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Book 28 

  



 

Dr. Sound, Enigma and the Guardians of the Galaxy succeeded in their 

mission to acquire a rare fragment of askiatite from a planet in the 

Dark Nebula. But doing so has raised the ire of the villainous Dire 

Wraith who will stop at nothing to keep ΩFORCE from exposing the 

evil of the Revelation Crystal. Now, the Guardians and the two Forcers 

race back to Chandilar to save their allies and bring the Kree/Wraith 

scheme to ruin. 
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WRAITHWORLD, THE DARK NEBULA  

 
THE PINK-SKINNED MESSENGER scurried into the 
main audience temple of Volx, Queen of the Dire 

Wraith. Dozens of Wraith of different rank and 
position attended to their leader. Volx waved a group 

of dark priestesses away as she turned her attention 
to the messenger. “I hope you have a good reason for 
disssturbing our ritualsss, messsenger. Or elssse we 

will dine on your marrow this eve.” 
 

The servant cowered before the Queen. “Yesss, your 
eternal evilnessss. I come with horrible newsss from 
Assskia. The Guardiansss of the Galaxy have 

launched a ssssurpissse assssault on the Minesss of 
the Woeful. They have esssscaped with a fragment of assskiatite.” 

 
“WHAT?!?” A bolt of ebon eldritch energy shot from the Queen’s eyes. The 
messenger’s flesh was melted off of his frame before he could issue a deathcry. 

“Do you know that thisss meansss?” she asked the remaining members of her 
court. 

 
One of the dark priestesses summoned enough courage to respond, “The fragment 
of assskiatite can be usssed to undo the dark matter ssspell on the Revelation 

Crystal. No longer will the Kree act as our puppetsss, vanquissshing our 
enemiesss for usss.” 

 
“And undoing yearsss of our plotting and planning,” the Queen added. “Though it 
is not according to my timing, we must act now to pressserve our race. The 

Revelation Cryssstal must not be exposssed. Which meansss Chandilar must fall.” 
She rose from her throne as she issued her terrible orders. “Launch the fleet. Alert 

our agentsss on Chandilar. For decadesss, we have stayed hidden, sssly infiltrating 
key posssitionsss in the Galactic Imperium. Today, the Dire Wraith go to WAR!” 

 

The throne room erupted in gurgling cries of joy most evil. 
 

THE MILANO, EN ROUTE TO CHANDILAR AT WARP SPEED 

 

GROOT SAT IN the rear of the ship growing missing parts as Rocket nursed his own 
wounds. Rocket was mad. “We barely made it out of their alive. I ain’t never seen 
so many freakin’ Wraiths in one place! I say screw Chandilar. Let’s grab the 

Galadorian bounty and head to the farthest sector in the galaxy to retire.” 
 

Enigma was sitting in the co-pilot’s chair next to Star-Lord. She, too, was shaken 

up by what she had seen, her mind ignoring the star streak outside and reliving the 
horrific experience of Askia. She heard Rocket’s tirade and responded. “As nice 



as that sounds, we have friends who still need our help. Right, Doctor?” Enigma 
looked towards the rear of the craft.  

 
Dr. Sound was at the rear of the vessel. His mask was off. His head rested in his 

hands, like he was nursing a major headache. He was soaking in the ambient 
sound, a light blue field of energy dancing around his body. This was the way he 
could heal physical damage. The Wraith had almost ripped him apart. But what 

the recent battle did to his mind was far worse. 
 

Enigma got out of her seat and moved to the back of the cabin. “Dr. Sound. Asa.” 
 

No response. Asa’s eyes were closed but he couldn’t stop seeing the video. There 

had once been a video of his wife and child being murdered by Skrulls. He had 
watched it too many times. It was now burned into his memory. The Wraiths. 

Demonic shapeshifters. Attacking him. That must have been what it was like 
when Tetsua and Roots, his dead wife and daughter, were murdered by 
shapeshifting Skrulls. During this battle on the planet of Askia, Asa thought 

(maybe even hoped) that he would die. That the universe would bring justice to 
his life. He could die like his wife and daughter did. Since he failed to protect 

them. Asa let out an uncontrollable sob. 
 

Enigma placed her hand on his shoulder. “It’s alright. You were phenomenal. I 

don’t think we would have made it out of there alive without your leadership.” 
She had never seen Asa like this. Why did this battle affect him so? 

 
Asa didn’t even feel Enigma’s hand upon him. His mind was reeling. True, Tetsua 
had been restored to him. But she wasn’t the original. His mind had recreated her, 

the power of imagination imbued on him by the Corinthian Stone. It allowed him 
to create a dream universe; a fake universe. The new Tetsua was the only 

surviving fragment of that dream universe. Was that the biggest act of selfishness 
in his life? Why didn’t he resurrect Roots? Or restore his original life? So many 
choices made in the heat of battle. So many mistakes. 

 
Enigma tried a different tactic to arouse Asa. She put on her tough, Latverian 

demeanor. “Asa! We need the power of Dr. Sound. We are not out of this yet. In 
fact, this battle might be nothing in comparison of what’s to come. Snap out of 
it.  We need to liberate our friends! And we need to find Cy’vyll, if he is still even 

alive…” 
 

Asa stood up so fast, blasting Enigma backwards with a wave of elevated sound. 
“Why the hell should I give a flying #@$% about some green-skinned, murdering 
reptile? What did he ever do for me?” 

 
“Asa…?” Enigma was taken aback. His reaction was so visceral. His eyes...red 

with anger. 
 



Gamora and Drax’ interest was piqued by the violent outburst. They moved 
toward the rear of the cabin. 

 
Asa strode into Enigma’s face. “Don’t mention the Skrull! He is not why I’m 

doing this. He will never be why I do this! I do this for humanity. That’s all I’ve 
ever done! Even when no one appreciated it! I don’t need some test tube 
Latverian telling me how to feel; justifying my worth. If you ever…!” Asa paused 

when he noticed all of the Guardians looking at him. He even felt the tickle of 
tears on his own face. He hadn’t realized he was crying. He took a deep breath. 

He looked back at Enigma. Her eyes were squinting. She didn’t appreciate the 
insult. Asa took two steps back. “Just get us back to Chandilar.” He took a seat. 
The emotional stress has taken more out of him than the battle. He pointed at the 

red fragment of askiatite. “Get that rock to do whatever voodoo it does and let’s 
go home.” 

 
Drax whispered to Gamora. “I thought he was going to punch her in the face.” 

 

Gamora said, “I thought she was going to kick him in his genitals.” 
 

Star-Lord turned his chair around to face everyone. “Hey! Good news, people. 
We’re alive!” 

 

“I am Groot.” 
 

Rocket laughed. “I’m with Groot. I don’t think that’s going to last another 24 
hours.” 

 

“Anyways,” Star-Lord said, “We’re alive. Which means this adventure is far from 
over. So, here’s the plan. If what Enigma says is true, your guy named Iron Fist 

has some mystical abilities too. Which means, if we can get the askiatite into 
Fist’s...fist along with the Revelation Crystal then BAM! we can undo the 
whammy the Dire Wraith put on that hunk of black rock. Once we hit Chandilar, 

Dr. Sound and Enigma will head to Korath’s Palace. You have to nab the 
Revelation Crystal. You sure you guys can sneak in there?” 

 
Enigma nodded. “Don’t worry about that. Focus on your mission.” 

 

“While you guys get the Revelation Crystal, the Guardians will attack Detention 
Center 9 and liberate your team,” Star-Lord explained. 

 
“And probably die trying,” Rocket warned. “We will have every Imperial Guard 
crawling up our…” 

 
“Rocket! We will be fine. This is the kind of fight Drax and Gamora live for. 

Right, guys?” Star-Lord asked. 
 



Both warriors proudly nodded. 
 

“I am Groot.” 
 

Star-Lord pointed at Groot. “Yes! You get the askiatite into Iron Fist’s hands. 
While we distract the Guard, ΩFORCE will rendezvous with Sound and Enigma. 
Destroy the Revelation Crystal or whatever. Expose the Kree. And ta-da! 

Everyone is happy (except the Kree). And we are phenomenally rich.” 
 

BLEEP! BLEEP! BLEEP! 
 

Star-Lord flipped around. He read the monitors. “Holy…” 

 
“What is it?” Enigma asked as she ran to the front panel. Her eyes landed on the 

rear sensor scan. “Am I reading this right?” 
 

Star-Lord gulped. “Yeah. An entire armada of ships are on our tail. I count...over 

200 vessels. They’re headed for Chandilar.” 
 

“Wraith?” Dr. Sound asked as he put on his mask. 
 

“Who else?” Gamora said. “They want to murder us before we can unite the 

askiatite with the Revelation Crystal. That is what I would do.” 
 

Star-Lord poured every iota of energy into the warp engines. “Buckle up, 
everyone.” He looked at Enigma. “I hope you are as good as you think you are. 
The minute we hit ground, we ignite a galactic war. You ready for this?” 

 
Enigma didn’t respond. She just sat back in her flight chair and let the 

monumental task ahead of her sink in. 
 

KORATH’S PALACE, CHANDILAR 

 
KORATH STOOD IN his penthouse headquarters. He held in his hands the 

Revelation Crystal. He showed it off to his cuffed captive, Cy’vyll. “Ah! We have 
received word from the Council. The trial of ΩFORCE begins in two hours. I 

can’t wait to have your allies in my possession. Dr. Minn-Erva will have a field 
day exploring their singular genomes.” 

 

Cy’vyll mustered up enough strength to say, “ΩFORCE...will...find a way...to 
stop you.” 

 
Korath was shocked. His shock transformed into hilarious laughter. “Ha ha ha! 
You are not a normal Skrull, are you? Such spirit! Such fight!” Korath waved 

over a multi-armed robot. “It is my sacred duty to strip you of that spirit; to help 



you realize the supreme injustice your people inflicted on mine at the outset of our 
greatness.” 

 
“Lies. You...believe lies…,” the tortured Skrull said. 

 
This time, Korath did not laugh. His face turned stone cold. He disregarded 
Stronghold's comment and looked at the robotic torture device. “Dr. Minn-Erva 

constructed this for me. I call it The Nerve Center. It is made for my Skrull 
captives. Each arm is designed to interact with the Skrull nervous system. It will 

activate your innate morphological abilities turning you into a misshapen cluster 
of super-sensitive nerve endings; each one attuned to various forms of pain 
collected from hundreds of races in the galaxy. You will experience agony you 

never even knew existed.” Korath smiled. “The Nerve Center has killed 50% of 
the scum I have used it on. The other 50% were rendered catatonic; their minds 

overwhelmed by the multitudinous flavors of pain.” 
 

Cy’vyll tried to scoot away from the robotic arms as they reached toward him. 

 
“You probably will not recognize me after this torture. But, perhaps, the 

willpower you seem to so doggedly cling to will allow you to survive. I hope so. 
Because as I told you before, ghoul, ‘death is too kind a fate for you’”. 
 

Korath backed away from the cell as the robotic arms stabbed into 
Stronghold’s flesh. Instantaneously, Cy’vyll violently shapeshifted into a 

humanoid-sized batch of jiggling, fleshy nerve cluster.  
 
There are things in this universe which cannot be explained. One would 

have to experience it themselves to fully comprehend the level of 
morbidity that Cy’vyll the Skrull was now made privy too. The screams of 

torture that echoed through the halls of Korath’s 
Palace this day would haunt the dreams of 
every Kree within earshot for the rest of their 

lives. And any hope that Cy’vyll could ever live 
a normal life faded into gurgles and inhuman 

cries that erupted from his bloody and pain-
racked flesh. 

 
SHI’AR COMMAND CENTER 

 

GLADIATOR ENTERED THE main command center. He 
joined another grouping of Imperial Guard who were 

orchestrating government affairs with various Sh’iar 
officials. Lilandra turned to acknowledge the 
mohawked hero of the empire. “What word, Kallark? 

Any sign of the one they call Enigma?” 
 



Gladiator took a knee in utter respect for his empress. “I am sorry to report. No. 
She truly lives up to her name. And Oracle has confirmed that her allies do not 

know of her whereabouts either.” 
 

Lilandra was in awe. “Truly, these humans are remarkable if they can befuddle 
your super senses, Oracle’s telepathy, and the technological prowess of Shi’ar’s 
best. Nonetheless, we will continue with the trial. For justice is swift.” She turned 

to face ΩFORCE’s legal counsel. “Counselor, are your arguments ready for 
trial?” 

 
The counselor bowed. “Yes, Empress. Though their hopes of freedom 
are meager. The Kree are within their rights to claim stake to the 

primitive world and “guide” their population in accordance with article 
VII, subsection III of the Territorial Mandates from the Galactic Treaty. 

In addition, the authenticity of the Revelation Crystal has been verified. 
As we suspected, the Xandarian trade minister was indeed a Skrull.” 
 

“I knew it!” Gladiator said. “His vicious taxation of the outer worlds 
made him an enemy to Shi’ar mining interests for far too long. I hope his 

death is as heavy as the burdens he put on our people.” 
 
Lilandra nodded. “Indeed. Once again, the Revelation Crystal reveals 

more Skrull treachery. Will we ever be free of this plague?” 
 

BLARP! BLARP! BLARP!  
 

Suddenly, the command center went wild. Every light went into red alert. 

Lilandra demanded to know what was transpiring. “What is the meaning of this?” 
 

The Shi’ar commander on duty looked up at the main display screen. Dozens...no, 
hundreds of tiny green specks were heading toward Chandilar at maximum warp. 
He could hardly believe what the sensors were telling him. “Sharra and K’ythri! 

[Shi’ar’s main godheads, geekheads.] This can’t be right. It can’t be!” 
 

“Commander! What are we seeing?” Lilandra asked. 
 

The commander gasped in disbelief. “It...it just isn’t possible. There is no way 

they could have amassed such a sizable armada without someone in the Galactic 
Imperium knowing.” He ordered a communications officer, “Give me real-time 

visuals from outpost 910-910.” 



 
Gladiator, having been alive when the Imperial Guard were just formed, was the 

first to recognize the enemies of the Empire. “SKRULLS!” 
 

Just as soon as it had popped on screen, the visual turned to static. The technician 
reported, “Commander, outpost 910-910 has just been destroyed! Telemetry 
indicates the Skrull armada will be in weapons’ range within 60 seconds!” 

 
Lilandra could not fathom such a thing. The Skrull were all but wiped out. The 

remnants of their kind had supposedly been captured by the Kree. And if even 
there were a few survivors, she could never have expected them to be able to 
cobble together more than a few rusty transports. But, now, she faced a vast 

armada the likes of which would make any member of the Galactic Empire 
envious. The seasoned leader of her race took action. There would be time for 

emotions later. “Gladiator, activate all of the Imperial Guards! Commander, issue 
a planetary alert! Send a distress signal to all Shi’ar and allied vessels throughout 
the galaxy. Tell them, the Skrull have returned! We are at war!” 

 
ABOARD THE MILANO 

 
THE SLEEK SHIP, home to the Guardians of the Galaxy, dropped out of warp and 

into a fine mess. Hundreds of frenzied starships were zipping in every direction 
above the planet. Some were exiting Chandilar at warp speed eager to miss the 
coming cataclysm. Other ships were racing to the surface, hoping that the fabled 

might of the Shi’ar would prove true and praying that the planet’s defense forces 
might spare them an untimely death. And, of course, showing up in full might, the 

Shi’ar armada; its best vessels were dropping out of warp and lining up in orbit, 
weapons aimed toward the incoming Skrull armada. 

 



Fortunately, the Milano was too small of a vessel to attract the Shi’ar military’s 
attention. Star-Lord bobbed and weaved through the space traffic and dove toward 

Chandilar. “This is bad! This is real bad!” 
 

Empress Lilandra’s broadcast message commandeered the COM lines. <<This is 
an emergency signal from Empress Lilandra of the Shi’ar Imperium and its allies. 
We require immediate assistance from all battleworthy vessels and/or vessels 

capable of effecting planet-wide civilian evacuations. Chandilar is under attack. 
The Skrull have returned. Repeat: The Skrulls have returned! May the gods 

preserve us all!>> 
 

“Skrulls?” Rocket declared. “Dem ain’t no Skrulls.” He checked the rear sensors. 

“Sheesh! Never noticed ‘til now, but them Dire Wraiths are flying ships that look 
like Class 2 and Class 5 Skrull Armada units.” 

 
Drax laughed. “Brilliant! The Dire Wraith will attack Chandilar under the guise of 
Skrulls. This will make people hate Skrulls even more. And the Dire Wraith’s 

existence will stay hidden from the majority of the Empire’s population. I am glad 
I am not a Skrull.” 

 
“This is not a laughing matter. We have got to move,” Enigma said as she 
unbuckled and bounded from the seat, ignoring the turbulence of the Milano’s 

planetary reentry.  She ran, bumping into walls and Gamora along the way, to the 
back of the craft. 

 
Rocket finished kitbashing something tech-based then handed Enigma the 
Galadorian handheld personal transporter. “I jerry rigged this single-use 

teleportation unit to allow you to carry another person with you, namely, Dr. 
Sound. But this one ‘port will max out its systems. Then it’s as good as slag. So, 

you only get one go at this.” He hopped over to a computer as Dr. Sound and 
Enigma stood together. “Ariane, the Galadorian chick with the eyepatch, told me 
to signal her when we got back.” BLOOP! “And I just did. I got a lock on 

Korath’s palace. But there ain’t no way we can teleport you straight on inside on 
account of an energy field to keep such a thing from happening. So, you guys 

pick. You want to start this fight from the front door or the roof?” 
 

Enigma turned Asa around and headbutt him in one motion. She warned, “If 

you’re not willing to save everyone, then you’re not worthy to save anyone. 
Remember that. Lives that care for you are on the line. Including Stronghold’s. 

Cut the crap. Crap kills people. Be the person people know you to be. Be the man 
your family remembered you to be.” She drew a breath with her eyes closed, 
anchoring herself for whatever response Dr. Sound might give. “So, what is it? 

Front door or roof?” 
 

Sound’s only response was, “Don’t take the moral high ground with me. It 
doesn’t suit the progeny of Doom. Or am I unaware of all those minions he’s 



immolated? I do what I do for those whom I deem deserving.” His eyes shifted to 
the side for a moment as he gave thought to her previous question. “And roof.” 

 
“Geez, Louise!” Rocket cried while slapping his head. “I thought you two lovers 

were never gonna’ answer my question. Roof it is.” 
 

ZZZZWEEEEPT! 

 
Star-Lord watched as Dr. Sound and Enigma transported away. Then he said, 

“Alright, Guardians. Let’s go do a prison break. I give half my credits to whoever 
knocks out Gladiator first.” He punched the Milano’s engines and targeted... 

 
KORATH’S PALACE 

 

DR. SOUND AND ENIGMA teleported onto the roof of Korath’s Palace. The 
handheld teleportation unit fizzled and popped, its insides slagged from overuse. 

Enigma was still talking about her feelings regarding their argument. “And 
furthermore…” 

 

Dr. Sound held his hand up indicating for her to be silent. She was really irritating 
him now. There was already enough noise in the city and overhead as a planetary 

battle was being waged. He closed his eyes and focused his powers. He felt the 
sonic energy present. He stretched his senses into the facility. Sound permeates 
all. Through the halls. The stairways. Ah-ha! Top floor. He heard a familiar voice. 

Korath’s boastful soliloquizing. Dr. Sound opened his eyes. “Enigma! Move!” 
 

BA-DAKATA-BROOM! Korath exploded out from the roof in all of his beta-
baton-wielding glory. Dr. Sound and Enigma were struck by a combination of 
searing energy and fast-flung debris. They landed hard CRUNCH and skid to a 

painful stop at the edge of the palace’s roof. Their costumes were shredded. Blood 
was beginning to drip from their smoking flesh.  

 
Korath smiled. “What? You didn’t think I expected an ambush? With Enigma 
loose in the city? You are all fools.” He looked up and around at the madness in 

the air, the massive battle between the Skrull Armada and Shi’ar Starfleet. He 
proudly paced in front of the downed Forcers. “What a glorious day this shall be, 

indeed. The Skrulls, scurrying from whatever rocks they have hid under, 
desperately trying to recover the Revelation Crystal. This act truly declares the 
potency of our weapon. And it foretells the end of the Skrull race and their 

insidious agents, ΩFORCE!” 
 

DETENTION CENTER 9 

 
K’OS, SPIDER-WOMAN, IRON FIST and Spider-Man were baffled. The center was 

in red alert. Shi’ar guards were running in every direction. Prisoners were in 



disarray, struggling to peer past the force fields that kept them trapped in their 
cells. 

 
Spider-Man grabbed his head. “Aaugh! Spider sense is going nutzo gonzo over 

here! I don’t know what’s happening. But something very wicked comes this 
way!” 

 

Iron Fist didn’t like the sound of that. “We need to get out of this prison. It’s been 
almost a week. This might be our only chance.” 

 
K’os was past perturbed. Oracle, the telepathic Imperial Guard, had stolen some 
thoughts from his mind, including the nature of Enigma’s power. She may very 

well have been captured by now. Now, the entire detention center was going 
crazy. 

 
Spider-Woman was at her wits end. “K’os, I think this is the part where you, as 
our incredibly intellectual team leader, come up with some amazing avenue of 

escape that none of us were expecting.” 
 

PRAK-A-BWOOM! 
 

The blast that came from above sucked the roof into the air causing the force 

fields around the cells to deactivate. Ash and debris swirled in every direction as 
the floor seemed to collapse down one level KROOM! leaving the four heroes flat 

on their backs. Fire swept the air. But the fire dissipated as a ship descended into 
the ruins of the prison. The bottom hatch of the ship opened wide and Guardians 
of the Galaxy dropped out of the Milano. They surrounded the quartet of baffled 

heroes. 
 

Rocket landed on the ground, armed to the tee. He had a gizmo in his hand. He 
activated it. SHREEE! The inhibitor cuffs popped off of K’os, Iron Fist, Spider-
Woman and Spider-Man. 

 
Spider-Woman looked at K’os. “There is no way you are taking credit for this.” 

 
“Sure I will,” K’os said as he stood and let the defunct cuffs drop to the ground. 
KLANK! 

 
Star-Lord stepped forward and introduced his troop. “Hiya, ΩFORCE. We’re the 

Guardians of the Galaxy. Please to meet you. Hate to tell you this, but you just 
landed yourselves in the middle of World War One Hundred.” 

 

Before anyone could respond, Groot stepped forward and handed K’os the 
fragment of askiatite. “I am Groot.” 

 



K’os took the crystal. “Understood.” He turned to his team. “We need to 
rendezvous with Dr. Sound (apparently, he is alive) and Enigma at Korath’s 

Palace, which is in that direction. They are currently seeking to acquire the 
Revelation Crystal. Iron Fist, apparently you are to use this fragment of askiatite 

in conjunction with your mystic chi to unravel the dark spell on the Crystal, 
thereby, exposing the Kree’s trickery and liberating the galaxy from takeover 
from a hideous band of shapeshifters called the Deviant Dire Wraith who, by 

chance, are currently launching an epic attack on Chandilar posed as none other 
than Skrulls, their distant genetic cousins.” 

 
Spider-Man had to ask, “Waitasecond. You 
got all that from ‘I am Groot’?” 

 
K’os raised one eyebrow. “Of course. It was 

as clear as day.” 
 
BOOM! 

 
Everyone looked into the sky. It was as if 

death was raining down on this city in chaos. 
Hundreds of Skrull warships appeared in the 
upper atmosphere blocked by a discreet 

showing of Shi’ar might. Explosions lit up the 
air as the battle was joined. The initial volley 

shattered buildings and erupted spotty fires all 
over the capitol city. Small dots launched 
from the surface to meet the enemies head on. 

These were the fabled and feared Imperial 
Guard. A battle most epic. 

 
But not all the Guard were joining the battle in the stratosphere. A small 
contingent of Shi’ar’s best showed up above the prison. “We do not know what 

your involvement is in this travesty, ΩFORCE. But the wisdom of Lilandra saw to 
it that we secure you. And seeing how you choose to keep company with the 

loathsome Guardians, it seems her wisdom proved true once more.” 
 

Star-Lord whipped out his guns as his team formed up around the Forcers. 

“ΩFORCE, we’ll cover you. Go!” 
 

“You heard the man, team?” K’os said as he ran out of Detention Center 9 
followed by Iron Fist and the Spider-people.  

 

The area erupted into bitter warfare as the Guardians covered ΩFORCE’s retreat, 
laying into the Imperial Guardsmen like there was no tomorrow. The Imperial 

Guards tried to cut through the Guardians to pursue the terrans. But the Guardians 
were relentless in their defense. 



 
ΩFORCE sped over a wide walkway that led from the 

prison and into a skyscraper-lined avenue. Hundreds of 
citizens ran in every direction. Chaotic yells bubbled up 

amidst explosions from the aerial battles. A well-armed 
Kree detachment stationed on the avenue who were 
assigned to the detention center saw ΩFORCE escaping 

and got into position. They pointed their rifles at the 
escapees.  

 
K’os took grim delight in the approach of the Kree 
guards. His cosmic energies had been unable to find 

release while handcuffed. Now, he gave vent to that pent 
up power. What normally fired out with pinpoint accuracy now exploded 

outwards. The cosmic blast delivered speckled shards of blue matter and black 
antimatter with the wide angle spray of a sawed off shotgun. The Kree militia 
dove for cover as K’os’ blast scattered through the street BOOM! SKROOM! 

SHHASHMM! decimating buildings, hover vehicles and city enhancements. But 
the heavily armored Kree were unaffected and answered back in kind.  

 
The Kree Guard rattled off their pulse rifles CHOW CHOW CHOW as the 
incoming heroes didn’t slow down. Spider-Woman and Iron Fist blew through 

two contingents of soldiers. Spider-Woman deftly somersaulted through the air 
while blowing through the Kree with venom blasts. Iron Fist summoned the 

power of the iron fist while performing the Black Black Poison Touch maneuver; 
a swath of his skin-searing chi whipped from his right fist striking six rifle-
wielding soldiers. They were dead on contact. Spider-Man swung overhead 

webbing up another significant batch of soldiers, “Good thing we ran across my 
web shooters on our way out of the detention center.”  

 
K’os quipped, “Yes. The almighty Gamemaster must like the old webslinger.”  

 

Providing a clear path up the avenue, the team ran at full speed toward Korath’s 
Palace. The scant few Kree soldiers retreated. 

 
“Well, that was easy,” K’os said. “Too easy?” K’os looked back at the deathly 
glory of the Imperial Guard’s attack on the Guardians of the Galaxy. Explosions. 

Multicolored power signatures. Screams of agony and anger. He could see that the 
Guardians were barely holding their own. They were outnumbered and in some 

cases outclassed. He couldn’t understand why the Shi’ar force were not sending a 
detachment to pursue his team. 

 

KRA-KOOM! The answer to his question came in fearsome form. Dropping from 
the sky like a sentient meteorite and landing in the street WHA-ROOM! with the 

force of the same, the Kree people’s ultimate champion arrived to put a stop to 
ΩFORCE’s progress.  

https://docs.google.com/document/d/1CWLVjEjTv3dnwx4nYGfnuB04DinVFATRfFn-qW5_D94/edit


 
“Halt, ΩFORCE! You have been 

accused! So says Ronan!” His 
introduction to the scene came 

with a blast of energy both 
kinetic and cosmic from his 
universal weapon. The 

irresistible sapphire blast wave 
crashed into the quartet of 

Forcers like a flash flood scatters 
a house of toothpicks. Their 
bodies were caught in a body-

wrenching twister of howling 
building and street debris as 

bones cracked, skin split and 
bruises abounded. K’os held 
tight to the red fragment of 

askiatite as his body absorbed the 
cosmic energies. But he, too, 

could not resist the viciousness 
of the kinetic assault. He rolled 
backwards along with tons of 

alien asphalt.  
 

The shockwave subsided. And 
the debris and bodies rained 
down to street level.  

 
INSIDE KORATH’S PALACE 

 
CY’VYLL WAS STILL in a bad 

state. His body was being 
tormented by the Nerve Center. 

He was at his wit’s end. He was still aware of what was going on around him. 

Mere moments ago, Korath violently exited through the roof after securing the 
Revelation Crystal in his personal office. Now he was alone. Or was he? 

 
He noticed a stirring from one of the large plants that decorated Korath’s top floor 
suite. The plant suddenly shifted to that of a humanoid. After carefully checking 

his surroundings, the botanical character rushed over to the Nerve Center. He 

knocked it over SMASH with a push. “Your pain is over, ally. I am Quoi.”  He 

then extended his root-like hands into the locking mechanism of Stronghold’s 
cage. The lock POPped open. 

 



Stronghold reverted to his natural Skrull form and 
collapsed. Still, so much pain. So much damage. 

“Who...who…?” He didn’t have enough energy to speak.  
 

Quoi gently held Cy’vyll. “You are in a very bad way. I 
was sent here to rescue you. The Galadorian agents 
planted in the palace are trying to locate the Revelation 
Crystal.” 

 
Cy’vyll tried to move but couldn’t. His body could not 

account for the pain. He mustered enough energy to say, 
“ΩFORCE...must prevail. If I die this day...It can’t...end 

like this.” 
 

“Like grass on the plains, we all have our time. You have 
the soul of an honored warrior. I assure you, friend…” 
Quoi suddenly stopped what he was saying as he looked 

into Cy’vyll’s eyes. “Wait. Amazing. Though you are a Skrull, I 
sense...something else in your genetic structure. You have some sort 
of...botanical physiology.” 

 

“Yes,” Cy’vyll nodded. “I’m not all Skrull. My DNA...enhanced with the genetic 
code of five...fallen Forcers. Humans. One of them, Tetsua Hawke. CO2. She 
could...control plants…” Cy’vyll could speak no more. Too much pain. He 

choked on his sorrowful condition. 
 

Quoi smiled. “Well. This changes things. This changes things indeed.”  The eyes 

of the Cotati man beamed with universal energy. 
 

WHILE ON THE ROOF 

 
ENIGMA LOOKED UP at Korath as she held her bleeding left arm. She could feel a 

piece of quarter-sized shrapnel had embedded itself near her bicep. Then she 
turned her head to look at Dr. Sound. He was facedown. His face mask was 
partially blown apart exposing the left side of his face. His mouth dripped blood 

and she was pretty sure he coughed up a tooth fragment. Sound was trying to 
gather his wits. She looked back at Korath. She had to go for it.  

 
Summoning her best savate skills, she rolled forward, leapt into the air to deliver a 
neck-snapping roundhouse kick. Without any significant effort, Korath raised his 

beta-baton and blocked the strike. WHUMP! Enigma’s inertia was stopped and 
she dropped to the ground ready for a painful retort. “Sad,” the Kree remarked.  



 
“I shall show you sad!” PLAMMO! From 

Korath’s perspective the jaw-snapping fist came 
out of nowhere. But Dr. Sound and Enigma saw 

something different. Rising up from the hole in 
the roof like a being reborn, Stronghold laid into 
Korath’s filthy face with an oversized fist that 

sent the Kree torturer sailing off of the roof and 
CHUNKT! through an adjoining skyscraper. 

Stronghold kept his mind and eyes fixed on 
where Korath landed as he said, “You guys go 
after the Revelation Crystal.” And with tears of 

vengeance rising in his eyes and a powerfully 
pounding heart, he added, “Korath is Mine!” 

 
BACK ON THE STREETS 

 
STAR-LORD LOOKED TOWARDS Korath’s Palace 
as he planted a foot in one of the Imperial 

Guard’s face. “Did I just see Ronan land over 
there?” 

 
Rocket fired off his machine gun into Warstar’s backside. “Yep. Saw ‘im. Don’t 
tell Drax or he will leave us high and dry.” KA-BOOM! Rocket jumped clear of 

an attack from the giant known as Titan. “And weze kinda’ needs him right now! 
ZIKES!” 

 
The dust cleared on the street and K’os could see the results of Ronan’s first 
strike. Spider-Woman and Spider-Man were strewn about but getting up. Their 

costumes were torn remnants. At first, K’os couldn’t locate Iron Fist. Then he 
caught a flash of yellow and green. The martial artist was buried under what used 

to be a hover-taxi of some sort. He wasn’t moving. Not good. The team needed 
his power to undo the energies of the Revelation Crystal. 

 

Initially, K’os’ idea was to allow these three to handle Ronan while he sped the 
vital piece of askiatite to Korath’s Palace. But, the leader of ΩFORCE was seeing 

that might not be an option. K’os could sense the cosmic might ebbing off of the 
Kree warrior. Ronan would require his full attention. 

 

And Ronan was eager to see what these terrans could offer. “Well?” the blue-
skinned menace asked with a supreme air of arrogance as he twirled his universal 

weapon. “Have at it.” 
 
 

 
 



KORATH’S PALACE  

 
ENIGMA (awestruck by Cy’vyll’s reemergence) helped Dr. Sound up as she 
watched Stronghold takeoff into action. “We need to get that crystal. Hold still. 

You are bleeding badly.” She tried to make a tourniquet form Dr. Sound’s cape to 
bind a gaping wound he had on his left thigh. 

 
Dr. Sound’s knees buckled. “I...I…” He passed out. 

 

“Oh. Great.” Enigma looked around. The very planet seemed to be afire with war. 
“Once again. On my own.” She tucked her fallen ally into a covered corner of the 

roof, secured the tourniquet, and hopped down the hole in the roof to start looking 
for the Revelation Crystal.  

 
WHILE ON THE STREETS OF CHANDILAR 

 

K’OS TOOK IN the surroundings. The glorious city embroiled in one of the greatest 
sci-fi battles ever concocted. His team mates pummeled. Iron Fist decorated in 

blood and debris. “I admire how the Gamemaster has put together the visuals of 
this scenario. That includes the intricacies of your costume,” he said pointing at 
Ronan. 

 
“What are you talking about?” Ronan asked. 

 
“Though I do not think much of the storyline,” K’os responded. The immortal 
scientist held up the piece of askiatite in his right hand. He addressed Ronan. 

“Kree’s greatest warrior, eh? Is this what you are looking for? Go for it!” K’os 
tossed the crystal high into the air while simultaneously releasing from his left 

hand a cosmic bolt targeting Ronan’s hammer-wielding appendage. ZZ-SHOOM! 
Ronan lost his grip on the universal weapon. KLANG! K’os yelled, “Spider-
Woman, grab Iron Fist. Head for Korath’s Palace.  Spider-Man, get that crystal 

there on the double!” 
 

“Is it just me, or is anyone worried that we are taking orders from a guy who 
thinks we are in an RPG game?” Spidey asked as he swung into action. The 
universal weapon had been blown from the Kree supremacist’s hand. Spider-Man 

sent out a web THWIPT! to capture the airborne askiatite but the piece of slagged 
building girder to which his swingline was affixed SNAPPED! “Oh. You gotta’ 

be kidding me,” the webhead said as he dropped from the air and the askiatite 
dropped to street level KLANK-KA-DANK! “Damn Gamemaster!” 

 

Spider-Woman rushed to attend to Iron Fist as Ronan, K’os, and Spider-Man 
spotted the two valuable objects that lay on the ground—the universal weapon 
and the fragment of askiatite. Ronan dove for the askiatite as he commanded his 

universal weapon to return to his hand. WHAP!  
 



THWIPT! THWIPT! Suddenly, Ronan’s face was smothered in web as Spider-
Man swung by swooping up the askiatite. “He’s all yours, K’os! Be 

gentle...NOT!” he joked as Ronan fumbled along issuing a muffled curse. 
 

IN THE VICINITY OF KORATH’S PALACE 

 

KORATH MANAGED TO clamber to his feet. He had been knocked through a 
skyscraper and landed on the thirty-ninth level of the next building. He wondered 
how the Skrull had managed to regain his health, much less ambush him. He 

recalled Stronghold’s profile as provided from Hydra. The Skrull dog boasted 
telepathic abilities. He must be using some sort of illusion. Korath activated his 

own psychic powers. He could track targets across solar systems. He should be 
able to lock onto this alien dirtbag. Korath’s eyes widened when he realized that 
the Skrull was not trying to hide. He wanted this fight!  

 
Stronghold came in at blinding speed. Korath raised his beta-batons. As he 

impacted the Kree geneticist, Stronghold said, “You won’t be needing these!” 
WHAM! In one swift move, the enhanced Skrull infused with the power of five 
fallen Forcers batted Korath’s beta-batons far away WHAPT!, grabbed the Kree 

by the back of the head, and drove him full force into the floor. PA-WOOM! The 
massive impact sheared the top three floors off of the skyscraper! 

 
“I...I will not be felled by a Skrull roach,” Korath said as he stumbled to his feet. 
He inhaled and strength returned to his sinews. “To hell with you and your entire, 

misbegotten, fecal race!” He placed both hands together and delivered a spine-
shattering blow to the top of Stronghold’s head WHA-ROOM! that pounded his 

foe down through thirty-nine floors and into the subbasement. POOM! POOM! 
POOM! POOM! POOM! Every window in the futuristic building shattered. 
Korath looked down the hole as he summoned his beta-batons back into his 

hands. “You have fought admirably. Your death shall be even more admirable.” 
 

AND IN THE STREETS... 

 

RONAN WAS STRUGGLING to remove the webbing from his own face. K’os saw an 
opportunity. If he could remove this Kree’s arms, the cosmic weapon would come 
with it. Blue crystal particles passed through K’os’ veins like surging ice flows. 

He unfurled his claws and SLASHed at Ronan’s appendages. Blue blood dripped 
from K’os’ crystal claws. But his action did not have its full effect. The armored 

Kree was more durable than he had expected. 
 

RIIIIIP!! Ronan finally peeled the webbing from his angry face. He saw Spider-

Man swinging away with the askiatite. Then he looked at the perpetrator of his 
fresh wounds—K’os! Ronan said, “I have had enough,” and the universal weapon 
took on a deathly glow. 

 



K’os yelled, “Spider-Woman, quit dawdling! Get Iron Fist clear. We need him 
lucid to finish this mess.”  

 
Spider-Woman had lifted the hover-taxi off of Iron Fist and was trying to revive 

him. “I’m working on it.” 
 

Then K’os looked at Ronan and howled, “Gamemaster, this is just the way I like 

it. Focus your energy on me. My team will finish the mission!” 
 

“You are mad,” Ronan yelled as he charged K’os. 
 

K’os rose to his full seven-foot height and, ignoring the glowing hammer, sped 

towards Ronan. “This is not going to be a distance fight, Ronan. This is up close 
and personal.” SLAM! The two beings were chest to chest, nose to nose, when 

K’os, claws shimmering with cosmic energy, drove his hands into Ronan’s 
underbelly.  

 

“Just the way I like it.” Before K’os could really dig in, Ronan responded. 
PLAMMO-P-KASHT! He struck K’os so hard in the gut with the blue-charged 

universal weapon that crystal fragments exploded in every direction from the 
center of ΩFORCE’s leader. K’os crumpled to his knees gasping for air. 

 

“Finally, you are speechless, mad one.” Ronan raised his terrifying weapon in the 
air and the atmosphere brightly sizzled. “As for the rest of you. I am not quite 

done. Notice how I harness the power of the universal weapon to harden the very 
air around us and create a near-impenetrable force field of diamond matter.” As 
stated, blue energy erupted from the top of the Kree’s cosmic hammer like a 

irridescent geyser of sapphire sparkles. The sparkles rained down in all directions 
like a dome transmuting the air into a seemingly inescapable crystalline arena. 

Ronan glared at Spider-Woman, Spider-Man and Iron Fist as he kicked K’os to 
the side. “This game is over. The Kree offered imprisonment. Now, you have 
earned death.” 

 
Iron Fist finally came to in Spider-Woman’s arms. “Wha...What’d I miss?” 

 
Spider-Man, still holding the askiatite, clung upside down from the crystal dome. 
“Let’s see. Prince died. We’re about to be killed by Ronan. And you don’t wanna’ 

know who got elected president.” 
 

KORATH’S PALACE 

 

ENIGMA WAS MOVING at breakneck speed through the halls of Korath’s Palace. 
The majority of Kree guards were occupied with guarding the main entrances 
whereas she had slipped through the hole in the roof. The Kree relied on their 

technology to track intruders inside the palace. Fortunately, her powers made her 
invulnerable to scanning tech.  



 
She thought to herself. Where would a pompous idiot like Korath keep his pride 

and joy? She almost passed up the biggest and most luxurious room she had seen 
so far. Korath’s personal office. “This looks pompous enough,” she spoke to 

herself. “Now where would he keep that crystal?” She looked for anything out of 
the ordinary. Bookshelves. Tables. The floor. “Hmm?” One of the tiles was 
slightly off color. She gave it soft push with her foot. PSSSSSHHHT! A pillar 

rose from the middle of the room. The top of the pillar bore a metallic setting. 
And inside the setting—The Revelation Crystal! 

 
Enigma smiled. She located an object in the room roughly the same size and 
weight of the crystal. She swapped them with a quickness. SWIMPT! She gave 

the Revelation Crystal one quick toss in the air and caught it with her hand. 
Success. She turned to exit.  

 
A small Kree child blocked the exit. “You are doing a bad thing, lady. 
You’re stealing. And stealing is bad. If I were you, I would put that back. 

Actually,” the child said as a pink tongue shot out of its mouth toward 
Enigma, “Why don’t I just become you and make everything alright!” 

 
Enigma knew that tongue. It was the drill tongue of a shapeshifting Dire 
Wraith! And it was trying to steal her mind, her shape, her powers. 

 
AND ON THE STREET 

 
IRON FIST WAS still wobbly on his feet. Spider-Man was looking around for a way 

out of Ronan’s cosmic structure. “He made this thing pop out of thin air! That 
universal weapon makes Thor’s hammer look like a Commodore 64.” 

 

“Don’t ever let the thunder god hear you say that.” Spider-Woman punched the 
diamond dome. WHAP! Not a crack. “Darn it! We’re trapped. How will we get to 

the Revelation Crystal now? The world is afire outside of this dome. And we have 
to face this goon.” 

 

“A distraction is in order. Need to give K’os time to recuperate.” Iron Fist 
summoned his chi. His body was in great pain. But focus was of the most import. 

His hands flowed through the air like a mystic dancer. He blocked out the pain. 
He let the energy flow into his right fist. Screaming Eagle Fist. A giant whirlwind 
of green energy formed around Iron Fist and the two spider-people. The peak of 

the whirlwind transformed revealing the Head of Shau-Lao the Immortal Dragon. 
Iron Fist began striking the air with martial arts flair. In unison, the enraged 

energy dragon began to thrash around violently, its bite picking up stray vehicles 
and hurling them toward Ronan the Accuser and his dome of diamond. 

 

“Child’s play!” Ronan pointed his universal weapon at the incoming objects and 
fired energy beams. CHOOM! CHOOM! CHOOM! The projectiles were rendered 



to dust before they could reach the Kree supremacist. “You shall not best me with 
parlor tricks.” 

 
Spider-Woman cracked her knuckles and scowled at Iron Fist. “Don’t ask a man 

to do a woman’s job. Iron Fist, I suggest you turn your chi to getting us through 
this dome like you got through the force field on Ronan’s ship. Spider-Man, back 
him up. I’ll join K’os and buy you some more time.” She took off running at full 

speed at her foe. “It’s time you take on the stronger of the human species, Ronan! 
RAAAAHH!!!”  

 
Like a maddened tigress protecting its cubs, Spider-Woman attacked! She 
cartwheeled over Ronan’s defensive swing, landed on his shoulders and brought 

the full power of her superhuman strength to bear on his face. Raging fists 
slammed into his face FWAM! with wild abandon punctuated by highly-charged 

venom bites KZZZACCKT! driven into his retinas. “C’mon, punk! Let’s see what 
you got!” the battleworn SHIELD agent yelled! 

 

Spider-Man placed himself between Iron Fist and Ronan. “Get to working on that 
wall, Fist. Get us out of here. I’m going to give our allies some help. Hey, 

Ronan!” he yelled. “Surprise! We just teleported in your family for this reunion. 
Watch where you aim that hammer.” THWIPT! THWIPT! THWIPT! Spider-Man 
began forming person-sized web mannequins around Ronan to throw off the 

blinded warrior. 
 

BUMP! BUMP! BUMP! “I shall...oof...this...oof...indignity…!” Ronan yelled as 
he was befuddled by blinding venom blasts, tripping over web dummies and 
Spider-Woman’s relentless beating. His universal weapon began to glow ready to 

release a wild bolt of cosmic energy. Blinded and angry, he cared not who got 
killed in this strategy. 

 
K’os’ extradimensional senses kicked in. His body began soaking in the cosmic 
radiation. “His energy levels are growing off the chart! There is no way you all 

will survive this blast!” 
 

Spider-Man threw up a web shield for him and Iron Fist. “It’s your positive 
outlook on life that really endears me to you, K’os.” 

 

“No. Not like this,” Iron Fist said. He had placed his hand on the diamond dome 
seeking to find spiritual attunement with the object. Eyes closed, he could 

perceive that the structure’s strength came from Ronan’s universal weapon. 
Feeling the danger building, Iron Fist hopped over Spider-Man’s web shield. With 
another Shou-Lao gesture he sent out Screaming Eagle Slap. KRAK! His chi 

formed a line of soul energy with the universal weapon. He yanked with all of his 
immortal might snatching it out of Ronan’s confused grasp and summoned the 

universal weapon like a fisherman pulls a fish from the sea. 
 



K’os saw what Iron Fist was doing and poured his own cosmic powers into the 
maneuver. He blasted the diamond dome with all of his cosmic might. Bending it. 

Warping it. Weakening it just enough… 
 

Iron Fist, universal weapon connected by a mystic filament, flung the alien 
weapon over his head like an ancient shepard hurls a sling. He attained vibrational 
attunement with the hammer and the warped dome. KA-TASH!! The cosmically 

charged weapon shattered the structure into billions of glassy, triangular 
fragments freeing the quartet of tired warriors. 

 
Spider-Woman was not done. She leapt in the air and, attacking from behind, 
kicked the dazed Kree supremacist towards her fellow martial artist. WHUMP! 

“Hope you have a little juice left for this @$$hole.” 
 

The immortal weapon of K’un-Lun grinned. His clenched right hand grew yellow; 
his fist became like a thing unto iron. He positioned himself and BWOOM! sent 
Ronan arching away and out of sight. 

 
“Damn!” Spider-Man exclaimed. “He just racked up enough frequent flyer miles 

to buy us all round trip to Cancun. And we’re gonna’ need it after this jaunt.” 
 

K’os was similarly impressed. “Iron Fist, remind me to show you ΩFORCE’s 

generous benefits package when we get back to Earth. I think we might have a 
position for you.” 

 
“Enough gloating, guys!” Spider-Woman said as she took off. “We still have a 
mission to complete.”  

 
KORATH VERSUS STRONGHOLD 

 
KORATH LOOKED DOWN the hole he had created and heard and felt a rumble. 

BRRRROOOMMMM From the far distance an echoing voice bellowed from the 
pit.  

 

“You thought you could break me? You thought I would hide at my first chance 
of escape?”  

 
Korath felt the rumbling intensify.  

 

“Not a chance. Welcome to the new face of the Skrull! And the end of the Kree!” 
Like a rock being discharged from the mouth of a volcano, the enraged War 

Skrull shot forth from the pit. His outstretched fist rose into the jaw of Korath 
KER-WHAMM! sending the Kree Pursuer back with such force that his very 
helmet split!  

 



As Korath careened backwards towards another building, Stronghold pursued 
adding another midair punch POW! for good measure. “Your people’s envy of 

other, nobler races ends today,” the furious Skrull said as Korath crashed into 
another skyscraper. CHA-CHOOM! He stayed on top of Korath as the Kree was 

driven CRASH! into a lush arboretum full of exotic plants. Stronghold towered 
over Korath. He looked down at this pitiful opponent. “You torment others out of 
sheer jealousy. And I, the harbinger of my race, the living embodiment of the 

formidable ΩFORCE, have been thrust forth by destiny to avenge the billions of 
souls lost to the unjust Kree war machine!” 

 
Korath was physically devastated. But his pride would not let him stay down. 
“Insignificant...” His face bore all of the bias, prejudice and spite of his people 

mingled with blue blood that sprayed from the fresh laceration to his chin. 
“...contemptible…” All he wanted to do was rip the face off of this reptilian 

representative of his people’s age-old enemy. “...deplorable…” With a blood-
curdling war cry, Korath lunged at Stronghold, his desire to squeeze the life from 
the creature’s neck.  

 
Moving quickly, Stronghold grabbed Korath’s wrists. He squeezed them until 

they CRACKed! AAAURRGH! Stronghold ignored Korath’s cry of pain as he 
increased his bulk, pulled the Kree close to his menacing face, and said, “You are 
a fool! To have thought you, a cosmic nothing, could possibly bring ΩFORCE to 

ruin.” Like Hulk pummeled Loki, Stronghold tossed Korath to-and-fro like a rag 
doll. BOOM! BAM! BWAM! 

 
Korath whimpered. 

 

“Puny Kree. I think I am beginning to understand why you Kree hate the Skrull so 
much. Jealousy! We are so much more powerful than you. You have no 

noteworthy abilities.” Stronghold brought his telepathic powers to the fore as he 
transformed his hands into a series of needles, scalpels and probes like something 
from a horror film. He slowly brought them close to Korath’s head.  

 
Korath was done. He had been humbled by his former captive. 

 
Stronghold pressed his face against that of Korath’s. The Skrull said. “Now, I 
look into your eyes, seething with hatred I cannot give name to. And you should 

know,” the Forcer said recalling Korath’s former threat, “...’Death is too kind a 
fate for you.’” 

 
Korath gulped. Irony sinking deep into his rancid gut as Stronghold spoke directly 
into his mind. 

 
*So, instead of releasing you from this mortal plane, you will suffer for an eternity 

all the while begging my ‘heathen gods’ to administer the killing blow. But all you 



will receive is a whispered ‘no’.* Stronghold let out a guttural laugh as Korath, 
his defeated foe, cried out on the physical and mental plane. 

 
KORATH’S PALACE, THE ROOF 

 
ENIGMA BURST FORTH from the hole in the roof of Korath’s Palace. She was on 

the run. She held the Revelation Crystal in her hand. And she was freaking out. 
She headed toward Dr. Sound. “Ohgodohgodohgod.” She skidded to a stop next 
to her unconscious ally ignoring the aerial explosions, crashing spaceships, and 

subsequent burning buildings that filled Chandilar due to the raging planetary 
battle. “Asa, wake up. More Wraith. In the palace. Chasing me. Looks like a kid. 

But, it isn’t. Drill tongue. I have the Revelation Crystal.” 
 

“Good thing!” a random voice said. 

 
Enigma turned around. Joy filled her heart. Before her stood K’os, Iron Fist, 

Spider-Man and Spider-Woman. “By Doom’s metal mask! Thank goodness!” 
Enigma exclaimed. 

 

The team’s face lit up with light as another one of their own flew onto the roof. 
Stronghold! And he looked...amazing! 

 
K’os remarked, “Hmm. You look fit as a fiddle. And to think we were worrying 
for nothing.” 

 
“I don’t know about that,” Stronghold said. Something about his tone exuded a 

reborn confidence. It was like he was a new man...or Skrull. “But I do know that 
Korath is no longer a threat. I can’t begin to explain the tortures the Kree 
subjected me to. But that does not seem to be the priority right now.” Stronghold 

looked into the sky. He had never seen such a gloriously devastating space battle. 
 

Spider-Woman spelled it out. “Enigma has the Revelation Crystal. Iron Fist, you 
have the askiatite. Do your thing before more trouble shows up.” 

 

“Speak of the devil!” Enigma exclaimed as the Kree child appeared on the roof. It 
headed straight for Enigma since she held the Revelation Crystal. 

 
Spider-Man’s spidey sense went off! He looked around and down over the edge 
of the roof of Korath’s Palace. An innumerable number of Kree were literally 

climbing up the side of the building readying an attack against ΩFORCE. The 
wallcrawler jibed, “#bluemangroup.” 

 
Cy’vyll noticed it too. “Uh oh,” he said while clenching his fists. “More Kree.” 

 



Enigma backed away from the ‘Kree child’ as she peered over the building’s 
edge. Her guts told her that the climbing creatures and the child were not Kree. 

“These are not Kree. These are Dire Wraith!” 
 

 
 
TO BE CONTINUED... 


