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‘Writing a story with a strong ANTI GUN MESSAGE somehow has
added BAD IMPACT when the gangsters use acid to blind, hairspray
with lighters to kill. Guns are a liability. Anything even a book
can be a LETHAL WEAPON...’
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Disclaimer:

This book
is a work of fiction. Any resemblance to any person, living or
dead, is purely coincidental. The names of people, places, and/or
things are all created from the author’s mind and are only used for
entertainment.
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Shit
Car

“Your car is a piece of shit. We need a driver to move some
stuff who won’t be caught. Cops’ll never pull it.”
So went the
proposition to the factory worker from the gangsters.

 


Drugs, guns and fake (real) cash. It all needed moving from A to
B by a courier. There were several ways to do this. They included
high performance German executive cars; by cyclists on pedal bikes;
ordinary people doing their daily business; non-descript older
model cars.

 


“You will
be paid 2 grand per trip.” The goods will be securely wrapped in
packages. “We strongly advise you not to open or tamper with the
package nor allow anyone else to. This way you are innocent. You’re
just moving a package and are unaware of the contents.”

 


It was a weekend in mid April. The gangsters were in a small Essex
market town at the border with Kent. They were having a Sunday
drink with a potential courier. By meeting in plain site it was
both legit and deniable. No criminal activities were taking place
nor were weapons carried except their minds and limbs.

 


The man
they met was called Terry. He was 31 and worked in a small wood
working factory. He drove about in a Nissan Micra 1993 model car.
It looked and was old but well maintained and perfect for the job
if the he agreed. A crap car.


***

 


The first
job was to move a small package from A to B. Gerald met Terry at 5
PM on a weekday. Rush hour traffic was fine for a small car would
one of many on the afternoon commute. He paid Terry half of the
cash in used notes, the rest would be later. “Anyone asks you just
got paid off your boss.”

 


Terry
drove from one town to another down grid locked roads full of
vehicles. Out of the town speed increased till the next town and
more traffic. The parcel was hidden under the floor mat in the
passenger side.

 


On the
way Terry had no issues except the slow moving vehicles. It was
part of the plan. Nobody would do criminal activities at rush hour?
Wrong. A highly valuable package was being discreetly
moved.

 


It took
two hours to drive twenty miles to the location. Terry parked his
Micra in a city centre car park, bought a ticket and went to meet
the pick-up. He carried the parcel in his jacket. He never left the
car park. They met in the male toilets. Terry gave a password and
it was answered with another password. Both matched up. Terry
handed over the package and was given his other grand in used
notes. Both men went on their way. The first drop was
over.


***

 


More courier trips followed dropping off more packages.
Most were small or medium sized but one was a large package.
The large package
went into the boot of his car. Terry was paid his usual two grand
with half up front and the rest upon delivery. The delivery
locations were always different from town centres to isolated
meet-ups on rural farm roads.

 


Never
once was he pulled over or stopped by the police. One time there
had been a bad head on crash involving a van and a family car.
Several people had been killed or badly injured. Terry had to wait
while they were dealt with and the road was cleared by the
authorities. The crash was on the news and the gangsters knew it
would slow down Terry. He texted them on his loaner phone just in
case.

 


Loaner phones were given to trusted contacts of the
gangsters like couriers and workers. This allowed for secure
contact on each job. Terry was given a new SIM card on each trip
which had credit on it for calls and messages. After the trip the
SIM was broken and discarded so there was no evidence. A new trip a
new SIM. The phone handset was a basic one with buttons on it. Simplicity
was the key.

 


The gangsters had between three and thirty couriers working
for them. Some drove old model cars like Terry and others used top
like BMWs. It depended on the job and who was involved. There were
rarely any issues and deniability was the best defence. If the
courier didn’t know the package contents he was innocent.
Plans were in place
if things did go wrong. Of course they were secret.


***

 


 


Brother
War

The war
with the brothers was bad. A rival gang called ‘Gang C’ wanted the
gangsters’ turf. They did a robbery on the team and got away with
it. It went like this…

 


The team
wanted revenge. They planned it well for a future date. Even the
cops agreed. The brothers’ gang needed to be stopped. A win win
situation. The events that led up to it were simple and fast. The
gangsters sold one of the brothers a batch of ‘fake’ pound coins.
The coins weren’t really fake when compared to legitimate ones;
they were made on a stolen coin press.

 


A large
box containing 10,000 freshly minted one pound coins in stacks of
10 wrapped in take was sold for two grand. The brothers got a
bargain here for the goods were worth five times as much. They
would in turn sell them on.

 


The coins
were exchanged at a meet on a dark road by an industrial estate
late one rainy night. The box was swapped over by Joyce and Gant
for the cash, a routine trade. Two brothers from Gang C met
them.

 


There
were no problems until three nights later when the brothers’ gang
robbed the small warehouse where the coins were actually made. Two
men worked there producing the money. The brothers tied them both
up and took fifty grand in coins that were already boxed up. They
used a stolen SUV to move them which were later burnt out. Three
brothers did the robbery; each gang member was dressed completely
in black to hide their identity. Their West Indian accents couldn’t
be disguised.

 


Gant and
his team found out about the robbery when they checked up on the
production staff who never replied to SMS messages or calls on
their loaner phones. They found the team still bound and gagged.
The story was told and it was obvious who did it. The staff
should’ve been killed to tell no tales.


***

 


Three
months later. The team did nothing about the robbery and coin
production went on as usual in the same small factory. A single
armed guard was there 24/7 giving deterrence. All knew a good hit
would over power him but there would be no more robberies
here.

 


Even the
cops knew of the robbery for Gant got a call from one of his
Detective ‘contacts’ who was a middleman on sensitive issues when
needed. Gant told the DI that the matter was in hand and would be
dealt with as and when. The gang wanted no interference from the
cops. Gant updated his team on the call.

 


By
waiting the gangster would lull Gang C into a false sense of
security. Then they would strike and get revenge. It was a matter
of when and how. Various options were plotted and the team voted on
it. They were a gangster democracy. The chosen plan was taken apart
and rebuilt to check for errors. When there were none it would be
carried out.


***

 


One of
the brother’s mother’s houses was the target. The team would stage
a burglary which would go wrong. The brothers would all rush to the
scene; then they would be dealt with. Group C had 24 members and
all were profiled. One was chosen and his mother’s house was the
target. The location was close to where the gang members lived and
would provide a killing ground.

 


Joyce and
Gant would’ve been the ideal choice for the robbery for it was they
whom were robbed at first; that was logical thinking. Instead
Andrew and Gerald went along with the other two giving back up and
fire support.

 


The duo
dressed as footballers and carried footballs and a sports bag. They
went to the house at breakfast time and went to work. They did a
quick kick about in the street and booted the balls into the garden
and then knocked on the door. “Maybe we have our footballs
back?”

 


The old
Jamaican woman who opened the door looked shocked and then swore in
Patwa. Her words turned the air blue, especially when the two small
silver toy cowboy cap pistols were pulled on her.

 


She was
gently pushed aside and the footballers fired their toy guns and
said, “This is a stick up! Give us your cash!”

 


“Ras clark bomber clark botty clark pussy clark blood clot
man!” the old woman cursed. She was mad. More cap guns were fired.
The footballers danced and also swore. Their laughter made her mad.
She started to hit them and knocked Gerald on his butt.

 


Andrew
doubled up in laughter and got a bop on his head. He grabbed the
woman’s handbag and rooted through it; she was having none of this.
She aimed a kick at his balls and missed. Gerald got up and went to
unplug her video recorder by her TV. This took her distraction off
Andrew.

 


Andrew
spotted a medium sized painting of Montego Bay on the wall. He
expertly unhooked it and disappeared out of the front door. Gerald
was having trouble with the video connection wires. Being hit from
the side didn’t help. The woman kept on cursing and shouting. He
yanked the recorder and it was free. He followed his pal outside
where they were confronted by a crowd of angry shouting black and
mixed race neighbours.

 


The two
were cornered by the garden. Members of Gang C armed with machetes
were also here, as was Joyce and Gant. They were hid up a tree with
blank firing machine pistols. The Gang C members recognized the
fake footballers and yanked them onto the road. They lined them up
and demanded an explanation. The duo simply danced and threw their
stolen goods at the gang. One was hit on the head by the video
player and another two caught by the big painting. Patwa curses and
foreign words filled the air.

 


The
footballers had time to move back several meters. The Gang C
members were also separated from the rest of the baying crowd. It
was now that the tree borne gangsters opened fire with TEC-9
machine pistols. The rapid fire hundred round extended magazines
gave lethal close range fire but fired nothing. The guns were loud
and the tree shook and leaves fell along with empty brass cases
which clattered to the pavement. Hidden in the hedge and under cars
was the real answer. Six pipe bombs filled with nails detonated by
the footballers who wore remotes round their necks.

 


Gang
members did the dance of death and fell down wounded or dead or
dismembered. Eighteen were here and all were hit; the gun men only
stopped firing when out of ammo. They carried back up pistols made
of pink plastic to beast someone. It was a scene from Hell. Blood
ran down the footpath and into the gutter, bodies or pieces of them
were piled up five feet high. Several wounded men moaned and cried
for their mothers. The baying crowd had either ran off or were
cowering on the ground, crying. None were a threat but one or two
were calling the police. Three parked cars were shattered and two
others on fire.

 


The duo
jumped down from the tree, looked at their carnage and took selfies
with their Samsung smart phones. They exchanged grins and high
fives. The wounded were left to live or die; their stories would
sow fear into the brothers’ gangs and act as a deterrent. Any
future robberies or actions would be dealt with.

 


The
footballers met the shooters and exchanged handshakes and hugs and
greetings. They took more selfies and retrieved their footballs and
left. The cops would soon be here but the gang had nothing to fear.
The problem was solved through smartness and violent power. It was
time for a drink. Exterminating gang members was thirsty work. The
stolen cash didn’t matter. The gangsters were loaded beyond
compare.


***

 


 


Motion
Things

The world
kept on turning crimes still needed doing. A town or city always
had an infrastructure of employment and work. This was both legal
and illegal. Legal included the ordinary offices, stores and shops.
Illegal covered the criminal enterprises from drug dealing to
stealing cars.

 


The
gangsters ran a mid sized operation in a big market town in
southern England. The town had a thriving music scene and many of
the musicians and writers used recreational drugs before their
shows or for inspiration. The drugs were ‘clean’ and not full of
chemicals or fake drugs that were harmful. All drugs would kill if
taken in large enough numbers but that wasn’t their concern. That
was user driven.

 


Of the
drugs that the gangsters supplied there were three main types.
These ranged from natural cannabis grown in rented warehouses. No
old or abandoned properties were used for these were raided by the
authorities or attracted vagrants. Ecstasy tablets were made in
different strengths. Each one was coloured coded and named, for
example the pink one with a lizard on it was the lowest strength
one. A synthetic opiate was also dealt. This was drank straight in
small quantities or mixed with another drink like beer or wine.
Each drug was unique in its effects and had different
users.

 


The
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