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Chapter 1
Wings on Fire


Wings on
Fire

By Brian Burchette

 

 



A cool breeze blew across the cemetery, scattering dead leaves
around, twisting them into the air and off into the distance. He
stood there looking at the single grave, his face a blank slate,
his feelings masked by years of training. For Bruce Wayne, death is
something he has lived with his entire life. It has followed him
like a shadow since he was a young child. Its specter doing nothing
but strengthening his resolve in what he does. This death, he
admits to himself, this one has hurt like none he has faced since
his childhood.



As he placed the rose at Julie’s headstone, he heard the faintest
sound of footsteps coming towards him. The hair on the back of his
neck went up, but then he caught the faint smell of cologne on the
wind. He relaxed, recognizing the scent right away.



“I’m ready to go, Alfred.”



“Yes sir. I regret to inform you though, Master Bruce, that your
plans to attend the game tonight, are going to be cancelled.”



Bruce’s eyebrow arched as he turned to his major domo, “…and how do
you know that?’



Alfred said nothing as he turned to look behind him, towards the
city that was known as Gotham. Bruce Wayne took it in all at once.
There was a fire, a large one by the glow coming off the clouds
that hung over the city. A large plume of black smoke rolled up and
seemed to hover just below the clouds, darkening the already bleak
looking landscape.



“Another one,” Bruce muttered, his face darkening. His hand came up
to his watch and he opened the face, pressing a small button on the
inside of the metal. There was the sound of a faint beep and then a
green light flashed for only a moment.



“The car is on its way, Alfred. Please inform Ms. Snow that
something has come up and I won’t be able to make it
tonight.”



“Yes sir, I will inform her there was a burning issue that needed
your immediate attention.”



Bruce stared at his butler for a moment, but Alfred’s face never
changed expression.



“You do that,” he murmured as he headed for the back of the
limo.

 

 



The fire was burning in one of the many warehouses that surrounded
Port Adams. It had become a five-alarm fire in minutes and stations
from all around the city were there, as well as Gotham’s finest.
People were coming out of the woodwork to watch the inferno, as the
good men of the GFD fought valiantly to contain the blaze.



Lt. James Gordon watched the warehouse burning with both sadness
and outrage. He always felt this way when something like this
happened. He had grown up here; had watched the increase in crime
and corruption. He took something like this personally. He had
since the first day he had put on a uniform. Gordon considered this
his city and he was bound and determined to right every wrong and
clean it up even if it took him the rest of his life.



“What’re you doing here?” Bullock’s voice bellowed from behind him.
“I’ve got the situation under control.”



The hair on the back of Gordon’s neck went up at the sound of
Bullocks voice. He turned to face the man, or as he thought to
himself, the slob of a man. “You know why I’m here. This may end up
being my crime scene, depending on what we find.”



Bullock chewed on the end of his cigar for a moment, staring at the
blaze. “Yeah, well until then, keep outta my way.”



Jim Gordon caught the movement out of the corner of his eye and
glanced in Bullocks direction, but not to his surprise, the other
man hadn’t noticed.



“Sure, you’ve got it,” he answered as he started to stroll away,
not moving fast enough to spark any suspicions.



Gordon made his way to the alley across the street, where the fire
was still in plane sight, and turned to watch it. He waited
patiently, knowing that he was around; making sure Gordon hadn’t
been followed.



“Third one this week,” the deep resonating voice said from the
shadows behind him.



“You’re slipping,” Gordon replied with a slight smile. “I actually
caught a glimpse of you.”



“I know,” came the reply as Batman stepped out of the shadows.
“Third blaze this week.”



Jim nodded, “My guess, just like the other two…arson.”



“Any witnesses?”



“None that have come forward; however, we do know that the building
is owned by Vito Bertinelli.”



“The Las Vegas crime boss.” Batman stated.



“Uh, huh, and with what we know about the other two buildings, it
makes this entire mess an even bigger mystery.”



He stood there for a moment, but there was no reply. He glanced
over his shoulder to find that Batman was gone. He frowned as he
scanned the rooftops, but saw nothing. “I hope he doesn’t make a
habit of that.”

 

 



The cave was not only his sanctuary, but also his real home. He sat
in front of his computer counsel, several screens showing him
several different pictures: scenes from each fire, pictures of
three different men with their biographies listed below them. He
had been like this for well over two hours, studying, going back
over each section of tape. He moved only when Alfred came to him
with a silver tray.



“Master Bruce, I thought you might be in need of coffee. I also
brought along some biscotti in hopes that you may want a little
nourishment.”



“Thank you, Alfred.”



Alfred examined the screen as he sat down the tray. “These men all
seem vaguely familiar to me.”



“They should, they’ve all been in the news. The first fire was set
in Old Gotham, in a house owned by mob boss Carmine Falcone. My
sources tell me that Falcone used the place to keep his men who
were wanted, out of sight, until he could get them out of town.
This last fire was in a warehouse owned by Vito Bertinelli, the Las
Vegas mobster. He still has a few connections in Gotham. I’m
betting any money that there were weapons of some sort in that
warehouse. Although, Bertinelli will more than likely deny any
involvement. He’ll claim that someone else was illegally using his
facility.”



“And the second fire?” Alfred asked. “Is that…”



“Oswald Cobblepot,” Batman finished the sentence. “One time jewel
thief who claims to have gone straight, after his last stay in
Blackgate. Since his release he’s opened a nightclub, The Iceberg
Lounge. The fire that destroyed his warehouse contained supplies
for his business, nothing out of the ordinary. Not sure how he got
the capital to open it in the first place, though. Three fires,
with one obvious connection, each victim is a known criminal.
Somebody is targeting them specifically.”



“Any idea who?”



“Working on it,” Bruce mumbled. “There have been two releases in
the last year and a half of known arsonists: Samuel Soto and
Garfield Lyons. I’m looking into them now. Tonight I’ll follow up
any leads I find. Right now Bruce Wayne has a board meeting, and a
museum opening to go to.”

“And you’ll be resting, when?”



There was no reply as Bruce continued his investigation. Alfred
shook his head quietly and walked away.

 

 



Night in Gotham City can be a frightening place for even the most
fearless of men. Its dark, dank streets are brimming with danger.
Desperation and despair is so abundant that it is almost tangible;
its own character in this lost city.



Samuel Soto was making his way back to his crummy one bedroom
apartment with a shopping bag, when he heard his name. It came from
the darkness all around him. He slowed momentarily but then
continued his walk, clutching the bag closer to his chest.

His name, again, whispered into the wind. He stopped short and
turned around, seeing a site he thought was unbelievable, but there
it was…The Batman. He took a couple of steps back; his first
reaction to run was overwhelmed by his fear. He could do nothing
but stand there.



“What’s in the bag, Samuel?” The bat asked as he slowly
approached.



“N-n-nothing. I haven’t done anything. P-p-please go away.”



“Three fires in four days, Samuel. Someone is trying to burn my
city to the ground. I’ve worked too hard to rebuild it after the
crisis. I want to know who and why. I think you know.”



The man was shaking his head, “Wasn’t me, man. I ain’t goin’ back
to that again! I swore to my woman that I’d stay clean.”



“I believe you, but I still think you know something.”



“I don’t! Honest, I don’t!”



The caped crusader was fast as the batarang flew out of his hand
and wrapped around the scared man. He grabbed the rope and pulled
Soto off his feet and into his fist. The man fell to the ground,
his bag dropping and the breaking of glass echoed against the walls
of the building.



“Your choice, the hard way it is.”



“No, no, wait! Okay, I’ll tell you what I know…”

 

 



He was on his way to find Lyons when he saw it; another fire. And
from its appearance, it had just started. He jerked the wheel to
the left, causing the car to make a sudden left turn into the
alley. At the same time he contacted Alfred, giving him the address
and informing him to call the fire department as well as find out
whose name the building was in. He jumped out and shot his line to
the top of the building, pulling himself up and towards the roof
top entrance in seconds.



The first thing he noticed when he went in was the smoke; it was
just starting to crawl up the steps from the first floor. Even
though it appeared to be a boarded up apartment building, there
could still be homeless held up in there. He began to break down
the doors, checking to make sure every room was empty. The third
floor was clean when he heard the sounds of sirens in the distance.
He headed back toward the second floor, taking the steps two and
three at a time. He had just rounded a corner, the smoke becoming
thicker, when he heard a noise. It took his mind only a couple of
seconds to register what it was: flamethrower. At that same moment
he saw a figure at the end of the hallway, and again that sound, as
fire burst forward from the figure’s gun, covering the ceiling as
it took off.



Batman moved closer, releasing a batarang from his belt. He raised
his arm to throw it when the person swung around, firing his
flamethrower in the hero’s direction. He was caught off guard, but
he still managed to throw himself to the side, barely missing the
stream of fire that shot by him.



The arsonist began to laugh. He was wearing some kind of suit with
a helmet that reminded Batman of a bug. He appeared to have wings
on his back and he held the flamethrower gun in his hand.



“The bat wants to burn,” he practically cooed. “The bat wants to go
up in one perfect flame. Firefly can help you, Batman. Firefly can
make you one with the beauty of the fire.”



“I don’t think so,” Batman replied as he threw the batarang. It hit
Firefly’s hand, knocking the nozzle away, although not far since it
was connected to his suit.



The flames were all around by now, Batman could feel the intense
heat under his outfit. Even though he was insulated, he wasn’t sure
exactly how much heat the armor could repel. He had to finish this
and fast. As Firefly brought the gun back up, Batman rose into the
air, flipping his body, and coming down hard on the arsonist,
dropping them both to their knees.



“That hurt!” Firefly shouted, as he swung out at his foe.



Batman easily dodged it and grabbed Firefly, bringing him up on his
feet and pinning him against the wall. “It’s over,” he
stated.



“Then we shall burn together!” Firefly shouted as he pulled the
trigger on his flamethrower. It instantly caught them both on fire,
the flames from the first floor burst through, as if grabbing for
their ankles. It was at that moment that the floor beneath them
broke apart and both men fell into the fire below.

 

 



Alfred Pennyworth was a man of many talents. In his position, he
had to be. As he moved along from one corridor of the mansion to
the next, making sure all was in order, his thoughts were once
again worrying about that of his employer and friend. Since the
crisis, Bruce had acquired even less sleep then usual. How far
could Bruce go before he collapsed?



As he was mulling over the situation, correcting several pictures
that were crooked on the wall of the south wing, he heard the sound
that made his blood run cold. It had only been used once before. It
had been created by both himself and Bruce as a warning to Alfred,
in case the Batman was not able to drive the batmobile back to the
cave on his own. If his injuries were such that he was afraid of
losing consciousness, he would use the automated guidance system he
had built into the car to get him back; also triggering a warning
to Alfred to be prepared when he arrived.



Alfred took off at a brisk pace. He quickly reached the library and
moved the book that would release the hidden wall and reveal the
elevator that would take him below. Even though the lift was
created to move quickly towards the cave, it felt to Alfred as
though it was moving like a slug. When he reached the cave he
immediately went to the communication counsel, but after several
attempts of contact, he gave up. He then went to the medical area
and prepared for the worse, several scenarios playing out in his
head as he began to lie out medical utensils.



He had just accomplished his task when he heard the familiar sound
of the engine coming into the cave. He proceeded down the steps and
across the platform to await the car. His heart was racing, his
mind preparing him for the worse. He had seen blood many times
before. The site of it didn’t bother him, per se; however, he would
never fully get use to it when it was Master Bruce’s.



The batmobile pulled up, he flung open the door, but what he saw
was nowhere near what he was prepared for. Batman’s outfit was
charred in several places; the cape was completely gone, burned off
by the looks of it. The cowl, as well, was mostly burned off, just
a small portion hanging on. His face, his face was covered in what
Alfred quickly assumed to be at least second-degree burns. He
dragged Bruce out of the car and began to remove what he could of
the uniform. He was careful to make sure that none of it was melted
onto the skin, relieved to find that none was. It was apparent that
Master Bruce had been quick to get out of whatever he had been in,
or else it would have been much worse. Alfred could see that
now.



After hooking Bruce up to an I.V., giving him back the fluids he so
desperately needed, and connecting him to oxygen to clear his
lungs, he began to wipe the body down with a cool damp cloth. He
noted that the only serious burns he could find were on the lower
part of his face, which was a relief in many aspects. They weren’t
as severe as he had originally thought, although they were
undoubtedly second degree, they were probably just barely that. He
got out the fresh gauze and gingerly placed them on Bruce’s face.
They needed to be protected, but he knew better then to use any
kind of ointments. After making sure that his pulse, blood
pressure, and temperature were normal, he sat back in a chair and
waited for Bruce to awaken.

 

 



“Alfred?” then coughing, roused the major-domo from his nap. He got
up quickly and went to his employer.



“I’m here Master Bruce,” he said, as he began to take his vital
signs. All of them appeared to be normal. “It seems that you were
in quite a predicament, but it appears that you’re going to be
fine.”



Bruce tried to get out of bed, but Alfred gently pushed him back
down. “No, Sir, I wouldn’t recommend that at this time. At least
not until you’ve gotten some more fluids and oxygen in you.”



“His name is Firefly,” Bruce murmured. “Or at least that’s what
he’s calling himself. His real name is Garfield Lyons, arsonist,
repeat offender. The building, it was owned by Maroni, wasn’t
it?”



“Yes.”



“I thought so. Somebody has hired Lyons to take down real estate in
the city owned by some of the crime bosses.”



“Who?” Alfred asked, but there was no reply. Bruce had fallen
asleep.

 

 



Several hours later the dark knight was back in front of his
computer screens, fresh coffee in one hand while the other was
gingerly touching the wounds on his face. He heard Alfred coming
down the lift, but did not move. On the main view screen he was
watching a tall dark haired young man walking into the Blackgate
Prison visitation area, walking up to a man with white hair, black
around the temples. He rewound the tape, playing it over
again.



As Alfred walked up, he noticed some of the other view screens also
had pictures of this man as well as one large one of Oswald
Cobblepot; his prison profile on display. “I suppose if I tell you
that you should be resting, you will just ignore me.”



“Look at this, Alfred,” Bruce said, pointing at the young man. “His
name is Mitchell Taylor. He’s an orphan who now works at the
Iceberg Lounge. Before he turned eighteen, however, he was living
in the Freebird Orphanage; which was created by Cobblepot; in
memory of his mother. Here Taylor is visiting Lyons, and after I
paid Soto a visit last night, he told me that Taylor had come to
visit him as well. Taylor had offered him a job working for
Cobblepot, but Soto declined. It appears that Lyons may have taken
the offer.”



“Then you believe Cobblepot to be behind the fires? Including one
of his own buildings as well?”



“It seems to be the most likely scenario. I’m going to do some more
research on Oswald, before I go back out this evening. I have a
couple of stops to make before I go after Firefly again.”



“Sir, I know I will once again be ignored, but I must insist that
you get some more rest. Your body has been through a traumatic
event.”



“No time, Alfred. I’m almost positive I know where Lyons is going
to strike tonight, and I’ve got to be there. Don’t worry, old
friend, I’ll rest when this is over.”



“Of course you will,” Alfred replied.

 

 



“Hey boss, the ship just docked.”



Rupert Thorne turned to his employee just outside of his downtown
office. “Good. Tell Captain Caferty to let his crew take a few
hours off. I don’t want anything to leave that boat until well
after midnight. Then get my car ready, I’m heading out for the
evening.”



Walking into his office, he found that the lights were off,
something he couldn’t remember doing when he had left. He flicked
the switch, but nothing happened. He started to turn around, but
someone grabbed his arm, dragging him into the office and slamming
the door behind him; a bright light hit him square in the
face.



“What’s in the ship, Thorne?” the low voice demanded.



“Who the hell are you?” Thorne demanded. Then he saw the outline,
the shadow of the bat. “No,” he whispered.



“The ship, Thorne. What’s in it?”



“I’m not telling you anything. Get the hell out of here,” but the
quake in the voice was giving him away.

“Doesn’t matter,” Batman replied. “Whatever is in there is going up
in flames. You’re the only one who Cobblepot hasn’t hit yet.”



This caught the smuggler off guard. “Cobblepot? What the hell does
The Penguin have to do with this?



“Penguin,” Batman muttered. “Nice name. In case you haven’t heard,
‘The Penguin’ has hired an arsonist to burn down some of his
competitions major hot spots. I figured your ships are the most
important part of your business, and when I found out that one was
docking this evening; it made sense that it would be hit next. I’ve
already notified the police, so whatever is on that ship will
either be destroyed, or confiscated by Gotham’s finest; just
thought you would want to know.”



“Why are you telling me this?”



“Consider it professional courtesy. I give you a piece of
information, and someday I’ll be back to get a piece from you. When
that day comes, you better be ready.”



The flashlight went out suddenly, there was a brief rush of air,
and Rupert Thorne knew that he was alone. His fear began to grow
into rage. That freak Cobblepot was going to pay for this, if it
was the last thing he ever did.

 

 



There was only one part of his conversation with Thorne that he had
lied about. He had not called the police yet. He wasn’t one hundred
percent positive that Firefly would strike at that location. It was
part detective work and part intuition that made him come to the
conclusion that Thorne would be hit next, and the ship would be the
target. If his hypothesis was correct, he would contact Gordon
immediately.



He arrived at the docks only a few minutes later, hiding the car
and making his way through the shadows, onto the pier. The first
thing he noticed was the six men that were guarding the ship. By
tipping off Thorne, he was hoping that he could draw most of the
businessman’s thugs out in the open. Hopefully he could take them
out and off ship before his possible confrontation. The cry of
surprise, followed by gunfire, told him that he would not be that
lucky.



As he quickly made his way onto the boat he heard the screams of
men and saw the bright glow of fire coming from the other side of
the deck. He jumped up on top of one of the cargo hatches, pulling
out a batarang and scanning the sky. It took only a second to see
Firefly; the nozzle of his weapon lit up brighter then a roman
candle. After sending a quick message to Alfred telling him to
contact Gordon, he threw the batarang, hitting Firefly on the side
of the head and causing him to momentarily stop his attack.



“You,” the arsonist screamed as he saw his foe. “This time you’re
not going to escape. I will make sure that the beauty of the fire
consumes you.”

“You can try,” Batman growled as he turned and headed towards the
bow of the ship, his enemy flying towards him, the flamethrower
blasting at him, strafing the ground behind him, and coming up
quickly.



Batman poured on the speed as he focused on the bow. He could feel
the fire coming up behind him; practically licking at his cape, but
he kept going. His chest still burned from the smoke inhalation,
his body still sore from the fall he took. An extended battle would
not be wise.



“Look at the bat run,” Firefly laughed. “What’s wrong, little bat,
can’t you fly?”



“Sure I can,” Batman grumbled as he leapt forward, grabbing the
railing on the bow of the ship. He flipped himself over and at the
same moment was able to hook a batarang around the metal. He fell
for several feet, a cord connecting from the hook to his belt. Just
as his feet hit the water, the cord, having stretched past its
limit, propelled him straight back up.



Firefly was caught off guard as he paused for a second, hovering at
the bow of the ship, unsure of what his foe had just done. He flew
a couple of feet forward to look down into the murky water; only to
be surprised as a fist caught him right below his jaw. He jerked
back as he felt Batman fly up past him. He looked up in time to see
the creature of the night come down on top of him, causing him to
lose his grip on his weapon. Batman quickly severed his connection
between the tank and the gun; then ripped off the villain’s
helmet.



“You’re out of fuel, Lyons,” Batman growled as he struck him in the
back of the neck, hitting one of several pressure points that had
been taught to him, many years ago.



Lyons fell to the deck of the ship unconscious. Batman pulled the
tanks and costume off before handcuffing him. He could hear the
sirens in the distance and looked around to make sure any fires on
the ship were out. It had been a good night so far. Lyons was
captured and once the ship was searched, Thorne could possibly be
up to his neck in smuggling charges. His work was almost done.

 

 



Oswald Cobblepot was not a tall man. Without his top hat, he stood
at only five foot two inches; the main reason he tended to wear the
hat both indoors and out. On this particular evening he was wearing
it as he entered his office. He poured his drink of choice,
straight Stoli’s on ice, and then turned on his desk lamp. He sat
in his chair and swung it around to get a good look at the city, a
city that would someday be his.



“You seem pretty smug tonight, Cobblepot,” the deep voice said from
the darkness.

Oswald froze, but did not turn around. He knew who it was; in fact
he had been warned that this would be an eventuality. Instead he
took another sip of his drink and continued to stare out the
window.

“The legendary Bat-Man,” he replied, letting out a small chortle
that sounded eerily like the squawk of a bird. “To what do I owe
this honor?”



The light of the desk lamp reflected in the window, as did the
reflection of the dark knight as he stepped out of the shadows.
“Thought I’d come by personally to let you know that Lyons is in
custody. Thorne’s ship is still in one piece, and your plan
failed.”



Cobblepot swung around, his face a blank slate. “Why my dear
fellow, I have no idea what you’re talking about? Who exactly is
this Lyons fellow?”



“I know all about you, Cobblepot. You came from old money. Your
father left when you were a small child. Your mother ran a small
pet store in Old Gotham for many years. You consider yourself
something of an ornithologist. You used to steal diamond rings and
necklaces from your mothers friends. Then you went from petty theft
to more elaborate burglaries. You see, you’re in my town,
Cobblepot, so I make it my business to know.”



The man with the beak shaped nose chuckled softly as he got up from
his desk. “You know nothing about me. You see only what is on a
piece of parchment. As is usual with your kind, you see only the
black and white.”



Batman’s eyes followed Oswald as he walked over to his bar, pouring
himself another drink. The office was ornate and stylish. The bar
alone was created out of Italian marble, obviously imported. An
ivory umbrella stand stood next to it, several fancy looking
umbrellas hanging from the white receptacle.



“I have had a few small infractions,” the short man continued, “but
I have paid my debt to society and am now an honest and forthright
business man. A business man whose office has been broken into by a
masked vigilante, I might add.”



“What exactly was the plan, Cobblepot? By burning down their
properties were you planning on having them turn on each other?
Start accusing each other? Create a gang war, then come in out of
nowhere and start picking off territories one by one?”



“I don’t approve of your tone, or your accusations. I think you
need to leave.”



“Either way, it doesn’t matter. I tipped Thorne off when I visited
him earlier. I’m sure by now every crime boss from here to
Metropolis is whispering your name.” Batman noted the narrowing of
the man’s eyes at this statement. “Or at least the name they’ve
given you… Penguin.” This brought out a low guttural sound from the
short man. “Ironic, isn’t it? The kids in your neighborhood used to
call you that, now all these years later the social circles that
you wish to travel in have done the same. Actually its quiet
pathetic, don’t you think… Penguin?”



Cobblepot let out a cry of anger and grabbed one of the near by
umbrella’s. He brought it out in front of him; a sharp blade came
sliding out of the tip with a cold metallic sound.



“My name is… Oswald. Chesterfield. Cobblepot!” he screamed.



A faint grin played at the corner of Batman’s mouth, “Go ahead;
give me a reason.”



Silence followed for several seconds as Batman watched Penguin
calculate the odds. Then the man put the umbrella back in its
holder.



“One last thing,” Batman said as he walked to an open window. “I
also know that somebody is pulling your strings. I don’t know
who…not yet… but I will. You’ve got a backer for this lounge of
yours, and that person is using you. You’re not a crime boss,
you’re a pawn, and pawns are usually the first to be removed from
the board. I’ll be watching you. Congratulations, Penguin, you made
my list.” He then dove out the window. The short man walked over to
the window and caught a glimpse of the cape as it disappeared
around the corner of another building.



“My name is Cobblepot, you freak,” he muttered, “…and I am nobody’s
pawn. I’m the man who’s going to own you and this entire city,
someday; and there isn’t anyone who can stop me.”

 

 



Epilogue:

Commissioner Loeb paced nervously back and forth. He had just
received a very disturbing phone call from not only the Mayor of
Gotham, but from a very influential constituent, who had been a key
player in Loeb’s promotion. He went to pick up the phone when the
door opened and the man he had been waiting for walked in.



“Where the hell have you been,” Loeb hissed at him. “My phone
hasn’t stopped ringing all morning. With Lyons arrest and Thorne
under investigation, I’ve not only had the Mayor on my back, but
our mutual business associate as well.”



D.A. Hughes stood by the closed door and looked at the Commissioner
with disdain, “Will you calm yourself. He just wants to know who
Lyons is working for. Once we get him in prison, we can have him
worked over with relative ease. My new assistant is perfect for the
job. Straight as an arrow and brilliant in dealing with this kind
of case. The guy has a real hate on for organized crime.”



“Yeah, but can you control him?”



“Piece o’ cake. The self-righteous do gooders are usually the
easiest to control. Just keep your cool; he should be here any
minute.”



There was a knock on the door and D.A. Hughes smiled. “Two o clock,
exactly when I told him to be here. See what I mean? Commissioner
Loeb, allow me to introduce Gotham’s newest and brightest Assistant
District Attorney,” he said as he opened the door.



A very handsome man in a well-tailored three-piece suit walked
through the door. He wore the same kind of confident, almost
arrogant smile that Hughes was wearing.



The new assistant stretched out his hand to the Commissioner and
flashed a cocky grin, “Hello Commissioner, my name is Harvey Dent,
and I’m at your service.”







The End?










Chapter 2
Gotham Nights


Gotham
Nights

By Charlie Wilkins

 

 



* Editor’s note: This story takes place after the Apokolips
Imperative & the upcoming miniseries: Gotham - City of the
Dead.





Gotham City, the Hyde Gotham Civic Centre,

Two hours from now, Vicki Vale:

The party was boring. It was the same old deal, the same old set
up, the same old people. Nothing new tonight except what they were
all celebrating. It was the first time that Gotham had been through
an alien invasion, an alien occupation, and a zombie infestation
that resulted in the city being declared a ‘No Man’s Land’. She
couldn’t imagine how Max Lord was able to stand up on that podium
and declare that zombies… Yes, zombies… Had forced the United
States government to seal up a once prosperous city.



“Vicki, darling!” Vicki Vale turned at the person that called out
her name, and then smiled when she saw who it was. This was her
third night back in the city, and at last she saw a familiar face
that actually knew her. What a face indeed. She’s had history with
this one. A history that is certainly uncomfortable for her to
recall. It’s that kind of history.



“Bruce Wayne, how about that…” Batman. He’s the Batman. His body
was like that of a chiselled God for Christ sake’s, how did she
miss it? Batman. Batman. The name echoed in her mind. She smiled as
he hugged her; surprised at the familiarity he presented himself to
her with. “This is a surprise…”



“What happened to you?” Bruce smiled that killer smile of his,
showing off his almost too perfect to be true teeth and his thin
lips, that chiselled chin, his striking cheek bones and the way his
chest felt pressed against hers… She knew what he’s asked, about
how she dropped off the map last year after that event with Hugo
Strange and those horrible, vicious murders… And that little bit
about her knowing his identity… She shook herself of the feeling,
and then smiled.



“I told Alfred to call you, but you weren’t living in your
apartment anymore… I was worried!” He said.



Worried? With his resources, if he really cared he would have been
able to find her within 24 hours. He’s Batman. Batman. Come on,
didn’t he even think about her?



“I moved, Bruce. Moved down to Gateway City because… well, good ol’
Gotham was getting to me. I was sick of being on the receiving end
of threats and hostage taking escapades. So I moved to the Gate and
picked up a job with the Gateway Mail. The pay was better than what
I was getting at the Gazette anyway and the villains… Well Gateway
doesn’t have it’s own hero so the villains weren’t of the masked
persuasion. I felt safer away from Gotham. I just had to clear my
head of certain things, you know?”



He smiled again, but not that killer smile of his, it was a weak
smile, forced almost. For a moment his stone cold façade of
perfection broke, and weakness seeped into the cracks. But then he
sighed slightly, and he was back, the smile corrected, and his eyes
piercing into hers.



“Do I. But you’re back now, is that it?” Bruce replied.



Batman. He’s Batman and he just showed weakness to me. Batman. Get
it in your head Vicki, he’s Batman and… He’s… Bruce.



“Yeah, the Gotham Gazette offered me my old job back, but with some
new perks. I’m back baby, so Gotham, look out!” She winked and
nudged him, and then for a moment she’s wondered if that little act
has scared him. His smile didn’t fade, it intensified, and he
laughed a second later.



“That sounds wonderful, Vicki. We should do lunch, an interview
maybe to nestle you into your new job? Something saucy…?” He smiled
as he spoke, and her eyes widened. He’s back. Bruce Wayne is back.
After his fiancée died that tragic afternoon two, three years back,
he had became a shell of a man but this humanity, this… He’s ok.
He’s really ok. But then his smile faded for a dark moment, and he
uttered more words. “And a talk about what we both know.”



“That’s all… I ever wanted. Look, here’s my new number…” She took
out a small card from her purse and smiled as he placed it in his
jacket pocket. “Give me a call? Your people call my… Me.” She
laughed and he smiled, his hand on her should for a moment,
lingering longer that it has to. “Bruce?”



He looked her in the eye again, his attention was all hers, a
momentary distraction passing. “Hmm?”



“You. Call me. Not Alfred.”



He smiled again and nodded. “I will.”

 

 



Wayne Manor,

Now, Bruce Wayne:

“Dick, you alright for tonight?” He smiled, for the moment meaning
it, as he slammed his gloved fist into the punching bag so hard it
swung back for a moment, only to swing back harder as his left fist
connected with more ferocity, causing the chain to shiver and shake
as it swung around. “You don’t have to come, but you know… It’s
always appreciated to have a friend around.” He was backtracking.
Julie hated that.



Dick smiled, throwing the batarangs at the assorted cardboard
targets of their greatest enemies, all assembled in a neat row
leaning against the wall of the cave. The Joker, Scarecrow, Mr
Freeze, Deadshot, Calendar Man, Poison Ivy, Harley Quinn and
Cornelius Stirk all up there. He threw them with expert precision,
his technique near infallible apart from the way his follow through
leaves him open to—No. Bruce knew he had to stop over analysing his
every move. He held his own in a way that amazed Bruce and he
believed in a few years, as he’d grow into his own man, his own
hero, he’d surpass him. No two ways about it. Bruce realized in
some ways he already had, with Dick’s creation of the Teen Titans,
and his recent joining forces with Superman, Wonder Woman, Aquaman
and the others to create this… Justice League he was a member of.
“If you need a chaperone, I’m game.”



He finished his training as a batarang tore through the cardboard
Joker target and dug into the wall. “But what about Alfred?”



“He’s visiting Leslie.” Bruce smiled as he stilled the moving
punching bag with his hand. “But he’ll find the tickets I placed in
his coat, and maybe he’ll make an appearance.”



Dick turned at his words, and arched his eyebrows. “You snuck some
tickets on him?”



“He didn’t want to come to the reopening of the Civic Centre. But
at least now he has an option. And a date.”



“Leslie?”



“She’s been working non-stop for the past year with the wounded
from the invasion, and then those poor souls running from those…
walking dead. She deserves an excuse to come out. Besides, it’s
very down key.”



Dick laughed, and picked up the batarangs he had just thrown. “Down
key?”



Bruce nodded, smiling. “Down key.”



“As in…”



“As in very few press, a few from the Gazette, but none from the
rags, and only the up and coming were invited. You know, the
‘elite’…” He shudder. “I hate that word.”



Dick shook his head, and his finger. “Ah, but Bruce Wayne is the
elite of Gotham, Bruce…” He shrugged. “My flight doesn’t leave till
tomorrow evening… I’m game.”

“Good.” Bruce replied as he walked over to the computer, and pulled
up some files. “Computer, activate watch signs program, and send
incoming calls to wrist transmitter.” He closed down the screen of
the large mainframe and smiled. “Done, time to get ready, I’m going
to have a shower upstairs, you alright down here?”



“Sure Bruce…” Dick placed the batarangs back in the armoury and
turned, grabbing his towel. “It’s… It’s good to be home. Without
any Parademons, boom tubes or riddles to bring us together… It
feels right.”



“It does.” Bruce nodded slowly. “It does indeed”

 

 



The Leslie Thompkins Clinic, Park Row,

Two hours ago, Alfred Pennyworth:

He didn’t. He wouldn’t. “Oh, Master Bruce, you did.” Alfred
muttered pulling the two tickets out of his pocket. He hadn’t
pressed the matter at the manor, but it seemed to Alfred that Bruce
really wanted him there, and Leslie too.



He knocked on the door of Leslie’s home, all worn down on the
outside but glowing inside with a radiance produced by the log fire
in the fireplace. Park Row has been hit the worse by all of the
events of the last year, entire blocks burnt down, knocked down.
Electricity still appeared to be out, even after all this time.
Typical Gotham City bureaucracy Alfred thought as Leslie opened the
door. She smiled as relief swept over her.



“Miss Leslie.” He smiled and bowed.



“Alfred, you made it… I hope there was no trouble getting
here?”



He shook his head. “None at all.”



“Do come in.” She replied moving her body to the side to allow him
to enter.



“I’m afraid not, Leslie. You’re coming out with me. Seems we have a
reopening to attend.” He produced the tickets as she blushed
slightly.



“Alfred, you should have called ahead, I’m nowhere near
ready…”



His smile widened. “We have time.”

 

 



Gotham City, the Hyde Gotham Civic Centre,

Two hours from now, Dick Grayson:

He hated it almost as much as Bruce did, coming to these places. He
doesn’t like the chance to enjoy himself; he doesn’t give himself
that luxury. Dick guessed. He will drift among the people with a
smile on his face, weakening his guard a little so that he can be,
human. Well, that’s what Dick Grayson thought, but wasn’t entirely
sure. He came back to Gotham to spend time at the manor, to help
clean up after the invasion, after all he’d been through, after all
that’s happened, he just wanted time away from New York, from Las
Vegas, He wanted to be home, where his family was. Bruce and
Alfred, that was. He had other family down at the circus. But here
he could call home.



He smiled as the red head passed by, and did a double take as she
winked at him. I shook his head and sipped his champagne, and then
looked around for Bruce. “Hopefully he’s having as much fun as me.”
Dick muttered turning around to a glimpse of the woman again, as
she’s looked at him. Dick thought she looked a bit older than him,
but in this time, in this lifestyle, looks can be deceiving when
you have a good surgeon and enough money for make up. Dick looked
away and wondered what was it with him and redheads?

 

 



Gotham City, the Hyde Gotham Civic Centre,

Two hours from now, Bruce Wayne:

“I hear you funded the building of that Hall that the Justice
League were building… Is it true Bruce?”



He looked at Harold Johnson for a moment, and took him in. He dealt
in real estate and he owed him money, so he made sure that Lucius
slowly took their business away from him. He didn’t like dealing
with deceivers and double dealers, and he loathed putting trust
into people who don’t keep their promises.



“I’m one of a group of backers, Harry.” Bruce smiled putting on the
charm. “I hear many organizations have decided to back the League,
to help them ‘settle’ in with whatever they needed. Besides, the
money I gave them has gone to charities, the League themselves
provided everything they needed. I hear Superman and the Martian
Manhunter mined a new form of metal off the moon to build the ‘Hall
of Justice’ as it’s been so cunningly named…” He sipped his drink;
the sparkling water went down well. He didn’t drink in public and
rarely even drank in private, so he wasn’t going to indulge at a
place like this, surrounded by people he didn’t like.



“I don’t like the look of that Martian.”



Bruce turned as a beautiful blonde woman walked towards Harold and
himself, smiling seductively. He recognized her from the rags, her
face plastered over them regularly. Daughter of a very rich father
and Bruce felt was a spoiled brat.



“He’s… he’s green, and come on, no one can really work that look,
can they? Julie Roberts can hardly pull off green chiffon, and I
can’t bare his green skin…”



“Rose. A pleasure.” Harold sneered.



He knew that Harold didn’t want to get on her bad side as he worked
for her father. I wonder if he owes him money too? Bruce thought as
Harold bowed and kissed her hand She smiled smugly, and then turned
to face Bruce.



She moved her hand down his chest and Bruce grimaced without her
noticing. She looked up at him for a moment and he smiled, and then
her lips parted. “Bruce, darling.”



“Rose.” He bowed slightly as well while he ignored her offered
hand. She moved it away, irritated but trying not to play it off.
“I think you’ll find… That the Martian Manhunter is one of the
greatest heroes this world has ever had, alien or otherwise.”



“Yes, but he’s just that, isn’t he? Alien.” She shuddered
dramatically. “Disgusting.”



He rolled his eyes at her. “Superman’s an alien as well, did you
know? It’s common knowledge that he’s not human. What do you think
of him then?”



“Well Superman’s different, isn’t he? He looks…”



He clenched his fist, and tilted his head. “You’re a racist. And a
xenophobe.” She looked at him, a small amount of horror spread
across her features.



“My—”



“And I have just seen someone who I actually like, so if you excuse
me Rose, I bid you adieu. Harry, we’ll speak later, is that ok?”
Bruce said, as Harry stood there stunned with the hint of a smile
on the edge of his lips. “Vicki! Darling!”

 

 



Jackie Montague Catering Services,

One hour ago, Maxwell Montague:

“Come on people, we’re in a hurry! We need to pack all this stuff
up!” Max rued the day he agreed to take over his mom’s company. I
wanted to be a doctor. Not a caterer, but she needed this to be in
the family, she didn’t want it to be a label any company could
plaster onto their vans and take off with. Montague Catering
services, Mother and son, much to his chagrin. Jackie Montague was
the caterer to the stars. Ever since his mother was a teenager, she
would run to the patisseries and pick up orders, and then that grew
to her baking her own top of the range baking goods and then
delivering them to studios, to parties, and now it’s his job, to
employ cooks and waiters, to make sure that the high standard that
has been set up stayed like it was.



“Maxie, we’re all packed up!” Max nodded and smiled to his
assistant Nancy and then looked over to the front door as someone
knocked hard on the wooden frame. “Shall I get it?”



“I need to pick up some papers from my office, then we can set off,
just tell them to come back later, alright?” Max smiled and hurried
to his office, hoping that all his staff would turn up at the Hyde
Civic tonight for the gala ball reopening. He’d heard Bruce Wayne
would be there. And Rose Hilter. This could be their return to the
big time. He looked at the files on his desk and contemplated what
they meant. Max considered signing over the company to Nancy. She’d
been doing this as long as he had and he really thought she could
do well in this position. With his mothers’ money, he was pretty
much set up for the rest of his life. But there was always this
necessity for them to keep coming. He didn’t really know why and he
didn’t want to think about it. But he did it anyway and he would
just smiled. Max might be getting out of here sooner than he
thought.



“M-Maxie?” Max looked up at Nancy and smiled. Then his eyes widened
as the man clad in green behind her came into view. “I—I couldn’t…
C-Couldn’t stop them…”



“Nancy, it’s alright…” Max looked up to the others, and then
glanced to his own hand, which slowly moved into his desk drawer,
looking for his gun. Gotham’s not a safe city, and Max knew that.
“Who are you?”



“My name is inconsssequential. I am here to relieve you of
tonightsss busssinesss.” The man spoke with a lisp, and Max didn’t
think it was a natural one. Max felt the cold metal beneath his
hand and tighten his grip. “Pleasssse don’t make thisss any harder
than it hasss to be.”



Max gritted his teeth. “Let her go.”



“Of courssse.” The man pushed Nancy at the desk and Max pulled the
weapon, too slow though as the man raised his own weapon, and two
darts shoot into Max’s body and caused him to collapse in agony.
“You ssshouldn’t have done that Maxxxie. The venom that courssses
through your… Oh screw this, the venom that courses through your
viens is of the deadliest cobra known to man, alright? You’ll be
dead within moments, but don’t worry, we’re not gonna’ kill your
woman, we’re just going to remove… the blight on Gotham’s social
hierarchy. My men and I represent Kobra, and we’re going to show
the world that no one is safe…”



Max blacked out for a moment. And then his eyes opened wide.
“Please, don’t… hurt her…”

 

 



Gotham City, the Hyde Gotham Civic Centre,

Two hours from now, Bruce Wayne:

Bruce hurried over to Vicki; anything to get away from that
horrible woman with Harry. He liked Vicki. She always spoke to him
as someone who didn’t care if he was rich. Bruce liked her, and he
always tried to be interviewed by her whenever he had to be. She
looked at him for a moment and then he hugged her. And Bruce
remembered why she left. “Bruce Wayne, how about that…” He released
her, and smiled. She had a look of shock in her eyes. “This is a
surprise…”



He asked the questions he thought Bruce Wayne would. He couldn’t
tell her ‘I know you moved away for a year or so because I’m
Batman.’ So he asked the questions he had to. “What happened to
you?” Bruce smiled. She looked at him for a moment, seemingly
mesmerised, but then shook her head, smiling. Bruce continued. “I
told Alfred to call you, but you weren’t living in your apartment
anymore… I was worried!” Of course Bruce really was worried about
her. He didn’t call her because his act, his “façade” of Bruce
Wayne, wouldn’t allow him. He needed to take back control. Bruce is
not the mask, Batman is. It’s a mantle he can pass down, to Dick,
maybe. No. He’s Nightwing.



“I moved, Bruce. Moved down to Gateway City because… Well, good ol’
Gotham was getting at me. I was sick of being on the receiving end
of threats and hostage taking escapades. So I moved to the Gate and
picked up a job with the Gateway Mail. The pay was better than what
I was getting at the Gazette anyway and the villains… Well Gateway
doesn’t have it’s own hero so the villains aren’t of the masked
persuasion. I felt safer away from Gotham, you know?” Bruce watched
her pause for a moment, and her smile seemed to weaken. “And I had
to clear my head of certain things.”



He smiled slightly. Of course he knew what she meant. He fights
these creatures every night and is worse for wear because of it.
Bruce became depressed in his own darkness, lost in his own
shadows, not trusting anyone. He even went so far as to push Dick
away; Alfred too. Even Jim Gordon who Bruce has the utmost respect
for, and he came to see that his mask was taking over his life. He
saw this in his own reflection when he confronted The Reaper. Bruce
could become him if he didn’t control himself, if he didn’t keep
the line between darkness and light distinct. Bruce Wayne is light,
Batman is dark, but they ultimately are the same person, so the
lines blur slightly. A bit of Bruce in Batman, a seed of Batman in
Bruce. He looked her in the eye and smiled. “Do I. But you’re back
now, is that it?” And of course he knew that she trusts him. Even
though he nearly killed her under the influence of Hugo Strange’s
psychic virus. Damn. A loose end not tied.



She took him in for another moment, and then nodded. “Yeah, the
Gotham Gazette offered me my old job back, but with some new perks.
I’m back baby, so Gotham, look out!” She winked at Bruce and then
nudged his shoulder. Bruce paused for a moment, remembering why he
enjoyed her company so much. He smiled for a moment then laughed.
Then he paused, thinking suddenly why am I doing that? It’s not
false, I’m enjoying myself. I’m having fun.“That sounds
wonderful, Vicki. We should do lunch. An interview, maybe one to
nestle you into your new job? Something saucy…?” She nodded and
Bruce smiled. He felt whole now. “And a talk about what we both
know.” She passed him a piece of paper.



“That’s all… I ever wanted. Look, here’s my new number. Give me a
call? Your people call my… Me.” She laughed and Bruce smiled. He
placed his hand on her shoulder, taking her in as she took him in.
He was lost for a moment, and then she brought him back.
“Bruce?”



He was all hers; he took his concentration off of profiling her
into… being with her. “Hmm?”



“You. Call me. Not Alfred.”



“I will.” He wasn’t lying like he did to others. Bruce really
thought he would call her himself. She walked away from him, and he
just stood there for a moment, watching her as she left. He turned
to see Dick over by the bar, a red head in his sights. Bruce smiled
to myself and looked around. Something tickled his spine as he
thought it through. Then his eyes widened. All the waiters had
beards. How strange. And all the men had bodies like the kind of
people who trained down at the gym every day. Bruce knew Maxie, the
guy who ran the catering service and he only hires students for the
serving jobs. He can pay them less (still quite a lot for a student
job, of course) and they’re more willing to learn than older
people. So these bearded, body built waiters are out of the norm.
Bruce walked into the darkest corner of the ballroom and leaned
against the wall. As he moved his hand to his ear and pressed the
flesh color earpiece that he had hidden behind it, he whispered
something to the watch on his other hand. “Search, Kobra K. Naga.
Cobra C.” A computerised voice whispered into his ear.



“Sightings in Las Vegas, Bludhaven, the dock side of known Kobra
associates.”



Hmm. Maybe. Just maybe.

 

 



Gotham City, the Hyde Gotham Civic Centre,

Two hours from now, Dick Grayson:

Bruce stood in the darkest corner of the Centre ballroom and Dick
could tell that something was wrong. He excused himself from the
conversation with, well he didn’t learn her name. He strolled over
to where Bruce was, placing his still quite full glass of champagne
on a bearded mans plate. The man grunted at him. Dick stood next to
Bruce, and he could see he was become stiffer, edgier,
already.



“It’s the beards, isn’t it?” Bruce looked at Dick and nodded, his
eyes like slits.



“Kobra. Maybe. No verification yet. I haven’t seen Maxie
either.”



“It’s the lack of students, isn’t it? That’s what blared out to you
something’s not right?”



Bruce looked at him and smiled. “You’re thinking like a detective
Dick, keep it up.”



“What now?”



He looked around for a moment, mentally counting the amount of
waiters on the floor, and the exits to the outside. He could tell
there was going to be trouble. “Verification.”



Dick grimaced. “Meaning?”



Bruce nodded slowly. “I think you know.”



Dick smiled as he loosened up his collar and ruffled up his
sleeves. “I guess I do. Drunken son of playboy act number five,
coming up.”



Bruce loosened his own tie for a moment, and then grimaced. “Good
work. I’m calling Alfred.”



“Master Bruce, Master Dick.” The two of them turned as the English
manservant of the Wayne family spoke. Leslie Thompkins smiling
weakly behind him. “I have just come from the men’s bathrooms,
incomplete I might add… Some foolish provider of funds didn’t cover
rebuilding the plumbing in the toilets. I think the initials of the
man… BW? I cannot remember, I’m afraid. It’d be awful if someone
entered through there, don’t you think? I assume it’s the
beards?”



Leslie arches an eyebrow. “Beards?”



“Dick’s about to verify. Get Leslie out of here, call
Gordon.”



“Yes sir.”

 

 



Gotham City, the Hyde Gotham Civic Centre,

Two hours from now, Vicki Vale:

It’s on. Vicki got the interview of her life and she couldn’t
release it or give it to anyone because if she did then lives would
be ruined. Bruce’s, Dick’s, Alfred; all the people of Gotham. And
that weight on her shoulders pushes her down. She’s got a story for
tomorrows front page though. Rose Hilter can’t handle alcohol. She
just socked Harold Johnson in the corridor outside, called him a
Martian son of a bitch. Dave better have photos, or Vicki could
just call in a favour with the security camera providers. Get some
screen captures from the feed. She looked around and saw Dick
stumble toward one of the waiters and ask for another drink. She
approached the scene, wary of something going on. Grayson hasn’t
had more than one glass tonight; she’d been keeping an eye on him.
Then something else clicked. Batman had a sidekick, didn’t
he?



“I’d like another drink please.” He held onto the waiter’s sleeve.
The bearded man grunted something indistinguishable, probably
foreign.



“You’ve had enough sir…”



Dick jerked up, his finger pointing towards the ceiling. “I’ll be
the shudge of that…” He stumbled back, and yanked the white sleeve
off the man’s arm, falling to the ground with a bump as he hit.
Vicki looked at the man; his bulging muscles on show. The thing
that piqued her interest was the tattoo on the man’s arm. “You
might be right.” Dick mumbled. Vicki walked over to Dick and
smiled.



“Oh Dick, darling, you said you wouldn’t drink anymore…” Dick
looked at Vicki and smiled. Bruce must have told him that she knew
his secret.



“Well y’see… I didn’t… I think I need some air…” She supported him,
his arm over her shoulder, and she was surprised at how little work
she had to do. He wasn’t dead weight at all, which he should be,
‘considering’. Vicki helped him to the front door and she saw
Alfred Pennyworth smile as she helped Dick down the steps.



“Ah, Ms Vale, I’m so sorry for his ruining of your evening, he’s
been through quite a lot over the past year, what with the troubles
with some friends of his in New York. Very upsetting.” He smiled
and helped Dick into the car, and then turned to the main doors of
the building. Just the Bruce Wayne burst through. “Sir?”
Bruce?



“Ridiculous!” He shook his head, looked over to Pennyworth, then to
Vicki. He seemed to relax slightly. “Vicki! Ah, I’m afraid I’m
leaving. I’ve had enough. Roger Sykes just said something quite
rude about me and I didn’t want to confront him on it.” Bruce bowed
slightly, took her hand, and gently kissed it. “I will call you
tomorrow.”



She smiled slightly. “Please do.” He stepped into the car. Alfred
smiled to her, got into the drivers seat, and then the car vanished
into the night. Vicki sighed slightly and returned to the party. It
was going to get a lot more boring now that the only highlight of
her night had left. She stepped through the threshold of the
ballroom and was pulled to the side by a man clad in green, his
eyes glowing red through the slits in his mask. She could see
across the ballroom. About a dozen men were all clad in the same
uniform, their waiters uniforms scattered across the floor. The men
and women of the party were all on their knees. Vicki sobbed
slightly and she couldn’t help but cry out in surprise when the man
whispered something in her ear with his forked tongue. “I am Ganan
of Kobra, and am here by ordersss of Lord Naga himssself. Make
peaccce with your godsss, woman, you are about to meet them.” The
light flickered slightly as he put his gun barrel to Vicki’s head.
She began to shake as she heard his gloves creak as he moved his
finger over the trigger. He looked up at the ceiling then his eyes
widened as they turned off completely. “What isss… What is this?
Kelar, I thought you secured the generator?”



Another man turned at his name, and shook his head. “Gustaf is
there, he… he is in charge of the generator…”



“What is… What’s going on?”



The entrance exploded in light as the two wooden doors flew off
their hinges, and a blanket of smoke swept out onto the ballroom
floor. Vicki smiled slightly as the black and grey clad figure of
Batman appeared, accompanied by Nightwing. She smiled as she
remembered seeing Batman and Robin in action together. She nodded
as it all clicked together. Robin was obviously now Nightwing. He
had graduated from his original identity into his own. “Hello,
ladies and gentlemen, storm troopers of Kobra.” Nightwing smiled as
he spook. “We’ll be beating you up tonight, so please, enjoy the
evening while you can.” She saw Batman smile slightly as Nightwing
talked, and then on some unseen signal they both moved; heroes of
the night. They’re back. Bruce Wayne; Dick Grayson. Batman and
Nightwing.

 

 



Wayne Manor

Now, Bruce Wayne:

“Sure Bruce…” Dick placed the batarangs back in the armoury and
turned, grabbing his towel. “It’s… It’s good to be home. Without
any Parademons, boom tubes or riddles to bring us together… It
feels right.”



Bruce smiled. “It does.” He nodded slowly. “It does indeed.”



“Then why are activating the computer to tell you when trouble
arises?”



Bruce laughed, and then looked at the grey uniform laid out on the
table opposite the computer. “Because Dick, you of all people
should know… It always does.”








End.










Chapter 3
For Love and Money


For Love and
Money

By Brian Burchette and Chris Paugh

 

 



Bullock:

I hate this city. I hate the crime and the corruption and the way
that it takes your soul and drags it through the muck until you
feel as filthy as the trash-strewn streets of Crime Alley. Not to
mention the increasing number of freaks that seems to be popping up
on an almost daily basis. Funny thing is, this is exactly the kind
of town I used to love working in. I mean, let’s face it, a cop’s
salary really sucks. If you’re going to survive on it, you’ve got
to know whose palms to grease and just how close to the edge you
can play without falling off. Lately, though, it’s been getting
confusing. I’ve either lost my instincts or the lines have become
so blurred that I can’t tell what’s actually right or wrong
anymore. Hell, maybe I’m just losing interest in playing the
game.



Two days ago I watched the Bertinelli warehouse burn down.
Twenty-four hours later, it was a building owned by Moroni. Rumor
has it that The Batman was seen inside right before it collapsed.
Can’t say I’d be shedding too many tears if he had bit it, but
there wasn’t a single body found. Gordon called that one in. He
knew it was happening before he even arrived. Told me he’d gotten
an anonymous call. Yeah, bat call, if you want my opinion.



James Gordon. Hmm. Now there’s a guy that amazes me. Idealistic,
determined, sees everything as black and white. You got your guys
in white and your guys in black, and there ain’t any room for the
gray guys. How that shmuck made it this far is beyond me. He needs
to take his perfect wife and perfect kid and move to Metropolis or
Keystone, a city where the sun actually shines.



I should eat something, but I’m not in the mood to get my butt out
of my chair yet. Should though, cause really need to clean this
pigsty up. It reeks of stale beer and cigars. Half eaten pizza sits
on the counter from last night. Should throw that away, I guess.
I’m considering moving from my spot when I hear it come over the
police scanner.



“All units in the vicinity of Port Adams respond to a possible
11-71. Fire units have been dispatched. Repeat, all units in the
vicinity of Port Adams, respond to a possible 11-71.”



That’s Gordon’s voice. Another anonymous tip, I bet. I’m off duty,
but I’ll be damned if I’m going to sit around on this one. It’s
another fire call, and I know it’s tied in somehow. I get up and
make my way to the door. I trip on an empty beer can and almost
fall on my face. Maybe next time I should turn some lights on. Nah,
why bother.

 

 



Gordon:

You know I love this city. Very few people see what I do when they
look at it. They see the crime and the corruption; what’s on the
surface. Me, I see what has always lain underneath that. I see a
beautiful rose of a city that is crying out to be given the chance
to bloom. Okay, that may sound corny, and I sure wouldn’t say it to
out loud to anyone, but trust me, it’s true. I step through the
door of my apartment to the sounds of my infant son crying. He’s
unhappy about something, but even his cries have to make me grin.
James Gordon, Jr. is one of the things I am most proud of in my
life. Well, him and my daughter Barbara.



“I thought you were coming home early tonight?” It’s a simple
question asked by my wife, Barb, but there is an edge in her tone.
It tells me right away that it’s going to be one of those
nights.



“Sorry dear,” I reply casually as I give her a peck on the cheek.
“This arson case is taking up a lot of my time, but once it’s
solved, things will get back to normal.”



She lets out a small snort as she picks up the baby and begins to
bounce him in her arms. “Normal? This is normal, Jim? For the last
year, this has been your version of normal.”



Well, so much for hoping that I could avoid this. Here we go again.
“I know, I know. I thought things would slow down after the whole
invasion thing last year, but it hasn’t. I understand that, and I
understand that you’ve been carrying the load here at home. I
promise you, though, that things will get better. You’ve just got
to trust me.”



She turns and walks away from me. I don’t blame her. I could have
phoned that in, since it’s the same thing I’ve told her for well
over a year now. She doesn’t get it, and I can’t blame her for
that, either. She doesn’t see what this city could be; she just
sees what’s on the surface, just like all the rest of them. I’m
beginning to think that I’ll never be able to show her, and if I
can’t… well… I’m not sure what chance we have.



“Barbara…” I start to go after her, to explain again for the
millionth time, when the phone rings. I check the caller ID and see
that it’s a private call. My heart starts racing. My gut already
tells me who this is. I pick it up and identify myself.



“James Gordon, there is an incident happening at Port Adams. The
arsonist known as Firefly is striking again, as I speak. You may
want to get down there as soon as you can.”



The phone goes dead. It was him. Well not him, but someone who
works for him. Someone that is hiding an accent, I’ve figured out.
Don’t know how I know that, but anytime he calls, I always get this
feeling that he’s working too hard to sound American. I don’t dwell
on it though, because in the back of my mind I realize that it’s
part of a mystery that I might not want to figure out.



I hang up the phone and turn to see her staring at me, holding
little Jimmy, her eyes telling me that she knows what I’m going to
say. They look accusing and I can’t hold the gaze. I fold like a
house of cards. I walk around her and grab my jacket. I’m feeling
ashamed, but I’m not sure exactly why.



“You could at least ask for a raise,” she snaps as I head for the
door. “For all the hours that you put in, you deserve a lot more
then what they give you.”



“It’s not about the money…” I start to reply, but she cuts me
off.



“No, it’s about doing what’s right, what needs to be done. I’ve
heard it before, Jim. Too bad doing what’s right doesn’t put food
in your son’s mouth.”



“I’ll be back as quick as I can, but don’t wait up.”



As I shut the door I hear her reply and it cuts me deep. “Don’t
worry; I stopped waiting up a long time ago.”

 

 



Bullock:

By the time I get there, it’s practically over. Gordon and some of
Gotham’s finest are taking that Lyons guy into custody. It’s
obvious that the Bat has been here. Two other units are bringing
out cuffed men and walking them down the plank. I recognize two of
them. They’re some of Thorne’s men. How about that! This is one of
Thorne’s ships and ten to one he’s got cargo that he’s not going to
want us to see. Thank the right for the probable cause law. We may
be able to do this without a search warrant.



Gordon’s walking up to me. I pretend not to see him, trying to walk
in another direction, but he just picks up his pace and blocks my
path, huge grin on his face.



“Looks like we’ve got our arsonist,” he says. “Thorne’s men have
been put under arrest for carrying concealed weapons without a
permit and I’ve got one of my men on his way here with a search
warrant signed by Judge Wiepert. We’re doing this one by the
book.”



He emphasizes the word ‘book’ as if it were a warning directed to
me. I don’t really give a rat’s ass. “Sounds good,” I mumble as I
walk away. I really can’t stand being around him for more then a
few minutes.



I join the search after the warrant arrives and sure enough, the
cargo holds are filled to the top with illegal weapons of all
shapes and sizes. I watch Gordon beam like a kid on Christmas
morning. Can’t say that I’m too sad for Thorne. As crime bosses go,
he’s one of the worst. At least Falcone has a certain sense of
honor to him. Thorne lost that a long time ago.



I hear Gordon tell his men that he’s going to get his arrest
warrant and head over to Rupert Thorne’s home. If he was any more
excited he’s probably have a stroke. Yet, I have to admit, once in
a great while his enthusiasm does become contagious. There are
moments that he makes me believe that a small amount of good men
could turn this city around. Then reality hits and I become fully
aware that James Gordon probably won’t live to see New Years day at
this rate. I head back home.



When I get to my door, I see that it is slightly open. Cursing
under my breath I draw my weapon and walk in carefully, keeping my
back to the wall of the hallway. I go through the apartment inch by
inch, but I find no one. Someone was here, though, cause there’s a
piece of paper lying on my rumpled pillow. I pick it up and read
it. It’s short, sweet, and right to the point:



I know what you’ve done. I’ll be in touch.



I look at the note a few times wondering who left it. Could be a
number of people. In this city it’s not a short list of people who
could manage to break into a cop’s apartment undetected. Everybody
is out for something and, in this neighborhood; everyone would just
look the other way if they walked out with everything I had which
ain’t much. I look out the window and spot the Batman swinging
across the rooftops, several blocks over, headed towards Gordon's
part of town. I wonder… I crumple it up and throw it in the trash,
sitting down hard on the edge of my bed. I wipe the sweat off my
brow. Damn I hate this city.

 

 



Gordon:

What a night! Firefly is off the streets, and crime boss Rupert
Thorne is on his way to jail on smuggling charges. The look on his
face was priceless. And the fact that I got to arrest him in public
at his favorite restaurant, with Sal “The Boss” Maroni watching,
was just icing on the cake. Its nights like this that make me
believe that this city will come back someday, stronger and more
beautiful then ever. It’s also nights like this that I believe in
masked vigilantism. This wouldn’t have been possible without him. I
don’t care what anybody says, he is the best thing that has come
out of this city in a long time.



I walk through my apartment door at about four-thirty in the
morning. The place is quiet, except for the steady breathing of my
wife. The guilt rises in me again, but I quickly squash it. There’s
no reason to feel guilt on a night like this. It’s a night to
celebrate, and I do, pouring myself a scotch neat.



I walk out onto the fire escape and listen to the sounds of the
city. The guilt rises again and this time I acknowledge it. I
really can’t hide it anymore. Anyway, Barbara’s already figured it
out; she’s just not saying it. I’m having an affair, at least in my
heart. Gotham is my mistress, and my love for her is as genuine and
strong as my love for my family. Barbara knows this, and she’s
jealous. I can’t blame her really, but I can’t change how I feel. I
can make things up to her though.



I hear sirens in the distance and for a second I get the feeling
that I’m not alone. I’m being watched. I look up to the roof across
the alley and I see him standing there. His cape is billowing in
the breeze and he nods in my direction. Then he turns and
disappears, gone into the shadows of the early morning. I smile to
myself as I take a sip of the liquor. Damn I love this city.







The End.










Batman & Detective Comics both resume their regular
schedules in October with exciting new story-lines from the new
ongoing creative teams!



Plus, do not miss the debut of Gotham City of the Dead.
Just when you thought Gotham had endured enough during the Crisis,
along comes… zombies? The special 4 part weekly event begins Oct.
4th!
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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
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	House of
Mystery #1 (2006)
Happy Halloween! DC2 Universe presents a collection of ten tales
featuring your favorite horror and supernatural characters such as
Doctor Occult, The Phantom Stranger and many more!



	


DC2
Showcase Holiday Special (2006)
Seasons greetings from the DC2!

Take a peek at several tales that span across the DC2 universe
this holiday season. It's a time for celebrating with family &
friends, spreading good cheer, and maybe a few surprises along the
way!



	


Crisis: The
Apokolips Imperative (2006)
This is it! The collected first mega-event to rock the DC2
Universe as the eternal struggle between The New Gods and the
forces of Darkseid comes to Earth!



	


DC2
Showcase #1 (2006)
The classic anthology title that started the silver age makes
its DC2 debut. Showcase kicks off DC2’s second sensational year
with four brand new tales from every corner of the DC2
universe:

Mechanical Dreams: Part 1 (of 3)

Written by: Legacy:

A familiar character makes their DC2 debut with a tale that reveals
his traumatic origin. Find out who it is in part one of a
three-part tale.

Batman: Curfew

Written by: Kevin Hill:

When three young boys are caught out after dark, they discover that
their only hope of rescue from the horrors of Gotham City lie in
the hands of the modern myth, the Batman!

Blue Devil: Hollywood Nights: Part 1 (of 3)

Written by: John Elbe:

A soap star, a reality TV actress wannabe, and a script doctor, all
share a house in West Beverly Hills with Daniel Patrick Cassidy, a
special effects/stuntman who is about to accept the role that will
change his life forever on the new movie, Blue Devil.

Superman: Obituary: Part 1 (of 3)

Written by: Julian Balrup:

After the recent grueling battle that was Crisis, Superman begins
to evaluate his life and decides to take it upon himself to write
his own Obituary. Writing as Clark Kent, he chronicles key moments
in his life that shaped him to become the hero that we know him to
be.



	


DC2
Showcase #2 (2006)
The new DC2 anthology series continues…

Mechanical Dreams: Part 2 (of 3)

Written by: Robert Harding

The DC2 introduction of Victor Stone continues. His life has been
turned upside down as the mechanical dream turns into a
nightmare!

Rip Hunter Lives!

Written by: Charlie Wilkins

One man travels alone in the time stream, all but lost to the
world, until he's dragged into something that even he doesn't
understand on the outskirts of eternity itself! Meet the new Rip
Hunter as he meets the old Linear Men... Pulp action at it's
finest!

Blue Devil: Hollywood Nights: Part 2 (of 3)

Written by: John Elbe

Daniel Cassidy’s life appears to be looking up when he has two
beautiful women fighting over him and Blue Devil the movie is back
in production. But, a freak accident on the set reveals how far
someone is willing to go to get a movie made in Hollywood. Will
Cassidy pay for it with his soul?

Superman: Obituary: Part 2 (of 3)

Written by: Julian Balrup

Clark has had a trial by fire, now he has a brush with the skies.
Clark begins to decide how he wants to use his powers. He wonders
should he use them to be mankind's savior or its ruler...



	


House
of Mystery #2 (2007)
Happy Halloween! DC2 Universe presents a collection of nine
tales featuring your favorite horror and supernatural characters
such as Doctor Occult, The Shade and many more!



	


DC2
Special #3: A Very DC2 Christmas (2007)
The staff of DC2 come together again to give you a little taste
of the holiday spirit in several stories that run the gamut of
emotions. Join us as we give you our Christmas present.



	


DC2
Showcase #3 (2007)
The conclusion to Showcase volume one is finally here!

Mechanical Dreams: Part 3 (of 3)

Written by: Robert Harding

His life has been turned upside down by those closest to him but
now he realizes what he has been made into and what will come next.
As a great terror spreads through Vic Stone's life, he must decide
what path to take and more critically, whose side will he join.
This is the end of the beginning. Welcome Vic Stone, to the
DC2.

Blue Devil: Hollywood Nights: Part 3 (of 3)

Written by: John Elbe

After being blasted with supernatural energy Dan Cassidy is trapped
in the Blue Devil suit. He is now in the battle of his life on the
movie set as the cameras film everything. When it’s over his life
will be changed forever. Will he be able to embrace his destiny
when he discovers the truth about why he has become Blue Devil?



	


House
of Mystery #3 (2008)
Happy Halloween! DC2 Universe presents a collection of six tales
featuring your favorite horror and supernatural characters such as
Deadman, The Phantom Stranger and many more!



	


DC2
Special #4: DC2 Holiday Special (2008)
DC2 Special #4: DC2 Holiday Special.

Spend some time with the both writers and artists of the DC2
& DC3 as they celebrate Christmas with several heartwarming
tales... and one tale starring Ambush Bug.

If this doesn't put you in the holiday spirit, then your name
must be Scrooge!



	


House
of Mystery #4 (2009)
Happy Halloween! DC2 Universe presents a collection of four
tales featuring your favorite horror and supernatural characters
such as Man-Bat, The Phantom Stranger and many more!



	


DC2
Special #5: Another DC2 Christmas Special (2009)
Join the staff of DC2 as we celebrate another year of holiday
cheer with several short stories and vignettes that will take you
from a certain farm house in Kansas all the way to the very halls
of the DC2 offices in New York City.



	


Weird
Western Spectacular #1 (2010)
To commemorate the new Jonah Hex film, a stable of the writers
for DC2 joined together to create not just a celebration of
everyone's favorite ugly as sin bounty hunter but a plethora of Old
West heroes and heroines as well.



	


DC2
Special #6: The Naughty and Nice List (2010)
DC2 presents our annual holiday special featuring tales that
span the DC2 Universe proper as well as our DC3 multiverse and
Elseworlds. Enjoy and Happy Holidays!



	


DC2
Special #7: The Ghosts of Christmases Past (2011)
DC2 Special: The Ghosts of Christmases Past.

Join the writers and artists of the DC2 comics fanfiction
community in celebrating the holidays with this collection of
superhero tales that explore the joys of the season.
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