








                  
                                    URBAN SENTINEL: Money For Nothing



Dock Yards - Lake City 
                                 
                                   "Wow. He actually retired, on the spot, just like that." said someone watching the fight on tv. The voice belonged to a man named Snake, a gambler and hustler in his mid thirties. He brushed aside some of his light brown hair with one hand, as the other was about to change the channel. Suddenly, there was a knock on the door to the store room he was sitting in. "Sheesh." he muttered, getting up off his black fodling chair, one of many that were arranged around a black octagonal card table with a green felt surface. Snake walked up to the door and grabbed the handle, but didn't open it right away. "Who is it?" he asked softly, waiting for some kind of a response from the other man from beyond the door.
                                   "You meathead!" started a voice on the other side of the door. "You can't be serious." it finished. Steve recognized the other voice. It was his longtime friend and fellow card player, Whip. Whip was about the same age, but stood a few inches taller at over six feet. Opening the door, this was more evident as Walter moved past Steve and into the storeroom, sitting down on one of the folding chairs. "Sorry," started Snake. "You know how it is." he said. "Yeah." said Walter. "I know. Sorry for the 'meathead' thing." he finished. Steve nodded and closed the door before joining his friend at the table. "Should be a good amount of coin on the table tonight. You ready?" he asked his friend, hoping for a very profitable night, legal or not, it didn't matter to him regardless.
                                   Whip nodded. "Oh I'm ready." he replied, as he slipped his right hand into his sport coat and pulled out a deck of cards. "Very, very ready." he said softly. Snake just nodded and sat back on the chair, waiting for the others to arrive. Walter adjusted his sunglasses, and also sat back on his chair. "You know,' he started. "I'm gonna go out on a limb and say we're going to walk away large tonight." he explained. Steve turned his head and looked at his friend with interest. "What makes you say that?" he queried, wondering what Walter had in mind. The other man tipped his sunglasses forward just a bit, then motioned at the deck of cards. "Those." was all he replied, as he started to grin and smile, as he put his hands behind his head, knowing he had just made a score.


Downtown (West Side) - Lake City

                                  The streetlights that lined the sidewalks glowed like a thousand fireflies, illuminating an urban forest of sorts, where the trees had long been replaced by concrete and asphalt. Buildings stood like monuments, the alleys between them ripe with shadows in the night. The night was a quiet one, at least until the repeating sounds of footfalls filled an alleyway, the silence being the first victim of the night. Two men ran almost beside each other at a hurried pace, trying to quickly make their way through the long alley and it's shadows. After a short time, they were approaching an intersection that would take them down another passageway.
                                  "C'mon, we're almost there!" exclaimed Walter, as he motioned to the other man to follow him, turning the corner into the next alleyway. "Sure thing boss. He won't catch up with us now." said Steve, looking back quickly before following his partner into the alley. Suddenly, they came to a drastic halt, almost turmbling head over heels at what stood in their path. Before them was a man mostly obscured by the shadows. This man was tall, and was wearing some kind of costume that was almost as black as the shadows, with some peculiar points on his head that they couldn't readily make out. "Who the hell are you?" asked Walter curiously, wanting some information.
                                  "Your worst nightmare...." said a stern but gruff voice, trailing off into the night. Walter managed a smirk. "Yeah sure. How about you get the hell out of our way!" he said, before taking a run at the tall, dark dressed man. Before anyone could react, an object flew out of the shadows from the tall man's position and connected with Walter's skull, knocking him over into a pile of cardboard boxes, knocking him out. The object quickly flew back to the tall man, who caught it like a boomerang. "The hell with this!" yelled Steve, who turned around and bolted, turning the corner and heading back where he had come from, hoping to find another way out of  the alley to escape what was to come.
                                    Steve looked back over his shoulder and didn't see anypne following, and snickered to himself before looking ahead again, only to see a new figure near the end of the alley blocking his path. "No no no......this can't be happening!" he said, before coming to a stop. The figure in front of him was not the same he had just encountered. This person wore a black suit with a gold stripe down the centre, and wore a gold and black mask to hide his face. He also carried what looked like a long, thin pipe in one hand, and was smiling for some reason. "Oh it's happening, whether you like it or not!" said the figure, who started to walk towards him slowly.
                                    "St...stay back!" warned Steve, who pulled a knife out of his back pocket. "I'll cut you!" he said, now holding the weapon with two hands. The gold and black suited man kept coming at him. Steve was about to thrust the knife and run at the man, when suddenly, whith blinding speed, the suited man ran up, disarmed him with a swing of his long pipe, then rammed one end of it into his torso, knocking the wind out of him before spinning around and using the pipe to sweep his legs out from under him. Steve fell over in a crumpled heap against an alley wall, knocked out from the hit.
                                    "All in a day's work." said the suited man, who quickly fixed cable ties to the fallen man's arms and legs before moving off down the alley, in search or the other man. He knew that the two criminals had gone in together, and had to find the other one for questioning. After a minute or two, he turned the corner into another alley, only to find the second man, tied up and hanging from a steam pipe in the darkness. "Nice work, whoever this was." he muttered, looking at the unconsious form of the criminal. He was about to leave, when he heard something behind him. "I'm glad you appreciate it, Jared."
said a familiar voice that he hadn't heard in some time.
                                     Blitzkrieg turned around to see his caped ally from time to time. "Bruce. What brings you here to my city?" he asked the caped crusader, known as Batman in Gotham City. "Criminals. Two men I've been after were at the same card game as your friend here." he stated, emotionless. Blitzkrieg nodded. "Indeed. What else can you tell me?" he queried, wanting to know more. Batman didn't say anything at first, then spoke softly. "Large amounts of money are being exchanged at these games, which are in turn being given to others to purchase weapons." he explained. "Weapons?" asked Blitzkrieg, a little confused. "Weapons." started Batman, his voice never one to give anything else away.
                                     "The same weapons that are turning up on the streets in Gotham." he said. Blitzkrieg pondered this for a moment. "This might be larger than we think." he started. "I've found recently that there have been more armoured truck heists recently in neighbouring cities." he said. Batman nodded. "That money is being exchanged through covert gambling." he said, filling in a blank. "Hmmm." replied Blitzkrieg. "Something's not adding up. Why play card games? Why don't they just exchange the money for the weapons?" he asked aloud. "Good question." replied Batman. "Why don't we ask him?" he queried, pointing at the unconcious criminal hanging from the pipe.



BDC Bank Tower - Lake City

                                     "Uhhhh.....my head....." muttered Walter, coming to slowly,  his temple pounding with pain. It was coming back to him. He had ran into the alleys with Steve to get away from someone, and then everything went black. "Shit!" yelled Walter, trying to get up, but noticing he was restrained to a heavy chair. "Dammit!" he yelled, looking around, and seeing no one. Only a solitary light bulb shone odown on him, the rest of his srroundings laid in the shadows somewhere. "Le me out of here! I didn't do nothing!!" he exclaimed, trying to shake his arms loose of his bonds to no avail.
                                     "Innocent, eh? I bet you tell the same story to your mother." said a man in a gold ad black suit that stepped out of the shadows, and stood before him. "Who the hell are you?" he asked the suited man, who replied rather quickly. "I'm the man that's going to ask you some questions, and you're going to answer them." he said. Walter smirked, then laughed. "Yeah sure. Like I'm gonna talk to a freak like you." he replied, still struggling in his chair, trying to get loose, and more unsuccessful than before.
                                      Blitzkrieg walked up to the criminal and nodded. Without warning, he lashed out and punched the restrained man right in the face, before grabbing him by the scruff of his neck. "I want information! NOW!" screamed Blitzkrieg. Walter laughed and spit as his left eye puffed up and started to close from the hit. "Fuck you!" he yelled back, and started to laugh. Suddenly, Blitzkrieg walked off into the shadows, leaving the criminal alone once again. Then, a door opened in front of him, and Walter could see the night sky, and barely make out some buildings. He was about to try to relax, when another figure walked out of the shadows.
                                      It was the man in the dark suit that knocked him out in the alley. "I....I know who you are. You're that bat guy from somewhere else!" said Walter. Batman didn't say a word. He pulled out a small blade and cut the bonds tying the man to the chair. Walter thre off the cut ropes and stood up. "Hey, this is---" he didn't get the chance to finish. Batman grabbed him by the throat and dragged him out the door. Walter realized he was way up on top of one of Lake City's many skyscrapers. He tried to talk, but could barely breathe. Batman hefted him over the railing outside the door, and held him so that Walter could see his impending doom, many stories below. "TALK!" said the Bat. "Or you can practice your best bird impression!" he finished, running out of patience with the criminal.
                                     Walter looked to the Bat's face for any expression, but found none, then looked back to the ground far, far below. "Okay, okay! Don't drop me! I'll talk!" he said, not wanting to die anytime soon. "Much better replied Batman, who pulled him back over the railing, and shoved him back through the open door into the small room, where Blitzkrieg was standing next to the empty chair. "Let's hear it." he said, as the criminal began to spill his guts on everything he knew. Fear seemed to be a good motivator.


Mackenzie Subway Station - Lake City

                                     "Wow. So you're telling me that half the money is counterfeit, and it's being used to swap for real money and weapons?" asked Serena, always interested in the latest mission, this time having dropped everything she had been doing to listen. Jared sat in his favourite couch in the underground lair, and continued his story. "Yes, and I have to pay them a visit the next time they have a gathering." he explained, knowing what he had to do. "And what about Batman?" asked Serena, sitting down on the couch next to him. Jared replied quickly. "He returned to Gotham to head off the weapons, leaving me to deal with the counterfeiters and there confidants." he explained. "Oh...." started Serena.
                                     "Please be careful. I know I always say this to you, but sometimes you get yourself injured." she said, concerned. Jared smiled at her and put his arm around her lovingly, drawing her close. "Darling, I will always be here for you. Always." he said softly, before leaning in and kissing her on her soft lips. The kiss lasted for a while, but when it was over, she held onto him tighter, not wanting to let go. Jared held her for some time knowing how few and far between this was these days, and how important it still was, regardless.
                                      How he wished sometimes that he could just be normal, and marry the woman that he loved without having to worry about being a vigilante, how he could just worry about a normal job that would bring him home for dinner at the same time every night. Sadly, he knew it could not all be the way he had envisioned. While he was engaged to his true love, the rest of the perfect life was not for him. No, he was the one tasked with defending a city that he had been born in, a city he loved almost as much as Serena. Jared kissed her softly on her head, as she smiled, her eyes closed, slowly drifting off into pleasant dreams while held firmly by his strong arms. He smiled softly to himself, happy thoughts going through his head.


Memorial Park - Lake City

                                      The autumn breeze flowed through the park with a will of it's own, making the leaves on the trees flutter and shake, some falling to the ground. It was getting late, the path lights had long since been activated, with the bigger trees blotting out most of the light. Marcin Wolski, a sergeant in the Lake City police force, sat on a bench off to the side of the winding trail, munching on a sausage he had picked up at a cart near the park's main entrance. "Wonder where the hell he is." started Wolski to himself. "The man is driving me to eat." he continued, before taking another bite. He kept looking around as he chewed, but didn't see anyone at all. It was well past eleven thirty now, and not only was he having a late snack, but he was getting tired as well. It had been a long day at the precinct.
                                     "Good evening, Sergeant." said a voice from behind him all of a sudden. Wolski turned to see a figure standing next to the tree his bench was in front of. "It's about time!" remarked Wolski. "You said you'd be here by eleven, sharp!" he exclaimed, a little frustrated. Blitzkrieg nodded, and walked out of the tree's shadow a little bit. "Sorry. Something came up." he replied. Wolski nodded as he finished the last of his sausage. "So what it is you wanted to talk to me about?" he queried. Blitzkrieg looked down for a moment before addressing the sergeant. "We have a problem. A big one." he said quickly.
                                      "And that is what, exactly?" asked Wolski, wiping his mouth with a napkin. "Well," started Blitzkrieg. "I have found evidence of some gangsters making secret deals. They're trading conuterfeit money for weapons and real money. The weapons ended up in Gotham, but the counterfeiting is happening here." he explained. Wolski stared at the other man. "Go on." he stated. Blitzkrieg continued. "These guys are doing all their business via backroom card games, but the location keeps changing, and so do the players from time to time. This must be stopped, as an associate of mine believes that weapons might be traded here next, and given to the locals." he finished, filling in the sergeant.
                                       Wolski pondered this for a moment. "That IS a problem. A very big one." he replied. "What do you want me to do?" he asked, wondering how to proceed. Blitzkrieg responded. "Keep your eyes and ears open. Anything regarding fake money, or seizing weapons should be investigated fully. I will be 'attending' one of these card games soon to get more on this." he finished. Wolski turned back to the bench to get a notepad out of his coat, which lay on the bence next to him. After readying his pen, he turned back to the tree. "What else can you....." he trailed off, noticing that Blitzkrieg had left. Wolski sighed. "I really hate it when he does that without telling me." said Wolski, who picked up his coat and left for home, pondering everything that had just been told to him. "Somedays are better than others." he muttered.


High Octane Motorcycle Shop - Lake City

                                          It was days like this that made the sound of air tools more like music, a metallic symphony of repair work. There was something about it that always made him smile when he walked in the front door. "Howdy stranger!" said a man from behind the counter, dressed in dark jeans and wearing a long sleeve shirt that bore the name of his business. His red hair was hard to miss, as was his smile. Many women had been drawn in by it over the years. Jared looked to his longtime friend, Greg Redmond, also known as 'Gears' due to his expertise with motorcycles, his main passion in life.
                                          "How are you, Gears?" asked Jared. Greg smiled even more as he replied. "Things are great! Just got the latest parts and accessories for the crotch rockets. Gonna be even busier than normal in here!" he explained, upbeat more than he normally was. Jared enjoyed visiting his old friend, not just to have his motorcycle serviced, but also for advice from time to time. Aside from Serena, Greg was the only other person who knew about Jared's alter ego. The two of them had never kept anything from each other over the years, and Jared never saw the point to starting after her became Blitzkrieg.
                                          "So what did you do to her this time?" asked Greg, breaking Jared's train of thought temporarily. "C'mon Greg. What makes you think I did something?" replied Jared, smirking. Greg laughed heartily. "You always do!" Jared smiled and walked up to his friend. "Nothing like that this time. Just need some new tires." he said. Greg nodded. "Sure thing. I'll have one of the boys throw them on. In the meantime, care to join me in my office to catch up?" he asked. Jared nodded. "Lead the way." he said. Greg turned and motioned Jared to follow him, which he did. Jared followed him around the counter and out through a door, which led to a small flight of stairs to the second floor, and Greg's office.
                                          Once inside, Greg closed the door behind them, before sitting down behind his desk. Jared took up his place on the chair in front of the desk. "So." started Greg. "What really brings you here?" he asked of his old friend. Jared smirked. "I really do need those tires." he said. "But I do need some advice, old friend." he replied. Greg nodded. "I figured as much. Tell me what's up." he  said. Jared summarized what had been transpiring with the gangsters and whatnot, as well as the Gotham angle. Greg whistled. "Pretty heavy. You got a plan I trust?" he queried. Jared motioned his agreement. "Yes. Somewhat. I need to drop in on one of their gambling events and find out who's at the top." he explained.
                                          Greg knew that Jared was about to go it alone - again. "Listen Jared. I think this is one of those times that you should have some backup. I know you're going to tell me that you don't want anyone else getting hurt, but this time, I insist." he explained. Jared pondered this for a moment before replying. "You know what Gears?" he started. "I think you're right. And I believe I know just the right person." he said. Greg smiled. "Good. I'm glad you're listening to me for once. Now, let's catch up a bit. Your bike will still be a while anyways." he said happily. Jared agreed, and the two men began talk and laugh, like the good old days.


Suburban Scrapyard - Lake City

                                          As meeting places went, this one was peculiar to say the least. A small structure that housed offices at the old scrapyard in the east side of town was the setting for a card game, one with stakes as high as they could be, with the balance of power always hanging over it. Voices could be heard conversing inside the structure. "So Walter.....I hear you were captured by the Bat, and some other loser in a costume." said a man. "You didn't, oh I don't know, tell them anything about our operation, did you?" he asked, a touch of impatience in his voice. "Nno....nnothing boss. I misdirected them......every chance I got!" replied Walter, nervous. He knew he couldn't tell the whole truth to his boss. That wouldn't work.
                                          The other four men sat with them around a large card table. The game was progressing nicely. Walter and his boss were both up big, and everyone knew that the winner walked away with the equipment, while the loser received the counterfeits to distribute and use for more ventures. The stakes were high, as the winner's haul translated into crates of heavy weapons, enough for any criminal organization to wipe out all their rivals. He wasn't worried too much. His card-playing skills would assure victory for his boss, and then he'd be off the hook. One of the other criminal bosses at the table suddenly spoke up.
                                          "I hope for you're sake that is true, Walter." he started. "Cause if it's not, I'll settle you're hash first, you hear me?" he said, monotone. Walter nodded. "Yes, yes sir I hear you." he said, a little scared. The poker game continued, the other boss satisfied at Walter's answer for the time being. The amount of money in the pot kept growing, and the bluffing escalated. Walter took a quick glace out the window in the direction of the warehouse. 'All those weapons....' he thought to himself, as his attention quickly went back to the table. Someone had called. The hands were starting to hit the table. It was all coming to head, and soon.


                                           "I told you I'd win. I always win." said Walter's boss to the other boss. "Ah, but really, there are no losers," he continued. "I get the weapons to distribute and use against my enemies, while you stay on my friendly list, and go use all that fake cash to commit more crimes! It all balances out!" he finished, happily. The six of them were walking across a portion of the scrapyard, from the offices to the warehouse that held everything he needed. "Such a beautiful night, eh Walter?" he asked of his henchman. "Yes sir. Lovely." replied Walter, noting how quiet it was as well. Even the moon had come out to give them some light.
                                            As they got close to the warehouse, Walter started to hear something. It sounded like a couple of low buzzing sounds, which he thought were coming from some power lines nearby. Then, the sounds got louder, and continued to. Concentrating for a moment, he could discern the sounds better. "Motorcycles?" he said aloud. "What was that, Walter?" asked the boss, wondering what he was going on about. "I'm not sure."started Walter. "I thought I heard motorcycles." he said, still confused. His boss stopped at the door of the warehouse. "Yeah? I don't see any." he said, shaking his head.
                                            Suddenly, with a large crashing sound, the yard's gates closest to their position were leveled, as two dark coloured motorcycles screamed into the compound, and around the corner where the gangsters were. "Oh S--T!" yelled Walter, ducking for cover. The bosses both saw what was coming, and ran in opposite directions, as did their men. One motorcycle broke left, and followed one boss, while the other broke right after the others. Walter's boss ran frantically, but could not outrun the motorcycle, which  was now in front of him, skidding to a halt. A man in a black and gold  costume hopped off, and removed his helmet, revealing a similar coloured mask. In his right hand was a long shaft of some sort.
                                            "This is all Walter's fault!" the boss yelled, before attempting to draw his handgun. By the time he got it out and aimed it, the costumed man had ran up and knocked the weapon out of his hand with the shaft. Before he could turn and run, the shaft connected with the side of his head, knocking him down and out before he could react. Blitzkrieg looked down at the unconcious boss. "Definitely Walter's fault." he said, before running back towards  the warehouse, hoping to find some more baddies.
                                              

                                                On the other side of the yard, the other motorcycle had come to a halt, and it's rider was chasing down three men. One of them turned to fire a weapon. "I'll get him boss!" yelled the henchman. Before he could pull the trigger, an arrow struck him in the leg, and he keeled over in pain. A man in a green hood carrying a bow ran up and kicked the gun away, while still in pursuit of the boss. The second henchman fled in a different direction, and was heading for a ladder near the yard's rear wall. Just as he started to climb, an arrow impacted the wall just above his head, a net exploding out of the arrow's rear and binding him to the ladder. "Dammit!" he yelled, stuck and unable to move.
                                              The other boss turned the corner looking for a way out, but found a dead end instead. He pulled out his gun, and leveled it at the green hooded figure as he also rounded the corner. "You bastard! I had this done! I was going to end up with the weapons AND the money, and now it's all ruined!" he yelled, angrily. "Do you have any idea what I've done here??" asked the boss, ready to pull the trigger. "Yes." replied the man in the green hood, his bow drawn. "You have failed this city!" he exclaimed, and let loose an arrow at lighting speed, knocking the gun out of the boss' hand, and going through his arm into the wall behind. "GAAAHHH....you can't do this, you can't...." the boss never finished.
                                               The green hooded man walked over and struck the boss in the head with the bow, knocking him out cold. "I can. And I have." he replied. It was then that Blitzkrieg ran up and saw the aftermath. "I just came from the warehouse. There's only one partial skid of weapons, and no cash of any kind. It looks like someone moved most of the guns out ahead of time." he said. "Looks like our friends here got double-crossed." he finished. "It's not over, not by a longshot." started the hooded man. "The weapons are probably out of the city by now. It's too hot here now." he said. Blitzkrieg nodded. "There's got to be more going on. Someone else must be involved, or pulling the strings." he surmised.
                                               "Agreed." said the hood. "I'll head back to Starling and let you know if anything turns up there." he explained. "Thank you." started Blitzkrieg. "And also, thank you for coming here on such short request, Oliver." he said sincerely. The Arrow nodded. "Anything for a friend." he said, before turning and heading for his motorcycle around the corner. Blitzkrieg grinned to himself. "Cool bow." he muttered, before leaving to find his own motorcycle. The police would be here soon, and he didn't want to run into Wolski just yet.


Mackenzie Subway Station - Lake City

                                               "Here you go!" said Serena happily, as she put a cup of tea down beside Jared, who was sitting as his desk on the computer, poring over some information on the criminals he had just helped take down. "It doesn't make sense." he said, unable to figure out where the excess weapons had gone off to, or the cash for that matter. "Oh Jared, come join me over here. You've done enough for today." she said, taking a sip of tea from her cup as she cozied herself into the couch. Jared picked up his own cup and took a sip. "Mmm." he said, tasting the pepperment concoction. It was his favourite tea. "Perhaps you're right." he said.
                                                He picked up his cup and went over to the couch, setting it down on the small table on front of him before sitting down. Serena had put her cup down as well. He sunk into the comfy couch a little bit, and put his head back, closing his eyes for a moment. Serena moved closer and put her head on his chest, while wrapping an arm around him. "You are my everything." she whispered, closing her eyes. Jared, eyes still closed, smiled. Somehow, having her by his side made everything bearable, even when it seemed like he was fighting a never ending battle out there. He wrapped an arm around her as well, and pulled her a little closer. "As you are to me." he whispered back, happy to be in the moment.


                                                 The engine roared as he ripped down the empty main street, no traffic of any kind around to impede his need for speed. He hadn't planned on going for a late motorcycle ride, but Serena had fallen asleep, and he couldn't join her because he was still bothered by the scrapyard raid. Nothing added up as well as it should have. There should have been more troops guarding it, there should have been more product in the warehouse. "A high stakes card game with six men, no backup, and little to make off it. No sense at all." he mumbled into his helmet, still running it over and over in his head.
                                                 Jared turned down a lesser used road that led past the old refinery on the waterfront. He was about to accelerate past it, when he saw something silhouetted against the full moon. "Damn." he said. On top of one of the steam silos was the Arrow, standing silently, his bow held low in his left hand. Jared carefully slowed his motorcycle and drove onto the property carefully, stopping short of the main structure. Suddenly, an arrow lanced out and struck a boulder near him. The Arrow ziplined down to him using his bow, and landed before him with a thud before releasing the line. "Couldn't sleep?" he asked, gruffly.
                                                   Removing his helmet, Jared considered the Arrow for a moment before responding. "No. I still can't make sense of what happened at the scrapyard." he replied. The Arrow nodded. "I figured as much. Before I left the area, I went over the scrapyard again." he explained. Jared's eyes were more focused now. "And?" he asked, not wanting to be kept out of the loop. "The poker game was a ruse. They were expecting another crew to hit them, not us. Most of the weapons were moved out, while the cash was sent elsewhere." explained the Arrow calmly. Jared was still a little confused. "And how did you find all this out?" he queried. The Arrow grinned slightly. "There was a seventh man. He was very helpful once I found him and 'asked' him a few things." he finished.
                                                   Jared nodded. "Good. I might actually be able to get some sleep. If only we knew where those weapons went." he said, pondering. The Arrow spoke up again. "Sooner or later they'll turn up." he started. "Let's make sure that we are ready." he said, before turning and walking off into the darkness. Jared looked up at the moon, it's light a little eerie at the moment. "I'll be ready...." he said, voice trailing off as he put his helmet back on, mounting the bike and starting it up again, the engine roaring to life. He turned and zipped back out the gate and down the street, heading for the main road. It was time to get some sleep. For the moment, the city was safe, and all he could think about was getting back to Serena.


                                                          THE END

