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      It's raining in Washington D.C. The war against 188 is all but over. The horrors inflicted upon the world are coming to an end.

      The bodies of secret service agents lie in the halls of the White House, the alarms are blaring. The invasion was sudden as it was violent.

      The President is in his oval office, sweating and his hands gripped tight against the sides of his chair.

      There is a barrel of a gun pointed at his chest. He is surrounded by dead Secret Service agents. Their blood is dripping off the walls and had soaked into the carpet to its limit and refuses to drink anymore.

      “Security appears to be lacking in the White House these days,” Dan said with a wicked smile, his black suit is covered in the blood of secret service agents and Mud from Blackfire Island. “The war is going to be over soon. As you already know the Delta Squad is likely going to win the battle, but I don’t care about that,” Daniel said then continued.

      “Truth is there is a bigger plan but it’s too bad you’re not invited in it Mr. President, sir, but before I kill you, would you care to tell me where your Vice President is, what’s his name. Todd Stone?” Dan asked.

      Adam looked down the barrel of that gun and tried not to be afraid. “I’d die before I told you anything,” he replied.

      “Have it your way,” Dan replied as he pulled the trigger. The blood of the President sprayed in all directions as the chair fell over backwards.

      “I Never killed a president before, I kind of like it,” he said to himself as the doors behind him were kicked in.

      Roger and Nick burst through the doors and took aim only to see they were too late. “Well son of a bitch, I told you that wasn’t an agent,” Roger said and Nick only rolled his eyes at that as they drew their weapons.

      “Shadow Stalker, Dan, whatever you call yourself, you are under arrest for the murder of the President and crimes against—“ Nick started to say and Dan just pressed a button on his left wrist and disappeared in front of them.

      “I also distinctly remember telling you to shoot him before you tried to arrest him,” Roger said as he lowered his weapon. “What in the hell are we going to do?” Nick asked as the two of them walked over to the dead president.

      “I have no idea, but no one knows he’s dead, all the guards are dead, I think we can cover this up.” Roger said as he began to think about how to do it.

      “Call it in and we’ll come up with something. No one can know they killed the damn president this late in the game,” Nick replied to him as Roger got an idea just before he called it in.

      “Heath, we have a problem. The President was killed by that Shadow guy, we uh, well we messed up,” Roger said into his communicator. There was no response for a few seconds.

      “Alright, well we need to deal with this. Clean up that mess and leave no trace, I think we have it about handled out here,” Heath replied to them, he sounded stressed as he said it. “You heard the man, cleanup and go home,” Roger said and tried not to think too much about what all of this would mean for the future of the world. Roger put his weapon away, he wouldn’t be needing it here. Nick followed his lead.

      

      Nick reached into his pocket and pulled out a small silver bottle. He opened the bottle of liquid metal and poured it on the carpet. It was a vial of nanites programmed to clean up situations like this for secret missions or assassinations. It was the best way to keep a secret.

      The tiny machines spread immediately across the room and made quick work in devouring the blood and the bodies Dan left behind. Within minutes there was nothing left remaining.

      

      “I’ll never get over these little guys.” Nick said as they returned to the bottle on their own and he put the lid back on. Roger walked to the chair and picked it up and pushed it against the desk to make it appear as normal as he could.

      “Oh, I can’t wait to see how we get ourselves out of this one,” he said to himself just before the two of them disappeared.

      188 was vanquished by the dimensional weapon and the war was over in one dark flash. The five of them limped away from the scene of their final victory, beaten and tired. Emily and Heath met them back at the headquarters.

      “You guys did a good job, thanks,” Heath said to them and they knew it would likely be the only thanks they would get from anyone, same as it ever was.

      “There has been a development. You four can get lost if you want but Cody, we need to talk.” Heath said, disregarding the others as he continued.

      “I have a job for you,” he said and threw a device at him. Cody said nothing as he caught it with his left hand, surprised that he could catch anything with how he felt right now. “Hologram emitter?” he asked in response.

      “You’re going to need it,” Emily said to him and Cody nervously looked at the others for some kind of support. “This is all you, bro,” Josh said, laughed and the others did too. Cody did not get the support he was looking for but at this point pretty much knew that would how it would turn out.

      “See you later, right now I need to get out of this armor, take a shower and get back to reality,” Wyatt said as the others started to walk away. Cody started to walk with Heath and Emily in the opposite direction.

      “What’s the job, anyway?” Cody asked as they walked.

      “You’re going to be the President of the United States for a while,” Heath replied to him in a flat voice. “Wait, what?” Cody could only respond as they walked into the headquarters, completely stunned by what the new job was going to be but didn’t quite understand it.

      “All you have to do is wear this thing long enough, play the part. Make a few pre-written speeches and don’t make any public appearances. Until we can make sure it’s safe enough for the Vice President to take over and we make something up as we go, thankfully he’s still too scared to take up the mantle. We just need to make sure things are okay before he can come out of his bunker for a week or so. Things go right back to normal after that. No one knows the president is dead and we’d like to keep it that way. Do you think you can handle that?” Heath asked as Cody looked at the hologram emitter.

      “Why me?” Cody asked mostly to himself. “Well we could have asked Wyatt to do it but, well, you can imagine how that might turn out,” Emily replied, Cody shook his head imagining it. “Alright, I get your point,” Cody said with a sigh.

      “Oh, about that whole faking your death thing. Never do that again. You do that again and I will kill you. Again,” Emily said to him as Cody’s green and gold helmet slid back. “Don’t worry, I don’t plan on it,” Cody replied to her.

      “You didn’t plan on it this time, go get cleaned up and don’t tell anyone about this or we’ll detonate the bomb in your head,” Heath said to him in a completely serious voice.

      Cody was reasonably sure there was no bomb in his head but he decided to take it seriously for now.

      Cody had a chance to say goodbye to his team, but it wasn’t much more than a picture taken on the blood drenched shore of Blackfire before they all went their separate ways.

      Cody got ready. “I’ve always thought the best thing a Delta Squad member could wear is a nice suit,” Erin said to him as she smoothed out a wrinkle on his sleeve. “Well, it’s not my usual outfit, I feel over dressed,” he replied to her. “Yeah, but you’re playing the President of the United States for a little while. You should at least look the part, don’t you think?” she asked him.

      “Of course,” Cody replied and felt as ready as he would ever be to do this job. “Let’s get this party started,” he finished as the two of them walked towards the teleporting room.

      “Good luck,” Erin said to him and continued, “you’re going to need it,” she finished as he stepped on to the teleporting pad. Erin pushed the button on the control panel and with a blue flash, Cody was gone.

      He teleported to the Oval office. He was alone and despite being the commander of one of the most secret forces on Earth, he’d never once been inside the White House. He looked around the place, thought it would be better somehow. The hologram emitter was already on and working perfectly. He pulled out the desk chair to sit down.

      “First thing I am going to do is install a teleportation defense system in this place. No need for something like that to happen again,” Cody said to himself but even his voice was not his own. He was sure on a day like this he was supposed to be in the Situation Room or somewhere important like that. He literally had no idea what he was going to tell anyone.

      In this time of crisis, he expected more people to be in here. He didn’t know what to expect. All he knew was that he was alone, but it wasn’t going to last.

      He didn’t worry about it and while he was thinking of how and what he was going to do next his phone rang. Cody stared at and was nervous, he had no idea of what to say but picked it up anyway.

      “Uh, hello,” he said with the least amount of nervousness he could muster.

      “Relax, it’s me. In a few minutes someone is going to rush into the office telling you 188 is dead and the war is over. Act surprised,” Emily said on the other end of the line.

      “Also, the agents that Dan killed died in your defense against assassination attempts, if anyone asks stick to this story,” Emily said and was finished. Cody was about to say something when the other end of the line went dead. There were no agents, no bodies. No damage to even say anything bad had happened at all. Cody figured he’d keep his mouth shut and hope no one asked.

      “Well goodbye to you too,” Cody said as he hung up the phone. True to her word a man in a suit burst through the doors, Cody didn’t have any idea who this was.

      “I don’t believe it, but according to this report 188 was killed hours ago in a surgical strike by the Delta Force,” the man said and Cody was surprised, honestly and almost reacted in a way that would have betrayed him but he remembered that the Delta Force was an actual counter terrorism unit named after his own team and relaxed.

      “And how come I didn’t authorize or know about this attack?” Cody asked in response, standing up, looking as mad as he could, the man in the suit recoiled in fear just a little bit, his eyes widened.

      “It wasn’t planned. 188 was spotted by a team on another mission and took the chance on their own volition, it was a success,” the man replied to him and Cody smiled.

      “Then the war is over, their leader is dead,” Cody said with a smile. “I’ll hold a press conference immediately to tell the world,” he finished saying to the man. “Yes sir, I’ll set it up, this is a great day,” the man in the suit replied and left.

      “Of course, it just had to be an American victory,” Cody said to himself, sighed, realizing now that he had to figure out just how to do some public speaking, even though part of this gig was no public speaking or appearances. This was turning out to be more complicated than shooting the enemy already, and he was regretting taking the job.

      Ten minutes later he found himself standing, behind a podium in front of many reporters who had no idea why they were standing there in the first place. Cody had actually never given a public speech in his life. It was said that the speeches would be pre written by some over paid writer. He didn’t have that. There was nothing on a teleprompter, no words in. Now he had to wing it. Cody took a deep breath before he got started.

      “Hello everybody, how are you doing today?” Cody asked, as he did there was a hushed murmur in the crowd, this wasn’t how the President addressed the nation and Cody realized it, he had to step it up a little bit to be convincing.

      “Oh, right, national announcement thing, it is why you’re all here after all,” Cody said and swallowed before speaking again. “I would like to announce that 188 is dead, for real this time. A Delta Force unit got lucky and in a covert mission happened to find the terrorist leader nearby. They attacked and ended up killing him. The war is over, his forces have been crushed,” Cody said it as quickly as he could.

      Immediately the crowd erupted with questions. Normally the President didn’t take any questions. “You, in the red,” Cody said and everyone went quiet.

      “How do we know you’re telling the truth this time?” she asked, Cody smiled as she asked that. “Well, you’ll just have to trust me, but this time I am confident that that maniac is toast and I doubt we’ll be seeing him again,” Cody said not as the president but as himself. He really had no idea how a president was supposed to sound. The answer did not amuse anyone. He was discovering how easy it was to lie, too.

      There was no possible way to know for sure if 188 would return or not.

      “Now that the war is over, how are we going to proceed?” Another reporter jumped in when he saw his chance.

      “Well, I suppose we are going to rebuild stuff and make life better again. It seems like the thing to do,” Cody said and with that he didn’t want to answer any more questions. “Alright, tell everyone what I just told you, this war is over but we can’t relax. The work of rebuilding is just beginning and it’s going to be a long road from here,” Cody said and waved to the reporters.

      He didn’t have any idea why he waved as he walked from the podium. He had no idea how he was going to do this, keeping the secret of the Delta Squad was one thing, lying to the country about who he really was and what happened was tearing him apart inside, it just wasn’t right.

      He walked back into the White house and was surrounded my men in suits, there were people here, too. Everyone wanted to talk to him and all he could hear was a jumbled storm of noise coming in his direction. Now that the war was over this time, everyone had a concern, complaint and a request and everyone wanted to be heard at the same time.

      “Guys, listen, hold on,” Cody said to all of them. “The war is over. We all have a lot of work to do and we all have issues right now. But for today, take a day off. Your problems, concerns and issues will all be here tomorrow. I will get to work on helping you all as best as I can, but today. Well, today we should take a moment to celebrate. Go home. Say hi to your kids, call your mom. Do something or get some sleep, but today we all deserve a break,” Cody said to them.

      “Now, if you’ll excuse me, I’m going to get some me time,” he finished and walked away down a hallway. The small crowd he addressed was stunned into silence.

      “Sir, it’s not my place but—“ Cody turned and looked at the agent with those weary, battle hardened eyes that nearly cut through the holographic disguise and sent chills down the agent’s spine. “You’re right. It’s not. It’s been a long war. Be thankful you didn’t have to fight in it,” he replied to him. The agent had nothing else to say and the two made their way down the hall in silence.
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      “Is 188 really dead or is the government just doing their best to trick us again?” one host asked another on television. Cody was flipping through the channels to see what the general mood of the country was. The mood was the same, one of distrust, misery and anger. Providence was still a disaster despite being a victory and the rest of the world was in much worse shape.

      Every single channel that had anything to do with the news was reporting burning cities, ruined landscapes and fields of dead bodies. 188 might have lost the war, but he had several victories all over the world. Every country on earth had been touched by his insane brand of violence. It made Cody cringe to see it all like this. On one hand, he was happy that him and the team was able to do what they did, on the other, he wished he could have done so much more.

      The general state of the world was just waiting for the next 188 signal hack to unleash yet another global terror on the world. Cody switched off the television and knew that the world was going to need more than lies. Even if 188 and his people were gone, the world was still threatening to blow itself into pieces at any moment. He looked out his window and from here, everything felt peaceful. It was night now.

      A full twelve hours had passed since 188 was beaten and he still wasn’t used to the idea that tomorrow wouldn’t involve an ocean of blood and dead people. Freaks with chainsaws and illusions. Life was, with any luck, about to get back to some kind of normalcy.

      He also knew the country didn’t have a president anymore, Cody knew that he wasn’t the man for the job and he also knew that the one who was supposed to be here was still scared out of his mind, hiding in some bunker somewhere until it was safe to come out. He turned off the lights and the television as he made a choice. He couldn’t allow this lie to continue on any longer.

      These nice White house beds were a far cry from the hard beds in the cramped quarters on Blackfire Island. He was having trouble getting used to them, sleep, once again would be elusive.

      Hours past, how many Cody didn’t know but he woke up with a start. A nightmare fading from his memories, something he did, a thousand things he did all meshed together. It wasn’t important right now. What was important was getting ready for the day, getting ready to reveal one of the biggest historical events that he could think of.

      Cody took a shower and got dressed in his suit. He made his way to the Oval Office and sat down. The sun was just beginning to stream through the windows. He couldn’t imagine that the carnage of the war reached all the way here. He was only told about all of it, that was enough.

      Cody was ready to get to work, do something and not quite sure what when the doors of the office swung open. Bill Mcraven walked through the doors and put a paper on his desk. Cody looked up at him trying to act as if he’d never seen this guy before.

      “Now that the war is over, do you think I can get back to working out plans again?” Cody asked him as he leaned back in his chair.

      “No, what plans did you have in mind?” Bill asked him and Cody sighed.

      “A press conference. I have something I need to tell the public today, something important,” Cody replied to him and Bill narrowed his eyes. “Are you going to let us in on the secret or keep us hanging?” Bill asked in response.

      Cody smiled. “You’ll just have to wait and see. I’ll set it up for about three this afternoon,” Cody replied to him.

      “In the meantime, let’s try to keep the world running smoothly,” Bill said and Cody just raised an eyebrow. This was all very uncomfortable to him, he had no idea what to do. Bill left the office and Cody looked at the paper.

      It was a report on something called Talos armor. And according to this they were weak replicas of their own armor. Did Bill know more than he was letting on? Cody didn’t like the way they looked and put the paper down, it was going to be a long, boring day if it kept up like this.

      The day passed just as slowly as he had predicted. He was more stressed out about the meaningless squabbling of people he didn’t even know coming to his office. Issues he didn’t care about or understand completely, it was all a blur.

      He was not meant to be a politician and up until now he was playing the part he was meant to play. Quiet, a placeholder. The most powerful nobody in the whole world. But it was time to change everything. It was time to reveal to the world that nothing was as it seemed. The hour was close at hand and he mentally prepared himself for that was coming next, stood up and was glad to finally leave this office. Despite how important it was, right now it was feeling more like a prison cell.

      Cody wondered if other presidents felt the same way in the past about this place after a while. He had no intentions of staying here for long, however.

      Cody stood on the podium once more it was a Thursday about three in the afternoon. The sun was shining, a slight breeze from the north. It was a good and peaceful day. He was surrounded by reporters who once again had no idea what to expect. He knew more than just reporters were watching, but he didn’t care.

      “Hello again everyone, I have something of an announcement to make,” he said and took a deep breath.

      “I am not the man you think I am. The day I reported 188’s death, the American people suffered a tragedy that was kept hidden from you. The President was assassinated right here, just feet away from where we stand now. In order to avoid panic the government decided that a proxy would be needed to take the Vice President’s place until security can be confirmed.

      “My name is Cody, I am, for now at least, the President of the United States,” he said as he lifted up his arm to reveal a silver wrist band. He grabbed and tore it off to reveal a very different looking person before them as the image shifted.

      “This is not a takeover. Taxes won’t be raised or lowered. Guns won’t be taken away. Elections will be held when they are meant to be held and I will step down as soon as it is safe for me to do so. I know, this is a tough time for everyone involved,” Cody said and everyone was too shocked to even ask any questions right now, reality was still settling in.

      “I will do the best I can. We will rebuild and we will thrive. I will do everything I can to make this a better time for all of us,” Cody said to the reporters and the rest of the country.

      “Sir, how can anyone trust you, you covered up the death of the president?” A reporter asked without being called on.

      Cody thought about this for a minute.

      “Well, I don’t know. I wouldn’t trust me either I guess. I will just have to prove it one day at a time starting with this,” Cody said, sighed and stared into the cameras. “I know some of you out there supported the ideals of 188. The man was a maniac, completely insane. He wanted to kill everyone. He was a genocidal monster. Change your ways now. If you keep insisting on following his insane path we will find you and stop you. This is your chance to walk away I insist you take it,” Cody said directly into the cameras, slipping back into full on Delta Squad commander mode for a moment, briefly showing the potential brutality that lay beneath

      There was not a single person in the room who didn’t get a chill from that tone of voice. Cody noticed this in an instant and dropped it.

      “America has always been at its best when it has been united. We will stand united again and rebuild what we have lost, mourn those who died and heal what has been broken,” Cody said to them and the rest of the country. He knew nothing would ever be the same but didn’t care about the results of this.

      He could only imagine the look on Heath’s face right now, he was also sure he was going to get a phone call on the subject too but right now he didn’t care either way. The reporters looked at one another for a moment, but then they all erupted in a cacophony of noise and questions. Cody’s eyes widened, he didn’t have any answers. He’d told them everything he knew.

      “Sorry, guys. There won’t be any more questions today. Right now, I need to get to work on ridding this country of the last remnants of 188’s insane cult following. Until we do this, none of us are truly safe,” Cody said to them, and that last part was true. Anyone who might believe in 188’s path would be a threat to anyone else. With that, he left the podium and stepped into history forever.
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      The country immediately exploded.

      Riots broke out on both coasts. Some were angry they were tricked, others calling for civil war because this wasn’t their president, they didn’t even know who this was. Civil unrest, protests, both peaceful and violent was the flavor of the day.

      Cody watched America fall apart almost overnight.

      Talk shows on every television station, news programs and even late night shock fests immediately erupted into a furious debate, all asking the same questions. How did the president get replaced and was this even legal at all?

      Congress flew into a rabid state, arguing constantly demanding to know what party was responsible for this travesty, without a body, some even believed the President wasn’t dead at all and this was some kind of scheme to take over the country.

      There were public protests in the streets with people holding up various signs that said things like ‘Not My President’ and ‘Cody is a Phony.’ The country had never been so divided and united by one single issue at the same time.

      Cody was watching the small television in the office, flipping through the networks.

      “Damn, they really don’t like me,” he said to himself, wondering what the others were doing at the time wishing he could be just about anywhere else. He figured this would have gone better than this but it appeared that.

      “Well, it’s still a few months until the election. I’d better do something to make this situation a bit less tense. A bunch of crybabies can’t handle. Makes me wonder if 188 didn’t have a point after all,” Cody continued to talk to himself; it was something he did quite a bit under stress.

      It was time to talk to the public again, this time he had a plan. Cody picked up the phone on his desk.

      “Yeah, I am going to need to talk to the country again. These people don’t seem to get the message and I think it’s for the best I clear things up before they start killing one another over nothing,” he said, waited a moment.

      “I don’t care what you think. This debate needs to end yesterday. We have bigger problems than me,” Cody said, smiled.

      “Excellent. I’ll see you in about two hours,” Cody said, but had no idea what it was he was going to tell the country and quickly came up with a plan that he was sure to be foolproof.

      In the meantime, news channels all over the country broke into their regular programming with the announcement.
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      Joey was watching the television along with the rest of his delta squad. They were national heroes in a time when the whole world seemed to be in need of a hero; at least they were for fifteen minutes because of what they did or claimed to do at the convention.

      Now the war was over and the new president was going to address the nation today, but about what the announcement didn’t say.

      “Dude, do you think that the president is gonna tell us all. that he’s declaring martial law?” Brianna asked them.

      “I doubt it, besides he’s not really the President. Nobody knows where this guy came from,” Angel replied, but he never took his eyes off the television.

      “Doesn’t that voice sound familiar to any of you?” Joey asked them as he tried to place the President’s voice in his mind with someone else, he’d been doing it since the first time he heard it and it was driving him crazy.

      “Yeah, it sounds like that green and gold freak who took down those other weirdos at the convention, just with less electronic interference,” Kelly said as an afterthought.

      “Son of a Thursday, you’re right. It’s him,” Joey said, standing up in shock as he stared at the screen with wide eyes.

      “The president is a maniac,” Tyler said calmly, but the idea spread among them like wild fire. This was as about as far away from good as anyone could possibly be. Now they all needed to see what the monster had to say and the possibility of it being anything positive was dying quickly. They watched and the fear that something terrible was coming increased by the second.

      Cody wasn’t exactly nervous about the speech. He just didn’t know how good he’d be at doing it. He took a deep breath and walked up to the podium yet again and put hands on the sides of it. He stared into the cameras with the gaze most of his enemies never actually got to see as it was usually behind armor.

      Cody had a good idea of what he was going to say but the country was tearing itself apart over him being the president, uninvited and unelected, this was the only thing he could think of to do.

      As the press conference began all Cody could think about was the war and all the lives that were lost, on both sides. The mysterious red army were fighting to survive and he knew full well that the loss of the war meant the destruction of everyone on their world.

      That thought haunted Cody as much as the amount of death they had caused. He took a breath and began to speak what came to mind, something he hoped would help everyone calm down.

      "America, we and the rest of the world have had to unite to stand against an extraordinary evil that nobody expected. The battle was hard and many people fell on fronts all over the world. The War has changed the events of human history forever; life on this planet will never be the same. The challenge was great but we worked together and overcame it, however a greater challenge awaits the human race in the future. As peace descends upon the world once more I would ask you to remember those who have fallen in our defense, the ultimate sacrifice that has been made by countless people. American fighting men and women died with those of every country of the world,” Cody said into the cameras and continued.

      “Because of this peace and rebuilding can return to our world. I know that you did not elect me, or even know me, but you can trust me. I will not declare martial law, raise taxes or make any major changes in the system like I said. All I am asking from all of you is to not worry so much about me and place your energy in rebuilding this country of ours. Donate your time, money and skills if you have them. Everyone is important now; we all need one another in this time of rebuilding. So I urge all of you to be united, when the elections come you can choose a new leader for yourselves or I am sure by then the rightful person will be here instead of me and you can elect that guy or not,” The acting president didn't have much to say in this grim time.

      The world was, in many places still finding and burying the dead from both sides of the war. Cody didn’t know why the Vice president didn’t take over he was doing the best he could and none of this made any sense to him.

      More and more he felt like a pawn in the Syndicate’s game, despite doing all of this, they hadn’t made contact yet. He didn’t like it one bit.

      Joey and the others were shocked as soon as he heard the voice and their worst fears were realized. It wasn’t the first time he listened to the President actually say anything, but since he connected the dots of the true identity of the president, his blood ran cold. He had to be the maniac in the green and gold armor at the convention last year there was no way it was anyone different.

      None of them would never forget that voice and even though it sounded strange at the time there was no mistaking it now. “See, now all of my theories make sense,” Joey said to himself. “Theories, like what?” Kelly asked as he leaned back into his chair.

      “Well, I thought that convention thing was odd. I mean we all agree that the other four were the real squad, right?” Joey said but no one really agreed with him on this point, but to get him to shut up about it they just rolled with it. “I think that green guy was, is, their leader and the president is the actual leader of the Delta Squad. There is no way they’d let a maniac be in charge of the country,” Joey said to them.

      “Yeah, but you know, strangely enough the only members who ever called themselves the Delta Squad was us and most of the people there still think it was nothing more than a really big advertisement it for you done by the convention,” Brianna said to him.

      She was getting annoyed by Joey’s constant theory making, as were the rest of them.

      Joey was pissed.

      He believed that he and his friends deserved some kind of a metal for putting their life on the line like he was sure they did. He wasn’t happy with his fifteen minutes of heroic fame the media gave to him. He wanted more and was determined now more than ever to actually get it, but now he needed to figure out how.

      “Alright guys, the ‘president’ should have at least mentioned us. We did a lot too. But now that I know his secret, I intend to use it to my full advantage,” Joey said but had no idea how he was going to do it yet.

      “Well, while you do that, I am going home. I’ve had enough conspiracy for one day,” Tyler said, the others liked the idea. “Yep, it’s about that time to go back to the world of sanity,” Angel said and stood up. Joey was used to this from his friends by now.

      “Fine, go, you’ll thank me later when we are all rich,” Joey said to them, never taking his eyes off of the television as they left his living room. As the president was talking about war and skills or something like that, he looked at the screen.

      “I intend to start traveling the country; I am going to speak to random students about the reality of our situation. I believe that these kids are our future and I think that we as politicians have grown too distant from our youth. Fifteen random high schools will be chosen for visitation, this journey will begin tomorrow,” Cody said to everyone who was watching the speech.

      Joey got chills down his spine then as those eyes seemed to be staring right through him on the screen. He knew that the new president remembered him and Joey knew that without a doubt that his life was going to change.

      “Oh, you guys, you should have stuck around just a few minutes longer,” he said to himself, considered calling them to report what he just heard.

      “They’ll hear about it on their own,” Joey figured and didn’t bother to tell them anything.

      It was about fifteen seconds after that the president left the podium and the typical news reporting on the appearance started up; Joey shut the television off then and went to his room. His parents would be home from work at some point he was sure. He’d been awake ever since the reported death of 188 and was covering every second of news that he could find. He’d been up for a very long time and even skipped school to witness history in the making.

      Now he was too tired to function.

      His mind raced with thoughts over and over again, the sun went down sooner this time of the year, as his room grew darker he drifted into wild dreams of battlefields, violence, heroes and villains.

      Before he knew it, his alarm was going off and it was time to get up for school. He rolled over and shut it off; as usual he was not entirely looking forward to the new day.

      “No worse enemy than a blaring alarm,” Joey said with sleep still thick in his mind, as much as he wanted to go back to sleep, the memories from the so-called president’s announcement from yesterday shot him full of energy once more, he sat up with a strange energy and he opened his eyes. “Right, psychopathic maniac runs the country now, better wake up,” he said as a reminder.

      It was not a normal day for him because usually his mind was always focused on some imaginary battlefield and there is no other place he would rather be than writing down what he saw in his head after a vivid set of dreams but today was different.

      Joey, like most kids, was thankful his state, along with most of America had gone untouched in the war but most mornings like this he wished that someone would have blown up his school. Even if it was on accident.

      There was nothing worse for a teenager than having to wake up for school, most of the time, even in this post war world he lived in. The daily routine hadn’t changed, Joey’s parents were already long gone and this was the normal way of life for him and many others that he knew. The war had devastated the economy and just to get by anymore, sacrifices had to be made.

      Joey tried his best, as he always did to try and push the memories from before the war out of his mind as he got ready for school. Going through the motions only took a few minutes; soon he was out the door, on his bike heading down the street.

      School was boring and it was always boring even in this age with so much going on in the world stage around them; some things would never actually change. The leader of the delta squad deserved better than this and he was sure of it.

      His writing was even more popular online now, but it wasn’t doing him any favors yet. Joey had never thought to charge for any of it, and he knew full well it was hard to get anything published in a book if it was already online for free somewhere for anyone to see. He cursed himself many times a week for this, but didn’t know how to change it.

      Now that headache was coming back to haunt him because everyone knew about the story but he wasn’t making a single penny off of it and this was frustrating. To sit in some room with the boring lecture from a teacher that droned on about something he didn’t care about should have been considered torture.

      Joey had other things on his mind and was expecting his life to change in a really big way, he was anxious and twitchy.

      He was about to slam his head into his desk and try to pass out into a better world where the heroes got the credit they really deserved, and maybe the money too because money was always nice. Anything would be better than this tension.

      He was lost in his thoughts when the intercom came on Joey nearly jumped out of his in surprise as his intense concentration was shattered by a voice from the loudspeaker.

      "Attention all students and faculty, there will be a special school assembly in fifteen minutes in the gym." The lady on the other end said to them all, but she seemed on edge. Even the teacher seemed surprised at this announcement and had a confused look on his face at the news. The others didn’t seem too excited by this but Joey’s mind was on fire.

      He didn’t expect this to happen this fast, but at the same time he didn’t know how he couldn’t have not expected it. The president, no, the monster was coming for him. If Joey knew what he thought he and his friends knew one of two things was about to happen here. Either they were going to be rewarded or they were about to disappear.

      Joey almost thought about making a run for it but decided against it. He got up with the rest of the class and made his way towards the gym with the others.

      Once he got there, he met up with the rest of his squad members, this year they didn‘t have any classes together and that just added to the harsh nature of school he was forced to experience.

      The five of them acknowledged with a nod and a smile but the situation was rushed so they sat down next to one another despite the teachers trying to tell the others where to go.

      “Do you still think the president is the green and gold guy?” Kelly asked him and Joey looked at him and the others. “You know you didn’t need to bring it up, but yes, yes I do,” he replied, to him it was obvious they didn’t catch or watch the news after they left his place and Angel couldn’t help but laugh.

      “You know we like picking on you when we get the chance, lighten up at least we didn’t all die,” Angel said to him and Brianna was more than ready to agree with this with a nod.

      “School is better than death,” she added on to that. Even if they didn’t get their national amount of fame they had desired, everyone at school respected them just for the amount of internet popularity they got, even though not too many actually believed the convention story as they told it.

      “So, does anyone know what this is going to be or are we all in the dark?” Brianna asked and Tyler just crossed his arms

      “I bet it’s some kind of anti-drug thing, it’s always that,” Tyler said and was annoyed because where ever he was he liked it better than being here it was easily seen. Joey knew, or was at least pretty sure he knew what this was going to be all about. It was going to be all about them one way or another.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            4

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        

      

    

    
      One Day before the school assembly,

      Marine Scout Sniper School, Camp Pendleton California.

      "I see him," he said as he tossed a rock was tossed and a sniper was nailed in the head.

      "Son of a B--" Blake stopped the sniper in training at once with a rather loud "Language, soldier" as he tossed another rock, another hidden sniper revealed his position, another one down, it was the same routine as yesterday. He was not impressed with any of these people and even though this was his first session as a teacher, he was already frustrated.

      Blake was a teacher of the most brutal kind. He was a dangerous kind of perfectionist and expected the same out of his students but almost no one passed his tests. No matter how good the person was or how good they could hide, it was never good enough.

      "Have any of you learned anything I taught you. If it was legal to kill you, I would do so. Stop thinking of me as your teacher and more like your God. I don't like you. I don't need you. If you fail again I will fall all of you and you'll go back to your units and be labeled the failures you’re turning out to be," he shouted out to the open field, his was one of his good days.

      Blake was more than aware that war was beyond brutal and if they ever had to fight in real combat this would feel like heaven in comparison. Leaning back in his chair he could easily see all of the snipers. He knew that even if he knew where they were, they were good enough for what they would be used for. His thoughts were interrupted when that special phone on his side rang, he answered it. The last time this phone rang he ended up saving the world. It was a year ago now since it last turned on. He did not expect this thing to ring again, or not so soon at least. The voice on the other end of the phone was one he knew.

      “You can’t be serious about this. You owe me too many favors already,” Blake said, annoyed and listened as he rolled his eyes

      “Alright fine, but you owe me. See you tomorrow, I was personally hoping for at least ten years before I saw you again but a few days works too, I guess,” he said and hung up the phone and got back to his class.

      “Alright, hide better this time. First person I find gets to mop the barracks,” Blake said with a smile.
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        The Razor’s Edge.

        Providence, Rhode Island.

      

      

      Wyatt was blindfolded again, dressed in traditional black and gold kendo garb. He was fighting seven people at the same time. All his students, all of them were being trained by one of the greatest masters of the sword to ever live in their time but still they had no idea of his true identity.

      “Alright, now attack me all at once. The first person to score a hit gets a free month,” he said with a smile and prepared for their attack. He was going to be demonstrating the importance of the ability to change directions in a fight.

      Then his phone rang. The special one he always kept on his side at all times.

      His students never questioned him about it anymore, every time they did he challenged them to a fight and was less than nice about it, so questions about the phone died out in a hurry and most of them were sure it didn’t even work at all.

      Wyatt took off the blindfold as he stepped forward and swung his blade with more force than usual. The sword, despite being made out of wood was very dangerous. The attack hit all the blades and the force was enough to knock them all down to the ground at the same time.

      “Sorry about that, guys, but I need to take this,” Wyatt said to his students, they were all in shock and still trying to figure out what happened and how he did it. Wyatt picked up the phone.

      "Yeah, are you serious?” Wyatt asked as he put his wooden blade over his shoulder. “Why in the world would we do that? That makes no sense,” Wyatt said and was shaking his head in disapproval. “This is why I should have been in charge but fine, I’ll be there, I guess. This doesn’t make you any less of a jerk," Wyatt said as he hung up.

      "Class dismissed, something has come up and I won’t be here tomorrow so ladies and gentlemen, you get the day off,” he said with a smile. Then he walked away, hanging up the phone.
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        Sparky’s

        Dustin’s Bar.

        Just outside New Orleans, Louisiana

      

      

      

      The place was a success from the first day, most of that was hard work but some of this was due to the owner himself. He was also the main bouncer too, people came to see some nut job drink too much and start trouble just to watch the owner in action. The place was a place made legendary by the locals in an amazingly short amount of time.

      "She's coming with me and that’s the end of it, if anyone has anything to say about it we can talk outside or inside I don’t care," the man said way too loud to apparently, nobody. He was off balance and clearly had drank too much, but still a reasonable threat. He held some lady in dressed in green by the left wrist and was causing a scene. No one seemed too worried about it.

      This guy was a big guy, he looked like a wanna be biker though, still not exactly the kind of person people said no to very often.

      The server was new and didn’t cut him off when she was supposed to. Dustin was watching the situation from a distance and didn’t like it and the woman he was going to take with him didn’t seem too interested in leaving, not with this guy anyway.

      Dustin walked over to the two of them and people separated as he moved through the crowd.

      "Guy. You can still walk out of here; maybe you should keep it that way,” Dustin said and never liked these situations, but when he took matters into his own hands, he knew it was good for business. People always liked a good show.

      "You can't even--" Then the guy threw a lazy lop sided punch that Dustin was able to catch easily. He hated being interrupted by anyone, especially trash like this. A twist of the arm and the drunk guy was on the floor. "I‘ll kill you for this," the big man screamed in a fit of rage as the phone on Dustin’s belt rang.

      "Hold that thought guy," Dustin said as he answered it with his other hand.

      "What do you want?” Dustin asked and waited for a few seconds. “A favor, what is it?" he asked again as the guy started to get up but Dustin twisted his arm more and held him in place with ease. "What, that’s the stupidest idea I've ever heard…no really. This time it is really stupid. I don’t know who thought it was a good idea to put you in charge of anything," Dustin said, his frustration increased the pressure without him realizing it.

      The guy's wrist broke with a sickening crack that and everyone heard it some of them cringed in sympathetic pain, others cheered. Dustin barely noticed any of it.

      This guy started screaming in pain instantly. "You suck, you know that? This one time I'll do it for you. Pay no attention to that screaming. Oh, don‘t worry about it. I got everything under control here, more than you do anyways," Dustin said and the phone conversation was over. He put the phone back where it came from. The guy was screaming in pain and making the end of the conversation hard to hear.

      "Now I'm pissed, today is turning out to be a mildly bad day,” Dustin said as he reached down and took the man's wallet and pulled out his information as he let the guy go as an afterthought. The guy got up and ran out the front door. The crowd cheered and the woman he was threatening seemed to be in a much better mood.

      He nodded to her and the bar scene returned to normal in short order.

      Dustin walked to and sat down at his computer. He got to work taking his frustration out on this random trouble maker. This guy's life was about to get very difficult now that he had Dustin‘s attention. He began to systematically use the information to empty the guy’s bank accounts. It didn’t take very long when you had access to Syndicate programs he may, or may not have stolen when he left.

      That would teach him to spend too much money from here on out, he hoped. He was sure he was being rather nice about the whole thing, usually he liked to make people erased from the system to make them suffer, sure it was illegal but he didn’t care.

      The cops got called to Sparky’s many times due to reports of assault from people but none of the cameras ever seemed to catch the alleged assault and there were never any witnesses to it either. Dustin made sure to give a couple of free rounds to everyone after each event like this and it kept the people quiet enough.
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        Chicago

        The Streets

      

      

      

      You can take the world out of the war, but not the war out of the world. Even before the war with 188 was over, something new hit the streets, a new drug in a time of great crisis. It was perfect for the new chemical to take hold. Josh didn't know where it came from but he did know what it was called and who had the most of it, at least right now.

      The new drug was called the Crimson Eye. It was too addictive and spreading throughout the country like the virus it was. Everywhere that it went the drug brought death and destruction with it. Josh had an uzi in each hand, for him the war had never really ended.

      As soon as he left Blackfire Island, he went right back to work. The streets were the same, but the people on them were different. Josh was closing in on a group of Eye addicted maniacs who he knew were selling the stuff. Josh had tangled with these types twice before and hoped that his guns would be enough to deal with this situation.

      This drug was like an enhanced version of PCP, it made people nearly invincible. Last time Josh put an entire thirty round clip into a drugged out junkie and she didn’t die until he smashed her head in with a car. Josh was nervous about what he was going to do next. Stepping out of the darkness, both guns pointed at the group of four people who didn’t see him coming.

      “Hey. We need to talk about your drug habit, mostly like where you get them. We don’t have to end up killing one another here,” Josh said, waiting for a response.

      “It looks like we got ourselves a hero, heroes make great stress relief and they taste great too,” the taller man said and the others turned. Two women, two guys. All of them had clearly used this poison before, their bodies were already changing.

      They were all dressed in black leather, it was cheap though. Hand me down and torn to shreds in a lot of places.

      Josh wasn’t shocked by this. He’d seen the aftermath of drug dens before. The Crimson eye seemed to create a strange cannibalistic psychosis in who ever used it too long. It was never a pretty sight.

      “If you eat me I promise you’ll choke,” Josh said back to them as they started to walk towards him. Josh could tell they had used their own product.

      They had the look about them. Bulky and their eyes were red, even at night like this it was easy to tell but the addiction wasn’t that strong yet, they were only level one users for now.

      “I get his arms. I really want his arms,” one of them said, some girl who couldn’t have been more than twenty years old. Josh took it seriously, he’d seen what happens when Eye users had a feast after they got high.

      “Fine, you can have my arms after you take them,” Josh replied to them and started to squeeze the triggers, before he did, his phone rang. Josh said and put one of his guns in his holster. The four of them seemed confused by this as well.

      “Hold on a minute, guys, I need to take this,” Josh said to them, hoping they were as dumb as they looked and didn’t attack him.

      “Why does this thing always ring at the worst times?“ he asked as he answered the call. "What do you want? I am busy, here,” he said and looked around, frustrated.

      "You want me to do what? That's insane, even for us," Josh continued, listening to the other end. “Will you hold on a minute?” Josh asked as he used his Uzi and put bullets into all of them in one sweeping arc without a second thought on the matter.

      He really didn’t need to do that but if he didn‘t do it now they would kill some eight year old kid‘s parents in some alleyway somewhere. He couldn‘t have that thought running through his head.

      "You are annoying,” he said as one last gunshot rang out striking the one on the far right in the head, the fight was over before it started. "I'll be there. I guess, yeah," he said and hung up the phone He moved up to the last one alive.

      "Hey. We need to talk, buddy," he said as he stood over him with the gun barrel in the face of the injured and scared man lying on the ground. Josh knew his night was just getting started and he was sure now that he had to go to some event, he would get plenty of good leads he wouldn’t have time to follow up on. It was how his luck worked.
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      Joey was the only one sweating in the gym, but it had nothing to do with the heat.

      “Dude, what’s wrong with you?” Brianna asked him. “Not now,” he replied to her and waited for what he knew would come next.

      “Alright, Joey’s lost his mind. Typical.” Kelly said crossed his arms. “No, I didn’t lose my mind. Just wait,” Joey said and was so sure about what was coming next, but was doing his best to keep the secret. The general chatter in the room continued on but Joey focused on that stage in the middle of the room. Every minute feeling like ten to him, then the speaker squelched loud enough to make everyone shut up in a hurry.

      "Introducing the President of the United States!" An unseen voice said over a speaker as Cody came walking out to the stage. This was unprecedented, unexpected and everyone seemed to be in awe. Joey smiled but the rest of the squad froze and the hair on the backs of their necks stood up.

      “Oh, my God,” Tyler whispered to himself. Was this their moment, would they finally be recognized for their heroic actions by the highest power in the country? All of the sudden this became a lot more exciting or, terrifying if you thought about it long enough.

      Four people walked in with him and they were all dressed in the typical secret service agent attire but the President was the main attraction today.

      "Ah, it's good to be here today," Cody said to everyone and as before displayed a nervous nature in being a public speaker even if it were for a bunch of kids.

      "Today I came here to kick off a nationwide tour of talking to the very foundation of our country about the events that have just taken place in our world," Cody said to them, trying to set the record as straight as possible. The four secret service agents didn't move, but if you could hear their thoughts it would have told a completely different story.

      "I came here first to honor the," that is about the time when the five members of Joey’s team stood up, Joey leading them as if he knew what was coming.

      “Thank you Mister President, we will be happy to accept our honor in public as we deserve it," Joey said as all five of them made their way down the steps. The crowd watched on, some horrified, others embarrassed. Everyone knew what they did, however no one thought that the President was here for them.

      Cody just watched and shook his head he was stunned. Everyone in the gym was stunned too and could only watch as this unfolded. Cody wasn’t about to take this lightly. He waited for the five of them to make it all the way down to the floor.

      “Remove these people from the room," It was all Cody had to say. Instantly the four agents came to life and took the so called delta squad out of the gym in front of everyone, the whole ordeal took less than a minute and everyone had their eyes on them.

      “Well, it seems someone obviously thinks a little bit highly of themselves, now as I was saying, I’ve come here to talk to you about the future,” Cody said and did his best to lighten the mood in the room and continue his speech.

      "Well the plan worked just like he said. Now what do we do with these kids?" Wyatt asked then. ”I don't know. We were supposed to just kill them I think," Josh said back to him causally and revealed his side arm to them just slightly.

      "No, no you are scaring them now. Look at them. They think they're special or something just because they took our name. Can you believe that?" Dustin asked and laughed about it but didn’t know why it was funny. Joey and the others stood there.

      "You‘re the Delta Squad!" Joey said in a voice that indicated that he should have known this already. Joey was stunned, normally if he wasn't in front of his computer he could get kind of annoying over time, all he ever talked about was the next adventure. His friends liked him well enough but now he was going to be worse than ever and they half groaned. Wishing that he’d only had made this stuff up.

      The four men just shook their heads. "Quick isn't he?" Blake asked sarcastically. "Not really," Brianna finally said to them. Not really knowing what else to say.

      “What are you guys doing here?” Joey had a million questions to ask, he had a million more he hadn’t thought of yet.

      “Well, truth is we saw what you did at the convention. Takes a lot of courage to stand up to anyone like that. We just wanted to say thanks. Also we wanted to tell you that your stories are way off. They are too tame, and don’t have enough action,” Blake said to him and the other three tried to agree with this. They didn’t know that they were doing here just yet and Josh still wanted to kill them a little bit.

      All Joey got out of it was that the heroes his grandfather told him about in the stories were real, and they read his stuff.

      He wouldn’t have cared if they said his stories had been useless. Not at first anyway. He was living the dream right now. All of them were.

      “Come on, this way,” Wyatt said to them, obviously, there was some kind of a plan here. They all made their way into a midsized study hall and sat down in various places.

      “So, where did you get the idea to write the story ‘Delta Squad vs The Mummy’?” Dustin asked Joey. He really wanted to know. “Too much caffeine and going to bed way later than I should have, it wasn’t one of my better stories you know,” Joey said, embarrassed about it.

      “Don’t feel too bad, kid. I am sure at some point in our insane history something like that happened, somewhere,“ Blake said, trying to imagine something like that but he couldn’t do it.

      “Let’s get to the point, you realize that if you tell anyone about this experience you could disappear. You’re on the Syndicate’s radar now, all of you. So stop talking about what you did. It’s in your best interests,” Wyatt said to all of them as the reality set in on all of them.

      “Yeah, we can do that. If you want to kill Joey now that’s fine with us, he doesn’t know when to shut up but the rest of us should be fine,” Tyler said and laughed nervously. The four men in black suits did not laugh. “Right, we can keep a secret, you can count on us,” Joey said to them, never more wanting to be out of a room all of the sudden than right this minute.

      “Good, we believe you. “ Josh said, but his eyes had a distinct coldness to them. And continued. “The followers of 188 are still out there, and if they think you had anything to do with their leader’s downfall, they’ll hunt you down,” Josh finished. It was true. Not even Joey had thought of something like that.

      The room they went into had the TV left on, but it was on mute. Nobody was paying much attention to it due to what was going on in the room at the time. Finally, Kelly, who had kept his mouth shut couldn’t ignore it anymore.

      Something was going on, and it looked bad, the news guy was looking frantic and the news crawl at the bottom of the screen was flashing all kinds of information, the word attack appeared on the screen several times.

      Kelly got up and moved to the TV, turned it up.

      “Coming to you live over Liberty Island. A terrorist attack has just occurred moments ago. The Statue of Liberty has been destroyed. I repeat. The monument has been destroyed by a group of terrorists calling themselves the Delta Squad, they have attacked this country. The devastation is horrible,” The news man said and the camera panned over the situation from the helicopter. Pieces of the statue were in all directions and smoke filled the air, the head was nowhere to be seen.

      No one in the room said a word as the reality set in. Everyone who saw it had chills sent down their backs at what they could see and hear.

      “So, does that mean the secret is out then?” Joey asked without thinking, he was in shock. “We are leaving, now and I’ll tell mister President. You guys get out of here,” Blake said to them as he left and the others agreed as the watched the situation, hoping to get a glance of the enemy.

      “If we know who you are, chances are the bad guys do to. You’re coming with us, besides you’ll be blamed for this. People are stupid and its best that the guys who invented this name and put it on the internet and his friends aren’t around to take the heat,” Wyatt said then and this got a nasty look from Josh and Dustin.

      Neither one of them wanted to be babysitters. Also, there was little chance whomever was behind this would come after the kids for any reason, the only one who seemed to think so, was Wyatt.

      “What could go wrong? Come on. Let’s get out of here,” Wyatt said to them and led the way out of the room. “Follow us and keep up,” Josh said reluctantly to a group of kids who’d just been thrown into something they never asked for. They all looked scared. For a second he got a flashback from Berlin, he’d seen these faces before.

      Cody was in the middle of giving his speech when Blake came through the doors. In the middle of his speech was about the time people’s phones began to come to life. Cody looked over at Blake and the look on his face told him something was very wrong as he got closer.

      “Cody, we need to leave now, apparently, we are attacking the country. So, if you can you wrap this up that would be helpful,” Blake said to him in a whisper. Cody couldn’t believe what he was hearing but nodded anyway despite how little sense it made. Blake stood aside.

      “Sorry, everyone there is a situation that requires my attention. I am going to have to take care of it,” Cody said to everyone, immediately Blake and he made their way towards a planned exit, another agent opened the door long before the two of them got there.

      “What in the hell is going on, Blake?” Cody demanded.

      “News guy said a group calling themselves the Delta Squad just destroyed the Statue of Liberty. Someone’s pissed enough to be us and it’s a pretty short list of who it could be,” Blake said as they walked towards the helicopter.

      “Yeah, where the hell was the Syndicate on this?” Cody asked out loud. “Your guess is as good as mine. We need to get you back to Washington. Don’t worry about the others,” Blake replied to him.

      “What makes you think I ever did to begin with?” Cody replied with a smile. “Are you sure it is safe to fly back?” Blake asked him.

      “Yeah, worst that happens is I get shot down but I have a feeling whoever did this has a sense for the dramatic. Shooting me down in a helicopter in transit would be the smart thing to do, so I’m safe. You get back with the others, do what you need to and find out what you can. I have a statement to make,” Cody said to Blake. Blake closed the door after that and walked away.

      “Good luck.” he said, watching it take off.

      Wyatt and the others were standing outside the school. They had a little bit of a problem. “What are we going to do with them?” Josh asked and glared. “I don’t know, let them go home, something. We are going to be too busy to help them,” Dustin replied. Wyatt crossed his arms and went into deep thought on what to do with them.

      “I got it,” he said and the others looked at him. “We’ll send them to DIAB, they’ll be safe there,” Wyatt said and smiled. “Are you sure that’s a good idea?” Dustin asked nervously. That place made him nervous, sending a bunch of kids there didn’t help him. “Yeah, why not. It’s not like this situation is going to last very long. We’ll just handle it in a few hours, but just in case it lasts a little longer they’ll be safe,” Wyatt said with a smile.

      “Who cares already. Get a tracer beam on them and teleport them to DIAB,” Josh said, frustrated. Dustin narrowed his eyes at him. “Do we just send them off with a sticky note on their backs or what?” Dustin asked him but before he could do anything, or anyone else could. Wyatt pulled out the phone on his belt.

      “Kids, teleportation sucks. When you get there just make sure to tell them the Syndicate sent you. Not us, you can keep a secret, so here’s your chance,” Wyatt said to them and winked.

      “Wait, you can’t just—“ Kelly was cut off as all five of them disappeared in a blue flash as Wyatt pushed the button.

      Blake came back out just in time to see the blue flash. “What did you do?” he asked them. “Just sent a package with my highly experimental personal teleporter. I sure hope it worked. I’ve never actually tested it before,” Wyatt replied to him with a smile. No one was sure where Wyatt got something like that, they were all sure he wasn’t smart enough to build it himself. Maybe Emily installed it at a special request or something.

      Blake just groaned as his phone rang, he answered it.

      “Yeah?” he said and paused. No one was on the other end and he looked around, narrowed his eyes as he hung up. The others caught on that something was wrong.

      “Guys, we need to get back to Washington, Cody’s already on his way there,” Blake said as he hung up and put the phone away. “We’ll carpool, Blake’s driving,” Wyatt said and with that they all moved towards the black limo.
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      It was only an hour by helicopter, but soon Cody was back at the White House. His first major issue had shown up and now he needed to prove to the people that he could handle this. On the inside, he was being torn apart. Someone was making them look bad, but it was even worse because no one knew they existed outside of a few select people. Now the public would forever know the Delta Squad as the enemy.

      Cody wasted no time. He took a breath and got off the chopper as soon as it landed. He had to be confidence itself, any wavering on anything now and the public would tear him to pieces, the whole country would melt into nothing. He was sure by now everyone knew about the terrorist attack, the podium and stage was already to go when he arrived. He was going to waste no time in getting to the point. He walked right to it.

      His mind was playing out everything from a sniper’s bullet in the chest, or a bomb going off. All kinds of terrible things that could have happened once he got on this stage, but he had to do it all the same. As he walked to the stage he could feel the cameras on him every inch of the way.

      Cody walked on to the stage and stood behind the podium and couldn’t believe what he was going to say.

      "My fellow Americans as you already know we have been attacked. This attack is symbolic and meant to frighten all of us, it won’t work, we will not be broken. This will be short and to the point. A message to the terrorists that call themselves the Delta Squad. You will be captured or killed. Whatever comes first. If you give up now, you will be allowed to keep your lives. You have until the sunset of today to turn yourself in, then we come for you with everything we have," Cody said to the cameras and he hoped whoever was responsible for this mess was watching.

      The anger in his eyes spoke volumes and could not be hidden by any amount of acting to be calm. It felt like the war was back on. 188 was gone, but this had a different feel to it. 188 always announced his plans out of arrogance. This came with no warning.

      "No questions, please," Cody said and walked back into the White House.

      The others were already there waiting for him inside. "So, where did you end up putting the "Delta Squad" any ways?" Cody asked the others who were there. Wyatt just laughed.

      "My plan worked. They are at Fort DIAB as we speak. I teleported them. I hope they didn’t die. They should be safe there for the time being. I did good this time," Wyatt said, no one smiled at this, Fort DIAB was a terrible place to put anyone and they were sure that It was the first place Wyatt could think of. It would better than being out on the streets if things did go as bad as they could, however.

      Blake just sighed and brought the current situation back up to the point.

      "You knew this was going to happen, Cody. Why did you let it happen?" Blake asked him straight out. Cody looked away from him for a moment, the anger in his eyes didn’t diminish at the accusation.

      “Honestly I had no idea this would happen. I figured losing the war would make most of them go into hiding without leadership. The Syndicate didn’t know this was coming, no one detected it,” Cody said to him, it wasn’t good enough but it was true.

      "The only way to take down all of the generals of 188 was to let them think we didn't know they were coming or where they were. We had no luck chasing them down in the war so it wouldn’t have been any different if we were hunting them. Besides those freaks are not your average criminals. They would have slaughtered hundreds just to get away. Now that we know exactly where they are, we can take them all down at the same time," Wyatt said, sticking up for Cody.

      Josh shook his head. "You really think it'll be that easy. They took our name, Cody and you just declared us as the enemies. We can't do anything and no force you can call up can do anything about it either. This is bigger than you think it is. As far as everyone in the world is concerned, we are enemy number one. If we show up all the bad guy has to do is sit back and watch as the big guns come after us,” Josh said to him and continued.

      “Someone’s been planning this for a while now,” Josh finished.

      Cody's thoughts were broken when he said that. "What do you mean?" he asked.

      "I mean that, well, the day I got back the streets were flooded with this new drug, the Crimson Eye. Nobody knew where it came from but its appearance and the end of the war is not a random thing, it does terrible things to people. It reminds me of the BOBO soldiers we saw, something is going on and you won't even bother to look past your plan of letting all the bad guys come to you. This new job of yours is blinding you and now we are the enemies. This is all connected," Josh said acting paranoid about something only he seemed to be able to see.

      "Well, thank you for that information. First of all it doesn't matter who the delta squad is. Nobody knows who we are. Enemy or not it doesn't matter. We can pull this off. Some drug has you concerned when the entire world could be at risk? Get your issues straight here. We know where the enemy is, we have a good idea who it is. We can take them down," Cody replied to him.

      Josh didn't feel comfortable with the situation, losing a landmark like that was a small price to pay in the mind of the commander. He knew they would want revenge, he didn’t think it would come in such a big fashion like this.

      The door to the oval office clicked then opened. By the time, it opened the president's eyes were already on the door, so too was the rest of the squad.

      "Sir, we have a…" the guy stopped. "Hey, what are you guys doing here?" Wyatt smiled at those words but then he was a little worried. Will was supposed to be at DIAB. What was he doing here?

      "Will, haven't seen you in a long time. How's it going?" Josh then walked to him and slammed his hand into Will's back, the force was too much though and the new guy almost went sailing into the desk.

      "Easy, easy! You forget just how much force you have," Will said and grimaced in pain and regained his balance.

      "Sorry. So, Captain Bootstrap, what are you doing here?" Josh asked. "Yeah, the last time we saw you, you were sent to Xy. What brings you back?" Dustin asked and didn't seem to care about seeing him, but seemed annoyed to learn he was back. Was it Xy or DIAB, Dustin couldn’t remember. All he wondered was who was taking care of the kids if Will wasn’t there.

      "Guys I’d love to explain but there is no time to explain. If you would pay more attention to, say, I don't know, the television you'd know why. Right now, we have bigger problems. The Delta Squad is coming this way and we need to get the president out of here, so if you'll come with me, Sir, now."

      Will was impatient and nervous. He had not changed a bit despite being a General.

      “They are coming here? No one is stopping them?” Cody asked, he was shocked. “No, sir, you don’t understand. They are flying in weird armor suits. In the city. Shooting at them would result in extremely high civilian casualties. We can only watch for now,” Will replied to him. Cody’s left eye twitched. He was ready to sacrifice a lot of people to bring these maniacs down. His violent instincts were beginning to surface.

      “Very well, we’ll get out of here,” Cody said, sticking to the role he was playing for now. The others were visibly uncomfortable about all of this situation. Mainly the news that the enemy could fly was most distressing to them.

      Will shook his head and kept talking, giving too much information.

      "They say they want to talk to you. As you know its American policy that we don't deal with these types, ever. The best choice is to retreat to find a better plan, just give us time and we’ll do it." Will said to him, realized at that moment he’d said too much.

      Silence overcame the room. Once Will said they wanted to talk, the others knew that Cody wouldn’t pass up a chance to meet the enemy in person.

      "No, I have to handle this personally. I can‘t meet my first crisis as a leader running away, Will. You need to get out of here now. I know how to handle this," Cody said plainly and with more confidence now as the tension seemed to get worse.

      "But Sir. This is a bad--" Blake grabbed the protester by the collar of his fancy suit and lifted him off the ground. “General, the president has made a choice. Get back to DIAB, we will handle it from here," Blake said and he threw him towards the door. Blake had no time for whiners today, and he took his role as being a secret service agent very seriously.

      Will was able to remain standing. Only just barely, he was really getting sick of being treated like this but he knew these guys were in the military with him in the past and they hadn‘t changed much at all.

      That didn’t explain what they were doing here or why Cody was the new President, everything was still very unclear to him. Will was doing his best to function in a world that had been turned on its head by recent events.

      "Sir, you should really look into getting some better friends," Will said but Cody ignored him despite their differences he was pretty sure he couldn‘t get better friends then this even if nobody knew who they really were.

      "Will. Get yourself to Fort DIAB. I have a special mission for you there. Be there as fast as you can," Will just shook his head but an order like this was too hard to not be excited about

      “A special mission in Fort DIAB. I’ve only been there once. I’ll consider it an honor, Sir,” he said and walked out closing the door behind him.

      “I thought he was running the place,” Wyatt said to himself.

      “I guess not, but it’s not like we get a newsletter or anything. I have no idea what’s going on anymore,” Dustin replied.

      "Bootstrap, of all the people you could have called upon to be part of your team, you pick him?" Wyatt almost laughed at this. “I didn’t pick him. He’s been in this machine since just before we even became the squad. He’s weird but reliable,” Cody said.

      “I don’t know how he ever made it through the Marine boot camp,” Dustin replied. They had known of one another for a long time, but Will, like everyone else had no idea who they actually turned out to be. “I’m sure Will and the kids will get along just fine, what’s the worst that could happen?” Wyatt asked himself.

      He could feel his plan falling apart by the second, nothing was as he thought it was.
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      “Right now, we have to take care of ourselves. Anyone have any ideas on who's actually doing this?" Cody said. “Hey, does this office have a television, we could use one,” Blake said, looking around the place realizing he’d never been in here before.

      Cody pushed a button on his desk and the wall to their left opened up revealing a large television and turned on. “I need one of these,” Wyatt said as he looked at it. Josh tried to call Blackfire on his phone, it didn’t even ring.

      “No word from Heath or anyone, no one is even picking up on the other end. I wonder if whoever did this manage to take them out too?” Josh asked, no one had an answer as the news channel was reporting a live event. This event took all of their attention at once.

      The cameras were recording five very familiar armored soldiers walking down a street in New York City. The squad was looking at themselves. One was white, smooth armor who looked like he was the leader. Two of them were in red armor, one was slender, the other was bulky. Another was in dark green armor and the last one wore silver. None of the squad could determine any special details about them right now, but the color scheme didn’t appear very inspired.

      "Well, it finally happened. Evil versions of us walking down the street, I suppose it could be worse, it could be clones, what if they are clones?" Wyatt asked in amazement and shock.

      “They aren’t clones, Wyatt, they are obviously doppelgangers,” Dustin answered him back quickly. “Just saying they could be clones is all,” Wyatt said back to him.

      The scene wasn't finished. Behind them, being dragged slowly along by a sixth armored figure holding a chain that connected to his victim’s neck. It was Tony. His armor was missing and his clothes were covered in blood and torn but due to his healing factor he was in one piece and alive.

      "Damn, they have him too. Well, I guess we can assume he didn't just ride off into the sunset like we thought," Josh said. Like most retired Squad members, they had just assumed after the mission was done he had just gone home, no one was fond of goodbyes.

      They had no idea that he might have actually been beaten; it was a shocking thing to consider and now this turned into a rescue mission, too. There was no way they were going to let this stand.

      "Yeah we need to stop this but If we reveal ourselves as the Squad chances are everyone will see us both as the enemy. If we do nothing lots of people are going to die. If these guys are even half as good as we are the ordinary army won't stand much of a chance," Cody said mostly to himself, overthinking this situation.

      “Oh, I don’t know. I think a well trained army could have a pretty good chance at taking us down. Jake’s army was a bunch of desperate people who knew how to point and shoot, not trained fighters. I wouldn’t overestimate us that much,” Dustin replied. Cody ignored him, even if he was right.

      The scene changed then as the camera focused in on a sixth black armored figure.

      "Hello, I am the leader of the Delta Squad. I only have one demand. I want to speak directly to the President. That's it. Nothing else. If he does not reply in an hour people begin to die on a massive scale. I like to keep things to the point, so what do you say Mister President?" he asked with too much confidence and as if he knew he was going to get what he wanted and knew that no one would risk trying to take them down to risk the threat, whatever it might be.

      The five of them watched the demand. Wyatt had a shiver go down his spine. There was no mistaking that voice anywhere. The scene changed back to the news caster in an instant.

      "This message just came in seconds ago. The terrorist threat is unknown at the time but the demand is simple. The whole country waits to see what the new President will do. The timer is counting down to, well, something bad," he said into the screen, clearly losing his collective cool live on camera. After a full year of reporting on various beginnings of the end, the rate anchors broke down on live television was increasing at an alarming rate.

      "Well, looks like our course of action is decided," Dustin said as he looked towards the door. "Yeah. We get the hell out of dodge and figure out what it is we need to do next," Wyatt said as he was getting ready to leave.

      "There is no way we bend to this or any other maniac who comes out of the woodwork. Let’s be on the first plane out," Wyatt added. It was a good plan. But this time somebody knew about the Squad well enough to become them, Cody was sure that this threat was not an idle one.

      "No. We, I can't run from this. I have to go meet this head on. The rest of you go to the island and get ready for battle and find out what the hell is going on with them. We'll see how this goes and move on from there," Cody said the opposite of what they wanted to do.

      They didn't like this plan at all, but running never solved anything.

      Cody picked up the phone and pushed a button.

      “Tell them I am on my way. I’ll be there as fast as I can get there,” he said into it.

      “No arguments. It’s not worth the risk. I’ll be there soon. Tell them that I’ve made an executive decision in the matter,” he said and hung the phone up. “Alright. Let’s see what happens next,” he said to his friends and stood up.

      “I still think they are clones,” Wyatt said looking at them on the screen. “If you say they are clones one more time and I am punching you,” Josh said to him with a glare Wyatt could feel.

      “Fine, Cody you do your thing and I guess we’ll find a boat,” Blake said and couldn’t believe what he was saying, it’d been years since they all had to take a civilian boat to the Island. Wyatt on the other hand did this trip much more recently. Cody walked over to the left wall and opened a secret door. “Get out this way, I know this place is going to be flooded with people soon. I can’t keep them out forever,” Cody said to them.

      Knowing his military people were extremely anxious to talk to him, he was just making them wait because he could. It was irresponsible, but he didn’t care.

      “So, where in the world are we going to find a boat?” Dustin asked as they took the secret passage out of the oval office. “Find, no, we’ll just take the one we want. National emergency makes it okay to take what we want,” Josh replied to him.

      “You are going to feel bad about stealing a boat later on, you know you will,” Dustin said back to him.

      “Maybe, but if all this goes the way it’s looking I think the last thing any of us will feel bad about is taking a boat so will you to shut up about it already?” Wyatt asked as they came to a door, he opened it and it opened into an empty building that appeared just be one room. It didn’t feel like they were walking very long through the strange hallway.

      “Ah, secret passages, you’ll never know just where they will lead,” Blake said, rather impressed that something like this could exist at all and no one noticed it. The door opened up to a city street. Despite the crisis. People were still walking around as If nothing was happening in the outside world, it was actually a little hard for them to believe. They thought there would be a little more panic being so close to the disaster.

      “Let’s get out of here,” Wyatt said, annoyed with this whole situation. He didn’t like the Syndicate or how it worked but this radio silence was making him nervous. They all felt the same way.

      Even if they were in suits, in this city and this part of town they fit right in. No one noticed them as they moved through the crowds.

      “Does anyone know just how far away the ocean is from here, because I don’t want to walk like thirty miles or something before we figure it out,” Josh said to them, but none of them knew just how far away it was. “If it turns out to be far away we’ll just steal a car too. Relax, we got this taken care of.” Wyatt said, Dustin didn’t like that idea either.

      Cody left the oval office and was immediately surrounded by everyone he was keeping out of the room. In the flurry of activity, he only got one general idea from all the voices. They wanted him to run, hide. The panic was setting in. He wasn’t going to have any part of it.

      “Everyone shut up for a minute,” Cody said and everyone did as he said in a few moments. “This madman blew up the statue, and no one saw him coming. He says he has a threat, I believe him, and so I will meet this one in person to see what he has to say. Now is not the time to be afraid.” Cody said to a very skeptical crowd of various officials.

      “Now, let’s get to the city before they start blowing stuff up. I want everyone to be on full alert. Be ready for anything,” Cody said to them all and sincerely hoped that they didn’t need to be told this at this point.

      “Sir, the helicopter is ready,” Someone said, Cody didn’t see who it was.

      “Good, put Air Force One in the air too, just in case it’s some kind of a trap. Put it on the same route and make sure that it appears on I am on it,” Cody said as he and the others began to walk forward. Cody didn’t know what to expect from this, he didn’t like this feeling either.

      Soon he found himself on a helicopter and in the air. “Sir, do you think it’s true. Is it really the Delta Squad?” A man in a suit asked him.

      “I guess it is. But you know, I always thought they were the good guys,” Cody replied to him as he looked at the ground beneath them passed by. Silence then was their only company for the rest of the trip.

      Cody had no idea what he was going to say to their old enemy when he got there.

      The trip was impossibly short. Time seemed an illusion as Cody was distracted by his thoughts. The thoughts were broken as the decent began.

      “Well, here we go,” Cody said as he tried to get a glimpse of the invaders, but they were too far away from anything. The helicopter landed, the door opened. Cody got out into a crowd of people. He hated crowds, reporters and all the rest of them.

      “I will go to meet them, now,” Cody said to them and everyone quieted down. “Don’t you even want a vest or anything, sir?” another asked him. “They blew up the national monument. I don’t think a vest is going to help me or anyone else. Show me the way,” Cody said, not worried about being killed.

      He knew that this man would have more planned than a simple assassination attempt. No. There was something bigger at in the works here but no one knew what it was. Everyone was in the dark. America was taken by surprise.

      “Are you ready for this?” A woman in a military uniform said, surprising him. She seemed to melt out of the crowd and stand by his side. “Yep,” he replied to her. “Follow me, at the first sign of trouble we have plenty of safeguards in place,” she said to him with a half smile. Cody nodded, he didn’t expect anything less, but on the other hand wasn’t sure what how safe he could be in a situation like this.

      The two of them walked together for a time, all eyes and cameras followed the two of them as they came to the street.

      “Thanks for the escort; this is where you get off,” he said as he turned and to look at her. “Anytime,” she said to him and melted back into the crowd once more.

      “Right then, let’s get this over with,” he said to himself as he walked towards the middle of the street to meet the six invaders on their terms.
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      It was as if this was an old fashioned gun fight, the terrorists stood at the other end of the street, six of them in their twisted colored armors and the unknown, to most of the world, hostage they held with a chain. They were holding true to their word no action had been taken until the President got there.

      At least they kept true to their word for now.

      Cody took a deep breath and started to walk towards the group, alone. The black armored one took the hint, dropped the chain in his left hand and began to walk forward. The world held its breath; no one knew what was going to happen.

      The terrorist leader and the President met in the middle of the street. It was history in the making for all who saw it. When the two met the armored terrorist's helmet came off. The President showed no fear, but there was hatred in his eyes that could not be mistaken.

      "Hey there, commander, aren’t you happy to see me?" he asked him

      Cody heard these words and almost smiled. The anticipation of battle was something you never could quite shake when battle is where you came alive.

      "Revenge, is it Mark? Well. Don't take it personal but your boss was an idiot, misused all of his power and lost. You won't do much better," Cody said to him, ignoring the armor and the hostage. He was pretty sure how this was all going to go.

      "You think that, really, he could have done anything. That whole war all part of my plan. Weaken the world with pointless battles and destruction. Come on. You should have seen this coming. It was all a distraction. Elaborate and bloody but for my plan to work it was what I required," Mark said and shook his head about it slightly in disbelief that Cody didn’t see it, disappointed actually.

      "You are lying. You can leave here, or, well. You know what is going to happen to you, right?" Cody asked him but Mark was not quite finished.

      "While you and your boys were out fighting the good fight and not paying attention. My men and I planted various weapons in every major city in this country, these weapons can easily destroy the surrounding areas resulting in massive casualties. If you don't believe me you can have one of your overhead scanner satellites do its thing. Or better yet if you still have connections with the Syndicate. Maybe you can ask them to do you a quick favor? I mean I used to work for them too once. I know they are watching this from somewhere. I would be crazy not to believe they were sleeping on the job," he said to him with that smile that never seemed to go away.

      This made Cody sure that Mark had done something to Blackfire Island.

      The black armor on his right arm opened up and Mark revealed a phone. Mark tossed it to Cody who caught it.

      “Give them a call. They’ll be happy to hear from you. I didn’t lose the Syndicate’s number after all. It’s hard to forget,” Mark said and waited. Cody couldn’t believe what he was hearing and there was only one button on this phone. It could have been an explosive device, but he was sure Mark wanted a better death then this, so he pushed the button not knowing what to expect.

      Someone picked up the other end.

      “Where in the hell have you guys been?” Cody demanded to know. “Someone’s been jamming all communications, we’ve been trying like hell to get through but all we can get is static. Nothing is coming in,” Erin said to him in a panic.

      “Well the guys are on their way to you. Pick them up as soon as you can,” Cody mentioned to her.

      “Yeah, we have them on radar we’ll get them. How are you calling us, what is going on out there?” Erin needed to know, she was annoyed she had to ask twice.

      “Mark is claiming that America is ready to be destroyed at his command. I need a country wide scan, look for anything, I am going to assume, radioactive,” Cody said into the phone. “Now would be good,” He added.

      “Fine, we can do that, it won’t take long. Hold on,” Erin replied and Cody waited for the results. Everyone could see them, but no one could hear them. Mark crossed his arms, he was growing a little impatient with how long this was taking. Cody ignored him.

      “I don’t believe this, but it looks like Mark is telling the truth, several cities have very distinct radioactive signatures that match nuclear weapons,” Erin said to him.

      Cody was furious with wide eyes. “How in the hell did you let this happen?” Cody demanded to know.

      “Listen we don’t know how he could have gotten them, but we were distracted with, you know, world war three. We are working on it, for now see what he wants, we’re close to breaking through the static,” Erin said and Cody hung the phone up.

      With that he threw the phone back to him Mark caught it with a smile. “See. I told you so.” Mark said to him and Cody’s confidence was shattered in a matter of seconds. There was nothing he could really do.

      “What do you want?” Cody asked, but what he wanted to do right now was just attack this monster.

      “I want everything. The country, its people and your job. Give them up right now and everyone gets to live. Under my rule no less, but they get to live,” he said to Cody and smiled. Cody looked over at Tony.

      “Let him go. You don’t need him,” Cody said. “You’re right, but beating on him like this has proven to be a great amount of fun. So, what do you say live or die? The power is yours. Decide quickly though. I am rather impatient,” Mark said with a gleam in his eye.

      Cody knew he didn’t have much time. The threat was real and confirmed. He had no idea how such a disaster happened to begin with. He had no choice in the matter.

      His eyes had been filled with intense anger, he wanted to do so much but any false move here might mean the deaths of millions, he couldn’t risk it.

      “I’ll be keeping Tony, also. If you decide to say, give up your job. I want you to know that any action you take afterwards risks a serious kind of reaction, you know. Death of millions, that sort of thing. Just in case you get any ideas I wanted you to be reminded just how much heroism costs,” Mark said to him, waiting for his choice.

      “Fine, you win,” Cody said to him, not having a single idea of what else he could do here. He never expected this.

      “Now tell the rest of the country what you just told me. I’ll be waiting right here,” Mark said to him. “But don’t take all day. I have things I want to get done and you know how I like to get to work,” Mark said to him.

      “At least for now, you win,” Cody said to Mark as he turned too walked back towards the crowd with words that were going to change the course of world history itself.

      “Oh, and make sure to add into whatever you’re going say, tell all the so called allies that any form of intervention will result In said millions of lives lost. Just add that in there somewhere, you know, it’d be a good idea,” Mark said as Cody was walking away.

      Cody didn’t bother responding to him.

      It would be the hardest speech he or any other world leader would ever have to give, yet it had to be done. Cody wasn’t exactly sure how he was going to say this, but only had a few short seconds to think of the words. Before he knew it, he was in front of the cameras. With a deep breath, Cody began to speak.

      "I come to you today not as your leader but as a fellow American. The choice I had to make was easy, but I hated doing it. The enemy has threatened to destroy this country and their threat has been confirmed. It is with great regret that I must tell you this," there was a slight pause here. This was hard to say but it had to be said.

      "I must tell you that In order to save your lives I had to surrender the country to the enemy known as the Delta Force,” Cody made sure to say the enemies name wrong. People would remember this; he hoped if they remembered anything at all it would be this difference.

      “This is not a drill, not a joke or a game. They have promised to keep you alive. This is not all, however. A message to our allies, any form of military advancement or intervention will result in the deaths of millions of lives. Do not attempt to help us,” Cody then began to speak quickly.

      “Save all that you can, you have to save yourselves. Resist them every step of the way. Don’t make it easy for them. Prepare for--" Then somebody hit the president in the back of the head and he stopped talking and fell to the ground.

      "You there, keep those cameras rolling its past time we introduce ourselves. I am your new leader, your God now if you would like to call me that, it’s fine too. So, here’s the deal. Any who resist us will be shot. Very soon you should be seeing black uniformed soldiers coming into your town, city or where ever you might live, treat them with respect, or not. Feel free to be killed on your own time I won’t lose any sleep over it. All those tin soldiers in military bases, I urge you to resist us. It will give my guys something to do while they are taking over. As of right now congress is disbanded, the laws of the land mean nothing,” he said into the camera, then continued.

      “Martial law has been declared and everyone is expected to be in their homes at sundown and remain there. If you are found out after dark you'll be killed on sight, no questions asked. Emergency services will be allowed to run normally if you work for any of these services and feel compelled to not work or treat of my men as you would anyone else you will be shot, if you’re lucky. Hospitals can stay open for the time being. All sports events on every level, of every type will be canceled,” Mark said with a gleam in his eyes, but he wasn’t finished.
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however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.
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writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
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3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
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Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
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5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
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