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It had started out as
a pretty normal day in the life of Barry Allen, but normally they
all started in the same way. But then it happened. The Rogues
(Captain Cold, Mirror Master, Trickster, Heatwave, Captain
Boomerang and the Weather Wizard) ended the truce between them and
the Scarlet Speedster, unleashing chaos on one of the twin cities.
Soon, the Flash managed to stop two of them: the mind behind the
whole plan, the Trickster, and the Wizard. Barely stopping to rest,
he proceeded, this time heading for The Golden Flash Memorial Park,
without knowing what he would find there…

 

 


Two seconds. That's all it
took the Flash to get from the battle with the Trickster to the
park across the city. Flames engulfed the trees, the bushes,
everything. He ran in circles, a vortex around the flames, sucking
the oxygen away. He then ran to the center of the park, and there
it was. Jay Garrick's Statue, standing over twelve feet tall,
carved in stone and painted with gold. He knew the place well,
having visited it nearly every day during the past year. Heatwave
and Boomerang couldn't have picked a worse place to face him, or at
least that's what he thought.



"Savior of the World. May he never be forgotten, and his race never
end." Digger Harkness, aka Captain Boomerang said, smoking a
cigarette behind one of the burned trees. "Nice, I liked the
fella'. We donated part of the money for this park, you know? No,
you probably didn't." He throws one of his boomerangs at the Flash,
which he quickly avoids. The bladed weapon curved back into
Digger's hands.



“This is the end of the road Flash. Your speed isn’t enough to beat
us.”

 

 


On the other side of
town,

With a blast, the side door of the police cruiser exploded. The
Trickster, Weather Wizard and Lisa Star moved ahead, each one
holding a gun at a group of policemen hiding behind the last one of
the patrols.



"Run, and take the wounded with you." Lisa said, making a gesture
with her hand.



"Wha… "



"I won't kill, Trickster. That was never a part of the plan."



"Okay." The Trickster looked at the police, pitifully.
"Leave"



The cops fled the place, with their partners in their
shoulders.



"Jesse, can you tell me who this chick is now?" asked Mardon.



"Oh, right. This is Lisa Star, ex-professional skater a few years
ago, turned millionaire businesswoman. She's now searching for her
long lost brother, who is… Nah, you won't believe it." Trickster
looked at Weather Wizard, whose patience was starting to fade.
"Lisa Star is a fake. Her real name is Lisa Snart. Cold's
sister."

 

 



Memorial Park,

"Where's Heatwave?" The Flash asked, moving carefully, his back
touching the statue. He looked everywhere, searching for the
pyromaniac. He heard something, coming from beneath the very soil,
causing it to shift and move. The noise started sounding more
familiar. Boomerangs started flying everywhere, in compass with a
frenetic piano melody.



"A whole year. A weapon a year in the making.” The music increases
in volume. Boomerangs coming from nowhere cover the skies. The
Flash ran, but everywhere he went, the bladed objects continued to
fall. The boomerangs stopped appearing, and the Flash created a
mini-tornado. He could not risk one of them to be booby trapped.
When he finished, Heatwave was standing right next to his partner.
The music was still playing, faster than ever.



"Why music?" thought the Flash, standing still. He was still
studying the situation, seeing the possibilities. But he couldn't
do this forever, and it didn't seem like Boomerang or Heatwave were
going to give him a hint. The melody still playing, he decided to
do a risky move. He decided to attack.

 

 



He sprinted forward, tackling Heatwave. He went flying and
hit a tree. “Is that all you got?” taunted the Flash, knowing that
the insult might lure their attack. The melody fainted. When Barry
looked around, he saw a bunch of people walking towards them.
Towards him. They seemed disoriented and confused, like they didn’t
know why they were there. A modern Pied Piper technique. “Not
again! Look, these people have nothing to do with us!” And that’s
when the Rogues attacked.



Boomerang threw four boomerangs at a time. Heatwave, already on his
feet shot at the people. Barry had mere seconds to save them. He
quickly moved some of the targeted out from the blast, and moving
his hands at super speed, dispersing the fire. The boomerangs
passed close to him, but he managed to grab them and throw them to
the floor, but when his hands touched the last one, an electric
blast sent him to the floor.



“As one new friend would say, time to pay the pipers, Flash!”
shouted Boomerang taking out from his coat yet another
boomerang.



“All of you run! Hide!” Barry told the people, who didn’t think
twice and were already running to the streets. Barry stood up, and
without any of his Rogues noticing, started vibrating at fast
speed. “Digger, Rory, this is the second time this day that
something like this happens. I won’t tolerate it, not now, and
specially, not here!”



“What are you gonna do? You’re going to realize real soon enough
that you can do less than expected.” Grinned Heatwave.



The Flash ran towards Heatwave, removed his gun from him, and
knocked him out with a single punch. He then grabbed all of
Boomerang’ weapons and broke them in two. “This is what I’ll do” he
said. Sound started playing again. Music changing from piano
concert, to heavy metal. “Metallica? What exactly did you plan? Or
you stole this from Dr. Spectro’s old ways to finish a speedster?
Barry said, lighthearted. All this was going better than expected
after the disaster that almost happened with the
Trickster.

 

 


“Ah… Just what we… he… expected Flash…
It was a joke… We don’t want to hurt you, you know, right?”



“Surrender or you’ll get more than one punch in the head. So, what
will it be?” Flash said, condescendingly.



“How about this, Flash?” Heatwave jumped from behind him,
brandishing in his hands one of his friend’s boomerangs that Flash
had broken so easily earlier. The speedster had almost no time to
react, and just managed to barely dodge the sharp edge, that cut
him from his shoulder to the center of his chest.



“Wha-what?” asked the Flash. He could have dodged the attack, he
knew that. He bent, blood dripping to the floor from the
wound.



“Contingency plan everyone! Out from your wormholes, and come on
join in the branding of the Flash!” Screamed Heatwave waving
proudly the broken piece of metal.



From the trees, three people jumped and joined the Rogues. A little
man wearing only black leather pants with knives in his hands moved
slowly to him. Next to him, a man with dark skin wearing what
looked like a porcupine suit shooting electric blasts from his
needles, and finally, a little man in a green costume with snake
heads as gloves.

 

 


Hidden
Location,

Len Snart, sat down in his piece of art. He had finished minutes
ago the most complex mirror hall in his career, made entirely out
from ice. When he finished all of the details and traps, he created
a statue of five people. Both of them were Flashes, the current one
and the deceased one were the only ones he recognized from the
place he had seen that image. The other three were, a man in a dark
tuxedo, with his hair perfectly combed, a costumed woman and
finally, a man wearing normal clothes, sprinting forward. According
to the book, they were going to be crucial in the future. He knew
what would happen in the next months, and this Rogue attack was a
minimal fraction of it.



But today was not the day to mourn the future, it was the time to
change it, he thought. He stood up, and broke the crystal with his
gun.

 

 



Memorial Park,

The rogues outnumbered the Flash. Boomerangs, fire and electrical
blasts covered the area, while the music still played. Two other
villains engaged the Flash in hand to hand combat that he would
have quickly won if there wasn’t something wrong with all. Barry
felt slower, but not in the way he had been feeling. There was
something different.



“The Viper’s venom can kill a man, even if it is the Flash! Faster
than the human eye he attacks!” the guy in the green costume
yelled. He then closed his snake gloves around the Flash, biting
him. Barry quickly sped himself up, burning the poison out from his
body, a technique he learned years ago.



The other guy that was fighting him punched him in the back of his
neck. Barry turned around and tried to grab him, but his hands
slipped when he touched him.



“Ah, I see you did not my power. You see, my body produces a greasy
liquid, and…” the slippery man started, but then was flung into a
tree when the Flash created a whirlwind with his hands.



“C’mon Mr. Eel, stop the talkin’ and focus on the Flash” Boomerang
shouted. “Razorback, stop the playin’ and show us why we decided to
hire you!”



The man in the electric suit with razors tackled the Flash against
the floor. He then stepped on the speedster’s throat and
pressed.

 

 



Trickster's Hideout,

Trickster was revising his plan at his room in the Rogues
warehouse, surrounded with little diagrams of different places,
sketches, and notes placed around his walls. Toys were scattered on
the floor, including a decapitated little Flash doll from the
Justice League action pack. When Mardon entered, he just made a
sign to join him.



“You know the boss will kill you when he knows his beloved sister
has joined our ranks, and is now sitting here watching TV. Now
could you tell me why I’m risking my ass here?”



“Oh, would you stop nagging so hard! I can’t hear my own thoughts.”
Jesse said, leaving his current note in the desk. ”Jesus, you don’t
sound like a villain, you sound like a crybaby.”



Mardon grabbed Jesse by the neck of his shirt, pinned him to the
wall and pointed his wand in the middle of the eyes. “Look, want to
know how does it feel to have your brains blown through the back of
your neck? Or to be fried in an instant by a lighting three inches
from your face? No? Then answer me, and stop screwing around,
understand?”



“Heh… The boss won’t do anything about his sister. I’ll promise.
Now, leave me down.” Gasped Jesse James. When his feet were
touching the floor again, he grabbed one of his notes and one of
his diagrams from the wall. “There’s a reason why the teams I made
are like that. You being the most powerful member? Puh-lease.
Mirror Master could beat Superman if he wanted to, but I guess his
hood is too tight, or something, to come out with a decent plan,
unlike me. Want to know a secret? Look at this. This is the master
plan. When this is all over, the Rogues will be completely
different, my friend.”



Mardon looked at the papers. His eyes widened. “This thing… Is it
built were I think it will?”



Jesse looked at one of his drawings. A gigantic machine with
several equations and arrows pointed everywhere was under a title
named “Speed Machine”. JG and a lightning bolt were written in big
letters on the left, along with F written all over it. “Came to me
like a dream, the graveyard, the ultimate piece of the ultimate
plan. But Mark, you doubt my potential, of this plan. The machine
is already there.”

 

 



Memorial Park,

Blood covered his mouth, and his eyes were about to pop out. He
felt dizzy, thinking was hard. The music had moved from the
powerful ryhtm to a softer one. Slower one. “S-s-slower?”



“Wha-?” the giant asked before the Flash broke the leg he used to
suffocate him. Then, Razorback’s razors were ripped one by one.
They were charged with large amounts of electricity, but that
didn’t stop the Flash. Adrenaline was pumping through his veins,
and he could almost taste the speed that had eluded him this past
year. He then slammed him against the floor.



The Flash ran to where the Viper was standing. Ripping the villains
gloves, and knocked him out with a swipe.



“Why aren’t you slowing down!? Why isn’t he slowing down?” Heatwave
screamed blasting his gun several times, failing in each of them.
The Flash was once again a blur, gaining speed every second.



“Dunno’, the kid said there wasn’t anything he could do.” Boomerang
replied, desperation filling his body. They had been close to
defeating the Flash, but now it seemed a dream again.



Flash couldn’t hear them. Vibrating faster than the thirty times
the sound of speed, he could only hear the lightning crackling
around him. The music the Rogues played were the ones that were
slowing him down, with a special hypnotic key. And after finding
and destroying the machine that created the eerie sound, he began
to slow down, and threw up. He felt worse than he had felt in
years. The speed, the fight, the highs and lows in his powers, all
of them didn’t help him at all.



“Don’t worry the Eel will stop him now, sir!” said the last one of
the hired villains running to the slowing down Flash. And then a
blast of fire consumed him.



Barry tried to stop it, but he couldn’t. The fire engorged the body
of the slippery villain. And in a second, Mr. Eel’s corpse laid in
the park’s charred grass. And in the next one, another flame
engulfed the Flash.

 

 



Arkham Asylum,

He had been waiting more than a month before he appeared again.
And, like the last time, it started as a little light, flickering
all over the room, until it was so bright even when his eyes were
closed and covered it burned them. When it fainted, the man was
again in his cell.



“Well, Roscoe Dillon, the time is near. Are you ready?” asked the
strange man, little explosions happening around him.



“Oh, you’d be delighted, satisfied, overjoyed, delighted to find
this. Yes, I have not failed. Now watch, my ‘umble friend, watch
closely” Roscoe concentrated. Then smiled. A crack appeared in the
ceiling, which extended to cover completely the room. Then, it
disappeared. “You can’t top the top, right?”



“Nobody can’t top you, Mr. Dillon. And I will help you dethrone
that obscene Flash, and win your righteous place in human history.
I assure you.”

 

 



Memorial Park,

“Dammit, you killed one of the recruits!” Digger yelled at
Rory.



“Well, he got in the way, and we got the Flash! Will someone cry
about that fourth class Green Arrow level villain?” Rory asked.
Digger laughed.



When the flame died, the Flash could be seen kneeled on the floor.
His suit was black and in pieces. His skin, specially thickened by
the Speed Force, to withstand the friction, was the thing that
saved him. But still he was gravely injured.



Heatwave pressed the trigger again, and again. Each time, striking
the area where the Flash lay. The rogues carefully approached the
speedster, but when the smoke dispersed, only a black circle in the
ground was visible.



“Bloody Hell! Just shoot anywhere, we have to keep him away from
us” Boomerang ordered, and proceeded to throw what was left of his
weapons in the air.



Dust started to fly, clouding the Rogue view. Soon, they couldn’t
see a thing.

 

 



“Rory, you can tell me where the others are, and then I tie
you to a tree, or I can take that information the bad way.” Barry
said, in a grim tone. Heatwave fired again but his blast was
suffocated in the air by a sudden vacuum of the air. Barry moved
his hands at high speed until the pyromaniac couldn’t breathe. He
then kicked him in the head, bringing him down.



Digger had left only two more boomerangs, one in each hand. The
dust had settled, and there was no sign of the Flash.



“Digger Harkness, tell me where are the rest of the Rogues. Or
you’ll end up worse than your partner.” A voice behind the Rogue
said, but when Boomerang turned around, it was all deserted. “Last
chance Digger.”



“Look, I… I think they are at the bank… The big one… ” Boomerang
stuttered. He turned around, but there was still no one to be seen
anywhere.



“Keystone’s City Bank?”



“Yes, that one. Flash, just one more thing.” Digger threw one of
his boomerangs, which removed the head of the Jay Garrick statue.
Oil started to rain from a pipe inside the idol. “Boom.”



You could see the explosion from miles away. The memorial park made
in the honor of Jay Garrick was gone. Up in flames.

 

 



Rogue Base,

Weather Wizard entered Cold’s room, for the first time since he met
him. And it was empty, except for a table in a corner, and his bed.
He looked around, but there was nothing.



“Interesting, huh? He wasn’t like this when little. He took care of
me, and appreciated everything. Everything that took him away from
home.” Golden Glider entered the room. “Abusive father. He always
talked about being rich. It was his only dream, and what gave him
hope.”



“Guess hope doesn’t work.”



“It does. He disappeared years ago. We all knew he was stealing,
and that his work was dangerous. Returned home bruised, hurt, but
we didn’t care. Then one day, he left. Didn’t say good bye, or
anything. He just left, leaving a suitcase with money. That wasn’t
him, he cared about us. ”The blonde beauty walked towards the
Rogue, and slipped her hand through his hair. “Got money to take
care of mom by professional ice skating, and all seemed hopeful
again.”



“She died.”



“October 3. Do you know what does it feel to lose family, Mardon?”
The Rogue nodded. “A year passed until Jesse contacted me.”



Mardon looked at her. She wasn’t wearing her suit, instead just a
white cotton shirt blouse with jeans. She captured his attention,
and for a while he couldn’t think of anything. He snapped back.
“Why are you telling me this?”



“Because I am part of this family now.” She smiled. “And because we
needed to bond for what I have in mind. You are going to help me
get back my brother, won’t you Mark?”



The Weather Wizard just nodded dumbly.

 

 



Park Ruins,

Barry stopped running after the last bit of flame on his costume
was put out. Next to him, tied from head to toe with rope, were
Razorback, Viper, Heatwave and Captain Boomerang. And besides them,
the corpse of Mr. Eel. He was cut, bruised and battered. His suit
was now a bunch of loose rags. His hair was growing again at a fast
rate on his burned skin. It would take a while to recover, but he
won. Again.



There was nothing left of the park, just a gigantic crater.
Fortunately, the park was far away enough that the explosion didn’t
destroy any occupied buildings, and the fire that had passed to
those buildings, didn’t last long enough to disperse.



But he couldn’t rest. When the police arrived, he was already at
the next scene. The Keystone City Bank, celebrating its 90th
anniversary, was intact, no fire, no debris, nothing. But there
weren’t any bystanders, cops, or anything else. It looked like a
ghost town. “Excellent. No hostages this time.” Barry
murmured.



He ran all over the place, looking for someone. He stopped and
scratched his head. Then, in a blink, he disappeared.

 

 



He reappeared, landing on a cold ice floor. First he thought
that he was in an ice skating rink. But when he looked up,
everything was made from ice. It was a big, empty space, with the
ceiling, floor and walls made from the same thing. Captain Cold,
the leader of the Rogues was standing in front of him. And on the
left. And right. In fact, they were everywhere. Hundreds of Captain
Cold’s statues filled the room.



“Welcome Flash. We have been expecting you.” A voice said. In every
reflection of every piece of ice that covered the room appeared the
head of the Mirror Master. “This is your trip through the Mirror
World.”

 

 


Sometime in the
future…

He couldn’t see or hear a thing. His mind was muddy and unclear,
and even his name was hard to remember. All he could remember was a
lightning bolt.



“Help!” He yelled, to no response. He ran, and the collar he hadn’t
noticed activated, injecting a tranquilizer into his bloodstream.
“Help…”

 



To Be Continued…
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Where has the
Speed Gone?
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Edited by: Immanuel Coke

 

 


Iris West-Allen was tired
and cranky. She had been searching for clues in hopes of uncovering
the secret to Barry’s power loss but she hadn’t had any luck as
yet. As she sits at home, trying to piece together the mystery, her
cell phone vibrated. She picked it up and saw it was Manfred Mota
an old friend of Barry’s.



“Hel-” she began, but was cut off by the sound of Mota’s
voice.



“Come quick Iris!” he shouted gleefully, “I think I have made a
breakthrough. We may be able to help Barry!”



Could Mota actually be the one to help Barry? She originally had
reservations when Barry had told his friend about the Flash but if
he was able to help she would take everything she had said
back.



“I’ll be right there.”

 

 



In a land of lightning and fire, the eldest of the Trinity
teleported angrily into a chamber lined with skeletons. He was met
by his servant of several decades.



“Milord would yo-” he was cut short as a blast of searing energy
ripped through him.



Still feeling angry, the being unleashed his wrath upon the entire
castle. Energy leapt from his body and destroyed everything around
him.



He dropped to the ground feeling spent. Suddenly he noticed that
the castle was reforming around him. He looked up and beheld the
most powerful of the Trinity. With tiny movements of his hand, He
of the Blue Flame reconstructed the castle within mere
moments.



“I urge you to reconsider your rash actions. I would not want your
sister to find your carcass being used as my foot stool.” Mocked He
of the Blue Flame.



“I am nobody’s fool! I was here when the Earth was without form and
my power is great. You arrive only a year ago and yet you lord over
us as if you are our master! I say thee nay!” with that, the bronze
titan launched himself at his hated rival.

 

 


As she entered Mota’s laboratory she
was hit by an intense stench. How long has it been since this man
took a shower, she wondered. As she rounded a corner, she saw Mota
inside a peculiar device.



“I am so glad you could make it Iris, I needed a reporter to
chronicle my rise to immortality.” said the scientist with an odd
glint in his eye.



“Immortality? Mota what does this have to do with Barry?”



“Who cares about him! Look what I will become!” with that Mota
pressed a switch and the device began to hum and lightning began to
arc across the room. A blot of lightning struck Iris in her stomach
and sent her flying.

 

 



His cracked metallic form was releasing his energies back
into the Speed Force. He remembered charging the Blue Flame, and
then nothing. He tried to get up but his injuries were so severe
that it took him several times before he could prop himself up on
his elbow. As he looked up, he saw a vortex forming in mid-air.
Energy from the Speed Force was being shunted somewhere else. If he
could take that power for himself, he would be able to defeat the
Blue Flame and take his place as Lord of Nonalin. His form vibrated
and he disappeared.

 

 


He saw light in its purest form. He
could ride the wavelengths of sound and X-Rays. He had done it. He
had finally become one with the lightning! He looked over to see
what Iris would say and he saw her limp form in a corner. He ran
towards her and he found himself hundreds of miles away over the
Pacific Ocean. Mota screamed but then he realized that he wasn’t
drowning. In fact he was floating over the surface of the water.
“Think of the applications. I will be able to cure cancer in mere
minutes an-“he was interrupted by the sudden appearance of a
titanic bronze skinned being.



“I am Savitar, the God of Motion and you will relinquish your power
to me, insignificant gnat or the woman dies.” Mota was puzzled
until he saw the form of Iris suspended in mid-air surrounded by a
globe of lightning.



This is not good.

 



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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