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[Panel 1: Exterior shot of Peter and MJ’s apartment. An apartment complex on 33rd West End 
Avenue in Manhattan.] 
 
[cap: 33rd West End Avenue. The apartment of Peter and Mary Jane Parker] 
 
MJ [cap]: Ooh, what have we here? 
 
[Panel 2: We get a shot of Peter and MJ in their apartment, with Annie in a high chair against a 
table off to the side.] 
 
MJ: Peter Parker cooking? What has the world come to? 
 
Peter: Ha, ha, ha. You’re hilarious, Red. 
 
Anyways, figured I’d try my hand at cooking. I’ve gotten better at it recently and I thought I’d try 
something a bit more… 
 
MJ: Classy? 
 
Peter: What? No, we’re not at the Ritz. This is the Parker household, where Chinese takeout is 
a regular. 
 
[Panel 3: Peter checking the oven temperature, while putting a pan in, a moderately 
smug-yet-checked confidence on his face. MJ is right behind him, running a hand across his 
bent-over back.] 
 
Peter: Tonight? Lasagna. 
 
MJ: Tiger, I know we like cat nicknames, but don’t act like I’m a pudgy orange cat. 
 
Peter: Aww, and I was going to give you a belly rub too. 
 



[Panel 4: Peter and MJ kissing] 
 
MJ: Mmm… I think I’d like that. 
 
Peter: Mmm… MJ, can we move it away from the two year-old and the burning hot- 
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[Panel 1: The oven combusts, exploding in Peter’s face, with a large amount of soot covering 
his face, MJ trying not to laugh as she watches her husband.] 
 
Peter: -Oven. 
 
*kaff*. 
 
MJ: *Snort*. 
 
Oh God, Peter, I am sorry. 
 
[Panel 2: MJ helping Peter up, holding up their landline.] 
 
MJ: Peter, you can make a killer batch of wheat-cakes- 
 
Peter: Hey, I was taught by the best. 
 
MJ: -but you might wanna slow things down a bit before we get into the hard stuff. 
 
Tonight’s pizza night, no arguments. 
 
Peter: Well, after having a fire-breathing metal monster spit smoke in my face, you won’t be 
hearing any complaints. I’m gonna change my shirt. 
 
… 
 
I like mine with sausage and canadian bacon. 
 
[Panel 3: Larger panel. Peter, MJ and Annie are all seated around their table, two pizza boxes 
and a 2-liter littering the dining area.] 
 
Peter: So Carlie and Yuri moved back in together- 
 
MJ: Big tick. 
 



Peter: Flash and Betty back together- 
 
MJ: Big tick. 
 
Peter: And your aunt Anna just finished moving to Fort Lauderdale. 
 
MJ: Smaller tick, but still, tick. 
 
Peter: See? We’re already heading back to the status quo. We’re blue skying this one. We 
always do. 
 
[Panels  4 and 5: Panel 4, Peter is tinkering with his webshooters, with one hand working the 
mechanisms, the other eating a slice of pizza. Panel 5, MJ is looking at him with annoyance.] 
 
MJ: There’s the Peter Parker I- 
 
Are you playing with your web shooters at the table? 
 
Peter: uhh, No. 
 
Yes. 
 
MJ: We’ve had this talk before. Spider-Man is out there. At Horizon, ESU, anywhere but here. In 
this apartment, you’re Peter Parker, no reds-and-blues whatsoever. I trust I’ve made myself 
clear? 
 
Peter: ...Yes, ma’am. 
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[Panel 1: MJ kissing the crown of Peter’s head as she walks away from the table.] 
 
MJ: Good. 
 
Well, help yourself. I don’t want you waking up in the middle of the night complaining you’re 
hungry. 
 
Peter: Fiiine. 
 
[Panel 2: MJ and Peter working on cleaning the dishes in the sink.] 
 
MJ: Oh, by the way, how’s your intern doing? 
 



Peter: Cindy? 
 
MJ: Yes, Cindy. 
 
[Panel 3: Peter, trying to recall the recent developments.] 
 
Peter: Well, I talked to the doctors yesterday. They’re saying she’s made a full recovery, but 
they’d like to run a few more tests before they discharge her from the hospital. With any luck- 
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[Cap: Horizon Labs, the next day] 
 
[Panel 1: Peter working on an unknown experiment, a welding mask on his face and plasma 
sparks flying as the intercom in his lab turns on.] 
 
Peter [cont. cap]: -She’ll be back on her feet and in class in a matter of days. 
 
Intercom: Mr. Parker, there’s a guest for you in the lobby. Captain Cooper from the NYPD. 
 
Peter: Carlie? Yeah, send her in. She knows the way. 
 
[Panel 2: Peter has removed his welder's mask and is greeting Carlie as she enters the lab.] 
 
Peter: Hey, Carlie! What can I do for you? 
 
Carlie: I’m here for a personal thing. If you don’t mind. 
 
Peter: Yeah, no problem! Pull up a chair. 
 
Carlie: I think I’ll stand for this one. 
 
[Panel 3: Close-up of Carlie’s face, a look of disappointment and betrayal on her face.] 
 
Carlie: I know your secret, Peter. 
 
I know you’re Spider-Man. 
 
[Panel 4: silent, Peter is just standing there with a look of horror etched into him.] 
 
[Panel 5: Peter leans back on his desk, pinching the bridge of his nose. A similar panel to the 
previous one] 
 



Peter: So… just you? 
 
Carlie: Yep. Just me. Not Yuri, not anybody else. 
 
I’m not going to try and stop you, Peter. You do a lot of good where the NYPD can’t. 
 
But… I’m still trying to wrap my head around why you never told me. I mean, I’m your friend. 
And friends tell each other things like this. 
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[Panel 1: Peter sitting down at his desk chair, putting a pencil behind his ear.] 
 
Peter: Carlie…  
 
We’ve known each other for two years. And you’re a good friend. But there are some things you 
don’t tell people for their own good. The only person in my life besides now you, who knows, is 
MJ, and for good reason. My powers come with something big, that I can’t afford to let other 
people bear. Responsibility. 
 
So as long as I have these powers- these gifts- I’m going to make sure that the people of New 
York are safe. 
 
[Panel 2: Carlie gripping Peter by the shoulder, both smiling faintly.] 
 
Carlie: That’s all I needed to hear. As long as you choose to keep doing your thing, your secret 
is safe with me. 
 
Peter: See? This is why we’re- 
 
[Panel 3: Peter’s intercom buzzes loudly, and both turn to look at it, with a red layer showing the 
alarm going off, with repetition adding to the effect.] 
 
Peter: Welp, who set off what this time? 
 
Intercom: Attention. There has been a security breach. Hostile moving towards Lab 7. 
 
Peter: Okay, so long as Grady hasn’t been cooking up gremlins, I think we’re under attack. 
 
[Panel 4: Peter’s lab door clangs, with two large dents in it following what appears to be knocks.] 
 
???: Open the door! Please! 
 



Carlie: Peter! Get behind me! 
 
[Panel 5: Carlie reaches for her sidearm, Peter stopping her.] 
 
Peter: No, Carlie. Wait. I know that voice… 
 
[Panel 6: Peter and Carlie open the door, with a look of shock at what they see.] 
 
Peter: Mother of- 
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[Full splash page. Cindy is standing in the doorway, dressed only in her hospital clothing with 
disheveled hair and bloodshot eyes. There’s a look of sheer panic and borderline mental 
breakdown on her face as she subtly reveals a few of powers, including: gripping the door frame 
with enough force to crush the metal, a plate of sheet metal stuck to her feet, and we as an 
audience can see a faint spider-sense buzzing around her head.] 
 
Cindy: Help me. Please. 
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[Panel 1: Carlie and Peter standing in the doorway, with Peter pinching the bridge of his nose.] 
 
Carlie: So. Anymore secrets you want to let me in on? 
 
Peter: It’s a little bit more complicated than that. I’ll explain later. 
 
[Panel 2: Peter gripping Cindy by the shoulders in an attempt to calm her down.] 
 
Peter: You alright? You’re supposed to be in the hospital. 
 
Cindy: I was! And then… this  happened! I got out and the first place I thought to come to, was 
here! 
 
[Panel 3: Horizon security rushes into the hallway, pointing rifles of unknown payload towards 
Cindy.] 
 
Guard 1: Freeze! hands on your head and get on your knees. 
 
[Panel 4: Peter stands in front of Cindy protectively, shielding her from the guards.] 
 



Peter: Whoa. Weapons down, guys. That won’t be necessary. Now, let’s all act like rational 
adults here- 
 
[Page 8] 
 
[Panel 1: Peter and Carlie are watching Cindy, now changed into running clothes, running on a 
treadmill, trying to get an estimate of what she’s now capable of.] 
 
Peter [cont’d cap]: -and try and figure this out without weapons. 
 
Peter: Just as I thought. Nearly an exact copy of my powers. 
 
Proportionate strength and speed of a spider, enhanced senses, adhesive fingertips, the works. 
Only difference is in her body shape and size. She’ll get stronger as she gets older, and her 
spider-sense is a bit more sensitive than mine. She’s twitchy, but she’ll able to hone it as she 
learns the ins and outs of Spiderism. 
 
[Panel 2: Cindy is still running on the treadmill, ignoring the conversation going on outside, or 
not being able to hear it at all.] 
 
Carlie [op]: One thing you forgot to list; lack of accountability. 
 
[Panel 3: Peter looks at Carlie quizzically, trying to piece together what she’s implying] 
 
Peter: Pardon? 
 
Carlie: You heard me, Pete. She needs to be kept on a leash. She’s a college student who’s just 
learned she has Spider-Man’s powers after a freak blood transfusion. Imagine what she could 
do if we left her alone in a room. 
 
Peter: Hey, she’s a smart mature kid, capable of making rational decisions. And besides, she’s 
not Felicia. 
 
Carlie: Who? 
 
Peter: Oh, right. You two haven’t met. 
 
[Panel 3: Peter points his pen at Carlie, laying his clipboard on the desk in front of him.] 
 
Peter: And don’t even get me started on the whole “accountability” thing. You sound like Stark 
when he’s trying to sound like he knows what he’s doing. 
 
Carlie: Still, we need to make sure she learns to use her powers responsibly. You would know. 



 
[Panel 4: Peter raises his pen to his lip, a “what could possibly go wrong” look on his face.] 
 
Peter: Actually, you may have a point there… 
 
[Panel 5: Peter knocks on the glass, Cindy takes notice.] 
 
Peter: Cindy, listen up. I’d like it if you’d stay in the lab tonight. I need to run a few more tests, 
and I’m not sure you’re gonna want to go back to the hospital in your condition. 
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[Panel 1: MJ, sitting on the couch, with Annie in her arms] 
 
MJ: Wait. 
 
Stop. 
 
You want to groom your intern into your sidekick? 
 
[Panel 2: Peter and MJ in the main living space in their apartment, with Peter standing opposite 
her.] 
 
Peter: Well, yeah! 
 
Let’s face it, one way or another, I’m going to hang up the costume eventually. It would be good 
to have somebody carry on the torch. 
 
And besides, the kid doesn’t know what she’s doing, or what she’s capable of. It’s my fault this 
has happened. And I’m not just using that as my go-to angst line. I mean it this time. She’s in 
this mess because of me. In a way? She’s my responsibility. 
 
[Panel 3: MJ hands Annie over to Peter.] 
 
MJ: Baby, I love that you’re dealing with all of these problems head-on, but there’s still so many 
problems that could spin from her becoming a superhero. 
 
What if the Avengers find out about her? What if she dies trying to help you? 
 
[Panel 4: MJ cups Peter’s cheek in her hand, with a warm smile on her face.] 
 
MJ: I know you’re trying to do the right thing, Pete. I’m just asking you to weigh your options 
before going forward with this. Whatever choice you make, I’ll be with you all the way. 



 
[Panel 5: MJ gets up, cricking her back as she does so.] 
 
MJ: Just… urgh… don’t do anything I wouldn’t. 
 
Peter: Don’t worry. After Carlie’s interrogation… 
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[Panel 1: Cindy sits on the cot Peter found for her, fiddling with her fingers. Silent panel] 
 
[cap: Horizon Labs. That Night] 
 
Peter [cont’d cap]: ..I don’t think I need any more pressure bearing down on me. 
 
[Panel 2: Cindy is alerted to a voice, and turns towards it.] 
 
???: Cindy Moon? You awake? 
 
[Panel 3: Cindy is completely turned around to see Spider-Man hanging upside-down on a 
web-strand, stoic and unmoving.] 
 
Spider-Man: Hi. I’m Spider-Man. Pleased to meet you. 
 
Cindy: Um… hi! Sorry, I just- 
 
Spider-Man: No, it’s fine. Peter and I go way back, so he thought it would be a good idea to tell 
me what happened. 
 
[Panel 4: Spider-Man has assumed an upright position and is now standing in front of Cindy] 
 
Cindy: Look, I’m sorry, but... I don’t even want these powers! I just want to go back to my life! 
 
Spider-Man: That’s exactly what Peter thought you’d say. He and I had a long talk. 
 
We both agreed that until we can figure out how to cure you, I’ll be teaching you how to control 
and use them responsibly. That good with you? 
 
[Panel 5: Close-up of Cindy’s excited face.] 
 
Cindy: Umm...Yeah! Sure! 
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[Panel 1: Spider-Man rummages through a box, Cindy lingering in the background.] 
 
Spider-Man: Good. 
 
But we need to establish some ground rules. Unless I give you explicit orders not to, you will 
follow these rules to a “T”. 
 
Rule one: You don’t use your powers unless Peter or myself are with you. 
 
Rule two: Do not tell anybody about this. If anybody asks where you were in the last few days, 
tell them that you and Peter were observing a long-term scientific experiment. 
 
And rule three: Don’t do anything that could jeopardize rules one and two. Don’t go running 
around accidentally crumpling pieces of metal or ripping out concrete. 
 
We got that down? 
 
[Panel 2: Spider-Man points at Cindy, who has herself performing a mock salute.] 
 
Cindy: Scout’s honor. 
 
Spider-Man: Good. Now that we have “Bad cop” out of the way… 
 
[Panel 3: Peter reveals what he has in the crate: a pair of sweatpants and a hoodie.] 
 
Spider-Man: Welcome to Spider-101. 
 
[Page 12] 
 
[Panel 1: Spider-Man and Cindy are standing above your typical New York rooftop, overlooking 
the view.] 
 
Cindy: Wow. So this is what New York looks like uptop. Nice view. 
 
Spider-Man: Welcome to the life of a superhero. Probably the single best part of being a 
Spider-related person. Well, besides the powers. 
 
[Panel 2: Spider-Man next to Cindy.] 
 
Spider-Man: By the way, Peter had a question. Why’d you come to him and not your parents? 
 



Cindy: Well, Mr. Parker knows what he’s doing. Both of my parents are great, but… well, I 
connected a few dots. 
 
[Panel 3: Peter’s obviously panicking behind his mask, terrified that she might know his identity.] 
 
Peter: You… you did? 
 
Cindy: Kind of. I figured, given that he’s one of the only photographers in the city that can ever 
get a clear photo of you- 
 
[Panel 4: Cindy staring out over the skyline] 
 
Cindy: -Then he at least knew you in some capacity. Plus, he works at Horizon Labs. That’s 
big-time smarts. And he teaches part-time, so he was the first choice. 
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[Panel 1: Cindy looks around to see Spider-Man has disappeared.] 
 
Cindy: Uh, Spidey? 
 
Spider-Man (op): Down here. 
 
[Panel 2: Cindy looks over the edge to see Spider-Man standing perpendicular on the side of 
the building, barely fazed by what he’s doing.] 
 
Spider-Man: Ta-da. 
 
Cindy: Okay, I know that’s kind of your thing, but how’re you doing that? 
 
Spider-Man: Adhesive feet. Don’t worry, when you practice hard enough, you’ll be able to do 
this instinctively too. Take the fire escape, we’re going to try wall-crawling up first. 
 
[Panel 3: Spider-Man and Cindy are standing at the bottom of the building, in the middle of a 
rank alleyway.] 
 
Cindy: Eww. I think I saw a rat run past me. You sure we can’t try this a bit higher up? 
 
Spider-Man: Not a chance. You’ve already nearly died once. I’d rather not have you pull that 
party trick off again. 
 
[Panel 4: Cindy puts her hand on the wall, with Spider-Man guiding her from some distance.] 
 



Spider-Man: Now, don’t think too hard about it. It’s an instinctual thing, like moving your hand. 
Don’t try to force it. 
 
[Panel 5: Cindy trying to stick to the wall, with an apparent success, judging by Spider-Man’s 
pleased expression] 
 
Cindy: It’s… it’s working. 
 
Spider-Man: See? You’re a natural. 
 
It’ll take some time to get completely adjusted to what you can do, but for now, we’ll stick with 
the basics. 
 
[Page 14] 
 
[Panel 1: Cindy climbs up the wall, Spider-Man standing at the bottom as a spotter.] 
 
Spider-Man: You sure you’re up to this, kid? 
 
Cindy: Yeah. Yeah, I got it. After all, how am I gonna get better if I don’t take risks. 
 
Spider-Man: Point. Just making sure you don’t get hurt. 
 
Cindy: Hey, we’re alone in an alleyway in broad daylight. I don’t think anything’s gonna happen 
to either of us. 
 
[Panel 2: Cindy lands on the roof adjacent to her climbing wall, with Spider-Man looking up to 
make sure she doesn’t accidentally lean too far.] 
 
Peter: Balance, kid. I know you’re not the best with your reflexes yet, so you may want to take it 
easy. 
 
Besides, you never know when Shocker will pop out and say it’s party time. 
 
[Panel 3: Small panel shot of Cindy, who is sitting on the ledge.] 
 
Cindy: Hey, chief. Can I have a codename? 
 
Spider-Man (op): Depends. If it’s Spider-Woman or Spider-Girl, we already have one of each 
running around. Otherwise, why not. 
 
Cindy: Well, I was thinking. 
 



[Panel 4: Close up of Cindy, who is smiling innocently.] 
 
Cindy: What about Silk? 
 
[Page 15] 
 
[Panel 1: Spider-Man looking up, a bit of optimism visible in his mask] 
 
Spider-Man: I like it. 
 
[Panel 2: Cindy stands up, but with a noticeable lack of spring in her step that’s been around 
since the scene change.] 
 
Cindy: Well, I… uh, chief, I… 
 
Spider-Man: Cin? You okay up there? 
 
[Panel 3: Close of Cindy’s face, which is expressing clear panic to her current situation.] 
 
Cindy: I… uh, I don’t feel so- 
 
[Panel 4: Tall vertical panel. Cindy goes unconscious and falls over the side of the building.] 
 
Spider-Man: Cin! 
 
[page 16] 
 
[Panel 1: Peter shoots out a web line with one hand on a wall, already stretching another into a 
net.] 
 
Spider-Man [cap]: Gotta catch her. Don’t want to stop her fall suddenly. 
 
[Panel 2: Cindy lands in the web net, Spider-Man jumping over to assess any injuries she might 
have sustained] 
 
Spider-Man: Good catch. Looks like she’s fine. But I can’t be sure without a full scan. 
 
[Panel 3: Takes up a good majority of the page. Spider-Man is webbing out of the alley with 
Cindy slung over his shoulder.] 
 
Spider-Man [cap]: Gotta get her back to Horizon. Find out what’s happened to her. 
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[Cap: Horizon Labs] 
 
[Panel 1: Peter is overlooking Cindy, who is asleep in a cot. Peter is noticeably sleep deprived, 
but powering through, a cup of hot coffee on his desk as he writes down results from his tests.] 
 
Intercom: Mr. Parker, there’s a guest for you in the atrium. A Mrs. Mary Jane Parker. 
 
Peter: MJ? Yeah… bring her *yawn* yeah, bring ‘er in. 
 
[Panel 2: MJ walks in, carrying Annie with her.] 
 
MJ: Hey, Tiger. How you doing? 
 
Good lord, you look exhausted. When was the last time you slept? 
 
Peter: A few days ago. I’ve been running tests and making sure she doesn’t collapse again. 
 
[Panel 3: Similar panel, except MJ looks surprised as Peter kisses Annie on the forehead.] 
 
MJ: Wait… what happened to her? 
 
Peter: As far as I can tell- 
 
[Panel 4: Peter hands MJ a clipboard, still holding Annie.] 
 
Peter: -It’s what’s on this paper. 
 
MJ: Okay, so… what I’m seeing are blood pressure levels. What do these mean? 
 
Peter: You’re right. Based on the vital readers I set up in her suit, her blood pressure dipped 
seriously low. Along with her heartbeat. Not enough to kill her, but enough to make her pass 
out. 
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[Panel 1: A close up of Peter’s face.] 
 
Peter: She went into a biochemical shutdown. It was nearly long enough for her entire system to 
permanently quit. 
 
[Panel 2: MJ looking over Peter’s shoulder] 
 



MJ: So… she’s dying again? 
 
Peter: Sort of. More like her body is overhealing itself. 
 
MJ: That makes no sense. 
 
[Panel 3: Peter shows her the monitor of his desktop, with a diagram of his DNA.] 
 
Peter: This whole thing started because I wanted to use my blood as a cure-all for diseases 
across the world. One big vaccine. And with the healing factor in my bloodstream? I could make 
it happen. 
 
But there’s a major problem. The healing factor is overcompensating. It’s trying to heal 
something that isn’t there. And it’s causing her vital organs to go dark. 
 
[Panel 4: Peter reveals a band-aid on his left arm, along with large quantities of blood in test 
tubes.] 
 
Peter [semi-op]: I’ve figured out that the healing factor has a paradox: it can be destroyed by 
attacking itself, or at least a newly introduced strain of itself. And, judging by the amount of time 
it took for Cindy to go into shock, she can go one week at most, before requiring a new injection 
of the healing factor. Which means that unless I can come up with a better solution, I would 
have to provide her with a constant supply of my blood.  
 
MJ: And you’re just going to keep using the same method over and over again. 
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[Panel 1: Peter looks up at MJ, who has her hands on her hips.] 
 
Peter: MJ, this is the only way I could think of to keep her alive. Max approves of the plan, and I 
see no reason to stop. As long as she remembers to take her injection, there won’t be any 
problems. 
 
[Panel 2: MJ kisses Peter on the cheek.] 
 
MJ: See, that’s the man I married. You won’t give up, no matter how small the crisis. 
 
Think you can manage to come home for the night? Spend some family time. 
 
Peter: I think I can manage that. Cindy’s a responsible kid. I think she can get herself up in the 
morning. 
 



[Panel 3: MJ looks up to the window above Peter’s lab, noticing a fluid-like, black object against 
the dark of the night.] 
 
[Panel 4: Peter, with Annie, gets out of the chair, MJ following closely behind.] 
 
Peter: You okay? 
 
MJ: Uh.. yeah. Just thought I saw something in the window. 
 
Peter: We’re probably all just tuckered out. I know just the thing. 
 
Tuck Annie in, watch a so-bad-it’s good film, and fall asleep on the couch. How does that 
sound? 
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[Panel 1: MJ, with a weak smile on her face. It’s very obvious that she’s hiding something, but 
not willing to say] 
 
MJ: Sounds perfect. 
 
[Panel 2: MJ, at the door, looks over her shoulder. Silent panel] 
 
[Panel 3: Shot from farther away and a different angle, where we see her gaze is directed at 
Cindy, who is fast asleep.] 
 
[Panel 4: back to panel 2, though this time MJ has a slightly indifferent look on her face.] 
 
[Panel 5: The door is closed, a completely black panel, with only a sliver in the lab’s door crack 
providing any light.] 
 
[Cap: To Be Continued....] 
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[Cap: Tales From The Friendly Neighborhood: Good Times on the Horizon.] 
 
[Panel 1: We see a shabby looking apartment building/hotel room, and get a look at the newest 
incarnation of the Sinister Six: Chameleon, Electro, Vulture, Shocker, Boomerang, and 
Hobgoblin.] 
 
Chameleon: Alright, Toomes. Restroom is all yours. I’m done with my business. 
 



Now, Dillon, we’ll get the technology from Horizon to fix you soon. I estimate about five months. 
You should survive until then. 
 
Electro: Thanks, Dmitri. 
 
Chameleon: Now, Schultz, I have a list of supplies I’ll need you to collect. 
 
Shocker: What? Why not Kingsley? 
 
Or at least, I think you’re Kingsley. So many damn fakes it’s hard to tell sometimes... 

 
[Panel 2: Chameleon hands Shocker a list, looking at him in an annoyed fashion.] 
 
Chameleon: Because I can definitely imagine an orange, insane goblin man walking into the 
local Joann’s to get these fabrics, and not drawing any attention. 
 
Shocker: Pfft. Fiii--ine. 
 
Chameleon: Besides, it’s the least you can do for not being part of this op. 
 
[Panel 3: Shocker points over to Boomerang, who is sharpening one of his razor-angs on the 
knife sharpener.] 
 
Shocker: Told you, Fred and I have a bank heist next month. With any luck, we won’t have our 
asses handed to us by Spider-Man screaming “I’ll chase you to the ends of the Earth.” 
 
Boomerang: He’s never said that. To any  of us. 
 
Shocker: Not yet , at least. 
 
But trust me, he’ll say it eventually. 
 
[Panel 4: Chameleon is sitting at his workbench, welding together some equipment, as Shocker 
reads over the list in the background.] 
 
Chameleon: So that leaves just me and Electro to carry this out. I think we can pull it off. 
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[Panel 1: Vulture and Hobgoblin both rise from the table, Boomerang either not caring or too 
busy toying with his boomerangs to not notice. Put a can of spray paint on the table, along with 
a boomerang with a nuclear warning label.] 
 



Vulture: You didn’t even bother asking us! 
 
Hobgoblin: Yeah, we could actually be useful, you know! 
 
[Panel 2: Chameleon lifts up his goggles, ready to tell them off.] 
 
Chameleon: V Tochku* . You’d both be useful. At getting in the way. 
 
[Editorial note: Translated as “Exactly” in Russian.] 
 
Both [op]: How?! 
 
Chameleon: Toomes, you’d try and take charge halfway through. Kingsley, you’re too big of a 
wild card. 
 
Hobgoblin: Says the guy who’s bringing Electro for the ride. 
 
[Panel 3: Shocker is still reading the list, a bored expression on his mask.] 
 
Shocker: At least Electro isn’t cracked in the head, Gobby. 
 
Wow, Chameleon. What do you need with two dozen tubs of lard? 
 
[Panel 4: Vulture has opened the bathroom door, a disgusted look on his face.] 
 
Chameleon: A necessary addition to my character. By the way, I’ll be out of contact for the next 
four months. 
 
[Panel 5: We see only one thing in the panel; a close-up of a bloodied lab coat with the Horizon 
Lab logo on it.] 
 
Chameleon: After all, it wouldn’t be in character for me to be associating with supervillains. 
 
[End] 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


