









                                        URBAN SENTINEL: Contraband


                                                     No one really knows what makes some men do what they do. The driving force could be anything from money and power, to greed and status. Some are motivated by happiness, some by fear. Some men choose to do evil, and to build an empire on fear and corruption, while others rely on morals and honour, choosing to do good more than anything else. Once and a while, a man comes along that wants to do good, but decides that he cannot work within the system. Some would call him a hero, some would call him a law-breaking vigilante. To criminals he is a thorn in their side, to police he is someone that belongs behind bars, and to those he holds dear, he is just a man doing what he needs to do to make his city a safer place for all.
                                       This is the ongoing story of a man who looked at his city one day and became disgusted at not only the city that he loves, but also himself for not doing something sooner to end the decline. A man that willingly would risk his life if it meant that he could bring a little light to shine on the dark. A man that would stop at nothing to defeat the evil that lurked in the shadows of the night. A man known only as.....Blitzkrieg.

                                                   *          *          *          *

Portlands - Lake City

                                       "Cut the bullshit, bro. How much longer do we gotta wait for these bozos? We trust them to keep their end of the deal up?" asked a henchman dressed in black, having slipped his bandana off his face to talk to his boss. The leader of their group, a middle aged man with grey hair and aviator glasses, stodd silently next to a large crate, his hand tapping the crate a little nervously. He quickly took his hand of the crate, checked his watch, then straightened his charcoal grey suit jacket before responding to his goon. "If I say that they're coming, they're coming." he said sternly. "I suggest you shut up, and be more patient." he finished, while glaring at the goon through his sunglasses.
                                       The goon replaced his bandana mask and only nodded, knowing that any violence would not be tolerated. "Alright, fine." he replied, before mumbling to himself a few expletives. He looked around at the other henchmen in his group, wondering what their take could be on all that was going on at the moment. He was about to look at his own watch, when he started to hear the sound of vehicles approaching outside. 'Good.' he thought. 'Now we can make the deal and get paid.' he thought to himself, wanting only the payout from the latest business, so that he could leave and pay off some bills.
                                       As he tightened his right hand's grip on his pistol, the bay door opened in front of him, revealing another group of goons and thugs, led by a well dressed man wearing a burgundy blazer and pleated pants. The man stopped before everyone, and ran a hand through his close cropped jet black hair. "Nice place you got here." he said to the other leader, the man in the suit. "Thanks Swanson. You always did have an eye for a hideout." he remarked. Swanson grinned and walked over to his old friend. "Well....it's been a long time, hasn't it Nichols?" he said, still grinning. 
                                     Nichols walked up to him, extending a hand. Swanson met his hand with his, and the two men shook hands and patted each other on the shoulder. "A long time perhaps." started Nichols. "But alas, this happens in our line of work." he said. Swanson nodded in agreement. "Indeed." he said. "So old friend, I believe you have something for me."  he said, cutting to the chase. Nichols nodded once, then turned to one of his henchmen that was standing nearby. "Bring the item." he ordered. The goon nodded and picked up a smaller crate with both hands and brought it over, placing it gently on a bigger crate that the two men stood next to. "You may inspect it at your convenience." said Nichols.
                                     Swanson was immediately handed a small crowbar, and proceeded to pry the top panel off the crate. He did so quickly, as the crowbar popped it off with a cracking sound. He moved the lid off to the side, and pulled something out of the crate. It looked like a large brick, and contained a powdery red substance suspended in the plastic it was wrapped around. "Yes." started Swanson. "This will do nicely." he said, before motioning to one of his own goons with his head. The goon nodded, and brought a large heavy briefcase, laying it down on the crate in front of Nichols, who proceeded to open it. After unfastening the snaps with a click, the briefcase opened, revealing a large amount of counted cash.
                                     There was a little more than he expected. "A little extra for my slush fund?" he asked his counterpart with a grin. Swanson smiled. "What are friends for?" he asked rhetorically, before closing the small crate. "Everything is in order, old friend. I believe it's time we were all on our way." he said. "Yes, I believe that is a good---" Nichols was cut off as a large window in the side of the factory suddenly exploded inwards. All the goons and the bosses suddenly turned to the destroyed window to see a single form, a figure dressed in a special black suit, with a wide gold stripe running down the centre, and a gold mask covering his eyes. His facial expression was one of anger and annoyance.
                                     "Unfortunately, you guys aren't going anywhere!" said the figure with a grin. He held in his hands a quarterstaff made of carbon fibre, and was ready to use it. Swanson suddenly decided he'd already seen enough. "You think you can come here and get yourself involved in MY business?" he asked aloud. "I'm not having this bullshit. TAKE HIM DOWN BOYS!!" he yelled, ordering his men to attack. All the goons present quickly drew their weapons and leveled them at the figure. Unfortunately, they weren't fast enough. With blinding speed, the figure ran into the crowd of goons and lashed out with his quarterstaff, catching most, of not all of them off guard and unable to counter.
                                      His quarterstaff swung out and struck bone, breaking a goon's ribs and sending him crashing to the floor. He then spun around and kicked another goon in the gut, immobilizing him. In the confusion, someone opened fire with their weapon. Dodging the hail of bullets by sliding on his side behind a metal crate, the figure reached into a slot in his suit on his left thigh, and produced several thin throwing knives. He popped up from behind the crate and threw one at the firing goon. As he slid behind another crate, the knife reached the goon, knocking the gun out of his hand and lodging in his forearm, making him howl in pain as he fell to the ground. "The bigger they are...." remarked the figure with a grin.
                                      Getting back to his feet, he leapt over the crate and onto two goons trying to track him with their weapons. He grabbed both of them by the head with an arm each, and bashed their skulls together with a force that rendered them both unconsious, slumping to the hard floor. As more goons got taken out, he watched the crime bosses attempt to flee. Going after Swanson first, the figure lined him up and threw his quarter staff like a javelin. The strong but lightweight carbon fibre weapon sailed through the air quickly until it struck the boss in the base of his skull before he could get away, knocking him out cold instantly.
                                     The figure turned his attention in the other direction, watching Nichols try to take a run at him. "I'LL KILL YOU!" yelled the boss, charging with an iron bar of some sort. The figure just grinned, and when Nichols was about to strike, sidestepped him and threw another knife, catching the crime boss' tie and embedding itself into the metal crate next to him, pinning him to it, the tie tightened and making it hard for him to breate. Finally the factory was nearly silent again, except for Nichols' heavy breathing. "Who.....who are.....you?" he asked, trying to loosen the tie to no avail. The mysterious figure walked up to him, carrying his quarterstaff again, and grinned as he stopped to ponder the crime boss.
                                     "I'm Blitzkrieg." started the figure. "And I am the one who defends this city against scum like you!" he exclaimed. Just as he was about to harass Nichols a little more, he heard the sound of poilice sirens outside. "LCPD.....we have you surrounded!" said a voice from outside on a megaphone. "It's been a slice....." said Blitzkrieg, as he reached into a pocket and produced a small black sphere that fit into his palm. He pondered it for a split second before throwing it at the ground. The impact managed a small boom, and the factory began to fill with thick grey smoke. Within seconds, he had vacated the area.
                                      Minutes later, the smoke began to slowly dissipate, and a loud crash signified the police breaking down the entrance door to the factory. As officers rushed in and secured the factory, a policeman wearing a tan trenchcoat and fedora walked in and surveyed the carnage. He shook his head, then took out a ringing cellular phone from his pockey=t an answered it. "Wilkinson. Yeah, we have secured the factory. Only problem is, our 'friend' beat us here. Again." he explained. He listened for a few seconds, and then replied again. "You'll have my report in the morning. Goodnight." he said, finishing the conversation. He pocketed the phone and again looked around. "Bloody vigilante." he muttered to himself.


Mackenzie Subway Station - Lake City

                                       He walked down the tunnel between the tracks slowly, like he always  did, not wanting to trip on a tie and twist an ankle for no reason. The tracks in this area, like the subway station he used as his hideout, had been abandoned for some time, and there was no threat of a train coming by. He kept walking, keeping an eye on his footsteps as he did. A small squeak from in front of him made him stop and look down. The partially functional tunnel lights were just enough to let him see what the sound was, a single mouse looking up and trying to figure out what had distubed his scrounging. 
                                        Blitzkrieg grinned. "Hello mouse." he said with a chuckle, before stepping over it and continuing into the station. Finding the small set of maintenance stairs, he quickly made his way up them, and onto the spacious platform that spanned the length of the station between the north and south tracks. Striding towards the middle of the abandoned station, he began to notice how much in a state of disrepair it was. Half of the lights were either burnt out or broken, pieces of wall tiles lay smashed on the flatform and crumbled beneath his feet, and pieces of other debris lay strewn about on the platform.
                                         Stopping halfway down the platform, he turned to face a section of blank wall, and reached out next to it, pressing his left palm to a square of tile that was undamaged. Suddenly, the blank wall swung inwards, revealing a passageway that inclined downwards and to the right. He made his way down a level as the blank wall closed behind him. It wasn't long until he emerged in a large chamber several metres below track level. The room was modern and spacious, with a workshop in one corner, a computer station with several monitors in another, a partitioned sleeping area, a kitchen, and a common area with a television and two couches that looked very comfortable.
                                        Blitzkrieg stopped to hang his quarterstaff on the wall on it's hangers, and removed the gold mask that covered half of his face. He was about to start removing his suit, when he heard a toilet flush in the background, then heard a familiar female voice. "It's about time you got back.....I was getting lonely again." said the voice with a giggle, which belonged to his partner in this endeavour, who was also his fiance. He grinned and walked towards her. "My poor Serena. C'mere..." he said, before quickly racing up to her and embracing her as tight as he could. As they shared their embrace, she kissed him on the cheek softly, her blonde hair long and covering some of her face.
                                         "Mmm.....your always so handsome." said Serena, voice trailing off as she buried her face into his neck, kissing him softly. Blitzkrieg chuckled as he kissed her on the forehead, then left her grasp softly and headed for one of the couches. "It's the mask. Makes me seem more irresistable, doesn't it?" he said, with a smirk before sitting down on the couch. It wasn't long before Serena joined him and snuggled up to him. "I'm so tired." he said, thinking about the long night he had just put in. Serena put a pillow behind his head, and kissed him on the cheek. "You relax then, and I'll take care of everything!" she said happily. Blitzkrieg smiled, his eyes closing out of fatigue.
                                         "And to what do I owe this honour?" he asked, still grinning. Serena laughed. "Oh I don't know. Maybe it's because I feel bad about how tired you are. maybe it's because you're my fiance and I love you, or maybe...." her voice trailed off for a moment before resuming, a little softer. "Maybe it's because I can never repay you for saving my life....." she finished, starting to think back four years, when she had been snatched off the street late at night by a street gang while walking home from work. She was robbed of her jewelry and purse, and was held at gunpoint, about to be raped and killed, when Blitzkrieg dropped into the dark alley and decimated all five gang members, rescuing her from their grasp.
                                          Months after, she had found him inadvertantly while he was stopping another crime and befriending him, the two of them falling in love quickly thereafter. He confised in her eventually and revealed his true identity. She pledged herself to him, and offered to help him with him crime fighting. In return, he trained her to fight and protect herself, should the need arise. After they became engaged, the bond only grew stronger, and now here they were, and Serena couldn't be happier. She looked back at her love happily only to see that he had dozed off, the fatigue getting the better of him. She smiled and snuggled back up to him on the soft couch, and started to drift off herself, thinking of what they have together.


Police Headquarters - Lake City

                                          "I'm a little confused here, Lieutenant. He cleans up the city for us here ad there, and we complain? I don't mind the easier workload, do you?" asked Sergeant Wolski, annoyed at the fact that his coffee break was interrupted, and the fact that the baddies that had been layed out in the factory were all behind bars. His question quickly drew the ire of his superior, Lieutenant Stephen O'Donnell, who wanted nothing to do with the vigilante, and would rather see him behind bars. "Really Marcin?! You're condoning this kind of crap on our streets?" he asked, wondering what was going through the mind of his sergeant. He ran a hand through his salt and pepper hair before taking a sip of his fruit drink.
                                          Marcin replied quickly. "There are much worse people out there than him, is all I'm saying." he said diplomatically. O'Donnell pondered an answer while taking another sip of his drink. "Perhaps." he started. "But that doesn't mean I have to put up with that looney." he finished. He put the now empty can down on a desk and turned for his office. "That's all for now. It's late. Go home Wolski." he said as he went into his office and closed the door behind him. "Yes sir." replied Wolski to one, before grabbing his coat off his chair and turning, heading out the back door of the precinct for the parking lot.
                                           He descended the few steps into the parking lot from the door, and headed to his car. The parking lot was bordered on both sides by office buildings, with a long driveway in the middle that led to the street. To a regular person, it could be disconcerning at night, but to him, it was peaceful. However, that all changed when he got to his car and saw what was waiting for him. The vigilante stood next to his car on the drivers side, leaning against the wall the car was in front of, his arms crossed. Wolski could see the gold mask and gold trim and stripes of the man's suit, but the lack of light near his car meant that nothing was glinting, as he had to take a hard look to make sure it wasn't some other kook.
                                           "Don't you have better places to hang out?" asked Wolski, wondering what the honour of this visit was. The vigilante chuckled. "Slow night." he started. "I was hoping you could give me some information, sergeant." he said calmly. Wolski looked down, then back up at the other man. "What kind of information?" he asked, not wanting to let too much be known. The vigilante looked serious no as he replied. "The gang known as the Nightbirds. I want to pay them a visit." he said, awaiting a response. Wolski pondered for a moment, but didn't think there was any harm here. "Sure. The old Black Crow tavern on the east side. Everyone thinks it's abandoned." he explained. "Well,' he started again. "Almost everyone. I've had suspicions about that place." he finished.
                                            The vigilante nodded. "Thank you, sergeant." he said, turning to leave. "Hey wait a minute," started Wolski, reaching for his car keys. "How about..." he was cut off momentarily as he dropped his keys on the ground. After bending down to pick them up, he finished his sentence as he was getting back up. "....telling me where you're going--" he ended abruptly, noticing that the vigilante was gone. "Until next time, I guess." he said to no one, before getting in his car and starting it, leaving the parking lot a few seconds later. 


Black Crow Tavern - Lake City (East side)

                                            The basement of the old tavern was a spacious one, as the original owner that built the place envisioned a storage area large enough to hold all of the liquor and supplies he needed to run a successful bar. Unfortunately, it was now being used as a clubhouse for a deadly gang, and a place to stockpile their weapons and drugs as well. Most of the gang was present on this night, as they had major 'business' to conduct, and needs everyone there to get things going properly. As people conversed and held beers while doing so, there was a knock at the heavy wooden door that led into the large basement. A thug standing near it, went and slid a small window open, big enough for both eyes to see through.
                                            There was a familiar face on the other side, another gang member who was a little late getting there, but was welcome nonetheless. "Yeah. Come in, bro." said the thug at the door, taking off the latches and opening the door for his compadre. The other gang member was barely in the door, when something struck him from behind and sent him crashing forward into the doorman, taking them both down, glass beer bottle shattering from the impact. The basement went silent as everyone turned their attention to the door, and didn't like what they saw. A man dressed in a black suit with gold stripes stood there, with a quarterstaff in his hands, and a rather angry look on the portion of his face they could see.
                                             "Party's over, pukes!" said the man, before producing sphere the size of tennis ball, before throwing it into the middle of the gang. The all took their various weapons out and for the most part, turned their attention to the sphere, some taking cover while others either tried to swat at it, or aim their guns at it. The desired effect reached, the vigilante ran into the crowd and started his assault on them, striking back and forth with his quarterstaff.
The first few minutes were fast and furious, with weapons going off, gang members trying to attack a single person, and bodies hitting the floor or crashing over things, unconsious or hurt badly. The vigilante continued to dance around opponents, catching most of them off guard as he struck quickly and effectively, using his abilities well.
                                              A short time later, most of the gang lay down and out, groans and moans now in place of conversation and drinking. Only the trio of leaders remained, and they had already been disarmed. Or so he thought. As he approached them, one of the leaders suddenly caught him by surprise with a large piece of rebar, striking him in the rib area. Even though his suit was armoured, it wasn't enough to stop the total force of the reinforced steel bar. He crumpled to the floor in pain, howling due to the broken rib he had just suffered. The other two leaders armed up with similar lengths of rebar, and advanced on the fallen crime fighter. "Only.....one.....chance....." he muttered to himself, still in pain.
                                             He reached into his leg pocket and produced a throwing knife, whipping it at the light overhead. The flourescant bulbs shattered on impact, showering the other men with shrapnel and toxic gas. Two of the men took the shrapnel in the face and toppled over screaming, dropping their steel bars. The third was disorientated, and that's when the vigilante struck. He had managed to get back to his feet, lunging at the remaining leader and striking him in the head with his quarterstaff. The leader fell backwards and landed on his accomplises, out cold. Knowing that it was over for the time being, the vigilante made his way out of the basement, clutching his ribs, and disappearing into the shadows.


St. Peter's Hospital - Lake City

                                             "You need to be more careful! It hurts to see you like this!" exclaimed Serena, as she gazed at the hospital bed that Jared was sitting on with annoyance. He had called her to tell her to meet him near here with a change of clothes so that there would be no suspicion from any of the medical staff. One simply didn't walk into a hospital as an injured vigilante. They had told the nurse at the emergency desk that he was at a friend's place working under a car when said friend dropped a wheel on him accidently. 
                                               As he sat on the edge of the bed getting taped and bandaged, the doctor in the room with them gave them a warning, her voice a little shrill and demanding. "You need rest, and lots of it. And don't give me that macho crap that most guys give me. Get off your feet for a while and stay there. You here?" she asked angrily, not one to enjoy taping up stupid people that get hurt carelessly. "Yes ma'am." started Jared. "Thank you." he said wincing as the last bit of tape secured the bandages. As soon as she was done, he doctor left the room and walked quickly down the hall, heading to the next patient.
                                              Jared looked to Serena, who was moping near the door. He scowled for a moment in her direction, but then smiled slightly. "Hey.....I can't admire those beautiful green eyes if you staring at the wall now, can I?" he said softly, hoping she'd cheer up a little. Serena turned and pondered her man for a moment, then slowly made her way to the side of the bed and knelt down beside it. "Oh Jared....I can't stay mad at you...." she said, voice trailing off. Before he had a chance to reply, she leaned in and kissed him on the lips, then put her hands through his blond hair. He smiled at her lovingly, and held out a hand. She took his hand in hers and squeezed it. "I love you." she said sincerely. Jared smiled. "I love you too." he replied, happily, before letting go and closing his eyes for a moment.
                                              Serena stood back up and looked at him, happy to have someone like him in her life, regardless if he got himself banged up. "I hope this doesn't happen to often. I don't know what I would do without you." she said. contemplating. Jared talked while keeping his eyes closed. "A little bump in the road, and nothing I can't handle." he replied. Serena was still worried, and looked it a little, pushing some of her long blonde hair away from her face. "It's just the nature of doing what I do." started Jared. "A someone was once quoted as saying, 'some days you get the bear, some days, the bear gets you.'" He finished, before opening his eyes and looking at the love of his life. "No matter what happens babe, I will always be there for you, no matter what. Promise." he said, before reaching for her hand again. Taking his in hers once more, they remained like this, smiling, until Jared dozed off for some much needed rest, dreaming about Serena, and continuing to make Lake City a better place for all.


                                                           THE END                             

