












                            URBAN SENTINEL: Once More Unto The Breach





Unknown location

                                                    The old metal door slammed against it frame with much force, the ferocious winds about the land responsible. Grey clouds darkened the midday sky, making it almost feel like night fall. It was not a day that one would normally think of holding a secret rendezvous, let alone in an old, derelict warehouse that should have been condemned many years prior to now. Minus his own petty reservations, the time and place were inconsequential, as he needed the information that his contact had.
                                                     Not wanting to make much of an entrance or to get any unwanted attention, Blitzkrieg slid sliently between the open door and it's frame and into the shadows of the dark warehouse, the lack of light not really bothering him that much. His eyes adjusted quickly, allowing him to get an overall impression of the building, and the mess it contained. Crates and machinery lay strewn about, covered in rubble or layers of dust and dirt. "Nothing has happened here in a while." he said to himself softly, moving ahead slowly and carefully amongst the relics.
                                                      After a few long minutes of wandering around the floor space, he came to a door at the far end that looked like it led to the office space that he had been told to go to. Blitzkrieg put his ear to the door and listened for a moment first. Nothing. All was quiet on the other side, which gave him cause to proceed, albeit cautiously. Carefully turning the knob to avoid excess sound, he slowly pushed the door open and walked into the offices. Old desks were lined up in rows, some wall partitions laying across them in a heap. Chairs lay sideways on the floor, old documents strewn about and around them on the floor, in rough shape.
                                                      "I didn't think you'd make it." said a monotone voice suddenly from out of nowhere. Blitzkrieg spun to his right towards the sound to see a solitary figure standing there motionless, holding something in his left hand. The figure's face was shrouded with some kind of mask or bandana, covering his identity. "I always keep my promises." replied Blitzkrieg. "Not to mention I need that information. These are uncertain times." he finished. The dark figure nodded, and tossed him a small object. He caught it, and identified it as a small flash drive for a computer.
                                                      "It's all there." started the voice. "Finish what we started, and see the task til it's conclusion." he finished, before heading for the door. He stopped at the threshold, and turned around. "I was never here, and this meeting never happened." said the figure, before leaving the room completely. Blitzkrieg headed to the door himself and looked about, seeing nothing. The man had disappeared. "Not a big conversationalist." he mumbled to himself, before leaving the offices and exiting the warehouse, heading to the side of the building where his motorcycle was parked. He got on quickly, and sped off, having much to do now.


Dockyards - Lake City

                                                       "You still haven't told me how you managed to get this information." said a familiar voice. "I'd be interested to know." said Oliver Queen, also known as the Arrow. He was dressed up in his green hooded suit, but with the hood pulled back and the mask off temporarily. The breeze from the lake ruffled his short hair somewhat as he spoke. He and Blitzkrieg stood in an open but secure boat slip at the water's edge, a meeting place that was out of the way at this time of the night. "I have contacts here and there." replied Jared, also known as Blitzkrieg, who's mask was also off. "The main thing is that we have it, and now we can use it." he said.
                                                        "Alright." started Oliver. "I'll see what I can do. You made a copy of this?" he asked of the other vigilante. Jared nodded. "Yes." he replied. Oliver nodded. "Good. I'll get back to Starling and get Felicity working on this. I'll let you know what we find." finished Oliver, before replacing his mask and hood, and disappearing into the night. Jared also replaced his mask, but decided to take his time leaving. He slowly walked towards the spot where he left his bike, and pondered everything that had happened today, culminating with this meeting.
                                                         He heard the water lapping against the sea walls of the boat slip as he left it, the sound a soothing one to him. As much as he wanted to do more today, he realized that the best thing to do was to wait to see what Oliver could find. There was alos still the matter of letting Bruce in on what he had found as well. Jared would need both of his vigilante friends to help on this one, seeing as how it affected them all. Having spent several days tracking down leads and contacts in regards to the weapons cartel, he had not spent much time with Serena. Her image clear in his mind, he hopped on his motorcycle and sped off home, hoping to spend some quality time with her before he had to be off again to aid in the forthcoming fight.


13 Division Police Precinct - Lake City

                                                          "Hey Sergeant, the boss wants to see you in his office, right away." said another officer to Sergeant Wolski, who had just come back into the precinct, having been out working on a case all morning. "Sure thing. Thanks." he replied, nodding to the officer who responded in kind, before heading out the door. Wolski sighed and walked by his desk, taking off his hat and dropping it onto his desk as he passed, heading towards Lieutenant O'Donnell's office.
                                                          Wolski strolled up and rapped on the glass pane of the door, and heard a voice from inside. "Come in." said O'Donnell. Wolski turned the handle and let himself in, closing it behind after passing the threshold into the office. O"Donnell was seated behind his deck and writing something down, taking a sip from his coffee mug as he did so. "You wanted to see me?" said Wolski calmly, to break the ice. "Yeah." started the Lieutenant. "We might just have a new problem around here, I'm not really that sure as of yet." he explained. Wolski looked confused.
                                                           O'Donnell looked up at his sergeant after not getting any response. "You keep up on news from out of town, Marcin?" he asked. Wolski ran a hand through his short blond hair. "Occasionally. I don't keep up to date on everything." he replied. The lieutenant nodded. "I see. Have you ever heard of the Arrow, from Starling City?" he asked, curiously. Wolski nodded. "Yes, but only from what I've seen on the news here and there." he explained. O'Donnell scowled. "Indeed. It turns out that he's here, in Lake City. But we aren't sure why." said the lieutenant, before turning his attention back to what he was writing, and taking another sip of coffee.
                                                           "Is this a bad thing, sir?" asked Wolski, still not sure of what was transpiring. O'Donnell spoke, but kept writing. "To be honest, I'm not sure. But.....I really want to know why that vigilante is here. We don't need another vigilante around here, one is enough." he finished. "All right. I'll see what I can find out for you." replied Wolski. "Very good, sergeant. Report back to me when you have something." said the lieutenant, before Wolski nodded before turning and exiting the office, heading back to hi own desk with a lot to think about. "I need answers." he muttered to himself. "And there is only one way to get them." he finished, before sitting down and pulling open a small drawer, grabbing a little black book that sat near the top.


Bat Cave - Gotham City

                                                            The dark and dampness of his lair seemed more at home some days than Wayne Manor, always having spent a considerable amount of time down here, usually alone, lost in some research or even his own thoughts from time to time. It was pretty quiet down in the cave, as even most of the bats that called it their home were in slumber. Bruce Wayne, still dressed in his bat suit, minus the mask, was working away at a computer terminal at his work area, when a familiar voice broke the silence from behind him. "Would you like a snack while you work, sir?" asked Alfred, his loyal butler, who was like a father to him. Bruce thought for a moment.
                                                             "No thank you, Alfred. I'm fine for now." he replied. Alfred nodded. "Very well sir. I'll check in on you later." he replied, before starting to walk down some stairs. A little while after he had left, Bruce was finishing up his work and was about to leave, when a button on his control panel flashed. Someone was trying to contact him. He sat back down on his chair and pressed the control, connecting him with someone on the other end of the channel. "Go." said Bruce in his deep and misleading Batman voice. "Bruce, it's Jared. Oliver got in touch with me earlier about the flash drive I recovered. We're in business." said Blitzkrieg.
                                                             "Good." replied Batman. "Where do you want to meet?" he queried. "Tomorrow night." started Blitzkrieg. "Meet me at the Lake City water works after dark." he finished. Batman nodded. "Very well. I will be there." replied Batman, before pressing the button again and closing the communication. "Perhaps I underestimated him after all." he muttered to himself, before getting back up out of his chair and heading to his armoury. He had been fighting this 'syndicate' as they called it longer than Blitzkrieg or the Arrow, and was beginning to question whether or not they could be brought down. He had countless encounters with them in the last year alone, always ending the same way: he'd show up, dismantle them, only to see more rise up and take their places, and it kept repeating, no matter what.
                                                             If there was a way to finally put them to rest, he was all for it. Arriving at his armoury, he pressed a short sequence of numbers into the keypad to the right of the door. It whooshed open, allowing him to access everything on the inside. He carefully removed the bat suit he was wearing and changed into his normal clothes for the time being, having some time to himself for a while before the meeting the next day.  "Hmmm..." he thought out loud, thinking about what Alfred had mentioned. Perhaps now was a good time to get something to eat, after all.


Mackenzie Subway Station - Lake City

                                                            The quiet was nice for a change, with nary a sound present, save the soft breathing of his love, Serena, as her head lie on his shoulder, her pillow as she slept. She had fallen asleep in his arms as they watched a movie on the television in front of the couch. Jared had made sure to spend most of the day with her, and was even going to take her out to breakfast the next morning. For now, he wanted to get her to bed, but she looked so peaceful and comfortable on the couch that he was a little afraid to disturb her for the moment. Jared turned and kissed her softly on her nearest cheek, watching as she smiled and began to wake up.
                                                           "Mmm....." she mumbled. "You're so good to me." she said softly, snuggling up to him more, but opening her eyes a little. Jared grinned. "I do what I can." he said. "Why don't we go to bed? It's much better there." he reminded her. Serena smiled and giggled softly. "You men.....always trying to get a girl under the covers." she said. Jared smiled wryly and poked her nose playfully. "Oh yes. Can't trust us men. We always plot against you women." he said, laughing afterwords. A few moments later, when it was quiet again, she sat up and kissed him on his lips passionately. "Very well." she started. "You may usher me to bed." she finished.
                                                           Jared got up and took her hand in his, leading the two of them into the nearby bedroom. When he had retrofitted the unused subway station, he rebuilt it into what started as a very large multi-purpose room, but expanded it to look almost like a proper house layout with some modern technology, an area for his equipment and vehicles, and special access to street and track levels. With this place in existance, he moved out of his apartment finally and consolidated everything here. This was his home now, as it was Serena's, after she joined him. The bedroom was quite comfy, and he was happy to be in it with Serena, watching her lay down on the large bed. Jared joined her quickly, and pulled the covers up for the both of them.
                                                           "You have a busy day tomorrow." she remarked out loud. "Yes." started Jared. "But not too busy to keep me from taking the woman I love to a nice breakfast and a stroll through the arbouretum afterwards." he explained. Serena smiled and began to glow. "Oh....." she started. "That sounds very nice, and very romantic." she said with a smile. "I thought you might like that." he replied, before kissing her on the lips." Serena giggled. "Well, we should get some sleep then!" she said, turning her head to one side and closing her eyes. "Indeed." replied Jared, who reached over and turned off the table lamp, bathing the room in darkness.


Water Works - Lake City

                                                          Night had fallen more than an hour before, the area quiet except for an errant owl that was hooting from a tree somewhere nearby. Blitzkrieg stood under the massive water tower, awaiting his cohorts to share what he had learned. A moment later, he heard the engine of a motorcycle drive up and then disengage. He turned to see the bushes ruffle, with the Arrow walking out from them, bow in hand. "Oliver." he said, acknowledging his archer friend. The Arrow looked around, and even up at the underside of the tower. "I guess it's just you and me." he said, and was about to start sharing the information, when a voice started talking from behind them.
                                                          "Not quite." said a deep, familiar voice. Both men turned to see a figure shaped like a bat step out of the shadows. "Batman." said Blitzkrieg. "Nice of you to join us." he finished. Batman nodded slightly, and that was it. "The ball is in your court, Oliver." said the Bat to the Arrow. Oliver nodded. "Very well. I had Felicity decode what was on that flash drive. It contains a complete list of the syndicate's personnel, as well as their headquarters, in which they massed all the weapons and money." he explained. "We take this out, and destroy all the equipment, we cripple them permanently." he finished. Batman nodded. "It has to be heavily armed." he said,
                                                           Oliver nodded. "It is, but what other choice do we have?" he queried. Blitzkrieg agreed. "We don't. This place needs to be taken down, no matter what. If we keep letting them regroup and rebuild, we'll never stop them." he finished, pondering the other two as well. Batman looked as if he was mulling over the idea, while Oliver stood stoically, his eyes moving back and forth to his compatriotes. A silence had fallen on the men, until Batman broke it suddenly. "Would it not be prudent to have a plan of some sort?" he queried. Oliver and Blitzkrieg looked to each other, then back at Batman, who was waiting for an answer.
                                                            "We'll need the element of surprise, that's for sure." said Blitzkrieg, not wanting to show up at said headquarters and get his rear end kicked in something fierce. "I have an idea." said Batman, working it over in his head quickly. "Let's hear it." replied Oliver, who was looking at the Bat intently now. "You two sneak up to their headquarters, and wait for my 'diversion' before we take them down hard." he explained. "Diversion?" wondered Blitzkrieg aloud. "Yes." started Batman again. "I'll be in the Batmobile and have it on full stealth mode, slam through their front door and into the building. When their leadership makes a dash, you two are there ready to catch them." he finished, getting his plan across the other two.
                                                             "I like it." replied Oliver. "We should all decide when, and have a little time to prepare. I'll provide maps and technical specs of their headquarters for you to study." he said. Batman and Blitzkrieg nodded. "I'll be in touch." replied Batman, before he turned quickly, cape flapping around, and disappeared into the evening shadows. Blitzkrieg looked to Oliver. "We'll talk soon." he said, watching as Oliver acknowledged him quickly, then left as well. After a few minutes alone, Blitzkrieg was about to leave, when he heard the bushes to his right rustle a little. "I was wondering when you'd show up, Sergeant." he said, a grin on his face.
                                                               Out of the bushes stalked Sergeant Wolski of the Lake City police, who was carrying a flashlight. "Yeah well. I said I might show up. The Lieutenant found out about the Arrow being in town, and wanted me to find out what is going on." he said, looking about the water tower's base with the flashlight. "You just missed him." mentioned Blitzkrieg. "Is that so?" asked Wolski, the flashlight pointed at the ground as he turned and looked at the vigilante. Blitzkrieg nodded. "Tell your boss that he's no threat, and won't be in town for much longer." he finished. "Really now. Came for a visit, did he?" asked Wolski. Blitzkrieg grinned. "Let's just say him and I have to take care of something, and that it's out of town....."


High Octane Motorcycle Shop - Lake City

                                                               The sun's light shone through the pane glass windows at the shop's front, glinting off the brand new motorcycles that sat in the showroom, waiting to be bought. "Next time, try to give me a little more warning, okay?" pleaded Greg Redmond, also known as 'Gears' to his clientele and friends. "I don't always appreciate seeing your bike parked at my door with a note on it. Clear?" he asked his friend. Jared nodded. "Okay, I'm sorry. I just wanted to save a little time." he replied, grinning somewhat. Greg suddenly laughed. "Ah, it's all good. If I can't have a little fun, then what's the point right?" he stated, slapping Jared on the shoulder.
                                                              "Indeed." he replied, before being ushered out of the showroom, and down to Greg's office. Closing the door behind him, Greg motioned to an empty chair in front of his desk. "Have a seat. I want to hear all about what you're up to that you need your bike modified." he said, knowing that Jared, as Blitzkrieg, was about to go off on some crazy mission again. Jared sighed. "It's a biggie. That syndicate I mentioned to you, me and some friends of mine are going to finally take them down." he explained. "And it's about time." he finished, sternly.
                                                               "I take it you found their base or something?" queried Greg. Jared nodded. "You're right about that Gears. It took a while, but we have located them, and this time, they won't get a chance to run off and regroup." he said, telling his friend of what was to come. Greg nodded. "Alright. Sounds good to me. I'll have your bike outfitted by lunch time tomorrow. I have all the stuff I need already here." he said. Jared smiled. "Always the prepared one." he said, jokingly. Greg laughed. "Someone has to be prepared for you, eh?" he asked, not expecting an answer. The two men traded chuckles, before Greg got a little more serious in his tone of voice.
                                                              "You did tell Serena about this one I hope." he wondered, not really expecting a full answer. Jared grinned a little. "I did, but in a way, she already knew." he said. "Besides, she's a smart girl, and wondered what the breakfast outing was really for!" he said, laughing again. Greg smiled. "You're a lucky man to have her." he said supportively. Jared raised an eyebrow. "You can find someone like her too, you know." he mentioned. Greg shrugged. "Maybe, but after my split with my ex-wife, I found it easier to be only married to my work." he said. "I love bikes more than anything, and I'm happy." he finished. Jared smiled. "I know." he started, before getting up. "I'll catch you tomorrow then, around this time." he said, before turning and heading for the door. "Later Jared." replied Greg, before getting back to work.


Syndicate Headquarters - Undisclosed location

                                                              Rows and rows of weapons and ammunition lay stacked on wooden palettes in the warehouse portion of the headquarters, ready to be shipped out on moment's notice. Everything from small arms and body armour, to heavy grenade launchers and assault trucks were lined up neatly next to each other, organized as well as anything, almost as if it was done professionally. The level of light in the warehouse was kept low, so as not to alert anyone on the outside, especially at night when syndicate operations were usually in full swing.
                                                              Heavily armed guards dressed in combat fatigues and gear patrolled the floor space, faces covered by tactical masks, weapons held firmly as they paced up and down the warehouse like sentinels. To say that this place was secure was an understatement, as it was located near the centre of the complex, surrounded by forces loyal to the syndicate. After all, there were enough munitions and weapons here to start a full scale war, and then some. Having spent considerable time and money building this massive arsenal, the syndicate was nearly ready to execute their plans.
                                                              Many years in the making were these plans, and those in charge didn't want them going awry after so much work had been put into it. So confident were they, that they even considered heroes such as Batman, Blitzkrieg, and the Arrow inconsequential at this point. Every time that there had been enounter with the masked vigilantes, the syndicate had either stalemated them, or merely fallen back to regroup and re-equip, with no loss of anything or anyone. The syndicate felt as if it could do no wrong at this point in time. Soon enough, they would show everyone what they had in mind, and how they were going to run things once they were in charge.
                                                              A solitary figure suddenly made his way out onto the warehouse floor, coming from a side door that led to the upstairs area reserved for the top syndicate officials and their operations. He wore a special black suit of body armour, with holsters for weapons, with a trench coat that flowed behind him as he walked. The military style boots he wore gave the sound of heavy footfalls. His black hair was short, his face full of scars from previous skirmishes and battles related to syndicate activity. He looked as serious as they came, and when he approached some of the patrol sentries, they stopped and saluted as he went by. Getting near the middle, he walked up to a certain soldier and faced him, nodding as the soldier saluted him.
                                                              'Is everything in order, colonel?" he asked, his voice calm. The colonel nodded. "Yes sir." said the colonel, almost as calm. "We should have everything else by tomorrow night. Everything is ahead of schedule." he replied. The black suited man grinned slightly. "Excellent. You and your men have done good work. See to the rest of the details, and alert me when finished." he said, before turning and heading back. "Yes sir!" barked the colonel, who saluted again before continuing his routine. The man in the black suit wandered back through the door, but stopped halfway down the mini-corridor to the elevator that led to the operations area.
                                                               "Soon there will be no stopping my plans." he said softly to himself as he looked back towards the warehouse. "Everyone will soon bow down to The Scorpion and all that I stand for, or they will die. This, I will assure!" he exclaimed, before whirling back around towards the elevator as an evil laugh filled the corridor, sounding almost like a cackle, but in bass much more sinister. Evil was now on the rise, and who knew if it could be truly stopped at this point.



 Whitecap Park - Lake City

                                                               A slight breeze blew through the trees, it's warmth hugging the greenery that the park contained, and everyone who was out enjoying it as well. Jared and Serena sat on a park bench near the water, looking out over the water at the island, a ferry starting to slowly putt it's way across the gap. Jared had his arm around his fiancee, who looked a little distant for once, as if she was pondering something. Her long, blonde hair was fluttering in the breeze as she thought of something to say.
                                                              "I know you have to do this, and I wish I was going with you, but...." she trailed off, looking into her love's eyes as she suddenly looked down at her lap, sadness sweeping over her. Jared wrapped both of his arms around her and pulled her close to reassure her, and let her know that she was loved. "You're worried," he started. "Moreso than normal, and that's all right. I completely understand." he finished, still holding her. Serena waited for a moment, then spoke softly. "I don't want to lose you....." she said, eyes tearing up now as she stayed in his arms.
                                                               "Hey.... c'mon now." said Jared. "I'm definately coming back. You can count on it." he said reassuringly. "I could never leave you alone. And besides, I'll have two people with me that I know have my back. We'll all come back, I promise." he said, almost with certainty. Serena quickly looked up at him, wiping her eyes. "You better!" she said, before continuing the embrace. Jared smiled, but it soon disappeared, as he gave futher thought to the mission. "Serena...." started, talking gently to her. "Let's enjoy the park for now. It's such a beautiful day to spend here, with you, the only thing that really matters to me." he said, before kissing her on her forehead.
                                                               Serena looked up at him again, but this time with a smile on her face, and her eyes clearing. "You say the nicest things sometimes. I am so lucky to have you." she said. Jared smiled again. "Same goes for me. I couldn't live without you." he stated. A second later, she turned and sat normall next to him again, pulling his arm back around herself, and snuggling into him, watching as an airplane flew overhead. "I'm sorry for worrying so much." she said to him quietly. Jared grinned. "It's only cause I make you worry, and I should be the one apologizing." he replied. Serena giggled. "Instead of making a case of worry, let's go back to relaxing and watching the waves sparkle in the sun." she said, looking out at the brilliant blue waves.
                                                                He knew that a perfect storm of a mission was getting closer and closer, and at the same time, knew it was pointless to worry about it too much. Whatever was going to happen would happen, no matter what he or anyone else said or did. For the time being, he was happy to be here, now, with Serena, able to spend moments like this with her. The rest of the world would see to itself, and he would do everything within his power to come out on top of the coming darkness, and return to her safe and sound. Anything else would be completely unfathomable.                                                          

                                                               
Arrow Lair - Star City

                                                                A few hours had already passed since he had assembled the team and told them what would be going on in the next little while, what with his excursion to go help fellow comrades in arms in a final, decisive battle to stop the Syndicate once and for all. The rest of the team reluctantly agreed to stay behind and take care of Starling City in his abscence. As much as he wanted to bring a couple of them along as back up, it would have been a foolhardy decision that would have benefited no one, nevermind the selfishness attached to it as well.
                                                                He knew that he had two good comrades in Blitzkrieg and Batman, even if the latter seemed distant and cold at times. Oliver himself knew that this would be an uphill battle to say the least, especially if all the information that Felicity decrypted was correct. He had no doubt that the enemy complex was crammed with weapons and troops, and it wouldn't be an easy nut to crack. Having heard of the Batman's prowess with gadgets and weapons himself, he was hoping that it would be enough to help the three of them come out on top.
                                                                Oliver made his way to a secret storage bay outside the building that hid his underground lair, and went inside, mounting his motorcycle. He slid his helmet on, and started her up, revving the engine a couple quick times before speeding out through the alley, the storage bay closing as he sped off. 'One thing is for sure,' he thought to himself as his motorcycle ripped down an empty street, night having just fallen. 'It's going to be one hell of a fight.' he finished to himself. Buildings and street scenery started to zip past on both sides, as he increased his speed while nearing the outskirts of town, almost out of Star City now.
                                                                

Syndicate Headquarters - Undisclosed location

                                                               The glow of the moon shone down on the whole area, the night peaceful and the sky clear that saw even the stars making a dalling appearance. Hiding in the thick bushes on the east side of the complex across from an entry point, Blitzkrieg checked the timepiece that was clipped to his left forearm. He tapped the button on his mini headset with his right index finger quickly. "Ten minutes." he whispered into the device, alerting the Arrow, who was positioned on the west side of the complex in a similar grove of bushes near another door in.
                                                                "Copy that." came a whispered response, as neither men wanted to be noticed before their plan could be initiated. They had both arrived seperately on their motorcycles, and hidden them in some thick brush near a retaining wall at the leading edge of the property near the front entrance. There was only one way in or out, with a wide service road circling the buildings themselves. The plan was to wait until Batman arrived and caused a ruckus, giving enough of a distraction so that they could enter the complex on either side and begin the assault.
                                                                 The minutes ticked by slowly, both men checking their timepieces impatiently, wanting the show to start as soon as possible. Then, without warning, a flurry of automatic weapons broke the silence of the night, followed by a massive explosion. Blitzkrieg could just see enough towards the front to notice that the explosion was close to the first entry point on the south side. The sudden voice on the headset confirmed it. "I'm in." said Batman, his deep voice calm. "Showtime!" said Blitz into the headset, leaving the safety of the bushes to carry out the mission. He quickly skulked to the door and noticed a keypad. Pulling his quarterstaff  out from over his shoulder, he jammed one end into the keypad, which in turn exploded into a ball of smoke and sparks, the door flying open in the process. He was in.


                                                                  Using an explosive arrow to blow the door off it's hinges was smart, gaining him quick entry. What the Arrow didn't count on was a group of foot soldiers wandering down the same corridor trying to secure the area when the first explosion had sounded. Pulling two successive arrows out of his quiver, he downed the first two soldiers, and took a run at three more, catching on in the face with the butt end of the bow, sending him crashing into the floor hard. Oliver then spun around and delivered a heavy blow with his fist to the next soldier, connecting with his jaw and also sending him down in a heap. The fifth soldier turned and ran.
                                                                  "I think not." he said, loading an arrow and aiming his bow down the corridor, letting it rip quickly. The arrow whipped though the air and caught the soldier in the back of his shoulder, sending him down into a wall first before his head hit the floor and knocked him completely out cold. "Nice." he said to himself, before moving on, trying to get a mental picture of the layout as he worked his way towards where the warehouse storage area should be.
                                                                   Turning the corner to the right, he saw the doors on either side of the corridor burst open, the soldiers running out to confront him. Oliver knew he had to evenn the odds in a hurry, so he pulled out an arrow with a smoke capsule and fired it into the floor between the troops. Smoke filled the corridor, as Oliver launched himself forward and started battling with the disoriented soldiers. A flurry of kicks and  punches and the odd arrow started dropping the soldiers one by one, the smoke not fazing him whatsover. Loud thuds that signified more unconcious bodies hitting floor ended a few minutes later as the smoke dissipated. The Arrow stood amongst the mess of downed soldiers, then looked to the door that lay in front of him. "I'm in position." he said, tapping his headset as he took up a position next to the door.


                                                                   "Copy that." said Batman as he struck a soldier right in the temple with a closed fist, sending him sprawling to the ground, before delivering a spin kick to another. He was glad as he could be that everything was going according to plan, regardless of the amout of resistance in the building. He knew that it was only going to get heavier once they broke into the main warehouse, where all the weapons were stored. The amount of troops he was having to fight was already getting heavy, but it didn't bother him as much as he thought it might.
                                                                     As his sidestepped an attack from one soldier, he produced a batarang, throwing it at the group of three troops running at him from the other end of the entrance area, striking the first one and making him lose balance and crash backwards into the other two, all of them falling in a heap of twisted body parts. Batman managed a quick grin to himself before delivering an uppercut to another soldier that jumped out in front of him from one of the rooms to the right. 
                                                                      He continued on, stepping over some of the soldiers he had successfully knocked out. Making his way through the open area, he walked up to an important looking door that looked like it was for an elevator. He pressed the button, and within seconds, the door slid open and admitted him inside. It closed soon after, the elevator starting to rise to the second floor, in which he determined from what he remembered from the schematics, was the operation centre. 'There will be even more troops working there, and hopefully some leaders as well.' he thought to himself, as the elevator lurched to a halt, giving him a couple seconds of nothing before the door slowly slid open. He rushed out of the elevator and caught the first few soldiers off guard, bashing their heads together and crumpling them to the ground.


                                                                      "DAMMIT!" yelled Blitzkrieg, spinning around and catching a soldier in the sternum with a blow from his quarterstaff. He had busted through the door and into the warehouse's office area, encountering many troops he didn't think were there. Regardless, he was fighting his way through them, and was holding his own, even though his mood was starting to turn foul for the moment. "OWW!" he yelled, as a soldier managed to strike him in the kidney before he could turn and face the attacker. "Take THIS!" yelled Blitzkrieg, taking a swinging swipe with his quarterstaff and catching the man in the side of the head.
                                                                       Turning back towards his target, he quickly dispatched the last two soldiers from the initial group, leaving them piled on top of each other in a mess of pain and agony. "Can't wait for more surprises." he said aloud, wandering around a corner and down a smaller corridor. Just as he got closer to the door he needed, a group of soldiers came crashing through a couple of large panes of glass belonging to a research area of some sort. "GET HIM!" yelled one of them, the other five or six attacking simoultaneously. Blitzkrieg ran right into the crowd, taking one down quickly with a hard left hand to the face, taking him down and out.
                                                                       Bringing his weapon to bear, he started swinging forwards and sideways, knocking some of the enemy's weapons to the floor before striking them, with one of the men needing more than a heavy blow to knock him down. Blitzkrieg then did a quick one-eighty and struck a soldier in both knees, hearing a couple of cracks. The man went down in obvious pain and was no longer a threat. Turning back in the direction of the door, Blitzkrieg saw the last two soldiers reach down for their weapons in an attempt to even the odds. "I don't think so!" he exclaimed, before quickly charging in close and delivering a blow to both men, who promptly crumpled to the floor and were out of action for the time being. 


                                                                      "On the count of three," started Oliver via his earpiece headset. "One....two....THREE!" he exclaimed, as the three vigilantes knocked down their doors respectively, and simoultaneously, with a loud crashing sound. They were now in the main warehouse, and made their way almost to it's centre, looking around as they skulked, weapons ready. The three men met up shortly afterwards, each nodding their acknowledgement to each other. They were about to forge ahead and locate the Syndicate's brass, when a low voice began to laugh over a loudspeaker, filling the warehouse, and making the three of them look to the ceiling in confusion.
                                                                      "So you think you can stop the Syndicate, do you?" asked a calm voice from above. "You three are pathetic. No one can stop the armageddon that is to come, nor can you stop me, The Scorpion. One thing is for sure, however. You will know death, because you will not leave here alive....." he finished, his voice trailing off. "Swell." remarked Blitzkrieg, starting to look around. Suddenly, the sound of many footfalls filled the warehouse. "We've got company!" exclaimed Batman, as he rushed down the row of weapons to combat the first wave of enemy troops.
                                                                      Oliver ran and jumped up on the shipments, letting loose with his bow as he bounced from palette to palette. Blitzkrieg brought his quarterstaff to bear and waded in to the crowd of troops. "None of them have guns." said Batman over the headset. "They probably don't want to rish blowing up all the armament in this room." he finished, before spinning around and delivering a kick to a soldier in the midsection, before the man crumpled to the ground. "Copy that!" said Blitzkrieg excitedly, fighting off several soldiers at the same time. Without warning, a soldier he didn't know was there dropped beside him and landed on the ground.
                                                                       He looked up a bit to see Oliver on top of a piece of equipment smiling. "Thanks." said Blitzkrieg. Oliver nodded, before jumping off on the other side and into a group of soldiers. The three men continued to battle enemy troops throughout the warehouse, the fight wearing on as it seemed there were hundreds of soldiers attacking at once. The combat was fast and furious, with batons and swords replacing guns and grenades. The vigilantes were in tough, the fight being one of the most brutal either of them had ever been in. As he jumped up onto another piece of equipment, Oliver looked to the far end of the warehouse to where the upper offices were, and made a startling discovery. A sniper was setting up a tripod, and had a very good vantage point to mow down the other two while they were fighting down below.
                                                                      "Guys, we have a problem." he said into the earpiece, firing the odd arrow down into the troops as he got a little closer. "There's a sniper in the upper area. I'm going to have to make a statement to get him out of there." he said. Batman responded quickly. "Do what you have to!" he said quickly, trying to fight off several troops at once. "You might want to get some cover then...." said Oliver, voice trailing off. Blitzkrieg and Batman suddenly disengaged their respective fights, and ran behind a large troop truck for cover. Oliver caught a glimpse of them, then pulled out a special arrow with a silver cylinder attached, and readied it in his bow.


                                                                       The upper office area exploded violently outwards, sending the sniper and a few other that were up there crashing to the warehouse floor below, along with burning debris and smoke. The pristine and bright warehouse was now smouldering losing it's lighting, with small fires starting to burn all over the place. Troops began to retreat hastily, not wanting to be there any longer amidst the ordinance and weaponry in the room. Batman and Blitzkrieg were about to give chase, when a dark figure wearing a trenchcoat and body armour suddenly appeared in front of them as they came out from behind the truck. His black hair looked unkempt, some blood running down his face, possibly from the explosion and resulting chaos.
                                                                       "I, The Scorpion, will destroy the three of you, MYSELF!" he yelled, before dropping his trenchcoat to the ground, revealing a black quarterstaff, as well as a knife of some sort, sheathed. Blitzkrieg ran forward and charged the man, attacking with his own quarterstaff. Scorpion met his attack with a block, with both men going back and forth for while, quarterstaffs banging and blocking, neither man getting the upper hand. Blitzkrieg then spun around, trying somethign different, when suddenly, Scorpion pulled the knife from his sheath and with blazing speed, threw it at Blitzkrieg, catching him in his lower torso, and sending him to the floor in pain, and out of action, dropping his quarterstaff in the process.
                                                                       "Pathetic." remarked The Scorpion, who had started to laugh, when a fist suddenly caught him in his gut, almost knocking him over, he looked up again to see Batman about to lung, and managed to roll to his left and avoid it, turning around and striking the caped vigilante to his back with the quarterstaff. Batman grimaced in pain, and himself spun around to face the current menace. "You're going to be put away for a long time!" exclaimed the Bat, before charging the man. Scorpion grinned, and at the last moment, sidestepped Batman, swinging his quarterstaff and connecting with the Bat's ribs this time. Batman grimaced again, and almost dropped to his knees, instead producing a Batarang from his suit.
                                                                       "Oh please, use that!" said Scorpion, chuckling to himself. Batman gritted his teeth, and cocked his arm to throw, when an explosion beside him sent him crashing to the floor in a shower of debris and fire. Weapons and armaments were now catching fire and starting to go up, and The Scorpion didn't feel it necessary to stay around any longer than he had to. Just as he was about to turn and leave, an arrow suddenly hit the ground in front of him and embedded itself in the floor. Scorpion looked up to see the Arrow, bow in hand, and ready to fire again. "You're not going anywhere!" he said, waiting for the Scorpion to make some kind of move. "Considering I just made short work of your friends, I don't think you'll be able to stop me either." said the Scorpion, his eyes locked on the emerald archer.
                                                                       The Arrow kept his bow up. "Why don't we find out then?" he asked. Scorpion laughed. "I don't believe we have the time. This place won't last forever with the fires burning the way they are." he explained calmly. The Arrow looked around briefly, then back to the Scorpion. "I don't care what you believe. You're coming with us whether you like it or not!" he yelled back. The Scorpion laughed again. "Or what, you'll shoot more arrows at me?" he queried the archer. Oliver readied his bow to take a shot with a tranquilizer arrow, when an explosion behind the piece of equipment he stood on, knocked him off and onto the floor below, rendering him immobile for a little while. The Scorpion laughed heavily.
                                                                      "So...." he started. "The 'mighty' vigilantes, all decimated and strewn about." he said aloud. He continued to laugh, and was about to leave the melee, when all of a sudden, something connected with his head, knocking him out, his body dropping to the floor next to a palette, unconcious. Blitzkrieg stood over him with his quarterstaff, his suit bloody and ripped from the knife wound. After a few seconds that seemed longer, Batman came to and looked to Blitzkrieg's wound. "You're injured. We have to get you some-" he didn't get the chance to finish. More explosions starting ringing out, the rest of the ordinance and weapons blowing up uncontrollably. "We gotta leave....NOW!" yelled Blitzkrieg. Batman nodded, and both men headed down the length of the warehouse to the far exit, helping Oliver to his feet on their way.
                                                                    He was dazed, but able to walk. Blitzkrieg looked back as they walked, and saw an explosion knock some equipment down over The Scorpion, fire burning all around it. "Damn." he said aloud, having hoped to take him alive and make him face justice. The ceiling supports started to cave in as more explosions started ripping apart the complex, destroying it piece by piece. The flames grew higher and more powerful, and the exit seemed farther than it was. Just as they reached it, another explosion brought down everything directly behind them, the fire burning too hot now. Within minutes of their escape, the complex was nothing more than a burning pile of rubble, with things still exploding underneath it.


Water Works - Lake City

                                                                Night had fallen again over the city, albeit a little faster with the help of a cloudy sky this time. Sergeant Wolski stood sipping a cup of coffee as he conversed with Blitzkrieg, who stood with his friend under the water tower. "Well, that stunt you guys pulled last week was something." he said. "A lot of weapons went up in that chaos, and as a cop, I couldn't be happier." he finished, taking a sip of coffee at the end. "Indeed." said Bliztkrieg. "We dealt a mjor blow to the Syndicate. Their capacity to operate has finally been dealt with." he replied.
                                                                Before Wolski could respond, two figures emerged from the nearby brush, albeit silently. "Holy cow...." mumbled Wolski, as Batman and the Arrow now stood before him. "We were told that you were up and about again." said Batman to Blitzkrieg, who nodded and smiled. "Yeah. Hospital food is a great motivator." he said jokingly. The Arrow chimed in as well. "Glad to see that you're alright. It was a pleasure to work with you." he replied. Batman nodded as well. "I concur. It's a shame however, that we couldn't apprehend the one who called himself 'Scorpion'." he finished, pondering what might have been had they apprehended him.
                                                               Wolski spoke up suddenly. "No one could have survived that chaos." he said, firmly. Blitzkrieg grinned. "Gentlemen, meet Sergeant Wolski of the Lake City Police. He's been a confidant of mine for some time. The other two vigilantes nodded their approval. The Arrow looked down for a moment, then quickly stroked his chin before replying. "If we could make it out, I'd put money on the Scorpion getting out." he said, believing the Scorpion had survived, and that there may very well be another encounter sometime in the future at some point.
                                                                "We very well might encounter him again at some point, but for the time being, the Syndicate is out of business. Most of what they had was destroyed at that compound." he finished. Batman nodded. "Agreed. The devastation was extensive, and if they're smart, they won't want to risk another visit from us." he said, confidently. Blitzkrieg thought about everything that had gone down, and started to look up in the sky as thunder could be heard in the distance. A storm was starting to arrive in the area. "Until next time." said the Arrow, as he and Batman went separate ways into the brush, leaving Wolski and Blitzkrieg alone.
                                                                "I can't believe I met the Arrow and the Batman." started Wolski. "Anyways, I'm out. It's been a long day." he said, before turning and leaving down the path he came in on, sipping his coffee. Blitzkrieg was now away from the water tower's shelter a bit, but continued to look up at the dark, cloudy night sky, thunder getting louder as rain began to fall. "If you come back, Scorpion, I'll be ready for you....." he said to the sky, voice trailing off as the sound of raindrops grew louder and louder as the storm moved in and intensified, soaking everything under it.


Unknown location

                                                             The dark figure stood over the fallen man, who was still breathing, albeit a little bloody and laying over a table that had caved in from the impact. Desks and chairs law strewn about, signs of a struggle that had resulted in a final conversation between the two. The figure knelt down beside his foe, and taked softly into the man's ear. "Tell your 'friend' that I will one day return to avenge all I have lost, and that on that day, the Syndicate will rise again!" he exclaimed at the end. "These are the words of the Scorpion." he finished, before turning and leaving the office area of the old factory, and the man behind to writhe in his pain and agony for a while.
                                                            Scorpion made his way outside and disappeared into the night, the rain and thunder music to his ears, the lightning in the distance making him feel at home. He laughed out loud in his own evil way, knowing that one day, he'd be back to exaxt his fury, but only when he decided the time was right. Until then, he would stay concealed, letting the world go on around him, for now.....


                                                            THE END 
                                                                     


                                                                                                                         


