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Book 9 

  



 

ΩFORCE is back! But they reform in a new universe with new rules, 

new challenges and a new purpose. Sure. They stopped the High 

Evolutionary from taking over the planet. But can they start acting like 

a team? 
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DR. SOUND 

SONIC WIELDING 
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BENGAL  

MERCENARY 
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TWO MILES FROM MOUNG RUESSEI RAILWAY STATION, CAMBODIA  
 

THE NEWLY-CHRISTENED Royal Railway train clambered down the tracks at 

50MPH rumbling through the jungle villages. After the war, the railway had shut 

down. But Hun Sen, the 34th and current Prime Minister of Cambodia, had spent 

years trying to get the railway back up. Today was the day of the railway’s 

inaugural run. Cambodia’s elite were in dining car no.4 preparing for a grand 

entry into Moung Ruessei for a celebratory festival.  

 

But there was more to this visit. The 63 year-old Hun Sen had recently leased a 

PsiFi International anti-tepe ring. Yes, leased for a modest $400,000USD per 

month. Anti-tepe, or anti-telepathy, technology was becoming all the rage among 

politicians, especially for ones running for presidential election. And Hun had 

secrets to keep. He was implicated in corruption related to Cambodia’s oil wealth 

and mineral resources in 2009. He and his close associates were accused of 

carrying out secret negotiations with interested private parties, taking money from 

those who he would then grant rights to exploit the country's resources. 

 

Despite that, PsiFi International made a business of superhuman defense systems. 

If the client could pass the background test and pay the money, the tech was 

theirs. However, after the recent events in Champagne Sands, Chatting Marks was 

revisiting his client list and renewing his background investigations as Article II, 

Section 4, Clause 9 of the PsiFi contract allowed.  

 

Hun Ren may have passed the background test, but he was one day late on his 

lease payment. The over-confident politician sat in the comfortable red train car 

booth sipping his third Dom Perignon totally unaware that PsiFi’s repo 

department was coming to collect.  

 

Two of his top officials sat in the booth with him, only a polished wood table 

placed in between them. Government paperwork and laptops were spread all over 

the table along with champagne glasses and crystal cigarette ashtrays that 

shimmied with the movement of the train car. Directly across the aisle in another 

booth sat two of his strapped, black-suited bodyguards. Other guards were 

positioned in adjoining train cars. A lithe Vietnamese waitress entered the train 

car balancing a silver tray containing a bowl of Almas caviar. At $25,000 a kilo, 

these men were living well. 

 

The waitress placed the tray on the Prime Minister’s table. Following local 

custom she did not make eye contact. Not the same for the Prime Minister. He 

blew his cigarette smoke into the air and said in Vietnamese, “Bạn là một trong 

khá. Chăm sóc để tham gia lễ? [You are a pretty one. Care to join the 

celebration?]”  

 

His compatriots laughed. The waitress blushed and answered. “Tôi không thể đủ 

khả năng để ăn mừng với bạn nam. Nhẫn của bạn có lẽ là giá trị hơn mười năm 



tiền lương của tôi. [I cannot afford to celebrate with you men. Your ring is 

probably worth more than ten years of my wages.]” She eyes the tepe-ring then 

winked at Hun Ren. She walked away as the group of men laughed. She picked 

up some used champagne glasses and moved towards the exit after placing them 

on the round tray.  

 

Her hand reached the door of the train car. But before she could turn the knob 

KERTASSSH!!! A costumed vigilante came flying in through the window where 

the bodyguards sat. A pair of razor-sharp sai SLICEd through the bodyguards’ 

necks with ease as the man dressed as a tiger landed inches from Hun Ren’s face. 

“Nhẫn của bạn xin vui lòng. [Your ring please.]”  

 

The other two politicians froze as Ren 

threw his hands up in surrender.  

The waitress stood motionless, one 

hand on the doorknob, the other 

holding up the silver platter, as she 

took the attacker’s measure. She could 

tell the man was smiling under his full 

face mask. 

 

The costumed assailant eyed the Prime 

Minister’s elevated hands and spotted 

the ring. He had a gory, albeit quick 

way, to get the ring. “Vâng. Giữ vẫn 

còn. Chỉ cần như thế. [Yes. Hold still. 

Just like that.]”  

 

The waitress didn’t waste one moment. She flung the silver tray toward the thief. 

Her heart sunk when the attentive martial artist extended the sai in his right hand 

to catch the tray between the baton and the yuku of the weapon CHANKT! while 

simultaneously slicing the Prime Minister's ring-bearing finger clear of his hand 

“HEEEARGH!” with the sai in his left hand. He used the same hand to palm the 

bloody finger while locking gazes with the Vietnamese lady.  

 

CRASH! In the next moment, the tiger-garbed robber jumped through the 

opposite window from whence he came unfazed by the locomotive’s fast 

movement leaving a silver platter spinning on the table and two blood-spattered 

politicians dodging their boss’ spurting hand. With a leap like his jungle avatar, 

the man flew from the train over a crowded thoroughfare. He flipped midair, 

kicked a motorcyclist PUNT off of his ride, and took over the vehicle in one 

swoop motion. The victim hit the pavement and rolled painfully into a street 

vendor’s pile of wares BOOSH! The motorcycle-swiping thief looked back. He 

was sure to have completed the toughest part of the mission.  

 



That is when he witnessed the waitress make a similar leap from the moving 

vehicle into a black and red convertible Dodge Viper. Her momentum shoved the 

middle-aged, wealthy driver into the passenger seat. She took over the driving. 

The highly-trained thief steered the motorcycle while looking back. He saw that 

his pursuer held one of the dead bodyguard’s guns in her right hand. She 

accelerated until she was inches from the back of his bike. She tried to yell at the 

thief to stop but he couldn’t hear over the noise of screeching tires, revved 

engines, and the frightened passenger who cried out in Cambodian expletives. No 

go. She placed the gun in her left hand, took aim, and fired at her competition. 

BLAM! 

 

SPAK! The bullet connected to the thief’s right shoulder. The motorbike 

shimmied violently but he managed to keep control. He steered into the sidewalk 

and the Vietnamese woman followed. Screaming pedestrians dove out of the way 

as the motorcycle and car demolished KROOM! street vendor booths KROOM! 

that were placed alongside KROOM! broken down high rise tenement buildings. 

Then, like a jungle cat, the man leapt up from the moving motorcycle onto a 

hanging fire escape. His motorcycle skidded and flipped DRAKT-KAK-

SHRACKT! across the concrete shattering and sending bike parts in every 

direction while he climbed the ladder toward the rooftop.  

 

The skilled female driver slammed the brakes on the Dodge Viper propelling 

herself into the air. The inertia sent her two stories up. She touched down on the 

side of the brick tenement, pushed off to a building across the narrow alleyway, 

repeated the motion once more, and ended up on the roof following a masterful 

acrobatic front flip. She landed on all fours just as the thief rolled onto the roof 

from the fire escape. They locked eyes. His right shoulder was bleeding. Probably 

slowing him down.  

 

With amazing prowess, the female leapt forward with a devastating roundhouse 

kick KRAK! that sent the orange and black dressed man twisting backwards to 

land on his stomach. While he was still dazed by the savagery of the attack, she 

twisted him into a judo hold that applied pressure to his gunshot wound. He 

stifled a cry of pain. She used her free hand to extract the severed ring finger from 

his pouch. “Sorry it happened like this. I need the ring. But rest assured. It will not 

go back to Ren. I will explain when you wake up.” 

 

The thief blacked out. 

 

The woman got up and tapped her earpiece. “Enigma here. The ring is secured. 

Meet me at the extraction point.” 

 

WEEKS AGO, SAN FRANCISCO, CALIFORNIA 
 

ASA HELD TETSUA in his arms from behind as they stood on the walkway at the 

Golden Gate Bridge looking towards Alcatraz Island. Tetsua kissed her husband’s 



cheek as the foggy breeze swept past their forms. “That dinner was so good. 

Alexander’s Steakhouse. A $200 bottle of wine. Limo service. We haven’t done 

something that fancy in months.” 

 

The buffed man gave his woman a good squeeze. “My first paycheck from PsiFi 

International in my role as Business Analyst. Fancy term for ‘make sure nasty 

people don’t get their hands on his superhuman defense technology’. Chatting put 

us on payroll. We are all working different cases.” 

 

“Things are looking up then?” the gorgeous Japanese woman asked as she fell 

into his warmth. She then fell strangely silent as her throat tightened with guilt. 

“Do you ever miss our children?” 

 

His body stiffened. “How could I not?” He turned his wife to face him and 

recalled his conversation with his old friend, Black Panther, that occurred months 

ago on the island of Champagne Sands. 

 
MONTHS AGO, CHAMPAGNE SANDS 
 

ASA AND T’CHALLA stood on the edge of the cliff looking towards the island 

jungle headquarters of PsiFi International. Asa’s body was in a state of advanced 

adaptation thanks to the power of the High Evolutionary. Black Panther had 

recently broken him of the Evolutionary’s control. They spoke of how to 

acclimate to the new universe. 

 

“Do you wonder why the universe demands there be an ΩFORCE?” Black 

Panther asked. 

 

“I never thought about it like that,” Asa said as he peered far into the distance 

toward a battle involving Captain Marvel and Stronghold. The jungle was ablaze. 

“Does that mean the universe requires a Black Panther as well? And a High 

Evolutionary? A Doom?” 

 

“Even Doom must be credited for helping us survive the multiversal collapse. Just 

like you and your band thwarted the Celestials’ plot.” Panther placed his hand on 

Asa’s shoulder. “Perhaps this is the proverbial afterlife. The reward for our 

actions in a former existence. The question you must ponder is ‘Why a K’os? 

Why an Enigma?’ They, like you, have always been a constant to the idea of 

ΩFORCE.” 

 

“You mean like a yin and yang? And what am I? Some outlier in the equation? I 

dunno. I always thought we were just trying to help people and do what’s right. 

Never really assumed we had some bigger place in the universe.” 

 

T’challa faced his friend and listened.  

 



“I lost so much. My kingdom. My family. Unimaginable wealth.” Asa kept to 

himself that he still had Tetsua. That was his secret to keep. 

 

“I, too, have to remake my life. But I plan to do so on the 

foundation of forgiveness and new beginnings with a good 

amount of caution and experience mixed in for good 

measure.” Black Panther began to walk down the hill back 

towards PsiFi International headquarters. 

 

THE PRESENT, THE MADRIPOOR PEARL 
 

“WE SHOULD BE in Latveria,” Enigma said as she leaned 

against the 18th century cherrywood dining room table 

located in a penthouse located on the 50th floor of the 

Madripoor Pearl, a 3000-room luxury hotel/casino owned by 

Chatting Marks. “An invitation from Doom should not be 

taken lightly.” 

 

Heather Douglas, the telepath known as Moondragon, and 

Jessica Drew, Spider-Woman, stood near the 80-inch 

television watching world news. They had been trying to 

catch up on all things post-Incursion. Heather turned to 

Enigma. “And I do not take any trip to Latveria lightly. 

Doom does not invite unless he wants something. We will 

not run into your country without proper preparation. And 

our fledgling team is too ill-equipped to face him in our 

current state.” 

 

Jessica Drew added, “Calling us a team is kind. The men on 

this team can barely stand being around each other.” 

 

“It is more of a kindness to call us all men,” Asa Hawke said 

as he entered the room wearing his new, PsiFi-tech 

enhanced costume. “The Skrull is not a man,” he said with a flurry of his cape. 

 

K’os and Cy’vyll entered the large dining area after Asa. Cy’vyll was getting tired 

of the constant jabs from Asa. “You’re right. I am the embodiment of ΩFORCE. 

A am a living, breathing symbol of hope and justice...and forgiveness.” 

 

Strangely, K’os was the voice of reason. “We all can change. Take it from me. I 

have had more transformations than Kim Kardashian’s rear end. Asa, even you 

have taken on a new guise. What are you calling yourself now, the Blue Canary?” 

 

“You will all refer to me as Dr. Sound. I choose to maintain my secret identity. I 

expect that to be respected.” 



“You’re a doctor?” Cy’vyll asked. “I didn’t know you were versed in the medical 

arts.” 

 

“There is more than one kind of doctor, reptile,” Asa said. 

 

“Asa holds a PhD in business arts,” K’os said. 

 

Enigma nodded. “As interesting as this may be, we have all been pulled away 

from business to address an important issue. We have worked very hard over the 

past few weeks to create a strategy that will enable us to effectively manage the 

distribution and use of Chatting Marks’ power nullification technology. To do so 

we each have been honing our skills. I want to thank Moondragon personally for 

her excellent martial arts training. It came in handy in Cambodia.” 

 

Cy’vyll commented. “Well, if you do inch near the brink of death again, you will 

be happy to know that Moondragon has been educating me on doctoral level 

human physiology through rapid educative mind linking,” he said as he tapped his 

temple with his green, reptilian hand. 

 

“Good and fine. Let us cut to the chase,” Spider-Woman said. “It was strange 

enough that some other person or organization knew about Hun Ren’s anti-tepe 

ring. SHIELD records identify the man Enigma battled as Bengal, an elite 

assassin originating out of Southeast Asia. But Moondragon was unable to get any 

useful intel from him.” 

 

“Which is worrisome,” Moondragon said. “It seems that he was mind wiped of all 

pertinent information shortly after his defeat.” 

 

MONTHS AGO, CHAMPAGNE SANDS 
 

HULK, THOR AND Captain Marvel stood in a flattened patch of jungle. They 

surrounded Moondragon, Spider-Woman, and Stronghold. The latter three had 

recently been defeated. Stronghold was still unconscious. The High Evolutionary 

had greatly enhanced their powers and influenced them to obey his orders. After 

his retreat their new powers faded. They were happy to be free of the 

Evolutionary’s influence. But the defeat was still humiliating. 

 

Captain Marvel interrogated the three. “Okay. Are you guys old universe or new 

universe?” 

 

Thor whispered to Marvel, “Shouldn’t we explain what that means?” 

 

“If we have to, that kinda answers the question,” Marvel said. She asked the 

question again. “Well?” 

 



Moondragon stood. She felt dirty. The Evolutionary played on her superiority 

complex and awoke in her a monster. Could she tell this to these Avengers? She 

didn’t want to admit that the Evolutionary’s powers overwhelmed her. She was 

too haughty for that. But her powers had been acting funky since surviving the 

Incursion. This greatly disturbed her. “I know who you are, Carol Danvers. I am 

Heather Douglas, pre-Incursion version.” She pointed at the unconscious Skrull. 

“He is pre-Incursion. This Spider-Woman is not.” 

 

“Amazing! How did you survive the collapse? Did anyone else make it through 

with you?” Thor asked. 

 

Moondragon nodded in the affirmative. 

 

THE PRESENT, THE MADRIPOOR PEARL 
 

“IT IS WORRISOME that you, someone who regards herself as the foremost psionic 

in the universe, was outdone by another telepath.” K’os continued before 

Moondragon could respond to the backhanded insult. “Which corresponds with 

our worries regarding some of the board members of Chatting Marks’ technology 

distribution division, the Windy Turtle Trading Company.” K’os looked at Asa. 

After all, he was there... 

 
THE DAY BEFORE, WINDY TURTLE TRADING CO. CORPORATE HQ 
 

CHATTING MARKS STOOD at the end of the marble boardroom table as he 

addressed the 12-person board of the Windy Turtle Trading Company. Asa 

watched from behind a one-way mirror that was adjacent to the room with a few 

other PsiFi International business executives. Asa’s jaw was wide open. He 

couldn’t believe who was sitting around the table. He didn’t know most of them. 

But several of the people represented organizations Asa had confronted in his 

former life. Some of the individuals were fearsomely notable. What were their 

roles in this new universe? 

 

The ones that raised the hair on the back of his neck were General Habakkuk 

Cartwright, liaison to the U.S. Commission on Superhuman Activities; Pierce 

Benedict, director of seagoing operations for Roxxon International; Wilson Fisk, 

CEO of Fisk International; Emma Frost, majority stockholder of a multi-billion 

dollar conglomerate principally involved in electronics and transportation; and 

Ophelia Sarkissian, supposedly the CEO of Summons Aerospace but known to 

Asa as the original Madame Hydra.  

 

Fisk began the proceedings. “I think we deserve to know why you froze all 

transactions to our holdings. We invest a lot of money with PsiFi International, 

Mr. Marks.” 

 



Chatting sat down and sipped his whiskey. “Things have changed as of late. New 

players have enlightened me to the dangers of my technology. Caution is the order 

of the day.” 

 

THE PRESENT, THE MADRIPOOR PEARL 
 

“WE NEED TO know what Chatting knows about these people,” Spider-Woman 

said. 

 

“Or do you mean SHIELD needs to know,” K’os asked. “Where do your loyalties 

lie? With SHIELD or your ex-husband?” 

 

Moondragon interrupted. “Where do any of our loyalties lie? Who are we?” She 

looked around the room at her allies as she provided her psychographic 

analyzation of the uncanny bunch. “A distrustful man who has lived two lifetimes 

and suffered unimaginable loss. An immortal madman with an obsession for a 

non-existent Gamemaster. A Latverian loyalist created and programmed by Dr. 

Doom. An alien defector hated and feared by almost all with whom he comes in 

contact. A patriotic super spy mutated then mind-wiped by her womanizing ex-

husband.” She stood at the end of the table. “We can choose to battle each other. 

Or we can band together to bring order to this new world. To achieve things we 

never could before. But we are going to have to learn to trust each other. No 

matter what. Can we all get over our personal issues and do this?” 

 

“Point taken,” Enigma said. “As for loyalties, our trust needs to be with each 

other before any other. I know it’s ironic since this is coming from a Latverian 

loyalist. But it is the truth. We need to know that if even the world fails us, that 

we have each other’s backs.” 

 

“Trust is earned. It can’t be demanded,” Dr. Sound said as he folded his arms. 

 

*There it is,* Stronghold telepathically told Moondragon. *Blackhawke, or Dr. 

Sound, or whatever his name is this week, is not going to abide by you ideal. He 

looks at me with bloodthirsty eyes. He has already gutted me in his mind. He is 

waiting for me to make one mistake, giving him a reason to act out his fantasy. 

His glares and side comments hold deadly intent. If he thinks I am going to cower 

and yield to his intimidation tactics, he had another thing coming.*  

 

*Give it time,* Moondragon encouraged the Skrull. 

 

“Let me tell you what I see,” K’os said as he positioned his deformed body in 

between everyone. “Heroes. Defined by their rejection or questioning of world 

norms. Asa, you struggle over the use of the word ‘men’. But we are all of us 

aliens, alienated by our special abilities from mainstream society. Heroes. Our 

loyalties are to our core beliefs and values; defining good or bad for ourselves and 

not succumbing to the dictates of others. Heroes. Yes, we are flawed. Yet, flawed 



as we are, each has risen to what is the best in each of us. Together, we have been 

inspired to act in behalf of others, for what is good and right. And together, 

ΩFORCE has defended the world from tyranny and enslavement, from 

destruction and annihilation. There is an unmatched magnificence in ΩFORCE 

that transcends anything any of us could attain alone. And the world, humanity, is 

the better for it.” 

 

Dr. Sound laughed and nodded in disbelief. “Wow. I never thought I would see 

the day. You sound like me year one. You know what? Maybe you should lead us, 

Captain K’os,” he said as he walked out of the room. 

 

Jessica listened intently but she was still reeling from the question K’os posed 

regarding her loyalties. She knew that the last thing this group had to worry about 

was her loyalty to SHIELD.  

 

YEARS AGO. PARIS, FRANCE. 
 

“AAGH!” JESSICA AWOKE most violently. She was covered in sweat and her body 

ached all over like she had just ran a full marathon strapped with weights. Her 

eyes struggled to adjust to the lights that shined in her face. She sensed other 

people around her. But she couldn’t remember where she was. 

 

One of the shadows moved toward her and took form. 

“...Jessica. Jessica.” A green-haired woman gently touched 

her shoulder. 

 

Jessica recognized her name but not this person. 

“Who...who are you? Where am I?” 

 

“My name is Ophelia,” the woman said in a calm voice. 

She looked around the room at several other figures. 

Doctors. “You are back home. You slipped out of 

consciousness for a moment after your miraculous 

transformation.” 

 

“Transformation?” Jessica looked at her body. She was 

wearing some sort of red, black and yellow costume 

decorated with a web design. “What...what happened to 

me?” 

 

“All of that can be explained later, Jessica.” Ophelia spoke 

slowly and deliberately as she fixed her gaze on Jessica. “We have finally brought 

you back to us. You had been abducted and used by SHIELD. We spent a lot of 

resources to get you back. Do you remember who you are, who you serve?” 

 



Jessica was quiet for a moment. Things were becoming clearer. She could 

remember now. “Yes. I’m Spider-Woman.” She sat up and gave a knowing smile 

to Ophelia. She whispered, “Hail Hydra.” 

 

NEXT ISSUE: BOYS NIGHT OUT vs LADIES’ NIGHT 
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