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In the faraway Andromeda Galaxy, ΩFORCE fought their way through 
Shi’ar, Kree and Dire Wraith forces to destroy the Revelation Crystal. In 
doing so, they exposed the Kree’s unjust culling of Skrulls for hundreds 
of years and reintroduced the universal threat of the Dire Wraith. 
Now, the team returns to Earth. Hydra is expecting the Kree Hydra’s 
planned coup of the planet. ΩFORCE has other plans. 
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Pride. There was a time where I would have claimed to 

be above such a base emotion. Bu that was a long time 

ago. That was before I begin my long journey toward 

becoming the cosmic avatar of Chaos. Now, I look at 

the team with pride at what we have become. What we 

have achieved. 

 

Our most recent mission to the Shi’ar throneworld of 

Chandilar has met with resounding success. We have 

returned to earth with a clarity of purpose. Root out 

the Dire Wraith. Prepare humanity for integration with 

the great spacefaring races. I believe this clarity 

has changed us all for the better. 

 

Dr. Sound, who we all thought died in space, performed 

admirably on this mission. His years of leadership 

paid off. He was cunning. He bided his time, found 

allies in the Guardians of the Galaxy, and performed a 

textbook rescue for the rest of us who had been 

imprisoned. He still is a mixed bag of emotions, 

though. He vacillates between his hatred of the 

Skrulls and his heroic idealism. Even though it was 

Skrulls from the old universe who murdered his family, 

he cannot seem to free himself from his desire for 

vengeance. 

 

Stronghold is the most frequent recipient of Dr. 

Sound’s hatred. However, Cy’vyll is showing himself to 

be resilient and a surprising asset to the team. 

Korath the Kree Pursuer nearly tortured Stronghold to 

death. But, our resident Skrull endured. With the help 

of Quoi, a botanical lifeform and member of the Cotati 

race, Stronghold was restored to full health. He 

single-handedly defeated Korath. His love for ΩFORCE 

seems renewed. Will he and Dr. Sound ever find peace? 

 

Enigma also played a huge role in freeing us from the 

judgement of the Shi’ar. She does not know it, but I 

have been keeping a close eye on her; as close an eye 

one can keep on a being who is undetectable by all but 

the naked eye. She plays the novice hero well. But I 

have trouble believing that a genetic creation of Dr. 

Doom is anything but potentially lethal. We still have 

to hear from her strangely absent creator, Dr. Victor 

von Doom.  



 

And then there is Spider-Woman. Member of ΩFORCE. 

Agent of S.H.I.E.L.D. Hydra spy. She recovered 

something called the Hydra Manifesto from Hydra. But 

should we trust the quality of information it is 

providing since we are still unsure of where her 

loyalties lie? Hydra is in for a big surprise. They 

have no idea that the Kree have been handed defeat by 

ΩFORCE. Their plan to falsely expose world leaders as 

Skrulls is dead before it began. Do we have enough 

manpower to dismantle Hydra? Or should we go another 

route? 

 

This mission did leave us with new allies. 

 

Peter Parker, a.k.a. Spider-Man, returned to his 

duties as CEO of Parker Industries. I am happy to have 

made the acquaintance of the famed wall-crawler. His 

science and technological expertise might come in 

handy for future missions. 

 

Ariane from Galador has decided to accompany us back 

to earth. She wants to thank ΩFORCE by helping us 

build technology capable of exposing Dire Wraiths. I 

will be glad to have a lab partner with an advanced 

knowledge of weapons engineering. We have the leftover 

piece of askiatite in our possession.  

 

The real gem that came out of this mission is the 

Immortal Weapon of K’un Lun, Iron Fist. Did the 

Gamemaster know that we would need someone with his 

mystical abilities to unravel the trickery of the 

Revelation Crystal? Or was that happenstance? I cannot 

be sure. This Iron Fist has not disclosed his secret 

identity to us. But both Dr. Sound and I, who know the 

old universe Danny Rand, feel that Iron Fist will make 

a good (and devastatingly wealthy) ally. Iron Fist has 

accepted our invitation to join ΩFORCE. 

 

Lastly, there is our last member: Moondragon. When 

last we left our powerful telepath, she had been 

converted to stone by a Hydra faction leader named 

Gorgon. I had no time to seek a way to free her as we 

were swiftly pulled away to our space mission. My 

number one duty as team leader is to see if we can 

free Moondragon from this strange entrapment without 

causing any permanent harm. 



 
PSIFI INTERNATIONAL, MADRIPOOR BRANCH OFFICES 
 
CHATTING MARKS WATCHED as his cleaning crew dusted the statue of 

Moondragon. It had the texture of volcanic rock. Smooth gray smoky sheen. The 

unintentional art piece had been placed in the vast lobby. Polished white marble 

floor. Gloss white curved reception desk. Gorgeous front desk staff, each armed 

with a PhD in Business and combat training. The Moondragon sculpture—lit by 

mini spotlights chosen by a million dollar interior decorator—would stay a lobby 

ornament until such time a remedy could be found.  

 

Chatting tussled his blond hair. He smelled of Sandlewood pre-shave oil. Creamy. 

Woody. Nothing short of incredible. He advised his crew, “Don’t forget the 

boobs. You always skip the boobs.” Chatting sucked his teeth and nodded his 

head.  

 

He caught a familiar, monstrous form entering the lobby. A few hushed murmurs 

held back disgust. K’os. His blue crystals jutting from his misshapen form. The 

offspring of multiversal collapse. The remnant of a million remnant universes. 

“Cosmic fecal matter” as Asa Hawke would remind. 

 

Chatting turned to face K’os. “What kind of people forget the boobs?” He noticed 

Ariane of Galador standing by. White skin. Hair the color of coal. Eye patch. 

Chatting had never been with a woman who only had one eye, he thought. He 

loved variety. The CEO of PsiFi International bowed. “Oh. Speaking of which, I 

have failed to make a proper introduction to you, milady.” 

 

Ariane looked the strange, blond man up and down. She had been to hundreds of 

worlds. She could recognize a player anywhere. She then surveyed his sexy 

secretaries that were standing by. Each a different skin color. They were 

beautifully feminine. Very much so. But she could tell that under their exquisite 

clothes—navy, white, pink—they bore amazingly crafted physiques. These were 

warriors. She looked at K’os, not sure how to respond. 

 

K’os said, “She is a work colleague of mine. Ariane. Dr. Ariane.” He had never 

asked if Ariane was her first, last, or only name. “Has there been any change in 

Moondragon’s situation?” 

 

“None,” Chatting answered. He ran his hand down his light cotton suit to smooth 

it. “While you were gone I had some of my scientists from Champagne Sands 

flown out. They ran a series of tests. I am more than happy to share their findings. 

Hope she’s not dead. I had plans for her.” 

 

K’os plodded around the statue to get a better look. He ignored a glance from a 

secretary when his rocky feet scraped along the Italian marble floor. “I thought 

you were involved with that shape shifting mutant, Mystique. Bored already?”  



 

“Get your mind out of the gutter, you walking stalactite.” Chatting placed his 

hands behind his back and circled the statue of Moondragon leaving a whiff of 

expensive, yet subtle, cologne in his wake. “I have been devising a business 

stratagem wherein our bald-headed psionic pacifies the world so that we can focus 

on Wakanda’s grand space program. Imagine what we could accomplish in a 

year’s time if humanity stopped infighting.” 

 

“Any attempts at manipulating minds is usually frowned upon,” K’os said. He 

thought about the many telepaths he had tussled with over the ages. Pinnacle was 

the one that left the biggest impression. His thoughts wandered.  

 

“And what about the greater good?” Chatting countered. 

 

K’os was not quick to reply. His thoughts hopped from Pinnacle to lost wife 

Karen to his recent mission. The memory of what he witnessed in the Andromeda 

Galaxy was still fresh on his mind. 

 

WHILE IN ANOTHER CONFERENCE ROOM... 
 

SPIDER-WOMAN, ENIGMA, STRONGHOLD and Iron Fist sat around the Black Glass 

Boat Modern Table in the elegantly designed meeting area. A large monitor 

normally used for teleconferences was activated. It hung on the wall juxtaposition 

against the Hightown skyline. The television was now tuned to various political 

news channels. Sound off. Closed caption on. 

 

The Skrull sat closest to the television. His green scales seemed to shiver as he 

formed a thought. Stronghold had a gravelly voice that told his age. Seventy plus 

years. Not a problem. Skrulls live over two hundred. “Anyone of those people 

could be Dire Wraiths. We have our job cut out for us.” 

 

“The Dire Wraith invasion is important. But we have more pressing priorities.” 

Spider-Woman had her mask pulled back. Jessica Drew was a stunning woman. 

Model-esque in appearance. One of the world’s most potent espionage agents. 

She used a remote to switch the screen to a display of her laptop. It showed a map 

of the world with symbols pinpointing Hydra bases. Each Hydra symbol, a base. 

There were a lot of them. “By now, all of Hydra knows I have the Manifesto.” 

 

Enigma—arguably the most potent espionage agent—made sure Iron Fist 

understood. She took a swig from her bottled water. “The Hydra Manifesto is the 

complete database of Hydra’s top henchmen, bases, equipment, and so on.” 

 

“Correct.” Jessica scrolled to a screen focusing on the profiles of Baron von 

Strucker, Gorgon, Hive, Kraken, Horst Eisele, Supreme Hydra, and Madame 

Hydra. “These are Hydra’s most powerful division leaders. Enigma has proven 

that Eisele is active in Latveria. He seems to be in charge of distributing armor 



technology around the world for Hydra’s intended coup. This map shows where 

the others tend to reside.” 

 

Iron Fist was in costume. His yellow face mask guarded his secret identity, 

billionaire Daniel Rand. Missing for ten years. Recently returned to this 

dimension. Playing catch-up. He casually tossed his feet on the table and his 

hands behind his head then added, “We have been off earth for a week. They 

know you have the Manifesto. Wouldn’t they have picked up shop and left to new 

digs already?” He liked asking Spider-Woman a question. Gave him an excuse to 

give her his undivided attention. 

 

Enigma caught that. They were here for business. Not pleasure. 

 

Spider-Woman nodded. “Logically, yes. However, Hydra is too deeply 

entrenched in various operations to completely uproot themselves. The Manifesto 

has the full list of their spies, agents, handlers and sympathizers. If we follow 

those leads, we should be able to locate the top brass, track them down, and take 

them out.” 

 

“What do you mean by take them out?” Stronghold asked. He had opinions about 

what makes a hero a hero. And he felt his team were heroes. He wasn’t sure if 

they all felt the same way. “Don’t you mean, capture them and turn them into the 

proper authorities?” 

 

“Whatever it takes,” the Latverian answered. She then stood from her mesh 

conference chair and took over the computer controls from Agent Drew. Enigma 

touched the screen. It displayed a geographic map. She scrolled to California. “In 

addition to stopping Hydra, we also need to nullify the threat of Prime Minister 

Lucia von Bardas. She is using Latveria and its technology to mass produce 

powered armor and gadgets. It seems that they have been using the shipping yards 

in Oakland, California to smuggle the tech. And Horst Eisele frequently makes an 

appearance to oversee operations.” 

 

“I have assigned Enigma the task of creating a sting operation to expose Eisele’s 

involvement. We capture Eisele and deliver him to S.H.I.E.L.D. The Latverian 

connection will be exposed. And Enigma is pretty sure she can sway the Latverian 

governors to depose von Bardas.” Spider-Woman closed the laptop. SNAP! She 

wanted to have everyone’s attention. 

 

Enigma stole her thunder though. “With their weapons supplier out of the picture, 

Hydra will have less things to point our way when we start taking down their 

section chiefs.” 

 

Just then, K’os and Ariane entered the room. The double doors closed behind 

them. Ariane sat down. She was new to this crew but seemed to adapt quickly. 

K’os stood at the end of the table. “By now I am sure that Spider-Woman has 



explained our plan of action. She will lead the Hydra mission. Ariane and I will 

work on technology to expose the Dire Wraiths. Plus, I have the extra duty of 

finding out how to undo Moondragon’s petrification.” 

 

“That would be nice,” Stronghold said. His mind went back to his recent tortures 

at the hand of the Kree. It was a week of indescribable horrors. He wondered if 

his team had abandoned him. After all, he was just a Skrull. Who knows if 

Moondragon was suffering. And, if so, did she wonder if the team cared. 

Stronghold had tried to reach her telepathically. Nothing. Then Iron Fist stole the 

next thought from his mind... 

 

“Tracking down Gorgon might help cure Moondragon’s situation. After all, he is 

the one who put the whammy on her.” Iron Fist had another agenda on his mind 

too. As the Immortal Weapon of K’un Lun he had the sacred duty to eliminate the 

Hand. Gorgon was obviously a member of Hydra and the Hand. So the sword-

wielding Asian man was now a prime target. 

 

Ariane said, “While K’os explores curing Moondragon, I will focus my attention 

on the Dire Wraith problem. Before Kree rule was forced upon us, the 

Galadorians had a specialized band of warriors called Spaceknights. Their 

weaponry was fueled by askiatite. Since we have the crystal in our possession, I 

can now construct an Energy Analyzer. It will be able to penetrate the Wraiths’ 

sorcerous shape-shifting ability and reveal their true nature. I just need to 

complete setting up the equipment we transported from Chandilar.” 

 

“We should not be surprised if the Dire Wraith have infiltrated Hydra. We must 

be ready for anything,” K’os warned. “I have asked Chatting if we can use the 

island of Champagne Sands as a base of operations for the time being. It is secure, 

has sufficient labs, and is replete with PsiFi technology that includes defenses 

against psionic assault. I want to make sure our activities remain secret.” 

 

Iron Fist looked around. “By the way, where’s Dr. Sound? Isn’t he in on this 

mission?” 

 

Stronghold answered, “He is. But he said he needed to take care of some business 

before joining us.” 

 

K’os thought to himself, *Yet again. Asa tends to take frequent respites from our 

missions. Could the Windy Turtle Trading Company have him that involved in his 

duties as a business analyst? Or does Asa Hawke have other responsibilities in 

this new world?* 

 

AND TO ANSWER THAT QUESTION... 
 

SAN FRANCISCO, CALIFORNIA. Asa ran in from the unusually sunny day and 

bound up the steps to his rundown Tenderloin apartment. Fourteen layers of paint 



peeled from the walls. He heard rats in the basement. A transgender couple 

argued about who used the rent to buy crack. Fifty year old pipes gurgled. He 

blocked it all out. He hadn’t seen Testua in a week. He couldn’t send a message 

over the intergalactic distance to let her know he was alive. She was probably 

worried sick. He was her sole family member in this world. And she, his. They 

only had each other. 

 

He bumped into a vomit-dribbling drunk man coming down the rickety stairs. But 

Asa didn’t slow his stride. He skid in front of the green door of his unit. He 

formed a sonic key to unlock the rattily door and pushed it open with enthusiasm.  

 

Tetsua was sitting on the used couch in the cramped quarters. Painted light blue. 

Overhead fan/light combo whirring. Cl-Clack. Cl-Clack. Cl-Clack. Window 

slightly ajar to allow a nonexistent breeze into the unit. She was watching the 

news on a twenty-seven inch flat screen. It was used also. She turned when she 

heard Asa enter. “Babe!” She hopped from the pleather couch and leapt into her 

husband’s arms. They passionately kissed. Her lips tasted like honey and ginger. 

Her body felt like a firm pillow after a hard day’s work. 

 

Asa hugged her so tightly. “Oh, babe. I’m sorry. What a story have I got to tell 

you!” 

 

FLUSH! 

 

Asa turned toward the quaint bathroom. “Did the toilet just 

flush?” 

 

Tetsua was so surprised by her husband’s sudden 

appearance that she forgot to mention that she had a 

houseguest. She wiped her tears. “Oh my god. It totally 

slipped my mind.” 

 

Exiting the LED-lit bathroom was a face with which Asa 

was familiar. Blaring red hair. Attitude to match. “Wow. 

You appear as dramatically as you disappear. I don’t know 

how your heart handles this, Mrs. Hawke.” She dried her 

hands on her jeans. 

 

Asa’s jaw dropped. What was Lindsay McCabe doing in 

his home? Asa felt an anger wash over him along with a 

sense of protectiveness. He wanted to lash out. His voice 

went cold. “What are you doing here? What gives you the 

right to violate my privacy?” 

 

Lindsay was nonchalant as she moved toward the kitchen and placed her thumb in 

the frosting of a chocolate cake. The cake said “Happy Anniversary”. 



 

Asa was momentarily distracted by the confection. While he was in space he 

missed his and Tetsua’s 10th wedding anniversary. His heart sank. The cake was 

four days old.  

 

Lindsay licked her thumb. “So, here is what happened. You teleported.” She 

looked at Tetsua, “Yes. Teleported out of a plane at 35,000 feet. All the while I 

am desperate to find my best friend and business partner, Jessica Drew. And 

what? I’m supposed to go back home and forget about it? Not likely.” 

 

Asa looked at Tetsua. His wife was blushing. 

 

Lindsay continued. “So, I come back to SF. I start asking around about this 

mysterious Asa Hawke, employee of Windy Turtle Trading Company, a 

subsidiary of PsiFi International owned by my friend’s ex, the enigmatic Chatting 

Marks. Is there a connection? Possibly. For a private detective like me, this 

mystery was too scintillating to pass up.” 

 

Tetsua wanted to be the bearer of bad news to her husband. “After you didn’t 

come home for four days, I got worried. I went to your offices to look for you. I 

was afraid. There were no news reports. And your office wouldn’t give me any 

information. I was standing outside your offices…” 

 

“...when I approached her. She looked like a worried woman. As if her husband 

had vanished into thin air. Which you did. I read people really well.” Lindsay 

smiled. “I had been snooping around the Windy Turtle offices for a couple days 

trying to figure out what the hell happened. I reached out and told her exactly 

what I experienced. She asked where you had taken off to. Bingo! I knew she 

knew you. And I offered my amazing skills to help her find you.” 

 

Tetsua’s eyes were welling up with tears. “I’m sorry. I was afraid for you. I 

should have stayed in. I’m so sorry.” 

 

Lindsay looked at Asa then a Tetsua then back at Asa. She was adamant. “You 

have nothing to be sorry for. You are a caring, doting wife,” she said pointing at 

the anniversary cake. Then she placed her hands on her hips and got into Asa’s 

face. “And what kind of man would be mad at you for caring about his welfare 

and whereabouts? Just like I care about my friend, Jessica Drew!” 

 

“Tets, don’t worry. I’m certainly not upset with you. Teleporting away was not 

my idea either. We’ll talk about that later. As for you,” Asa said addressing 

Lindsay. “I was willing to help. Until now. I saw your friend recently. She’s fine. 

Go find her if you’d like. Get out.” 

 

Lindsay was blowing her top. “Go find her?!? Oh. I wasn’t aware she was holding 

up at the public market! Well, she isn’t, you Malik Yuba reject! I have no idea 



where to find her. Would you be so kind as to point me in the right direction? (I 

can’t stand bully husbands),” she said under her breath. “And if I find out that you 

laid a finger on Tets, probably the nicest person I ever met, I will personally come 

back and emasculate you.” She said waving a finger in his face. 

 

“Oh, he would never…,” Tetsua interrupted. 

 

“Yeah. Yeah. Yeah. You all are the same, lady. Never wanna turn the jerks in. He 

doesn’t look so tough,” Lindsay said. 

 

Asa sighed, “You have no idea who you’re talking to. It’s your fault I won’t help 

you anymore. If you recall, I was helping you before I was teleported away. I 

don’t take well to people slandering my character when they know nothing about 

me. And I especially don’t take well to people violating my privacy when it could 

put my family in danger. As for how tough I am? You’re right. I’m not. Get out. 

Go ask Chatting. She’s supposed to be meeting with him.” Asa could tell Lindsay 

didn’t know that Jessica was the spectacular Spider-Woman. He felt like blowing 

the secret, but after his speech on privacy... 

 

Lindsay backed down. “I’m sure you know. Chatting is not an easy man to find. I 

need an insider. That’s you. And I didn’t mean to...insult your…” she gestured 

toward Asa’s unmentionables. “...manhood. I just...I’m desperate to find my 

friend. You were missing for a week. Tetsua nearly lost her mind. Jessica has 

been gone for months. Imagine how I feel. Please. Help.” 

 

Tetsua tugged on Asa’s shirt from behind. She could sense Lindsay’s genuine 

concern for her friend. 

 

Asa looked warmly at Tetsua. He shook his head and laughed at Lindsay, “Your 

ridiculous man-hating notwithstanding, I’ll help. Not for you. For my wife.” He 

turned back to Lindsay. His face became stone. He added sonically-charged 

menace to his voice. “If anyone finds out about my wife, you will find out 

whether or not I’m tough. Deal?” 

 

Lindsay suddenly sensed the man’s inner power. He was not just a business 

analyst. “Deal.” She looked at Tetsua. “Guest we’re besties now, eh?” 

 

Tetsua smiled but suppressed it when Asa gave her a stern look. 

 

Lindsay smiled. “I have a feeling this is the beginning of a beautiful, yet strange, 

friendship.” 

 

Asa turned to his wife and have her a proper hug and kiss. “I love you, Tets. I’m 

so sorry I left you like that. I’ll tell you the story later. Right now I need to take 

Lindsay to meet with Chatting. Okay?” 

 



“Yeah. I guess we can celebrate our anniversary when you get back?” 

 

“Of course. Let’s go get a nice dinner. Find a place you wanna go.” 

 

Tetsua smiled and hugged back. “Ok. Something simple. Not too expensive. Get 

back quickly” She landed a fat smooch on her hubby. 

 

Lindsay gagged. “Oh, god. It’s like she is straight out of a Nicholas Sparks’ novel. 

I have got to help this woman out.” She looked at Asa. “Let’s get the lead on, 

Romeo.” 

 

Asa felt no shame, “Whatever, Feminazi.” 

 

BACK IN MADRIPOOR 
 
A BLACK-SUITED MAN ran into the Chinese restaurant. Jade lions to the left and 

right of the entrance. Old, red commercial carpet. The smell of incense, sticky 

rice, and soy sauce. The Chinese man—his name was Joseph Tan—was in a 

hurry. His master did not like to wait. Two other guards opened a set of black 

double doors for him as he rushed inside. 

 

It was a dank banquet room. It needed remodeling. A restaurant with infrequent 

customers and a silent kitchen. But sharp cutlery. The doors shut behind him. 

Joseph came to a stop at the end of a long table painted black with gold inlay of a 

dragon. Madame Hydra sat at the other end sipping on oolong tea. Scented fumes 

rising up from the cup. The cup was as white as the table was black. Her costume 

and lips were as green as the cup was white. Nothing matched well. She was 

flanked by two other guards. Joseph could tell these were 

burly men capable of inflicting pain. They enjoyed doing 

so. Madame Hydra said nothing. He tried to catch his 

breath. His heart beat in his ears. He wondered if he was 

visibly sweating. “Madame Hydra, the reports are true. 

ΩFORCE have returned. Or at least their leader, K’os. 

They were reported at the Hightown headquarters of PsiFi 

International.”  

 

Madame Hydra stared at him. She did not need to say 

anything. A curl of her lip indicated she wanted more 

information. 

 

“No sign of Spider-Woman. And no sign of the Kree,” the 

agent added. He eyed the guards to her left and right. One 

never knew what could get one shot when dealing with 

this woman. 

 



TISHT! The green-haired woman shattered her tea cup. She ignored the pain 

caused by the hot liquid spreading on her hand. She ignored the blood the 

dribbled onto the white shards. “I want Spider-Woman found. I want to know 

what happened to our bargain with the Kree. And I want our war department 

delivering deployment and recovery strategies within the hour.” 

 

“Yes, master!” The agent said as he exited backwards. Subservient. “Hail Hydra!” 

The doors behind him opened on queue. He left as quickly as he came. 

 

King Cobra stepped out of the shadows. He cast an accusatory eye where the man 

had been mere seconds ago. “Ophelia, how do we know he wasn’t a Ssskrull?” 

 

Madame Hydra hated the question as much as she hated the assassin’s lisp. (She 

wondered if he faked it for dramatic effect.) Without the promised Revelation 

Crystal, her organization’s objective—years of precision planning—were wasted. 

Mistrust among Hydra’s commanders was at an all-time high. Her best and 

favorite agent, Jessica Drew, was off-the-grid and out of her control. Somehow, 

ΩFORCE had gotten to her. It had to be Moondragon’s doing, which is why the 

psionic was a high-priority target to take out. Madame Hydra hated people with 

superpowers, especially telepaths. She much preferred weaponized armor. If 

something went wrong, she could simply initiate a self-destruct sequence. 

Problem resolved. 

 

She stood from the table. “The Serpent Society has one mission and one mission 

alone. Capture Spider-Woman. Bring her to me. Alive. If her new friends get in 

the way, kill them.” 

 

Cobra smiled. “Oh. I will make sssure Ssspider-Woman is alive when we deliver 

her. I can’t promissse you how alive though.” He slipped back into the shadows 

with a whispered, “Hail Hydra!” 

 

CASTLE DOOMSTADT, LATVERIA 
 

LUCIA VON BARDAS stood in the castle’s command center. 

It was cold. The only warmth came from the computers. 

They blew warm air from their vents. Lucia’s thick black 

hair fell around her neck. Her neck was warm. Her thick 

coat took care of the rest. She was deep in thought.  

 

Thinking about her past. 

 

Lucia was a Latverian woman who used to teach at the 

University of North Carolina in the United States. After 

Victor von Doom went missing as the leader of Latveria, the Americans helped 

von Bardas get elected as that country’s prime minister. She then began publicly 

mending the ties between the two countries. 



 

Thinking about her present. 

 

In truth, von Bardas was secretly funding American technology-based super 

criminals in preparation for, what she felt, was Hydra’s eventual takeover of the 

planet. Like most politically-involved Latverians, Lucia believed that the world 

needs one ruler. When he was present, Victor von Doom was undeniably that 

person. With him off of the playing field, Lucia felt it was her duty to assume his 

mantle. Her destiny. 

 

There was only one potential roadblock. Enigma. 

 

Thinking about her future. 

 

Enigma was not well liked among Latveria’s political circle. She was, as her 

name suggests, a mystery. Her origin was more myth than documented legend. In 

conversation once, Doom told von Bardas that Enigma was designed using the 

“best DNA humanity could offer intertwined with cosmic aether, an energy 

imperceptible to cosmic beings.” As amazing—and perplexing—as that sounded, 

von Bardas found Enigma to be nothing short of a nuisance. An advanced spy 

next in line for Doom’s throne. 

 

With Doom gone, Enigma could assert her influence and take over. Yet, she 

hadn’t. Enigma firmly believed Doom would return. Ever the loyalist. Enigma 

took it upon herself to maintain intelligence on the kingdom’s goings-on while the 

master was away. Holding down the fort. 

 

An incident in one of Latveria’s weapon facilities weeks ago confirmed a breach 

in security. An explosion. Truck crash. Possible infiltration in her personal office. 

Lucia was positive that Enigma was behind it. [And she would be right if she were 

aware of the events in ΩFORCE #22!] Enigma never left a fingerprint, DNA, or a 

video trace of her whereabouts. Damn super powers. Lucia suspected that Enigma 

was aware of her shady dealings with Hydra. Lucia’s own privately funded 

intelligence agents confirmed that one of Hydra’s top section leaders, Gorgon, 

successfully defeated Moondragon, ΩFORCE’s potent telepath. No doubt, 

ΩFORCE would want retribution for the attack. But, then the team fell off the 

grid. Disappeared. Just like Enigma. Infuriating. [Lucia doesn’t know they were in 

space. And if you don’t, you’re a loser too. ΩFORCE #24-29.]  

 

She knew trying to conduct a search for Enigma would be costly and futile. Lucia 

had only one way to try and track the woman. She occasionally kept in contact 

with a low-level Hydra agent, Oly. Oly and his family had been given political 

asylum in Latveria by Enigma after he defected from the terrorist organization. 

Weirdly, Oly still chose to don his Hydra uniform. He claimed he had PTSD from 

his years of service and felt “more comfy behind the mask”. Oly was an imbecile. 

 



Whatever. Now, Lucia kept a steady tap on his phone. Today, it paid off. 

 

One of the technicians in the command center turned to Lucia. He wore the 

national colors of Latveria “Prime Minister. I think we have a hit. Patching you 

through to our target’s cellular device.” 

 

Lucia motioned for him to route the transmission to her computer that sat 

embedded in a huge tech console that was housed in the grey, stonewalled 

command center. She hovered over the screen, its blue light reflecting on her face. 

She watched the program add captioning to the live conversation. Green type sped 

across the screen. Jiggling lines tracked the voice patterns. 

 

<<...the line is secure, Enigma. Where have you been?>> 

 

<<We took a little vacation...in space.>> 

 

<<Did you say…?>> 

 

<<Yes. Now, be quiet and listen. This line is only good for another sixty seconds. 

We came back with some...upgrades. Advanced technology that we need to get to 

my people in San Francisco…>> 

 

Lucia looked up quizzically from her screen. ‘People in San Francisco’? She had 

no intel on that. She motioned for a stocky, Latverian intelligence officer to pull 

up anything on that lead. His digits began to tap furiously on the keyboard. 

“Query: Enigma San Francisco assets.” Lucia continued listening. 

 

<<...They have a lab where they can reverse engineer these goods. It will make 

Hydra’s tech look like Legos.>> 

 

<<What do you need me to do? I’m in Latveria.>> 

 

<<You’re going to call this number, 415.554.4000. Order a shipping permit for 

Second Rate Recyclers at Pier 48. Make sure to say ‘five hundred old TVs to ship 

to Tokyo by Tuesday’ when they ask what you are shipping. You must call using 

the phone you are using now.>> 

 

A decryption program ran while the phone call occurred. Latverian decryption. 

Bested only by Wakandan tech. Maybe. The software showed that Enigma was 

piggybacking a telemetry over Oly’s phone. She was uploading a virus into the 

idiot agent’s device. When he made the seemingly innocent call to San 

Francisco—and Lucia was sure he would make the call—the recipient would 

receive the embedded message. The recipient—no doubt one of Enigma’s 

assets—would have a cypher to unlock the coded message, most likely telling the 

real drop location. Since Lucia was listening in, she could have Latveria’s best 

cryptographers decode the embedded transmission. She could then send agents to 



intercept the package. Alien weapons technology. She could sense her value to 

Hydra rising. She smiled. 

 

<<And one other thing. I need you to send me status reports on Horst Eisele’s 

location. I’m sending you a Hydra access code provided by Spider-Woman. It will 

allow us to know his current travel itinerary. We can’t have him in two places at 

once.>> 

 

Lucia’s mind raced. ΩFORCE had a resident shape shifter. A Skrull. The real 

threat to humanity. Were they planning to impersonate Horst? And, if so, why? 

Why would a Kree division leader be necessary for a weapon’s drop? She ran her 

finger along the top of the computer checking for dust. A habit whenever her 

mind was racing. Lucia’s eye’s widened! She was shocked. She yelled to a 

technician, “Get Horst Eisele up here right now!” 

 

“Y-Yes, ma’am!” He hurriedly sent the signal. 

 

Not forty-five seconds later, Horst came 

rushing in. His heavy footsteps clanked. 

The armored man stamped out his 

cigarette. SLAM! Not gentle at all. The 

smell of the cigarette lingered. “How 

dare you? I was in the middle of…” 

 

“Shut up! I think we, as in Hydra, have 

a bigger problem than we could have 

imagined.” 

 

“What are you talking about?” 

 

“We have intercepted a transmission 

from Enigma. ΩFORCE have returned 

from space. They have some sort of 

advanced technology that can take Hydra down.” 

 

Horst was aware that ΩFORCE had been captured by the Kree pursuer, Korath. 

[Back in ΩFORCE  #25, fandom.] Korath had promised to return after some sort 

of galactic trial. He was supposed to bring back the Revelation Crystal. Then, 

Hydra could uncover the Skrull conspiracy, cull the shapeshifters, and install 

themselves as earth’s saviors/rulers. ΩFORCE must have somehow turned the 

tables. They now had the Crystal and would do what Hydra planned to do. Or 

worse, ΩFORCE was in league with the Skrulls. That made sense too. “This will 

not do. Not at all. I will need to take care of this myself, I see.” 

 

“What do you mean?” Lucia asked. She was not privy to Hydra’s deal with the 

Kree, so she was left confused. “They are planning to impersonate you. Why 



would they need to imitate a Hydra agent to close the deal? What are you not 

telling me?” 

 

Horst came out of his daze and stared Lucia in the face. He stuck out his green 

armored chest, the steel chest nearly bumping into her. He wore his arrogance 

well. “You have all of the information you need to know. You just keep your part 

of the deal. And ensure that Crossfire’s attack coordination network is ready. I am 

going to San Francisco.” He pointed at a technician as he lit a fresh cigarette. He 

had an antique lighter crafted in Austria. Gold. Circa World War II. “Send that 

transmission to my command craft.” 

 

“Belay that order,” Lucia yelled as she turned Horst around. He nearly dropped 

his lighter. “I need to know what’s going on.” 

 

Horst got up in her face. He blew a nicotine cloud into her nostrils. “There are 

things that are beneath your paygrade, dear Lucia. I do not have the authority to 

divulge to you the full extent of Hydra’s plans. Nor the desire. You serve your 

purpose. We serve ours. If you no longer like the terms of our deal, we can shop 

for another weapons manufacturer. Of course, when word gets out in the 

underworld about your inability to keep your word, your reputation will be done. 

And who knows what horrible leaks would get out about Latveria’s dealings with 

Hydra?” He let his words sink in. Thick, German accent. It made any of his words 

sound like an insult or a threat. “As I said, send that transmission to my command 

center. Now!”  

 

Lucia watched the armored Hydra agent exit. A deal was a deal. Of course, this 

deal would soon end. Then new deals could be made. Because Lucia knew that 

she was not just distributing armored weapons and gadgets around the world. She 

was distributing her means to take over the world herself. She mumbled, “To hell 

with Hydra.” 

 

The technician next to her heard her, but pretended not to. He just smirked and 

kept typing. 

 

PSIFI INTERNATIONAL, MADRIPOOR BRANCH OFFICES 
 
WHAM! THE RED-SUITED secretary dropped the two-inch thick contract on the 

table in front of the team (sans Dr. Sound). Chatting poured himself a drink with 

his Kenyan-born assistant passed pens around the table. One for everyone. Blue 

ink. She had her own notary kit. 

 

“What is all this?” K’os asked. He read the top piece of paper. PsiFi International 

R&D Department Intellectual Property Contract and Addendums Regarding 

Proprietary Rights. 

 

Chatting sipped his whiskey. “Just a little protection.” 



 

Iron Fist leaned forward. He knew Chatting. And Daniel Rand (the man behind 

the mask) knew Chatting could be a cutthroat businessman. Some might call him 

a survivalist. He flipped through papers. “I’m not business expert…,” he lied as 

he looked at K’os, “But I think this basically means that anything you invent in 

PsiFi facilities becomes the sole property of said company.” 

 

“To do with as we please. And I trust that your ingenious team will come up with 

some great inventions.” Chatting raised his glass for a toast. “Including this Dire 

Wraith findy thingy.” 

 

Ariane looked at K’os, not sure how to react. The team stirred in their seats. 

Stronghold gave Spider-Woman a quizzical look. 

 

Enigma stared at the thick contract. “I’m not the scientist here. But if I was, I 

would acquire my own labs. Ditch all this paperwork.” 

 

K’os placed his hands behind his back and began to pace towards Chatting. “An 

interesting proposition. I believe our team has been doing a fairly good job of 

protecting your interests, Marks. Sure. Your secretaries make stunning eye candy. 

But they have their limits. If that is not an equitable tradeoff we will take our 

business elsewhere. Wakanda. Perhaps even Rand Industries. Of course, should 

we do that, there would be very little reason to offer you protection without 

compensation. That would include the Wraith ‘thingy’.” 

 

Chatting replied, “You’re completely correct. As pretty as my secretaries are, they 

are merely human. But please. I am a visionary. I knew this day would come. 

Which is why I had a backup plan. It’s not that hard to find super powered people 

willing to be placed on my lucrative payroll. I already fund various endeavors,” 

Chatting smiled as he indicated he had sufficient paid protection. He walked over 

to the contract and placed his hand on it. “It is very important that I protect my 

interests. And handshake deals don’t sit well with me. If you feel there are other, 

more suitable business partners, I wish you and your compatriots well.” He slid 

the contract toward himself as if he was about to rescind it. 

 

K’os closed his eyes. Stark. Tao. And now Chatting! K’os rankled soul reached 

for the pen lying next to the forms. Spider-Woman kept an eye on the crystalline 

man. She took a step forward. Enigma sensed the tension rising in the room. K’os 

thought of the old universe. It had been dominated by a number of power-driven, 

greed-ridden, business moguls. They had created a criminal military-industrial 

complex. Oscorp. Hammer Industries. Stark Industries. Roxxon. Frost 

International. Worthington Industries. Advanced Idea Mechanics (AIM). 

Fujikawa. Shaw Industries. The list could go on. Oppressive. Pervasive. The 

environment even poisoned Asa Hawke, who came to be one of the preeminent 

powers as ruler of Madripoor. It set Asa, Enigma, and K’os against each other. It 



was not going to happen again. K’os eyes opened. He was looking dead at 

Chatting.  

 

Spider-Woman’s years of combat training heightened her senses. She knew the 

look in K’os’ eyes. “K’os! Don’t!” She dove to push Chatting out of the way. But 

the PsiFi tech wired into the room rendered her normally enhanced reflexes inert. 

 

Fortunately, Enigma was not so affected. K’os was lunging at Chatting, clawed 

hands bared. Enigma was already in the air. She used the inertia of her leap over 

the conference table to place a hand on the back of K’os’ head driving the 

massive man’s face into the white tile floor. SMASH!  

 

Stronghold, Iron Fist, and Ariane all jumped back. Everything was moving fast. 

“What the hell was that?” Iron Fist asked. 

 

Spider-Woman placed her body between K’os and Chatting. The sexy secretary 

pulled a gun out from...somewhere and aimed it at K’os. Spider-Woman yelled, 

“K’os! Stand down!”  

 

Enigma kept her foot planted on the back of K’os head. He was strong. He could 

probably shrug her off. But he was off balance. “He’s down. Okay. Let’s talk this 

out.” 

 

Chatting took a sip from his beverage. “That was interesting.” He hadn’t flinched. 

 

“It seems you have supers a dime a dozen, Chatting. Goodie for you,” Enigma 

said. “If our use has exceeded your need, despite us having the means to root out 

the Dire Wraiths, so be it. We will be on our peaceful way.” K’os was stirring 

underfoot. “K’os. I’m sorry. I was a bit rash. It must be going around.” 

 

K’os stood up. Iron Fist and Stronghold flanked him. The Skrull motioned for 

K’os to calm down. Everyone noted that he left a large scattering of blue crystal 

all over the ground. Ariane, curious, bent down, picked one up and examined it. 

Enigma sat back down. 

 

Iron Fist spoke up. “I knew any dealings with Chatting would be messy. What 

good is protection if we must be saved from ourselves? If you want out of PsiFi, 

people, there is a better way. Never mind Chatting. I just so happen to serve as 

head of security at Rand. It won’t take much convincing for Mr. Rand to fund 

ΩFORCE. I already have a location in mind. A new base. Mr. Rand doesn’t care 

who owns the new tech you create. I know him. He prefers to make a profit from 

manufacturing the tech. But the deal will not go through unless all of ΩFORCE 

leaves with me now.” 

 

Silence. Except for the sound of heavy breathing from very tense people. Except 

one. Chatting. 



 

He fluffed his hair and guzzled down the last drop of alcohol. “And there it is.” 

Chatting smiled at K’os. “Hopefully, you won’t try to gut my friend Danny when 

he hands you a legitimate business proposal. This has been...a learning 

experience. I bid thee all a farewell,” he said as he handed his glass to his 

secretary and headed toward the door. “There is a shamelessly licentious party at 

the castle tonight and I hate to keep the ladies waiting. I trust you can let 

yourselves out…,” he glared at Spider-Woman, “Yet again.” 

 

Chatting exited followed by his wary secretary. The door to the conference room 

closed. 

 

Stronghold asked, “I take it we get to keep Moondragon, right?” He looked 

around at this flustered teammates. “Right?” 

 

TO BE CONTINUED… 

 

 

 


