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The sunlight began to dissipate and the beams of light across
the floor became thinner.



Vic Stone gazed at the TV screen but it was in no way the thing his
mind was focusing on. Out of the corner of his eye he had seen
something. A figure crouched on the roof opposite. The first rule
out on the streets though is that if you don’t want trouble, don’t
make eye contact. Also if Vic pretended not to have noticed it
would mean that he had the upper hand. Turning to face Beast Boy he
stood up with his back to the window.



“Okay, I’m gonna hit the gym and then turn in.” said the cyborg
named Vic Stone, winking his eye. Gar didn’t ask any questions he
simply followed Vic’s lead.



“I think I’ll join you,” added Beast Boy “In the gym I mean.”



When the two had left the room and the door had shut behind them
they ran down the corridor to the nearest window.



<Computer!> Ordered Vic mentally <Open window.>



With that the metal pane slid back and Vic initiated his rocket
boosts and Garth turned into a large green eagle.



The whole earth shook and pedestrians looked up to the sky as
history seemingly repeated itself. An explosion rocked the top
floors of the Titans tower sending metal and glass everywhere. A
horrified world looked on as smoke once again billowed into the
skyline of New York City. The rubble that flew from the building
collided with Vic’s feet throwing him of course and more still
knocked Beast Boy out and he reverted back to his normal state.
Metal and sky were all Vic saw as he tumbled to the ground. He hit
something with a thud a lot sooner than he expected. Another roof.
However it didn’t matter because now several feet of state of the
art metal was raining down on their heads.



The original Titans were at that very moment finishing suiting up
and running out of the apartment still holstering on weapons,
powering up their alien fists and getting in the correct mindset
for a fight. That’s when they heard it… a blast that ripped through
the very core of their beings. They froze in the tracks at they
noise. Eyes wide with horror. The emergency beacon began to sound
on Dick’s communicator. They were too late.

 

 


His nostrils filled with the foul odour
swirling through the air. All he could see as he sat their on that
stiff cold hard chair was the pale green hue of the walls. And
there were so many noises; the screeching of cart wheels,
gossiping, sobbing, laughter, and thousands of machines talking to
him all at once. Vic hated hospitals.



Starfire opened a door next to where Vic was and emerged next to
him.

“Are you sure you won’t come in, Cyborg.”



“Don’t call me that. Not here.”



“I am sorry.”



“You didn’t know….How is he?” He asked, changing subject.



“Maybe you should come and see.” With that Starfire reached out her
left hand.



Wrong one, thought Vic. He grabbed it with his left hand
but couldn’t feel hers. He didn’t feel the softness of her skin or
the warmth of her touch through his metal ‘skin’. They entered the
room and saw the other Titans sitting around a bed in which lay a
green unconscious boy, plugged up to several machines that hummed
and bleeped.



“What happened, Vic?” asked Richard Grayson.



“We’ve been over this, Dick.” Answered Vic almost
defensively.



“There was an attacker, presumably the same one who attacked Roy,
outside. Beast Boy and I managed to get out before we died,
however, we crashed on another skyscraper’s roof and I managed to
keep the debris off of Gar by protecting him with my body since he
was unconscious.”



“It just doesn’t make sense, Vic.”



“What?! What doesn’t make sense, Dick!?” Vic began shouting. “It
doesn’t make sense that I would save Gar’s life?! What, you think
I'm a fake to like the rest of the new Titans?!”



“I just want to know how he got past the building’s security
system.”



“If I knew don’t you think I would tell you?”



“Seems to me Vic either the attacker knew how to work the system
incredibly well or someone shut it down for him.”



“WHAT THE HELL ARE YOU SAYING?! ARE YOU SAYING I HELPED THIS GUY
ATTACK US?!” Vic had begun shouting at the top of his lungs.



“If the boot fits, Vic…” Nightwing said standing up to face Vic
eye-to-eye and let the sentence hang in the air. Before Vic could
punch him Starfire stood in between the two of them with her palms
against both of their chests.



“That was unfair, Nightwing.” She said to the teen detective and
then turning to Vic she asked. “Vic, would there be anyone who
would know how to work the system.”



“No. Just me and my Dad.”



“Are you sure there is no-one else.” Nightwing asked this
time.



Vic fell silent for a minute in thought then his eyes opened widely
with an epiphany.



“My Dad’s old partner from S.T.A.R Labs.”



“Name, Vic. We need a name.”



“Nat. Irons. Natasha Irons.”

 

 


Minutes later the teen heroes were in
the air and heading towards a sparse industrial estate on the
outskirts of Metropolis in search of a refurbished warehouse owned
by S.T.A.R Labs which was apparently where Natasha Irons used to
spend a lot of time.



Currently however the Titans were several miles short of being
anywhere near Metropolis. The alien girl known as Starfire soared
over head with hands grasped tightly around Dick Grayson’s ankles
as he hung upside down, and it reminded him of the circus. Cyborg
too was carrying Titan passengers, or rather an old friend, Roy
Harper a.k.a Speedy. Donna Troy flew slightly below and a head of
them keeping a flying ‘V’ formation. On the ground was Kid Flash
who was trying hard to slow down enough to keep pace.



Tensions were high. Their only lead as to who was systematically
destroying their lives was someone only one of their members knew
and hadn’t seen in years. It wasn’t the first time to be fair but
Dick had a funny feeling about Vic on this mission. He didn’t
mistrust him, it was just that Vic was being awfully silent, okay
so he was always quiet but this time it felt to Dick…it felt like
he was hiding something.



“Vic?” Dick asked.



“Yo.”



“You’re sure we can trust this Irons girl?”



“Dick,” Stone began confidently “Nat cared about me more than my
own Dad. We can trust her okay. She’ll know what’s going on with
the technology. She can help.”



“When was the last time you spoke to her?”



“Dick,” there were slight undertones of aggression in his voice now
“We can trust her.” They carried on flying.

 

 


Her fingers delicately extended the
thin blue wire and with her other hand she slowly peeled off a
strip of plastic casing from one end and began to twist the now
revealed metal fibres around a second red wire. When the final wire
was attached she snapped the new panel onto the metal construction
she had created. Looking at it she smiled with glee.



“Beat that, Uncle John.” She said to no one in particular, and sat
back admiring her creation.



A sudden buzzing from the external intercom however caused her to
jump and for the creation to clatter onto the floor breaking off
the new panel she had just attached. Releasing a very
uncharacteristic expletive she sighed heavily and threw an old
blanket over the new toy just in case the person at the door had
wish to enter and should possibly see her secret project. Running
across the room to the small panel mounted on the wall she pressed
the single large button and spoke into the machine.



“Who is it?”



“Nat?”



“Vic Stone?! No, way! I’ve not seen you in, like, forever. Hang on
a minute I’ll open up the door for ya.”



Racing across the room Natasha Irons couldn’t wait to once again
speak to the young man she used to consider her younger brother.
She stood directly in front of the large sliding metal garage style
door that happened to be the main entrance into her little
renovated warehouse and pressed the large red button on the wall.
Slowly the door started to recede into the roof and from the feet
up the figure of Victor Stone began to appear. She gasped with
fright and nearly fell over backwards at what stood before her.
This wasn’t the man she knew. He was barley a man in any sense of
the term.



Over half of his body seemed to be made of metal and computer
gadgetry. It shouldn’t really have surprised her of all people but
it did. What he must have gone through.



“Vic I…I knew your Dad had operated on you but…Vic I…” she tried to
think of anything that would vaguely sound non-patronising.



“Don’t worry, Nat. It’s fine. I'm used to it by now.” After a
slightly long and awkward silence he added “Can I come in?”



“Oh, yeah, of course, sorry. Do you want a drink or something?” She
said turning around, but Vic, still in the doorway, stopped her
with a simple sentence.



“Is it okay that I bought some friends?”



Several minutes later Natasha Irons, S.T.A.R Labs youngest
researcher, played host to a myriad of colourfully garbed
super-teens in a makeshift living room which consisted of three old
sofas in a sort of workshop space, surrounded by various
breakthrough metallic compounds and newly made alloys in various
states of construction and creation. The former boy-wonder, Dick
Grayson, had just finished giving Natasha a full run down of the
situation they found themselves in while Vic wandered around the
various cavernous, steely clean rooms.



After sighing heavily Natasha asked, “Is there anyway I can
help?”



“For now we need a place to stay but…see the thing is, whoever
attacked us had an understanding of the technology Vic’s Dad
created. So we were wondering if you knew anyone else attached to
the project who would understand the technology enough to bypass
it.”



“Only Silas and I were attached to the project. It was commissioned
by the U.S government but they had no idea we had begun work on it
or how far we had come. See I helped to create the new alloys and
compound structures as well as working out how to link the various
units together, admittedly, I got some help from my Uncle to
understand some of it, and Silas was in charge of controlling the
circuitry and programming and stuff. We worked on it secretly
originally as a side project that eventually became our favourite
project.”



“What was it precisely that the government wanted you to create?”
asked Dick.



“It was meant to be a way of creating a robotic infantry that could
be controlled by thought commands far from the battle field;
however, Silas and I were more interested in the potential of the
commercial and surgical side: the chance to replace lost limbs with
full mobility and feeling and senses. When Silas…when Silas
repaired Vic we hadn’t ironed out all the creases and from what you
can see with Vic, Silas was not, lets say, a natural at the
construction side.”



“Vic looks pretty solid to me.” Pointed out Donna.



“Yes, but that’s only down to him choosing to reform the nanites, I
would imagine. I saw the newspaper photos from before he joined the
Titans and his form was very much uneven. But that’s not the point.
What I was trying to say before was that only me and Silas knew
about the project, and trust me…there is no way the government
could have gotten a hold of our research.”



“We know it wasn’t the government. We found out that whoever formed
the team paid the government to adopt them and make it look like a
government initiative.” Wally reminded everyone.



“I think an easier question would be, who would want to attack you
that fits into the profile. From what I can see your enemy is
replicating the original Titans team, right?” they all nodded in
response “But they still have access to the Towers technology and
thus Vic’s. However they have made no attempt to copy Vic or even
your friend Beast Boy, who you said joined just before Vic. Now if
they went to all this trouble to re-create the team which is now
drastically different why didn’t they change their line up?”



“Are you saying this plan was in motion from the team we first
formed?”



“Or at least early on in your career as a team, and if they merely
updated themselves with Silas’ technology, why didn’t they create a
new Vic and Beast Boy while they were are it? It seems to me the
people your up against don’t really know too much about your
current incarnation but more about the original line up as well as
Vic. Someone who knew Vic was going to join the team but never
actually followed your career after that; presumably because they
were to busy forming this ‘Godhead’.”



“But the only people who knew Vic had ever met the Titans were his
Dad and that Romeo guy and their both dead now.” Nightwing
explained again. “There’s no one who…” Dick was cut short as Vic
hurriedly opened the glass door of the glass and steel room they
all sat in and rushed in.



“Nat have you used my Dad’s diary blog?”



“What are you on about, Vic?”



“Everything my Dad worked on he recorded on a blog, or if he didn’t
have time he’d do a write-up when he had finished a project. He
also linked the programme to the home computer so he could update
it where ever he was.”



“Vic, I know what the blog was. I meant why do you think I updated
it? I’ve not been in your Dad’s lab since…well you know.”



“There’s a new entry in it.”



“When? What did it say?”



“September 14th. It read: ‘they’re ready.’”



And with that the side of the warehouse exploded and glass and
steel and rubble erupted into the air in a brilliant flash of green
light. The Titans and Natasha now found themselves lying on a pile
of rubble, fully exposed to the hot, midday sun. And to the glowing
green figure who hovered above them. His skin was copper
coloured

and he has bright auburn hair and his eyes glowed with the same
green energy that encircled his body. His clothes were various
shades of purples and pinks, much like Starfire’s costumes only his
appeared to be redesigned for a man and to look like some kind of
modern armour.



“What the matter?” He cooed softly, “Don’t remember me,
sister?”



And with that Starfire’s eyes opened wide and horror struck her
face and she whispered a single word: “Ryand’r?”

 

 


Suddenly explosion came after explosion
rained down upon the Titans as the man known as Stormburn,
apparently Starfire’s brother Ryand’r, hurled starbolt after
starbolt at them. Each attack came with a damning
exclamation.



“You shouldn’t have left us, sister!”



-BOOM!-



“You shouldn’t have run away!”



-BOOM!-



“You were supposed to protect us!”



-BOOM!-



“The Psions attacked us and where were you!”



-BOOM!-



“They tortured us because you had escaped from them!”



-BOOM!-



“Mother and father dead, and its all your fault, witch!”



-BOOM!-



“Look at me, Koriand’r! Look at what they’ve done!”



With this there was another final and significantly bigger
explosion. The Titans had managed to avoid any direct hits but they
hadn’t found enough time or strength to retaliate. All they could
do was watch as the smoke and dust thickened and swirled to form
the shapes of a now all too familiar group. From the thick mist
they came forward. And that’s when all hell broke lose. The Titans
leapt to their feet and as the last of the dust settled the Titans
dashed into the fray. Each Titan knew their place and turned to
face their counterpart.



Nightwing and Raptor faced off, whilst Kid Flash and Rush locked in
super-speed combat. Wonder-Girl and Ares clashed weapon and fist
while beside them Speedy and Arsenal sized up one another’s
armoury. There was a wisp of white smoke and Rook was gone from the
battle field. Only Vic stood alone. Natasha was nowhere to be seen
and once again he felt useless and guilty. However from the thick
dust on the horizon he saw a figure. An eerily familiar figure. A
figure made a metal and armour. It was him. Or the old him to be
more precise. How he looked before he redesigned his own body. It
was him, how he had first looked when his Dad had ‘built’ him. Only
this him was complete. Perfectly symmetrical and no traces of
humanity. Both of his arms were guns as well and his face was
totally metal. It had no expression and for the entire world looked
like a mask welded to the front of the face.



Before Vic could react a discharge from the left hand weapon
floored him and suddenly the mechanical monster of a reflection was
pinning him to the floor.



“Hey, Stone. Looks like a rematch.” And as that creepy robotic
voice spoke to him the face plate receded into the metal skull and
revealed the horribly burnt face of none other than Romeo Jetson.
Vic said nothing in reply only spat onto the shimmering, steely
feet. Romeo grinned and then head butted Vic in the face. It hurt
more than Vic had every physically felt before.



“By the way…the name is Cyberion now, mother$&#@%!”

 

 


Elsewhere:

The room was small and pitch black until the thick column of white
smoke cut the cloudy atmosphere and in doing so revealed the form
of a pale, young girl garbed from head to in deep purple. From the
cloud emerged the girl known as Rook.



“Hello, Rachel.” Said the newcomer.



“You don’t know me.” Responded the dark daughter.



“Sure I do. But of course you don’t remember me do you. Well let me
jog your memory. Who do you think told the Church of Blood were
they could find you all that time ago?” Suddenly something snapped.
A metaphorical fire lit in Raven’s eyes and a great shadowy bird
enveloped her and as it lashed out at Rook a large white bird
retaliated as it protected the second woman. And their fight
began.

 

 



The ruins of a S.T.A.R Research
centre:

“Hey, Vic, guess what?” said the sickeningly familiar face of Romeo
Jetson as he pinned Victor Stone to the dusty floor. “I learnt some
new tricks.”



With that Romeo’s gun like arms transformed into hands and he
placed them onto Vic’s human half of his chest. As he did so a
terrible electric current flowed through Romeo and into Vic’s body.
The pain was overwhelming. Vic’s vision swirled and his hearing
became sketchy. His whole body was in convulsions and his mind
wasn’t operating properly. As Romeo primed himself for another jolt
Vic felt a weight literally lifted off his chest. Suddenly Romeo
was gone and Vic could breath properly. He could have sworn he saw
a giant green rhino too. Pulling himself to his feet Vic blinked a
couple of times to readjust his eyesight and when he opened them
fully he was greeted by a short green teen dressed in mostly
purple.



“Hey, Vic.”



“It’s good to see your okay, Beast Boy.”



“Oh, man. Don’t get all mushy on me. I'm just here to beat up bad
guys.”

With that Vic let out a laugh. It was short and sharp but none the
less a laugh. He had nearly forgotten what one was.

“Anyway,” Vic continued “How did you find us.”



“I may have been comatose but I heard everything you guys said in
my room at the hospital. All I had to do was find out where the lab
was. Did you know the Tower has some kind of super version of
Google Earth.?”



As the two talked neither of them noticed the thing calling itself
Cyberion rise from the floor and aim left arm at the back of Beast
Boy’s head. They wouldn’t have had enough time to attack.
Fortunately they didn’t need to. Without warning a great hammer
crashed into the side of Cyberion’s head and bought it to the
ground. Standing next to the falling cyborg with a great smile of
pride on her face was Natasha Irons wielding a hefty metal hammer
and some kind of makeshift light weight armour from neck to
toe.



“How do you like it? Uncle John made it for me a while back. I'm
still hoping to make some upgrades but it’s proving more difficult
that it sounds. A helmet for example would rock. For now a massive
frickin’ hammer works fine though.” She was still beaming.



“Beast Boy, meet Natasha Irons.” At Vic’s promoting Gar Logan bent
on one knee and kissed Natasha’s left gauntlet.



“So do you have a codename or anything?” asked the green
teen.



“I think Natasha Irons works fine for now.” Then turning to Vic she
asked “You boys ready to bring the smack down?”



“Oh, hell yeah!” And with that the three ran into the frenzy with
Beast Boy screaming at the top of his lungs: “ARE YOU READY TO
RUUUUUMMMBLE!?!”

 

 



Nightwing and Raptor had done the least actual fighting thus
far. Instead they were circling each other, looking for an opening,
calculating every move to make sure no energy was wasting on a
miss. Currently Dick was armed with a single Escrima stick and he
didn’t yet have the chance to dive to the left and collect the
other. Raptor held in his hands two objects that looked somewhat
like Bruce’s larger batarangs, only they had small bird head
extensions on them. Almost a cross between a large batarangs and a
birdarang. Whatever they were they hurt like hell, Dick thought, as
the speed of one of them caught him off guard and hit him in the
shoulder, bringing him to the floor. He pulled it out with a trail
of blood and began to rise to feet when a boot caught him square in
the jaw. Raptor then pinned Dick to the floor and placed most of
his weight on his knees which he used to pin down Dick’s arms. With
one hand Raptor held Dick’s face still and the other he carefully
placed the edge of one of his ‘raptorangs’ against Dick’s Adam’s
apple.



“Well seeing as how all of my associates have revealed themselves
to your fellow Titans I think its only fit that I follow
suite.”



“What are…?”



“I am surprised though. It’s not like it should have been hard to
deduce. They say it’s all in the eyes, don’t they. And look at me.
I’ve got eye holes cut out. I though you were trained by the
world’s greatest detective.”



“How do you…”



“Oh, don’t worry, little bird. I'm not gonna say ‘don’t you
remember me?’ because I know for a fact that you do.” With that
they reached to his face and pulled back the customised
executioner’s mask. Vic was nearly sick with fear. ‘Raptor’ was
right, he should have seen it. Before Vic was a face that haunted
his dreams every time he closed his eyes. A face that made Dick
bolt up in the middle of the night in a cold sweat. A face more
frightening then the Joker, or Two-Face, or Deathstroke or Brother
Blood or any costumed psycho. The face of a man known simply as the
crime boss ‘Zucco’. The face of the man who killed his family. In a
raging frenzy Dick Grayson summoned all his strength and threw the
man from the top of him and began beating him across the head and
chest with a single Escrima stick, not giving him chance to attack.
Tears streamed down his face blurring his vision. But it didn’t
matter because all Dick could see was his family lying in the
middle of a Big Top below a broken trapeze wire.

 

 


Victor Stone was terribly surprised at
the realisation that had just hit him. In some small kind of way he
was actually having fun. Admittedly he wasn’t happy that they
people they were fighting existed however the fact that he was
using his own body as a crucial part of a fight once again reminded
him why he had become a Titan. He continued releasing volleys of
explosions red energy as his boots allowed him to strafe the
battlefield. Yes. He was defiantly enjoying himself.



That all changed in the blink of an eye. Behind him Vic heard and
explosion and as he spun around in mid air he saw smoke billowing
off the back of Natasha’s armour as she fell to her knees, a chunk
of metal falling from her shoulder revealing bare flesh. Not much
but enough. Because as she turning around to face her opponent a
bullet flew through that small chink in the armour. She spun and
fell onto the dirt, bleeding. Vic lost it. Hovering in mid air
above his assailant he let himself go. He held his arms and legs
out in a spread eagle and aimed his chest down at a forty-five
degree angle towards Arsenal. The almond shaped protrusion on his
chest began to glow a brilliant red and covered Arsenal. His
clothes and the earth around him weren’t touched but Arsenal began
to sizzle. Vic had only done this twice before and so he was by no
means an expert at this but he knew what followed had never
happened. As the glow intensified it appeared that Arsenal
exploded. Or at least the air around him did. There was a crimson
flash and Arsenal was thrown back. And without moving his lips he
seemed to say something that was only heard by Vic.



<HIGH-RISK THREAT. INITIATING ADEQUATE SELF-PRESERVATION
RESPONSE>



“WHAT!?” Vic screamed. Everyone stopped fighting and looked at
him.



“What did you say?”



“I said you’ll pay robo-boy.” Arsenal responded picking himself to
his feet.



“No! No you didn’t. Say what you said again!” Flooring the assassin
with a single punch Vic loomed over him and repeated in using his
chest weapon screaming “SAY IT!” Eventually he did. This time Vic
held him down and made sure there was no where he could go. As the
light intensified Vic saw as Arsenal’s skin began to peel back.
Beneath something glimmered red, reflecting Vic’s light. Vic
stopped and stood up; staring at the metal beneath Arsenal’s skin.
He continued to watch as a liquid metal spread out to replace the
skin and then receded again.



Slowly and calmly Vic spoke to his team-mates, “Everyone stop
fighting.”



“No way!” Interjected Speedy.



“What’s going on Vic?” asked Dick Grayson. And as they all spoke
the Godhead members had ceased fighting too and now merely looked
edgy, as though they were all trying to think of some kind of
excuse.



Vic closed his eyes and said something he hoped he would never have
had to do again.



“Voice override. Authority of Virtual
Intelligence Construct
Station One. Stations Two through
to Station Eight rendezvous on my coordinates. With that all the
Godhead members lost any trace of emotion from their faces and
began walking solemnly towards Cyborg and in a cloud of smoke a
very badly damaged Rook appeared, covered in a layer of nanites
busily repairing her civilian identity.



“Well that’s anti-climactic,” Muttered Beast Boy who got a slap in
the back of the head from Roy Harper.



Cyborg went and stood eye-to-eye with ‘Cyberion’ and
commanded.



“Open line of communication to main source of command.
Respond.”



A strangely mechanical voice replied “Affirmative.” And there was a
buzz for a moment and then silence. Vic was quick to break it
however.



“DAAAAAAAAAAAAAAD! You start talking to me right now you sick son
of a…”

The reply came slowly but it came none-the-less “Vic I…”



“Shut up! I don’t care how you’re alive. I don’t care how long
you’ve been planning this or where the hell you are, okay! I only
have one question: why? Why did you try to kill me and my
friends?”



“Victor I…”



“And call me Cyborg.”



“Vic, listen. These Titan friends of yours never wanted you because
you were Vic Stone. They only wanted you to be part of their
superhero army I just wanted to…”



“To what?! To get your son back?! Oh, Please! You’re the one who
wanted me to be your little weapon and you just proved that by
created a whole team of them. Did you think that by killing the
Titans and showing me you were alive I would come crawling back and
be your precious little experiment. Your little pet cyborg?” There
was no reply.



“I never want to see you again. I never want to hear from you
again. And if you ever…EVER come near me or the Titans again I will
kill you. Understand.”



“Son I…”



“This is over. Whatever relationship you think we had ends now.
Goodbye Silas.” Vic Stone turned and walked away and then stopped,
looked down and added slowly.



“Station Eight close all lines of communication. Primary override
to all Stations from Two through Eight. All Stations begin
dismantling Stations Two through Eight. Use maximum force. Zero
Collateral damage. Respond.”



“Affirmative.” Seven voices buzzed in unison and began blowing each
other to pieces in the descending twilight.

 

 



The Next Day:

The rest of the Titans stood in the doorway to the large
communications room of the Tower staring at him. He was totally
absorbed in work. Staring at a thousand computers and only he had
the vaguest inkling of what he was doing. If they had ever met
their latest attacker they would see the terrible irony that right
now Victor Stone looked exactly like his Dad. After a few seconds
he rose from his chair and said softly.



“I’ve totally repaired the Tower and removed all traces of my
father’s influence including the sensor’s that he used to read your
emotions and recreate your deepest fears as androids. Now this is
nothing more than a hi-tech skyscraper. Like it should be. It still
will respond but its got no real personality or emotion. It doesn’t
care and never will. Its just a metal shell. The way it should be”
The last few sentences were bitterly morbid. Vic scanned the solemn
faces of those in the doorway and changing the subject asked.



“Where’s Speedy?”



“He went back to his new friends.” Replied Wally West with more
than a hint of disappointment.



“Oh. And Raven.” Dick Grayson just shook his head in reply. Wally
West turned and left the room.



“I…I think I need to get some fresh air too.” Said Vic.

“Victor.” Began the Tamaranian Princess Starfire “As you know the
Tower filters external weather to recreate the atmosphere outside
of the…” she was cut short by the hand of Dick Grayson softly
pressed on her arm.



She looking into his grave eyes and understood. She muttered in
whispered realisation, “Oh.”

 

 



A few seconds later outside the Titans
Tower:

“How are you Wally?”



“To be honest, Vic, I don’t know. Its weird ya know? So much stuff
has happened lately and I think it’s only just struck me.”



“Your gonna stay though.”



“I'm not sure. Probably. Hah!”



“What?”



“I was just remembering a little while back that I tried on Barry’s
costume and I realised that that seems like decades ago. Like
someone else’s memory.”



“Trust me. I know how you feel.” The two stood in understanding
silence for a moment and then Wally turned and walked away.



“Vic? Are you coming?”



“No. I think I'm gonna go for a bit of a run.”



“Okay. Well I’ll see you later then.”

 



The End



=======================================================================



If you enjoyed this story, you can find more tales of your favorite
DC heroes at DC2
Universe.



All characters are (c) DC Comics and no infringement upon their
copyrights is intended. Support DC Comics by buying their monthly
comic books and graphic novels.
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Titans #21 (2007)
Teen Titans: GodStorm.

With the latest incarnation of the team disbanded, the Titans
have no time to rest on their laurels. In the wake of the team's
reshuffle a new threat emerges. A threat far more personal than any
other villains thus far. Be prepared for a clash of the Titans as
the team are introduced to...the Godhead!
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