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The fog was coming up off the water as the two men dragged the body
towards the docks. They were looking around quickly, checking to
make sure that they were not seen. The body they were dragging was
a shop owner who had chosen the wrong place and the wrong time to
stand up for himself. They had only one more alley to give them
cover, and then it would be up to them to get the body dumped
before anyone would see them.

In their own defense, they had done this so many times; it was like
breathing to them. So much so, that they had become complacent in
the job. In fact, they were so at ease with the procedure that they
didn’t even notice the man standing at the end of the alley until
it was almost too late.



“What the hell,” one shouted as he jumped at the sight of the
older, balding gentleman. “You scared the crap out of me.”



The other one looked at the man suspiciously, “Our buddy here is
just a little plastered. We’re trying to get him home before his
old lady starts gettin’ worried.”



The first one peered at the fellow who was stepping out of the
darkness of the shadows. “Hey, look at this guy, Sal! He’s holding
some kind of dummy.”



“Shut up, you’se,” the mannequin snapped, a little machine gun
popping up in his hands. “Drop the gody and step gack against the
wall.”



They both stood and looked at this man and his puppet, and then the
one called Sal turned to his partner, “What’s a gody?”



“I believe my employer meant to say, body. He has a bit of a
problem with his b’s.”



“Shut up you gald idiot,” the mannequin snapped at the one holding
him.



Another moment of silence before Sal spoke, “Who the hell are
you?”



The dummy spoke, “Not that it’s gonna matter to either of you’se,
gut they call me Scarface, and I’ve geen hired to do a job, see. To
take out your goss and anyone connected to him, see. And guess
what, you’se is connected to him.”



First Sal, and then the other one began to laugh out loud. “This
town seems to have more freaks in it by the hour,” he said as he
dropped his hold on the dead shop owner and reached for his
gun.



The small machine gun fired rapidly, the bullets hitting the two
thugs and making a muted wet sound as they entered the bodies. The
man with the wire rimmed glasses and the puppet watched them both
fall, a look of shock on each of their faces.



“W… we better get out of here, Mr. Scarface.”



“Yeah, and listen you numgskull, if you ever correct me in front of
a hit again, I’ll stop what I’m doin' and plug you full of lead!
You got that?”



“Y… Y… Yes, Mr. Scarface. I promise it won’t happen again.”

 

 



To say that Bruce Wayne hated social events like the one he was
attending would not be entirely accurate. There was a part of him
that had to admit it was occasionally a necessary evil. As much as
he could accomplish as Batman, sometimes it took this persona to
gleam information that he would not possibly come by any other way;
especially since many of Gotham’s elite happened to be powerful and
corrupt or were in the back pockets of those said people. Case in
point, as Bruce played with his champagne flute and flittered with
a vacant eyed heiress, his eyes never left Carmine Falcone who
seemed to be the center of attention at this gathering to help
those who were still trying to rebuild there homes after last years
crisis. Falcone had donated over a million dollars at the
fundraiser. What he found to be the most interesting were not the
people who flocked to the mob bosses side, as much as those who
intentionally avoided him. He had watched a couple of judges as
well as Commissioner Loeb himself, go out of the way to avoid him.
Yet, their eyes always went back to Falcone; always watching him,
as if waiting for him to give them some kind of sign.



“… And this gentleman here is Gotham City’s own ‘golden child’,
Bruce Wayne,” came the voice of the Mayor. “Bruce, allow me to
introduce you to Gotham’s newest Assistant D.A., Harvey
Dent.”



Bruce turned and examined the man who held out his hand to him.
Handsome fellow, he thought immediately; holds himself with
confidence, possibly a bit too much by his swagger. Looking at the
wedding ban and noting the bit of white skin showing underneath it,
he judged the man to have been married for several years now. There
was intensity in his eyes, though. That, Bruce understood. Harvey
Dent was a man of conviction, and that impressed the billionaire
more then anything.



He took hold and shook Harvey’s hand, “Very pleased to meet you,
Mr. Dent.”



“Please call me Harvey.”



“Harvey. So what do you think of our city, so far?”



“I think I’m going to be a very busy man,” he replied with a grim
face. “… And that suits me just fine.”



“I heard you’re in charge of both the Lyons and Thorne crimes. D.A.
Hughes must have a lot of faith in you to give you such high
profile cases. I hear that Thorne was able to get out on
bail.”



Dent took a sip of his drink as his face turned red. “Yes, I fought
for no bail; due to his wealth and possible flight risk,
unfortunately the judge felt otherwise.”



“Yes, Judge Vicula has quite a record when it comes to crime
bosses, doesn’t he?”



The newest member of the Prosecutors office put his empty glass
down and eyed Bruce carefully for a moment. “Yes, he does. You say
that as though you are not surprised by it. You know, I never go
into any situation without knowing all that I can about its
history. History is very important, don’t you think? When I took
this job I researched this city night and day, for nearly a month
before I arrived. I read a lot about you and your family. Funny
thing is, from all I’ve read, I never got the feeling that you were
all that interested in justice as much as you were in fast cars and
women.”



Their eyes locked and for a moment neither said a word, then Bruce
spoke quietly, “Just goes to show you that sometimes the history
books can be a little slanted. My father believed very strongly in
this city, and this apple doesn’t fall far from the tree.”



As he spoke, he glanced over again at Falcone, who was whispering
quietly to one of his lieutenants. As they spoke, a plump waiter
interrupted them with offerings of more champagne. Bruce’s eyes
narrowed for a moment before he turned his attention back to his
new acquaintance.



“I would be very interested in hearing your thoughts on not only
Judge Vicula but anything else that an outstanding member of this
community could tell me. Perhaps I need to hear more from someone
who’s lived in this town since birth.”



Bruce gave him a smile, “I think I’d like that. Here’s my personal
number, give me a call this week and we’ll set something up.”



As Bruce left the party he couldn’t help but think that he may be
gaining another ally in his crusade. His instincts rarely proved
wrong, and this time it was telling him that Harvey Dent was on the
level; a man who wanted to see justice done as much as he did. He
made a mental note to check on the history of Harvey Dent, when he
had a chance. He opened the back door to the limo and slid inside.
The plump waiter turned around from the driver’s seat, giving him a
blank look. He turned back and took the car down the road a
bit.



“Well…” Bruce asked after a small pause.



The waiter brought up his hand to the top of his head and pulled
off the latex mask with a quick flourish. Alfred looked at his
friend in the rear-view mirror. “Your information seems correct
sir. Falcone has hired a small group of mercenaries to stop the car
that will be transporting Lyons to Blackgate from the county
jail.”



“… and that’s going to happen in the next half hour. Let’s go
Alfred, we don’t have much time.”

 

 



“What do you mean, I can’t get in? Do you have any idea who I am?
My grandfather owns this town.”



The large bouncer sporting a Mohawk looked to his left to see one
of his co-workers waving him over.



“I’ll be right back.” He said, eyeing up the grandson of Rupert
Thorne. He was gone for several minutes. Mattie Thorne watched as
the two co-workers talked. Finally the inevitable look of surprise
came across the face of the mo-hawked bouncer who then
returned.



“My apologies Mr. Thorne, right this way. I’ll personally show you
to the V.I.P room.”

The bouncer said timidly.



“I know where it is.” Mattie replied coldly.



“Again sir, I apologize.” The bouncer stated one more time.



“No worries, I’m sure you’ll find a new job in no time with your
hygiene.”



Mattie Thorne waltzed into the newest club in Gotham with one hand
in his pocket and his blue suit jacket hanging open. The loud
techno music made it difficult to hear. He looked toward a corner
and motioned the man sitting there to follow him. The two men
entered the V.I.P. room and Mattie held the door open while
pointing for everyone to get out. The people inside looked at him
confused for a moment.



“GET OUT!” He yelled with spittle flying from his mouth. Once the
room was cleared Mattie lit a cigarette and pushed his medium
length brown hair back from his face. “I see you have the case,”
said Mattie.



“Y-yes I have it right here.” The balding man in the glasses
replied. He opened the suitcase he had been nervously carrying with
him. As he removed something from the case a third voice joined the
conversation.



“What the hell kind of dump did you’se gring us to?” The somewhat
obnoxious voice asked rudely.



Looking over at the contents of the case that now sat on the lap of
the balding gentleman, Mattie let out a nervous laugh.



“What is this some kind of joke? Is that where you hide the
heroine? Anyway, this has to stay on the down low, if my
grandfather knew I was dealing this junk…”



“Do I look like I’m jokin’ to you’se?” The wooden puppet on the
bald mans lap looked up, Tommy gun in hand.



“Wh-what are you…” Bullets rapidly fired from the Tommy gun and
into Mattie’s chest. He shook violently until finally he lay
perfectly still. Outside, the crowd was in a panicked frenzy.
People were running for their lives out of the club.



The puppet turned to look at the balding man, “Does this crap sound
like music to you’se? The gargage these kids listen to, now
Sinatra, there was a class act.”



“Yes Mr. Scarface, I agree.” replied the timid bald man.



“Of course ya do, dummy.”

 

 



Milton Danner and Michael Stars had been transferring prisoners
from the county jail to Blackgate for the last three years. It was
a job they had grown accustomed too, and never in those three years
did they have one problem or mishap… until Garfield Lyons, a.k.a.
Firefly. With a squad car in front and one behind them, they made
their way down side streets and less crowded intersections. It was
the way they usually went with some of the more infamous criminals.
The trip was done late at night and as quiet as possible.



They were just turning the corner from Elm onto the one-way street
of Perkins when an explosion brought them to a sudden halt.
Something had caused the car in front of them to go up in a ball of
fire. Danner was on the radio immediately bellowing for backup. The
small one-way street was narrow, making it futile to try going
around the inferno that was the squad car. Stars, instead, motioned
for the patrol car behind him to back up as he threw his car in
reverse. By then, it was too late. Five men came out of the shadows
of the doorways, semi-automatic weapons in hand, and headed towards
the two remaining cars. Danner and Stars pulled their weapons while
Lyons made small noises of excitement as he watched the blaze in
front of him; seemingly oblivious to the danger he was in.



The cops in the squad car jumped out and almost immediately gunfire
began. Danner opened his passenger door and jumped out, grabbing
hold of the backdoor on his side and swinging it open. He reached
in and pulled a chained and shackled Lyons out onto the pavement as
well. Stars ducked down and was making his way out of the car on
the passenger side, too.



“This is not good, partner,” Stars shouted as his body fell onto
the cement. “They’ve got a guy on the corner of the northwest
corner building with a rocket launcher. I caught a glimpse of him
as I ducked down.”



“Then why hasn’t he finished us off? What’s he doing up
there?”



The answer came to them a second later as the man with the rocket
launcher let out a cry of surprise. The cops took a quick look up
to see the merc hanging upside down from the fire escape. They
glanced at each other in momentary confusion before the explanation
was given to them in the form of a two batarangs that flew through
the air, the tips sticking into the back of the hands of two
gunmen.



“Heads up, boys,” one of them shouted, “The bats he…” and then he
was suddenly yanked up off his feet and disappeared in the air as
he shot straight up.



The mercenaries suddenly stopped shooting at the cops, turning
their attention to the rooftops surrounding them. There was a
startled cry to their left and they looked in that direction to see
another one of their men was gone.



The two that had been hit with the batarangs began to back away
slowly, their eyes desperately trying to be everywhere at
once.



“… and then there were three,” the gruff sounding voice whispered
from the darkness.



The same two swung back around, believing the voice to have come
from behind them, only to be pounced on by the full weight of the
Batman. He came down from behind, smashing their heads together in
the process and knocking them unconscious.



The final mercenary swung around and fired at Batman, narrowly
missing him as the dark night jumped high into the air, coming down
with legs together, cape billowing out and blocking the moonlight
that had been shining down on the gunman. His feet landed squarely
on the man’s arms, causing him to drop the weapon. Batman swung
hard with his right, but the mercenary was quick and dodged the
blow, coming up with an uppercut that caught the masked man
squarely on the chin, knocking him back.



Attempting to press his attack, the merc pulled out a large bowing
knife and leapt towards his nemesis, only to be grabbed by the
wrists and flung over the caped crusaders head, having used his own
momentum against him. The mercenary hit the wall hard with a thud
and slid down unconscious.



Sirens were beginning to be heard in the distance. Danner was the
first to stand up, his face etched in awe of what he had just seen.
Batman nodded in his general direction and then fired some sort of
grappling hook towards one of the roofs. As he flew up and out of
site, the other officers also came out from behind their cars and
watched him leave.



“The wife ain’t gonna believe this,” he muttered to himself.

 

 



Rupert Thorne stood at his window staring out at the rain. He
slowly shook his glass of fine whine in a circular motion before
taking a drink. He was instantly irritated when he heard a knock on
his door.



“This better be good.” He demanded.



The door opened and his consigliore and trusted attorney entered
the room slowly with a grim look on his face. “ Rupert, it’s
Mattie. He was gunned down less than an hour ago at some club in
the city. I’m so sorry.”



Rupert looked at his confidant and long time advisor with a mixture
of sadness and anger. After a long pause he turned around and took
a drink from his glass. He sat down behind his desk and began to
weep, but only allowed himself a moment before snapping back.

“I want guards with the rest of my family. I want at least two for
everyone and I want them to be ready for anything, I want to know
who did it. I want to know who sent them and I want them brought
here, to me.”



“Yes sir.” The advisor answered somberly and paused for a second.
“Boss are you—”



“NOW!” Rupert screamed slamming his fist down on his desk. “Do it
now. Do it quickly and don’t let me down. The man responsible
doesn’t live to see morning.” He said the last part more
calmly.



Rupert sat sipping his wine for a moment afterwards. Everything had
been going so well. Besides the Bat being a pain from time to time,
his empire had been doing quite well. Of all the businesses in
Gotham that had suffered during the invasion, surprise, surprise
the arms dealing was actually flourishing. Though, some new players
had been showing up, Thorne was still the top dog in that field.
Until the Firefly incident bought him some time in the slammer,
with possibly more to come. Now this, his only grandson gunned down
by some scum in a very public place.



Rupert sat down his now empty glass. He walked back over to the
window and looked down towards the front gate. He could see his men
leaving and the gates closing behind them. He watched as the lights
on the back of the cars disappeared around the corner. After
closing the blinds and pulling the curtains, he sat on the leather
sofa across from his desk. Dropping his head into his hands he
began to weep and then to sob. This was not going to be an easy
month for the once hardened crime boss.

 

 



“…that’s not a good idea, right now.” Commissioner Loeb spoke
slowly into the phone becoming visibly angry.



“Don’t worry about Dent, I’ll take care of it.” He continued slowly
getting louder.



“Yes, yes I do sound angry and would like to know why?! Because YOU
are not holding up your end of the deal! I have done my part, I
have rolled over more times than I can count and this is the last
straw. You think you can just order me around? We had a deal…” He
was almost at a full yell by now.



“Yes the thing with Lyons is most unfortunate, but you can’t blame
that on me. I got every one I can aff—” The voice on the other line
cut him off in mid-sentence. His face was getting redder by the
second.



”… just who the hell do you think you’re dealing with?! I’m done! I
will no longer be owned by you or anyone else in this sh@t hole
town, DO YOU UNDERSTAND ME?!!!

Loeb slammed the phone down and reached into a cabinet in the
corner of his office pulling out a bottle and a dirty glass.
Pouring himself a drink of scotch he turned around as Jim Gordon
knocked on his opened office door.



“How long you been standing there, Gordon?” Loeb asked in a curious
tone.



Jim squinted and replied, “Just got here sir.”



“What do you want?” Loeb asked shortly.



Gordon handed him a thin folder. “It’s what you wanted, sir my
initial report on the Thorne murder case. It seems that we are
looking for a bald man with wire rimmed glasses who carry’s around
a puppet.”



“Now’s not the time for jokes, Gordon.”



“Not joking sir. Also got a question for you about…”



“Not now, Gordon!” the Commissioner shouted suddenly. “I need to be
left alone.”



James Gordon paused for a moment, then nodded and left his boss;
shutting the door behind him.

 

 



It was dark in James Gordon’s apartment when he arrived home, very
late into the night. He didn’t turn on the light. He didn’t need
to. He walked around the furniture in the living room and made his
way into towards the back bedrooms where he listened for a moment
to the sounds of his wife and son sleeping. He smiled to himself.
No matter how bad it got out there, as long as he could come home
to the sounds of his family, he was going to be all right.



He walked into the kitchen, poured himself a shot of bourbon, and
walked out onto the fire escape. It was a routine that he had
practiced for over a year now. It was one that was familiar to not
only him, but also another.



“Something’s brewing out there.”



Gordon jumped at the voice and spun around to find Batman perched
on the fire escape like some kind of gray gargoyle. He gave the
crime fighter a rueful smile.



“I know. We’ve got two of Thorne’s goons lying in the morgue as
well as his grandson; all three shot dead. Witnesses in the Thorne
hit say an older gentleman with a puppet resembling a nineteen
thirties style gangster did the actual shooting. Another nut job
graces us with his presence. On top of that we have the attempted
assassination of Lyons…”



“That wasn’t attempted murder,” Batman cut in. “If they had wanted
him dead, they would have just used the rocket launcher on his car.
They wanted him alive. The men were hired by Carmine Falcone.
Either to find out whom Lyons is working for, or possibly trying to
talk him into joining his side.”



“What are you thinking?” Gordon asked.



“There’s somebody new out there,” he said as he gazed into the
night. “Someone whose set his sites on Rupert Thorne.”



“Why Thorne?” Gordon wondered out loud. “Falcone’s the big boss in
this town.”



“Thorne’s the chief smuggler, though. That may have something to do
with it. Whoever this new player is, my bet is that Thorne is just
first on his list.”



They were interrupted by the low ring of Gordon’s cell phone. He
answered it quickly and spoke quietly for several minutes. When he
snapped it shut, Batman noticed that the Lieutenant’s face was
white as a sheet.



“What’s wrong?”



“That was Lt. August. Everyone is being called in. My Captain was
found dead. His throat was slit. They found him in Commissioner
Loeb’s office.”



“… And Loeb,” Batman asked, already knowing the answer.



“They can’t find him anywhere. It appears that Commissioner Loeb
has disappeared.”

 

 



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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Detective Comics: Hide & Seek.

The disappearance of a well known official creates an unusual
trinity as James Gordon, Harvey Bullock, and Batman desperately
search for clues in this high profile case. But are all three
working for the same outcome?



	


Detective
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Detective Comics: Hostile Takeover.

The streets of Gotham will be spilled with blood as Batman and
the GCPD face one of the bloodiest days in recent history. An
unseen player makes a large and deadly move for power, while closer
to home, Bruce Wayne is confronted with the possibility of losing
his company to the mysterious Isis Moornam, Inc.
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