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Book 10 

  



 

The team is now tasked with protecting the superpower defense 

technology of Chatting Marks. After learning that several of the board 

members of the Windy Turtle Trading Company, the distribution arm 

of PsiFi International, are some of the most nefarious beings from the 

old universe, ΩFORCE must investigate their potential threat level. 

 

 
 

 

 

 
  

 

K’OS 

COSMIC BLASTING 

IMMORTAL GENIUS 

 

MOONDRAGON 

MAJOR TELEPATH; 

SHAO-LOM MASTER 

 

STRONGHOLD 

MULTIPOWERED 

WARSKRULL 

 

SPIDER-WOMAN 

MEGA-ENHANCED 

SHIELD AGENT 

 

ENIGMA 

ELUSIVE LATVERIAN 

SUPER SPY 

 

DR. SOUND 

SONIC WIELDING 

STREET BRAWLER 



SAVONN POLYCLINIC. BATTAMBANG, CAMBODIA  
 

DR. YUN RAOUL nodded to his fellow doctors as he entered the antiseptic 

emergency ward at Cambodia’s number one hospital for treating foreigners. He 

slid past a registered nurse into the file room and closed the door. He was now 

alone.  

 

He located the cabinet for outpatient records and opened it taking a moment to 

glance at himself in the mirror. He reveled in his ability to imitate people down to 

the DNA. On one hand it made him want to take advantage and acquire power. 

On the other hand, he suffered an ongoing identity crisis. And the fear of being 

outed as an alien among humanity. 

 

He worried for a moment that the telepath that mind-wiped the Bengal might be 

scanning him now. But his mind was put at ease once he thought about the lengths 

his team had gone to avoid being compromised. 

 

SIX HOURS AGO. THE MADRIPOOR PEARL 

 

MOONDRAGON LINKED THE team telepathically while K’os explained the 

procedure. “Triple-redundant telepathic compartmentalization. I have been most 

eager to try this on a non-binary brain.” 

 

“I don’t like having people screwing with my head,” Dr. Sound said. 

 

Enigma said, “This is why we are doing this. Whoever reworked Bengal’s brains 

could easily do the same to us. This is going to prevent that...right?” She gave a 

concerned glance to K’os. 

 

“Theoretically, yes,” the immortal scientist responded. “Moondragon is currently 

compartmentalizing compromising intel.” 

 

Cy’vyll was excited to understand, having recently gone through a crash course in 

human physiology. “Oh. I know what is happening. The hippocampus is the 

catalyst for long-term memory, but the actual memory traces are encoded at 

various places in the cortex. Moondragon is scattering certain long-term 

memories throughout our neo-cortex.” 

 

*Exactly,* Moondragon said telepathically. *And Dr. Sound will use his sonic 

powers to induce posthypnotic amnesia.* 

 

“Which will do what?” Spider-Woman asked. Like Dr. Sound, the last thing she 

needed was someone playing with her mind. 

 

“The long-term memories will only assemble given the correct pattern of triggers. 

And those triggers will be scattered among the rest of us and randomly distributed 



via a computerized delivery program I constructed thirty minutes ago,” K’os 

explained. “A skilled telepath might detect the fragmented memories. But without 

the triggers they could not retrieve the thoughts. Think of it like trying to put a 

puzzle together with all the pieces being locked into separate combination safes 

that are located in different parts of the planet.” 

 

*In addition, full details of our current missions will likewise be fragmented in 

case we encounter telepaths or are captured. Therefore, no one can fully 

compromise the mission. Once again, triggers throughout the course of a mission 

will help us recall mission perimeters.* Moondragon surmised. 

 

“Brilliant,” Cy’vyll remarked. 

 

K’os grinned. “Yes. I am. Which is why I was voted team leader.” 

 

THE PRESENT. SAVONN POLYCLINIC. 
 

WORKING OFF OF the intel provided by Enigma, the doctor-in-disguise found a 

patient record date and time stamped Thursday at 14:25UTC (Indochina Time 

Zone). That was the time Enigma dropped the Bengal (sans costume) off at the 

hospital nursing a wicked gunshot wound. His discharge time was listed as Friday 

at 03:14UTC. The doctor checked his watch. 10:02UTC. The people working now 

were on swing shift. Good. They probably saw the nameless man discharged. 

 

Suddenly, the door opened to the file room and the real Dr. Raoul walked in. They 

were both shocked. The door naturally closed behind the second doctor. KLAK! 

The two men looked at each with an expression of surprise. The shapeshifter said, 

“Dr. Raoul? Are you okay? You don’t look so well.”  

 

The real Dr. Raoul opened his mouth to cry for help. Instead, he inhaled a whiff 

of carbon-dioxide to induce narcosis. He fell asleep and his doppelganger caught 

him then dragged him behind a filing cabinet. 

 

“Don’t worry, doctor. You will wake up in about five minutes,” the fake 

physician said. “You must be suffering from over-exhaustion and related 

hallucinations. 

 

TEN MINUTES AGO. THE APARTMENT OF CHARIYA SOK. 
 

ASA SAT IN the Lincoln MKX that Chatting had arranged for him to pick up. He 

watched as the head nurse turned out her bedroom lights. Stronghold had alerted 

him that she had left early from the Savonn Clinic and K’os asked Asa to tail her. 

She entered her apartment building in the upper middle class district. Using his 

sonic powers, he could hear the sounds of her making ready for bed.  

 



He had heard her name when the concierge of her building greeted her upon 

arrival. Chariya Sok. Her first name meant “good character” according to Asa’s 

Google translator search.  

 

Asa looked down at the phone in his hands and navigated to the picture Enigma 

had taken of the demasked Bengal. He reached across the vehicle and opened the 

glove compartment. Inside was an envelope. He opened it, and retrieved the 

leather wallet inside. He flipped it open and saw his face on an Interpol 

Identification. A pretty good fake too. Scary what money could buy. The name 

Chatting had given him: Brendan Whitham. He practiced identifying himself by 

that name several times as he slipped the wallet into his suit coat pocket then put 

on a grey signature wool L.L. Bean fedora. Asa had memorized the sound patterns 

of a British accent and replicated it with his voice, altering it so his voice could 

not be recognized.  

 

He got out of the Lincoln and entered the foyer. He flashed his ID to the 

concierge and, after assuring the desk manager that “No, Chariya is not in 

trouble,” took the elevator to her apartment. He knocked on her door and waited 

for her to answer. She did. She was shocked to see a tall, dark man in a suit at her 

door at this time of night. “Miss Chariya Sok,” Asa said in his London inflection, 

“My name is Brendan Whitham, Interpol.” He flipped open the identification as 

he spoke. “I need to ask you a few questions.” 

 

03:12UTC. EARLIER THAT DAY. 
 

“ACHALI, STOP STARING at him,” Chariya told the attending nurse. “He will die 

from the lust in your eyes.” 

 

The plump Achali jumped when she heard her supervisor speak. She went back to 

attending the patient next to the bed of the strange, unnamed man. “I can’t help it. 

His body. It is perfect, except for the gunshot wound. Who would hurt such a 

handsome man?” 

 

Chariya agreed. The man was handsome as he was mysterious. She looked over 

his chart. Despite the gunshot wound, he was doing very well. It was obvious he 

was a person who engaged in regular, intensive exercise. Besides his fresh 

gunshot wound, she had also noticed several scars at different locations of his 

body. “Hmm. Not totally perfect.” They resembled old stab and cut wounds. On 

his left side of his body: between his third and fourth rib, a gash on the left thigh, 

and on his knee cap. On the right side of his body: scar tissue under his hair, a 

welt across his back, and several smaller marks down his back to his 

buttock.  Though handsome, this man lived an ugly life, Chariya thought. “Well, 

whoever dropped him off must love him very much. He seems dangerous with all 

of these…” 

 



“YAH!” Without any warning the man awoke. He instinctively grabbed Chariya 

with one hand and with the other hand snatched the first makeshift weapon, a 

piece of plastic cutlery, within reach. The entire ward of nurses and doctors 

screamed by the sudden violent outburst. The man’s eyes quickly flitted here and 

there. He sized up the situation and launched out of the bed.  

 

Chariya was pushed backwards into the hall by the man’s momentum. She 

crashed into a supply cart TROOSH! but kept her eyes on the naked stranger as he 

blasted through staff and exited the emergency room doors into the humid night. 

She witnessed a set of ambulance drivers flip around and spot the man as he 

looked left and right then leapt over a hedge running into the redlight district.  

 

10:05UTC. THE APARTMENT OF CHARIYA SOK. 
 

ASA PICTURED THE story in his mind as Chariya spoke. An idea popped in his 

head. “If you will excuse me for a moment, Ms. Sok.” 

 

He exited her apartment to the hallway and got on his cellular device. 

 

10:06UTC. SAVONN POLYCLINIC. 
 

DR. RAOUL EXITED the file storage room when his phone rang. A nurse who was 

about to ask him a question was halted by his raised hand, a signal that he needed 

to take the call. He found a quiet corner from where he had a full view of the 

emergency room corridor that led outside to where the ambulances parked. “Yes.” 

 

Stronghold could hear Asa’s voice on the other line. “I followed the lead to Sok’s 

apartment. She didn’t have any contact information regarding our man.” 

 

“Same here. The file lists him as a John Doe. Trail is colder now,” the disguised 

Skrull said disappointedly. 

 

“Not necessarily. From her account, there should be a bunch of eyewitnesses that 

saw a naked man bolt out of the clinic leading into the red light district,” Asa 

explained. “I am not an expert on the brain, but a naked man running by with 

bloody gauze taped to his shoulder should have attracted some attention…” 

 

“Hence, eyewitnesses with elevated short-term memories associated with shock 

due to the release of the neurotransmitter serotonin,” Stronghold said slightly-too-

loud as he excitedly got Asa’s point. His voice quieted and he asked, “Are you 

suggesting we follow a trail of memories to find the Bengal and maybe his 

handler?” He was aware that such a mental trail would eventually fade from 

people’s short-term memories. 

 

Suddenly, a third person was patched into the call. It was K’os and he liked where 

this investigation was headed. “I am so happy that people are finally finding 



creative solutions to life’s problems. Normally, I feel alone in the science 

department.” 

 

“You know, you will catch more bees with honey than vinegar, rocket boots,” Asa 

said over the transmission. 

 

ACROSS THE STREET FROM THE SAVONN CLINIC 

 

“AND IF YOU knew anything about your own powers you would realize that you 

can get more bees by emulating the sound of a weed whacker than with honey. 

But, hey. I’m the physicist, right?” K’os jabbed as he hid behind his SHIELD-lent 

holographic disguise. It made him look like a 50-year old, Cambodian prostitute. 

“Dr. Sound, convene at my location as backup. Stronghold, telepathically link me 

to your findings. I am heading into the redlight district.” He disconnected the line. 

 

The immortal scientist hid in the shadows of an alley and watched a strip club 

empty out of a large gang of thugs. Korean pop blared out of the open door of the 

Dusty Maven only silencing when it closed. The obvious boss was ordering 

people around. The gangnam-styled goon had his arm around two wasted women. 

A car drove up. The boss tossed the two chicks in the back, hopped in, and 

ordered the driver to take off. Tires squealed as the gang leader left the scene. The 

rest of the mob went back into the strip club.  

 

Stronghold telepathically inserted intel into K’os’ head. *A few of those guys were 

loitering outside when naked guy came by. He entered the club. I’m picking up 

imagery from some of the strippers. They saw the guy. He was taken in back to 

talk to someone named Big Bona. He runs the joint. He will have more info.* 

 

K’os adjusted his holographic disguise to look like the gangster boss that departed 

in the car and proceeded across the street. 

 

BACK OFFICE OF THE DUSTY MAVEN 
 

BIG BONA WAS counting a stack of riel, Cambodian currency, when the gang boss 

walked in. He looked up then back down at his cash. He only stopped counting to 

take a swig of beer or suck in some weed. “Thought you left, Skink.” 

 

“Forgot to ask before I left,” Skink replied. “Remember that naked guy last night? 

Where did he go off to?” 

 

“Why do you care? Thought you like girls.” 

 

“I do. And my girls like him. Is he still around?” 

 

Skink took a drag of his joint and nodded. “Nope. Sorry. He made me an offer if I 

got him clean out of the city. He was in some sort of trouble. Had me call some 



friends of his for a chunk of cash. They made good when they came and picked 

him up. They got here quick. He must be a big deal back in Vietnam. I think he 

was Vietnamese anyways. Accent and all.” 

 

“Well, my girls really dug him. Tell me more about who picked him up.” 

 

Big Bona growled. “Info ain’t free, Skink.” 

 

Skink smiled. “I’ll give you all my gambling earnings for the next month.” 

 

Big Bona stopped drinking his beer mid-gulp and smiled. 

 

PROVOCATEUR NIGHTCLUB, NEW YORK CITY. 
 

JESSICA DREW, HEATHER Douglas, and 

Leticia von Doom stood in the Elite 

VIP suite of the Provocateur, New 

York’’s finest nightclub known for 

consistently attracting the most 

sophisticated crowd. The crowd was a 

mixture of successful fashion models, 

international playboy types, 

sophisticated upscale socialites, the 

well-heeled from around the globe, and 

Manhattan’s elite. The deep house and 

tech house music throbbed through the 

trio of temptress’ souls as they stood 

primped in the finest garments Oscar 

de la Renta had to offer, the fresh spoil 

from a day shopping with Chatting 

Marks, CEO of PsiFi International. 

 

“Oh. My. God.” Leticia said as she finished a sip of her $45 mai tai and ran her 

hand down the left side of her lace and bead embroidered cocktail dress. “My 

fingernails feel like a slice of heaven.” She elbowed Jessica. “Was that not the 

best mani pedi ever?” 

 

“I told you!” Chatting said as he smacked the Latverian’s backside. “Most people 

would never dream of going to Harlem for spa treatments. But, Big Mama Mabel 

knows her appendages,” he winked. 

 

“Would you mind not slapping the rear end of your ex-wife’s allies while in her 

presence, Mr. Marks,” Heather haughtily said. “And I think our time would be 

better spent extracting information and compiling a dossier of possible telepaths 

capable of evading my mental might. Wouldn’t you agree, princess?” she asked 

https://www.modaoperandi.com/oscar-de-la-renta-r16/scoop-neck-lace-and-bead-embroidered-watto-dress?utm_source=google&utm_medium=cpc&utm_campaign=pla&gclid=CPC-1LiH1cgCFZNgfgodAXIKaw


eyeing the daughter of Doom. “How do we know you are legitimately the 

daughter of Doom anyways?” she added for good measure. 

 

Jessica, sporting a lavish $2,200 Mary Katrantzou-made Hirsel short-sleeved 

reverse material dress, almost spit out her mojito with a guffaw when she heard 

Heather’s insult. 

 

Before Leticia could retort, Chatting interrupted. He grabbed Jessica and Leticia 

and dragged them on the dance floor to a trending EDM mix. “Gawd! Do you 

ladies always have to be so dramatic? You have world-class bodies in the 

company of a world-class man. Let’s shake what our mothers gave us, shall we?” 

The crowd cheered as the popular party man entered the dance floor with, as 

usual, the hottest ladies on the planet. 

 

Heather sat down at the booth. She habitually scanned the crowd for any dark 

thoughts. None but of a titillating nature. She recalled the long conversation she 

and the girls had had on the flight over from Madripoor aboard Chatting’s 

customized Airbus ACJ319. This new world was far different than the one she 

came from, they discussed. There didn’t seem to be costumed crimefighters who 

randomly patrolled streets for the good of mankind. Nor were there the common 

fare of bank-robbing villains that she was used to. Here, superpowered people 

seemed to be aligned with organizations. Unraveling the mystery of who was 

powerful enough to evade her telepathic investigations was proving to be quite the 

unusual challenge. Was she no longer the most powerful psionic on the planet?  

 

Chatting raised a toast to her as he grinded anything in the vicinity to be ground. 

She offered a coy smile back, amazed that Jessica could so easily forgive the 

scoundrel who mind-wiped her. Or was this all part of the spy game? She could 

only hope her male compatriots were having as much “fun.” 

 

TA BENG MINING COMPANY, VIETNAM 
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ALUMINUM. TIN. COPPER. Lead. Titanium. Clay. These were the minerals that the 

Ta Neng Mining Company unearthed in the 100 square mile of tore up terrain in 

owned and managed. 

 

Lap Nguyen, area supervisor, worked at the mine for fourteen years. The pay was 

sufficient for a man of modest means. Lap was never a man of modest means. He 

picked up extra business transporting illegal goods and contraband in and out of 

Cambodia. His location 50KM from the border made it a good-paying job fraught 

with a modest amount of risk.  

 

The time was 5AM and Lap was settling into his large, dusty office that 

overlooked an expansive and poorly lit factory floor that contained a series of 

cylindrical vats, each filled with a different liquid metal. Catwalks crisscrossed 

the large area. The sound of coal-powered furnaces hissed over the sound of 

grinding assembly lines that held a variety of ores for processing.  

 

The morning crew was rolling in along with a group of foreign auditors assigned 

to periodically inspect international operations and act as quality assurance. Lap 

checked them in then allowed his direct report to lead them onto the catwalks and 

to the testing equipment. After they left, Lap sat down at his laptop to check if the 

money was transferred into his account. It was. $10,000USD. He helped get the 

wounded Vietnamese man out of Cambodia, handed him $1,000USD and the 

keys to a Jeep, and sent him on his way. Not bad for a night’s work. 

 

Three more men entered the office. Lap closed his laptop as he looked up and 

said, “The floor manager already started the inspection. You can join them on 

the…” He stopped short when he noticed that these three men had no intention of 

leaving the office.  

 

The one in the middle looked Vietnamese. He wore a long black coat and a 

fedora. To his right stood a dark man, maybe Indian or African heritage, who also 

wore a fedora. To his left, a taller, buffer, scarier looking Asian man who sported 

a nose ring. The Vietnamese man spoke, “You helped facilitate the extradition of 

a Vietnamese man from Cambodia. He was wounded. Tell us who hired you to do 

the job.” 

 

Lap didn’t like this scene. He couldn’t tell whether these guys were a rival gang, 

bounty hunters, or government people, although the Asian with the nose-ring 

made him feel pretty sure it was not the latter. “I am not a rat. In fact...” he said as 

he began to slowly move his left hand under the desk. 

 

“Do you really want to do that, my friend?” A blue, crystalline claw courtesy of 

K’os reached out from under his long coat and crumpled the laptop. SCRUNCH! 

 

“Ack!” Lap yelped.  

 



The disguised Forcers each took a step closer to the terrified man as K’os said 

again, “Tell us who hired you to do the job.” 

 

“They...they did,” he said as he pointed beyond his three unknown visitors to a 

quintuplet of trouble that entered the room behind them. 

 

A beyond-sultry and very sexy female sported an energy whip. She licked her lips 

and said, “Mm. You boys look positively tasty. Psionex, let’s catch me some 

toys!” 

 

NEXT: PSIONEX!!! 
 

https://docs.google.com/document/d/1KUIGOhYj1NiyWk_VIy5809y_BoctJCKr-j5wLLF3YcQ/edit

