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Barry Allen has reached
the final part of the Trickster’s mysterious plan. After the truce
between the Rogues and the Scarlet Speedster ended that same day,
he had to take care of the Trickster, Weather Wizard, Heatwave and
Captain Boomerang. Now, he was face to face with the leader,
Captain Cold and also with the most powerful of his villains, the
Mirror Master.



The laser beam landed less than an inch away from one of Barry’s
feet. But he knew they were just playing around with him. The
Mirror Master stood half way out from the reflection in one of the
ice walls that covered the empty space, gun in hand, smiling.



“You have humiliated me for the last time, speedster!” cried out
the Rogue. He continued firing his weapon, the beam reflecting
everywhere around the room. “I send you to the bottom of the ocean!
I have created countless dimensions! I am a God! But you still had
the courage to beat me, but it’s over!”



As one of the lasers cut open one of his cheeks, the Flash knew
that it could be true. It could be over, but hell, he wasn’t going
to go without a fight!



He sprinted towards the Rogue, running through the slippery ice
walls like it was nothing. But Mirror Master was ready, submerged
himself in his mirror dimension, disappearing from his position. He
threw just his hand out, grabbed the Flash and threw him down. The
tendons in the rogue’s arm ripped after stopping the speedster, but
the adrenaline served him as anesthesia. The speedster slowed down
his fall moving his hands in circles at super speed.



The rogue entered and left his mirror dimension so fast that even
the Flash had trouble knowing where he was in the room (if he was
in a reflection in the room). Finally, stopping to punch the
speedster in the face. Flash fell down, just in time for another
hit from the Mirror Master. This went over and over again, with the
Rogue disappearing, punching the Flash, and then leaving
again.



“See Flash, you’re nothing against me! How many reflections are
created by the different angles in this room? Hundreds, thousands,
millions? And how many are there all over the world?” the Flash
intercepted one of Scudder punches, and threw him to the floor,
where the green and orange rogue disappeared yet again. “See what I
tell you Flash? No one can comprehend or use the real power behind
this. It’s infinite.”



Barry was tired of hearing his opponent praise himself, so he did
the only thing he could think of. Faster than lightning, he started
melting the ice in the walls. One big pool was better than a
thousand gates for the Mirror Master. But as soon as he started, he
felt a cold blast in his feet. He tried to move them, but they were
inside a block of ice. He looked back, and one of the statues,
pointing at him, crumbled, freeing Captain Cold.



“Flash, listen. This can be avoided. This can only end ugly for
you. We don’t need to kill you, you just stop messing with us, and
we’ll stop messing with you. What do you think?” Len Snart
says.



“What the ‘ell are you saying, Cold? The Flash will die, and that
is it!” Mirror Master says, stepping out from one of his
reflections.



“Think about it Flash.”



The speedster feels his blood slowly stop moving in his legs, and
shivers down his spine. “Never.”



“Then, there is no escape.” He pointed his gun at the speedster,
and pressed the trigger. A bluish energy sprouted from the point,
leaving a cold cloud as a trail. The Flash vibrated his hands and
broke the ice that trapped his legs just in time for him to escape
the ray.



Mirror Master shot again, this time hitting the Flash fully in the
back. The speedster fell to the ground.

 

 


Central City Police
Department:

Heatwave, Captain Boomerang, and the newly recruited, Viper and
Razorback, were handcuffed, and tied to each other. They were in
the back of a special police vehicle for supervillains. They had
received news that two of the culprits that attacked the city had
escaped, and couldn’t risk these two escaping too.



The skies darkened, and a single bolt of lightning landed precisely
on each of the drivers, killing them. Then, all of the doors were
torn away by a mysterious force. Razorback and Viper were thrown to
the sidewalk. Above them, Mark Mardon, also known as the Weather
Wizard, smiled with satisfaction.

 

 



The Flash was running out of stamina. He knew it, and what
was more dangerous, his enemies knew it too. They could see the
sweat under what was left of his suit, and the scars in his arms
and legs. It could have been so easy to just stop and surrender. Or
die. But today, he wasn’t just fighting for his cities, not for
Wally, hell, not even for Jay. What kept him going was the idea
that he was going to be a father.



He swirled around colorful beams and ice rays. Finally stopping at
one corner of the room, facing both Cold and the Mirror Master.
“Come on Rogues, this is what you wanted, wasn’t it? Hit me with
the best you can after all, I’ve beaten you, and doing it again is
no problem.”



Scudder frowned under his mask. “Awright Flash, this is yer
end!”



“Stop. It can be a trap.” Cold said.



“I know, but still, he asked for it.” The Rogue disappeared in one
of the reflections, and appeared just behind the Flash. He fired
his gun, but the laser just went through a mirage of the speedster.
Then, it bounced until it hit Cold in the shoulder.



“You Goddamn idiot! Told ya it was a trap, you…” Cold said, more
angry than actually hurt. “ He may be hurt, but he still is the
fastest man alive!”



“Your boss is right, you know? You should pay more attention to him
more often.” First, the voice had no origin, but then the Flash
appeared in the middle of the room.



“Oh, shaddup…” Scudder managed to say before the speedster punched
him in the back of the head, and then kicked him in the chest,
making him crash against one of the walls.



An ice ray trapped the Flash in a giant ice cube, but he just
vibrated away from it, and then slammed into Cold, sending him to
the floor. Now that he had the upper hand in the fight, he started
to think more calmly about the situation. First, he removed three
ice guns from Cold. “Now, Scudder, I know you are somewhere, so how
about you step out nicely and surrender?”



“NEVER!” The Rogue shouted.



“Knew it.” Barry murmured to himself. He now had the time to laugh,
which relaxed him even more.



“Hey, Flash. Now you don’t see it …” Cold said, in a tone that the
speedster could barely hear him. “Now you do.” He was still on the
floor, with one hand in his ribs, but now in the other he had an
ice gun. The hero’s face was in shock when a giant, hard as a rock
snowball landed in his chest, sending Barry down. “Hehehe.”



Barry opened his eyes, and looked everywhere. His head was spinning
from the impact, focusing almost impossible. Then he felt one hand
in his knee, and then another… and then, dozens of hands appeared
out from the floor, dragging him down “Wha… ” But before he could
finish, one last hand covering his face pulled him completely into
one of the reflections.



He fell down a place where there was nothing. Everything was white,
there didn’t seem to be up or down, but he was still falling. Then
everything turned multicolor. Then nothing.

 

 


The Flash felt pressure all over his
body, and a cold feeling. When he opened his eyes, there was only
water. Up, down, everywhere. He swam, but it appeared there wasn’t
a surface. When he looked down, strange shark looking creatures
could be seen all over the place. He tried to use his speed,
vibrate or something, but it appeared as if part of his powers had
disappeared.



One of the animals bit him in his knee, but he scared him away
punching him in the face. Maneuvering through them wasn’t easy, and
the sudden decrease of speed didn’t help. He kept swimming, until
he saw a little sphere shaped light that kept changing colors. With
one last impulse, he entered it.

 

 


Rogue Hideout:

“Where is it?” Mark Mardon said, desperately emptying the boxes and
the closet in his room. Finally, he threw it all to one corner and,
in a hurry, ran to his teammates rooms. He didn’t find what he was
looking for in Cold’s room. Digger’s room, besides containing beer
and adult magazines, held nothing and neither did Trickster’s room.
Scudder’s mirror room was empty. It had to be him, he thought and
hurried to the last of the Rogues’ room.



Mick Rory’s room was the most disturbing of all and not because of
bad decoration. There was nothing in there except for ashes and
burn marks all over the walls, floor and even the ceiling. And in
the piles of black dust, animal bones could be seen. It was known
by the Rogues that, if you lost one of your things, you could find
it the next day burnt in here. But the Weather Wizard could not
find what he was looking for.



“Rory, you’ll better not be stealing my stuff or else I’ll cook you
faster than your wildest dreams!” The Weather Wizard burst out
after grabbing Rory by the neck of his shirt. “Where is the alien
cube?”



The Trickster watched the fight, the insults, and everything else
from the second floor. Lisa Snart was beside him. “Do you know what
Mark lost?” She asked.



“Yeah, I do. You see, when we made the truce with the Flash, we
didn’t just sit down and wait. After creating some not-so-lawful
businesses, we decided to take a year long vacation. As you can
see, most of us carry technology way too advanced for our blue neck
friends (Me being the exception that proves the rule).” He passed
one of his arms around Lisa’s hip. “So Mirror Master and Heatwave
spent some time, not comprehending, replicating his weapons and
training I think. Cold studied it but where he went is still a
secret. But Mardon here just couldn’t stop there. He started
collecting weird gizmos and machines, things like that. I can’t
figure out why he did it but I know what he is searching for. The
particular item he is talking about is of the Apokosomething
technology he acquired during the invasion.”



“Apokolips? Wasn’t that the world that tried to conquer us?” Lisa
asked and the Trickster nodded. “How did he get it?”



“We fought the flying monsters and some of them had interesting
things. Surprised?” Lisa nodded. “Why, did you think we Rogues just
sat down and stared? We destroyed bunches of those flying monsters,
they were destroying our homes! Our cities! Our money!” The
Trickster was now clearly angered, veins marked in his neck.



“I like knowing those kinds of things. It makes me feel more like…
In a family.” Cold’s sister said, and embraced the colorful Rogue.
The Trickster quickly moved the device he had robbed from Mardon
from under his cape to a safer place.

 

 



Warehouse:

Captain Cold and the Mirror Master were seated on the floor,
smoking cigars. “Neat trick.”



“Thanks.” Scudder answers, throwing his smoke away. “One of the
things I learned. Inspired by that Gotham city incident, the zombie
one. I just love zombies.”



“I heard that it never happened. Some guy told me that it was all a
government scheme.”



“Huh, maybe. So, what did you do last year?”



“Trained. Fought. Studied.” Cold said. “Where is the Flash?”



“Oh, the best thing I found out my gun could do. You see, I can
create these pocket dimensions. Now, I can’t control them fully and
I need time to perfect the technique, but the potential is huge.”
Scudder lights another cigar.



“So we leave? The Flash is beaten, trapped in one of your mirror
places?”



“Hell no. I can’t close the dimensions. I can connect them though.
I had to create one link to connect where I took the Flash to send
him to one of the ones I had already created. He might come out.”
The Mirror Master stood up and stretched. “Now, where did you go?
And why is it such a mystery? Knocked up some girl, huh?”



“Visited many places and, look, we came here to fight. If I wanted
a girly talk about my life, I would probably shoot
myself.”

 

 



Mirror Dimension:

He was tired, and none of the portals he had entered had taken him
anywhere. A future where Nazis reigned, Antarctica, someplace that
looked alien. But those places where just illusions, mirror tricks.
Barry was now running through the jungle. He felt an overwhelming
heat emanating from the soil, along with nauseating fumes, and
could hear several things following him. The Flash looked back, and
tripped with a tree’s root. He stopped several yards after hitting
solid rock. His nose was bleeding from the impact. The creatures
approached him. They were apelike, with fiery red eyes, and had
thick green and orange fur.



“This is ridiculous. Mirror Master is one egocentric lunatic.” He
turned his head, and saw another one of the portals. Enduring the
pain, he ran through it.



The other side was strikingly familiar. It was a city that he knew,
the buildings, the river, the sun shining over the skies. There
were a few changes though, but the essence was the same. He ran
through the place. It was Central. He traveled to the neighbor
city. It was Keystone



“Flash, you are the best!” Said a man that was walking down the
street.



“You are my hero, Flash.”



“Fastest man alive forever!”



The people in the streets surrounded him, all of them with euphoric
faces. Some girls were even crying. After signing autographs, he
continued searching for some flaw, but there wasn’t any. The only
thing different was that signs praising the Flash, statues, gift
shops of the speedster, abounded more than usual in both
cities.



The door opened, and his wife entered carrying two bags. She was a
carbon copy of his real one, from the hair, to the eyes that had
won him during their first date. But still, he had a feeling in his
gut that it wasn’t right. “Barry! I’m glad you re here! They are
throwing your fiftieth second weekly parade, and you sure won’t
miss it, right?”



“Parade?” Asked Barry, baffled.



“Well, you did saved the world single handedly. I know you’ve said
that it is not necessary, but the city loves you.”



“Daddy!” Said a little kid that looked like him when he was a
little kid, but with his wife’s hair and eyes a startling color.
“Didya saved the world again, daddy?”



“This… is not right… I mean…” Barry wanted to escape, and to stay,
and to nothing. He was confused. He knew that it wasn’t real, but
it felt so good.



“What? You live like a king, you’re more loved than Superman, what
can be wrong, sweetheart?”



“It’s not… This can’t be…What do I do for a living? What was the
first restaurant we visited? What is the name of your cousin that
went to France last year?”



Her wife, just smiled like he knew what he was going through, and
said, without making any mistakes. “You work in a lab, solving
crimes, La Piazetta in the Lincoln avenue, and none of my cousins
have visited France, you’re probably talking about my niece
Daphne.”



“Barry, son, I see you’ve finally arrived.” Said a familiar voice
at his back. Barry turned around, and to his surprise, there he
was. Impeccable smile in his face, grey hair, hopeful eyes, red
shirt with a lightning in it, tin helmet. At the door was his
childhood hero, Jay Garrick. Still alive.







Iron Heights:

Hunter Zolomon, Rogue profiler in Iron Heights, walked down the
corridor with his cane in hand, guarded by two metahuman officers.
He was running late for his weekly meeting with one of the most
dangerous villains he had ever met. He passed by lots of cells,
including the ones with the serial killers Murmur and the Clown.
Finally, he stopped at the Top’s one.



“Roscoe, I’m here.” He shouted. There was no answer. “I got the
tops, and the book you wanted. Please open the door.” Silence.
“Roscoe, I’m coming in.”



The profiler opened the cell, but there was no one inside. Just a
giant red cross painted in a wall, with “Here there be dragons”
written underneath. The Profiler walked to the wall and scratched
the painting. “Blood.”



“Code red, I repeat, code red. We have an escapee and a possible
assassination.”





Mirror Dimension:

Somehow, the Mirror Master had created a perfect world for the
Flash. He was a proud father of an excellent kid, Jay was alive, he
was the biggest hero in the world and there existed no
rogues.



“So, are you going to the parade, Flash?” Asked his wife
doppelganger.



“This… Is really a perfect world, right?” Barry asked, his eyes
wandering everywhere. His voice sounded doubtful.



“It is. We couldn’t ask for a better one. Barry” Jay Garrick’s
double said, laughing.



“I’ve wanted to tell you this for some time, but… well… Barry, I’m
pregnant again!” Said Iris West. Flash could only think of that.
Iris. “Well? Aren’t you happy?”



“This is not real.” Barry murmured.



“We know, but this is a better place to be.” Jay said, patting him
in the back.



“It is, but I don’t belong here! Look, I hope you can understand
me, or forgive me, or whatever you do, but I can’t be here. This
could be a “perfect world”, but they really need me? Back where I
come from, my wife is still pregnant, the Rogues have under their
power both cities, and if I don’t return, I will have failed to
everyone, so… Sorry.”



“Oh, well, I’m sorry too, Flash.” Said Iris, tears streaming down
her cheeks. “For you can’t go back.”And with this, everything
turned dark and both she and Jay attacked the Flash.



Barry sidestepped the attack, and kicked the image of his mentor.
He felt guilt and pain for doing that, even if he knew that he had
to. Defending himself from Iris wasn’t easier. He needed to reach
another one of the portals, and after scouting the cities, he knew
where they were. The place that it was harder for him to access.
“THIS IS NOT REAL!” The Flash screamed, before he ran through Iris,
his wife, dispersing the image instantly and entering another one
of the portals.

 

 



“This is taking a lot of time. Let’s leave.” Cold said.



“We’ve been here fifteen minutes, Len.” Replied dryly the Mirror
Master. He pulled out his gun. “You know… I’ve been thinking.
Talking. You’ve changed Snart. I liked the drunk with power and
beer leader we had last year, not this reclusive wuss.”



“What the hell are you sayin’, Scudder?” Said Cold, taking out his
gun and pointing at his teammate.



The Flash ran through the empty zone. How long had he been running?
A minute, an hour, a year? The place looked like a desert before
the sunrise, without moon or sun, but still lightened. Barry had
been running for a while, but nothing seemed to change. It seemed
to have no end, he was still in the same place. Everything felt
strange and alien to him. Finally, burned out, he stopped, but fell
face first to the sand.



“You are not what you seem to be. Y’know, I don’t think you got it
anymore. You’ve weakened. You don’t want to kill the Flash anymore,
I can see it. You’re pathetic.” Scudder’s voice sounded far
away.



“I’ll make you swallow your own tongue, you bastard!” Cold fired
his freezing gun, which went right through the illusion of Mirror
Master. “What? Where are you? Get out, and face me!”



“The Rogues may be a family, but we need the mutual protection,
Lenny. So, I’ll have to kill the traitor and lead the team to new
horizons, Len.” Scudder said, from the reflections in the glasses.
“We found power in the numbers, but still we need to dispose of the
weak parts.”



A laser beam out from nowhere hit Cold in the knee, making him bend
over. The next one sent his freezing gun flying out from his hand.
“Why, you…”



“Trickster told me everything I needed to know. Don’t feel
surprised, Len, the Rogues may be a “family”, Len, but we’re still
rogues.”

 

 


The Flash stood up. But there seems
there is no end for this. He is tired, hurt. “What tells me that
when I get out of here, it will be easier? What tells me that even
if I defeat Mirror Master and Cold, there won’t be more traps?” His
rage started to show in his expression, and he started to vibrate
at high speeds. “What if I fail? God, what would Jay think of
this?”



Then he exploded. He punched the floor, still vibrating. The area
around it broke. He punched again. The air and earth cracked even
more, leaving multicolor images free. It wasn’t the portal. He was
actually breaking the mirror where he was. He didn’t know how he
figured that out, but the idea wouldn’t leave him. If his plan
failed, he would have sealed his doom.

 

 


Cold was sweating from exhilaration.
Both Scudder and Trickster had betrayed him, and the first one had
attacked him in the middle of a fight with the Flash. Now he was
just playing with him. Len had been disarmed and was standing in
the middle of the room, hurt. But he was not scared. Everything was
going according to the plan. “Come on Scudder, I’m sure we can talk
it out.”



“No, not really. You don’t get it, right? It was me who was
supposed to be leader, not you, not the Trickster! You are only one
in a thousand of people with freezing technology or powers. Really,
just a Chillblaine-lite. You are replaceable. Me? I have powers not
even I can understand, and that no one else has.” Scudder stepped
out from the reflection. “And you will experience them.” He pointed
the gun at his former boss.



And then, everything exploded. Just like that, one second Mirror
Master was one step from killing Captain Cold, and the next he was
inside a cyclone of ice shrapnel trapped in the warehouse room they
were in. When it stopped, around half a minute after, Captain Cold
and Mirror Master were on the floor, slashed and cut by the
fragments in the storm. It was until it finished that they noticed
that the Flash was there. But the Flash already knew where he was.
His plan had worked.



The Flash quickly tackled the Mirror Master, keeping him down and
disoriented enough to prevent any escape attempts. He then
proceeded to move all of the ice shrapnel away from the colorful
rogue. With a single punch, he was out. Before the next thing
happened, Barry knew he hadn’t been fast enough.



“Get the heck out of here, Flash!” Cold had recovered his gun, and
was pointing at the speedster. He was taking deep, long breaths,
and little beads of sweat covered his face. He had been seconds
away from the afterlife. “This is no longer about you, this is
about us.”



Barry raised his hands. Talking was the best option because he
didn’t have the confidence that he would be fast enough to stop
Cold from shooting. “It IS about you and me Len, and it will ever
be, as long as you wreck havoc in my cities, rob, kill.”



“Killing is not my thing, but there are times when the hand is
forced. Given the occasion, would you kill, Flash?” Cold said,
replacing the long breaths with normal ones.



Len was obviously playing with him. Barry was getting closer to the
rogue, slowly enough for him to not notice. “I will certainly not.
Never.” What was that strange sound?



“Well, now my hand is forced. Move!” Len ordered, and shot with his
gun. Barry then realized that the beam was not directed to him, but
to Mirror Master. He snatched the villain and moved him out of the
trajectory, but then after leaving him in one of the corners of the
room, another shot of the gun trapped him in a prison of ice. “I
don’t kill if it’s not necessary, Flash. Misconceptions like that
prevent us from being friendly foes.”



Then the sound that Barry had heard intensified. Then, crackling
noises, like electricity accompanied them. Even from the ice, Flash
could smell ozone. And with a blurry vision, also from the ice, he
saw the silhouette of Cold dropping something to the floor. “What
is happening out there, Cold? Answer me!” He tried to vibrate, but
the day had taken his final toll on him. He could barely punch the
ice.



“Stop it, Flash!” Cold ordered. His voice had turned grim and
somber.



“Len? That isn’t normal, Len.” Scudder screamed. “ Holy…. It’s
gonna explode!”



“No special treatment, ok Flash?” Len shouted. Barry could not
understand that, but it was the last thing that he heard before he
blacked out. Then, a blue light.

 

 


One. Two. Three drips of water. Barry
Allen woke up several hours after it he fainted in the warehouse.
The block of ice where he was trapped had been melting. He punched
a hole out of it. After realizing where he was, questions flooded
his mind, some without answer. Had he stopped the Rogues? Maybe
from attacking him. What happened to his powers? After a quick
exercise, he determined that it was just exhaustion what had slowed
him down so much and not the other thing. What happened with the
Mirror Master and to Captain Cold? He looked through the frozen
room (Frozen? Hadn’t he removed all the ice?) and through the mist.
There, standing in the middle, was an ice statue of Len Snart, aka
Captain Cold. Also, leaning to a wall with his gun in hand, was
another perfect statue of Mirror Master. Barry wasn’t sure of the
powers of Cold, so it could have been all perfectly sculpted. But
the memories of the last parts of the fight were something that did
not fit well. Not well at all.



Minutes later…



“So… What do you think?” Barry asked, with a new suit, the one he
had used against the rogues barely covering him at all. He had
already called the cops, and after that, he would go directly to
the hospital to treat his wounds. He could feel broken bones
recovering wrong already.



In the middle of the room stood a good friend of the Flash that was
the only detective he could get this early in the (It was 2: 00
am). The man wore a white and purple costume, and he was checking
the entire place carefully. The Elongated Man moved his head,
facing Barry. “Well, for what I can see, and with your story, I can
conclude that either there was a malfunction in Cold’s gun, or he
committed some sort of hara-kiri. The ice statues are perfect in
the inside and outside, with exact replicas of organs. The Mirror
Master is missing his appendix, and his file affirms that. But it
all seems so dramatically, Barry. Why would the Rogue boss decide
to kill him? Why not kill you, why protect you instead? Yeah, for
what you said, he could have a change of heart, but still, it
doesn’t seem right. And then…” He grabs a pile of metal pieces in a
scale. “This. This are all the pieces I could find in this place,
and they weigh approximately the same as three ice guns. So, this
are the ones you removed and destroyed early in the fight. Then,
that in the hands of Cold, is the fourth gun, intact. I couldn’t
find any differences with it and with the ones you brought.”



“Meaning?”



“And you are the forensic specialist. You saw an explosion.
Explosions of machines normally destroy the machines in pieces.
That gun is intact.” Ralph Dibny smiled. He enjoyed this.



“Maybe it works differently as other machines.” Barry said, just
giving an option, but the point made by his friend was clear. That
gun had not exploded. “Maybe it didn’t explode. Maybe it was a
special gun with some kind of new function?”



“Well, it may be that. Maybe we’ll never be sure.” Dibny stepped
through the hole that the Flash had made in the wall of the room so
that the police could enter when they arrived. “I have to leave,
Sue must be waiting for me. And no, I don’t need a ride, thanks.
Any new leads will be welcomed.” Ralph winked, and turned his back
at the Flash. His nose twitched.

 

 


“Where are they?” George Harkness said,
throwing his beer at the flat screen TV. “Have we won? God, no
fight with the Flash takes more than twenty minutes, so five hours,
c’mon.”



“It felt so good to burn.” Rory said, his eyes staring at the
ceiling. “It felt good to burn, didn’t it?”



“Yeah, whatever.” George answered. Jesse James entered the room,
looking down. “Jessie! Are we leaving?”



The Trickster didn’t raise his head. “Thanks God you are in the
same room, because I can’t repeat it. It really is hard but… I was
listening to the police, there was a crime scene. Ralph Dibny, the
Elongated Man, was there.”



“What is it?” Lisa Snart asked. Then, fear conquered her. “Jesse.
Jesse, is my brother… is my brother alright? God, tell me he is ok!
Tell me!”



“Sorry Glider. They found Len and Scudder.” Jesse stopped for
dramatic effect. He had learned it from his parents. He fought to
keep his somber appearance, but what he really wanted was to
celebrate. “Frozen.”



Everyone in the room widened his eyes. Two of their members, were
dead. Lisa broke in tears, and wouldn’t stop for days. “The
F-f-f-flash i-is go-going… d-d-do-down. He is… d-de-d-dead.” She
sputtered, making a colossal effort.

 

 


Epilogue:

The Top was really on Top. He smiled down at the city. HIS city.
The mystery man was standing next to him. “So, they thought I
killed all those people?”



“Yes, until they found out you had released other people too, like
the Clown and Murmur.” Responded the man.



“I don’t like killing. Well, sincerely, I don’t know. Sometimes I
do, I crave for it, and sometimes I don’t. So, who did it?” Roscoe
Dillon said.



“Murmur. Why?”



“I’ll show him that you don’t implicate the Top in low, bestial
things like that. I’ll make him spin.” Roscoe smiled. “Before you
go… Where is that “meeting place” you said before?”



“There, the cemetery. Search for this grave, it won’t be hard to
find.” He handed a paper to Roscoe. “You have the potential,
Roscoe. You are the only one that can beat him and her in times yet
to come.”



And then he disappeared, leaving Roscoe alone. He opened the note,
which read “Jay Garrick, the Flash.” He then laughed of the irony.
The meeting place to end the Flash was in the grave of the last
one.

 



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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Central City has been targeted by the Rogues in their master
plan to bring the Flash to his knees. The Flash has managed to gain
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