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"You have to eat," Tammy tried to persuade the two children.

"No," one of the children said, hugging her younger brother. "We want to go home!"

"Well, that's not happening!" Layla grabbed Tammy and then closed the door. "Leave the food on the table they will eat."

Tammy and Layla returned to the main room of the abandoned house.

"Still not eating, huh?" Drake asked as he was playing poker with the other two.

"They will eat, everyone gets hungry," Layla sat down.

They had picked this abandoned house in the middle of the city because it was easier to hide in plain sight than try to make a run for it.

"You sure about this boss?" Carl asked as he had lost another hand of cards to Drake.

Xavier turned to them. "She needs to be brought down a peg or two, the bosses inside told us to do a job, and we are doing it."

"But stealing her kids," Tammy shook her head. "That's..."

"That's what?" Drake turned to face the blonde, the newest member of their group.

"Don't look at me like that," Tammy stared at him. "I have proved myself more times than anyone here, you want me to kill someone, no problem. Kids on the other hand."

"Are just that, kids," Layla scoffed. "Small people, that's all they are, nothing more, nothing less."

"If you say so," Tammy leaned back in the plastic chair, staring at the cards on the table. "You already lost," she looked at Carl.

"What are you some card counter or some shit?" Carl asked.

"Something like that," Tammy replied.

"Shit!" Xavier looked at his phone, buzzing on the counter. "It's the boss."

Xavier took his phone and went into one of the back rooms.

"Hey Boss," he closed the rickety door.

He imagined this might have been someone's kid's bedroom. Probably at the height of the real estate boom in the eighties, the wallpaper was old and torn, the carpet was dirty and smelled. The whole house smelled like piss and other things.

"Yeah, we got the kids," Xavier told the man in charge. "Nah, we didn't harm them yet, but she hasn't come looking for them."

Xavier was nervous; he had done many kidnapping jobs before, but they always put out a ransom. This time, there was no ransom. All the bosses wanted was for the mother of the children to step down.

"We are treating them good, they just won't eat," Xavier explained. "Ah, didn't think of that, it's true, when I watch television I get the munchies too, good thinking."

Xavier was turning sixty this year. He had asked to leave the family; the crime world wasn't what it used to be. He wanted to spend what was left of his life alone in some small town where no one knew him. He had already bought a plot of land out in the boonies.

When he asked, they told him to do this last job, and he would be set free. Xavier hand-picked this crew as they were good at staying low and disappearing; none of them had families or friends.

Tammy was good with kids, but she was a brutal assassin with a gun. Drake had a temper, but he was the best wheelman in Chicago. Carl knew the city like the back of his hand, and he was the one who picked out this house. He hot-wired a generator, and now they had power. Layla was a heartless bitch, but no one was good at fighting in close quarters.

"Yes sir, I know how you feel after what she and her men did at that Christmas party, I am not taking any chances," Xavier peeped through one of the broken windows.

This place used to be a nice neighborhood. There were rows of abandoned houses, each looking exactly like the other. They had picked one with a great view of the main road, with an easy way out if they saw people coming.

"Okay I will check in again tomorrow," Xavier hung up and then went back to the living room.

"Bring the kids out here," Xavier ordered. "The boss says let them watch television and they will get hungry and eat."

"Why don't we just bring the television to them?" Tammy asked.

"That's a better idea, there are too many windows here," Layla pointed out.

"Fine, just do it," Xavier blurted out.

He wanted this over with; it had been three days now, and all the kids did was drink water. He knew they were getting ill and hungry. This house had no warmth at night, and it got bitterly cold.

Drake lifted the television off the table, and they walked to the main bedroom.

"Here," Drake put the television down. "You two can watch television."

"We want to go home!" the girl yelled.

"That's not happening! So shut up!" Drake yelled at her.

The two children cowered in the corner of the bed.

"I got it," Tammy grabbed Drake and pushed him out of the room and closed the door.

"Please let us go," the young boy pleaded.

"We can't we have a job to do, and it's up to your mom," Tammy sat at the edge of the stained bed. "It's only basic cable, but there are a few things on."

Tammy turned on the television and put it on the children's channel. The kids' eyes lit up as they saw something they liked.

"Now, will you eat?" Tammy asked. "Please?"

The two looked at each other and then reached for the sandwiches on the table. 

"Thank you!" Tammy smiled as she stood up and walked towards the door.

"We will tell our mother you were kind to us," the girl said. "I feel sorry for the others."

"Our mom isn't very nice," the boy added.

"What does that mean?" Layla asked.

"You know very well what that means," Tammy closed the door.

"If she finds us, there will be a new level of pain," Drake nodded. "I heard what she did at that Christmas party to those guys, and it wasn't nice."

"Getting cold feet?" Layla laughed. "You getting scared?" she mocked them.

"What about what she did to her own friends?" Tammy asked as they returned to the living room.

"No one can prove that was her," Layla shook her head.

"It was her," Xavier chimed in. "She got her own friends together in a hotel room and got them tortured and killed so she could take the city," Xavier looked at his crew. "So make no mistake if she finds us, we will die slowly and screaming. I told you what you were in for."

They all looked at each other.

"What makes you think she will give in?" Tammy asked.

"There are two things she loves more than power and money, and they are in that room," Xavier pointed to the back room. "If she can't find them soon, she will break, she is a mother."

"Well I got this, just in case," Carl held up a small pill he had taken out of his mouth. "Lodged it in one of my fillings, one bite and I am gone, thirty seconds and no torture, nothing just quick death."

"Thirty seconds?" Xavier laughed. "You know what I can do to you in thirty seconds?"

Carl's smile disappeared.

"Counter agent," Tammy nodded.

Xavier nodded. "Smart girl," he looked at Carl. "New drug on the dark web, counters every poison on the planet, but it has one side effect, it locks the body up, stiffens it like a board, can't move, can barely breathe, but it does the job. That poison would be out of your system in two hours and then,"

"The fun begins," Drake laughed.

Carl stared at the pill in his hand.

"Go down fighting," Layla held out her knives.

"Trank dart," Tammy shrugged.

Layla stared at Tammy. "Now why do you have to say some shit like that?"

"What?" Tammy grinned. "I am just saying what I would do, there is no way I can beat you in hand-to-hand combat, so I would fire a tranquilizer dart, and deal with you on my terms."

"You got it all planned out, huh?" Drake asked. "What about me?"

"Oh, please," Carl laughed.

"What?" Drake asked.

"You act all big and bad, but I am guessing the first sign of trouble you are out of the nearest window and trying to get away in a car," Carl laughed.

"Wet fire," Tammy said as she looked through her cards.

"Don't even!" Xavier shook his head. "That is not an option, no one should use that on any human being!"

"Wet fire?" Drake asked.

"I would coat the car in it," Tammy nodded. "Then set it ablaze with you locked inside."

"Holy fuck you're twisted," Xavier shook his head.

"You won't burn, you will broil," Tammy grinned. "Your insides will liquify first, and then the outside."

"You are one sick bitch!" Drake put his cards down.

"Okay what about you?" Layla smiled.

"What do you think she will do to you?" Carl asked.

"Flaying," Tammy nodded. "She will flay me alive," Tammy looked at the others. "It will be slow and painful."

"And him?" Layla looked at Xavier.

"Don't bring me into this," Xavier shook his head.

"For taking charge of stealing her kids," Tammy sharply scoffed and shook her head. "She will do something to you that would make you beg for death."

"Ma'am, the television turned off," the girl said from the hallway.

"It did?" Tammy changed her tone. "Let's see what happened then."

Tammy got up and lifted the girl off her feet. "Did you eat everything?" Tammy asked.

"She is sick in the head that one," Carl shook his head.

"Yeah, definitely!" Layla agreed.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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Tammy sat by the window in the living room. She was half asleep, the others were snoring, it was her turn to take watch, and she was looking and listening for any movement outside.

"Ma'am," the girl whispered. "You should come with us."

The little boy nodded along with his sister.

They had crept silently into the living room.

Tammy took one look outside, and nothing seemed out of the ordinary.

"Please come with us, we don't want you to get hurt," the boy spoke.

"She's here, isn't she?" Tammy asked.

The two kids nodded.

The night looked no different than any other night.

"Okay," Tammy took a deep breath, accepting her fate.

She silently crept past the others and into the back room.

The two kids wrapped their arms around her. "We will tell her you were good to us," the boy looked up at her.

"Thank you," Tammy nodded. Something told Tammy that wouldn't be good enough.

It was awfully quiet out there, and then suddenly the door slowly opened.

"Mommy!" The two kids ran forward and hugged the tall lady dressed in a black body suit.

"Hi," the lady kneeled as she hugged her kids.

Tammy stood up.

There were men with the lady, and they surrounded Tammy. "Go with your friend," the lady stood up and approached Tammy.

"She was good to us mommy, she never hurt us," the girl pleaded.

"Yes, mommy she fed us and took us outside to use the bathroom, the one in here is broken," the boy grabbed his mom's hand.

"Is that so?" the lady stared into Tammy's eyes.

Tammy didn't say a word.

"Please mommy, she was really good," the girl tugged at the lady's fingers.

"Go now," the lady spoke.

Two men picked the kids up and covered their faces.

The lady visibly swallowed and took a deep breath. "Don't say a word," she said as she circled Tammy.

Tammy stood perfectly still.

"You have left me in a dilemma," the lady said as she slowly circled Tammy. "On the one hand you took part in stealing my children and killing three of my men," she continued to circle. "On the other
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