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“Donna, to your left!”
Dick Grayson’s call came just in time and gave the Amazonian
warrioress enough time to leap out of the way as a blast of energy
obliterated the earth where she had stood. As she rolled onto her
back to look up at her assailant he was blasted out of the sky by a
green bolt with power like that of the sun.



“Thanks, Starfire.” She called to the Tamaranian Princess, the
source of the emerald energy. As Starfire pivoted around to blast
another foe from the sky Donna Troy, commonly referred to as Wonder
Girl, picked herself up and returned into the fray.



The trio were now quickly out numbered three to one. It had started
as a simply reply to an armed robbery but it wasn’t long until the
three Titans members realised that these were no ordinary crooks.
They were currently surrounded by about nine wealthy teenagers,
armed to the teeth with highly advanced technology and armour. So
far they had displayed the abilities to fly, phase through solid
objects and use custom made weapons to project laser fire, the
Titans were getting more than they had bargained for.



Escrima sticks sailed through the sky, green fire scorched the
ground and the golden glow of a mystical lasso lashed the air but
soon it wasn’t long before the three Titans stood back to back
surrounded in a circle of the gang calling themselves the
‘Techna-Ghosts’. Dick tightened his grip on his sticks and clenched
his teeth, Kory raised her fists to her face in a boxer’s stance as
they began to glow with deadly emerald wrath, and Donna cracked her
knuckles and neck as she prepared for the next big punch up.



It never happened.



Slowly a white smoke began to emerge around the feet of the
hovering T-Ghosts that encircled them. The smoke grew thicker and
the armoured attackers began glancing back and forth to one
another, their eyes wide with confusion beneath their goggles. And
without warning figures began to emerge in the smoke; three tall
dark figures. They were hard to make out but two were male (one
significantly bigger than the other) and the third was definitely a
woman…no doubt about that.



What happened next was a blur, literally. Nightwing thought he must
have blinked because it happened so suddenly he swore he must have
missed it. He didn’t. What happened exactly was this: the smoke
whipped into a spiral as all of the Ghosts fell to the floor
unconscious and bruised. For a moment the Titans couldn’t
understand what had happened until they saw the people who had
previously been shrouded in mist.



The first seemed to be the leader. He was larger than the other man
and wore a red and black costume with a black bird’s head that
stretched up from the legs. He wore a black mask over his face
almost like an executioner’s mask with eye holes and the top cut
off to reveal is long black hair. All over his body were straps and
pouches filled with various weapons and gadgets. The woman wore a
black corset with a short cut black skirt and knee high black
boots. She also had long black and white stripped socks that went
up past her boots and similar material one her arms that stretched
past her elbows and a dog collar round her neck. Her hair was snow
white and fell over one side of her face; it almost blended into
the pillar of cloud that still surrounded her body and only hers.
The third character was much slighter than his leader and appeared
to be Hispanic. he was dressed in short-sleeved, single, skin tight
red, black and grey costume. Over his mouth was a plate of what
appear to be some kind of metal or fibreglass and on his eyes were
very streamlined red shades. All in all the looked as though he had
zero air resistance, including a shaved head. This was explained by
a red lightning bolt motif on the right hand side of his chest.
Suddenly Nightwing understood the mysterious takedown of the
Techna-Ghosts.



Dick was the first to break the awkward silence,“Who the hell are
you?”



“My name is Raptor and my colleagues can be called Rush and Rook.”
The larger man replied to Dick and with that pulled a small
cylindrical metal object from his utility belt and, pressing a
button on the side, caused it to extend into a metallic bo-staff as
tall as he was. Slowly the smoke began to creep forth once more and
this time it seemed to hold the Titans still and wrap itself around
their necks immobilising them.



“Ok, about now I should do the whole ‘You can call us Godhead’
thing,” Raptor stated blandly “But in the next five seconds none of
you will be able to talk.”



And then they attacked. But by this time the Titans were
unconscious save for Kory who managed to regain consciousness long
enough to send out a distress call. However soon she wished she was
unconscious because she felt every blow that hit her body until she
was out cold.

 

 



Titans Tower-

A shrill, resounding wail pierced through the skulls of all those
who were relaxing within the steely building. All the Titans leapt
to their feet, at once recognising the emergency claxon announcing
that fellow Titans were in some kind of mortal danger. Beast Boy
wearily opened his eyes as he rolled off a couch in front of a TV
that filled a whole wall and saw a red and yellow blur streak past
his face. Seconds later Wally West collapsed into the middle of the
Infirmary and in his arms lay a badly beaten Starfire, over his
left shoulder was slung a worse looking Nightwing and on his right
Donna Troy hung limp. Wally collapsed under their weight and cried
out in anguish: “HELP! SOMEONE HELP ME! TELL ME WHAT THE HELL TO
DO!”

 

 



Later that day:

Princess Koriand’r clutched her bruised head as she wandered out
from the Infirmary. She wandered slightly dazed and a little
disoriented around the shimmering corridors of the Titans Tower.
Her head still ached and as she was all the corridors and rooms
looked the same to her. After having wandered around the building
for around ten minutes she wandered into a room and the grim
silence hit her like a freight train. At first no one noticed her
silent wander into the open plan room. It happened to be a fairly
minimal room; the only real features were a few couches, a
breakfast bar, some stools and a giant TV screen that occupied an
entire wall. Gar was reclining on a couch staring blankly through
the enormous screen, Donna on the other couch. Dick however looked
more proactive although not a lot. He sat at a stool against the
breakfast table hunched over a laptop, his fingers flying over the
keyboard; Victor was perched over his shoulder watching. Starfire
took another step and this caught the attention of Donna who,
leaping to her feet, announced the alien’s presence to the other
member’s. Immediately Beast Boy ran over in the form of a giant,
green Care Bear with a heart on its chest and gave her a big bear
hug. However Dick and Victor remained where they were. At least Vic
looked up and smiled but he soon returned to watching the teen
detective. It wasn’t long until someone explained the morbid
atmosphere.



“Kory we….” Wonder Girl began but was cut of by Beast Boy.



“You got beat up real bad. Like real bad!”



“Oh.” Was all the Princess could reply and as the hordes began to
dissipate she stood alone once again. She decided to seek comfort
with the only one in the room she really wanted to comfort her.
Dick Grayson remained steadfast as the beautiful bronze alien moved
towards him, however Vic decided now would be a good time to
recline to the couch. Kory bent low towards his ear and was just
about to whisper to him when he made an announcement to the entire
team.



“So, I’ve been researching this ‘Godhead’ team, right? It turns out
they are a government superhuman initiative and as best as I can
guess they are supposed to be sort of better versions of us, or the
original Titans anyway.”



“Why would they do that?” Wally called swivelling his head from the
TV to look at Nightwing who sat far behind him. “Aren’t we good
enough?”



“I think that’s the point, Wally. It would seem these guys are a
team that the government can control and by today’s earlier events
the government doesn’t trust us freelance heroes to much.”



“What a load of freakin’ shi—” Vic began to shout when suddenly he
was silenced by Donna who grabbed the remote and turned up the
volume on the giant TV set:

“…Channel Six News broadcasting live from…”



“Man, can’t we just watch Powerpuff Girls again.” Beast Boy
lamented in protest. “It’s a marathon people!”



“SSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSHHHHHHHHHHH!” was the unanimous reply of the
Titans as the volume on the TV was raised further.



“…Here we’re talking to a brand new team of superheroes in the Big
Apple. Here ladies and gentlemen for their first exclusive
interview is the Godhead.” With this the camera panned from the
crisp, clean, manicured reporter to show a familiar group of faces
who hours ago had put three of the Titans own members into hospital
beds. “Now clearly your not all the members of the Godhead, how
many more are there?”



Raptor answered the questions but to Donna Troy none of that
mattered. For her the voices were mere echoes swirling in a pool of
confusion and fear inside her mind. See, there were more Godhead
members. Unlike last time their were four and this fourth member
had left Donna Troy trembling in her chair. Fear consuming her
mind. She’d met him before. A long time ago in a part of her memory
she had hoped to never revisit.

 

 


Donna Troy walked briskly
through the crisp night air, a smile spread from ear to ear. So
this is the world of men she thought to herself. It was more
than she’d dare dream for. Here everything was free; every
individual was part of an independent culture, so very different
from the ritualistic ways of Themyscira. She had only been for a
number of hours, almost twenty two hours she had reckoned and
already she had learnt so much. From her observations during the
day she had established that most people her age attended a form of
compulsory education. She decided that in a bid to integrate into
and mingle with people in this society she would attend this
compulsory education tomorrow, after she had visited her older
sister at the embassy of course. But for now it was night and Donna
Troy was lost in the spectacle of the neon city. Donna wandered
dazed, following the illuminated sky like a moth.



She walked and walked. To her it was all a revelation, that was
until she came to a place where the lights were predominantly red
and the letters ‘XXX’ plastered every wall. Here the women wore far
less than most in the world of men did, some of them even appeared
to be dressed in unarmoured version of her Amazonian garb. Here
women dressed in short skirts and corsets roamed and this was their
domain. Donna felt like she should be at home here among women but
in their faces she saw faces starving for food, for drink and for
love. The anguish in their eyes terrified the young Amazonian. As
she began to quicken her pace she heard footsteps behind her,
mimicking her own footfalls. She turned around a saw a man vanish
into an alley. She sighed with relief that it was only her paranoia
taking hold. However she remained at her steady pace.



After walking for another minute or so Donna realized she truly had
no idea where she was, but far much worse that that she realized
that the footsteps had returned. Donna stopped in her tracks and
turned around, the man was several yards away and so was only a
shadowy figure. He took a few more steps then, leaning against a
wall, took a small box from his pocket and drew a small white stick
from it which he placed between his lips. Then placing the box back
into one pocket he pulled another box from a second pocket. This
second box glinted in the twilight glow, signifying it was metal.
Flipping the top up on the box, a small flame erupted from it which
he used to light the end of the stick in his mouth. He placed the
box back in his pocket and sucked on the stick between his lips and
then blew wispy smoke out his nose. Just as Donna was about to turn
back she saw the man’s yellow spectacles flash in the moonlight and
immediately Donna knew what it meant: he was looking right at her.
Donna Troy ran. Running straight out into the road she was caught
in the headlights of a giant automobile. A loud horn echoed through
the night but Donna didn’t care. She just ran out of the way and
the dreadnaught moved on. Now on the other side of the street,
Donna searched for the man in the direction she had just come from
but he was no where in sight. Turning to pursue her path of escape,
a great hand clenched around her small wrist. Trembling with fear
she stared up into her stalker’s face but even with all her warrior
strength she couldn’t break free from his grip. He was tall and
dressed in a finely pressed suit with the top buttons of his shirt
undone. On his chin was a swarm of stubble and he had a thin
moustache. But it was the eyes; almost reptilian beneath the sickly
yellow lenses…it was those eyes that made her wretch. Trying to
remain fearless she spoke with what she hoped was steadfast
resilience; he heard the shake in her voice.



”Who are you?” She asked “What do you want?”



“I’m Eros,” replied the slimy voice, breathing putrid smoke into
her face “The god of love!”



“You, sir, are no god!” She replied a little more bravely, frankly
offended by his response.



“Well, we’ll just have to find out wont we?” he said tightening his
grip.



“Unhand me, you beast.”



“And don’t you know it!”



In a single movement Donna Troy used her other hand to pull her
Lasso of Truth from her side and whip it at the monster, hoping to
restrain him. Instead he let go of her and caught the glowing
weapon in mid-air.



“So you wanna tie me up, oh, kinky!” he responded “But how’s about
I tie you up instead?!”



With this he tugged on the lasso so that Donna flew towards him and
down came a colossal fist. Donna raised her arm just in time so
that his knuckles connected with her gauntlets. However this didn’t
seem to hurt him. He merely looked at his fist and crunched the
knuckles with a horrible cracking sound. This gave Donna the
perfect opportunity to exploit the one weakness she knew every man
had. Mustering all her Amazonian strength she kicked straight up
between his legs and he cried out like a dying animal. As he fell
to the floor Donna picked up her lasso and ran back where she had
come from to find the Embassy. She still remembering his voice
screaming out, hollering nothing more than the name of a female
dog.



She’d hope never to see his face again, now it hovered over her,
ten feet high.

 

 


“Do it again man!” Beast Boy urged.
Letting out a heavy sigh Vic Stone watched as Garfield Logan’s eyes
widen watching Victor Stone’s left arm transform into a gun.



“Man, that rocks!” shouted the green skinned teen.



Cyborg responded, “You realise you can turn into any animal you
chose right? Plus keep the volume down. This is a stakeout after
all.” Vic Stone could hardly believe he’d just said that. When it
came down to it that’s what they were doing. The Titans had devised
to plans one of which involved several Titans splitting up and
staking out addresses Nightwing had found in government files of
where the Godhead members were supposed to live. Vic only hoped the
other plan was going better because right now he was seriously
bored of looking at buildings.



“I’d prefer to be a living weapon than be able to turn into a green
cat.” Beast Boy piped up again.



“Or a mammoth!” Vic noted.



“Good point!” And with that the two returned to watching the flat
they had been assigned. Truth be told both of them really just
wanted to run in there and blast anyone who attacked them. What fun
is it being a Titan if you don’t get to fight bad guys?!



Suddenly a yellow and red blur passed by and they only just managed
to hear it say,

“Youguysgotthreeminutesthenwegoinokay?”



Opposite them was a building they had under surveillance and had
been for the last forty three minutes. Becoming slightly bored
Starfire floated down to the roof and opened her
communicator.



.“Not to interrupt you, Dick” Starfire spoke quietly “But I wanted
to know how your plan was going?”



“Its fine, Kory. It’s just waiting like this for criminals to
appear…it feels like being back with…like being back in Gotham”
Dick replied.



“Sorry I did not mean to upset you.” Dick grinned widely on the
communicator.



“It’s fine.”



“Dick I had a question.”



“Yes, Kory. What?”



“It’s about us.” Starfire whispered hesitantly.



“I'm not sure what you mean.”



For a second their eyes met over the communicator. It may have only
been a second but in that time it felt like years just flew around
her head and fluttered off on the breeze. She realized it was
actually just dust.



Suddenly they were both stirred by a gush of wind and they turned
to see Wally West, Kid Flash, standing before them. On this
particular mission he was acting as a liaison between the various
surveillance teams. He was to wait with Donna’s team until new
orders were needed to be relayed. Looking Kory he simply
spoke.



“You’ve got one minute then we go ahead with the plan.”



And with that he was gone.

 

 


The silence was deafening. Wonder Girl
could hardly bare it because the more and more time she had to
think the more the memories came flooding back and the more she
planned out how many ways she could maim the man who lived in the
house opposite. Right now she didn’t care what the other Titans
would do to her all she wanted was the make this man, this Eros,
pay for what he did to her and maybe to other girls. Fortunately
she was interrupted from her morbid wondering by the partner she
wished like hell wasn’t here. Note to self, she thought,
never let people pick teams and then take whose
left.



“What’s the problem, Donna?” asked Wally.



“Quiet. We’re on a mission.”



“See this is what I mean. We’ve always been able to talk?”



“It’s nothing. Really. Now please stop talking.”



“Donna…you need to talk to someone if you’re worried about
something…”



“Look.” Donna said looking up from her binoculars that she was
viewing the uptown apartment building where ‘Eros’ was supposed to
be living “It’s nothing personal. I'm just cautious is all. And
yeah, Wally, I’ve got some stuff going on at the moment. It’s
nothing personal.”



“Do you wanna talk ‘bou…”



“Not really no.” They waited again it awkward silence for about
another minute. Then after looking at his watch Wally West was gone
and two seconds later the red and gold blur reappeared.



“Okay, their all ready to go.”



“Then let’s do this.” Wonder-Girl commanded and the three leapt
from the rooftop.

 

 


“Okay,” Said the figure to himself. He
was clad in black wearing a white skull mask with a large red ‘X’
painted on it and a long, red lined cape. “My name’s Red X and I'm
here to kill the Teen Titans.”

 

 


Donna Troy’s fist splintered the wooden
door, sending shards flying in every direction, some of which she
deflected with her bracelets. Reaching through the jagged hole,
Wally unlocked the door from the inside.



“You know you could have let me just take the door off?”



“You’re really up for a fight aren’t ya?” he said as the burst
through the door. They took up combat stances and searched the room
for an attack. But there was nothing. Literally nothing. It wasn’t
that there was no-one home it was that there was nothing inside the
room. No furniture, no bed, not even any bulbs in the sockets.
Kid-Flash raced across the room and moved to the window looking to
see if their target had escaped. For a start there were twenty four
floors up and plus the window was locked from the inside.



Donna took out her communicator and called the other Titans, “Beast
Boy?”



“Yeah, right here! Wonder Girl, you ain't gonna believe this
but…”



“The room is abandoned.” Donna cut him off. She knew that’s what he
was about to say. She wasn’t even asking if that was the case. She
knew what had happened.



A light on her communicator flashed showing she had an incoming
transmission. “Wait a sec, Beast Boy.” She pressed a button and
Starfire’s face replaced the green skinned Titan on the
screen.



“Wonder Girl, the place is empty and Rush is no-where in sight.”
The alien princess lamented.



Wonder Girl’s fears where realized, “It’s a set up! Wally get to
Dick and….” She swivelled around and but he was already
gone.

 

 



The white clouds encircled Red X and from the smog figures
began appearing. They were ready. Slowly the smoke began to clear
and the emerged. First Raptor and Rush stepped forward and then
Rook. Then slowly new faces walked forward. A man wearing a casual
jacket and shirt with the top few buttons undone; a thin black
moustache and stubble on his chin. Over his eyes he wore a pair of
yellow tinted glasses and in his hand he carried a ridiculously
over sized sword with a ram’s skull on the crossbar.



Behind them appeared a second man wearing a long brown trench coat,
beneath which he caught glimpses of various weapons strapped to his
chest including to Uzis, a variety of hand pistols and a grenade or
two. On his back was a Kalashnikov as well as some other, seemingly
custom made, triple barrelled, sci-fi looking rifle. In his hand he
also carried a small semi-automatic gun. His hair was shaved short;
as was his thin goatee and he had two earrings in the left ear and
pair of perfectly round, armless shades resting on his nose. Next
to him stood a bronze skinned, red haired, emerald eyed man who not
only physically resembled Starfire but also had a costume similar
to hers only more armour like and his hands glowed with the same
jade energy. Raptor introduced them.



“I'm Raptor. Here with me are my associates: Rush, Rook, Ares,
Arsenal and Stormburn. We call ourselves Godhead….but you already
knew that didn’t you?”

With that the man called Stormburn shot a blast of green energy at
‘Red X’ who fell to the floor, however when he did he was a
different man than he had been standing, in more way than one. His
face mask cracked the Godhead could now see beneath it blood poured
from the nose of Dick Grayson.



“Seriously! What are you kid’s playin’ at? Did you think you could
get the upper hand by dressing up in new costumes and confusing us?
How stupid do you think we are?” Stormburn taunted. It wasn’t a
question.



Suddenly the air was filled with white smoke, it didn’t choke the
Titan this time but it was so heavy that he couldn’t move. Even if
he could it wouldn’t really have mattered. What followed next
couldn’t be classed as a fight, it was a bloodbath. Blows fell hard
and fast and Nightwing was helpless to do anything. As he began to
feel the strain of heavy atmosphere though, it began to fade
away.



Standing with his hands around Rook’s neck was Kid Flash. A rage
swelled up in his eyes and just as he thought about squeezing for
all he was worth he was blasted backwards by a column of solid
white cloud. As he lay on the floor gasping for air punches began
hitting him from every side, but he couldn’t see his attacker.
Trying to stand up he fell back down to his knees under the
onslaught of what seemed to be a thousand fists. But as he started
to slump to the ground the blows stopped and in front of his eyes,
now level with the ground, he saw a pair of black boots. Following
them up the body he saw a figure clad in a streamlined suit with a
plexi-glass guard over the lower mouth, thin red shades and a
shaved head; all to reduce air resistance. As he stared at the face
a voice came from beneath the shield over face.



“You don’t recognise me do you?” Bewildered Wally didn’t know what
to do. It didn’t matter. The speedster called Rush reached up and
slowly took the guard from his face and then the sunglasses.
Wally’s eyes went wide with fear and confusion…and guilt.



“Hey, Wally. Long time no see.”

 

 


Wally West hadn’t really spoken
to Kyle Portinelli since Jr. High. When they were growing up they
had hung out all the time and even had a secret club in Kyle’s tree
house. However as they grew older Wally started to make new friends
and Kyle never really did. Wally never disliked Kyle it was just
that he sort of forgot about how close they had been. It wasn’t
until the end of High School that Wall started talking to him
frequently again. And that was only because of the accident. The
car Kyle was in with his parents crashed. They both died and Kyle
was left unable to speak and paralysed from the neck down save some
slight movement in his left fingers for some unknown reason. Kyle
had to have full time observation and so was put in a care home.
Having been his only friend ever and feeling guilty for leaving
him, Wally began to regularly visit Kyle in his care home. Wally
would often take Kyle out in his wheelchair to see places they had
played as kids and would sometimes help him shop. Slowly a silent
friendship rekindled and although Kyle could only communicate to
‘yes’ or ‘no’ questions by a series of various blinks, Wally
started to trust him implicitly. Maybe it was because he knew Kyle
could never tell anyone or maybe he would have anyway but Kyle soon
became one of the only people that Wally told about his
powers.



Today however they were just strolling. Wally had taken Kyle up the
hill that over looked the town. They stood at the top of the road
and looked down at the intersection, beyond it was the hardware
store, past that was the High School and further still was
everything else. Kyle could just about make out a tree on the other
side of town with a small wooden structure in it.



“It looks good doesn’t it?” Wally’s question was rhetorical and
even though he was stood behind Kyle, Kyle still blinked twice.
Yes.



They both breathed in deeply the smells of the summer that wafted
up from the town; a mixture of freshly cut grass and Oscar Meyer
Wieners. That’s when he heard it. First it was just the sound of
the screech of rubber against asphalt but soon Wally could hear the
screaming too. Looking everywhere he finally saw to his far, far
left a school bus barrelling down the road straight towards the
busy intersection.



Looking to Kyle he said, “Put your break on, okay.” And he was
gone.



To Wally the whole world moved in slow motion, so much so that most
things seemed frozen in time. This meant it wasn’t long before he
reached the bus. Prying the doors open the bus slowly pushed its
way through the air like it was treacle and Wally managed to climb
aboard. The driver lay unconscious at the wheel. Wally checked for
a heartbeat, there wasn’t one. Heart attack. Grabbing the driver
Wally ran to the nearest hospital and placed him in an empty bed in
one of the wards that a nurse happened to be cleaning and he raced
back to the bus. The speed he was travelling at meant that the bus
had hardly moved however it was gradually getting closer to the
intersection crawling with cars and people. Wally then got to the
task of peeling the terrified schoolchildren from their seats two
at a time, one in each arm, and carrying them out onto the
sidewalk. Wally watched as cars were slowly swerving out of the way
of the oncoming juggernaught. Grasping the hand-break with both
hands he pulled hard then racing from the vehicle he quickly moved
pedestrians from the intersection as cars began to swerve and skid
across the road. And as the brakes engaged Wally ripped off his
civilian’s clothes to reveal his newly made red and yellow ‘Kid
Flash’ costume.



Slowing down to the speed of everyone else Wally watched as the bus
hit the road and skidded on its side, just falling short of the
collection of cars scattered about in front of it. It had all taken
a number of seconds. There was a second of silence then several
people whipped out cell phones and began dialling 911. That’s when
the clapping began. It flooded his ears and swirled around his
head. It felt so right. Their thanks drowned out all other noise.
Except one. The quick and steady squeak of wheels.



“KYLE!”



Wally turned around and ran for all he was worth towards his
friend. Even with his super-speed he wasn’t fast enough. Moving as
quickly as he could Wally only just managed to scrape his
fingertips along his friend’s cotton shirt right before he collided
with the sideways school bus, right before he was hurled from his
wheelchair through a window and crumpled against a seat, twisted
and contorted in a form barely recognisable as human.



He had been to slow. He should have been able to stop it. It wasn’t
until days later that Wally found out Kyle would probably never
awake from his brain-dead catatonic state and even if he did the
doctors said the only difference would be that his eyes would be
open if he was lucky. Wally had told Kyle to put the break on but
how could he? The break lever was on the right side of the
wheelchair and even if it wasn’t he probably didn’t have enough
strength to pull it. Instead he just rolled down that hill unable
to escape his own body. But it wasn’t his responsibility. It was
Wally’s. It was Wally’s fault and he would never forget that. And
he would never forget seeing Kyle lying in that hospital sharing
about just as much mental and physical strength as that of the bed
on which he lay.



But now Wally found himself staring straight at a Latino man who
could be no-one else but Kyle Portinelli (admittedly with his afro
shaved off and waxed arms) and he definitely wasn’t lifeless. In
fact next to Kyle, next to ‘Rush’, Wally felt exactly how everyone
else must feel around him: slow and powerless. And then the punches
continued.

 

 


Wally was not the only one feeling the
strain of the Godhead’s onslaught. Even Dick Grayson, former ward
of the Dark Knight, was having a hard time holding his own. Dressed
in an unfamiliar ‘Red X’ costume was not helping him either, being
weighed down by the extra weight of the armour Dick aimed a blow at
the face of Raptor however he once again grabbed his arm and
knocked him to the ground. Raptor then reached down to one of the
several belts strapped to him and detached what looked surprisingly
like a sleek light sabre handle. Pushing a small button on the side
metal rods telescoped from each ending resulting in a six foot long
metal bo.



Holding it in one hand Raptor span around and aimed the weapon at
Dick’s feet, However Dick jumped into the air and aimed a spinning
kick at Raptor’s face. This is exactly what Raptor had expected and
he arcing his staff around and bought the other end of the bo down
sharply on Dick’s outstretched leg. He fell to the floor with a
crunch. Clenching his teeth he focused on the source of the pain
and managed to minimise it ready again for a fight. This time
Raptor had a new trick. Twisting the two ends of the bow, it
separated into three sections connected by chain like a
sansetsukon. Raptor then performed a small routine of spinning the
weapon around his body, swapping it from hand to hand with a great
smile of his face. Then he leapt at Dick.



Without warning a flash of green and red knocked the attacker out
of the sky. Dick turned to see Cyborg and Starfire hovering above
him, their hands smoking with energy. A large green falcon swept
down and clawed the face of Arsenal with its talons. Arsenal
replaced the glasses on his face that the bird had knocked off and
then spun to look up and shot the bird through the wing.



Falling to the ground it transformed into a giant green tiger and
it leapt at Arsenal.



“Hey! YOU!” Wonder Girl’s fist connected with the jaw of the man
she knew to be Eros.



“Okay that’s it.” He replied calmly scratching his nose, paying no
attention to the hit. He then bought his sword down heavily at her.
Although she raised her fists and the sword connected with her
gauntlets, the force still knocked her to the ground.



“And its Ares now, girl.” But a blast from Cyborg caught him from
behind.



“Okay, boys and girls,” Raptor called to the rest of the Godhead
“This isn’t the time or the place.” With that a thick white smoke
wrapped itself around them .“See ya soon, Titans.” And in a small
wisp of cloud they were gone. Red X’s, or rather Nightwing’s,
response to the attack just about summed how the whole team felt:
“Ow!”

 

 



Later:

Scattered about the infirmary where Donna Troy, Princess Koriand’r,
Wally West and Dick Grayson who was reclining in the doorway.



“They’re too dangerous.” Dick said, shattering the silence.



“They can handle it Dick.” Donna piped up.

“No, they can’t! Listen Donna, I’ve been doing research. They’re
not as straight forward as they seem. For a start the addresses
were false but that’s not what I mean. See I hacked into some
government files as well as sifting through publicly viewable
transactions and I found these.” He passed printed off sheets to
the other handful of Titans. The first was a copy of the New York
Times showing an image of the Godhead with the caption
‘Government announces official release date of new team
Godhead.’ It was dated September 15th. Dick then passed
around a sheet which was apparently the Department of Defence’s
invoice for the last year.



“Umm…Dick?” asked Wally “Should you actually have these.”



“Just read it. Look at the 15th.”



“Wow…….that a lot of zeros!” Next to the 15th was a very, very
substantial amount of money that the DoD received.



“So, wait a minute…..your saying that someone paid the government
to take Godhead.” Donna asked.



“Yeah, apparently they were paid off so that the team appeared to
be a government run initiative.”



“So its not?” Kory aksed.



“No. Someone else created the team and paid the DoD to take media
responsibility.”



“Do we know who?” Wally asked.



“That’s what I’m trying to find out.”



“There is something else,” added Donna “I know one of them.”



“What! Who?” Nightwing erupted.



“Ares.”



“How? Where from?”



“I…” before she had to answer though Wally added.



“So do I, Dick. Rush used to be a friend of mine.



“See what I mean. Something this big…they’re not ready.” Dick
said.



“We’re not talking here,” added Donna “We need to talk somewhere
else.”



“You mean outside of the Tower?” asked Nightwing.



“Yeah.”



“Where exactly did you have in mind?”



“Maybe you should give Roy a call.”

 

 



“Okay Dick. See you guys in five then.” Roy Harper hung the
phone back up and moved over to his breakfast bar placing the last
item of his costume on, a red Robin Hood style hat. He reached into
the fridge and picked up a carton of Tropicana and poured himself a
glass of orange juice and slid some bread into the toaster. Then
something caught his attention from the corner of his eye. At first
it took him a while to work out what it was. It wasn’t until the
small red dot stopped moving over his chest that he knew what it
was. Looking straight up Roy saw through the large window, a man
sitting on the roof of an apartment building opposite with a sniper
rifle in his hands.



“Aw crap!” Roy Harper hit the floor and rolled across the kitchen
to hide behind a sofa. I need my bow was the only thought
that went through his head.



Unfortunately the wall that slid back to reveal his weapons was in
the corridor to his room and the opposite wall of the corridor was
comprised of windows that faced the sniper. Roy looked over the
couch cushion and saw the sniper throw his rifle to the ground and
reach under his trench coat. This was his chance. Roy raced into
the small alley way like corridor that connected his living
room-slash-kitchen to his bedroom and en-suite bathroom. Stopping
he reached up to the top of the wall, rolled back a small tile and
placed his thumb on the print recognition key pad.



As the top of the wall slid back to reveal a bow and quiver perched
on a high up shelf Roy heard a low humming sound from behind him.
He didn’t have time turn around before a set of bolos wrapped
themselves around his wrists and weighed his hands down to his
waist. Spinning around to look out the open window, another set of
bolos wrapped around both his wrists around his waist, tying his
hands down making them useless. Roy raced back to the kitchen to
grab his communicator from where he had left it next to the
toaster. A long, high pitched whistle came from the lips of his
attacker and turning to look to knives flew at Roy, hitting him in
the stylised prongs on the shoulders of his costume pinning him to
the wall. Roy struggled trying to pull himself free by tearing his
costume but the knives were so close to his shoulders that the
material wouldn’t rip.



The need to be higher up nearer a stress point in the
material, thought Roy, but the knives were so deep into the
wall that he couldn’t move. All Roy could do was watch as his
attacker reached down and pulled another knife from his boot.



Fortunately when Ollie had designed this apartment suite for Roy he
had kitted it out with all the latest technology including lights
that worked with the clap of the hands, doors that closed
automatically and bullet proof windows that closed on voice
command.



“Close window.” From the empty window frame a pane of glass slid
down slowly. Slowly enough that the thrown blade had enough time to
sail into the building before it shut. The knife pierced through
Roy’s red costume and deep into the wall. A perfect hit.
Fortunately for Roy his attacker was just playing and the target
had been Roy’s hat.



Roy stared as the assailant placed the sniper rifle on his back and
then pulled a gun of some kind from a holster on his chest and
fired at Roy’s apartment window ledge. From the end a grappling
hook with a wire attached sailed across the gap and attached into
the grooves on the outside of the building. It wasn’t long before
his attacker was standing on the thin windowsill staring at Roy
through round, armless shades. Roy sighed with relief that the
glass was bullet proof and nearly impervious. As Roy sighed his
attacker smashed his shaved head against the glass shattering it
onto the floor. Then stepping through the window frame he winced as
he pulled shards of glass from his head. He slowly walked over to
Roy and reaching under his long brown trench coat pulled another
gun from a second holster on his chest, this time a nine
millimetre. He stroked his grey goatee with the other hand and then
slowly took the shades from his face. How could Roy have been so
stupid? Why couldn’t he see it? It wasn’t like he was even wearing
a costume. Just shades and a trench coat.



“Hey, Roy.”

 

 


The carnival was abandoned at
this time of the year. A chip packet skittered across the dirty
ground and the only sound was the squeaking of the rusty Big Wheel.
The carnival was abandoned and yet twenty or so figures stood at
the centre of it.



“Look, man. All I wanted was the packet. You got your cash now just
let me be ‘kay?” the red haired teen pulled the lapels of his
jacket tightly around his neck against the bitter night air and
started walking away. Quickly his path was blocked by two guys not
much older than himself but considerably bigger. Turning around he
looked back at the other man who was fingering through various
faces of dead presidents that he had just received from the
red-haired teen in exchange for a small clear bag of white
powder.



“All I’m saying is,” he said looking up from his cash “These are
dangerous streets…” here he paused for a response in the form of a
name.



“Roy.” The kid replied “My name is Roy.”



“Gerard.” He responded. “All I'm saying, Roy, is that these are
dangerous streets. Out here ya need protection; a family if ya
will. We’re a family Roy.”



“Why do I need you guys in particular?” Questioned the young teen,
just buying time so that he could find a way to leave.



“Well…if your not part of our family, Roy, I guess that makes you
our enemy. You don’t want to be our enemy do ya, Roy?”



It was around this time that Roy Harper realised that most of the
men standing around him were carrying either knives, guns, baseball
bats or large pieces of metal. Roy Harper wasn’t stupid; he knew
what these guys were playing. They just wanted more muscle for
their gang and they couldn’t care less for ‘Roy Harper, 13 year old
kid sidekick and new heroin addict.’ But then again it wouldn’t
hurt to have friends with firepower.



“So what… am I in your ‘family’ now?”



“Oh not yet, Roy,” replied Gerard laughing “First we need to know
you mean it.”



“I don’t understand. I…”



“It’s just a little initiation, Roy. A test. Like in a club or
something.” As he said this another gang member placed something in
his hands. Its shape was all too familiar. Roy looked down at the
bow and arrow that sat in his hands. You have got to be kiddin’
me!



“Bet you ain't never seen one of those before, huh Roy?”



Did they know? Had they worked out who he was? Roy decided to test
the waters.



“No.”



“It’s easy. You’ll figure it out.”



Apparently they didn’t.



“What do you want me to do?”



“Like I said Roy its easy. Just pull back and fire. All you need to
do is hit a bull’s-eye.” And as he said this he motioned to a
carnival stand with a cloth hung over it and a shoddy bull’s-eye
painted on the front.



They must know I’m Speedy, Roy though to himself once
again. He looked to Gerard in search of answers but there were none
to be found. His face gave away nothing and in fact was a pretty
average face with shaved hair and a small goatee. Nothing
special Roy figured until he looked at the eyes. For the first
time he realised one eye was blue while the left eye was
brown.



Roy Harper pulled the bowstring back to his ear like he had so many
times before. Cheap bow Roy noted and angled the weapon
slightly higher. Roy could have made that shot with his eyes
closed, facing the wrong way and at ten times this distance. The
arrow whizzed through the air and pierced through the target and
hit the other side with a heavy thud. And Roy heard it: a muffled
groan. Roy’s eyes went wide with confusion but Gerard merely
slapped him on the back.



“Oh, man. What a shot. Nice one Roy!”



“Hey…hey what was that noise?” Roy stuttered.



“What noise?”



“Like a groan or something.” Roy’s head was swirling. He knew
exactly what the noise was but he only hoped to hell it
wasn’t.



“Okay, boys,” Gerard called out to two other hoods standing either
side of the target, “Fun’s over. I think its time we let ‘lil Roy
here in on the joke. With that order the two goons pulled at the
cloth with the target painted on it. Behind it sat an elderly man
on a stool hanging his head. His hands were tied behind his back, a
gag was in his mouth and there was an arrow through his heart. Roy
threw up all over his shoes.



“He was grifting on our turf, Roy. You just did us a big
favour.”



Dropping the bow Roy Harper turned on his heels and ran.



“Looks like Roy doesn’t want to be a part of our family. Boys, you
know what to do.” With that twenty or so thugs chased Roy into the
night and he ran for his life. When they caught up with him he
barely escaped with it.

 

 



How could he have not noticed? The same face. Same hair. The
same goatee and the eyes. Those same eyes as always. One blue, one
brown, both cold and cruel. The barrel of the nine millimetre
pushed against Roy’s temple and his face distorted in fear.



“How are you doin all this?” he pleaded.



“It’s easy, Roy. Just pull back…” Gerard’s thumb pulled back on the
hammer “and fire.” Roy’s eyes instinctively closed. Roy didn’t need
to be a weapons expert to know what came next. The trigger would be
pulled back and a small lump of lead would send his head all across
the room. But it didn’t and he never pulled the trigger.



Opening his eyes Roy saw Gerard with one finger to his ear and
looking in another direction like he was some kind of FBI
agent.



Then turning back to Roy he simply said, “Maybe later then, Roy.”
With that he pulled the knives from above Roy’s shoulders and
replaced them in his boots as Roy collapsed to the floor. He kicked
Roy in the stomach to wind him and then took the bolos and placed
them on his belt by his hips. He then turned and left through the
window, the only signs he had ever been there were the broken
window, the winded body or Red Arrow and the hat lodged in the
wall. Then there was a knock at the door.



“Hey, Roy, its Dick, are you in.”



“Help me………………”

 

 


Titans Tower:

“So where was it they went again?” Beast Boy asked.



“See a friend…I think.” replied Vic. “Roy Harper, I’m
guessing.”



“Who?”



“Speedy.”

“Is he even a Titan still?”



“Once a Titan, always a Titan, but he’s left for a new job. What do
you reckon they’re talking about?” Vic Stone questioned to change
the subject.



“What do you mean?”



“Do you reckon they’re talking about us?” said Vic changing the
channel of the wall screen TV.



“What are they talking about us for?”



“They probably believe we are unprepared for this deadly a threat.”
Vic said in a mocking tone.



“What are you saying?”



“Are we?”



“What the hell does that mean, Vic?”



“It means they’re gonna fire us dumb-ass.” Responded Vic
Stone.



“Ya reckon?” Beast Boy replied.



“They might.”



“Dick would never do that.”



“What, you got a crush on him or something?” A large green gorilla
fist collided with Vic’s metal jaw. It didn’t really hurt either of
them to much.



“Seriously though,” Beast Boy had a vague look of worry on his face
“Would they really ditch us?”

 

 



Roy Harper’s Apartment:

After the Titans fussed over Roy trying to tend to any wounds, they
got about to the business of telling him the situation which slowly
turned into reminiscing which became Roy telling them about Gerard,
who they told him was now named Arsenal, which then steered the
conversation back to the Godhead. As they were talking Dick
returned having left to run traces on the knife that had pinned
Roy’s hat into the wall.



“So?” Roy asked “Where’d he get it?”



“Its standard U.S military. Could have been gained any where in the
States. No distinguishing marks, no serial number of any kind and
no finger prints. Not one. It’s a dead end.”



“So we still don’t know who’s behind Godhead?” asked Wally.



“Not a clue.”



“Then Dick is right.” Roy added “These new Titans. They aren’t
ready. And not to blow my own trumpet or anything but I'm just
saying, I was one of the original Titans right? And I’ve worked
with Green Arrow and so I should be a pretty keen fighter and I'm
handy with weapons and still I got taken down easily.”



“We all did, Roy.” Dick responded.



“Oh, I wasn’t like moanin’ or anything, I'm just saying that if
they can take down the most experienced members of the team do the
new guys really stand a chance.”



“They’re better than you think, Roy. You should give them more
credit.”



“Maybe, but none the less…”



There was a long pause as the Titans looked from one to each other.
They were all thinking the same thing and all hoping they were
wrong. Dick was the first to speak and as always was focusing
directly on the problem.



“They can handle it. What I want to know is where this Arsenal guy
went. You said he left in hurry?”



“Yeah. He kinda looked like someone was giving him instructions in
an ear piece; although I didn’t see one.” The crimson archer
replied.



“Okay…so say you want to hurt the Titans. You’ve attacked one of
the members who is on…hiatus but then your told you have more
important plans, and I think its fair to presume they are following
our actions so they knew we would be here shortly, where would
you?”



“Do you reckon he left because he didn’t want to have to fight us?”
Wally asked.



“Probably not because we know they are generally better in hand to
hand combat that we are.” Dick responded.



“So why would they leave just as we arrived?” Wonder Girl asked
this time.



There was another eerily long and frightful silence. Roy worked it
out first, “The others!”

 

 



Titans Tower:

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



“I don’t get how Dagon doesn’t get attacked like we do?” Garfield
Logan moaned.



“Maybe it’s because he’s on vacation visiting his family or
whatever.”



“What about Raven? I haven’t seen her in ages.”



“No one has Beast Boy. She said she was taking a break after the
whole mind control thing. Guess it was starting to mess her up a
bit.”



“Oh.”



“Yeah.” After an awkward silence he added, “Okay, I’m gonna hit the
gym and then turn in.” said the cyborg named Vic Stone.



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



The whole earth shook and pedestrians looked up to the sky as
history seemingly repeated itself. An explosion rocked the top
floors of the Titans tower sending metal and glass everywhere. A
horrified world looked on as smoke once again billowed into the
skyline of New York City.

 



To Be Continued…
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