








                                        URBAN SENTINEL: Downtime





Beach Area 1 - Lake Heron

                                      Waves from the lake lapped onto the smooth, sandy beach softly, moistening the dry dirt and cooling it off. A gentle breeze blew across it, lifting some sand particles into the air and giving some a brief reprieve from the summer's heat. With nary a cloud in sight, it was a beautiful day to be out at the beach, leaving the cares of the world behind. The squawk of a seagull brought Jared out of his nap and to attention rather quickly, much to his own surprise at this point.
                                      "Wha? Huh?" he queried, mumbling and somewhat confused, having been rustled from his nap. Looking around curiously and finding a lone seagull in front of him, he laid his head back onto the pillow he had affixed to his reclining beach chair. "Stupid bird." he mumbled, before closing his eyes again and hoping to continue his nap. "I swear they hate me." he remarked. "Every last one of them. For no reason." he finished, before sighing and hoping for peace and quiet again.
                                        Suddenly, there was a giggle from the chair to his left, and it made him open his left eye. "Can I help you?" he asked softly, while starting to crack a grin out the corner of his mouth. His fiancee Serena laughed while pushing some of her long hair ourt of her face, revealing her sparkling eyes. "You're funny." she started, smiling. "You're so cute sometimes...." she finished, voice trailing off before she leaned over and kissed her man on the cheek softly. Jared smiled. "I'm glad you are having a good time. Makes me happy." he said, sincere, before closing his left eye. "Of course I am!" exclaimed Serena happily. "It was a great idea to take time off and come here." she finished, the smile never leaving her pretty face.
                                          Jared smiled as well, then let out a happy sigh as he enjoyed the moment with his love. 'If she is happy, I'm happy.' he thought to himself. He had felt better since the moment they got here, having been extremely stressed out and tired. Jared decided at some point that it was time to take a break and spend some quality time with Serena away from Lake City and all the insanity that went with it. He had gone a little out of his way to find a nice hotel for close to a week up near this beach on Lake Heron, with it's long freshwater beach and attractions. What he had found was almost like a mini resort, and it had exceeded his and Serena's expectations easily.
                                           It was nice to be away from the hustle and bustle of the big city, and not thinking about being out most hours of the night, bringing criminals to justice. Although he was on a vacation of sorts, he did pack his Blitzkrieg suit and weapons, more out of habit than necessity. He had gone on trips before and had always brought his equipment. It even came in handy on one occasion. It was automatic at this point, and he didn't see himself stopping anytime soon. 
                                           Just then, his train of thought was interrupted by Serena's sweet voice whispering in his left ear. "The sun is starting to set." she explained. "Let's go for a walk down the beach and enjoy it." she finished, with some excitement in her voice.
Jared opened his eyes and sat up to see the sun as it started it's descent, before looking to his love. "A walk sounds absolutely wonderful." he said, getting up off the chair. Serena smiled and jumped to her feet, taking his had in hers as they set off across the sand, the waves from the lake still lapping at the coast, the sun turning to a different shade of orange as it began to set on the horizon.


Hotel Resort - Lake Heron

                                            Moonlight bathed the small, private balcony in a soft blue glow, and all was quiet outside, the time now close to midnight. The only sound that could be heard emnated from a small radio that sat on a table in front of the sofa bench that Jared sat on. The radio had been a gift of sorts from Serena when they had first become a couple, an impulse buy while they were on a date to an outdoor market back in the city. The radio had gone everywhere with him, as he had grown attached to it over the years. He looked to it lovingly and mumbled, "Where would I be without you?"
                                            The sliding door to the hotel room suddenly opened, and out walked Serena carrying a tray with drinks and a couple snacks. "Are you talking to your radio again?" she said with a chuckle, amused. Jared grinned. "Guilty as charged." he replied, looking at his love. She closed the door behind her, and put the tray down on the table to next to the radio, before sitting down next to him on the sofa bench, snuggling up to him. "You are my everything." she said, closing her eyes. Jared then put his arm around her and pulled her a little closer. "And you are mine." he said softly.
                                             Time started to pass as they sat there in each other's arms, enjoying every second of it as the music played softly in the background. It was all so peaceful and serene, and all that Jared could have hoped for and more. He closed his eyes and was letting himself drift off with the music, when the sound of glass breaking broke the calm. Serena raised her head, as Jared slowly got up off the bench and wandered over to the railing. As he did so, he could hear voices down below near the parking lot starting to get louder and louder. He peeked over the rail to see two men dressed darkly talking to another man next to a car in the lot.
                                              "It's simple." started one of the two darkly dressed men who had a gruff voice. "You give us what you got, and no one gets hurt." he said. It was then that Serena joined Jared at the railing to see what was going on. "What's wrong?" she asked softly. He tilted his head down in the direction of the fracas unfolding below. "Trouble." he said quietly, while keeping his eyes and ears on the people below. Without saying another word, Serena ducked down behind the balcony's railing and listened intently while keeping out of sight. "Yeah," started the second man. "Hand it all over, or else, you hear?" he said, his voice very raspy.
                                               Hearing enough, Jared left the railing and motioned for Serena to follow. He led them quietly back inton the hotel room, opening and closing the sliding door as stealthily as possible. He turned to her as she plopped herself down on the bed, a look of concern on her face. "I know we're on vacation," started Jared. "But something bad is about to go down in that parking lot, and we both know I can't let it." he finished. Serena grinned wryly. "You brought your suit and equipment, didn't you?" she asked, already knowing the answer. Jared blushed ever so slightly, knowing his love was a lot sharper than he sometimes gave her credit for. "Yes." he said. "Well," she started, getting back up. "Don't be too long." she said, kissing him on the lips. "And be careful." she said, always worried about her Jared, no matter what.


Hotel Parking Lot - Lake Heron

                                               "Last chance. Fork it all over, NOW!" yelled the gruff sounding man, now nervous and not wanting to waste any more time. The smaller man being threatened backed up a bit and put up his dukes, albeit a little jittery. "Don't.....don't make me f-fight you!" he said, almost stuttering due to fear. It looked as if a rumble was inevitable, with the two aggressors now slipping some brass knuckles on their fists and getting ready to fight. "You want it the hard way?" asked the raspy man. "We'll give you the hard way. Don't say we weren't fait wit' you." he finished.
                                                Just as the fight was going to break out, a voice pierced the night from behind the two men. "Excuse me, but do you fine gents know where the ice machine is?" asked an unfamiliar voice. The two men whirled around, still with fists clenched, to see an unknown person in a black and gold suit and mask, holding what appeared to be some kind of metal rod in his hands. Everyone just stood there, motionless for a moment, trying to figure out who this new player was.
                                                "Who the hell are you?" asked the gruff man, his eyes locked on the suited man. "Me?" queried Blitzkrieg, motioning to himself. "I'm just a concerned citizen, that's all." he replied, never taking his gaze off the two aggressors. "Oh, really?" asked the raspy man. "To what do we owe this 'concern'?" he wondered, asking the question aloud. Blitzkrieg grinned as he answered them. "Well, I'm concerned that you're making a lot of noise, and maybe about to do something that I don't agree with." he said. "Perhaps it's time I quieted you down." he finished, ready to fight. "Oh yeah?" started the gruff man. "You're welcome to try, if you think you can." he stated, before looking to his partnet and nodding, then looked back.
                                                 Without warning, the two men charged their new opponent, each leading with a fist covered in brass knuckles. Blitzkrieg smirked before meeting their charge with offence of his own. Having closed the gap between them quickly, he brought his quarterstaff to bear on the first man, swinging it with speed and connecting with the man's head, knocking him sideways to the pavement. He landed with a thud in a heap, no longer a threat. The second man skidded to a stop, and swung a fist at his opponent, but was met with a swipe from the quarterstaff, which caught his outstretched arm, a crack singalling that it was broken.
                                                  Blitzkrieg then went low and used the staff to sweep the man's feet out from under him, waching him falll backwards onto the ground in pain. Now standing over the fallen foe, he looked down and considered him. "We can keep this going, if you're up to it." he said, grinning. "No...." started the raspy man. "No m-more!" he exclaimed out of fear and agony. Blitzkrieg nodded. "Very good. Now leave, and never come back, or I might get 'concerned' again." he said, as the raspy man nodded slightly before hurriedly scrambled over to his fallen partnet, rousing him before they both shuffled off into the night, not wanting to endure any more.
                                                   "T-thanks...." said the smaller man, lowering his clenched fists and feeling a little more at ease. His black hair sweaty from perspiration due to the stress of almost brawling for his life. Blitzkrieg nodded. "No problem. Should be nice and quiet from here on in." he explained, before turning to leave. "Wait..." started the man. "Who are you, anyway?" he asked curiously. Blitzkrieg stopped long enough to respond. "A concerned citizen, that's all." he stated, before himself disappearing into the night. The man had a confused look on his face, but turned and left silently.


Hotel Room - Private Suite

                                                    Waking up to the warmth on her face felt good, much better than waking up to the artificial light in the subway station that served as her home some of the time back in the city. She opened her eyes slowly to adjust to the light, then rolled to her right and wrapped her arms around Jared, who was now also beginning to wake up. "Hi." she said softly, planting a kiss on the back on his neck. Jared rolled to his left and caught her in an embrace. "Hi." he replied back, before kissing her gently on her forehead, and putting an arm around her as well.
                                                    "I didn't hear you come back in." she said softly, referring to the situation the night previous. Jared grinned. "Actually, I got in around twelve thirty in the morning." he stated. Serena grinned. "Couldn't wake a girl up to cuddle, could you?" she asked with a grin. Jared laughed. "You looked so peaceful. It was easier to slide into bed next to you." he said, before again kissing her on the forehead. She smiled and poked one of his cheeks with a finger. "Oh you." she said. "I'm just glad nothing happened to you." she finished, before snuggling up to him.
                                                      Jared rubbed her shoulder. "Always the worry wart, huh?" he said, chuckling. They stayed in the embrace for some time, with an hour passing like it only minutes. It was then that Jared heard a grumble from down below. "Hmm. I think I'm hungry." he said. Serena looked to him, an eyebrow raised. "I think it's time to acknowledge that your stomach has come between us...." she said, not able to finish the sentence before a soft pillow caught her in the head. She giggled before grabbing her own pillow and swung it, catching Jared right in the face.
                                                      He surrendered immediately. "Okay, okay. You win. How about some breakfast?" he queried. Serena smiled. "Sounds good!" she said happily. Give me a few minutes and we'll go." she explained, getting herself out of bed and into the bathroom to get ready. While she was doing that, Jared got up out of bed and changed into his clothes for the day, wanting to hurry out and find some breakfast. Jared realized that the previous night's dinner was now a distant memory, and he needed to refuel. "Bacon and eggs with a side of sausages." he mumbled to himself. "That shoud do the trick." he said, getting hungrier now.


Heron Breakfast Bar - Lake Heron

                                                     Stepping back out onto the patio, Jared looked to the beach, and saw a couple of sailboats off in the distance. "Nice day for that." he said to himself, before being joined by Serena. "That was wonderful." she said of the breakfast, having had a ham and cheese omelette, the day's special. "Yes." started Jared. "Delightful." he said, before putting ar around her waist and pulling her a little closer. Serena giggled and did the same to him as they stepped down from the patio onto the boardwalk, and started on a bit of a stroll.
                                                      "How would you like to walk to that beachside market we passed on our stroll last night?" she asked, hoping to find something interesting to buy. Jared nodded his approval. "Alright. Let's go." he said, as they set off down the boardwalk in the direction of the market. Jared looked at the narrow road next to the boardwalk, and sighed. Serena looked to him. "What's wrong?" she asked, wondering what had happened. "Oh nothing." he started. "I was just thinking how awesome it would be to zip down that beach road at sunset on my motorcycle." he finished, lamenting the fact that he had rented a car and left his bike with his friend Greg, known to a lot of people as Gears.
                                                      "Oh you!" said Serena, smirking. Jared smiled to himself as they kept ob walking down the boardwalk towards their destination. Still, he couldn't help but think about his motorcycle. He had owned it for years now, and found it hard to part with it, even for a few days or a week. It was one of his favourite things in the world, next to Serena, and enjoyed going out for a cruise when he wasn't fighting criminals and whatnot. He looked to Serena and grinned. "Perhaps we'll go for a spin after we get back." he started. "We can go over to the cliffs and sit on that bench in the park that you're fond of." he explained.
                                                       "Jared!" she said happily, before poking him in his side with her elbow. "One thing at a time!" she mused. Jared chuckled and kept his focus on walking. "Heh....I do get a little ahead sometimes, don't I?" he wondered aloud. Serena just squeezed him a little tighter, but didn't say anything, content to be where she was. After a little while longer, they arrived at the market, with it's many booths and kiosks displaying some wares. Serena let go of him and wandered into the fray, while something at a table nearby caught Jared's eye. "Riding gloves!" he said happily, immersing himself in the merchandise.
                                                        Just as he was about to try them on and possibly buy them, there was a scream from a few kiosks away, that of a woman in distress. Jared dropped the gloves and whirled around, watching some people run past him in fear, while others started to try to see what was going on. He emerged from the crowd to see a man with dirty blond hair in nothing but shorts and running shoes brandishing a rather large knife, and pointing it at a dark haired women behind the table. Suddenly, someone was grabbing his left arm. It was Serena. "That guy is nuts!" she said. "He didn't have enough money for that trinket, so he pulled a knife! I thought I smelled alcohol on his breath before I took cover." she finished.
                                                        "I'm glad you're okay." replied Jared, somewhat relieved. "But I think I'm going to have to do something...." he said, voice trailing off. "Mmm." mumbled Serena, knowing there was no way to talk him out of it. Jared left her, and moved to the right around the crowd, looking for something along the way. Just then, he spotted a good quality video camera for sale on the closest kiosk. He grabbed it, then made his way back through the crowd, and out to where the standoff was happening. "Excuse me sir!" said Jared to the deranged man. "I'm with the evening news.....we'd like to help you!" he said, pretending to use the camera. "Oh....oh yeah?" slurred the man. "O....okay wellnofunnystuff ok." he continued. "I beencomingherewhenIwasakid and I'vehadenuff.....people rippingmeoff...." he said, slurring almost every word and wobbling a bit, almost tipping over.
                                                         "It's timewefightbak man.....like stickittodem, youknow?" he asked. Jared nodded. "Oh yes sir! Yes we do!" he replied, upbeat. "Okaygood. Now, I wan't a cartogetouttahere, and thenIwanttobroadcast this to emeryone? Canyoudo dat?" he queried, looking more ad more like he was going to drop. Jared quickly looked to the woman, hoping she could hold out a few more minutes. "Sure! No problem! But first, I need to get a close-up shot. Publicity, you know?" he asked, not expecting an answer. "Oh.....ohyeah. Good...." stammered the man. Jared moved within arm's reach of the man, then pretended to press buttons on the camera to make the close-happen. "Ah yes...." he said.
                                                        Without warning, Jared swung the camera in his right hand and connected with the drunk man's face full force, knocking him backwards into the table. The woman that had been held hostage behind the table screamed and ran off towards the crowd, crying. The drunk man dropped the knife, and was in no condition to pick it back up, toppling over the table and landing head first onto the concrete. Jared kicked the knife away and peeked over the table, seeing the man out cold. Three policemen suddenly made it onto the scene, and secured the small area before one of them came up to speak with Jared, but not before looking over the table at the drunk man, and then back again.
                                                        "You stopped this man, sir?" asked the cop. Jared nodded. "Yeah, with the help of this camera." he said, holding up the slightly broken model for the cop to see. "Very well." said the cop, looking to the camera and back to Jared. "You're free to go, we'll take over now." he said. Jared nodded and walked off, a couple people clapping at him as he waded back through the crowd to find Serena. She walked up and embraced him immediately. "A camera!" she said, laughing. "Very creative!" she exclaimed happily, as they both walk off, arm in arm and left the market. 'I guess I'll have to come back and buy those gloves when the market re-opens...' thought Jared to himself, with a grin.


Beach Area 1 - Lake Heron

                                                         "Oh Jared.....the stars are so lovely!" said Serena softly, looking up into the night sky at the celestial bodies above, each one twinkling as it should. There was no one else left on the beach, and the only sound was that of an errant cricket or two in the brush near the boardwalk. "Yes." said Jared. "Yes they are." he finished, also looking up, with his arms wrapped around Serena, who sat on the blanket in front of him. There wasn't much time left until they were due to leave, so he wanted to do something special on the last evening, something memorable.
                                                          Serena giggled as she rested her head back on his chest. "You're such a romantic." she muttered happily. Jared smiled and kissed the back of her head. "That's because I love you." said Jared, in complete honesty. "I love you too....." said Serena, voice trailing off. They both turned their attention back to the stars, cuddling as they did so, happy to be in this moment, and wanting it to last as long as possible. As time went by, Jared's thoughts drifted from Serena to everything that had happened since their arrival. The parkling lot dispute, the market fight, and all the happy parts in between. He couldn't help but think that this vacation seemed to have it all.
                                                          Turning his thoughts back to his fiancee, he kissed her head again, gently. Surprisingly, there wasn't any response. It was then that he heard her breathing faintly, and realized that she had fallen asleep. He grinned to himself, and held her a bit tighter, letting her sleep for a little bit at least, not wanting to ruin anything. He knew how much she loved being her, in this place, with him. After all, they weren't leaving til afternoon anyways, so there was no reason to rush. Looking back up to the stars, he noticed one that was brightest of all. "Ah. The north star." he murmured, in awe of it's crisp brightness, and how it compared to the others.
                                                          A cough suddenly told him that Serena had awoken. "H...hi." she mumbled, turning to face him. "Did I.....fall asleep?" she asked, looking confused. "Yes," started Jared. "Yes you did. But that's okay." he said, smiling. She leaned in and kissed him on the lips. "You always watch over me...." she said, voice trailing off. "I do." replied Jared, lovingly. "Would you like to head back soon?" he asked, wondering if she wanted to head back to the hotel room. Serena smiled. "Yes. I think it's past my bedtime." she said with a grin. Jared got to his feet, helping her up in the process before picking up the blanket. He shook it, rolled it up, and tucked it under his left arm, and put his right arm around her as they walked down the board walk.
                                                         "I hope we can come back sometime soon." said Serena, watching the light from the stars bounce of the lake's surface. Jared nodded. "Me too. I wouldn't mind it too much myself." he finished. Serena put an arm around Jared, and brought herself a little closer. "Oh well." she said. "Back to the city tomorrow." Jared nodded. "Yup." he replied. Serena looked to him as they walked. "Miss it it all, even a little?" she asked. Jared smiled. "I always miss it a little." he started. "Especially my bike." he said, referring to his motorcycle. Serena laughed. "Oh you and your motorcycle!" she said before falling silent and grinning to herself.
                                                          "You miss your tech, don't you?" asked Jared, now amuse, referring to her love of all things mechanical and sometimes technological. Serena giggled a bit. "Yeah, maybe just a bit." she said. It was Jared's turn to laugh. "That's my girl!" he said happily, as they continued to walk down the boardwalk, getting closer and closer to their hotel with every step, the stars lighting the way.


High Octane Motorcycle Shop - Lake City

                                                                     With another day almost passed, another dark evening had arrived, but this one had no stars that shone brightly. The evening sky had clouded over earlier, and had almost become a night like every other. Jared walked up the sidewalk to the garage area, and approached the lock-up. Greg had given him his own key to access the lock up when he pleased, knowing how important it was at any given time. He inserted the key and unlocked the storage bay, opening the door and wandering inside. He turned to his right and flicked a switch on the wall, turning on the overhead lights. There, near the rear, was his motorcycle. Blacker than the night, and all shined up.
                                                         As he walked up to his bike, Jared smiled before grabbing the helmet off the seat. "I missed you." he muttered to his bike, not expecting a response. He put his helmet on, then disengaged the kickstand before walking his bike out of the storage bay. Jared reached over on the way out and shut off the lights before exiting and locking up. After tugging on the lock to make sure it was secure, he turned to his bike, once again picking up the helmet, and put it on. His bike started quickly, and sounded like music to his ears. He revved the engine, and was about to get going, when he noticed a dark green motorcycle out of the corner of his eye.
                                                         "Well now." he said, contemplating the Arrow himself, who had shown up unscheduled. Jared shut down his bike with a sign, then removed his helmet before dismounting and walking over to him. "I've been looking for you," started the Arrow in his gruff voice. "But you haven't been around." he finished, not moving whatsoever. Jared nodded. "Indeed. I took a week off recently." he replied. The Arrow looked up a bit more. "I guess you're entitled to it." he said. Jared pondered the man in the green hood for a moment, then spoke. "You didn't come all the way here to Lake City just to compare vacations, did you?" he queried.
                                                          The Arrow dismounted his bike and walked up to Jared. "No, I didn't." he began. "I came to warn you that those men who were using your city to traffic weapons and money look like they'll be making a return, and soon." he explained, referencing the action from a few weeks back. Jared stroked his chin for a moment as he thought about this. "Damn. I knew there was more to that." he said, wondering what was to come. "Don't worry." said the Arrow. "When the time comes, we'll face them, and we will win." he said, before turning and mounting his motorcycle again. Jared nodded. "Yes. Yes we will. Until then." he said. 
                                                           The green motorcycle's engine roared to life, and the Arrow sped off into the night, nodding his approval as he zipped by. With nothing else left to do himself, Jared put his helmet back on, mounted his own bike, and restarted the engine, the sound he missed so much on his vacation. He also sped off down the empty street, heading home for the night, hoping to spend a little down time by himself to process the information he just received. "This city could become a battleground, and soon. And I intend to be ready...." he mumbled into his helmet, voice trailing off and getting slowly drowned out by the scream of the motorcycle.



                                                              THE END

