You Don’t Know Jack

By Keiko Tanaka


 Jack Fraser walked up to the elevator and stood beside Ling, who had already pressed the down button.


Ling was a hot Asian-American chick who was a project manager in the office.  The blonde highlights in her natural jet black hair made her dark good looks even more striking.  Enough mascara circled her narrow almond shaped eyes to make the deep brown in them stand out more.  Ling was shapely like a fashion model and always wore very attractive clothes that showed enough leg and cleavage while still on the right side of being business like.


Jack had to be honest.  He had been waiting for Ling to head toward the exit in order to ride down with her.  He might have been married but he was a red blooded male.


Ling was the type of woman that the devil would have created just to entice a man to go over to the dark side.  If God saw fit to answer a man’s prayers for the perfect woman, Ling would have been the result.  Though she was a bit sinister looking for an angel.  


The elevator opened and they walked inside.  Only after they walked inside and the door shut did Ling speak to him.


“Heading out, Jack?” Ling asked, hitting the floor button to the basement.


“Yep.”


Ling smiled one of those smiles where she was sharing a private joke.  “So, are you coming to the pistol range with me, or do you want to come home with me and have me the way you’ve always wanted?”


Jack could not help but smile as Ling looked at him expectantly, those generous lips curved into that knowing smile.  This banter had been ongoing almost since the day they met.  Ling was a very sexual person, and although she would never bring it up in their business environment, when they were alone, she brought it up at every opportunity.  Ling wanted him, and did not hide the fact that she was disappointed he had not broken his marriage vows yet to have her.


She knew Jack was attracted to her.  Hell, most of the men and a few of the women in the office were attracted to Ling.  Most would give their right arm to be where he was now.


“I’ll come to the pistol range with you,” Jack suddenly said.  “I want to talk to you about something anyway.”


Ling walked up to him, pressed that luscious body against him.  “Probably not what I’m hoping it is.”  She moved away as the elevator arrived at the ground floor.


When the doors opened, she stalked through the lobby and out the doors, not looking at him.  Jack followed at a distance, then went out into the bright sun.


“We’ll take my car,” Ling called over her shoulder as she headed for her red Mitsubishi.


“So, why are you here?” Ling said around the smoldering Saratoga cigarette dangling from her mouth as she loaded the last bullet into the Beretta’s magazine.  She slammed it into the butt and chambered a round.  “You didn’t come just to watch me shoot.”


Ling raised the gun and emptied the magazine into the target as Jack watched. An impressive grouping through the target’s heart and three additional in the head, he noticed when she was finished.   She ejected the empty magazine into her empty palm, loaded the spare one, then chambered the first round.


Jack walked behind her, pressed his body against hers from behind.


Ling gasped as she felt his manhood growing against her, his hands reaching around her for her breasts.  The cigarette dropped from her mouth as his lips roamed her neck.


“Oh, baby,” Ling breathed.  “I’ve wanted you to do that for so long….”


She turned and kissed him deeply, hungrily, the gun lying against the small of his back.  Ling moaned into his mouth as his hands grabbed her buttocks, pulling her closer.


There was a definite tent in his Dockers now as he longed to be free.  Ling’s free hand moved down to his belt to free him.  Then Jack pushed back.  “Ling….” he began.


“Oh, no, you fucking bastard,” Ling said, sticking the barrel of the gun into his stomach.  “You are finishing what you started.”  Her eyes were hard.  “NOW.”


Jack smiled at her and unfastened his belt.  Ling’s eyes went down to his waist and smiled when he pushed his underwear off his hips and she saw what he had for her.


Ling kicked off her high heels and pushed off her skirt and underwear in one motion.  She was so wet for him it hurt.  Ling had wanted him in her for so long and he wasn’t going to deny her now that she was so close.


She stroked the length of him with the barrel of her gun and was pleased it turned him on, unbelievably making him harder than he already was.  Ling looked at him expectantly, her eyes hooded with her lust for him.


Jack lifted her up then brought her down on him.  He slid into her easily, him being hard as iron and her being so wet.


“Oh, yes!” Ling cried as he filled her with the entire length of him.


She wrapped her legs around him and he slammed her against the counter where her spare clip and bullets were.  Ling took the gun from the middle of his back and laid it on the counter.  She was afraid she would pull the trigger and shoot someone in her passion.


Jack was in and out of her like a piston as her pleasure grew.  Ling craved him like an alcoholic craved a drink.  She moaned louder and louder as her pleasure grew, she was sure there was no doubt in the other booths what they were doing, and she didn’t fucking care.


Every muscle in her body spasmed as she had her first orgasm.  It got even more intense as she felt his seed flowing into her over and over.


Ling wasn’t finished with him by a long shot.


“So can I finally kill your wife?” Ling said against his chest when they were finally done, her legs like jelly.  He was leaning against a wall which was holding him up, and somehow he was holding her up.


“Not quite yet, baby,” Jack said, caressing her hair.  “We have other plans to make first.”


“I am going to give you a blowjob you won’t forget just for saying that,” Ling said as she sank down to her knees.


“I couldn’t possibly,” Jake said.


Ling chuckled as her lips moved around him.  “I think you can,” her muffled voice said later as she noticed him growing with her ministrations.


Jack grabbed her by the hair as his pleasure grew.  


“I need you to take care of something for me,” Jack told her.


He heard a chuckle from below.  “I think I am.”


Jack’s eyes bulged out of his head as he couldn’t take it much longer.  Ling was right about how much he would enjoy this.


He let go with a groan, and Ling drank greedily.


When it was over, Ling sat back on her legs.  She looked up at him with her beautiful dark brown eyes.


“I am your willing slave, darling,” Ling said.  “Command me.”


So he did.


Jack and Ling walked down the corridor behind the pistol range to a lot of guys trying not to stare but Ling was hard not to stare at.


“Damn,” more than one muttered as the couple walked past, making Jack feel like an even luckier man than he felt right now.  He was sure more than one of these redneck types had wanted to experience what he did with Ling since they first saw her come to the shooting range.


Ling seemed to bask in the public attention.  Her haughty manner told them all she was proud of what they had done.


“I would have fucked her too,” the guy on the end of the aisle said softly as they walked past.


Jack couldn’t help but laugh.  Ling joined him in laughter as the door swung shut behind them.


Ralph opened the door to see Ling standing there.


She wore a white silk blouse with a black leather skirt.  Her Beretta, now equipped with a silencer, was in her waistband in the middle of her back, out of view for the moment.  Her long hair was piled on top of her head.  She wore short black leather gloves.


Ralph couldn’t help but smile at the beautiful woman standing in the doorway.


“Hi,” Ling said.  “Sorry to bother you but my car broke down.  Can I use your phone?  I left my cell at work like an idiot.”


“Oh, sure,” Ralph said, gesturing for her to come in.


Ling slipped in, keeping her back away from him so he couldn’t see the huge gun behind her.


“Thanks,” she said, maintaining eye contact with him.  “You’re a life saver.”


“It’s no problem,” Ralph said.  “Not that big a deal.”


Ling smiled.  “Too bad that you said that.  I was hoping to get a chance to prove my gratitude.”


She stepped toward him and he moved toward her.  Then Ling jammed the pistol up under his chin.


“You have one chance to keep your brains in your head,” Ling growled sharply.  “The ticket.  Now.”


“OK, OK,” he stammered, sweat suddenly pouring down his face.


Ling followed him into the den, covering him with her gun.  He pulled out a drawer and then reached inside.


She darted forward, slammed the drawer on his hand.  He howled in pain.


“You got a gun in there, motherfucker?” Ling snapped.  She cocked her gun.  “I warned you.”


“STOP!” Ralph cried.  “OK.  You win.”  He reached toward his back pocket.  “Just getting it out of my wallet.”


“I’m losing patience,” Ling shot back.


Ralph opened the wallet, pulled out the ticket, held it out to her.


“How the hell did you know?” he asked as she snatched the ticket from his hand.


“I guess you don’t know Jack,” Ling laughed, then shot him right between the eyes.


She kissed the ticket, then looked down at Ralph’s body a moment before letting herself out.


“Here you go,” Ling said, handing the ticket to Jack.


“You did it,” jack said as she hugged him.


“Fuck yeah!” Ling replied.  “Two hundred million fucking dollars?  Are you kidding me?  Who do I have to kill?”


“I bet he enjoyed being robbed in that outfit,” jack said, smiling at her.


“We’ll never know,” Ling said, lighting up a Saratoga.


Jack grabbed her by the arms.  “What did you do?”


Ling blew smoke in his face.  “No fucking witnesses.”


“I didn’t tell you to do that,” Jack snapped.


“I might do anything for you, baby, but you’re not my fucking boss,” Ling replied sharply.  She put the cigarette between her lips and grabbed him by the front of the pants, pulling him toward her.  “Now…” Ling said, unfastening his jeans, “pulling that trigger and blowing that bastard’s head off made me extremely horny.  And you, big boy, are going to take care of that.”  She watched his jeans fall to the ground and took the cigarette out of her mouth.  “Don’t forget I’m armed.”


Jack pulled her to him hard and they kissed hungrily.


Ling used her lock pick tools to pick the lock.


She was dressed in a skin tight black leather catsuit which revealed as much inner cleavage on both breasts that was possible without them popping out.  Her Beretta was in a black holster on her right curved hip.  The silencer for it was tucked away down in front of her top between her breasts.  


Ling had left Jack sleeping after what seemed like hours and hours of sex.  But while Jack was exhausted enough to snore loudly back in their rumpled bed, Ling was energized by the encounter.


It was time to take care of something she had wanted to take care of for a long time.  So she left to take care of it while ge slept.


Ling entered the house quietly, closing the door gently behind her.  As she crept toward the bedroom where her intended victim no doubt was sleeping, she pulled her gun from the holster, then took out the silencer.  She screwed the silencer on the end of the gun, made sure it was tight.


Soon Jack would be all hers.  For good.


Ling went into the bedroom and got the shock of her life.


Jack’s wife was already dead.


The cute little Japanese bitch was shot through the mouth, just like Ling intended to do.  To make it look like a suicide.


Ling wasn’t aware of the other presence in the room until it was too late.


An arm locked around her neck.  A gun was jammed into the small of her back.


“Drop the gun, bitch, or I’ll blow your spine apart,” a harsh feminine voice said.


Klunk.  The sound of Ling’s gun dropping to the floor was louder than she thought it should be.


A woman’s lips brushed her ear.  Ling got a glimpse of blonde hair, a whiff of Chanel perfume.


“Too bad I’m short on time and can’t fuck you before I kill you,” the woman whispered.    “You’re the type of girl I usually like.”


Ling leaned back like she enjoyed what the woman was doing.  “Maybe we can work something out,” she replied huskily.


Her body jerked as the three silenced 9mm slugs tore through her back one at a time and exited through her left breast with a spurt of blood each time.  The blonde let Ling’s dead body fall to the floor once it was done.  Then she lowered the still smoking gun and put two more bullets through Ling’s beautiful head.


“Amateurs,” the woman snapped, shaking her head.


She put her pistol in Jack’s wife’s hand, closed the dead fingers around the butt with the index finger on the trigger.  A murder-suicide would be an easy sell after Jack had fucked Ling in public.  All part of the plan.


The woman dialed her disposable cell phone.


“It’s done,” she said.


Jack looked down at the sprawling city lights beneath him from the penthouse apartment as he lit up a big cigar.  The Macanudo wasn’t the Cuban cigar he really wanted to be smoking, but it would be real soon.


Ling thought they would turn in the ticket together sometime in the future, but Jack had already done so.  While Ling was being killed, Jack was on television getting his first check from the lottery commission.  Best alibi ever.


As he puffed on the cigar, Jake reviewed recent events.  Everything worked as planned.  He played Ling like a musical instrument and she didn’t disappoint him.  He knew she would go after his wife.  As a result, his ace in the hole, the blonde hit woman who owed him big and now was forced to do his bidding, got rid of the wife and Ling in one stroke.


The young girl he married and brought back to America with him from Japan had gotten older and too wise to his ways to be of any use to him anymore.  Ling was too strong willed to be of any use long term, but he was glad he finally got the chance to fuck the shit out of her a few times.

Now he was free again.


Besides, Jack didn’t like to share.

There was just one more loose end to be tied up.


They were trying to be quiet but he heard them coming.  Soon he had an Asian beauty on each arm.


The Sugimoto sisters.

He had done business with their father, who suggested afterwards that as an American, Jack should take the Japanese sisters out on the town and show them big city America.

Jack took them out to a club, where they smoked and drank like Americans.  Just like Jack.

Then he took them back to his hotel and had them both.  They were 17 and 16 at the time.  They were still virgins but very eager to change that.  What a night.  He had barely escaped Japan alive when Sugimoto found out what he did with his girls that night.

When the girls came of age, they came back to America to get out from under daddy’s thumb.  Jack was there to help them.  Now they were here for Jack whenever he needed them.  Like right now.

“Coming back to bed?” Ami said, stroking his chest.  “It’s cold without you.”

Mai ruffled his hair and gave him a pouty face.  “Please?”

Jack smiled at them each in turn as he slipped an arm around them both.  “Girls, we have plenty of time.”

The girls were also masters of karate, which made them useful in getting rid of that loose end.

“There is something you girls need to do for me,” Jack began as they walked back toward the huge bedroom.

“Is it what I think it is?” Mai said eagerly.

“I’ve wanted to break that blonde bitch’s neck for a long time now,” Ami commented.

“You know we’d to anything for you, baby,” Mai promised. 

“Yeah, anything,” Ami breathed.

The girls looked at each other behind Jack and gave each other a wink.

Jack wouldn’t survive the night.

By the time the bank realized Mai wasn’t really Jack’s now dead wife, they would be long gone along with the money from that first big check.

Killing the blonde would be a delicious bonus.  That would be Ami’s task.

What Jack didn’t know would indeed kill him.

Revenge would not only be sweet, but profitable.

