Niko Hrisalis is a man possessing of incredible strength capable of crushing steel. In addition to that, he also possesses superhuman speed, invulnerability, and he can project blasts of solar energy from his eyes and hands. As Hellios, he is Greece's national hero. A national hero forced by his government to operate as a member of a team of international heroes sanctioned by the United Nations and operating under the direction of SHIELD. That was before he came under the control of the mysterious Empress.

 Now, Hellios is using his incredible strength against his former team-mate, the Hauptmann. By far the most mysterious of the entire group, Hellios expected his punch to remove the Hauptmann's head from his shoulders. Imagine his surprise, when the Hauptmann stands unscathed.

 "Apparently, no one briefed you on my abilities," the Hauptmann says. "I absorb kinetic energy." As he spoke, Hellios saw the energy begin to gather around his hands. The energy fields grew larger and larger, the energy creating a hypnotic effect that somehow kept Hellios from moving, his focus on the energy. 

"I can use said kinetic energy to either increase my own vitality or redirect it as an energy blast," Hauptmann continued. "And that punch you hit me with? Well, there was plenty of kinetic energy present in it." The energy fields continued to grow in size and intensity, and then Hauptmann lifted his arms up, and aimed at Hellios. "In other words..." he continues, his voice containing a harshness that hadn't been there earlier. "You lose, arschloch."

The German hero released the built-up energy in a force blast of great magnitude, and Hellios, either by design or by surprise, failed to move out of the way of the shot and the kinetic blast completely engulfed him, creating a light that could only be described as blinding. Beneath his mask, which protected his sight from the damage that would normally have been cause the Hauptmann smiled at his victory. However, once the dust clears...

 "Hmm..." Hellios mutters, standing upright. "That almost hurt." The smile died on Hauptmann’s face as he stood in amazed disbelief and the hesitation allowed Hellios to counter the Hauptmann's attack by unleashing a blast of solar energy at him. The Hauptmann quickly leapt out of the way of the blast and the battle continued.

Neal Sharra wanted to pound on the young girl before him, to teach her a lesson she would not soon forget, but in his zeal to attack, to prove himself her better he made a mistake and a sudden flood of water courtesy of Tsunami sent Savitar flying. 

His ability to generate solar plasma was useless against a foe that could control water. However he wouldn’t let her do that to him again and he would… he paused a moment, thinking that there was something wrong here, that this wasn’t why he was here. He knew there was something affecting his all of his team-mates, but he didn’t know what. Teamwork would be needed to figure it out, but how could you work as a team when no one trusts each other?

He glanced around, trying to search for their leader. He saw Armory some distance away and was heading towards him when another burst of water struck him. Tsunami hovered above him, and suddenly, a sphere of water encircled him. It began to fill, and he felt the water begin to fill his lungs. He tried to use his powers, but the flames were put out the instant he generated them. He was prepared to accept the end when, all of a sudden, the water was gone.

 He opened his eyes and saw Armory standing over the fallen Tsunami. The drone's eyes were glowing brightly, and he extended a hand to help Savitar to his feet.

 "You all right?" he asked.

 "As best as... *kaff*... can be expected..." Neal replied as he gasped for breath. "Where have you been?"

 "Trying to figure out what the hell's going on here," Armory stated. “Everyone’s at each other’s throats, more literally than before this time. Everyone’s affected, except me. I guess that’s because I’m not really here.”

"Whatever’s affected them, also got to us as well, by my reckoning. Come up with anything?"

 "Huh. SHIELD techs are still analyzing the data I'm sending them, but so far, nothing useful. However they have made a finding elsewhere."

“Does it help?”

“I think so. The last recorded occurrence of something like this was when the Canadian heroes Alpha Flight worked with the X-Men to take on Loki, the Norse God. He did something very similar to this back then, and while I don’t think he’s here, I’d bet good money that this is a kind magic at work here.”

“So what do we do, boss?” asked Neal. 

“First thing we do is try and stop the team from killing each other.” He scanned the area for the nearest fight and saw two similar fighters. Or maybe we’ll just watch this for a little bit first, Bridge thought.

The USAgent's clothing resembled the ancient garb of medieval warriors. His firearms, however, were still very real and very modern. Firearms that he used to try and take out his former team-mate, the British agent called Union Jack.

Until now, of all the members of Excalibur, Percival Rockford has been the most passive. He had volunteered for this position. He volunteered to represent his country, using the keen intellect he was born with and the training he had received from his mentor. He had tried to break the ice, but found it to be useless. Now he was being shot at and he was going to make the loud mouthed Yank pay and Union Jack did his best to dodge the USAgent's gunfire. His uniform could take a certain amount of damage, but not too much and though the shots may not enter his body, the impact would certainly bruise and break him.

Prior to becoming Union Jack, he was an agent of the British intelligence agency known as MI-6. He learned to be a spy before he learned to be a superhero. Whereas USAgent was trained to replace Captain America, Union Jack was trained to be a James Bond-type. He knows how to work in the shadows, how to play to your opponent's weaknesses. He dodged around, landing behind a wall of the odd structure for cover. He looked around the side briefly to see USAgent searching for him.

Okay, Rock, now think... he thought to himself. You can do this, just think about it. What's Walker's weakness? Well, aside from the fact that he's powerless. Well so am I, but I don’t bitch about my life. So what else is there, though? Better keep the list short. He's brash, he's arrogant, he’s  and he relies too greatly on his weapons. Weapons… That’s the one to work on. So what are you waiting for, then? You know how to take him out. Time to go to work.

 Union Jack reached down to his belt and drew a pair of .45s. He crouched low, and leapt out from his cover. He fired a few rounds at USAgent. The Agent instantly activated the energy shield he carried and deflected the bullets. By the time he was prepared to fire again, Union Jack was gone. This was almost too easy, reflected Rockford as he stayed under cover.

"Get out here," Agent ordered, anger in his voice. "Now. The Empress commands it your death."

There was silence in the immediate area as the other battles raged. USAgent's eyes darted from side to side. He’d done this kind of thing before, he was a solider, he’d been trained for this kind of thing, but as he searched around the immediate area for some sign of the British spy, he saw nothing.

 *CLINK*

USAgent instantly spun in the direction of the sound and fired at it. There was nothing there.

 *CLINK*

Another sound. USAgent spun once more and fired. Still nothing and now he was getting frustrated and as he continued to search around, the Agent spotted something lying on the ground. He walked towards it and bent down to pick it up. It was a navy-blue mask. Union Jack's mask. He examined it closely, and wondered where his opponent could be, or why he would have left it lying around.

 "Hey..."

 The Agent looked up at the source of the voice just in time to see a navy-clad elbow slam into his face. The blow rattled the Agent’s skull and for a second he had a moment of clarity.

“Oh, fer fugs say…” he muttered as his lights went out and he slumped to the floor. The Union Jack shook his head as he picked up his mask and slipped it back over his head.

 "Next time, pay more attention," he stated. He looked down at the USAgent and shook his head. "Loser. If you’re the best the Yanks have to offer, then that's pretty pathetic."

“Now?” asked Neal.

“Now,” said Armory and Savitar shot Union Jack with an energy blast. The techs had come up with a solution.

For Ruth Bat-Seraph, the Mossad agent known as Sabra, the world went black. She was trapped in a featureless prison comprised of Darkforce energy. Her prison was courtesy of Laynia Petrova, otherwise known as Darkstar. She tried to focus her thoughts, to use the training given to her to fight off most torture and sensory deprivation techniques.

In this place, there is no up. 

There is no down. 

There is no left, nor is there right. 

My senses have been cut off from reality, and yet I am cold. Why, when I feel nothing else, do I feel cold? There must be a way out of here, but how?

Doubts were beginning to set in her mind as the Russian used her powers on her. Darkstar grinned as she kept Sabra trapped in the Darkforce prison. This was easier than she thought it would be. The Empress would be pleased at such power.

“I’ll get Agent,” said Neal.

“I’ll wake Union Jack,” said Armory and activated a sonic signal, pointing it at the laid out Brit. After a moment, he awoke.

“Oh, my head,” he said. “What happened?”

 "Guess that's three of us, then," said Neal, laying USAgent next to Tsunami. 

"I class it more as four down and four down to go," Armory stated. He looked on to see the Hauptmann dodging blasts from Hellios, and Darkstar was hovering in the air near the Empress, with a large, black sphere floating beside her. Sabra was nowhere to be seen. A quick scan, however, revealed life signs within the Darkforce sphere.

 "Oh terrific..." he muttered, as he assessed the sitauation. It was not good, and he sent a request to see if he could find something in the SHEILD files to sort this out.

 "What's that?" Savitar asked.

 "Two of our strongest members are working with the Empress," Armory replied. "Darkstar's far more adept with her powers than she's ever been in the past. And Hellios... well... we're still not sure what his true limits are."

 "He's gotta have some weakness," Union Jack noted. "Maybe green rocks?"

 "Don't be stupid," Armory retorted, but secretly wondered if they could find some. Then he shook that out of his mind and went back to a more logical method as he did another scan of Hellios and quickly reviewed his file. "Savitar, can you absorb solar energy?"

 "I don't know..." Savitar replied. "I don't think so."

“Damn,” muttered Bridge and scanned the files. He wondered if this amror could do anything about it and as he glanced over the wepaons specs, he saw some other specs instead. “Perfect.” He looked at the other two. "Right then, I want you two to try and stop Darkstar," Armory commanded. "Hauptmann will assist you shortly.” He thought back to the lip that he’d received when he’d sent the fiery Greek on the recon misson earlier and back at the Helicarrier, Bridge smiled. “I'll handle Hellios."

The Hauptmann back-flipped from another of Hellios's solar blasts. He was beginning to tire out. He needed kinetic energy if he was going to continue this. But it seemed that Hellios had already learned from his earlier mistake, and was now relying solely on energy release.

Suddenly, the Hauptmann flew forward as he was slammed in to. Armory stood above him.

"Danke..." Hauptmann stated, as he stood upright. He retained the energy from Armory's blow, using it to increase his own vitality.

"Go help the others," Armory ordered. "Goat boy's mine."

Hellios snarled at the comment and flew directly towards Armory at breakneck speeds. Armory stood his ground, and braced for the impact. When it came, Hellios struck an invisible barrier of some sort and was forced back.

"It's called an energy shield," Armory stated. "C'mon, try again."

Hellios's eyes began to glow brightly. He unleashed a powerful solar blast from them, striking the shield. Once the blast struck, Armory dropped the shield. The thrusters engaged, pushing him forward. Hellios delivered a powerful blow to the cybernetic suit, yet Armory kept coming. Armory countered with a blow of his own. Then, Armory braced his feet against Hellios's chest and engaged the thrusters.

Armory hovered back in the air. Compartments on the armor opened, revealing rockets and gattling guns. Energy began to gather in Armory's hands and in the center of his chest.

"I'm only going to say this once," Armory stated. "Stand down."

"Not unless the Empress commands it," Hellios replied.

"Works for me," Armory stated. He unleashed the onslaught of weapons on Hellios.

 Savitar's plasma blasts and Hauptmann's kinetic blasts seemed to do nothing to Darkstar's shields. Union Jack watched with curiosity as his two team-mates attempted to batter the third with physical attacks. However, as long as Darkstar was conscious, there was nothing they could do to disrupt her connection to the Darkforce.

He glanced over to the Empress. She sat in her throne and smiled as she watched the battles rage on. The necklace she wore began to glow brightly. Union Jack took special note of this and began to slink away from the battle.

Armory's attack didn't appear to have any effect on Hellios other than angering him. He moved quickly, and before Armory could chart his speed, Hellios's hand was gripped around his neck.

"Did you truly think your little toy could stop me, Bridge?" Hellios asked. He grabbed the drone's arm and began to crush it. "Did you think that machine could triumph over the will of the Empress?"

"Actually..." Armory began. "Yes."

Armory's free hand latched onto Hellios's arm and began to glow. Hellios struggled as his grip began to loosen.

"Wh-what's happening?"

"Simple fact, Hrisalis," Armory continued. "The Armory is more than a third-rate Iron Man. One of its power sources is solar energy. Your body is practically dripping with solar energy. Energy which is now being transferred to Armory's power cells."

 Hellios began to grow weaker from Armory's effect. So much that Armory could take him out with a single unibeam.

 "Thanks for the recharge," Armory stated, though he was glad he was onboard the Helicarrier, and not actually at the battle, as his hand absently rubbed his throat.

-

 The Empress stood, prepared to order Darkstar to finish them off. She began to grow weary of the battle, and was prepared to subvert all of Excalibur over to her control. Before she received the chance, though, she hadn't noticed that Union Jack departed the battle.

 He tackled her to the ground and grabbed her necklace. As she seemed to be able to take care of herself, he headbutted her as he pulled the necklace off her neck, and dropped it on the ground. The gem in the center was still glowing, so he made a decision, he drew one of his guns and shot it.

 "Game over,” he said as the bullet shattered the gem.

 Instantly, the entire ancient world began to change. It reverted back to the Alaskan tundra it was originally, and the research outpost replaced the ancient town. The members of Excalibur who were transformed by the Empress now returned back to normal, other than some of them being slightly more bruised than they had been. Darkstar looked around and slowly hovered to the ground, releasing Sabra from the Darkforce prison.

 "What happened?" USAgent asked, rubbing his head, putting his hands on the ground to steady himself, except that it wasn’t ground that he touched.

"Never mind that!" Tsunami shouted. "Get off of me!"

The USAgent stood and Tsunami did as well. She dusted herself off and shot USAgent a cold stare. Then she walked towards the rest of the group.

 "What is going on here?" she asked. "I demand--"

 "Oh shut up," Armory replied. “Good call, Jack,” he said, placing a hand on the man’s shoulder. “Now let’s find out who she is.” He walked over to the Empress and performed a scan. Her energy levels were no higher than that of a normal human woman. Her clothing was modern as well. "Hmm... that's odd..."

 Union Jack reached into her pocket and pulled out a wallet. He opened it and saw removed a driver's license.

 "Turns out this Empress is actually Marilyn Westfall of Manhattan," he stated. He handed the ID to Armory. Armory examined it, sending the data back to SHIELD, who confirmed her identity.

“One of the admin support for the research team,” he said. “Not our problem though, that’ll be up to someone else to figure out what the hell happened here. He surveyed his team. His team. That was the first time he’d thought of them like that and meant it. "Looks like that's it," he stated. "Mission complete."

“We get to leave now?” asked Tsunami.

“Stand by,” said Bridge, as the image of Fury came on the screen.

“That is not…” Tsunami started.

“I said stand by,” said Bridge, his tone full of anger and the words spoken were so ferocious that Leyu shut up as Bridge listened to the words being spoken by his director and he was glad that the team couldn’t see his face as he listened to his new instructions.

“Okay,” said Bridge, his tone subdued. “Ladies and gentlemen, we’re staying put for the time being. I know this isn’t what you wanted to hear, but I’m only going to say this once – no complaining, no bitching, no cries of unfair. You really don’t want to do that, believe me.”

“What’s going on?” asked Union Jack but Armoury shook his head.

“Not now. Gather everyone up and assemble inside, I’ve some news. Bad news.”

 As the team rounded up the missing agents and research team and went in to the buildings, a lone figure watched from the shadows.

"Finally... I am free..."

