The will is an amazing thing.  The will is the most amazing strength, ever known to mankind.  I test the strength of a person’s will to live every night, down to the last struggles and quieted, muted cries for life.  I can bring forth this amazing will, with the least bit of effort, in a simple fluid movement.  I bear the weapon of obliteration.  I am eternal, invincible, I am immortal. 
Duo hurdled off the top of the two story rooftop, and landed with the grace of a cat, into the murky alleyway, his jacket landing in a swirl of black behind him.  He rose to full height and adjusted the fingerless gloves on his hand as he made a swift surveillance of the area, and then advanced to the opening of the alleyway.  Spotting his sophisticatedly designed black and chrome motorcycle across the empty street, glinting under a circle of white light being emitted from a street lamp, Duo grinned and casually walked to it, his boots echoing all around him in the dead of the night.  He circled his vehicle once, gliding his hand down the body, while humming to his self.  He deftly pulled the keys out of his back pocket and slipped one into the ignition, turning it with the flick of his wrist.  He swung his leg over the bike and sped off into the darkness, only visible in the occasional moonlight.  Relying on his instincts and the environment around him, Duo closed his eyes and maneuvered about the streets, avoiding any obstacles that happened to be about.  With his eyes open or closed, he could sense any type of life force around him, or even when dangerous situations are about to occur.  Life forces have different colors depending on the person or even species.  Usually the 
Safely reaching his destination, Duo shut the engine off and quietly entered his dorm, waving a brief greeting at the doorman.  The doorman gave him a heads up and went back to reading the New York Times.
