













                                          URBAN SENTINEL: Masks






              
                                          The sound of water splashing told him that he had just run through a puddle, rain having fallen the last two days and soaking the city thoroughly. The overall dampness of the night's air didn't bother him, keeping up his pace so as not to lose his quarry. The man he was chasing had robbed two women and knocked down a third, and Blitzkrieg had no intention of letting this scum get away into the night. Up ahead, his quarry turned left down an alley that led to the scenic portion of Lake City's waterfront area. "He'll be more visible there." he said under his breath, knowing the amount of lighting there would shine on anyone wearing dark clothing and illuminating them better than a dark alley.
                                           Blitzkrieg wiped some sweat from his brow above his mask, his short blond hair starting to dampen from the humidity left over, as well as the energy he was expelling while in this foot pursuit. "I can't.....keep this up.....forever." he said to himself, giving it his all so he could close the gap ad apprehend the suspect. Starting to close in on the perpetrator, Blitzkrieg watched the man round a corner by a parking garage near the water. "Theres....a fence." he mumbled, knowing he had the man somewhat cornered, as the retaining wall and fence behind the parkade were too high to climb quickly.
                                            As he got to the corner, there was a scream all of a sudden, followed by a thud. Not knowing if the man attempted to climb and fell, he rounded the corner only to skid to a stop at what he saw. Taking a moment to catch his breath, Blitzkrieg pondered the scene. His quarry lay motionless on the ground, with another man dressed in a partial black suit and vest and white dress shirt standing over him. The man wore a cape that his his shoudlers at the moment, as well as a white mask and black fedora that covered his face and hair somewhat. He stood there, motionless over the criminal with a grin on his face. "Ah, so you are this 'Blitzkrieg' fellow I've heard about, yes?" he queried.
                                            Blitzkrieg nodded, crossing his arms over his chest. "Yes. Yes I am." he replied. "And I believe that is my scumbag you're standing over." he finiished, referring to the criminal. The man in the suit and mask laughed. "You're stamina is impressive." he said. "You would have had this 'scumbag' at the wall here, had I not intervened." he explained. "Unfortunately, this man has done more than simply rob people. This man deals in drugs as well, and I've had my eye on him for some time." he finished, looking to the unconcious criminal. Blitzkrieg raised an eyebrow. "And you are?" he queried. "I don't think we've met." he said. The man in the suit grinned. "I call myself, 'The Knight'." he mentioned. "With a K of course." he said, performing a slight bow with the tip of his fedora.
                                             "Cute." said Blitzkrieg. "I don't need any help out here." he stated, being what he thought was the only vigilante operating in the city at the moment. The Knight chuckled. "It doesn't matter what you want." he started. "I am looking after Lake City now as well, as I can't stand to see the crime escalate any further. I am not saying you do a bad job, only that I intend to do much better." he finished, as the waterfront clock tower started chiming in the background, signifying the start of a new day. "Ah, but have we not heard the chimes at midnight?" asked the Knight, quoting Shakespeare. "My dear Blitzkrieg, I must take my leave of you." he said. "Parting is such sweet sorrow....." he finished.
                                              Blitzkrieg didn't get a chance to reply, as the Knight quickly darted up the wall and over the fence with a speed and agility that rivalled his. Police sirens started to sound nearby, the local authorities having been notified of the latest incident and arriving on scene quickly. His quarry incapacitated, Blitz took the man's belt off him and tied his hands and feet together behind his back before disappearing into the night, not really wanting to have a meeting with the police at this time. He was tired from the chase, and vowed to speak to Sergeant Wolski later about all that had transpired on this night.


                                             "You're telling me there's TWO of these maniacs out there now??" asked Lieutenant O'Donnell of his subordinate, a one Sergeant Wolski, who was seated in his office at police headquarters and not looking very comfortable at the moment. Wolski ran a hand through his hair and pondered his commanding officer for a moment before responding. "Yes sir." he started. "We know even less about the new guy, but we're working on it. I need more men." he finished, hoping the Lieutenant would help him out a little. O'Donnell paced for a moment over by the door to his office, before stopping and looking to Wolski. "Fine. Take as many men as you need, but do NOT thin our normal patrols, clear?" he asked.
                                            Wolski nodded as he rose to his feet. "Clear sir. Thank you sir." he replied, heading to the door. "Sergeant." said O'Donnell, stopping him dead at the door. Wolski turned to look at his superior. "Yessir?" he said, wondering what else needed to be said. O'Donnell's face tightened as he spoke. "Don't disappoint me on this. I want this new vigilante out of my city." he stated, as serious as he could be. "Very good sir." said Wolski, before opening the door and leaving the room, heading across the floor to his desk. Grabbing his coat, he continued on and headed out into the hallway, heading to the stairs that led down to the rear parking lot, wanting to get some fresh evening air to clear his head.
                                             Once outside, he walked over to a group of parked squad cars and leaned up against the wall they sat next to, happy to be outside on a clear night, the hum of the city in the background soothing to the soul sometimes. Wolski closed his eyes for a moment and took a couple of deep breaths, inhaling and exhaling in a rhythm. He started to feel a little better, even though his mind was still racing, going over the conversation that he had just had with the Lieutenant, who seemed more crusty than normal tonight. Wolski took another deep breath, and calmed himself down further before opening his eyes again.
                                             "Sleeping on the job now, are you?" said the familiar voice of Blitzkrieg, who now stood next to him on the wall, his arms crossed behind his head as leaned on the bricks as well. Wolski steadied himself, almost having a panic attack for no reason. "You're gonna land me in the hospital if you keep doing that!" snapped Wolski in a quieter, yet firm tone, ripe with annoyance. Blitzkrieg smiled to himself. "Perhaps. But I think you might just be happy to see me." he replied. Wolski nodded. "Yeah, but only if you have some info on this new vigilante that's popped up in the city." he said calmly.
                                              Blitzkrieg answered quickly. "He's calling himself 'The Knight' with a K. Seems that he knows what I've been up to, and thinks he can do better himself." he explained to the sergeant. Wolski rolled his eyes. "Great, an ego. Just what we needed." he muttered. "That all you got?" he asked, hoping for more. Blitzkrieg shook his head. "Sorry. That's all I got out of him last night before he took off. But......I doubt it's the last time I'll see him." he finished, pondering what might come next. Wolski nodded. "Okay. I'll let you know if my men come up with anything." he said, turning to look back at headquarters to see if anyone was coming out into the parking lot. "In the meantime....." he said, turning back to Blitzkrieg, only to see he had left, leaving Wolski all alone again. "Ah.....nevermind......"


                                               The sound of a key being inserted into the door lock and the door being opened snapped her out of her nap on the couch in the living room, having meant to head to the bedroom, but never actually having made it there. Serena sat up and stretched, turning to see Jared walk into their house and lock the door behind him, before taking off his shoes and placing them on the rack. Unable to stay put, Serena got up off the couch and and hurried over to wrap her arms around him, kissing him on the lips almost immediately. The passionate encounter lasted a little while, with neither wanting it to end.
                                               "Hi." said Jared when the kiss ended, always happy to see his love, her long blonde hair tied in a ponytail behind her. "Hi." she replied, before kissing him again on the lips, this one shorter. "You're home early." she said with a smile. Jared grinned. "Quiet night." he replied. "Although, the subway station doesn't feel the same when you're not there." he mentioned, referring to his underground lair. Serena usually took her place down in the subway station most nights, but had decided to take one off, feeling a little fatigued as of late, spending a lot of time down there helping her beloved in his cause.
                                                Jared took her hand in his and led them both into the living room and plunked himself down on the couch, with Serena following suit. She cuddled up to him and rested her head on his shoulder, happy to have him home to spend some time with before bed. "No Knight this time?" she asked, referring to the new vigilante. Jared shook his head slightly. "No sign of him. Perhaps he changed his mind about being out on the streets at night." he mused. Serena chuckled. "It's never that easy and you know it." she said softly. Jared grinned. "You're right, of course." he mentioned, holding his love tight.
                                                "The police are confused by this person as well." he started. "I met up with Sergeant Wolski and he had little to offer me in terms of information." he explained. Serena pursed her lips. "Darn. I guess we're going to have to figure this out ourselves." she said, before closing her eyes and letting herself drift off, feeling comfortable and quite safe. Jared agreed. "Seems that way, doesn't it?" he asked rhetorically. He continued to hold her, starting to hear a slight breathing sound a little while later. He looked at Serena to she that she had fallen asleep. Jared kissed her on her lips softly, and held her close. "Sweet dreams." he said, before alo closing his eyes, and letting himself drift off into the night.


                                                  The heavy truck came to a stop between the yellow lines of the parking spot with ease, having been put here thousands of times by the same driver over the years. The engine whizzed to a stop as it was shut off, the driver hopping out of the cab and closing the door behind him, walking swiftly across the asphalt expanse to the distribution centre's office. Once inside the building, Jared signed the bottom sheet on his clipboard and slid it through a slot in the box on the counter he stopped at, his job done for another day. "Have a good night, brother!" said Rick the delivery coordinator, from behind the counter, hunched over his daily report. Jared nodded. "Thanks man. Cheers." he replied.
                                                  Jared walked a short way down the side of the warehouse and entered a small change room, getting back into his non work clothes and grabbing his black backpack before leaving. It was a quick trip out the side door of the facility to the staff parking lot, where his motorcycle sat near the wall. He hopped on and brought the bike to life, before pulling away from the wall and zipping to the gate, where the automatic arm sensed his presence and raised, allowing him to exit onto the street. Not heading home, he turned the bike right and zipped down the mainly empty road and headed for downtown, more specifically Mackenzie Subway station, and a waiting Serena who would be there ahead of him.
                                                  It had been almost a week since his encounter with The Knight, and the evenings had been quiet in that span as well. As Blitzkrieg, Jared had broken up a few petty crimes in the last little while, and not much else. He thought about how nice it was to finally get a reprieve, and was thinking about spending more nights out of the suit with Serena than in the suit. If something bigger were to happen, he'd hear about it very quickly anyways, tracking police communications on his phone and whatnot. Turning a corner on his bike, he was about to go over a few more things, when his phone rang. His helmet headset picked up the call and routed it for him. A familiar female voice starting speaking to him.
                                                  "What's taking so long?" said Serena with a giggle. "I thought that bike of yours was fast!" she quipped. Jared chuckled. "Going as fast as I can. Besides.....I'll be hitting some traffic soon." he replied, knowing he had to cut down one of the city's main avenues soon to get to his destination. "Oh alright." said Serena. "See you when you get here. Love you." she said softly. Jared smiled in his helmet. "Love you too." he replied, before the call ended. He sighed and increased his speed a little, making another turn onto the avenue and to his surprise, seeing little traffic for once. He grinned and accelerated. not wanting to keep his love and partner waiting too long by herself.

                                                    
                                                    Wade Wallace paced around his office, not liking how his meeting with other CEO's of financial holdings companies had just gone. He ran a hand through his short brown hair, a touch of grey on the sides. A man of his mid-forties, he was in top physical condition as well, always preferring to be in the best shape he could. He had been running his own business, Wallace Financial since it's foundation, having built in from the ground up straight out of college. He had started a small company employing himself and a few friends, and turned it into a sizeable company, which now occupied the top five floors of a small office tower in downtown Lake City. Looking out the window, he could see the sun going down. Day was turning to night, and that itself gave him another purpose.
                                                   Realizing he was pacing for no reason, he walked over to a large armoire built into the one wall of his office. He opened the unlocked door on the left to see his trenchcoat, and wondered if he'd bother wearing it on his way out tonight. Shrugging, he walked back to his desk and sat down behind it, taking his customary place in his office chair. Wade was about to put away his paperwork, when his buzzer went off. He raised an eyebrow and pressed the lit up red button on his desk terminal. "Yes?" he asked into the intercom. His secretary in the reception area started to speak. "Mister Wallace, be careful when you leave tonight. The security guard at the door just heard from his colleague down the street that there's a big police incident at another building." she explaned.
                                                   "Thanks Claire." he responded. "Any ideas as to what the problem is?" he queried, trying to find out more. Her response was somewhat vague. "No idea sir. Maybe it's best if you exit to the rear today. No need to get in harm's way." she offered. Wallace nodded, forgetting she couldn't see him. "Very well. Thank you Claire." he replied. "Good night sir." she added, before the intercom switched off. "Curious indeed." said Wade to himself, before getting up and facing the window. He could see off to the left a lot of police action, the flashing lights reflecting off the many glass windows in the area.
                                                    Wade knew that something had to be done about this whole mess. Stepping out from behind his desk, he again approached the armoire, closing the door he had left open, while reaching for a key on the keyring that hung from his belt. He pulled up a gold skeleton key and inserted it into the keyhole on the larger door to the right. Turning the lock opened the door, revealing a dress suit type costume, complete with cape and fedora, as well as a white half face mask hanging from it's own hook. "Looks like the Knight is needed tonight after all." he mused to himself, thinking tonight might have been quiet instead.


                                                   Arriving at the gate to the exposed subway tracks, he paused for a moment and looked around before pressing a button on his motorcycle that opened the gate to a little used ramp enough to let him pass, and continued down slowly, the gate closing behind him. Ahead was a portal that took the train tracks back underground. Jared veered to the right towards what looked like a barricaded and sealed off tunnel entrance beig enough for a vehicle. Pressing another button on his bike's cluster, the barricade slowly lifted, and the sealed door slid open enough to admit the bike. Old tracks revealed themselves in the tunnel, an old connection to the lower subway station that was retired and sealed off to everyone, that is until he found it and converted it to his base of operations.
                                                   His twin headlights above the front wheel illuminated the tunnel as he followed it's incline down a level. Up ahead, an old platform was visible, with several small lights, only visible to his helmet's visor shining on the wall. He drove up a ramp onto the platform, and through an open hatch into his base, parking his bike in small holding area, before dismounting and walking through the next door, where Serena sat at one end in front of the computer area, checking the city's communications and such. "Hi." he said, after taking his helmet off. Serena turned and smiled, getting up to embrace her man, kissing him softly. "Hi." she said, before he returned the embrace. She smiled and motioned to another room. "I picked up some dinner on my way here. Let's eat before you head out on the streets, okay?" she said with a smile, before heading off through a doorway.
                                                  "What did you pick up, anyways?" he asked, before shrugging and heading off into the next room. Passing through the doorway, he was happy to see barbecued chicken and potato salad sitting on the little table in the converted kitchen. "Mmm." he mumbled, picking up on the scent of the food. "I stopped at the grocery store on the way here." said Serena. "We didn't have much left to eat down here." she finished, knowing that while it was rare to eat full meals down in the base, they had run short on snacks and other things. "Sounds good to me. I'm hungry!" exclaimed Jared, realizing he hadn't eaten anything since lunch hour, and was in need of some fuel before the night's action started.


                                                    Kneeling on a second floor ledge on the neighbouring building, Knight faced the driveway between that led to a rear loading dock, as well as another driveway that linked another structure to these two as well as the next street. He had been sitting atop this perch for over an hour now, the standoff between the police and the criminals starting to drag on. He was sure that something had to give sooner or later, and that the perpetrators would run out the side door to their getaway vehicle, parked in the rear with no driver left inside for a much quicker getaway. "Overconfidence." he mumbled to himself, thinking that the perps didn't expect to get caught whatsoever in their endeavour.
                                                    More time elapsed when suddenly, three masked men wearing military style fatigues burst out the side door carrying large bags. "Money." he surmised aloud, and readied himself for what he was about to to. Just as the three men made their way down the driveway, Knight waited til the exact moment before they passed beneath him, before jumping down and landing on them, knocking them all down with the element of surprise. Knight got to his feet and faced the three. One of them was lying on the ground, motionless. The other two were slow to get to their feet. "Don't you idiots have something better to do?" he asked of them, staring them down as they gathered themselves.
                                                    "I don't know who you are, dickhead, but you're gonna get it good!" yelled the raspy voiced man closest to him, dropping his bag and pulling a gun out from under his camouflage jacket. Knight knew his light armour he fashioned for under his costume wouldn't stop a bullet, and wasn't sure what to do. Without warning, a man in a gold and black suit and mask with lighting designs ran up from behind and used a long wooden or metal rod to quickly disarm the man and knock him out, before doing the same to the second, who was still dazed from being jumped in the driveway by Knight.
                                                    "Didn't plan for the weapon, did you?" asked Blitzkrieg, slowly walking up to the Knight, somewhat frustrated. Knight raised an eyebrow. "So perhaps I didn't plan this out the way I had hoped." he started. "I was planning on rolling out of the way and getting some cover." he replied, arrogantly. Blitzkrieg shook his head, perplexed. "Good luck with that. Go home and leave the dirty work to me." he said sternly, not wanting Knight around any more on the streets. This was his territory and his job, and he was already tired of this amateur trying to be a hero for no reason. Being a vigilante wasn't for everyone, and Blitzkrieg knew this man lacked any kind of training as well.
                                                     Knight pointed angrily at Blitzkrieg, not liking being talked down to in such a manner. "You think you are this city's only hope, that you are the only vigilante that can get the job done?" he asked rhetorically. "You haven't seen the last of me, not by a long shot! I bid you farewell......for now....." he finished, voice trailing off as he disappeared down the driveway behind the buildings. Blitzkrieg jogged down to the next building, but saw nothing. "Things just got even more complicated." he mumbled, before he himself disappeared into the night, knowing that things had changed just now, and that it would be a much different city going forward from here on in.

              
                                                     The wind was lighter than normal coming off the lake, with both men able to carry on their conversation without raising their voices as they stood on the ferry docks, alone. "So you're a motorcycle kind of guy now, eh?" asked Sergeant Wolski, looking over the jet black sport bike parked in front of him, albeit with some odd modifications. Blitzkrieg grinned. "Always have been." he replied, proud of his motorcycle. He looked out over the water to see some small waves ripple on the dark water in the harbour and admired the scene for the moment, before turning his attention back to Wolski.
                                                      "What's on your mind, sergeant?" he asked, wanting to get the bottom of the meeting. Wolski frowned and scratched his head for a moment before answering. "O'Donnell is not liking this situation with the new vigilante." he started. "Hell, he's not fond of you to begin with, but with this new guy around town, he's getting more agitated about vigilantes and wants me to clear them out." he explained, not having a very good time delivering the latest news. Blitzkrieg nodded. "I figured as much," he replied. "The police didn't seem as happy as they usually are to see me last night downtown." he finished, referring to the previous night's action with Knight down at the office towers.
                                                      Wolski shook his head. "If I'd been there I could have helped you. I was held up at another crime." he said, unhappy at his own performance. Blitzkrieg grinned. "No big deal. I know you're a busy man." he said. Wolski shrugged. "I guess. I just wish that this will be resolved sooner rather than later. You I trust, anyone else.....not so much." he explained, before turning and starting to walk away slowly. "Don't worry," started Blitzkrieg, hopping on his bike. "The next encounter with Knight will set the tone." he finished, before putting his helmet on and revving the bike's engine, speeding off shortly thereafter. Wolski stopped and watched the masked man depart. "It better." he said aloud, knowing full well that something had to give sooner or later.


                                                      Serena handed Jared another plate that had been freshly washed, all to happy to be sharing this with him, but concerned as well due to the current situation with the Knight. "All I'm saying is that I'm worried that the police might want to bring you in if they can't get Knight." she said, explaining her viewpoint on the matter. "I don't like it one bit." she finished, before picking up another plate and rinsing it off of it's soap bubbles. Jared nodded. "I agree, but there is little I can do. Knight executes pretty good and gets away too quickly, even if he is careless to a point." he replied. "I'm not sure how to proceed at this point, and my options are very few." he finished, still thinking it over.
                                                      After handing him the last plate, Serena looked to her love and put her arms around him. "I'm sorry. I'm not helping like this." she said, softly. Jared pulled her close and embraced her gently. "Oh darling.....not your fault at all." he said, reassuringly. "This all goes with the job. It's not easy being Blitzkrieg." he explained, not mad at all, just frustrated more than anything else. "All I know is that I have to figure this out and fast. Wolski wasn't too optimistic last night about a solution either, but even he knew that it's going downhill and fast." he stated, making mention of the meeting with the police sergeant the previous day, which resolved nothing but added more tension and variables.
                                                      The only option he really had left was to force a direct confrontation with Knight, and hash it out mono e mono. He didn't want it to come to this, but there was little choice. Jared knew the police were closing in whether he liked it or not, and every day that Knight was out there was more incentive for the police brass to make it even harder out there for vigilantes. Add to the fact that Knight was pissing off more than his fair share of criminals and almost getting himself killed in the process didn't help either. The man was reckless and careless, and could only hope to harm himself and his reputation further if this continued. Jared knew with some training and such, Knight could really do some good out there, but for now was detrimental to all his own efforts every night.
                                                       "I'm going to go to the subway station and suit up." he said to Serena. "This ends tonight." he said sternly, before leaving her to go get his jacket. Serena turned off the kitchen light and ran to grab her own jacket. "I'm coming with you." she said. "You'll need me on the headset." she offered. Jared didn't say a word, but rather held the door to the garage open and waited for her to dart through, hopping on the back of the bike as he pressed a button to open the garage door. Jared mounted in front of her, and started the motorcycle before rolling out onto the driveway and down to the street, before squealing the tires and speeding off to their underground base downtown.


                                                        "You're positive this is the place?" asked Blitzkrieg into his micro headset, making sure that Serena had the right address when she heard the call come over the police comms. "Yes." she replied from the subway station base. "Something is happening inside. A silent alarm has apparently been tripped inside." she finished. Blitzkrieg looked about the rear of the two-storey commerical building, and was about to head back up front, when he heard something coming from inside that sounded like voices. Looking into a nearby window, he could make out several forms with flashlights up to something. Readying his quarterstaff, Blitzkrieg walked back to the nearest door, and kicked it in.
                                                          He burst into the dimly lit building, complete with office and desk areas, and caught the criminals off guard as they stopped their looting and looked up, surprised. "Dang!" yelled one of the crooks. "It's that badass. GET HIM!" yelled another in a lower voice, as the five of them dropped their duffel bags and picked up lead pipes they had brought with them. Blitzkrieg grinned and readied himself, knowing he was easily outnumbered but still had a good chance of coming out on top of this. "Hope you guys have health insurance!" he yelled, before charging into the group of bodies attempting to take him down.
                                                          The quarterstaff lanced out and struck it's targets with ease, with Blitzkrieg wielding it with more skill than ever before. As the blows connected as he moved about with lightning speed, one by one the criminals dropped to the floor out of commission. Minutes after the battle started, it was over. The five bandits lay sprawled out in a heap as Blitzkrieg stood tall. He then tapped his earpiece to communicate with Serena. "Hostiles are all down." he started. "Just surprised that with a silent alarm going off, that no authorities have responded as of yet." he said, somewhat confused. Serena responded quickly. "Glad you're okay." she said happily. "As for the alarm, I have no idea. I'll get back to you." she finished. Blitz was about to reply, when he heard clapping from behind.
                                                           Turning in the direction of the rear of the building, he stopped when he saw Knight sitting on a table, his cape folded around him and his black fedora pulled low. "I see you beat me here. Good for you." said the new vigilante. "What do you want?" snapped Blitz, in no mood for games of any kind. Knight laughed. "I said to you a while back that I can do this better than you, and I will." he mentioned. "You may have beaten me to this little escapade, but I will soon be showing you up any time I can." he explained. Blitzkrieg wasn't impressed. "Just like you did two days ago?" he quipped. "You're reckless, and not trained properly. You don't even carry an offensive weapon to protect yourself. Not good at all." he finished, Knight jumped off the table and began to circle.
                                                           "Your opinion of me will not stop me from doing what I have to do to protect this city." he said, still circling. "I love this city too much to sit on the sidelines each and every night while innocent people--" he didn't get a chance to finish. A shot rang out as one of the criminals had come to and pulled a small hand gun out of his clothes and fired, striking Knight in the back of the shoulder, as he slumped to the ground. "NO!" screamed Blitzkrieg, who jumped over the fallen vigilante and struck the thug in the head with his quarterstaff, knocking him back out before kicking the gun away. Blitzkrieg knew he had to get this man to a hospital, but not in costume, as his identity - whoever he was - would be known to just about everyone in Lake City within a short time. 
                                                            "I guess I'll have to see who this is so that no one else will." he mumbled, removing the man's cape, fedora, and then mask. Blitzkrieg was not so much stunned but confused at the identity of the man who was the now unconcious Knight. "Wade Wallace, the financial guy? Strange." he said, before picking the man up in and carrying him over his shoulder and out the building, sirens now sounding in the distance. Blitzkrieg carried him two streets over to where there was one of the very few city payphones, and sat him down propped up by a wall while he placed a call at the payphone. "Yeah.....some guy just just shot here at Nickel and King streets. Bad shape! Hurry!" he said, before hanging up. Turning back to Wallace, he looked down at the man who was out cold. "You'll be in good hands soon. We'll talk." he finished, before disappearing into the night.


                                                             "Mr. Wallace sir, shouldn't you be taking it easy after everything you've been through?" asked Claire, his secretary, who was busy filing papers and taking care of daily work when her boss walked up to the reception area. Wallace grimaced as he straightened his suit jacket and turned to face Claire. "I've been away for almost a week due to the....mugging. I was going stir crazy at home." he mentioned, annoyed at being off as long as he had been. "But.....thank you for your concern Claire. It's appreciated." he added, before smiling at her then turning towards his office. "You're welcome, sir." replied Claire, before he went back to doing her reports and filing and whatnot.
                                                              Walking the short distance down the hall to his office in a little discomfort, Wallace turned the handles to the double doors and stepped inside, happy to be back in control of things, even if it did hurt a little. He carefully turned and flipped the switch to turn the lights on in the room, as it was a grey day outside and his office blind were not fully opened. Making sure to slide over and close the doors, he turned to head to his desk, only to freeze at the sight of what awaited him there. The unmistakable gold and black form of Blitzkrieg was sitting in his chair, leaning back with a big grin on his face. Wallace sighed and walked up to his desk, staring at his counterpart, wondering why he was here.
                                                              "I'd ask you how you got in here, but I don't think it matters at this point." he said, keeping his eyes on the other man. Blitzkrieg sat up straight in the chair. "Ask yourself how you survived that gun shot instead, and I bet you don't have an answer." replied the masked vigilante. Wallace looked off to the side and frowned somewhat. "Yes I know. You must have gotten me to safety. But why? What made you help me?" he queried, wondering what the deal was. Blitzkrieg nodded, then spoke. "I don't agree with your methods, but that doesn't mean I don't in some way appreciate what you're doing." he started.  "You're a little too careless, and it nearly took you out this time." he finished.
                                                             Wallace turned back to Blitzkrieg. "Always the wrong person gives you the right lesson in life, eh?" he said, quoting Shakespeare. "What?" asked Blitz, confused at the reference. Wallace chuckled. "Shakespeare. You should read more." he replied Blitzkrieg looked un-amused. "Perhaps, when I have the time." he said. Wallace smiled. "It was you that inspired me to take up the fight, and you that has taught me an important lesson. I will not forget this." he mentioned. Blitzkrieg got up out of the chair and walked around the desk, extending a hand. "Good. Perhaps we can fight side by side from here on in, when you're ready." he replied. Wallace thought about it for a moment, looked at the hand then back to Blitzkrieg's eyes, and took it, shaking it firmly. "It is not in the stars to hold our destiny, but ourselves!" he said happily, as the two men found the respect they had for each other.


                                                              "So it's all good now is what you're telling me?" asked Wolski into his phone, trying to put the rest of the pieces together. Blitzkrieg responded back quickly. "Yes, sergeant. Tell O'Donnell that the newer vigilante will be taking a hiatus for some time." he explained. "When he's ready, I will train him better so that he'll be less of a danger and/or nuisance out on the streets. Until then, it's back to just me." he finished, reassuring his police friend. "All right then. Thanks." replied Wolski, before hanging up his phone and closing the communcation. Blitzkrieg also closed his phone and stuck it in a pocket of his backpack, before starting the engine on his motorcycle, putting his helmet back on before speeding off into the night, on his way home a little earlier than usual today.
                                                              It didn't take him long to cover the distance, with no traffic to really contend with at this time of day. He soon pulled into the driveway of his townhouse, shutting off the bike and quietly pushing it into the garage before entering the house, removing his motorcycle gear in the hallway carefully. Jared made his way into the living room to see Serena already asleep on the couch. He smiled to himself and offed the hallway light before heading to the couch to join her. Sitting down next to her, Jared watched as she awoke slowly and smiled knowing he was home. "Hi." she said softly with a smile. "Hi." replied Jared, as his love sat up enough to shove over to his side of the couch, snuggling up against him before giving him a peck on his cheek, putting her head on his shoulder right after.
                                                              "You're such a good person....." she said, voice trailing off as she drifted back into sleep mode, with Jared putting an arm around her and holding onto her while she slept. "Who am I to argue?" he whispered with a grin, closing his eyes and drifting off to sleep himself, knowing that he had come out on top again, this time making a new ally in the process, even if he was still the only vigilante on the streets again, the man who stood before crime and criminals, the man who defended Lake City, the man known as Blitzkrieg.....


                                                             THE END

