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They say that she was dead on impact... she didn't feel a thing, they try to assure me.

Do you think that their attempts at trying to make me feel better about the loss of my only daughter is having a calming effect on me? Do you think they're succeeding in soothing the rage tearing at the very fabric of my soul?

Damn straight it doesn't!

I don't know why they even try to pacify me.

But what frustrates me the most is not the fact that these medical people are trying to talk down to me like I'm a child. What irritates the living shit out of me is the fact that the highly intoxicated fuck-knuckle that crushed my only daughter into a brick wall with his supped-up roadster is sitting a mere few feet away from me and there is absolutely nothing that I can do to him.

All I can do is stare at him while police take his testimony. He doesn't seem distraught or remorseful at all, and this builds up the rage. After what seems like forever, the policeman shakes his hand and pats him on the shoulder before walking off.

"Excuse me," I call out to the cop as I catch up to him. "What's going to happen to him?"

The cop looks at me with a blank expression plastered on his face. "Him?" he asks. “Him who?”

I want to smack him on the side of the head so that he can wake up. "The driver," I say instead.

"Oh, him," he says and nods his head in the direction of the kid. "He'll be tried in court and justice will take its course."

"Aren't you going to arrest him?" I ask with a slight shriek in my voice. "He's obviously intoxicated!"

"The breathalyzer showed that he is well within the legal limits. Now if you would excuse me, I have a double homicide to get to."

"But you never tested him for..." My words trail off as a black limousine pulls up and I suddenly realize who the kid is that slammed  into Katie. The tinted back window slides down and a huge, bald man beacons the kid. I look as the young man almost falls over three times before he reaches the car. He exchanges words with the man and flails his arms through the air before walking around and then getting into the limo from the other side. As the limo pulls off, I realize that nothing's going to happen to this kid. He's the son of Ralph Maloney, the city's Kingpin and drug lord. My heart sinks into my gut as I realize that even if the punk ever does see his day in court, nothing will happen to him.

I hope I'm wrong...

*      *      *
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The court proceedings went exactly as I expected it would. The Judge found some legal loophole to throw the case out of court, and by watching the smug little runt's demeanor, one didn't have to be a rocket scientist to see that he knew how things were going to turn out.

I keep an eye on the Judge and Jury members for a few days after the mistrial, and it's easy to see Ralph Maloney's influence. The lady who drove a rusted, beaten up Volkswagen Beetle the one day, suddenly drove a Mercedes Benz SLK the next. The family man, who suddenly moved from a shoddy one room apartment in a shitty part of town, now lives in a five room mansion in one of the more upper class suburbs. The list goes on and on, and all the way to the top of the list; the Judge who just received an anonymous donation of seven figures. How generous these anonymous people are.

A few days later, I follow Ralph's boy to see if the kid shows any sign of remorse, but all I see is him hanging out at clubs, having a great time, and then leaving while so heavily intoxicated that he can't walk straight. He gets into his car every time and speeds off.

I guess it's settled then.

If the law wants to turn a blind eye at bringing justice to Katie's killer, I will have to do something I haven't done since my wife had been murdered ten years ago.

For justice to take its course, I would have to take matters into my own hands.

For the first time since Helen's death, I will have to kill for personal reasons.

*      *      *
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The Jury was the first to go. I guess they anticipated a mistrial, as they only selected six Jurors for the case. Within a span of two days, they're all dead. Two, I stage like suicides, two, like muggings gone wrong, and two of them just disappeared; never to be heard from or seen again. The Judge suffered before he died. I wanted him to feel the minutes of his life ebb away as the anticipation of death drove him to the brink of madness.

"You don't know who you're fucking with!" he screamed as the clamps on his nipples shot a surge of electricity through his chest.

I ignored him and upped the voltage.

"Do you really think he'll let you get away with this?" the desperate Judge screams with blood seeping through his teeth. "You're dead, man... fucking dead! You hear me?"

More voltage, and this time he bites off his tongue.

Good.

His empty threats were starting to annoy me.

Between his sobbing and mumbling, I believe he's begging me for a merciful and quick death.

I'll give it to him, but not yet. I need him to see first.

"Take a look," I say and hold up a picture of Katie to his face. He is in shock and doesn't register, so I slap him hard to bring him back to the here and now. "I need you to focus, Judge Mason," I say in a soft, calm voice. "I need you to look at the girl whose killer you set free in exchange for money that's now utterly worthless to you."

He still doesn't focus like I'd want him to, so I shoot him in the knee cap.

The Judge gurgles a scream as loud as he can, but it all sounds muffled without the use of his tongue.

"LOOK!" I scream and hold the photo up again.

This time he does look, and a wet stain spreads across the front of his pants as a single tear trickles down his dirty cheek. He looks up at me and his eyes widen as he realizes who I am. Then he tries to scream again, but only manages to spit blood.

I pick up a pair of pliers and go to work on him. An hour later, when I think he's had enough, I place the barrel of my gun against his forehead and squeeze the trigger. His head explodes like a watermelon, and sprays red all across the wall behind him. As I leave, I douse his body with kerosene and set him alight.

*      *      *
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Before I go after James Maloney, I first send a quick message to an old friend of mine in Japan. I tell him about what happened to Katie and about breaking my vow to never again kill for personal reasons. Finally, I tell him that after taking out the kid, I plan to lay low for a few months. He'll know how and where to get hold of me, if he needs to do so. He’ll also know how to avenge me, if something goes wrong.

"Right, you little fucker," I whisper as I snap shut my laptop. "Your hour has come."

After I check my passports and other belongings I'll be taking with me, I arm myself and slam the door shut behind me as I leave the apartment.

*      *      *
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A soft ding announces the arrival of the elevator that goes up all the way to the penthouse. The door slides open and I step inside. It's 2 AM, so I doubt that anyone would walk into the building and discover the three dead security guards at reception. From behind the sunglasses, I eyeball the inside of the elevator, looking out for security cameras or anything else that might hinder my escape.

Other than the security camera in the upper left corner of the elevator, there's nothing else. I ensure that from the camera's vantage point, no one would be able to make out my face or even height.

The door opens, but I don't step out into the hallway immediately. A thin fiber optic cable that transmits a live feed to my glasses reveals two more guards posted on each side of the door.

I screw the silencer onto my pistol and as fluid as water, I step into the hallway.

Chew!

Chew!

Both guards smear a trail of blood behind them as they slide down the wall.

I open the door and study the layout of the huge open plan, double-story penthouse by only moving my eyes. Although all the lights are off, the top to bottom glass wall on the far side of the apartment allows for the lights of the surrounding buildings to illuminate the scene in front of me. I can make out the outlines of the kitchen and everything in it, the living room space, the stairs leading to the upper deck, the railing of the upper deck going all around the apartment, and then, at the far end of the room, is a large queen sized bed. I can make out the lumpy silhouette of someone on the bed. Slowly, with my gun aimed right at the bundle, I make my way across the room to the bed.

"Now you die," I whisper and aim straight for the head.

I'm about to squeeze the trigger when I pause.

Something about this is wrong.

I pull off the blankets and see the boy lying there, facing the window. Was he loaded and passed out? I touch his shoulder and he falls back, his lifeless eyes pulled back into its sockets. The bullet hole in his forehead tells me that someone beat me to the punch, and it's then that I realize that this is a trap.

Light instantly floods the room, and as I spin around, I see around ten or twenty armed guards on the upper deck; all of them aiming automatic weapons at me. To stall for time and show them that I'm willing to cooperate, I drop my gun and slowly raise my hands.

"You know," someone says out loud, and as he walks down the spiral staircase in the corner of the room, I realize it's Ralph Maloney. "You've been a huge fucking thorn in my side, you know that?"

I keep quiet and eye the room for possible escape routes as his huge frame walks towards me from the other end of the room. So far, I can't see any way out that won't result in thousands of metal slugs peppering my body.

As he slowly makes his way across the floor, he reaches inside his jacket and produces a snub-nosed .38 Special. He opens the cylinder to check the ammo, and then gives it a twirl before snapping it shut again.

"How so?" I finally ask, feigning ignorance. I do this to keep stalling for time, to keep the douche talking while I figure out my escape plan.

"You know," he says and pauses for effect, "you've killed more of my men over the years than I care to think about."

I shake my head. "You must have me mistaken for..."

"Shut the fuck up!" he screams and slaps me against the head with the frame of the gun.

Pain shoots through my temples, and I have to blink a few times before my vision shifts from blurred back into focus again.

"I know who you are, Bill Raven," he says and presses the barrel of the gun against
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