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Chapter One:

Jillian North’s blue Trek bike was parked and locked next to Hudson High School’s fire-engine-red main entrance, her helmet neatly clipped to the handlebars. Jillian ran a hand over the sleek surface, wishing that for once she could ride it away from the pier, that for one Monday she wouldn’t have to explain to Marie and Jack why their big teenage sister couldn’t make Family Game Night. Or to her parents. But most of all she wished she was just a little bit in control, that she could just say, “Stop!” and everything just would- she’d be normal, no super strength, no laser beams popping out of her eyes. 

Flying is what I’d miss, she mused, laughing a little, Nothing between me and the great blue yonder.  That’s when, on that cold, damp, January afternoon she really felt it for the first time. The weight of the world - a bit too much of it - resting on her shoulders. Suddenly the yellow cape folded up in her bag was like a lead brick.

But what choice did a lanky, 15-year-old superhuman have? Eventually fate would come back and bite you, hard. One night, then she could be normal for a bit. The meeting would end, the seven members of the Legion would go home via the Pod’s transporters, and all would be exactly like it had been since they banded together two years ago. Secrecy, deception, and powers.

Half the country away in Seattle, Bit was brushing her long, platinum blond hair into a ponytail. She never thought of herself as Courtney Winters, only as her silver-alloy plated counterpart.


Because that’s who I really am, she whispered to herself. I’m not the high school cheerleader, I’m the technobit.


The battle suit that she always wore was hidden safely away, in a compartment behind her closet wall, the door concealed by a hologram. She might have been more at ease with her abilities than other members of the team (how can you not be when you always hear machines?) but that didn’t mean she didn’t have to hide her activities. All teenagers in the group kept something from their parents, right? Her secret was just a little bit bigger than a heavy-metal-rock band-tattooed boyfriend, though. 


As Bit slipped an arm through her suit, she relished in how perfectly it fit. It should have at least fit well; she’d made it after all, pilfering the scraps to melt down for the armored plating. But no, it didn’t fit merely well. It fit like a dream. She loved that suit. It could fly. It could blast lasers. It could spurt a hailstorm of mini, heat-seeking, diamond-tipped missiles. It was the source of her powers, the most perfect thing she had ever created.

“Stay close to me,” Talon instructed Skylark as they flew nearer to the hurricane. “We have to be on time for the meeting, and that won’t be possible if we get sucked into this thing first.”


She laughed, giddy from the power that radiated from the giant storm over a tiny island in the Pacific. “I’m sure Ultra would let us off if that happened!” The teenager had to shout to be heard over the gale, her sandy-blond hair whipping around them both.


Talon and Skylark. Skylark and Talon. They’d been together for so long one’s name was hardly ever said without the other’s. Two runaways with strange secrets.


Birds of a feather, Talon thought with a bit of a grin. We don’t exist in that other world anymore.

It was true. Both had only one identity, and their home was the Pod, the Legion’s headquarters. Memories faded by the day, leaving them simply who they were now.


Skylark pushed a bit closer to the fury. “Let’s go into the eye!”


“Are you crazy?”


“Are you scared?”

“Of course not!”

The clasped hands, the tips of his wings brushing her shoulders as the beat against the wind, and they pushed forward.

Michael L’epere had finished feeding his baby brother an hour ago. All chores were completed to the parent’s satisfaction. With a final glance in the mirror, he threw on a jacket and shoes. “Bye mum! I’m out to see Charlotte! Be back by supper!”

“That girlfriend of yours sure has you over a lot.” His father commented, shaking the evening post. “When do we get to meet her?”

Michael smiled slightly. If they only knew. They’d simply sighed when he’d dyed his hair red, not realizing that the superhero Flamer had appeared with fire-red locks the same day. Parents could be so oblivious sometimes.

The weather was chill and slushy, not uncommon for the small suburb of London, Catchers Point, where Michael lived. His transport point was down by the beach, unpopular even in the hottest of summer days because of the mountains of seaweed that washed up on its sands. 

“Kantian creishcaus. Veikin briti hesining-dowk. Yeth leaiti spr-,” Enchantress’ concentration was broken by a beeping that echoed from all the walls of her chamber. The alarm. Sigh. Just when she’d almost had it - almost got the spell that had been eluding her for days to finally work, and there was the meeting. 

A pool of glassy liquid lay in front of her, its contents rotating without being stirred. The vision was semi-formed. You could make out a few shadows, a few shapes, but the seeing spell was incomplete. The reflection hadn’t hardened. 

With another sigh the raven-haired  sorceress tipped the bowl into an iron sink, the only metal that could hold magical substances without being affected by the latent spells. Once in the basin, steam rose from the mixture, sickly-sweet and thicker than any mortal fog.

Golden runes covered one corner of the room, and Enchantress glided over to the space, lightly stepping over the odd artifacts that all but filled the chamber. 

She didn’t trust technology to do what she wanted it to, and never used a transporter or other teleportation device. Magic had been around for far longer, and was foolproof. If you knew how to use it correctly.

With a flick of one green-gloved hand, she disappeared.

The ocean sure is angry today, Sonic thought as he skipped across its choppy surface, dodging the larger waves. He never had a need to use a transporter, with just a zipp-whizz! He could be anywhere he wished.  To Brazil, Thailand, or Sicily all in the blink of an eye.


But what he really loved was the exhilaration of just running and running, the wind rushing past his face; raw power coursing through every vein, muscle and atom of his existence. This instinct he could not deny, the urge to accelerate a world that moved too slowly.


That was what he was in this for. Not justice or World Peace or any of those other concepts that everyone said they upheld. Superhero crime-fighters belonged in comic books, dollar-fifty testaments to the third-grader who sat in the back trying desperately to follow along in a book with too many big words. 


No, he was simply here for the adrenaline.

“Everyone here now?” Ultra snapped, annoyance creeping into her voice as Skylark and Talon half staggered, giddy, through the meeting room door. “Where were you?”


“Hurricane,” Skylark laughed. “It was over the south Pacific. The eye was amazing. You should try it sometime.” The two fell into empty seats, next to each other.


“Reports?” Ultra chose to not purse the topic. “Anything new at all?”


“No.” 
“Nothing.” 
“Same old’, same old,”

“How about Angel?”

All heads swiveled to face Sonic, calm as could be, one eyebrow arched. “It’s all over Los Angeles. Channel three on the tube is probably running some report. I thought you all knew.”

Bit pressed a button on the stainless-steel table. Out from the wall came a state-of-the-art, Sony flat-screen, permanently tuned to the International Breaking News Channel (IBNC).


Sure enough, the first wave of sound to wash through the speakers was, “-angel, the name given to an apparent formerly-unknown superhuman, rescued a child from a seven-story fall this morning.” The reporter was an African-American woman in her late thirties.

“That’s right Jan,” the picture cut to a middle-aged man in a gray suit standing outside an apartment complex. “And we’re here with Dominica Scenth, the girl who was saved from a nasty fate.”


Again the picture shifted, this time to a toddler no more than six, who gave a huge smile to the camera. From the background came the man’s voice, “Sweetie, can you tell us what happened earlier today?”


“I ‘ust wan’ed t’look,” Three of the girl’s teeth were missing, and to others were only halfway grown in. “An’ I leaned t’far an’ I fell.”


“Yes, Dominica,” a note of irritation seeped into the male newscaster’s speech, “But we want to know who rescued you.”


“A big girl!” shouted Dominica, gleeful. “With really big wings! An’ they were all white! An’ she caugh’ me an’ took me up, up, up!”


 “Well there you have it folks,” the first woman was back. “A testimony from the very child who experienced it all. We have one last thing before we wrap up this story- security footage from the apartment cameras, which caught this spectacular feat on tape!”


Now the picture was grainy, and black and white, low quality at best. But there, there in the right hand corner, something landed. You could barely tell the figure was female, except for the way the long, hooded gray cape fell on the form, and the style of back boots that poked out from beneath. And wait, maybe-yes! There, in the darkness of the hood, was the barest semblance of a face, just the outline visible.


With a jerk the person whipped around, catching sight of the camera. Her wings, now in the light of the video, there was a collective intake of breath. Dominica’s description didn’t do them justice. The girl probably had a wingspan of thirteen feet, and the wings themselves were magnificent. Snow-white and muscled the looked as if they could take their host beyond the stars. 


A black-gloved hand reached up towards the lens. With a single blow, the picture descended into static.


“Well, that’s all for now!” Again appeared the too-cheery female anchor. “Tune in at eleven when we discuss the probable stock mark-click.” Flamer hit the silver button.


Silence.


“That was,” Enchantress began, searching for the right word, “Wow.”


“Yeah.” Bit said, eyes a little wide.


“Why didn’t the rest of us know about this before?” Ultra glared at the blank screen and as if it could reply any lingering thoughts of Family Game Night abandoned.


“We were all in school, except for Sonic.” Flamer explained.


“And we were out.” Talon shrugged, speaking for both himself and Skylark.


Enchantress only shook her head.


“So because of a building problem,” Sonic said, “I was the only one home.”


For a minute Ultra said nothing. Then one eyebrow quirked, her curiosity defeated her sense of duty. “Angel,” she paused for just a moment, tasting the word. “Let’s keep an eye out for her. 
Meeting adjourned.”

She stood on the edge of the bank, looking down on the street, three stories below. There was no one around. In New York you’d have to be crazy to be out after midnight unaccompanied. But she could more than take care of herself. With just a twinge of fear she stepped over the gray brick edge, into nothingness.   


This was the best part, the free-fall; those few seconds before her wings caught the rush .The stars were a blur above in the ebony sky. Nothing could touch her when she was moving this fast. Then there was the gliding, weightlessness. Not the pure exhilaration of just going down, but something magical all the same. Special, precious. 

 From over the skyscrapers came flickers of fire: dawn. For that girl, gliding in the deserted city, the sight held no beauty. The darkness was where she truly lived, in the twilight hours when the world slumbered. Daybreak meant an end to her world. Night had protected this life for so long, the only time when her secret didn’t have to be hidden, folded beneath shirts or long hair. The only time when she could lose control.

Chapter Two:

Despite every intention and effort to find the new hero, two fires, three robberies, a flood and meeting later, not one of the seven Legion members had seen as much as a feather of evidence. Angel, in the eyes of everyone, including the media, had vanished back into the void from which she came. Some people even believed that the whole thing was a hoax cooked up for money and publicity. 


Yet Sonic couldn’t shake the feeling that they were being watched. It was as if someone was always there, another presence searching for a way in. To what? He’d asked himself many a time, trying to quiet the little voice saying, There’s a pair of eyes around the corner. Guess who they’re following? And he’d argue back, Sure there’s people watching. We’re fighting a fire threatening to destroy the city, after all. But the little nagging voice would snicker, But these eyes aren’t afraid of the fire.


Maybe the others felt it too. Maybe that was why they were all on their toes. But throughout the Pod, everyone and everything was holding their breath. Waiting for Angel, for an end to the suspense, the next chapter of a cliffhanger novel.  But it would be another week before there was any sign of her at all.


That Tuesday was a balmy early March morning where Enchantress rented an apartment under a fake name and age. It was two meetings after the one where she and the other Legion members had first heard about the mystery girl with white wings. The day was without any extraordinary signs, at least for the better part of the morning and afternoon.  It was just becoming dusk when the sorceress got a call.


Beep. Beep. Beep. Beep.  The tinny, shrill sound pierced through her slumber, an earsplitting noise that reverberated back again for another round, ensuring Enchantress was awake and alert. It did not however, prevent against headaches. 


“What is it?” Groggy from a night and half day of spell casting, the little communicator (com for short) was lucky to escape a crushing blow. 


“Kantana.” Talon’s low voice brought her fully out of dreamland. 

“The telekinetic?”

“Precisely. And if you’re in the City by the Bay, then you’re in the line of fire.”

Now Enchantress could hear it outside, the hollow tones of metal grating against metal and glass, bent beyond its limit, shattering into thousands of pieces. Next a crash, a thundering wave that made the bed beneath her trembles like there was an earthquake breaking the earth under her building. Somewhere, from beyond the thin door, came a woman’s scream.

That was all the persuasion the teenage sorceress needed. With a flip of the covers she was up, racing out into the hallway, costume already on. After leaping through the Plexiglas main doors, which had fragmented in one of the impacts, it didn’t take long to spot the rest of the team, five flying and twisting far above her head, and Sonic saving falling pedestrians, their dinners rudely interrupted by a superhuman menace.

And there she was, Kantana, experienced telekinetic and, as clichéd as it might sound, mad scientist, riding high atop a gargantuan black widow, doubtlessly one of her creations, since it had dragonfly wings sprouting from its back. 

“Aha ha haha!” Eyes, dark as midnight, bore down from the kinetic’s sienna-skinned face, gleaming. “Bow!” she commanded, fragments of titanium flying up from the ground, swarming around her body faster and faster, the wind creating a cyclone in the half-destroyed suburb. “Bow to your Empress Kantana!”

“You haven’t won yet.” Talon, gray eyes darkening like a growing storm, dove through the fury at the spider monstrosity and its rider. “You still have to beat us.”


“Why, child,” a sinister, mocking smile tugged the edges of Kantana’s face. “I haven’t even begun to play the game.”


The airborne shards of metal whipped faster and faster, melting themselves and catching Talon in their midst, collecting around him, trapping him like a bug in amber. The hero was now a suit of armor, oxygen stopped off and hurtling towards the ground at 100 miles per minute.

 
“Talon!” Skylark, the only member of the Legion with some empathic abilities, clutched at her own throat, eyes slightly bugged out.


Red light cut through the metallic coffin, a tiny beam. But it was falling too fast; he wouldn’t make it out before hitting the ground.


C’mon just a little further, The rift in the layer of steel brought a bit of air to Talon’s lungs, enough to continue to try to escape, but the crack was just too small. 


Foosh! Outside, Flamer had arrived, soaking the falling statue with heat, melting the metal enough to have the jagged edges fall open so Talon could pull himself out.





“Try all you want!” Kantana’s voice rang out  as she held up a vial of viscous, green liquid. “I have more of the growth serum and plenty of spiders. You’re outnumbered.’


“Well that’s never stopped us before,” Bit dove at the kinetic, knocking her off her arachnid steed and destroying it with one of the mini bombs that were attached to the fingertips of her suit. As the black widow exploded, two more grew to take its place.


“Half the spiders in the city have probably ingested my serum by now!” Kantana laughed, backflipping down to land on a daddy long legs, which were apparently affected by her concoction. “Do you know how many that is?” She pointed on, dark-skinned finger down to the skeleton of a skyscraper. “Don’t you think you should help your friend?”


Ultra looked where she was pointing, down to Sonic, who was battling six or seven spiders; it was hard to tell exactly how many in the multi-colored mash of limbs. He wouldn’t last that long, especially with the growing number of eight-legged foes. As she watched, two brownish spiders leapt on him, spinning webs at an alarming rate, tying up his hands and feet, an oddly human move.


“Oh yes,” hissed Kantana. “I see you’ve noticed. I control them. Growth potions are not my only specialty. Mind control is only a matter of the right chemicals. And I happen to have a vial right here.” With that she pounced, knocking Ultra off balance and dragging her down.

 Sonic struggled below as a red widow approached, pinchers coming uncomfortably close to his neck. If venom in a little spider was poisonous, what would a big one do? Click-crk-cra Click-crk-cra Click-crk-cra. The clacks and cricks came closer sounding right in his ear. There was a smell - something burning?  It was an acidic, sickening stench that was drying out his nostrils. Smoke.

Sonic open his eyes to see a staff of blue light sticking up out of the red widow’s body. Two black-gloved hands clutched it, but his eyes couldn’t believe who they were connected to.

Angel.

Her gray cape was billowing in the wind, face still hidden under the hood and a darkness that seemed to stay no matter how she turned. The overall effect was ethereal, truly like a fallen angel. Two more swipes of the staff and the webbed bonds at his hands and feet fell away, burnt completely.

“Thanks,” Sonic said a little uncertainly, rubbing his wrists. He got a sharp nod in return from Angel as she took to the air. 

“Guys!” the six other member’s coms activated, feeding his voice through their small speakers. “Look behind you.”

Skylark heard Sonic the clearest, being further away from the center of the fray. “Angel!”

Flamer heard too, while grappling with a strangely tropical looking blue spider. “Hi!” he called down to the winged girl, “We could use some reinforcements.”


Shards of glass, one seven inches in length, shot through the spider, killing it. 


“Wow.” He commented, a bit stunned. “Was that you?”


Angel wasn’t where she had been only seconds before. Instead, she was very near to Kantana. The kinetic didn’t notice her new adversary; she was too busy tangling with Ultra, trying to make her swallow the mind control serum. While Flamer watched two new sticks appeared in her hands, glowing brighter than the one she had used to destroy the spider attacking Sonic. When Angel was up over the fight she folded her wings, dropping like a cannonball on top of Kantana. The burst that followed sent all three- her, Kantana and Ultra flying in separate directions. 


Skylark caught the kinetic, unconscious. Ultra stopped herself a half-second before smashing into a marble hotel, a collision that undoubtedly would have done more damage to her body than the façade. Angel landed softly on the ground, a few feet away from Talon.


They watched each other, warily running their eyes over all too familiar wings. He stepped forward, cautiously, unsure of if the mysterious newcomer posed a threat, despite how she had just captured Kantana.  


“Hi?”


Silence

“That was pretty cool. You know, it’s kinda tough to miss a superhuman. Where have you been hiding?” 


Silence

Talon’s curiosity grabbed him full force and he stepped closer, reaching out to touch Angel’s arm…

The shield hit him like a brick wall, throwing him ten feet into the rubble. Angel was still in the same spot, hand out in the universal gesture of Stop! It was then that he realized she’d never spoken.

“You’re a telepath.” It wasn’t a great explanation, telepaths were always quiet, enough to be unusually so. It must have had something to do with hearing everyone’s thoughts probably because you could never hear your own voice.

Yes. Did you expect me to be something else? The words in his mind were mocking, confident. Something like you?

Angel flapped her wings twice, rising slowly into the air. Talon watched her leave, the sun making the form only a shadow against the light, disappearing into a cloud.

He stared up even after she was gone to the place where the only other person with wings he had ever met had been a minute ago. 

It would be a while before he realized his com was missing.

That had been fun. Using her powers and really letting loose all she could do. It had been fun, just wrecking stuff and not worrying about the consequences. She didn’t get that chance very often, not if she wanted to stay hidden. 


They were different from her, though. They didn’t have to conceal what they could do. They could just fly and fly and no one cared because they were standard. Because they were same. They could blend in. Even that boy with the wings like her, he probably didn’t have the trouble she did trying to not throw herself out the nearest window just to get away from the multitudes of people. No, he was only curious, especially about her. Curiosity was trouble. They didn’t know what she was. Sometimes, she didn’t know what she was. 

Chapter Three:


“Lilly!” Jillian North’s best friend, Kayla, waved to her through the crowd. “Wait’ll I tell you what I heard!” 


Jillian and Kayla had bonded in third grade, when they both had to go to the nurse’s after getting skinned knees from the upside-down bars. They shared everything, from Skittles to secrets, all except for the one most precious.


“What?” Jillian asked.

“Carson and Keelia broke up.”


Suddenly, the hallway was a bit too warm as Jillian imagined the sandy-haired eighth grader’s face, his sparkly, bright green eyes…


“Liilllyyy,” A dark-skinned hand waved in front of her face.“Geez. I know you like him, but don’t space out on me. ”


“Like I have a choice.” The other girl groaned as she unsuccessfully to open her locker for the third time. “He probably just thinks I’m some pale shadow hiding behind a book.” Kayla laughed.

“Whatever.” Suddenly Jillian’s phone rang.

“
 “Hang on a sec. Got a call.”


“Just don’t let a teacher see.”


Once the device was out of her pocket, schoolgirl once more transformed to superhero. It wasn’t a cell, it was a com. The emergency light flashed a rapid, blinding sequence of neon blues and reds.  Level 5. Ultra hadn’t seen one in at least a year. Heck, she hadn’t seen a level 4 in that long. 


“Help me skip.”


It was more the urgency of her friend’s voice rather than the request that made Kayla stop. “Skip? Study hall? What, get a text message from Carson or something? You never skip.”


“Please. It’s important.”


Kayla watched Jillian for a moment. She really is upset, she thought, seeing the other girl’s pale blue eyes skitter around the room and her fingers run through her wavy brown hair, a nervous habit.


“Okay.” she said finally, hesitating for a fraction of a second, remembering the other times Jillian had gone mysteriously missing. From sleepovers, classes, streets. There one minute, gone the next, a trait Kayla had always half ignored, marking it up as another of her friends quirks. I wonder…

Jillian slipped out the library’s doors just as the Study Hall substitute looked up.

“Wasn’t there another girl in here?”

“No ma’am,” Kayla replied. “No. There was not.” 

“I’m here.” Sonic stepped into the Pod’s monitor room just as Ultra did, accidently brushing her side. “Oops, sorry.” The girl hero shrugged, a wandering look on her face.  

“We have to get to Kansas.” Bit informed the latecomers, gesturing hurriedly to one of the six screens lining the room’s walls. The picture was of the remnants of a cornfield smoldering away while hundreds of blackish-blue things slithered over it.

“Shycli,” Flamer said, referring to the creatures. “They come from the Therros dimension, discovered in 2019, two years after that of the first other-dimensional find.”

At the mention of other dimensions, all eyes shifted to Enchantress. She was the only one of the Legion to have been to another dimension, having been born in Frieya, one of the two magical realms discovered thus far. True she was half-human, her mother having accidently stumbled into the other world, but it’s hard to feel normal when part of you is Elf, a creature of fairytales and myth. “I know of it,” she said finally. “ It’s a barren, rocky world. The Shycli are the Therrosians’ servants. The people themselves don’t like to get their hands dirty, but they’ve got a finger in more than one scheme of dubious lawfulness. If those people are involved, well, there’s a lot of unpredictability. Be best to get there as soon as possible.”

“Well let’s go then.” Skylark said, gently running a hand over the sheath of her sword.

“Kansas…” muttered Sonic to himself as the group filed out. “Who in the heck would want Kansas?”

“Geez,” Talon murmured as the transporter beam faded away.  

The HD image, clear as it was, hadn’t done the destruction justice. Wide paths of burnt vegetation crisscrossed the cornfield. Popcorn kernels having exploded with whatever heat had ruined the rest of the crop, littered the earth.  Ash was piled everywhere. The scene more resembled that of a volcanic eruption than a once-peaceful farming community. And all around were the Shycli, holding flame throwers of an odd design and ripping, crushing, or scorching anything left standing.

“Stop!” Ultra’s voice carried through the smoky haze to the Shycli attackers who froze for the barest second.

“Scee! Kreeeskree!” You didn’t have to understand the language to know this was a challenge. C’mon, the aliens were saying. C’mon and show us what you pathetic little humans can do. It was a challenge the Legion gladly accepted, charging at the alien army.

Bit swept up two of the creatures-from what Enchantress had said, they were quite unintelligent-and dropped them from twenty feet up. Instead of simply hitting the ground, the bodies shattered on impact, millions of tiny, dark fragments scattering across the expanse. There was no blood, nothing. It was like these strange entities were made of glass.

Ultra shot a laser hole through one. The beam from her eyes punctured one, then another and another, until she had eight skewered. They folded like a deck of cards, unmoving.

“Take that!” Flamer laughed as he surrounded himself with a ball of fire. As each Shycli tried to get through the barrier they were incinerated, the ash falling, darker than that of the corn. “Just got eleven,” he reported to the others via com.


“Look out!” Enchantress snapped at Talon. He flipped in midair, allowing barely an inch for a Shycli to go whizzing past. 

“Sorry!” Bit cried, “My visor’s targeting system seems to need a little readjustment!”

Somewhere, near the edge of the battle sight Skylark had glided down into a patch of mostly untouched cornstalks. There was something wrong about the creatures, she decided. They weren’t animals, otherwise she would have been able to communicate with them and possibly stop the attack. Yet they weren’t intelligent either. They hadn’t decided to do this. 

The Shycli minds were like computers. You type in a command, the computer obliged. Yet these things were biological. Living, breathing aliens that apparently possessed no will of their own, neither primitive or thoughtful. They were flesh and blood machines. 

It’s not them we’re fighting, Skylark thought suddenly as she watched the battle taking place. We’re fighting whoever’s behind the wheel. It was then that she felt something form behind her.

“Eeeeaaaaa!” Skylark’s scream was heard even by Flamer, who was melting Shycli after Shycli on the far side of the field. “What happened?” he snapped into his com.

Static

“Skylark?”

Silence from the other end.

“There’s a portal opening!” Enchantress’ excited voice buzzed over the speaker, urgency not at all cut out by the sound imaging. “The Shycli are escaping through it!”

“With Emily!” Talon leapt into the conversation. “Skylark, I mean! But either way, they’ve captured her!”

“Not for long.” Ultra dove towards the swirling gateway, a red, white and yellow bullet streaking towards the Shycli army. When Ultra was going this fast her mask looked particularly fearsome, like a glimpse of a monster under the bed. She knew this, and used it to her full advantage.

Sreekitch! Sheee! Sheee! The turmoil of darkly colored aliens below began to move even quicker, a storm that was moving closer and closer to the portal.

Make it… come on. Almost there. The last thirty or so creatures reached the outer rim just as Ultra’s feet met the ground. Two Shycli were holding a struggling Skylark, her hazel eyes wide with shock.

“Hang on!”  The two girl heroes were so close; Ultra could almost, almost grab a hold of Skylark.

Then the Shycli closest to her pulled something from a pouch by its side. It was some kind of ray gun, small and pointed at one end, with a grip just large enough for an alien hand.

The gun’s holder pointed it straight at Ultra’s chest, just above her heart.

Then with one sure decisive motion, it pulled the trigger.

