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THE MULTIVERSE WAS DESTROYED! THE HEROES OF EARTH-616 AND EARTH-1610 WERE
POWERLESS TO SAVE IT! NOW, ALL THAT REMAINS...IS BATTLEWORLD, A MASSIVE,
PATCHWORK PLANET COMPOSED OF THE FRAGMENTS OF WORLDS THAT NO LONGER EXIST,
MAINTAINED BY THE IRON WILL OF ITS GOD AND MASTER, VICTOR VON DOOM! EACH REGION IS
A DOMAIN UNTO ITSELF!

THE REBELLION KNOWN AS THE VOICE UNHEARD IS NO MORE. AGENTS OF QUEEN MEDUSA INFILTRATED THE
INSURGENTS' SECRET BASE BENEATH THE QUIET ROOM, TAKING MANY OF THE REBELS INTO CUSTODY.

DESPITE THE BREACH, BLACK BOLT, LEADER OF THE REBELLION, ESCAPED WITH A SMALL TEAM — TRITON,
MEGA-RAD, NAJA AND FLINT— ON A HUMANITARIAN MISSION TO NEW MARS. THE MISSION FELL APART,
HOWEVER, WHEN THE TEAM FOUND THEMSELVES FACE-TO-FACE WITH MEDUSA...AND HER ARMY.

OUTMATCHED, BLACK BOLT HAD NO CHOICE BUT TO SURRENDER HIMSELF TO ENSURE HIS PEOPLE'S SAFE ESCAPE.

o PART FOUR: THE SILENT HORROR ~ «
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THAT'S FINE,
BLACK BOLT. STAY
SILENT. TRY TO KEEP
YOUR SECRETS.

IT WILL DO YOU
NO GOOD. MY NAME
IS STERILON. T POSSESS
THE STRONGEST TELEPATHIC
MIND NEW ATTILAN HAS
PRODUCED IN

GENERATIONS.

NOW, T'LL
ADMIT--YOU DO
SEEM LIKE THE
HARDHEADED
TYPE. THICK-
SKULLED.

IDID
INDEED QUESTION
HIM.

BUT YOUR
BRAIN...THAT IS
AN ENTIRELY DIFFERENT
STORY. THAT'S SOFT.
ONCE T HAVE IT IN
MY FIST, T CAN
JusT--

DID YOU DO
THIS TO THI;{I?JNDEAD

AH, YES.
YOUR FELLOW
RESISTANCE FIGHTER.

SUCH BRAGGADOCIO

FROM THAT
ONE.



AND WHEN
I WAS DONE, T
BLEW HIS MIND OUT
THROUGH THE TOP
OF HIS FOOLISH
SKULL.

HOW'S
THAT FOR A
SECRET?




