














                                            URBAN SENTINEL: Grudge




Police Headquarters - Lake City

                                            The cold wind of the October evening nipped at the sergeant's cheeks as he continued to sip his coffee, needing the hot liquid not just to feel warm, but because he was pulling a double shift on this day. Working overtime was not something he enjoyed very often, but when it had to be done, it had to be done. There was no point complaining to the Lieutenant when the department was under staffed. Marcin Wolski looked to his immediate left and cleared his throat. "You did some good work a few weeks back busting those gold profiteers." he said to the man in the gold and black suit and mask, known as Blitzkrieg, the local vigilante that was protecting Lake City.
                                            The masked man grinned. "Why thank you." he said calmly. "But I can't take all the credit. A friend of mine sized them up, and your men came and cleaned up the mess." he explained, recalling the previous adventure. Wolski chuckled before pulling the collar on his trenchcoat up a little. "Sure." he replied. "We show up, and everyone is out cold. Not much of a clean up, but....it could have been worse." he finished, before taking another sip of his coffee. After a couple of seconds, he swallowed and continued the conversation. "Anyways, I didn't ask you here to talk about idiots in a warehouse." he mentioned, a little more serious now. "I wanted to speak to you about recent events at the Kord Industries tower. Things have started to go missing from it." he added, pointing up towards the skyscrapers of the downtown, the Kord building visible, several blocks away from where they were.
                                              Blitzkrieg perked up, and looked interested now. "The Kord building?" he wondered aloud. "What exactly has 'gone missing' from there?" he queried, his curiosity peaked at this moment. Wolski shook his head. "All we know is that it's technology of some sort. It's the weirdest thing." he said, pausing to take anothe sip of the coffee that was starting to cool off, his brown hair moving in the wind. "Stuff goes missing, they call us to investigate. We do, and then they keep under wraps what has vanished, telling us nothing. How can we help them if they won't help themselves?" he asked, not expecting much of an answer. Bliztkrieg responded in kind. "You can't help them. But I can." he said, intrigued by this turn of events.  "I'll check it out, and get back to you when I have something." he said, turning to leave the parking lot, and heading towards the alley where his motorcycle was parked.
                                                "Do me a favour," started Wolski, knowing what was going to happen. "Minimum of clean up, okay? They'll have my skin if something happens in that building." he said loudly. Blitzkrieg stopped for a brief second, and gave a thumbs up, before disappearing into the night. After a quiet few moments, a motorcycle engine could be heard speeding away from the area. Wolski shrugged and was about to take a sip of his coffee, when he pondered it for a moment. "Bah." he said, tossing it into a trash can as he walked back towards the rear entrance of headquarters, wanting to get in out of the windy night and warm up, happy to tackle some paperwork at his desk right now.


Downtown - Lake City

                                                 It was a stroke of sheer luck that the normal delivery driver for what his workplace called the 'Skyscraper Route' had called in sick, and that Jared had been given said route in addition to his own, giving him the opportunity to check out the building as a normal civilian for a change. Not everyone in his courier company was thrilled with the route, but he enjoyed it whenever he got a chance to drive it, always stopping at a food cart for a bite to eat while he was in the area. For the moment, he was stuck in some morning gridlock on the main street, and hoped to be at the Kord Building in the next twenty minutes to drop off the parcels in his truck, as well as snoop around as much as he could.
                                                 With Serena away with her family for all of this week, and Greg Redmond out of town for a motorcycle show, Jared was on his own for this mission, and had to make his plans with this in mind. For now, he'd just be happy to get to the building, instead of watching the brake lights of other vehicles go on and off repeatedly. "Damn traffic." he mumbled, never really getting used to the gridlock, even though he had lived most of his life in Lake City. Times like this made him think of being on his motorcycle late at night on emptier streets, ripping through the night as Blitzkrieg, sometimes without a care in the world. In the few weeks since the gold consignment mystery, the city had been quiet per se. He hadn't been out much as Blitzkrieg, as crime in general seemed to have levelled off.
                                                   After a few more minutes that seemed like a hour, Jared's delivery truck was rolling a little faster again, and within fifteen minutes, was pulling up to the loading ramp for the Kord building. He lowered his window and showed his identification and delivery slips to the guard at the security checkpoint, who opened the large gate and waved him in. The concrete ramp did a wide spiral down to the lower receiving area, and pulled the truck up to an empty spot on the loading dock. Parking the truck, Jared jumped down and wandered to the back of his vehicle, opening the rear door and extracting his two wheel hand cart. He had already loaded his shipments and was heading over to the nearest elevator, when a man wearing a reflective vest and workpants stopped him. "Where ya headed?" asked the man, his black hair sticking out from a yellow hard hat, perspiration on his brow.
                                                   Jared showed him the delivery slips. The man briefly looked at them, before returning his gaze to Jared. "Kay thanks." the man said. "Don't mean to be a pest, but we'v had some problems lately. G'day." he finished, before smiling and wandering off. Jared shrugged and wheeled his load into the open service elevator. "Fourtieth floor here we come." he mumbled, pressing the button on the elevator's backlit number pad. "Door closing!" said a computerized female voice. "Going up." it added, as the elevator suddenly lurched upwards, before starting to ascend smoothly. "Drop this load, then wander around a bit." he mumbled to himself, looking to his clipboard for a moment. Soon, his reconaissance would be underway, in which me might learn something about the recent crime here.


Police Headquarters - Lake City

                                                   Slamming his phone down on it's cradle in disgust, he shook his head for a moment before getting up out of his chair and striding over to the door of his office, opening it just enough to yell out into the main investigative area of the building. "Wolski! Get in here, now!" he exclaimed, before turning and slamming the door behind him, heading back to his desk and taking a seat again. Lieutenant Stephen O'Donnell did not like delays or excuses, nor did he like vigilantes running around in his city. He had decided to soften his stance on these 'crime fighters' recently due to public opinion as of late, but he still harboured deep resentment for people operating outside of the law on their own with no fear of any kind of serious reprocussions. Aside from all that, he had other work to attend to.
                                                    A rapping on the frosted glass pane on his door told him Sergeant Wolski was about to enter. The door then opened, with Wolski walking in quietly and up to his lieutenant's desk. "You wanted to see me, sir?" he asked honestly. O'Donnell nodded. "Sit down, Marcin." he said, motioning to the chair in front of his desk. Wolski sat down, and barely had time to try to get comfortable when O'Donnell started to rant. "Tell me how some of the bigger cases we're handling ARE NOT getting solved." he started, an angry look on his face. "Take the Kord Industries building for example. Sensitive equipment keeps disappearing from it, and yet we have no suspects, no leads, no nothing?! What the hell is going on, Marcin?" he queried, frustrated at the lack of progress on such a high profile case.
                                                    Wolski cleared his throat. "I have people working on it as we speak, sir." he started. "The problem with Kord Industries is that just as we try to investigate and do our jobs, they become more secretive and have us leave. Four incidents at that building, with four similar results. We can't seem to get anywhere in the investigation before we have to leave." he finished, recalling the recent events at the downtown skyscraper. O'Donnell shook his head and slammed a fist into his desk. "Dammit Wolski, we need to do something, and soon!" he barked. "The last couple of stories on this in the local news has this police force painted as inept! It's totally unacceptable!!" he yelled. Wolski nodded his acknowledgement. "I understand sir. I will redouble my efforts." he replied, getting up out of the chair.
                                                    O'Donnell looked up at his sergeant. "See that you will, Marcin." he stated, before reaching for his telephone. Wolski exited the office and gingerly shut the door on his way out, having had enough loud noises over the course of the morning already. He knew that the official investigation would more than likely continue to go nowhere, knowing he had to rely on Blitzkrieg to get him information and help break the case wide open. With nothing to do until he heard from the vigilante, Wolski decided to get a coffee from the local shop across the street from headquarters. "Might as well." he mumbled to himself, before grabbing the trenchcoat off his desk's chair and heading out.


Downtown - Lake City

                                                    Even though some of the areas where the technology was stolen were off-limits to most, Jared managed to get a clue from striking up a conversation with a janitor in a lounge on the fifty-fifth floor. The man had mentioned to him that it was suspicious that the alarms were never tripped in any of the heists, to his knowledge. He didn't elaborate on this, and seemed worried anout saying any more than he did. Jared had pondered this detail on the elevator ride back down to the loading docks, and decided he would have to come back at night as Blitzkrieg and observe the nigth staff. The janitor had hinted that no one on the day shifts could have known about something as grand as this.
                                                    Getting back into his delivery truck, he noted the time and was happy to see he had only been wandering around for an hour, and had made it back in time to head out to his next delivery. There was little he could do now, having to finish the day's work before regrouping back in his lair to go over what he knew and plan his next move. The rest of his work day was uneventful, having gone from place to place delivering parcels, and taking an hour for lunch somewhere in between, stopping at a favourite sandwich shop downtown. After a couple more stops on his route, he made good time back to the distribution centre in the suburbs, and clocked out for the day.
                                                     Jared made a quick stop at home to eat something, as well as pick up his motorcycle. Minutes later, he was screaming down the main street towards the his lair, an underground command centre for his vigilante operations, located underneath Greg Redmond's motorcycle speed shop. A short time later, he pulled off the road and activated the hidden entrance on the sidestreet, heading down the short tunnel into the lair. Parking his bike in the garage area, Jared dismounted and removed his helmet, placing it on the shelf nearby before walking out into the next room where all his surveillance and computer equipment were housed. The desk where Serena would usually sit to monitor him was empty, so he quickly slid into the chair and brought up some of the cameras around the city he had tapped into.
                                                     Selecting some near the Kord building, he started to watch the very loading dock gate that he had used earlier in the day, hoping to see something of significance. Switching from camera to camera after a couple minutes or so, he didn't see anything of consequence. A couple of hours passed as he watched the camera feeds, occasionally getting up for some cold water. As a third hour started to roll by, something caught his attention in his current camera feed. A figure dressed in a double blue costume whipped across the screen and out of view. Jared swapped camera feeds to another one nearby, and again saw the person in the same costume covertly enter the building through an unknown doorway. Was this the thief he was looking for? There was only one way to be sure. It wasn't long until he was on his motorcycle speeding towards downtown, dressed in his familiar gold and black suit with his quarterstaff slung over his shoulder.


Kord Building - Lake City

                                                   The corridor was dark and unfamiliar, the building's systems reduced to lower power settings through the night. Approaching eleven forty-five, there was no one around except the night watchman, who sat at the reception desk in the main foyer, nowhere close to where Blitzkrieg was skulking, having gained easy access and made his way thirty floors up, trying to locate the unknown costumed person he had seen in the camera feed.
"Where the hell is this nutter?" he muttered to himself, starting to get a little impatient. Checking room to room, his search was starting to come up empty. Blitzkrieg skulked along the rest of the corridor and made his way to the north stairwell, intending to go up another level and searching the next floor. He quietly entered the stairwell, and closed the door behind him so as not to alarm anyone. Turning to ascend the set of stairs, he suddenly froze in his tracks.
                                                   A man in a double blue costume with yellow goggles and a mean looking hand gun stood before him, his lips pursed together. "And who might you be?" asked the man, keeping his gun leveled at his quarry. Blitzkrieg thought about taking a swipe with his quarterstaff, but nixed the idea for the time being. "I am Blitzkrieg." he replied. "Lake City's defender of sorts. Who might you be?" he queried, offering a counter to the original question. The man grinned. "Blue Beetle. And not to worry, I believe we are on the same side." he mentioned, lowering his weapon. Blitzkrieg looked to the gun, then back up at the Blue Beetle. "Not to worry!" laughed the costumed man. "My BB gun fires blasts of compressed air, not bullets." he explained. Blitzrkrieg nodded his acknowledgement. 
                                                   "I came here to investigate the recent thefts from here. I have concluded it's an inside job." he remarked. Blue Beetle nodded. "So have I. Someone in my own company did this, but I'm not sure who." he replied. Blitzkrieg was confused all of a sudden. "Your company??" he wondered aloud. "Between you and me, my real name is Ted Kord." he replied calmly. Blitzkrieg grinned. "Now it makes sense. I have heard of you, but didn't know you were the Blue Beetle." he explained. "What do you say we work together on this one? The local police force is just as baffled as I, and in two nights of investigation here, I have found little." he finished, letting Kord know what he had been up to. Blue Beetle smiled. "Sure thing. Let's meet up tomorrow sans personas here in the building, my office." offered Blue Beetle, as Blitzkrieg just nodded before both men disappeared into the dark.


Ted Kord's Office, Kord Building - Lake City

                                                     A knock at the door let him know that the alter-ego of Blitzkrieg had arrived for their little conference. "Come on in." said Ted Kord, president and chief executive officer of Kord Industries. A man younger than him walked into the large, luxurious office. His short  blond hair and clean-shaven facial features reminded Ted of himself a decade ago. The man walked up and extended a hand across the desk of the company president. "Jared Ross." he said, introducing himself. Taking the hand and shaking it firmly, Ted responded in kind. "Ted Kord. Nice to meet you. Again." he said with a chuckle, before motioning to the empty chair in front of the desk. Jared grinned and sat down in the comfortable chair, and waited to hear what Ted had found since their previous encounter.
                                                    "Firstly, let me compliment you on that suit. Very nice." said Kord, interested in Jared's medium grey suit, accented with a white dress shirt and black tie. Jared nodded his acknowledgement. "I've been going over some of the personnel records at this location, and it seems I may have come across something." he continued. "I asked my secretary to get a hold of the P.R. department and see if there was anything out of the ordinary. It took an hour, but she did find something. One of my top developers from the technology sector has not reported for work in over two weeks." he finished, swiveling the computer monitor he was looking at so as to show Jared a picture of the employee, a man with dirty blond hair, and a thick moustache that looked like something out of a movie.
                                                     Jared looks confusedly at the image. "Horst Mittermeier." he read off the screen. "Who is he?" asked the vigilante, trying to get the full picture. Kord spoke again in response. "Horst has worked for me for at least a decade, and is one of my top developers. He's been instrumental in some of our breakthroughs as of late." he explained, in his head trying to come up with the motive for recent events. Jared thought for a second before speaking. "Perhaps he was under some kind of stress working for you. He could have built up a lot of issues and just snapped." he offered. Kord shook his head almost immediately. "One of the things I pride myself on is having a company that is low on stress. We might pay our people a bit more, and lighten their load on a daily basis, but if it helps them be more calm and productive, I'm all for it." he explained, wanting the younger man to understand how things worked at the company that bore his name, which also filled him with pride.
                                                     "Well," started Jared. "Something happened to drive this man to do whatever it is he is doing, if it's him we suspect. Question is, what do we do about it?" he asked, wanting a plan of action at the very least. Kord stroked his chin for a moment, then looked back to his computer screen. "He has a house in the suburbs. I'll check it out later tonight. You hang around the building and watch for anything suspicious." he stated. Jared nodded. "Very well. You know this man better than I do. Makes sense for you to go check his house." he replied. Kord smiled. "Yes. And if you happen to need me here, I can use my Bug to get back to this building rather quickly." he replied. Jared looked confused for a moment, and was going to ask what this 'bug' was, but decided to wrap up the meeting and head out. "We'll be in touch." he said, getting out of his chair and leaving the office.


Horst Mittermeier's House - Lake City

                                                      The house was as dark and still as the night, with no trace of light coming from it's interior. Having landed his Bug, the beetle-shaped airship that he used to get around, in a large park not far Horst's house, Blue Beetle had easily made his way here using the night to his advantage. He had skulked around a few other houses on the way here, with no one inside the wiser to his activities. Easily entering the structure through an unlocked rear window, Beetle carefully used a yellow-lighted flashlight to check the interior for the stolen technology, room by room starting with the kitchen. It didn't take him long to search the upper and main floors, before finishing with the basement and garage.
                                                      A little while after he had started his sweep, Beetle concluded it with less than favourable results. None of the pilfered tech had been found, nor had he found any evidence of a hidden room or storage area. In fact, nothing looked out of place in the house whatsoever. "Dead end." he mumbled to himself, before exiting through the rear into the yard. "Not even as much as a clue." he finished, before signalling his Bug to pick him up. Moments later, the large beetle shaped airship was hovering overhead, before it automatically dropped a line to him, the powerful winch lift above bringing him up into the craft. Getting to the controls, he flipped a switch and opened a comm channel to Blitkrieg. The other vigilante's calm voice soon crackled to life over the Bug's speaker system.
                                                     "What's up?" said Blitzkrieg, wondering how the Beetle's search went. Blue Beetle answered quickly. "Just finished the search of Mittermeier's house." he replied. "Found nothing, not even a clue. The gear isn't here." he finished. There was a little background noise getting through, that of vehicle traffic and such. "Bad break." started Blitzkrieg. "I've been perched atop a thrid floor veranda opposite the Kord Building, and haven't seen a trace of Mittermeier. Hardly anyone going in or out, save one security guard every so often." he finished, giving a report of his activities. Beetle shook his head. "This isn't going anywhere. I'm going to head to your location. Be there in about ten minutes or so." he stated. Blitzkrieg acknowlegded. "Okay. See you upon arrival." he replied, before the comm channel was closed. "Where are you, Horst?" asked Beetle aloud, wondering where the hell his ex-employee was and how they were unable to find him or the tech.


Kord Building - Lake City

                                                     As far as armoured cars went, this one suited his needs nicely. He had loaded another piece of company tech into the back of it, this one a mobile supercomputer that could run a small town's infrastructure. It hadn't been formally announced yet by Kord Inudstries, but would disappear long before they could. Horst Mittermeier took the security ball cap off his head for a moment, wiping some perspiration from his brow. "Heavy thing, ziss." he said with a slight German accent. Shaving his head and moustache and donning a pair of glasses worked better than he expected, as did getting a job with the security company that had the exclusive contract for the Kord building.
                                                      He had crafted his plan for over a year, ever since he was again passed up for promotion, to a position he rightfully deserved, the job instead going to a less qualified individual who had no business running the technology development department. Horst proved time and again to the company and Ted Kord how valuable he was and how much he deserved to run the whole show. "No matter," he started to himself. "I've been crossed to ze last time." he mumbled, closing the doors to the back of the truck. Soon he would be off, heading out of town to his staging area, a location where he kept the stolen technology, waiting for the right time to release them as his own inventions when his own company was off the ground and ready to go. He was just biding his time and completing his collection.
                                                      Mittermeier climbed into the driver's seat and started the truck's engine, putting it into gear and making his way up the winding shipping/receiving ramp slowly but surely, unwilling to jostle the equipment his was hauling too much. It wasn't long before he made it to the gate and waved to the guard at the gate, who happily opened the exit for him, not knowing what was really going on. "Idiot." muttered Mittermeier under his breath as he left the premises, thinking how stupid the guard really was at this point. "Ziss is it. Ze last piece of tech is now mine. Das ist gut." he finished, pulling out onto the side street and rolling away into downtown, heading for the expressway down by the waterfront that would take him on the way out of this city, and to his safe house to finish his plans.


                                                       Everything had stayed relatively quiet up on the veranda until he noticed the humming sound of a power source that was right on top of him. Blitzkrieg looked up to see a giant bug of some sort hovering over his position, as a line was dropped to him from it. Confused, he stared at the thick black rope, wondering what to do next. Suddenly, a voice came in over his earpiece. "Grab onto the rope!" started Blue Beetle. "I'll pull you up!" he exclaimed. Blitzkrieg raised an eyebrow at the rope, but finally grabbed hold of it. Within seconds, he was lifting off the veranda, as the rope was also being retraced into the giant bug. It wasn;t long until he was out of harm's way and in the cockpit of the flying maching, looking to Blue Beetle, who sat in the pilot's seat behind the controls.
                                                      "Welcome aboard the Bug, my own little airship." he mentioned. Blitzkrieg nodded and took his mask off, as had Ted Kord, the Beetle mask hanging behind his head for the moment. His eyes looking about the controls and other things, he almost forgot to ask where they were going. "We heading somewhere?" asked the vigilante, wondering what Kord had in mind. The other man took a moment to respond, playing his hands over the controls of the Bug. "Not sure yet." he responded. "See anything interesting in the time it took me to get to you?" he asked of Blitzkrieg, looking to go over anything they may have missed. The younger man shook his head. "Nothing really. Random homeless guy wandering past, an armoured security vehicle leaving the building. That's all." he finished.
                                                       The detail about the vehicle piqued Kord's curiosity. "Armoured security vehicle? Really?" he queried, the mention raising an alarm in his head. "Yeah," started Jared. "Exited the building's underground gate a couple minutes before you showed up. I think it headed west down Colonial Avenue." he remembered, picturing the vehicle and it's direction. "Hang on!" yelled Kord, putting the airship in a sharp turn to the west, and increasing it's speed. "What's wrong?" asked Jared, picking himself up off co-pilot's chair. Kord's eyes narrowed as he looked to Jared. "It's Friday." he said. "The building doesn't have armoured service on Fridays. Any stored currency or equipment gets transported via unmarked vehicle on Wednesdays only. An armoured car is a giveway to potential theives." he finished, explaining how some of the company's procedures worked.
                                                        "Uh oh." said Jared. "We'd better catch that truck then." he reminded, settling into the copilot's chair. Kord worked the controls some more, trying to get more speed out of the Bug. "Try to pick it up on the scanners." he mentioned. "We'll have to nab him out in the countryside, providing that's where he's going." he finished. Jared nodded and checked the scanner display in front of him. careful to scrutinize it and do his job. "Sure thing." he replied. "Just no more sharp turns, okay?" he chided. Kord grinned, but did not take his attention away from his controls, as the Bug hurtled off towards the country.


Old Vegetable Farm - Countryside

                                                         Nestled amongst the rows of corn, in the large fields between some forests and a river, lay the old farm, a fixture in the area for years now. While the corn continued to grow regardless of who was to tend it, the farm's production days had long passed. Horst Mittermeier had bought the farm as a hobby, and got it at a great rock-bottom price. It also became a great spot to hide all the technology he had stolen from Kord Industries. "At last I have everything I need to start my own company, and undermine everyone else!" he laughed, as his armoured truck pulled onto the gravel driveway of the old farm. The tires of the vehicle popped here and there as it rolled towards the large green barn, going up the ramp and into the open portal door, coming to a halt inside the spacious structure as it's double doors closed behind him, set to automatic whenever he approached.
                                                         Horst Mittermeier jumped down from the truck and walked to it's rear, unlocking the doors and inspecting the technology. The supercomputer had stayed in place on the trip, and was ready to be unloaded. "Excellent." he muttered under his breath, before heading off to get a flatbed cart to load the device onto. "One month from now, I will have mein company, and will release ziss technology and show Mister Kord how much I deserved to run his technology department. Ja." he said aloud, grabbing the flatbed and starting to push it over to the back of the armoured truck. Climbing in the vehicle to unwrap the device, he was in the process of taking some of the protective plastic and bubble wrap off, when he started to hear a sound emnating from somewhere in the barn.
                                                           Sticking his head out of the truck, he stopped and listened intently trying to figure out what the noise was. Horst looked around in the low lighting of the barn, but saw nothing. To him, it sounded like the hum of the electrical lines running near the ceiling of the old barn, the very lines he had upgraded when he took over the farm. "It's nothing." he said, before returning his attention to the supercomputer. But the humming didn't go away. It started to get louder and more pronounced. Again stopping to listen, he was a little more concerned this time, starting to figure out that it wasn't the eletrical that was making the sound at all. "Hmmm." he said, hopping back out of the truck and slowly moving towards the doors he had used to enter the structure, putting an ear to one of them as he tried to discern what the humming sound was, knowing now it wasn't from inside.
                                                            "Definitely louder out zere." he mumbled, now hearing the humming sound more clearly, along with a dull thud like something had fallen onto the ground outside. Horst started to back away from the doors, pondering what to do next. "Could be nothing, or could be trouble." he said to himself. It ddn't take long at all to find out, as without warning, one of the two large green barn doors came crashing down off it's hinges, a lone man standing in the doorway, his double blue costume barely able to be seen due to the powerful floodlights behind him that were almost blinding in nature. "Well hello there." started the costumed man. "I believe you have a few things that don't belong to you." he finished, smiling as he did, and not backing up one inch. Horst stared at the unfamiliar man. "Who....are you?" he stammered, at a loss for words due to the turn of events.
                                                             The costumed man started to walk slowly towards him. "They call me the Blue Beetle, the man that's going to bring you in for your theft." he replied, contiuning to advance on his quarry. Horst shook an angry fist at the Blue Beetle. "Nein!" he said in German defiantly, before turning and hurrying away from the Beetle fellow, racing towards the rear door of the barn. He had a small car at the rear of the building, and he would use it to get away. Horst didn't bother looking over his shoulder, locked into getting away as fast as he could. He made it to the rear door and slipped through it as fast as he could open it, heading for the car. About to get to the vehicle, he skidded to a halt dead in his tracks to see another costumed man, this one wearing a suit of gold and black and holding some sort of long stick, blocking his way to it. "Get out of mein way! Schnell!" he screamed, but the man in the snazzy costume didn't move, but started to twirl his stick.
                                                             "Not happening." replied Blitzkrieg. "You're coming with us!" he finished, advancing on the criminal. "Wirf dich!!" he yelled in German, before whirling around to head back in the opposite direction, but to no avail. Blue Beetle was standing there in front of the rear barn door, the same grin on his face. Horst stopped, and looked back and forth between the two men before dropping to his knees on the grass out of frustration. "You win. I go no further." he managed, before letting out a huge sigh as he stayed down on the grass, dejected, his getaway and plans now thwarted. Beetle walked up and looked to Blitzkrieg. "Not bad for a day's work." he started. "We should have the authorities come here and pick him up." he finished, before producing some cable ties and fastening them around Horst's wrists and ankles, preventing him from getting way.
                                                              Blitzkrieg nodded his acknowledgement. "I'll contact a friend in the Lake City police. He'll be happy to close this case." he finished. Beetle stood up again and strode over to Blitzkrieg, hand outstretched. "Pleasure working with you. We should do this again some time." he mentioned. Blitzkrieg shook his counterpart's hand firmly. "Indeed. Just no future sharp turns in the Bug, okay?" he said, grinning a little. Both men started to laugh, the respect they shared for each other very much a bond now. "Take care, my friend." said the Beetle after a little while, walking off through the barn to retrieve his Bug and head back to his own city, having a company to run as Ted Kord. He was satisfied with the capture of Mittermeier, and knew there were some reforms to be made from within Kord Industries, hoping to never repeat this episode ever again.


Police Headquarters - Lake City

                                                              "Those vigilantes, alwas getting in the way of police business." said Lieutenant O'Donnell, angry at the fact that the costumed 'heroes' had cracked the Kord case before he and his men did. Sergeant Wolski got up out of the chair in the office next to his lieutenant's desk and headed for the door. "Maybe so, but they did do a nice job on this one." he replied. O'Donnell's brow suddenly furrowed and his eyes narrowed. "Wolski!" he snapped before his sergeant vould leave the room. The younger man stopped and turned slowly. "Yessir?" he replied, hoping he wouldn't get too much of the business right about now.
"Go home already." finished O'Donnell, with a slight grin on his face, the most Wolski had really seen in some time. "Thank you sir." he replied, exiting the office in a hurry.
                                                               It didn't take him long to grab his trenchcoat and file folders off his desk, happy to finish the day on a high note. He exited the building to the rear and started off towards his car, when he suddenly saw something gold in colour glint off the overhead parking lot lights. "Geez." he muttered, heading over to an area covered in a shadow, a lone figure in a gold and black costume standing up against the wall with a smirk on his face. "How long you been here?" asked Wolski, wondering. Blitzkrieg scratched the back of his head underneath where his mask was fastened. "Oh, not too long." he replied. Wolski shook his head. "You really like it when I get grilled by my boss, huh?" he asked. "I was close to cracking that Kord case, you know." he stated, before rubbing his eyes. 
                                                               Blitzkrieg laughed. "You asked me to check it out, remember?" he said, chuckling. Wolski smiled. "Yeah, I guess I did. Thanks all the same. Besides, I think the lieutenant is softening on vigilantes a little." he mentioned. Blitzkrieg grinned. "Good to hear, and glad I could be of service." he replied with a little nod. Wolski smiled and looked to his car. "Well, I'm off. Got off early today for good behaviour methinks." said the sergeant, before tipping his hat and heading to his car to make his way home. Blitzkrieg left the wall and headed into the darkness. "Until next time......" he said, voice trailing off, and soon replaced by the familiar sound of his motorcycle, the engines revving before it sped off into the night. Wolski's car also left the lot, heading out onto the city streets. High above the ground, a familiar humming sound preceeded Blue Beetle's Bug ariship, zipping past Lake City on his way home as well, his business in the metropolis wrapped up for the time being.


                                                              THE END
                                                  

                                                    

