Vengeance: Triggered
	It was a beautiful early Fall day in Liberty City as the young beautiful Zoe Michaels made her way out of St. Mathew's College. She stood about 5'7 with blond hair to her shoulders, her skin kissed by the sun with the body of an Olympic athlete with long beautiful legs that her blue jean skirt helps to show off.  No one would ever expect this beauty queen had the training of a superheroine. She makes her way to her car, a 2011 black Chevy Camero with pink racing strips, opens the door and slides into it. Across the parking lot, she is being watched. Inside of a black SUV with tented windows a group of men watch her every move. They had specific instructions, make sure to kidnap Zoe Michaels and leave no witnesses. Zoe checks her make up and cell phone before leaving the parking lot, not noticing those following her in the distance. She pulls into the parking lot of a local Buffalo Wild Wings, walks into the building, still noticing nothing strange, and takes her seat. While watching one of the televisions, a couple guys in a near by booth recognize her. They stand up, walking over to hi. One of them was a little nerves, while the other was straight forward.
	"Excuse me, you're Zoe Michaels aren't you?" One of the guys asks. Zoe turns her attention to them, blushing but smiling.
	"Maybe" she whispers, winking at the two of them. "Depends on who wants to know." The two guys look at each other for a moment as she continues to smile at them. "Pull up a seat" she tells them, taking a drink of her water as the waiter sits it down. The two quickly sit down with her, talking and getting to know her as a group of guys wearing military uniforms walk into the building from the back entrance. They shoot all of the staff in the back, using silencers to kill the sound but the screams can still be heard. Zoe stands up, hearing the painful cries as the guys continue talking to her, looking around as the rest of the people in the building notice something too. Soon the front doors open as three guys walk in, wearing military gear, and fire into the air. A couple more make their way out of the kitchen area, blood splatters on them slightly.
	None of them are wearing anything to show rank, but a final one enters through the front door wearing stars of a general but he could be no older then his late twenties. He looks around the room, pulling out his pistol and shooting it. "Now that I have you're attention, I want to know where Zoe Michaels is." Zoe's eyes open wide as she looks across the room at the man, making eye contact. He smiles seeing his target. "Ah yes, Ms. Michaels if you would please accompany me outside and into my ride."  Looking around, all the innocent people around her. The leader watches for a moment before pulling his gun up, shooting the young girl working the door in the chest. "Do not make me ask a second time Ms. Michaels."
	Zoe watches in terror. "Alright, I'm coming!" She screams across the bar as she starts to move but one of the two boys steps in front of her. He places himself between her and the gun men. "No, don't" she tries to scream but the general raises his gun and shoots him. His body falls backwards into her await arms, catching and laying him down as he looks at her dying. A couple of the military guys come over, grabbing her under the arm and start to drag her out of the building but her eyes remain on the dying young man. She is taken from the building and they place her into the back seat of a SUV. A soldier gets into the car on either side of her, giving her no where to go while the leader gets into the passenger. The SUV pulls out, a second one following it while some stay behind at the restaurant, killing everyone else inside.
	As they speed off, the general turns and looks back at Zoe. He grins, no signs of emotions or remorse. "Sorry for the show Zoe, but I had to make sure there are no witnesses. I'm certain you know how Special Forces work considering you're father is a general" he says as she takes a deep breath, looking up at him.
	"You're a murderer! Special forces are heroes, that was barbaric!" She screams at him.
	He rolls his eyes, reaching into the back seat and smacking her hard across the face. "You'll speak to me with respect and finish everything with sir."
	She moves to face him again, his hand print across her face as tears fall down her face. "No sir" she says, patronizing him. "You don't deserve respect like that!"
	He smacks her hard again. "Then shut you're pretty little mouth so I do not have to teach you a lesson!" He pulls out a knife, showing it to her. "It would be a shame if you force me to cut your tongue out" he threatens while laughing a little with the rest of his men. "Tell me about you're father, Zoe."
	She takes a deep breath, looking at the knife for a moment. "I don't know much about him. I see him maybe two or three times a year, whenever his job doesn't come first. He always picks the military over me and my mother."
	"Ah yes, and how is the mayor of Gotham City doing these days? She still enjoying her job or has she realized the target it puts on your back yet? I bet she will love hearing her beautiful daughter is missing yet again! How many times will that make Zoe, four?" He smiles waiting for a response but smacks her again because of the silent treatment he receives. Screaming out, looking at him as tears begin to flow more often down her face. "Speak when spoken to girl, do as you are told! Do that and you may come out of this unharmed." Zoe shakes her head yes slightly. "Good, at least you do have some respect for authority."
	They all remain silent throughout the rest of the ride until they arrive at their destination. Two of the guys pick up Zoe and start to carry her into the warehouse but she jerks away and punches one, kicking the other hard in the stomach. The fight continues for a few seconds as she lands more blows but the general pulls out his gun, pistol whipping her in the head. She falls quickly to the ground, out cold.
	She is tied to a chair when she comes to, head spinning and pounding. Her legs are tied spread apart and secure to the legs of the chair, so are her arms. She can feel the cold air rushing up her skirt and legs. Sitting in front of her was the man holding her against her will. She struggles to pull free, looking at her situation as a panic sets over her. The man watches, letting her struggle against the ropes until she begins to wear herself out. When she stops and begins to look at him helpless and scared. He grins at her, "Good, now you realize you cannot escape, maybe we can have a conversation! I know who you are, and it's only fair you know who I am. My men call me General Blazer, but my real name is Justin Hylton."
	She takes a deep breath, listening to him as he talks to her. "Why are you telling me your name! Why am I here? Why have you done this?" she screams.
	He smiles, reaching out and running his hand across her cheek. "Because your father needs to pay for what he did to me and my men.  How would you feel if you were given orders by someone you trust,- only to have them sell you out to the enemy?!  To have them let you suffer and die like you never meant anything to them?"
	Looking at him, confusion setting over her as she jerks away from his hand. She whimpers a little as he watches her as she takes a deep breath, thinking what to say as her mouth opens slowly. "My father? What did my father do to you?  Why are you doing this to me?!"
	He laughs before standing up and pushing his seat to the side. Walking next to her, kneeling on one knee. "You're father betrayed me and my men! He left us for dead and now he is going to be given a choice! Either he releases the information about my last mission to me or his daughter is sent to him piece by piece." He waits for his words to sink in before he moves his hand to the inside of her leg and begins rubbing it.
	Zoe begins to shake, hearing his words and then feeling his touch. She goes from whimpering to crying heavily, pleading and begging through the panic. "Please, don't do this! Just let me go! My father wouldn't do that to you or anyone, I swear!" She pleads and repeats.
General Blazer smiles, rolling his eyes before standing up and walking behind her.  "You know we have to make a video to send you're father, letting him know I have you! And judging by you're current situation, I'm not sure you could tell him what I want you to plus I do not know how much it will sink in. He is kind of heartless!" he states with a chuckle,  pouring chloroform onto a rag. He walks behind her and covers her face with it, letting her struggle as he holds her until she falls asleep in the chair.
	She comes to, finding herself mounted against a wall standing a few inches above the floor. Metal bars tightly hold her wrists, ankles, neck and waist in place. It takes a few moments but soon she realizes she’s wearing nothing and her young eighteen year old body is exposed for the room to see. Looking up to see General Blazer standing in front of her with a smile, to his side is a soldier holding a camera. Embarrassment overwhelms her as she tries to cover up but unable to move. 
"Please, stop! Let me go!" She screams fearing what will come. General Blazer walks over running a finger down her chest, between her 36B breasts. She screams and jerks, trying to get away. 
"You're father may not take me seriously if I simply say give me what I want or else! But if he sees me taking full advantage of his beautiful daughter," he laughs, "well, maybe then he will feel as helpless like I did." 
He turns back and nods to the man holding the video camera, ordering him to set up the tripod and begin recording.  Blazer’s finger trails down, rubbing over the young girl’s pussy. She jerks, trying to get away from his touch,  unable to escape she closes her eyes and begins to cry harder. "Oh do not worry Zoe, I'll make sure you enjoy it before it's over!"
	"Please stop" she cried, struggling to get free as his finger nestles between her lips and seeks out her clit. The fingertip circles over it in a slow motion as he watches her. "No! Please stop!" She continues to cry out, having never been touched against her will before. 
His finger begins to work faster, causing her pussy to moisten until it’s dripping wet.  The bastard chuckles as she turns deeper shades of red unable to conceal her embarrassment.  His finger then slides down entering her.  Purposefully, his middle finger slides over her G-spot as he delves deeply into her.   She feels his fingers move in and out of her and despite the humiliation she cannot hold back a low demeaning moan that escapes her lips. "I told you I would make you enjoy this slut!" the General said with a smile, the truth of his words stabbing into her. Her traitorous body quickly turning against her as the finger restlessly moves in and out of her.  "You're awfully tight; maybe slut isn't the right word! Are you a gold digging tease, Zoe?" the general asks.
Laughing fiendishly he pushes his finger into her again, leaving it inside of her this time. Her hips shift as she feels the finger rock back and forth smacking against her G-spot. "Is this why Bruce Wayne has such an interest in you?  I bet you let him fuck this anytime don't you!" the general laughed.  She could do nothing but endure as her captor leaned forward and slid his tongue out and over her clit.  Zoe jerked in her bonds, moaning out again as her body quivered. Inside of her, she could not deny the dreadful climax that was building fast. "That’s an awful shame, you nearly married the old man's adopted son but when he died I bet you hooked the old man, didn't you?!"
	Her head snapped back.  She fixates on the ceiling unable to meet the general’s eyes as her hips begin to shift more desperately with the motion of his finger.  Blazer grins knowing he has her and then his efforts move forward with even more zeal.  His tongue and lips tormented her clit while his finger rhythmically beats against her G-spot over and over. "Please stop!" She screams again.  Zoe thrashes harder and harder but Blazer refuses to stop. Soon the brute has her screaming out, her body jerking uncontrollably as he forces a climax from her. Her moans come from the top of her lungs, feeling the room as sweat pours off her body. He continues to stroke her until her passion is spent and she relaxes into her bonds. He stands up,  twisting a fist in her long blond hair as pulls her head back so he can take a demanding kiss from her dry lips.
	"Now lets send this to your daddy, little girl.  Then we’ll see just how quickly I get what I want." He laughs, slapping her teasingly across her cheek a couple of times. He looks back at his soldier who turns the camera off. "Now cut that with the message I recorded earlier and send it to pentagon. They'll make sure he sees it." He turns, looking at Zoe again. "I must say you are beautiful little girl, and I'd really like to fuck you right now but duty calls!" He grins, kissing her and biting her bottom lip before slapping her dripping pussy hard.  Zoe grunts and he laughs,  turning and walking out of the room without looking back.
	Hours pass and Zoe is left alone hanging on the wall by the metal binds. Her pussy is sore and her juices have dried along her inner thighs. She feels humiliated, violated and so many more things as she hangs there, helpless to get free until she finally hears the door to the room open again. She looks up, a smile crossing her face when she sees Batman instead of General Blazer. He rushes to her, looking over the restraint system holding her against the wall. Quickly he releases her and catches her as she falls from the wall. He covers her up, looking down at her, whispering "Are you alright Zoe? Did he hurt you?”
	"I'll survive" she says while looking up at him, very weak and make up running down her face from the tears she been crying. Her arms wrap slowly around Batman's neck as she pushes her face into his chest, crying hard again. He looks around, seeing a jacket for a large size man laying on a table. He grabs it, wrapping it around her before picking her up and rushing her out of the building. Along the way, the bodies of soldiers who were out cold litter the floor until they arrive at the Batmobile. The top opens and Batman slides her into the passenger seat before jumping into the driver's seat. It races off into the distance as she lays in the seat crying. Once she realizes she is safe, she opens her mouth as she looks at Batman. "Thank you Bruce."
	The next day, Zoe wakes up in her dorm room bed. She rises up, looks around before seeing she is wearing a large black button up and a pair of pajama pants. Bruce Wayne sits beside her, asleep in his chair. She smiles as she sets up, patting his leg. His eyes open up, looking at her. A smile comes across his face as he sits up, looking at her. "Are you alright, I came as soon as I heard about what happened." Zoe smiles shaking her head yes.  She leans forward and hugs him tightly around the neck then turning to see her mother, Gotham City Mayor Maria Michaels, standing in the door way. She slides out of bed, walking to her mom and hugging her tightly.
	A couple days pass, during which Bruce and Maria both beg Zoe to move back to Gotham, leave Liberty City behind but she continues to refuse. She convinces them she is fine and can take care of herself, reminding Bruce it was him who trained her to defend herself. The agree to let her remain in Liberty City, with the promise she has to move back if anything else happens to endanger her. When they leave, Zoe pulls a large truck from under her bed. When she opens it, she looks down at a armored outfit that rivals Batman's in armor and gadgets. Inside her mind, she wrestles with the memory of promising Bruce she would never put it on and become a crime fighter but the faces of the people inside the restaurant haunt her. She blames herself for their deaths. She takes a deep breath before picking it up, putting it on piece by piece. She looks at herself in a mirror. "Damn I look sexy as hell!" She says but in this moment, something more happens. Her eyes drift to a small V covering her left breast. A memory of her standing above Jason Todd's grave comes to mind. She is crying, promising him she would find a way to avenge his death. In that moment, the name she choose for herself came to mind. The world may know her as Zoe Michaels but the underworld of Liberty City would forever know her as Vengeance from this night forward! 
	Sneaking from her dorm, over a couple of streets by roof tops thanks to the gadgets on her belt, she makes her way to a old warehouse. Inside was a customized motorcycle Bruce had left hidden inside of Liberty in case Batman ever needs it. Vengeance moves to where it's hid, hoping onto it and rushing into the night air on the crotch rocket. 
	She has a photographic memory and quickly rushes to the warehouse on the bike, speeding over 100 mph until she reaches her destination. She parks half a mile away and sneaks up to the building. She begins to look over it, noticing no signs of movement or life. She makes her way to the building, sneaking inside and finding it empty. Moving into the room where she was held against the wall, she finds a note taped to the wall. She smiles, reading "Till next time Batman." Looking around for a moment, she turns and slams her fist through the wall as she screams in anger. 
 "Next time you'll have to worry about Vengeance!"

