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For those who know it, blood has personality. A soul. It doesn’t
drip from a body, it dives with reckless abandon. It doesn’t just
pool on the floor, it crawls looking, searching, and needing. It
has it’s own will independent of the body.



But to control such a willful beast takes art. Like DaVinci. It
takes patience. Like Job. Above all, it takes unshakable faith.
Like Muhammad.



Like the Wrath.



He’s careful never to let the blood go anywhere he doesn’t want. He
understands blood wants to spray. To splatter. To scream out and
tell the world who it was that destroyed the vessel they call home.
The Wrath knows this and prevents it. It’s not easy mind you, but
necessary for the Great Work. She only admits perfection. And so he
must be prefect too.



Perfect in thought. In deed. In death.



The killing was done, and not a rare drop anywhere. If the Wrath
were not what he is, he’d laugh. But he is what he is.



“You are indeed a DaVinci of your craft, sir,” said the man in the
shadow. “I knew I chose well when I decided to finance your little
project.”



The Wrath, stooped over, shuffled toward the slab where the body
lay. Not a drop out of place. He hissed in pride.



“I have stopped by to remind you of the details of our arrangement
before you got, carried away with your work,” the man in the
shadows said. “Do what you will to the others, but the detective is
mine.”



The shark hiss of metal cutting torn the air as the Wrath lashed
out from under his robes. The unseen man caught the blade between
his figures with ease.



“Tsk, tsk. Such temper. Particularly someone with the usual cool
edge of a surgeon. But do not attempt to vary from your present
path. The strength of the league is behind me, and I will not
hesitate to use it,” he said. “For now, only the detective seeks
you. You will not be able to hide from him and the league. Remember
our deal!”



The man melted into the shadow. The Wrath simply hissed quietly and
prepared for the next phase.



Oh yes, he thought to himself, his Dark Mistress will enjoy this.
Yes she will.

 

 



“He should be fine in a day or so Alfred. A nasty knock, but
nothing serious,” Thomas Elliot said walking down the stairs with
Bruce Wayne’s butler from Dick Grayson’s room. “He’ll be a woozy
for maybe a day but other than that, no serious harm done.”



“Thank you Master Thomas,” Alfred said. “Your unexpected visit
turned out to be most comforting.”



“Well the way Bruce and Vicki blew out of the party, I figured I’d
have to have to stop by. After all Brucie and I have a whole lot to
catch up on.,” Elliot said, pulling his coat on. “This place hasn’t
changed much huh?”



“Oh, Master Bruce has done some fairly extensive renovations over
the years, but the old girl still has her charms.”



Elliot opened the front door and then turned to Alfred.



“Say, how did Dick hurt his head like that?”



“Rock climbing I believe.”



“Hmmm,” Elliot said. “Well, tell him to wear a helmet next time and
tell Bruce to visit me at my new office downtown will you?”



Alfred closed the door and watched Elliot drive away before
pressing the intercom button.



“He’s left sir. You may come up.”



“Actually,” Batman’s said, clearly wincing. “Perhaps you’d better
come down.”



Alfred found Bruce laying back on one of the medical tables. His
body armor stripped down to the waist. Two deep red grooves marked
his chest and wrapped around his torso to his back. He was holding
an ice pack to his head.



“What have you gone and done to yourself this time,” Alfred said.
“Have you considered that you might just get it over with faster
and serve yourself up to Killer Croc? It would certainly leave less
of this cleaning up for me to do.”



“Alfred,” Batman said. “I think I should be dead.”



“I’m stunned into silence. But please hold a moment, sir, while I
call the 6 p.m. news to tell them a deranged, billionaire who leaps
from skyscrapers on a nightly basis while dogging bullets should be
dead. I am sure they will make it their lead item,” Alfred said,
pulling out his all to familiar medical kit.



“Don’t quit your day job,” Bruce said, slowly sitting up. “I was on
the spire of Wayne Tower, trying to think. But I had a…I blacked
out for a moment and fell.”



“Blacked out?” Alfred said, the sarcasm gone from his voice.
“That’s never happened to you before. May I presume by your
presence here that you came to in time to save yourself?”



“I might I have. I don’t remember. I woke up on the roof. My cables
are all still in my belt and this…ouch…welts appear to be from a
zip line,” he said. “Like the ones I use.”



“A zip line? Miss Gordon perhaps?”



“No. I’ve got her out watching Fynn in case the Wrath comes after
him next.”



“Well Master Grayson is still upstairs after your ill advised and
juvenile assault….”



Bruce layed back down on the bed, groaning with every move.



“I don’t need a lecture, Alfred,” Bruce said, while Alfred applying
rubbing alcohol to the wounds. “Ouch!”



“I am sure, sir, that as your medic, I am in the best position to
know what you need.”

 

 



They always made fun of Charles Brown. “Charlie” they called him.
More than once the kids at school would pin him down and paint a
black zigzag pattern along the bottom of his shirt. It didn’t help
matters that his sister was named Lucy.



But that wasn’t why the bullies were always at him. Not really. It
was because of the kites. Charles loved them. Had a real knack for
them. There wasn’t a shape he couldn’t make fly.



But those kids. They wouldn’t let him be. “Kite-Man Charlie” is
what they started to call him. They destroyed his kites when he
brought them to school. Jackie Napier even strapped one to Charles’
back and tried to push him off the school roof until Principal
Jenkins stopped him.



They laughed. Oh they laughed.



But they won’t be laughing anymore. Not after tonight. No they
weren’t.



Charles had rigged his newest invention to be his sword of revenge.
A kite strapped with explosives. It will swoop down on that class
reunion and kill them all.



From behind the tree he readied his kite. “Oh I wonder if that
little Jackie Napier will be in the school,” he thought to himself.
“A pity I won’t see his face.”



It was the last thought Charles ever had. The blade of the throwing
knife pierced his skull so smoothly it barely made a noise. It was
such a perfect strike; the man of shadow who threw it lamented how
it was wasted on Charles Brown. There must have been at least a
dozen other ways to kill him that would not have wasted such a
perfect shot. That kind of shot was meant for something like the
Joker. Or something worse.



“A kite-man?” the man of shadow said, poking the Charles’ corpse
with his boot. “Pathetic.”

 

 



There isn’t any point, Alfred thought. There really
isn’t. No need to try. He’ll only say no. So why do I know I will
do it anyway?



“Sir?” Alfred spoke into the wireless mic.



“Alfred for the last time, no.”



Ah Bruce, Alfred thought. For all your talents, and they
are many, your demons grip you like a vise.



“Sir, injuries need time to heal. Even yours. You’re not exactly
the last son of a long dead race of super-men, you know.”



“Funny,” Batman said. Alfred could hear the batmobile’s engines
turn over into another gear. “The Wrath isn’t going to rest. He has
Vicki. Probably more victims. Something just feels about of place
Alfred…”



“That would be your floating rib, sir.”



“… I can’t explain it. Just something…else.”



Alfred was pacing nervously now. Bruce, even at his worst, even
when that childhood rage erupts, even then, Bruce’s judgment
remained sound. Bruce has always been at the mercy of his emotions.
His caped and cowled colleges always think he is unemotional. As
devoid of human sympathy as he is gifted in intelligence. But they
are wrong. Bruce is volcano of emotion. But always it is kept in
check by his reason.



Even at this worst, even when the childhood rage erupts, his
judgment is sound.



So whatever this was, it wasn’t good.



“Something ‘else’? Sir, at the risk of sounding like a broken a
record….”



“When has that every stopped you…”



“…You clearly need rest. May I remind you that ‘something else’ is
hardly the evidence based answer you always insist upon. I know you
are panicked about Miss. Vale I share your anxiety. But you won’t
do her any good running about blind.”



There was nothing. Not even breathing. Just nothing.



“Sir?”



“Ok. Alright. Ok,” Batman. Alfred you hear the faint grinding of
his teeth. “I’m on my way back. I’ll be there in an hour. If he’s
able, get Dick up. I need him.”



Alfred switched off the mic and wondered how it was he had never
taken up drinking as a serious hobby.



“Alfred, what the hell’s a Redwing?”



It was Grayson, standing in the stairwell of the cave. His eyes
hooded from fatigue and his paler still too close to grey for
Alfred’s liking.



“Master Dick, you should be in bed…”



“I won’t ask again. Both of you know the answer. Even Gordon knows.
Gordon! I think I’m entitled to it.”



Alfred leaned against the wall of the cave and sighed.



“Very well, sir. Now sit down before you fall down. I’ll get you
some tea and tell you a story.”

 

 



The death of the kite-man quickly forgotten, the man of shadow
stood atop Wayne Tower and frowned. Something was wrong. Batman
should have taken notice by now. What is it, three villains killed
in as many nights? All the clues left. The old man should be half
out of his mind with rage and confusion by now.



“Where is he?” he asked.



“If you are worried about the detective, dear boy, I’m afraid he’s
not at his best,” said a voice from nowhere in particular. The man
of shadow knew at once who it was. And knew there was no point
trying to find its source. He was talking to a ghost.



“What do you want? Our business is concluded.”



“Oh, not concluded as all that. I have to admit I never expected a
bold play like this from you. Murdering villains? Somewhat over
dramatic, but you know exactly how to push his buttons don’t
you?”



“I already gave you your pound of flesh. This is my operation. My
city. Get lost.”



A cold chuckle came from the shadow.



“Oh so much like him aren’t we? So grim. So angry.”



“Save the Dr. Phil routine, loser,” the man of shadow looked out
over the blinking lights of Gotham. Why now? Why does he show up
now?



“You see boy, I needed the Batman focused. There is another game in
play here, one with far greater stakes than yours. And your antics,
while amusing, are starting to interfere with a carefully laid out
arrangement.”



The man of shadow pulled his trench coat against his body and
climbed up to the spire. The highest point in the city. Everything
can make sense from up here.



“Oh boohoo. Like I care.”



“Oh but you should. Because I cannot broke any interference in the
game. And you know first hand the kind of measures I will take to
ensure non-interference….”



“That supposed to scare me?



“Come now, you are too intelligent not to understand there is but
one outcome here.”



The man in shadow gripped the spire in one hand and leaned out over
the city lights.



“I love danger.”



“Oh this is not mere danger,” the voice from nowhere said. “You are
standing in the way of something that will utterly destroy you. You
must step aside boy. You really must. Or be trodden under
foot.”



The voice had drawn out those last words. Trodden. Under. And foot.
The man in shadow knew the voice was serious. Oh he knew very
well.



“What will you do, boy?”



“Gamble. And hope the dice roll my favor,” he said, leaping from
the spire with a prefect swan dive. “And don’t call me boy.”

 

 



“What did you say?”



Alfred took a deep breath. Better he tell Grayson now than Bruce.
His two alpha males would never get through this without someone
getting bruised. Again.



“Redwing is not a what. Redwing is a who. Was a
who,” Alfred said slowly. “Redwing is Batman’s original
partner.”



“Alfred that is crazy. I’m his….”



“Master Richard, you are closer to Bruce Wayne than any person
alive. And yet there are still a great many things about him you do
not know.”



“How? I mean, when?” Dick said, sipping his tea to relax
himself.



“It was half way through Bruce’s second year as Batman. He had
already made an alliance with a young police detective named Gordon
but most of the police force thought him an urban legend,” Alfred
said. “Gotham was becoming a theatre of the macabre. The Joker had
made his first appearance. The criminal element was going from
organized to chaotic. And lethal. It was during this time that
Batman destroyed an underground criminal syndicate that used
children and teenagers as muscle to carry out crimes. Crime
fighting still wasn’t old hat for Bruce and he very nearly died
confronting the ringleader. One young man rushed to his aid. Saved
Batman’s life and helped him end the syndicate for good.”



“And this was?” Grayson asked.



“His name was Jason Todd. A street tough boy with all your physical
talents, sir, but with a crueler heart, shaped by life on the
street.”



Alfred cleared this throat; unsure of how much detail he should
drop on Grayson all at once.



“I believe much as he saw in you the child he wished he could have
been, Bruce saw in Master Jason the boy he would have been without
his parents’ fortune. He took him in almost without a thought. He
told me it was better to save Jason then, mold him into another
Batman, than to have to face him later as an enemy.



“Like you, Master Jason took the training well and was soon out on
the streets as Redwing…”



“Stupid name if you ask me…” Grayson said.



“Jason was independent minded and stubborn. So Bruce allowed the
boy a great deal of latitude, even early on, to carry out missions
alone.”



“You have got to be kidding,” Dick said, pour more tea and
reminding himself to stay calm. “Bruce didn’t let me out of his
sight when I was Robin for almost two years!”



“Yes I know, sir,” Alfred said, opening a bottle of brandy he kept
in the cave’s pantry. “There is a reason for that.”



Grayson drank his tea and said nothing.



“Bruce sent Redwing to confront the Wrath when he first appeared in
Gotham,” Alfred said. “The boy preformed well and helped stop the
Wrath dead in his tracks. But the Wrath took that defeat
personally. A few years later he returned and set a trap for Batman
and Redwing. He managed to separate Bruce and Jason. When Bruce
finally caught up to the Wrath, he saw the villain beating the
boy…” Alfred stopped. He poured a drink into a glass and shot it
down in a single gulp. “The Wrath was beating the boy with a crow
bar. When Bruce rushed to stop it, the Wrath set Jason on fire and
then set off a series of explosives.”



“Oh my god…”



“The immolation was nearly complete. A few scraps of Jason’s
costume and some blood really all that was left,” Alfred said,
downing another brandy before putting the bottle away.”



“Why wouldn’t he tell me?” Grayson said in a whisper.



“For the same reason he almost never talks about it with me. Other
than his parents’ death, nothing haunts him more. He swore he would
never take another partner again. So do take heart that he was
moved enough to bring you into the fold.”



“I guess,” Grayson said. “But…ok I don’t understand something.
Before Bruce and I brawled he was looking at a blood sample I
brought him that matched Redwing’s….”



“Part of a game meant to distract me,” Batman’s voice came from the
darkness of the cave. Grayson spun around to face him as he stepped
into the light. Batman looked at his former partner hard and placed
a hand on his shoulder. An awkward gesture coming from Batman.
Still, where he not what he is, he would probably cry.



But he is what he is.



“But it’s a game I can bring to end, Dick,” he said. “But I’ll need
your help.”

 





To Be Continued…



====================================================================================



If you enjoyed this story, you can find more tales of your favorite
DC heroes at DC2
Universe.



All characters are (c) DC Comics and no infringement upon their
copyrights is intended. Support DC Comics by buying their monthly
comic books and graphic novels.
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	Lobo: Dirty
Deeds - Done Dirt Cheap (2007)
Hey you! Get yer greasy paws offa my space hog! Naw, I don’t
care that ya didn’t touch it yet. Ya might have later and ain’t but
nobody touches my ride!

Aw, yer a human ain’t ya? No offense, but the Main Man thinks
you ain’t nothing but a pack of naked monkeys. Yes he does. Hell,
‘bout the only thing ya ever done right was AC/DC. Righteous that
is. Cranked up on my space hog whenever I’m on the road….what’s
that? Ya can’t hear hard rock in space? Why not? Cause ya can’t
hear in space? Stupid monkey! Don’t push yer luck!

I’d probably kill ya right here, right now, but I got a
business-type appointment. Can’t figure why a soft skinned chimp
like yerself would dare walk into a place like Vogon’s Cantina. But
I’m in a forgivin’ mood, chimp. So ya can come along and watch the
action. And there’s always action at Vogon’s. Just stay outta my
way and keep yer head down.

My name? Ya better not forget it ya fraggin bastich. It might be
the last name ya ever hear.

Lobo!



	


Batman: City
of Crime #5 (2007)
Batman: City of Crime, Part 5 (of 5): Wrath



	


Batman: City
of Crime #4 (2007)
Batman: City of Crime, Part 4 (of 5): Knight Fall



	


Batman: City
of Crime #3 (2007)
Batman: City of Crime, Part 3 (of 5): Towering Heights.



	


Batman: City
of Crime #1 (2007)
Batman: City of Crime, Part 1 (of 5): Shadows.

Gotham. The city with its soul on fire. A city of victims. A
city of villains. A city of heroes.

For years Gotham Gazette reporter Marv “Mickey” Fynn has allowed
the dark corners of Gotham to ruin him. Once a reporter who rivaled
Lois Lane and Clark Kent, Fynn has become a lost in an alcoholic
haze.

With his job hanging by a thread, the jaded Fynn takes on one
last story. One last chance to see his name on front page. But when
he investigates a murder that would turn even the Joker’s stomach,
Fynn enters a world he never thought he would.

The world of The Batman - a mysterious vigilante that has only
just begun to appear in Gotham City.

Neither Fynn, nor Gotham will ever be the same again.

Set during the first years of Batman's career, Marv “Mickey”
Fynn tries to keep his job by investigating a murder that is
ghastly by even Gotham City’s standards. Convinced he knows the
dead woman, Fynn starts his investigation in the roughest part of
Gotham, in it’s roughest bar. The only person who might keep the
jaded reporter alive is the mysterious underworld figure, Matches
Malone!



	


Batman: City
of Crime #2 (2007)
Batman: City of Crime, Part 2 (of 5): Into the Inferno.

Reporter Mickey Fynn's investigation into the ghastly murder of
Nancy Hartigan takes him to the one place he knows he shouldn't go
- the lair of the Penguin! Oswald Cobblepot might provide a
critical lead on the case...if Fynn lives long enough to hear
it.



	


Batman
#20 (2007)
Batman: Partners.

The Justice League's world is coming down around them, so they
desperately need their key strategist ready for action. Only Batman
hasn't been seen in weeks! Superman is dispatched to find his long
time partner - only to find he is in no mood to help the
League!



	


Batman
#21 (2007)
Batman: Trauma, Part 1.



	


Batman
#22 (2007)
Batman: Trauma, Part 2.

Batman frantically tries to hunt down the Wrath, who has
kidnapped Vicki Vale! Meanwhile, when another Gotham villain turns
up dead, Batman is forced to come face to face with his greatest
failure as a crime fighter.



	


Batman
#24 (2007)
Batman: Trauma, Part 4 (of 5).

In the second to last story in Batman: Trauma, Batman, Nightwing
and Alfred go on the offensive against the Wrath. But in doing so
they find themselves trapped in the cross fire of lethal agendas.
The ultimate fate of Jason Todd is revealed and stakes for Batman
and Gotham are raised.



	


Batman
#25 (2007)
Batman: Trauma, Finale.

The sequel to City of Crime ends here, shaking the foundation of
Batman's world. 'Nuff said.



	


Batman
#27 (2008)
Batman: A Mirror, Darkly Part 1.

Gotham City is under assault. Crime has changed and the old
rules of the game no longer apply. Before Batman can even adjust to
his new status quo, a ghost from his past returns threatening
everything the Dark Knight has ever built or cared for. Be prepared
for the DC2 debut of Batman's most lethal enemy.



	


Batman
#26 (2008)
Batman: Agoge.

Things in Gotham are changing. A strange new twist to the
Joker's behavior leaves Batman puzzled, but he isn't the only one
keeping tabs on the homicidal clown. As Batman past and present
collide we learn for the first time how Jason Todd became the Dark
Knight's first partner.



	


Batman
#28 (2008)
Batman: A Mirror, Darkly; Part 2.

The history of Ra's Al Ghul's connection to Bruce Wayne is
revealed while Batman tries to protect Gotham from his former
master. An unlikely alliance is formed under the city streets and
the Joker comes face to face with...himself?



	


Batman
#29 (2008)
Batman: A Mirror, Darkly Part 3.

War! The battle between Batman and Ra's spills onto the streets
of Gotham City, causing Jim Gordon to question the actions of his
long time masked ally in the war on crime. As Ra's makes a hard
final push to take control of the city, Batman's new allies led by
Black Mask strike back. And as if that wasn't enough, the Joker has
decided it's time to go wild.



	


Batman
#30 (2008)
Batman: A Mirror, Darkly Part 4.

It all ends here! The war between Ra's Al Ghul and Batman comes
to a head as Gotham city burns! At stake is nothing less that the
future of Batman and the fate of the city of crime! Nothing will
ever be the same for DC2's Dark Knight after this!



	


Batman
#31 (2008)
Batman: My Kingdom for a Horse.

During the climax of Ra's Al Ghul's attack on Gotham City,
Batman's criminal allies led by Black Mask, Two Face and the
Penguin were tasked with defending City Hall from the League of
Shadows.



	


Batman
#32 (2008)
Batman: The Grey Ghost.

Gotham's new Batman is determined to follow in his mentor's
footsteps....if he survives. Dick Grayson is about the learn to the
cost of wearing the cape and cowl as he faces his most lethal enemy
while being chased by the ghosts of Bruce Wayne's past.

Meanwhile Black Mask and Harvey Bullock are forced to come face
to face with their own demons....and each other.



	


Batman
#33 (2009)
Batman: Sins of the Father.

As the Grey Ghost continues his assault on the criminal element
of Gotham City, Dick Grayson learns about the price to be paid for
wearing the cape and cowl. Meanwhile, on the run from Killer Croc,
Black Mask and Bullock come face to with a new player in
Gotham!
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