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Book 15 

  



 

Enigma, Moondragon and Spider-Woman successfully stopped a multi-

pronged scheme at the United Nations. Now, ΩFORCE is eager to track 

down Psionex at their London lair to find out more about their 

powerful benefactor, whoever that might be. But first, the web of 

players in this game of international superpower management must 

be untangled by ... 

 

 
 

 

 

 
  

 

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 

 

ASYLUM  

DARKFORCE 

MANIPULATION 

 

CORONARY  

METABOLIC 

CONTROL 

 

PRETTY 

PERSUASIONS 

UM. STIMULATING. 

 

MATHEMANIAC 

MIND BOGGLING 

TELEPATH 

 

IMPULSE 

SUPER FAST  

SUPER SHARP 

PSIONEX 



THE OFFICE OF WILSON FISK, MANHATTAN 

 

WILSON FISK STOOD facing the window. He looked out upon the island of 

Manhattan. Towering buildings. Billions of dollars of real estate. He owned about 

5% of it. It would have been 25% if the U.N. scheme had succeeded.  

 

“You look like you are brooding,” a voice said that limped into Fisk’s office. 

 

Fisk turned to face Crossfire. “You look like you are wounded.” 

 

“Well,” Lucia Von Bardas said as she walked into the office brushing by 

Crossfire. “You both look like you have egg in your face. I can’t imagine how 

much money you lost in this endeavor. Ultrasonic hypnotic technology. Payoffs to 

U.N. staffers. Armored super mercenaries. High price to pay for failure.” 

 

Fisk didn’t show an overt reaction. “You act like you didn’t lose anything 

yourself, Prime Minister.” 

 

“No monetary loss. Just annoying delays.” Lucia said as she took the liberty to 

pour herself a drink from his wet bar as Crossfire limped to a seat.  She took a sip. 

“My specialized factories are more than able to produce any weapon your people 

design. That is, if you have the means to pay me.” 

 

“My gamble to further restrict, thereby, increase the value of PsiFi tech has been 

hampered. I will admit that,” Fisk said.  

 

Crossfire laughed. “Here I thought that having you as a Windy Turtle Board 

member would reap us benefits.” 

 

“And I thought that having the most cunning super spy in the planet on our side 

would likewise benefit our Triad,” Fisk shot back. “Perhaps I should extend an 

invitation to this Enigma person instead.” 

 

That last comment made anger seep into Lucia’s face. “That over-hyped, test tube 

reject is no match for Crossfire’s reach and genius.” 

 

“Thank you,” the red-suited man said as he nursed his wrapped hand. Enigma has 

shot a hole in it. And he couldn’t decide if that hurt more or less than Kingpin’s 

insinuations regarding his capabilities. 

 

“The sooner we eliminate Enigma and her contemporaries from the picture, the 

sooner we gain a stranglehold on PsiFi tech,” the Prime Minister of Latveria said. 

“Chatting Marks’ technology coupled with your teams’ weapon designs will 

enable us to regulate and administrate the growing number of super beings on this 

planet.” 

 



Crossfire asked, “And Doom is in agreement with this plan?” 

 

Lucia knew Doom was missing. It was her opportunity to grab power. So she lied. 

“Doom allows me to deal with matters of State. He is involved with...more 

important matters. However, we should still move quickly.” 

 

Fisk could sense the urgency in the Latverian’s voice. “On the contrary, Prime 

Minister. Slow and steady wins the race.” 

 

AND IN LONDON 

 
 

“HOW MUCH PROPERTY does Chatting own?” Stronghold asked Spider-Woman as 

he scanned the turn-of-the-century brownstone, a wonderful example of mid-19th 

Century architecture. The $8.4M USD house sat on one corner of the the Old 

Clockhouse Brewery Square, which used to be the site of The Cannon Brewery, 

surrounded by attractive, contemporary designed, office/residential buildings. The 

grand proportions of the building catered perfectly for loft style living and 

consisted of four bedrooms, three reception rooms, a terrace and underground 

secure parking. 

 

“It’s easier to count what he doesn’t own,” the ex-wife said as she plopped down 

on the reception area couch. It felt good to sit down after the long flight from New 

York. It felt good to leave her ex- in New York to finish some business 

transactions. She drank from a bottle of water she grabbed from the fridge. That 

felt good too. 

 

K’os passed her on his way to the living room. He carried a batch of crazy 

gadgets. “The man does not have a place with a decent physics lab?” 

 

“He is a financier, not a scientist,” Moondragon commented as she turned her 

attention to Enigma. “Why the long face, Enigma?” 

 



Enigma crossed her arms. “Really? None of you have anything to say about my 

last two near-death experiences? First, I have to face off against the High 

Evolutionary. Alone! He practically ripped my face off. Then, I was almost 

murdered by Crossfire and left for dead. Are we a team or not?” 

 

Stronghold was already feeling guilty. Dr. Sound had almost died under his care. 

“On the first account, I was mutated and under the Evolutionary’s mind control. 

And I was on the other side of the planet when the other thing happened. Ask the 

other females why you were abandoned in New York.” 

 

“No one was ‘abandoned’, Skrull,” Spider-Woman said. “We were also fighting 

for our lives against a veritable circus of villains.” 

 

Moondragon’s patented arrogance surfaced. “True. It is not our fault that we are 

better versed in the use of our powers. However, I will be happy to continue your 

training, Latverian.” 

 

Enigma almost leapt out of her own skin. “Why you…!” 

 

“Ladies!” K’os yelled. “We have no time for stereotypical female hysterics.” 

 

“Stereotypical!?!” Enigma gasped. 

 

“Hysterics?!?” Spider-Woman exclaimed. 

 

“Female?!?” Stronghold added. 

 

Everyone looked at him. 

 

“Sorry.” The blushing Skrull scratched his head in embarrassment. “I got caught 

up in the moment.” 

 

K’os ignored the banter as he set up a portable monitor and laptop. “I managed to 

triangulate our target’s location by dusting them with cosmically irradiated crystal 

particulate emanating from my geologically-infused epidermis and running a 

multiphasic scanning sequence through a hijacked GPS algorithm pumped 

through global soccer network satellite signals.” 

 

Everyone looked at each other.  

 

Moondragon translated. “He knows where Psionex is. Now we go find them. Find 

them, find their boss.” 

 

“Great.” Spider-Woman nodded. “We find Psionex and kick some @$$. So, 

where’s Dr. Sound?” 

 



MADRIPOOR, SEVEN HOURS EARLIER 

 

ASA HAWKE EXITED the bathroom. He had just vomited again. He wiped his 

stinking mouth with a white towel and dragged himself toward one of the 

penthouse’s bedrooms.  

 

The Skrull was waiting there. It tried to help him to the bed. Asa pushed him 

away. “I’m fine.” 

 

Cy’vyll tried not to take offense. But he was getting tired of the outright 

discrimination he received from Asa. “Nausea is a normal symptom after 

sustaining a concussion. Humans need at least several days to…” 

 

“Oh, you’re an expert on humans, eh?” Asa said as he painfully sat on the king-

sized bed. He took great effort to swing his legs onto the mattress. The motion 

caused him a massive headache. The head wound he sustained in the battle 

against Psionex was not healing quickly. 

 

“I...am not an expert on humans.” Cy’vyll wanted to assist by providing Asa an 

icepack. He hesitated. “Look. Asa…” 

 

“I’m really exhausted, so if you would mind not talking.” 

 

Cy’vyll nodded as he turned to exit. But then…, “I will leave. But I need you to 

know something first. I embody the power of ΩFORCE’s deceased team 

members. During my brief association with the team, I realized that they are 

probably the most potent force for good in the universe. We are in a new universe. 

But I do not expect that legacy to change. And I promise to live up to the name I 

have assumed. And I guarantee that I shall never betray this team. But, the 

insults...the condescension needs to stop.” 

 

Asa opened his eyes and glared at the Skrull. “Or what? You will stop saving my 

life like you did in Vietnam?” 

 

Cy’vyll already felt like a failure for starting the fire that led to the factory’s 

collapse that caused injury and death. He was left speechless by Asa’s stinging 

comment. 

 

“I am sorry if I have a little trouble getting over your races’ attempt to 

exterminate the human race.” Asa couldn’t stand being in the same room as the 

Skrull. He struggled to get up out of the bed. But he did. He walked out of the 

room.  

 

“And what about forgiveness?” Cy’vyll asked the founding leader of ΩFORCE. 

 



Asa turned to look the alien directly in the eye. “Forgiveness is granted to those 

who truly repent. And I need to trust that your repentance is sincere. Every Skrull 

I ever met has tried to end me and mine. Yet, you stand here. You claim to be 

special. Different. You ask for a lot of trust.” 

 

Asa left the Skrull speechless as he went to look for a quiet place to rest. He ran 

across K’os who was cobbling together some equipment in the spacious living 

area.  

 

K’os didn’t look up as he addressed his long-time acquaintance. “Asa, may I have 

a word with you?” 

 

“I don’t have a lead on any rocket boots, K’cin.” 

 

“I am no longer K’cin. I am K’os. And I couldn’t help but overhear your 

conversation with Cy’vyll.” 

 

“The Skrull?” 

 

“He has a name.” 

 

“Does he? Do names matter to shapeshifters?” 

 

K’os stepped away from his latest invention and looked at Asa. “I cannot tell you 

how it pains me to see you so embittered. You are a flickering image of the 

idealist I once knew. I, too, lost my wife and two children in the Incursion Event. 

We all lost something.” 

 

“You...have a family?” Asa didn’t know K’os had started a family. He has missed 

out on a lot while trapped in the dimension composed of dream energy. Asa 

withheld that his wife, Tetsua, was alive. Part of him wanted to tell K’os. But, it 

was too big of a secret. And protecting Tetsua was Asa’s sole reason for existence 

it seemed. 

 

“Yes. As impossible as it may seem. I met a wonderful woman. Karen. We had 

two children. Emma and Woody. They...changed everything for me.” 

 

For once in their joint existence, Asa and K’os were on the same page. Asa said, 

“Yeah. Family does that to you.” 

 

“But, I am going to get them back.” K’os stared at his own crystalline hands. “I 

have thoroughly examined my new physiology. I am composed of the leftover 

remnants of a dying multiverse. They are collapsed into my geological structure, 

like coal pressed by immense forces into a diamond. I am the residual of all that 

ever was.” 

 



“Like...cosmic fecal matter?” Asa asked. 

 

K’os ignored the jab as he continued to examine his own hands. “Somewhere in 

this fragmented prism is the life essence of my family. My body is a labyrinth to 

be unlocked. Potential happiness.” He quickly shifted his gaze to Asa. There was 

a passion in his voice that was new and frighteningly filled with emotion. “And I 

promise to free your family from this glassy prison. I promise to wrestle 

happiness from the wicked Gamemaster. All things are possible. Is that not what 

our survival into this new universe has proven?” With eyes starting to fill with 

tears, K’os grasped Asa’s shoulders. “We will see our families again, Asa Hawke. 

This I promise you!” 

 

“I...I don’t know what to say…” Asa admitted. His wife was actually alive. But, 

he couldn’t reveal that to K’os. K’os had definitely changed. Seemingly for the 

better. “I...I need some time away. To heal. To figure things out. I...I’ll be back 

though.” Asa wiggled free from K’os’ grasp. It felt weird to be touchy-feely with 

the former Romulan. “Tell the others I’ll be back.” 

 

LONDON, NOW 

 

K’OS MIND CAME back to the present. “Dr. Sound had personal business to take 

care of.” 

 

Spider-Woman said, “I guess we shouldn’t be surprised. He left us as quickly as 

he joined us back in San Francisco. Think he will return?” 

 

“I am sure of it,” K’os said. “In the meantime, we have a mystery to unravel. And 

since I know where Psionex is located, we can uncover who is behind our least 

favorite band of strange psionics.” 

 

“And I take it you have some amazing plan to infiltrate their base and track down 

their boss?” Stronghold asked. 

 

ACROSS THE STREETS FROM PSIONEX’ BASE 

 

I WAS SUPPOSED to be the next James Bond. Pete 

Wisdom thought to himself as he stepped out of his 

standard-issue MI-13 Mercedes Benz. But that would 

mean that I need to undertake an extensive bio-scan. 

And I can’t. Because I’m a mutant. He stood across the 

street from a simple commercial building. He skulked 

in the shadows. And mutants are on the under. Because 

this world isn’t fair. Our powers make us wanted. Like 

a commodity. Human capital. So, instead, I repent of 

my past sins working for the Factory. Now, I work for 

British Intelligence tracking down scum like the kind of 



scum I used to be. Tonight, I am chasing rumors. He backed into an alley as a bus 

passed by. Some American company. Roxxon. Supposedly experimenting on 

mutants. In the business of creating metahumans. Probably true. I’ll find out. He 

checked his sidearm. I was supposed to be the next James Bond. 

 

HOURS LATER IN THE COVER OF DARKNESS 

 

“IF THIS AMAZING plan ends with me being left alone to face off against yet 

another superhuman crime boss, you will all never hear the end of it,” Enigma 

said into her earpiece as she crept along the fourth-floor ledge of a building across 

the street from her target location. Her body was still racked with pain. Her 

costumed covered over most of her bruises. Her ears were still ringing from 

Crossfire’s sonic grenade. 

 

“Just stay focused,” K’os transmitted. “We have all of our energies focused on 

keeping you safe while you perform reconnaissance. And you are armed with my 

anti-psionic technology.” 

 

Enigma summoned her confidence as she switched on the anti-psi tech in her ear. 

“Let us hope so. I am going offline now. If you hear bloodcurdling screams, 

please come check it out.” She shot her grappling hook across the foggy darkness. 

CHINK! It attached to the simple-looking, two-story commercial building across 

the way. ZIP! She launched over the street and into action. 

 

PETE WISDOM HAD heard a CHINK! He looked up from his hiding spot in the 

alley where he had been conducting surveillance for the last three hours. He saw a 

woman gliding directly overhead along a zipline. He quickly whipped out his 

camera phone and started to snap pictures. click! click! He scrolled to the photo 

center on his smartphone. Nothing. The woman didn’t appear in the shot. He 

glanced back up at the zipline, down at his camera, and back at the zipline. 

Strange. 

 

MOONDRAGON, SPIDER-WOMAN AND K’os were holed up on the fifth floor of an 

abandoned textile shop half-a-block away. Moondragon peered through standard-

issue Parker Industry binoculars in the direction of Enigma. The shimmering blue 

scientist with the symphonic voice looked into a cross-shaped metal scanner. He 

was tracking Psionex. They were staying in place. Good. 

 

His companion had much on her mind since New York. A secret. She wasn’t sure 

if she should tell anyone. She lowered the binoculars and looked over towards 

Spider-Woman. The arachnid-themed woman clinged to the ceiling. She dangled 

upside-down peering out of the window through a cut of fog created by 

Stronghold. Moondragon knew that K’os had his psionic block tech on. She 

whispered. “K’os, let me be frank. I stumbled upon some dangerous information.” 

 



“Pray tell,” K’os said. 

 

“I cannot confirm at the moment whether or not Spider-Woman is a double agent. 

I believe she might have some sort of affiliation with Hydra. Voorhees had some 

memories of her when I scanned him. Now, this is not a straight accusation. But I 

would like to advise you that as team leader that you might want to be a little 

wary of this universe’s incarnations of the heroes we once knew.” 

 

K’os nodded. “Mmm. It will be wise to keep our eyes open. But, for now, say no 

more of it.” He toggled a COM device. “Stronghold. How goes it?” 

 

OUTSIDE, STRONGHOLD HELD position on the street. He was disguised as an 

ordinary mailbox. “It goes. I am generating a thick fog to help obscure Enigma’s 

entry into the building.” There was a slight pause. “If there really are psionics out 

here, they might already know I’m a Skrull. How do we know they like Skrulls? 

They might kill me!” 

 

“CALM DOWN, STRONGHOLD. Just maintain your position. The tech I built to 

defend against telepathic assault will accomplish its purpose.” K’os put down his 

scanner for a moment and looked at Moondragon and Spider-Woman. He thought 

of his plan. Simple. Enigma go in, recon, and come out. Try and locate the 

mastermind. Then they could deal with the culprit. He couldn’t be sure if Psionex’ 

minds were being erased through high-tech means or advanced metahuman 

manipulation. Either way, his team needed to be prepared. He hated telepaths.  

 

He double-checked his anti-psionic earpiece. He had found time to duplicate only 

two more, one for Stronghold and another for Enigma. Everyone else was on their 

own.  

 

He gave Moondragon a slight smile. “She’ll be fine,” he said, speaking of 

Enigma. 

 

SNEAKING INTO PLACES was practically a non-effort for Enigma. She couldn’t be 

seen by any artificial means of detection. Only the naked eye could perceive her 

presence. Her father, Doctor Victor Von Doom, once told her that he had formed 

her from matter collected in the space between space. He called it the Library and 

told her that the matter existed in the same unobservable space as a group of 

extinct aliens called Beyonders.  

 

It was all above her head. 

 

She just knew that she was created to defeat the indefatigable. Whatever that 

meant. He appointed her as his main intelligence officer. His last order to her 

before his mysterious disappearance was to summon ΩFORCE to his court. Since 



he had not returned she took it upon herself to collect intel on the upstart band. 

Missions like this were par for the course. 

 

She brought her thoughts back to the present. She had entered the crisply designed 

building after prying open an elevated window. Then she crept along a dim, 

second-floor hall, jimmied open a lock that led to a set of stairs to the first floor, 

descended the white painted steps, entered a vast open space with posh red-and-

blue furniture, and slinked along a wall until she could peek through a copper-

plated door into a room. The door was cracked open just slightly. Her eyes 

strained to discern the movement on the other side. Most people would hold their 

breath. The spy didn’t bother. Her power was on. She was inaudible. 

 

A body shifted near a computer panel that had a large 37” monitor placed near it 

on a black glass desk. The person’s back was turned from her. But it matched 

K’os’ description of Asylum. He typed on the computer. His body was much less 

ephemeral than her team leader had described. 

 

She struggled to get the scope of the room. She could see two black beds. A series 

of little lights, about a dozen in number, flickered on the sides of the bed. They 

clicked on and off, little dots of green and blue. Two people appeared to be 

resting on the smooth contraptions. The base of their skulls laid directly on u-

shaped metal headrests that also had bleeping lights. The strangers matched the 

description of Pretty Persuasions and Mathemaniac. From her vantage point, she 

could see nothing else. 

 

Enigma waited for the right moment then slinked into the room unnoticed. She 

saw two other members of Psionex laying on similar beds. Asylum did not notice 

her. He was busy typing a message to someone. Enigma was too far away to read 

the screen. She hid behind two large metal storage cabinets placed in the corner of 

the room. Unless someone walked to the corner, they would not see her. 

 

OUTSIDE, PETE WISDOM ran across the street. He ducked behind a parked car just 

as two security guards rounded the building. They passed. He sprinted to a side 

door. Electronic lock. He looked to the left and right. No one. Suddenly, his 

fingers seemed to alter form into that of red hot knives. He jammed a sizzling 

finger into the electronics. SIZZLE! The door sprang open. Pete looked left and 

right once more. Again, nothing. He quickly entered the building and closed the 

door behind him. 

 

MOONDRAGON HAD RETURNED to looking through her binoculars. She could see 

through the alley of fog Stronghold created. “Wait. I see something at the 

building. Someone has just slipped in past the guards into the western door.” 

 

K’os did not like this. An anomaly. “Who?” 

 



“Too far to see,” Moondragon responded. “Hopefully not trouble for Enigma. I 

could mind scan…” 

 

“Hold off on that,” K’os said as he raised a halting hand. “You said earlier that 

there is a high level of psionic activity in the area. Let us not give ourselves up 

that quickly.” 

 

“Can’t hurt to have another set of eyes on the ground,” Spider-Woman said as she 

wall-crawled out of the nearest window. “I don’t want to hear Enigma complain 

about us abandoning her again.” 

 

ENIGMA KEPT HER eyes trained on Asylum. What was the reason for the beds? Did 

they have something to do with the mental reconditioning? Is this how their 

master, whoever that might be, wiped important data from their mind? Or was the 

technology responsible for the mind wipes? 

 

Her private musings were interrupted when she saw the Psionex member called 

Impulse stir. He awakened from his slumbering condition then swung his legs 

over the bed. He still sat on the contraption as he removed his helmet. “Ah. Time 

to get out of this costume and this building. I need fresh air.” He got off of the bed 

and started toward the cabinets to put away his gear. 

 

Pretty Persuasions yawned awake also. She watched her African-American 

teammate as he opened the cabinet door, placed his helmet in it, and started 

removing other elements of his dangerous costume. She said, “Sounds good. I’m 

so @#$%^%# in.” She hopped off the bed. “Anyone remember what we just did? 

Was it a theft? Robbery? Murder?” 

 

“Heidi, my dear, do we ever remember?” Thomas Sorenson, the man known as 

Mathemaniac, rose from the bed. Next to him, Coronary rolled off the 

contraption. Mathemaniac said to him,  “Mr. James Sharp, good job curing my 

injuries as usual. Between your physiological rehabs and our boss’ telepathic 

reconditioning, it’s a wonder we know who we are any more. I will probably run 

a psycho-analysis of the effects of…” the geek paused. He stood rigid. 

 

Enigma held her breathe, more out of fear than necessity. Why did he stop 

talking? 

 

“Something’s off.” Sorenson said.  

 

“What do you mean?” Asylum whispered as he turned from the computer. 

 

“Can’t you feel it? The psychic energy in the facility is not ebbing like it usually 

is,” Mathemaniac said. “I usually feel a specific flow of synaptic patterns attuned 

to our specific physiologies. Something is off or hampering the flow. We should 

search the building.” 



 

Asylum gave quick orders. “Coronary and Mathemaniac, search the interior. 

Impulse, get back into gear and take Pretty to search the outside. I will ask our 

benefactor to do what they do best.” 

 

Enigma wasn’t sure if they had detected her or her allies. Did K’os’ tech 

somehow create the disturbance to the psionic energy flow? She heard Impulse 

reopen the cabinet to start dressing. 

 

“Well, this sucks,” the villain said to his partner, Pretty, as he began to put on his 

clothes. 

 

PETE SNUCK ALONG a dark hallway. He was about to inspect a stack of crates 

tucked in a corner when he heard a commotion from down the hall. Footsteps 

heading in his direction. One set sounded like someone was wearing a pair of 

heavy rocks on their feet. He spotted a door across from the door he just entered. 

He quickly withdrew a lockpick set from his back pocket, jimmied the hall door 

PLIKT! and slipped inside. He silently closed the door behind himself. The 

footsteps walked by and faded.  

 

His eyes adjusted to the room. There was some sort of MRI machine in the area. 

Curious. 

 

ON THE OTHER side of the door, Coronary and Mathemaniac continued their 

search. Just above them a skylight began to open. Spider-Woman peeked in.  

 

She could hear K’os transmit into her ear. <<Spider-Woman. Exercise caution. I 

am coming in.>> 

 

Spider-Woman didn’t respond. She was busy trying to sneak into the building. 

She widened the skylight a bit more and failed to notice some paint shavings that 

came loose and rained down on the shoulder of Mathemaniac. Coronary saw it 

and reacted.  

 

Moondragon was peering through her binoculars as Spider-Woman peered into a 

rooftop skylight. Next, she saw an elongated crystal fist blast the skylight to 

pieces and send Spider-Woman reeling back on the roof. She landed hard. The 

roof began to collapse in. “Good lord. That woman might as well wear a bullseye 

for a costume.” She put down the binoculars and radioed K’os. “We’ve been 

made.” 

 

K’os shouted orders through the COMlink “Stronghold, pull Spider-Woman out 

of there now!” 

 



Stronghold morphed from mailbox to speedster. “I’m on it!” He jammed across 

the street, through the property, up a wall, and onto the roof but 

KRRRRKKKKKTT the roof buckled under his weight and friction. He reached 

for Spider-Woman just as the roof gave way. KRROOTOOOM! 

 

Mathemaniac and Coronary jumped back as the roof came down. Stronghold and 

Spider-Woman were left crumpled and bloody amidst the mass of debris. Spider-

Woman was out cold.  

 

Coronary laughed. “What is it with you, collapsing roofs, and trashing your own 

friends?” he asked the Skrull.  

 

“More worrisome, how did they find us?” Mathemaniac asked.  

 

Coronary proceeded to use his metabolic control powers to speed up Stronghold's 

pulse. Green blood gushed from his fresh wounds. “How about I torture the 

answer out of them?” Coronary threatened as he used his morbid abilities to 

attack.  

 

Stronghold felt his physiology shudder from the strange assault. He quickly 

altered his veins and arteries to compensate for the unnatural manipulation. He 

swooped Spider-Woman up and headed for the nearest exit leaving a thick cloud 

of CO2 in his wake. Mathemaniac passed out. WHUMP! Coronary backed up and 

but couldn't adjust to the cabin dioxide inundation in time. KLANK! Stronghold 

exited the facility with Spider-Woman in his arms. 

 

“WHAT IS ALL that commotion?” Impulse asked as he affixed his arm blades then 

reached for his helmet.  

 

Pretty gripped her head. “Receiving...mental command...from our master. 

Must...destroy reconditioning beds before ΩFORCE can access them.” The sultry 

woman formed a psychic whip and slashed through one of the beds. 

SHHHHHRAKKassh! “Take them out, Impulse!” 

 

Impulse prepared to put on his helmet when, like a shadow come alive, Enigma 

bounded from behind the cabinet. She zipped by him, grabbed Asylum’s head, 

and smashed it into a nearby table. CRACK! “Actually, I think the beds might 

have collectible value on eBay. So, if you don’t mind…” Enigma turned and took 

quick aim at POOT! POOT! Impulse and Pretty Persuasions. They were struck by 

the spy’s tranquilizer marbles. They woozily stumbled to the side as Enigma 

turned back towards Asylum. She delivered a swift kick to his groin as a 

darkforce blast from his hand missed her and SHAM! made a hole in the wall. 

She shot one more tranquilizing marble into Asylum’s gut POOT! He grabbed her 

shoulders, paused, then slumped to the ground groaning all the way. WHUMP! 

 



Pete Wisdom held his ear to the wall. Quite the fracas was occurring on the other 

side. He overheard something about ‘reconditioning beds’ of ‘collectible value’ or 

some such. Pete had heard rumors in the agency about technology that could mind 

wipe individuals, a handy little tool for intelligence organizations wanting to hire 

skill that wouldn’t remember committing dastardly deeds. Is that what Roxxon 

was doing with this facility? And who the hell brought the fight here? Someone 

mentioned an ‘ΩFORCE’. They sure were a loud bunch. Sounded like the entire 

building was caving in. 

 

The British super spy quickly moved to the MRI-looking machine, located the 

drive panel, and removed the solid-state drive. His tech training paid off, he 

thought to himself. This device might store some of those wiped memories. He 

placed the SSD in his overcoat pocket, opened the door, stepped into the hall, and 

lit a cigarette as he looked down on two bodies, some blond chap with a mullet 

and a crystalline-looking beastie. “Right, then. You lot have made a right bloody 

mess outta’ this one then.” He shook his head at the mass of debris from the 

collapsed roof. 

 

INSIDE THE RECONDITIONING chamber, Enigma cartwheeled over one of the black 

beds and put the final whammy on Impulse and Pretty Persuasions with two more 

tranquilizer marbles. POOT! POOT! Enigma landed then secured her weapon as 

the two villains fell. FWUMP! FWUMP! She turned on her communicator. 

“Threats are neutralized. I suggest we gather here. We need to study the devices I 

discovered to learn their function. What we discover may lead us to their maker.” 

 

K’os and Moondragon CRASHed through the ceiling and landed next to Enigma. 

K’os rubbed his hands together. New, unknown technology. “Good work, 

Enigma.” He looked around the room. Three villains were out. “Remarkable 

takedown.” 

 

“So much psychic energy.” 
 

Enigma and K’os turned to witness a horrifying event transpire with their resident 

telepath. 

 

“The...dragon within me...it desires nourishment. To feed! To 

grow!” Moondragon’s eyes turned black. Her flesh exploded to become a 

towering, ebon dragon of gigantic proportions that expanded in every direction 

consuming all KRA-PWOOM! in an ectoplasmic blast that would demolish the 



entire building! “I…am… 

Moondragon! I am goddess of 

all!” the newly born creature roared. 

 

Enigma stared wide eyes at the 

unearthly monstrosity as the night air 

rushed in. “So, is she in control of her 

power or do we have to take her 

down too?” 

 

K’os noticed one of the whale-sized 

wings speeding toward them. “Let us 

present that question after you dodge 

the giant telekinetic dragon 

appendage that is trying to smash you 

into the concrete tile.” 

 

BARRRROOOOOOOM!!!! 
 

Pete Wisdom was just outside the 

reconditioning room when the ceiling 

was blown into the stratosphere. He saw the immense dragon first. Then he saw 

the tidal wave of rubble and heroes coming his way. “Wankers! Who are you 

lot?” he yelled as he was blasted back by the debris. 

 

The entire neighborhood came alive as rubble rained down for blocks. A titanic, 

black scaled dragon composed of mental energy cast cold terror in every 

direction. The shadowed silhouette of one of the planet’s most potent psychics 

hovered in the center of the beast’s heart. “This planet is now my nest of 

death!” 

 

Half-a-block away, the Skrull known to his allies as Stronghold held an 

unconscious Spider-Woman in his arms. He muttered, “Soooo, I would just like to 

point out that I didn’t do it this time…” 

 

TO BE CONTINUED IN THE MOST RIOTOUS ΩFORCE FASHION! 
 

 

https://docs.google.com/document/d/1TQ_cd6aDcf9sgTlisKd-UiSXLKsYJBeAZye1_U4M_f0/edit

