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Bludhaven City
It was dark, the children had
long since gone to bed. Neither noticed as the window slid open,
neither noticed as he slithered in. Slowly, he drew the blade and
looked at the two. He thought they'd be younger. A minor
disappointment however, and he looked at the first bed, then the
second. He grinned, twins. He pulled the sheets off of one sleeping
child. And brought the knife down. He was shocked as the teenagers
eyes shot open. He was more shocked when the kid held his wrist in
place.



“You've been gone long enough Corinthian! We're taking you back!”
The boy screamed as he kicked his attacker in the stomach.
Corinthian fell onto the other bed where the second boy
shrieked.



“Y-y-you h-h-have to c-come back,” the other boy whimpered.
Corinthian laughed at the realization.



“The twins! Of course, I take it the House of Secrets has gotten
dull?” He laughed. The first boy dove at him. Corinthian jumped out
of the way, and slashed at the boy. Blood trickled down the child’s
arm as he dodged another slash with the blade.



“Cain!” The other screamed.



“Shut up Abel! If this joke thinks he's a better killer then me,
I'll show him what I did to you last week!” Cain roared as he
slammed a lamp against Corinthians face. His dark sunglasses went
flying, shattering against the wall.



“True, I-I'm glad to h-help you practice,” Abel quickly replied,
thinking of the countless times his brother Cain had murdered him
in and out of the dreaming.



Cain forced Corinthian down and pinned him as he forced a shard of
the lamp he still held towards the wayward nightmare’s throat.
Corinthian grinned, Cain growled as he looked into the eyes of the
beast. Hundreds of razor sharp teeth lined the walls of
Corinthian’s empty eye sockets. Cain was surprised when one of the
“eyes” started speaking in place of his mouth.



“You've been at this game a lot longer true. But I know something
you don't. I know a secret!” Corinthian laughed as he drew a gun
and fired. Cain's gripped weakened as the blood poured freely from
his side. A second shot fired, and the body that Cain, the first
killer, had taken fell to the ground. The body Abel inhabited
looked at his fallen brother and gulped.



“Oh dear,” he said as Corinthian approached…

 



The Realm of The Dreaming. It is a strange place, created by a
master long ago imprisoned. It is composed of all dreams, big and
small. Dreams of man, woman, child. One common dream, was the place
Cain and Abel arrived in after their defeat. Standing outside two
crooked houses, Cain slapped his brother in the back of the
head.



“That was a bust! You’re useless you know that right?” Cain
asked.



“B-but I d-don't kill… Y-y-you sh-sh-should know b-by now,” Abel
responded weakly. Cain growled and drew a knife. Abel flinched at
his approaching brother, when another voice sounded behind
them.



“Leave your brother alone Cain. It's not his fault that the two of
you failed. Instead, we should be finding a way to stop The
Corinthian,” the soft, but commanding voice stated. Both turned to
face the beautiful woman, tall with long flowing hair and a white
dress long ago forgotten. But always remembered.



“But mother! I had him! If Abel got off of his lazy butt just once
we coulda… ” Cain started.



“No, it was wrong of us to force humans into doing this. We have to
find a better way,” Eve ordered.



“How are we supposed to do that?” Cain asked.



“He's killing humans in their realm. Therefore, a human should be
the one responsible to send him back to us. After he is in the
dreaming, we will take him prisoner,” Eve decided.



“Where are we gonna find a mortal to pull that off?”

 



Gotham City, The Cauldron.
“So there we were
right? Me, and Nat in the gulf. Both of us are fresh from boot
camp, and guarding the squad. That's when we hear,” the man talking
was interrupted by his cell phone ringing. He rubbed his temples,
the thick shades hiding his eyes. Quickly he snapped it open and
walked off to the corner. His friend grinned and continued the
story.



“So Tommy hears this noise right? And he almost immediately jumps
out with his AK and opens fire… ”



“This is Monaghan, k. What time do you need me to… ”



“Next thing we know, we aint lookin at a couple mutha luvin
Iraqi's… ”



“How much?”



“But a couple of stone cold dead SAS agents! So we… ”



“I usually specialize in Metahumans… ”



“Tommy says the first thing he can think of and says it was nothin
but some stray camels and… ”



“Oh, ok… ”



“We bury them as quick as we can and… ”



“Nat, it's time to go to work,” Tommy says as he snaps his phone
shut.



“K, we'll tell you guys “the rest of the story later,” Nat says as
he joins Tommy going outside.



The bartender shook his head with a grin on his face. He was
balding, and had a thin black mustache. A bit of a paunch, and he
wore a white t-shirt, and apron. “Kid's these days,”



“To true Sean, to true,” A man in a white button up shirt and tie
responded. He was tall for being Chinese, standing at almost 6
feet. A grin on his face a mile long.



“You aint that much older Ringo,” Sean replied with a grin.



“No, but at least I wasn't dumb enough to kill a couple of SAS
agents,” he replied grimly, knowing that the danger of the SAS
didn't have to be stated out loud.



“Nah, it was a couple years ago already. I doubt they'd ever come
after those two now,” Sean replied.

 



Outside Noonan's Sleazy Bar Tommy, a tall man in a dark green
trench coat, continued wearing the dark glasses from inside the
bar. He was in good shape, and had short black hair. His partner,
Nat the Hat, was a little shorter, and much bigger. He had a green
jacket on, and a yellow shirt beneath, with blue jeans. His hat,
which he always wore, was a multicolored rounded cap, with shades
of red and blue all around.



“You know Pat was going to enlist?” Tommy asked as he got into the
passenger seat.



“Pat? He didn't seem like the type to be a soldier,” Nat
replied.



“Neither were we though,” Tommy laughed.



“That's different though, we didn't like orders. Pat, he never
seemed like a killer,” Nat replied.



“No, he wasn't, and he wasn't that good at seeing blood either. But
when he heard I was joining, he wanted to tag along,” Tommy
shrugged.



“So what went wrong?” Nat asked.



“Well, he was at the recruiters. And when the question of why he
wanted to join the army came up, he started laying on all these
jokes about how they were so much better then the Navy right? You
know, calling them a bunch of homo's and how they were useless in a
real war right?”



“Yeah?”



“Turns out he was talking to a guy in the Navy,” Tommy laughed. Nat
joined in, then after a moment he turned serious.



“He was a good cat; you did right by him when we took out
Dubeltz,”



“Still doesn't bring him back,” Tommy replied. Nat remained silent
for a while.



“So what's this job?”



“Ever hear of The Eye Guy?” Tommy asked.



“Aint he a serial killer?”



“Yeah, turns out he killed the wrong kids last night, some cop in
Bludhaven. The job pays ten thousand,” Tommy lit a cigarette as Nat
took a turn.



“Damn, people's always talkin how rough Gotham is. But take a drive
a few miles down, you get Bludhaven. That city makes Gotham look
like the Vatican man,” Nat said shaking his head.



“Yeah, drive a few more hours and where do you wind up?” Tommy
asked.



“Hub City, now that's a real piss-hole of a town,” Nat answered as
he lit his own cigarette.



“You swore,”



“Piss aint no swear I ever heard,” Nat replied.



“Your mom never slapped you upside the head for saying piss?”



“Ah hell, I did swear,” Nat grunted.



Tommy grinned as he replied, “I won't count what you just said, but
that's just because you've been good with the swearing. Now if only
you could stay loyal to your diet the way you are about
swearing.”



“Bite me,”



“Too much MSG,”



“Funny, you feel like walkin fool?”



“Not really,” Tommy said as he flicked the last of his cigarette
out the window.



“You gonna keep shootin your mouth off?”



“No sir,” Tommy said with a one gun salute.



“I'll ignore that, hey Tommy; if this guy's a serial killer and no
one knows what he looks like… ” Nat started to say.



“Ah hell,” Tommy slapped the palm of his hand onto his
forehead.



“I was worried 'bout that,”

 



Gotham City, East End.
He already had a new
pair of sunglasses. That was the first thing he had done when he
disposed of Cain and Abel. He had little difficulty in doing so,
but it did present a much larger problem. Corinthian knew he was
free to do what he pleased, so long as Morpheus was still missing.
But, did that mean the two brothers were making arrangements to
free the master? He shuddered at the thought, it was almost one
hundred years ago that he had entered the realm of humans. In fact,
he was the first of the dreams to leave. He made sure to return on
occasion though, inspiring those to become what they truly were.
Sometimes, he'd get a beauty like Zsasz, other times he'd get a
whipping boy, and other times he'd accidentally inspire a caped
crusader. But he always made sure to come back. He spent most of
his time on earth as of late though; with the return of heroes,
every fiber of his being compelled him to stay. There were
instances where one of the protectors of truth and justice tried to
stop him. They never proved a challenge though. Often, he was
tempted to go to Metropolis, and see what the greatest hero was
made of. But every time he considered it, common sense kicked in.
No, he'd kill a hero on occasion, but he wouldn't seek any of them
out intentionally, certainly not that one. As the last hours of
daylight slipped away, he opened the door to his hotel room and
prepared to go to work…

 



Gotham City, The Cauldron:
Tommy and Nat had
yet to come up with a way to uncover the identity of “The Eye Guy”,
and they went to Big Belly Burger to plan. After eating, Tommy took
out his cell phone. “I think I know a guy who can help us, the only
thing is he's the biggest crook I've ever heard of,” he dialed a
number and waited a few seconds.



“Who is this?” came the reply on the other end.



“Hey, this is Tommy Monaghan, I need… ” Before he finished however,
the man on the other end cut him off.



“Never heard of you,” And with that, the line went dead.



“Wow, The Calculator's a real prick,” Tommy said as he put his
phone away.



“Who?” Nat replied.



“He's this guy that gives out info for jobs. Ringo gave me his
number a while back. I just never called because he charges an arm
and a leg,” Tommy shrugged.



“So that was your big plan on finding this guy? Call information?”
Nat laughed.



“You wanna go get seconds? I'm not sure that the deluxe meal was
enough for your slender frame,” Tommy replied.



“Why not phone “The Calculator” and find out if I'm full?”



“I don't think he answers rhetorical questions,” Tommy replied as
he got to his feet.



“Look, we ain’t gonna find this guy tonight. I say, we go get some
sleep and start lookin tomorrow,” Nat shrugged.



“Yeah, I guess that's the only thing we can do right now. Meet up
at Noonans at 8?”



“Sure, need a ride home?” Nat asked.



“Yup,”

 



Gotham City, East End
Corinthian groaned in
ecstasy as he went to work on the homeless man. The knife, so
sharp, capable of cutting through even steel had an easy time
sliding into the man’s ribs. He barely struggled as his world
slipped away. The living nightmare watched as the man took his
final breath before he brought up a pen to his eye…

 



The Cauldron, Tommy's place.
It hadn't taken
him long to drift to sleep. On top of Pat's funeral, and looking
for the serial killer, Tommy was exhausted, physically and
mentally. Slowly, he realized he was no longer in his apartment, he
wasn't even in Gotham. Slowly he looked up at the Empire State
building, a monument to what humanity was capable of
achieving.



“Amazing huh?” Asked the man beside him. Tommy turned to face the
familiar voice. He had long black hair tied back, and a ratty
goatee, framing a grin that was a mile long on his youthful face.
Tommy realized also, he wasn't looking at him the way he'd been
seeing things for the past year and a half. No longer was
everything that strange, crystal clear vision. It was dark, very
dark. He took his sunglasses off, and saw his reflection. His eyes
weren't the solid black, pupil-less eyes he had every since that
incident with Etrigan. No, they were his eyes, dark hazel.
Everything was perfect, his best friend, no, his brother Pat was
with him. And he was no longer the freak of nature anymore. It was
all so… perfect.



“Pat?”



“Yeah?” His long time friend replied.



“We finally made it to New York didn't we?”



“Yeah, that Navarone guy messed me up good. But you found me just
in time Tommy, if it wasn't for you; I'd be a goner right now,” Pat
grinned.



“I got him for you man. I made him pay,” Tommy said grimly.



“Don't worry about that anymore T. We're in New York, and we're
gonna party till we drop. Then, we'll go watch the sunrise in
Central Park. Just like we've been planning,” Pat said
happily.



Something wasn't right, Tommy knew it. He'd just buried Pat this
morning. It was true; when he found him at his apartment he was
alive. But the amount of injuries he'd sustained from the hit man
Johnny Navarone were too severe, Tommy was forced to put him at
peace himself…



“The two of you thought you could get away from me?” A man asked.
Tommy spun around to face the tall slender man in the white suit.
The slicked back auburn hair, and the arrogant smirk on his
face.



“Navarone!? I KILLED YOU!” Tommy screamed.



“And I killed him. What's your point?” Johnny asked as he fired a
bullet into Pat's heart. Tommy caught him before he hit the ground,
and stared into his friends eyes. What had went wrong? He was here,
in New York with Pat. He'd killed Navarone, but he was right there
in front of him. The smoke still drifting from the barrel of his
gun. Slowly, he turned around and walked off. Tommy shook with
anger, and chased after him; rounding a corner he was no longer in
New York. No, he was in a dark place. The moon shone down on two
warped and distorted buildings, dead trees filling the yards. Two
men appeared from inside the houses, and were in front of Tommy in
seconds. Both were tall, lanky individuals, though one stood tall,
and the other seemed hunched over. The two men had short gray hair
that stuck out at the sides. The hunched one wore thin wire framed
glasses, and the other wore nothing on his face but a scowl.



“Yer s'posed to kill The Corinthian?” The one asked.



“What the hell’s going on exactly?” Tommy asked.



“We c-c-called y-you f-f-f-from your d-d-dream,” The hunched one
told him.



“Right, and who might the two of you be? The Brothers Grimm?”



“My name is Cain, and he's Abel. What makes you think you can kill
The Corinthian?” The angry man, apparently named Cain asked.



“A 9mm and really good aim,” Tommy said with a shrug.



“That's the best ya got?” Cain replied.



“I got an M60 laying around someplace if that helps,”



“I-I-It w-w-w-w… ”



“T-t-t-today junior!” Tommy snapped.



“Won't help you,” Abel blurted out as quickly as he could.



“Why’s that exactly?” Tommy replied.



“Cause genius, he knows you. Knows your dreams, in fact; he is your
dream. So tell me Hitman, how do ya kill a dream?” Cain
asked.



“Wake up?”



“No, ya gut it like a pig,” Cain replied stabbing Abel in the
stomach. He twisted the blade violently as Abel fell to the ground
in surprise.



“Dude, you are one sick freak,” Tommy said in disbelief.



“Hitman, we're both sick freaks. And I think you might be a little
gay too,” Cain told him.



“Excuse me?”



“Oh Pat, I love you, I'm so sad, I'm gonna go kill a couple dozen
thugs and a fat two headed mob boss because he made me sad. Waaa!”
Cain mocked.



Tommy brought his hand up beneath his green trench coat and felt
the familiar cold steel of his gun. Before Cain continued speaking,
he brought it out and fired a shot at his knee. The strange man
fell to the ground and looked up in shock.



“You shot me!?” He cried in disbelief.



“What the hell did you expect ya muthalovin psycho? First I've got
this messed up dream of a recently dead friend, then I pop up in
what looks like the freaking Crypt Keepers neighborhood, and you
start ragging on me? That's after you killed what must be your twin
by the way,” Tommy snapped.



“K, you got balls. Maybe you can handle Corinthian,” Cain said with
a shrug. As he finished speaking, an image of a slender, but
athletic man with slicked back hair, and wearing all white appeared
behind Cain. He had wire rimmed, dark sunglasses, and an arrogant
smirk on his face. “Remember that face Monaghan,” Cain said.



Before Tommy could speak, he found himself in his own bed. Drenched
in sweat he didn't know how to make sense out of what had just
happened. It was a dream, he assured himself. The face however,
remained etched in his mind. The light skin, light blond hair. He
would remember the face…

 



Noonan's Sleazy Bar
Tommy waited for Nat, the
dream still fresh in his mind. This job turned out to be more
bizarre than he'd imagined, that's for sure. He turned his
attention to the squat, drunken dwarf in the spandex and watched
curiously as he continued his story.



“So their we were, me an the team. Thuh League was all crappin
their pantz, azz usual, so who'd they call? Shection 8 of course!
The Britney Spear robots were shootin fire out of their boobz, and
the K-Fedinator had Shuperman at hish mercy, that'sh when I kicked
that evil robot in the ballz and… ”



“Why Sixpack, I had no idea that you were so close with the Justice
League,” Ringo interrupted.



“Of course! Ah was there right alongshide them durin the invashion!
They was busy taken on Darkseid when I was dealin wit his boss,
this S shaped dragon that was burnin down buildings and eatin
peasants. Ah tell ya, that was the toughest bastard me and Section
8 ever took on. If it wasn't for Bueno Excellante and his power of
perversion, we'd all be singin the anthem of Apokolips right now!”
Sixpack slurred.



“Simply amazing, and all without any super powers hm?” Ringo
laughed.



“Super powers are a pain in the ass,” Tommy said as he put out a
cigarette.



“Ya, you got powers after that space alien tried drinkin yer spinal
fluid eh Tommy?” Sixpack asked.



Ringo moved over to Monaghan and whispered; “Another of his drunken
hallucinations?”



“Believe it or not, that's what actually happened,” Tommy
laughed.



“Wow,that is the most absurd story of someone getting powers I've
heard. Ever,” Ringo said with a chuckle.



“Your telling me?” Tommy grinned. He turned his attention to the
door as Nat entered. A cigarette resting between his lips, and his
eyes told Tommy it was time for business.



“No rest for the wicked eh Tommy?” Noonan asked after seeing Nat
enter.



“Guess not Sean, I'll see you guys later. Me and Nat have business
to take care of,” Tommy said as he exited with Nat.



The two made their way to a beat up 1985 New Yorker and entered the
vehicle. Nat lit two cigarettes and handed one to Tommy.



“You wanna grab a bite before we go lookin for this guy?” Nat
asked.



“Sure, let's get something in the East End though. We'll check
things out around there after we're full,” Tommy said as he exhaled
the smoke.



“Why the East End?” Nat asked.



“Dunno, just a feeling,” Tommy shrugged.

 



Big Belly Burger, East End:
The Man in White
sat in the back corner, watching the people. It was a busy place,
it seated roughly 20 people, all scattered across the large open
space. He selected the prey he wanted tonight. A young couple, the
man roughly in his 20's, and the girl looked to be about 17, maybe
younger. Something about the two appealed to him, he was so intent
on them, he didn't register the door of the fast food restaurant
opening. So he didn't see the two men, the tall white man in the
green trenchcoat with dark sunglasses, nor the heavy set black man
in the multicolored hat. They noticed him though.



“You seeing anything Tommy?”



“Yeah, he's got three knives on him, and a small revolver. The sick
freak's pretty interested in those two,” Tommy said, indicating the
young couple.



“See, I don't get why a guy like that's chasing a piece of tail
that young. Just seems kinda wrong you think?” Nat asked.



“That's one of the reasons he wants them so bad,” Tommy told
him.



“So let's get some food, and wait till he leaves. Sound
good?”



Tommy nodded and the two walked to the counter. All the while
keeping an eye on their target. They were seasoned hit men, but
from what Tommy read in Corinthian's mind, they'd be hard pressed
to take him down. This definitely wasn't a normal job for them.
Then again, he hadn't had a normal job since he acquired his powers
of X-Ray vision and telepathy. Two powers that worked wonders for
his profession. The only down side were the headaches when he used
those powers. The two ordered, and sat across the room from the
killer known as Corinthian, then they waited. It wasn't long until
the couple exited the building. It wasn't much longer until
Corinthian followed. It was time for them to go to work.



They followed Corinthian, as he followed the two people. Tommy's
hand drifted to his side as he drew his .22 and took aim. Nat did
the same, and they opened fire. Two bullets struck Corinthian in
the back, and that's when all hell broke loose. The couple he was
following spun around for a second, then bolted in the other
direction. Corinthian cursed under his breath for being so
careless. He knew that the twins wouldn't have given up so easily,
but he hadn't anticipated them sending mortals to kill him. He took
off as fast as he could, and ran into an alleyway. Tommy was quick
to follow, with Nat just a few feet behind. As Tommy entered the
alleyway, he saw Corinthian trying to climb a fence, not an easy
task with two bullet holes in your back. Tommy took aim and fired
several shots, each hitting their mark causing Corinthian to fall
to the ground. Tommy ran to the prone body, and leveled his pistol
at the killers face. Before he fired however, The Corinthian sprung
into action, kicking out with his legs, and knocking Monaghan to
the ground. That's when he drew one of his blades, and brought it
down. Tommy threw up his arm in defense, and held his attacker at
bay.



“Give it up human, you can't beat me. I am the darkness in your
heart, I am the evil inside of you!” Corinthian screamed as the
blade came closer and closer to Tommy.



“Yeah? Well tough, 'Cause there's something I know that you don't,”
Tommy growled.



“What's that?”



“He aint alone!” Nat yelled as he fired several shots into The
Corinthian. His gripped weakened, and Tommy threw his foe off of
him. He rose to his feet as Nat joined him. Blood dripped down
Corinthian's mouth as he looked at them in disbelief.



“How did the two of you beat me?” He asked.



“Simple, we brought guns to a knife fight,” Tommy said as he and
Nat opened fire. As his life slipped away, he remembered what he
told Cain. That he had a secret, what that secret was, was that he
created Cain. Cain was the first man to dream of him, and that's
what drove him to kill Abel. It was that power he held over the two
brothers that made it impossible for the two of them to beat him.
These two however, he didn't know. Strange, killers dreamed of him
all the time. Why hadn't these two?



“We don't kill out of hate is why. We aren't some muthaloving
psycho's. Do you know who we are?” Tommy asked.



“No… ” Corinthian whispered.



“We're Hit Men is who we are!” Tommy said as the two men walked
away…



“They… killed me. My body, it's gone… But the fools don't realize
something. I can't die… I'll go home for a time… Then I'll return
for them,” Corinthian whispered as his essence slipped away, back
into the dreaming.

 



The Dreaming Realm:
He materialized outside
the House of Secrets. It had been months since he last entered this
realm. It seemed so strange to be… home. He turned his attention to
the numerous beings waiting for him. There had to be hundreds. At
the front stood Cain and Abel. As usual, Abel stood there fearful,
likewise Cain was arrogantly smiling, as he usually was.



“Welcome home Corinthian,” Cain grinned.



“So you hired two killers to bring me back. And now you hope to
keep me here?” Corinthian asked.



“That's the beauty of it, we didn't hire them. Your own dicking
around brought those two on you. We just pointed them in the right
direction,” Cain laughed.



“W-w-we c-can't le-let you leave this time,” Abel stuttered.



“You think that you and these fools can stop me?” Corinthian
asked.



“Probably not, but you know what Corinthian? He's coming back soon.
The gears are in motion, and Morpheus will return soon,” Cain told
him.



This made the nightmare hesitate. He was positive that none of
these dreams could stop him. But if the master was returning, did
he really want to be out there? His wrath would be far worse than
anything he could imagine.



“Damn you all! Either I stay, or risk the master’s wrath then? You
win then, I'll return to my post,” Corinthian screamed.

 



Noonan’s Sleazy Bar:
“That wasn't as tough as
I thought it was gonna be,” Nat said.



“We got lucky,” Tommy shrugged.



“Ya think?” Nat asked.



“Yup, we were brought into something bigger than us Nat. I don't
really know what the hell it was, but it was big. I'm just glad
we're done with it and that's the last time we ever do some crazy
mystical job like that again,” Tommy muttered.



“Still don't know what to make of what you told me about this
thing,” Nat said as he sipped on his beer.



“Likewise,” Tommy replied.

 



Hell, Realm of The Arkannone
A realm like no
other, not even in the depths of hell, was where the Arkannone
reside, The Lords of the Gun. The two demons, faintly resembling
humans, are bullet ridden, and warped. They watch with intent as
the two known as Monaghan and Nat dispose of The Corinthian.



“They have power,” One remarks.



“They have potential,” The other agrees.



“We shall recruit them then?”



“Yes, the two of them will make fine soldiers for us,”



“When the time is right then, Tommy Monaghan and Nat the Hat will
be ours!”

 



The End!



====================================================================================



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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