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Book 32 

  



 

War is here! ΩFORCE is armed with the Hydra Manifesto, a complete 
directory on Hydra’s global operations and personnel. Already, blows 

have been struck to Hydra in San Francisco and Jakarta. Horst Eisele 
has been captured. Hydra cells are on the run. Spider-Woman, a 

double agent for SHIELD and Hydra, is done being pulled in two 
directions. And with the help of her team, she plans to be free once 
and for all. But to truly destroy Hydra, it will take more than ΩFORCE. 
It will take a concerted effort from all of earth’s defenders. 
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NEW YORK CITY 

  

SPIDER-MAN LEAPT INTO the air. He 
pointed at the large banner that hanged on 

the wall of of the Central Park cell of 
Hydra. “Is it just me, or is the green a little 
off? This is more of a sage tone. Or is that 

ΩFORCE commandeered the forest green 
around the same time they nabbed all your 

cell phone numbers?” 
  
The Hydra devotees fired and poked and 

stabbed but couldn’t lay hand or bullet on 
the wall-crawler. 

  
“Is this because I said ΩFORCE? They are 
nice. I just took a lovely vacation to 

Chandilar with them. [ΩFORCE #24-29 if 
you missed it.] Though the Airbnb they 

reserved totally sucked! Kinda’ like your 
aim,” he joked as he plowed through a 
dozen green-garbed goons. 

  
NATIONAL MALL, WASHINGTON DC. 

  
STEVE ROGERS, THE original Captain America, shouted at the 

secret service agents, “Get the President out of here! I’ll 
handle these Hydra agents!” 
  

The secret service agents rushed the orange-skinned leader of 
the free world off of the steps as Captain America went into 

jaw-busting action. 
  
POTUS asked, “How did they just pop up from the stage?” 

  
The lead agent pushed POTUS at top speed as he answered. 

“We can figure that out later. For now, just be glad ΩFORCE 
sent us a tip along with Captain America.” 
  

“ΩFORCE?” the President winced. “I don’t know about 
them.” [Curious why POTUS isn’t so hot on ΩFORCE? 

Check out the epilogue in issue #29, aficionados.] 
  
 

 
 



SEOUL, SOUTH KOREA 

 
 

 
 
KITTY PRYDE AND Wolverine led the original X-Men strike team against the 

Silver Samurai and his Hydra support troops. 
  

“ΩFORCE was right,” Kitty admitted as she phase-shocked a trooper. “Hydra is 
in partnership with the Hand. That can’t be good.” 
  

“Understatement of the year,” Wolverine said as he charged the Silver Samurai.” 
  
The Japanese mutant with the ability to charge his sword with bioelectricity was 

very angry. His sword descended into Wolverine’s adamantium claws KLANG 
and came to a halt. “The wrath of the Hand will be upon Spider-Woman and her 

ilk for this betrayal.”  
  
“You’ll have to get through the X-Men before you get to ΩFORCE, creep!” 

Cyclops blasted through a barricade of Hydra soldiers. ZARK! 
  

Iceman swooped down on his ice slide, picked up a goon, and quickly ascended, 
goon in tow. “Corny, Scott. Hey, Wolverine! I thought you said ΩFORCE was 
our enemy. A threat to mutantkind. You fought them back in Madripoor, right?” 

  
Wolverine slashed at his foe. “Forget what I said. This universe wasn’t stable yet. 

Let Hank figure out the science. Let’s just finish these creeps and go home.” 
  

 



PRAGUE, CZECH REPUBLIC 

 
 

  

 
 
THE TWO HAWKEYES dropped from the ceiling. They released a barrage of arrows 

at the stunned Hydra agents. 
  

Clint calmly stated, “I will concede one point though, Katherine. This mission is 
extra stupid. So much for the “secret weapons cache” these Hydra goons are 
supposed to be hiding. All I’ve seen are the usual high-techy rifles and crap. 

SHIELD owes us big time for this favor.” 
  
“Actually, we have ΩFORCE to thank,” Katherine said as she hit the ground, 

rolled and released an explosive arrow toward a far wall.  
  

BWOOM! The explosion flattened the goons. And revealed three sets of super-
powered armor. 
  

“Does that look ‘usual’ to you?” Katherine asked. 
 

Clint scratched his head. 
 
“Well?” she asked as she blew up one last contingent of Hydra losers. 

 
Clint whistled. “That looks like new armor for the Crimson Dynamo, Cobalt Man, 

and Titanium Man. ΩFORCE’s intel was solid. I have got to meet these people.” 
 
 



 LONDON 

  

 
   
KAZAKHSTAN 

 

 
MADRIPOOR 

 
JESSICA DREW SAT in a lavish office chair in the Rand Industries boardroom. Her 

mask was pulled back as she sipped her iced tea. She was watching a huge 
monitor that displayed various operations going on around the planet. 

  



Iron Fist, Enigma, Stronghold, and K’os entered the conference room. Jessica 
slipped on her mask before turning around. Iron Fist did not know her secret 

identity. Just as she did not know his.  
  

She started by saying, “Madame Hydra was just captured in London by Nick Fury 
and an M-13 agent...double-o something or other. She was at a joint meeting of 
Spectre and Hydra. They are going to hold her in London for questioning.” 

  
“That is good news,” Stronghold said as they all took their seats. “That makes 

three section chiefs captured. Horst. Silver Samurai. Now, Madame Hydra. 
  
Spider-Woman thought to herself. She couldn’t wait to get face time with 

Ophelia. Find out exactly what Hydra did to her mind. And find out how to undo 
it. Spider-Woman looked at Enigma. “How is Lucia faring?” 

  
Prime Minister Lucia von Bardas. Currently ruling Latveria in Victor von Doom’s 
absence. Enigma has collected enough evidence of the Prime Minister’s 

involvement with Hydra. Using Latverian tech to supply powered armor to 
terrorist agents around the globe. Hydra thought they were getting ready for world 

domination after the Skrull invasion was revealed. But there was no Skrull 
invasion. Only a Dire Wraith invasion. And the Dire Wraith were on the team’s 
hit list after the Hydra fiasco was over. It was also dependent on K’os and Ariane, 

the Galadorian scientist they picked up on the Shi’ar throne world. They were 
working on a way to expose the Dire Wraith using askiatite.  

  
“I have her on the ropes,” Enigma smiled. “The Latverian parliament is on the 
attack. Though I am sure that many were in on it. But they have to play their 

parts. For when Doom returns…” 
  

“I still can’t believe old Victor has his own country now. He was school chums 
with...my boss, Chatting, and T’Challa back in the day,” Iron Fist stopped 
himself. The team didn’t know he was actually Danny Rand. At least, he didn’t 

think they knew. He had to be careful not to say anything that would expose his 
secret identity. “Um. So what now?” 

  
K’os placed his crystalline hands on the polished wood conference table. 
Everyone noticed that little shards of blue were deposited by the team leader. His 

form had been slowly degrading over the past few days. He had not offered an 
explanation. Nor did he seem worried. “We have parted ways with Chatting. That 

means we no longer has access to his power nullifying technology. Which means 
some of us are also now susceptible to it. We are blessed to have Iron Fist’s...boss 
willing to pick up our tab.” He let Iron Fist play the ruse, even though he knew 

Danny was the hero from the previous universe. “We still have a lot of work to do 
to take down Hydra. And we need to find and capture Gorgon. He will be key to 

Moondragon’s restoration.” 
  



The team stirred in their seats. They were still upset that they lost their team 
telepath. Her powers were formidable. They would have given them quite the 

edge on the Shi’at throne world and on their current missions. 
  

“But we have other initiatives that cannot be ignored. First and foremost. The 
Dire Wraith. Ariane and I are making these scurrilous insurgents our top priority.” 
K’os wondered if he should tell them about another project he was working on. 

One of multiversal import… 
  
ONE DAY EARLIER 

  

K’OS CONNECTED THE absolute gravity buffer to the fission meteostablization 
computer as Ariane ran the gravitation acceleration algorithm through the 
vorticular crystocrystalization program of her own design. Rand’s physics lab was 

spacious. But simply archaic to the likes of an immortal scientist and Galadorian 
physicist.  

  
Lately, K’os mind had been 
immersed in thoughts of his 

body’s state of decorporealization. 
He stared at his biomatrix 

displayed on the main monitor. 
The two advanced physicists were 
now examining their preliminary 

findings.  
  

Ariane pulled up the modified radio wave acceleration grid next to the main 
monitor. “Your situation will continue to worsen as this new universe’s quantum 
signature stabilizes.” She looked at another shard of K’os under a microscope that 

could isolate atomic photorepulsion. Then she looked up at a map of the world 
projected on the video monitor. “This effect seems to be taking place all over the 

planet too.” 
  

“What do you mean? What is 

happening to me is occurring 
elsewhere?” K’os asked. 

  
“Look,” she said as she pointed to 
several quantum fluctuations, the 

strongest ones happening in 
Genosha, Wakanda, San 

Francisco, Manhattan, upstate 
New York, Champagne Sands, 
Shanghai, Madripoor, and what 

seemed to be an orbital space 
station. “At first I thought they 



were random. Then I recalibrated the harmonic torsional manifold. I cross-
checked these events with your database and found a parallel between the 

fluctuations and catalogued post-Incursion survivors.” 
 

K’os studied the proof. He saw the same. He did a cross-reference comparison 
with media reports of the X-Men. “Interesting. The X-Men we fought in 
Madripoor mere weeks ago are completely different than the team in action now. 

A totally different quantum signature.” 
 

“Yes. It is as if your initial introduction into this universe created a ripple effect. 
And just like a rock can cause violent ripples on the water…” 
  

“When that impact wave subsides, the image becomes still and clear.” K’os 
finished her thought. “It is as the High Evolutionary stated. [Waaaay back in issue 

#7, defiant dorks.] This new universe was temporarily malleable. But it has 
quickly begun to reach true form.” 
 

“Are there other scientists with whom we can compare notes? Are you the only 
person being effected in such a way?” 

 
K’os thought for a moment as he made a slight adjustment on the cosmic chisel 
assembly. “The person that comes to mind is Victor von Doom.  He was 

instrumental in the design of one of my past bodies. We worked together in the 
making of Enigma. He somehow brought Enigma, or the concept of her, through 

the Incursion. He may well be able to help us. But be prepared for unreasonable 
demands.” 
 

“You mention Enigma. But I thought you said she is a different version than the 
one your previously knew? Can this Doctor Doom confirm this? Will she, too, 

revert to her original form?” 
 
“Good questions. Enigma seems to have stabilized in her new form with no 

memory of her past. She boasts the same powers as the original Enigma. But she 
is a totally different person. Just like we are dealing with different versions of the 

X-Men and Avengers. The Inhumans’ capital city floats outside of New York. 
Thor is a woman. Captain America is a black man. And Doom is missing. As are 
the Fantastic Four.” 

 
“This seems to be reality that is to be. The quantum fluctuations stabilize. All will 

be set in stone,” Ariane said. 
 
“You said I have about one month before my body completely dissipates, 

correct?” 
 

“Yes. Though you said you are sure you will survive into another form?” she 
asked with worry. 



 
“I am positive. It is the nature of my immortal existence. I am one with the time 

stream. I am wondering if we can somehow manipulate the last remnants of post-
Incursion energy in our favor?” 

 
Ariane bore a quizzical look on her face. “What do you mean? Manipulate 
reality?” 

 
“Manipulate is such a bad word. More like 

mold, is what I am thinking.” A light bulb went 
off over his head. He ran a scan of the star 
system isolating subatomic distortions 

compensating for plasmodissociation and 
temporal oscillation. “I bet you that is exactly 

what Dr. Doom is doing. Why he is nowhere to 
be found. And the High Evolutionary did 
disappear rather quickly after his appearance. 

He must know of these quantum fluctuations. 
Come to think of it. For all we know, the 

Fantastic Four could be aware of the same. 
Reed Richards is nearly my intellect. They 
could be off fighting some cosmic level war 

against their old foe as we speak.” 
 

“How would we harness these residual quantum 
energies while also acquiring a new body for 
you?” the baffled Galadorian asked.  

 
“That is the true problem.” His thoughts turned 

to Moondragon. “And this might be the only 
chance we have of altering reality in our 
petrified ally’s favor.” K’os had been so busy 

lately. He had forgotten to ask, “Has anyone 
tried to communicate telepathically with Moondragon? If we are trying to bring 

her back then she must be alive at least on a telepathic level. Perhaps she can 
elevate us to the astral plane where this molding is probably taking place.” 
  

“Based on Stronghold’s reports, he tried to reach out to her telepathically. To no 
avail. But telepathy is not my specialty.” Ariane thought for a moment. “We have 

been comparing the quantum fluctuations with ripples on water. We know that the 
Incursion event was the rock. I guess the question is: what can stop water from 
rippling?” 

  
K’os shook his head. “If we knew how to stop ripples there would be no tsunamis. 

Perhaps we should think about the cause rather than merely focusing on the effect. 
I surmise that the reason the Incursion occurred was to eliminate the unending 



confusion and conflicts resulting from an infinite number of universes that made 
life meaningless. Choices meant nothing as a myriad of other yous explored every 

possibility, some succeeding and some failing. I believe the purpose of the 
multiversal event was to create a single cogent time stream where actions and 

choices mattered; where consequences were real; where right and wrong meant 
something.” 
  

K’os led Ariane to another screen that exhibited his design for advanced entropy 
stabilization.  

 

 
He said, “Imagine this. There is a clap of thunder. An occurrence. And you jump. 

The effect. The why does not matter. But what if it was not a clap of thunder? 
What if the cause was someone behind you clapping their hands in your ear? 
Now, the why matters. Was the clap for your benefit? Alerting you to a danger or 

motivating you to action? Or was it to frighten you and thereby gain dominance? 
Or was it a prankster entertaining himself at your expense? You see. The why and 

the purpose is of utmost importance.” 
 
Ariane nodded. She understood. “In other words, we need to identify and locate 

the players who may have had a hand in this Incursion. If we are to stabilize this 
reality in our favor, we need to know how they did it.” 

  



K’os smiled. So rarely could anyone keep up with his genius. “Exactly! The High 
Evolutionary. Dr Doom. Reed Richards. The mother of Asa Hawke. The insidious 

Gamemaster. We uncover their endgame. And the universe is ours to mold.” 
  

“ΩFORCE has a lot on its plate. Hydra must be dismantled. The Dire Wraith must 
be exposed. And we must stabilize this reality in a favorable way.” Ariane sighed. 
“Is this business as usual for the formidable ΩFORCE?” 

 
“It is about right,” K’os admitted noting the female’s flirtatious wink. 

 
“It has been my observation that this team needs some organization. The weight 
of the universe is on their shoulders. Before my home world of Galador was 

destroyed, I served as Special Liaison to the Deputy Director of the Southern 
Science Conglomerate.  In that role, I helped manage multiple ongoing projects. I 

would be willing to offer these same services to ΩFORCE. If you would allow it.” 
  
“Hmm!  Interestingly enough, in matters of this nature, Moondragon was 

supposed to be my counselor. Under the current circumstances, I think it would be 
foolish not to accept your offer and your expertise.” He paused. “But I hope with 

a better outcome than Galador’s,” he said with one raised eyebrow. 
  
BACK TO THE PRESENT (AND VOCABULARY WE CAN ALL UNDERSTAND)  

  
ASA HAWKE ESCORTED Lindsay McCabe into the immense lobby of Rand 

International's Madripoor headquarters. They had just arrived from Prince Baran’s 
castle. Asa was still reeling from the news. ΩFORCE broke off ties with Chatting 

Marks. K’os had tried to kill Chatting. Asa was now unemployed. Tetsua. How 
would he take care of her? 
  

“I can’t believe that Jessie’s bunghole ex made us Uber back to the castle.” 
Lindsay was exasperated and flustered. She looked and felt a mess. “And he fired 

you? What a jerk!” 
  
Asa walked up to the security team. They stood behind a green marble desk. He 

wasn’t in costume so this would be interesting. “Um. Hi. I’m here…” 
  

“Ah,” the lead guard said. “Mr. Rand told me to expect you. You’re coming from 
Windy Turtle Trading Company, Mister...let’s see, Hawke. For a job interview. 
You will be meeting the interview panel on the 18th floor.” 

  
Asa looked down at his clothes. “Um. Okay. Sure. I mean. Yes.” 

  
The team looked at Lindsay. “And who is your companion?” 
  

Lindsay quickly blurted out, “A friend,” as Asa said, “Some chick.” 
  



The guards looked at each other. Confused. 
  

“Some chick?!?” Lindsay protested. 
  

“Just kidding,” Asa smiled. He held his hands up to keep from getting punched by 
his travel companion. “She is here to see Jessica Drew. I heard she is in the 
building.” 

  
The guards checked their computerized records on a desktop mounted in the 

marble desk.  
  
“Can you let her know her best friend, Lindsay McCabe, has flown in from San 

Francisco to see her?” Asa moved toward the elevators leaving Lindsay behind. 
“Lindsay, it’s been fun.” 

  
“Wait? You’re just leaving me?” 
  

“Hey! I have a job interview. Can’t be late,” the tall dark man said as the elevator 
doors opened and he pressed the button for the 18th floor. “You seem 

resourceful.” He flashed her a sign. “Peace out.”  
  
The doors closed. Lindsay tried to move toward the elevator. Security stopped 

her. “Not so fast, missy.” 
 
THE 18TH FLOOR 

  

K’OS OUTLINED HIS plan for the team as they sat in the conference room. “It seems 
that Spider-Woman’s plan to have SHIELD and the world’s superhumans mop up 
Hydra is working.” 

 
“Though there are some battles I need to fight myself,” Spider-Woman said. “I 

will be heading to London to interrogate Ophelia. She owes me explanations.” 
  
Stronghold nodded. “And I am going with you. I have to clear out our London 

base now that Chatting has cut ties with us. Can we use the Nolo Clementia as a 
transport?” 

  
“I need the labs aboard the Nolo to conduct our experiments on the askiatite,” 
K’os said. “Enigma, can you scare something up from Latveria?” 

  
She nodded. “I can.” 

  
“Okay then…” K’os began. But he stopped when Asa Hawke entered the room. 
  

K’os waved. “Perfect timing, Asa.” 
  



Asa saw Iron Fist in the room. This whole secret identity thing was getting hard to 
track. Did Iron Fist know that Asa knew that he was actually Danny Rand? Did 

Iron Fist know that Asa was actually Dr. Sound? Did Iron Fist know that Spider-
Woman was actually Jessica Drew whose best friend was downstairs waiting for 

her? “Um. Hi. I’m here for an interview.” 
  
“Oh, for Pete’s sake,” K’os threw his big hands up. “Asa is Dr. Sound. Spider-

Woman is Jessica Drew. Iron Fist is Danny Rand.” 
  

All three exposed people yelled. “Hey!” 
  
“We are wasting time with secret identities and such nonsense. The world is at 

stake. If we can’t trust each other, what do we have?” K’os was unapologetic. 
  

Asa was irate! Lindsay knew Tetsua. But none of the team knew Tetsua was alive. 
If Lindsay were to explain to Jessica how she tracked her down… 
  

“Speaking of trust, K’os,” Iron Fist said defensively. “I’m not even going to 
respond to your frivolous claims about our identities. If we are going to throw 

around accusations, what’s to say you’re not a Dire Wraith?” he said with a 
pointed finger. “Doesn’t feel good to be on the other side of the finger, does it?” 
  

K’os scoffed. “Oh, Danny. Secret identities. How 1950s. When a pair of glasses 
could hide your true identity. Have you ever heard of facial recognition software? 

Probably why he,” K’os said pointing at Asa, “...decided to go full face mask 
now. Not to mention we have two of the world’s greatest spies in our midst. They 
probably already knew who you were.” 

  
“Actually, I didn’t,” Enigma admitted. 

  
Spider-Woman added, “We actually respected his rights.” 
  

Iron Fist said, “See? You’re the only one who seems to have a problem 
understanding what you just did.” 

  
“Oh, please,” K’os contended. “Dr. Sound probably could identify you from the 
sound of your heartbeat or brain waves.” 

  
“That’s true. I could. Doesn’t mean I did. You need to respect people’s choices,” 

K’cin,” Asa said throwing the scientist’s original name back in his face. “My 
private life is to remain that way.” 
  

“Do you really expect to make a mess and have the team back you, man?” Iron 
Fist asked. “Like when you tried to assassinate Chatting. The rest of us had to 

intervene. Almost lost a great contact and resource.” 
  



Asa placed his head in his hand. “Geez. So, it’s true. He really did that.” 
  

“Chatting should be dead!” The crystalline being erupted in anger. “You are all 
unduly influenced by the Gamemaster!” 

  
“Again with the Gamemaster,” Stronghold winced. 
  

Enigma was impressed as she crossed her arms and watched the battle. Did they 
all just admit that K’os had guessed their secret identities correctly? She thought 

to herself. Then said out loud, “Guys. Guys. Let’s get back on topic.” 
  
K’os ignored the Latverian. “Asa. Your private life is still your own. But, now 

you have ΩFORCE to help you keep it that way.” 
  

Asa nodded in disbelief. “We might as well have Deadpool leading us.” He raised 
his voice at K’os. “You do not get to make decisions for other people then tell 
them they have a personal life!” 

  
“Why not,” K’os asked. “We risk our lives for you. You risk your life for us. One 

big happy family bent on protecting each other.” 
  
“Screw you, K’os.” Asa said. His eyes filled with tremors of anger. “I. Am. Not. 

Going. Down. This. Road. Again.” He turned to walk out of the room. He 
stopped. Turned. Looked at Spider-Woman. “A woman named Lindsay McCabe 

is in the lobby. Waiting for you.” Then he exited. 
  
Spider-Woman was taken aback by Asa’s unexpected announcement. She got up 

and left the conference room. 
  

Awkwardness was left behind with the others. 
  
Enigma cleared her throat. “Deadpool, eh?” 

  
K’os said matter-of-factly. “Deadpool wanted me to resurrect Bea Arthur for him 

once. I wonder if she had an alter ego.” 
  
“I choose to believe that even her alter ego could bake delicious cookies with the 

warmest smile.” Enigma shook her head and returned back to the now. “We just 
had two teammates exit the room. Anyone else?” 

  
The reaming Forcers looked at each other. Iron Fist mumbled, “This has got to be 
the stupidest…” 

  
Enigma interrupted. “If not, let’s discuss the real battle we are facing. ” 

  



Stronghold couldn’t hold it any longer. He erupted in wild laughter to the point of 
tears.  

  
Enigma kicked him under the table. 

  
“He would laugh,” K’os griped. “Skrulls. Secret identities. Totally synonymous.” 
  

“There’ goes any headway you made with Dr. Sound, Stronghold,” Enigma said. 
  

“Enigma’s right,” K’os replied. “Let us move on. The fact is, whatever happens in 
ΩFORCE stay with ΩFORCE. And we have matters of great import. Enigma, do 
you know where we might find Dr. Doom?” 

  
“My father has not contacted me at all. Latverian intelligence has been eager to 

locate him to no avail. I assume he wants his space to work on some incredible 
project. Do you have any leads?” Enigma asked. 
  

“Not yet.” K’os said. “I think I will begin my search for Doom in Wakanda. The 
Black Panther is one of the few people on the planet that has the resources to aid 

me in my quest.” 
  
As K’os kept talking, Iron Fist’s mind drifted. What the heck just happened? Was 

this normal for ΩFORCE? Is that why Chatting was so eager to break ties with the 
unstable group? Is that why his old school chum dumped them on Danny Rand? 

  
AND IN THE ELEVATOR DESCENDING TO THE LOBBY 

  
SPIDER-WOMAN HAD GRABBED her big purse as she exited the conference room. 
She had followed Asa into the elevator. She began to apply clothing to cover up 

her costume. 
 

She noticed that Asa was stoic. He wasn’t talking. He just pressed the “L” button. 
  
“Asa…” 

  
“I don’t need to talk about this.” 

  
Jessica pulled off her mask and tucked it into the back of her shirt. “I agree with 
you about…” 

  
“Don’t. Need. To. Talk.” 

  
She said no more. The elevator arrived in the lobby. The doors opened. They both 
exited. Asa pulled his cell phone from his pocket and pulled up the Uber app as he 

headed for the exit. 
  



Before Jessica could attempt another verbal transaction… 
  

“Jessie!!!” Lindsay’s voice hit Jessica like a shrill whistle in the ear. The excited 
friend wrapped Jessica in a bear hug. “What the hell? Do you know how hard it 

has been to find you? It’s been weeks!” 
  
Jessica was elated to see her friend “I know. I’m sorry. But, it’s so good to see 

you, Lindsay. A friendly face like yours is something I’ve needed for a while 
now. How have you been?” 

  
“Horrible. I’ve stalled on some cases. Can you explain? What’s been going on?” 
 

“I don't think I can explain.” Jessica thought about everything that had gone on in 
her world over the past few months. Hydra. ΩFORCE. The High Evolutionary. 

Skrulls. Kree. Shi’ar. Dire Wraith. She glanced outside the lobby where Asa was 
waiting for his Uber. “But I’m sure as you guessed. It’s been Spider-Woman 
business.” 

 
Lindsay’s eyes opened wider than wide. “Spider-Woman?!? That lady on TV 

hanging out with those Alpha Force people? What do you have to do with her? 
Did you take her on as a client or something? Why didn’t you tell me?” 
 

Dammit, Jessie thought. She had let her concentration waver. Lindsay knew 
nothing about her secret identity. Today seemed to be the day to be outed. She 

had to cover up her verbal faux pas. “Yes. She is my...our client. And I wanted to 
tell you. But she asked for the utmost of privacy. Me only. But seeing as I just let 
it slip…” 

  
Lindsay pulled Jessica close and walked near the fountain that was set in the 

lobby. “So what’s going on? How exciting! How much are we gonna get paid for 
this? And does this involve you ex?” she said with a sour scowl. 
 

“I wish I could say more, Lindsay.” Jessica put on a solemn face. “I gotta go solo 
on this one. And that means details too.” 

 
“You mean to tell me I spent all this energy traveling halfway around the planet 
for you to tell me that it’s none of my business? Everything is normal? No big 

whoop? Now what do you expect me to do?” 
 

Jessica looked sternly at her friend. She didn’t want to involve her in this. She 
didn’t want to endanger her. But she was at a weak point. She needed her. 
“Okay…” 

  
PRAKATA-BWOOM! 

  
  



ASA LOOKED UP the instant he heard the massive explosion on the 18th floor. It 
was like something had crashed into the building. Approximately where the rest 

of the Forcers were located. Fire and smoke billowed from the structure. Could 
his team have survived? The crowd on the street and Asa looked up. Debris was 

raining down!  
  
  

INSIDE THE LOBBY, Jessica threw her body over Lindsay to protect her. She wasn’t 
sure where the explosion emanated from. Her eyes darted outside to where Asa 

had been standing.  
 
She saw Asa and dozens of bystanders looking up in shock. Then she witnessed 

as Asa, acting on heroic reflex, erected a sonic force field around the panicked 
people. BWOOM! Asa and the crowd disappeared under a mash of debris. The 

impact shattered the lobby safety glass KER-TASH! and sent people in the lobby 
sprawling. Blinding dust filled the area. Jessica was trying to make sense of it all 
as she peered into the dust cloud looking for signs of life. Then exiting the cloud 

like a knight in shining armor, Dr. Sound! 
  

Asa must have activated his unstable molecule costume as he erected his force 
field. The caped doctor stumbled into the lobby. He had several innocents in his 
care. They were uninjured, thanks to his sonic shield. 

  
Jessica couldn’t help but ask, “Are you okay?” 

  
“Just a bloody nose. Everyone else is alright,” the doctor responded from behind 
his green full- face mask. 

  
“Where the hell did he come from?” Lindsay asked. 

  
He ignored her. “I think I’m needed elsewhere. Jessica, can you locate Spider-
Woman? I think she’s needed too.” 

  
Lindsay watched as Dr. Sound blasted through the elevator doors and took flight. 

“You know him, too?” 
  
AND IN THE DEMOLISHED 18TH FLOOR CONFERENCE ROOM 

  
*kaff* *cough* *choke*  

 
FIRE. SMOKE. DEBRIS. More smoke. Enigma, body covered in splintered table and 

office parts, wasn’t quite sure what happened yet. She only knows her eyewear, 
advanced Latverian tech, alerted her to a rapidly moving vessel coming toward 
their location. She had managed to issue a simple warning, “Run!” before impact. 

Instinctively, she had dove towards Iron Fist and pushed him clear of the impact. 



She knew Stronghold and K’os were durable. She wasn’t sure about the martial 
artist.  

 
Stronghold had heard Enigma’s cry and engaged his superhuman speed in time to 

leap clear of the incoming vessel, which slammed into the back of K’os with the 
force of a freight train. The crystalline man had been propelled forward through 
the wall and halfway into the building. He left a trail of blue crystal shards along 

the way. 
  

K’os landed face first roughly ten meters away. He has shattered something 
expensive and technological in nature. As he tried to move, he felt like he had 
shattered his spine too. Blood dripped from his mouth. He looked back toward the 

vessel. It was some sort of saucer. It seemed undamaged by the crash, merely 
sporting dashed of drywall and building fascia on its dark hull as if it was built to 

be a battering ram. 
  
Stronghold, Enigma and Iron Fist were gathering 

themselves from the floor, stumbling on the debris, 
mere meters from the strange craft. Small patches 

of fire dressed the ground. The building’s fire 
sprinklers kicked in as the vessel’s main hatch 
opened. 

And, like a batch of killer snakes let loose from a 
shattered cage, the Serpent Society, Hydra’s master assassins, came spilling out! 

  
King Cobra issued the kill order. “Destroy ΩFORCE!” 
 


