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Suicide
Notes:



Previously in Suicide Squad 9 &
10-



Public defense attorney, Shawn Marcus, was suddenly faced with
tragedy forcing him to give up his old life.



He became involved in an organization called the Manhunters, whose
goal was to maintain order in a world full of chaos. As a Manhunter
he pursued justice in a way he never could in his old life.



One night on patrol a young police officer died when Shawn
attempted to stop a costumed assassin. Shawn was captured and after
standing trial was found guilty and executed for his crimes.



Instead on dying he went to work for the government. He was given a
new name (Mark Shaw) while posing as the super villain, Star Tsar.
Upon completion of his assignment he was free to start his life
over. He briefly took up residence in Gotham City and adopted a new
hero identity, the Privateer. He quickly realized that it wasn’t
the life for him and accepted an offer from Sarge Steel to join the
newly formed Suicide Squad.



Back in the present…



Mark Shaw rigged a warehouse to exploded ensuring that he would
destroy the Manhunters Cult once and for all. Before he could
accomplish his task he was taken down by Paul Kirk, who had also
been part of the Manhunters. Kirk disabled the explosives before
leaving with Mark Shaw in tow.



Mark awakened some time later and questioned Paul Kirk about why he
stopped him. Kirk revealed that the Manhunter threat was bigger
then Shaw ever imagined it to be. Much bigger.



Sarge Steel ordered the Squad on a mission to take out the
Manhunters cult.



The final pieces begin to come together as the tale that exposes
the truth about the Manhunters continues…

 

 



Suicide Squad Roll
Call:





Valentina
Vostok- Former head of Waller’s covert team,
Task Force X. Was made head of the Suicide Squad over a year ago
when Amanda Waller suffered sever injuries that put her in a coma
during the Apokolips crisis.



Manhunter/
Mark Shaw- Trained by the Manhunters cult but
has since vowed to destroy them. Bounty Hunter with enhanced
strength, speed, stamina, agility, and limited healing
powers.



Manhunter/
Paul Kirk- Formerly of the Manhunters cult.
Presumed dead and has spent the last several years tracking down
his various clones with the ultimate goal of permanently shutting
down the Manhunter cult.



Bronze
Tiger/Ben Turner- Second in command, martial
arts expert trained by the League of Assassins. Everything else on
him is classified and rarely offers details concerning his
past.



Vixen/ Mari
Jiwe McCabe- Tatu Totem grants her the ability
to mimic the powers of any animal.



Tempest/
Joshua Clay- Powers include kinetic energy
blasts and limited flight. Former member of the Doom Patrol. Turned
himself in once his stint was over with them due to supposed crimes
he committed when his powers developed. Recruited to the Squad by
former DP member, Valentina Vostok.



Firehawk/
Lorraine Reilly- Daughter of a U.S. Senator.
Once a member of Wallers Task Force X. She can create bird-like
wings of atomic flame and fly at high speeds. She can fire blasts
of fiery thermal energy or bursts of searing radiation.



Peacemaker/
Christopher Smith- Once a member of Amanda
Wallers Task Force X. A master combatant, a sure-shot with
firearms, and an expert pilot who often fly’s the Squad in and out
of missions.



Knockout/
Unknown- Once a member of Wallers Task Force
X. Former member of the Female Furies of Apokolips. Possesses
super-strength, regeneration, and limited invulnerability.



Catman/ Thomas
Blake- Full extent of powers unknown. Has
displayed excellent fighting skills in hand-to-hand combat as well
as excellent marksmanship with firearms and knives. Also has been
known to tell of a legend regarding the cloth that makes up his
costume. He claims it possesses mystic powers that would protect
its wearer from harm, granting him the nine lives of a cat. None of
which have been proven.

 

 



When he was a boy, he dreamed of being a rock star. He picked up
his first guitar when he was eight years old. He started playing in
a garage band when he was twelve. By seventeen he had dropped out
of school and formed his own band. By twenty-three he was playing
in nightclubs, waiting for the right record producer to walk in and
offer him a deal that would change his life forever. Instead, one
late night after a show, a man walked up to him and handed him a
pamphlet and asked him if he was ready to change his life
forever.



Soon after, he gave up on his dreams of fame and fortune and became
involved in a group that promised to change the world. His name was
Chase Lawler and he was a Manhunter. They saw a lot of pontential
in him and quickly promoted him to the postion once held by Paul
Kirk, that was once supposed to be filled by Mark Shaw, as head of
the enforcer branch.



Chase was never told much about those that came before him, but he
knew that there had been others. He even encountered the man he
replaced, one night shortly after he became a Manhunter. He was
told by the Manhunters that the man he replaced had lost his way
and no longer believed in the cause. At first, Chase found it hard
to believe that anyone who knew the evil that they fought against
could ever just walk away without a fight. Of course, that was
before he learned the truth; Before he encountered another
Manhunter that had also ‘walked away’ from the cause, Paul
Kirk.



After Kirk filled him in on everything about the real Manhunters
Cult, Chase decided that he would help bring them down from the
inside. They didn’t suspect him, so it was easy to leak information
about their plans to Kirk and the U.S. government, in hopes that
they could eventually get enough ammunition to bring them down for
good.



Chase knew that they were close now. He had finally been brought to
the California base and was planning to meet with the leader. He
had never met with him before and had always been given his orders
by a third party. He already knew what they were planning, but if
he could discover the leader’s identity then perhaps they would be
able to end this once and for all.



Chase moved swiftly and silently through the dark hall. He turned
the corner and, when he knew he was alone, he opened his
communicator and spoke softly into the small device:



“Kirk, it’s Lawler. I am suppose to meet with the head guy soon,
but I wanted to let you know what the plans are. The orders were
given for a strike against the Vice President, tomorrow during his
speech here in California.”



“Good. I will let Steel know and they can assemble a team to be
there. When they strike, we will take them down,” Kirk responded on
the other end.



“I better go before someone sees me. We are so close now I can feel
it! I can’t wait to finally look this bastard in the eye and know
that he’s going down!”



“Well, be patient! A lot of people have worked long and hard to
make this happen. Just don’t put yourself in harm’s way. Your job
right now is to establish a positive ID on who this guy is, then we
will organize a strike team to go in there and take him
and the cult down. So just be careful!”



“Hey, I’ve made it this far.” Lawler smirked. “I plan on seeing
this through to the end. Lawler out.”



Chase closed the communicator and slid it back inside his pocket.
Chase then felt a sharp blade pierce him from behind and then
nothing. His dead body slid off of the blade and fell to the
ground. Two men stepped out from behind him.



“He is dead,” one of the men, said as he wiped the blood off the
blade of his sword. “But are you not concerned that he was able to
reveal tomorrow’s agenda before he died?”



“Things are proceeding as planned.” The other man smiled as he
walked up and stood next to the Manhunter agent who had just killed
Chase. “Their attention will now be diverted elsewhere, leaving us
to take care of more serious issues. They will focus on the VP and
won’t realize what’s really going on until it’s too late.”

 

 



Elsewhere…



“Was that your ‘inside man’ you were refering to earlier?” Mark
Shaw asked.



“Yes it was.” Paul Kirk responded. “We’ve pinpointed the
Manhunters’ location here in California and I am just waiting for
confirmation on the leader’s identity.”



“Why wait?” Shaw said, as he stood up and walked across the motel
room toward Kirk. “If we know where they are located let’s just go
in there and take them out. We can ID the bodies later.”



“We’ve already gone over this. We follow the plan that’s in place.”
Paul Kirk took a deep breath as he looked over at Shaw. “Look, I
know you want this as badly as I do, but the Cult are like
cockroaches. If we run in there, flicking on the lights, they will
scatter in all directions. I want to take down the head guy. After
that, the rest should be easy.”



“So we sit here and wait?” a frustrated Shaw replied.



“It won’t be much longer. I will contact Steel and let him know
what Lawler reported so he can assemble a team to protect the Vice
President.”



“Team, huh?” Shaw sighed. “I think I know already who he’ll call.
Not sure I am ready to go back.”



“Well, you don’t have to worry about that just yet. We won’t be
joining them. We will sit here and wait for word from Lawler and
then go after the Manhunters’ base.”



“Good,” Shaw replied. “So this Lawler kid, he was my replacement in
the Manhunters, wasn’t he?”



“Yes. He’s a good man who, like both of us, just needed to be shown
the light.”



“I ran into to him once.” Shaw said, as he sat back down. “It was a
while back. I had just left the Squad (* Back in SS
#6) when I discovered that my fiancée’s killer was out of
jail. I headed to San Francisco to kill him. I hadn’t been back
there since Emily died. I was waiting for the little bastard to
leave the club one night. I waited patiently as Cuong Tern enjoyed
the last night of his life.”



“Your fiancée’s killer was the man you turned state’s evidence on?”
Kirk asked, sitting down across from Shaw.



“Yeah. I defended the little punk and he got off. He was guilty as
sin and it made me sick to think he was gonna just walk. I gave him
up to the DA and they had enough to put him away for a long time on
other crimes, but here he was out of jail anyway.”



“ I know the type. Their power always lies in who they
know and who they are willing to sell their soul
to.”



“I planned on sending him, and what was left to his soul, straight
to hell, but then he showed up.”



“Chase?”



Shaw nodded. “I knew right away who he was, even if I didn’t know
his name at the time. He was the Cult’s latest lapdog. We tussled
for a bit as I tried to explain to him what I was planning to do.
He ended up talking me out of it and we parted ways.”



“He talked you out of killing the man who ruined your life?” Paul
asked.



“Well, no. I killed Cuong three nights later. But the kid made me
realize something.”



“What’s that?”



Mark Shaw sat there with his head in his hands. “Emily was still
dead and nothing I did could bring her back. And that there would
always be scum bags like Cuong Tern left in the world no matter
what anyone did to try and stop them. But they never try to hide
who they are, unlike the Cult with their fancy talk about saving
the world and protecting mankind. The Cult are the bigger threat
and I vowed to take down every last one of them if it took my final
breath to do so.”

 

 



Belle Reve,
Super Maximum Security Prison:

Missions Room-



Val Vostok looked out at the small group seated in front of her.
The current squad team included Bronze Tiger, Vixen, Tempest,
Peacemaker, Firehawk, Knockout, and Catman.



She stood up to address them. “Alright, kiddies, the mission has
been confirmed. You head out to California within the hour. Bronze
Tiger is in charge so you follow his orders once you are in the
field.”



Catman looked around the room and slowly raised his hand. “Since it
appears that I am the new guy here, you want to tell me what is
being served on the menu?”



“If you are referring to the mission, Ben will give out the details
en route,” Val replied. “But basically this is what is called a
‘National Security Event’. You are being ordered to protect the
life of the Vice President of the United States.”



“My first time up to bat and I get the stinkin’ VP?” Catman
chuckled. “I thought that the Vice President only attended weddings
and funerals?”



“This guy does a little more than that,” Firehawk added. “He’s
often a buffer against critics that attack the President. The VP
speaks on topic matters that are somewhat controversial, while the
President stays out of the line of fire.”



“Well that’s cute,” Tempest said under his breath. “Look at the
flag-waving senator’s daughter.”



Firehawk shot over a look at Tempest and he just gave her a weak
smile in return.



“But, that does beg the question though,” Vixen spoke up, “if he
knows he’s a target at this speech, then why not just cancel it
entirely?”



“He refused. Given his military background, it doesn’t surprise
me.” Val continued, “The president plans to gear up for the
upcoming re-election year and the VP is out there trying to bring
attention to how the military has taken a larger role in defending
this country despite the rise in “Super villain activity”. The
President wants to emphasize that the role of defending our great
nation belongs to the fine men and woman in the armed forces, not
costumed freaks in their pj’s.”



Catman began to laugh. “So, we are being sent in to protect a man
who wants nothing to do with us?”



“Don’t fool yourselves. We aren’t the good guys here,” Bronze Tiger
finally spoke up.



Peacemaker smiled as he finally spoke up, “Today we
are.”

 

 



The following morning…



Tomorrow morning there would be a major vote in the Senate on
whether or not to go forward with a major budget increase for
military spending. This was the last big push to persuade those in
the Senate, who may be on the fence, to approve the President’s
proposal.



The Vice President of the United States, Jeb Stuart, stepped up to
the podium. He looked down at his notes and then back up at the
crowd of over one thousand people, mostly military personnel from
various bases around the state. The crowd also included the Suicide
Squad, who did their best to blend in as they waited for the
imminent strike that they were ordered to stop.



Stuart adjusted the microphone and began:





“This country owes a great debt to the private citizens who
rose to the occasion during last year’s crisis. We are thankful for
the ‘Super Hero’ community for their efforts. But it wouldn’t be
fair to not recognize that 365 days a year there are other people
that stand ready to give their lives to this great nation. They do
not hide in the shadows but stand on the front lines prepared to be
our first and last line of defense against any threat, great or
small, that this country may face. I look out onto this crowd and I
see many of them right here. I stand before you in the great state
of California and it makes this old war dog proud.”



The booming applause from the crowd made Stuart pause for a brief
moment.



“California has the largest number of military installations in
the nation — 36 major and 25 minor facilities, including military
installations, U.S. Department of Defense laboratories, and testing
facilities. As we enter the 21st Century, and, particularly since
the crisis last year that was felt around the world, California's
response to the ever-changing needs of the U.S. Department of
Defense is critical to the health of our economy and our nation.
This base, in particular, provides ongoing assistance and support
to maintain active installations and mitigate the effects of base
realignment…”



A single shot was fired out from the crowd and Jeb Stuart was
down.



“Damn it!” Bronze Tiger yelled out, as the crowd began to panic.
“This wasn’t an attack! It was a damn assassination plot! I need
everyone to scan the crowd! I want the shooter captured!”



“Ah… Ben,” Vixen hollered as she looked up. “We’ve got a
problem”



Before anyone on the Squad could react, a horde of Manhunter clones
fell from the sky.

 

 



Vixen leapt up and landed hard on a Manhunter, ripping at him like
the panther she was calling upon. Blood spurted and he staggered
back; but he lifted a pistol and fired point blank at her face. Her
accelerated reflexes enabled her to duck just in time, but not
entirely fast enough; the bullet grazed the side of her face.



She screamed in fury and kicked him in the gut. He stumbled back
and brought up his gun again, but she flew forward and knocked it
aside… and her still claw-like hands settled around his throat and
began to squeeze.

 

 



Catman looked up and saw Firehawk blaze over the battlefield,
unleash a torrent of flame and then descend in a graceful, lethal
arc downwards into the chaos of battle. He had no more time to
appreciate the view because a Manhunter was before him, wielding a
katana.



That was just fine with Catman. He drew his own personal favorite
blade. It was more than a Bowie knife, longer… almost a short sword
in its own right, with that one serrated side. The superior
manufacture of the enemy's weapon bothered him not in the
slightest.



He was in his element now. He did chide himself slightly for
letting Firehawk's pyrotechnics distract him; he knew better than
that. But now, facing his seemingly mindless, drone-like opponent -
a soulless fool like all these other wannabe ‘Manhunters’ - it was
almost like killing just another animal.



Not that taking out real humans had ever been a problem for him,
either.



He made a come-hither gesture with his free hand, and the Manhunter
came in, sword raised high in both hands. Catman almost smirked; so
typical.



The enemy's rush was interrupted by a boot. That worked out fine.
What wasn't so fine was that the fool managed to slash down his
blade and cut Catman's leg.



"Okay, so you're not a complete idiot," Catman said through gritted
teeth. "Let's do this properly then, shall we?"



The Manhunter made no word in answer but swung his blade in a
vicious diagonal swipe. Catman parried one-handed. His arm did jerk
a little, tendons protesting, but he held the enemy weapon at bay.
His foe responded by trying to shove the katana forward and through
him; Catman turned the blade aside and turned his own body as well,
giving himself some breathing room. Twisting awkwardly back around,
he punched the Manhunter in the face.



To give the foe credit, he was tough. Bleeding a little from the
nose and mouth, he nevertheless swung his own blade again, forcing
Catman to step back. His next swing Catman parried easily… . too
easily; it was a feint. Blade knocked aside, Catman was the victim
of a hard tackle, and they went down, rolling around on the
ground.



But it was Catman that rose, his blade slick with blood. Grinning
with satisfaction, he took the other man's sword as prize of
combat; then turned, seeking new enemies.



A Manhunter strode forward, wielding a staff.



Catman grinned and lunged to meet him.

 

 



As the battle continued, the VP was taken away by ambulance as they
raced to the nearest hospital.



“I’ve stopped the bleeding,” the EMT said from the back of the
ambulance. “The wound went clean through his shoulder. He should be
stable until we get there.”



“That’s a good thing,” a man said, leaning out and over from the
passenger seat.



“Who the hell are you?” the startled EMT said.



“No one important,” the man replied, before firing two bullets into
the EMT’s chest. He fell over dead. The shooter looked over at the
driver. “Radio in that the VP is stable and we should be arriving
with him soon.”



The man pulled himself up and over into the back of the ambulance.
He pushed the body out of the way and looked down at the
barely-concious Jeb Stuart and smiled. “Make yourself comfortable.
I know someone who wants to have a word with you.”

 

 



Bronze Tiger used no weapons other than his hands and fists.



He needed no others.



A Manhunter shot at him; once, twice, three times. He ducked, and
let his momentum carry him into a spinning roll along the ground.
As the Manhunter tried to stomp on him, he uncoiled and lashed out
with a foot, slamming it under the man's chin. The gun went off
again, and a bullet screeched away in ricochet mere inches from his
head.



But, by then, the Manhunter was stumbling back, dazed, unable to
aim. Bronze Tiger leapt up and kicked, planting his boot in the
other man's chest. Down the foe went, but Tiger followed him,
leading with his fist. It connected with the man's head on the
ground with an audible crack.

 

 



Knockout strode through the battle with power and purpose, knocking
enemies aside.



A shot ripped into her but she barely felt it. The Manhunter that
fired that shot suddenly found himself lifted up, by the throat, by
one hand, then unceremoniously slammed back onto the ground,
breaking his back.



Bronze Tiger and Vixen found themselves fighting side by side; but
the old chemistry was gone. It had been for quite some time now. He
had to duck as she punched the Manhunter he was facing; she leaned
back as he sent a looping kick into her opponent's face.



They glared at each other without words for a long moment, and then
strode into battle again.



Firehawk continued to fly overhead, blasting away with fire,
urgency filling every fiber of her being.



The military police, regular cops, and Secret Service agents were
doing their part against the Manhunters, but they were simply
overwhelmed. An agent traded potshots with a Manhunter, and lost.
Another agent took a clubbing blow to the face and fell, jaw
broken.



After word had been given that the VP was safely transported away,
the local cops and the soldiers opened fire with their own weapons.
Three Manhunters dropped. But another returned fire with a machine
gun, and two more charged with weapons drawn. Catman was there in
time to parry one, but the other started wreaking havoc amongst the
police and soldiers. It took a team of three soldiers and two
police to finally bring him down to the ground.



Another soldier realized he was finished and pulled the pin on a
grenade. Seconds later he and his Manhunter opponent exploded,
blood spattering everything in the vicinity.



"Catman!" Bronze Tiger shouted. The villain blinked, then nodded.
Bronze Tiger ran right at him; Catman caught him and threw him into
the biggest pack of Manhunters, where he became a blur of
violence.



"He's insane," Vixen cursed, then summoned the spirit of a rhino
and charged after him.

 

 



Elsewhere…



An armed man shoved Jeb Stuart forward as they entered a dark
walkway. He wasn’t certain where they had taken him but it appeared
to be an abandoned military installation of some kind. He tried to
make note of everything around him. He continued to walk until he
was ordered into a room and forced to sit in a small metal chair.
He sat down and quickly began to apply pressure to the bullet wound
in his shoulder. It offered him little relief but it slowed down
the bleeding, if only slightly.



“I am sorry we had to meet under these circumstances, Mr. Vice
President,” a man said, passing by the armed men who stood guard at
the door. He walked over and looked down at Stuart. Stuart looked
up at the man who was hiding his face with what appeared to be a
varation of the masks that the Manhunters wore. “I am about to gain
an audience with your boss so I thought you should be here,” he
said, before a giant monitor lit up on the wall.



“Mr. President,” the masked man announced as Max Lord looked
furious on the large screen.



“What the hell is the meaning of this?” Lord snarled. “Who are
you?”



“Allow me to explain,” the masked man said, turning toward the
looming face of Lord on the monitor. “While your precious Suicide
Squad engages in battle with a small group of my Manhunter clones,
I thought you and I should have a little chat.”



“Who the hell do you think you are?” Lord replied.



“If you insist, you can address me as The Head. I am in charge of
the Manhunters and a little group you might be familiar with… the
Council.”



Lord looked past the masked man and saw the injured Jeb Stuart
behind him in the chair.



“As you can see,” the masked man continued. “I brought ol’ Jeb here
to ensure that you would comply with my demands.”



“What demands?” Lord snapped.



“I want to do a little house cleaning in the U.S. government,
starting with your removal as President.”



“That’s preposterous! What makes you think I would go along with
that?”



“Well, if you refuse, I put a few more bullets into your boy here.”
The Head paused. “And of course I will blow up the White House and
everyone in it! I will give you a few minutes to think it
over.”



The monitor then went blank.

 

 



After tossing Bronze Tiger, Catman knelt and recovered the blades:
his own extra long Bowie knife, and the katana he had taken from
the enemy. Charging forward, he met a Manhunter who had a power
staff.



The Manhunter blasted at him once; he sidestepped. Grinning
unpleasantly, he ran the foe through with both weapons.



As that one went down, Catman pulled the blades free and leapt,
screaming, for three more Manhunters, swinging both blades as he
went.



This was the life!

 

 


Peacemaker scrambled on top of a Humvee and
raised his sniper rifle. Calmly and dispassionately, he peered
through the scope. It was almost too easy; the Manhunters never had
a chance to even realize they were being targeted.



Everything became very still and clear. He targeted one whose head
was in profile. Breathing out softly, he pulled the trigger.



Crack.



The Manhunter dropped.



Calm, slow, still, focus. Peacemaker tuned out the noise and chaos
of battle. This was his moment.



Another Manhunter's broad chest came into view.



Crack.



A third one was raising his own handgun and pointing it at someone
out of his view.



Crack.



"Nice shooting," said a voice. "Need a spotter?"



He almost turned and fired. Instead he lowered the rifle and looked
down; a young soldier stood with his own weapon at the ready, a
machine gun.



"Not a spotter, but some covering fire would be nice. Try not to
hit any of our team."



"I think I can figure out the costume deal," the kid nodded,
amiably. He turned and started firing sporadic, calculated
bursts.



Peacemaker thought the kid had potential. He raised his scope
again. Another Manhunter came into his scope.



Crack.



One of them was busy with Bronze Tiger; they seemed to be grappling
together. Peacemaker aimed carefully for the enemy's jugular.



Crack.



"Boss," said the soldier nervously. "I think we have a prob—"



Peacemaker looked down in time to see the soldier get kicked into
the side of the Humvee by a Manhunter. He fired off a shot, but
without aiming; panicking and at such close range, he did no more
than graze the man's shoulder.



The Manhunter was on the roof of the vehicle in a moment. As
Peacemaker fired another shot that totally missed, he thought maybe
the man had enhanced reflexes, as well. He threw a punch, but
totally missed. The Manhunter shoved him right off the top of the
Humvee, to the ground below; landing hard on his back. The
Manhunter leapt down after, kicking him. His wind was knocked out.
The Manhunter sneered and grabbed him by the throat, lifting him
up, making a fist with his other hand…



A fist that was caught by Knockout, who squeezed it until it broke.
The Manhunter shrieked, and Knockout threw him into the
Humvee.



Literally into it. There was a smash of glass and a groan
of metal.



"Thanks," Peacemaker choked out.



Knockout nodded once, and stormed off.

 

 



Tempest blasted the enemy with his power. Knocking foes aside
easily, he felt they were doing well… it was simply that there were
too many of the enemy.



His power blazed again, again, again. He felt he needed to do more
damage, so he used a blast of his power to propel himself upwards.
Rising higher and higher, he blasted down at the crowd, aiming
carefully. The fighting was sprawling now, disorganized knots here
and there. Chaos.



Each successive blast lifted him higher, so eventually he stopped,
letting himself fall back down.



Firehawk caught him.



"I was controlling my fall," he said.



She smirked. "Perhaps you were. And perhaps we need to coordinate
our efforts."



He nodded thoughtfully as she brought them down for a landing. “You
know that crack I made about you being a Senators kid? I am
sorry.”



“My Dad is so ready to stand against the ‘super hero’ community and
he doesn’t even know what his daughter does! It’s just
frustrating.”



“How bout we work out our frustrations together?” Tempest smiled at
her.



As one, they turned to face the foe. Four of them came at the pair
at once.



They lifted their hands and responded with all the power at their
disposal.



Everything became very bright; brighter than the sun, too bright to
bear.



Manhunters shrieked… but not for long.

 

 



“Why in the hell does every one want to destroy the White House?”
Lord asked as he paced back and forth inside the Oval Office, “ Did
a group of psychos gather in a room one day to watch Independence
Day and afterward go ‘Gee that looks cool! Maybe we should try
that?’ And just how much longer do I have to listen to this
idiot?”



Several members of his staff sat there as he glared at them. “Well
don’t everyone speak up at once!” Lord yelled out.



Lord’s Chief of Staff quickly responded, “Sarge Steel wants you to
keep talking to him. Everyone else has been cleared out of the
White House.”



“Well goodie for them,” he snapped back.



The image of the masked man on the monitor returned. “Times up,
Max. Those who are loyal to the cause are already in place, ready
to take over every position in government as soon as you and your
people step down.”



“So you are saying that you want us to just go away so you and your
Council buddies can come in here and play house?” Max was quick to
reply.



“The Council will soon make it clear that it will take more than
just a military to defend this country.” The masked man beamed.
“And to show you how serious I am, I currently control several
submarines positioned up and down the Atlantic with enough nuclear
weapons to destroy D.C. Of course I would have to rebuild the
capital elsewhere, maybe some place a little warmer.”



Max looked over at the montior and smiled. “Now I know you are
bluffing. U.S. attack submarines no longer carry nuclear-tipped
Tomahawk cruise missles as a result of nuclear arms control
agreements with the United Nations.”



“Now who’s bluffing, Max? You and I both know that you don’t want
the rest of the world made aware that you still possess those
missiles. But the fact still remains that they are pointed directly
at your head as we speak.”



“Fine. You want to be President so badly, why don’t you show up
here and take it from me in person then?” Max waved his fist at the
monitor.



“I never said I wanted to be President, Max. But, your replacement
should be walking through the door any second now.”



Max spun around as the door behind him opened up. “Hi Max,” Wade
Eiling announced as he entered the room, “Long time no see,
huh?”

 

 



Ben Turner surveyed the battlefield. When word reached him that the
last Manhunter clone had fallen, he activated his earpiece
communicator.



“Val, it’s Ben. The Manhunters are down. Any word on the VP’s
condition?”



“Worse than you might think, Ben,” Val replied. “This mission was a
failure before it even started. His ambulance was hijacked and soon
after, his captors made contact with the White House. They have
threatened to kill the VP and destroy D.C. if their demands aren’t
met.”



“What do we do now?” Ben asked as Vixen walked up and stood beside
him.



“Well, at least there is some good news,” Val replied. “We are
using the tracking device we had placed on him to pinpoint his
exact location. Eve and her shadow team are postioning themselves
as we speak. Just be ready to move out on her word.”



“Will do,” Ben said as he disconnected the comm-link.



“The Vice President knew this would happen?” Vixen asked him.



“ Kind of. We knew this might have been a distraction for something
bigger and it looks like we were right,” Ben answered.



“And Jeb Stuart willingly went along with this?” Vixen said, with a
surprised look on her face.



“I never said he was really Jeb Stuart, did I?” Ben smiled
back at her.

 

 



The masked leader of the Manhunters and the Council switched off
the monitor and turned around. He walked over to the ‘Vice
President’ who was slumped back in his chair. “I hope you caught
what I said to your buddy, Max.”



“I heard,” he slowly responded. “And you’re a fool if you think he
is going to go along with that ridulous plan you proposed. He is
just biding his time.”



“You think I planned all this on a whim?” the man said, leaning
down toward Stuart. “This has been coming for a long time now. And
you will be witness to the new American Revolution as it unfolds
right before your eyes. That is just before I kill you out of spite
anyway.”



“You are nothing but a coward,” he growled.



“A coward? You want to see the face of your killer before I put a
bullet in your brain?” he said, removing his mask. “Look into my
eyes then if you think it will make it easier for you to accept
your fate.”



He sat there silent for a moment as the man looked down at him.
“What? Nothing to say now?”



The man in the chair was stunned. He couldn’t believe who he was
looking up at. A sick twisted feeling entered his gut and he forced
himself to laugh. “I thought you were dead. All this time I
punished myself for it over and over again. Deep down inside the
possibility was there and I ignored it. I always pushed it aside.
But here you are.”



“What the hell are you going on about?” the man said with a puzzled
look on his face as he continued to look down at ‘Stuart’.



“I came here today to bring my brother’s killer to justice,” the
man in the chair said as he reached up and removed the prosthetic
mask from his face. “But it turns out you weren’t dead at all, were
you… Craig?”



The man began to laugh as well when he reconized the face behind
the mask who had masqueraded as Jeb Stuart. He was known as Nemesis
to some, but to him, he was his brother, Tom Tresser.

 



To be concluded…



====================================================================================
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Universe.
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