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"This is a fast, guilty pleasure of a read that is perfect for an afternoon escape." - Self

Publishing Review"Weaving a bloody web of violence and revenge, Urban Justice proves a

fiendishly enjoyable and addictive read."- Book Viral Review"With rapid chapters, snappy

dialogue and more vengeful fight scenes than you can shake a stick at, Urban Justice is a

rollicking, thrill-a-minute book"- Self Publishing Review"Another top-notch five star release from

Etzil!" - Book Viral ReviewA small-town sheriff has some unfinished business in the big city…

Jack Lamburt doesn’t negotiate with drug dealers. When he learns that his girlfriend Debbie’s

sister is keeping company with New Jersey gang leaders, he opts to spring her the only way he

knows how. With a hail of bullets and blood…On his quest to get Debbie’s sister free, Lamburt

attracts the attention of an FBI agent eager to take the vigilante down. Things get even hairier

when a drug lord goes on the war path to reverse the sheriff’s rescue mission with some

deadly revenge. With Debbie and her sister in the crosshairs, Lamburt must outsmart and

outshoot a growing list of enemies…Urban Justice is the standalone third book in the best

selling series of vigilante thrillers starring Sheriff Jack Lamburt.If you like brutal action, high-

tech villains, and unflinching violence, then you’ll love John Etzil’s gritty series.Buy Urban

Justice for a story that comes out with its guns blazing today!



Urban JusticeVigilante Justice Thriller Series 3, with Jack LamburtJohn EtzilFor my Aunt

Sophie, the last of the Greatest Generation.You guys are awesome.Copyright © 2017 by John

EtzilAll rights reserved.No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic

or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written

permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.This is a

work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events and incidents are either the

products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual

persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.Free BookJoin my VIP reader

group and receive your FREE sixteen thousand word ‘Thriller Shot’ in the Jack Lamburt

Vigilante Justice Thriller Series.Jack Lamburt 2.5 - Fast JusticeDetails at the end of this book,

along with your FREE preview of Foreign Justice; Vigilante Justice Thriller Series 4, with Jack

Lamburt!Editorial Reviews"This is a fast, guilty pleasure of a read that is perfect for an

afternoon escape.”“With rapid chapters, snappy dialogue and more vengeful fight scenes than

you can shake a stick at, Urban Justice is a rollicking, thrill-a-minute book that will make

converts to the series."-Self-Publishing Review“A full-throttle, blood-drenched action thriller that

delivers a thrill-a-minute read”“one of the best protagonists in the genre.”“Weaving a bloody

web of violence and revenge, Urban Justice proves a fiendishly enjoyable and addictive

read.”“Another top-notch five star release from Etzil and is recommended without reservation!”-

Book Viral Review1Cosmo grabbed Debbie by the ponytail and pushed the business end of the

sawed-off shotgun against the underside of her chin. With a slight chuckle, he tilted her head

backwards, forcing it until it couldn’t go any further. A shiny gold-toothed grin spread across his

face. His voice was soft, almost friendly, and I had no problem hearing what he said in the dead

quiet of the Red Barn.“It’d be a shame to spread this pretty lady’s brains all over the ceiling, so

which one of you is going to tell me what I need to know?”Silence.There were a handful of us

inside the Red Barn that night. The bad guys had arrived a few minutes earlier, guns drawn,

and forced us all to lie down on the floor. Except for the bartender, my girlfriend, Debbie.“No

takers? Let’s make this a little more interesting, then.” He pried open Debbie’s lips with the tip

of the shotgun. “Come on, open up that pretty mouth of yours.”She did, and he slid the barrel in

so deep that she coughed, her upper body flexing forward in response to the gag reflex.“Better

not do that again.” He smirked and nodded to his shotgun. “She’s cocked and ready to blow. I

can’t promise you that your gagging won’t set her off.”Debbie regained her composure, her

eyes never losing that focus that I’d come to love. She didn’t sniffle, whimper, or tremble. No

beads of sweat broke out on her forehead or upper lip. She glared into his eyes. Defiant until

the end.He kept the gun jammed in her mouth and turned her around so that her back was to

us. He raised the handle of the shotgun, pointing it downwards towards us and forcing her to

lean over backwards.“Now. I’ll ask you folks one more time before I splatter her brains all over

you. Who hired you to take Catherine?”Nobody inside the Red Barn knew Catherine, or

anything else about Cosmo and why he’d paid us a visit. Except for Debbie and me. The others

all looked at each other, the expressions on their ashen faces switching from fear, to confusion,

and then back again.Rodney was the first to speak up, the two-beer superman effect having

lifted him from the floor and into a standing position.“She don’t know nothing. Now you leave us

be. Take your kind and get out of here.”“My kind?” Cosmo’s voice crackled, his eyes widened,

and I could tell that he was about ready to blow a fuse. “My freakin’ kind?” He removed the

shotgun from Debbie’s mouth and leveled it at Rodney.Uh-oh…2A Few Weeks EarlierI was

sitting at the bar in the Red Barn in Summit, New York, where Debbie was fielding compliments



from her liquored-up admirers. Located about an hour’s drive west of Albany, Summit had a

population that hovered around a thousand, and the Red Barn, being the only entertainment in

town, did a nice little business.It was a simple place, a single restroom in the side wall next to

the kitchen, an old jukebox that actually spun 45 records, and a sawdust-covered dance floor

for when the customers drank enough beer to kill their inhibitions.As soon as I walked in, my

number one fan signaled me from the far end of the bar and waved me over. Frances was at it

again. Perched on her stool, straight as an arrow, the ninety-four-year-old white-haired lady

that was the spitting image of Granny Clampett raised her glass of whiskey and smiled at me.

“Sheriff Joe, come drink with me. I’m buying.” She sucked on her cigarette and blew the smoke

out through her toothless grin.My name’s really Jack, and I’d replaced Sheriff Joe after he

retired a few years ago, but Frances didn’t seem to remember.“Sure, just give me a minute and

I’ll be right over.” She’d been hounding me to drink with her since the first day I’d walked into

this place, and I hoped that after a few minutes, she’d forget my latest acceptance to her offer

and not have her feelings hurt when I didn’t cozy up next to her.I sat down on my usual stool at

the bar, where I could watch the door, and my Debbie, as she worked the barstool crowd and

fattened her tip jar. God, she was good at what she did.I’d met Debbie my first night back in

town, and like every other schmo at the Red Barn, her beauty had captured my heart the

moment I’d seen her. It wasn’t just her long legs, big breasts, Hollywood smile, and almond-

shaped eyes that lit up when she saw me. It was the way she carried herself. Hidden under all

that flirty tip-gathering banter, was a commanding presence that was impossible for me to miss.

Some guys never saw it, others might be intimidated by it. But not me. I relished it.She came

over to me, placed a Molson XXX on the bar, and smirked at me. “You know, Frances’s been

asking you to have a drink with her for a while now. It’d be nice if you made her night.”“She’s

just so touchy-feely.” I took a sip of ice-cold beer and smiled. “She’s lucky I don’t arrest her for

sexual assault. The list of guys she’s ass-grabbed is pretty expansive.”“Oh, stop, she’s

harmless. Just deal with it. You know she’s crazy about you.”“Fine. But I’m taking you home

tonight.”“Oh? I don’t know about that.” She head-waved over towards Bobby, a local drunk with

a super big crush on Debbie. He was sitting in his usual place at the middle of the bar. Getting

drunk. “Bobby did his good deed for the night. He went over and chatted with Frances for a

good half hour.”“At your suggestion, no doubt.”“True. But just the same, him taking the time to

do that has him looking pretty fine to me tonight.” She smiled her appreciation over to Bobby,

who replied with a wink and a smile of his own.“Okay, fine.” I grabbed my beer and headed over

to Frances.Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Debbie go over to the middle of the bar and wash

some whiskey glasses in the sink in front of Bobby. I looked in the mirror behind the bar and

watched his eyes triple in size when he caught sight of her cleavage. He smiled so hard that I

thought his face was going to crack. Now I knew why he always sat on that same stool every

night.Frances spotted me walking over to her and smiled at me. She slid the stool next to her

away from the bar and patted it. “Sit Sheriff Joe. Take a load off.”“Hey, Frances. How you

doing?” I sat down and placed my beer on the bar.“Fine, Sheriff. How about you?”I looked over

at Debbie and frowned. She was really giving Bobby an eyeful as she leaned over into the

cooler and retrieved a frosted mug for another one of her loyal fans. “Oh, just fine.”“She really

likes you, ya know.”“Huh?” I turned to Frances. “You mean Debbie?”“No, I mean Aunt Jemima.

Of course I mean Debbie. I can tell by the way she looks at you.” She reached across the bar

and picked up her pack of Lucky Strikes, shook one out, and put it between her lips. “Ahem. A

real gentleman would light his lady’s smoke.”I looked down at the white pack of cigarettes with

the big red circle. “I thought you gave up the Luckies?”“Nah. I tried those Marlboro Reds. They

just didn’t do it for me. Not strong enough.”I grabbed her silver lighter from the bar and flicked it



open. I was in full disclaimer mode. “Okay, but this goes against my better judgment.”She

laughed. “What’re you, a lawyer now?”“No, ma’am, please don’t ever accuse me of that.” I

chuckled and drank some beer. She laughed and blew smoke out in the other direction.“I’ve

been a people watcher for a long time. I can tell she really likes you.”“That’s good to

know.”“Stop playing so nonchalant. I can also tell you really like her.”“Yes, I like her.” I took a sip

of beer and changed the subject. “So what’s new with you?”“New with me? Jack, dear—and

yes, I remember your real name—I’m almost ninety-five. Nothing’s new at this age. So stop

trying to change the subject.” She took a drag on her smoke and pointed to Debbie. “She

reminds me of someone else that used to look at you like that. Remember? In high

school?”Oh, jeez. Here we go. Nothing’s worse than an old fogey reminiscing about something

from twenty years ago. I knew I shouldn’t have sat next to her, but I had to be pleasant. “What

do you mean?”“When you were a junior, or senior, at Richmondville High School. I can’t

remember which. It was my last year there before I was forced to retire. You and I didn’t have a

lot of interaction, me being a librarian and you being a jock and all. But I do remember a certain

someone who used to look at you the same exact way that Debbie does. I can’t remember her

name, but I’ll think of it…”“Ah, yeah, high school. The good old days.” I drank some beer and

looked at Debbie. She winked at me and smiled. I couldn’t wait to get her home. I started

daydreaming about how I was going to pour her some red wine, light a small fire for

atmosphere, put on some Barry White, and—“Meredith!” Francis banged her hand on the bar

and jolted me out of my fantasy. “That’s her name. She’s Mary Sue’s mom, married to that

doctor guy. I see them around here once in a while.”Meredith? What the? Where was this

going? I did my best to sound disinterested. “Oh yeah. She’s married to Stuart. He’s a heart

doctor. Is he your doctor?”“My doctor? Heck no, Jack. I don’t need no stinking doctor. They’ll

just kill you.” She took a deep drag on her cigarette and flicked an ash on the floor. “Anyway, I

see the way you look at Mary Sue too.”“Mary Sue? The waitress?” I scoffed at her. “Why,

Frances! She’s young enough to be my daughter.”“I know, that’s what I mean. She has your

eyes.”I looked at her and saw she was staring at me. No smile, no smirk, just a study in

observation. I broke eye contact and stood up. “Well, nice chatting with you, Frances, but I’ve

got to go play some pool with Max and Gus.” I pointed over to the pool table, where the two

older men were battling away against each other.“Hold on, Jack.” She placed a hand on my

elbow. “Sit back down. I need to thank you properly.”“Huh? What for?” I sat back in my stool and

took a swallow.“Remember when these two city hoodlums were here? And that one cracked

me across the shoulder and made me spill my whiskey? Well, I never got the chance to thank

you for taking care of business.”I wasn’t sure if she winked at me or had smoke in her eye. “Oh,

that’s okay. Just doing my job, ma’am.” I gripped the rim of my hat and gave it a tug, trying to

look and sound like Marshal Dillon from Gunsmoke. “Now if you’ll excuse me, ma’am, I don’t

want to keep my fellow pool players waiting.”“Oh, don’t worry about Max and Gus. They ain’t

going anywhere. Besides, I’ll make it up to them tonight after we get home.”What the? Dear

God, did she just say what I thought she said?“Anyhow, I know that you did more than your job.

When Mary Sue and Debbie were steering me away from the commotion, I noticed you sitting

by the end of the bar, smiling. I thought that odd at the time. Anyway, while the ruckus was

going on, I snuck over and found the shotgun that Debbie keeps nice and shiny behind the bar.

I hoped I didn’t have to use it. That twelve-gauge makes such a mess, and it leaves a nasty

bruise on my shoulder.” She grabbed at her right shoulder and raised her elbow in a circular

motion, working out the imaginary soreness. “As luck would have it, our fine Summit men took

care of the two scoundrels. But I looked over to you, and you’d gotten up and left. Now I know

you’re not running from any fight. So I think to myself, what’s our fine sheriff up to now? So I



went over to the small window behind the bar. I stood on my toes and watched you let yourself

into the backseat of their SUV. You stayed there until they drove away, and they were never to

be heard from again.”She took a sip of whiskey and a drag on her cigarette and continued, “A

few days after that, I read an article in the paper about some missing mobsters. Turns out that

our friends were the ones who went missing.”“Yeah, I read that too. Seems that they joined the

witness protection program. By this time, they’re probably at their new home in Arizona. Good

riddance to them.” I raised my beer mug and we clinked glasses.“You know as well as I do that

they didn’t join anything, except the worm food club.”I looked over at her again. She was staring

at me like before, except this time, she was smiling. “Don’t worry, Jack, your secrets are safe

with me.” She nodded, downed her whiskey, and winked at me. “All of them.”3I played a few

games of pool with Max and Gus, but I was just going through the motions. I couldn’t let go of

what Frances had said. How had she figured all that out? Meredith? Mary Sue? Was it that

easy? If she could see right through me, then I had big problems.I finished up my last game

and went back to the bar. I took my normal stool and Debbie came over to me with a fresh

beer. “I need your help with something.”“Sure, babe, what’s up?”“I’m worried about my sister. I

called all my friends, her friends, our relatives, and nobody has heard from Catherine in

months.”“After the Sparky’s Massacre, I was afraid of that. Those guys she was hanging with

are bad. Where was she last heard from?”“I don’t know. Can you use TOR and HFS to look for

her?”TOR is an anonymous web browser that protects the user’s privacy. HFS, or Home Front

Security, is a little-known domestic super spy agency that I’d helped start when I worked at

NSA. After a couple of years I’d burned out from the spying. That’s what I told everyone,

anyway. The real reason I’d left was frustration. HFS’s mandate was to capture terrorists in this

country before they could act. So, we spied on everybody. We uncovered a tremendous

amount of bad people doing awful things. We found big-time drug dealers, mobsters, child sex

traffickers, assassins, corrupt politicians, secretive white supremacist groups. A never-ending

list of horrible people. But if it wasn’t terror-related, HFS wasn’t interested, so we just passed

the info on to the FBI and forgot about it. The FBI had their hands tied. They couldn’t make

arrests on illegally gained intel because the courts would throw them out. Their only option was

to start an investigation and get their own intel. Legally. But they didn’t have enough manpower

to open a case for each file we gave them, so maybe one in fifty was acted on.I was working

my way through the rest.Flight 2262 had ignited a firestorm in me, and the only way that I could

quench it was to stay involved in HFS. So I kept my hand in the game by working as an outside

contractor for them. My area of expertise was IT—specifically, archiving, securing, and

retrieving humongous amounts of data—and my top-secret security clearance allowed me to

eavesdrop on anyone who had a pulse. If anyone could locate Catherine, it was me.“Sure, I’ll

get started tomorrow,” I said. “You have a cell number for her? Last known address and list of

friends? Her birthdate and Social Security number would help too.”“Yeah, I’ll email all that over

to you,” She looked at me and smiled. “Thanks so much, Jack. You don’t know how much this

means to me.” She reached across the bar and hugged me. Her long black hair smelled like

heaven, and I squeezed her tight and nibbled on her neck.Out of the corner of my eye, I caught

envious looks from every male sitting at the bar. Especially Bobby. I made eye contact with him

and gave him a thumbs-up and a big smile.Further down the bar, Frances was giving me

imaginary high fives, complete with the ashes from her Lucky Strike falling into her hair. I

smiled at her, all the while praying that she wouldn’t set herself on fire. I turned my attention

back to Debbie.“So does that mean that you’ll come home with me tonight instead of

Bobbie?”She broke our hug and chuckled. “Not sure yet. Let’s see how the night plays out.” She

smiled and stuck her tongue out at me.I normally loved her sense of humor, but enough was



enough. I decided to play hardball. I nodded toward Bobby. “You know, guys who drink a lot

have a—ahem, rigidity problem.” I stood up and stuck my chest out, posing like a modern-day

Tarzan. “Certainly not the case with me.”“Oh, don’t worry about Bobby,” she shot back with a

wink. “That’s what Viagra is for.”She walked over and got Bobby a fresh beer mug from the

cooler, bending over right in front of him. He wiped the drool from his open mouth. He looked at

me after she straightened up, and gave me a thumbs-up and a smile.4Despite my honey’s

propensity for torturing me with her wannabe suitors at the Red Barn, she did come home with

me, and it was everything I’d dreamt about. Alas, morning eventually came, and she departed

after breakfast, leaving me to spool up my TOR browser and log in to Home Front Security to

research her sister’s whereabouts.My top-secret vendor credentials give me unrestricted

access to all of HFS’s data. If the average American knew how extensive the government’s

eavesdropping technology was, they’d shit their pants. HFS had unrestricted access and

control of every single electronic device known to man.All manufacturers that wanted to sell

their electronic products in the land of the free, had to install a government-designed chip,

through which HFS could admin the entire device. So if your device was, say, a TV, we could

watch and record you. Same with a computer or a smartphone. Want to know how I was so

sure about drunken Bobby’s, ahem, rigidity problem? Never mind…For devices with built-in

motion detectors, like your common wall switch or outdoor lighting fixtures, our government

techies took it a few dozen steps further and designed a sensor that had IR facial recognition.

Show me a photo of a person’s face, and I’d get you their latest location, along with their

history at that location.Those pesky red light cameras that snap a photo of you when you don’t

come to a full stop before making that right turn on red? All front seat occupants of every car

got a facial IR scan.If that wasn’t enough to create paranoia, every electronic device in your life

has audio recording capability. Want to know the real reason why the United States

government wanted a smoke detector in every room? Yeah, exactly. And with our advanced

voice recognition software, we only needed a voice sample of three seconds to positively

identify a person with 99.9 percent accuracy.Even if you didn’t bother to set up your Wi-Fi–

connected device when it was installed, we did you a solid and took care of it for you. You’re

welcome.Don’t have internet service? No problem. We created free Wi-Fi, under the pretense

of “free internet for everyone,” for just that reason. You, and every electronic device in your

world, are online.With all that tech on my side, I figured I’d locate Catherine right way. I even

had a mental to-do list of things to take care of around the house after I gathered enough info

on her to put together a kidnapping/rescue plan with the added bonus of killing a few bad guys,

which, by the way, is my reason for living. The horrific events of Flight 2262 had turned me into

a stone-cold vigilante, and I had a thirst for revenge that could only be quenched by bad guys

dying, preferably in groups of ten.After a few hours of ham-fingered inputs in the search box in

the HFS database, I came up with enough information on Catherine to call it a day. It was a

bittersweet accomplishment. Each time I clicked open a new window, I was hit with more and

more depressing information about her. Poor kid was in deep. Drugs, stripping, gang affiliation,

and prostitution. Damn.I couldn’t give my findings to Debbie over the phone. I needed to break

it to her in person. I printed out a security camera photo for Debbie to positively identify the

gaunt and disshelved person as Catherine, and shoved it in my pocket.I let my Doberman

pinscher Saber out to frolic in the backyard for a while. The rabbits that London, my hero

German shepherd, used to chase around the yard were still living under the shed, but Saber

didn’t have the same herding instinct that London had possessed. Other than staring them

down, which he did to everything that had eyes, he left them alone.I opened the back door and

he was sitting statuesque, his back to the house as he surveyed his domain, before turning and



coming inside. I filled his water bowl and hopped into my truck while he watched me from the

living room window.I drove slow and took the long way to the Red Barn, taking the extra time to

go over in my mind the conversation that I didn’t look forward to having with Debbie. I arrived

right before they opened and caught Debbie just as she’d finished setting up. She greeted me

with her usual good humor. “I’m sorry, sir, we’re closed. Come back later.”I hugged her and took

her by the hand into the parking lot.“Okay,” she exhaled. “This can’t be good. You’re either

breaking up with me, or you have some really bad news about Catherine. So, is this the

luckiest day of Bobby’s life, or not?”“Not.” I handed her the photo. Her expression told me that

I’d found the right person, and that she was as equally disturbed at seeing it as I was.I put my

arm around her shoulder. “I’m sorry, babe, she’s not doing well. She’s a stripper, a heroin

addict, and affiliated with a gang.” I left out the prostitution part.“Gangs? Heroin?” She looked

up at me. “Are you kidding me?”“No, I wish I was. Right now she’s keeping company with a low-

level drug dealer in Newburgh, named Roberto. It took me awhile to find her since they’re kind

of in the stone age as far as electronics go. Did you know that only six point four percent of

Newburgh residents have microwaves? And that there are zero thermostats that contain Wi-Fi

capabilities in the entire city.”“Uhhm, Patrick?” She rolled her eyes at me and shook her

head.Now I’d done it. Whenever she referred to me as that dumb-as-a-rock SpongeBob

character, I knew I’d messed up big-time.“I’m being nice to you because you’re helping me out

here, but who gives a shit about how many microwaves there are in Newburgh?”“Well, I was

just mentioning it because household electronic devices are how HFS gathers its intel, and a

lack of said devices makes it harder to—”“Patrick!” She pushed me away and stop-signed an

open palm inches from my nose. “Shut up. Nobody freakin’ cares!”“Right. Well. Anyhow, at least

we can go get her now.”“You have a plan?”I stuck my chest out. “As a matter of fact, I

do.”“Good. After tonight, I’m off for two days. Can we get her tomorrow?”“Yes. I’ll spend the rest

of the day planning the mission.” I gave her a hug. “Really sorry about this, babe. But we’ll get

her. I promise.”“I know we will.” She wiped a tear from her face. “I know we will. See you

tonight.” She turned and went inside the Red Barn.I climbed into my truck and headed back to

Eminence. I had a lot of packing to do, and despite my absolute confidence in my killing skill,

this type of mission was a little outside my area of expertise. Kill everyone on site? Sure, no

problem. Leave the scene with a live person? Never done that in my life.5I spent the rest of the

day planning. I learned a lot about Newburgh and the drug trade as well as gangs that had

taken over the city. The gang that Catherine was hanging with, the Silent But Deadly Aces, was

especially violent. SBDA was headquartered in Camden, New Jersey, and had a satellite

branch that dominated the Newburgh drug trade. The gang’s MO was simple: befriend

strippers, ply them with cheap heroin, and turn them into prostitutes who’d work for their

fix.After a short stint as a prostitute, Catherine had managed to work herself into the upper

echelon of the group. She didn’t have to walk the streets anymore, but she still had to service

gang members as a favor to the boss. She was basically a gang slave, and in return she was

protected, well fed, and supplied with heroin, keeping her addicted for as long as she looked

hot and did what was asked of her. Previous girlfriends who had failed at either of those two

tasks had gone missing—either traded away to another gang like an old baseball card, or

dumped in the Hudson River.My kill list from HFS research had grown to over a hundred, but I

had no SBDA members on it. Until now. I promoted Roberto to numero uno and grinned as I

rubbed my palms together in excitement. As many times as I killed a bad guy, the thrill of an

upcoming mission of evildoer destruction never got old.Through HFS research I found a shady

real estate broker in Newburgh, Jimmy the Guinea—swear to God that was his name—who

specialized in rental units. My request was a little unique, and I could tell from his initial “you



want a what?” that he was taken aback.I requested a unit that was in an abandoned building so

I didn’t have to worry about any interaction with the neighbors. We should be mission complete

in a day or two, but I had to plan for a longer stay just in case my intel was off. Or if something

went wrong. I’d been on enough of these types of missions to realize that things usually didn’t

go as planned. And as a six-foot-six lily-white person of zero color in the mostly minority

demographic of Newburgh, I was going to stand out like a fat-fingered proctologist who gave

lectures on how to ease a patient’s anxiety about their upcoming prostate exam.Using a

fictitious identity and a burner phone, I bitcoined Jimmy the Guinea the hefty sum of two

thousand dollars for a one-month rental on Landers Street, the heart of Newburgh’s gangland

territory. He commented about how I must really love the area to be willing to pay so much. I

told him that my offer included a little extra for him to keep a secret, and that I expected him to

comply. He joked that for that much coin, I could have his wife for the duration of my stay as

well.Although I appreciated his generosity, I told him to shut the hell up. It didn’t help that in my

HFS research, I’d stumbled across a photo of his wife stepping out of the shower, and let’s just

say she left a lot to be desired in the body-grooming category. Hairy armpits and upper lips

aren’t my thing.I went out to my garage, removed the license plate from my truck, and put on a

burner plate that I’d bought online from a company in China. I’d had it shipped to one of my

secret PO boxes. Burner plates were a lot more complex than burner phones. I had to hack into

the New York Department of Motor Vehicles website and search for the same model, year, and

color Toyota that I had. Once I found that, I had to make sure that there were no outstanding

warrants or unpaid tickets on the plates. This way, if a law enforcement officer called in my

plates, they’d come back clean. If he or she happened to pull me over, then they’d either buy

my story that my friend had lent me his truck, or I’d be forced to go down a path I really didn’t

want to go, but would if needed.Now that the hospitality and travel logistics were taken care of,

I focused on weaponry. I knew that my trusty Glock 17 with Osprey silencer would, as always,

be my main pistol. I loaded up my go bag with some duct tape, cable ties, a spool of paracord,

night vision binoculars, a police scanner, sodium pentothal, ecstasy tabs, a pair of heavy-duty

wire cutters, and three spare Glock 17s, which you can never have too many of. I wasn’t a fan

of those clowns who owned ten different handguns in their quest to impress others. In their

quest to cover up their small junk insecurities, they could spout out gun manufacturer

acronyms like they were reciting their ABCs in grammar school. “Yeah, I’ve got an H&K, S&W,

Sig Sau, yada yada yada…” It was all bullshit. I did have ten handguns, but they were all Glock

17s. And all of them had at least one notch in them.I threw in a dozen or so extra ammo

magazines, like most people toss spare change into a jar, and topped it all off with my Kindle.I

popped open my drone case and made sure that both batteries were fully charged, then closed

it back up. That was another benefit of being an HFS vendor. They had the neatest James

Bond–type gizmos that I could “test.” And this drone—I’d named her Amelia—topped the list.

She was a quadcopter the size of an iPad, and stealthy enough that she couldn’t be heard if

she was flying over two hundred feet high, so it was perfect for surveillance.The best part about

Amelia was the mapping software that came with her. Using my iPhone, I could program her to

take off, fly to any height and in any direction as fast or slow as I wanted, and collect 4K video

as well as gigantic 48MP still images. She had the equivalent of a 400mm telephoto lens on

her stealthy frame, allowing me to zoom in and read the circulation date of a dime from two

hundred feet.Once the route was planned out, I pressed the GO button, and Amelia took care

of the rest. Priceless.I debated taking my newly acquired Remington 700 bolt action .308 rifle

with suppressor, night vision scope, and laser. I’d picked one up after the Sparky’s Tavern

Massacre, and although I had no plans of sniping anyone, I thought it would be a great tool for



Debbie to back me up with, so I decided to take it with us.My second go bag had a couple of

burner phones in a lead-shielded bag to make them untraceable, along with a healthy amount

of bottled water, protein bars, and other snacks. Since eating Newburgh food wasn’t an option,

that would have to tide us over until mission completion. I threw in one change of clothes just in

case I got smeared with Roberto’s DNA and had to burn the ones I had on. A worthy sacrifice

to kill that little bastard.Little did I know that for the first time in my post Flight 2262 life, I’d fail

on a mission.6FBI Agent Leo Kennedy knocked on his supervisor’s open door and waited for

him to look up from his paperwork before entering his office.“Can I have a moment with you,

sir?”“Sure, Leo, what’s up?”“It’s the Agent Skillman case, and that Sheriff Lamburt fellow.”Paul

Cefalo, Special Agent in charge of the Newburgh office, put his pen down and gave Leo his

undivided attention. “Go on.”“I still can’t shake that feeling, sir. Something’s just not right with

that guy.”“You sure it’s not because he pointed a gun at you and nearly made you piss your

pants?”“No, that’s not it. I mean, that’s messed up and all, but there’s more. When we

interviewed the patrons of the Red Barn to find out if anyone had seen Agent Skillman before

he disappeared, that one old lady’s comments really stuck in my mind.”“You mean the old lady

that grabbed your ass and told you to go screw yourself?”“Yes, but before that she talked about

Sheriff Lamburt taking care of their own. Kind of like in a threatening manner.”“I read that in

your report, Leo. Now, is there anything else?”“I’d like permission to look into this guy’s

background a little deeper. Maybe even go up to Summit and snoop around a little. I still think

there might be something there.”Paul frowned, stood up, and walked over and closed his door.

He gestured to a chair. “Sit down, Leo.”He sat back down at his desk. “I don’t know if you know

this or not, but Sheriff Lamburt is a Flight 2262 survivor. Unfortunately, his wife wasn’t so lucky.

He also had a stellar career with the CIA before moving over to the NSA, where he worked on

top-secret assignments. I really don’t think that there’s anything there, but if you want to take a

cursory look, then go ahead. Just make it quick. We’ve got a backlog of cases, and with

Congress just cutting our budget, this office is short a man, so I can’t afford to have you

spending too much time on a wild goose chase.”“Understood, sir.” Agent Kennedy stood up.

“Anything else?”“Yes. Lamburt’s father is a big political donor. Both parties. He has many

friends in high places. Make sure you have something rock-solid on him before you ruffle any

feathers. Understood?”“Yes, sir. Understood. Thank you, sir.”“Good. That’s all. Leave the door

open.”Agent Kennedy turned and left the office, all the while planning out the next steps of his

investigation of Sheriff Jack Lamburt.7Catherine snuggled up to Roberto on his couch and slid

her hand down his pants, landing on his crotch. She whispered in his ear, “Hey, baby, how

about a little TLC?”“Not now. But I do need you to do me a favor.” He took out a burner cell

phone and dialed. The call was answered on the second ring.“Yeah.”“Yo, Jorge, what’s up,

dude?”“Hey, man. I’m busy. This important?”“Yeah, bro, your favorite girl’s here. She’s ready for

some action.” Roberto looked at Catherine, winked, and stroked her bare thigh.“No shit?

Catherine? I’ll be right over.”“Cool, dude. See you in a few.” He hung up the flip phone and

removed its battery so that it couldn’t be traced. Too bad he didn’t know that the newer flip

phones had a small rechargeable internal battery that couldn’t be disconnected, and that HFS

was recording all of his calls and texts, and tracking his movements. HFS was also logged in to

his microwave and fridge, as well as his electric razor.
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JOHN CHAVEZ, “Urban Justice: Vigilante Justice Thriller Series 2 with Jack Lamburt. I

absolutely loved this book for I am a huge fan of Vigilante Justice. I would love to crone Jack

Lamburt thousands of times over to take out all the crime trash in the US and make is a nice

peaceful place for everyone. What makes Jack the way he is, he once had a wife who was

murdered and he vowed to get rid of as many bad guys as he could. So when Jack's

bartender girlfriend Debbie asks Jack to help her get her sister Catherine out of the clutches of

Cosmos a bad drug dealer, Jack is all too happy to help. You need to read this book to see

how Jack and Debbie handled it all and try to keep track of the body count. Fantastic read, will

read more of Jack if written.”

jimslaffingirl, “Tense thriller. I loved this book. Tho in spots it was predictable, in just as many

places it wasn't. It kept me interested to see how the characters could possibly get out of the

situation they found themselves in. I found myself thinking how easy it was to hate the villain

and find a hero that is less than perfect but likeable anyway. This is my second book by this

author, and in both books the body count is pretty high. If you are looking for a feel good book

with roses and hearts and hand holding while walking on the beach this is not the book for

you.  Pass it by.”

William Archbold, “Urban Justice. Breathless. Yes that is how to best describe this John Etzil

novel. This is not a put down, pick up later story. No way! Once started you’re compelled to

finish. The action is relentless but somehow in between Mr. Etzil fleshes out the characters and

you become “invested “. I have most of the Vigilante Justice Thriller series and have read them

all at least twice. This is definitely a series worth investing in.”

Colorado Avid Reader, “The vigilante no longer walks the razor’s edge of justice.. This one is

not for the faint-hearted or those with weak stomachs. It’s hardcore killing as Jack wreaks

havoc on the bad guys—and there are lots of those in this one. Drugs, prostitution and the

sordid side of the worst of the worst is showcased in this one. It’s action-packed from beginning

to end. Impossible to call this justice.  It’s simply retribution.”

rlptwo, “Another Great Read. I love John Etzil's style of writing. It's smooth moving, no lags and

it keeps your interest, especially having the same sort of warped sense of humor as I have.

The action can be leisurely or at a fast pace to keep up with the scene. I sometimes have a

glitch when resolving his moral compass or lack thereof. But one thing is for sure-there's no

way you could read one of his books and not enjoy it.”

Linda M. Hall, “I loved it!!!!. I was reading away with thinking this was a serious story....it is, but

there are times in the boo that had me laughing so hard I couldn't stop. My daughter wanted to

know what was so funny, so I let her read the part I was laughing about. She said, " What are



you reading....I want it when you're done.". That's a huge compliment to the author because

she doesn't like to read....”

Jeff Benham, “A big city scum bag is no match for small town teamwork. # 2 in the Jack

Lamburt series. You should know that Jack does not like bad guys and the ones in this book

are Olympic class. Another thing Jack does not do is sugar coat what he does to them. It helps

to have a girlfriend, Debbie, with a similar skill set. Her sister, Catherine, is in deep with

Cosmos, a big drug dude and they need to get her out for her own good. This book is worth

reading, if for no other reason than to see how Cosmos gets taken care of.”

Carol Simmons, “Excellent Story. Jack Debbie and the entire town are trying to make the

famous Red Barn a safe place to eat and drink. When Debbie asked Jack to rescue her sister

they planned and completed their mission. Once backbone and the terrible man who had

captured and abused Catherine died at the Red Barn. Will continue following this'd talented

author”

Julie, “Vigilante bad ***. I think this book makes me think this is what Jack Reacher would be

like if he was to stick around in one place and have a girlfriend for more than one book. In

others words watch out bad guys, (as there is a high body count, not always sure how

Jack ,Lamburt not Reacher, gets away with it.)This is book two in the series (well three if you

have read the short story setting up the scene for this one, it doesn't matter if you haven't) and

Jack decides to help his girl friend (yes she is in the previous books) and rescue her sister

away from her drug dealing pimp. Sounds simple right...... things are never that simple and with

bullets and aeroplanes flying, tracking devices, FBI agents taking a closer look at past

murders (one being of there own) things are sure to heat up for sheriff Jack Lamburt and his

small town, but will it be to close to home this time.I enjoyed this book and look forward to the

next by this author.”

Seb Barrow, “Another worthy read.. Yup, Jack is at it again in style getting rid of the evildoers.

This time he brings it to the door of The Red Barn. But what a story to get to that point!Good

fun and good humour make this an enjoyable couple of hours.”

comes, “Action all the way. Action all the way. Jack Lambert is a solo killing machine, hell bent

on getting rid of all low life off the streets. Which is payback for what happened to his wife.

Some readers might find the violence over the top.”

C. T. Rochford, “More please!. Urban Justice: The Vigilante Justice Series #2 by John EtzilThe

last time I reviewed one of these books I commented about his use of the very first line in the

book being the inciting incident around which the whole story evolved.In this particular novel

the “raison d’etre” developed chapter by chapter. It was, for me, a completely different way of

doing things. And I loved it. All the characters had substance. They had their own minds and

followed their own rules. You learned different things about each of them, as the story

progressed.It was an awesome effort. And I loved the development of the plot as we moved

through the various different parts of the story.Thank you John. I will be looking out for more.”

The book by John Etzil has a rating of  5 out of 4.3. 266 people have provided feedback.
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