still can’t 
get used to 
the blood hue 
everywhere. 

That’s why I don’t 
want to wear the 
red outfits. 

They just… 
stand out 
too much. 

Well, let’s see 
what’s out here... 
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She doesn’t 
look right. 

On patrol 
Minutes later... 

Excuse me, miss? 

Have a second? 

Rrrrr... She’s BIG! 

That hurts! 

But mine 
hurts 
more! 

*NNF!* 

Quick, quick, 
get the spell... 

These monsters 
are formidable, 
and their magic 
comes from 
Takofanes. 

But I am a 
conduit for 
chaos magic, 
the very power 
that Takofanes 
draws from. 

That’s like 
pitting a 
water pistol 
against of 
a fire hose. 
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That really 
hurt! 

It does hurt, but I 
have a heal spell on, 
so even the sharpest 
attacks will heal 
quickly. 

Not to mention 
my power draws 
the life force 
from others. 

So while these 
things can hurt 
me, I can heal 
myself with their 
own energies. 
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You don’t 
look like 
a trick-or
-treater. 

Help me, 
please! 

Begone, meat sack. 

This one belongs 
to Demon! 

This one isn’t one of 
Takofanes’ minions. 

He’s an actual demon 
from a demonic gang 
called “Demon”. 

Which means I have to 
go all-out on him! 

Noooo!!! 

Curse you, witch! 

Thank you. 

Really! 

You’re, like, 
the coolest 
I’ve ever seen.   

The way you 
took that 
thing down 
and all! That Demon 

was just a 
child.  You 
don’t want to 
face a grown-
up one. 

Thanks, but 
you really 
should stay 
home for now. 
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Hours later... 

It feels like 
I’ve been 
doing this 
for days. 

That’s the problem 
with eternal night... 

… there’s no real 
sense of time. 

Oh god... 

… there 
it is. 

Ravenswood 
Academy. 

Are you lost, 
Princess? 

You can’t even 
dress right 
for class! 

My family 
was dead. 

I had no 
friends. 

And even the 
worst of the 
students 
treated me 
like I didn’t 
belong there. 
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Still… have to 
pay my respects 
for this time of 
the year. 

*Meow*! 

Ravenswood 
thanks you, 
Maxima Wann. 

Children can 
be so cruel, 
can’t they, 
my child? 

Who? 

Just an old 
man who used 
to be your 
next-door 
neighbor. 

Bishop Crey? 

But… but you 
can’t be! 

You’re dead! 

I’m very much 
alive, my child, 
as you can see. 

And I’ve been 
trying to find 
you all this 
time. 

But… my uncle… he said 
you and everyone else 
died in the church. 

He said-- 

-- Your uncle! 

Feh! 

Your uncle was 
cast out from 
the church. 

Did your father 
not tell you 
that Victor was 
found guilty 
of heresy and 
cut off from 
your family 
and banished 
from Salem? 
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My child, we’ve been trying 
to find you ever since 
that horrible night. 

When your uncle sent 
Witchcraft and the other 
mystics after us, we 
thought they were going 
to kill us.  And they 
almost succeeded. 

Uncle Victor said that 
you had drugged me 
that night…  

That you forced me to 
unleash my power on 
everyone. 

Lies, my child! 

All lies! 

Your uncle was 
the one that had 
drugged you. 

We were trying 
to stop him. 

I didn’t imagine my 
family’s funerals. 

I was there.  So were a 
lot of other people. 

I went back to the 
church afterward.  It 
was a charred ruin. 

The church did 
burn down.  That 
part is true. 

But it was because 
of your uncle. 

And your family’s 
not dead.  They’re 
very much alive. 

That can’t be! 

They were 
dead. I saw 
their bodies! 

H-how? 

A more pertinent 
question to ask 
is when I can take 
you to them. 

And the answer is 
whenever you are 
ready, my child. 

My child, I’ve 
known you since 
Michael and Iliya 
brought you home 
from the hospital. 

Your parents… 
your brothers 
Stefan and Josef… 
they’re all alive 
and they can’t wait 
to see you again. 
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Meet me at the 
blimp in, say, 
two hours. 

That should be 
enough time for 
me to make the 
arrangements. 

It can’t be real! 

My family’s 
still alive? 

Are you out 
of your mind, 
Maxima? 

Bishop Thomas 
Crey is a 
manipulative, 
lying, b@stard! 

He’s the one 
that forced you 
to unleash your 
powers! 

And now you 
just want to go 
off with him? 

I endured a literal 
hell to save you 
from him… at the 
cost of my own life 
I might add! 

Funny, because 
he blamed you 
for all that 
happened that 
night. 

And he did 
bring up that 
you were kicked 
out of the 
church. 

Yes, I was 
excommunicated 
from the Scythe 
of the Moon. 

But not because 
of heresy. 

It was because I 
knew what Crey 
wanted the Wann 
family to be! 

When I left the 
church, you 
weren’t even 
born yet. 

It said that the 
daughter of the 
chosen family 
would be the 
bride of the 
Dark God. 

I read the 
original 
prophecy. 
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So I assumed 
the Prophecy 
would not 
come true for 
another 
generation. 

It was unlikely 
that your 
parents would 
have another 
child after 
Stefan. 

I knew what Crey 
wanted from a 
daughter of the 
Wann family. 

That she would 
kill everyone in 
order to bring 
the dark god here. 

But Bishop 
Crey says 
they’re not 
dead. 

And you 
believe him? 

I…  

I don’t 
know what 
to believe. 

Check the Living 
Tome if you don’t 
believe me. 

Ask it where 
Michael and Iliya 
and Josef and 
Stefan are.  It’ll 
tell you what you 
already know… that 
they’re not among 
the living. 

No… I’ll get 
the answers I 
need from him 
in person. 

I won’t be able 
to come to your 
rescue this 
time, Maxima. 

If you’re right, I 
won’t be the one 
that will need to 
be rescued. 
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The blimp… the highest point 
in Millennium City. 

Bishop 
Crey? 

I’m out here by 
the ledge.   

Come join me. 

Just taking it all 
in, my child. 

It’s breathtaking! 

From here you can 
see everything. 

All the buildings. 

All the spirits. 

The grand design 
in play. 
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Just look. 

Every one of those 
lights are portals 
that Takofanes has 
opened up to bring the 
dead to the living. 

Not unlike the 
grand plan that 
was meant for us. 

You were meant to 
deliver us to our 
paradise, Maxima. 

Even your name was 
chosen by prophecy. 

Maxima… 
meaning “the 
Greatest”. 

The greatest 
gift for our 
god to have. 

My parents… Stefan 
and Josef… why 
haven’t they tried 
to reach out to me 
all these years? 

Your parents are very 
proud of you, Maxima. 

Your brothers as well. 

They can’t wait to see 
you again. 

I went through years of 
being teased and 
tormented by people who 
thought that I killed 
everyone I knew! 

The guilt!  The guilt I 
carried with me, thinking 
I killed my whole family! 

All part of the 
plan, my child. 
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What kind of a god 
would allow their 
“bride” to think that 
she murdered her 
whole family?!? 

What kind of plan 
would torment 
someone needlessly 
like that? 

Mind your 
words, child! 

Yours is not to 
question the 
plan put before 
us both. 

I’ve had 
enough of 
this. 

Your family 
is waiting. 

If my parents and 
brothers are still 
alive, then why didn’t 
the Living Tome tell 
me they were? 

All will be 
made clear 
soon. It will be made clear 

here and now. 

Why does the Living 
Tome say that my family 
is still dead? 

Answer me, 
Bishop. 

Answer 
me! 
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You’re not 
going 
anywhere 
until you 
answer me. 

Your family are still 
alive… in you. 

When you absorbed 
their life forces, you 
took their souls into 
your body. 

You were always meant 
to carry the church with 
you, to deliver them to 
the next world. 

Obviously your uncle 
ruined those plans when 
he whisked you away 
from the altar before 
the crossing could be 
finalized. 

But even though the prophecy 
is ruined for a thousand 
years, that does not mean 
that your family will 
remain dead. 

We can still reunite you 
with them… through 
Takofanes, as his bride. 

All of this… 
just so you can 
make a deal with 
Takofanes? 

To sacrifice my 
life to him for 
the power you 
were denied 
before? 

I don’t 
think so! 

By the order of 
the Sun and 
Moon, and all 
that is light 
and life, I will 
stop you. 
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You will do 
nothing, child. 

Victor ruined 
the grand plan 
before, but he’s 
not here to 
help you! 

*ENF!* 

You knew it 
would happen! 

You knew my 
magic would 
kill everyone in 
the church! 

*ENF!* 

You didn’t 
survive.   

You ran! 

That was always part 
of the divine plan. 

Someone would have to 
welcome the dark god 
here and to present you 
to him as his bride. 
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And I will 
not be denied 
my reward 
this time! 

Is that 
all you 
have? 

I’ll show 
you real 
magic. 

Witchcraft was able to 
guard herself from my 
uncontrolled magics. 

So were the other mystics 
that joined her in 
stopping your dark god. 

But my uncle couldn’t 
cast such a spell and 
carry me away at the same 
time.   

That’s why he died. 

What are 
you doing?   

Stop it! 
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You ran and 
hid because 
you didn’t have 
that power! 

If you were truly 
blessed by your 
dark god, then 
you wouldn’t have 
needed to run. 

*Akk!* 

He’s dead. 

For a second 
time, I find 
myself pained 
by the death of 
someone I knew. 

Help us! 

Father? 

Bishop Crey! 

Someone 
stop it! 

Father 
come back! 

We’re 
dying! 

Stop her! 

She’s 
killing 
us! 

Maxima! 

The memories of that 
day are flooding in. 

Drawing in his life 
forces showed me what 
I couldn’t have known 
when I was drugged. 

He walked away as his 
followers were dying. 

He watched from a 
distance as I killed them 
with my unleashed and 
uncontrolled magics. 
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Some time later... 

I just heard 
from 
Witchcraft. 

She said 
Crey had died 
of a heart 
attack. 

Apparently Crey 
suffered from a 
heart defect that 
would prevent him 
from using any 
kind of powerful 
magic spells. 

I could feel him 
dying, Uncle. 

I could have 
stopped it… but 
I didn’t. 

No.  You couldn’t have 
stopped him from 
driving himself to 
death like that. 

Crey sealed his 
fate when he 
offered to give 
you to Takofanes. 

The Lich King 
would have never 
given him the 
power he wanted. 

The Dark God 
prophecy… 

You said you 
knew the truth 
about it. 

Crey made it 
up, didn’t he? 

Parts of it. 

The Scythe of the Moon 
was real, worshiping 
the god of the moon. 

But the god of the moon 
wasn’t a dark god 
looking to bring about 
the end of the world. 

SHE is the sister of the 
Earth, and she would 
never do anything to 
threaten it. 
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The “god” that Crey pledged 
you to was one of the failed 
gods of the Qlipothic Realm. 

As long as Crey held all the 
texts and forbade his 
followers from reading 
them, he could claim they 
were still following the God 
of the Moon when they were 
really following a failed 
lesser deity. 

Until you found 
out the truth. 

And the “thousand 
years” reference? 

The time it would take 
for the failed god to 
be powerful enough to 
try another crossing. 

Thank you, 
Uncle. 

For 
what? 

For telling 
me the truth. 

And for 
trusting me. 

You’re my family, 
Maxima. 

I made the mistake of 
turning my back on 
family before and it 
cost me my life. 

But now I’m the undead 
lord of this family’s 
house, and as long as 
I am, I will always 
have your back. 
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Why don’t you 
go upstairs 
and get some 
rest? 

The blood Moon 
is still going 
to be around 
when you get up. 

That sounds 
really good. 

Thank you, 
Uncle. 

My name is Maxima Wann. 

I was raised like a 
princess, born bring 
about a new paradise. 

But I found out that 
what I believed was a lie. 

I was manipulated by my 
family and by the man I 
thought I could look up 
to and trust. 

But I was saved by my 
uncle and by some really 
powerful heroes. 

They gave me a new life 
and a new purpose. 

And I am not 
going to let 
them down! 
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Epilogue 

Be quick.  

I’m 
working. 

Code: Nero. 

The contract 
is cancelled. 

Are you 
certain he 
wants to 
cancel?   

I have the 
perfect 
shot. 

Client is 
specific. 

Contract is 
cancelled. 

Stand down, 
Keira Fyre. 

Pity… I was 
looking 
forward to 
doing it. 

Next time, 
Princess, I 
won’t answer 
the phone 
until after I 
take the shot. Thank 

you. 

It’s done. 

The contract 
on Maxima 
has been 
cancelled. 

END(?) 
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Sleepy Suburban Cult Massacre, 
1 Survivor 

By all accounts, the small town of Devana was no different than your ordinary 
Massachusetts community.  It had your average middle-class neighborhoods, 
schools, grocery stores, and even a non-denominational church. 

But this town also held a dark secret that culminated in a bizarre ritual that was 
meant to bring about the end of the world.  A secret that resulted in the deaths of an 
estimated two-hundred followers. 

According to town officials, more than half of the community were followers of a 
cult known as the Scythe of the Moon; a church with its roots in Slavic pagan 
beliefs.  Members of this cult believed that the end of the world would soon take 
place, and that it would involve a teenaged girl chosen by their god. 

Last Thursday, the church of the Scythe of the Moon was raided by several 
mystical agents led by Witchcraft of the superhero group The Champions.  The 
raid broke up an attempted Armageddon ceremony that involved a sixteen-year old 
girl whose name has been withheld.  The girl was rescued by her uncle, a former follower of that cult, but sadly died 
during the rescue.   

The church building itself caught fire during the confrontation, but, according to Witchcraft, everyone inside the 
church with the exception of the teen were already dead. 

“The girl was forced to cast a spell that drained the life force of everyone in the area,” said Witchcraft.  “By our 
understanding, she was drugged before the ceremony took place so she could not resist.  The spell was powerful 
enough to drain the lives of all those in attendance except for those of us who could cast protection spells.” 

The girl’s uncle, who himself was a mystical consultant, could not cast such a spell to protect himself and still carry 
his niece to safety.  He succumbed to the spell once he got the girl outside of the burning structure.  His name has also 
been withheld at the request of Witchcraft. 

The church was led by Bishop Thomas Crey, who had been in charge of the cult since 1979.  Although his body has 
yet to be found, it is suspected that he died with the others. 

Anna-Maria Sanborn, the former mayor of Devana, said that by all accounts, the followers of the Scythe of the Moon 
were ordinary citizens with normal routines. 

“A lot of people here worked IT jobs,” said Sanborn, who was not a member of the cult but also had nothing bad to 
say about the followers before this incident.  “They were just your ordinary, hard-working Americans who go to 
church on Sundays like everyone else.  It’s just that their church was not your traditional one.” 

Sanborn said Bishop Crey gave all the appearance of your friendly neighborhood minister.  

Words of wisdom from writer and creator David 2. 

Continues on next page... 

Salem Sentinel Press 

Bishop Thomas Crey, reported leader of the Scythe 
of Moon church 
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“He oversaw charity events.  He reached out to other members of the community, even those that were not 
followers of his church.” 

Witchcraft said that the Scythe of the Moon did not behave like a typical cult religion. 

“This group gave all the appearance of mainstream religious organization,” the mystical superhero said. “This 
included a church structure and ceremonies.  They didn’t conceal themselves in secrecy and shut themselves out 
from others.” 

The only difference, according to Witchcraft, was when it came to their believed day of redemption, when their 
chosen “bride” would present herself to their god. 

“Most of the followers didn’t know the details of the ceremony.  They were only told that their time was coming 
and that this teenager would be the one to help deliver them to the next world.” 

Sanborn said that the followers in the community were incredibly generous near the time of the ceremony, giving 
away belongings and selling off valuables. 

“It just seemed like they were preparing to go somewhere and that was odd,” she said. 

According to Witchcraft, it was that act that caught the suspicion of officials. 

“When cults are preparing to enact their final days, the followers will always sell off or give away their 
belongings.  Some of them will update their wills, or they’ll outright give away their homes and cars and their 
prized possessions.  They will make no plans after the planned day and will even cancel doctors appointments and 
proscriptions.” 

The names of those killed in the ceremony are still being withheld pending notification of the next of kin. 

By all accounts the teenaged girl will be checked out and then released to a guardian for care until her 18th 
birthday.  As she was drugged and thus not in control of her actions, no charges will be filed against her. 

Salem Sentinel Press, 2014 

Continued from previous page... 

Keep checking the 
Battlerock 
Comics website 
for more news on 
future issues. 
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