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	John Wayne Blake opened the door for his companion and they stepped out into the crisp night air.  The fresh air was welcome after spending quote a bit of time inside the stuffy bar.


	He looked once more at the beautiful young Asian woman who was accompanying him on the walk to his car as she pulled on a pair of black gloves.  John didn’t even have to pick this one up.  She walked right up to him.  He used his natural charm to win her over as usual, and now she was going home with him.  Or so she thought.


	John hadn’t had an Asian chick before.  He looked forward to having her, whether consensual or by force, and then carving her up.  He felt the burning in his loins as he anticipated what was yet to come.


	He unlocked the car door.  John was totally taken by surprise as the black gloved hand with the cloth covered his face.


	John struggled, but couldn’t dislodge the hand that covered his face.  He cursed beneath the cloth at letting himself being subdued so easily.  He was kicked hard in the back of his knees and collapsed to those knees in a heap.


	Soon the chloroform took him to unconsciousness.





	Maggie Park looked down at the sleeping John and smiled.  She leaned him against the car and opened the car door.  Then Maggie pulled him up and into the passenger seat.  Satisfied, she closed the car door, removed the keys, and went to the driver’s side.


	A couple passed by as she put John in the car but thought nothing of it.  It wasn’t the first time they had seen a woman taking her drunk man home.


	Maggie climbed into the driver’s seat and smiled.  She laughed as she lit up a cigarette, then put the car into gear and drove off.





	John woke up to darkness.


	He cursed in as many languages as he could remember, tried to move and found his arms and legs were tied fast to whatever hard surface it was he was tied to.  There was even something across his throat.


	Suddenly bright lights came on.


	John saw he was secured to a circular wooden table standing upright inside a huge, nearly empty warehouse.  His arms and legs were chained to it.  By the texture of it, he assumed it was a chain across his throat also.  John also noticed he was totally naked.


	He turned his head and saw another table nearby.  On top he saw a package of Lambert & Butler cigarettes, a lighter, an ashtray, a Glock with a silencer attached, a scalpel, a butcher knife, brass knuckles, a set of samurai swords, and a black purse.  He had seen that purse at the bar. 


	If only he could reach that table.  But whoever tied him here was an expert.  He couldn’t move.


	John heard the clicking of her high heels as she approached.


	Maggie walked into view and smiled at him.  That smile was the most sinister one he had ever seen.


	“I trust you are totally uncomfortable?” she asked in a light tone.


	“Fuck you, bitch,” John snapped.


	Maggie laughed.  “Oh, I’m sure you thought you’d be doing that about now.  Sorry to disappoint you.”


	“What is this?”


	Maggie smiled again.  “This is me putting a stop to you.”


	John laughed.  “Do you have any idea what I’m going to do to you?”


	Maggie went to the table, tapped out one of the cigarettes, lit up.  “Actually, I do,” she replied after her exhale.  “I know all about what you’ve been doing.”


	“You don’t know shit, bitch.”


	Maggie blew smoke in his face.  “All those girls you’ve fucked and carved up?”  She laughed at his reaction.  “Yes, I know all about your activities, little man.”


	“Why do you give a fuck?”


	Maggie narrowed her eyes at him.  It made her look even more sinister.  “That little blonde you carved up a few weeks back?  She was my lover.”  She slapped him across the face, hard.  It stung like hell.  “That’s why I give a fuck.”


	“Ah, so I sliced up your little lesbo fuck buddy,” John said in a mocking tone.  “So this is about revenge, is it?”


	Maggie punched him in the stomach.  The woman sure packed a punch, but he would never let her know that.


	“She was more than that,” Maggie snarled.   She took a majestic puff off her cigarette, circled him.  “Today Deanne and I would have been together two years.  I planned a nice dinner for tonight.”  She took out a small box from her pocket, opened it to show the diamond ring inside.  “I was going to ask her to marry me.”


	“That’s a nice rock,” John said.  “You should be able to get your money back.”


	Maggie punched him in the mouth.  Blood dripped from the corner of his mouth.  “Go ahead and be flip while you can,” she commented.


	“I guess I shouldn’t tell you how she liked what I gave her before I sliced her up,” John chuckled.  “She liked being had by a real man.  You should have heard her scream.”


	Maggie walked over to the table, picked up a scalpel.  With two quick swipes, she laid open both cheeks.


John winced with the pain.  Blood dripped from the wounds.


“While someone like you would prey on the weak, I make sure I get justice for the innocent,” Maggie said.


“Justice,” John spat.  “Is that what you call it?  You’re as bad as I am.”


Maggie just smiled.  “You know nothing about me.”


John returned the smile.  “You’re the one who tied me up to have your way with me.”


 	Maggie drew on her cigarette and stared at him.  “You are going to suffer, little man.  You are going to suffer a lot.”  She looked at him and smiled.  “I’m not exactly a virgin at this, you know.”  Maggie resumed circling him.  “Like you, I am a cold blooded killer.  But my victims deserve to die.  Very, very slowly.”


John gulped.  He tried not to let anything show on his face


Maggie ground out her cigarette, picked up the brass knuckles, slipped them on over her black gloved hand.  She smiled that sadistic smile.


	“Shall we begin?”





	John stirred and came around.  He had lost consciousness somewhere along the way.  John hung in his chains, his strength sapped.


	Maggie had really worked him over with the brass knuckles.  He had purple bruises all over his body.  Red blotches from cigarette burns also were apparent.


	“After I force you to give me the best blowjob I ever had, I’m going to fuck you in both your holes until you bleed,” John croaked.


	Maggie laughed as she walked over from the table, the Glock in her hand.  “Still making empty threats, I see.”  She raised the gun.  “You won’t get the chance.”


	John closed his eyes, thinking she was going to finally end it.  His right shoulder exploded in pain as the 10mm bullet tore through it.


	He opened his eyes to see Maggie smiling at him, smoke rolling from the barrel of the gun.


	“Not so fast, my friend,” she teased.


	The next bullet went through the other shoulder.  The next two went through his knees.  The last went into his groin.  It was that one that finally made him cry out.


	John waited for the fatal shot, but it never came.  Maggie walked over to the table and lay the smoking gun down.  She wasn’t finished with him yet.


	Maggie picked up the short samurai sword, drew it from the scabbard.  She turned the sword to and fro, studying it.  Maggie turned and walked slowly back to John.


	She lay the sword against his chest, drew it diagonally across from left to right, just deep enough to cut but not hit any vital organs.  John winced as she cut.  Then she cut him the same way, right to left, leaving a big red X dripping blood.


	“Are you having fun?” John sneered afterwards.


	Maggie smiled.  “Oh yes,” she said, admiring her handiwork.  “X marks the spot.”


	Then with an evil sneer on her face, she plunged the sword through the X.


	


	Maggie rolled the Cuban cigar between her fingers, watching the smoke from the burning tobacco rise toward the ceiling of her study.


	She palmed the brandy glass sitting on the desk, took a long sip of the aged brandy.


	Her father had seen the darkness in her long ago when she had knifed the girl in the schoolyard.  He had helped her to channel it into something productive.


	He instilled into her a need to see justice done.  That was why she eventually became a lawyer, after briefly considering becoming a police officer with her martial arts and weapon skills.


	Maggie took a couple of puffs off the cigar, enjoyed the taste of the fine tobacco.  Deanne had bought her the cigars when she became assistant district attorney.  As she lit Maggie’s first cigar for her, she told her not to ask where she got them.


Her life had changed when she met Deanne.  Maggie’s young life was a series of affairs, each woman more beautiful that the last, all of them leaving her in the end when they got a glimpse of her dark soul.


They had met at one of those work functions that everyone abhors.  Deanne had been a paralegal then and they hit it off instantly.  Maggie was unsure whether Deanne was even interested in another woman at first, which was the only thing stopping her from making her move on the hot blonde she was talking to all night.  That was, until Maggie went out for a smoke.


Deanne followed her outside, asked for a cigarette of her own.  They looked into each other’s eyes and then Deanne made the move, kissing her with intense passion.


Maggie took Deanne home, undressed her, made love to her all night long.


The next morning, they were discussing who was moving in with whom.  They were together ever since.  Deanne accepted Maggie for who she was, warts and all.  Something no one else had ever done.


Now Deanne was gone, taken from her too soon.


	John had made a fatal mistake killing Deanne.  Maggie was driven to solve the crime, dispense her own brand of justice.


	After disemboweling the bastard, Maggie carved him up with the katana and dumped the pieces in the river.


	Then Maggie went down to Wayland Avenue to have a drink at a little club she knew.  She was acquainted with the proprietor, who presented her with a lineup of beauties to choose from.


	Each of the dozen women was the type you might see on a runway in New York or Paris.  But there was a particular blonde in the group that caught her attention.


	Even with Deanne dead, she still had needs.  They were even more intense after a kill.  The blonde was just how she liked them, beautiful, busty, and athletic.  Maggie left with her in her black Lexus, brought her home, had her thoroughly.


	It was all about sex.   Maggie would never fall in love again.  It was too painful when she lost them.  A whore was perfect for her needs and she could afford it on an assistant district attorney’s salary.      


	After she was finished with her, the girl snored like a man.  So she came down to have her cigar and brandy in peace.  Maggie always had a cigar after sex…or a kill.  Tonight she was celebrating both.


	Her boss was going to retire to Florida next year.  Maggie was in line to replace him as district attorney.  Then she would be in position to affect real justice.


	Maggie rose and headed upstairs to her bedroom to wake up the blonde.  She was going to make sure she got more of her money’s worth. 








