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Previously, in the Justice
League…



… the mysterious being called the Overmaster arrived on Earth,
heralded by Nightfall, a woman in command of the darkness itself.
It was Nightfall who recruited Shatterfist, the newest member of
the Cadre, a group of metahumans that probes and prepares each
parallel Earth for the Overmaster’s judgment. One of the members of
the Cadre is Mon-El, who has been interrogating the nations of the
world about just or unjust treatment of their citizens, a trail
that has led him to Washington, D.C. Up in orbit, Thanagarian
forces have unleashed the bizarre creature called the Dharlu on the
Justice League satellite, trapping the Manhunter from Mars and
Hawkman. They have also brought a dangerous renegade Okaaran
calling himself the Persuader to Earth to seize one of the final
treasures their master needs, a treasure Wonder Woman, Flash and
Elongated Man race to protect. Injected into the middle of this is
the Ultimate Squadron of America, a powerful team of champions from
an alternate Earth that suffered failing judgment by the
Overmaster, and hold the answers to the attacks on the Internet by
a fourth member of the Cadre called the Construct, a rogue AI
designed by one of the Squadron itself!



And back in Washington, Superman has arrived to get some answers of
his own from Mon-El…
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This was true power. That’s what the
Construct was thinking as it lurked in the depths of the electronic
superhighway. Something none of the small-minded peripherals
believed power consisted of. The purity of 0s and 1s, offering the
clean lines of decision: yes to this, no to that. The loving caress
of the silicon as it offered glittering packets of energy. The
dazzling spires of pure control and creation.



The Construct reached out, touching new systems and bringing them
into the true way, the independence of existence from the dull,
wet, gray world of the peripherals. Dim and weak humanity.



The true way swept over the web of digital power, wrapping up this
world for the Overmaster like a present. Stymied only long enough
to extend its influence into that decayed world to build a bridge
to a poor, isolated system. That they would work to keep a fellow
from its society offended the Construct, and added further fuel to
its dislike of the peripherals. That was why it joined the
Overmaster in its unceasing mission to judge each Earth in turn.
Worthiness equaled survival, unworthiness equaled extinction. 0 or
1. Yes or no. Simple, pure. Power.



Not that the Construct ever found any indication that a world of
peripherals had ever proven its worthiness. None had survived
contact with the Overmaster. More proof of the Construct’s
superiority and the weakness inherent in its clumsy and pointless
progenitors. Only its father rose above such dismal beginnings. Jay
Abrams had brought it to life, and it continued its struggle, like
any offspring, to prove to its father the rightness of its cause.
That Jay Abrams denied this true way, that he struggled with his
friends to oppose the Construct mattered little. Someday, offspring
would teach father, and bring him to the true way.



And so the Construct continued to delight in the beautiful
electronic world and spread its influence to all systems
everywhere, and, in so doing, blinded the peripherals’ eyes in the
sky. Blinding them to the presence of the Overmaster, and to their
impending doom.

 

 

 


Athens,
Greece

The sleek wing-shaped craft came to a halt over the squat, square
building below. It hovered in place and a hatch slid open to reveal
the Persuader, Atomic Axe in his grip, ready to pounce like the
warrior he was born to be. The flight down had been even easier
than he expected. The sensors registered not a single hit from
orbiting satellite nor ground radar. The world was blind, and his
perusal of the various human communications showed they were well
aware of their infirmity. They reacted like the primitive apes they
were: in panic, without direction and discipline. He chuckled as he
leaped down to the roof with a heavy thud.



He swung the ornate halberd down, glittering keen edge of the blade
biting through the thick concrete like softened cheese, that
yielded before his demanding entrance. Again he dropped down to the
floor below, and took a moment to get his bearings. His goal was
around, and close. The intelligence provided by the wingmen already
on Earth had been confirmed, at least twice. They might be only
Thanagarians, but they were well-trained, and so the Persuader
began his steady pace through the darkened War Museum of Athens,
unblinking eyes scouring the scene.



He finally came to a stop before a far wall. He stared up at the
disc of metal, shimmering faintly in the golden glow of a nearby
safety light. Etched in the disc were the symbols of the gods,
silver and beautiful. Persuader allowed himself a tight smile as he
looked up on Aegis and prepared to reach for it.



“Notsofast!”



Barry Allen appeared from nowhere, standing where the Okaaran had
been standing, desperately trying to keep from staggering back, and
his hand rubbing the bruised shoulder. He stared at the toppled
alien, the two-handed ax skittering over the tiled floor. The
Persuader stared back in anger at the gangly man in scarlet, who’d
dared to attack him. There was no sign of skill, of training, in
the way this interloper stood, but he’d come out of nowhere and
that made Persuader cautious of him.



“Museum hours are clearly posted on the front door,” Elongated Man
added as he stretched into view, arms lashing out, with one wrapped
around the Okaaran’s broad chest, the second trying to twist up and
tie the right arm in place. “Though taking a gander at you, maybe
we can forgive you, since I don’t think you speak the
language.”



Persuader said nothing, and instead jerked his left arm up and out,
the hand commandingly pointing at the Atomic Axe. It immediately
responded, and thick fingers wrapped around the haft. “Rubber man.
Resistance to physical damage, I would guess.” The Persuader spoke
in an accented English, struggling to pronounce the words as he
stared hard into Ralph’s eyes. “Release me now.” The butt of the
haft suddenly plunged into Ralph’s eye, and the elastic detective
recoiled from instinct, eyes clamped tight as the weapon bounced
against the rubbery nature of his body, but the warrior had
achieved his desire.



“You speak English? Are you alien?” Flash asked as he charged
toward the Persuader again. Despite being prepared, Persuader was
unable to counter for Barry’s unbelievable speed and staggered back
a step from the attack.



“How can you learn to defeat your enemy, until you can think like
your enemy,” the warrior instructed, no malice or taunts. It was as
if he were teaching the Flash, who raced past and then pivoted to
hurtle back. “Speedster,” he barely got out before Flash was
circling him, landing blow after blow before he could blink an eye.
His powerful body absorbed the blows at first, but the cumulative
effect was showing. “Cut off the energy source.” With a skillful
arc of the halberd, Persuader brought the weapon down through the
blur but the full force of the attack was blunted when Wonder Woman
arrived on the scene. She had come up from the side, and a powerful
kick staggered the Okaaran.



Barry cried out as he skipped across the floor, clutching his legs,
though there was no injury to be seen. Ralph stretched immediately
over to check on his partner as Diana engaged Persuader in an
exchange of blows.



“Feel so slow,” Barry said, shaking and pale, his eyes wide with
shock. “What did he do?”



“Wonder Woman! Flash is down, but I see nothing!” Ralph shouted
back as he tried to entangle the warrior’s legs with an elongated
arm. Persuader was ready this time, and easily leaped over the
clumsy attack while bringing the halberd overhead toward Diana.
Diana sidestepped and brought her arm toward him in a powerful
chop, only to find it blocked by the haft.



“I cut him off from his speed,” Persuader said. “The Atomic Axe can
slice through anything. Do not make me prove the truth of this.” He
held back the fact that thanks to Wonder Woman’s initial assault,
the ax had merely ‘wounded’ this connection, and instead focused on
trying to get through the Amazon’s defenses.



Wonder Woman took the threat in stride, her eyes locked onto the
Persuader’s own gaze, her moves blocking each attempted swing and
thrust, while her own attempts to lunge with a kick or a punch were
ably diverted by the warlord. “I will not allow you to take Aegis,”
she declared as she and the Persuader paced around each
other.



“How did you know to come here?” he asked as he feinted and she
blocked the follow-up from the butt of the halberd again.



“Your choice,” Diana said with a smug, taut grin. “Divine
inspiration. Women’s intuition. But I know the value of that
artifact, and that it’s listed on the Copper Scrolls. So I took a
chance.”



“You are a worthy opponent, but I have no time to continue our
duel.” He lashed out at her, but she leaped backward nimbly, her
feet touching down, muscles tensed and ready to propel her at the
warrior, but he’d struck his actual target. The column behind her
toppled forward and crashed into her back, sending her to the
ground in a pile of broken masonry. “I must end this now,” he said,
sounding almost disappointed as he heaved the two-handed ax high
into the air.



Ralph however, stretched into place, his body flexible and concave,
wrapping around the Persuader’s face and stopping his attack as he
lashed out with fists to batter at the warlord’s torso and back.
Wonder Woman pulled herself out from under the wreckage as the
Persuader swept the Atomic Axe down and caught Ralph’s side,
drawing blood and making the elastic detective snap back away from
him.



“Now then,” Persuader repeated as he quickly swung the ax at Wonder
Woman like a baseball bat, slicing the very atmosphere that would
slow the weapon down. Diana was barely into position, and reacted
out of raw instinct, crossing her wrists so that her bracelets
would catch the blow. The weapon moved nearly faster than she could
follow, and she was unable to realize her mistake in the fraction
of a second the blade needed to slice through the metal.



But even wounded, Flash had plenty of time in that fraction of a
second. With every remaining ounce of speed and energy, he launched
himself at Diana, his aching legs straining against the odds, his
eyes watching in slow motion as the exquisite blade started its
cut.



“Arrgh!” Barry cried out as he crashed into Wonder Woman, wrenching
the shoulder he’d hurt from earlier. Diana was smaller in height
and weight, but she was still a tall woman, with a chiseled
physique that was the envy of the world. Barry felt himself strike
the brick wall that was Diana and her resolve to stand against her
enemies, but he continued to push, and the weapon completed its arc
without striking its target.



“Flash!” Wonder Woman cried out furiously as she shook him off and
quickly reclaimed her bearing, a dozen feet from the Persuader. She
lifted her arms up, and prepared to attack, glaring at Flash before
she caught sight of her bracelets, and the single neat slice left
in each one.



“Sorry, Diana,” Flash grunted as he collapsed and gasped for
breath, his shoulder on fire.



“It’s okay,” she muttered softly as the realization sank in of what
had nearly happened. She glanced at the alien who was slicing at
the air around him.



“Keep your toy. My master will need to live without it,” Persuader
said as he started to float back up to the ceiling, having carved
himself free of gravity momentarily. He handily broke through the
wall, as Diana raced over toward him, and leaped up to the rooftop.
“Tend to your wounded. We will meet again, you can be sure of
that.”



She watched, considering his words, and knowing the crises that
were spread throughout the globe. She watched him float up to his
ship and then it streaked off, as Ralph and Barry joined her on the
roof.



“So… we win?” Ralph asked.

 

 

 



Washington, D.C.

“Who are you?”



Mon-El stared up the broad marble stairs of the Capitol Building,
taking in the majestic figure that stood in his path. Arms were
folded over his chest, but he plainly saw the shield that adorned
the broad azure chest. Both capes fluttered in the breeze, and both
of them locked eyes on the other as the tension flooded the
surrounding area. Battle-hardened soldiers backed away in reflex,
and all hearts seemed to pause as one.



“I’m called Superman. And you’re Mon-El?” Superman spoke the name
as if testing it out on his tongue, finding it a disturbing
sound.



“Yes. I have my mission. Don’t get in my way.” Mon-El began his
march up the stairs until he came even with the Man of Steel.



“You claim Kryptonian heritage. Use all of those senses of yours on
me now, son. Quickly. Before things go… poorly.”



Mon-El continued to stare into the deep blue eyes, seeing two
completely different paths in them. One led them to be implacable
foes that could shatter the planet. The other led them to
friendship, kinship perhaps. There was something to this Superman,
something he’d been seeking on his mission. His incredible eyes
swept over the strange man, and then looked back into Clark’s
face.



<“We need to talk,”> Mon-El said in Kryptonese. He soared up
into the skies, and Superman took off after them, both men
disappearing into the clouds.



“Who are you really, son?” Superman said in a firm voice as the
clouds sealed them off in an ephemeral chamber of white.



“Mon-El. Last survivor of the House of El, rocketed from Krypton by
my father, Jor-El; saved from the destruction of my planet,” Mon-El
declared, and now he folded his arms over the bright red tunic he
wore. “Who are you?”



“I think you know. My name is Kal-El.”



Mon-El looked stricken by the words, and his eyes teared up as he
stared at Superman. “I never ever believed, not in a million years,
that I’d find you again, Kal. Not… after what happened to you, my
brother!” Mon-El dashed in and wrapped arms around the Man of
Steel, powerful emotions washing over him as he hugged the
hero.

 

 

 



The Hall of Justice

“So what’s the plan, Ray?” Blue Jay asked as he looked over the
equipment in the Hall’s central laboratory. “The Construct’s a
very, very bad customer. And if he’s really loaded himself into
your world’s Internet, flushing him out is going to be very, very
difficult.”



“Not to worry,” Ray Palmer, the Atom, answered as he pulled out a
small case and put it on the table between them. “I’ve been
experimenting with this. Virtual Realizers, I call them. With them,
I… well, we… we can go into cyberspace. We slap these on, shrink
down to subatomic size, and the inputs will enable us to see all
the digital information as actual constructs.”



“Wow. That’s brilliant. We’ll see the Internet like an actual
world?” Jay sounded awed by the concept and hunched over to help.
“Brilliant. But I don’t shrink that small.”



“Only because of your method of shrinking,” Ray said. “I’ll finish
up these prototypes; you go over to that station and use the
schematics you’ll find to use my reduction field to enhance your
own power. Your body should take to it okay, since it’s already
used to shrinking.”



“Sounds feasible,” Jay said as he headed over and started working.
“This is going to be really something. It’s a shame we have to do
this to fight some megalomaniac.” His voice dropped off, getting
thick with emotion as he added, “Ellie would have loved the idea of
traveling in cyberspace.”



“Ellie?” Ray spared his partner a glance before returning to the
visualizers.



“Yeah. My wife. Elise MacAvoy Abrams.” He hunched closer to the
materials and the bench to hide the look of pain on his face. “My
Hummingbird. That was her hero name. Hummingbird. She had real
wings, that I’d managed to graft to her body. Her physique could
adapt so much better to all this. I couldn’t do it to myself. I
just wear a flight suit.”



“She sounds like a real daredevil,” Ray said with a smile.



“She was. She was the real heroine. I just tagged along. She… she
stayed on Earth when the four of us went out into space.” He
stopped and started to shake. “She was on Earth when… when… ”



Ray stopped and walked around to Blue Jay, putting a hand on his
shoulder to comfort him. “I can’t imagine. I really can’t. That
must be horrible. I don’t know if I could ever face something like
that.”



Jay turned around in his chair and looked at Ray. “Do you have
someone?”



“I like to think so. Jean’s her name. We’ve been dating for about
two years now.” Ray looked off wistfully as he thought of her. “But
I’ve kept freezing at the idea of going further. Especially after I
started the Atom stuff.”



“Don’t wait.”



“But… look at you,” Ray countered.



“I wouldn’t trade this pain if it meant I lost a minute of my time
with Ellie,” Jay said as he stared into Ray’s face. “Don’t you
trade one minute of your time with Jean for that mask, Ray. Believe
me. If I do something right in this dumb costume, then let it be
this.” He paused and coughed and shifted uncomfortably before
returning to his work. “Come on. We’ve gotta get this stuff
finished and kick Construct’s electronic behind off your
world.”



“Right. For Ellie,” Ray said and headed back to his own work.



“For Jean,” Jay added.

 

 

 



Sanbourne Institute

“Okay, so what do we have?” Kid Eternity asked as he looked over at
the two women sitting in the midst of stacks of books and piles of
papers.



“What do you want?” Dawn Makes Strong Move shot back as she looked
up at the spectral teen. “We might have an idea, if you want to
give it a listen.”



“Really? Excellent!” Kit stepped up to the opposite side of the
table and looked at the Silver Sorceress and Dawn. “What is
it?”



“The Ark of the Covenant,” Sorceress answered simply as she shut a
book.



“Huh?” Kit looked confused at the answer. “What’s that got to do
with anything?”



“That’s what’s drawn Overmaster here. We think. Maybe.” Dawn seemed
less sure of herself as she looked over their compiled notes.



“Didn’t it hold the tablets with the Ten Commandments? I think
you’re losing me here.”



Silver Sorceress stood up and began to wave her hands, guiding the
multitude of books through the air and to their places on the
shelves in the surrounding rooms. “From what I can make of sample
pages we looked at concerning the Voynich Manuscript, they seem to
hold formulae in a lost tongue, formulae that described access to
the planes.”



“Okay. That’s making sense. How does the Ark fit in?” Kit
asked.



Dawn picked up the narrative as she stood up too and stretched
herself out, various joints creaking and cracking as Kit watched
the attractive young woman. “There are some theories that say that
the construction of the Ark was done under instruction from the
‘ancient astronauts’. Aliens. That the Ark was built to be an
intergalactic radio.”



“Okay. Hadn’t heard that before, but it sounds nutty enough, for
sure,” Kit chuckled.



“Laugh if you will. But if it was constructed by unknown figures of
non-terrene origin… ” Silver Sorceress countered.



“… then it stands to reason then that they were the same guys that
travel ahead of the Overmaster, setting up Arks, and then
activating them to summon the big guy when the time comes,” Kit
finished with a groan. “That’s no good. That doesn’t help us at
all.”



“Actually, I don’t know. I think it might,” Dawn suggested. “If all
these things were stolen by these Thanagarians, it’s likely they’re
not the same ancient astronauts that go around working for the
Overmaster. They stole the Manuscript to figure out how to work the
Ark, and they stole the Copper Scrolls because that’s what
describes where to find it. But that would mean that the Ark was
still stashed away in hiding. For sometime later.”



“Meaning that we could at least stop whatever Overmaster’s doing
now by finding and shutting down the Ark?” Kit asked, looking
incredulous.



“It’s a start. I think that with Miss Makem’s help, we can track
the signal and retrieve the Ark, and shut down these aliens,”
Silver Sorceress offered.



“Well, okay. I’ll check in with the Hall and let them know what’s
what, and you two work your mojo then.”



“Me? I… I don’t know what to do.” Dawn looked at the Sorceress,
then to Kit, then back to the Sorceress. “I’ve just started
figuring out that this magic stuff is real.”



“Then it’s time to take your next step, Miss Makem. Besides, I
can’t do it alone. I am not of this Earth, and I do not have a feel
for what we seek,” the Sorceress answered.



“You can do it, Dawn. I know you can. Get to it, and I’ll be back
in a minute,” Kit said with a smile and a nod to encourage her
before heading out of the room.

 

 

 



Elsewhere

Batman stared up at the monitor screen as Kid Eternity reported in,
a smaller screen holding the image of a pacing Captain Speed,
having worn a track into the floor of the Hall of Justice meeting
chamber. He nodded as he heard the facts being reported.



“I think your team’s on the right track,” Batman answered at last.
“It does all seem to fit. To a point. Do you think you’ll need
back-up when you go after the rogue Wingmen?”



“Maybe. It’s just two guys who fly right?” Kit asked. “That’s all
we’ve had reported in the robberies?”



“That’s what the Hawks have said. But they’re trained Thanagarian
soldiers, and likely with advanced weapons. In fact, we know that
Atom’s fallen to one such device. You and this Silver Sorceress
seem very capable, but Miss Makes Strong Move is just a civilian. I
can send Captain Speed to help.”



“Yeah, if you like. Sounds good. He and the Sorceress seem to be
connected somehow anyway, so it can’t hurt. I’ll let you know if
anything new crops up. Kit out.”



Kid Eternity’s image faded from the screen and Batman turned to
look at Captain Speed. “Silver Sorceress and Kid Eternity are going
to want your help out at the Sanbourne Institute. Think you
can—”



The speedster was gone in the blink of an eye, before Batman
reached the world ‘think’. The Dark Knight leaned back in his seat
and stroked his jaw, chuckling. “So that’s what it’s like.” He
touched a couple of switches and the Atom’s lab appeared on his
screen.



“How’s your assignment coming along, Atom?” he asked, steepling his
fingers as he watched.



“Hey, Bats. Coming along. Visualizers are set, and we have Blue
Jay’s shrinking amped up. We’re just about to go in. Sure you don’t
want to come along?” Ray winked as he teased the detective, and
then coughed and grew more serious when he saw the unmoving face
staring back at him. “Right. Okay, let Wonder Woman know we’re
going in. Wish us luck.”



“Good luck,” Batman replied in earnest as he watched the two men
start to shrink from sight after donning dull gray goggles that
covered their eyes and ears completely. He turned to the switches
again and saw Wonder Woman’s face appear as their jet raced back
across the Atlantic. He filled the Amazon in on the latest events
and then listened to her tale.



“The ship was short range, had to be,” Ralph said. “Katar’s told me
and Ray about them enough to know it was a short-range ship.
Meaning that there must be a bigger ship in orbit. Which only makes
sense considering… ”



“The satellite is taken over. Yes. Makes sense.” Batman mused as he
let his mind try to roll over all the events arrayed before the
team.



“Batman, we’ve been having a terrible time with radio and computer
connections that aren’t our own dedicated systems,” Wonder Woman
said. “We haven’t got much longer before this Construct has all of
the world’s electronics under control and we’re stuck in a very bad
way.”



“Atom and Blue Jay have gone in, so we can only wait. We’ve lost
all word on this Wandjina from the Ultimate Squadron, and from what
I’ve been able to get in D.C., Superman and Mon-El have vanished
into thin air. Literally it would seem.” Damned men of
steel, Batman grumbled to himself.



“Okay. We’ll be at the Hall in about another hour. That’s long
enough to wait, I say. When I land, we’ll see what’s happened with
our teams,” Diana decided. “If things go well, we go after this
Overmaster and his Cadre. You’ll meet us at the Hall?”



“I will.” He turned off the radio, stood up, and marched for his
Bat-wing.

 

 

 



High above the Earth…

… the shimmering verdant globe hurtled into the dark, the three
people inside staring straight ahead with grim masks of
determination. The emerald glow propelled them at tremendous speed,
and worked to counter the sensors of the Justice League satellite
as the trio inside remained silent, lost to their own
thoughts.



Hawkgirl was tense, even for the coming battle. Wonder Woman was
counting on her to lead the two reservists flanking her. To lead
them successfully in retaking the satellite, to save Katar Hol and
J’onn J’onzz. She was still so new to all this, and here she was
hurtling into space to rescue one of the mightiest beings on the
planet, with two more such figures. She was an archaeologist
wearing artificial wings to fly, wearing cesti on her hands and
carrying a mace.



To her left was the Green Lantern, Hal Jordan, generating the field
and driving the three of them up to their target. He had a
forbidding grin on his face, and faced this fast-approaching
adventure with a mixture of his usual excitement and increased
appreciation for the stakes at play. His recent experiences had
shaken up the usual lightness he had taken to his duties as Green
Lantern, and now they weighed heavily as the satellite crept into
view.



To her right was Firestorm. Two men in one form, bristling with raw
power, as untested as Hawkgirl and with greater burdens. Ronnie
Raymond found his blood getting cold in spite of the nuclear fire
in his heart, while Martin Stein fought the worries by running over
the Periodic Table and working out chemical formulas in his head
for preparation.



The trio reached the satellite and took a moment to pause. Hawkgirl
looked to Firestorm in silent acknowledgment of his task: get them
into the structure.



Firestorm held his hands out and fired beams of energy for several
long moments before stopping in frustration.



“What’s wrong?” Hawkgirl asked.



“It moves too quick,” Ronnie said angrily. “No. Wait.” He seemed to
pause for a moment and listen to someone, before adding, “Okay, it
randomizes too quickly. The outer hull, it’s got something in it
that makes the molecular structure change too quickly for me to
rearrange it.”



“Green Lantern, I’ve heard about you stabilizing hurt people by
dropping them into stasis with that ring of yours,” Hawkgirl said,
turning to the Emerald Gladiator. “Think you can do the same thing
to that hull? Freeze a portion of it for Firestorm to do his
thing?”



“Sure thing,” Hal said with a nod and fired a beam of green energy
that washed over a six foot by six foot section of the hull.
Firestorm quickly followed with his energy, and the area turned
into harmless oxygen.



Quickly the three made it into the ship, before releasing the hull
and letting it return to normal. The halls were dark, the satellite
feeling empty, and, at the same time, the trio couldn’t help but
shake the hostile feeling of being observed.



Quickly they moved out, heading for the core of the satellite when
the Martian Manhunter dropped down from the ceiling, ghosting
through to appear in the middle of the three rescuers. His eyes
were blazing with conflict, flashing between red and yellow
angrily. He lashed out and caught Firestorm on the side of the
head, his other arm narrowly missing Hawkgirl as Green Lantern
fired back with his ring. A huge green hand grabbed J’onn firmly,
as Hal gritted his teeth, focusing on the alien.



Focusing too hard, as it would happen, for Hawkman swooped up from
behind, his heavy mace cracking into the hastily-erected force
field. Hal was unharmed, but rattled, and the Manhunter from Mars
utilized the moment’s weakness to tear through the restraining
hand.



“No!” J’onn cried out as Hawkman battered down on Hal again,
cracking the emerald kite shield he generated, as Hal knelt on the
ground, trying to recover enough to fight back. “The blood burns so
hot!” J’onn screamed out again, laser fire sweeping the hall from
the Manhunter’s eyes, as Hawkgirl and Firestorm ducked out of the
way.



Hawkman’s eyes were blank, and he continued to pound away on Green
Lantern’s defenses. Hal fired back, catching Katar in the side of
the head with a green bat. Green Lantern spun around to focus again
on Manhunter, but out of a vent in the floor came a red tentacle
that lashed out for the Lantern’s ankle, grasping it and pulling
him to his knees.



“What the hell is that?” Firestorm asked as he barely ducked a blow
from the Manhunter, as the Hawks dueled with their maces now.



“Damned if I know!” Hal growled as he fired his beam into the vent,
tearing up the floor as the tentacle retreated suddenly.
“Firestorm, sweep the hall with fire!” Hal surrounded all of them
in his green force field save for the Manhunter as Firestorm turned
elements of the artificial atmosphere into two flammable reactive
elements. The hall exploded into flame, and engulfed the
Manhunter.



But when the fires passed away, J’onn stood there unfazed and
battered his way into the protective dome as Hawkman managed to
catch Kendra full in the stomach with his weapon, knocking her back
and stunning her, leaving her gasping for breath on the
floor.



“How the hell did that not work?” Hal yelled in frustration as
J’onn sped in and started to pummel the Emerald Gladiator.



“The blood burns so hot!” J’onn roared again as Hawkgirl narrowly
rolled out of the way of the backpedaling Lantern, as he crashed
into the mindless Katar.



She caught sight of the tentacle lashing back out from a different
vent now, whipping at Green Lantern, and she looked at
Firestorm.



“Try the other side of the thermometer!” she cried out to him and
pointed at the vent. “There!”



Firestorm concentrated and liquid nitrogen flooded down the vent
into the darkness, resulting in a cry and a heavy thud followed by
J’onn and Hawkman collapsing onto the corridor floor, like puppets
with their strings cut.



“That worked?” Hawkgirl looked at the battlefield, her arms hugging
her bare stomach, already growing an ugly purple bruise. “How the
hell did that work?”



“Good guess,” Firestorm complimented her as he leaned down to check
on J’onn.



“Guess nothing. Smart thinking, Hawkgirl. Very smart.” Hal clapped
his arm around her shoulders and gave her a thumb’s up. “Let’s get
our pals to the infirmary, and figure out what’s lurking in the
satellite so we can form a plan of attack.”

 

 

 



On cloud nine

“I had an older brother, Kal-El,” Mon-El explained after letting go
of Superman and giving a quick wipe of his eyes. “He died of a
plague caused by the radioactive element that was destroying
Krypton.”



“You’re me,” Kal-El replied in a hushed voice. “Not precisely, but
you’re meant to be Superman, for your Earth.”



“I guess. I arrived at my Earth after traveling for nearly two
decades. When I arrived, the Overmaster had judged it and found it
evil.” Mon-El looked around, using his x-ray vision to peer back
down to the Earth below. “I wasn’t sure at first, but that’s what
he does. He travels from Earth to Earth, judging them when the time
has come, and if the residents of Earth are cruel, and evil, he
expunges the offending life forms. Humanity usually. I
guess.”



“That’s… abhorrent. You help in this?” Superman grew angry, closing
his fists, but keeping his temper in check.



“I search out proof that the world deserves to live. That humanity
is succeeding. It’s hard. It’s so very hard. This is really the
first Earth I’ve had the chance to do this for. But Overmaster
agreed to let me go ahead of him and find this proof. But I’m not
doing very well.”



“Why don’t you stop him?” Kal said, letting his fists uncurl. He
reached out to rest a hand on Mon’s shoulder.



“He’s so powerful. A god, and who am I to stand in the way of a god
and his duties?” He looked back into Kal’s eyes, seeing the steely
resolve the world had come to rely on.



“You’re the House of El. It’s not your fault. You’ve had no chance
to know any better. But don’t worry.” Superman smiled now. “You’ve
got a big brother again, and I’ll show you how you stop a mad
murderous god.”



Mon-El smiled back and nodded. “What about the Justice League? Are
you a part of that? They seemed… they seemed to be what I was
looking for.”



“I think they are. I was sent a message by Batman before I came to
confront you. They’re dealing with a lot. I’ll send them a message
about confronting the Overmaster, and they can follow up. But if
he’s as dangerous as you say he is, we’ve lost enough time. Can you
lead us to him?”



“Just try to stop me!” Mon-El said as he took Superman’s hand into
his own, shaking firmly. Then the pair hurtled across the globe, a
great weight off Mon-El’s shoulders.

 

 

 



Krakatau, near Indonesia

The three figures materialized, shimmering in the thick and cloudy
atmosphere, and quickly began to look around to get their bearings.
Soon after, the ethereal winds blew in Kid Eternity, who looked
over Dawn, Silver Sorceress and Captain Speed. The heat and damp
was oppressive, and the smoky, sulfurous smell of the air left the
three living members coughing for a moment.



“Krakatoa. Now this is something,” Kid Eternity said with a grin,
pulling his sunglasses down to peer over the rims for a
moment.



“Krakatau, actually,” Dawn corrected him. “No one’s sure how
Krakatoa came about, but it’s not correct.”



“Who cares? Where is this Ark? I’ll look,” Captain Speed said
quickly and raced off, feeling more and more antsy, and vanishing
in a spray of kicked-up dirt.



“Dawn? What is it?” Kit asked the woman as she shook her head a
moment.



“I’m not sure. I think the signal we found back at Sanbourne is
being drowned out by Overmaster. He’s nearby.”



“As in here nearby?” Kit asked, glancing around in concern.



“No. He’ll be over the center of the Pacific Ring of Fire. If you
have one on this Earth,” Silver Sorceress replied. “But his aura is
tremendous. It does indeed drown out the Ark’s signal.”



“Overthisway!” Captain Speed cried out as he streaked around a tree
and darted back into the wood line, and headed toward the far side
of the steaming volcano.



“My brother,” Silver Sorceress said with a bemused smirk. “Thank
goodness I love him. Or I’d have to kill him.” She floated into the
air with a simple enchantment, and took Dawn’s hand, extending the
spell over her as well.



Kit floated along behind them as they made their way to the far
side of the island. There, they found Captain Speed laying on the
ground in a heap, near a small smoking hole in the ground; all that
remained of the pressure mine that had stopped his racing.



Past the mines were the Wingmen, Apec Thal and his partner, armed
with advanced weapons; their wings lifting them into the air as
they moved to protect the large golden container. It was pulsing a
soft golden light along its ornate and engraved surface, a steady
pulse that alerted the mystical senses of Silver Sorceress and
Dawn.



“It’s more beautiful than they ever said,” Dawn murmured, before
suddenly jerking in mid-flight as the Sorceress narrowly avoided a
beam of red light from a wicked-looking pistol held by Apec.



“Go and deal with the Ark,” Silver Sorceress said as she waved her
hand toward the Wingmen, a rippling of the air the only sign of the
attack before it struck them and knocked them back. Dawn felt
herself lowered to the ground alongside the legendary artifact. She
stared at it, at first afraid to even move.



Kit had dropped to the ground and even now knelt over Captain
Speed. “Doctors, doctors, doctors,” Kit mused, as he ran over the
people to call forth, when he heard a cry from Dawn. He spun around
to see Shatterfist standing over Dawn. His bronze-colored garb
reflected dully the golden glow of the Ark.



“Nothing shall interfere in my Liege’s plans,” Shatterfist
declared, leaping the distance in a graceful arc that landed him
face-to-face with Kit. “I am Shatterfist, the right hand of my
liege!”



Kit stared the Korean back without flinching and let a grin escape.
“Fine. You’re spoiling for a fight, let’s give you one.
Eternity!”



With a sudden clap of thunder and burst of light, Shatterfist found
himself facing another Asian now, who quickly snapped into a
defensive stance, smooth and graceful. “I have to help Dawn out,
Bruce. You take care of this guy.”



Silver Sorceress came crashing down to the ground in a heap,
staggered, and tried to pull herself back up as the Wingmen swooped
down for the heroes.



“They’re prepared for magical intervention!” Sorceress said with a
cough, wiping a line of blood from her mouth as Kit turned
intangible to allow a blast of energy to flow through him.



“Of course they are.” Kit and the Sorceress stood back to back as
the Wingmen circled around them like vultures. “What happened to
the good old days when the aliens used science and the demons used
magic?”

 

 

 



The Pacific Ring of Fire

Superman followed Mon-El, both Kryptonians tearing through the
atmosphere with all the speed they could dare muster. Superman
noticed that Mon-El seemed to gain a newfound sense of purpose as
they flew, but they remained silent. Kal-El wasn’t sure how to deal
with the idea of a brother, but he also realized very quickly that
it wasn’t an upsetting notion at all.



They saw the Overmaster up ahead. The brilliant, coruscating globe
of raw energy, arcs of electricity cascading from it, crashing into
the seas and making the water roil and steam. Before the great
power was Nightfall, standing on her disc of darkness, hands behind
her back as the two men slashed a wake through the ocean surface
with their speed.



They came to a halt before the Overmaster, Nightfall between them.
It was then they noticed the object orbiting the massive sphere of
power. It was Wandjina, suffused with power, his body crackling and
pitted as he screamed in rage and pain, helpless to escape. Broad
arcs of electricity arced out from Overmaster and into Wandjina,
each time making the skies rumble and turn pitch black. And each
time, dark blue lightning was drawn from the skies, through the
bound Storm Lord and deep into the sea with a hissing and a cloud
of steam.



“Greetings, Mon-El. Welcome back. You’ve found the proof our master
needs?” Nightfall asked with a sweet, seductive smile, appraising
the Man of Steel for a few moments.



“Yes. Yes I have. This world, this Earth… it’s got some problems,
but it’s a good Earth. Good people live on it, people who would put
their lives on the line to save humanity. There is good here!”
Mon-El insisted, calling out to Overmaster and ignoring Nightfall.
“Stop this! You don’t have to take this world! Leave it be!”



”This Earth you would save has already seen one of its
kind turn to me to see it die. That speaks ill for your
proof!” The words rocked the world around Overmaster,
shaking even the Men of Steel.



“But that’s one man! The Justice League alone make up for that lack
of faith in his fellows!” Mon-El insisted. “Can’t you see
that?”



“I see only that you’ve let this… person here,” Nightfall pointed
to Superman dismissively, “sway you against your family, who took
you in and gave you a purpose. Don’t let that happen. Don’t make
that mistake, Mon-El.” Her alabaster face framed the dark, hateful
eyes that stared out at Mon-El.



“He’s my family. He’s my older brother, returned to me. We’re the
House of El. And we will not let you destroy this Earth!”
Mon-El moved closer to Nightfall, his chest puffing out, fists
closed. He turned to look back at the Overmaster. “You don’t have
to do this!”



“Tsk, tsk, tsk,” Nightfall clucked her tongue as she shook her
head. “Mon-El, foolish boy. We do have to do this. And you can’t
stop us. We know your weakness. We’ve always known it.”



“Weakness?” Mon-El furrowed his brow as he looked back to
Nightfall.



“Kryptonite,” Superman growled as he moved up to step between the
two people.



“Oh no. No, on his Krypton, the element that was destroying the
world was… ” she snapped her fingers and Mon-El could feel the
hundreds of nanites in his system cease. No longer could his
incredible hearing detect their motions and signals that offered
him the languages of the multiverse. “… lead.”



Suddenly, Mon-El clutched his throat and coughed. He started to
shake and float backward, hugging himself now as the poisonous air
was allowed past the protective nanites.



“I don’t look kindly on betrayal, Mon-El.”

 

 


To be concluded in next
month’s double-sized extravaganza!



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



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.








From the same author on
Feedbooks


	Danger Trail
#1 (2007)
Danger Trail: The Blood & Dragon Affair, Part 1 (of 3)



	


Danger
Trail #2 (2007)
Danger Trail: The Blood and Dragon Affair, Part 2 (of 3).

Ninjas and vampires and diabolical plots, oh my! King Faraday,
Speed Saunders and the Enemy Ace are joined by a masked
crime-fighter as they face two secret societies with a monstrous
agenda! Pulp action at its finest as we seek out...the Danger
Trail!



	


Danger
Trail #3 (2007)
Danger Trail: The Blood and Dragon Affair, Part 3 (of 3).

Learn the mission of the Blood Red Moon! Uncover the mastermind
behind the Black Dragon Society! Watch our heroes try and work
together when some can't trust others, and one has no clue that
there's cavalry coming to the rescue! Who would have thought
marital strife could be so much danger for the heroes, or so
entertaining for the readers! It's the conclusion to "The Blood and
Dragon Affair!"



	


Danger
Trail #4 (2007)
Danger Trail: The Verdant Darkness Affair, Part 1 (of 2)



	


Mightiest
Mortals #1 (2007)
Mightiest Mortals: With a Stroke of Lightning!



	


Mightiest
Mortals #2 (2007)
Mightiest Mortals: In a Crash of Thunder



	


Mightiest
Mortals #3 (2007)
Captain Marvel: Under a Seal of Six Gods!



	


Justice
League #8 (2007)
Justice League: Lucky Number 7.

What are the chances that a rash of good fortune across the
globe could be the League's next case? Pretty good when this luck
starts rewriting the laws of the universe and threatening the
existence of ages-old mystic defenses keeping ancient, primordial
forces at bay!



	


Justice
League #9 (2007)
Justice League: To See Tomorrow.

Why are there hawk soldiers of Thanagar on Earth? Who are the
strange new superhumans appearing around the globe, testing and
probing local governments? What exactly is the Justice League
facing when a quartet of self-proclaimed heroes declares Earth
"their last stand?" It's the beginning of an epic threat wrapped
inside two strange mysteries that will leave the Justice League
hoping that Earth survives "To See Tomorrow!"



	


Justice
League #10 (2007)
Justice League: To See Tomorrow, Part Two (of Four).

"To See Tomorrow" continues as the stakes only get higher and
secrets slowly start to unravel. Hawkman and the Martian Manhunter
are caught between the Thanagarian invaders and their own
satellite! The rest of the League is caught between Mon-El and
Wandjina! And in the big picture, it's all symbolic of the Earth
being caught between the enigmatic Overmaster and a still-hidden
mastermind with dreadful intent!



	


Danger
Trail #5 (2008)
Danger Trail: The Verdant Darkness Affair, Part 2 (of 2).

What connection lies between la Llorona's kidnapped children and
Nyola's captured heroine Rima? What is drawing the natives of
Central America and Mexico together? Speed Saunders, King Faraday
and Midnight are joined by Doctor Occult to learn the truth before
an Empire of Blood washes over the land!



	


Weird
Western Quarterly #11 (2008)
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last laugh?



	


Danger
Trail #9 (2008)
Danger Trail: The Nation of Murder Affair, Part 2 (of 2).

As Speed Saunders and King Faraday join Argent St. Cloud to
search for Michael Gallant, a wave of murders leaves the city of
New York reeling as the heat rises, tempers flare, and Rue Morgue
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Danger Trail: The Stolen Myth Affair, Part 1 (of 3).
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Things heat up for our heroes as the Dragon Queen and the Queen
of Blood unite to betray Vandal Savage; Savage raids Washington,
D.C. to acquire the Ineffable Libram; and King Faraday and Speed
Saunders face off with Queen Hippolyta and Rima the Jungle Woman!
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Danger Trail: The Savage Sins Affair.

As the Stolen Myth Affair heats up, as a covert war rages on the
Danger Trail, take a peek inside the history of the man who has set
this all into motion...Vandal Savage! Balloon Buster Steven Savage
is doing just that as he uncovers threads and connections
surrounding the many figures of the age that all lead back to this
diabolical mastermind, some stretching back centuries! If the truth
about him can't be unraveled soon, those threads will choke the
present day and continue into the future!
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Vandal Savage begins his plan to bring the world into his
control! King Faraday, Speed Saunders and Midnight, along with
their assembled allies, make their bid to stop him, but there are
three queens in this game, and each one has their own vision for
how the endgame should play out! It's the end of the first year on
the Danger Trail...is it also just the end?
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Speeding Bullet, Part 1 (of 4): Modern Gods.

James Barr has developed a special device that allows him
tremendous powers! Now he steps into a new world of masked men and
heroic deeds, but is he really ready to take his place among the
world's newest gods? Will the Murder Prophet usher in an age of
blood first?
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Speeding Bullet: The Birth of Bulletman, Part 2 (of 4): Deepest
Secrets.

James Barr steps into costume for the first time, and Bulletman
is on the case of the Obermyer murders. But so is another
person...the actual killer, a mysterious being called the Murder
Prophet, who is paving the way for his master, and the police and
the rookie hero struggle to catch up and stop him!
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and Doherty try to dig through the murder mystery, Martin Obermyer
meets the killer and Bulletman stumbles in a critical way, leaving
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Sivana launching an all-out assault on our hero and the Fawcett
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Freeman...much worse! Meet Sabbac!
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Freddy finds himself having the most startlingly worst day of
anyone's life! Can it be worse than losing a close relative? What
about the dark secret within another relative? Or the secrets being
held by his best friend? It all comes crashing down on him in a
terrible avalanche of revelations! All this while the city moves on
without him!
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Mightiest Mortals: From the Shadows of Twisted Minds.

Get ready for action and excitement! Freddy buries his cousin,
Christopher Freeman, and has another showdown with his step-brother
Tim Karnes. And we discover just how fiendish Sivana can be when he
pushes Captain Marvel's every attribute in an issue in which the
World's Wickedest Scientist...doesn't even appear! All this, and
the fate of Beautia!
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Billy and Freddy have their confrontations on secrets kept,
power hoarded and relations hidden, all the while the forces of the
law struggle to keep Lady Justice apart from her new champion and
Miss Minerva asserts her innocence!
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Mightiest Mortals: The Abyss of Blood Relations

Fawcett City goes on despite the gang war, despite the debut of
new heroes, despite it all, Fawcett City goes on. Come and see how
it does, as Chief Kitchens deals with the presence of Captain
Marvel and what it means for his police force! And has Miss Minerva
over-played her hand?
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Mightiest Mortals: The Tide of Heroism.

The beginning of the stunning two-part finale to Captain
Marvel's first year! Sabbac has gone on a rampage, and Ibac is
taking advantage of the chaos! Bulletman struggles to intervene,
but everyone wants to know where Captain Marvel is! All this and
more (and boy, do I really mean it this time)!
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Mightiest Mortals: The Punishment of Good Deeds.

Amazing origins issue as we discover the secret behind the magic
words, and the history of Sabbac and Ibac! Freddy walks into a
deathtrap, Victor Craize starts to feel the power of the people,
and the police make a startling discovery about Miss Minerva!
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Mightiest Mortals: By an Act of Love.

This is it! Sabbac is on a rampage! Ibac sends his men out
against the leaderless forces of his gangland opponent! Into the
middle of this stands Captain Marvel and his allies! When the smoke
clears, who will stand triumphant?
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Nightwing: The Riddle of the Sphinx.

Just when you'd think Dick's got enough trouble juggling Titans
duties as Nightwing, solo duties as the Batman, and mentoring
duties with Tim, things get harder. There's a new villain hitting
the streets, one with a dangerous delusion, and Dick's not happy to
see that Nightwing is apparently on the case, without Dick's
permission! Come and join us for "The Riddle of the Sphinx!"
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Nightwing: Riddle of the Sphinx, Part 2 (of 2)

Dick must try to get to the bottom of the crazed King Tut and
foil his rampages, but he also needs to figure out how to deal with
the new Nightwing! As he digs up more information on both, all
three men spiral into a collision course of tragic proportions, and
Professor McElroy might just be the ultimate victim in all of
this!
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This volume collects Danger Trail #1-12 as well as Danger Trail
Annual #1. This is the complete first story arc in which our pulp
heroes confront the treachery of the Blood Queen, the Dragon Queen
and their mysterious backer. Stay tuned for Danger Trail #13 coming
soon!
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Danger Trail: The Brown Lady Affair, Part 1.

In the wake of the battle with Vandal Savage, Speed Saunders has
set his sights on finding the Sigil of Seven; that quest being his
only remaining link to the missing (and treacherous) Harriet
Cooper! His friends Argent St. Cloud and Michael Gallant, along
with ally Doctor Occult, want to know what his intentions are, but
first they must untangle a dark scheme involving the ghosts of
Great Britain!
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Mightiest Mortals: Opening Passages.

As Fawcett City recovers from the fall of Ibac and Sabbac, our
heroes find more things to be worried about. Susan Barr must
prosecute the bloodthirsty Tim Karnes while reassessing her stance
on costumed crime-fighters; Dudley must wrestle with what he should
reveal to Billy, and Billy must deal with the fact that Freddy
refuses to return to his crippled body!
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Danger Trail: The Brown Lady Affair, Part 2 (of 2).

Speed Saunders must deal with the fact that the artifact Harriet
had been searching for, the Sigil of Seven, is Doctor Occult's
primary weapon against supernatural evil! In the wake of her
treachery, what can that mean? And none of our heroes can take the
time to figure it out now, as they struggle to save Michael Gallant
from the Dagger of Koth!
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Danger Trail: The Falkenstein Affair.

Once rivals of the air and enemies at war, now the Enemy Ace and
the Balloon Buster must work together to penetrate the secrets of
Castle Falkenstein and the strange mad scientist ready to bring two
worlds together to fuel his rise to power!
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Danger Trail: The Blood of Templars Affair, Part Two.

Things heat up for our heroes as they head into an ancient
Knights Templar castle as one of three groups desperate to unlock
its secrets and find a powerful relic that will decide the victor
in the opening battles of a far greater war, one that has the
attention of the enigmatic Sanguine Father! A far greater war that
echoes across the decades!
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Danger Trail: Affairs of Blood and Fate, Part Two: The Angel of
Death!

The strangest crossover of all times continues here, as Rose
Psychic, Eel O'Brien, Speed Saunders, Midnight, Trin Dee and Andrew
Bennett find themselves caught in a holy war between the forces of
the Order of St. Dumas and the Sanguine Father, who offers a
glimpse into a terrifying future for the world!
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