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Friday - 8:50 P.M

“Oh, come on! He said that?”

“I’m telling ya, the dumb shit walked right up to the boss man and said, ‘you can take this job and shove it!’ I mean, it was just like he was singing the song!” Everybody at the table in the restaurant laughed.

“You’re shittin' me?”

“I wish I was, but I’m not, man. And that’s not the best part. After he said that he said, ’I ain’t working here no more!’ And then he took off his company shirt and threw it on the ground and walked out shirtless!” Another wave of laughter ravaged the table.

“No way!? What did y’all do?”

“We waited until he walked out and then burst out laughing! I mean, he had it coming, he had no clue what the hell was going on. When he finally got called on it, he didn’t like it. So, it was pretty much a favor to all of us. Hell, even Jerry, our boss, started laughing once he left.”

“Wow, that’s a new one on me! I thought people only did that kind of stuff in movies or songs!” He said as he laughed.

“It was new to me too, man, believe you me!”

"Anyway, John told you that story, I told him not to tell," April Watkins said as she turned to her husband, "to - I guess, hell if I know - as a lead in to tell y'all some special news!"

"Really!?" Sarah asked, sounding surprised. "What's the news?"

"Well," April said and paused as she reached down into her purse that sat next to her in the booth and pulled out an envelope. She opened it and pulled out a picture. "We're gonna have a baby!" she said in a high-pitched voice as she handed Sarah the ultrasound picture.

"Oh my God!" Sarah yelled as she grabbed the picture.

"Alright, man! Congratulations!" Sarah’s husband said as he smiled and shook his friend’s hand.

"Thanks, bud!" John told him.

"How far along are you?" Sarah asked.

"About a month!" April answered.

"That's awesome!" Sarah said. "Oh, you know what this means? We get to have a baby shower!"

"I know!"

All four of them were sitting at a table for four at the restaurant. It was a Friday night. They got together every Friday for dinner at a restaurant in Lexington, Kentucky, unless they had the urge to go somewhere else. However, they were celebrating, now two things, on this Friday night. Deer season for Modern Guns opened the next day and the four of them always got together the day before the season opened; a christening for the season you could say. The wives did not go hunting but their husbands, John Watkins and Adam Hart did. They had been hunting buddies since they were in their early teens, friends longer, and would be until their tired feet could carry them no longer.

November this year was already very cold and had already dropped several inches of snow on the ground. Even though more was to come that night, they still wanted to go and eat their annual meal. They each had four-wheel drive pickup trucks, so they weren’t worried about getting stuck anywhere, but by the looks of the quiet restaurant, others were. The restaurant was practically empty; people were afraid they would get stuck in the snow if they did not have a four-wheel or all-wheel drive vehicle. There were only a few other tables that had people eating at them. Not more than ten minutes after they ordered, their food arrived and they began to eat.

“So, what do you plan on getting this year, man?” Adam asked just after he bit into his bacon cheeseburger with all the fixings. His wife hated the fact that he had a mouth full of food while he was talking.

“Don’t talk with your mouth full, that’s gross!” Sarah told him as she hit his arm with her elbow.

“What!? I’m asking a question about our business tomorrow. This is important stuff now!” he told her as John and April watched from across the booth, smiling.

“That’s fine, but don’t talk with a mouthful of food, that’s disgusting, okay?”

“What, you mean like this?” he said and then turned to her and opened his mouth.

“Stop!” she said as she quickly pushed him away and turned her head. Adam turned his head back and finished chewing. “I’m serious, stop or I won’t let you go hunting tomorrow. How about that?”

“Let me!? Let me!? You think you can stop me from going? You think you own me or somethin’?”

“Yes!” she said without hesitation as April and John continued to smile at the conversation as they ate.

“Huh! You own me, huh? Well in that case you can do with me what you will tonight when we get home! You know, for good luck! You can do that thing with your tongue, where you-”

“Hey! Shut up!” she quickly cut him off as he turned back facing forwards and began laughing. “That’s not funny!” Sarah said as even she let out a chuckle. “You don’t talk about that kind of stuff in front of other people! That's private!” she told him more seriously as she hit his arm again.

Adam continued to laugh as John and April both gave out a laugh this time.

Sarah turned to John and April. “You’ll have to excuse him, his twenty-eight-year-old brain likes to jump back to being seventeen again every once and a while!”

“I think they all do, sweetheart,” April told her.

“Hey, my twenty-nine-year-old brain always stays at thirty!” John said with a laugh holding his fork with a piece of his steak stuck on the end of it.

“Unless you’re watching football, then you turn into an angry teenager. Oh, and your idea of sex is not passionate, you turn into a sex starved teenager in bed, babe!”

“Well, in my defense I think we all do.” John said referring to all men.

“Ain’t that the truth?” Sarah asked the rhetorical question as Adam turned his head towards her with a grin.

“I believe it’s more fun that way!” Adam blurted out.

A waitress, who could hear their whole conversation, rolled her eyes as she walked by with a tray.

“It is not!” April started, “We like to take it slowly and enjoy it, be romantic with it. Don’t just jump on us and a few minutes later you’re done!”

“Yeah!” Sarah said quickly.

“How much time do y'all need?” John asked.

April rolled her eyes, stuck a few pieces of lettuce from her salad on her fork, and then ate it. Sarah did the same as Adam ate his cheeseburger with French fries and John ate his well-done steak and baked potato.

“So, as I was saying, man, what do you plan on getting tomorrow?” Adam asked again, this time his mouth empty.

"Well, like most of us I would love to get a big buck! Haven't gotten one in a long while. But, we need more meat too so tomorrow I'll probably shoot the first thing that comes out, depending on the size, of course. I plan on going back out a few times this year no matter what happens." John explained.

"Cool, cool! I wouldn't mind gettin' a buck either, actually I’d prefer that. So, that might be the only thing I'll be goin' after. But you can shoot whatever the fuck you want, if I don't get anything tomorrow it's no big deal. I'll be going back out too! As long as you help me gut the fuckin' thing!"

John laughed and said, "Of course I can, I know that's your favorite part!"

"Okay, we are not gonna talk about gutting deer while we eat! Okay? Okay!" Sarah said as she answered her own question with heavy sarcasm. 

"Yeah, let's not talk about that here!" April added.

"Sorry, honey!" John said.

Adam rolled his eyes and then spoke, "So, uh, you said we we’re gonna be going to a new place to hunt tomorrow? Just to try it out?"

"Oh yeah! Larry said it's a good spot and said I should come out and try it one day. So I told him we would try it out tomorrow. He says there are a lot of good-sized bucks out there. He's seen quite a few that he's told me about. He's getting older so he doesn't hunt anymore, but he has a nice tree stand that he built about thirty years ago and keeps in good shape. I saw it the other day; it's real nice and big enough to hold both of us and our gear. It’s on a big farm." John told him.

"Sweet, man, sounds great!"

“Uh-huh, the stand is on a really tall oak tree right on a tree line overlooking a large field, with a creek to the left of us. So, it seems like a great spot. We’ll have a lot of visibility in front of us.”

While nodding to John’s comments, Adam pulled out his phone, looked at it, made a frustrated face, and put the phone back on its clip attached to his belt on the right side of his waist.

“You all right, man?” John asked as Sarah and April looked at him as well.

“Huh? Oh, yeah just waiting for a text about work, running a little late is all.” 

“Is it about a case or an arrest you made, honey?” Sarah asked.

“Yeah, sorta, got some guys undercover somewhere and was hoping I’d get a check in, but nothin’ yet.”

“Do you need to call somebody? Cause you can make a call, that’s fine with us, bud,” John told him.

“No, no! It’s fine, I’ll call later! So, you said it’s got good visibility? That’s good, can’t wait to see it! Hopefully a couple will pop up and we can both get one!”

“Hey, that sounds like a winner to me, right ladies?”

They both just shook their heads, didn’t speak, and continued eating. Neither one cared for hunting nor the idea of gutting a deer, but they would cook and eat the meat. Adam knew that Sarah hated the thought of gutting deer and used that to bug her about it every opportunity he had.

“Yeah, it sounds like a winner! And Sarah and April here can help us gut ‘em when we take ‘em down, huh?” Adam said as he finished his meal.

“Um, I don’t think so!” Sarah quickly answered for the both of them.

“Oh, come on, just think about it! Sticking the gut hook through the skin and cutting it open-”

“Stop it!” Sarah said.

“Then you pull out all the entrails that are soft and warm-“

“That’s enough!” April jumped in.

“That includes the heart, stomach, intestines-”

“STOP!” Sarah yelled and then sat quietly looking down at the table as some of the other customers looked over at them. “That’s enough,” she finally said quietly with her teeth clinched.

“Yeah, man, I think that’ll do for right now,” John said, trying to hold in the laughter.

“Alright, just having a little bit of fun,” Adam told him.

“Not talking about that stuff while we’re trying to eat, you’re not!” Sarah told him as she pushed away her plate with some food left on it.

“Sorry, babe.”

“Damn right you are!”

“May I interrupt here?” John asked.

“Please!” Sarah said swiftly.

“I would love to know more about that tongue thing.”

***
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AFTER THEY WERE FINISHED eating and paid the bill, Adam Hart made his way outside to smoke a cigarette. He was a buff six-foot two-inch man with brown hair who liked to work out. He was usually clean-shaven even though he would rather have scruff all over his face, but the department required its police officers to be clean-shaven. He had made detective over a year ago and was finally working big cases with the Frankfort Police Department. Away from work, he was a much different person; rude, loud, messy, and dressed in his natural state of blue jeans and button up shirts tucked in with work boots. On the job he was more professional - carried himself with confidence, wore suits, was quiet except when the situation called for it, and polite to his colleagues. The man at work and the man at home were two different people.

Enhanced by the cigarette smoke, his breath was visible in the cold night air. The snow had made its way into town, but it was just flurries at the moment. Some snow showers were in the forecast for tonight. He was plenty warm in his blue jeans and boots with a camouflage jacket over a blue button up shirt standing near the entrance of the restaurant. 

He took one last puff of his cigarette, unhooked his phone from the clip on his belt, and hit a button on the touch screen. He dialed a number and it rang, but no answer, it went to voicemail. He brought the phone down quickly and pressed hard on the ‘End Call’ button with his thumb. “Fuck!” Adam said quietly. A few seconds later, John opened the door behind him and came out to join him. He adjusted the hem of his navy shirt against dark blue jeans, boots scuffing against the pavement.

John Watkins was much different in personality compared to Adam. However, their friendship since kindergarten would never change because of that. He was six-foot with dirty blonde hair, well-muscled, charismatic, and much more respectful. He and Adam usually worked out together. He worked first shift at the Toyota Plant in Georgetown, Kentucky. He chose a different career than Adam, but he made more money. Nevertheless, there was never a day where he did not respect what his best friend did for a living. He made it a point to text him at least twice a day to make sure he was okay. The two of them were more like brothers than friends.

“Hey man, you ever get a hold of who you were trying to get a hold of?” John asked. 

“Nah, not yet,” he responded as he hooked his phone back on the clip. 

“Well, maybe they’re busy with something.”

“Yeah, I guess.”

“It’ll be all right. So, you gonna come over at four in the morning and we’ll drive up there?”

“Yeah, sounds good!”

“Cool, I’ll load the four-wheeler in the truck tonight and cover it ‘cause we’re gonna need it to get to the tree stand” John explained. 

“Okay, sounds good, man!”

The door opened behind them and April and Sarah walked out holding their to-go boxes. The cold wind blew their hair as they approached John and Adam. The wind and snow made their eyes squint and then water as they pulled their coats closer together to stay warm. It didn’t work and they were in a hurry to leave and get to their warm homes.

“You boys ready?” April asked.

“Yeah. Alright man, I’ll see you in the morning!” John said.

“Yeah, see ya in the morning, man!”

John and Adam shook hands as April and Sarah shared a hug. John then kissed Sarah on the cheek and Adam kissed April on the cheek. John and April began walking toward to the truck as John wrapped his arm around her. Adam and Sarah did the same, but hand in hand. Adam’s eyes wandered to his watch. 10:15 p.m.
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Friday - 9:57 P.M.

The warehouse was freezing cold inside, having been abandoned for eight years now. It used to be part of an old Saw Mill, where they used to store lumber that had already been cut and was ready to ship out on tractor-trailers. It wasn’t near town or any neighborhoods, but out deep in the woods with a very long old concrete driveway so semi-trucks could come and get their load. The area had grown up a lot since nobody was around anymore to maintain it, more trees and brown tall grass surrounded the building. It was the perfect spot.

The concrete driveway had a lot of growth of grass and weeds coming through the cracks that could be seen sticking out of the layer of half-inch snow. They had cleared off some of the driveway closer to the warehouse so the vehicles could move around easier. They didn’t touch it near the entrance and only the tracks of the cars could be seen from the road. The warehouse itself couldn’t even be seen from the road. The driveway was very long. If people saw the tracks, they wouldn’t think anything of it. Most would think that hunters had gone back there, or even kids just goofing around. Either way no one would be concerned.

A few of them parked their cars around the side of the building, while a couple others parked in the building with the headlights facing the entrance. They wanted to have them facing the entrance in case something went wrong with the exchange. They could turn the high beams on, blind the fuckers, and kill them if they wanted. Not that they wanted to - but they were prepared to do what was necessary if they thought they were going to get fucked over.

There was a total of seven men; Officer Cavanah was in charge during the exchange as he was the highest-ranking police officer. He was a Sergeant with the Kentucky State Police, while the rest were officers in the local police or State Police. They all took off their badges and put them in a plastic bag in one of the cars around back. If anything went wrong nobody’s would get left behind. Plus, they didn’t want the people who were coming to know they were dealing with cops. They were all in street clothes, mostly blue jeans, boots, and thick coats. Only one person truly knew who these people were and he was not there. But, he told them they would get a percentage if they helped him out. He picked seven and they all agreed because who couldn’t use some extra cash?

Sergeant Cavanah was instructed to wait for their call as he sat in one of the cars in the warehouse looking at his watch. It was nearly time. He was an average sized man with blonde hair and a nagging wife. He would much rather be out here than at home with her. Most of the time he wished he never married, he knew he would be happier. Truth be told, he hoped they would be out even later and the phone wouldn’t ring. But, finally, it rang, and he answered.

“Hello?” he asked in his deep voice. There was a pause and then the other person spoke, “Good, we’re here, pulling in now.” He hit the button to end the call.

He took a couple short breaths then opened the car door and got out.

“Levinson! Open the door, they’re getting ready to turn down the drive. Travers! Start the car and turn the lights on.”

Levinson, an officer with the Frankfort Police Department, ran over to the sliding doors and slid it open as snow and cold air blew into the warehouse. Cavanah and Travers, an officer with the Lexington Police Department, started both unmarked police cars and turned the lights on. The engines roared as exhaust fumes poured out of the tail pipes, swirling in the chilled air.

“Alright, check your weapons and make sure they are not your issue! That’s the last fuckin’ thing we need! Just stand back and act tough, I’ll do all the talking. I’ll ask one of you to get the drugs. When I do, you go to the trunk of this car,” he said as he pointed to the one he got out of and was standing next to, “and you bring them to me and go back where you were. It shouldn’t take long as long as we have what they need, and they have what we need. So don’t worry, y’all will be home in time to fuck your wives tonight!” he said without smiling and walked over in between the two cars.

He and the other six men stood and waited as they looked out the large sliding door towards the driveway and trees. They then saw lights that disappeared and reappeared as the vehicles went through the woods and behind the trees. There were two vehicles, but Cavanah and the other officers couldn’t tell what kind they were. More than likely some type of SUV. 

“Okay, I see them, just do what I say and we’ll be just fine.” Four of them were new. This was their first time doing anything like this, and he wasn’t sure how they would react.

As the vehicles finally made it around the last curve and into view, he was sure they were SUVs. As they got closer, crunching through the snow with their lights shining through the falling snow, Cavanah could make out that they were driving large black Cadillac Escalades. They pulled to the side of the sliding door, put them in park, and shut the engines off.

“Fuckers got it made. How many they got in those things?” He told himself in a whisper.

All four doors opened on the one parked on the left side of the warehouse, while just the back doors opened on the one parked to the right side. Six people emerged from the two Escalades. Cavanah and the others watched as they started to walk toward them. One of them was an older man with a long black wool coat and a suit underneath wearing sunglasses. Along with the others came a young blonde woman in a dress and a white fur coat. She was carrying two large briefcases. The rest of the men appeared to be the bodyguards and they were each carrying a Heckler and Koch UMP45 submachine gun.

“Alright, there you are Mr. Mob Guy and his fuckin’ hot, probably ex-hooker, girlfriend,” Cavanah whispered. “That’s a lot of firepower you got there, and that’s just the ones I can see. How the hell does he know these guys?” he asked himself in a whisper.

Mr. Mob Guy, his girlfriend, and his other associates finally stepped into the warehouse where his shoes, and her high heels, clicked the rest of the walk. The four bodyguards were on either side of the two and were all wearing black suits.

“Who the fuck wears high heels in this weather?” Levinson asked himself, while two other officers were standing next to him. Both of which were new to this kind of operation, so they were nervous and shaking a little, but that could also be from the cold. Officer Sharp of the Frankfort Police Department had been on the force for two years, but potential was seen in him, so they asked him to join. He agreed once he found out how much money he would be making, which he needed for him and his new wife’s house in Frankfort. The other, Officer Lewis of the Lexington Police Department, had been on the force for just one year and just wanted some adventure.

Travers and the other two officers were on the left to the other side of the cars. Officers Owens and Wilson were with the Kentucky State Police and knew Cavanah, so he asked them if they wanted in because they needed more manpower. Plus, it was easy to convince them to join once they found out how much money they would be getting as well. For this exchange, they would be pulling in ten million dollars and splitting it nine ways. He knew that after this job, they would be hooked.

“What’re you gonna do with your share?” Owens asked Wilson in a whisper.

“Put it in my fuckin’ mattress, where it belongs!” Wilson responded.  

“That’s close enough!” Cavanah yelled at Mr. Mob Guy and his posse as they stopped about twenty feet from the cars.

“Who’s there?” Mr. Mob Guy asked in a heavy Irish accent. He couldn’t see because of the lights.

“Well we’re gonna keep names out of this, but I’m the guy who has what you want!”

“I like your style, but you don’t sound like Mr.-”

“I said no names here, we don’t trust you and I’m fairly certain you don’t trust us! He wanted to be here but his wife dragged him out somewhere at the last minute.” Cavanah explained because that’s what he was told.

“Women, always fucking controlling us, huh?” Mr. Mob Guy asked as he laughed and the beautiful blonde woman turned to look at him, but was smart enough not to make a comment.

“My friend tells me you’re from Cincinnati. You drove way the fuck out here to exchange some drugs for money with us. Some guys in a small town in Central Kentucky?”

“I like to keep it like this, better to work with some small loyal guys rather than a bigger guy that the police are always after, right?”

Cavanah smiled and then responded with, “Right, you can trust guys like us!”

“Yes, yes I can because you are the kind of guys that don’t want people finding out who you are. I mean look at you, you’re all standing behind the headlights so we can’t see your faces. I admire that, you don’t want your identities getting out there. However, it is disrespectful to me as a business man; I like to know who I’m dealing with. Do you see what I’m saying?” Mr. Mob Guy explained.

“I do, but you do know our mutual friend and that’s good enough for me. Like I said, we are just protecting ourselves.”

“I see. Well it seems I can’t talk you out of coming out from behind those lights or turning them off. So, let’s just get done with it!”

“Sounds good to me! Hey,” Cavanah turned. “Go get it!” Travers ran to the back of the car on the right and opened the trunk. He grabbed two large briefcases that contained the drugs. Next to the briefcases were three M4 Carbine assault rifles and two Benelli M4 Super 90 Tactical twelve gauge shotguns along with several magazines and shells setting next to them.

“So, where’d you get this much cocaine from?” Mr. Mob Guy asked.

“Don’t worry where we fucking got it from!” Cavanah shouted.

Mr. Mob Guy grinned, “Alright, alright! Calm the fuck down, just a simple question!”

Travers then walked just in front of the cars, still behind the headlights so he couldn’t be seen. He turned to Cavanah and made a motion as if to ask if it was all right to slide the cases to them. Cavanah nodded and Travers bent down and put the first case on the ground. He then used both of his hands and slid it forward to Mr. Mob Guy. The next case followed.

Both were a few feet short but Mr. Mob Guy motioned one of his henchmen to walk up and grab them, he did. Next, he motioned his blonde companion to slide the two cases she was carrying over to Travers. She walked forward a couple feet then got down on her knees, which Cavanah was sure she was used to, and put the first one on the ground. She shoved it as hard as she could forward and did the same with the second. Travers was able to walk to them without his face being seen.

“She loves to handle money, let me tell ya,” Mr. Mob Guy said as he motioned his henchman holding the briefcase back to the Escalade.

“I think they all do!” Cavanah said with a grin.

"Depends what kinda girl you got and what they like to handle."

By that time, Travers had both briefcases in his hands and walked by Cavanah to open and look inside them. Once he got behind the car, he sat them on the trunk.

“Now, I only asked that previous question, to which you took great offense to, because I was merely curious.”

“Curious about what?” Cavanah asked. Travers unsnapped the first briefcase.

“About how people like you got this much cocaine without anybody knowing about it.”

“People like us?” Cavanah asked. Travers unsnapped the second briefcase.

“Yeah, you know, officers like you,” Mr. Mob Guy said as Travers opened up the first briefcase.

“What the fuck did you say?” Cavanah asked, as the others now looked shocked and wide eyed as the new guys started to shake even more.

“Holy shit!” Travers yelled. “It’s full of fuckin’ newspaper!” Cavanah swiftly turned his head back toward Travers.

“Kill those fucking cops!” Mr. Mob Guy yelled.

Sergeant Cavanah swung his head back around, pulled back his coat on the right side, and reached for his pistol in its holster, a Colt Rail Gun 1911, .45 ACP with a blackened finish. It was his favorite personal gun that he had bought with the money from past dealings such as this one.

Mr. Mob Guy grabbed his blonde friend and pulled her back as his henchmen stepped forward and brought up their UMP45s. Cavanah took off running in between the cars as he pulled his pistol out of the holster and yelled, “MOVE!” The henchmen then opened fire towards the headlights on the cars. The blonde women let out a scream as Mr. Mob Guy covered her and they ran to their vehicles. She clearly had no idea that this was a setup.

Travers ducked down behind the car he was behind as bullets penetrated the two cars. “Motherfucker!” he yelled. Sparks flew everywhere and the headlights went out one by one with glass shattering and landing on the concrete floor. The loud noise in the steel and concrete building was unbearable. Cavanah was discharging his pistol as he ran back to the car, not aiming at anything but hoping to give himself some suppressing fire. Levinson grabbed Sharp and attempted to grab Lewis but Lewis shoved him off out of anger, and ran him over to the car where Travers was and where Cavanah would soon end up.

Owens and Wilson did the same thing, but at a slower pace because they were in shock at what had happened. By this time, the lights were all shot out on the cars and it was now dark inside with the exception of the headlights that were on the Escalades. Mr. Mob Guy and his companion made it back to their Escalade, in the back seat, as the shots were ringing out. The other Escalade still had two men in it.

Officer Lewis just began firing aimlessly with his personal pistol, a Sig Sauer P226 9mm stainless steel with an alloy and PVD finish. He was screaming out of anger as he ran towards the car that everybody else was now behind. He got there unscathed with a pissed off look on his face, but he secretly loved it. The henchmen opened fire toward him as he ran; they both missed their target and the metal walls behind both firing parties lit up as yellow sparks flew once bullets hit them. Owens and Wilson were almost to the back of the other car when one of the henchmen closest to them, who finally saw them after his eyes adjusted from the headlights being shot out, turned and fired. He caught Owens in the shoulder, who spun out of the grip of Wilson and fell down; blood sprayed the concrete and then covered his arm. Wilson kept running as he was being shot at and made it to the car. Owens tried to get up but that same henchmen along with another walked to the left of the car in front of them so they could see him and opened fire. Bullets penetrated his body in a bloody fashion as he screamed in pain. They unloaded the rest of their clips into him. Once they were done there wasn’t much left of him. The concrete was destroyed and stained with blood around him and steam flowed from what was left of his bloody remains.

“You motherfuckers!” Wilson yelled as he stood up and began firing his pistol, a Glock 31 Gen4 .357 with the iconic black finish, aimlessly. The two henchmen with the empty clips ducked and began crawling towards the front of the car where Wilson was taking cover. Wilson, paying no attention, began firing his pistol through the windshield of the car hoping to hit something. Small holes appeared in the back windshield as pieces of glass flew up. The dashboard and front windshield received damage as bullets that had no target in mind hit them.

The other two henchmen quickly turned and fired what was left in their clips. Wilson, whose attention was focused on the two who killed his fellow Trooper and friend, never saw them. Multiple bullets caught him in the chest as he was pushed back from the force, blood squirted from the wounds as each bullet went into his body. The kill shot caught him in the neck, causing him to spin around with his back facing his killers and land on his knees. He dropped his gun and raised his hands up to his neck as he gargled blood that made its way into his throat and mouth. One of the henchman stepped up and fired one last round as it went through the back of his head and out the front just below his left eye, blood and brain matter exploding out the exit wound as he hit the ice-cold floor. Cavanah, Travers, Levinson, Sharp, and Lewis all watched him as he twitched one last time and let out his last visible breath of hot air. 

Those two henchmen immediately ducked in front of the car and reloaded. However, the other two had just finished reloading. They stood up and pointed their UMP45s at the back of the car they were in front of. The other two reloaded and did the same to the car they were in front of, not knowing who was behind what vehicle.

“Fuck this!” Cavanah said, “Get the assault rifles and shotguns, now!” Travers opened the trunk, which drew the attention of the henchmen. They opened fire on the truck causing it to sway up and down with sparks flying up from it and holes appearing. Cavanah then quickly laid on the ground and fired his 1911 from under the car. He caught the leg of one of the henchmen in front of his car and then the other. They both fell down on the ground screaming in pain as their weapons hit the ground with a loud clunk. He then shifted his pistol, aimed, and fired and then did the same thing again. He caught each one in the head, one above the right eye and the other in the cheek just under the left eye. Their heads flung back violently from the impacts. Blood poured from the wounds as their heads twitched and then stopped.

Travers grabbed a M4 Carbine and handed it to Sharp then a magazine. Levinson grabbed the tactical 12-gauge shotgun with a flashlight on the front under the barrel and slots to put extra shells in the stock. Travers grabbed another M4 Carbine, handed it to Lewis along with a magazine, and then grabbed one for himself. Cavanah sat up quickly, reached in the trunk, grabbed the other shotgun along with some shells and loaded it. They all put in shells and magazines in their weapons and pumped the shotguns or pulled back on the bolts.

As they were loading their weapons, the other two henchmen began firing toward the car. One began moving around the right side of the car that was to the left of them. The passenger side windows on the car they were using as cover shattered and more holes appeared in the doors as sparks flew from them. The other henchman moved around to the front of the car and he fired at the trunk and roof. Sparks brightened the area and more appeared.
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