Freedom
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Priya smiled.  It had been much more satisfying than she had imagined.


The stainless steel Beretta felt heavy but comfortable in her small brown fist, her finger poised on the trigger, the barrel still smoking slightly from where her 9mm bullet had just burst forth.


Suresh looked at her in disbelief, a pool of red flowering out from the blue black hole in the center of his dress shirt.  He looked down at the expanding red stain, then back at Priya, still in shock.


Priya had never liked Suresh.  From the moment their parents introduced them.  She had only married him to make her parents happy.  But that was over now.

It was time for her to be happy again.  She hadn’t been happy for a long time except for a few stolen moments.  Until now.


Priya continued pulling the trigger which had been her salvation.  BLAM! BLAM! BLAM! BLAM!


Four more bullets tore through Suresh’s chest.  He staggered back against the wall, already stained with his own blood where the bullets had torn through him.  Then he slid down it, leaving a smear of red in his wake.


Priya walked up to stand over him.  The smoke from the mouth of the gun was thicker and heavier now, reminding her of the smoke from the cigarette she always had after getting thoroughly fucked by her lover, the only place she was allowed to smoke.


The wetness between her legs now rivaled even those times with her lover.


Priya smiled with satisfaction as she aimed the gun at Suresh’s head.  His head lolled back, his eyes open.  He may have been dead already.  But she was going to make sure.


She pulled the trigger once more time.  BLAM!  The bullet tore through his brain, leaving another spray of blood and brains on the wall.


Priya looked at the dead body of her husband and felt nothing at all.  She rubbed herself between the legs.  Well, not nothing exactly, she thought with a smile.


She went into the bedroom.


Priya lay back on the bed, her legs open, her gun still in her hand.

She needed to finish it.  Priya was so wet it hurt.  The excitement, the thrill of the cold blooded murder she had just committed consumed her.

Priya rubbed the still warm barrel of the pistol between her legs.  She gasped as she began to rub her clit through her underwear.  The same underwear she was wearing when she pulled the gun on her unsuspecting husband, holding it in the same hand as she walked into the room.

She reached up with her free hand, yanked down her underwear.  Priya wanted to feel the gun directly on her throbbing mound.

Priya almost cried out as she felt the warm metal of the gun rubbing against her clit.  She whipped her head back and forth, her long black hair spread out under her head on the bed.

It didn’t take long for her to climax.  She had been so close already.  Her pleasure juices spurted out as she cried out in sweet release.   Priya suddenly let go of the gun, fearing she would pull the trigger when she started coming.  Once she started, she never thought she was going to stop.  Priya cried out at the top of her lungs each time.

Afterwards, it took a while for her to recover.

When she finally sat up, the bed was covered with her juices.  Priya smiled, impressed with herself.

Priya lit up a cigarette and enjoyed the first satisfying pull. 

As she expelled smoke through her mouth and nostrils, she went back into the living room and admired the dead body of Suresh once more.

It was time to put the next part of her plan in action.

Priya smiled knowingly as she plucked the disposable cell phone out of her purse.

His cell phone rang.

It almost never rang this time at night.

“Matt?” the shaky voice asked.

It was Priya, a colleague at work.  She was a young Indian girl he was assigned to mentor and they had become friends.  Why was she calling him?  She sounded upset.

“Priya?  What’s wrong?”

“Please come,” her voice pleaded.  “I need you.”

“Where are you?”

“My apartment,” she blubbered.  “Please hurry.  I’m in terrible trouble.”

Matt was up and moving.  “I’ll be there as soon as I can.”

He stopped just long enough to grab his Smith & Wesson 9mm pistol.  Matt shoved the big gun in his belt and stormed out.

The drive there was short, but maddening.  All kinds of things went through his head on the way.  There was a serial rapist working the area the last few months, and that was his greatest fear for her.

For Priya was an innocent, and he had heard terror in her voice.  That unnerved him.

Matt parked his car and pulled his weapon.  He chambered a round and moved quickly up the stairs to her apartment.  Matt put his ear up to the door and heard nothing untoward inside, so he knocked on the door.

The door flew open and Matt found himself with his arms full of a beautiful but shaking Indian woman, who hugged him, hard.

“Matt, thank you,” Priya blubbered.  “I didn’t know what else to do.”

It was then he realized there was a gun against his back.

He pulled back and looked at her.  Matt brushed the mussed hair back from her face.  “Priya, honey, what’s wrong?”

Priya took his hand and pulled him after her toward the bedroom.

He saw her husband Suresh, lying on the floor, six red holes in him where six 9mm slugs had entered him, five in the chest, and one in the head.  His eyes were fixed on them but he was stone dead.

“Christ, I gave you that gun for protection, not to kill your husband!”

Priya waved the hand with the Beretta still in it.  “I had to protect myself.”  Her gaze hardened.  “He liked to beat me, especially if I refused him sex.  I wasn’t going to let him do that to me again.”

Matt put his free hand on his face.  “We need to call the cops, tell them what happened…”

“No!” Priya said in horror.  She moved up against him, looking at him with pleading eyes.  “Please.  I don’t want to go to jail.”

“Not for self defense…”

“How do I know they will believe me?” Priya cried.

She threw the empty gun on the bed, and then molded her body against his.  His manhood could not help but grow at the intense physical contact.  Priya never knew how he really felt about her, he would never tell her.  She was young enough to be his daughter.

“IF you do this for me, I’ll do anything for you,” Priya said, her voice husky.  She caressed his face.  He was tall, blond, blue eyed.  The perfect American man.  “I know how you feel about me,” she continued, her lips inches from hers.  “We can be together now.”

Priya kissed him and clutched to him hotly as their tongues worked.  Her hands moved to his belt to free him.  She undid his jeans and pushed them off his hips, then his underwear.  Priya moaned in his mouth as she took him in her hand.

“So big, so full,” Priya said.  “I have always wanted you in me, darling.”

Matt ripped her nightgown off her and Priya squealed in delight.  Her brown skinned nude body was revealed, and more beautiful than he had imagined.  Her pubic mound was already wet for him.

“Take me now,” Priya pleaded.  “I can’t wait any more.  I have waited long enough.”  

 Matt started to protest there was a dead man in the room, but then Priya kissed him again and he lost all control, tossing his own gun aside.  He lifted her up, brought her down on his aching member.  Priya cried out in pleasure.

“Hard, baby,” Priya prodded.  “Fuck me hard.  I like it rough.”

He fucked her against the wall, moving in and out like a piston, slamming her back against the wall each time.  They delayed their release as long as they could, but both of them had wanted this for so long they could only hold out so long.

Priya felt Matt’s seed jetting inside her at long last and that drove her over the edge.  She screamed in pleasure as she had orgasm after orgasm.

Afterwards, they staggered over to the bed, lay in each other’s arms and tried to recover.

“Again, baby, harder,” Priya whispered against his chest after she recovered, but Matt had fallen fast asleep on her.

So disappointing.

The first thing Matt noticed when he woke up was the smell of cigarette smoke.  Man, he could use one right now.  His second thought when he remembered more was that Priya was no longer lying on the bed with him.

That snapped him awake.

Priya was sitting on a chair beside the bed, smoking a cigarette.  He had never seen her smoke a cigarette before, but that wasn’t the oddest thing.

That would be his gun in her small brown hand, aimed at him.

“What the fuck?” Matt snapped.

Priya smiled, smoke escaping between her sensuous lips.

“I knew you would come running to my rescue,” she said, her voice now cold.  “The perfect patsy.”

“Wh-what?” Matt stammered.

Priya laughed.  It was a cold, evil sound.  She wasn’t so innocent after all,  “You really are slow, aren’t you, baby?”

Matt swallowed, knowing now she intended to kill him.  “But, why are you doing this?”

Priya took a majestic puff off her cigarette.  “Oh, so many reasons,” she replied lightly, waving her hand, smoke trailing behind.  “But mainly because I was tired of playing slave to a man I didn’t want in the first place.”

“OK,” Matt said gently.  “It’s all right.  It doesn’t matter that it didn’t happen the way you said.  We can go away together.  We can be together.”

Priya smiled at him as if he were a child.  “Do you think I want to go from being subservient to one man to being subservient to another?  Give me some credit at least.”  She drew on her cigarette thoughtfully and exhaled a cloud of smoke.  “No, you killed my husband, and then raped me.  Afterwards, I finally was able to grab the gun my husband gave me to protect myself before you raped me again or worse.  Unfortunately for you, I shot you dead.”

Matt’s eyes widened.  “Priya, please!”

“Just shut the fuck up,” Priya snapped, before pulling the trigger twice.   BLAM!  BLAM!

Both bullets went through his heart at close range, sending blood spurting from severed arteries as her bullets hit home.   Matt gave two great gasps of breath as if he couldn’t breathe and then was still, the eyes he looked at her moments ago with terror fixed on her, unmoving.

“Such a shame I only got to fuck you once,” Priya commented after lowering the smoking gun.  

Priya smiled and put out her cigarette.

She was turned on all over again.  Damn.

After she was finished, Priya picked up the house phone this time.

Priya looked down at the scotch glass, swirled the dregs of brandy still in it.  The woman police detective she was talking to had poured one for her from the bar before this interview.  The detectives were now talking to her in the hotel room they had helped her check into after her house was declared a crime scene.

“And that’s when you shot him?” the other detective said, this one the man, average height and build, balding a bit, standing nearby.

The dark haired woman with the hair that fell soft around her face and the beautiful, expressive brown eyes scowled at him over her shoulder from where she was sitting beside Priya on the couch.  She had been there at Priya’s side since the police arrived.  She was at Priya’s side when they took her to the hospital and did the rape kit on her that showed the presence of sperm and rough intercourse. She also sat next to her lending support to the apparently shaken Priya during the interview both at her home and here at the hotel.

“Y-yes,” Priya answered.  “I just pulled the trigger.  It was so surreal, like a dream.  I just had to stop it happening again.”  She looked at him with her own expressive brown eyes.  “Can’t you understand that?”

“Yeah, yeah,” the man said, embarrassed a bit.  “I just wanted to make sure we got the facts straight.”  He picked up his coat.  “Nothing to worry about, ma’am.  You’ve been through a lot.”

Priya nodded.

The woman stood.  She was quite tall for a woman.  She looked back at her partner.  “I’ll be right there,” she said, effectively dismissing him.

The man gave her a wan smile.  “Right, I’ll start writing up the report,” he said before shuffling out.

After he left, the woman looked at her.  “Are you all right, honey?” she said, gathering Priya in her arms.

Priya felt the woman’s nice firm breasts jutting against her, the woman’s hand on her ass, her firm, fit body pressed against her.   “Still a little shaken, Olivia,” she replied.

“If I knew what that bastard was doing, I would have killed him myself,” Olivia snapped.

Priya broke the embrace slightly and looked into the eyes of her lesbian lover.  It was nice having a girlfriend who was on the police force, she thought as their mouths met.

As their tongues worked and they clutched at each other hotly, Priya recalled how they met.

They met at a bar one night when Suresh was out of town.  It was the place where Priya went to smoke, drink, and hopefully find a good looking, fit, well endowed American man to spend the night fucking.  That was what she usually did when Suresh was away, even if she was always disappointed in the stamina of the men she chose.

Instead she had found so much more.

She was warding off the attention of a smitten man who wouldn’t take no when Olivia walked up, flashed her badge, pulled back her leather jacket to show him her holstered gun, and told him to get out.

Priya bought her a drink for her trouble and they talked until closing time.

They shared a cab home, and then Olivia came in for a nightcap.  Later, Olivia made the first move, thinking the reason Priya was putting off that guy was because she was a lesbian, not because he was an idiot.

Priya never corrected her as they shared that first, hungry kiss.

Olivia spent the night, and they made love as long as their bodies could take the earth shaking orgasms they brought out in each other.  Priya found out that night that no one knew how best to sexually please a woman than another woman, a lesson it was her pleasure to learn.

She saw Olivia as often as he could.  Hotel rooms.  Olivia’s place.   Olivia meeting her on out of town business trips.

Priya could be herself with Olivia.  She could smoke, drink, curse, love how she wished.

Olivia took her to the firing range, taught her how to shoot a gun.  Both automatics and revolvers.  That was when the plan to get her freedom started to form.

It had been an incredible feeling to pull the trigger the first time and watch her bullet destroy the target.  Priya indulged in it again and again until she was an expert.  Each time she put a bullet through the head of the target, it was Suresh’s head.  Every time through the heart, it was Suresh’s heart.  Every time through the groin, she and Olivia laughed together at the placement on the target while Priya envisioned Suresh writhing in pain after she had blown his manhood off.

So Olivia thought nothing of her marksmanship tonight.  Tonight, when Priya murdered two men in cold blood and enjoyed every fucking moment of it.

If it wasn’t for her partner not knowing her sexual orientation, Priya was sure Olivia would have insisted she stay at her place, so she could have her to herself finally.

But there would be time enough for that.

“I have to go, baby,” Olivia said, breaking up her flood of memories while they had been making out.  “Are you going to be OK?”

Olivia would never know Priya murdered those men.  If she ever suspected, Priya would deal with her too.  She may even get tired of Olivia someday.  But not yet.

“I’m still scared, love,” Priya breathed, reaching for a cigarette.

Olivia lit it for her, stroked her hair as Priya took a nervous drag.  “My shift doesn’t end until 7am.”  She pulled her pants leg up, pulled a .38 from an ankle holster, placed it in Priya’s other hand.  “Take this.  If you need to use it, just point and shoot.  Like at the range.  OK?”

Priya nodded.

Olivia kissed her again quickly but firmly.  “I’ll see you in the morning, honey.”  She looked at her lover with undisguised lust.  “Then we can finish what we started.”  

Priya smiled knowingly and walked her to the door.

“Keep the door locked,” Olivia reminded her at the door, then gave her one more reassuring smile before walking to the running car where her partner was seated.

Priya closed the door and locked it.

She smiled and took another long pull off her cigarette.

I better get my rest, Priya thought.  I am going to need it when Olivia gets here.

She looked at the .38 in her hand.  It was nice to hold a loaded gun again so soon.

I might get a little pleasure now first, she thought as she headed toward the bedroom of the two room hotel suite.

