












                                      URBAN SENTINEL: Sword Of Flames




                                       "Some say that time is the fire in which we all burn, and the flames of that fire spread into the future, always going forward. But then there are some that would be only too happy to see the world burn in an inferno the likes of which has never been seen, all to satisfy their lust for revenge, or to a lesser state - justice. While there are those who fight with honour to bring about justice and change, there are those who would use whatever means necessary to achieve their version of justice, no matter how skewed it could be, and no matter how hot the flames need burn......."



Biker Gang Clubhouse - Lake City

                                       The outline of smoke was visible as he ran up to the side of the structure. He was preparing to enter and take care of business when he noticed the grey smoke starting to waft out through the few windows. Blitzkrieg looked about as he kept his back to the wall, and stepped sideways to the door he had located. He put a palm flat on the door's surface, which was very warm, telling him that there was definately a fire happening on the inside. Readying his quarterstaff, he quickly faced the door and kicked it open, revealing the carnage that was the building's interior.
                                       "Damn...." he muttered, taking it all in as smoke went past him out the door. There were small fires everywhere on the inside, starting to creep up the walls from the floor. Debris lay strewn about, and as he walked in slowly and surveyed, he noticed a man lying face down on the floor close by. Blitzkrieg walked up and knelt down, turning the body over. The man's face was soaked in blood, a single gunshot wound to the head responsible. He got back up and looked around, starting to cough due to the smoke. There were a few more bodies, all dressed in gang clothing like the one he has just found. Checking them out as well, he saw that they all suffered the same fate, and with the building burning, there was no reason for him to stay.
                                        The fire started to pick up even more, raging from one end of the building, and heading his way. Blitzkrieg hurried back out the way he came, as the fire crackled out throught the door now. He shook his head as he looked back to see the building start to become engulfed now, and heard the sirens of fire trucks off in the distance. "Time to leave." he said to himself, before turning and heading off to where he hid his motorcycle. Not long after, he was roaring down the road and heading back towards downtown and home, hoping Serena was still awake. For now, all he could do was pack it in for the night and get some rest. "Tomorrow, I have to pay someone a visit." he muttered into his helmet, while speeding off into the night.


Mackenzie Subway Station - Lake City

                                         "Looks like the media is all over this one." said a female voice from somewhere behind him. "Those reporters have been there all morning." finished Serena, Jared's wife and partner in his vigilante endeavours, as she brought a plate with eggs and toast and handed it to him, before sitting down next to him on the couch and planting a quick kiss on his cheek. Jared smiled and grabbed the fork included on the plate with gusto, happy to see scrambled eggs ready to be eaten. "You really read my mind sometimes." he remarked, before digging into his brunch.
                                         Serena smiled and wrapped her arms around him. "Sometimes?" she asked with a mischevious but loving grin. Jared looked to her, still chewing. "Okay, all the time." he managed, before turning his attention back to his food. A few minutes later, he finished his meal, and pulled his love close, holding her close and feeling her warmth. "You are too good for me." he said softly, kissing her on the forehead. "Oh you!" she replied with a giggle, before turning and locking her lips with his, the kiss lasting a while. She then poked him in the nose, before getting up and removing the fork and plate from the small table near the couch, while Jared went back to watching the news.
                                         "Very odd indeed." commented Jared, who was still trying to figure out what had transpired at the gang house before he had arrived last night. "Makes no sense to me." he started. "I show up on a tip from Wolski that there are drugs being moved there, only to find the gang members dead and the place burning." he finished. Serena suddenly made her way past Jared and sat back down on this couch with him. "Who could have done such a thing?" she queried. Jared shrugged. "I don't know, but I'm going to have to find out somehow." he replied, not knowing what lay ahead on this one. There were already too many variables, and he had to eliminate some.


Police Headquarters - Lake City

                                          The darkness of the night was almost interrupted by the glow of the streetlights, their beams shining down on the parking lot, giving it some illumination of sorts. A solitary figure stood near an unmarked police car, leaning on it somewhat as if he were waiting for someone. That figure was Sergeant Wolski of the Lake City Police, a senior detective with the force, and someone who occasionally aided Bliztkrieg with tips and information to help catch criminals that the police couldn't find as easily. His light coloured trench coat was open, showing his dark blue sport coat and tie, fitting attire for a detective of his rank and distinction.
                                          Wolski was getting a little bored, and pondered leaving soon, not always enjoying a night in the parking lot, as he usually had better things to do. Looking quickly at his watch, he grumbled a bit. "The one day he's late...." he muttered, annoyed at the lack of punctuality this time. All of a sudden, there was some laughter from behind him, and he whirled around to see Blitzkrieg, suit and all standing on the other side of the car he had been leaning on. Wolski raised an eyebrow at the other man, figuring out that the vigilante had arrived earlier than he thought.
                                          "Me? Late?" started Blitzkrieg. "I would have figured you knew me a little better than that by now." he finished, grinning. Wolski sighed. "What? I can't have an off-day like the rest of the world?" asked Wolski, shrugging. "You went to the gang house, I take it?" he queried the vigilante. Blitzkrieg nodded. "Yes, but there are now more questions than answers." he replied, losing his grin. Wolski looked more serious now as well. "What kind of 'answers' did they give you?" he asked, confusedly. Blitzkrieg looked to the ground, then back to Wolski.
                                           "None, because they were all dead, and before I got there as well." he explained. Wolski's eyebrow went up again. "What do you mean they were all dead? How?" he asked angrily. Blitzkrieg kept his gaze on the sergeant. "Shot in the head, every single one. Plus, the club house was in the process of going up in flames. I didn't have a chance." he said. Wolski looked stunned for a quick second, then refocused himself. "Someone else is out there now, taking out gangs on their own terms? Great, just great. You better find this guy. This is serious now." he said sternly. Blitzkrieg nodded. "I know. I fully intend to find this new player, and fast." he said, before turning and running off into the night. Wolski looked down the lot. "Good luck to you." he mumbled.


High Octane Motorcycle Shop - Lake City

                                           The roar of the engine he was helping work on was nice, but nowhere near as loud as it should be. "Dammit Dave, we gotta get this thing working, and soon." said Greg "Gears" Redmond, owner of the motorcycle shop to one of his crack mechanics. "I know you can do this. Order any parts or equipment you need, okay?" he finished. Dave nodded. "Sure thing boss." he replied quickly. Greg nodded his approval, then made his way out of the repair bays, out into a small corridor, and around a corner, stopping and turning a handle on the door to his office. Stepping inside, he was somewhat surprised to see his friend Jared sitting in the first chair.
                                            "Jared! Good to see you!" he said, closing the door behind himself and making his way behind his desk to sit down. "I see you have office infiltration down to a T these days, eh?" he said, laughing. Jared grinned. "Unnannouced visits are the best kind!" he replied jovially. Greg looked at his desk top, and signed a couple of papers quickly before looking back to Jared. "So, what brings you here this fine day?" he asked of his friend. Jared smiled. "I need some information." he replied. Greg nodded. "Of course, of course. What's up?" he queried.
                                             "Have you had any biker gangs come through here lately?" he asked his friend. Greg stopped and thought for a second. "Just a couple of guys from that group called the 'Devil's Flankers' or something earlier in the week." he replied. Jared nodded. "Interesting. Did you hear them talk about any gang hits or action or anything like that while they were here?" asked Jared. Greg's eyes widened. "Holy crap, no!" he exclaimed. "You know I would have called you immediately if I heard anything like that." he said. "The whole time they were here, me and my service manager, Ivan, were talking to them about new exhaust systems, and they seemed interested in them." he finished, recalling the conversation he had with them.
                                              "What's this all about, man?" he wondered. Jared's grin faded. "I was to break them up the other night and bring them in, but when I got there, they were all dead, and their club house was burning to a crisp." he told his friend. Greg looked stunned. "Damn." he said. "Any idea who did it?" he asked. Jared shook his head. "No idea. It looks like I got some work to do." he replied in kind. Greg looked concerned. "Be careful. This sounds crazier than normal." he said, having helped Jared many times over the years, knowing of his secret identity. "Sure thing Gears. Nice talking with you." he said, getting up out of this chair, and heading for the door.
                                               "Say hi to Serena for me." he mentioned, as Jared stopped and nodded before leaving the office. "Wow. Dead bikers and infernos." Greg mumbled to himself. He had gotten used to hearing about some of the things that Jared got into as Blitzkrieg, but this one freaked him out a little more than mormal. Just over a year ago, armed men stormed Jared's wedding, of which he was in attendance. No one got hurt, but it was scary for a period of time. This latest thing that Jared had told him seemed to easy top that, and make him uneasy for the moment. "Damn." he muttered, before going back to the stack of papers on his desk that he needed to sign.


Gang Shanty - Lake City Suburbs

                                                All was quiet on the suburban street near the outskirts of Lake City, as he slowly stalked through the night from house to house, getting closer to a gang shanty on the same side of the street he was on. If Wolski hadn't given him a last minute tip, he would have never found this place. Two members of the gang that inhabted this place were arrested this morning, and Wolski had said they were planning something big, after another of their members turned up dead. "This can only escalate." he mumbled to himself quietly, not liking how all this was shaping up so far.
                                                 The sound of gunshots suddenly pierced the night. Four in total, spaced a few seconds apart. Blitzkrieg opened into a run and dashed across the last two front lawns to get to the shanty a minute later. Not wanting to waste any time, he smashed in a side window with his quarterstaff, and jumped into the house. The scene was almost like the previous gang hideout. Four bodies lie dead on in various positions on the floor, one at a table, and each with a solitary gunshot wound to the head. "This guy is fast and accurate." remarked Blitzkrieg, shaking his head.
                                                  Without warning, a fire flared up out of nowhere, almost like it has been suddenly accelerated, knocking him off his feet and onto his back on the floor. "Ow." he said, looking around as fire started to spread rapidly around him. "Time to leave." he muttered, getting back up and jumping back through the same window. Back outside now, he skulked around the back of the house quickly to see if anyone was around, but came up empty handed. The fire started to burn faster, as smoke shot up from various holes in the roof now, flames becoming visible. Unable to find any clues outside, he decided to leave, and quickly, as sirens could now be heard down the street.
                                                  "Not good." he said aloud, before hopping over a fence into the park the house backed onto, disappearing back into the night, and stealthily making his way back to his motorcycle, which he had hidden at another house at the far corner of the neighbourhood. "Wolski is gonna love this." he said to himself, before putting his helmet on and speeding out onto the street, heading off towards downtown and home, hoping to unwind and get some sleep before meeting with Wolski again. "Serena...." he said softly, voice trailing off as he thought about his love.


Jared & Serena's Townhouse - Lake City (Downtown)

                                                   No matter what she did on a daily basis, it always seemed like there was one more box to unpack and put away. Serena had been dividing her time lately between work, the new home, and the subway station lair that almost felt like a home sometimes. She picked up the small box and put it in the spare bedroom, before heading back out into the hall and down the stairs to the main floor. It was late, and she hadn't felt like going to bed just yet, always restless like this for a while when Jared was out protecting the town. She made her way back onto the main floor of the townhouse, and headed into the living room to take a break.
                                                   "Oh!" she gasped as she stopped abrupty, noticing a form sitting down on the couch. Serena quickly realized it was Jared, still in his Bliztkrieg suit, laying back with his eyes closed. "Jared!" she scolded. "You scared me a little! I didn't think you'd be home just yet." she explained, walking over and joining him on the couch. Serena was going to lean in and kiss him, but she felt that something was wrong. "Jared." she started. "Are you alright?" she asked, getting a little worried now.
                                                     There was nothing for a moment, before Jared spoke quietly. "All dead, once again. I was too late." he said, not opening his eyes. Serena frowned, and moved a little closer to him. "The gang place in the suburbs? Same thing happened again?" she queried. Jared nodded, and pulled off his mask. "All shot in the head just before I got there, then the fire started. I was too late....." he replied, voice trailing off as he let out a large sigh. Serena took his hand in hers, and snuggled up to him. "Jared.....you put too much on yourself! You couldn't have known it would happen like that again!" she said reassuringly. Jared rolled his head towards her.
                                                     "This is taking a toll on me this time around. If I can't stop the perpetrator, I won't be much of a hero to the city." he said, a little doubt in his voice. Serena was all too familiar with this line of his thinking, as she had seen doubt in him before. She had always managed to help him get past it, and this time was no different. "You'll always be a hero, and more importantly, you'll always be my hero." she said, kissing him on the cheek softly. Jared blinked and looked in her loving eyes, and managed a small grin. "I'm so lucky to have you." he said, putting his arms around her and pulling her close, before kissing her on the lips tenderly.
                                                      "I've got to step up and stop whoever is doing this." he started after the pause. Serena ran her hand through his short blond hair. "You will. You always do." she said reassuringly. Jared looked to her again and held her tighter, smiling as he did. He was so lucky to have a woman like her, let alone be married to her. They finally had the house they both wanted, and it seemed like happiness was a sure thing. But one thing he always knew was that his alter-ego would always bring some darkness, whether he liked it or not. Some days, it just wasn't easy being himself.


Police Headquarters - Lake City

                                                       "Can't you ever show up during the day, preferably when I'm on my lunch break?" started Sergeant Wolski, a little irritated at the late meeting in the parking lot. "At least I could have a sandwich and a cup of coffee while you're giving me all the bad news." he finished, wishing he was instead sound asleep, or at the very least, watching late night television on his couch. A familiar voice began to speak a few seconds later, albeit lacking it's usual upbeat tone.
                                                        "This is getting serious, Sergeant. I arrived at the second gang house from your information, and this time, the perp had just shot them and set it ablaze when I got there, and vanished in the process." he explained. Wolski tapped his chin with an index finger. "Hmm. We'll have to make sure we get there before the next one." he said, thinking up a plan. Blitzkrieg sighed. "That was my plan last night, and it failed." he said. "We need to do something, and fast. I've seen enough death to last me a while." Wolski was taken aback by that statement, and looked up o see Blitzkrieg almost slumping against the fence near the car. He couldn't help but feel for the vigilante in this situation. "I'll contact you when I have something." said Wolski, calmly.
                                                         Blitzkrieg nodded, then disappeared into the night, leaving Wolski alone with his thoughts. "Never stopped to consider what he might be dealing with when he hits the streets at night." he said to himself. "He's doing a hell of a job, regardless what anyone else says." he finished. Wolski had known the vigilate for a while, having a special appreciation for anyone that fights crime, no matter what uniform they wear. "Gotta get some sleep." he muttered, getting into the unmarked car, starting the engine, and leaving the parking lot for the night, still with his vigilante friend on his mind. The drive home gave him some time to think, as he was thankful for that.


Metropolitan Courthouse - Lake City

                                                 Hurrying down the flight of stairs into the basement's holding area, he was happy to remember that a couple members of one of the city's big gangs were behind bars at the court house for a trial that started today, as he needed to grill one of them for some information that just might aid him in catching the new psychopath that was on the loose. Sergeant Wolski passed two empty cells before stopping at the third, which contained one of the gang members, and the one he wanted to talk to. Wolski banged on the cell bars to get the man's attention.
                                                 "Hey, Hammerhead! You got a second?" he asked of the prisoner, named John Davies, Hammerhead being his gang nickname. The man grunted. "What do you want, Wolski? Come to piss me off some more?" he replied begrudgingly. Wolski grinned. "Not exactly. I need some information, and you're the guy that's going to give it to me." he said sternly, pointing at Hammerhead. "Oh yeah?" started Hammerhead. "What's in it for me?" he asked, wanting something in return. Wolski pondered the middle aged gang member for a moment, the man's short grey hair and goatee reminding him of something he saw quite some time ago.
                                                   Wolski chuckled. "You get to live." he replied. "Or you can tell me nothing and be another body on the floor in the gang house. Your choice." he finished, knowing he had to take a hard line for the information, and waiting to see what kind of response he'd get. Hammerhead looked away for a moment, before making a fist and slamming it into the wall. "Normally, I wouldn't tell you jack." said Hammerhead. "But my brother is in a gang that might be targeted by that psycho out there." he finished. Wolski nodded. "Very noble. Now spill it." he said, a little impatient.
                                                   Hammerhead coughed. "There was a turf war several months ago, between us and them, the Reapers." he started. Wolski acknowlegded the man. "Yes I know. It broke out downtown and a woman coming out of a storefront was killed by a stray bullet. You're saying you were the gunman?" he queried aloud. Hammerhead's eyes narrowed. "I did NOT kill anyone outside of gang colours, okay? You think I want that on me?" he asked angrily. Wolski didn't say anything, and within a few moments, Hammerhead continued where he left off.
                                                   "Long story short, her husband snapped. Came to our clubhouse a few weeks back and picked a fight. We bloodied him, sent him packing." he continued. "Oh, and he was wearing a fire department shirt too. No wonder he was built." finished Hammerhead. "I got nothing else to say." he added, sitting down on the bench in his cell and crossing his arms. "You've told me a great deal." replied Wolski, who then abruptly turned and left, heading back down the corridor in a hurry. He had to contact Blitzkrieg quickly and let him know everything he had just heard if they were going to stop the man behind all the carnage, and soon.
                                                  

Reapers Gang Clubhouse - Lake City

                                                   What some would label a cloubhouse or a hang out, others might call a fortress. At least that's what Bliztkrieg thought as he skulked around the fringes of the property, trying to stay in sight of the main entrance. This was the last place that the psycho needed to strike to fully avenge his loss, providing he didn't take it step further. Sergeant Wolski had filled him in on all the details before he suited up and left to come here, also noting that the firefighter responsible was always off the same day that the carnage at the gang houses happened. Today just happened to be his day off, according to the fire captain at the man's station.
                                                   Bliztkrieg knew that Wolski was also in the area, undercover in a civilian type car, so as not to attract attention. While he was happy he had some backup, Blitzkrieg preferred working alone under these circumstances. He was about to circle around again, when he noticed some movement on the street. A solitary figure walked up the long asphalt driveway from the street, and made his way to the front door of the fortress, a large metal door and a gate separating anyone from entering without warning. The man carried what looked like a large metallic looking box with him, the light from the floodlight nearby bouching off it. 
                                                    He set it down on the ground next to where it stood, and looked ready to open in to get something. "Go time." whispered Blitzkrieg to himself, before sprinting over and jumping between the man at the gate. "This has to end, NOW!" he ordered. the man now facing him. He had short black hair, a sharp nose, and was fairly built for a man his size, but about right for a firefighter. The navy blue t-shirt with the fire department logo was evident, as was the piercing stare he now delivered.
                                                   "This will end when you get out of my way and let me finish what I started!" said the man, his voice strong anf unwavering. Blitzkrieg stared him down. "I can't let you do that." he started. "You've taken enough lives, none of which will bring your wife back." he finished. The man snapped to attention and had a startled look on his face. "How would you know about that, vigilante?" he queried. Blitzkrieg nodded. "I know all about your revenge missions, and I've had enough. This time, I will stop you." he said sternly. "Fine." started the firefighter. "Then you can die too!" he exclaimed, before throwing a punch at the masked hero.
                                                   The two combatants starting trading punches and kicks, some being blocked by counterpunches, some connecting and doing some damage. Blitzkrieg got off some hits from his quarterstaff, managing to bloody the man a little bit and knock him off balance, but also taking a few hits himself. The fight took them both across the front lawn, over the driveway and back again, before they ultimately ended up near the front door again. The firefighter stormed in and blocked a kick, countering with a kick if his own, before the man got in close and threw a heavy punch.
                                                   Bliztzkrieg managed to dodge it, but got caught by another, taking a hard punch to his midesection. He steadied himself, then charged the man with his quarterstaff, connecting on a hit to the head, sending the man doubling back. "Try that again, PLEASE!" begged the man, who took a run at his opponent. Bliztkrieg sidestepped the man, but forgot about the metal box and tripped over it, falling to the grass next to the front door. He was in the process of getting to his feet, when something kicked him in the ribs, sending him back down, coughing and gasping. "I didn't have any problem with you until today." remarked the man.
                                                  "Unh...." grunted Blitzkrieg, still trying to get to his feet. "But," started the firefighter. "You've started to annoy me, and I think I'll cap you first, before I go in there and cap all of them." he finished, delivering a hard punch to Blitzkrieg's head and almost knocking him out. The man went and opened the metal box and produced a handgun, loaded a clip, and pointed it at Blitzkrieg, who was still seeing stars from that last punch. "N-no. Must....stop.....you....." was all he could say, dazed. "Goodbye, hero." said the man, who slowly started pulling the trigger.
                                                   A shot rang out, and the man's eyes went wide, before he dropped to his knees and dropped the gun to the ground. The front door of the gang fortress opened, as gang members ran out to see the man slump to the ground, a bullet hole in his back, with another man holding a gun out behind him. "Holy s--t." said one gang member. "Police. No one move." barked Sergeant Wolski,  putting his gun away and walking up. "It's the f--king vigilante!" said another gang member, staring but not moving. Wolski helped Blitzkrieg to his feet, a little wobbly but okay. "Thanks....Sergeant." started Blitzkrieg. "I....I owe you one." he finished.
                                                   Sirens could be heard getting closer, as more cops and backup arrived. The carnage was over, anf thankfully no one else but the psycho firefighter had been killed. Wolski looked over the metal box, and found a clear bottle of synthetic accelerant and a butane lighter. "Man was thorough." he mumbled, before looking back to Blitzkrieg. "Get out of here. I got this." he said. "You sure?" asked the vigilante, rubbing his head. "Yes." nodded Wolski, motioning to the gang members. "I think they'll be cooperative for the next little while, given the circumstances." he mentioned. Blitzkrieg nodded, before heading off into the night.


Jared & Serena's Townhouse - Lake City (Downtown)

                                                   The freezing cold bag of ice felt good on the side of his head, numbing the pain for the most part, as well as some of the soreness coming from his neck. He was happy to be at home, recouperating for once, rather than hunkered down in his subway station hideout. Jared closed his eyes for a moment and sighed, trying to forget about recent events and focus on now. "Mmm." he mumbled, not really making sense., just letting himself let go for a little while.
                                                   "You men. Always charging into things, and worrying about the details later!" said Serena softly, scolding him somewhat. Jared opened his eyes and gazed at his love, her blonde hair and pink lips pleasing to him. "This is what happens when you trip over something...." he said, starting to laugh a little. Serena giggled. "My clumsy hero!" she said jokingly, before sitting down next to him on the couch and planting a kiss on his cheek. "Please be more careful out there. I don't want to end up at the hospital again watching you eat that awful food." she said.
                                                    Jared grinned. "The food alone has been motivation enough." he replied. Serena giggled again. "Heh. You have a point." she said, putting her arms gently around him. Jared put an arm around her as well, and the two of them sat there like that for a while, happy to be together in their new house, enjoying each other's company. "I think I need a break." he mumbled after a while. Serena nodded slightly. "Yeah, you do. Maybe we can go for a short trip somewhere." she offered. Jared thought about it in his head. "Sounds good, but where?" he wondered aloud. Serena shrugged. "I'm not sure." she said, having just come up with this now.
                                                    The ice pack suddenly fell off, and Jared grabbed it and pondered it before putting it back on his head. "We could go to Gotham City. I have a friend there." he mentioned. Serena smiled. "I've never been there! I'd love to go there! I hear they have amazing museums!" she exclaimed happily. Jared pulled her a little closer, kissing her on the cheek. "Okay. Then that is what we'll do." he replied, enjoying the warm embrace as much as he could. 'There is just one thing I have to do before we leave.' he thought, having to pay someone a visit first.


Police Headquarters - Lake City

                                                   When he received word that Blitzkrieg wanted to meet with him, Sergeant Wolski had high hopes that it wouldn't be yet another conversation in a dark parkling lot late at night. Unfortunately for him, that's exactly what happened. "Must have an affinity for pavement or something." mumbled Wolski, disappointed that he was forfeiting some sleep again to wait around for the vigilante. He took a sip from the bottle of water he held with him, having decided against a late cup of coffee. "Where is this guy?" he wondered aloud, hoping he wouldn't wait much longer.
                                                   Suddenly, he heard what sounded like a whooshing sound, followed by a dull thud. Wolski turned to his left to see Blitzkrieg, on the ground in what looked like a three-point stance, getting to his feet. "Greetings." said the masked man, smiling. Wolski raised an eyebrow. "You drop in now from above, huh? Nice touch." he replied. Blitzkrieg laughed. "Felt like doing something different." he said in response. Wolski nodded. "Indeed." he said, grinning.
                                                    "Sergeant," started Blitzkrieg. "I just wanted to come by and say thank you for what you did two nights ago. You didn't have to hang around and help me out." he finished. Wolski took another sip of water from the bottle. "You're right I didn't have to do that. Thing is, I wanted to." he replied. "Do you know why I help you the way I do? Because you and I are a lot alike. We are both trying to save our city from crime, albeit in different ways. I respect what you do." he finished.
                                                    Blitzkrieg thought about that for a moment, then nodded his acknowledgement. "I appreciate that greatly. I have the utmost respect for you as well." he said. Wolski grinned. "Yeah well. If anyone asks, I don't know anything. But, keep doing what you're doing." he said. Blitzkrieg nodded. "Will do." he said, starting to walk away. "Say," he started suddenly, looking back at Wolski. "I'm taking a break for a few days. You think you can handle things?" he asked wryly. Wolski laughed. "Get out of here. We'll be fine. Goodnight." he replied, before getting into his car and driving out of the parking lot, heading home. Blitzkrieg smiled and ran off into the night, also heading home to be with the one he loved, in the city that he loved.



                                                        THE END

