Gun Dance

“Bluefoxer, you have a job to do”

“What is it?” he replied

“You have to mark Onyushi Machinaria, aka ‘Mr Chafe’”

“Okay, I will go”

“Wait,” I said, “I’ll go instead”

“No brother, I will go, I have to learn”

“Are you sure?” I replied

“Yes” he said

“Okay then, but be careful, you know I don’t want to lose you like how I lost Kwong”

“I know how much your friend Fubu Boy meant to you”

In these places every assassin has to have a code name, its like a new name only you only get called by it with the people you work with and your name is your reputation, mine was Redfoxer and my brother, James, was called Bluefoxer, it’s a bit obvious but that’s how code names go, and to think Kwong’s name was Fubu boy, made him sound more like a cartoon character then a trained assassin.

It was a cold night, wind blowing hard and I think it was raining but hadn’t check,

“Yo William, you in or out?”

“Yeah do you fold yet?” my mates, Namco and Coung, were talking to me but I wasn’t listening, I was miles away.

“YO! DICKHEAD! ARE YOU ON THE SAME PLANET?” blasted Coung 

“Fucking hell, What the point at shouting for? I’m not deaf,” I replied back but calmly

“Well, do you fold or dontcha?” Namco said 

“I don’t”

“Then read ‘em an’ weep! Youse guy’s suck!!” Coung cried “Heh heh! Fullhouse! Money come to papa!”

I just lost $200 but somehow my heart wasn’t into it anymore, I knew something was wrong.

“Hey that ain’t no royal flush! Where’s the Queen?” Namco said checking Coungs cards

“Err? in Buckingham palace?” replied Coung sorrowfully 

“You chief! Gimmie that money, I’ve got 4 queens so how can you get a royal flush” 

I weren’t listening to what was going on, I just had a light hunch that something was wrong, more wrong then Coung’s cheating habits but I couldn’t figure out what.

“You guys in for a game of Blackjack, Casino style?” Namco replied happily counting his winnings from our game of poker.

“Nah, you two go ahead, I need some time to think,” I said in a low monotonous voice

“Wassup with will?” Coung whispered to Namco 

“Dunno, either it’s about losing his money now or it’s about his little brother”

“Yeah man, he cares for his little brother too much”

I was staring out of our gang’s safe house window, funnily enough our gang’s safe house was a penthouse, our gang must be quite rich to afford a safe house like this.

I guess I was thinking about my little brother and how he got into this messed up life,

I was nicking stuff from shops at the age of 10, became a master pickpocket at the age of 14, was interested in how electronics work at 15, been able to override security systems and repair any electronics at 20, and now one year later I became part of the ‘¥acuza’ gang, they say that ‘A man can get his fortune in this gang’, and the gang said they needed my talents, I happily joined the gang since my life was already a life of crime, but my brother, he had no problems with the law but he joined ‘cause he needed the money, I told him I could lend him some money, maybe $4000, $5000 but he said that I couldn’t lend him money all his life and that he had to work for himself and that it wouldn’t be fair if I did all the hard work risking my butt for him, but I didn’t mind work to support him since were are family but he insisted to be in this gang, so I got him in, and this is his first major job to actually kill someone. 

But it just didn’t feel right something major was going on and I just sent him into it, I regretted the day I got him into this but what’s done is done. There was no use looking back on it and regretting it.
I was staring outside into the cold, abysmal horizon though the window, you could see half the town since we was higher up, maybe on a hill or something or maybe the town just sloped and the safe house was built on the higher half. I was a great sight, you could see the lights from most of the Tokyo buildings and that was one of the reason I liked this safe house.
But nothing could distract me from what I was thinking of, today was a cold day, a very cold day.
I actually looked hard out side and saw that it was raining, but it was raining softly, soft tones of the rain falling to the ground echoed on and on.
“Hey you guys, I’m gonna sit on the roof and think, okay? I got allot on my mind at the moment” 

“Yeah we’ll call you if something major happens” said Namco

I walked up the stairs thinking to myself, wow I never new the carpet was greenish blue up here, kinda turquoise, but it doesn’t suit for a carpet, I walked up the second set of stairs and pulled down the top ladder chute so the ladder to the roof would slide down, and I climbed the ladder to the roof and sat there just thinking. It didn’t matter to me that it was raining or cold, I was used to it because being a hired hit-man, you needed to learn to be patient no matter what the weather was, besides, I liked the way the rain slowly dropped all around me.
My life was so good, why did I start a bad life, was it because my parents didn’t love me, was it because I got bullied, I just didn’t know, I just couldn’t think.

“Hey Will, are you up there, Will, I need ta talk to ya, Will, it’s about ya brother,”

Some how today was just bad luck all the way, I knew something bad has happened as soon as he called my name, 

“WILL! Are you up there?”

“Yeah, wadda ya want Coung?”

“Will, I need ta talk to ya alone, come down”

“Kay” I replied lowly, I just knew it was bad but I still came down, with a little bit of hope that it was that my brother, James, had completed his assignment and had got a raise or something.

“Will there’s good news and bad news,”

“Tell me the bad news first”

“Well, ya brother didn’t complete the assignment,”

Coldness just pricked through my body like a thousand pieces of icicles were stabbed in my body, it was like somehow I knew what was going to happen and I just sent him to his own death, It happened again, just like with Kwong, I filled up with anger and hatred, and mostly guilt of how I let him go into the fray with no experience.

“And the good news?” I mutter, I just felt like going mad and blowing everything sky high but I didn’t ‘cause assassins don’t let their emotions get the better of them, it make them lose their concentration, their focus and mostly importantly, their life.

“He could be still alive, we have reasonable sources that he’s been taken for a drugs experiment,”

“What…say that again?”

I couldn’t believed what I heard, I was too busy thinking of revenge that I thought I heard wrong,

“I said, HE could be still alive, we think he’s been taken for a drugs experiment,”

That little bit of hope shined through like a powerful laser, he was still alive, but then I filled with rage

“A EXPERIMENT?” my head blew with anger, I wanted revenge on whoever did this but I had to stay calm, I had to calm down, I needed to focus,

“Hey, Hey, don’t get mad at me, I didn’t plan this”

“Sorry I just need some time to think”

“Hey Will? While your thinking you got a new assignment,”

“What?” I ask seemingly,

I couldn’t believed what I heard, an assignment, after the shocking news about my little bro,

“What assignment, Coung?”

“To save your little brothers ass, that’s what”

I went back to my pad back in Kyoto to pick up a few stuff to get ready, Namco told me he was going to give me a call to brief me. My house wasn’t too far from the safe house, so I walked through the coldness of the night. I needed to pick up my waistcoat, dual Beretta Tomcats, akimbo Immagrams, and a couple of hundred dollars bills, a few clips of ammo for each gun and my trusty gold coloured Desert Eagle and my trench coat over it all to top it all off. I put the dual Berettas and my sock holster near my shoe, one on each side, dual Immagrams on my waist holster on each side, near to the back of my waistcoat, and my Desert Eagle in my special hiding place, somewhere concealed, I put my Rolex on my left hand for handy proposes and some anodyne, a special herb mix formula for wounds, nobody comes out of a gun dance with out getting injured, only the most skilful assassins can dodge about 5000 bullets without getting touched, and although I was good, I wasn’t the best. I put on my tie and black trousers, and left my mobile on the table, you don’t want to go into a fire fight and answering a call while you’re trying to concentrate. I sat in silence anticipating Namco’s call.
“Ring ring, ring ring,”

My mobile went off, I picked it up,
“Hello?”

“Hey Will, it’s me Namco, you have to go to ‘Mr Chafes’ place, cause that’s where they’re holding the experiment, but be careful ‘cause he knows your coming and he sent some of his gang’s assassins ta get to ya”

“Hey, no sweat, was I careful when I killed Black Hunter when he told me to drop my Beretta to save your ass? Or the time I shot Mumbles in the knee by accident trying to put the safety on?”

“Guess not but try not to get K.I.A, you hear?”

“You got it” I put the phone down ready to storm the street to get my brother back.

Man, the streets were more cold and windy the last time I remember walking down it, I was concentrating on the sounds of anyone trying to follow me, but there was none, the streets were totally silent with only the streetlights giving off a dull pale light so I could just about see where I was going, I checked my Rolex, it was 2:30 in the morning, all the shops were closed but this was good, less chance of an innocent getting in the way of a cross fire. The place was dark and dusty except for the neon lights shining. Flashing.

‘Shhhiicck’, I heard something, ‘shhiicck’ I heard it again, I pulled out both of my Berettas instinctively checking the bullets were loaded, put my Berettas back and rubbed my hands over my dual Immagrams, subconsciously checking how much bullets were in, the clips were full since I had not used my guns yet, but yang teaches us that no matter how many times you drop a stone and know that it would fall to the floor, it might just fall to the ceiling, in other words it better to be safe then sorry. I knew someone was here, I could feel their aura on the street. Their presence preparing for the kill, I pulled my Berettas out again and held them in my 3 finger grip, my thumb on one side of the grip, index on the barrel, middle on the trigger and last two fingers on the other half of the grip. It was a good way that only I can hold my gun, my index finger helps me to aim, tells me how hot the barrel is, helps to reload faster, and it gives me that little bit of an edge. I was now focused, I had pinpointed the source of the sound. It was another person. Two hundred and thirty degrees clockwise, a sly smile passed across my face as I pulled on the trigger, turning around and diving to the left in case of return fire, and as I landed I slid across the floor only to see the silhouette of the guy dropping to the right, I heard a light thud, was he dead? 

‘Pioown’ He had pulled out his gun and returned fire so I rolled forwards to dodge the incoming hail of bullets, luckily I rolled in time because one of the guy’s bullets took a piece of my trench coat with it, I done an acrobatic front flip up and shot 4 shots back hoping one of them would hit him but he did a side ways flip and a cartwheel to the left with no hands and dived, shooting at me while he was doing it, this guy was much tougher than I thought,

‘ZZiiiiff’ three of his bullets had just missed me and I dove back wards and shot back, but there was no one there,

The guy was gone, I looked around I didn’t see anything, not even a shadow or a foot print, just a load of bullet casing sprinkled around the street, but I knew he was around, assassin somehow always have a six sense about predicting how something will go, and I knew he’d be back for more. I turned around to carry on walking but the guy was in front of me holding a Glock 22 to my face, I guess I didn’t predict that with my so call six sense, he was black, that’s when it hit me that this wasn’t one of Onyushi mooks, the one he sends are Chinese. 

“Yo bitch, why the hell did you start shooting at me for man?” said the guy in a high pitch voice

“So you ain’t here to kill me?” I replied calmly

“No bitch, but I am now!” he said anxiously

“So you’re not hired?”

“No man, fuck, I’m in a gang so why would I try to kill you?”

“’Cause a guy named Onyushi, has sent some hit men to get me”

“What, you like fucking wanted or something?”

“Yeah, now put that gun down, you might hurt somebody with that”

“I don’t take order from some Chinese shit like you!” he replied harshly

“Okay, Okay fine.”

‘Phiioownn’ a bullet flew through the air and landed neatly between our conversations.

“Fucking hell, Duck!!” I screamed,
“Where? I hate ducks!” scream the guy in a state of panic,
“Fucking get down now!” I boomed,
‘Phhhiown’ another bullet zoomed through the air but this time it landed near my head

“Who the fuck could that be, why are the trying to kill you, wait they could be trying to kill me, fuck man, that could be my wife, wait she doesn’t have a gun” 

“Shut the fuck up, and start shooting!”

“I said I don’t…”

“Do you want to die?” I answered

“If that’s my wife, then yes!”

We both split as a few more bullets kissed the ground around us, I doved to the left as I holstered my Beretta’s while I pulled out my Immagrams, and started to shoot at the guys on the roof whilst running towards another car. A trail of smoke, bullets, pieces of pavement and shrapnel flew behind me in my path. I shot a few more shots while diving, and dove strait towards shelter and rolled under the car, a load of bullets hailed down beneath, luckily the car I was under was acting as a shield but shields don’t last for ever,

“Hey that’s my car watch the paint… awww man!” Said the black guy in the distance
To my disadvantage I was effectively blind, I couldn’t see the hit men but they couldn’t get to me, bullets were still raining down, fuck man, what the hell do they have? A machine gun? Bullets were smacking the car, as pieces of glass were flanged. ‘Pop’ one of the tires popped, ‘pop’ there goes the other, the car was now lowering on me and I had to escape. I rolled through the glass and quickly picked myself up and began to run shooting toward the sky as I rounded the corner, I saw through a car side mirror that the black guy had a few problems of his own and the I saw one of the hit men dropped right beside me, He was American and he was dead, shit this changes everything, now Chinese and American gang’s were after me and wanted me dead, but why the Americans? , I notice something drop behind me, it was a black rose, a way of assassins to show courtesy, a twisted way but none the less, I knew this assassin was somewhere near because he was taunting me instead of firing. If he was American he would of killed me by now.

“Come out, you pot smoking American pig,” I taunted

“I’m not American, although I do work for them, I’m Irish, so shuttup you gung-ho Chinese chong”

The Irish guy came out from behind the dustbins,

“I challenge you to a gun dance”

Strange, I thought, an Irish guy with Chinese tradition, we both reloaded our guns, me using my Dual Immagrams and him using akimbo skorpions.

Hand held tightly onto our guns staring into each other’s eyes.

Suddenly ‘Fight music’ by Eminem and D12 popped into my head,

“‘Conniving’ kon, ‘Artist with a bomb, strapped to my stomach screaming ‘let’s geddit on’’ 

We both mentally prepared our self for a dual to the death, him, and me,

“By the way what’s your name?”

“It’s Eagle”

“Mines Redfoxer, time to put you onto the casualties list”

My left eye squinted which signaled the start of the dual, I dove to the left and he dove to the right, I was aiming at him but had to move my leg to shoot him, bullets were flying, and taking pieces of debris with it. In this game you had to be quick and very agile, if you weren’t it was over for you, bullet casings were thrown everywhere and pavement and walls were getting riddled with bullets, we both landed with a soft thud and quickly back flip onto standing position, everything was so synchronised it was like almost symmetrical, we both done a no hands flip shooting our guns and I ran to the left while he ran to the right, we both jumped onto the wall and done a wall jump forwards and shot our bullets only to land next to each over, he rolled left whilst shooting the floor beneath me hoping to get me but I back flipped onto the wall and push into another wall jump forwards shooting towards him ‘Ping’.

I stood up; he was standing there holding his heart, covering it up with his hand, 

Suddenly I remember Kwong, I let my emotions get the better of me, that’s how I lost him, a guy shot at me and Kwong save my life but he got shot in the heart, I got mad and killed the other guy pouring bullet’s into his body which was very unprofessional,

“Fuck you, ya bastard, that was my best lucky three leaf clover charm!”

“What?” I didn’t have time to react, I had hit his charm around his neck and instead of killing him I had only incapacitated him for mere moments. I broke the number one rule then and I just broke it now, don’t let your emotions get the better of you, I lost my concentration and before I knew it pain seared through my body as I got shot in the leg, the bullet kissed my flesh as it entered and left a cloud of blood as it exited, I let out a muffled cry but assassins don’t let their enemies know they’re in pain, pain shot up through, my leg up my spine, and all over my body, Eagle smirked, he knew I was in pain as he slowly shook his head from concussion of being knocked down in a gun fight and begin to pick himself up. I was in agony lying on the floor helpless in the shock of being hit by a bullet. For those of you who don’t know what getting hit by a bullet feels like, try getting a sledgehammer hitting you whilst running towards it. That’s how much agony I was in. He lifted up his scorpion to shoot me but I held in the pain, I mustered all my energy, I was now back in focus, I back flipped onto the wall and dove into him, as he was shooting, I tackled him, my body had collided with a heavy object. I thought I tackled him but as I looked up, I realised I had tackled a dustbin instead, ‘Clang, Clang’

“Wha…What just happened?” I was confused

“Face it, Redfucker, I’m just too good for you,”
‘Click, click’ the sound of an empty magazine clip

“Where’s your Irish luck when you need it?” I said slyly, as I raised my Immagram

‘Click, click’ what…I was stunned and confused. This just couldn’t happen to me, he was in an advantage, his was standing, I was lying with an injured leg.

“Looks like we both need a bit of luck huh?” said Eagle.

A blur crossed my face as his hands were moving, before I knew it he was reloading his gun, man that’s fast, he’s the fastest reloader I’ve ever seen,

“Sorry ‘bout this, no hard feelings, eh, well to you, no feelings at all”

“The games not over yet”

A spring activated in my sleeve of my trench coat as my golden Desert Eagle came into view.

“Hey Eagle, meet my Eagle”

He knew he was defeated. Redfoxer had defeated Eagle,

‘BANG’ 

I closed my eyes as I heard a light thud onto the ground. I waited a while before opening my eyes again and there stood the black guy I met up with earlier, over the other side of the street

“Hey, you okay? I was watching and…”

“Why didn’t you help?” I questioned

“Well you guys were all hyped up and like POW and bang and everything was too fast and…”

I pointed my Desert Eagle at him

“Hey, no need to, erm, err don’t kill me, own, common man”

‘BANG’

“Awwww, man! That was a new CD player I nicked, man,”

“If you didn’t play music in the beginning I would had more concentration”

“Man that’s all I need, a blown up car, a wife with a gun…I think, and a new CD player with a hole through it”

I sat up and pour some anodyne on my leg,

“Uuuuggghhh” I muffled, lucky I bought some along, I tied my tie around my wound hoping it would act as a bandage.

“I heard you name was Reducer?”

“Its Redfoxer” I said standing up

“Rriiggght, Hey mines Black Spider, How did you get your name? Was you born by a red fox or something?”

“How did you get your name? Was you born by a…” I asked

“Forget I asked” he replied

“Its because I’m fast, agile, cunning and very stealthy”

“You weren’t stealthy when you was shooting at me!!” he replied sarcasticly

“How did you get you name?” I asked
“Alright I’ll shut up, where are we going?”

“To my pad, how did you get your name?”

“Is your pad big?”

“Stop avoiding my question, I told you so you have to tell me”

“Promise you won’t laugh”

“Promise”

“Kay, its because I like Spiderman Comics,”

“You? At what? 24?”

“You said you wouldn’t laugh”

“I’m not!”

“And I also like The Uncanny Milk Woman by Howz”

“That Piece of shit?”

“What ya laughing at? It’s great!”

“That guy couldn’t draw to save his life!” I snickered

“Your just taking the piss man, anyway at least he’s better than that other guy Hyperjack”

“Amen to that”

It was a cold but brisk walk back to my pad

“Here we are, home sweet home”

“What don’t, tell me you live in here?”

“Yeah I do”

“Man, you’re a Fucking liar man, you mean you live in this mansion? You have to get paid like, what $2000 grand a week,”

“$3000 actually”

“What $3000 to pay for the house or get paid $3000?”

“To pay, I get $4000 a week”

“WHAT! You fucking liar, I only get paid $2.50 a day!”

“Tough call,”

“You Bastard, there’s enough room for an army!” he said lustfully, “I’m moving in!”

‘BOOOOMMMM!!!!’ my house just blew up

“I, I, I, I… I change my mind, I like my little bungalow”

“Fuck man that was my house, I guess they though I was inside”

“Goddam right, dontcha think they’re gonna search this place after”

“They’re Professionals, they don’t return to the crime scene,”

“Hey man we best get outta here this place is gunna be swarming with cops”

“Yeah, you’re right let’s go,”

It was late, or early depending on the way you look at it, I looked around; it was dark, I was concentrating on the sound of some one trying to kill me,

“Yo red, it’s okay that I call you that is it?”

“Yeah but I’m trying to concentrate”

“Do you want to buy a Rolex?”

“Nah, I already got one…”

I looked at my wrist

“Gimmie that back! Before I blow your brains out!”

“Okay, okay, no need to get your knickers in a twist,”

“Then don’t try an’ nick my stuff”

“Fine but you know I’m too slick for you man,”

“Yeah, I guess” I replied pulling his gun out of my trench coat pocket, “here’s your gun back”

I threw it to him,

“Hey man, watch where you throw that thing, you could have had my eye out! And how the HELL did you get that” he cried nervously,

We started to walk as a guy approached us,

“You Redfoxer?”

“Who wants to know?”

“Me, I’m Quickshot and I have news about his brother,”

As soon as he said that, there was something that I didn’t like about this guy, how did he know about my brother? There was definitely something suspicious going on.

“Yea, I’m Redfoxer, what’s ‘bout my brother?”

“I know what type of experiment they are conducting on him,”

“How do you know?”

“They was supposed to do it on me but I escaped”

“How did you get caught in the first place? With a name like that you probably coulda easily wasted those guys!” interrupted Black spider

“Hey man, I’m having a conversation here!” I replied to him

“Don’t worry, I got caught ‘cause I forgot to reload before the gun fight, very foolish of me”

“Hey man we’ve all done that before!” laughed Black Spider

“Hey man, would you butt out of my conversation!?” I said to him

“Fine, fine” he replied

“Anyway what type of…thing are they going to do to him?” I asked

“They’re going to inject a drug call animophidine, code named Spiff, it supposed to make you an evil killing machine and it pumps loads of adrenaline through your body to increase reaction time, but a wrong dose of even half a ml could effectively kill an elephant!”

“How did they make this drug?”

“They have a scientist named Brem X Jones”

“I see, well thanks for you help, we’ve got to go,” I replied as I started to walk into the distance,

“Yeah and remember to reload!” shouted out Black spider to him as he ran after me,

“Cold today huh?” Asked Black spider

“…”

I didn’t say anything, I was to busy planning my revenge,

“I said COLD TODAY HUH?” he repeated

“Shuttup man, I’m trying to think”

“You know what you problem is, you’re to cold and distanced,”

“You know what your problem is? You don’t ever shut up!”

“Man, where we going?”

“To meet up with Mr Chafe, hopefully unexpected, and why the hell are you following me? Are you some sorta sad bloke wi…”

“Sorry I don’t think I could let you do that,” a guy form behind an alleyway shadow said

“Do what? Who are you?”

“Meet with Onyushi. I am Cueball, they call me that because I always get my target, and I presume you are Redfoxer?”

“Yes I am and I presume you work for Mr Chafe”

“Very clever Mr Red, I have been following you all along, watching your tricks ands style, enough of the I presume, I am prepared for a dual with you…I presume you are ready?”

“Okay, just remove this guy from it,” I said pointing at Black spider

“Hey do you expect me to sit around while you guys try kill each other?” ask Black spider worryingly

‘BANG’ the Cueball had just shot at black spider but intentionally missed 

“Err, I’ll be just over there”

I reloaded my double Immagrams, realising I had only tree clips left, if I waste these two without killing him I’d only have one left, he reloaded his MP5, effectively I have about 50 more bullets the he did but he had more clips then I did so I had to waste this guy, fast.

We gripped our weapons, I was more of an advantage in manoeuvrability be he had more stopping power. If one of them hits me I’d be a dead man.
We stared each other in the eyes, hands moving slightly to adjust how we gripped the gun, feet spread apart ready to roll or duck or dive, heart pumping, sweat came down from my brow, just one sweat droplet, slid down my face and dropped slowly down, the world was silent as it was still asleep, the sun just about to come up, my sweat still making its way to the ground, ripping through the air down, down, down, ‘BLIP’ the sound echoed as it hit the floor. That was the sign to move.

He made the first move but diving to the left and started to shoot, I countered that by doing an air somersault and firing back, he flip up onto his feet as pieces of pavement was thrown everywhere, he done a back flip whilst all the bullets we ripping past him and he shot a couple of bullets back, I done a left cartwheel with on hand while shooting one of my Immagrams,

“Holy shit” you could quietly hear blackspider in the background, 

Cueball dived to the left to avoid my shots and fired back repeatedly, I ran with bullets and smoke in my wake, I jumped as soon as the bullets almost pierced the sole of my shoe and kick the wall to change my momentum, I spun and stood, Cueball had ran out of bullets in his SMG,

“You fight good, or should I say shoot and dance?”

“You’re a pretty nifty fighter yourself but you should release you finger from the trigger once in a while,” I smirked, we quickly began to reload our clips as I threw one of my Immagrams at him as it had no use but to slow him down but he had managed to finish in time and dive with his newly inserted clip in his gun. He shot and turned in mid air, I pulled back as three of his bullets ripped pass with pieces of my trench coat with it, I froze as his bullets were flying, my nerves were calm, my brain was steady and my heart rate slowed down, I was in a state called total focus, or ‘the zone’, that only the steady, most powerfully and agile gun ninjas could achieve, in this state no pain can hurt you, everything you do you will either do it consciously or subconsciously as your hands move as gracefully as if god was moving your hand for you, but if you lose your state of total focus you cannot return until you are sure you have mastered it. I know. Really, really cheesy crap but it’s true.
Adrenaline was pumping hard through my veins, Cueball was still firing rapidly at me, he stop and pulled back his lever on his SMG, I noticed he had changed his fire mode to three point burst, I starred into his dark, evil, depressing eyes as he raised his gun, I dove, pointed my gun to his head and

‘CLICK, CLICK, CLICK, thud’ I landed to the ground just below his feet, I lost my concentration,

“Awww, FUCK, I forgot to reload,” I said low fully

“Well, where you’re going you don’t need to reload!” said Cueball sharply

“Well, I’m just sorry but you knocked the eight ball in the side pocket,” I replied with a smirk growing across my face, my Immagram drop to the floor as my lucky Eagle came out of my sleeve,

‘Click’

“Ohhh Shit! Double FUCKERTY FUCK” I shouted out in angst,
“Foul shot,” said cueball

“Don’t worry, I got the spare,” said a familiar voice

‘BANG’

Cueball dropped beside me,

“Oooh I always wanted to make a funny caption up as I wasted a punk!” said Black spider gleefully

“Why did you interrupt our dance? And at least make a caption in the context. That was bowling…got the spare…” I replied angrily
“Hey man you was going to get killed, you should be thankful I save you ugly, hairy, yellow behind!”

“Yeah well I’m not,” I said harshly

“What, you mean you’d rather die than lose some dignity?”

“Yes”

“Man, you Chinese are so stuck up about, your honour and your precious dignity, fuck man why can’t you admit that you want to live?”

“Because…”

“Because what?”

Sirens of police car were getting closer, someone musta heard the gun shots and thought some one was robbing a bank so they call the blues,
“Because of that,” I said pointing to the police lights around the corner as I picked myself up and started to run”

“Fuck, man wait for me!” shouted Black spider chasing after me, I started to reload my guns while I was running, I didn’t want to bump into another Cueball and to find I have no bullets in my guns,

I put my guns back and wrapped my Desert Eagle, my lucky Desert Eagle in tin foil I had just found  on the ground, “This should get it pass the security…” I said to my self,

“What?” Shout Black spider as he was chasing me,
“Nothing!” I replied, I saw a wall to the left around the corner, I jumped onto the dustbins close to the first wall to climb then jump to the other side and kick the second wall so I went back to the direction of the first wall, and pulled myself up,

“Fuck man how do you expect me to get over?” Said Black spider worryingly

“Just do the same,” I replied,

“THE SAME??” he screamed “I don’t know no Chinese ninja karate funky shit!”
“Doesn’t matter, find another way up,” I said, “And quickly, the men in blue are about a minute behind you!”

I jumped down of the wall

“FREEZE, KYOTO POLICE!” 

Shit, I thought,

“PUT YOUR HANDS UP AND YOUR WEAPONS DOWN, YOU ARE UNDER ARREST FOR KILLING HANS MANOLEA” 

Hans Manolea, who the hell is that?

“Hey red, I got up by pulling myself up a drain pipe man…hard work but shuda seen it man…HOLY shit the feds?”

“Yeah we’ve been tangoed”

They search us for weapons,

“Holy shit! You got enough weapons to start a war, Gimmie them,” the man took my Immagram and my Berettas but didn’t notice my Eagle

“Holy shit man, a Glock 22 and a bag full of weed!”

“Hey that’s no weed, that’s, err, that’s opium, err, I need that to help my eyesight, look if I squint my eyes I can see better look, you see I’m partially sighted and…”

“Don’t worry about your ‘Opium’ we’ll just get forensics to check this out” interrupted one of the officers.
They put us in their car with handcuffs on our hands, behind our backs, and started to drive to the nearest police station, which was about 2 miles downtown, 

“You know, you could have at least warned me about the police before I jumped of the wall!” said Black spider in despair,

“Well I thought your ears were big enough to hear them shouting at me! Anyway it woulda looked suspicious that I was shouting ‘there are police on this side of the wall!’ to nobody!”

“Well now what are we going to do?”

“I don’t think we could do anything since we don’t have a guns or any type of weapons”

“Hey you two in the back, quite down, you know, it takes quite a lot of nerves to stop us from our break to make us pick you guys up you know!” The cop in front passenger seat muttered to us,

“Yeah, the other guys have probably eaten all the custard doughnuts!” Said the driver

“No way they probably eaten all the chocolate icing doughnuts, everybody loves chocolate, not custard”

“Hey man, custard’s the best!” The driver replied sharply

“Your both wrong, raspberry jam is the best filling for a doughnut!” interrupted Black spider,

“Shut up! Nobody likes that!” Both the drivers said in unison

“Yeah? Than why is it universal? Why does every DK meal get you a raspberry doughnut?”

“Maybe because they’re trying to get rid of it?” laughed the Passenger seat cop

“Or maybe they’re getting them cheap ‘cause nobody likes ‘em!” Both the drivers laughed

The car stopped as both the cops got out of the police car,

“We’re here,” said one of the cops as they brought us in.

“Yo, you guys get a load of this guy, he thinks jam doughnuts are the best!”

“Raspberry jam” added the other officer
“Yeah yeah, whatever” replied blackspider
“So you guys are here on the count of one homicide?” asked the officer behind the desk,
“Nope we dunno what we’re here for,” Replied Black spider,
“Don’t get smart with me, your names”

“William Tarnishing”

“Okay and yours?”

“Peter, Peter Bread”

“Peter Bread, huh, some weird name you’ve got, common you real name”

“What’s so funny ‘bout that?”

“OHHH! so it’s your real name eh? It just didn’t… any way, Will, so you’re the notorious Redfoxer, you have quite a rap sheet, and Black spider over here, your rap sheet is full of blanks, I though with that name you could of at least be mean enough to push somebody around,”

“Oh yeah I’ve killed a guy, I shot him in the back of his head, his name was CueBall,”

“CueBall eh??”
replied the officer intriguingly,
“What you don’t believe me eh?? Red here’s my witness”

“Ohh, I see”
“I don’t know this guy, he tried to steal my wallet and he’s been following me ever since…” I muttered,

“Dude! Why you being like this man, I thought we were best mates!”

“Mates? I only just met you! Are you gay or summit? Do you like watching me jump around?...oh I get it, you get a better view of my ass while I’m jumping, right?”

“Break it up you two quarrelling lovebirds, I believe you Peter…I’ll just put this on the computer…one homicide…one accomplice…” spoke the officer as he typed on his PC,
“You stupid idiot, you just committed yourself and put me down as an accomplice!” I shouted back at him,
“Hey no need to shout! And why didn’t you tell me!?”

“I didn’t think you’d include me as well…but here we are!” I smirked
“Guys I’ll show you to your cells, this is where you are going to be sleeping for the night”

The police man locked us into the cell, it was a cold and dark cell and I looked closely on the wall, Power man, was etched onto the wall, I wonder who he was,

“Pssssttt”

“Shut up black, I’m trying to think”

“But it’s not me!”

“Then who is it then?”

“Psssstttt, behind the bars from the window” a strange voice said

“Who is it?” I replied

“I’m Tinkerbeast and he’s Cannon fodder now turn round were going to bust you out, we turned around and closed out eyes,

‘Ffiniiiownn’ just a slight sound was heard as we turned around to find the metal bars were gone

“Whoever is the one Redfoxer come with us”

I obliged and climbed out of the cell to follow them down the alley

“Why do you want me?” I asked

“You want to see you brother alive? Then don’t ask any questions”

That was enough for me,

“What about Black spider?” I asked

“He can come” they replied,

We started to walk down the long alley behind the police station. I checked my rolex, I was scratched from all of the fights but I could just make out the time. It was 4.40 in the morning. Tinkerbeast was leading the way as cannon fodder covered the flank to make sure we weren’t going to turn around and run. As me and Black was walking down the alley Tinkerbeast turned around and a coy smile crept across his face…

“I’m sorry but I can’t let you see where we’re going…” as I turned round as I got hit by Cannon fodder and his baseball bat, I dropped down cold.

“Ugghh”

“I see you are back with us,” said Tinkerbeast, I looked up to see what was going on,

“You could of used a less cruder way of making us not see where we were going, like blindfolding us” I replied back to him, I looked around but everything was blurred, “I think you might of gave me a concussion” I blink two of three times, trying to regain my forty-forty vision.
“Sorry but we had to take no chances” everything started to come into focus, I looked to the left, Black spider was still out, drooling, I looked to my right, and I saw what I needed to see. It felt good, to see him again, it didn’t matter that I was in a vulnerable position,
“Brother, what have they done to you?” he didn’t reply but just sat there,

“No time for a happy reunion, but he can’t speak ‘cause if he does he dies, and if you look in front of you, besides me you’d see a very nice but very expensive chemistry set,”

“Project Spiff” I spouted, the words just uttered out of my mouth. My head was still spinning but was starting to calm,
“Very clever, I see some one had told you so I don’t need to give you one of them over exaggerated but stupid talks on what I plan to do as all evil super villains do…I never understand why they always capture the hero and never kill them when they have the chance. I’m afraid to report to you that Quickshot has been recaptured and tested on but he died, just proves to you that there is no escape”

“What are you planning to do with me,” I couldn’t move because I was all tied up,

“I’d like you to meet Brem X Jones, our legendary scientist, I’m sure you’ve heard of him”

“…” 

My mind was blank; I didn’t want to believe what he was talking about,

“As you can see, in front of you is where the experiment is but it can wait, nothing is as good on an empty stomach,”

He started to leave, I wanted him to leave, and I didn’t want to become a lab rat for some bogus experiment,

“If you need me I’ll be in the cafeteria on the 32nd floor, I’ll be having a budwiser and a nice hot bowl of won tun soup”

“Why do we need to know that? It’s not like were going to be going anywhere soon!” 

“True, true but I just want you to think about food…which is what I’m doing,”

He left the room with one goon to take care of the door, just in case I made a break for it, man the guard sure was a stupid fool, he was listening to his Sony Walkman, and I think he was listening to Britney Spears, he left me with a chance to escape,

“Bother…what have they done to you?” I asked

“They haven’t done anything but they will do soon if we don’t escape”

“I know,”

Black Spider was regaining conscious,

“Whe…Where the hell are we?”

“Hell! And its gunna become more realistic if we don’t escape”

“Wha…?”

“James, fill him in I have to think of a way out”

James started to talk to Black and started filling him in the glory details,

“You see, he doing an experiment and…” James continued

I had to think of a way out… I know, I rocked on my chair and dropped, Thud, clink clink drip, drip,

I turn around to notice a beer bottle had dropped and was dripping into the mixture of animophidine which they were going to inject into us later on, I tried to pull myself up but I couldn’t, I nudged the table with my foot and ‘SMASH’ the beer bottle dropped and broke, I pushed one of the shard towards me and pushed it onto the rope, I started to cut the rope with the shard of glass but then I heard some footsteps, so I put the glass into my sleeve,

“Tut, tut, I knew you was going to try to escape Red, I can call you that, can’t I? Even if I can’t you won’t be here for long, Brem, inject them all!”

Brem started to walk towards the evil concoction and put some in his syringe,

“Nice knowing you guys,” I started to struggle to break the rope but no avail, Brem started to walk but then stopped,

“Why are you stopping?”

“Which one should I inject first?”

“Any! Just hurry up!”

He started to walk towards me, the coldness of the steel spike poking just under my flesh, squirming towards my veins,

“Uggarr” I muffled,

“Oh just scream in pain Red, your about to die anyway, who cares about your dignity?” said Cannon Fodder, coldly and harshly, I could feel the liquid pulse around my body, defusing with my blood, Flowing, flowing, 

“Your next Blue!” Said Tinker Bell, “Looks like Brem put a bit to much in the syringe but we’ll put less in you,”

Things started to blur, everything started to mix together into one big colour, then all the colours turned black and swallowed me whole, I was screaming but no-one could hear me, there was no reply, suddenly it went quite, “Hello?” I shouted out, no reply still, I started to walk and while I was walking a path seemed to appear from the ground, I followed it then a sign post came out of the blackness, with writing all over it, it was unreadable, it read Bonjour après du supermarché, What is this crazy alien language I though to myself, could it be a sort of symbol, I notice one of the sign had E11T on it, and another had 666, wait I thought, 11 in roman numerals equals XI, EXIT, exit!

“William, William!” I heard somebody calling, it was coming in the direction in which the Exit sign pointed, I started to run towards it, William! I was running faster and faster, I saw a white light at the horizon, I carried on running towards it. Suddenly I fell and the light engulfed me…
“WHU!!!” I woke up in immense sweat, only to notice that I had woke up from a horrible nightmare and that Black and James were standing around me.

“Jeez man, you had us worried for a sec then!” said Black spider wiping his brow.

“Thanks for the concern but no need to sweat for it” I replied”

“It’s just good to see that you are alive,” James said

“I think the beer that defused with the mixture saved me from a fatal injection, where are we?”

“It looks like we’re in the basement”

“That’s a bit stupid, the Cannon left the baseball bat here,”

I picked up the bat, it was sticky and warm from my own blood, I felt towards the back of my head where Cannon Fodder had hit it, a massive lump and a whole lot of pain from that bruise, I think I bumped it when I dropped but I’m too dazed to know what the hell is going on,

“Hey,” I said feeling my sleeve,

“My Desert Eagle is still here, I don’t believe that, it’s a good hiding place but not that good!”

I release my Desert Eagle and pushed the clip out, still a full clip, 13 bullets, luckily equals, with my aiming, 13 people, but too loud, it’ll send the whole department down on us, have to use stealth tactics.

I walked towards the door and turn the handle, it was locked.
“Hey, I see your tryin’ to escape, don’t worry, even if you break the door down I have a H&K USP .45 Tactical, nicked it from some navy seal tryin’ ta escape!”

I picked up the baseball bat and gave it to James,

“Okay, now I open this door and you hit him with the bat!”

I walked to the door, put my hands in my pocket and searched for something to pick the door with, a piece of glass was all I found, from the broken beer bottle, worth a shot, I thought to myself,

I pushed it in and gave it a few turns and suddenly…nothing,

“Crap, I can’t open the door,”

“I know,” said Black Spider amusingly “ARHHHH A SPIDER!!!!!” he screamed, I pointed at him in confusion but he raised one finger to his lip,

“OH MY GOD IT’S GOING THRUOGH THE DOOR HANDLE!!!” he carried on,

‘Ping, Ping’ a few shots were shot at the handle and I pointed to James as I opened the door,

WHACK, Thud, he was out cold,

“Hey, how did you know?”

“Well lot’s of people hates spiders, it’s just lucky he’s dumb enough”

I searched him and took out his gun,

“For once I'm glad to have you around Black!...Well whada ya know, he weren’t lying!”

I flip the H&K to James and threw him the silencer too, then I dragged the goon into the basement, had to hide our tracks.
“We need to be stealthy right? I gotta plan…”

“I heard some footsteps over here,”

“Ahem can’t a guy get a little service around here?” said Black Spider

“What the hell!” the guard took out his gun and

‘THWACK’ I swang down from the ceiling grate and smashed him over his head with the bat,
‘Thud’ he went down cold, I the proceeded to pull him into the basement and place him next to the first guard.
I searched this guy and I found a PP7 silenced and a card with ‘MR CHAFE’S PRINTING FIRM’ on the top with the address and his work number, I placed the PP7 in my pocket and gave Black Spider the bat, 

“But I want the gun!” moan Black, 

“You can have one later, after we go to the printing firm,”

“Awww, man! But you got two! And after all we’ve been through together! Stop being greedy!”

We turn around the corner and took out a few henchmen along the way,

“Were almost at the exit”

We turned around the last corner and I saw a black limousine started to speed away.

As they were speeding away I noticed one of the men threw what had appeared to be a greenish bottle, a beer bottle, before I knew it, a Moltolv cocktail, a very nasty piece of work, as fast as my reaction could go I screamed “DUCK” and we all hit the ground as fire was flown all around us, the room started to get smoky and I knew we had to get out soon or we’d die in the flames,

I looked around, where’d Black go? I didn’t see him anywhere in my sights,

“Blue, you run out while I look for Black,” I shouted out,

“Okay!” he replied, making a brief dash for the door, I looked around furiously but all I saw was flames and smoke, I couldn’t see, my eyes started to water, “BLACK!! WHERE ARE YOU?!?” I scream at the top of my voice, there was no reply, I shouted again, still no reply, I started to wade through the fire and smoke only inches from the flames, and I saw a shadow in the distance, “Black! Is that you?” I shouted out, I started to walk towards the figure, “Black, we need to get outta here! What are you waiting for? Let’s go!” I shouted underneath the crackle and pops from the fire and the sound of thing being burnt and dropping,

I looked to the left and notice a pipe running along the floor, ‘uh oh,’ I said to myself, it was a gas pipe, I grabbed Black and started to run for the exit suddenly a guy stopped me,

“Red where you going, ain’t ya gonna get us out of here?” the voice sounded familiar, it was black spider,

“Then who is this? And how comes I always got to be the one who saves you goddam ass” I uttered in confusion,

I turn the guy around; it was the bodyguard, who was guarding the door,

“HOW the HELL did you get out?!”

“NO time for that!” he reached for his gun,”

“Naughty, naughty, do you think we’d throw you in there with a gun?”

“Uhh…” the guy was confused and knew he was beaten; I pulled out my gun and raised it to his head,

“Please don’t kill me” he started to plead but assassins don’t take it in,

‘THWACK’

‘THUD’
I socked him right in between the eyes and knocked him out, my knuckles were aching,

“I haven’t done that in a while!” I said, I grabbed Black spider a rushed to the door, we both jumped out through the window,

‘SMASH’

We landed on sharp pieces of glass, and then we picked ourselves up, we started to walk, me, blue and black,

“Red, why didn’t you kill that guy?” black said to me

“He was going to die anyway, plus I wanted to try out my punch” I replied to him

“Maybe, you’re going soft,” black teased, I punched him square in the chin

“OOWWW! That hurt! Why did you do that for?”

“To prove I weren’t soft”

“That’s no reason!” black said

“Fine, you don’t shut up, that’s what’s it for”

We started to walk away;

‘BOOMMM’ the whole complex blew sky high,

“That’s probably the gas”

“Yeah, you probably farted” black said sarcastically, clutching his jaw, I gave him another jab in the shoulder,

“OOWWW!!”

“Hey I’m getting good at this punching thing!”

“Where do we go now?” James said,

“Well we first go to an ammunition store to get some weapons and we’ll figure out the rest,”

“Kay”

We were inside a Guns store, to be precise the blood bath guns store, it was 1pm in the afternoon, we all had a rough night, I felt my bruise on my head, it was feeling less swollen then the day, or night, before,

“Hey red look, it’s a Beretta 92FS, it’s made of aluminium alloy so it’s a real light weight!”

“Get it then”

“Oh common you’ve never got me anything before and you make so much more money than me…plus you got the feds to nick my gun”

“Did not”

“Did to”

“Did not”

“Will just buy him the gun, please,” James said trying to break up the arguing

I bought black spider the gun and he was so happy, he started to show off,

“Oooh, I feel like a kid in some kind of a store!” Black said gleefully

“Didn’t your gang ever get you guns and don’t you think they might wonder where you are?” I asked him

“Err, well about that, I’m not in a gang, I was trying to look big in front of you, he truthfully said

“Then how did you get that Glock?” I wondered

“I found it behind some bins next to a dead person”
“Ewwww…”
I started to walk around the shop and I started spending all my money, I felt like Rambo and I wanted Mr chafe’s head so much! I bought a Mossberg shotgun because it was more easier to conceal then the Benelli M5 counter-part and a FAMAS for James, I got myself a Ster Aug while I got James the Bullpup and Black’s favorite choice a AK47, I also bought two new Immagrams since I had thrown mine away and two Berettas as well as spare clips for them. We were now loaded for the battle ahead and now I had no more money on me. We travelled a long distance to get to Tokyo the Capital of Japan and we now had to look for Mr Chafe’s printing firm.

We walked around looking and looking,

“Hey James, you and Black go together, and we’ll split up, it’ll take less time, and Black can protect you and you can protect Black, Okay?”

“Sure”

So we split up, I carried on walking down the street, it was more noisier then Kyoto will ever be, people walking around everywhere, neon lights flashing and the sun just setting, I looked at my rolex, it was now 8pm, I took us a long time to get here so lets hope it’ll be worth it.

“Aha” I said to myself

“Mr Chafe, we now meet”

I was staring at a very large complex and I noticed that two guards were at the front so I clambered up a wall and jumped onto the ledge of the complex,
“Ohh man, it’s a quite night tonight isn’t it,” said a guard to the other

“Yeah man, everyone’s going home,”

“What the…do you hear that?”

I jumped down from the ledge and shot the two guards, with my PP7 in one hand and Ster Aug in the other, right in the chests

“Uggh” one of them mumbled as the both fell to the ground in a slump, I walk in through the front entrance but I seem to like to stir up trouble rather than go it silent, guess Eagle was right about my gung ho Chinese heritage but I’m not the type who likes to take somebody out about 500ft away, this may sound twisted but we like getting up close and personal, right into the action and smell the taste of fresh blood being spawn from your opponent, we assassins are courageous and get stuck right in the middle, I carried on walking down straight until I reached the reception,

“Hey your not s’posed to be in here!” the guy called out as he raised his hand to reveal a 9mm Glock18, I pulled out my Mossberg and gave him a new lead heart as a load of pellets went through his body and gave him a fatal exit wound, blood was gushing everywhere on the floor where he was lying, I went on the computer terminal and used my mastered electrical skills to hack into the main frame,

AHA! The so called Mr Chafe was in the Buissness confrence on the 56th floor, the top floor, I checked on all the cameras and switched them off just in case one of them decided that it would make my life harder by going off and setting the sentry guns on me, to bad I couldn’t use the sentry guns to my advantage, they seem to be locked somehow, needed a key, oh well the more to kill the merrier, well for me, I needed to get some practice in anyway,

“Hey you what did you… oh my god! You killed Kenny!” Screamed a clerk who ran into the room.
“You bastard!” I screamed as I dived to his left and shot him in the leg deliberately in his knee,

“ARRGGGHHH MY LEEEGGGG!!!” I went up to him to put him out of his misery and pulled the trigger on my Ster Aug,

I ran up the flight of steps one by one by one by one, man this was getting tiring, how many steps did I climb, thirty? Forty? I didn’t know but all I knew was I had to reach the top floor, the top floor at last! I thought it would never end. I open the door,

“Shit!”

There were guards all over the place, looks like the top floor had more security, I reloaded my Mossberg just in case, and I didn’t want any thing to happen wrongly! I blasted the door off and that was my grand opening, I dove to my left and shot and did a 180 turn in mid air to shoot the guy on the opposite side, they both went flying through the air as the force of a 12 gauge went through them, I landed and slid across the floor and checked how many bullets left, 9 more, I ran down the corridor to where I suspected the board room would be, woops, five people, dam, dive and shoot I thought, I pulled out my Ster Aug and dived as I held the trigger as the bullets made a line through one person to the last, well that was a waste of a Ster Aug I forgot to buy any extra ammo for my big rifles and shots but I had plenty for my SMG Immagram and Dual Berettas, I ran down the corridor to progress and chucked my hefty empty clipped Ster and it knocked out the guy,

Hey! I’m travelling in squares!

I looked at a map on the wall when some bullets took out the map. I turned around.

“Hello Redfoxer, or can I call you red, you know you really have been talked about you know, so many people want you dead, and you are just one man, how can you not get killed?” asked a man in Chinese robes.
“Well, first off I’m a man with a gun and second, I intend to keep it”

“Well I will have to pry your gun away from you when you dead, for I know you are a good fighter of the gun dance but so am I”

“So you really think you’re good?”

“Yes I do and my name is Last Game, you can predict why I am called that can’t you, for everyone who has played, it had been their last game” He replied

“So you wanna go one on one now?” I asked
“Yes I prefer now since I am booked the whole weekend”

I looked up on the ceiling; I saw a ceiling grate and a glass roof,

“Fine by me!” I dived to the left and shot my shotgun twice, it made big dropping holes but unfortunately only in the wall, Last game made a break and done a wall dive and shot at me at what seemed to be a JackHammer, a lethal automatic shotgun just like the Siaga but with more ammunition in the clip, the spread of the pellets was like a nail bomb gone wrong and was all flying in my direction but I dived to the left quite quickly and rolled on the ground cocking my Mossberg in rythm to his shooting, once, twice and then I turned round to shoot him, a wide spread of pellets came out of the barrel of my shot and blasted his left hand off, blood was gushing out but somehow he wasn’t responding to the pain, instead of screaming in agony he just put his JackHammer to his left elbow and blew of the remaining part of his hand, I stood there in blind confusion, why the hell did he blow his own hand off for, I wondered,

“I know what your thinking but this just shows you that I have the ability to withstand pain no matter how painful it is, also I have no use for this arm no more,” I said quite knowingly, he then proceeded to dive to the left and blasted another 3 shells as I backfilpped onto a chair, almost slipping on the blood squirting out of Last Games hand. If I can get him to miss for a few more minutes, he’ll go unconscious from blood loss, so I then jumped up to grab hold of the ceiling while blasting another 2 shots, and subconsciously checking that there was only 2 shots left, quickly letting go of the railing and blasting the last two in succession,
‘Click, click’ the sound of an empty gun echoed faintly around the corridor…
“Too bad you have no more ammo,”

“Nope but I still have a gun!” I threw the empty Mossberg at him but he shot it out of the air with his JackHammer, I reckoned he still had about 3 shots left before he needed to reload,

“Too bad, no more gun!” laughed Last Game, as he pulled up his Jack,

I started to run in zigzags hoping he would run out of ammunition as he shot, one,

“You can run but then you’ll die” smirked Last Game, Bang, two, I dove as he shot his last shot, it ripped through my trench coat,

“That was my new trench coat, and by the way I do have a gun, what you don’t know can kill you” my Eagle came out from hiding like an eagle which has spotted his prey and has emerged from the shadows to kill,

“Unlucky, Gameover,” I slyly remarked 

‘BANG’ his was gone like he was never there, ‘thud’ a soft sound hit the floor as I released him from the demons which made him a demon of his own calibre, geddit calibre, aw forget it,

I carried on proceeding down the corridor to the boardroom, ‘Bang’ I shot the lock down as I made my grand entrance to the lair of hell,

“Hi Mr chafe, bye Mr chafe” I quickly said as I shot my desert eagle in his head and dived to continue shooting people in the head, one of the men took out a gun but I shot him in the hand with a sideways cartwheel with no hands and got right up to him and blasted him one in the head, and that’s the end of that story, I stopped pressing down on the trigger, smoke was coming out of my gun and as I do I had to make a silly remark,

“Smoking can seriously damage your health,” I started to walk out of the building,

“OI! YOU STOP! You see this? It’s a bomb and your gonna die!” he started to laugh with a menacing grim which is one of those faces that’ll haunt you forever, I looked him strait in the eyes and I saw his terror, I saw that he was afraid of me but I also saw the madness in his eyes, the eyes that say ‘FUCK LIFE’ and ’If I’m going down I’m taking you with me’ sort of eyes, I pulled up my Eagle and shot him in the head, I stopped him but I couldn’t stop the bomb, It was encrypted with a sort of code that even I didn’t understand, but all I could figure out was I had ten minutes to get my ‘chubby, hairy, yellow ass outside the building or I’ll be flying with the birds, I started to retrace my steps and started to run the way I came, 

‘SMASH’ 
Glass shards came smashing down onto the parpet floor, the royal red carpet was stained with the not-so-royal red blood, Last Games blood, dead mans blood,

“Hello, old chum!” said a mysterious voice, which sounded familiar,

“Eagle, I thought you was dead, I shot you!” I said blindly confused,

“Yeah you shot me all right, in the arm!” screamed Eagle

“Dam I turned away so the blood wouldn’t splatter in my face!”

“That’s too bad” Eagle raise his New shiny Eagle, a Siver coloured Eagle with gold plating,

“I got this just for you, do you like it?” smirked Eagle, he sure did have a lot of time to dedicate for revenge, like he had nothing better to do, I raised my Eagle to his head as he raise his Eagle to my head,

“’Common, what’s with all the fighting, let’s just pool our bullets this time, we don’t have any grudges against each other do we?” I confronted him

“Yeah we do, YOU SHOT ME!” Blasted Eagle, “I’ve been waiting to do this,” He slowly pulled the trigger,

 ‘CLICK’ “Fuck man I forgot to reload!”

“Well now it’s my turn,” I boastfully said, 

‘CLICK’ “Fuck, I forgot to reload!” I said in horror as I opened the magazine to check if I was right,

“Errmm, since we both forgot to reload lets leave it at this, there is a bomb in the building you know,”

“So? I want my revenge” Eagle said ”taste the eagle knife!” he quickly pulled out and threw the knife and it went strait pass me and got suck onto the wall, I walked up to it to examine it, it was a all silver, stain resistant metal, with his name etched onto is with a few stains of blood,

“What the fuck is that!” I cried in a high-pitched voice, 

“Err…”

“You call that an eagle knife? That a fucking, bloody butter knife and it must be cheap because it ain’t bloody stain proof! And you have a really, I mean really bad aim”

I turned around to use the elevator but I wasn’t working, I turned round to walk to the stairs while Eagle was still trying to get the knife out of the wall,

“Hey Red, did we miss the fun?” Black said as he was running up the stairs,

“You miss the main part but there still a mini game of ‘run out the building ‘cause theres a bomb in it and we only have 2 minutes to go,”

“What the…Let’s get out of here then!”

We turn round when all of a sudden Black turned around and had a good look at Eagle,

“Hey I remember you!” Black reminisced,
Eagle turned around to take one glance at black when he pulled out his knife and started to run towards the conference room

“OI! YOU COME BACK HERE!” Black started run after Eagle

“Hey black there’s a bomb in…Hey!” I started to run after him,

‘Smash!’ Eagle dived through the Windows and landed fifty floors down down, both me and black went to take a look, he landed in a Lake,

“Dam that sonofabitch,”

“What?” I asked,

“He owed me a fiver since 3 years ago, I thought I knew him”

I glanced over at the bomb as I saw the timer on it, 10secs!

“Quickly Black, jump!”

“I’m not fucking jumping down there!” pointed black!

I grabbed him and jumped,

“What the…AAARRRRRGGGGHHHHHHHH!!!!!” 
‘SPLASH’ ‘SPLASH’

We both dove fifty floors or more down into the lake, I quickly resurfaced and Black followed, ‘BOOM!!!!!’ The Whole building blew up and there were flames coming out of the top floor, balls of fire, 

“Why did you not warn me?!” scolded Black

“What so you wouldn’t of minded if I let you die?”

“No, BUT YOU COULD OF FUCKIN’ WARNED ME!”

“Oh suttup before I pop your lips and drown you,” I quickly remarked, “You just lucky you had some airbags,”

We both made a swim for the shore while Black was still going on and on, I saw James at the edge of the lake looking up at the skyscraper,
“Hey brother, how are you doing?” I asked James when I got to the edge,

“I was doing good, but Black doesn’t shuttup!”

“Tell me about it!” we both laughed

“So where are we going now?” Black asked,

“Were going far away from here” sirens were everywhere as fire brigades were on the scene as police will follow shortly, “besides I feel like some wun ton soup and I need to get a new house,”

We started to walk away from the scene of the crime when I heard the sound of footsteps along the cement floor; I turned around to see a man shrouded in shadow,

“Hey Redfoxer I’m Blackjack and I want a gun dance,”

“Aww man! Why does this not end!” I pulled out my Immagrams and dove…
