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Prologue


Garfield Lyons stepped into the back of the police car belonging to
Police Corrections officer Daniel Barry. Barry had just been
promoted to his own car. His wife, friends and family were very
excited for him and his first promotion in years. His two kids were
waiting for him at home with a poster they made of their family for
him at school. The boys were twins and inseparable. Daniel had been
given the job of driving the lead car in a secret transfer for
prisoner Garfield Lyons a.k.a. Firefly. Ten cars on all were to
follow him to the Arkham Asylum prison for the criminally insane.
One attempt on his life had already been thwarted by the Batman.
All involved were told this was a dangerous and volatile situation.
Daniel was 27 years old…



Garfield Lyons could feel that something was wrong. As he stepped
into the back of the car he felt a strange buzzing in his ear and
he knew these were to be his last and final moments. He thought of
his life and the way it had gone. In less than a second he felt all
his regrets pile onto his shoulders. He wondered what he would have
done differently if only he had another chance. He knew it was
over. Something primitive in his brain was sending him all kinds of
warning bells. He knew this and he got in the car anyway…

 



BOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOM






The alley behind the police station filled with fire and smoke as
Garfield and Daniel's lives came to an abrupt end. Sirens sounded
and car alarms up to two blocks away went off. The denizens of
Gotham barely batted an eye. They went on about their usual
business two lives were lost in those split seconds. Such was a
Tuesday morning in Gotham. No one was safe.

 





“Kill him,” The Penguin ordered with a sneer.



His men opened fire on The Batman.



No matter the situation, the first thing you always do is take
inventory of the room. Something in that room may someday save your
life.



He heard the words he spoke to a very young Dick Grayson when he
was training him. Words to live by… and stay alive by.



The chandelier was his first thought. He thought it as he performed
a backwards summersault onto the top of the bar and over the side.
He felt two bullets hit body armor, and knew there would be two
large bruises by morning. As he fell behind the bar his arms were
already reaching for the special batarangs in his belt. They
dropped down into his hand and with a quick flip to the wrist,
unfolded and locked into place.



He threw them with uncanny precision, high above the gunmen and
right into the cords that held the opulent light fixture. The razor
edges made it a clean cut and the chandelier fell to the ground,
knocking three out of the six gunmen out. The others scattered,
which gave Batman the opportunity that he needed. He flung himself
back over the bar, swinging both of his legs out and kicking two
more men in the face, both of them falling back.



The third one was about to open fire, but Batman came down on his
arm, knocking the gun out of his hand. The man threw a punch that
landed squarely on the dark knight’s jaw. He stumbled back, losing
his balance, and falling onto Penguin’s desk. The man reached down
for his gun, but the black boot stepped on his fingers; a loud
crunching sound filled the room.



“You only get one shot, tonight, and you already took yours,”
Batman growled as he picked the thug up and smashed his fist into
the guy’s face. He fell to the ground, dazed.



“I’ll call the cops!” Oswald screamed. “This is breaking and
entering! I’ll have you locked up before…”



“Shut up, Penguin,” Batman barked. “You don’t want the police in
here. I got what I came for, anyway. I’ll be showing myself
out.”



Before Cobblepot or his men could reply, Batman had leapt behind up
onto the desk and took a swimmer’s dive at the window, smashing it
into pieces as he disappeared out of sight.



“What do you want us to do, boss?” One of the men asked as he
finally crawled out from the oversized chandelier.



“I want you to expect a pay cut. Get out of my office, but stay
close. As soon as I’m done, I want this place cleaned up.”



After his men had left, he went to his desk and dialed a number on
his phone. He then hit several unusual buttons before the line was
picked up.



“You better be scrambling this,” the voice said.



“Of course I am. The bat was here. He’d broken into my safe. Not
that there’s much in there to begin with, but I do believe he may
have found the connection between my orphanage and Isis Moornam,
Inc.”



The chuckle that came through the line was void of humor.
“Excellent. Just as I figured. Destroy the evidence now, and wait
for me to call you. You’re proving yourself useful to me, Oswald,
and I will reward you greatly when I am running this town.”



The line went dead. The Penguin set the phone down, turned and
leaned back in his expensive leather chair. He took a drag from his
cigarette in the holder and puffed out the smoke, watching it drift
out the open window.

 

 



A beautiful reporter stood waiting for her cue.



“3…2…1…and we’re on.”



“We’re here at the grand re-opening of the Thomas Wayne Aquarium.
The original aquarium was lost in last years crisis and hundreds of
people have poured months of hard work into this day. Behind me you
can see the dedication ribbons that will be cut soon by Mr. Lucius
Fox Chairman of the Board for Wayne Enterprises. In a few moments
Mr. Fox will cut that ribbon and it will release the large tapestry
covering the biggest exhibit in this new building and the largest
in-door shark tanks in North America. Okay it looks like they are
ready. “



Lucius Fox stepped up to a large podium covered in microphones. All
the major networks were on hand for the grand re-opening of the
Aquarium. Fox opened his mouth to prepare for his speech. The words
weren’t coming. A bittersweet expression filled his older weathered
face. He tried again…



“Ladies and Gentlemen, this is a day of great and personal
accomplishment for me and more importantly for Gotham City. This
day marks many things, but above all I’d like to think of it as a
return to normalcy for the fine citizens of this great city. If you
look to the center of the main entrance you will see a single
marble stone in the middle of the main corridor. That stone is all
that was left of the original aquarium that once stood on this very
site. A great man saw to it that the original aquarium was
completed many years ago. His name as you all know was Thomas
Wayne, who gave his heart and soul not only to this city but more
importantly to his family and employees. I was lucky enough to work
with him myself on that project all those years ago and I am lucky
enough to be here today. I would like to announce at this time that
in this past year Wayne Enterprises has raised Four Billion Dollars
through business and personal donations to the re-building of
Gotham City. Mr. Wayne regrets that he could not be here today but
has instructed me to open the bar and dining area for all in
attendance… on the house.”



The crowd of press and attendees roared with applause. Lucius
walked over to the ribbon and raised the scissors in his hands
giving the crowd a merry wave and then lowered them to the ribbon.
He paused for what felt to him like hours and with a deep breathe
clamped the scissors down on the ribbon cutting it in half. The
large tapestry fell to the ground revealing the grand shark tank
exhibits full of great whites and other rare species.



A collective gasp came from the crowd of onlookers and flashes went
off by the hundreds. The people turned away with shocked and
horrific looks on their faces. Lucius was dumbfounded and turned to
look at the tank to see why they were re-acting that way. That’s
when he saw it. The half eaten body of the Police Commissioner.
Commissioner Loeb. Lucius could do nothing but look.



A nearby Police Officer spoke into his radio. “Sir, I think you
should send over the detectives working on the Loeb case.”

 

 



Michelle’s Restaurant The Other Side Of
Town
The restaurant was quite and not very
crowded. Every since the crisis, the turnover had been crazy and
the manager was finding it hard to keep any good help. Being
understaffed had caused business to slow because the service was
slow. In turn, on any given night not more than ten people were in
the place, including staff.



Three lovely Italian women sat enjoying a meal with their
well-dressed husbands. Antonio the elder of the three men sat at
the head of the table. As the last of their food slowly disappeared
from their plates Antonio waved over the waitress and asked her to
take the plates away. A moment later he looked around at the other
two men and gave them a look that they knew all too well. The more
handsome of the three took this signal and started to speak.



“Baby, why don’t you’se three ladies go up to the bar and have a
drink.” It was an order more so than a suggestion or question. He
gave her a one hundred dollar bill and she took it. She looked at
him for a second as though she wanted to protest but the look on
his face told her this wasn’t a good idea.



“All right, Joey, but you’re all mine tonight. No goin' out with
these goons you hear?” She said motioning to the other men as she
smiled and gave him a little wink.



The three women walked away towards the bar and Antonio sat forward
in his chair. Joey watched his wife walk over and sit down.



“Wife night” as the Thorne Family lieutenants called it was a
perfect cover to discuss business with out being bothered. When
these guys were out at a club with a girlfriend or something,
drinking it up, they tried to keep business talk to a minimum.
Drinks could make people say things in front of others they
couldn’t take back and that was just bad for business, but wife
night they all stayed sober and their wives unlike their
girlfriends knew when to talk and when to stay quite.



The third man, Aldo was the youngest. He sat running his fingers
through his black hair looking at the other two waiting for them to
talk.



Antonio spoke first, “ Falcones called a temporary truce. Turns out
he wasn’t behind Mattie’s murder. Somebody else hired that freak
with the puppet.”



“Any ideas on who?” Joey asked.



“None, there’s somebody new in town and things are just heating up.
Boss has a few ideas and he needs a few messages sent out.” Antonio
explained.



Aldo leaned forward and took his turn to speak, “ If things are
heating up then why should we go out and start whacking people with
out knowing who this new guy is?”



Antonio looked at him for a second and sipped his wine glass,
“Because it doesn’t matter who did it as long as the message is out
that Thorne isn’t playing. We have some old enemies we let slide
before and its time to remind them who we are. We start spilling
blood and we show them that we ain’t messin' around.”



Joey looked down at the table rubbing the patch of hair on his chin
thoughtfully. He then looked up Aldo and then at Antonio, “Give me
names. I’ll do it.”



Aldo and Antonio looked at each other and then back at Joey.
Antonio spoke first again, “ Later, right now let’s get the ladies
out of here and see that movie.”



As the words left his mouth some new comers entered the restaurant.
Antonio looked up and reached into his coat while motioning to the
other two men at the table. The new comers were all wearing plastic
facemasks obscuring their features. They were also toting oversized
machine guns that were fired before any of the three men knew what
hit them. You always hear that these things go down so fast that
there’s not time to think let alone react. This was very much the
case this day.



All ten of the costumers and staff were down within seconds. The
mob wives went down after the men then the staff. In any other
town, this would go down in history next to things like The Saint
Valentines Day Massacre and other famous mob battles. But in Gotham
this was becoming the norm.



The gang left as quickly as they arrived. Professionals all the
way. No survivors, no witnesses as far as they knew. Two sounds
were left on the room for the seconds before the Police sirens
could be heard blazing a trail across town. Tiny Dancer on the
jukebox and Aldo exhaled when all the men were gone. He caught a
few bullets to the arm and one to the chest, which lucky for him
missed his heart by three inches.

 

 



If you ask Bruce Wayne how many rooms there are in his estate, he
couldn’t tell you, mostly due to the fact that he has spent most of
his adult life underneath the mansion. The cave… this was where he
felt the most comfortable.



He was wearing an earpiece, listening to something, but his
attention was divided, as he was searching for the elusive company
called Isis Moorman, Inc. He has found very little about them, but
they seem to be based in Stockholm… how interesting, he
thought.



The phone line to upstairs broke his concentration and he picked it
up, knowing who to expect on the other end.



“Yes, Alfred?”



“Lucius Fox is on the phone for you, Sir, and it sounds
urgent.”



“Thank you Alfred.” He waited until he heard his major domo hang up
and then spoke, his voice modulating back into his normal range;
something that had become as second nature to him as
breathing.



“A little late in the evening for a social call, Lucius.”



“Well, I’ve always had the feeling that your were sort of a night
owl, so I took the risk. Sorry to bother you, though, but I’ve just
received some rather disturbing news and I felt you needed to be
aware of it. Three of our major stock-holders have sold their
shares of Wayne Enterprises, to a company I’ve never heard of
before today; Isis…



“… Moorman, Inc.” Bruce finished the sentence, not able to hide the
surprise that was in his voice.



There was the slightest of a pause before Lucius spoke again, “I
guess I should be used to these little surprises by now, but you
still have the capacity of shocking me. So, you’ve heard of the
company?”



“Not until this evening. I’ve actually got a few of my people
looking into them. Their base of operations seems to be in
Stockholm, but the company just seemed to appear out of thin air.
They were never heard of before this last year; right after that
big alien invasion, actually.”



“Speaking of which, we all miss you here in the offices. After that
mess last year, you were in here a lot. You helped us put the
building back together… as well as Gotham. Any chance you’ll be
coming back again, anytime in the near future?”



Bruce forced himself to give an easy chuckle, “I don’t think so.
Really not my cup of tea. You know where to find me if you need me.
This little problem does concern me, though. Any idea what you’re
going to do?”



“First thing in the morning I’m going to start calling the other
share-holders and see if they’ve been approached, and if not, beg
them into not selling.”



“Sounds like a solid idea, I guess. I’ll keep looking into this
Isis Company, but my guess is that it’s a dummy corporation.”



“Alright, Bruce. Keep in touch and don’t be a stranger.”



Bruce hung up the phone and put the earpiece back in, as he
continued his research. It was only a couple of seconds later that
he heard the voice he had been waiting for, Oswald Cobblepot.



“I’m in my office now, we can talk freely,” the so-called
businessman said.



There was a pause before he spoke again, this time apparently
agitated. “I will not be a part of murder, my good man. Even I have
my limits. If you are going to take out the Mayor, then you do it
on your own.”



Another pause, “I realize that, and I do owe you a great debt, and
as always, I will help in any way that I can, but I will not stoop
to murder. Please, next time you wish to communicate with me, I ask
that it be over more pleasant topics then your murder plans for our
Mayor. Good evening to you, my good man.”



His quick thinking had paid off. He had let that thug hit him,
allowing his body to stumble and fall onto the desk. It was the
only way he could have gotten over there and slipped the small
transmitter underneath it.



Bruce was about to ring for Alfred when two more computer screens
turned themselves on. They were his cameras to Gotham. These two,
in particular, were to be activated only if the signal was used. As
he gazed at the screen that showed him the light of the bat,
floating in the clouds, he brought his cowl back up over his head
and into place.



The phone rang again and he picked it up, his voice once again
dropping into his second persona, “I see it, Alfred, I’m on my
way.”



“Very good sir. I’ll make sure to have your usual brand of coffee
and perhaps some biscotti waiting upon your return; along with the
usual number of gauze, bandages, and iodine.”



“Thanks Alfred,” he hung up the phone and headed towards the car.
His gut and his brain in sync with each other… the storm was fast
approaching.

 

 



A few minutes earlier
“… Please,
next time you wish to communicate with me, I ask that it be over
more pleasant topics, than your plans for our Mayor's
murder.”



The man known in the underworld as The Penguin sat the phone back
on its cradle and then placed the small but down next to it.



How stupid did Batman really think he was? That thug should never
have been able to get that punch in. It was given to him, and for a
reason. As soon as the bat had left, Oswald had had the entire
office searched.



He leaned back, grinning to himself. It did end up working in his
favor, though. The man he called boss, was wanting too much, and
Penguin also knew that after he had accomplished it, he would leave
Oswald Cobblepot out in the cold, and Oswald had come too far to
let that happen. So why not give this one to that pesky bat? In the
end it would work in his favor…

 

 



Gordon and Dent stood next to the bat signal staring off into the
sky waiting for Batman to arrive. Seconds later he was standing
behind them before the two could see him.



“What’s the word?” Batman asked.



Dent spun around in surprise as Gordon grinned. “You’ll get used to
that after a while. The appearing out if nowhere that is.”



Dent looked at him and nodded, “I should hope so.”



Gordon’s face turned grim and he relayed the days news to the Dark
Knight. “We got more of Thorne’s down and we found Loeb.”



“I know. The Aquarium.” Batman said, trying to hide the bad taste
it left in his mouth when he thought of his Father’s work on the
original aquarium.



“Of course.” Jim replied remembering the news crews having been
there.



“I bugged Cobblepot, there’s going to be an attempt on the mayor.
I’ll handle that. If I had to guess I’d say Thorne’s next on this
growing list.”



“We’ll bring him in. Take him somewhere safe and try to get
something useful out of him. This thing is getting worse by the
second. The mayor mentioned something about making me commissioner
if Loeb didn’t make it.” Gordon looked off on the distance deep in
thought. “I don’t want it like this.”



Batman nodded and Dent patted Gordon on the shoulder. “Let’s get
Thorne to safety. Take this one step at a time. It’s probably
better if this stays between the three of us.”



All in agreement the three men went their separate ways to begin
the night tasks.



Once the roof was clear and the signal was dimmed a lone figure
stepped out from behind some scaffolding. Harvey Bullock was
pissed.



“They wanna keep their secrets that’s fine with me. We can all play
this game.”



He waited several minutes before returning downstairs where Jim was
waiting for him.



“Where the hell have you been?” Jim asked in a huff.



“That’s for me to know.” Bullock shot back.



“Well, let’s go. The only survivor from Michelle’s just woke up but
he’s been up and down. We need to get over there and see what we
can get out of him.

 

 



Batman waited on the rooftop opposite the Mayor’s building. Nearly
an hour had passed before he saw what he had been waiting for. The
big iron gates parted and the mayor’s limo slowly cruised out. The
Dark Knight looked up and down the street for any sign of an
assassin. Taking out his line and shooting the grappler in the
direction the limo was going he leapt off the building.



After following the limo for six blocks across the rooftops he
spotted what he was searching for. A black sedan rolled out of a
side alley and pulled behind the mayor’s limo.

Batman raced in to action. He landed on top of the sedan’s roof and
pulled out two smoke grenades. Knocking out the side window on the
passenger’s side he threw them in side. Then moving to the driver’s
side he knocked out that window and reached inside for the driver.
No one was there. He righted himself so that he was standing next
to the car looking in.



“Remote controlled.” He said to himself. He took a quick look
around and before he could do anything he heard a rapid gunfire
coming from in front of the limo.

It was the ventriloquist he had been hearing about.



The mayor’s guards threw their doors open and opened fire on
Scarface. He pushed on slowly walking toward them as he continued
to fire. The first guard went down. Batman was quickly making his
way behind the limo while relieving his utility belt of flash
grenades and tear gas. Staying low he made his way to the rear
passenger door and crouched behind the opened door where the guard
had fallen only seconds before.



Scarface continued his maddened slow pace toward the limo. A cigar
in the dummy’s mouth and a tommy gun in hand Batman noted mentally
how the puppet master looked pained and not in control. The guard
on the other side went down as Scarface ran out of ammo and took
the briefest pause to switch guns he came up on the passenger’s
side of the car where Batman was ducking for cover. In this split
second Batman dove through the car grabbing the mayor and landed on
the pavement on the other side. He tossed the flash and tear
grenades underneath the car and they rolled to a stop at Scarface’s
feet.



They went off blinding the puppet master who began coughing
strenuously. Batman sent the mayor running for cover behind a
dumpster in a near by alley way as he somersaulted across the top
of the car coming down hard on the top of the Ventriloquist’s head
with a knock out punch. The dummy fell to the ground, as did his
host. The Dark Knight radioed for an ambulance but it was too late
for the bodyguards.

 

 



Gordon and Bullock stood on either side of the bed, both staring
intently at the only living victim of tonight’s attack on Thorne’s
lieutenants. He was groggy, but conscious.



“Come on, pal! Tell us something that we can use!” Bullock
barked.



Aldo closed his eyes and let the morphine drip rush through his
body.



James Gordon leaned down and spoke quietly into the thugs ear, “You
and I both know that your boss is in a lot of trouble right now,
and he doesn’t have the time for your kind of justice. Not that he
afford to, at the moment. We’re your best hope, so please help us.
Just describe these guys so that we can get an A.P.B. out on
them.”



“What are you, the good cop?” He mumbled.



Bullock let out a growl as Jim gave him a cold smile, “Well, you
might be able to put it that way.”



“They had on masks. I didn’t get to see their faces.”



“What kind of masks?”



“Weird ones. They almost looked real, but kind a shiny. Their
voices were muffled by them. My first thought was that they were
made out of wax.”



“Did they call each other by name? Or did they say anything about
who they worked for?”



“Nope, didn’t say one name. Honest, that’s all I have…” his last
sentences trailed off as he let the effects of morphine deliver him
into a restful slumber.



As the two detectives left the room, Bullock grabbed Jim by the
arm. “Why’d you let him hit that morphine button? You know we could
have gotten more out of him. The pain he would have been in would
have been a great motivator.”



“Because I don’t work that way,” Gordon snapped as he passed the
two officers that were standing outside of the hospital room. “You
want to play bad cop, or dirty cop, or whatever the hell it is you
are, fine… but not when you’re working with me.”



Bullock let out another growl and pushed Gordon in the back,
pushing him into the far wall as they stepped out into the
hallway.



“I ain’t a bad cop,” he hissed. “But you’re making it real hard for
me to be a good one. Someone needs to take you down a peg or two.
Time to get off that *#$@ pedestal that you like to stand
on.”



The two officers grabbed Harvey and yanked him off of Gordon, who
turned around and threw a punch, landing it squarely onto the man’s
chin. “You ever touch me again, and I’ll make sure you lose your
badge.”



“Next time, you won’t see it coming,” Bullock spat.



Gordon turned to leave, but turned back and looked at one of the
officers. He was an African American and an officer Gordon had
worked with in the past.



“Allen, right?” He asked, pointing to the cop.



“Yes sir.”



Gordon nodded his head. His mind was racing. “You’re coming with
me. I have a job for you.”



“What about my assignment, here?”



James grinned, “Don’t worry, Lt. Bullock here will take over your
job until he can call in a replacement. Let’s go.”



Neither one turned back around. Bullock shrugged off the other cops
hold on him and punched his fist into the wall. “That son of a
bitch!”



“If you don’t mind me saying so, Sir, the Lt. does seem to have
little respect for you and is not afraid of showing it in public.
That’s not a sign of a good cop, in my opinion. We’ve all got to
stick together. It’s a hellhole out there and if we’re divided from
within, then what chance do we got taking out the scum that crawls
through the streets. If you don’t mind me saying so.”



Bullock looked the cop up and down, nodding in agreement. “What’s
your name, buddy?”



“Petite.”



“Petite. I’ll remember that. You’re a good man, and who knows, I
may be in the position, someday, where I’ll need good cops like
you.”



Officer Petite grinned, “Then I’m the man you’ll be wantin’.”

 

 



Officer Crispus Allen sat in the passenger’s side of the car, a bit
nervous. James Gordon had only said one thing to him, and it was a
question: You packing?



Wherever he was being taken, the Lieutenant was letting him know
that there was some danger involved. He didn’t dare ask, though,
already getting the impression that he was going on a need to know
basis.



It wasn’t until they had pulled up to the gates of Rupert Thorne’s
estate that he realized just how big of a job this was going to be.
Gordon announced his presence and the gates opened. They began the
drive up to the main house. It was only then that Jim spoke to
him.



“There have been several hits on Thorne’s men, this evening. A few
of us believe that Thorne, himself, may be in grave danger. We’re
escorting him to a place that only three of us – make that four
now, are aware of. I’ve seen you around, and I’m betting that
you’re one of the good guys. But I’m warning you, Allen, if
anything happens to Thorne, before he goes on trial, I will spend
the rest of my waking days proving you were involved. Are we clear
on this?”



“Crystal,” was the short reply. This was one of those days, Crispus
thought, when it would have been better to stay in bed and called
in sick.



When they reached the front door, Thorne and four of his men were
standing there, waiting for him. He had two bags, already
packed.



Gordon threw them in the trunk and opened the back door for the mob
boss to get in. His bodyguards went to follow and he stepped in
front of them.



“Thorne, and only Thorne. You men step back.”



“I need my…”



“You need to shut up,” Gordon snapped. “We can’t trust anyone at
this point. The fewer people who know where you are, at the moment,
the better; that means your goon squad, too.”



Thorne mumbled under his breath but waved his men away. “The
flatfoot is right. I’ll be in touch as soon as I can.”



Gordon got back into the car and they cruised back onto the road
and into Gotham. Officer Allen occasionally glanced back at their
passenger, only to have an icy stare be returned. He quickly looked
straight ahead.



They went into the heart of the city, near the financial district,
and around back of one of Gotham’s priciest hotels. Allen saw the
back door open and after a long look, realized that the man waiting
for them was Assistant District Attorney Harvey Dent. This was
getting weirder by the minute.



They pulled up in the small alley that dead-ended and both officers
got out of the car. Allen opened the door to let Thorne out as
James spoke to the D.A.



“Any word about the Mayor?” Dent asked.



“No, but with him, no news is good…”



“Hey, where’d you come from,” Officer Allen yelled, obviously
startled.



Harvey and Jim turned around in time to see a man dressed in an
overcoat and fedora pulled down, bringing his arm up, gun in hand,
pointed directly at Rupert Thorne.



“No!” Jim screamed as he dove for the mob boss.



He didn’t reach him in time. Crispus Allen jumped towards the
gunman who fired his first shot, hitting Allen in the chest and
dropping him immediately. Just as Gordon’s arms touched Thorne, the
second shot was fired. The bullet pierced right through the mob
boss’s forehead and blew a large whole out of the back of the
skull. Blood splattered all over Lt. Gordon as his hands finally
grabbed a hold of what used to be Rupert Thorne; but all that he
had was the shell of the man.



Chaos erupted at that point. Gordon was grabbing for his scanner,
screaming for ambulances; that there was an officer down.



Harvey Dent had tackled the hit man and knocked the gun out of his
hands. He was full of rage and after he had slammed the man down
onto the trunk of the car, proceeded to beat the shooters head into
the trunk several times. His rage was apparent; a crazy look was in
his eyes.



“Harvey,” Gordon shouted. “Stop it, you’re killing him!”



Dent seemed to come out of the rage as quickly as he went into it.
Gordon turned to Officer Allen who was on the ground, moaning. He
applied pressure to the wound, using his suit coat to wrap around
the bleeding man. He tossed Harvey his handcuffs and watched as the
hit man was bound.



Sirens were already heard in the distance.



“How’s he doing?” Dent asked.



Gordon didn’t say a word, wouldn’t even look at him. It was bad,
and it was his entire fault. He turned and looked at the shooter.
“Who paid you? How in the hell did you even know we were going to
be here?”



The shooter sneered, opened his mouth to say something, and another
shot was fired, this one from far away.



The bullet entered through the open mouth and for the second time
in less then ten minutes, Gordon and Dent witnessed a man’s brains
come flying out the back of a head.



“Down!” Gordon screamed to Harvey as pulled his gun, looking around
wildly.



“Where the hell did that come from?” Harvey Dent demanded.



“Long-range rifle; an assassin to take out the assassin. Damn it!
Where the hell is back-up, and the ambulance?”



As if on cue, four squad cars and an ambulance pulled up. Gordon
began to bark orders, knowing that whoever had killed the assassin,
was long gone by now. Officer Allen was put into the back of the
ambulance and taken away, leaving several officers, Gordon, and
Dent.



“What the hell is going on here?” Harvey asked, as the entire
situation fully hit him.



“I don’t know, Harvey, but whoever is behind all of this, they just
declared war on Gotham’s finest and its worst. God help them… and
us.”

 

 



Epilogue


Harvey Bullock returned to his dark dank apartment still poised
about the night he had.

Who does Gordon thing he is? He thought to himself. He barely
noticed as he went into the fridge to get a beer that he was not
alone. He turned startled but trying to hide it and looked at the
man who stood in his dining room.



“What the hell are you doing here?” Harvey asked calmly while
trying to sneak a hand to the side of the sink where he had set his
gun down.



“Don’t try it Bullock. We’re not alone. There are at least three
sets of guns trained on you right now.” Bullock dropped his hands
to his sides and sighed. The intruder continued, “ You know why I
am here. I have the dirt on you, how bad do you want it?”



“Look, that was a long time ago. I ain’t getting pushed around by
you or anyone. Get the hell outta here.”



“You’re making a huge mistake. I’ll give you one more chance
Harvey; roll over now and save countless lives and become
commissioner or be stubborn and this war continues. What’ll it
be?”



Harvey stood there as he pondered the question.

 



To be continued…
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If you enjoyed this story, you can find more tales of your favorite
DC heroes at DC2
Universe.
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