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“……………We now join foreign correspondent, Kim Yale, live on the
steps of the Capital building in Qurac. Kim?”



“ Thank you, Tom. Just hours after gaining independence today,
Qurac’s newly elected President, Sayid Marlo, presented
Secretary-General Kefir Josam with a resolution requesting
membership in the United Nations.” The news report cut from
reporter Yale to a video clip of the Secretary-General addressing
the newly sworn in Parliament. “I will be honored to pass on your
request to the Security Council, which I am sure will recommend it
unanimously to the General Assembly” Secretary-General Josam
said.



“The Parliament was sworn in early Monday morning.” Kim Yale
continued, “More than 120,000 people celebrated the birth of the
world's newest nation at a massive ceremony on the outskirts of
Ostrander, which is the capital of Middle Eastern Qurac.” The video
feed went back to the Secretary-General’s speech.



“Membership of the United Nations is open to any country that
accepts the obligations specified in the organization's Charter and
supports its mission.” Kefir Josam announced.

“Having seen the extraordinary support you received from so many
nations around the world at last night's festivities, I do not
anticipate any obstacle to your membership.”



“President Marlo officially inaugurated the new government, which
is comprised primarily of the same cabinet members that made up the
pre-independence Council of Ministers. Some 300 dignitaries
attended the ceremonies, including representatives from the nations
of Markovia and Bialya, among others. The nation of Qurac is
located on the Southwest border of the Persian Gulf and faces Iran
across from the Gulf. It is also bordered by Kuwait, which is to
the North.” Kim Yale paused as she walked down the steps of the
Capital building. “Qurac is now officially recognized as a country
since announcing its intention to separate from Saudi Arabia almost
two years ago, after years of civil war. Saudi Arabia has long held
a strong anti-US policy and has been a major sponsor of terrorism
directed against the west. President Marlo stated that the United
Nations membership request was the next step in repairing the
wounds the Middle East has inflicted on the world…………”



The man sitting in his office turned off the television in front of
him. He picked up the phone and dialed a number. After one ring,
someone on the other end picked up. “It’s time.”

 

 



How many times can a man die before it takes its toll? That was a
question that Mitch Shelly desperately wanted the answer to. The
first time he died was two years ago. Every time he dies, he is
resurrected, but there are things worse than death eternal. There
is the long darkness that he faces while a few million tektites
work their magic. His mind is aware while the robot constructs that
are subatomic in size, repair the damage done to his body. He feels
his soul as it attempts to leave him. Mitch can feel its anguished
struggle and understands the pain and panic of feeling trapped. He
prays his soul will one day win its struggle and break free. His
biggest fear is it will give up one day and finally die, leaving
him all alone to face the darkness. If he has nothing left to die
for, how can he continue to live?



The darkness was slowly replaced with a dim light above him.
Resurrection Man had returned once more. He lay still and blinked a
couple of times as he tried to recall how he died this last time.
Each time he returned to the land of the living, he found it more
and more difficult to recall memories. His short-term memory
usually came back gradually, but he believed the tiny robots inside
him were stealing away parts that linked him to his previous life.
He sometimes thanked them for that. Mitch wasn’t proud of who he
was and the things he had done. That is why he clung to the parts
of himself that were decent, the parts that made him a good person
once so long ago. That was the kind of person he strived to be once
again someday. One of his biggest fears is that the subatomic
thieves aren't picky and are slowly stealing away all of those
civilized parts. He fears that one day he will wake up and have
nothing left of himself, nothing to rebuild his life from, nothing
but the shell of a man and a life of a monster.



Mitch moved his head and looked around the room. He recognized it
as one of the recovery rooms in the med center at Belle Reve. As he
regained his focus, he sat up from the recovery bed and rubbed his
eyes.



"The mission." he said to himself, "That was a goddamn mess. I
wonder if it got worse after I was taken down?"



"It got worse" A female voice replied, entering the room with
Shelly "Then it got better, kinda. Nice to see you have as
well."



Mitch Shelly looked up and saw June Moone, known in her other
persona as the Enchantress, standing across from him. "Not quiet
but I am getting there. What the hell happened out there?"



"We were given some bad intel and we were severely out-numbered. We
barely got out of there with our lives. Well, most of us anyway."
June trailed off, unable to maintain eye contact with Shelly.



"Hey kid, don't worry. I got blown up but I am back, ok?"



"I just get scared out there. When she, that witch, takes over, I
can see everything she does. She enjoys the death, the violence,
and the chaos. I just curl up inside and I bawl because I can't
control her." June bit her lip and choked back a sob.



Mitch stood up and put his arm around June’s shoulder. “Hey, you
are strong. You will get control over her. I have faith in you,
June." Mitch was back. He felt it through June Moone. He cared for
this frightened young lady quiet a bit. They had a lot in common
and she always seemed to find a way to show him that he still had
his human side left, the side that felt compassion. Maybe under
different circumstances there could have been something between
them, but not now. There was too much that still needed done. But,
for now he was content with the fact that she kept him emotionally
connected. "So what happened when the squad got back?" Mitch
cleared his throat and tried to change the subject.



"Flagg and Waller got into it and he stormed out of here. Nobody’s
seen or heard from him in a week,” June said, laying her head on
Mitch's shoulder.



“So, I've been out of it for over a week and you come in just as I
wake up?" Mitch jokingly nudged June.



"I have been waiting here all week for you to wake up." June
whispered. She wrapped her arm around Mitch’s back, trying to get
as close to him as possible. Mitch Shelly shook his head and tried
to hide his grin as he pulled away from her. "Are you hungry? I
need to eat, and then have a word with Waller."

 

 



Belle Reve,
Super Maximum Security Prison,

The office of Amanda Waller

Amanda Waller was tired and when she was tired, she missed her
husband and children the most. It had been six months since she had
gotten the approval by President Lord to start up the Suicide
Squad. It had been six months of trying to make a difference with
her life and the lives of the people she now surrounded herself
with. One of those people was the man sitting across from her,
Benjamin Turner, otherwise known as The Bronze Tiger. He was her
choice for mission's leader, not Rick Flagg. Flagg was Eilings
choice. Flagg was a military man and Eiling wasn't going to take
the idea of the Squad to the President without a proven missions
leader as the front man. Amanda didn't like it but she knew she had
to make compromises to get this off the ground. She disliked Flagg
but he had gotten the job done so far. She knew it was only a
matter of time before he slipped up or snapped. Amanda has seen it
happen before to better men than Flagg and when it happened, Ben
was going to take over and Eiling could go to hell for all she
cared.



All of that may not matter if they had one more mission like one
they had last week. They had gotten word that a super powered
assassin was holed up in an old merchant marine base in Oran,
Algeria. The Squad was sent in to find out whom he was working for
and who he was assigned to assassinate. They knew he was targeting
a world leader, but they didn’t have any inclination as to which
one. Once they obtained the information they needed from him, he
would be eliminated. The Suicide Squad failed on all counts after
an unidentified assault team ambushed them. Mitch Shelly fought
them off as the rest of the squad managed to escape before the
building blew up. Mitch didn’t make it out in time but the assassin
and assault team disappeared into the night. They were over powered
and out manned from the beginning because they went in without the
proper intel. It nearly caused the senseless deaths of the entire
Squad in the process.



"How can the goddamn United States government know that he was
holed up in Algeria but not know he had an entire squadron with him
or know who he was in the first place!" Amanda exclaimed, breaking
the silence and forcing Ben Turner to look up at her.



"So, no word from Eiling yet on who dropped the ball on their end?"
Turner asked.



"No.” Amanda snorted. “He said the squad should have been able to
‘adapt’ to the situation regardless. He hasn’t returned any of my
calls since I said I was sending Deadshot over there to deliver a
message to him about how well we are able to ‘adapt’." She smirked.
“Have we heard back from Shaw and Vixen yet?"



"No. They followed the trail from Algeria and are now in France,
but they haven't reported anything in the last two days." Ben said,
"Do you want the plug pulled on this one?"



"No, not yet." Waller paused, obviously frustrated. "We'll wait. In
the meantime, we have other things to do. Do you have the
list?"



"Yes." he motioned to the sheet of paper on the desk. “At the top
is one Julian Day. AKA Calendar Man"



"Good." Waller stood up as she straightened the collar on her
blouse and ran her hands down the front of her pants suit "Lets go
make an offer to Mister Day."

 

 



"Je retourne ma belle dame avec la nourriture et la boisson
bienfaisantes" Mark Shaw proudly exclaimed as he entered the
hotel room.



"I wish you wouldn't do that,” Mari Macabe said shaking her head as
she continued to stare out the window of their hotel room in
Bordeaux.



"Wish I wouldn't do what?" He asked, grinning as he walked over and
set down the bag of food and couple of bottles of water he picked
up from the market down the street. “Speak French?”



"No, I wish you wouldn't speak it so poorly" She said reaching out
as he handed her a water bottle, "Vous ne m'entrerez jamais dans le
lit si vous continuez à ruiner une si belle langue!"



"What was that?" he said as he stopped pulling things out of the
bag.



"I didn’t stutter.” she said standing up "Take over for me I am
starving."



Mark switched places with her and Vixen began going through what he
had brought back. She stopped when she found a small box of
cannelés, which she quickly opened and started eating.



"I don't get it,” she said, munching on one of the small cakes.
"What if he is long gone by now?"



Mark Shaw ignored her for a moment as he reached over, grabbed a
few brioches’, and took a bite of one. "He's in there." He replied
after taking a few more bites of the bread. "He doesn't know we
followed him out of Algeria. He doesn't know that when he and his
army split up in Spain we were watching. And he certainly doesn't
know we are across the street watching his hotel."



"How can you be certain of all these things?"



"Because we are still alive, that’s why!" He grinned as he popped
another piece of the sweet bread in his mouth. "And for now, we
wait."



"Well I am tired of waiting. I want to know who this guy is and why
he is so important." Vixen sighed. The long week of travel and
stakeouts were wearing on her.



Mari Jiwe Macabe had always been perceived as a woman who knew what
she wanted and went after it. As a young woman in college, a local
San Francisco photographer noticed her. He’d told her that she
should drop out of college and concentrate on modeling full time.
She didn't take his advice. Mari finished college and earned
degrees in both business management and fashion design.



She was well on her way to a successful career when she moved to
New York and began to model full time. Financing her new business
ambitions became easy with all of the modeling money that came in
and she was quickly becoming everything she inspired to as a child.
Mari hated stereotypes and never wanted to fall victim to what
others thought she should be. Because her father traveled on
business a lot, she was mostly raised by her mother. They weren’t
rich by any means, but they weren’t poor either. By most standards,
her family was what you’d call middle class.



She became aware of her family heritage at an early age. It was
something she was proud of but never fully embraced. That was until
she heard that her father had died under mysterious circumstances
while away on business. She dropped everything and went home to be
with her mother. It was shortly after the funeral that Mari was
told about her family’s true legacy. She was next in line to
receive the Tatu Totem, last worn by her father. What she quickly
discovered was that it granted her the ability to mimic the
"powers" of animals. Soon after, she also discovered her father
used these powers to fight against what he perceived to be evil
forces throughout the world.



Everything she thought she knew about her father, her family, and
herself was put into question. She began a journey to her
ancestor’s birthplace in Africa. When she emerged, she had a new
purpose in life and that was to follow in her fathers’
footsteps.



Still early in her 'crime fighting' career, she was approached by
Sarge Steel. He was the one who convinced her to join a larger,
more powerful group who all fought for the same cause. Soon after,
Mari Macabe began leading a double life. She continued to model,
but when she was needed, Steel would call upon her to work with
him. It was Steel who first called her Vixen. Well, he’d actually
called her a vixen, which literally translated means a woman
regarded as quarrelsome, shrewish, or malicious. Mari liked it
because it fit her perfectly.



“That’s interesting.” Mark Shaw stated as he sat up in his chair. A
black van had slowly pulled up in front the hotel that was directly
across the street from theirs.



“What?” Vixen asked, jumping up and taking a look for herself. Four
men dressed in black jumped out of the van. Three of them had what
looked like R-4 assault rifles and one was holding a SMAW
(Shoulder-launched assault weapon). It was early evening on a
weekday and there wasn’t too much traffic in front of the hotel.
The few people that passed by hardly noticed the men



“What the hell is going on?” Mari asked, “Are they here for our
guy?”



“I don’t know.” Mark said as he reached down and grabbed his power
baton. “We need to be ready for………..” Just then there was a knock
on their door. It made Mari jump. “Did anyone follow you back
here?” Mari quickly walked to the door. She was gripping the Tatu
totem around her neck. A range of animal emotions raced through her
head. She wasn’t always aware of which animal type she was
channeling, a lot of times she relied on instinct. She was trying
to pick up the scent of the person at the door but all she could
smell was panic. At the same time, Manhunter was trying to assess
the unexpected situation that was occurring across the street. He
watched as the three men with assault rifles headed to the door of
the hotel. What happened to the fourth man? As the black van sped
away Mark now saw the fourth man kneeling down with the weapon on
his shoulder. It was pointed in their direction. He depressed the
launch lever and pulled the trigger. “Mari…!” was all he got out as
the rocket hit the building and exploded.

 

 



Eve and Rick left Las Vegas the morning after their visit from
Deadshot. They drove straight through until they reached the
Colorado border. They stopped off at a small diner to grab an early
dinner before they continued the drive back to Florence, Colorado
and Belle Reve.



For a few brief moments on the drive back, Eve was able to pretend
they were a normal couple that was on a normal drive back from a
long weekend in Vegas. Of course there was nothing normal about her
relationship with Colonel Richard Flagg Jr. She would barely even
call it a relationship. Rick Flagg wasn't the type of person she
would ever see herself with, but for the last couple of months,
that’s exactly what had been happening. She didn't know why or how
it happened; it just did. There were times like this when it wasn’t
so bad. Other times, her guilt got the better of her, and she’d
think about the last time she got too close to someone. She refused
to let that happen again.



The sun had nearly set behind them as they drove east on Interstate
70. It was almost dark and Eve could feel the shadows as they began
to awaken all around her. She sensed them, as they grew stronger,
slowly stealing the daylight away as the night crept up all around
them. The shadows gave her power and she thrived on them. At night
she wasn't vulnerable. She didn't suffer from feelings of regret
and self-doubt and she had a purpose. Eve felt Rick’s hand as he
took it off the steering wheel and gently stroked her hand.



“You didn’t have to come.” Rick announced bluntly, keeping his eyes
on the road.



“Rick, you’ve told me that already” Eve whispered. There was an
awkward moment of silence between them. “Well you sure know how to
show a lady a good time” Eve chuckled, trying to lighten the mood.
“Did you have fun?”



“Yeah it’s been too long…” He trailed off and she smiled at
him.



“Well I am sure it will be even longer once we get back to Belle
Reve and Waller gets a hold of us.” Eve replied.



“Waller won’t be mad at you. I’m the one who stormed off; you just
followed me.” Rick snapped, pulling his hand away from Eve’s hand
and placing it back on the steering wheel.



“Did Deadshot say why she sent him?” Eve asked. She noticed how
quickly Rick shut down just as she’d started to get him to open up.
She’d spent the last three and a half days with him and he didn’t
open up to her once and she didn’t push him to.



“No.” He said. She noticed him gripping the steering wheel just a
little too tightly. Eve knew Rick had a breaking point. She had
been studying him since she joined the squad shortly after she did
and she quickly learned that certain things could set him off
without warning. The last mission nearly drove him over the edge.
That’s why she agreed to go to Vegas with him for a few days. He
needed to cool off and she felt she could use some time off as
well. She’d begun to feel like a playing piece on a board game and
was tired of getting pushed from square to square. Maybe that’s why
she connected to Flagg easier then she should have. Their superiors
were pushing them both around and it was getting tiresome. Rick
kept it in check most of the time, but Eve wasn’t one to follow
orders blindly. Outwardly it appeared that she did what she was
told, but she never did it without questioning herself first. Eve
had a breaking point as well, and once they got back she was damned
certain that her concerns were going to be heard loud and clear.
That meant even if she had to go over Waller’s head to do it.



As they neared Belle Reve, Eve leaned back in her seat and let the
darkness embrace her. There were few things she could count on in
her life. One was the darkness she reveled in. The other was the
secrets and lies she’d sworn to maintain. Those were the things she
couldn’t let go of even if she tried too.

 

 



Belle Reve incorporates the ‘campus’ style in its overall design.
The purpose was to enclose a larger space within a very secure
perimeter fence. Within that perimeter, there were a number of
established zones. The majority of the zones were large,
self-contained units where the inmate’s cells were located. Each of
those zones was divided based on the security level and
classification of the prisoners. The remaining zones provide the
service areas for the rest of the facility; including prisoner
visits. There were two sections in the visitation center, one for
contact and the other for non-contact visits. Neither of the
visiting areas at Belle Reve was used very often.



Amanda Waller and Ben Turner sat across from Julian Day in one of
the non-contact areas of the center. They were separated by
three-inch thick, floor to ceiling, bulletproof glass. Julian sat
there for a minute saying nothing. He just smiled and rubbed his
wrists where his shackles had been to transport him here from his
cell. “So are you two here to tell me in person that the governor
has denied me a reprieve?”



“Julian Day. AKA Calendar man…” Ben began to say.



“What is today? I asked the guards to tell me what the date was
today and neither of them would. Isn’t that a foolish thing to not
tell someone? I didn’t ask their sisters to the prom. I asked them
for today’s date. I am embarrassed to say I have lost track in the
last couple of months due to the doctors and their miracle drugs
that do nothing except prove that they can’t do their job. What if
unqualified teachers just gave their students drugs instead of
teaching………….”



“It’s the twenty-seventh of May.” Ben announced loudly in hopes of
shutting him up. Amanda shook her head in disbelief. “We are here
today to offer you a deal….”



“Ah. The twenty-seventh of May.” Day said gleefully, interrupting
Ben. “Well of course it is. Silly me. All that hassle could have
been avoided had they just allowed me the simple pleasure of a
calendar in my cell.” Ben looked over at Amanda who sat there with
a rare smile on her face.



“You wanted this one.” She smirked, crossing her arms and leaning
back in her chair.



“Mr. Day we don’t have a lot of time. We came here today to………..”
Ben tried to continue, only to be interrupted again by Julian
Day.



“Yes yes, offer me a deal. I heard you the first time. Let me ask
you a question first, if I may?”



Ben took a deep breath and slowly exhaled “By all means.”



“Do you believe in the power of time? Not time itself, but how we
record it? Is it just so we as a civilized society can feel some
sense of power over something we have no control over what so ever?
Or do we record time so we can look back and see the measure of a
man by what has occurred in life before him?” Julian beamed proudly
as he sat there staring directly at Turner.



“I don’t know.” Ben said pausing briefly before continuing. “We are
here to offer you a deal. If you can perform some services for your
country, survive, and keep quiet about it, we have been given the
authority to reduce your sentence to time served. You would then,
and only then, be a free man. Do you understand the deal as it has
been presented to you?” There was a pause as Julian Day looked at
Amanda and then back at Ben.



“May twenty-seventh, say you? There were two women that were both
victims of murder 157 years apart. They were both found murdered on
the same day, 27th of May, in the same town, one in 1817, the other
in 1974. The 26th of May was Whit Monday. They had both been raped
before they were murdered and both found dead within 400 yards of
each other…”



“Mr. Day I will only ask this once more” Ben said as he quickly
lost patience with Day as Amanda continued to look down at her
feet. “Do you understand the…”



“Let me finish and then you will have your answer.” Day said still
smiling as he continued. “They were both murdered about the same
time of day, there were attempts to hide both bodies, both girls
had visited a friend the evening of Whit Monday and both had
changed into a new dress that night. Then both of the girls had
gone to a dance. Now, each of the men who were charged with the
girls’ murders had the same name, and both were acquitted of the
crimes. The girls looked strikingly similar and ten days before the
second girl was murdered, she had told a friend ‘this is going
to be my unlucky month. I just know it. Don’t ask me why’. So
there’s your answer sir!”



Ben just sat there, stunned. He had no clue how to respond or what
to say. Amanda stood up and motioned Ben to do the same. Julian
stood up as the guards came back into the room “You should have
waited until tomorrow.” He called after Amanda and Ben as they
turned to leave. “On May 28th, 1934, quintuplets were born in
Callender, Ontario. They were the first quintuplets to survive
infancy. Tomorrow would have been a much better day for me!”



“Wow, you sure did good in there.” Amanda laughed as her and Ben
left the visitation center. They began to walk back to her office.
“Way to keep control of the situation. Pure genius.” She shook her
head and sighed.



“You think this is funny, don’t you?” Ben snarled.



“No, not at all.” she said as she burst into laughter again. “You
were the bright one who told Calendar Man what the
date was!” Amanda stopped walking and tried to control her
laughter.



“So that was one of Batman’s, wasn’t it?” Ben asked incredulous. He
let it sink in and then he too began to laugh a little.



“Yeah.” Waller squeaked out in between laughs.



“That figures!”

 

 



Tom Tresser was a man consumed by justice. He was recruited to work
for the C.B.I. (Central Bureau of Intelligence) right out of
college. He was trying to follow in his older brothers footsteps
that joined the same agency a few years earlier. His brother Craig
tried to discourage Tom from following him but Tom didn't listen.
He always wanted to make his brother proud. Although Tom wasn’t as
talented or gifted as Craig, he played the same position on the
varsity football team in high school. It never stopped him from
doing his best. People around Tom thought he was being unfair to
himself. They told him to follow his own dreams and pursue his own
goals. His only goal was to be like Craig. Just before Craig went
on an undercover mission, he made one last plea to his brother to
get out of the agency before it was too late. Tom didn't listen and
he wished his brother well. It was the last time Tom saw or heard
from Craig again.



Craig had gone undercover to infiltrate a criminal syndicate called
the Council, which was lead by a man only known as The Head.
Craig’s handler had lost contact with him and they believed Craig
had switched sides as was now working for the Council. Tom, not
wanting to believe it, went in undercover to search for Craig. His
cover was quickly blown. Tom was left for dead and all traces of
his brother and the council were gone. Tom recovered and quit
working for the C.B.I., but he was determined to never give up
searching for his brother. He came close to uncovering the Council
once, with the help of Batman. In the end, they pulled the plug on
their operation and disappeared again.

Tom continued to do undercover work using the name Nemesis and
honed his skills in disguise and espionage. He vowed to never use
his given name again until he discovered the truth about his
brother and the council. Currently, Tom works with the Suicide
Squad under the direction of Amanda Waller.



Tom had been on his way back to Belle Reve when Sarge Steel called
him and asked him to make a pit stop along the way. When Tom got
there, he met with Steel who asked him to escort an unusual young
lady with him back to Belle Reve. Tom asked Steel why he was taking
her there. Steel explained to him that the girl wouldn’t talk to
anyone. Nobody knew where she had been or what had happened. Steel
thought that maybe someone at the prison could get her to
talk.



The long drive back with his newfound silent partner was a little
but it was almost over as Tom stopped outside of the gate at Belle
Reve to show his ID. The guard at the gate waved Nemesis through.
After Tom had gotten through the compound, he got out of the car
and with his female companion in tow. He proceeded to head directly
to Amanda Waller’s office. The sooner he dumped the girl on Waller,
the sooner he could get some sleep. She was starting to creep him
out.

 

 



"We have a situation. The Counter intelligence Division at the FBI
has gotten information that a terrorist group is in possession of a
WMD and plans on using it against the United Sates." Eiling said to
Amanda Waller over the phone from his office in Washington D.C.
Amanda Waller sat in her office twirling a pencil in her hand. She
was leaning back in her chair trying to decide how she wanted to
proceed with this. Eilings last intel lead the Squad on a
disastrous mission just a week ago. That had left a bad taste in
her mouth. She didn't like being played with nor did she like going
into something without knowing the score or all the players
involved.



"What about the NSA?" Amanda inquired.



"The NSA has gathered similar information on the same group
involved." Eiling responded.



"Similar? Damnit Wade I thought we went over this already! The
Squad is not to be used every time a spook in the intelligence
community gets a whiff of a terrorists ass!" She slammed her fist
on her desk in anger.



"I think you are forgetting who is in charge here, Amanda. You may
run the Squad but I run you!" Eiling was getting irritated and he
raised his voice to match hers.



"I am going to ignore for the moment that you just stepped over a
line you forgot was there." Amanda said through her teeth.



"This is a complicated matter that needs to be dealt with before
things escalate. I need this situation resolved before the National
Security Council meets on Monday." Eiling said as he tried to calm
his nerves. Amanda sat up in her chair and smiled. She knew that
Eiling was struggling of late. He was the chief military advisor to
the secretary of defense. The Secretary had been taking a lot of
heat lately due to some of the military’s skirmishes in Cambodia
and South Africa; things that the general public never sees or
hears on the evening news. A lot of pressure was being applied and
Eiling felt that he might get squeezed out. Now Eiling wanted to
pull a power play so the Secretary didn’t replace him.



"Ok give me the details and then I want copies of all the NSA and
FBI files sent over here to me." Amanda replied after a short
pause.



"The terrorist group that has the weapon is called The Jihad, well
they were called The Jihad but now are known as 'Onslaught'… ."
Eiling began to explain but was cut off by Waller.



"I know Onslaught. I know The Jihad. Terrorists for hire.
Continue."



"Well they have transformed their 'terrorist for hire' ways into
patriots for the newly formed country of Qurac. They now serve as
chief body guards for Qurac’s newly elected President, Sayid
Marlo."



"So, if Marlo has worked so hard to establish himself and his
country away from terrorism and Saudi Arabia, why this? Why now
when Qurac is an official vote away from being a member of the
United Nations?"



"We aren’t even sure he is aware of 'Onslaughts' intentions. That
is why I am asking…" Eiling paused to take a deep breath. “The
President is asking you to have the Squad take care of this. Take
out the weapon, including 'Onslaught' if necessary."



"And President Marlo?"



"Find out if he is involved but that’s it. The President has
supported Marlo and Qurac since it officially separated from Saudi
Arabia and he doesn't want a national incident on his hands a week
before the State of the Union Address." Amanda sat back in her
chair again and grimaced. If there’s one thing she knew from her
time in Washington it was that there wasn't anyone more dangerous,
or easier to manipulate then a desperate man. And Washington D.C.
was the capitol of desperate men.

 

 



There was an entire wing of the prison that contained living
quarters for non-prisoners who were part of the mission’s team. One
of the few who used them on a semi-regular basis was Floyd Lawton,
also known as Deadshot. Deadshot was relaxing in one of the commons
rooms when Nemesis came in.



"Lawton, you seen Waller around?" Nemesis asked.



"What do I look like to you?" Lawton retorted, not even looking up
from his seat in front of the television.



“You look like a thug who has been a burden to society.” Nemesis
said without hesitation. “Where's Waller? I have someone for her.”
That got Floyd to look up and notice the young woman dressed in cut
off jean shorts and a blue button down shirt that was tied off at
her waist.



"Gee honey. How'd you get stuck with ole ‘Justice for all’ here?"
Floyd said to the woman standing next to Nemesis.



"She hasn't spoken the entire time she’s been with me." Nemesis
sighed.



"That how you get all your dates there Tommy boy?" Deadshot
laughed. Just then Eve Eden and Rick Flagg walked in.



"Where's Waller." Rick said, not even noticing who was all in the
room.



The woman who had been standing behind Nemesis turned and with a
shocked look on her face finally spoke with a voice that was soft
like a breeze blowing through tall grass. "Rick?" She
whispered.



Rick looked over at her with an expression of disbelief himself at
the sight of this beautiful white haired woman, "Dolphin?"



Deadshot suddenly seemed amused by the whole situation said, "Wow.
The mute girl gets around more then I thought!"



"You know her?" Tom asked Rick.



"Yeah. We spent some time together on a team before I joined up
here." Rick replied slowly walking towards the young woman. "But I
haven't seen her since then. What are you doing here Dol?" Dolphin
began to tremble as Rick reached out for her hand.



"Rick is that really you?" She choked back tears as she looked up
at him. Rick took hold of her hand and she began to tremble out of
control.



"Hey its ok." Rick said squeezing her hand and moving closer to
her. Eve noticed something about Rick she hadn’t seen in him during
the three days they were together. She saw gentleness as she
watched the two of them embrace. Rick felt Dolphin pull away from
him.



"No! No!" she began to scream. “You can't be Rick! I saw you… ”
Dolphin’s eyes rolled back and she collapsed onto the floor.

Amanda Waller had been heading towards the room when she heard all
the commotion before she walked in. Rick leaned down to Dolphin and
rolled her gently on her back.



“Get a med crew in here now!” He shouted.



"Well, this is interesting.” Amanda said, looking around the room.
“Who's the passed out white chick?"



"She came back with me. Steel said there was someone who might get
some answers from her here.” Nemesis explained. “I thought he meant
you but I can see I was wrong.”



“Whatever. I am glad everyone's back.” Amanda said before she
turned to walk out the door. She stopped and turned back to face
the group. “Get this cleared up and meet me in the missions room in
one hour.”



“I need to talk with you.” Tom said.



“So do I.” Eve Eden piped in.



"Well then you kids better start writing letters when you are a way
from home. No time now. Missions room in one hour!" Amanda shook
her head before exiting to room.

 

 



June Moone had left her quarters and was on her way to the
mission’s room when she heard her name called. It wasn't a normal
sounding voice but one that still sounded familiar. She didn’t stop
walking, but she looked back over her shoulder. There wasn't anyone
else there. She continued walking until she heard it again. This
time June stopped still in her tracks. Her own voice kind of
startled her when she spoke out.



“Is someone there?”



“June it’s me.” She heard, but this time it was coming in front of
her. She didn't see anyone at first in the dimly light walkway. But
she somehow knew someone or something was there. She stood still
and focused until she slowly began to recognize the figure in front
of her.



“June I don't have much time.” The figure said as it slowly
materialized.



“I don't understand? Why are you like this?” she asked.



“I don't have time to explain. It took a lot of energy to find you
at the right time, before everything went wrong. So you have to
listen to me closely. There is a crisis coming. I didn't return in
time, but you can… ”



Mitch Shelly hurried down the walkway that lead to Junes Quarters.
He paused when a strange feeling washed over him. He looked up and
saw June standing there about twenty feet in front of him.



“June?” he began to move closer to her. “What’s going on?” June
didn't speak. She just stood there like she was frozen. Mitch
reached her and gently put is hand on her shoulder, “June honey
what’s wrong?” June jumped slightly when she felt his hand.



“Nothing. I am ok.” The familiar figure was gone and the message
was delivered. She turned around and smiled at Mitch. “"Lets go.
Flagg is back and the mission briefing is going to begin any minute
now.”

 

 



The mission’s room at Belle Reve was set up like a small
auditorium. There were four rows of seats for thirty plus people
and a small stage with a large digital viewing screen.

Rick Flagg sat in the front row with Eve Eden on his left and
Bronze Tiger on his right.



“Rick, is your friend going to be alright? She’s kind of freaked
out back there.” Eve said leaning over towards Rick.



“She was a team mate and yes she should be fine. They said she just
fainted.” Rick answered her, not taking his eyes off the files in
front of him.



“You had time to look this over?” Ben asked Rick.



“Yeah. Lets get this started.” Rick said as he and Bronze Tiger
stood up and faced the small group that occupied the theater.
Sitting in various seats in the first two rows were Deadshot,
George Harkness a.k.a. Captain Boomerang, Enchantress, Resurrection
Man, Larry Bolatinsky a.k.a. Bolt, Nemesis, Crystal Frost a.k.a.
Killer Frost, and finally Angelo Bend a.k.a. Angle Man. Amanda
Waller stepped through a door and walked over to where Ben and Rick
were standing and faced the group.



“Ok. For anyone who doesn't know who I am, I am Amanda Waller and I
run the Suicide Squad. You all have been briefed individually and
have accepted the deal we offered you. So before we get to the
mission brief does anyone have any questions?”



Crystal Frost spoke up. “Yeah I do. A few days ago after you guys
came and offered me a chance to reduce my sentence by performing on
some missions, I was taken up to the medical facility for some ‘so
called tests’.”



“That’s correct. You were given a physical exam.” Amanda said to
her.



“Then why was I sedated during the process?”



“Can I, Mrs. Waller?” Boomerang put on his Australian accent extra
thick. He looked up to see Amanda snarling at him but chose to
continue anyway. “It's not as kinky as it sounds you see. Someone
escaped on the last mission. So they've inserted some safe guards
to ensure it doesn't happen again!”



“Watch it, Boomerang.” Deadshot warned, leaning closer to
Boomerang, who sitting next to him.



"Relax mate. Shouldn't the lil shelia know what she in for?"
Boomerang asked, looking at Deadshot then back at Frost. "See my
bloke, Deadshot was assigned to take out strays who wandered too
far from sight on missions. He kind of acted like a dog leash."
Deadshot slowly placed the muzzle of one of his wrist magnum on
Boomerang’s thigh. Boomerang stopped and looked down at his
situation. "I just thought she should know that you made a blue and
have been pulled off guard duty.” He continued. “They have inserted
small explosives inside the newbies that haven't proven themselves
yet, and can be remote detonated if they try to screw up the
mission or run."



"Boomer, that is enough!" Amanda said, her voice slightly elevated.
"Or I will plant one of those explosives so far up your… "



"Well, at least the pressure is off my mate Floyd here, who has
proven to not be such a dead shot after all." Boomerang sneered at
Deadshot.



"Bang bang, Boomer butt." Deadshot said just before pulling the
trigger and shooting Boomerang in the leg. Boomerang shot up out of
his seat and fell to the floor screaming.



"Strewth! That bloody clacker shot me! He just shot me! I am going
to kill you!" Boomerang lunged at Deadshot but was stopped by Rick
Flagg.



"You had your shot. Now I took mine." Deadshot sat calmly in his
chair.



"You went too far, Lawton!" Flagg said pointing his finger at him.
“Someone get Captain big mouth out of here!” Captain Boomerang kept
screaming as a couple of med-techs carried him out of the
room.



“I will get you for this, Deadshot! No one makes Captain Boomerang
out for a wanker and lives.”



“I've been living on borrowed time for quiet awhile. You get use to
it.” Deadshot shrugged and shifted in his chair.



“No more stunts, Lawton. Not while your living on my time.” Amanda
said as the rest of the room slowly calmed back down. “Back to the
topic at hand. Yes. Anyone who hasn't proven themself has an
explosive implanted in them that can be remote detonated at anytime
be either Flagg or Ben Turner. So play nice and do your part.
Afterwards you might have the option of staying on with the Squad
once your sentence has been served. Any other questions?” Bolt,
Angle Man, and Killer Frost all shook their heads no. “Good. Rick,
continue.”



“There has been recently activity that suggests that a group of
terrorists called Onslaught have a weapon in their possession. They
are planning to use this weapon against the United States. Our
mission is to go into the country of Qurac, immobilize the weapon,
and anyone that’s gets in the way. We will hit them before they
have a chance to leave the country." Rick Flagg explained.



"What kind of weapon do they have?" Mitch Shelly asked.



"We have no solid intelligence to that." Ben replied. “But we have
to assume its something pretty big if it has Washington in an
uproar.”



"Why not send in the military?" Bolt asked.



"Because." Amanda stated. "Onslaught has been recently touted as
patriots who helped President Marlo gain independence from Saudi
Arabia. It would cause a international incident if it appeared that
America was trying to disrupt that."



"Hard to believe the rest of the world thinks they are heroes."
Nemesis said, pointing to the pictures of Onslaught that appeared
on the digital screen in front of them.



"True. But the rest of the world is celebrating them along with
Marlo." Amanda said.



"What do we do with Marlo?" Eve asked.



"Asses what his involvement is in this. Nothing more." Amanda
stated, pointing to each person sitting in front of her.



"You will get your specific assignments as well as complete
dossiers on the individuals in Onslaught on the plane ride over. We
fly out within the hour." Rick said as everyone began to stand up
and head out. "I don't like this." Rick said as he stood next to
Waller and Ben Turner. "Not after the last mission. Any word from
Shaw or Vixen?"



"No. We tried to contact them earlier. Nothing." Ben whispered,
looking away from Flagg.



"That’s not a good sign. We shouldn't have left them behind like
that." Rick said shaking his head.



"They are doing their job. You go and do yours! We will talk about
your recent behavior when you get back" Amanda said before walking
out of the room.

 

 



Rustam was proud. He gazed inside the dark prison cell and smiled.
Everything they have been planning was now coming to fruitation.
Marlo was president and soon, very soon, America would face
something it hadn't felt in a long time. America would feel defeat.
Defeat that would come from the most unexpected place; from the
hand of one of their own! The person inside the cell was unable to
look up and see the man smiling right outside the door. Instead,
they continued to struggle with the bonds that held them, unable to
break free. They were unable to see the terrible destiny that lay
before them!

 

 



Thirty-five minutes after the mission’s team left, Amanda Waller
was sitting in her office when she got the call from John Economos
in operations.



“Amanda you need to come down here. Now!” He said nervously over
the phone.

“What is it? SS-1 is still in the air.”



“Just get down here.” He demanded before hanging up. That got
Amanda’s attention. John was the warden at Belle Reve long before
she came around. Now he had over taken the job of managing the
operations crew for the Suicide Squad as well as remain the warden.
She had known him long enough to know he didn’t get worked up
easily. Something had him concerned. Amanda was standing in the
communications room five minutes after she hung up the phone.



“The computer just started talking to us.” John nervously paced in
front of the main computer terminal.



“What the hell is going on Flo?” Amanda asked the woman who was
just sitting there, staring at a computer screen.



“It asked if someone was there.” She said timidly.



“What do you mean asked?” Amanda raised her eyebrows and glanced at
John out of the corner of her eye. “Did the computer speak to
you?”



Flo was unable to answer. Waller was her Aunt and she intimidated
the hell out of Florence, so John spoke up. “Yes. A pop-up widow
appeared with a message asking if was anyone there?”



“Then I heard a digital voice over the loud speaker asking the same
question.” Flo said quickly.



“So who is it?” Amanda said now sounding very agitated.



“I don’t know, but they asked for you!” John was getting just as
agitated as Amanda.



“What? That’s ridiculous! Murph, you told me this is a proprietary
security system. No one can hack into it, right?” She looked over
at Daniel Murphy, head of security.



“Well that’s what we….” Murphy began to say before the voice over
the load speaker made them all jump a little.



“Hello, Amanda. Nice to meet you.” The digitalized voice echoed
around the room. It sounded like the old child’s toy Speak-n-Spell
and it creeped Amanda out.



“Who the hell is this?” Amanda yelled as she looked around the
room.



“I am a friend.” The voice replied. “Well more like an ally. And
you would be wise to treat me as such.”

The digital voice rubbed her the wrong way. She didn’t like not
knowing who she was speaking with. “You better give me one good
reason why I don’t send a virus right through this line and rip you
a new one.” She screamed at the computer.



“Mark Shaw, Mari Macabe, and Susan Linden are in trouble. They may
even be dead by now.” The voice continued, ignoring her threat.
Amanda let that sink in. This wasn’t some punk who was messing
around in their system. This could potentially be a real
threat.



“OK. What do you want us to do?”



“Good. Now you know I am serious. They’ve been following someone
for almost a week now and that person is aware of their every move.
You may have a leak on the inside of your organization.”



“How do we know you’re not the leak asshole?” Murphy yelled



“Why would I come to you now if not to help?”



“Ok, so start helping.” Amanda said calmly motioning for Murphy to
calm down as well. She knew the next minute would be critical if
she was going to get any useful information from this guy.



“The Squad is being set-up. You need to call them back from their
mission.”



“ I can’t do that.” Amanda sighed.



“Well then you better start looking real hard for your leak. I will
get back with you soon. If you need me before then, have Flo leave
me a message on your main server. I will find it.”



“And if we do that who should we address you as?” Amanda
said.



“You can call me Oracle.”

 

 



To be continued!
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