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THE URBAN LEGEND  
A Short Story by  

Ron Mita & Jim McClain  

Back in 1927, the world thought it understood itself. Cities 
were climbing higher, machines were getting smarter, and people 
were just confident enough to believe progress had a clear 
direction and a finish line waiting somewhere ahead. New York 
stood at the center of it all, a place where wealth, invention, 
and ambition stacked on top of each other until they scraped the 
sky. But this wasn’t quite the New York anyone would remember. 
Everything felt just a little ahead of its time. Buildings 
hummed with hidden mechanisms. Street systems seemed to move 
with a precision that didn’t belong to the era. Even the 
smallest devices carried a complexity that hinted at something 
deeper beneath the surface. It was as if the future had arrived 
early and no one had stopped to question how or why. 

And if you wandered far enough away from the bright lights, into 
the alleys where the city’s polish wore thin, you might hear 
something else moving through the dark. Not a sound exactly, 
more like a story passed from one uneasy voice to another. A 
warning wrapped in a whisper. They called him the Urban Legend. 
Kids believed in him without hesitation, the way children 
believe in things they need to be true. Adults laughed it off, 
quick to dismiss anything that didn’t fit inside their version 
of reality. But the rules were always the same. If trouble came 
for you, real trouble, the kind that didn’t go away when you 
called for help, the Urban Legend might appear. He would step 
out of the shadows, fix what needed fixing, and disappear before 
anyone could thank him. 

Jack believed it. He believed it even as three street punks 
cornered him in an alley and decided he didn’t belong there. 
They moved in slow, talking big, enjoying the moment the way 
boys like that always did. Jack backed against the brick wall, 
gripping his schoolbooks, trying to keep his voice steady even 
as fear climbed up his spine. He told them the Urban Legend 
would come for them, and they laughed the way people laugh when 
they feel safe. Jack didn’t wait for anything else. He swung his 
bag into one of them and ran as fast as he could, bursting out 
of the alley and straight into the street. 

Headlights hit him full in the face. A long yellow roadster 
swerved hard, tires screaming, stopping just short of disaster. 
Behind the wheel sat Traynor Pierce, angry and more irritated 
than concerned. He leaned out the window and shouted at the boy 
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as if the near collision had been a personal inconvenience. Jack 
didn’t answer. He ran. The punks didn’t follow, and the moment 
dissolved almost as quickly as it had formed. Traynor shook his 
head, muttered something under his breath, and drove on, already 
leaving it behind him. 

The Blue Note was waiting. From the outside, it didn’t look like 
much, just another tired building trying to survive in a crowded 
city. But beneath it, hidden behind a guarded door, it came 
alive. Music rolled through the space, laughter followed close 
behind, and the air was thick with smoke and movement. It was 
the kind of place that thrived on being exactly where it wasn’t 
supposed to be. Traynor stepped inside like he belonged there. 
The doorman greeted him by name. The owner welcomed him like 
family. His friends were already deep into the night, drinks in 
hand, stories in motion. 

Traynor settled in, scanning the room with practiced ease, 
looking for whatever would entertain him next. That was when he 
saw her. Kate Calder sat alone at the bar, composed in a way 
that made the chaos around her feel distant. She wasn’t just 
beautiful. There was something sharper there, something that 
suggested she’d already evaluated everything around her and 
found it lacking. That made her interesting. Traynor approached 
with confidence, ordered her drink, and delivered one of his 
lines, smooth and well-worn from years of use. Kate turned and 
studied him, really studied him, and whatever she saw didn’t 
impress her. She dismissed him with a precision that left no 
room for recovery, stood, and walked out, leaving him with 
nothing but the faint echo of her voice and the laughter of his 
friends behind him. 

He brushed it off, of course. There was always another drink, 
another distraction. But something about her stayed with him. 
Kate climbed the stairs to the elevated train platform, pulling 
her wrap tight against the cold. The city felt different up 
there, quieter, more exposed. She stood alone as the distant 
whistle of an approaching train cut through the night. At first, 
nothing seemed unusual. Then she noticed the speed. The train 
was moving too fast. The engineer struggled inside the cab, but 
there was no sign of control. No slowing. No adjustment. Just 
momentum and inevitability. 

She stepped back. Then further. Then she ran. 

The train hit the switch at full speed and tore itself off the 
tracks. The impact shattered the station in an instant. Steel 
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screamed. Wood exploded. Sparks and fire erupted outward as the 
cars piled into one another. The platform collapsed under the 
force, beams snapping, glass raining down, everything folding 
into destruction that spread in every direction. The blast shook 
nearby buildings, rattled windows, and turned the night into 
chaos. 

Inside the Blue Note, the shock hit like a physical force. 
Lights flickered. Conversations stopped. People poured toward 
the exit, drawn by noise and instinct. Traynor followed, 
stepping into a street filled with confusion and fear. Flames 
climbed into the sky. Smoke rolled across rooftops. A train car 
hung above the street at an impossible angle, threatening to 
fall. For a moment, he did what he always did. He hesitated. His 
instinct told him to leave, to step away, to let someone else 
deal with whatever had just happened. 

Then something stopped him. 

He turned back. 

And ran straight toward the wreckage. 

Inside the station, the air burned his lungs. The structure 
groaned under its own weight, ready to give way at any second. 
The engineer wandered in shock, barely aware of anything around 
him. The train had been empty, he said, but there had been 
someone on the platform. A woman. Traynor didn’t need more than 
that. He climbed through broken metal and shattered glass, 
pushing forward until he found her. Kate was pinned beneath a 
collapsed section of roof, trapped but not crushed. She wasn’t 
moving. 

Another whistle cut through the noise. 

A second train was coming. 

There was no time to think. Traynor moved on instinct, climbing, 
slipping, cutting himself, finding a way through the wreckage 
from below. He pulled himself into position beneath the 
platform, reached through the structure, and forced an opening 
just large enough to get to her. The ground shook as the second 
train approached. He pulled her free and held on for a split 
second longer than he should have. Then he swung her outward and 
let her go, dropping her into a car below just as the second 
impact tore the structure apart. 
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The world collapsed around him. Metal twisted. Wood splintered. 
The force of the impact launched him through a nearby window and 
into a storefront. He hit hard, rolled, and forced himself back 
to his feet. Outside, the destruction continued, but Kate was 
still there. Alive. Breathing. He knelt beside her, his chest 
rising and falling fast, making sure she was going to make it. 
For a brief moment, everything else disappeared. Then the sirens 
came. Police. Firemen. Crowds. Reality rushing back in. 

Traynor stepped away. 

And vanished. 

By morning, the story would already be changing, bending, 
growing into something else entirely. 

The next afternoon, Elbridge Woolcott walked into Traynor’s 
penthouse without waiting for permission. The apartment 
reflected its owner in every detail, large, expensive, and just 
disordered enough to suggest a life lived without restraint. 
Traynor lay stretched across a couch, still wearing the night 
before, barely conscious and not interested in becoming 
otherwise. Elbridge crossed the room, opened the curtains, and 
let sunlight flood the space. Traynor groaned and pulled himself 
upright, already irritated. 

Elbridge didn’t waste time. He mentioned the train. The rescue. 
The woman. Traynor tried to deflect, to treat it like nothing, 
but Elbridge wasn’t there for jokes. He told him to get his 
jacket. They left the city behind, driving out toward a 
forgotten shipyard where rusted freighters sat abandoned. The 
place looked dead, the kind of location no one thought about 
twice. Elbridge led him aboard one of the ships and to a sealed 
door that shouldn’t have opened but did. 

Inside was something impossible. 

The hold stretched out into a vast hidden space filled with 
devices, machines, and artifacts collected over centuries. 
Nothing looked random. Everything had purpose, even if that 
purpose wasn’t immediately clear. It was history, science, and 
invention layered together in ways the modern world didn’t 
understand. Elbridge told him about the Circle of Vigilance, 
about the Emissary, about the truth behind the Urban Legend. 
Traynor listened, skeptical, dismissive, unwilling to accept 
something that large and that personal. 
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Then Elbridge told him the truth about his father. 

The man Traynor believed had abandoned him hadn’t run away. He 
had died protecting something bigger than himself. Bigger than 
anyone. The revelation didn’t land cleanly. It fractured 
everything Traynor thought he knew. Anger came first. Confusion 
followed. He didn’t accept it. He couldn’t. He walked away from 
the ship with more questions than answers and no desire to carry 
what had just been handed to him. 

The World’s Fair should have been a distraction, a return to 
normalcy, but it wasn’t. The place was packed with people and 
ideas, a showcase of progress that felt almost hollow in the 
shadow of what Traynor had just learned. He moved through it 
with his usual detachment until he saw Kate again, standing at 
the front of a lecture hall, explaining something precise and 
complex to an audience that struggled to keep up. In her hand 
was a crescent-shaped crystal, clear and perfect in a way that 
didn’t seem natural. 

Traynor interrupted, tried again to charm her, and failed again 
just as thoroughly. It didn’t matter. The moment didn’t last. 

The storm came fast. 

Lightning tore through the sky with unnatural force. Explosions 
ripped through the building. The doors were blown inward as 
three towering mechahumans entered, moving with purpose and 
precision. They fired bolts of energy that shattered walls and 
sent people scrambling for safety. Kate grabbed the crystal and 
ran. One of the machines struck her, throwing her across the 
room. Traynor froze, caught between instinct and fear. 

Elbridge didn’t hesitate. 

He charged one of the machines, knocking it off balance, buying 
Kate a moment. A blast hit him square in the chest and dropped 
him instantly. Traynor saw it happen. Felt it. Something inside 
him shifted, but he was too late to change anything. The 
machines took what they came for and disappeared back into the 
storm, leaving destruction behind them. 

Traynor carried Elbridge from the wreckage, desperate, calling 
for help, refusing to accept what was already happening. 
Elbridge tried to speak, tried to tell him something important, 
but Traynor didn’t listen. He ran for help instead. When he 
returned, it was over. Elbridge was gone. 
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It happened where everything had always been headed, back in New 
York, in the sky above the city that had built Traynor Pierce 
and nearly broken him. Brehm’s ship hovered inside a storm that 
didn’t belong to nature. Clouds churned in tight spirals, 
lightning snapped in controlled bursts, and the air itself 
seemed charged with something deliberate, something intelligent. 
It wasn’t weather. It was design. 

Traynor didn’t hesitate this time. He’d spent most of his life 
avoiding decisions that mattered, dodging responsibility with 
charm and distraction, but that man had burned away somewhere 
between the train wreck and Elbridge’s death. What remained was 
sharper, quieter, and a lot more dangerous. He climbed, flew, 
and forced his way onto the hull of the ship, the wind tearing 
at him, the mechanical wings on his back straining to keep him 
steady. Every instinct told him this was a bad idea. For once, 
he ignored it. 

Inside the ship, the world shifted. The noise of the storm 
dropped away, replaced by a low mechanical hum that vibrated 
through the floors and walls. The corridors were sleek, 
unnatural, built from metal that didn’t look cast or forged but 
grown. The air smelled faintly of ozone and something older, 
something that didn’t belong to any modern machine. This was 
Brehm’s domain, and it felt like a place built by a man who’d 
stopped caring about the difference between invention and 
obsession. 

Kate was alive. That mattered more than anything else. 

He found her restrained but conscious, bruised but unbroken, her 
eyes still sharp, still thinking even now. She didn’t greet him 
with relief or gratitude. She gave him a look that landed 
somewhere between frustration and disbelief. 

“Took you long enough,” she said. 

Traynor almost smiled. Even now, even here, she wasn’t going to 
make it easy on him. 

Before he could answer, Brehm made his entrance. 

Racine Brehm no longer looked entirely human. His body carried 
the marks of years spent rebuilding himself, metal integrated 
with flesh, joints that moved just a fraction too smoothly, eyes 
that held too much light. He wasn’t hiding what he’d become. He 
was proud of it. Where Traynor had inherited the tools of the 
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Circle, Brehm had twisted them into something else entirely. He 
didn’t protect the world. He intended to replace it. 

The Power of the Sun hovered behind him, contained but restless, 
its glow pulsing like a living heart. The device he’d built 
around it hummed with barely contained energy. It wasn’t just a 
weapon. It was a statement. 

Brehm didn’t rush the moment. Men like him never did. He 
explained what Traynor already suspected. The bomb, once 
deployed, would use the city’s own infrastructure against it, 
amplifying energy through the grid, turning progress into 
annihilation. New York would fall first. The rest of the world 
would follow, piece by piece, until there was nothing left but a 
system Brehm controlled. 

Then he offered Traynor a choice. 

Kate, or the power. 

It was meant to break him. Meant to prove that no one could 
carry the weight of that kind of responsibility and still make 
the right call. Brehm had made his choice years ago. He wanted 
to see Traynor fail the same way. 

But Traynor didn’t even pretend to think about it. 

He went for Kate. 

The decision came fast, clean, without hesitation, and in that 
moment something fundamental shifted. The man who used to weigh 
everything in terms of personal gain didn’t even consider the 
alternative. He cut her free, pulled her with him, and moved. 

Brehm didn’t try to stop them immediately. He didn’t need to. 
The ship itself became the battlefield. 

The first explosion rocked the corridor before they made it ten 
steps. The lights flickered, then steadied, then flickered 
again. Somewhere deep in the ship, something critical had been 
destabilized. The Power of the Sun wasn’t meant to be contained 
like this, and the system built around it was starting to fail. 

They ran. 

Behind them, Brehm moved with terrifying speed, his altered body 
shrugging off impacts that would’ve crippled a normal man. 
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Mechahumans dropped into the corridor ahead, blocking their 
path, their hands already glowing with the blue-white charge of 
their weapons. Traynor reacted without thinking. The gloves 
flashed, heat building instantly, and he drove his hands into 
the metal floor, melting a channel that sent one of the machines 
off balance. He grabbed Kate and pulled her through the opening, 
the blast from the second mechahuman cracking the walls behind 
them. 

They didn’t stop. 

The ship began to tear itself apart as they moved through it. 
Panels buckled, seams split, and the hum of the engine climbed 
into a high, unstable whine. Traynor could feel the timing in 
his bones. They didn’t have long. 

They reached the central chamber just as the bomb deployment 
sequence kicked in. 

Below them, through an open section of the hull, New York 
stretched out in all directions, the Empire State Building 
rising like a needle through the morning light. The device began 
its descent, guided by a mechanical arm that extended outward, 
lowering the weapon toward the radio tower at the top of the 
building. 

If it reached that point, it would be over. 

Traynor didn’t explain. He didn’t plan out loud. He just moved. 

He secured Kate, gave her a quick, firm look that said 
everything he didn’t have time to say, then launched himself 
toward the device. The wings caught, stabilized, and carried him 
into position just as the arm locked into place. 

Up close, the mechanism was worse than he’d imagined. It wasn’t 
just mechanical. It was integrated with the energy from the 
sphere, reacting, adapting, almost anticipating interference. He 
worked fast, hands moving over unfamiliar components, trusting 
instinct and the brief flash of understanding he’d gained when 
he touched the Power of the Sun. 

Behind him, the ship shuddered again. Another explosion. Another 
system failing. 

Brehm closed in. 
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Traynor ignored him. 

He found the core linkage, the point where energy transferred 
from the sphere into the device. It wasn’t built to be shut 
down. It was built to run until everything else failed. He 
forced his way past that design, rerouting, disconnecting, 
breaking pieces that didn’t want to be broken. 

For a second, nothing happened. 

Then the hum died. 

The glow faded. 

The device went quiet. 

The threat, at least for now, was over. 

Brehm saw it. Understood it. And for the first time, there was 
something like anger in his expression. Not rage. Not panic. 
Just the cold realization that his perfect plan had been 
interrupted by someone he’d underestimated. 

The ship began to come apart in earnest. 

This wasn’t a controlled descent anymore. It was a collapse. 

Traynor got back to Kate, pulled her close, and didn’t wait for 
anything else to go wrong. They jumped. 

The fall was fast and violent, the wind tearing past them as the 
ship broke apart above. The wings deployed, caught, struggled, 
then held. They angled toward the Empire State Building, aiming 
for the only solid point within reach. 

They hit the radio tower hard. 

Metal rang under the impact. Traynor locked his grip, pulled 
Kate in tight, and held on as the last of the ship drifted away 
behind them, trailing fire and smoke. 

Out over the harbor, it finally gave up. 

The explosion came a moment later, a deep, rolling detonation 
that sent a column of water into the air. For a brief second, 
the surface of the harbor glowed with that same unnatural light, 
then went dark. 
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Silence followed. 

Not complete silence. The city was still there, still alive, 
still moving. But up on that tower, with the wind cutting clean 
and the sun breaking over the skyline, it felt like a pause. 
Like the world taking a breath after nearly losing itself. 

Traynor looked at Kate. 

There were a hundred things he could’ve said. Apologies. 
Explanations. Something clever to break the tension. For once, 
none of it came out right away. He just stood there, breathing, 
letting the moment settle. 

She studied him the same way she had the first night at the bar, 
but something had changed. He wasn’t the same man she’d 
dismissed. The edges were still there, the arrogance hadn’t 
completely vanished, but it had been tempered. Redirected. 
Sharpened into something that could actually be trusted. 

“You done running yet?” she asked. 

He shook his head. 

“Yeah,” he said. “I think I am.” 

They climbed down together, leaving the height behind, returning 
to a city that would never quite understand what had almost 
happened above it. 

 

The story could’ve ended there. 

It didn’t. 

A few nights later, the Chrysler Building stood quiet against 
the dark, its observation deck nearly empty. Orlando Jessen 
hadn’t learned much from his earlier encounter. Men like him 
rarely did. He had a man by the collar, leaning him out over the 
edge, enjoying the moment the way he enjoyed everything else, 
with cruelty and confidence. 

The man slipped. 

Fell. 
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For a second, it looked like gravity would win. 

Then something moved. 

A blur, a shift in the air, and the falling man was caught, 
redirected, dropped safely back onto the deck in a dazed heap. 

Jessen turned slowly. 

The shadows behind him weren’t empty anymore. 

Traynor stood there, half-lit, the outline of the gear visible 
just enough to suggest something more than human, not quite 
visible enough to confirm it. He didn’t announce himself. Didn’t 
step forward dramatically. He just existed in that space, calm 
and certain. 

Jessen went for his gun. 

It didn’t help. 

The weapon was gone before it could be used, crushed in a grip 
that didn’t belong to any ordinary man. Traynor moved in close, 
faster than Jessen could track, and lifted him off his feet like 
he weighed nothing. 

There were no speeches this time. 

No warnings. 

Just action. 

He carried Jessen to the edge and dropped him. 

The fall lasted long enough for regret to set in. Long enough 
for understanding to catch up. Jessen’s scream cut through the 
air, fading as he dropped toward the street seventy stories 
below. 

Then the line snapped tight. 

A rubber cable, anchored and hidden, caught him just before 
impact, sending him slamming through the roof of a parked police 
car instead of the pavement. 

Alive. 
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Broken, maybe. 

But alive. 

Traynor didn’t stay to watch. 

He never did. 

By the time the police pulled Jessen out of the wreckage, all 
that remained was a small card drifting in the gutter. 

No message. 

No name. 

Just a symbol. 

And somewhere above the city, moving through the spaces no one 
watched closely enough, the Urban Legend slipped back into the 
dark, not as a story anymore, but as something real enough to 
matter. 

 

 


