










                                  


                               URBAN SENTINEL: The Brave And The Bold




Open Water near the Portlands - Lake City


                                                              The acrid smell of smoke wafted all around him, filling his lungs without his consent, resulting in his uncontrollable coughing. There was fire all around him, crackling and burning with intensity, completely out of control now. The interior of the ship's bridge was now dimly lit, with circuit after circuit starting to fail due to the extensive damage incurred by the battle. Defiant to the last, he pulled himself up off the deck and onto the main controls once again, his outfit tattered, blood emanating from various cuts and lacerations he had sustained. There wasn't much time left, as he leaned over the control console and looked out the front window ports, the pier getting closer and closer.
                                               With no steering left to think about, the ship continued on it's heading towards the reinforced concrete and metal of the main shipping area, where he had already cut down a group of the mercenaries. There was nothing left for him to do at this point, knowing that the ship would impact with the pier, the remaining cargo going up in flames, more than likely destroying the ship in the process, with him on it. He had no regrets, having carried out his operation right to it's conclusion. He coughed again due to the smoke, barely able to keep concious now. For Blitzkrieg, he couldn't think of a better way to go out, on his feet, and taking all the scum he had fought with him, in a blaze of glory.
                                                The only thing he felt terrible about was the fact that Serena, his love, would be alone. Never again would she feel his warmth, his arms around her, the kiss he planted on her lips each and every morning when he woke up next to her. Blitzkrieg's eyes began to flutter, about to lose conciousness, the blood loss too great for him to stay awake now. "Ser...ena....." he muttered softly. "I....love.....--" he never got to finish his sentence, drifting off, out cold and slumped over the control console, his fate now almost guaranteed. This was the end of the line for one of the most courageous heroes of them all. Rather than ending peacefully at a ripe old age, his life would be cut short, and end in a ball of fire.


                                                     12 HOURS EARLIER

High Octane Motorcycle Shop - Lake City

                                                     "You sure you're going to need all this stuff I've crammed onto your bike?" asked Greg 'Gears' Redmond, the owner of the motorcycle shop, and long time friend to Jared, one of the very few that knew his secret identity. "I mean, you taking this thing into war or something?" he wondered, having packed Jared's motorcycle with extra armour, a stronger chassis, and several new weapons to help get any job done. Jared stopped examing the bike and looked up at his friend. "Ever since the big showdown with the Syndicate, I felt the need to be better prepared for trouble, no matter the size of it." he said, turning his attention back to the motorcycle, making sure every modification was ready to go.
                                                     Redmond nodded his approval. "Sure. Makes sense to me. Just don't go get yourself killed or anything, you hear?" he said to his friend, who was still checking out the bike. Jared chuckled. "I'm touched, Gears! Do you need a hug or something?" he asked rhetorically, with a grin. Redmond laughed. "Not forom the likes of you!" he said, before sitting down on a bench in the mechanic bay, still laughing a little. Jared finally finished his inspection, and looked to Greg again. "Another stellar job. Shall we retire to your office?" he asked. Greg nodded. "Sure. Let's go." he replied, getting back to his feet and leading the way out of the shop and down a hallway towards his office.
                                                    Stopping at a closed door, he turned the knob and admitted both men into the large office, taking his seat behind the heavy wooden desk. Jared sat down in one of the two chairs in front of the desk. "I'm glad you like what I've done to the bike." started Greg. "I had to work on it myself after hours to get it done." he said, himself an accomplish mechanic for motorcycles and cars alike. "I appreciate it." replied Jared. "Can't wait to take it for a spin." he finished, grinning at the thought of hopping on it and going for a test run. Greg laughed. "Don't test the new stuff around here!" he exclaimed. "I can't afford that kind of damage!" he said, referencing the bike's add ons and new technology.
                                                   Jared chuckled and leaned back in the chair a little. The two men talked for a bit about various subjects, catching up on a variety of things. Just as they were about to move to another topic of discussion, Jared's cell phone rang. He raised an eyebrow before pulling the device out of a pocket and answering it. He listened for a few moments, then responded only with a few words. "Okay. I'll be there." he finished, before closing the phone and putting it back in his pocket. "Greg, I have to go. Sergeant Wolski has something for me. He said it's urgent." he explained. Redmond nodded. "No problem. Keep in touch." he said, before Jared got up and left his office, before grabbing his motorcycle and heading out.


Secluded Park Area, near the Portlands - Lake City

                                                     Sergeant Marcin Wolski checked his watch again. "Where the hell is he?" he wondered aloud, not liking the fact that Blitzkrieg was almost fifteen minutes late for their meeting. Wolski sat alone on a bench in a little used park not far from the portlands. Nobody really came to this place, especially when it got dark out. "Always said this was a stupid place for a park." he remarked, looking around at the trees and thick brush that never seemed to get trimmed or cut. The skyline of the city's downtown core could just be made out through the mini forest that occupied part of the park.
                                                     Suddenly, the bushes behind the bench parted, and a man in a black and gold jumpsuit and mask hopped over the bench and took a seat. "You rang? asked Blitzkrieg, the city's most heroic vigilante, and occasional hero. "You're late." said Wolski, a little cross at his confidante. Blitzkrieg smiled. "Traffic is terrible around here." he replied jovially. The police sergeant shrugged before pulling out a paper file folder from inside his trench coat. "This is what I wanted to talk to you about." he said, handing over the folder. Blitzkrieg took it and flipped it open, revealing a couple pictures of a cargo ship, the type that steam across the great lakes an such. To him, it didn't mean a whole lot, as he looked back to the sergeant.
                                                     "That ship is the Covington. It looks like a normal cargo ship." he started. "What it carries in it's holds are why I am here." he said. Blitzkrieg nodded. "Go on." he replied. Wolski pointed at the picture. "That ship is carrying military grade cannon shells and rounds used on warships. They military has used an unmarked ship like this to avoid any kind of publicity or attention." he explained. "Unfortunately, someone found out." he said. Blitzkrieg looked to him. "Who?" he asked. Wolski pointed at the folder. "Flip." he replied, before Blitzkrieg flipped to the last image, a photo of several masked men wearing some sort of black and orange camouflage, and holding weapons over their heads.
                                                      "I don't know these men." he replied, a little confused. Wolski looked to him, a worried expression on his face. "Mercenaries. My contact in the military sent me that photo. They might even have been part of that Syndicate you helped bring down a while back, I'm not sure." he said. Blitzkrieg's eyes went wide at the mention of the Syndicate. "What better way to start a new terror organization than to steal military grade supplies." he said, knowing the impact of the situation. Wolski nodded his agreement. "Right. Which means you need to be in the Portlands tonight. The military only sent a skeleton crew on this ship. No one knows what it is, or what's on it. I wasn't able to post extra officers in the area either. The Captain wants to keep this military. Officially, of course." he finished. 
                                                      "Understood. I'll do some reconaissance when the sun goes down, then stay in and around the area afterwards." he said. Wolski agreed. "Good idea. The ship is docked at the old Sugar Pier. No one really bothers with that area, so it'll be quiet for the most part. Good luck." he said, before Blitzkrieg hopped back over the bench and disappeared into the brush once again, leaving the folder behind as well. Wolski got up and took the folder before leaving himself, hoping that everything would somehow work out.


Mackenzie Subway Station - Lake City

                                                      In the few hours that had passed since he picked up his motorcycle from the speed shop, Jared had accomplished a fair bit. After meeting with Wolski and getting the information, he had come straight here to his underground lair, having had Serena meet him here to go over a few things with her. She was busy on the computer doing some research about the mercenaries, as well as the type and size of cargo vessel the military had contracted to ship the weapons and ordinance through the lakes.
                                                     Jared had also reinforced his vigilate outfit, making it stronger as well as adding a holder and combat knife to complement his quarterstaff and his pistol, which he found a little cumbersome at times. As good as a marksman he was, Jared had always preferred his quarterstaff, and/or a japanese style sword to that of a firearm. "I may yet replace it with something else." he said to himself of the gun. He picked up his staff and pondered it for a moment, appreciating the simple yet very effective weapon. It wasn't much to look at, nor was it remarkable at all. But to him, it was more than a weapon. It was a tool, an extension of his own body, and his fighting style complemented it nicely.
                                                     "Jared! I found something you might want to see." yelled Serena from inside the computer room. He gently put his quarterstaff back down on it's holder, and wandered into the small room to see his partner and love working away between two computer monitors, her blonde hair loose and flowing over her back. Jared walked up behind her chair and put his arm around her, kissing her on the top of her head briefly. "You called?" he said wryly. She turned a bit and smiled. "I did. Look here!" she said, turning back to the monitor on the left. "I found an amateur webcam right near where that ship is docked. There seems to be people walking back and forth near the ship." she finished, pointing at the screen.
                                                      Moving in a little closer to the monitor, Jared could see at least two men wearing what looked like baseball caps and bomber jackets pacing near the cargo vessel, and not bothering to walk anywhere else. "Hmm." he said. "Military sentries?" he said aloud. Serena shrugged. "Maybe. But wearing clothes like that?" she asked. Jared nodded. "Good point." he replied. "I think I show go out there as me and not Blitzkrieg." he started. "I can hide the bike nearby, and casually walk past and see for myself what's going on." he explained. Serena got up out of the chair and put her arms around him, before kissing him on the lips passionately. "Mmm. Good idea. But.....be careful." she said. 
                                                      "You won't have any of your gear on you, and things might get out of hand." she added, before kissing him again. Jared grinned. "I'm not going there to fight. At least, not yet." he said, trying to reassure her. Serena embraced him before sauntering out of the room, with him in tow. "I'll be here, waiting." she said, turning to flash him a smile, her red lips and white smile as captivating as her sparkling eyes. Jared grinned heavily, and gave her a peck on her cheek ashe passed by, before grabbing his light motorcycle jacket. "I'll be back, soon." he replied, grabbing his motorbike and rolling it through an arched doorway onto where subway tracks used to be, before getting on and burning out of the old station. 


Port Lands - Lake City

                                                     It hadn't taken him long to get down here, and he was thankful for that. Lake City's traffic problems were known throughout the area, and for once he didn't get caught up in it. His motorcycle creatively hidden behind a dumpster of a factory nearby, he was free to roam around and make his walk past of the cargo vessel. In a navy blue longsleeve top and some worn blue jeans, Jared looked as if he was just a random man walking around with nothing else to do with his time. A black baseball cap covered his head, and he made sure to be walking with his hands in his pockets, to play the part.
                                                     It wasn't very often that he went and scoped out a location dressed like this, but he found it amusing nonetheless. A few moments later, he was strolling past the cargo ship. Everything seemed quiet around the ship, with no movement that he could see on the pier, or up on the ship from what he could glance. Jared was about to turn around and take another look, when he heard someone shout from behind. "Hey you!" yelled a man's voice. "You can't be here." he said. Jared turned and faced the man, who was dressed in a black military-style outfit, but with no name tag or rank insignia visible.
                                                    "Huh?" started Jared, playing dumb. "Dude, I just come here to hang out and smoke." The military looking man walked up to him, and he could see an assault rifle slung over the man's shoulder. "Yeah? Well you're gonna have to find somewhere else to smoke." said the man sternly. As he prepared to respond, Jared carefully took in everything he could about the man. The assault rifle looked like a Kalashnikov, and there was something orange sticking out from under the man's jacket, but he didn't know what it was. He did know it all felt very wrong. "Okay dude, no trouble here. I'll go smoke back over by the factory." he replied, pulling out a pack of smokes he picked up at a convenience store on his way in, and smacking it against his hand like a smoker normally would.
                                                    "You want one, dude? For your trouble?" he asked of the man, whose dark hair and rough features didn't seem to fit in with someone that was in the army. The man shook his head. "Naw. Dirty habit." he replied, as a second man in a military-style suit jogged up, this one with blond hair under a beret. "Got a problem, soldier?" asked the beret wearing man. "No." replied the first man. "Just a smoker looking to light up. He was just on his way, weren't you?" he asked of Jared, who smiled. "Yeah dude. Thanks. I won't smoke here again." he said, before faking a couple of coughs, and walking away. "That guy see anything?" asked the beret man of his solider. "Naw. Too busy with his head up his ass. Probably a junkie too." replied the soldier, as he shrugged in confusion.
                                                    After a few minutes, Jared was back near his motorcycle. Throwing the pack of cigarettes into the dumpster, he pushed his bike away from the factory and around the corner before putting his jacket and helmet back on. He jumped on the motorcycle and started it up, speeding off onto the lakeshore road and heading back to his lair in the converted subway station. "Looks like I'll have to give Wolski a call and let him know what's going on." he said to himself, worried at what he saw. Jared was sure they were mercenaries. It might look like the military to the rest of the public, but he had a gut feeling that these men were soldiers for hire. "And if they already have control of that ship, then it's going to be a lot harder to take them down then I thought." he mumbled into his helmet.


Mackenzie Subway Station - Lake City

                                                  "Don't send any of your officers in there. If the mercenaries see them coming, they'll know something is up." he started. "Your men don't stand a chance against the arsenal they might have." he finished. "And what about you?" asked Wolski on the other end of the phone call. You're going to go in there all by yourself? What about those friends you have? The ones from other cities?" he queried. "Nope." replied Jared. "They're busy with their own problems. I'm on my own." he said. "Keep your men away from there until after I've gone in and softened up those mercenaries. Understand?" he asked of the sergeant. "Sure. Fine. I'll wait for your signal." he said, frustrated.
                                                  Jared nodded as he held the phone. "Thank you." he said, before ending the call. He had barely put the phone down when Serena walked up and wrapped her arms around him and embraced him tightly. "I still don't like the idea of you going in there alone. It's too dangerous, even for you!" she said. Jared returned the embrace. "I have to do this. Someone has to stop them before they use all that stuff." he said. "After all, this is my city, and I have to defend it." he finished. Serena closed her eyes as she rested her head against his chest. "I don't have a good feeling about this one." she said, looking up at him and opening her eyes again. He met her gaze her smiled to reassure her somewhat.
                                                 "I'll be fine. I've been through worse, and come out on top." he said, thinking back to the giant melee with the Syndicate that took him, Batman, and the Arrow to take them down and put them out of business for a while. Jared held onto his love, knowing he had no choice but to survive, so as not to leave her alone. He loved her more than anything, and knew she loved him as much, if not more. There were no easy decisions, but sometimes they had to be made, no matter what. He allowed himself to stay in the embrace for a while longer, knowing the danger he was soon to face. Night was about to fall, and he decided that when he suited up and left, he would make one stop along the way, hoping to build some momentum before the carnage was to begin, a fight he wasn't sure he could win.


High Octane Motorcycle Shop - Lake City

                                                 Dusk was upon the city, and many had left their jobs and gone for the night, another days work concluded. Greg Redmond however, was still in his office in the speed shop, even though closing time had come and gone. With him in the office and standing in the corner was a familiar form dressed in a black and gold outfit, but without his mask on. Blitzkrieg pondered his friend before taking a sip of cold water from the cup he had filled up at the water cooler. "I'm not very optimistic about your chances." said Greg, tapping a pencil against his desk. "In fact, I think they stink, period." he added.
                                                 Blitz took another sip from the paper cup before answering his friend. "I know. But someone has to stop them, and soon, before that ship leaves." he replied. Greg shrugged out of frustration. "Sure, why not. Jared!" he suddenly yelled. "It's a death sentence, you hear me? Death sentence! Who knows how many guys they have on that ship!" he exclaimed angrily, not wanting to see his friend die needlessly. Blitz nodded. "Perhaps. But after I take out the guards on the pier, I'll use the bike to jump onto the ship. Take them by surprise." he outlined, telling Greg his plan of attack.
                                                 The other man shook his head, then slapped his desk. "Jared, did you not stop to think that there is a very high probability that you'll be killed?" he asked. "What about that? What about Serena? Does she deserve this?" he queried. Blitz hung his head for a moment before looking up an answering. "I'm sorry Greg. I've already made my decision." he started. "I just wanted to tell you about it face to face. You deserve that much." he said, before crumpling the paper cup and throwing it into the waste bin next to him. "You know I have to keep my city safe, no matter what." he finished.
                                                  Greg got up from his chair and walked over to Blitz, extending a hand. "Good luck." he said, as Jared took his hand and shook it firmly. "Thanks." he replied, before grabbing his mask and leaving the room. Greg stood motionless for a moment, a myriad of things going through his mind right now. "I can't let him to this alone." he mumbled. "I can't." he said to himself, before turning to his desk and grabbing the keys to his own motorcycle. Greg knew what he had to do, but in order to do it, he'd have to get home really fast and get something he needed to help Blitz out, without telling him, of course.


Port Lands - Lake City

                                                  When he came here earlier in normal clothes, it was still light out and he could see all up and down the pier. Fast forward to now, with night time now completely in control, and he couldn't see as far as he would have preferred, the lights at this end of the port lands not entirely functional. Still, Blitzkrieg got some solace from the fact that at the very least, he had the element of surprise on his side. He had already moved about from where his motorcycle sat behind the same dumpster as before, to right up against the warehouse that stood across from the cargo ship, leaving him a good line of sight.
                                                  Blitzkrieg had peeked inside the warehouse, but saw nothing but emptiness, telling him that the mercenaries weren't trying to offload any of the ordinance from the ship, and that itself was good news. From where he was standing, he could see patrols of two or three mercenaries each going back and forth on the pier. There were two patrols that he could make out, and one was heading his way. "Well, it's time to get this party started." he said to himself quietly. Blitzkrieg readied his quarterstaff, and made sure his knife was secure on his right leg. His pistol was in a holster on his left leg, and ready to go.
                                                  He tapped the earpiece in his right ear. "I'm going in. Radio silence until I've made it onto the ship." he said, notifying Serena, who was back in the lair monitoring the situation. "Will do." she said. "Good luck!" she wished him, before he tapped the earpiece again to shut it off. "Go time." he said to himself, before stepping to the edge of the warehouse, waiting for the patrol to walk by. The seconds before the melee were most agonizing, seemingly taking a lot longer than they should. A million things ran through his mind in that amount of time, as it normally did before he started a mission of any sort.
                                                  Suddenly, the three man patrol wandered by casually, their weapons still slung over their shoulders. Without a second thought, he dashed out and swung his quarterstaff at the middle man, knocking him down and out with ease. The other two turned and tried to get their weapons to bear, but Blitzkrieg had already swung the staff a second time, catching the one man, who crashed into the other, sending both in a heap to the ground. Blitzkrieg knelt down quickly and popped the last man in the temple to knock him out, joining his buddies in the land of unconciousness. Happy about how silently he was able to take them out, he was about to head to the ship, when the second patrol came out of nowhere.
                                                  "Intruder!" yelled one of the mercenaries. "Get him!" he finished. Two of the men made the mistake of rushing him, so he sprinted towards them and caught them both off guard with a two-for-one forward strike with the staff right to their heads. They went down, out of the fight. The third man pulled his hand gun and fired, with Blitzkrieg just getting out of the way and behind an old information sign placard. The mercenary stupidly emptied his clip into the back of the sign, then stopped to reload. Blitzkrieg jumped out and rushed the man, putting him in a headlock and pummeling him into submission.
                                                  As the man slumped to the ground, Blitzkrieg turned his attention back to the ship. The lights were now on, and activity was present on the main deck, with mercenaries scurrying back and forth from what he could see. "Get this piece of !@#% underway! Go!" yelled someone on deck, as the engines came to life a minute later. "Dammit.....they're going to send her out right now!" Blitzkrieg yelled to himself, the ship slowly pulling away from the pier. He couldn't see any ladders or hatches to jump into, so he looked about to see an old loading ramp near the end of the pier, pointed out at the ship. "No choice." he said, turning and running for his motorcycle. He knew of only one way onto that ship.


Mackenzie Subway Station - Lake City

                                                 Serena looked nervously at the display on her computer, wondering why the red dot that signified the tracking device was headed away from the cargo ship. Was he hurt? Did he get shot? She wasn't sure, as Jared's headset was still off due to radio silence. This was the worst part of being married to a vigilante hero: the waiting. She wanted to be out there with him, helping the one she loved so much, but she knew she didn't have half the combat training he did. Her specialty was technology, and she managed quite well coming up with new devices and improvements on old ones for his neverending war.
                                                She pushed some of her blonde hair out of her face, and just then, her earpiece crackled to life. "There has been a problem." started Jared. "They got wind of me being here, and are moving the ship out, now." he explained. Serena thought for a moment. "No boats nearby I suppose? I don't know how we're going to track it." she replied. There was a brief silence before Jared responded. "There's a ramp at the end of the pier. I'm going to take my motorcycle and jump onto the ship." he mentioned. Serena's eyes went wide. "No! That's not a very good plan!" she said, frustrated at his thinking. "You could be jumping into an instant ambush on that thing!" she finished, starting to worry tremendously.
                                                Jared sighed. "I know. But that ship cannot make it to open water. There's no telling what could happen with that stuff." he said. Serena shook her head. "So what? Leave it to the military! Don't put yourself in that kind of danger!" she exclaimed. Jared sighed again. "The military isn't here, I am. If they get that out into the lake, I'd be dooming a lot of innocent people. This needs to end. Soon." he said. "I'll contact you when I get a foothold on that ship." he said, before cutting the channel. Serena looked at the red dot on her screen helplessly. "Jared....." she started. "Come back to me. You have to come back to me. You just have to....." she finished, voice trailing off.


Port Lands - Lake City

                                                It hadn't been easy to get down here, what with the traffic and all, but he managed to make it to the public boat launch and get his rigid inflatable boat into the water with ease. "Good thing I kept it inflated." he remarked, before easing the throttle back as he approached the pier where Jared had gone from the far side, watching as a large cargo ship started to pull away. There was little activity besides this up there, leading Greg to keep his small vessel stationary in the water for the time being, not wanting to get too close to that cargo ship and pulled into it's wake. "It's much bigger than me...." he muttered.
                                                Holding his position, he managed to see some activity on the big ship. Crew members (or mercenaries) ran past the windows, the interior lighting of the ship giving them away as they scurried about. "Wonder if Blitz is on that thing." he mumbled aloud, looking back and forth along the length of the ship, and seeing nothing. The gap from the ship to the shore was widening, and Greg began to think that something had happened to Blitzkrieg, wondering if he had been overpowered by a larger group of baddies. "Maybe I'm too late...." he lamented, looking from the boat to the pier, and seeing mostly nothing.
                                                 Suddenly, a familiar sound was caught by his ears nearby. He again looked to the pier, and at first didn't see anything. Just then, a moment later, a man in a black and gold outfit raced down the pier in a jet black motorcycle, heading for a ramp that pointed outwards in the direction of the water, where the cargo ship had just about pulled away from. Greg listened to the bike's engine as it was revved to the limits, the bike giving all it had. He put a hand over his mouth as the motorcycle screamed up the ramp and became airborne, and after what seemed like an eternity, just barely made it onto the stern of the ship and came to a quick halt, with Blitzkrieg jumping off and producing his quarterstaff.
                                                 "Damn...." said Greg, as he gunned the engine of his boat and turned to follow the large ship. "He's gonna need my help." he said to himself, in pursuit, and ready to jump into action should the need arise. This was only the second or third time he'd come out to assist Jared, usually preferring to stay in the background and work on the motorcycles and whatnot. But, he had a feeling that his best friend might really need him on this one, and he wouldn't let him down. They had been through too much together over the years, and Greg was honourbound to provide his assistance, no mattter what.

                                                 "I'm on the ship." said Blitzkrieg, after tapping his earpiece back on. Having just barely made a jump onto the ship with a motorcycle, he was now about to enter the ship's interior, his quarterstaff at the ready. "Be careful!" exclaimed Serena on the other end. Blitzkrieg nodded. "I'll try." he replied back, before slowly turning a handle to open the closet door, taking a quick peek before going in. The passage was narrow as expected, a rough corridor with metal pipes and electrical cables running along the ceiling.
                                                  Skulking down the side of the corridor, a door suddenly opened into the passageway, with two mercenaries running out into it. Blitzkrieg immediately popped one in the back of the head, sending him to the floor, while the other turned and started throwing punches. Blitzkrieg blocked a couple, then took one to the gut while trying to manuver. "Unh!" he said, absorbing the hit best he could, before spinning around and delivering a punch then a shot with the quarterstaff, knocking the other man out like his friend.
                                                  "Encountering resistance." he said into the earpiece, before a c at the far end opened, with at least five men charging him with various melee weapons. "Group of enemies heading my way. Can't talk....." he said to Serena on the other end, who started to say something in response, but he didn't catch it, as he was already concentrating on the mercenaries. Within seconds, the action was in full swing. Blitzkrieg danced around his opponents best he could, swinging his quarterstaff and throwing some punches. Two men were quickly out of the fight, laying down on the deck. The other three were still going, connecting on a few of their hits as well, with Blitzkrieg having to jump back and regroup.
                                                  He suddenly charged the three men, knocking one to the ground, his head bouncing off a bulkhead. As he fought with the second of the three, the third pulled a knife and managed a slash to his abodomen, cutting a gash several inches across it, his vigilante suit tearing and revealing the laceration and the blood that came from it. He howled in pain and spun to disarm the man, knocking the knife away and smashing him in the temple with the quarterstaff, before swinging at the last man and taking him down. Blitzkrieg stopped and braced himself against the corridor wall, checking his wound and catching his breath. "Dammit....one of them got me." he started into the earpiece. "Must....keep moving forward." he said, before continuing on towards the front of the ship, near the cargo holds.

                                                  "Jared! Jared, please! Get off that ship!" yelled Serena, with Blitzkrieg getting it all in his ear rather loudly. "I'm.....I'm fine. I have to stop them." he started. "Entering the cargo hold. There are crates and crates of ordinace here. From.....the looks of it, they....have already started to get it ready to move." he finished, as he looked about to see crates resealed and written on with marker. Moving as quiet as he could amongst the carog, he was sure that he now had a broken rib or two for his troubles, in addtion to the two lacerations that were dripping blood. There were more mercenaries than he had thought on this ship, and he still had many to battle before he could gain control of it.
                                                   Before he could get across the cargo hold to the next area, a handful of mercenaries slid down the ladders one by one, until they ran towards him, again with melee weapons, as no one wanted to use their guns and an accidently shoot a crate of ordinance, knowing the results could be fatal. "Damn......" started Blitzkrieg. "At least seven of them....." he said, voice trailing off as he jumped out from behind a crate and charged the enemy attackers head on, his quarterstaff swinging as he closed the gap.
                                                   The action was fast and furious as some of the men ran into the fray swinging a bat or a knife. Blitzkrieg dodged when he could, missing a knife slash but taking a bat to the back. He grimaced in pain before whirling around and knocking the attacker with the bat out cold with his quarterstaff, before dodging another shot. Sidestepping, he drew his own knife and caught a mercenary off guard, burying the blade into the man's side and pulling it back out, the man tumbling to the deck. Another mercenary landed a couple blows on his midsection before getting the quarterstaff to the head for his troubles. It took another few minutes of close combat for Blitzkrieg to subdue what was left of the group, before making his way towards one of the ladders to head towards the bridge.
                                                    Unbeknownst to him, one of the downed mercenaries was stirring on the deck, and reached for his handgun, pulling it out of the holster and trying to aim while about to lose conciousness. He fired at Blitzkrieg as he lost his head, instead striking a case of mortar shells, which exploded violently in concert with some of the ordinance in the crate it sat on. The explosion knocked Blitzkrieg off the ladder and to the deck with force, injuring him more in the process. He writhed in pain on the metal floor, fire now spreading towards him. Every inch of his body ached like never before, but he knew he had to get out od the cargo hold. Pulling himself up slowly, Blitzkrieg managed to get to the ladder, and slowly climbed out of the chaos that was the cargo hold. Left behind was his earpiece, destroyed in his fall and in pieces. No one could hear him now whatsoever.


Mackenzie Subway Station - Lake City

                                                    Serena knew that Jared was taking a beating making his way through the cargo ship, but there was little she could do. She had been reassuring herself during her conversation with him over the headset that he would be all right and get off the floating death trap safely once he had gained control of it. Her optimism began to fade however, when the signal from his earpiece went dead, along with the tracking device it contained. The red dot on her screen hadn't moved from the cargo bay for some time. "Jared.....Jared please! Answer me!" she yelled into the microphone, to no avail. Something had happened in that cargo bay, and she was powerless to do anything from her computer in the lair.
                                                   "I have to do something....." she said aloud, trying to figure out what she could do. There was clearly nothing more she could accomplish from here, and she knew that Jared was running out of time while on that ship, as either the mercenaries would get him, or someone woudl accidently blow up the ship due to it's cargo. She had no options, and instead decided to leave the safety of the underground lair and head down to the pier. Serena wasn't sure what she could do there, but she couldn't stay in front of her computer knowing Jared was in such danger. "Jared.....I'm coming!" she said to no one in particular, heading towards a secret exit that led to street level.
                                                    She ran through a doorway with her coat and up a long flight of stairs that led top side, emerging in a back alley from a door that looked like a brick wall which blended with the scenery. She closed it behind her, and ran out the alley to the street, flagging down a taxi that was plodding down the road looking for fares. She hopped in as it came to a halt and closed the door before sitting down. "Old port lands, and step on it!" she ordered, the driver just nodding and speeding off southbound. Many things were going through her head, not sure what sight would greet her upon her arrival down at the pier.


Port Lands / Cargo vessel - Lake City

                                                    Things were going from bad to worse in a hurry, and there was little he could do about it. His left arm was now useless, feeling broken and limp. Blitzkrieg limped along the small corridor, approaching the bridge of the cargo vessel. More explosions had occurred on his way up, the ship a complete war zone, yet still able to keep plodding out into the massive lake, trying in vain to continue it's mission. There had been little resistance on his way here from the main deck, having dispatched a few more mercenaries before heading up to this deck. The corridor was dark, the lights flashing due to incosistent power.
                                                    Right ahead of him was the starboard entrance to the bridge, the door wide open for some reason. He pressed himself up against the wall best he could, wincing due to the pain from his injuries. Peeking around the corner, he saw a body of a mercenary on the floor, and one standing up at the controls of the ship. There didn't seem to be anyone else. Blitzkrieg walked into the room, quarterstaff in his right hand, and stopped. "It's over. Stop.....this ship. Now." he said, addressing the solitary figure. The man turned to face him, his black beret and worn face familiar to the vigilante. It was the man he saw talking to the other mercenaries when he had done his plain clothes reconnaisance of the pier.
                                                    "So...." started the beret man. "You're going to stop me? I think not." he said with an evil grin. "You see, the schematics and military equipment plans found on this ship were the real target. The weapons and ordinance was a big bonus, one that made this mission so attractive." he explained. Blitzkrieg decided to keep the man talking for a little while. "So why continue out into the lake? This ship is falling apart." he replied. Beret man continued to grin. "This ship was to be taken to a secure facility and re-purposed. But....that's a little hard now, all things considered." he said. "I'm not sure who you are, hero, but you've ruined some of my plans, and need to be taught a lesson." he finished.
                                                    "Do your worst!" exclaimed Blitzkrieg, fighting through the pain of his wounds to prepare for more combat. He wasn't sure how much more he could take, but knew he had to. Until this mercenary was taken down, everyone was still in danger. The man came at him with furiou punches, the two men exchanging shots. Blitzkrieg managed to avoid a fewm before being stopped in his tracks and thrown onto the control console, the ship's course now altered, the controls erupting into a shower of sparks. He picked himself up and charged the man, unleashing his own flurry of punches, his quarterstaff having fallen out of sight. The battle raged on in the bridge, with either combatant looking for the upper hand.

                                                    "Got it!" yelled Greg happily, as he succeeded in grappling onto the large ship with his hook and rope device that he kept on his boat. Securing the rope to the tie-offs on his little craft, he was able to jump into the ship via an open hatch that someone might have used to escape the ship, leaving it wide open in their haste. "Okay. Which way I wonder...." he said aloud, as the smell of things burning soon filled his nose, smoke wafting through the corridor he had found his way into.
                                                     As he went further into the ship, the smoke and heat from nearby fires got worse. He covered his face best he could, and would up falling into a flight of metal stairs that led upwards. "Up is good...." he mumbled, getting up and slowly inching his way up the stairs, trying to see through the thicker smoke. Upon arrival onto the next deck up, pieces of bulkhead and a few bodies of men dressed in military outfits lay strewn about the corridor. He knelt down and touched the neck of the nearest fallen form. There was a pulse all right, which led him to conclude the men he saw were out cold.
                                                     "Jared's work." he said to himself, before carrying on, trying to find his way to the upper deck where the control centre was located. "He must be in the bridge of this thing trying to gain control." said Greg quietly, carefully making his way along. The ship suddenly rocked from an explosion, knocking off balance for a moment, and into the nearest wall. "Damn!" he said, somewhat surprised. "This ship isn't long for this world." he said aloud, deciding to move a little quicker and find Jared before the vessel blew up for good. "If what he told me about the cargo is true, this could get messy." he mumbled.

                                                      He and his opponent hit the deck simultaneously, having taken their battle as far as they could. Blitzkrieg used up all his remaining energy to catch his foe by surprise, grabbing the man's head and slamming it into a bulkhead before collapsing. He had nothing left inside him to give to his cause. Lying on the deck face up, he breathed heavily, but started to move somehow. "Won't....go out......like this....." he said, not wanting to face the end on his back. Struggling mightily to get to his feet, he could smell the acrid smoke from the fires, the bridge now abalze from the latest explosion. 
                                                     Blitzkrieg slowly pulled himself up, before lurching forward and collapsing on the main control console, his injuries having taken their toll, as he was barely able to keep concious at this point. The controls were a mess, sparks still flying from the computer terminals, and the speed controller fused. He pulled the lever back  and forth, but it was no use. The rudders, like most everything else on the large vessel at this point, were alomst completely out of commission, with no hope of recovery.
                                                      With no steering left to think about, the ship continued on it's heading towards the reinforced concrete and metal of the main shipping area, where he had already cut down a group of the mercenaries. There was nothing left for him to do at this point, knowing that the ship would impact with the pier, the remaining cargo going up in flames, more than likely destroying the ship in the process, with him on it. He had no regrets, having carried out his operation right to it's conclusion. He coughed again due to the smoke, barely able to keep concious now. For Blitzkrieg, he couldn't think of a better way to go out, on his feet, and taking all the scum he had fought with him, in a blaze of glory.
                                                     The only thing he felt terrible about was the fact that Serena, his love, would be alone. Never again would she feel his warmth, his arms around her, the kiss he planted on her lips each and every morning when he woke up next to her. Blitzkrieg's eyes began to flutter, about to lose conciousness, the blood loss too great for him to stay awake now. "Ser...ena....." he muttered softly. "I....love.....--" he never got to finish his sentence, drifting off, out cold and slumped over the control console, his fate now almost guaranteed. This was the end of the line for one of the most courageous heroes of them all. Rather than ending peacefully at a ripe old age, his life would be cut short, and end in a ball of fire.

                                                     Tossing some money onto the passenger seat hastily, she ra away from the taxi and towards the pier as fast as she could. The scene that greeted Serena upon arrival was one of chaos. Mercenaries lay strewn about the area, some waking up and dragging themselves up, while sirens started to pierce the night, the police showing up and apprehending more. Some just lay where they fell, too injured to move. Looking out to the lake, what she saw next made her heart sink. The cargo ship was totally ablaze and looked like hell, and was heading right for the pier, and everyone on it.
                                                     The police caught the sight as well, and started to hurry away from the impending doom that the ship was about to bring. Serena wasn't stupid, and ran to a safe distance away, stopping at the next pier and wandering out on it to watch the incoming ship. She was horrified knowing Jared was still on board, having not responded to her whatsoever over the headset. "No...." she whispered, while starting to sob. "Jared...." she said, before dropping to her knees and putting her hands in her face. She didn't want it to end like this at all. They finally had gotten married, bought a house, and now the love of her life was going to die, alone, on a ship that was in essence, a floating bomb.
                                                    Without warning, a loud popping sound rang out across the water. The cargo ship was starting to let go, and there was nothing anyone could do to stop it. Serena watched in horror as the blast blew a hole in the side of the ship, water starting to rush in and push the ship down to it's final destination. Now that the ship was sinking, it's momentum dropped off, the large vessel no longer going forwards at crusing speed, but slowly starting to slip beneath the surface of the lake. After a few minutes of foundering, the ship looked as if it would finally start it's descent into the dark waters of the lake.
                                                    Then the unthinkable happened. The ship exploded violently, flaming debris flying in every direction, the fireball ad cloud of smoke rising into the air. Serena was blown backwards by the force of the explosion, falling onto her side, and crying heavily, knowing that Jared had surely perished in the calamity. She screamed in depair before propping herself up by her hands to see the carnage, tears streaming down her face, unable to stop them as her world had been torn apart in a matter of seconds. There was nothing else left for her to do, and she continued to cry heavily, completely overwhelmed by it all.
                                                    It was no wonder through all the pain she was experiencing, that Serena did not hear a small boat's engine right away. A few moments later, she looked up to see a small fishing boat with an outboard motor speeding up to the pier she was on. Squinting, she wiped the tears from her eyes. The man piloting the boat looked familiar. Suddenly, the man's identity hit her. "Greg?!" she yelled, before her eyes looked down onto the boat in front of the pilot to see another man sprawled out, his black and gold outfit torn and stained with blood. His blond hair confirmed his identity to her. "JARED!!!" she screamed, getting to her feet and running over to the lower part of the pier, the little boat pulling into the alcove where a small dock lay for just this kind iof purpose.
                                                   Serena started to cry happy tears at the sight of her man being brought back to her, and the raw emotion swirled through her once more. Greg hopped off the boat as it came to a stop, and tied it to a mooring bolt. "He's out cold and pretty banged up." said Jared's friend. "We need to get him to a hospital. Stay with him, I'll go get some help." he said, before running up the stairs and heading to where the police where starting to cordon off the scene. Serena hopped onto the boat and knelt down, taking Jared's head into her arms. "You're going to be fine.....you are. Please be alright." she said softly. "I love you......" he whispered, before kissing him on his lips softly, and cradling him carefully, not wanting to do anything else until the help arrived and got him to safety.


St. Peter's Hospital - Lake City

                                                    "Too......bright....." said Jared, as he regained conciousness, and even through all the discomfort of his injuries, still managed to criticize the light over his bed. "Gahhh...." he finished, feeling like he'd been hit by a speeding bus. Just then, someone kissed him on the lips softly, and for that short moment, he felt better. He looked to his left to see a smiling Serena, looking a little tired, but still very beautiful to him. "Hi." he said quietly to her, making somewhat of a grin as best he could. Monitors next to him hummed and beeped slightly, and when he looked to his right, he saw another familiar face.
                                                     "Gears." he said, recognizing his long time friend, Greg Redmond. "I.....think I.....destroyed the bike." he said to his friend. Greg laughed. "This is why you can't  have nice things!" he exclaimed happily. "But that's okay. The main thing is that you are alive." he mentioned. Jared blinked and smiled as much as he could. "Thanks to you." he whispered. "I....owe you one." he said, starting to feel a little tired. Greg grinned. "We'll talk about that some other time." he said. "Get some rest. I'll be around when you're up and about again." he finished, before getting up off his chair. Greg looked to Serena. "You'll let me know?" he asked, knowing Jared would be out of commission for a while.
                                                     "Of course." she said. "Thanks for everything!" she remarked, knowing Greg was the reason Jared was still alive. "Aw, it's nothing." he replied. "He's done the same for me, you know." he said, before waving and exited the room, leaving them both alone in the room. Serena looked to her love. "Promise me you'll never try to do something like that again by yourself." she scolded, but softly. Jared looked to her with sad eyes, feeling bad for what he had put his wife and companion through. "I won't. I swear it." he replied, before remembering something. "I destroyed by suit out there." he started. "It's ruined." he said softly. Serena smiled again. "Oh don't worry. I've been working on something for you the last little while anyways." she finished, eyes sparkling. 
                                                     Jared was curious at this revelation. "And.....what would that be?" he queried, starting to drift off due to fatigue. Serena giggled. "We'll talk about that later, when you're not so sleepy." she said, chuckling. Jared wanted to respond, but lost the battle with his exhaustion, with Serena leaning over and kissing him on his cheek as his eyes closed and he drifted off to sleep, earning a rest from the perils of being a vigilante hero defending his city from all who would bring it to it's knees for their own evil purposes.


                                                      
                                                           THE END




