Pain and Strength

Trinity and Switch

The last thing she wanted to do was cry; but the pain was so much, she couldn’t help but to let the tears run down her face. The others were not far behind her. She had managed to limp her way to the ship before the actual pain of her leg took over. “I’m fine,” she hissed to Tanya, not ten minutes later. “I think I’d know my own body.”

“But still, let me see it. You never know. Dive broke his wrist once and if not for me pestering him, he would have never mastered his wrist shot.” Tanya snapped back. “Now, sit back and let me see.”

“No,” she sat up and tried to jump down, but two dark gray figures held her to the table.

“Hurry up, Tanya,” one said. “She’s got the strength of Maxwell!” he laughed. “Don’t cha Kid?”

Sandra snorted as she tried to pull up against her two brothers. “Big deal, it’s fine. I’ve done worse!”

“You have,” Tanya sat back. “What?”

“I’ve jumped from buildings, landed on crates, landed on pavement and never so much as chipped a bone.” She spat at the three.

“Really?” Tanya placed her fist under her chin like a support. “Then explain to me why you’ve got a nice hair line fracture up your leg.”

“You tell me! You’re the mec, not me. I just work with wires, I don’t fix people!”

“Me either,” Tanya said dryly, as Duke grabbed Sandra’s right arm from hitting him in the face. “I fix Ducks.” She sighed. “Let her go.”

Switch let go and walked off without a word. Duke still kept hold of her as Tanya jabbed her with a needle. Up front, Dodger turned with a concerned glance and Mallory laughed. “Serves her right,” she snorted.

“Mal,” Wildwing spoke from the pilot controls. Nosedive shook his head next to him. Wing looked to his little brother. “How can you stand her like you do, Bro?”

“Ehh,” he shrugged. “Sandra’s not that bad.”

Without a word, Sandra limped down the hall on a pair of crutches. All Dignity, Honor, hope gone. She had finally given in to Tanya and her brother as soon as she jabbed her with that needle. Rubbing her right arm, Sandra hobbled in to the living room. “And another thing,” Wildwing was talking to Duke. “Why’d you two have to go back and get your blades? I understand that you fight with them, but we could have gotten them another time. You had to get them then? Now Sandra’s down for at least a week and you’re complaining of your shoulder hurting.”

“I’m not complaining,” he said slowly, as in thought still. “I just mentioned it.” He shrugged. “Besides you wouldn’t understand if I told you why we went back.”

“Try me,” Wildwing crossed him arms and looked to Sandra as she leaned on the wall. “Both of you, try me.”

“Okay,” Duke crossed his legs from where he sat on the couch and thought for a minute, trying to collect his words. “Kahn had these two blades given to him by his father’s best friend after Kahn watched him die. They’ve been passed down all these years and I finally got them back. I don’t plan on loosing another set to that lizard.”

Wildwing snorted. “You wanna add a little detail?”

“Fine.” Duke said point blank. “Kahn L’range had my saber and Sandra’s dagger given to him by Drake Ducaine himself after Kahn watched Naten L’range, his father, die by the hands of Dragonaus. They’ve been passed down all these centuries to the different Lords and I finally stole them back for their rightful name! You following me here Wildwing? The first set was lost in the mists of Draggy’s ships, not a second set, too.”

A snort by both L’ranges told Wildwing, they meant business. One on one the three were dangerous, let alone when they were together. “I get it,” he nodded sharply. “Don’t let it happen again.” He walked out.

“What’s with him?” Switch was careful not to get in his captain’s way. He’d done that before too. Not a good place to be if he remembered correctly. “What’d ya do to him guys?”

“Nothing,” Duke snorted.

“Wanted to know why we went back for the blades Switch,” Sandra said as she leaned on her crutches again. “Pissed Duke off, that’s all.”

“I bet you showed him, huh, Bro?” Switch said, laughing. “Ya shoulda called me, ya know strength in numbers…” he trailed off as Duke got up.

“This is unbelievable,” he grumbled as he slipped past Sandra. “I gotta get outta here.”

He was gone.

“Bye, Duke,” Sandra shook her head. “He wants to go home, back to P2…me too. I miss my routes.” She turned with Switch down the hall. “He’ll go get drunk to forget and come back ready to fight again.”

“What’s with him lately? He’s been totally off, not Duke. It’s bugging me.”

Sandra shrugged as Switch opened a door, leaving the far side of the living room, headed towards the Ready Room. “He’s mad at me, too. I didn’t spar with him the other night when he came back drunk, remember?”

He nodded. Did he remember? Duke came back a few minutes from a black out and insisted on ‘keeping his skills sha’p” with his little siblings. That went over well when the two said, no. He stormed out and even though he don’t remember why he’s mad at the two Baby L’ranges, he is.

Nosedive, Neo and Dodger looked up as the two hobbled up to them. “We just saw Duke storm out, with his trenchcoat, what’s up with him?” Dive asked, helping Sandra up to the computer’s platform.

“He’s pissed…at me, Switch, Wildwing…himself. Everything. He wants to go home. Earth’s starting to get to him finally. No affence Dodger.”

She shook her head. “I know guys,” she drifted off. “He just seemed really mad.”

“Well if I know him, like I do,” Sandra leaned her crutches on the keyboard and balanced her self on her own two feet, Nosedive not more then a step away. “He’s gone to the bar, or store, to get some liquor. He’ll come back drunk, like last time…” she looked to her brother and trailed off. “Right Tadd?”

He nodded.

“He drinks more lately,” Neo commented. “Why? Sandra don’t you...” he shook his head.

“Like I said, he wants to go home,” she took a step, testing her leg. It’d been the week Tanya said it needed to be.

“Sandra,” Nosedive said, not amused.

“Prob’ly, at this point, he feels he’s alone or maybe he’s in a Rush,” she ignored Dive.

“A Rush?”

“Yeah Dodge, a Stealing Rush. We all get them, well thieves that is, and he may just be back in one…again. He won’t come out and say he’s in one, but I can tell. It’s so obvious to me, but I have to remember I was brought up with this stuff and the rest of ya’s weren’t…at least not as much as me Switch.” He huffed and crossed his arms. “I really don’t know how to get him outta it. He has to do it on his own.”

“Maybe if we sparred the other night…” Switch laughed.

“Right?” Sandra did too, and grabbed Nosedive before her leg gave out. Without a word, he handed her one of the crutches. “I’m gonna go find him. Who’s coming?”

“Me,” Dive walked off to get her trenchcoat and his vest. He was just irritated with Sandra not paying attention to what Tanya told her.

“Yeah me too,” Tadd said. “He’s also my responsibility, ya know. All three of us look out for one’n other.” He walked off to get his trenchcoat.

“I’m coming, how ‘bout you Dodge?”

“Yeah, I’ll grab the dogs, they can help too.”

Duke walked down the streets of Anaheim. A kid walked past him and gawked at him. He, for once, ignored the poor unsuspecting child. He was sick of being here surrounded by…ah!, humans. They drove him insane, most of the time and Phil all of the time. That human was really starting to bug him. “Ah, I can’t wait to get back to Puckworld….” He mumbled to his bottle of Scotch. “Away from these humans, back to the Brotherhood…” he trailed off once more. “This is unbelievable!”

This time a car of teenage kids drove by. One of them yelled out the window, something, Duke didn’t hear it. All of it, even the climate was beginning to bug him! And he liked warm weather better then cold weather. The barking of dogs caused him to jump and look around. It was either Chase and Goldberg or some police dog. He was convinced it was them. The police. The fucking PFC’s were out to get him, and they weren’t even on this planet. Slinking into ah alley, the oldest L’range sat down and took to his Scotch bottle again. Some one would find him, if he didn’t come home first…

“You’re the drag.” Thrash said point blank to the five ducks he met on the street. “How come?”

Sandra leaned on Dive, refusing to walk with the crutches in public. “Duke’s gone.”

“Hasn’t he done this before? Left I mean.”

“Yeah,” Switch nodded. “It’s complicated Thrash, really. Started a few days ago when me and Sandra wouldn’t spar with him.”

“Why?” Thrash made a face. He knew all three loved to fight with their blades.

“He was drunk.” Dive said point blank.

“Oh,” Thrash said, nodding. “If I see him, I’ll send him to the Pond.”

“Thanks, Thrash.” Neo said. The six parted as Chase got a sent.

Barking, Goldberg picked up on it too. Dodger let them off the leashes. “They got him.”

The two dogs found Duke passed out in an alley.

Neo and the rest sighed as the dogs sat wagging tails. “Good, dogs,” Switch said as he bent to his brother taking a bottle from his hand and looking to his sister. “Scotch,”

“Jeez-us,” she shook her head. “Alright,” she stepped from Dive. “Let’s get him back…”

A week later, so now it had been two weeks since she fucked up her leg. The Team had gone to Draggy’s a few days before…again and now things seemed to be too quiet for that lizard…

Sandra walked down the hall. Suddenly she felt a hand wrap around her waist, a blade at her throat. Plus she smelled Scotch. “Duke,” she didn’t move. “Come on, Bro, let me go.”

“I ain’t gonna hurt’cha sweetheart,” he laughed. “You know that, just playing.”

He still didn’t let go and Sandra had all she could do not to wreck him for calling her ‘sweetheart.’

“Where’s Switch?”

“Upstairs, with Neo and Nosedive, that’s where I’m headed.”

“Oh.” He grunted and walked off. She sighed and went upstairs to where her brother, better-half, Thunderbeak and Dodger sat in the bleachers. Flopping down into her seat, she sighed…again.

“Just saw Duke,” she shook a little. Switch noticed it, but for once held his tongue, maybe it was her tone of voice? “Snuck up on me and pinned me, blade out. He’s out of it, said he was playing.”

“Hurt ya?” Dive seemed distant. Sandra shook her head.

“He never jokes with blades,” Switch commented.

“I know,” Sandra snapped. “That’s what got me! He just snuck up on me and…” she stopped as Switch nodded.

“Nuts,” Neo said rubbing behind Goldberg’s ear. “See what drinking does to ya.”

“You’re one to talk,” Dodger said. “All of you.” She looked to Sandra.

“Hey!” she said. “I don’t drink that often. Right Dive?” he nodded.

“Yeah, sure, whatever.” He got up and headed towards the comic shop.

“What’s wrong with him?” Dodger said.

“I don’t know, but Neo, Tadd, tonight you two find out.” Sandra pointed to the two. They mock saluted, but would do it.

Sandra leaned on the door as it slid shut behind her. Duke lay across his bed, hung over the edge, a bottle of Scotch spilled over the floor, saber in hand. Passed out, yet snoring. “What a retard.” She pushed from the door and took the saber from his hand. “Mine till you can shape up Duke,” she said. He groaned and rolling over, fell from his bunk. Even falling five feet didn’t wake him. He was really fucked up. Sandra jumped to her bunk, for, what she knew would be an uneasy sleep.

Switch climbed up into Sandra’s old bunk across from Dive’s as Neo fell onto his under the Flashblade’s. Dive was quiet. Neo flipped through a comic and Switch swore as he once again hit his head on the ceiling. Neo laughed. Nosedive snorted. “What’s with you Flashblade?” Switch snapped.

“Nothing,” he snapped back. “Why?”

“You seem to be off totally ever since we got back from Draggy’s the other day.”

“I don’t wanna talk about it okay guys?! Leave me alone!” he turned to the wall. Switch looked to Neo, who shrugged and turned off the light.

Nosedive grabbed the bars and shook. They made a hollow rattle in the room. “Yo, Jerkweed!” he yelled. “You can’t keep me in here forever!”

“Ya’ve only been in there two days,” Dragonaus yelled back. “Ya gotta way two weeks ago!”

Dive snorted. “They’ll find out.”

“Oh,” Draggy laughed. “I doubt it.”

Nosedive walked down the hall. Wildwing, who had been up with Tanya in the lab, saw his little brother and stopped. “Hey, Bro, why you up still? We got to go to that thing with Phil, remember?”

“Yeah,” he nodded. Turning to Wildwing, he noticed Dive carried Sandra’s Modified. The only way Wing could tell was by the black mark from a burn on the wire panel. “To bad you won’t be going.”

Before Wildwing could react, Nosedive had fired the gun.

Duke realized he was on the floor. “What the…” he dragged himself to a sitting position. Sandra stirred and looked down to him.

“How ya feeling Bro?” she had a hint of laughter to her voice.

“Not good,” he shook his head. “My head is killing me.”

“You outta your Rush yet?” she sat up.

He nodded and tried to stand up, but just slid back down the wall. “Sandra.” He reached his hand out and she jumped down to help him up. “Where’s my saber?”

“Away. I’ll give it back later. Come on time to clean up. And take a shower.”

“I planned on it.” He walked towards the bathroom.

“I’ll be in the kitchen making coffee,” she walked out and down the hall. It was unnaturally quiet for the morning. Maybe Wing had just slept in. He wasn’t in the kitchen like he usually was. She got the coffee going and jumped up on the counter to wait for it to finish enough for a cup. She knew she could use it, let alone Duke.

“I smell coffee!” Tanya walked into the kitchen. “Morning Sandra.”

“Hey,” she nodded. “Late night?”

“Yeah,” she nodded as Grin came in.

“Morning girls,” he said opening the frig for his normal cup of O.J. he didn’t drink coffee, some deal of his. Who knew? “Have you seen Wildwing this morning?”

“Not since last night,” Tanya yawned. “Why?”

“He never sleeps in this late.”

“I know,” Sandra joked. “Even I slept in till seven!” Grin laughed.

“Be calm, Little One,”

“Oh, I’m calm, let me have my coffee, Big Guy!”

“Is it done?” Duke stumbled in. Collapsing into one of the chairs at the counter he put his head on the table. “How ‘bout a side order of pain killers?”

Sandra laughed as Tanya opened the cabinet and grabbed a bottle. Sandra set the cup on the counter in front of him and he looked up. “You’re so good to me Sandra, you know that?”

“Don’t spread it around.” She rolled her eyes as she poured herself a cup. “Any one seen Dive, Neo and Switch?”

“Nope,” Duke spoke as he swallowed. “That’s better.”

“Not me.” Tanya said. “Or Mallory.”

“They’ll show,” Grin said as he sat at the table. “Where would they go?”

“Knowing those three…” Duke started. “But Wing wouldn’t get involved in a Mallory torture day anyway.”

“I would.” Sandra laughed. “Dodger still asleep?”

“Nope on a walk with the dogs.” She shuddered. Tanya still didn’t like the dogs, even though she had gotten used to it. “Left a note on her dresser.”

“Ooh,” Sandra nodded.

The affects had worn off and Wildwing opened his eyes to see, not one, but two?, of his baby brother. Two? Wait, what had happened to him? Nosedive shot him with Sandra’s gun. Nosedive? His own brother? Who knew the affects of those pucks Sandra made were so strong?! Back to the two Dives.

One stood struggling in the grasp of two Hunter Drones while the other held, not only Sandra’s gun, but the Mask. The Mask?!  Now he knew what was going on. A clean trade without him or the rest of the team knowing! The Chameleon! He was in the Pond! Slowly Wing’s eyes traveled along the room, scanning it. He was in the Raptor, but he and the two Nosedives’ weren’t alone. His heart sank as he saw that three others- Mallory, Neo and Switch- had been captured as well. He could only hope Duke, Sandra, Grin, Tanya and Dodger would begin to get suspicious and find out about this before it was too late. Wildwing rolled over and stood up a bit shaky. Grabbing the bars to steady himself, he glared at the Hunter Drones that held the real Nosedive.

“I’m sorry Bro!” Nosedive yelled, struggling madly to get free. “I shoulda listened to you!”

“Forget it Baby Bro, we’ll-” Wing was cut off as Dragonaus stepped into the room. He laughed.

“Well done Chameleon. I’m glad you’re of some use to me after all.” He laughed, that stupid laugh of his. He seized the Mask from Chameleon, who was still in Dive disguise.  Dragonaus couldn’t stop laughing. Needless to say, this was the best day he’d had since coming to Earth. And this time it looked, as though he’d be the one to come out on top.

Slowly Neo opened his eyes. He heard Dragonaus laughing and sat up so fast it made his head hurt. He couldn’t remember what happened. Last he knew, he’d been asleep. But this was no dream. He knew where he was because he’d been there before, not once, but twice. He was in the dungeon of the Raptor and Wildwing, Switch, Mallory and Nosedive were there too. And there was Dragonaus. Mask in hand. And Neo knew why he was laughing…

Dodger was on her way back to the Pond. The dogs were in a hurry, too, and kept running ahead. She just couldn’t figure them out. She’d been out with them for an hour already. They’d been over the same route a thousand times, yet on this particular morning, something seemed to excite Goldberg and Chase. Suddenly, Goldberg stopped abruptly and began to growl fiercely. Chase stopped next to him, sniffed the air and began to growl as well. Well, they’d never done this before.

“Wassa matter guys? Come on, knock it off.” Dodger tugged on the leaches, but neither dog moved a muscle. Shrugging, she stepped in front of both dogs, trying to get them to go. It didn’t work. Goldberg jumped in front of Dodger, back turned to her, growling all the while. And Dodger began to get a bad feeling about this. She turned around and headed in the opposite direction. The dogs stopped growling and followed her back to the Pond.

“I’m telling you guys, something really weird is going on here.” Dodger was pacing in the kitchen, just having told the others what had happened.

“Dodge, they’re dogs. Dogs growl all the time, even I know that.” Sandra crossed her arms.

“Not my dogs,” Dodger stopped pacing and crossed her arms too. “They’ve never done that.”

“Hey, well, there’s a first for everything.”

“I don’t think so. Goldberg wouldn’t let me go any farther.” Now Dodger was leaning on the table. She grabbed a piece of Duke’s toast and took a big bite, “I tell you, there’s something strange going on here.”

“I’ll say!” Duke turned back to his breakfast, “I coulda sworn I had two slices of toast here.”

Dodger looked at him and shrugged, “Hey, thanks man, it was good too.”

“So ain’t the coffee,” Sandra laughed setting his cup down.

“Where’s yours?”

“Drank it.” She shrugged. “Okay if the guys are not having a Bug Mal day and the dogs are not letting you finish your walk, then it could only mean one thing…”

“Dragonaus.” Tanya said.

“Huh?” Duke yawned. “I’m still tired!”

“See what drinking does, Duke.”

“Like you should talk, Kid.” He scoffed.

“We’re…ah leaving my point. Dragonaus, you two. Where are the guys and why wouldn’t the dogs…”

“Try the coms then.” Duke spoke, annoyed. “Jeez-us Christ.”

Siege crushed the last com as Dragonaus walked in, the Mask in hand. “It’s gonna be a good day Siege,” he said. “Five of the ten Ducks in my claws, and the other five are prob’ly on the way as we speak.”

“Huh?” Siege looked up, picking pieces of communicator from his foot. “Oh, yeah, when are we gonna have some duck?”

“Some time soon, Siege,” He laughed. “Soon enough Siege, soon enough.”

“Nothing,” Tanya slumped back in the chair in front of Drake One. “All five are not responding, even the auto trackers are down.”

Duke groaned and rolled his eyes. “Unbelievable! Where’s Wing when’chya need him?”

“He’s not here?” Nosedive walked back up to him.

“Where were you?” Dodger pointed at him.

“On the roof, I couldn’t sleep.” He shrugged. “Lost track of time and it was nice up there, you shoulda seen the sunrise, Honey.”

With a weird look, Sandra grabbed Nosedive, slamming him into the wall. “Alright, who the fuck are you?”

“Mellow out Little Friend,” Grin said.

“Whoa, whoa, whoa, Sandra,” Duke cautioned.

“What?” Dive spoke as if he didn’t do a thing.

She slammed him into the wall again. “Don’t play stupid with me…” pulling a gun from his belt, she stepped back and fired. Nosedive fell to the floor, morphing back into the Chameleon, ropes bound around him from the shot.

“Whoa!” Duke’s face dropped. “Kid, how’d you know!?”

“Duke, Dive never calls me ‘Honey’,” she turned a dial on her gun. Yes, this Nosedive still carried Sandra’s Modified Puck Pistol. “It was so obvious that Chameleon didn’t know that.”

“Well, now he’s out for twelve hours,” Tanya grumbled.

“Nope, dial was turned down. I never turned it back up from the other day, he should be up right…about…” the Chameleon gave a delayed scream. “…now.”

“Alright ya lousy ducks, letmego! I don’t de’serve this kinda treatmenta.”

Duke picked him up by the rope bands. The slight charge tingled up his arms. “Where’s the Raptor Lizard?” he snorted. The smell of Saurian was enough to gag some ducks.

“I ain’t telling yas!” he struggled in Duke’s grasp. Behind Duke, Sandra turned the dial on her gun again and cocked it.

“Let’s go, fucknut. The Raptor.”

A shot down the hall caused Dragonaus to turn. “What the Devil?!” he set, or more like, dropped the Mask on a table and walked out. When Switch looked back to the spot, it was gone.

“Huh?” he looked to Neo, who shrugged. “It was just there.”

“I know,” he said. “Something took it.”

“What?!” Wildwing said. At that moment he saw a movement by the control panel. “Some one took the Mask?”

“Or something.” Switch said. “Besides Draggy, that is.”

A bang on the control panel caused everyone to look that way and some one slid into view hitting the wall on the far side of it. The captive ducks heard a gun pulled and an exploding drone, then the other one stood up with a laugh. Slamming their hand on to the panel, they walked from the shadows as the doors swung open. “Alright,” Switch said, jumping in the air. “Sis to the rescue!”

She handed the Mask to Wildwing. “Let’s go Team,” Wing said placing the Mask back where it belonged on his face. “We’ve got a lizard to take!”

The real Nosedive picked up his gun off a table and slammed a clip into it. “Let’s do this.”

Stepping out into the hall, Dive fired his gun as a Drone snuck up on Mallory. Duke cut one in half as another fired on him.

Dragonaus was no where to be seen.

“Team,” Wildwing said. “Split up. Bro, L’range, all three of ya, you’re with me. Tanya, get to the main power, make sure this thing can’t leave the ground! The rest of you go with her. We’re after Dragonaus. Let’s move!”

The two groups ran down the different halls. One in search of lizards, the other in search of the Gateway Generator. Wildwing, he knew this place well, he’d just been running its halls for almost four years. Duke ran along side him, the younger three behind them. The smell of Saurian grew stronger and all three of the L’ranges snorted at the sent. Stopping out side a closed door, Wing found there was no way in. “Sandra, can you get in there?”

“Hey,” She said flipping her dagger in-between her fingers. “Am I a L’range? Of course I can.” She laughed as she noticed the control panel Wing missed. Very calmly, like she had all the time in the world, she flipped it open and with a quick look, just slammed the dagger into the panel. The door slid open. “Not a prob,” she said. Inside the room was empty. An open doorway told the Ducks that Dragonaus had come this way. Slowly they entered the room, spread out ready for anything. A creak made them all jump…

Tanya looked around. Down the hall, Mallory nodded the okay. They were there to do two things: One, make sure this thing doesn’t leave the ground. Two, go get the Generator and make sure it’s in one piece this time. She kept repeating this to herself as they filed down the halls. Even Neo and Mallory were quiet, something they never did. Suddenly, a laser blast from the right caused Mal to jump back. Hunter Drones, it had to be. Tanya heard Mal handle her gun, preparing for action. Just great, she thought. Just great, all I need to complete this day, more Hunter Drones! With that, Tanya set to work on the door panel to the main power chamber.

Wildwing stood up as a Drone shot at him again. He watched it blow up as his Baby Brother fired. “Thanks Dive,” he yelled as another troop of Drones ahead of the Chameleon came in to the room. With a scream, the stupid little lizard jumped in the corner. The same corner that a loose puck hit causing a water pipe to burst.

Riding a deactivated Drone to the floor, Sandra saw this. She was glad to see he hadn’t moved once she got rid of the other Drone that had snuck up on her. Now all but one Drone were gone. We work fast, don’t we? She thought and grabbed her gun. The dial turned up to the highest mark. The one she never used she cornered the Chameleon gun pointed right at him. The others came up behind her just to make sure he didn’t try anything. “Alright, Chameleon, where’s Dragonaus?”

“I…I…I don’t know, I swear. Ya gotta believe me Ducks, I don’t know.”

“Wrong answer.” She fired the shot. After a second he fell to the floor like any other victim of one of those rope pucks. He’ll wake up…” Sandra shoved her gun back in its holster, crossing her arms. “Never.”

“What?” Switch looked at the heap of Saurian on the floor.

“Look, Tadd, the pipe, water. My gun, electricity.” She nodded. “It fried him.”

“One down,” Wildwing nodded. “Nice work Sandra. Let’s go, we gotta get to Dragonaus.”

The others ran down the hall, in search of Dragonaus. Switch hung back for a minute. He starred at the dead lizard, still twitching from the after affects. Sandra stepped back from the group and grabbed his arm.

“Come on, Tadd, we’re on a search mission here.”

He looked at her. “Did ya hafta kill him? I mean-”

“Switch, you’re talking about Chameleon here. The fucking lizards been the base of all our problems. Yeah, I had to kill him, and we still gotta take out the rest.”

Switch sighed, and followed his sister as they caught up with the rest.

“…lizards could be anywhere,” Wildwing was saying when they got back. “So everyone, be on your guard.”

“Always are.” Duke nodded, meaning his siblings and himself.

Wildwing turned to Dive, “Be careful Bro, this time.”

“Yeah, sure Wing.” Nosedive didn’t need reminding. He remembered, as it had been two weeks ago, when the Ducks had been here. Against Wing’s orders, Dive had gone after Dragonaus, thus getting himself captured, leaving the perfect opportunity to send in the Chameleon! He’d thought it was the perfect opportunity then, but now that he looked back on it, he didn’t really know how smart the idea had been.

“Grin, be careful with that!” Tanya winced as he randomly threw power cables over his shoulders. They were in the Main Power Control Room, but so such luck in finding anything remotely resembling a Gateway Generator.

From across the hall, Neo heaved a giant sigh. “Why are we here? I bet Dragonaus has the Generator!” he kicked at the panels along the room. At least he got to break stuff.

“We’re not just looking for the Generator, stupid,” Mallory threw a mean glare at him from where she was cutting wires with Tanya. “We have to make sure those lizards don’t try and get away!”

“Which means what?” Neo shrugged.

Dodger looked up at him from where Tanya had her setting a bomb. “It’s gotta blow up real good.” She nodded.

“Cool!” Neo gave the kick the panel was about to receive a little extra force. The panel smashed in, Neo’s foot wedged inside. Sparks flew, and Neo yanked his foot out. “Ow!!” he screamed, clutching his tingling foot. Dodger was laughing at him, but Mallory wasn’t impressed. She gave a disgusted scowl. “I hope Wildwing’s having better luck.”

“Man, I hope we make it alive. We still got play-offs!” Nosedive complained running down the halls at his brother’s heels. The smell of Saurian was once again beginning to burn in the Ducks’ nostrils, and they knew they were getting closer. “Ew, I can’t stand that smell, guys, I think I’m gonna throw up!” Nosedive complained.

“We’re gonna have some fried duck tonight!” Siege’s voice bellowed from down the hall. The five turned to see him holding a huge grenade launcher. But he wasn’t alone. Behind him stood about ten Hunter Drones.

“Oh man! They can’t ever make this easy, can they?” Nosedive ducked a grenade shot and fired his Puck Blaster at the Drones blowing one of them up. He looked to Wildwing, who was wrestling with Siege over the grenade launcher. He watched Switch duck a cheap shot by a Drone, swing in behind it, and jam him blades into the back of it, short-circuiting the stupid thing. Dive rolled to the side as a loose grenade almost beheaded him- and rolled right into a Drone. “Uhhhh……” he mumbled, looking up at it, but Duke saved him, swinging from his grappling hook and slicing the robot in half.

“Whoa, watch it man!” Nosedive leaned to the side and blew a Drone’s head off right behind Duke.

“Ha! Slice and dice!” Both ducks turned to see Switch standing over a fallen Drone- it was missing it’s arms, legs and it’s head, which had rolled away and crushed under another Drone; a victim of Sandra’s dagger.

Duke was now trying for two at a tome. He was standing in front of two Drones, both ready to fire. At the last second, he ducked. The shots blew both Drones into millions of pieces. Two left and the younger L’ranges were handling them. Sandra had beheaded one of the Drones and she tossed the head to Switch, who swung as hard as he could with one of his blades. The blade and head connected, and the last Drone got a line-driver to the front side. It crumpled to the ground. But just to make sure, Sandra plunged her dagger into its back, where the circuits were. Both ducks left it where it lay, sparking in a heap next to many others of its kind, and went to join their teammates, who had Siege cornered. Wildwing had the grenade launcher. “Alright lizard lips,” he growled, “Where’s Dragonaus?”

“I dunno, and I ain’t telling, you stupid Turkeys!” he was pretty brave for a lizard with death around the corner.

“Stupid?”

“Turkeys?”

“Take him guys.” Wildwing turned to see Wraith sneaking up on them. Without a moment’s hesitation, Wing fired the Grenade launcher at Wraith. The last thing anyone saw before he exploded into bits of lizard pieces was a very baffled look on his face. With a loud BOOM the grenade exploded as soon as it touched the Saurian. When the smoke cleared, lizard slime was everywhere.

“Oh Gross!” Switch flung a stream of mucus across the hall. It landed on the wall with a sickening splat! Siege looked horrified. He hadn’t known the Ducks would actually…kill them.

“Alright, alright!” he cried, dropping to his knees, “I’ll tell you where Lord Dragonaus is!”

“Keep talking Saurian Scum.” Wildwing tightened his hold on the grenade launcher.

“He’s in his sleeping quarters. It’s down the hall, third door on the left.”

BAM!
“Thank you!” the Ducks left the room running, as the exploded Siege particles floated around aimlessly.

“Ah, got it!” Tanya triumphantly held up the cable over her head, “This thing’s not going anywhere. Finished with that bomb yet, Dodger?” she looked over to her.

“Yep,” Dodger set the bomb down next to Tanya. “All it needs is for now is a finger to push it.”

Out of the corner of her eye, Mallory saw Neo flexing his fingers. “I don’t think so, boy. Not while I’m around.” She stepped in beside Tanya. “So when do ya want me to activate this thing?”

Tanya cleared her throat. “Do you remember the phrase, ‘nine minutes of escape time?’ you pressed the button remember? I think I will let Neo do it this time.”

“Yes!” Neo did a three-sixty in mid-air as Mallory’s scowl deepened.

“Okay, so now what?” Grin asked, kicking aside a bunch of loose cables.

“Wildwing said he’d drop by, ya know, right before he-”

“Guys, come on, we’ve located the main lizard!” Wildwing stepped in to the room, cutting Tanya off. Four ducks trailed behind him, ready for anything.

“You find the Generator?” Mallory asked him.

“No,” Wing shook his head. “But we got three dead lizards in the building and one to go. Let’s move, follow me, troop.” Wing led them all down the hall. He still had the grenade launcher. Neo carried the bomb, ready to activate it at Tanya’s signal. When the Ducks reached the third door on the left, Grin kicked it down. They weren’t in just yet-there was a hall way right before another door. The hallway looked more like a sewer passage. And it reeked of that Saurian stench.

“Yep, definitely gonna hurl.” Dive said under his breath.

The Ducks tried not gag as they made they way to the end of the hall. Right before Grin kicked down the other door, Wildwing turned to his teammates. “Be careful in there,” he warned. “Be on your guard for anything. We can take him down! Grin.” Wing nodded, signaling for him to kick down the door. Grin lifted a massive foot and down went the door. There, in the corner of the room, sat the big red lizard. He was holding something in his hand—The Gateway Generator!

“So,” Dragonaus began, never looking up at them. “You’ve gotten past all my defenses-my henchman, my Drones-I commend you. I myself underestimated just how capable you were of all this. However-” his head snapped up to glare at the ten ducks standing in the doorway. “Perhaps you have underestimated me.” With that Dragonaus stood up. He was feeling a bit weak, seeing as how his henchman and Drones were all gone. He looked the Ducks over. “You two,” he pointed a crooked finger at the younger two L’ranges. “I brought you here. Think of it—if it weren’t for me, you never would have been reunited with each other! And you!” Dragonaus’ gaze went to Dodger, “It was I who turned you duck. If it weren’t for me, you never would have gad this opportunity!” what was that lizard up to? Clearly he was trying to save his own scales.

“Just what are you getting at?” Wildwing cocked the grenade launcher and Dragonaus stepped back.

“I’m saying that-that fighting isn’t necessary. I can get you home, I can get myself home, and there’s nothing more to it.”

“No deal Dragonaus. We’re taking you out; for good.”

“I was hoping it wouldn’t come to this.” Dragonaus pressed a button on the wall, and it slid open, revealing dozens of Hunter Drones.

“Oh man, this isn’t my day!” Nosedive moaned. Grabbing his gun and firing in all directions. Wildwing figured out that one grenade shot could take out three or four Hunter Drones at once and used this to his advantage. With all the Ducks working together, every last drone was down within ten minutes. But by that time, Dragonaus had disappeared.

“I bet he’s headed to the main controls!” Wildwing told the Ducks. “Let’s go!” Nine ducks followed Wing to the Control Room. “He can’t get away this time!” Wildwing told them. “We’ll get him and the Gateway Generator!”

“You still got that bomb Neo?” Tanya looked at him, and he nodded; holding it up for her to see. “Be ready to set it off anytime, got me?”

“Sure thing Sarge.” He mock saluted. It was good enough for Tanya. Mallory was still in a bad mood because she didn’t get to ‘throw the switch’ on the bomb. The Ducks turned the corner to the Main Control Room.

“What the blazes?!” Dragonaus pounded on one of the keyboards in frustration- he’d found out that the Raptor was unable to leave the ground.

“Alright Dragonaus,” Wildwing stepped in front of the group. “Game over. Hand over the Generator.”

“Oh this?” Dragonaus held up the Generator. “You want it? Ha-ha, you’re not getting it!” laughing he began to close his fist around it, to crush it, as the Ducks watched it horror. Dragonaus was starring at Wildwing, laughing, he didn’t see some one sneaking up behind him until it was too late. Dodger jumped him from behind, putting him into a headlock. With a roar of rage, Dragonaus reached behind and threw her down. He raised a fist to hit her, laughing all the while.

“Hey, you son of a bitch, leave her alone!” Neo tackled Dragonaus and pretty soon all the ducks were on him. Dragonaus was now on the ground, panting.

“Finish him Wildwing.” Nosedive called.

“Guys, step back.” The team jumped behind the goalie as he cocked the grenade launcher. Click! Empty. “Fuck,” Wing said, throwing down the gun.

Laughing, Dragonaus stood up. Totally done for, the lizard still laughed. Tanya set the Generator behind her as the rest of the team pulled Puck Launchers and blades on the Saurian. “It’s over Dragonaus,” hissed Wildwing. “Face it. We’ve won. You’re all by yourself. No Siege, no Chameleon, no Wraith, no more drones. Just you and us.” His voice was cold.

Dragonaus looked to the ten Ducks. All three L’ranges had blades out, Sandra a gun on her left hip. Neo held a small(well compared to the ones Draggy made it was small) bomb, when suddenly, his face lit up.

“I got an idea,” he yelled. “Wing, it just- in fact- I know it will work!”

“What?” Wildwing looked back to him. It was the way they were standing. “It better be good, we don’t have time for your games Neo!”

“No, just listen alright. I’m taking charge,” he laughed.

“I don’t think so,” Mal said.

“Guys!” Sandra pulled her gun. “Would you hurry up?”

“Alright,” Neo yelled looking at Draggy. “Fire some shots! We can get the lizard and Raptor at the same time.”

“Can do.” Sandra and Nosedive said, firing a couple rounds at the lizard. The shots from Sandra knocked him out and the added shots from Dive made sure he couldn’t get away.

“Okay,” Neo said. “Now, we set the bomb by the lizard, press the—sorry, throw the switch,” he cracked his knuckles and flipped the white switch. “And……RUN!” he turned and all ten Ducks ran from the room to the Migrator outside.

The Ducks watched as the Raptor blew apart. And a minute later the three L’ranges looked off to their right, down the road, as a cop car came into view. “Klegghorn,” Duke growled.

“You blew up another building,” he said, stepping from his car. “What’s your reason this time?”

“The normal,” Dive shrugged.

“Yeah, “ Neo said. “It wasn’t even their fault.” He pointed to the three thieves. They looked at him before they went back into their conversation about……something. No one was following it.

“Nice story,” Klegghorn snorted. “What really happened?”

“Neo had a brainstorm…” Sandra trailed off.

“Nice brainstorm. You blew up a building!” Klegghorn followed the ten Ducks. All were taller then him. “Now where you going?”

“Home.” Dodger said. “I’ve had to put up with you my entire life! Just go away.” She disappeared on to the Migrator.

Klegghorn stopped for a second. How did a duck have to…nah. He shook it from thought. “Get off my crime scene, ya molting on it!” he yelled at the three L’ranges.

“Ah, bite my Capy.” Switch mumbled. The older two laughed as the hatch closed behind them.

The ride back to the Pond was surprisingly quiet. No major injuries and still no one dared speak a word. Maybe it was the fact that they had killed. Something none of them had ever done or, maybe, it was that they were so pumped up from their final run in the Raptor that they were quiet. Whatever it was, the ten Ducks filed off the Migrator and out of the hangar. They stayed together, like an actual flow of birds, something they never did at home, and still in silence walked to Tanya’s masterpiece.

“What’s that?” Phil broke the silence as the team walked up to him at Drake One.

“Our ticket home.” Duke mumbled, looking to his siblings, trying to avoid Phil’s piercing gaze.

“WHAT?” Phil dropped his cel-phone. “Home?! Home?! What about the play-offs?” he whined.

“Relax, Phil.” Nosedive said, waving him off. “We’re leaving after the play-offs.”

“We are?” Sandra looked at him. “What if we don’t want to stay?”

“WHAT?!” Phil was panicking, like usual.

“No, Phil, I’m kidding. We’re leaving, after the games. We need to go home.” She said, triumphantly. “I’m going to take a nap.”

She walked off.

“Me, too!” Switch followed her.

“I gotta take the dogs out.” Dodger walked off.

“I’ll come,” Neo and her walked off towards Tanya’s room.

“Time to veg!” Dive said. “Come on Grin, let’s go see if Bernie the Bear is on.”

“He’s not a bear,” Grin said as the two walked off.

Mallory and Tanya walked off outback to investigate the Gateway Generator.

“Wildwing,” Duke said. “What now?”

“Ya could always do more publicity stunts.” Phil piped in. “Huh? I could have one up tomorrow, for ya, if ya want, ya know.” Phil added the last part in as Duke finally looked at him.

“Or not.” He snorted.

“Don’t know, besides the fact that we have to concentrate on our game.” Wildwing said.

“Then, come on, I’ll shoot on ya for a while.”

“Alright.” He nodded and the two walked off towards the elevator, leaving Phil to scramble after his cel-phone.

So this is what the team had become in a matter of ten minutes, the ride to the Pond. All of their fighting/protection anger gone…they went back to a group of ducks that lived together. In a few days they would regroup, once again becoming the team known as The Mighty Ducks, but no longer would they have the part-time job of keeping after Dragonaus and his Henchmen…

That was gone forever.

