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What is a phase?  A distinct period or stage in a process of change forming part of something's development, or a genetic seasonal variety of an animal's coloration?  It’s even known as a distinct, or homogeneous form of matter, meaning a particular solid, liquid, and gas.  Separated out by its surface from other forms of life. The final known phase is a relationship in time between the successive states, cycles of an oscillating called repeating system. Such things as an alternating electric current, a light, sound wave, and either a fixed reference point, as well as the states and/or cycles of another system in which it may or may not have synchrony. 

The word’s usage in this world was to describe the jump in power of the greatest hero. First was an antihero named Death Bringer. His heart was in the right place, but he enforced his will on anyone who he wanted to use that day. The reason he was allowed to do this was because the first American hero of this world was government backed. One night he was in a bar, still wearing his all red, white, and blue costume. It was a hooded getup that in his later years, he added red horns too. He self-destructed on a daily basis, his worst, creating his killer, a Vietnamese boy known as TET.

Death Bringer was bombed out of his mind on drugs, used in his mission area, during the Vietnam war. Sitting at the bar he was drinking a shot, as a mother told him, “You must let us go! The French soldiers are coming!” Quaking, and screams filled the air, but he wasn’t ready to let them go. “Pour me another drink,” he yelled at her! Smashing the full bottle on the bar, some of the glass cut his face, and he lost it. Punching the mother in the face then, walking behind the counter stomped on her head. She screamed to her son, who was sitting in the corner the whole time, “Run TET!”

The boy could do nothing, while he told the boy to, “Die in the war, if he was lucky.” Death Bringer’s evil went on for another fifteen years, becoming more, and more depraved in his evils. Until he met his end on January first 1968, the day TET was named after lunar New Year holiday TET.  A mutable pronged offensive attack that took place in over hundreds of different locations, TET himself wore the same gear as his men. Green tees, and baggy green paints, covered with black election tape. A twenty-year-old TET, led the attack on the town himself, and defeated a strung out Death Bringer. 

He did it in an old school duel, where they fought right in front of Death Bringers men. Some of the hardest men in the war cheered as they warred on one another. The battle they had was one long beat down on Death Bringer, where TET marked himself with Death Bringer's blood, forever calling himself Bloody TET.  Leading the communist ambitions of Red China TET became much like Death Bringer in his acts of evil, committed on his country’s enemies. His war went until the Sino-Vietnamese War where his home land attacked his new employer. Turning on his new bosses, TET helped his people push back the countless tanks, but lost his life in the process.

Leaving the world without its strongest hero, made other parts of it try to make one. This was where Premiumman, John Salvadra, and Royal Airlift were born. John was created by a Mad German cyborg, who was attempting to make the perfect psychic-warrior in genetics. He used the brain waves of the strongest psychic villains, and heroes, and imprinted them on top of one another. That part took him a year and a half and was placed in John’s brain. When the program was done, the doctor informed John that he would be reconditioned to serve their masters of the dark. A secret German organization that was still composed of ambitious Villains, who seek world domination, to this day.

Right before they could initiate mind control, the British hero known as Royal Airlift smashed through the cave wall, by using two of his wing like jetpack’s missiles. You see, Royal Airlift was a part of the royal family, but so far away from the crown that he was almost treated like a normal person. So to represent his blue blooded roots, in a proud way he went into the Airlift program. Being the only participant to pass the course, he was given a silver, and black jetpack that was regularly regulated, by over sixty technicians. Who spoke in his golden blue headset, stored in his drastically less padded football like helmet. His uniform seemed more to be a FIVA racer’s, it was the same color as his headwear.

His missiles came from chromed metal tubes on his back, which let loose miniature Tomahawk missiles. In his hands he held two Walter PPKs, and efficiently fired them at the German guards, killing most of them, with a single shot. Doing one three-hundred-sixty degree turn Royal Airlift fired Tomahawks all over the multi floored room, taking out over forty attacking enemies. Landing next to John, he unlocked him from the CAT scan like machine. “Mate I’m here to get you out,” he told John while he strapped him to the front of his uniform, his tight form had no problem connecting an exhausted John to him. 

From all the experiments, John slumped over in Royal Airlift arms when he flew out the hole in the wall he made. The wars went on to find the next phase, but John with his new friend Royal Airlift, to help reenlisted in the slowly forming Exalted hero unit. Where John’s new friend spent most of his time, hanging out with other Exalted heroes. At the start of John’s changes, that took place, a boy was born in an American lab. He was born from the DNA of a twelve billion year old, dead organic piece of metal. It dated as a venerable rock, but it still had living blood moving within it. 

In the need to have a hero of their own, who could stop daily bomb raids on US cities, you see a Russian Villain named Fakuta, after the evil provision of the same name. He was a Flying powered, beam shooting man, who could transform into a forty-foot dragon. This was due to millions of 1969 Russian dollars, which splice his DNA with mutable reptiles, and birds, linked to flying dinosaurs. With his ace wing of jet pilots, wherever he went, Fakuta ruled the sky. On the day a Five-year-old Mara Zexel was on vacation, a twenty-year-old boy met him in the air, over the city of Las Vegas. 

It was known to many that Fakuta was now the strongest in the world. He destroyed more, in his dragon form then most bombs. That day, he and his men entered American airspace with a new toy, a robot that was usually used on the Exalted units at the eastern front. A place where the boy went to train, in preparation for city protection, so he had seen many of them, but why would that matter with Fakuta in the sky? The boy’s name was Premiumman, and this was his city. Both Premiumman, and Fakuta focused everything they had on one another. The Russian dragon fought hard with his red beamed breath weapon, as Premiumman activated his Exalted speed. 

This was where Fakuta’s full powered beam met, Premium’s Jupiter punch, and the boom that caused a twelve-year-old boy to scream, and caused a father to Drive faster than ever before. On that day he killed Lightning Fast’s parents, and created his own killer. On September 24, Mara stood on Jupiter, she faced her family’s killer, and she burned his skin from his bones. She closed out the year of 2015 by saving her fair city of New York, from complete nuclear destruction. The whole world saw it, and now worshiped, or feared her. Lightning sat on Zeek’s plane, in one of the restaurant booths, on the now sixty-foot plane. Mara had made a lot of changes to the white plane. 

She had added a war room, and more guns then you could shake a stick at, as well as rockets to the plane. She removed the striper poles, and cooking area, to also add fully loaded holographic emitters. Completely taking over the cooking area, the eight-foot by eight-foot computer brain that took the room, was repeatedly cooled by refrigeration. Standing up John touched the air, opening a holographic TV screen, John said, “Alright, we're going to England, they just left the EU so it’s a tremulous place. They’ve had a few riots, and large scale protests.” Hitting the right, and left corners of the twelve-inch hollow screen, expanding it to forty-inch. The screen showed a six-four, British hero named King’s Code, his flag getup was that of a union jack. 

It looked as if someone took the center of the flag, and placed it on the middle of his forehead, letting it drape, folding in its flow. As it hit the screen, Mara strangely said, “That’s a weird suit, if I fought that guy, it would make all of his movements almost impossible to read.” Glancing at Lightning then back to the screen, John commented, “You have no idea. His powers are of displacement. He was a young, fourteen-year old, when he got kidnaped by a previously top ten villain, on the world list. The Villain injected him with a drug that caused him to vibrate uncontrollably.

This villain was Blue knighting Gail’s teacher, he was testing a new mutagen that he later discontinued. It took Ambrose three weeks to learn how to use his powers properly.” Taking a sip of her Lightning-Ade, a drink named after her three years ago, and now that the world knew who she was she brought the company. Boosting its stock with her own money had allowed her to build factories all over Europe. She drank some of the soda’s new cherry flavor, then said, “He didn’t beat my record of two weeks!” smirking, John went on, “He’s been doing his job for two years, he's a rookie.”

“He’s the one we’ll be meeting when we land,” hitting the screen with his finger, Salvadra changed the still image, too a newsreel. The reel showed King’s Code standing in front of a group of EU protesters, with a group of Bobbies at his back. The cops wore riot gear, as he yelled to them, “Go home!” Angry at him they yelled obscenities about him, even though they were there for England leaving the EU, they focused their rage on the flag he wore. Turning to Mara, he said sadly, “He’s hated by most of the protesters, right now. He was beloved.” Leaning back Lightning disappointedly spoke, “It’s the flag, the things a bullseye right now.”

Tapping the image, it changed to a six-eight man, wearing the same sort of flag motif as King’s code, but with a confederate flag instead. The pitcher showed him punching King’s Code in the face, in the middle of a busy street. “Bad photo,” Lightning cringingly commented. Stopping for a second to reply to her, john sadly stated, “I know right?” “This is his villain OverSeer, not much is known about him. What we do know is that he’s a southerner, who ended up in the Somalin skin trade, and adopted the suit, and name as a result,” Salvadra disdain fully stated. “He might show up,” John added. Poking the screen again, he said, “Let me introduce you to some of the other players in the city of England.” 

“What’s going on in the city that needs me,” Mara interestedly asked? Poking the screen from black to another video, John remarked, “I’ll get to that.” The video showed two Russian heroes, who were spies’, blaster fighting in Red Square. “The man is a government spy, who works directly for the secret police. We only know that because back in 2008, the report that had been released showed his name. So Red Iron became a city defender, to keep up his work rate. This guy loves his job,” he explained.

Pointing at the woman at the bottom of the screen,  John stated, “It's mostly because of the women at the base right here. Her name is Mother Land, they’re in some weird Russian form of love thing.” Putting up her feet, on the rest of the booth right next to her, Lightning Fast said, “What do you mean by that?” Hitting the screen again, he showed surveillance camera footage of Mother Land’s blond haired, slender frame exiting an elevator, from the outside. “She, and Red Iron went missing, after they jointly saved the Russian consulate. For four days, and were found in this El Salvadorian hotel,” he admitted. She was wearing a long black dress, but a man’s pair of running shoes. Looking around she quickly exited the frame. 

Hitting the end of the video, John committed, “This was him fifteen minutes later.” Stumbling around the elevator, a five-foot eleven-inch, black haired Red Iron, tried to lean on the wall. He held Mother Lands high heels, in his other hand. Laughing Lightning clapped a few times, while she commented, “Well we know what they were doing!” Smiling, he spoke, “Yea, it almost got the both assassinated by their own organization, Mother Land and Red Iron convinced them that information from the other side would help.” Before she took another sip of her drink, Mara happily stated, “I like these two, they effectively tricked their own country into letting them date!” 

Tapping the screen, while he joked, “That they did.” The screen depicted a Bodybuilder, in work out gear. Putting down her clear glass, Mara deceivingly asked, “Who’s this, workout man?” Displeased with his own efforts, John told her, “We don’t know. The only reason we know he’s a hero is.” Tapping the screen, with the side of this hand, he continued, “This.”  A Cell Phone camera showed a German woman being held hostage by a terrorist, and he stood in front of the true monster. “Stay back, I’ll shoot her,” the homegrown terrorist yelled. Ignoring the man the German hero walked towards the AK, tingling as if it hit a battleship, the bullets bounced off. Yelling the terrorist unloaded his weapon at the hero, it did nothing. 

Glairing his teeth the hero kicked him so hard that he flew out of sight, then hugged the woman, who was crying. Ending, the video went too black, then John smirked like he was hiding something, “This hero has no other intro than this.” Tapping the hollow screen, he stepped back. A five-foot, six-inch, Chinese woman, of twenty-two was running in a Skin tight pink, and yellow belly shirt, and spandex pants. She had a cybernetic cat’s tail attached to her spine’s base. She ran down a double sided, brick made entrance to a two car garage. In the garage were five Triad firing SMGs at her. Running up the wall, she dogged the rounds, leaping from the wall she landed in the garage. Wrapping her tail around the closest man’s leg she tossed him at the others knocking them all out. 

Removing a Minnie camera from her belt she turned it on, as she fluffed her hair, with one hand. Pointing it at herself she Proudly said, “Hi, it’s me Mao. To all my fans, I just took out five more Triads, keeping the city of Beijing safe for all of you.” Just then behind her on the top of the wall, two of those very same male fans, held themselves up, with their arms. Cheering for her, one of them yelled, “Give us the Mao special!” coyly smirking at her own camera she attached it to the wall, via a sticky back. Turning it from the viewer she pulled up her top, flashing the two men, falling off the wall both of them disappeared off screen. 

Stepping back to where he was, John stood there as Mara abruptly remarked, “What the hell was that crap!” Calling back to them, Star said, “The Mao file!?” “Yea,” John called back!” Looking at the cockpit Mara told her, “You believe her?!” “I know,” Star replied! “Next,” Lightning stated. Hitting the screen for the next person he stated, “The upper class residents feel the same way, but the punk crowd loves her.” “To Japan, then,” he changed the subject. Showing a man, and women team, known as Chidor, and Akina. They wore bio-tech Samurai armor in this picture, his was red, hers was black. They both also carried swords half their size, in their right hands. 

“This is, the guy’s Chidori, and the girl’s Akina,” John said confusedly. “Yea, there are Japan's anti-heroes, who kill for money. They came to my city once,” she vengefully stated.  Letting the picture stay, John concernedly asked, “So you know them?” Taking another sip of her Lightning Ade, she commented, “He tried to cut off my head, and she almost froze me to death with her ice magic.” Putting down the cup she continued, “It’s cool, I helped them stop HeadShot from killing one of their family members. So they like me.” Answering, “K.” John hit the screen one last time, showing a video of an Israelite man, he could barely be seen, at night, as he sniped four Pakistani soldiers, firing at him, as he laid flat on a hill. 

Going to another one it showed him sneaking up behind two different soldiers, breaking the first one’s neck he shot the second one, with a silencer fitted handgun. As more videos played, Mara got a good look at him by piecing together many of his images in her mind. He was about Five-foot, six-inch, or five-foot, eight-inch. He wore desert colored fatigues, and a black cobra like hood, he was very good, she thought. “ This is the last one before we land. This is a hero named the Black Cobra of Negev, he’s the head of the Israelite counter terror watch, and head infiltrator of said group. He’s been in the field since 2000, so fifteen years of the hardest black bag OPs, that aren’t allowed to be talked about. Simply put, he’s a badass. One problem is he hates authority.

He’s knocked out two commanding officers that got his men killed, and because of that he hasn’t worked on a team since 2006.” Bouncing a little, as the plane touched down, Mara asked, “Why are you telling me all this?” Opening the plane’s main door, to her screaming fans, John, unnervingly stated, “Later, you're heading to Buckingham palace today.” Getting up, Lightning showed her new suit that let her pretty face be shown. Her raven black hair, her one blue eye, and green eye, which had a scar running through it to her cheek. Her new suit was still black, and red, but it was drastically different in form then the other she wore. 

It was not metal, but a cloth weave that held electoral charges, very well. It was a little armored, though it still gave her maximum movement, and made her feel good when she had it on. Right before she got to the door, John rewardingly told her, “A UN vote was taken today, you’re the world’s greatest hero.” All, but pushing her out the hatch, John closed it behind her. Cameras flashed in her face, as she stood on a set of stairs, which led to the runway underneath her. The steps were silver metal, and the railing was yellow, it went down about thirty-five feet. 

Besides the camera’s flashing, and the reporters doing their jobs, reporting on the greatest hero's landing, everyone was silent. They were amazed that Mara Zexel was really the American hero Lightning Fast. Sighing, just low enough to not let anyone hear her, Lightning then put on her golden Aura. A mode that made her whole body turn a golden mercury version of pure lightning, its golden energy moved so fast that it was shaking still. The golden aura covered her from head to toe, and showed only her outline, allowing her blue eyes to disappear, making her green one shine.

Cheering in mass hysteria, the crowd cried for her. She didn’t use the stairs, and floated down to the ground. Wanting to put on a good show for the fans, hoping it would brighten their day, she used her newest power to connect to the planet she was on. Before she touched down, Mara turned the sky pitch black. Being there King’s Code looked up as he signed an autograph. Red Iron stopped hitting on Mother Land, as she, and the woman she was taking a photo with gawked up at the sky, while the camera flashed. Mao did the same, as she quickly handed back a woman's child. Chidori, and Akina placed their hands on their katana hilt, and stared at Lightning Fast. The Black Cobra of Negev looked up with, as his cigar in his mouth, burned brightly, as he smoked it. 

Noticing the other heroes around her, Lightning cooled it down, and letting go of the world connection stopped. All the heroes, except King’s Code, thought Mara’s power was a danger to all around her. Turning back to her suited self, Mara waited as groups of people ran to her, she sighted papers, bottles of Lightning Ade, as well as cans. She even sighted promotional material for her greatest hero vote. All of them sighted autographs, not because they wanted accolades, but because they wanted to inspire some kid, or make one day better. They did this until they reached the limo, they were all supposed to get into.

Waving bye, they entered it, Lightning was the last one. She sat next to Negev, and kindly asked, “Does anyone know why we’re here?” Pointing to Mara, Mother Land spoke to Red Iron, “Even the world’s greatest doesn’t know?” Still smoking his bellowing cigar, Negev took one more puff, then pitched it out the window next to Lightning. Leaning back, she perturbedly glared at him, while she silently spoke, “I didn’t hit you. My life’s full of death, so were all probably being kidnaped by Villains.” Sitting up, King’s Code commented, “Don’t even joke like that. Last time I got kidnaped I got my powers.” Fanning Tera, Mao joked, “Oh no. The power to look like a blur, that will save me from that falling wall.” 

Turning his head to Mao, King’s Code, hurt by her words, said, “I’d run from the wall, and at least my power isn’t to be a whore.” Trying to scratch at him, with her metal claws, over the couple Chidori, and Akina, she yelled, “You’ll pay for that!” Feeling cramped by their fighting Akina cried out, “Stop you two!” When she did, frost pushed out of her body, chilling the top of the limo. Butting in Lighting commented, “Still have that ice magic, controlled by your emotional output?” Smirking at her, Akina sarcastically stated, “Yes I do, Lightning, and it’s good to see you.” 

Speaking on the matter, Mother Land intrigued asked, “So you two know one another?” Answering for her, Akina surely stated, “Me, and my husband got a contract to kill her. Our employer thought she was a menacing villain, and her breaking my leg.” Jumping in her husband, Chidori unhappily told everyone, “And my sword.” Patting his right knee, his wife kindly stated, “We know honey.” Leaving her hand on his leg, she continued, “It was the only contract we didn’t bring back.” Joking, Mara stated, “Did I mess up your batting average?” 

Crossing his arms Negev joked, but he was so serious about it all that only ones who got the joke were the Russian spies, “You better be glad that they didn’t try again, that kind of stuff messes up your pay rate.” Laughing a bit, Red Iron, and Mother Land looked at everyone, then she abruptly stated it’s a joke.  Nodding the others leaned back, as Lightning joshed, “Good one.”  Moving on, King’s Code informed them, “Don’t tell anyone, but I think we’re here for some opening.” Unnerved Lightning stated, “This better be the grand opening of something big.” Attempting to get on the greatests bad side, Red Iron remarked, “So you're one of those kinds of Americans, we all higher ups hope for.” 

Giving a for real face, Mara truthfully stated, “ I do this because the previous greatest’s hero killed my parents, and none of the other countries even spoke to him about it, but that’s fine I am the best, unlike someone who was born for this. Right Red Iron.” Glairing back at her, as Mother Land rolled with the punches, Red Iron said, “You got яичко, that’s good.” Puzzled, she looked to Negev, fixing a spring, on his pop top, metal lighter, he explained, “He thinks you have Chutzpah.” Razing her head slightly, in realization, Mara said, “Oh.” Uncaring for a fight, she then asked, Red Iron, “So besides the conditioning by your Mother Land, why do you do this?” 

Figuratively motioning her hands in a wait position, Mara cleared up, “I don’t mean your Mother Land, your motherland. “Squeezing his knee, for a second, in over excitement, of meeting other heroes, she spoke, “It’s funny you should say that, he found a real reason, while I was torturing him.” Speaking with the euphoria of love, Red Iron admitted, “The second time she shocked me with the paddles, I looked into her face, the wolf-like teeth, the evil glare in her eyes, I couldn’t resist.” Giving him a small kiss, she then said, “I didn’t feel the same thing for two days, but that’s another thing.” Crossing her leg over his she sensually stated, “I leaned in to put the noose, and he kissed me.” 

Speaking before he kissed her again, she lovingly said, “She was my savior.” Reluctantly King’s Code commented, “And, almost your killer.” Before moving in for the lip lock, she said, “Yes good Russian love story.” Trying to ignore what was just heard, Lightning asked, “How far is Buckingham palace?” Telling her, King’s Code confusedly said, “We’re pulling in why?” Getting ready to get out, she clearly told them, “That’s where we're going, didn’t your guy know that?” Doing the same as Mara, all in the car got ready. Shortly the door opened, exposing sunlight into the car. 

Exiting the long black limo, from all the doors, the heroes looked around, seeing no one, but the tux wearing doormen that let them out. Pulling up his hood, Negev scanned the area, while the closest man to him led them into the Palace. Entering with Lightning Fast first, and Mao last, the others filed in. Making comments on the architecture of the rooms they entered, the doormen made small talk, none of them paid much attention, for they were searching for some sort of ambush. Out of their field of view one of the tuxedo-wearing doormen pulled a candlestick down, dropping the floor down a half a foot. 

Immediately Red Iron, and Mother Land pulled their blasters, and pointed them at two of the men. King’s code Vibrated, making himself indiscernible seeable, as he took a boxing stance. Chidori, and his wife, went back to back, as Lightning Fast put on her aura of gold. Mao jumped on the ceiling, to get a better look at the situation, with a small push off the ground. The Black Cobra, ran both his hands down each of his other forearms, when he did two halves of a tactical assault rifle materialized, as if dust was being brushed from them. Slapping the two pieces together, he looked around the room, using his weapon. 

Sacredly, the man who pulled the candlestick down, expressed, “It’s just a lift.” Lightning Fast, and King’s Code turned off their powers, as each of them glanced at one another. Standing back, side by side Akina, and her husband calmed down. Simply going back to normal, the two Russian spies waited. Angry, Negev sunk a round into the wall next to the man, and yelled at him, “Tell us next time!” Reviled by his actions, King's Code yelled at him, “This place is a part of my people’s history!” Saying a halfhearted, “Sorry,” Negev broke down his gun, and placed it back on his arms, as it faded away. Slowly lowering downward, without the doormen the heroes left sight.

The Masters of the Dark, are an organization that was formed in 1275. It all happened so long ago none of its members now know how it formed, and any searching for this past was highly discouraged. The one thing that is clear, they’ve always been evil, without regret, they funded wars, assassination, taken over whole lands of life. The command center was darkly lit, and only showed a completely black Yin and Yang, in the middle. Around the Yin and Yang was a shy blue light, which laid on its outline. Blue Knighting Gail, was dressed in her work clothes, a full on blueish, black bodysuit composed of green mutagens flowing into her body. 

The tubes were always showing the liquid, unable to omit her upper, or lower body, to anyone who looked. Gail had changed her body’s inner functions, because of her battle with Lightning Fast. Mara had killed over thirty of her villainous friends, almost a month, and a half ago, in the attempt to destroy Las Vegas. They had killed hundreds that day, as well as costing the city one-hundred-sixty-seven million dollars in construction costs. That day a hired gun named HeadShot, also survived the massacre of his lost friends, and now hated Lightning Fast. HeadShot was a hitman of thirty summers, as well as being the man you called to kill kings, or presidents.

He had gotten a new Beam rifle, paid for by The Masters of the Dark. It was precisely three-foot four-centimeters long, and three to four inches wide. The rifle was a golden white, plus bronze rivets held the gun together, as an opening of deepness was at the front of the weapon. His gear was that of a black Secpro police, ultimate anti-riot gear system. It showed parts of his movable joints, exposing his leather jacket, and blue jeans, through it. His beam rifle was locked to his chest, by magnets that connected to the rivets, and let it hang by itself. 

The final member of the Las Vegas massacre was Sleek, a man who could control the weather, because of the serum from Gail’s deadly lab. He was wearing an augmented chain mail, get up. It was silver, and had many oxidized metal spikes pointed every which way, from all over him. King’s Code’s villain, OverSeer was with them as well. The six-foot eight-inch man stood next to Gail, while her green tubes rushed transformative mutagens into her. They all waited together, completely ignoring one another. “You all have been abducted, and brought here to join the Darkness,” a disembodied voice announced to them.

Searching for the voice, HeadShot looked left, and right, while Gail said, “No one kidnaps me!” The voice spoke once more, “in fact you being here proves that wrong.” Removing his beam rifle from his chest, HeadShot waited for a target. “All of you have shown us that your levels of skill have been higher than any others before you. This has made us reenact the Darkness.” Happily, surprised Gail stated, “The Darkness, that was the group my master was in.” “Yes,” the voice told her. “Blue Knighting Gail,” it spoke again, “The greatest of your villainous creations, has brought you to us.” 

It then stated, “HeadShot, you are the assassin to the devilish men of our world, and do not care about who you kill. You’ve been paid more than any other of your competitors, making them seem as if they had never been in the game,” the voice was proud of him, when it told him all this.  Angered OverSeer commented, “Yea, and I kill, and enslave anyone I want.” “Overseer,” it said, “You are the true evil in this room. Your life is more like our first army, who invaded Poland in the 1900's.” “You compare me to those beasts of the field,” he enjoyably stated? Laughing a bit, the voice continued, “You're all being conscripted in the Darkness! An unyielding force that’s bankrolled by us will be invaluable.” Nodding to one another Gail, Sleek, HeadShot, and OverSeer, became one team.

The concert composed the elevator that lowered our international heroes downward, into Buckingham palace’s base. The heroes barely interacted with one another, Lightning looked around at all of them. She saw Red Iron, and Mother Land enthralled by one another, as they whispered sweet nothing into one another’s eyes. The brown ground underneath them was what King’s Code kept his eyes on, he didn’t care to know the others, outside of a working relationship. Negev edged closer, and closer to Mara, to kindly say, “From being in the field so long, I did not see your TV appearances.” 

Amazed by the hero from Israel statement, all the heroes in the lowering room gawk at him. “You didn’t see the fight she had with Artist?” Mao jokingly asked, of him? Pulling down his hood to show his pretty boy face, Negev revealingly admitted, “Well I’ve almost spent all of my adult life fighting invaders that hunt my country men.” Shocked by the loveliness of his face, Mao, and Mother Land both stated, “Wow!” Even though Mara saw him as a very good looking man, she kept it to herself. “It was all, but a few months ago,” Lightning informed him. Chidori deservingly stated, “The Japanese agency we work for, sent us the video.” Butting in Akina continued for her husband, “The boss sent it.” Turning his head to her, Chidori cleared his throat, to halt her wife. Smirking a bit, she waited, allowing him to speak.

Announcing just loud enough for everyone to hear, “The mass murder Artist had cut a path from New York to Las Vegas. Thousands if millions had been killed by his master plan, of turning the past Greatest to his mind control.” Moving in on the conversation, Mother Land commented, “If I do say so myself, it was a good idea.” “Right,” Lightning unhappily said? “He killed Mara’s brother, and kidnapped her daughter,” King’s Code blurted out. Staying silent, Mara listened as the group told her story. “What we saw was her land on the roof, wearing her new aura. She went to him, and found out he put her daughter Clair in a boom vest,” stopping Chidori from speaking, Red Iron spoke. 

“The vest was Russian in make, but we didn’t send it,” his brash voice told Mara, as if to confide in her. Kicking in her statement, Mao proudly told them, “Standing on the wall of the Forbidden City, I saw it all in a shop window. Lightning kicked his ass, all over the roof.” Angered as King’s Code talked, “Before that the dam cheater told Mara that he rigged her Daughter, and the city with nuclear missiles. Doing so, stopped Lightning from using her powers as long as her daughter, Clair, had the vest on.” Interested in the tale Negev, asked, “Did the bombs go off?” Telling a little of her side, Mara tried to hide her hate for Artist’s memory, “They did go off, he said that he would make the world’s greatest hero, and fired his gun at my daughter.

I transported my Golden aura on her, and then I raised one on myself. Artist just watched as I lifted the blasts into the sky, using my Lightning of course. I think he went blind, from the blast in the sky. Then another, and another, I think ten of them went off all together, all over New York City. I couldn’t let them hurt my city, you know?” Waiting for a second, to know she was done talking, in respect, Akina spoke. “She sent the blasts into the sky, she even yelled no, when Artist shot himself.” Noting Mara’s conviction, Negev told them all, “I’d have shot him as soon as I landed on the roof, and destroyed the city, by accident.” 

Just then the elevator stopped moving, and the portion behind Mao opened. Calmly they all turned to see a short hallway, lit by ceiling lights. Taking the lead Lightning Fast went down it first, then the others followed her. “Opening training room. Test for team Exalt, calculating,” a muffled male voice announced. Not understanding the break between the words, Mao admitted, “But I suck at math!”  All, but Chidori, searched for any attack, he was dumbfounded as he peered at her. The clinking of metal feet made itself known to them, attracting Chidori’s attention. A cybernetic group of black cape, and body suit wearing men move towards them. 

“We are the four members of Black Pitch, and we’ve been hired to test if you’re worth joining the greatest team this world has ever seen,” the leader, an African American man stated. His name was Agey, the formless, for his fighting style. At his sides were three people, a white male, and female, his other had an African American woman. “Bychit American mercenaries,” Mother Land remarked! Precisely after she spoke, the room’s exterior, of concrete walls went away, showing a suburban American town. Displeased, the Caucasian women spoke at her leader, Agey. “I Can’t believe you brought us to the training ground of your boyhood home,” the member of Black Pitch stated! Jokingly Negev yelled to them, “How strong would a suburban boy like you be?” Gritting his teeth, Agey charged Lightning Fast, to get to Israel’s hero. The area they stood in was an average backyard, of an old 1990’s time period. Strong, green grass, a tan fence surrounded the home, making the yard they all fought in twenty by twenty feet, in size.

Enveloping herself in her golden aura, Lightning Fast flexed her shoulders as she flicked her hair back, while it disappeared. The last individual strains faded away into her golden outline, passing from view, it burned from the skull, to the tip of the remaining hairs. Her green eye shown to all onlookers, beaming her deadly intent. Agey leaped in the air at her, his cape raised above him as the other three moved in. The male on his right, his body slanted as if he was going around the corner, along with his cape. The second, the African American woman, known as Guide did the same, but on the other side of Agey. 

The last of them, the other female, known as Pitch slid underneath Agey. She did this, head first shooting two hand held net guns. Flawlessly cartwheeling in-between both the nets, Lightning activated her power, of turning inside her body, on its axis. Landing in a front flip, hands first, she leaped as Agey started to come down, at her. The nets landed on only one member of the team of heroes. The one that did not envelop anyone was cut apart by Chidori’s blade, the all, but exhaled from its sheath, in an instant. The second wrapped around Mao, forcing her to fall to the ground. Even though she tried to get out of the way, by ducking beneath it.

The net was somehow target assisted, and spun around closing her in from behind. King’s Code saw her, and caringly removed it from her. Red Iron, Motherland, and Negev aimed their guns at the Black Pitch; they were unable to fire because they were amazed by Mara’s next moves. Smacking her heels on his shoulders, she turned them to her hands, and followed through sinking Agey’s head into the ground. Leaving Agey there, quickly, she kicked him in between his shoulder blades, sending him six feet away from her, while his head stayed in the ground. He stopped as Lightning expressed her golden Lightning form of her body. 

It acted as an EMP, turning off the hologram of Agey’s boyhood home. From this the room went back to the large hallway it once was. Knowing that this would happen, Lightning slammed Guide into the wall, denting it in the shape of Guide’s left side. Crumbling to the ground, she stopped moving, lightning spun backwards kicking the other male team member of Black Pitch down the hallway, smacking him into Agey, causing him to pop out of the floor. Bouncing a little as they hit the ground, the man Lightning kicked unconsciously fell on top of Agey, as he laid on his back. Agey, himself was knocked out by Mara’s kick, and did not move. The last girl on the floor, wind milled to her feet, and attempted to fire her net guns in Lightning’s face.

Snatching up Pitch by her neck, as she dropped her guns, they didn’t even go off, when they hit the ground. Ragging as she raised her into the air, Mara yelled, “You think you’re even on my level? I’m the standard bearer of power!” Lightning began to speak, while a door opened at the end of the hall, letting in a breach of light. Starting to close her fist, Mara listened as Pitch gasped for air. Angered by her actions, King’s Code took a step towards Lighting Fast, as she turned her head to him, with a  territorial glare at him. Feeling her power all around him, he quickly went back. Reaching for Mara’s face, Pitch started to black out. Seeing this Lighting let her do so. 

“Mara enough,” John’s voice demanded! Turning off her aura, she remarked, “I stopped didn’t I”? Placing their guns away, Red Iron, Motherland, and Negev commented to one another. “Da, you almost killed them,” Motherland stated. Red Iron objected as well, “You plowed the floor with his head!” Truthfully making a statement Negev told them both, “That’s the difference between a professional athlete, and a soldier.” Mara listened to them all, and said nothing, as John commented, “I see you haven’t lost any of that fighting spirit.” Waving them all into a room at the end of the hall, a slightly gray haired Royal Airlift, told them, “Enough of that!” He was two years younger than John, but looked to be older, his job was hard on him, it showed. 

He was wearing his old school uniform, without the back portion connected. When he turned, to go back in the room it showed an eight inch plate on his back. The plate was a gear that joined with the pack to his back, the metal was a bronze compound, which showed wear and tear, from years of use. Moving from sight, into the light gazing room. From it three doctors of different genders ran into the room to check the members of the Pitch Black. Carelessly walking past the downed heroes, Mara entered the room Royal Airlift had led them into. Being careful not to bump any of the hurt people on the ground, the members of the international assortment of heroes followed her. 

As the other heroes followed, closely behind Lightning Fast, into the bright light, that held the room’s view far from them. Where they could see, a medium sized,  5 by 9 table sat, in the center of a large war room. Computer’s hard drives shown from every portion of the diamond shaped war room. It appeared as if the front of the blinking hard drive’s were so numerous that they all looked like additions of wallpaper. Standing in the room was Captain John Salvaora, he wore his black detective suit with a long brown trench coat, to top it off. His old six shooter had been shined for such an occasion, as well as his wingtips. To his left was the Royal Airlift of John’s past, the man who saved the captain all those years ago. 

He donned his pilot like uniform already, it still had all of it’s endorsements strewn all over, the chest, back, and shoulders. Car companies, liquor brands, even a phone type, or two. It wasn’t that he had sold out, these producers of products wanted to be on his uniform. A great deal of them merely wanted to pay him back for saving their E.C.Os, in the first phases of the last war. The main advertisement in the mists of all the patches of business was that of his young daughter, Lissa owned. The patch was from sky to ground red rose colored, a white lotus flower sat, as if it was a little girl sitting in Santa's lap. 

She always saw such to be a signal of hope for the future, as the next king, being the children of the world. Lissa repeatedly donated to children’s causes, even though it almost bankrupted her restaurant three times. The negative press, the entitled positions, looked down on this daughter of a beloved hero, because she cared more about the hurt people than her credit score. She saw through the lies of the economics world, which held us all back to think more of themselves than the lost, and hopeful. This proud, affluent strong woman stood next to her father. A 23 year old, pure irish, and English Glosgow stock she looked as if she had blood red hair, made in hell.

Her suit was a mechanical miracle of engineering, having ten inlays of levitating gravity contours. Little, unseeable powered coils allowed her to fly in an eloquence that cut at her father’s past exploits. She could move in angles that he had yet preserved to be acceptable to his variance of the jetpack Royal Airlift Vocareus prime produced. She called herself Royal Airlift also, in memory of her loving father, who happily taught her all she knew about Lightning Fast, Negev, as well as the villain God’s blinding fire, a mad man, to say the least. The second Royal Airlift stood sultry staring at Lightning Fast’s active aura. Lissa found it sexy, like most men did, Mara didn’t even pay her any mind. Opening his arms to say welcome, John happily told them all, “Now is the dawn of the Exalted! Greater than any super, or wonder before, Lightning Fast will top them all!” 

Unlike such things now, she was a possible light, as a dark night could have once been. Attempting to hide a smirk, Mother Land questioningly commented, “A reconoiting?” Replying in a proud tone, the older Royal Airlift stated, “Take your places at the table!” Bumping into one another, the international group of heroes fought for seats. Akina, and Chidori formed their own chair grabbing team, while RedIron, with Mother Land, did the same. The black cobra of Negev moved so fast, for a chair that it appeared to the others that he knew what Royal Airlift was going to say, even before he spoke. Mao hopped onto the chair and sat on the back, using the base to place her feet on. King’s Code calmly took a seat next to Mao, stating it with his abrupt actions, he saw the seat as the only logical choice. 

Mara, on the other hand, watched the groups collide as they got into their seats. John looked on while he thought, “How can I make these people a team? They’re a mess.” The older Royal Airlift did the same, but his daughter seemed to keep her eyes on Lightning Fast. Mara was unable to truly tell, because of her flyer’s goggles, which were on, the blue lenses blocked her eyes from the other heroes. Her posture though dictated that she was staring at Lightning Fast, she glanced at her, as well as trying to watch the others sit down. Mara saw that she was four inches taller than her five, four foot self. Royal Airlift two was also three years younger, and looked to have an astronaut’s body backing her up, the woman was essentially a stamina machine. 

Her suit was leathery black, having some buttons on the shoulders, to hold weapons, Lissa was not wearing at the moment. She did not need a jetpack, whatsoever as her father did, this was, because the levitating units we’re in the ribs, and back of it. Disregarding the second Royal Airlift’s glair, Lightning took the chair next to her, while Lissa continued to stand. Each John, and the two heroes at his sides both had chairs before them, just then Lissa’s father nodded to her to sit in the empty seat next to Mara, nodding back, she did so. When she sat down she brushed up against Mara’s leg, quickly apologizing to her. Taking no issue with it, Mara kindly commented, “it’s cool.” Pointing to his loving child, the first Royal Airlift introduced her, “for those of you that do not know, I’m Charles Lauren, and this is my foot step walking daughter Lissa.” 

“I see that you’ve all become acquainted, in the short ride over”, John then stated. Turning a 3D TV that floated in the air on, at the center of the table, by saying, “show image.” It may have been a 50 inch flat screen held aloft, it shared the characteristics of an old holographic trading card, no matter where you looked at the image it emitted full color. Continuing to use his voice Salvaora invoked them all,” Lightning Fast, Lissa, King’s Code, RedIron, Mother Land, Mao, Chidori, Akina, And the black cobra of Negev welcome to the new team Exalt!” 

Shocked by the reigniting of a disbanded team from the early 80’s, everyone scoffed at the realization of what it meant. “One country has joined another’s forces, conjoining away all borders on their maps, being Pakistan and Iran. Normally this would just be morning news dealt with by governments, but they have this,” Charles informed them, as the screen before them turned on. The 50 inch, 3D monitor changed to a picture of a 40 foot cylinder sunk vertical into the soft sandy ground. The clear tube was covered by the sand around it, hiding the fact that the remaining amount under the visible base was 90 more feet. It took God’s Blinding Fire’s men weeks to simply kidnap enough innocent people, to dig the vast chasm, the device needed to make it operate properly. No wires could be seen from outside the clear weapon, for it had none. 

Lightning Fast lowered her head, and placed a hand on her forehead, in shame she said, “That’s where that went.” Appalled, while the others we’re puzzled, King’s Code disrespectfully announced, “Of Course you had a tie to this!” Telling the team her lot in all this, Mara omitted, “years ago my brother found out that Premiumman wasn’t an earth born hero. After buying in on a few black ops, he was traded a research file. Inside it spoke of a crashed star base that hit the earth about two-hundred, and sixty five million years ago.” When the date came out gasps filled the room. Halting her explanation, Mara recounted the rest, after she chillingly told them, “yea you thought an asteroid from the kuiper belt hit Mexico, it was in our asteroid field though.” 

“When they carbon dated it,” Mara continued, “The Archaeologists found out that it was a billion years old. Could you think of the blow to any inventor of the research team’s ego? While cephalopods were the predominant species on this world, they had already forged space stations, and most likely had inhabited worlds in other galaxies, easily. As technology advanced we finally gained the ability to adapt a minuscule amount of their genus to our own.” Cutting her off, King’s Code remarked, with heedless aggression, “Why would any of us believe that crap!” Taking her hand from her head, and speaking directly to him, Lightning Fast yelled, as she pointed at the 3D TV.

“How do you explain us going from tube televisions to that”, when she yelled at him, King’s Code ate his words! The final nail in his angry statement’s coffin was when Mother Land agreed while implying,” Da, I always wondered how in two years, my side arm went from a semi-automatic pistol to a ray gun.” Chiming in RedIron made a similar statement, “my handlers did the same act, but in a year and a half, training with it took longer.” Commenting on the fact, along with the team, Negev remarked, “Most likely my sand cloud technology comes from them as well.” Telling them another secret fact her brother found out, “after four years of internally funding his own investigation, my big brother found out that 68% of heroes, plus villains use, or are powered by said alien weapons, from that very ship.” Asking a question, when Mara took a breath, Mao quarried, “what about the other 32%?” 

Pausing before her next bunch of info Lightning Fast answered her, “like you, some are formed by normal genetic evolution. Akina’s type equals 2% of the scale, magic of any type is very scarce on our planet. Chidori, and the assassin known as HeadShot, the villain adapted by using pure athletic ability. Blue Knighting Gail, Sleek, and because of the monstrous deeds their kind has wrought on men, and women in many countries have been mutated by the drugs they use on bystanders.” Raising his hand to get everyone’s attention, King's Code spoke, “one of those poor victims was me, and that’s where I got my displacer ability. I own my creator’s Protozoa, a debt of pain,” when he said the following sentence'' King's Code lowered his hand.” 

Before Mara could go back to her explanation Lissa objectively asked, “what category do you fall into?” Showing a smirk a little, as she told them, “well, at first I caught regular criminals like Chidori, but you know without the sword. I changed one of my 2004 Athens Olympic gymnastics leotards, adding some leggings to it.” Recounting those old days John happily told the group, “That was the first time any of us saw the little 14 year old Mara Zexel. You we’re sponsored by your proud older brother, smart money said your sibling sold his very first invention, to do it.” Speaking on the matter Akina informingly stated, “yea, if I remember correctly it was his blueprint for the Aerodyne jazz bass, later it was marketed as A Fender product.”  

“If I remember your routines properly, you won gold in the team competition, silver in the all-around, silver in the uneven bars, and balance beam. A bronze with your vault, amazingly you took a gold in floor. At 14 you were athletically sound, now I bet your gold in everything, and only in your 20’s,” Charles reminiscently recalled. Mao remarked in revelation, “that’s why you’re fighting fluidity is so smooth. From what I saw, on the news it’s like watching an old red belt rip apart the competition.” Jumping in Lighting stated, “From there I use a lot of my own money made from my cage fighting days. I caught criminals from two AM to seven AM, thank god no one knew who I was back then, another sad thing about being an orphan. From there I showered at the gym, and worked out until it got dark. Showering again I went to my fight, from there my night started, once more.” 

Internally the child of Zion, Negev was impressed by such a strong work ethic, all but blurting out, “When did you sleep? I mean even I get to have a nap every day, it may only be an hour, or two, but damn.” Agreeing with him Mara replied, “my coach, who helped me get into the Olympics let me rest at the gym I trained at, when I could. New York was good to me, in many an instance, and still is. The opening problem with such a way of life was, I never calibrated my.”  While she spoke, Lightning Fast pointed to her mechanical left eye, with that her words continued,” animatronic eye, and that’s what got me in the end.” 

Questioning things in Mara’s past, King’s Code brashly queried, “just a few questions? How did anyone not know you? You won at the 04 Olympics. Plus where did you get that eye, and how did you go from a gym sleeping, cage fighter, to owner of a multi-million dollar company like Razor Bin Industries? Where was your brother during all this?” Answering the first question, John jumped in, “when she was 14 most of her defining features hadn’t set in yet, and like most of her patriotic athletes of the time periods before her she had colored her hair red, white, and blue. She was also a foot smaller back then,” when John spoke he sounded a bit resentful to King’s Code. 

Angered by King's Code’s tone, Lightning Fast told him, “If you must know, when I was three, my father was on the set of an old gangster movie, and I, being a kid, wandered out to see him. Mind you, they were in the midst of a knife fight.” Everyone around her winced, a few members at the table lowered their heads, for a moment. Mother Land even commented, “That’s terrible dear”, her words were those of a woman who knew great pain, as a child. “My father sold the cars, mortgaged the house, and took any acting job under the sky. In four months I had my new eye, I also had a new respect for my father.” Deviously grinning a small amount, she then shrugged to say, “The money, back then I robbed the high end criminals I caught. I think I’ve taken Blue Knighting Gail’s life's savings twice.”

The group let her statement go by, with a snicker from Lissa, closing it out. “Finally, before I can get back to my story. My brother started his singing career in Vegas, in which I gave my blessing to,” you could tell Mara didn’t want to talk to anyone about these integral parts of her early years. She told her new team this, for they were that, her team. “Now back to what I was saying. From being A Tech hero, to what I am now, that I don’t know.” Crossing his arms, King’s Code to intriguingly state, “Your powers, they.” Vibrantly angry, Lissa spoke directly to him, “are you done! If she was a man, and still the world’s greatest hero, you’d fall in line. You damn lab rat."

Immediately striking a nerve deep inside king’s Code, caused him to leap over the largest part of the table. Quickly moving in front of them both, Mara created a thin wall with golden aura, as she continued to sit. Holding in his resentment for anyone trying to attack his daughter, Charles yelled, “That’s not why you’re here you two!” Shooting on him again, the second Royal Airlift vindictively said, “yea, sit boy, or you’ll have to run the maze again.” Accosted by her, King’s Code loudly stated, “That’s it!” Poking fun at him, once more when she sat back down Lissa remarked, “Look out, or he’ll turn into the human vibrater.” Her statement forced everyone to be unable to hold in their laughter. Feeling the same way a bully did when he lost the crowd, King’s Code crossed his arms yet again, and mumbling sat down.

Blowing off the incident that just happened, John readily said, “to what end did your big brother research the space people?” Rightfully explaining her point Lightning told them, “the more, and more he found out about the other Exalted heroes as well as villains the greater his fear became. Then he saw Premium man’s DNA report, Zeek lost his composer utterly. “Why was that,” Akina intriguingly asked? Sadly replying to her Mara stated, “100% of his DNA was, let’s say space people.” When she used John’s term, he jestingly shook his head. “If his blood was 100%, as those who lived on the station, earth had a very big problem on the horizon. Millions of beings as powerful, or even drastically stronger. I almost died fighting him, I’d wish not to war with another. My brother thought the same thing in conclusion of his many battles against the last greatest hero.

I became stronger, through my battles. My brother made inventions, out of fear, of Premiumman’s race coming to earth,” pointing at the flowing screen, Mara stopped speaking. “He made those to send to their invading worlds, if they ever landed here he’d use his planet killers. Injecting large amounts of lead directly into the world’s core, ceasing the weak nuclear force, in a matter of seconds. The subjected home world would be killed by its star, being more than a dead rock.” Discerningly Charles remarked, that explains a lot.” Speaking directly to his longtime friend, Royal Airlift, Salvaora told them, “Yes, their threat makes horrifyingly, sense.” “What threat did they declare,” RedIron calmly asked? 

Saying, “play video file 237,” John moved to the side, as the lights dimmed. The hard drives in the walls shined, red, and blue tiny dots, in the now nightly lit room. The 3D television fluidly showed the villainous hero of Pakistan, God’s Blinding Fire. He was a Shiite dressed, head dress wearing Pakistanie man. The clothes he had on were black, while he held a large machete to a crying woman's neck. “I am God’s Blinding Fire. Bow before the power of your new rulers, and masters. You infidel pigs, you will pay for your weak gods, “the man ominously spoke into the camera, filming him. 

Chopping off the poor woman’s head, by sawing it. Her blood spilled all over the parched sand, as God’s Blinding Fire threw the machete into the camera man. Screaming in pain, the man recording fell to the ground, breaking the visual aspect of the camera, the audio still held his yells of agony. Now hearing God’s Blinding Fires over the pain, he spoke in a matter of fact tone, “I’ll destroy the world, if all countries do not surrender to the Iran, Pakistan alliance, the black screen conveyed the message! Telling the room a command, Charles spoke, “screen off.” Bringing his attention to the team he strongly said, “That was this morning. This is greater than any of us, all of us!” “Yes, all of us”, an unseen female voice exclaimed!

Knowing the voice coming from behind them, they all turned to see Blue Knighting Gail, Leading the darkness behind her. The team at her back consisted of herself, HeadShot, Sleek, and Overseer. Holding back King’s Code, as he screamed, “no way in hell am I working with her!” RedIron, and Chidori understood his anger, but did not let him go. Waving right at him, Gail disgustingly joked, “You remember those days, when my boss would leave you in my care, and we’d have such fun?” Still held back by his teammates, King’s Code yelled, “When you tied me up, and used me, until you were satisfied!” Speaking up over the yelling hero, HeadShot venting told them, “Lightning Fast offed 33 of my brothers, and sisters in arms right in front of me. Then the five, four midget hero plunged her liquid aura through my chest, but I can kill her after the world’s safe.” 

Getting up Mara tilted her head sideways, merely a bit, as if she was looking at something hidden. She then leaned  back to say, “Fine, when this is over I’ll give you a shot at the title.” Poking his head out from behind HeadShot, Sleek admitted, “you know you’d lose, buddy.” Overseer simply stayed quiet, looking at the others, not wanting to give them a reason to dislike him, any more than they already did. Clearing his throat, John welcomingly spoke, “the 15 of us working to save the world. Now that’s funny!” The first act they all joined together in, was glaring directly at John. “Ok”, Charles spoke in avoidance. Abruptly motioning to the door straight in front of him, he informingly he told them all, “Following me into the garage would be a good idea.”  

“Where do the other paths go”, Mother Land wondered? Answering her Lissa intriguingly spoke, “on the left is the full staffed telecom room.” Villainously, Blue Knighting Gail maliciously remarked, “ooh people to experiment on.” Intently holding King’s Code to force him to walk straight, by holding his shoulders forward, Lightning Fast calmly whispered, “we won’t let her.” Mara could feel him wanting to turn, with every step he took, until she finished her statement. She knew the pain of standing so very close to someone who utterly took life’s joy from her. Feeling King’s Code hold back his want to attack Gail, Lightning let him go.

While Lissa continued speaking, “and the Dead Zone Maze. It’s a training room, of sorts.” Venturing further down the long white hall, “the second door to the right of the war room leads to the weapon cage, and targeting area. Canons, yae know death rays, ice blaster, plasma flame beams, stuff like that.” Commenting to HeadShot, Sleek quietly asked, “Isn’t your rifle a plasma flame beam?” soundly telling anyone who heard, “my weapon used to be, but now a light beam. Exceeding any flame’s passable heat variant. “You hear that Mara!” 

Smirking, as she looked to her right, at him, Lightning Fast just spoke the words”, I stood on the helium plate within Jupiter, and existed in the hollow deadliness of space. So good luck with that.” Enjoying Mara’s boost, Lissa told them of their destination, so the others could hear it in her speech patterns. “This hallway leads to the garage, where the jet is,” she said this as they reached the room. “A jet of what kind,” Akina, intrigued by Lissa, wondered? Telling them for her, Mara quickly stated, “most likely, it's mine, making it Zexel Tech.” 

“Yes, but with some refits, “John loudly announced, in a rewarding fashion! Punching two keys on a blue console embedded in the center of the center of the door, where it opened. It was merely usable, only when the door was shut. It took the code, unknown to the other it was fast, making it so much more endearing to the team leader, if she knew. Slowly the next room’s door popped open inward, feeding deep into the wall, around it. When it opened, the garage showed hundreds of vehicles. Cars, military transports, heavy Dodge trucks, FBI vans, ordinary bikes, as well as motorcycles, low class planes, and black bag helicopters.

At the end of the 400 hundred foot garage was Mara’s jet, in all its glory. Over 300 weapon systems had been added to the now 60 foot vessel, much had been added to Lightning Fast’s plane, much to her dismay it had to appear more as a gunboat, then a private jet. “You know, you could have asked,” Mara told them? Smirking, John boyishly remarked, “We got the okay from the family.” Walking out from behind a military transport Humvee was Cair Zexel, Mara’s adopted daughter. Waving hi, she candidly spoke, “sorry mom. I helped, and sighted off on the refit, you’ll need it where you’re going.” Exiting from behind the same Hummer Mara’s child did, Star rightfully started to tell them, “I’ll be your pilot!” 

Pointing in the jet’s direction Star dictated, “Everyone will need a transport for this one!” Moving towards the vehicles, all together, the Darkness, and team Exalt joyously exclaimed words of, “cool, alright, and awesome!” Lightning said nothing, when she went to the Japanese motorbike, far to the far right. King’s Code jumped directly into the driver side of a 1980’s sky blue Cadillac with the hard top down. Finding the keys gently sitting on the white leather passenger’s seat, King’s Code started it, and began to drive it to the large jet’s opening hanger bay. 

It was lowering due to the clicker’s button now in Cair’s right hand, it almost appeared to be a beeper for a car. It lowered with a motorized engine sound, being a slowly adapting one, that did away with the noise, as it went. Mao hopped onto a red smooth running hoverboard, she then moved her left heel to a black switch on the back, in doing so she turned it on. Floating to the jet at around ten miles an hour, she weaved past cars, and vans, as she moved. Mao was only using 10% of the board’s propulsion system at the moment. She went by Mother Land entering a heavy duty Humvee, equipped with a fifty Cal, on top. Starting up the military unit, creating a loud revving noise, hearing it RedIron ran up its back, reading the weapon, atop it. Seeing Chidori happily close a fighter jet's cockpit’s hatch, Mother Land headed to the cargo bay ramp. Using his fighter's standing landing gear, Chidori followed closely behind her. His companion Akina grabbed a four wheeler, all terrain vehicle, and popped a wheelie before she went to the open jets back. By this time Mara had made her way to a green motorcycle, she wanted Kicking out its stand, as she held the handle bars, leaving it up. Lightning glanced upward witnessing HeadShot, and Sleek going into a FV4034 Challenger two tank. She readied herself to activate her powers, at a moment’s notice, if they turned on team Exalt, after all they were villains. Sleek drove, while HeadShot sat at the main canon controls, learning as he did. 
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