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            An automated voice was announcing to the house “Glass pane break. Glass pane break.” The crash woke Christina from an already light sleep. She instinctively grabbed the phone, hit the panic button on their alarm system, and raced to her daughter’s room. She slammed the door behind her and locked it.

James spotted the movement and heard the door slam.

Donald went to the master bedroom to see if anyone was left.

Christina dialed 9-1-1 and threw the phone under the bed with no intention of wasting time with an operator. She ordered her startled daughter to a corner.

“Judge probably went to the little bitch’s room. Kick it in.”

The wooden jamb splintered and the door was easily kicked open and slammed into the wall, the knob sticking in the drywall. All was dark in the room but the suppressed cries of the women were audible to the intruders. James’ heartbeat quickened and his blood raced with adrenaline. The beating in his ears muffled their sounds as he panted and probed the black void before him.

James pointed his gun in the direction of the voice on the phone. Before he was able to pull the trigger a heavy object struck him across the forehead down the bridge of his nose. Christina hit him again with the laptop, swinging it as many times as she could while simultaneously kicking at his legs.

Donald sensing the struggle started firing wildly from the gap between James and the doorframe.

A final swipe with the laptop knocked the already dazed and disoriented intruder off balance. James instinctively jerked the trigger as many times as he could before stumbling directly into Donald’s wild line of fire.

Donald fumbled for where a light switch should be. He knocked upwards against the wall with the butt of his gun. Success. He squinted at the brightness to discern what had transpired.

James was on the ground bleeding profusely from his nose, right arm, and shoulder. Christina was also bleeding out on the floor. She tried in desperation to drag herself to Maggie. Her shrill screams not waning as her body failed to respond to her will. Still, she kicked out in futile thrashings towards the men in an attempt to defend her home. She continued fighting like a wounded mother bear doing everything in her power to protect her young cub.

Maggie remained sobbing in the corner holding her knees, shaking her head from side to side while pleading with her attackers and crying for her mother who was now attempting to pull herself across the room, despite her grave injuries, with undying parental commitment.

Donald fired more rounds that hit the wall but traced closer as he continued to pull the trigger towards his target. The final bullet snapped Maggie’s head back, ceasing her pleas. Christina howled in agony at the sight of her only child’s lifeless expression, head cocked back at an unnatural angle. She rolled her body over to face the attacker and struggled to elevate herself—still determined to counterattack—but only collapsed again, depleted.

“Damn you,” she cried helplessly. “Damn you to Hell, you fucking monsters!”
Damn you, Sean. Damn you.

Donald fired again despite being much more emotionally bothered by the display now before him than he could have ever imagined in his post-assault mental fantasies of how this would all go down.

He recalled from years back the screams of his mother and sisters when a stray bullet entered their house striking and killing his little brother who was innocently playing in the living room with a toy airplane. He knew he had to finish this for fear that he and the brother who now lay beside him in a pool of blood would suffer the same fate by failing to deliver on their task.

The new round of fire met Christina, compressing and hiccupping her body from the floor. In her final moments, Christina continued her laborious quest to reach her baby girl for a last touch of love and a guilt-ridden need for forgiveness. She grasped Maggie’s limp hand and craned her neck in a concluding effort to nestle her cheek on her daughter’s bare ankle. A final tear rolled down her face as her last breath expired, her broken heart now still.

Sirens began to sound in the distance, growing in volume as they neared.

A new voice was audible through the speaker of the security system in the home. “Hello, hello, are you OK? This is your security service. We have been alerted to a glass break. Please provide your password.”

“Sorry, man. You OK? We gotta go now. Man, this was bad. Aw shit, this was bad. It was not supposed to be like this. C’mon! I can’t be here, man! This is all fucked up.”

“Man, I’m trying. You go; I’ll be behind your ass. Go to the car and start coming to me. Dat same street. It’s gonna be OK.”

Donald dashed down the stairs, ran through the hall and leapt out of the window they had entered from catching part of his clothes on the wood and glass shards. He caught a foot on the window base and fell to the plant bed below. Recovering he looked up to see a man in the darkness a few feet away.

“Run, you fucker!” the man commanded in a low hushed voice.

“Who the fuck are you?” shouted Donald now scared shitless, his face wet with tears of remorse and panic. Donald started to run through the backyard looking back in time to see the man enter the house.

The cleaner rushed in to see James hobbling down the stairs.

He leveled his suppressed sidearm, shooting James twice in the head. James bucked backwards and slid down the rest of the stairs until he folded dead at the bottom. The cleaner deftly passed him and mounted the remaining stairs to the room where Maggie and Christina lay lifeless. He quickly scanned the scene. Assessing the job was complete, he grabbed the laptop and turned to go.

As Donald had turned away from the dark man and started off through the backyard, another man emerged from the side of the Havens house running at full speed.

“Stop!” the man ordered.

Not looking back and assuming the police were closing in, Donald kept running picking up the pace greatly to gain distance and freedom.

“Stop or I will blow your fucking head off!”

This new dark man on the scene gave chase to Donald at an alarming pace. This man knew he could easily put two bullets in the runners back and one in the head even at this fast pace. That, however, would be pushing a favor for his buddy Sean Havens, when he wasn’t really even sure whom he was chasing.

From his car outside the Havens house, Red had heard a crash. As he unlatched his gun to investigate further, he heard the all too familiar popping that was never a good sound in his profession.

He was heading to the garage door to punch in the codes Sean had given him so he could enter the house. With two digits hit, he heard abrupt grating sounds and muffled voices in the back yard. Racing around the house, he saw a man running through the yard and pursued him.

Now gaining speed with his powerful muscular legs the fleeing boy was within reach.

A police cruiser with lights flashing sped down the street with another coming from the opposite direction no doubt to cordon off the area. Havens was his buddy, but not so close of a friend that he would risk being shot by authorities while in pursuit of an unknown assailant.

Red quickly tossed his firearm into the bushes just off the sidewalk and lunged towards his unsub. He slid down the legs of the runner, catching a heel in the jaw, but held strong to the pants and toppled the runner who loudly hit his face on the pavement with a thud and a scrape as teeth met coarse concrete.

Police cars screeched to a stop where the men lay on the ground panting. Guns drawn, “Freeze! I want arms out, palms up!” they shouted.

“It’s cool; I am government, Special Agent. I am a friend of the Havenses’. Just saw this guy running after I heard shots fired. I pursued.”

“Get up and walk over to the car slowly. I need to see some ID.” Another officer with a gun pointed at the man said, “Hands on the car, what’s your name?”

“Red. I mean Trevor Peterson. My Federal ID is in my shirt.”

The other officer had instructed Donald to get up. Donald complied but was not speaking. With his mouth bleeding and his broken teeth left on the pavement, Donald Hayes was handcuffed and roughly shoved into the back of the police car with a forceful kick to his hip before the door slammed shut.

The squawk box on the police radio was informing officers of the gunshot victims found in the house with multiple ‘GSWs.’

Gunshot wounds confirmed
. Red pleaded, but with a firm voice of authority, “Please, I need to go to the house and see if they are OK.”

“Get in the car, we will go around the block and go in the front. If I let you run back you’d likely get shot by the other officers on scene.”

“Cool. Hey, I need my gun. I threw it in those bushes when I saw you all driving up. Didn’t want you to shoot first ask questions later.”

“Smart, Fed. Get it and let’s go.”

“On it.” Red jogged to his firearm and crunched Donald’s teeth underfoot.

Red knew this whole thing was going to be bad.

The cleaner peered around a house. Seeing that all was clear, he ran across the street to another row of homes and cut through the back, staying in the shadows. From an area nestled in a high hedge, he made a call.

“Targets all down. One bad actor eliminated. Stage is set, but one of our other shooters was picked up.”

The voice on the other end of the line asked, “The older one?”

“Yeah, believe so.”

“Where is he now?”

“Back of the cruiser.”

“Can you get to him?”

“Affirmative.”

“Set that bird free. Confirm when you are back hot.”

“Roger. I also have the comms.”

“Good, copy. Bravo Zulu.”

“Tango Mike. Out.”

The cleaner hurried back to the street where Donald was in the back of the police car. He saw the officer had walked over to the bloodstained sidewalk to take a picture for evidence exonerating police violence against the suspect. He prepared to engage.

The cleaner pulled his dark sweatshirt hood back and emerged from between the houses firing two shots in the back of the officer’s head. He noticed lights were now on in bedroom windows along the street.

Perfect. Just need to spread the pattern like a street hood for the audience. Turn the gun sideways to cement perception. Cliché, but that’s what they want to see.

The cleaner jerked on the trigger and spread his pattern to quickly put a few random bullets in the officer’s vest and car window. For effect, he looked up at one of the lit windows where a head ducked back. He fired two shots above the window four feet apart.

That looks like what one would expect from a gangster.

The cleaner opened the door and reached in for Donald who had scrunched as far away from the open door and the reach of the cleaner as possible.

“Whatchu want with me man?”

“Get out and run. Leave your car, take these keys, and cut through the next block. You will see a rusted maroon Toyota Camry. Get in. Go home. Straight home. You did well.”

Donald accepted the praise cautiously. Home sounded good right now.

“One more thing. When you get home, park in the back alleyway and do a quick wipe down. You can just leave the car there. I have some cleaners in the trunk. DON’T FORGET to wipe the wheel down with the cleaners in the trunk. You have the keys now. Your guys will move the car for you. Go.”

“Where’s my brother, man? He was coming too.”

“I sent him in another direction. He told me to tell you you guys were going to be ‘in’ now, whatever that means.”

Yes!
“Cooo man, thanks. You friend of Skinny? He didn’t say nothing about no white man helpin’ us.”

“I said run.”

You bet I’m gonna run. Clean the car. Get inside and take a two-hour shit ‘til my nerves get all back. Feel like I’m gon’ shit my pants now.

The cleaner pulled off his latex prosthetic face accessories and blonde wig as he now ran between another set of homes towards yet another stashed car’s location.

I’ll be seeing you later kid and put a nice little bow on this op
.

The Latino operator stuffed the mask into a zippered pocket of his jacket and moved out. He didn’t want to be far behind Donald. There was more business to take care of. No loose ends. His boss demanded that.

Chapter 10

A
s Red and the officer pulled up to the Havens house, there were already four squad cars and two ambulances. An ambulance sped away as the other was loading a covered body.

“How do you know this family?” the officer inquired.

“Please, can you just unlock this door and get me in there? The husband called me long distance saying there was a potential problem. Please. I will answer all questions. Please get me the hell out of here so I can check on them.”

“You know it was an act of revenge from that guy who raped the girl, don’t you?”

“What? Raped who? “

“The kid. The kid was raped. Then she went to the police and the rapist threatened the family.”

“Shit. I had no idea.”

The officer opened the back passenger door. Red, with his Federal ID around his neck, was already making his way into the house when the officer yelled something indiscernible.

As the officer started to walk after Red, a call came over the radio. The officer stopped to listen.
Officer down on Elmore Street? That’s where we just were…
“Mikey!”

Another uniformed officer heading out the door in response to the officer down call saw the FBI badge of the man running into the house and just shook his head. He was amazed how quickly the Feds got to scenes.

“It’s over, Agent. Is this a federal case now?”

Red bolted past the officer and bound up the stairs where he was halted again.

“Sorry, Agent. Unless you all have some jurisdiction, I have a crime scene here. We got an officer down call now so nobody is doing anything for a few.”

Red halted. He could see the aftermath in the room. He was too late. He had failed his friend.

“They were my buddy’s family. They were…friends,” Red mumbled.

“I’m sorry, sir.” The officer looked down to break eye contact in the uncomfortable moment. “Agent, if you aren’t official, I’m not sure you should be here.”
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