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Last Issue:
 After a ferry disaster snarled
traffic for miles, Iris and Wally became involved in deeper
mysteries surrounding a blood bank stored in a Gardner Street
apartment and the elusive truth about the Church of Speed.



Captain Cold and the Top continued their battle for influence over
the Rogues Union, with Snart ratcheting up the tension and Dillon
merely offering vague clues to something big on the horizon.



But, all games and investigations were called off as a riot
enflamed Iron Heights Will anything in the Sister Cities
survive?
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Iron heights Prison

Warden Wolfe’s Office

1:31 PM

Buried deep within Iron Heights prison, as the air raid sirens
blared through the open window, Warden Gregory Wolfe sat with his
chief of staff, his bulky frame unmoving even as the screams and
sounds of chaos could be heard from within the prison. He looked
every bit the powerful man he believed himself to be as he sat
behind the desk, taking a long drag off his cigar, but not moving
from where he was sitting.



“Really sir, I must again suggest we get to the secure area before
the prisoners get any closer to your office,” the young woman
offered, trying to will the warden to action, “They are beginning
to overwhelm the staff on this level.”



He just stared intently at the young woman, his eyes not breaking
away from hers as he leaned forward at the desk, very interested in
hearing about whatever Ashley Zolomon had to offer.



Ashley was young but capable, and Wolfe could tell that a dozen
different contingency plans were already running through her head.
She was on the short side and blonde, bags under her eyes from the
lack of sleep and a worried look etched on her face.



“We shall do no such thing until I get some answers. Now, let’s go
over this once more. How did these cockroaches escape from their
cells, Ms. Zolomon?”



“Someone got a hold of today’s access codes, and released all the
cells. That same person appears to have redirected security
personnel throughout the complex, causing duplication in
nonessential areas while exposing weak links in the system.”



“This is unacceptable,” he said with a low growl. “You want you
explain how prisoners got hold of Omega level classified
materials?”



Ashley just winced, bracing herself for the backlash to her answer.
“We don’t know, Sir.”



“You don’t know?” he asked incredulously.



“The prisoners from Pandora’s Box appear to have moved upward and
released the other levels on their own, possibly to buy time for an
escape. Our guards are proving effective in containment, but they
will not be able to hold on indefinitely. Whoever they were, they
appeared to have been prepared for all contingencies and knew our
protocols inside and out.”



Wolfe continued to puff on his cigar as she spoke, letting the
smoke trail from his mouth as he watched the various monitors in
his office, showing that the prisoners were slowly, but surely
turning the tide on the guards.



“You want my opinions, or do you want to continue to dress down my
wife while the situation out there goes to hell?”



Wolfe placed the cigar down into the ashtray and looked over to the
couch. Hunter Zolomon stared daggers at the warden as he shuffled
through papers in a briefcase.



“If I wanted your opinions, Hunter, I’d have asked for them.” The
warden returned the man’s intense gaze, leaning up on the desk
slightly to give himself the appearance of being a full head taller
than the profiler. “But if you feel you have something to
contribute, by all means, please share.”



Hunter tossed a file at the warden, several pictures spilling out
of the envelope. Each one featuring a man in glasses with a long
ponytail. “Hartley Rathaway,” he started, speaking as if he’d
rehearsed this speech previously. “Last in your custody three
months ago, he is knowledgeable with computers and gifted in the
field of manipulation. If the Rogues wanted to compromise your
institution, he’d be the vanguard.”



Even Ashley began to shake her head.



“I see I was mistaken. “ the Warden said grimly, “You have nothing
new to add but this constant harping on costumed clowns playacting
wrestling storylines. This is why you were dismissed from your
position in the first place, Hunter.”



“Gentlemen!,” Ashley called out, drawing the attention from the two
men as they continued to fume, “You can sit here and banter all you
want, I’m going to the secure area before this riot gets any worse.
I suggest you do the same.”



“Oh, but you’ll miss all the fun!”



All three cast their gaze towards the door and saw Marc Mardon, the
Weather Wizard, leaning against the doorjamb. He was still bruised
from the assault he’d endured the day prior, but he was smiling
broadly as he looked over the three people in the office.



“But the lady is right, I think all of you should come with me,
it’s not safe here and I’d hate to see anything happen to you
should the prisoners come by.”



 



The Streets of Central City

1:33 PM
He ran.



Pushing himself faster than he ever had before, the maroon streak
raced across the streets of Central City towards Iron heights
prison as fast as his legs could carry him. Every second that
passed only increased the tension and the need to go faster.



The Flash knew all too well what a riot could lead to, and if the
prisoners escaped their cells it would be nearly impossible to keep
them from spilling out into the city. .Iron Heights was built for
containment, but if the prisoners rushed the perimeter, there was
little to keep them from the city.



He had to prevent that at all costs.



As the ran, he could see a storm brewing on the horizon. It formed
suddenly and swiftly, a few drops of rain suddenly became a deluge,
as lightning ripped across the sky and thunder boomed in the
canyons of the city. It wasn’t long before the rain turned to
sleet, which only forced Wally to run further and faster, even as
the roadways became more and more treacherous to race along..



A klaxon sounded across the cityscape, as concerned citizens
throughout the Sister Cities looked towards the hulking structure
of the prison visible on the horizon even as they fled the
increasingly unpredictable weather.



Drills had been run over the years and the citizenry knew that was
a sign to rush inside, and did so.



“How far away are you, son?”



Wally, reacted to the voice of Jay Garrick, tapping a
communications panel built into his hood and spoke. “About thirty
seconds,” he said, even his voice straining a little as he
ran.



“I’ll join you shortly,” Jay warned through the receiver.



“You’d better hurry, Weather Wizard seems to have gotten control of
his wand already.” Wally cautioned as he continued to push himself
even harder, the buildings and landmarks of Central City blurred
beyond recognition as he ran. “It’s getting messy out here. What
have you found?”



“Jesse hacked into the security cameras. We can only see about 50%
of the facility, but we know they’ve taken hostages.”



Inside Quickstart Enterprises, Jay Garrick paced nervously as Jesse
Chambers sat behind a computer, typing furiously.



“We need to get more,” Wally insisted into the microphone.



“I’m working on it.” Jesse chided, showing irritation. Jesse was in
her early thirties, tall and blonde, even though she’d given up the
hero game almost a decade earlier, she still had the same runner’s
frame all the speedsters seemed to share.



“Send smoke signals, call Oracle, do what ever you need to do,
Jesse,” Wally commented, starting to show a little irritation.
Trying to redirect his attentions he started to speak to Jay once
more. “You know this can’t have been spontaneous. They’re too well
organized. I’m telling you the Rogues must be involved. We let them
get too comfortable.”



Jay sighed, he couldn’t disagree. “Between Gardner Street and the
ferry disaster, this city’s been taking a real beating,” the elder
speedster finally admitted. “But this doesn’t seem to be the Rogues
style, Wally.”



“Unless they’re using this to cover something even bigger.”



With that revelation, Wally knew that he couldn’t afford the luxury
of stopping and felt his muscles searing as he pushed them further
than he had in some time. He couldn’t help but notice Jay Garrick’s
silence on the other end, “Jay?”



“It just got worse,” Jay spoke finally in Wally’s ear.



“How can it get worse?,” Wally asked as he left the crowded city
center and headed towards the riverfront, the Flash felt the cool
breeze coming off the water and knew he could finally cut
loose.



“That is Bart’s class is there, isn’t it?”



Wally went wide-eyed, remembering his cousin talking about the trip
to the prison. “We’ve got to tell Iris.”



“I’m sure she’s already gotten word, son. I’ll meet you at the
prison. We’ll get him, and everyone else, out of there. Garrick
out.”



With