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Hydra is expecting the Kree to return with the Revelation Crystal and
have formed an alliance with Latverian’s Prime Minister, Lucia von
Bardas, who has been developing armor technology to back up Hydra’s
planned coup of the planet. Spider-Woman, armed with the
knowledge contained in the Hydra Manifesto, is ready to a launch an
assault on the terrorist organization. In the meantime, K’os is having
health problems, the team had separated from Chatting Marks, and
the threat of the Dire Wraith still looms.
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K’os Personal Log 50318-1
It seems another problem is rising to the fore. In addition
to Moondragon’s state of being, the mission to take down
Hydra, the Dire Wraith invasion, and our recent break up
with Chatting Marks, I find myself having a physiological
dilemma.
It seems to have been an ongoing issue that I took little
note of. The crystalline matrixes of my form seems to be
losing its quantum cohesion. Ariane, our new resident
Galdorian engineer and expert on all things crystal, has
postulated a theory. I am afraid I must agree with her.
A crystal is a solid material whose constituents (such as
atoms, molecules, or ions) are arranged in a highly ordered
microscopic structure, forming a crystal lattice. As I
discovered shortly after our transport into this new
universe, my crystal lattice is formed from the atomic
decay of the dead multiverse. In other words, I am all that
is left of the crushed multiverse.
We have been fortunate to have been taken in by Daniel
Rand, CEO of Rand Corporation, one of the world’s largest
R&D firms. (I happen to know his super identity is that of
Iron Fist. He does not know I know.) But his labs do not
have the equipment Ariane and I needed to postulate a solid
hypotheses regarding my fate. Fortunately, we have the lab
aboard the Nolo Clementia. We have constructed a
functional, albeit crude, cross-chronoton atomic diagnostic
monitor. I was surprised to discover that my current form
will completely break down in approximately thirty-seven
days, six hours, nine minutes and give or take ten seconds.
Ariane is worried. I am not. I am immortal. This was just
another transitional form on my way to godhood. (Or the
Gamemaster was simply irritated at having to draw my
complex form and is looking for a simpler point-ofreference.) Ariane has convinced the team that my unstable
body is also creating a mental instability. Hence, the
reason I attacked Chatting a day ago. This is not true. I
hate the womanizer. I was literally trying to kill him.
But, if that makes the others feel better...
Either way, I will trust the universe to do something
amazing for my current physical predicament. For now, I
will support my team on their multi-prong missions. While I
continue my research into Moondragon’s condition, SpiderWoman and Iron Fist seek to track down the first Hydra cell

led by Gorgon. Enigma is leading a mission to capture Horst
Eisele in the city we once called home...

SAN FRANCISCO
THE SAN FRANCISCO Naval Shipyard was a United States Navy shipyard located
on 638 acres of waterfront at Hunters Point in the southeast corner of the city. The
shipyard was purchased by the Navy in 1940, a year before the Attack on Pearl
Harbor. It began operations the next year as the San Francisco Naval Shipyard,
and operated until 1974 when it was deactivated and was closed permanently in
1994. Since then the site had been part of a superfund cleanup effort to remediate
the leftovers of decades of industrial and radiological use. Parcels were being sold
off as they were cleaned up, mostly for condominium development.
But there were still a few derelict warehouses and piers left. Old shipping crates
not used for decades were stacked high. Some were toppled over. Shattered.
Home to stray cats, rats and, for those high enough from the ground, pigeon nests.
Four gleaming crates placed in the narrow alley of two window-shattered
warehouses stood out from the rest. The alley ended at a rickety pier. The pier
reached into the black, lightly lapping waters of the Bay. The crates, each two
meters square, were of polished metal. The writing on it was Kree. But one would
have to know the Kree to know the writing.
Two figures emerged from the west of the alley from out of the dense fog.
Visibility was poor. Ten or twenty meters at best. A few yellow lights struggled to
pierce the fog and illuminate the damp, trash-strewn area. The two individuals
stood next to the crates and stayed alert, looking up and around. They were
expecting someone.
The first figure, Korath the Pursuer, scanned the area. A blue sensor emitted from
his eyegear dancing spirals into the fogbank like lasers at an EDM concert. “The
area is clear, Enigma.”
“I told you it would be,” the Latverian said as she performed a scan with her own
high-tech eyewear. “We stand on property of the Latverian embassy. There is no
reason why we should be disturbed. Now, we await Horst Eisele so we can close
this deal.”
Seemingly on cue, a low hum came from over the water. A sleek, black speedboat
cut its engines and drifting to a skilled stop at the end of the rotten pier. A
hydraulic gangplank extended from boat to pier. Korath and Enigma strained to
see through the fog. Exiting the dark vessel was none other than Hydra’s armored
subcommander, Horst Eisele.
Horst looked around. “Korath. I am confused. I hardly expected to see Enigma
alive again. Not after you took her and her band of inferior allies into space.”

Korath took a step forward. “Space is vast. As are possibilities. The Kree have a
new proposition for Hydra. Spider-Woman had shown us the Manifesto. She is
confident she can bring ΩFORCE around to our way of thinking. I am sure there
are enough spoils to share between Hydra and ΩFORCE.”
Horst laughed. “Are you trying to broker a new deal? This is hardly the place.”
Horst clicked on his armor’s weapons. “But before we talk of such things, there
are other matters to discuss. For one, the Revelation Crystal. Where is it? I doubt
Hydra could think of renegotiating a deal with you aliens if you could not come
through on the first.”
The Kree stopped smiling. He holstered his batons then reached his hand out to
Enigma.
Enigma went to the metal crate closest to her. She pressed a button. The front of
the crate dropped open releasing a gas. HISSSSS. She reached into the gaseous
plume and pulled out a black crystal. She handed it to Korath.
“Tonight,” Korath smiled, “You shall learn the benefits of doing a deal with the
great Kree race.”
“Korath!” The voice came from the warehouse to
the south. Another Horst Eisele stood on the roof.
He was flanked by a squadron of Hydra soldiers.
They were armed. Horst was in his battle armor.
He spoke to the Kree pursuer. “You are being
duped.”
Korath looked back and forth. There was a Horst
on the pier. And a Horst on the roof.
“I am the real Horst Eisele. Enigma is playing you
for a fool, Korath,” the Horst on the roof said.
CLIK! CLIK! CLIK! The Hydra squadron took aim at Enigma and Horst on the
pier.
“I will eliminate Enigma and my doppleganger,” Horst on the roof continued.
“Then we can sort this mess out.” He pointed at his enemies. Then commanded
his troops. “Kill them!”
MADRIPOOR

AS AN EMPLOYEE of Windy Turtle, Asa Hawke had access to the fleet of vehicles
left at the Madripoor’s airport. In this case, a new Maserati. White interior and
exterior.

Asa’s companion, Lindsay McCabe, best friend to Jessica Drew, was impressed.
She had demanded that Asa take her to see her long-lost friend. “Is this how
Jessica is rolling nowadays?” she asked.
Asa politely opened the car door for Lindsay. “Jessica is probably doing better,”
he said as he closed the passenger door. He rounded the front of the luxury car
and hopped into the driver’s seat. He started the engine. Asa looked at Lindsay as
he shifted gear. “But the perks come with responsibility to Chatting…”
Lindsay accepted the explanation as the couple pulled away from the airport and
headed toward the castle.

MADRIPOOR. ESTIMATED to be 100 miles (160 km) in diameter, its coastline was
pockmarked with deep water bays and inlets. The center of the island was a large
plateau with steep cliffs. Once a haven for pirates, the tradition was somewhat
continued today with its lawless quality. The principality did not allow other
nations to extradite criminals. Still, it was one of the business capitals of the
Pacific Rim, with its own Trade Center.
Asa steered the Maserati through the Central Business District past the Bank of
Hong Kong and the Bank of Malaysia. He hooked a left by the luxurious
Sovereign Hotel and the Madripoor Pearl, one of Chatting’s newest purchases. He
zipped out of Hightown, zoomed through Lowtown, and cut into the jungles
toward the Prince’s Palace, said to rival Versailles.
In short order, Asa was pulling up to the castle. It wasn’t so long ago that he was
battling Emma Frost and the Brotherhood. It seemed all the repairs from the
devastating battle had been completed. Must be nice to have money, Asa thought.
One of two valets approached the sports vehicle and opened Lindsay’s door. “I’m
so not dressed for this,” she said.
Asa stepped out and threw the keys to the valet. “Handle this for me,” he said then
turned to Lindsay. “Don’t worry about it. I’m in jeans too. And you didn’t give
me time to shower back in San Francisco,” he griped. [Last issue, folks.]
They trotted up the steps into the main castle. Another set of burly Asian men
opened the main doors.
Lindsay gawked as she entered the palatial grand entrance. It had been decorated
with the most vibrant crystal and silk ornamentation. Reds and greens and
imperial yellow. The guests—billionaires, super stars, royalty, gorgeous models
of every shape and size—were in the midst of upscale revelry and hobnobbing. A
cast of characters more colorful than the decor.

And right in the middle of it all, Chatting Marks and Prince Baran. Armed with
champagne.
“Chatting! How are you?” Asa approached. “This is Lindsay, a friend of
Jessica’s.”
Chatting immediately hid his irritation, realizing Asa must have known nothing
about scene ΩFORCE made in his boardroom earlier. “Asa, good to have you
back. Lindsay, you say? As lovely as her friend I see.” Chatting took her hand and
kissed it, not taking his gaze from Lindsay’s eyes. “What is it I can do for you?”
Lindsay pulled her hand away. Disgusted. “First, you can have the Baran here
fetch me some hand sanitizer. Secondly, I want to know where my best friend in
the whole wide world is. Jessica Drew.”
Chatting looked at Asa. Asa’s expression confirmed that Lindsay was in the dark
about her best friend’s heroic identity.
“Locating her shouldn’t be a problem.” Chatting looked at the Baran. “Be a
gentlemen. Fetch the lady some hand sanitizer.” He turned back to Lindsay while
putting his arm around Asa. “Let me see what we can dig up. I just saw our
darling Drew earlier today. She is in town, the little piece of flotsam.” He bowed
to Lindsay. “I’ll check my computers and send you and my upright business
analyst here to track her down.”
Baran was perturbed by the menial request. Still, he complied as Chatting took
Asa to a large side room and closed the doors.
Asa pointed back in the direction of the Baran. “Was that Mystique?”
“Of course.”
“Doesn’t that gross you out in the least?”
“What grosses me out is the gross mistake your people made today?” Chatting
said as he appeared a set of crystal decanters placed on a large dining table. He
began to pour a pair of single malts.
“What are you talking about?”
“It seems good business is not a super power on your team.” He handed Asa a
pour. “K’os tried to kill me when I made a logical business proposition. And now
I wonder where you stand. And if you a threat to my company?”

“What!?” Asa turned and squinted at Chatting. He knew Chatting could be
ruthless in business but to cause K’os to try to kill him? “How about we discuss
this over a nice bourbon?”
Chatting looked at the drinks that sat in their hands. “That’s what we are doing. I
think your band of upstarts are acting impulsively. From what I can tell, you come
from a world where super heroes flew here and there solving problems in a whim.
You’ve landed in a different world with different rules. This world is run by many
power hungry greed mongers. I am not one of them. My riches. I have earned
every cent. My inventions. Are mine to do with as I please. I have aligned myself
with metahumans. I have a pact with Mystique’s brotherhood. You know that. I
have other agents in my employ also. So, I am not desperate for super powered
help. But I will not allow my inventions to get in the wrong hands.” Chatting
looked Asa dead in his eyes. “And I am not handing out trust like condoms at a
Harvard frat party. I let ΩFORCE leave my employ. I don’t desire a
confrontation. It would not end well for your team. And as long as you are
affiliated with them, I cannot risk a breach in security. I am sure you understand
what I’m saying.”
Chatting was rarely serious. But he was very serious now.
Asa smiled at Chatting. “Yeah, I understand. I don’t know what happened with
my teammates. Nor whether you are as honorable as you say. But time will tell.”
Chatting felt that Asa didn’t get the point. “I think I need to let you go. As long as
you are with them, I don’t think I can fully trust you with my confidence. You are
a potential liability. Given the weight of my technology, I can’t take that risk.”
I’m sorry. I was starting to like you.”
“I understand. Too bad. Some things have definitely lost their lustre in this
world.” Asa put down his drink. He didn’t finish it.
Chatting noted that Asa put down the unfinished drink. “I’m sure you’ll find your
way. Anyways, back to our mysterious Ms. Drew. I suspect she is at Rand’s
Madripoor branch. My old school chum has decided to become the tramp’s
benefactor.”
Asa started to walk out.
Chatting told him. “You seem business savvy, Mr. Hawke. Any organization,
including a super team, cannot succeed without a clear goal and structure. Help
them succeed. And I’m sure we will share a drink again.”
“I’m sure,” Asa said as he opened the doors and entered the main foyer. He
waved Lindsay over.
The two exited the palace.

Prince Baran sauntered over to Chatting who was watching the pair leave. The
Prince asked, “What was that about?”
Chatting gulped down his brew. “Victor was right. They can’t help but play hero.”
BACK IN SAN FRANCISCO

THE HYDRA TROOPS opened fired. BRAT-TAT-TAT-TAT!!! Enigma ran using
the metal crates for cover as she moved further into foggy warehouse alley.
SPAKT! One bullet ricocheted off of the cement and grazed her left calf. She
stifled a cry but sent out a warning to her ally on the docks. “Horst! Retreat!” She
looked down. Her blood dripped onto the ground.
Korath was startled by the turn of events. “ENIGMA! Did you think this childish
gambit would fool the superior Kree intellect of Korath?” he asked as he gripped
the black crystal in his hand.
Horst motioned for his men to hop from the warehouse roof. One contingent he
sent running toward the Horst-on-the-docks. The other moved down the alleyway
in pursuit of Enigma. He would talk to Korath himself. “Now, about that crystal,
Korath.”
As the Hydra soldiers pursued Enigma
and Horst on the dock, Korath spoke to
Horst-on-the-roof. “This area is
compromised. Let us find a more secure
location. The stone is far too important
to be transferred into your hands at such
a haphazardly manner.”
Horst-on-the-roof looked around. Sure
enough, he could sense more enemies
were on the way. Down below, Enigma
was keeping his troops busy by pushing
metal crates toward them. And the false
Horst-on-the-pier was charging the
other contingent of Hydra soldiers. Still,
the real Horst came prepared. “Korath,
soldiers of Hydra do not flee like
roaches when in a pinch. We are always
in control…” Horst smiled as he
pointed toward the dock. “And full of
surprises of our own! El Tiburón,
attack!”

Korath’s eyes widened as a violent explosion shattered the black speedboat in
half. With the speedboat destroyed, Horst-on-the-pier flickered out of existence.
He was just an illusion projected from the speedboat. Rising from the splintered
craft was an armored man. His costume resembled that of a super powered shark.
To make matters worse, an innumerable swarm of robotic shark drones formed a
typhoon of terror around the high-tech Hydra pirate. The swift-flying soldier
ordered his drone army in Spanish, “¡Sharknado, ataque!”
“And until we sort this all out, Kree,” Horst said as he leapt from the roof and
landed face-to-face with Korath, “I suggest you don’t move a muscle.”
Horst cast an intimidating glare at Korath. ‘Korath’ had to wonder if the Hydra
section chief could see through his disguise. For, in actuality, ‘Korath’ was
Stronghold, the Skrull member of ΩFORCE. He had boldly assumed the identity
of his arch-enemy, Korath the Pursuer, in hopes of luring Horst Eisele to San
Francisco with the intention of capturing him, therefore, exposing his ties with
Lucia von Bardas, Prime Minister of Latveria. As Stronghold looked around, he
wondered if he and Enigma bit off more than they could chew. As far as he could
tell, Horst was still under the influence of the illusion the Skrull mentalist was
projecting. He was using his telepathic powers to project paranoia into the Hydra
agents, having them sense sights and sounds to indicate more enemies closing in.
The Hydra soldiers had cleared the area, in search of other incoming enemies.
Stronghold needed to keep his focus. Or things could go from bad to worse.
For now he needed to play along. Stronghold said, “Until I have affirmed that you
are indeed the real Horst, you will stay put as well. With the amount of mutants
and Skrulls running around on your planet, one can never be too careful.”
Meanwhile, El Tiburón arched into the air, his sharknado spinning around him in
a mechanical fury. He looked around and spotted Enigma. She was befuddling a
group of Hydra agents by toppling metal crates onto them. “¡Sharknado! ¡Devora
a la hembra! Esto debería ser interesante.”
Enigma griped as she saw the incoming locust-like attack. She took off in a sprint.
She counting the crates as she ran past them. 600. 630. 650. 660. She shifted her
weight and jumped over a crate. She cleared it by millimeters. She landed in a roll
on the other side of the crates. She could never have guessed how quickly the fastmoving drones would be on top of her. Before she could make another move
SNAP!, the sharknado GRIND! was all around her CHOMP! taking her apart
GASH! like a demonic horde of piranhas.
Stronghold could not allow his teammate to be ingested by mechanical
monstrosities. He kept his composure. He maintained the guise of Korath. He
maintained the illusion in the mind of Horst and the Hydra agents to keep them
well-managed. But he needed to push his massive powers even further.

Suddenly, swathes of living seaweed burst from the bay waters. The Skrull
boasted the power of five deceased Forcers. He summoned forth his plant control
powers and entangled El Tiburón and his harassing horde of sharkbots.
“¿Que es esto?” the confused shark man questioned as the slimy green vegetation
wrapped around his legs and arms. He looked around and saw his sharkbots being
yanked off of Enigma.
Enigma did not waste the opportunity her clandestine colleague handed to her. As
the seaweed clogged up the robots gears, Enigma leapt into the air. She flipped
midair. El Tiburón activated his boot jets and tried to dodge. SNAG! The seaweed
didn’t snap. “¡Mierda!”
With inertia as her ally, Enigma landed her clenched fist WHUD! directly into El
Tiburón’s ribcage. Normally, a human fist would not have done the armored man
damage. But Enigma was a martial arts master. She detected the joint lining in the
upper torso of the man’s costume and took advantage of a flexible point.
Her blow sent El Tiburón reeling through the air. Stronghold released the
seaweed’s tenacious grip. The Skrull wanted to see the effect of his ally’s strike.
KER-TASHH!! El Tiburón plowed through the warehouse wall, bounced
KLANG! off a large pile of rusting I-beams, and landed KRUMPLE! in a pile of
discarded nails. A few stray robot sharks flew to their masters aid.
Horst cursed! His troops had rushed off to investigate an impending ambush. El
Tiburón was faring badly. And Korath was doing nothing to assist. “Must I do
everything myself?”
Horst charged Enigma. His armor’s hand gauntlets revved up like two megajackhammers. He wanted to shatter Enigma’s body. “Your glory will be over once
you taste my Fist-Rams, Enigma!” But before Horst could get to Enigma…
YANK! Korath swiftly snagged the back of Horst’s armor. He pulled him back
and slammed him KRUNCH! on the cement dock. Horst looked up in shock as
Korath’s face transformed into the visage of a Skrull.
“I thought I was clear, Horst!” Stronghold growled as he POW socked Horst with
an uppercut. “Are you deaf as you are dumb?”
Surprisingly, Horst took the hit. He stumbled backwards.
Enigma stood a few meters away. She extracted a small device from her left
pocket. She pressed the button. ZEEEP!
Suddenly, Horst’s armor began to sizzle. “What…?”

“Latverian designed tech blocker,” Enigma answered. “The big downside to
building your armor in Latveria. We also know how to shut it down.”
Stronghold and Enigma flipped around when they saw El Tiburón stumbling out
of the warehouse. His armor was on the fritz too. “¿Que esta pasando?” And the
remaining robot drones were dropping from the sky. Useless.
“To answer your question, Shark-boy, you are both under
arrest!” Enigma pointed up in the sky. A SHIELD
detachment was flying and rappelling in. She walked up to
Horst. He was forced to drop to his knees, his armor failing
to respond. “You have a lot to answer for, Horst. As does
Hydra.”
Stronghold folded his arms in proud victory. “You are only
the first domino. ΩFORCE took down the Kree. We are just
mopping up now.”
“¡Tendré mi venganza!” El Tiburón warned as he was loaded
into the SHIELD transport.
Horst scowled. “You have no idea how deep Hydra’s
tentacles go, fools.”
“Of course we do,” Enigma smiled. “You know we have
Spider-Woman on our side. She has access to the Manifesto. As we speak, forces
are mobilizing all over the world to take down Hydra sects and division leaders.”
Horst was brimming with anger, “Cut off our head…”
“And then we don’t have to look at your ugly faces,” Stronghold joked.
Enigma had to laugh at that one.
BUT SOME THINGS ARE NOT A LAUGHING
MATTER...

“I...I...AM THE ANSWER!” the costumed man cried
out. He was strapped to the wall. Pinned by two
metal spikes in the hands. Pain seared his flesh.
The after-effect of venom blasts to the torso.
“Leave me at peace,” the tortured man wept.
Spider-Woman wanted nothing more than to be
able to live in peace. Unfortunately, she knew too

much to sleep well at night. At night she preferred to prowl the streets of the spy
world. Preparing her final strike.
Now, she clung to the wall across from the weeping Hydra agent. D-List villain.
Her noble conscience and true concern for others didn’t allow her to live in
peaceful ignorance of the forces that wished to conquer this planet for their own
malicious intent. But such was the path and purpose of many a hero. She grappled
with the inquiry of “why does I have to be her? Can someone else do my job?”
Unfortunately, every time she mulled it over the answer was the same: No. No
one else knew what she knew. No one else had her contacts. Her intel. Yes.
Others may have had her same expertise. But she was too deep in. it would take
someone else much too long to reach the point she was at. She didn’t have the
luxury of falling off the map even if she wanted to. Time was of the essence.
Information had to be gathered at a rapid rate. And a brutal and swift strike
needed to be made.
“Okay. Okay.” The Answer whimpered. “Madame Hydra changed the access
codes to the Manifesto after she knew it was compromised...by you!”
“I know,” Spider-Woman whispered as her hands charged up with bioelectric
energy. “I want to know how to regain access.”
The Answer hesitated. But he couldn’t take any more pain. “She recalibrated the
mainframe’s optronic resonance modulator. And reconfigured the auxiliary access
matrix.”
“Of course. She transferred the metadata to a new, secured cloud. And,
fortunately, I know you have the answer, Answer.” The sultry double-agent
pressed her face against the crying man’s. “What is the access code?”
His flesh seared to the muscle, the Hydra agent crumpled. He told. Spider-Woman
pulled out a datapad and tested the code. It worked. She was back in the
Manifesto.
Spider-Woman knew that someone would always be looking for her because of
what she knew. Even if she was able to hide for a time, she would always be
found eventually. Who could live like that? This wasn’t peace.
She wished someone could understand the hole she was in or why she had to do
things the way she did. But she didn’t feel right dropping this burden on anyone
else. So much deception; so many lies. She had no choice but to use others.
Possibly to even burn them in the process.

Answer cried, “Please. Stop. Burning. Me.”
But it was worth it. It had to be worth it.
SUNDA KELAPA, JAKARTA, INDONESIA

I AM THE Iron Fist. I hold back the storm. When no one else can.
The gunfire and explosions
from the falling Hydra
warriors shocked Danny’s
senses. The warrior could
still hear the sound of the
Rand Corps helicopter gas
tanks bursting into flames.
[Back in ΩFORCE #23,
hysterical historians.] His
deceased pilot, Mack, was
trapped in a metal box on fire
falling from the sky. Danny
wondered if the windshield
faced the 49th floor of the
hotel upon impact, forcing
Mack to see the way he was
going to die.

I did that! Danny poured his angst into a scissor kick that leveled another
squadron of Hydra goons. Spider-Woman’s intel had been good. Sure enough, the
terrorists were trying to move a major operation out of Jakarta. ΩFORCE wasn’t
having it.

Still, Mack’s death was not the most
horrific casualty Danny witnessed that
day. Simply because I was not fast
enough. I must find the man in the red
suit and I must end him. If the cost to
complete a mission is my life, then that
mission has failed!
He couldn’t get the thought of Mack’s
death out of his mind. And Chatting’s
Moondragon decor served as another
insulting reminder to his failure. I must
be faster!
Raw speed would not be enough.
Korath seemed to be an indestructible
opponent. Strike after strike, he took it
all. If he returned, there would have to
be a better way to fight him. If
launching him into the abyss of deep space didn’t work, what would!
Speaking of space, these missions have taken me further outside of K’un L’un then
I ever imagined. I thought it was a challenge destroying the Hand, now I have the
Dire Wraith to face as well? I need every ounce of chi in my fist. Focus, Danny,
focus!

On the other hand, we may have made more enemies. But at least we didn’t come
home empty handed. Especially not myself. I’ve never seen loyalties shift that fast
before. But I’m glad. With the Formidable ΩFORCE at my side, the Hand doesn’t
stand a chance. Or Hydra, obviously.
So many enemies. Kree. Dire Wraith. Hand. Hydra. Did Danny bite off more than
he could chew? He needed resources. Needed to dump money into research and
development. A way to mass produce askiatite. Expose the Wraith treachery.
Anything is possible after all...
From what ΩFORCE tells me, they come from a collapsed multiverse. They and a
scant handful of other heroes on this world remember the old universe. And every
day, the memories grow foggier and foggier. As if they are fading into the realm
of imagination and impossibility.
It’s like wet cement. Malleable when first poured. But as it hardens it becomes
rigid, inflexible and definitive. The survivors of what they call the Incursion were
K’os, Moondragon, Stronghold and Dr. Sound. The rest of us, reflections of the
people they once knew.
Which makes me think, did they know me in the last life? Do they know my secret
identity?
No need to doubt their story. I believe in other realms. Other dimensions. Other
lives.

Carelessness and impatience led to the death of Mack. It led to Moondragon’s
fate. I will not fail again.
It would be a long shot. But if the team managed to get big enough equipment,
which Danny knew he could afford, they could recreate the pressure and
temperature necessary to make their humble crystal sample grow into an askiatite
bank.
The way Danny saw it, a rock was a rock. Diamond or askiatite. There was no
difference. It had to work. If it did, even Chatting couldn’t buy that.
The Iron Fist came out of his battle fever. He looked down at the mass of Hydra
bodies. Motionless. They would never move their cargo of weapons. Hydra’s days
were numbered.
ΩFORCE was in charge. And the next strikes would be even more potent.

OPERATION: CUT OFF ITS HEAD BEGINS NOW…

