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A Secret
Location:

Diana Prince, the Amazon warrior known as Wonder Woman, quietly
sipped the glass of mineral water in her hand and gazed at the door
of the small dark bar that she had been sitting in for the last
several minutes. She was early but, then again, when wasn’t she?
Every League meeting, she was there first. Every mission, she was
there at the front, fighting the ne’er do well that they faced. She
watched as an old man stood at the door thinking about coming in,
but then suddenly turned around and walked away. The bartender
looked over from where he stood and winked at her; she nodded in
understanding. She forced a smile, and then looked over to the door
as it slowly opened, rain pouring down outside.



Barry Allen, the Flash, stepped inside, untouched by the torrent
outside. Diana smiled as he walked over to her, hands in pockets,
and then sat down.



“You didn’t get wet?”



He looked to the bartender, and then back to Diana, then began to
speak. “I vibrated between the raindrops. If only everything
else were so easy.” He chuckled, and then continued, “I was
worried I was going to be the only one here. I should have known
better!”



Diana acknowledged his words. “We promised each other—”



“I know.” He looked at his own hands, lying on the table, and then
bit his lip. “I never expected it to be like this.”



Diana placed a hand on his, and nodded. “No one did.”



They both turned to the door as a man stumbled in, stinking of beer
and vomit, and singing the assorted hits of Dean Martin. Diana’s
nostrils flared and Barry looked at the man with disgust and
surprise. The bartender just smirked to himself.



“Sorry, friend, but there’s a private party going on here, today,”
Barry said gently, trying to escort the man outside.



“B-But I’m invited…” He placed a ringed hand on his chest, and it
flared outward, transforming the dishevelled-looking man into the
visage of Hal Jordan, Green Lantern of Earth, who wore a sly smile
on his face, but, just like the others, no mask, no costume. He was
himself. He pulled his father’s bomber jacket close to his body and
winked at Wonder Woman. They were themselves; a strange sight to
behold where these men and women were concerned.



Diana and Barry smiled as Hal began to speak. “I’m incognito!” He
winked, and then his face became solemn. “Faraday has my apartment
staked out. The government know me so I can’t go out looking like
myself any more unless I want a group of those… ‘super-soldiers’ on
my back.”



The bartender nodded and wandered back to the bar, picking up his
cloth and continuing to wipe empty glasses.



“Are we the only ones here?”



Diana bowed her head. “Clark went to go see Bruce. Something
happened in Gotham and… I don’t know. Katar and Ray said they would
be coming. But with the patrols…”



“It’s like we’re living in a fascist regime!” Barry spat. “We
should have known the bubble would burst some time…”



“Sure, you can say that now with hindsight.” Hal shrugged and then
looked over to the bartender. “Can I get a beer?”



Diana’s brow furrowed as the bartender began to pour a draught for
the hero. “Are you sure you should be drinking?”



“Probably not, but I want one, anyway..”



“I might as well have a beer too.” Barry smiled shyly. “My body
metabolises alcohol instantaneously.”



“But not Thanagarian Ale!” Katar Hol, the Hawkman from space,
grinned, as he appeared from the back door, wearing jeans and a
black jacket, his scruffy black hair hanging roughly around his
face. “As we discovered.”



Barry smiled. “Good to see you Katar. Now we’re just waiting for
Ray and…”



Ray Palmer, the Atom, suddenly appeared beside Katar in a flash of
light and a loud clicking. “I hitched a ride in Katar’s ear
lobe.”



Katar rubbed his ear, and grimaced. “Which was comfortable for all
those involved.”



Hal took a swig of his beer, and then looked around. “Looks like
we’re just waiting for J’onn and the Dynamic Duo.”



“Dynamic Duo?” Clark Kent, the Kryptonian hero known as Superman,
entered through the front of the bar, wearing his Smallville
varsity jacket and a smile. He was followed by a rough-looking
Bruce Wayne, the Batman, who wore a couple of days’ worth of
stubble on his jaw. “You call us the Dynamic Duo?”



Ray smiled, standing by the jukebox. “If the shoe fits.”



“Can we get down to business?” grunted Bruce, as he took his seat.
“Now isn’t the time for jokes. An entire nation is after us. We
need to resolve this crisis before it gets any worse.”



“How can this get any worse?” sighed Barry. “We’re wanted, and
those Knights…” He shook his head. “I’m sorry, I’m being negative.
But my son…”



“We understand, Barry.” The bartender placed his hand on the
Flash’s shoulder, and then looked to the others. “We all
understand.” He began to shift into the form of J’onn J’onzz, and
then into the guise of John Jones. The Martian Manhunter was
here.



“I was wondering why people were coming to the door and then
leaving before they entered. A little mental manipulation?” Barry
asked.



J’onn nodded with a small smile, “We can begin as soon as
he walks through the door.”



“He who?” Clark asked.



“Doesn’t the Chairman have to be present to begin meetings?” The
team turned toward the opening door, concealed batarangs raised,
lassos pulled, rings pointed and eyes burning red.



“Arthur!” Aquaman put up his hand as Wonder Woman and The Flash
rushed to him, holding the weakened man up. His beard was thicker
than usual, his hair longer too and his blue eyes were sullen and
deep. Hidden beneath his brown trench coat was his gold and green
costume, and he looked weak.

 

 



Interlude
One.

Maxwell Lord wasn’t smiling. He wasn’t laughing. He wasn’t having a
joke with his staff, or smoking Cuban cigars in the Oval Office. He
walked down the long dark corridor, every now and then a small
light illuminating the way. His face was contorted into a snarl,
impatient, eager, and hungry for what he wanted.



The doors swung open, and he stepped into a circle of bright light,
surrounded by darkness. A lone voice welcomed him. “Lord.”



“I don’t have time for formalities. It’s time.”



“Who are you to say it’s time for anything, Lord?”



Maxwell Lord, Leader of the Free World, snarled. “You’ve seen the
situation degenerate into a farce. The Justice League has worn out
their usefulness. They were needed to get us here, but now? They
disregarded a direct order. They may have locked us out of their
headquarters, but I’ve got specialists working to get in, and the
place is guarded twenty four seven. We have agents staking out the
known members’ homes. It. Is. Time.”



The voice didn’t reply at first, but, instead, a spark of light
illuminated the shadows as he lit a cigarette. The flame
illuminated his face, his dark eyes, his silver hair and his thin
lips. King Faraday began to speak. “We initiated the first phase
twelve minutes ago.”



Maxwell Lord grinned. “Good.”

 

 



A Secret
Location:

“You’re all my friends, you all know that,” Arthur smiled as he
sipped the glass of water J’onn had bought to him, and then
continued, “but my continued affiliation with the Justice League,
in this desperate hour, is dragging you down.”



Batman interrupted the Atlantean King, his finger raised. “Wait one
minute there, Aquaman!”



“Don’t, Bruce. I need to say this.” The King of the Seas sighed.
“I’m handing in my resignation. Effective immediately.”



Hal rolled his eyes. “We don’t accept.”



Arthur slammed his fist onto the table, anger flaring up inside of
him. “Oh, come on! You’re fugitives! You go out in public and
you’re targets! And it’s my fault! My weakness did this! You need
to be trusted. And me? I’m worse than… than Darkseid…” He shook his
head. “You can’t be affiliated with me. I won’t allow it.”



“Arthur, we can fix this…”



“Yes, you can, but not with me. I need to be with my people. We’re
at war, remember? So here is where we go our separate ways. I hope
there will be a time where we can meet again without fear of
death.” He grimaced. “But that time doesn’t seem to be anywhere in
the immediate future.”



He turned for the door, and then paused. “But if I may make one
suggestion?”



Clark nodded, and gestured for him to speak. “Please…?”



“You need a new Chairperson. And I think you all know who that
should be.” He smiled to himself. “And she has my
vote.”



“’She’?” Hal scratched his chin for a second, and then grinned.
“Ah. She.”



Wonder Woman blushed slightly, looking at all the other members of
the team. “I am honoured.”

 

 



Interlude
Two:

They sat around the darkened table waiting for him to show. It
didn’t take long, and their benefactor came in wearing his
expensive Armani suit. He sat at the end of the long table and took
them all in.



“Well?” one of them demanded.



“I have spoken to the President, Edward. He is furious and out for
blood with the Justice League, just as I knew would happen.



“Then everything is on track?” purred a female voice.



“Of course, my dear. We just need a bit more patience. Eventually
they, or us, will break into the Hall of Justice, and then it will
be our turn.”



“How can you be so confident?” another shadowed woman asked with an
air of arrogance.



The figure stood up. “I don’t care who you are; you will not
question me. It is all going according to plan. Now don’t you have
somewhere else to be?”



“Yes, Faraday has called a meeting. I shall return when I can,” the
seductive voice replied.

 

 



A Secret
Location:

“We can’t keep doing this,” Hal agreed. “We run the risk of being
captured if we keep meeting up. We’re a threat to ourselves.”



Bruce nodded. “Lantern’s right. The only thing we can do now is go
underground. Continue our separate lives but… carefully.” He looked
around. “The government aren’t going to stop me from continuing the
mission I laid out for myself… Or from investigating further into
this conspiracy. I’ve got contacts out, and I will figure out what
exactly these super-soldiers are.”



Clark looked up. “So what are you saying?”



Diana placed her hand on Bruce’s shoulder, which he took quietly,
and then she began to speak. “We have to go our separate ways for
the time being.”



Hal nodded. “Like Bruce said. Go underground.”



Barry grit his teeth. “Easy for you to say.”



Diana turned to J’onn. “We have the telepathic link. We can’t be
separated per se, but if anyone discovers anything
pertaining to the case at hand…”



Bruce pointed to his head and then hers. “Thought email.”



“Exactly.” She sighed. “So this is it.”



“It’s been a long wild ride…”



“Yes!” Katar placed his mace on the table, surprising everyone.
“And it is not over yet, friends. We will overcome this challenge
like we did Despero.” He grinned arrogantly, and Hal smiled,
nudging J’onn who merely nodded slowly. “Together, nothing is out
of our reach. Victory shall be ours!”



Barry sighed. “I wish I shared your enthusiasm.”



Clark began to unbutton his shirt, and revealed the ‘S’ symbol that
all the others knew him by. “If you need me, call me.” He headed to
the door, and then turned, smiling. “Katar’s right, guys.” And with
that, he left.



“You have my number.” Barry winked glumly, and then he vanished in
a flash of red.



Hal powered up his ring, and it sparked to life. “Bruce, need a
lift home?”



“No thanks.” Bruce shook his head and then opened the door to
leave, and was followed by Katar, Ray and Hal.



Diana and J’onn looked at each other for a moment. “I’m sure your
chairmanship could have started on much better terms.”



Diana chuckled. “Yes, friend. I believe that is a bit of an
understatement.” He put out his hand, and she took it. “Be safe,
J’onn.”



“Likewise, my queen.” He bowed slightly and then held the door open
for her.



He looked around the deserted bar and sat back down. What a way to
end an era.

 

 



Coast
City:

He stretched, and sat on the bench across the street from his
apartment. Hal Jordan did not like being told where he could and
could not go; he did not like being told what he could and could
not do, and right now… he watched the assortment of undercover DEO
agents as they watched his apartment. Time to try something out, he
thought. He made sure all DEO agents were facing away from him and
then a flare of his ring and his apartment lit up in a beacon of
green light, and then quickly subsided. He created an emerald copy
of himself, and watched as the agents rushed toward his building,
an elite squad of armoured sentries storming up stairwells until
they reached his apartment. He smiled, and wandered toward the vans
that they had been waiting in, and he flash-fried their equipment,
and then flew away, to somewhere safer.



Who could he trust?



Where could he hide out?



He arrived at Ferris Air, and smiled. She was still in her office,
even though there was nobody else there: Carol Ferris. He walked up
to her office, and knocked on the door. He knew she was in there…
Yet she didn’t answer. He slowly turned the door handle, and
entered the dimly lit room.



“Carol?”



No answer, but the cocking of a gun, and then—



 


KABLAM!

 

 



Central
City:

“Iris?” The apartment was quiet. No sound but the gentle breathing
of his son, Bart, who slept in the room next to him. He poked his
head into the dark nursery, and smiled. His son. His flesh and
blood. He looked around, and continued to search the apartment.
“Iris, where are you?” He slowly pushed open the door to his
bedroom, where his wife sat in the dark. “Honey? What’s up?”



She didn’t reply.



“Iris? Babe?”



She looked at him with cold dead eyes.



“I-Iris?!”



She jerked up the pistol, and began to fire—



 

KA-
-

 

 



Gotham
City:

Where was Alfred? He stepped out of his vehicle and was surprised
to not see his faithful retainer greet him with sarcasm. He gripped
a batarang and crept through the shadows. Something was wrong. The
cave’s defences hadn’t been breached. But there was no Alfred.
Alfred Pennyworth, long time butler to the Wayne estate. He
considered activating Batmite to see what was happening, but now
was not the time. Was he being paranoid? He didn’t know. The
batarang felt heavy in his hand. Maybe with all the pressure, with
the return of one of his greatest enemies, with all the questions
lingering in the air… Was he becoming edgy? Edgier than before? He
saw a shadow creep down the long stairwell that led up to the
manor, and dove toward it, his batarang aimed high—



“S-Sir?” Alfred stuttered the words, a tray of tea clattering down
the chiselled stone steps as he dropped them in surprise. “One
hopes this does not mean my employment is terminated?”



“Alfred,” Batman pulled off his cowl and shook his head, lowering
the batarang and placing it back in his utility belt, “I’m sorry,
things have taken a turn for the worse and I was afraid—”



“Excuse me?”



“I was afraid that you might have been injured. Attacked. Taken.”
He bit his lip. “I was scared for you, old friend.” He paused. “Did
you leave the cave entrance open?”



Alfred shook his head, “Never, why?”



“Because—”



 

KABLAM! KABLAM!
KABLAM!

 

 



Metropolis:

He opened the door to his apartment, and looked at Lois Lane as she
entered. She didn’t say ‘Hi, how you been?’, but instead: “Where
have you been, Smallville?”



Clark shrugged nonchalantly. “Nowhere. Asleep.”



She looked around awkwardly, and then continued. “Perry’s been
asking for you. I told him you’d be back when you’re up to
it.”



“I know. It’ll be soon, I think. I might fly back to Smallville, I
don’t know—”



She looked at him, a fierce look in her eye. “You shouldn’t be
doing anything strenuous, not after your injury…” Her words trailed
off.



Clark nodded in agreement. For all she knew, beneath this shirt and
tie was a barely healed bullet wound, caused by his taking one from
an assassin, who’d had Lois’s death on his agenda.



“I’ll be fine. I’m a quick healer. Like my Pa…” He grimaced.
“Anyway, anything new happen in the world of news since I left? Any
news on the Justice League? On Superman?”



Lois shrugged her shoulders exasperatedly. “Nothing. No word from
Superman, no word from any of them.”



“Can I get you a drink?”



“Sure.”



There was a knock at the door. “Can you get that?”



She laughed. “Sure!” He headed into the kitchenette and then
paused. He recognised the heartbeats behind the door. Perry and
Jimmy. There was something strange though. He heard something else.
A flutter of something else? He tensed slightly. He was
not a paranoid man, by any means. But… their heartbeats were
strange. Rhythmic. Together. Together exactly! Which was virtually
impossible. He put down the jug of coffee, and hurried into the
lounge. Lois was at the door, and she was about to open it.



“NO!” He moved her out of the way, and then gunshots rattled
through the door, wood splintering and plaster crumbling.



 

KABLAM!
KABLAM!

 

“Something’s wrong!” A fist punched through the splintered
doorframe, and Clark recognised it as Perry’s. “Something’s very
wrong!”

 

 



New
York:

Diana paced in her chambers, muttering to herself. She had just
been thrust in charge of another army, another group of people she
trusted, and she didn’t want to fail them. Her golden lasso was no
comfort to her, as she played with it, moving it around in her
hands. She walked over to the large window, a window that worked
only one way, so that nobody could see in, and saw the military
presence. They had set up a cordon around the embassy. What were
they hoping to do? Themyscira was part of the United Nations… What
were they going to do, storm the building?



“My Queen…” She turned as an armoured guard leant into her
chambers. “Steve Trevor is here.”



“Show him in,” ushered Diana, folding her lasso and attaching it to
her girdle. “Thank you, Penelope.” The guard smiled, and vanished
from sight.



Steve Trevor didn’t speak as he entered the room. He didn’t make a
sound. He walked over to Diana, and hugged her, and she was so
surprised by this that she didn’t even move, her arms stretched out
in front of her awkwardly.



“I’m sorry, Diana. I’m so sorry.”



“Why, Steve?”



“This whole situation, I have to—” He hesitated. He stuttered.
“—I—” He couldn’t finish his sentence. His sidearm was gone from
its holster; his back up weapon was with it at the entrance of the
embassy. No man-made weapons were allowed in the higher echelons of
the embassy. Only Themysciran. Only Greek. Only
woman-made. “—Uhn—”



“Steve?”



He didn’t reply. His eyes turned cold, and his hand went for his
sidearm.



“Steve?!”



Nothing! The hand found nothing, so the eyes searched the room in
an instant, and suddenly Steve Trevor had dove for the wall
display, and pulled an ancient sword from it!



“Great Hera!”

 

 



Ivy
Town:

Ray Palmer ushered in his friend and colleague through the silent
halls of his house, and directed him to a small box room. “You can
sleep here, Katar.”



Katar Hol removed his jacket, and threw it on the chair next to the
plain bed. “Thank you, Ray, I appreciate it.”



“No problem, man. ‘Sides—” He paused, and turned to the corridor
outside, where he saw his wife approach silently. “Hey, have you
met Jean?”



“No, I don’t think I’ve had the… Ray, does your woman normally
carry around a loaded pistol?”



Ray did a double take. “What?”



 

KABLAM!
KABLAM!

 

 



A Secret
Location:

J’onn J’onzz sat alone in the empty bar. The others were long gone
now, and he had stayed behind, to gather his thoughts. He was still
in his human guise, still John Jones, and as he sat in the
darkness, he could feel something was not quite right… He tipped
his fedora over his eyes, and sighed. It was still raining outside.
He felt isolated.



Suddenly, the room exploded with light. The front and back doors
were kicked down, and a group of masked men entered, weapons raised
and ready.



Lights were concentrated solely on him, so bright he could hardly
see, and then one of them began to speak. A strange, distorted
voice, like a radio transmission. “J’onn J’onzz, you are under
arrest for crimes against the United States of America! We are
authorised to use extreme sanctions to bring you in!”



J’onn didn’t look up. The soldiers’ masks must be shielded; he
couldn’t read their thoughts. So this wasn’t going to be as easy as
turning off their higher brain functions and walking away. They
didn’t twitch. They didn’t mutter. They were not afraid.



Now, he could turn immaterial, he could blind them with a blast of
his vision powers, or he could… He nodded slowly to himself.



He tipped up his fedora, and smiled at all the men and women
gathered. They didn’t register the fact that his eyes glowed an
unearthly red, but as they did— Green tentacles burst out from
J’onn’s chest, whipping at the lights and breaking them. The room
was cast into darkness. And then the Manhunter from Mars began his
attack. Now was not the time to be gentle… Now was the time to make
them afraid!

 

 



Coast
City:

“Carol! What are ya’—” cried out Hal as Carol Ferris emptied a clip
out of her .9mm at him, the bullets ricocheting off the wall behind
him as he dived out of the way. She didn’t even speak, let alone
stop what she was doing as he shouted.



“Fine, wanna play it like that—” Hal threw up his ring,
concentrated every stray thought and fantasy, and unleashed a green
blast of light that engulfed the young woman, and when the light
faded from view, she was frozen in place, her eyes glazed over and
the weapon clutched tightly in her hand. “Ring, remove offending
item.” He flicked his hand to his left, and the weapon vanished out
of the aura, and clattered to the ground. “Ring, scan subject Carol
Ferris to see what the hell just happened!”



Abin Sur’s voice answered him. “Xenobiological infection. Advise
immediate quarantine—”



“No time for that, ring. Remove whatever’s causing her to go stir
crazy, okay?” The ring buzzed in his hand. He loved that feeling.
His baby sparked, and suddenly Carol Ferris jerked inside the aura,
and something fell… From the back of her neck… “What the
hell?”



Abin Sur answered once more: “Designate: It.”



“Huh?”

 

 



Central
City:



 

- -BL-
-

 

He grabbed the bullet before it left the barrel, and stole all its
kinetic energy, the projectile falling to the fall with a clink in
front of Iris. He disarmed his wife and slowed down immensely,
before shaking her by the shoulders. “Iris! What’s happened? What’s
wrong?!”



She didn’t reply.



Why didn’t she reply?!



He searched her quickly, for a mind control device, for signs of
anything, until suddenly. “What the hell?” She tried to squirm out
of his grasp, but he held her tight, and pushed her hair away from
the back of her neck, “What is this thing!?” Something was attached
to her. Something… Mechanical? He couldn’t tell. He began to
vibrate his hand, and he passed it through the back of her neck,
and then with one swift movement, pulled out the strange device and
threw it to the ground, where it twitched and whined. “What is—” He
clutched his chest, pain suddenly flaring up through him, and then
took a deep breath. Damn. Not now. He clenched his fist and slammed
his foot down on the thing, crushing it completely.



“B-Barry?” Iris doubled over in his arms, and he pulled her close.
“What happened?”



“Nothing. It’s okay, it’s okay…” He stroked her hair and then sped
up her metabolism, the five scratches in her neck healing in the
blink of an eye.



“D-Don’t lie to me!” she stuttered, her head dizzy and
aching.



“I think… that this just got a whole of a lot personal, honey.” He
gritted his teeth. “Someone just took this thing to an entirely
different level.”

 

 



Gotham
City:

“Sonofa—” Bruce fell backwards, three bullets boring into his
armoured suit. He hit the bottom of the stairwell hard, coughing as
the air was snatched from his lungs.



“Master Bruce!” Alfred dove into an alcove, not catching a glimpse
of their attacker.



Footsteps echoed down the stone stairs. Alfred held onto the tray
in his hands, and when he saw the gun, aimed squarely at his
master, appear from around the corner, he swung round before Bruce
jerked up and reached out. “NO!” He struck the assailant in the
side of the head.



Vicki Vale took the hit hard, but she did not cry out as she
tumbled down the stairs. Bruce leapt up, catching her before she
hit the ground harder. She swung her arm up, still gripping the
weapon tightly, and put the muzzle under her boyfriend’s
head.



“Dah!” He pushed her arm back, pinched a nerve that made her
release the weapon, and then he pinched her neck, knocking her out.
“What… just… happened…?”



“Sorry, Master Bruce, I didn’t—”



“Don’t apologize,” interrupted Bruce, as he picked up Vicki. “Let’s
get her to the examination table.”

 

 



New
York:

He swung the weapon, and Diana dodged it with ease.
“Steve.”



He swung it again, nearly cutting her arm, but again missing.
“Steve.”



He drove the weapon toward her, aiming for her chest, but she slid
to the side, pushing the blade away softly with her forefinger.
“Steve, please.”



He wasn’t listening. “I’m warning you.”



He didn’t reply, but instead slashed down at the Amazonian Queen,
nicking her shoulder. “Enough.” She slammed her palm against the
blade, shattering it, and then in one deft movement wrapped Steve
up in her lasso. “What’s wrong?”



“Hrrnnnnt…” Steve struggled, somehow wanting to speak but unable
to.



“What just happened to you, Steve Trevor?!”



“Hhhhhhhraah!” He collapsed, and something sprang from the back of
his neck, and began to twitch away on the ground. “Guh! Guh…”



“What is that?” asked Diana, absentmindedly.



“A parasite!” shouted Steve.



She paused. “Stay here.” She walked over to the creature, and
picked it up, examining it closely. “What is this thing?”



Steve had untangled himself from the lasso by now, and was standing
away from Diana. “That thing… was put on me, not long ago… but… I
don’t know why I came here, Diana… I’m…” He headed for the door.
“I’ve got to go. I can’t… I can’t do this.”



“Steve?” He was gone. She looked around, and sighed. The thing in
her hand twitched, a small tentacle trying to penetrate her skin,
and she grimaced, crushing it between her fingers. It was time to
get to the bottom of this—

 

 



Ivy
Town:



 


THRD!

 

The bullet ricocheted away as an Nth Metal mace was flung across
the room, scant millimetres away from Ray Palmer’s face. “I’m
assuming that wasn’t a sign of affection!”



“Funny!” shouted Ray, over the ruckus, pulling up his black t-shirt
and pressing down on his white dwarf star belt, shrinking to
subatomic size. Katar watched as Jean clutched her ear, and then
suddenly collapsed to the ground. Ray appeared moments afterwards,
appearing out of her ear.



“I told you it wasn’t comfortable,” replied Katar, pointing to his
ear.



“Come on, we need help—”



“Wait, look,” observed the Thanagarian Hawkman, as he picked up the
dark-haired woman and placed her on the empty bed. “Her
neck…”

 

 



Gotham
City:

“Superman.” He spat the name, pacing the room backwards and
forwards. “I assume you just suffered the same undignified
‘surprise’ as I did?”



The reply was tense, whispered; “Batman, now isn’t a good
time—”



“Good time?” he spoke through gritted teeth. “Vicki Vale just tried
to kill me. She shot me in the chest. So forgive me if I’m a bit
angry! But right now, whoever’s behind these sleeper attacks, they
just made it personal, you understand that?” He looked over to
Vicki, who sat on his large bed, wrapped up tightly with blankets,
Alfred dressing the graze on her temple and the wound on her neck.
He took a deep breath. “They hurt her, Clark. They hurt
her.”



Suddenly, a voice filled Bruce Wayne’s consciousness – J’onn’s. He
hung up immediately, and listened: Friends, I have grave
news! He hesitated, and turned to the red-haired beauty he
called his girlfriend, and tried to smile reassuringly.



“Go, Bruce,” she sighed. “Go teach them a lesson.”



He ran a hand through her hair, and kissed her on the forehead. “I
love you.”

 

 



Now:

Another secret location, preordained by the team for emergencies
such as this, kept secret from anyone other than the Leaguers
themselves. They arrived roughly around the same time, Hal being
the last to appear.



“J’onn, you look like you’ve been through hell!” Diana reached out
her hand, but the Martian Manhunter shifted his form, absorbing the
cuts and bruises that had covered his body.



“I was ambushed at the bar. But don’t worry… I took care of them.
Sent those… ‘super-soldiers’ back to their masters with their tails
between their legs…” He gritted his teeth, and then began to speak:
“I know what’s happening to us.”



Bruce stared at his teammate, and cocked an eyebrow. “Excuse
me?”



“I attempted to scan the White House—”



Hal pointed a ringed finger at the Martian. “We knew that wouldn’t
work. Lord has the Oval Office insulated pretty well against
telepathic incursions…”



“It was a struggle, but I was able to expand my consciousness into
the White House, albeit weakened severely.” He grimaced, and rubbed
his forehead, beads of sweat forming. “And I sensed
something.”



Barry paused from pacing the room, and looked over to his friend.
“Sensed?”



“I couldn’t—” He struggled for words. “I couldn’t lock on to it. I
couldn’t… I couldn’t put my finger on it, as it were. It was like
when you experience déjà vu, or attempt to remember a dream… But
what happened… I sensed an echo. An echo in the back of people’s
minds.”



Clark looked at the other Leaguers assembled. “What does that
mean?”



“I have lived a long life, my friends, faced things you could not
imagine, and I have sensed this echo before.” He looked at his
hands, and then back to the team. “And I nearly died at their hands
before.”



“Who, J’onn?” inquired Diana sharply. “Who is it?!”



J’onn sighed heavily and pressed a hand to his temple, projecting
an image into the minds of his teammates. A massive green
star-shaped creature appeared in their minds’ eye, eclipsing the
Sun, and from out of it, billions of tiny spores, all with a
glowing red eye shining as they descended. The spores were
different colours, green and purple, but the intent was the same.
The League watched as the beings descended to the ground, and then
they watched as an entire race was engulfed and enslaved in
minutes. They realised that this wasn’t a projection… but a memory.
“It is here. The Star Conqueror is on Earth, and the
Martian race barely managed to defeat it before…”



Batman smirked slightly.



“What?”



“This Star Conqueror just started a war.” His smile didn’t subside.
“And I don’t intend to lose to a giant starfish.”

 



To Be Continued!



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



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



All characters are (c) DC Comics and no infringement upon their
copyrights is intended. Support DC Comics by buying their monthly
comic books and graphic novels.
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New
Outsiders #19 (2007)
New Outsiders: Eve of Destruction.

An escaped project at Cadmus fuels an investigation by the
Outsiders, but what they find deep in the laboratories of the
facility will change their perspective on everything they have ever
believed in. Also, the revelation of the newest member of the team!
And a familiar DC character makes their first appearance in the
DC2!

Warning: You may want to read Justice League #6 before reading
this issue of New Outsiders!
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