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It was a
mistake to do this today. It was a Wednesday. He was always so
damned unlucky on Wednesdays. He remembered when his Auntie
Julie-Ann bought him a bright red remote-controlled airplane for
his 14th birthday. He loved that plane. He remembered the weather
on his birthday being so bad though, that he couldn’t take it out
for a test flight straight away, and had to wait two days. For a
fourteen-year-old though that might as well have been two years.
His birthday was on a Monday, so, go figure, that Wednesday the red
remote-controlled airplane that Auntie Julie-Ann bought him fell to
the earth like a lead zeppelin. He remembered being told off by his
dad because it was such a waste, but it wasn’t his fault; oh no, it
was fate. Sod’s law. Wednesday.



Today was a Wednesday. He hadn’t planned this well.



The voice whispered into his ear. He could hear it as he hurried
down the hall, suitcase tightly in hand, and as it whispered, it
pulled at him. Pulled at his heart and his spirit. Scientists were
walking all around him, working away, analyzing, reporting,
recording; they ignored his presence and didn’t think twice about
his being there. This was Cadmus, and right now, this was his life.
“Help!”



He turned a corner, and no one was around. The exit was in sight.
His grip tightened on the suitcase handle, and he slowed himself
down. He was moving too quickly, acting too suspiciously, and if he
kept it up, the security detail would be down on him hard, and then
he’d be discovered and then they’d kill him. He’d heard the
stories. He knew the facts. Cadmus was crooked. Crooked… or
dangerous. Maybe both. Probably both. Most likely both. He calmed
himself down. He was thinking too hard; he needed to center
himself, or the psychics, if those rumors were true, would pick up
some stray thought, and then it would be the end.



“Hey, Lucas.”



Shit! So close! He came to an abrupt halt, and looked over his
shoulder, and forced a smile upon his face. Shit! “Alright Jones?”
Jones is another Cadmus employee, one of the higher ranking
security guards, but one fond of him nonetheless. He gritted his
teeth. “What’s up? Got something on your mind?”



“Oh no, nothing. Just wondering if you wanted to join me and some
of the guys later for a bit of fun down at the ‘Cage’.” Was Jones
flirting with him? That was the least of his troubles. “You in?” He
paused, and looked at what was in his friend’s hand, raising the
left side of the bushy eyebrow stretched across his forehead.
“What’s that?”



“I’m going to be honest with you, Jonesy,” he started, his smile
still present on his face, “it’s the body of our boss. I got sick
of him. I lopped off his arms and legs and stuck him in here. It
was a bit cramped, but you know me, I made do. It was a bit messy,
all that blood all over the place, you know?” He paused for a
second looking back at the briefcase then up at Jones. “We are
gonna keep this information to ourselves, right?” The smile never
left his face.



Jones stared at him for a moment. He looked at Lucas’s face, looked
him up and down, and arched his eyebrow again. Then he let out a
chuckle. “Will do… ” He continued to chortle. Lucas felt relieved.
“You off?”



“Yup, I’ll speak to you in a bit though, alright? I got things to
do, people to go, and places to meet… ”



“Yeah,” nodded Jones, “catch you later.”



Well, he thought, that was less deadly than I
expected. He headed for the exit, signed out, and made it to
the outside, the warm air hitting his face like a wave of relief.
He was on the outside. He continued to walk, the suitcase getting
heavier and heavier as his grip tightened and tightened.
“What?”



“Hurt… Needles and pain…”



The suitcase vibrated in his hand as the voice became louder and
louder, from a whisper to a shout, from a shout to a scream, and
the bearer of the case’s eyes widened. Something was wrong! Why
now? When it had been going so well… “What are…” He picked up the
pace, getting further and further away from Cadmus. “What are you
doing?”



“Pain… Too much… Need… Need freedom!”



“You’ve got to… You—” the suitcase exploded in an elemental
maelstrom, purple and green gases swirling and whirling around as
they reached up to the sky and whipped up into the dark night sky.
“Crap… CRAP, CRAP, CRAP, CRAP!” Just another Wednesday. Go
figure.

 

 



“This is not happening,” Babs whispered as the others
gathered around her video screens in their private headquarters
built within the walls of the hotel and casino.



Each video screen showed a different station, but the news was all
the same. Aquaman and the Atlanteans attacking, President Lord
claiming that the Justice League would not allow Arthur to be
turned over to the authorities; claiming that there were unusual
circumstances. Video of Green Lantern killing a villain, and again
the League’s claim that he was under the influence a villain. Then,
of course, there was the inevitable video of Adrian Chase killing
D.A. Brennen, and the pictures of Chase, as Vigilante, fighting
alongside Batgirl and Green Arrow. What surprised them the most,
though, was the newspeople’s revelation that the android they had
been fighting had now been seen working with them. How did they
find that out?



“Turn if off,” Helena snapped as they showed Chase and the D.A. for
the second time. Everyone turned to look at her. “Please,” she
mumbled as she turned from them and walked towards their conference
table.



“What are they thinking?” Batgirl asked, her cowl hanging behind
her, as she turned off the video screens and removed herself from
her special chair. “They’ve got the entire country against them?
Whatever the circumstances, they have to turn him in. It’s
the law, and they’re not above it. They can’t be. Ollie, you’ve got
to agree with me,” she said, turning to their leader who hadn’t
said anything in a while.



Ollie just shrugged his shoulders. “I don’t know.”



Dinah looked at him in shock. “You don’t know?! You’ve always been
the one who’s reminded us that meta-humans are not some kind of
gods that walk the Earth above the rest of humanity. Now this
appears to be what they are doing, and you’ve decided to become a
fence-sitter?”



Ollie said nothing, just continued to pace. Silence spread across
the room like a disease, until finally Red Tornado spoke, “It looks
like what we have here, is a failure to communicate.”



They all slowly turned to look at him.



“Well you obviously seem to be holding something back,” Reddy
commented in a neutral tone.



They turned back to Ollie who was staring back at them, hands on
his hips, and the veins in his neck beginning to pulse.



“Listen,” he began, “all I’m saying is that we have only heard one
side of this story. Of course it’s the side that the press wants us
to hear.”



“What do you mean? The press is there to let us know what is going
on,” Babs said.



“Oh please, don’t be so naïve, Barbara,” Ollie said, rolling his
eyes. “This is the twenty-first century. This country is owned by
conglomerates, and half of those are media. These moguls buy the
politicians that are put in office which means they now have
control of what our country does and what they tell the general
masses. So how the hell do we really know what’s going on? Has any
one of us actually gotten a hold of anyone in the Justice
League?”



They all stared at him for a moment, until Barbara threw her hands
in the air. “Just when I think I’m getting a handle on you. Are you
really going to start claiming conspiracy theories at this
point?”



Her voice had risen in frustration and Ollie’s was rising just as
fast in anger. “You were trained by one of the most paranoid men on
the planet. Are you going to stand there and tell me that
there isn’t a possibility that there’s more here than meets the
eye?”



“It doesn’t matter,” Babs shouted. “The fact is that our government
gave them a direct order and they have purposely disobeyed it! It’s
a crime! It’s treason!”



Before any of them could retort there was a sudden flash and
Zatanna stood before them. They all turned to her as she brushed
off her sleeves. “Has anyone been watching the news?”



“You’re kidding, right?” Dinah said. “It’s only on every station in
the entire world.”



“The mess downtown is being broadcast all over the world?” Zee
asked, generally surprised.



“What mess?” Helena asked as Batgirl went back to her chair and
brought up one of her screens again. The picture flashed some kind
of chaos that seemed to be coming from a creature of gaseous
form.



“Let’s go, people,” Green Arrow said immediately. As they all began
to gather around their young magician, Dinah pulled him to the
side.



“Why haven’t you told them what happened in Star City? They need to
know, Ollie.”



“Now, is not the time, Pretty Bird. I’ll tell them when the time is
right.”



They joined the others. “Alright, Zee, do that magic that you do so
well.”



She uttered the words, moved her fingers, and, in a flash, they
were gone, none of them realizing that for many it would be their
last mission together, as a team…

 

 



Interlude

Kate Spencer was preparing to go home. It had been a full day, and
for once she was putting aside her job to do the right thing. She
was going to be home long enough to spend some quality time with
her young son; that was, until the door opened and the new District
Attorney, Christopher Johnson, marched into her office.



“We’ve got a bit of a problem, Ms. Spencer,” he said, throwing down
a couple of sheets of paper in front of her.



D.A. Johnson was no nonsense, and she liked that. He never minced
words and he was always straightforward with her. Of course, after
the entire Brennen debacle, the city needed someone like him.



She looked down at the papers. It was a motion to move up
Bertinelli’s trial thirty days.



“What’s the reasoning this time?” she asked, frustration edging
into her voice.



“They’re saying that we’re dragging our feet, and that it’s costing
an upstanding businessman like Bertinelli some major losses in his
business affairs.”



Kate sat back down in her chair. “But what they are really doing is
trying to use all this crap that is going on with the Justice
League and the backlash against meta-humans as an edge. Make it
look like Chase was just another psycho that believed he was above
the law. Possibly try and claim that Brennen’s journal was a
forgery, even? Makes sense.”



“We go before the judge at nine tomorrow morning. This case was
supposed to be an easy one, Spencer, but with everything going on,
it’s looking tougher and tougher. I’m hoping you’ve got an ace up
your sleeve at some point, ‘cause we may need one. See you in the
morning.”



After he had left the office, Kate leaned back in her chair and
pulled out the folder from her locked desk drawer. The picture of
Helena Bertinelli and the one of Huntress in the same folder. “What
we need,” she said to herself, “is a superhero whose personal
interest could sway the jury. One that they would believe. A real
surprise witness.”



She closed the file and locked it away, grabbed her mail that she
had not had time to open and threw it in her briefcase before
walking out of her office. She didn’t notice the one envelope that
had fallen off her desk and slid between it and the file cabinet.
Written on the front were two words that would soon come back to
haunt her: Saint Dumas…

 

 



“SO MUCH PAIN!” he roared, his body transforming from flesh
to gold, smashing shop fronts and street signs, “SO MUCH!” Bullets
roared toward him, and gold transformed into ether, allowing the
projectiles to zip through the gas and into the wall in front of
him. He spun around, pain and madness in his eyes, and began to
grow. Larger and larger. His body continued to transform, this time
from ether to something else, and the police officers caught in the
maelstrom of the attack suddenly began to choke and gasp for
air.



“srednatsyB ot ytefas.”



The police vanished from sight. As did all the civilians.



The New Outsiders has arrived.



“CH4. Methane,” buzzed Red Tornado, analyzing the cloud, “Able to
displace oxygen particles and induce asphyxia.”



“Good to know,” replied Green Arrow.



“I’ve got a question for the group,” started Zatanna. “Is it just
me, or does that giant death cloud resemble a man?” She paused and
then shrugged. “I’ll concede to being wrong if the group says
so.”



The New Outsiders looked up from where they were standing, the
massive elemental cloud swirling above their heads and rampaging
through the streets. “Nah, Zee, you’re good. That’s most definitely
a giant death cloud resembling a man.” Green Arrow smiled.



“Thanks,” replied the magician.



“Any time. So now that that’s out of the way, anyone got a
plan?”



“I’m guessing my ever popular ‘hit it till it hits the pavement’
approach won’t be very effective in this case?” grunted Huntress,
as she glanced at her crossbow and holstered it.



Above them all, the cloud howled in unearthly agony, screaming like
nothing they had ever heard before. Dinah Lance shuddered at the
sound, reminded of her time spent on Apokolips, and the noises that
left her lips during that terrible, terrible time, but she ignored
the memories, and focused more on the task at hand. She cleared her
throat. “Ollie, is it me, or does that thing look familiar?”



“Course, we fight giant gaseous monsters all the time,” said Green
Arrow, nodding, trying to come up with a strategy to take down this
being.



“Look at it,” said Batgirl. “It’s not… It’s lashing out but not at
people, just buildings, momentarily becoming solid enough to knock
out windows and stuff. I don’t think it’s being violent per se,
but…you know, we can’t really be sure.”



“So we’ve established that this killer death cloud has the ability
to alter its mass. It’s a big cloud that can become solid, maybe
even liquid, though I don’t think I want to see it do that.” Ollie
shrugged. “Anybody else miss the good old days of mobsters and drug
lords?”



Black Canary kicked him in the shin. “Not the smartest comment in
the world,” she said, motioning toward Huntress.



“I’m not a china doll, and will not be treated as such… especially
from you,” snarled Huntress.



“Zee, let’s end this,” ordered Ollie. “I dunno; use your magic,
freeze it or something… just stop it.” He took an arrow from his
bow,



“Gee, what a great plan, chief. Why didn’t I think of it?—” The
cloud shuddered and came to a stop abruptly, just hanging in the
air as if suspended by invisible wires. “Uh…” Zatanna looked to her
team mates.



“Did you do that? I thought you had to—” Ollie wiggled his fingers,
“speak backwards.”



“I didn’t do any—” The cloud shot down from the sky toward the
team, and they were suddenly engulfed in noxious fumes. Their
throats filled with gases, and they fell to the ground, choking.
Whatever it was in their systems, it was painful, dangerous.
Batgirl reached to her belt and pulled out a rebreather, and
attached it to her face as Red Tornado looked curiously at his
fallen team mates.



“Reddy!” gasped Batgirl, drawing his attention, “you’re the only
one who can…” She coughed, her rebreather somehow beginning to
melt. “Help…”



“On it,” replied the robot, beginning to fly.



“While it’s… gaseous… Suck it in with your winds…!”



“Understood!” buzzed Tornado as he shot up, servos whirring as he
began to fly up, supported by his whirlwinds. “Hey!” The cloud
didn’t take notice, still lingering over the fallen heroes. “I SAID
‘HEY’!” Red Tornado amplified his voice, and Batgirl winced as it
hit her ears. The living cloud turned, and lifted off the New
Outsiders, and headed straight for the Red Tornado. “Yeah, now I’ve
got your attention—” Tornado raised a hand, and unleashed a
whirlwind that sucked in the sentient cloud, spinning it around
faster and faster, and allowing the New Outsiders to recover.



“What was that thing?” gasped Huntress.



“It’s changing again!” shouted Canary.



“STOP! STOP!” came a voice, drawing the attention of the team.
Huntress raised her crossbow and aimed it at the newcomer. “Whoa,
there, tall, dark and deadly. You’ve got it all wrong; he isn’t the
threat here!”



“Oh? I think nearly suffocating my ass is one hell of a threat,”
snapped Huntress, leveling the weapon straight at the young man,
whose messy hair and stubble-covered chin made him appear to be
some kind of hippy, and not the security guard his attire would
lead one to assume he was. “So tell me, if it’s not the threat,
what does that make you?”



Lucas put up his hands, and pointed a finger at the cloud caught in
Tornado’s whirlwind. “It makes me your very own mole in Cadmus, and
that ‘thing’ over there? That’s Rex Mason, and he’s been through
way more than you can ever imagine!”



“Rex Mason?” muttered Batgirl, thinking back to her time with
Batman. The archives. The research. The profiles. “Rex Mason as in,
Metamorpho, Rex Mason?”



“The same,” smiled Lucas, clicking his fingers. “Ollie, care to
call off your terrifying yet very alluring team mate?”



Huntress snarled and lowered the weapon. “Who is this guy,
Ollie?”



“This?” Green Arrow shook his head. “This is Lucas Carr.”



Lucas shook his head. “Aw, c’mon Oliver, I think you know me better
than that…”



“Fine, this is ‘Snapper’ Carr.” He rolled his eyes. “Meet my mole
in Cadmus.”



“What are we going to do about Mason?” pointed out Batgirl,
motioning to Red Tornado.



“Give me a minute,” started Snapper, as he approached the android.
“Can you stop? I need to calm him down.”



Red Tornado didn’t look at Snapper, instead he glanced at Barbara.
“Shall I?”



Batgirl nodded slowly. Red Tornado stopped the whirlwind, and
backed away, as a man shaped thing formed from the vapors, and
Snapper approached him. “Rex.”



“So… much… pain…” Rex’s eyes darted toward Snapper, “Gotta’… Gotta’
get out… of here…” His voice sounded like he was a gargling
nail.



“No, Rex,” stated Carr clearly. “You’re safe. Green Arrow here is a
hero; a real do-gooder. He’s going to help us, but you’ve just got
to stay in control, buddy. Think past the pain. You’re out of
Cadmus now. You’re safe.”



“S-Safe?” stuttered the mentally anguished hero.



“Safe.” Lucas smiled and reached out a hand, and Metamorpho took
it. Helping him up, he turned to Ollie. “So Queen, don’t you got an
Arrow-Cave or something like that where we can crash?”



Ollie nodded. “I can go one better.”

 

 


“Cadmus? I thought Cadmus was a lab in
Metropolis?”



“Nope, not anymore,” replied Snapper, as he took a sip from a glass
of water. Rex Mason was sat beside him, dressed in a tank top and
jeans, those being all they could find to fit the strange-looking
hero. “The government brought them out so the applications could go
directly to their R&D divisions, and of course, Lex Luthor
profited from the sale.”



“Always boils down to him, doesn’t it?” Batgirl turned away from
the others.



“Well, where there is smoke… usually there is a devilish bald man
with billions of dollars in plastic surgery. Anyway, labs popped up
all over the country, and they started doing weapons research,
using meta-humans, stuff like that. They’re trying to create
something that will take down the Justice League, and I don’t know
how close they are to succeeding…”



“Where does Rex come into this?” asked Green Arrow, sternly.



“Isn’t it obvious? Didn’t you see how he practically took out all
of you. They wanted his powers. Imagine how big an asset it would
be to have an assassin who could just… drift away once they’ve
scratched someone off of their hit list, or a soldier who can
simply transform themselves into CS gas and travel across a
battlefield toward the enemy. The guy’s practically a walking
weapon of mass destruction”



“Thing is…” started Mason, slowly, almost feeling the words as they
left his mouth, “My power… isn’t… biological… I got them… through…
The Orb of Ra…” He grimaced, his heavily-scarred face contorting
into a mask of pain. “Just my… luck…”



“They tortured the poor sap,” shrugged Snapper. “Took tissue
samples. But the thing with Rex is that all his body matter is him.
You take a blood sample from you and me; we’re okay - but taking
something from Mason? It’s like removing a limb. Like that Greek
myth about that dude who they tied up and let the vulture eat his
liver.”



“Prometheus,” Barbara quietly said



“Yeah, him.”



“They took… bits and pieces… of me…”



“Yeah,” Snapper paused, “I had to get him out of there.”



“And now you’re going to do something else.”



“That being?”



“You’re taking us back in.”



“WHAT?” spat Snapper, some water dribbling out of his mouth. “ARE
YOU OUT OF YOUR GREEN-HAT-WEARING MIND?!”



“Hear me out. I spoke to Batman.” That got everyone’s attention.
Ollie looked to the others, and then continued, “And he gave me the
heads up on Cadmus. He had a run in with some questionable
characters a few weeks back. Seems a friend of his got mixed up
with the mad scientists and the DEO were called on site. Lots of
crazy stuff went down.”



“Oh yeah, I know what you’re talking about. Cadmus Prime on the
other side of the city.”



“Oh?”



“Yeah,” hesitated Snapper, “they kind of lost it.”



“Lost it?”



“Long story. Ollie, you were saying—”



“He filled me in with all that was going on. And I didn’t like the
sound of any of it. So I hired a freelancer; someone who is as much
a part of this team as you or me.”



“Snapper?” inquired Dinah, curious.



“No, someone else.”



“You plan on cluing us in to this mysterious new teammate?” asked
Huntress.



“Not yet. The less you all know at this point, the better.”



“Great,” she replied, exasperated. “I can’t figure out why you and
Batman don’t get along; you’re damn near the same. So what
now?”



“Hey,” started Batgirl. “Hey…” She left the room, and then returned
moments later, envelope in hand. “I think this might be of some
importance. It was given to me by our secret member when Reddy and
I broke in the other night.”



“You mean the night you totaled my car?” Ollie asked with an arched
eyebrow.



“Yes, the same night,” Reddy replied.



“My God…”



“What is it?”



Ollie showed them the document. “I think the more important
question is… What is ‘Project: Meta-human, Take Down’?”



“That’s it then.” Dinah nodded. “We’re going in.”

 

 


They all knelt just a little less than
a half a mile away, gazing at the Cadmus building.



“I’m not sure it was wise to leave Rex back there,” Batgirl
muttered.



“He’s fine,” Zatanna replied. “He’ll sleep until we get back… I
made sure of that.”



“So what is the best way to get in?” Ollie wondered out loud.



“Rumor has it that they have psionics guarding every floor.”



“Possibly, but I doubt it,” Batgirl mused. “Tornado and I were here
already and we didn’t tip them off. At least, I don’t believe we
did. If we had, there would have been guards coming after us a lot
sooner.”



Red Tornado spoke, “Perhaps, Mr. Carr could handcuff us and since
he is dressed as security, he could just walk us in through the
front door.”



Green Arrow rubbed his forehead. “We’re not wookies, and this isn’t
the Death Star,” he muttered. “Our person on the inside said that
what we need to see is on the fourth sub-level. That’s where the
project is being handled, but she hasn’t been able to get in there,
herself.”



“She?” Canary asked, her voice betraying her thoughts.



Ollie looked over at her. “Not now,” he snapped.



“Red Tornado is right about one thing,” Zee said. “We’re going
through the front door. Let’s go.” And with that she got up and
raised her hands above her head. For a second everyone saw a brief
shimmer around them, and then it was gone. She began to walk
straight towards the building.



“What did you do?” Huntress asked as she got up and followed with
the rest of them.



“I made us invisible to not only external and internal cameras, but
any heat sensory systems, or systems that can detect on any of the
different visual spectrums. Covered all the bases.”



“But I didn’t hear you say anything?” Black Canary said.



Zatanna smirked. “Thanks to some of the power that I took from my
so called ‘half-sister’, for many of my new spells, I don’t have to
bother with such an archaic way of producing magic… especially the
more powerful stuff.”



Batgirl heard the slight bit of alteration in her friend’s voice,
but couldn’t tell if it was pride or something more, something a
bit more… malevolent, perhaps?”



“This way,” Snapper Carr said. “I don’t know if they’ve deactivated
my key card, but we’re going to find out.” He slid his card into
the slot in the side door, but it did not unlock it. “Well, I guess
that answers that question.”



Batgirl reached in her belt for her equipment but was pushed aside
by her magical friend, who twisted her fingers. “tleM.”



The door melted into a puddle on the floor and Zee stepped across
it and looked down the long corridor. It appeared empty.



“I’m starting to wonder if we really needed to come along,” Black
Canary muttered to Ollie.



“This way,” Snapper Carr said as he led them down the corridor and
to an elevator at the end. “This is for personnel with level one
clearance only. Whatever this secret project is, this is the
elevator that’ll take you there.”



“We’ve just got to activate it,” Arrow said, stroking his
goatee.



“Must I do everything?” Zee sighed as she worked her way to the
front of the group, again. “srooD nepo,” she said as she moved her
fingers and the steel doors immediately flew open. “Please watch
your step going in.”



They got inside and saw several buttons, Dinah hit the one that
read SL4 and they began their descent. It was quiet for a
second until, from the back of the elevator, “The Girl from
Ipanema” began to play. They all turned in unison and stared at The
Red Tornado. The music instantly stopped.



“Sorry,” he said, without any emotion behind the sentiment.



Green Arrow pulled an arrow from his quiver. “Invisible or not, get
ready for anything when this door opens.”



Seconds later, the door opened and they found themselves again
facing a long corridor with one door at the end. The group moved as
one, Green Arrow and Black Canary in front, followed by Zatanna and
Batgirl, then Snapper and Red Tornado, with Huntress taking up the
rear flank.



When they got to the door, Ollie turned to Zee. “One more
time?”



She nodded. “telM,” she commanded, and the door did so.



They walked into a chamber that overwhelmed them. It was at least
the size of three football fields long and twice as wide. But what
they saw below them, as they stepped out onto a catwalk, made them
all gasp. It was the super soldiers they had seen on television.
The ones that were storming the streets looking for the League.
Most of them were in their full body armor, but several of them
weren’t, and when they saw the faces of the soldiers, several
pieces of the puzzle became clear.



It was at that moment, however, that the alarms began to
sound.



MAGIC DETECTED IN SUB LEVEL 4. SECURITY DETAIL TO SUB
LEVEL 4, IMMEDIATELY!

 

 


“We’ve got to
get out of here. We’ve got to get out of here now,” Black Canary
shouted over the voice that bounced off the walls.



“Zee, get us out, now!” Green Arrow screamed.



Without a reply, Zatanna moved her hands and uttered the magical
phrase. They felt themselves being transported, but something was
wrong. It didn’t feel like it had before; it was jarring and
disorienting. When they reappeared, they were not outside of the
facility, but it did appear that they were back on the main floor.
All of them were too stunned to move or to see the two Cadmus
guards standing there with their weapons drawn.



“Fire!” one of them yelled.



Two shots of some kind of laser rifle were fired and, before the
Outsiders could react, the two guards fell over, unconscious.
Behind them was standing another guard, their face mask firmly in
place.



Batgirl recognized the guard immediately. The person stood nearly
seven feet tall, and was the one she had talked to a couple of days
before.



“About time you showed up,” Green Arrow barked. He turned to
Zatanna. “What happened?”



“Not sure,” she said, weakly. “Some kind of counter magic. Never
felt anything like it.”



The guard walked up to them. “You dumb shits were detected as soon
as you got down to the lowest levels. Who in the fuck taught you
guys stealth? The Marx Brothers?”



“I don’t need this from you,” Ollie shot back. “You could have
warned us.”



“Well next time let me know that you’re coming so I can bake a
fucking cake.”



“Anyone care to introduce us,” Canary asked, clearly irritated by
the attitude of this Outsider that they had never met.



As the guard took off her helmet, Green Arrow introduced her.
“Group, allow me to introduce you to Grace Choi. Nightwing
introduced us a while back and she’s been doing leg work for us
ever since.”



Grace did not smile as she stared at them, and they didn’t smile
back. That was, until Grace’s gaze fell upon Batgirl.



“How you been, sweet cheeks?”



Barbara blushed noticeably. “I can’t believe I mistook you for
Roy.”



A sudden noise, down the hall, made them all turn.



“They’re coming,” Grace said, putting her helmet back on.



Green Arrow grabbed her arm. “Listen to me. I want you to get the
kid out of here,” he said, motioning to Snapper. “Get him to
Batman, and only Batman. He has information that he will need to
know. We’re going to find a way to take this place out, once and
for all.”



“You’re fucking nuts,” she stated as she grabbed Snapper.



“Does your boyfriend kiss you with that mouth,” Canary said.



“Don’t have one, blondie, but if your propositioning me, sorry, but
I prefer redheads.” Even with her helmet back on, she glanced again
at Batgirl who happened to find her glove to be of particular
interest at that moment. Then Grace dragged the kid the other way,
and they soon disappeared around another corner.



Ollie nocked an arrow. “Get ready, folks. We’re going to fight our
way through this and find the main power source of this place, and
then we’re shutting it down.”



“Do you think we can?” Batgirl asked.



“We don’t have a choice. We can’t let any more of those things out
onto the streets, government-sanctioned or not. Oh, and by the way,
I told you so.”



“It doesn’t disprove my point,” Barbara snapped back as she pulled
out two batarangs.



Several soldiers came around the corner in front of them, laser
rifles drawn. They were not prepared to be faced down by the
Outsiders, and Green Arrow’s concussion arrow knocked four of them
into the air instantly, and put them out of commission.



The other two were able to get off two shots each, but the team had
already moved out of the way and was quickly getting into position
to press their attack when Zatanna waved her arms in front of her,
saying nothing.



The last two guards dropped their weapons as they clutched their
throats, obviously fighting for air. She walked past them and the
others followed. As they got down the hall, Batgirl grabbed her
friend by the arm and swung her around.



“You need to let them go.”



She looked down the hall and saw that they had stopped moving. She
waved her hand again, quickly. “I did. They will live, but they are
unconscious.”



“Why didn’t you just put them to sleep, like you did Rex?” Batgirl
demanded.



A wicked little grin played on Zee’s lips, “Because they were
trying to kills us, and this seemed a little more fun.”



Batgirl’s eyes narrowed and Zatanna turned around and continued
down the corridor.



“Do we have any idea where we’re going?” Huntress asked in
frustration, her crossbow out.



“There’s got to be a computer mainframe around here somewhere,”
Ollie said. “Once we find it, we can have Batgirl hack into it and
find the main power source to this place. Any chance you can wiggle
those fingers and locate us one?” he asked Zatanna.



She concentrated for a moment and then shook her head. “No. After
this last display, they’ve upped their anti-magic spell around this
place even more. Even my sister’s powers are pretty useless at this
point, sorry.”



“Then we do it the hard way. We split up and find it on our
own.”



Before Ollie could give out any more orders, however, a loud sonic
blast resonated down the corridor, and they all screamed in pain.
All but Red Tornado, who watched as his friends fell to the ground
unconscious.



He turned to see a middle-aged man in a business suit walking down
the hall with another gentleman that he recognized instantly… Dr.
Morrow.



He raised his arms, beginning to create the mini-tornadoes to push
them out of the way, when Morrow brought up a small electronic
device and the android froze… then everything went black for him as
well.

 

 


Black Canary was the last to regain
consciousness and when she did so she found herself in a large
conference room, sitting in a chair. Her friends were all sitting
around the table along with her, except for Red Tornado, who was
still frozen and standing in the corner. She also noticed at least
two dozen Cadmus guards circling them, weapons pointed in their
direction.



“You okay, Pretty Bird?” Ollie asked from across the table.



She nodded.



The door at the far end of the room opened and the middle-aged
gentleman walked in. “Good, you’re all awake. Now we can get down
to business. We don’t have much time.”



“Who the hell are you?”



“My name, Green Arrow, is King Faraday, and I work for the United
States government, in more than one capacity. We were hoping that
you all would eventually show up here, since your friends’ little
break-in a couple of days ago.”



“Are you in charge of this place? Do you know what you are
unleashing onto this world?” Batgirl said, the anger rising in her
voice.



“I take my orders from President Lord, and what we have done is
help create the only thing that can possibly stand between the
humans on this planet, and those with powers that could annihilate
us. However, we are having a hard time finding the Justice League,
and that’s where all of you come in.”



Ollie let out a large laugh. “Do you honestly think we are going to
help you? Maybe, before we saw what you’ve created, we might have
considered it, but I think you’ve just shown us all exactly what
kind of administration we’ve got lording over us… pun
intended.”



“You will help us,” Faraday said. “In return I am authorized to
give you all full pardons and drop any charges of harboring a
murderer in that whole Vigilante mess that you all seem to be
involved in.”



“You son of a bitch,” Huntress mumbled.



“Or,” Faraday continued, “we just lock you up now, and eventually
we’ll get you a trial. Although, with the entire country focused on
the Atlantean terrorists and their Justice League cohorts, who
knows how long that will be.”



The room was silent. Faraday looked at each one of them, waiting
for some kind of response, but they said nothing, choosing to glare
back, not backing down from his cold eyes.



“Very well. Remove their masks, find out who they are, and lock
them up. I’ll release a press statement this afternoon, sometime,”
he said, as he turned his back and started to walk out the
door.



Green Arrow stood up. “Wait! Alright. You win.”



“Arrow, no!” Dinah exclaimed.



“On one condition, once the League is in custody, you stop those
abominations that you call super soldiers. You destroy every last
one of them.”



Faraday considered that for a moment. “Well, that really isn’t up
to me; that’s up to our President. However, why would we need to
use them after the League is caught?”



“We’re in,” Ollie said, the defeat ringing in his voice.



Faraday smiled. “Welcome to our family. I’ll get you all something
to eat and be back to brief you as soon as I return. Oh, and God
bless America.”



The door shut behind him, but the guards maintained their stance
around the long table.



All eyes turned to Green Arrow, accusingly.



“It was the right thing to do,” he growled, and then, in as low of
a whisper as he could, said, “I swear to you, we’re not finished
yet.”

 



To Be Continued!
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