The Ultimate Weapon Chapter 5-A Change of Heart
Disclaimer: Again, I do not own Road Rovers, if I did you could be sure that there’d be another few seasons in the making.
His eyes heart badly if he tried to open them, even if it was just a little squint, the light that poured into them gave him the painful sensation of having sulphuric acid throw into them. In the moments he had managed to open them, he came to realise he was in a tank of some kind, suspended in a watery, but somehow gel like green substance, outside the tank he could see a large room that looked like a state-of-the-art laboratory of some kind. He could see various people moving around as well, unrecognisable dark figures of unknown species. If someone cared to look as he briefly opened his eyes, they would see throbbing red capillaries pronounced against the ice blue iris of his large orbs.
Suddenly, he began to feel drowsy and his body began to relax as a powerful anaesthetic gas was pumped into a black mask that had been placed over his muzzle. He hadn’t been able to work out its purpose when he awoke to discover it there, but now he was certain that it was used to provide him with a fresh supply of oxygen within the cool, somehow soothing liquid. Before he drifted off into a deep sleep, Exile heard a woman speaking in a Scottish brogue, apparently ordering some subordinates.

“Drain the tank and prepare him for the surgery, the general wants no screw ups with this. And somebody go and get those powerful eye drops I left in storage…” The rest of what the woman said was drowned out, as the intoxicating power of the anaesthetic forced him into a state of deep sleep.
“Ouchy! That hurt worst than hard bite on behind by Blitz!” Exile shouted, as he tried to open his eyes, only for them to be greeted by a brightly burning light above him. He tried to rub them, but found that his arms and legs were secured tightly down by some kind of metal restraints. He tried with all his strength to try and break free from the binds, but not even his super strength could break them, they seemed to be specifically designed to prevent one with his strength to pull them apart. If he were to guess, he’d say they were attached to a pneumatic powered device of some kind, judging by the low hiss he heard every time he tried to break them. If only he could see them, he might’ve been able to determine their function.
“Calm down pooch! Those bonds were made especially for you in case you tried to escape, so there’s really no point in trying.” A voice suddenly said, a woman’s the one he had heard before he passed out, one that was strangely familiar, but it couldn’t be-could it? “Now stay still while I fix you up, the general wants you specially looked after. Besides you’ve been out for a week, not a good idea to push yourself.”
He didn’t have a chance to reply before his left eye was forced open by a hand covered by a black leather glove. His eye burned intensely as it was exposed to the light above him, he tried to close it, but the fingers kept it open and he yelped and growled as the pain grew more intense by the second. He could remember how intense the pain had been when he first received the injury from the intensely burning sun and the pain he had felt then.

“Oh, that’s nasty! Your lucky you haven’t gone blind pooch!” The woman said a certain amount of disgust in her voice. “Good thing you haven’t, the general wouldn’t be pleased if he found out you couldn’t use your heat, ice and super vision! What use would you be then?” After she spoke, she poured a clear liquid into the open eye and then proceeded to do the same with his right eye. Blinking rapidly, Exile had expected the liquid to make his eyes burn further, but instead, they actually seemed numb the pain and as he blinked the droplets out, the room started coming into a sharper focus, still a little blurry, but he could at least distinguish different, colours and shapes, he just couldn’t see any great detail.
He focused his eyes on the woman standing over him, from what he could tell, she was wearing a red outfit with black gloves and boots and she seemed to have long, black hair. He couldn’t tell her facial features though, it was still too blurry. She suddenly shined a small, but bright light into his eyes, apparently inspecting them.

“Hmm, a few more drops should do it.” She said, adding a few more drops of the liquid into each eye. The effect was incredible! The pain was gone except for some minor aching, though it was nothing worst than opening the curtains to a bright day early in the morning. On top the pain being dissipated, he could now see almost perfectly once he had blinked the excess fluid out, the only small problem was that outlines seemed very slightly out of focus, but other than that, everything was near perfect! What ever that stuff was; it was good.

He looked up at the woman that had applied the eye drops and gasped sharply as he looked into her face. It was the Groomer, Parvo’s right hand woman! “Wha-wha-what are you doing here!? Where am I!?” Exile growled, panicking and trying to break free from his bonds again. He didn’t like this situation at all. He was in a mysterious medical lab somewhere, fully restrained so that not even his super strength could break him free and to make matters worst; the lead henchman of one of the road rovers’ greatest enemies was standing over him. So then, why was she standing over him tending to his wounds?
“I already told you puppy dog, those restraints have been specially made to hold you, there’s no point in strugglin’, take a look if you don’t believe me.” She said calmly to him as he pressed a few keys on a console beside the stretcher he was on, instructing it to move to an upright position. As it did so, it became known to Exile that he was lying on more of a frame, with lengths of metal supporting his back, head and all his limbs. The room had the look of a medical bay about it; presumably the stretcher was designed this way, so that someone could work on the back of a patient, without actually having to move them.

Exile now turned his attention to the restraints that held, it was times like this it was handy that he was the master at fixing and un-fixing things in the road rovers team. “Hmm, restraints made of metal held back by powerful pneumatic pressure arm made stronger with more help from hydraulic pressure…” Exile pulled at the restraints to confirm his suspicions as the restraints initially moved up slightly as he bent his wrist, only to be held back with a faint hiss as extra air and liquid pressure was immediately applied to account for the extra strain. Not a bad effort he thought, but he wasn’t a road rover for nothing; he had powers normal strong cano-mutants didn’t, his hot eye lasers could easily melt the bonds. With a smirk he focused his sight on one of the bonds ready to blast it with a beam of hot energy, but nothing happened. Raising an eyebrow he tried again, but harder this time, again with no result, for some reason the only response he got was a sharp ache at the back of his skull.
“I wouldn’t waste your energy pooch. We’ve already taken care of that little trick, but don’t worry, we’ll explain everything later. Now hold still while I rub some ointment on those burns.” The groomer said, having watched his failed attempts at escape with an obvious sense of satisfaction. “And to answer your question from earlier, you’re in General Parvo’s new secret base in Siberia, as for the reason you’re here; don’t you remember the crash? Those new underground anti-air missile launchers combined with the decoy worked it seems.”

Exile tried to look around as the groomer moved behind the stretcher where he couldn’t see her, he suddenly felt a painful burning on his right arm, turning his head quickly to see what had caused the pain, and he saw her hand rubbing some translucent gel to some blackened, badly burnt skin he had previously neglected to notice. The skin was exposed where the fur covering a large section of his forearm had been burned off. Of course he could remember the crash clearly enough, he could remember the excruciating struggle to save the stricken sky rover while painfully blinded and with Blitz having a panic attack in the co-pilot’s seat. After the initial impact though, he drew a blank, all he could really remember was flying through the shattered glass window of the cockpit from where he had taken off his seatbelt to try and find the radio and hitting solid ground before blacking out.
“You said something about underground missiles, is that how you attacked without letting us know? First luring us out with a wrong impression?” Exile asked, agitated once more. “And what happened to Blitz!? Did you take him too? Is he safe? And what was that stuff you put in my eyes? Why can I see now?” The questions all popped into his head one after the other, each serving to make him more anxious. It was Blitz he was most concerned about though; being the pilot of the sky rover he was technically responsible for the lives of all on board. If he found out he had failed to save the life of a comrade, his Siberian pride as well as his own guilt would lead him to punish himself for his mistakes. “Also, why can I not use my Siberian deep freeze or anything else!?”
“Well, this is a burn ointment gel, before you ask.” The groomer replied, pausing for a moment after the vast bombardment of questions. “Well that’s quite a list of questions there isn’t it pooch? Now, where to begin, alright I’ll answer them in order.” She resumed applying the burn ointment to Exile’s arm before beginning.

“Well you see, you’ve recently attracted the General’s interest, your uncanny ability to fix, build or sabotage equipment, disable security systems and to create explosives and devices to bypass security locks especially caught the General’s interest. So, he ordered I devise a plan to capture you. You’ve got a few burns behind your ears by the way, could you tilt your head forward a bit please?” She asked, deciding there was a sufficient amount on his arm. Exile obeyed, moving his head forward to allow her to apply the cool gel behind his ears, where there were patches of fur that had been singed clean off, the sensation was similar to that of being scratched behind the ears by the Russian Premier and he might’ve enjoyed it had circumstances been different.
“Anyway,” The groomer continued while she applied liberal amounts of the ointment behind Exile’s ears where the skin had been particularly badly singed. “I ordered a platoon of burrowing tanks capable of carrying missiles to that canyon where you crashed, after we were sure your satellite had picked them up, we ordered them to burrow beneath the surface of the canyon and wait for you to arrive, luckily you arrived alone in that jet of yours with only that coward co-pilot, turned out to be the perfect ambush. After you crashed you ended up outside the aircraft, again making it easier to quickly recover you before your friends arrived. Now, what was your next question? Oh yeah, your friend.” She paused briefly to squirt some more of the gel onto her fingers and began applying it to his left ear.
“Your friend is fine; the other rovers arrived just after we took you and presumably took your friend back to your base when they couldn’t find you. He looked alright, nothing serious enough to kill him; unfortunately.” Exile’s heart leaped and he blew out hard, relieved by the news that Blitz was safe, he was confident that Coleen took care of any injuries he had. “As for what I put in your eyes, they were powerful eye drops we designed to wash out the stuff that was in your eyes, you see, it wasn’t the sun that blinded you, it was a micro-bomb containing some radio-active dust that was thrown onto your front window before we launched the missile, that’s probably what made the glass shatter, anyway, only these eye drops can clear it up, if you don’t have them, it takes a couple of weeks for the dust to lose it’s power.” She stopped applying the ointment and placed it on a surgical tray next to the console she used to control the stretcher. “As for why you can’t use your eye powers, well, the General wants to explain that himself.”
She picked up a radio that was attached to her waist belt and spoke into it. “He’s ready now general, you can come in now if you want.” She ended the transmission without reply and stood in front of Exile, observing his torso. They had removed the upper half of his armour, but left the lower half on, for which he was grateful, being the bashful soul that he was. He thought hard about what happened, the back of his skull aching again, he didn’t know what it was, but it seemed somehow unnatural. So they had been after him all along, no-one else, just him, but why? What great threat did he pose to them? He thought back to the beginning of the conversation, what had she meant by General Parvo using his Siberian deep freeze, of which he was proud of, as well as his other eye powers? Surely Parvo didn’t expect him to turn on the road rovers? He’d never do that, he loved being a road rover, either way, he was eager to get some answers.
It didn’t take too long for General Parvo to arrive with one his cano-mutants dawning a balaclava as a personal bodyguard. In the few minutes it took for them to arrive, the groomer had started applying some anti-septic cream to some small abrasions on his chest, which stung like hell. The first thing the General did before speaking was order the groomer to give him a lozenge to relieve a chesty cough that had plagued him for several years now.

“Greetings road rover, I’ve no doubt your wondering why I had my men bring you here?” The general said in a deep, raspy voice once the lozenge had done its job. He didn’t wait for a reply from Exile before continuing though. “Well, seeing as we’ve taken up quite bit of time just getting you ready anyway, I’ll cut to the chase. I want you to join me and our glorious organisation and fight off the troublesome road rovers, so that we may overthrow the earth’s governments and bring them to their knees!” He threw his fist in the air as a means of expression as he spoke the last few words.
Exile was so shocked by the suddenness of the offer that he didn’t reply for a few moments; surely even Parvo wasn’t so foolish as to assume that he would turn on his comrades? “I do not think you have done very good thinking about this, even you must know that neither one of us, not even Blitz-would ever betray our comrades?” He was going to ask why he had been captured specifically, but remembered that the groomer had already explained this. Before Parvo offer a rebuttal however, the masked cano-mutant spoke to him.

“What is your name road rover?” The masked bodyguard asked in a Russian accent that wasn’t s strong as Exile’s. 

Exile tilted his head to one side at the question, it wasn’t often that the cano-mutants spoke, let alone asked a half-intelligent question. “To my comrades, I am Exile, to you, I am Exilo Mikhailovich Sanhusky.” He replied in a defiant tone, showing his lack of respect for his capturers.

“Hah, is that what you call yourself now? You truly have become weak, Alexandr.” The cano-mutant replied with apparent amusement. At Exile’s response, that consisted of a questioning, if frightened look. “That’s right I know you, your true name and identity, the name you carry now is nothing, but a mask.” He spoke the last sentence in Russian.
“How do you know-wait- your voice, you can’t be you di-.” Exile began, his voice shaking with fear now, looking as if though he had seen a ghost.

“-died on that cliff edge all those years ago? No, I’m afraid you do not get off that easily,” The bodyguard seemed to be positively teeming with a sick sort of delight at making Exile suffer now. Slowly, he pulled off the balaclava mid-sentence to reveal the face of a cano-sapien Siberian husky, who could’ve had an uncanny resemblance to Exile, had it not been for bits of grey fur on his face and a long scar running down his left eye. “-my son.”  
Exile’s face was frozen into an expression of pure fear for a few moments as he was confronted with the face of his father, whom he long thought to be dead, and buried. Slowly though, his face began to twist into an expression of hatred. “You…you…I KILL YOU!” He suddenly shouted, again struggling to break free of his bonds while straining to let out a blast of his heat vision, a powerful one at the figure that had named himself as his father. The bonds began to struggle against his strength now, screeching as the metal began to stretch. Try as he might though, he couldn’t use his heat vision, all he got was that pain at the back of his skull that grew and grew until finally, a powerful bolt of electricity was sent through his body and seemed to emanate from that very spot.

“Now, now, that’s no way to greet your old dad is it? Though I guess it doesn’t change anything you’re still as weak as you were before.” The figure approached Exile, until he was standing right up to his face. “And what kind of a name was that to choose? Did you truly think it would change who you really are?”
Exile was panting heavily from the shock, every muscle in his body aching painfully, but he did not care, the hatred he felt at that moment was great. He had never needed to hate anything while in the road rovers and hadn’t felt it in a while, but now, everything had changed. “It has a better ring to it than Alexandr Borisovich Vasiliev…” He panted in Russian, his eyes half-closed from the exhaustion of the sudden attack.  “And what are you doing trans-transdogrified anyway…?”
“Well, since the good General set up this base in our glorious mother land, it was easy to sign up and besides, it’s more interesting for us to talk this way don’t you think?” He placed his hand under Exile’s chin to lift it up enough that he was looking into his eyes. It was the greatest difference of their natural features together; where Exile’s were bright and full of life reflecting on his happy go lucky attitude, his father’s were dull and listless, reflecting on a life full of nothing but pure resentment for the world. “Hmm, your eyes are still too clear, good thing the general came up with a way to solve that problem eh?” He pulled his hand away, letting Exile’s head drop to his chest. “I’m done here General, I will return to my quarters, be sure to take good care of my son.”
Parvo and the Groomer had done naught, but watch as the ‘reunion’ of father and son took place and didn’t talk until Boris had left the room. “I’m going to go and make some calls to our investors.” Parvo said, turning to the groomer. “If you are finished with his treatment, activate his focus and have him ready for his duties as head engineer tomorrow morning.”

“Of course General, I’ll start his initiation immediately.” The groomer replied, saluting Parvo as he left. She then walked over to the console next to Exile’s stretcher and began pressing some of the keys.

Exile was still panting, trying to control his breathing, it was bad enough having been captured, but to have had his past catch up to him so suddenly was even worst. He looked out the corner of his eye at the groomer too exhausted now to lift his head. His vision was also blurry again; it had been a powerful electrical strike and had seemed to emanate from the very back of his brain. “What was Boris doing here? Where did he come from?”  Exile asked, panting still. “If you thought he would help make me join you; you were wrong…”
“Boris? He arrived shortly after we set up this base here, he’s been just about the only dog we’ve had that’s been transformed willingly, except your brother Yevgeny of course, your quite the odd one out in your family you know.” The groomer replied, looking up briefly to answer him. Exile’s eyes would’ve widened had he had the strength. Yevgeny is alive as well! He thought, almost in utter despair now. The whole situation was just getting better and better. “And as for bringing him here to try and convince you to join us; that’s not true. We weren’t going to be so naïve as to think that one of the road rovers would turn on their own willingly. Oh no, we designed something very special to make you turn. You should be honored to have had so much effort made just for you.”
“What you mean something to make me turn?” Exile asked only mildly interested now, his thoughts having turned to the subject of his family he had hoped were long forgotten and lost.

“Well, I could go into a lengthy explanation, but I think it’ll be more sporting to show you.” The groomer replied once more, apparently entering a final command into the console. Suddenly, Exile’s thoughts were interrupted by an over-whelming pressure that had developed on his brain stem, his body began to tense and shake violently as unnatural electrical impulses were sent through his brain. His eyes rolled up into the top of his head and his neck shot up as well, as his body, his mind and his very soul were overpowered by forces unknown. Whatever pain it was causing his body though, was quickly overshadowed by the violent, horrific images that were being etched into his mind now, images pulled from the darkest recesses of his mind, images that were meant to be forgotten.
It stopped as suddenly as it had began and his body hung limply from the binds of the stretcher, his eyelids twitching rapidly over his eyes, not allowing him to close them, confronting him with the aftershock of the experience. He wasn’t being let off easy…Finally though, the twitching began to slow down and his eyelids began to drop steadily, at last allowing him the peace of unconsciousness.
“Welcome to the new order, Alexandr…” Were the last echoing words he heard before his eyelids finally dropped over his ice blue eyes, allowing darkness to overtake them…
Well, finally managed to get this blasted chapter out of the way. Sorry for the long walls of dialogue, I was trying to get the most important of the explanation for this part of the story out of the way in this chapter, so that I can progress into the next part of the story. As usual reviews of the story and its plot are always appreciated; I know I left a few loose ends here, but I intend to tie those up in future chapters, be sure to let me know if there is anything specific that is bothering you.
