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Transcript of Video Interview Office of Dr. Emmet, Retrograde Sanitarium

Interview Subject: Marc Spector, 2:15 P.M.

Clinical Diagnosis: Dissociative Identity Disorder

Notable Issues: Violent outbursts, delusions of grandeur, detachment from reality


	Dr. Emmet:	Recording started at quarter after two. Sodium pentothal administered fifteen minutes prior. For patient’s own safety, limbs have been restrained to the chair. How are you, Marc? Did you have a good lunch?

	Marc Spector:	Your truth serum actually tastes better than your cafeteria. Hell, my Marine rations tasted better than your cafeteria.

	DE:	Unfortunately, I can’t influence the food service vendor. That’s the facilities department.

	MS:	I don’t know why you even gave me a shot. I got nothing to hide.

	DE:	Good. Then we’ll make progress today. Tell me about the two identities you stole. First, Steven Grant. Who is he?

	MS:	Steven’s an arrogant billionaire who spends too much time indulging in his fantasies.

	DE:	All right. And where does Steven Grant live?

	MS:	In my head.

	DE:	And Jake Lockley? Who is he?

	MS:	Cabdriver. Tough SOB. Impulsive. Ruthless at times. Blood doesn’t bother him.

	DE:	And where does he live?

	MS:	In my head. One big unhappy family in this skull.

	DE:	You see, that’s simply not true. You’ve stolen and integrated their identities as part of your own persona. Grant’s got a really nice mansion on Long Island. And a penthouse in Midtown. Look, here are the public records of purchase. (Sounds of shuffling paper) Lockley keeps his own shabby place somewhere. Wouldn’t want to imagine the number of rats in the walls. I will say, though, the one person who is sharing your headspace is this … Khonshu?

	MS:	(Laughs) Yeah, he’s there, too.

	DE:	It’s a good thing I’m an Egyptology buff. Khonshu, as in the Egyptian god of the moon?

	MS:	Heliopolis.

	DE:	Excuse me?

	MS:	Egyptian gods are actually interdimensional beings. They reside in a place known as “Heliopolis.”

	DE:	I see. Anything else you want to tell me about Khonshu?

	MS:	Yeah. He’s got an attitude problem.

	DE:	Noted. “Egyptian god with an attitude problem that travels between dimensions and hires former mercenaries like Marc Spector.” Now, tell me about Gena Landers and Jean-Paul Duchamp.

	MS:	(Pauses) Why are you bringing up Gena and Frenchie?

	DE:	Oh, didn’t you hear? They’re new patients here at Retrograde.

	MS:	They don’t belong here—

	DE:	Marc, Marc, they participate in your delusion. That means they are delusional as well. Delusional people are a danger to society. Fortunately, their support in your endeavors led us directly to them, so we can help them like we are helping you.

	MS:	Your “help”?

	DE:	Yes, exactly. For them and the general public. Gena runs a diner. Who knows how the delusions would affect her cooking? That’s a public safety issue. Duchamp—Frenchie, as you call him—former mercenary like you, right? Good with weapons, flies helicopters. Probably just as much PTSD as you, and not the type of person you want with firearms. So yes, they belong here. (Pauses) How’s that sodium pentothal treating you? Feeling more relaxed?

	MS:	I can’t relax. (Sound of chair rattling) Steven can, Jake can. I can’t.

	DE:	All right, one more name for you. Tell me about Marlene Alraune.

	MS:	(Sound of chair slamming) If you hurt—

	DE:	Ah, see, there you go. Violent outbursts. I’m glad to see those restraints are working. Billy, will you please tighten them? (Sound of grunts and clicking) You see how we are looking out for you? You can’t contain yourself. (Sound of papers shuffling) Isn’t that why Marlene left you? My gosh, you sure introduced some difficult times into her life. And her dad, Peter—that’s Egyptologist Peter Alraune, for the record—he died around you as well? That’s not a great start to any relationship. Actually, let me check, how many times has she left you?

	MS:	(Pauses) Twice.

	DE:	Good. Honesty. And why did she leave you?

	MS:	She didn’t want my life of violence to affect her anymore.

	DE:	Exactly. Now we’re getting to the core of it. (Sounds of rustling) This suit. You call it “Moon Knight.” You hurt people in it. That’s a problem. Let’s see, some of the things you’ve claimed in our notes. How many battles with Bushman? A werewolf? And take a look at this photo. You called it a “psi-phon” and you claimed to have defeated, and I quote, “a multiversal version of Moon Knight called ‘Moon Shade’” to get it.

	MS:	Where’d you get that?

	DE:	That doesn’t matter. Are you listening to yourself? Does this sound like something any rational person would say? Give me an honest answer.

	MS:	(Pauses) No. It doesn’t.

	DE:	Good. Every step forward is important. This is why I find you so fascinating. In fact, I’d say it’s the culmination of my life’s work to help you. Now, what should we get to next?

	MS:	(Pauses) I’ll tell you what I’m gonna do next. I’m going to bust out of here. Tonight. I’m going to take what’s mine. My friends, my suit. I’m done with this hellhole. You think you can break me? I’ve seen far, far worse.

	DE:	As long as we’re being honest here, how do you plan to do that? Do you have a lockpick hidden away? A shiv made of soap?

	MS:	No. I don’t need those things.

	DE:	Then what do you have?

	MS:	Jake. Steven. Khonshu. They’re all I’ll need. They’re all I can rely on. You’ll see.

	DE:	I think we’re done here. Time is twenty-four minutes past two. Billy? Mr. Spector needs another round of sedatives. And electroshock therapy.

	MS:	(Laughter)

	DE:	Maximum strength.







The Vastness of Space 
America
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AMERICA CHAVEZ WAS IN TROUBLE. AND SHE KNEW IT.

Not that long ago, such an instinct would be elusive, invisible to her. She’d been lost for so long, awash in the dream-like state of whatever had become her existence.

But now she felt like herself. Even though things had changed.

This trouble was different from the chaos of her childhood, or the battles of her teenage years. This time, the conflict came from the people she thought were on her side:

The Watchers.

Problem was, the Watchers weren’t always right. Which caused a bit of an issue given that America trusted her gut—and when she tried to explain this to the Watchers, they told her to stand down, stop intervening, leave people like Peter Parker and Stephen Strange alone.

The Watchers or her gut instinct?

She chose her gut instinct.

And she was right.

Because someone was involved, a mystery foe—someone whose actions echoed across time and space and reality—

No. Beyond reality. Multiple realities. Possibly all realities. And with it came a single identity, someone cloaked in the shadows, and through all of the collective observations of the Watchers, one name came to her:

A Whisperer.

Who was he? What was his goal? Why did he keep interfering? Just like he was involved with Loki before the incident involving Peter, Wanda, and the collateral damage unleashed around them.

A threat was coming, something ripping through different times and places and universes. Where would the Whisperer go next? What would be the point of divergence?

America floated in ethereal space, safe from the condemnation and prying eyes of the Watchers. They wanted her to follow the rules, go away, or maybe both.

Sorry. Not gonna work this time.

Multiple cosmic windows opened in front of her, all of the clues and details that trailed the Whisperer leading her to these look-ins across realities.

Except for one. A single particular window was just for her. She reached through that particular one, a place where she stashed a few of the things from her physical life, the stuff that didn’t really prove necessary in the dream-like space of her existence, yet somehow it felt right.

Her fingers wrapped around the sleeve of a worn denim jacket, with red and white stripes along the shoulders and a large star sewn on the back.

Cool. She hoped it still fit.

As she wiggled her arms into the sleeves, she looked at the scene ahead—two figures she wasn’t exactly familiar with, but she needed to know more, her skills as a Watcher coming into play here even while defying the others’ orders.

Venom, a symbiote creature that traveled as a large black blob, at least until it joined with a host. Strong, brutal, amorphous, and very adaptable, the symbiotes used their bodies for many things: forming weapons, covering surfaces, creating barriers. Also capable of leaping universes, and when it chose to have a face, it bore rows of sharp teeth and a nasty red tongue.

And when joined, these strengths mixed with the powers and essences of the host in a delicate balance. Or in some cases, not exactly balanced. More like reluctantly shared, one way or the other.

The Whisperer’s trail led to Venom. And Venom appeared to be stalking someone else, on a multiversal collision course with …

A white cape and cowl over white boots, white body armor, white gauntlets, and a white mask. Glowing white eyes bore out from the mask, and on the chest sat the distinct curve of a crescent moon.

Moon Knight. Or Marc Spector, former mercenary and ex-Marine, now guarding the streets of New York City—and occasionally beyond. Yet something stood out about Spector; in some ways, he was a guy in a suit with weapons and martial arts training. But in other ways, he was different.

Because Marc Spector was the chosen Fist of Khonshu, an Ennead being—or as most humans knew them, the gods of ancient Egypt. But to the Watchers, well … the Ennead were just another set of interdimensional creatures that sometimes caused too much trouble.

One more particular thing stood out about Marc, though. Because he wasn’t just Marc. He was also Steven Grant and Jake Lockley—not in the way some people assumed fake identities to trick people. No, those were fully formed personalities, as dimensional as real people, a shared brain that worked in ways not even America understood.

She’d leave that one to the human medical experts.

Venom and Moon Knight. So many questions about where things went from here. America knew she had to intervene, but when?

For now, she would Watch. But as she settled in to consider what lay ahead, a new thought came to mind, one that caught her by surprise and brought a smile to her face.

The jacket still fit, after all.

America adjusted the jacket’s collar, then gave the front an instinctive tug like she was a teenager again, a reminder to herself of different times long ago as she prepared for the journey ahead—no matter where or when it led.




CHAPTER 1

Marc

MARC SPECTOR LOOKED BEHIND HIM.

The buzzing, inconsistent lights and grimy brick walls of the dim sewer system made it hard to tell for sure, but somewhere farther down the tunnel, a silhouette stood.

Was that …

The lights blacked out for a second before coming back, but for a flash, Marc saw it clearly, as if the desert sun shone directly on it:

The imposing silhouette of a man, long cloak draped over thin limbs and staff in hand.

Plus a massive bird skull for a head.

Khonshu.

The Egyptian god of the moon wasn’t always the best—or most sincere—ally for Marc, but given that Marc had pledged to be the Moon Knight, avatar of Khonshu, well, they helped each other out of a lot of jams.

In this case, the bird skull turned his way, then Khonshu tapped his staff, causing an echo that Marc heard over his own pounding footsteps. Then the lamps flickered again and Khonshu disappeared, leaving only decaying infrastructure and skittering rats. Just the empty shadows of a sewer passage. A New York sewer passage, one that tracked right underneath Retrograde Sanitarium, where Marc had just led a daring, brutal escape: first breaking free from his cell, then recovering his things from storage and donning the Moon Knight suit, then liberating his friends from the clutches of Dr. Emmet and her oppressive guards and orderlies.

And now? Underground, on the way to freedom. Sanity versus insanity. New York versus ancient Egypt. One mind versus infinite possibilities.

Not that long ago, the love of Marc’s life told him that she needed to distance herself from him, from the life of violence that swarmed around him. He’d tried explaining to Marlene that the violence stemmed from the balance of everything in his head, of dealing with Steven Grant and Jake Lockley, of being pledged to serve Khonshu as the deity’s Fist. But the how and why didn’t matter to her.

She’d had enough. And as he dashed forward through the damp passageway, cape billowing behind him, he considered if maybe she was right.

Such was the life of Marc Spector. He never claimed it was an easy one.

“There they are!” a voice yelled, cutting through the thick air.

“No, no, no,” a woman’s voice said. Marc turned to see concerned lines framing the brown eyes and pursed lips of Gena Landers. Gena spun and shot a look behind Marc, her head now angled to catch shadows across her dark skin. “Frenchie, turn off the flashlight!”

“Non, Gena,” hissed Jean-Paul Duchamp, Marc’s longtime associate and sometimes helicopter pilot, known by most as Frenchie. “We are in a sewer. How else could we possibly see?”

“If we can’t see us, then they can’t see us,” Gena shot back. Frenchie cursed under his breath, a rapid-fire mix of French and English and possibly something else, and as he swung the flashlight, the beam crossed Marc’s body, causing a flicker of his reflection on the water to remind Marc of the single constant thing that summed up all of the certainty and uncertainty in his life:

Moon Knight.

White. Clear white, the kind that stood out against a dark night sky. Not camouflage, but a distinct and obvious look that sent a message to whoever saw it.

I’m coming for you.

White boots. A white, form-fitting carbonadium armored suit, complete with gauntlets. A white belt, where he stashed adamantium crescent darts—boomerang-like blades shaped like a crescent moon—and on the left side, his truncheon hung, an adaptable weapon that acted as nunchaku, bo staff, or grappling hook as needed.

Over all of that draped a cowl and cloak, centered by the unmistakable icon of a crescent moon across the chest. Under the cowl sat a white mask, blank except for the lines contoured to Marc’s face, but with two glowing white eyes, an intensity ready to pierce the darkness and lead the way through.

Move quickly, Marc, a voice roared in his head. Marc steadied himself, and the brilliance of his white eyes intensified as Khonshu’s voice spoke again, a deep-throated growl courtesy of an Egyptian god that only he heard—and sometimes, Marc even listened to him. Something has changed in this world. It’s out there. Elusive. I am not certain what it is, but you need to get to the surface now.

Marc whirled around to face his friends, the cape whipping out behind him. His fingers flexed and tightened their grip on the crescent darts, ready for whoever and whatever Dr. Emmet sent after them. But no, he wouldn’t need those now. Instead, he sheathed them—combat wasn’t the current solution.

They needed to escape.

“Gena’s right,” Marc said, and from afar, the voices shouted again, the light thump-thump-thump of rapid steps echoing off the sewer walls. “Look for my eyes. They’ll light the way. Follow me. We’re almost home.” Frenchie cut the flashlight right when Marc stepped forward, leaving only the glow from his mask’s eyes.

That was enough for his friends—and as he stepped, a whirl of images flew through his head, from Gena’s cozy Brooklyn diner to the endless city streets where he patrolled with a mask and cape. Just hours prior, Marc had promised that he’d get them back, all of them lamenting that they missed the constant din and occasional strange odors of the city.

Now he was going to make good on that promise.

He looked back at Gena and Frenchie and tapped the side of his mask; they both nodded, and he stepped forward, boots grinding into the path.

Other instincts soon kicked in, his senses opening up beyond the Moon Knight suit, experiences and skills coming all the way back from his days as a mercenary—or even as a soldier before that.

Behind them, footsteps and voices. Ahead, the faint rush of water followed by occasional drips. All around, the thick stench of sewer air, but also a draft. The lightest of airflow, and combined with the rumble overhead, Marc tracked the possibilities.

An escape.

“It’s not that far. There’s a way out. Just follow me.”

Marc moved with purpose, a momentum to his steps, his boots pounding the brick and cement beneath until it came within reach. He leapt, and his hand reached out to grab the side of a ladder. “New York City is just on the other side of that sewer grate,” he said, scaling up quickly until a free hand found the heavy flat side of a manhole cover. He pushed, flexing his arms and shoving with his palm until the cover budged, tipping out. One more hard go and it flipped on its side, opening them up to a new type of light.

Not the thin, unnatural light of a flashlight, but the roaring beam of a full moon watching over the city streets. Marc waited until the rumbles of cars passed into the distance, then hustled upward to breach the surface. He reached back, first pulling Gena out, then Frenchie. As his friends took in the thick, dirty air of the city, Marc pulled the manhole cover back and looked up at the clouds moving in—and with them, rain.

“You still miss New York, Gena?”

THEY RAN QUICKLY, DUCKING BEHIND BUS STOPS AND SPRINTING between buildings. New York offered its best response, a light mist in the air becoming cascading sheets of rain, like the city itself wanted to challenge Moon Knight.

Or, perhaps, it offered sympathy, the only way it knew how: punishing amounts of rain, enough to provide cover for Marc’s glowing eyes and flowing cape.

They’d turned left, right, left again, and then started to make arbitrary decisions, the randomness of it seemingly enough to throw off Dr. Emmet’s security. Somewhere, probably within a one-mile radius, their pursuers kept searching, but safety approached with every passing second. Enough so that maybe they might find their way to The Other Place, where the tired seats and hot coffee of Gena’s restaurant might offer a reprieve, before planning their next move.

Light from above cascaded down, filling Marc’s body and mind as he moved with direct intention in his steps. “Khonshu,” he said quietly, “are we safe?”

Nothing is safe, Marc. I told you, something has changed.

“I need more specifics than ‘something.’”

“Marc,” Gena said, trotting to catch up with him, “who you talking to, honey?”

I cannot define it further. But something has changed. Your world is now …

… different. And not what it is supposed to be.

Marc groaned, loud enough that he knew Khonshu caught it. Egyptian god of the moon or not, Khonshu’s pettiness sometimes hit harder than his otherworldly abilities to cause an earthquake. Marc told himself not to go there, not to get into the recurring arguments about whether becoming Khonshu’s Fist was really better than the eternal peace of death.

“I was just going to say,” Marc said, his voice muffled through the mask. And maybe it was time to take off the Moon Knight business for now? “I think we’ve got enough distance from Emmet’s orderlies. Let’s take a minute to—”

“Hey!”

A new voice broke past the pitter-patter of rain and the roar of passing engines. Marc turned, his damp cloak starting to weigh down in its movements.

From the crosswalk, a uniformed police officer approached, one hand holding the wet brim of his cap as the wind howled away.

“What are you folks doing out in this storm?” he asked as he got close. “And why the hell are you dressed like that?”

Marc took a breath, first looking down at his not-so-inconspicuous attire, then up to the bright orb that still poked through despite the sudden rain clouds. Then he spun around to see Frenchie, one arm of his lanky frame stoically shielding Gena from the elements. And Gena, her thick black curls matted down from the heavy rain.

“Damn near tsunami out here,” the cop said. “What’s with that getup, pal?”

“He’s right,” Gena said. “We need to get inside. I’m getting soaked.”

It is here! It is approaching!

In theory, Marc could have asked Khonshu right then and there what he meant. But he was in front of NYPD in a white super hero suit featuring glowing eyes while his two friends stood in the pouring rain, their thin hospital tunics drenched.

He pivoted, taking in the passing car lamps and flashing reds and greens of traffic lights and the lit windows, each light suddenly overwhelming in its intensity, an internal blinding that made it hard to even open his eyes. A sudden sway caught him, a dizziness that had nothing to do with a sewer escape or Retrograde Sanitarium. As he steadied himself, flashes of lightning strobed across the sky.

Khonshu said that something changed. Was that affecting him now?

Marc! Pay attention!

“Where did you guys come from?” The cop’s tone shifted, a condescending lilt, like when teachers talked to misbehaving toddlers. “I think maybe you should come with me.”

“Hold on,” Marc said through the wind and the rain. “Something’s wrong.”

Do not get involved in trivial matters. You must pay attention! Look around you!

Behind him, Gena and Frenchie talked in hushed tones, but what did they say? And the cop, where did he go? The rain intensified, creating a blurry wall between Marc and him, lightning flashes forcing images to come in and black out, Marc’s eyes struggling to focus.

That was a cop, wasn’t it? Marc wasn’t sure, because for a split second, he swore he saw the shadow of something else.

“Marc, we should go with him,” Gena said. “We need to find somewhere to wait this out.”

Marc turned to Gena, rain angling off his cloak. “Something strange is happening. Let’s just—”

A loud yell from down the street interrupted him. Followed by an explosive pop.

Then the clatter of metal hitting the ground.

Then another yell, this one right behind Marc, along with an immediate stream of French curse words.

Marc turned to see Frenchie gripping the side of his neck, blood oozing between his fingers.

Marc! It is near! Watch out!

“It’s not bad, Marc,” Frenchie said. “I think the bullet grazed me.” Gena grabbed Duchamp’s arm, fingers pressing down against his tensed shoulder, and Marc swiveled back to protect his friends—except why would the cop shoot them? But now the cop didn’t even face them. Marc scanned through the wall of rain and violent lightning strikes. He expected the cop to be standing with a gun gripped in both hands; instead, it took a second for Marc to realize the police officer faced off against a figure that moved like a shadow against the rain. And at the cop’s feet, a glint of metal.

“Get back,” Marc said, and normally he’d be more aggressive in a situation like this. But with Frenchie hurt, that wouldn’t do. Instead, he used his cape as a shield while he stepped backward, moving their little group to get some distance from whatever was going down.

The new mystery figure hit fast, Marc discerning its movements more by the way the cop bent and twisted than anything else. The cop slumped over, then collapsed, rain saturating his limp body as he lay prone on the sidewalk.

The stranger leaned down to pick up the metal piece off the floor before rising up and looking Marc’s way.

“Who is that?” Gena asked, and without turning, Marc put a hand out, the Moon Knight cape acting as cover over his friends.

“Stay back,” Marc said, the stranger now approaching.

At first, he thought the relentless elements brought a silhouette into his vision. Though as the figure approached, Marc realized it was more than light and shadow.

It was a man in all black.

His rugged outline showed he was ready for combat, whoever he was. A hood draped over his head, though that may have been more a strategic advantage over the rain than to conceal his identity.

Maybe both.

Marc stood, and while the white of Moon Knight’s outfit and the intensity of his glow were so intimidating that it usually caused people to pause or even run, that didn’t happen here.

Instead, this man continued approaching, methodically placing one foot in front of the other.

Suddenly, the cop didn’t matter. Marc adjusted his weight, hands up in a defensive posture as his feet moved into position, instinct after instinct activating. The man’s gait and posture—what did it say about his threat level? The environment: wet, dark, windy, the flashing lights of passing cars—all possible advantages depending on how and when things played out.

The stranger stopped about ten feet in front of him, close enough that his nose and chin snuck out from underneath the hood. He reached up, hands taking either end of the hood, then pulled it back, only to reveal …

Marc Spector?

Despite the rain, despite the lightning, despite the chaos of it all, Marc knew his own face when he saw it. Of course, he’d seen it as Steven Grant or Jake Lockley, and part of him wondered if this was some sort of very strange extension of his disassociations.

Except, this mystery man stood here now, feet planted on the rain-drenched pavement. Frenchie, Gena, they reacted enough to show that they clearly saw the stranger as well.

He was no figment of his mind’s projections.

And in his hand, the familiar curved metal of a single crescent dart.

“Hey, Marc. This probably seems pretty weird. Even for you,” the man said, the voice an exact replica of Marc’s own. The pitch and timbre, even the specific cadence of the words—not Steven’s refined words or Jake’s streetwise tough guy act, but the Marc Spector that had traveled all over the world and done terrible things—and survived that childhood.

“So I’m you.” The stranger tapped his chest, before running a hand through the same thick dark hair, rainwater starting to mat it down. “Or you’re me.” The side of his mouth tilted upward for just a second as he pointed at Marc. “One or the other. But we got ourselves a situation here.”

Marc’s fists gripped tighter. Behind him, Gena still held on to Frenchie as he gripped his neck, her breath picking up in pace.

The man took two steps forward, then placed both hands up, palms out. “And I need your help.”




CHAPTER 2

Marc

THIS WAS NEW YORK CITY. HOME OF THE AVENGERS. WITNESS TO, well, pretty much any strange thing that had happened over the past few decades; whatever and however it happened, it sure seemed to touch New York somehow.

So Marc probably shouldn’t have been surprised to be staring at his own face. More bizarre things had happened, both to him and to others he’d crossed paths with. Khonshu had brought him back from the dead, so things didn’t exactly get weirder than that.

Still, nothing ever prepared him to be looking into the eyes of this doppleganger.

This mystery man, this other Spector, though, seemed unfazed. “Gena,” Spector said, his head tilting. The determination on display seconds ago faded, his mouth and eyes softening. “Frenchie?” His lips tilted upward, the slightest of smiles as he remained. “I remember this. Not quite the same, though. Where is Craw—”

A car roared past, a blinding flash that melted into the wall of falling rain. Marc blinked, resetting his vision, only to catch the same thing with the man. Except Marc swore he saw … well, what looked like the man’s eyes filled with a slick, shimmering black, just for a moment.

Then it went away, whatever weird trick of light caused it. As it did, so did any visible affection Spector had for Marc’s companions, and instead, the man straightened up.

“Marc? Who is this guy?” Gena said in a hurried voice.

“It could be my blood loss,” Frenchie said, his accent growing thicker as he leaned on Gena, “but I swear he looks exactly like you.”

“I don’t know about ‘exactly,’” Spector said, running a hand through his rain-soaked hair. “I think I still have better hair. Hey,” he stepped forward, flashing a grin that seemed too familiar. “Why don’t you take the mask off and we’ll compare?”

Marc considered his surroundings, from the occasional passing car to the heavier and heavier rain to the guy across the street completely oblivious to the strange confrontation going on. For one thing, even if this guy hadn’t looked like Marc, he still knew exactly who he was underneath the Moon Knight getup.

Marc gripped the mask, pulling it up halfway like Jake Lockley would, then took it completely off. Rain pelted directly on his cheeks and brow, a stinging cold that brought the world into focus. “Ah. Guess we both have nice hair,” Spector said with a laugh. “Gena, you look worried. As you should.”

“Marc,” she whispered into his ear.

“Frenchie’s hurt. I’m sorry about that. I threw this”—Spector held up his crescent dart, then gestured to the unconscious cop on the pavement—“at him, and his gun went off. I should report him to NYPD administrative affairs for careless behavior.” He leaned forward, catching Gena’s eye. “I really think you should take him to a hospital. You’ll never catch a cab here; go around the corner to a busier street. Here,” Spector said, reaching into his back pocket. He stepped forward, hand now extended, and Marc tightened his defensive posture until he saw …

A wad of rolled-up cash.

“Frenchie needs help. Please take him.” The man waved the cash again, then took another step forward. Marc squinted through the rain, taking in every detail about this stranger, and other than some different scars, he may as well have been looking in the mirror.

“He’s right,” Frenchie said, with a stoic push ahead. “Come on, Gena, let’s move.”

“Take care of Duchamp,” Spector said as Gena took the cash out of his hands. “When this is over, we’ll stop by the diner for some pancakes.”

Gena’s serious face broke, a smirk coming through. “Guess it really is you. Two Marcs, and you both still need to learn there are other things on the menu besides pancakes.”

The rain let up as Spector came alongside Marc. He held his hand out, rain gradually fading away on his palm. “It’s like someone wants them to get there safely. How about that, huh?”

This time, it was Marc’s turn to step forward. He moved slow, pivoting until they stood face-to-face, Marc still holding the Moon Knight mask in his hand. He eyed the doppleganger up and down, forming whatever tactical assessment he could. No utility belt, but pockets lined his dark clothes, possibly storing small weapons. A simple black shirt, good enough for stealth and infiltration but not very protective. Still, something about the material seemed different, like it had been woven from a different type of fabric, possibly for protective purposes.

You sense it, too, don’t you. Something is not right.

“So what are we gonna do, team up to defeat super baddies? Pull me into your dimension? Or maybe,” Marc laughed, “it’s simpler than that. You’re my long-lost twin. No, wait—a clone.”

Why are you making jokes? Either knock this imposter out or run.

Khonshu’s words roared through Marc’s mind, though he held his reaction still—no need to give away private conversations to this stranger, whoever he was.

And whoever he was, he didn’t laugh at Marc’s jokes.

“You know, Gena was meant to die,” the man said, a dour tone coloring his voice. “Frenchie, his neck got injured, too—in a different way. That’s what was supposed to happen. That’s what did happen. I saw it, with my own eyes. In my New York. In my,” he sighed with a shake of his head, “world, I guess, for lack of a better word. But we … Marc, you and I, we have an opportunity to make a difference here. Everything is about to change, and no one knows it yet.”

He is lying to you. He cannot be trusted.

“How can you know that?” Marc hissed, a question for Khonshu spawned by irritation, though it worked well enough for cover. “What I mean is, I’ve seen a lot of weird stuff. And I’ve learned not to take things at face value.” Marc nodded at the man. “Pun intended.”

Spector nodded, matching Marc’s smirk. “Because there’s something I know that you don’t. And only we can do this together. Now, let’s start with the basics. I know you. The real you. Not just Marc Spector, the man who becomes Moon Knight. But all those other voices in your head.”

Marc didn’t exactly keep his mental health issues a secret among those trusted by him. But it also wasn’t exactly something he’d talk about over breakfast with most people.

This guy, whoever he was, however he came to be here, knew how to peel the layers back.

“Steven Grant,” the man said. “Good guy. A bit eccentric, if you ask me.” The comment caused Marc to snicker; he supposed anyone who went to movie premieres and managed billions could be called that. “Jake Lockley. Well, I’d want him on my side in a pinch.” Images of Jake flashed through Marc’s mind, the weathered cap and mustache making their shared face so much more grizzled and weary—especially when blood covered their knuckles. “Sure is easier with those two around, huh?”

The man’s expression changed, a sudden strain coming over his face. “Kind of wish they were here with us now.”

Marc glanced down at the mask, options weighing on him. He could take a moment to sink back into his mind, where clear conversations with his alters could hash things out. But that might give this guy a small enough crack to do … something. Whatever Spector’s deal was. If Marc really needed to right now, he could pull Jake to the surface, who’d then put the mask halfway on to take this guy out using the element of surprise with brute force. Maybe Jake would even tie him up, find a way to get some information out of him, use his own crescent dart against him.

Marc opted to move a little more strategically. At least for now. If nothing else, to prove to himself that this was real. Because sometimes reality shifted for Marc. It was part of the gig. He just never thought it would be this literal.

Khonshu continued protesting, but it wasn’t like Khonshu didn’t have his share of missteps. In fact, the Egyptian god carried plenty of tallies in the “whoops” column over the years. “Yeah,” Marc said slowly. “Not always fond of them. But they get the job done.”

“That’s how brothers are. Can’t live with them, can’t have dissociative identity disorder without them.” Marc wasn’t sure if he’d call Steven and Jake “brothers,” exactly. More like “necessary evils,” given that they both solved a lot of problems and ruined a lot of things. “But we step up for one another when needed.” Spector grimaced again, like a sudden headache plagued him. “How is it with yours? Can you call them to the surface whenever you want? Can they help you when you need them most?”

“Sometimes. Sometimes not. We’re working on it.” Marc laughed to himself; “working on it” made it sound like they were a married couple bickering over chores and taxes. He paused, considering just how many voices were now in this conversation. “They don’t always make things better, though. I mean, things might be better with Marlene if those two just—”

“Wait, what happened to Marlene? Is she safe? Are you—”

Spector winced one more time, his eyes shutting hard enough that lines carved into his brow.

Stop philosophizing and move!

“Khonshu, not now.”

Spector finally straightened up, his face and posture returning to neutral. “Khonshu?” he asked, his tone matching his look. “That’s a new one.”

You see? The trickery involved. Something is not right.

Khonshu had a point, but Marc dealt with enough super hero shenanigans to understand that sometimes weird crap just happened. And the more information, the better. Especially when it came to himself. He’d had quite a bit of experience with that.

Marc weighed the different options ahead. His instinct was to continue to survey the situation, especially since this doppleganger claimed to need his help. Steven would have probably suggested negotiating. Jake would have just hit him. Plus, there was Khonshu’s advice of escaping.

“You’re thinking right now. I know that look,” Spector said. “It’s the ‘Should I talk to Steven or Jake right now?’ look. Assessing options. All the stuff from your Marine days. Served you well as a mercenary, right? Well, let me clear this up and give you proof of who I am.” He pointed to his face, then Marc’s. “Besides our shared voice, handsome features, and amazing hair.” Marc laughed at the man’s joke, and that was certainly one thing about this guy—if he really was Marc, he got the sense of humor right. “Retrograde Sanitarium,” Spector said, nodding far beyond their current location. “You were just there. That was real.” Even though Marc’s escape with Frenchie and Gena only happened about an hour ago, it suddenly felt distant, like another plane of existence. Marc blinked, pulling everything about that place back, every bloody encounter with the staff, every hazy glance at Dr. Emmet and her syringes.

Every battle they fought in the secret underground tunnel that led to the New York sewer system.

“Every moment you experienced there was real. Dr. Emmet, the orderlies, the shock treatments, that was all real. They were after you,” the man said, a knowing nod, like he saw it, too. “Gonna bring you back to that horrible place. But look at me, look at my face. I’m you. Now listen to me.” He leaned forward, his eyes having a clarity matched only by the grim expression of his mouth, his cheeks, his brow. “I went through that, too. You know what else I went through? Ernst—that Nazi masquerading as ‘Rabbi Perlman.’”

The mention of the name flashed images through Marc’s mind, his harrowing escape from Perlman’s hellish basement as a child.

A multiversal trickster. It has to be.

No. It couldn’t be. Absolutely no one would know about that. Even if they dove into Marc’s deepest mental health records, those things were shielded from anyone. Even Marlene.

Even, sometimes, himself.

“Do you understand?” the man asked.

Marc ignored Khonshu’s continued badgering, and instead gave Spector a knowing nod. Who then nodded in return—an exact gesture that Marc recognized as his own, from the timing to the angle of the head tilt. “Now I need you to understand this,” Spector said. “As wild as this sounds—and we have seen wild, right?—this goes beyond anything. So listen carefully …

“I’m here from another reality.”

A multiversal version of himself? This kind of thing only happened to, well, super heroes who fought reality-ending stakes, could legit fly through the air and possibly space, or do whatever that guy on Bleecker Street got up to.

Not vigilantes who protected the streets.

And because of that, Marc blinked in disbelief. Egyptian gods who saved him from death, sure, he could work with that. But another him?

Get out of here.

“We are here, together, in the light of the moon,” Spector said. He extended his right hand and held it, waiting for Marc to embrace it. “Do you trust me? Because we are trusting that you are exactly who we need.”

Marc, are you even listening to me?

“The Multiverse?” Marc mused under his breath.

You are not. You are trusting this person because he happens to have your face. Typical human superficiality. Perhaps I should have asked Frenchie to be my Fist.

Khonshu’s rant still continued, but Marc could see everything about this person stood true to who he knew as himself: his posture, his expressions, the cadence of his words, the way he looked at Frenchie and Gena.

The only difference was that Marc would never use the royal “we” to refer to himself, but hey, maybe language got a little more formal where Spector came from.

“How about we go to Gena’s? Sit down, get a big stack of pancakes and a big pot of coffee—see,” Spector pointed to himself, “of course I’m you. How else would I know about Gena’s pancakes? They’re the best. Let’s go there and I’ll explain everything to you.”

“Yeah,” Marc said with a laugh. He looked over his shoulder, the rain picking up again, so thick that the clouds overhead blocked out the full moon. “Oh wait, Gena won’t be there, she’s taking Frenchie to—”

Before he could answer, Spector’s fist crashed into the side of Marc’s skull. Marc stumbled, the world spinning in a disorienting loop.

You see? I was right. Fight, Marc, fight!

“Ah, Khonshu, not now—”

Another fist connected, then another, rapid-fire blows to Marc’s face. Spector angled for another attack, but Marc gathered enough of himself to thrust a kick into the doppleganger’s gut. They both stumbled off-balance, but Marc steadied himself, heels finding solid ground beneath him.

Where did Spector go? Marc’s senses still reeled from the concussive hits, especially now that the rain decided to interfere; he scanned the space, leaning this way and that to try and locate this other version of himself.

Behind you!

Finally, Khonshu was being helpful.

Marc whirled around, fist half-cocked and ready to explode outward. Except instead of seeing himself, he caught a glimpse of …

Something. Something like a slick black silhouette, and it even may have been a fragment lingering from taking too many punches, this oily, human-shaped glob lost in the pouring rain and flashing headlights.

It didn’t matter, because whatever it was pounced on Marc, and suddenly everything was wrapped in black.




[image: CHAPTER 3: VENOM]
YOU TRIED TO TRICK ME, MARC SPECTOR.

We felt it. When you mentioned Steven Grant and Jake Lockley, the other Marc, the one from this reality that just escaped the New York sewers—the one that stunk like a New York sewer, even though he managed to keep his suit shiny white—he thought you were trying to earn his trust. And part of you was.

But we saw your true goal. We sensed it, in the dark corners of our shared mind. When you said, “Kind of wish they were here with us now,” you tried to summon them. All those words and thoughts about them, you wanted them to come and push us out.

Your attempt failed.

They came close. Steven and Jake emerged for just a moment, into that Mind Space where you talk endlessly amongst yourselves. They crept through, like they usually do. Oh, sometimes you three are on a fishing boat or in a room or just a space, somehow just existing together.

Don’t try that again.

Because as soon as we sensed it, we shut them out. They’ll be quiet now, locked behind a psychic door. If you want them back, you’ll listen. Because all we need is you.

We can’t exist with them. Your so-called “brothers” will only add complications.

And there is no time for games or bargains.

Now, hit him.

Hit this reality’s Marc again.

We must be sure that Marc is knocked out. If you must, take your anger at us out on Marc. We feel you when you look at the rain-filled New York streets; you are looking for Gena and Frenchie. They’re gone.

You are alone. But we are here.

You see him, lying there in the Moon Knight suit, rain pounding on his face. Pick him up. Take the mask, too.

Bring him. We have work to do.

You grab him by the suit’s collar, lifting him up. Your nails dig in, gripping the textured armor, and even though rain has soaked both of you, you pick him up easily.

Much easier than you expected. Yes, that is our strength together. It is that easy. Now hurry, out of this downpour.

Your muscles tense, joints locked. A resistance.

You are refusing.

“Why should I?” you ask. “How about I just stand here?”

Are you really going to do things the hard way?

Your silence says enough. We don’t have time for your petty behavior.

We wrap around your legs, your torso, your arms, an outer coat of the symbiote body to activate your limbs, move yourself faster. Inside, you continue to protest.

Watch your language. That’s unbecoming of you, Marc.

Do not worry. Your part in this is almost done.

Soon you will be free from us.

And soon, we will deliver what he needs.




CHAPTER 4

Marc

MARC WAS DREAMING.

He had to be. Everything was too nice to be real, images and sounds and feelings emerging out of nowhere, like the world wrapping him in the cushiest blanket. Sun, bright sun, but not the searing heat of an Egyptian desert. Because this also had the crash of the ocean. And … laughter. Yes, the sound of children laughing, of pleasant conversation.

Tropical. Yeah, this was tropical. Shaded. A resort cabana, warm sand between his toes, and in the distance, a lapping ocean. A big glass bulb in his hand, some fruit-flavored concoction coming through the thin neon-green straw.

And next to him? Marlene Alraune, a gust kicking out the blond hair falling over her shoulders. She laughed, then adjusted the large hat casting shade over her swimwear.

Marlene, without any of the damage they’d accumulated over the years as a couple. She looked at him, and even with her eyes hidden behind large white-framed sunglasses, he knew—he knew—that that look just …

Well, it was only possible in a dream.

Marc let himself take in that moment, to feel and see and hear everything in this instance. Because life simply never got this good.

In his hand, Marlene’s fingers wrapped around his.

In the distance, Steven and Jake walked by, bickering the way they always did, their distinctive voices running over each other. They turned to face him, but he waved them away. He didn’t need them getting in the way, not with Marlene actually happy to be there.

In the cabana over, Frenchie waved as he shared an appetizer plate with his partner, Rob.

And the best part?

No Khonshu.

And thus, no Moon Knight.

No grimy streets or wet rooftops, no blades shaped like moons, no criminals trying to justify their actions before Marc pummeled their faces, no dashing out of the basement of Spector Manor on Long Island in full costume and loaded gear.

Just … peace.

A life without Khonshu. Though he supposed that without Khonshu, Marc would have less of everything.

But in a way, wouldn’t that be nice?

Marc! Marc! You do not have time for this. Wake up!

No, no, no. Not Khonshu. Not now. Where had he even been before this? A street, a New York City street, of course, and Gena and Frenchie had come with him and …

No. He was staying here, melting away under a tropical sun for a minute. He deserved that.

Wake up, you fool! Why didn’t you listen to me?

“Get out of my dream, Khonshu. I’m perfectly content where I’m at.”

Dammit.

Marc opened his eyes. Or at least he thought he did. Not a lot came into view. In fact, only little flickers of light seemed visible, though the more Marc grounded his focus, the more he heard the sounds. The constant ringing in his ear—that seemed to be more part of the massive headache that thrummed through his skull. But the passing traffic and muffled voices, it all came from …

Above him? Above and behind.

He was in a basement.

You greedy, ignorant fool! Blinded by your own self-importance, by your own loyalties, and—

“Shut up, Khonshu,” Marc said, before he spit out the taste of blood in his mouth. “Do you have to guilt me while I have a headache?”

Awakening in a state of confusion, well, that just happened sometimes when sharing a mind and body with Steven and Jake. This, though, felt different.

The biggest giveaway came in the form of an aching jaw and pounding temples.

Jake at least had the courtesy of warning Marc if he’d taken a few bad hits in a fight.

You must move, Marc. You must get out of here.

As if on cue, floorboards creaked above, a steady cadence that told Marc that someone was pacing somewhere upstairs.

And likely on their way.

“Where are we?” Marc said, flexing his fingers and feeling the tension against his wrists—a familiar friction, likely duct tape binding his arms to the arms of the chair beneath him. He wiggled his toes, a looseness to them telling him that he had socks on, shins similarly bound to the chair legs. “What are we—”

The doppleganger. Spector. The man clad in all black with more than just Marc’s face and voice; he knew who Marc was, he confirmed it all with just a few words and he’d even talked about Steven and Jake.

They’d agreed to leave and then everything went black.

Yes, everything went black because you turned your back on him. And now this other version of you is coming back.

“Relax, Khonshu. I’ve gotten out of worse.”

You mean I’ve resurrected you from worse.

“Well,” Marc said, rocking back and forth on his chair. A wood chair—breakable, with enough force. That was an option. “That’s one way to put it.” A draft blew through the space, probably from some crack somewhere in the wall, but it tickled the hairs on Marc’s arms and legs.

So whoever did this pulled him out of the suit.

But Spector already knew Marc’s identity, so such an action wouldn’t be about secrets. No, something else was at play here. For whatever reason, the doppleganger needed the suit.

Marc closed his eyes, a trick that he sometimes did to talk with Steven and Jake—sometimes Khonshu, too, if they really wanted to make it a party. First things first, though; to get out of here, they’d need more than Jake’s dirty fighting tips or Steven’s stock choices.

Here, Marc would have to do what he did best: get out of jams. All those years of being a paid mercenary meant that his very own instincts offered the right tools for this situation.

It started by opening his eyes back up, though slowly, enough to let his pupils gradually adjust and expand.

The complete nothing that once surrounded him? Now it presented itself as subtle shades of dark, providing enough information to get a sense of space. The bright slit ahead, that came from the bottom of a door—the beam favored one side, probably a lot coming down from a hallway in that direction. That sliver offered enough illumination for Marc to gauge the size of the room—probably ten feet by ten feet. He craned his neck from side to side, rough shapes only revealing so much about his surroundings.

But something was in that back corner.

He sensed the outline of a table or box there, sure. But also, a smell came from that direction, a very obvious, very familiar scent of gasoline.

Which was never a good thing for someone trapped in a basement.

Another creak came from above. Followed by a thick thump sound, and then more movement.

From outside, loud, spontaneous laughter made it through the concrete and pipes, the kind of boisterous stupidity that came with being young and having too much to drink, soon followed by the rush of a passing ambulance siren.

Still nighttime. Walking distance to civilization. The hustle of emergency vehicles.

That meant Marc was within city limits. Somewhere hopefully not too far off track. And hopefully not Staten Island. He didn’t have time to wait on a ferry.

Marc flexed his leg muscles, pushing and pulling to gauge the tightness of the taping—restrictive, but he felt some give. Same with his arms. He tilted forward, shifting his weight enough to see if he could possibly stand on the balls of his feet.

No light. Movement from above. A small space. And just a little bit of give in his wrists and legs.

Options. Did he have them?

Quit contemplating your life and get moving.

“Khonshu, if you interrupt my train of thought one more time, I’m just gonna sit here like a good guest,” Marc said with a laugh. He tilted back and forth, gauging the make and material of the chair. The legs tapped with the familiar sound of metal on concrete; bashing this thing free wouldn’t quite work that way.

Looked like he’d have to resort to tricks rather than brute force.

“I’m working on it,” he said, starting to twist his wrists. They barely moved at first, only a few degrees this way and that.

Do it faster. Someone is coming.

As if on cue, more steps came from above. “If you’d like to rain hellfire down on my enemies right now, it’d be much appreciated. Otherwise, stop yelling at me from inside my head.” There it was—the smallest opening in the tape turned into enough give that Marc’s forearms had some movement. He bent over, leaning down to bring his face to his left wrist. “Too bad you’re not a radioactive spider.”

No response came from Khonshu, which probably was for the best since Marc couldn’t talk now. Well, he supposed he might have been able to, but words probably wouldn’t form too clearly with duct tape between his teeth. His front teeth gripped the small opening in the layers of duct tape, jaw muscles aching as he sawed back and forth. Sweat formed across his forehead, tickling its way down to his temple, the space filling with his grunts and groans.

The sound from upstairs picked up again, changing from the occasional floorboard creak to the regular gait of pacing. It tracked, going from left to right, until about ten seconds later something in the room clicked.

Then the hum of an electrical buzz.

Then a sudden brightness.

Marc paused to glance up. No, it actually wasn’t that bright. But the transition from dark to overhead lamp proved too extreme for his eyes, at least for a moment.

Not the priority right now. He needed to get free.

Marc ignored the space around him; those details could wait. Instead, he leaned back over and bit down on the flicker of broken threads across the duct tape. He gripped now, no longer needing to saw through for an opening, but instead pulling at whatever he could, tugging with enough force that he was sure something along his gumline bled.

It didn’t matter, though. Because he heard. A fraction of a second, but the very telltale ripping sound of duct tape coming apart.

He looked down to see a tear of about a centimeter, maybe
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