


Inside the bank, Jack Jordan was just about ready to punch the other man in the face and have done with 

it. It’s his bloody fault things got like this. A crack broke through the noise of their voices stunning him into 

silence. Another sound too. Glass. Jack hit the floor as the second bullet punctured the glass to his left and 

buried itself into his shoulder.

Sitting with his back to the wall, he cupped the ruined shoulder with a hand to stem the flow of blood. Barry, 

with whom he had been arguing, was now silent. A thin stream of blood was forming a puddle on the floor 

around his head. Jack used his foot to drag a shotgun toward him, which he had dropped as the second pro-

jectile entered the room.

The would-be robber suddenly noticed that he was the only one still alive in the building. Two other men had 

entered the bank at lunchtime, when only two cashiers, one security guard and five customers were present. 

All of these were now dead. He had no illusions though, he knew the next time he popped his head above the 

window sill he would have it blown off. For now at least, no-one would try and enter the building whilst there 

might be a hostage still alive.

The events played out again in his mind: First in was Jack himself. He pushed the last two bodies in the queue 

to the ground and jabbed his shotgun in the faces of the remaining customers, who quickly obliged by drop-

ping to the floor. Pete, his mate, came in behind him - gave the orders to the tellers and tossed them his grey 

sports-bag. Last in was Andy. Fucking prick. They were in control and doing nicely, when some old couple 

came up to the door. As soon as the bloke had his nose on this side of the glass door, Andy went and blew 

it off. Most of his head came away too because Andy was right next to the poor sod, guarding the entrance. 

The bloke’s missus did a runner and Andy blasted out the rest of the glass from the door trying to drop her 

too. Naturally, everyone else in the room, none too pleased with this, tried to get away.

Jack looked at the faces around him, each twisted in pain and thick with blood. All Jack could smell was the 

blood. Copper. He thought. Smells like bleedin’ copper.

Jack spotted a young girl next to him, the first to be shot. She had been flung against the wall by the force 

of the gunshot and the floor around her was littered with slips of paper - receipts of transactions. She had an 

unreadable expression on her face, as if caught between emotions when the shot had flung her backwards. 

She looked at him almost accusingly.

“I didn’t friggin’ do it, ya bitch.” Jack shouted at her and launched his boot into her face. Her nose practically 

disintegrated on impact and the second kick rammed most of her top teeth into the back of her throat. The 

third kick whipped her head around with a sickening crack of bone. Jack realised he had just broken the dead 

woman’s neck.

To be continued...
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