Power Play

By Keiko Tanaka

Suki stood at attention in front of Ms. Omukae as the older woman circled her like a predator circling her prey.  The ever present Akiko stood in the background watching.


“You have done well, Suki,” Ms. Omukae said.  “Top marks all around.  As a result, I am giving you your own squad to command.  Congratulations.”


Suki smiled.  “Thank you, Ms. Omukae.”


“As a reward, you will have dinner with me tonight,” Ms. Omukae said.  She looked at Akiko.  “Alone.”


Akiko looked as if she were about to protest, then clamped her mouth shut.


“I would be honored, ma’am,” Suki replied.

“Leave us,” Ms. Omukae ordered.


Akiko turned on her heel and left.


Ms. Omukae chuckled.  “She is jealous of you, you know,” she told Suki.  “You are young and beautiful.”  She put a black gloved finger under Suki’s chin.  “And she knows I like my women that way.”


She kissed Suki.


“You will spend the night with me as well,” Ms. Omukae said in a husky voice.


“It would be my pleasure,” Suki replied.


Ms. Omukae left the sleeping Suki and went into the living room where Takeo was watching the election news.


“And with only one week left, we are fairly certain that Takeo Kojima wil be the next prime minister,” the announcer was saying.


“Congratulations,” Ms. Omukae said, taking a Cuban cigar out of his humidor.


“I will finally be running this fucking country,” Takeo said, puffing on his own cigar.


Ms. Omukae ran the cigar horizontally across her nose and sniffed it.  “It is what we have been working for.”


“I will be the prime minister,” Takeo reminded her.


Ms. Omukae clipped the cigar with the cigar cutter.  “Maybe so, but I still rule this house.  Don’t forget that.”


Takeo narrowed his eyes.  “What are you saying?”


Ms. Omukae struck a match, touched it to the dark tobacco, puffed the cigar to life.  She made a big show of it, making him wait.  She took the cigar from her mouth, blew out the match.  “You will name me to a Cabinet Minister right away.”


“If you are the most qualified…”


“If you do not comply, I will shoot you dead,” his wife said in an even voice.


“I am the fucking prime minister!” Takeo protested.  “You can’t threaten me.”


Ms. Omukae took a puff off the cigar, let the smoke linger in her mouth for a moment, before blowing smoke rings.  “I can and I will, if you do not do as you are told.”


“I have protection….”


“Who will die along with you,” Ms. Omukae finished.  “My girls are quite efficient.”  She walked away from him as if he was nothing.  “You have 48 hours after you are appointed.  Or you will die.”


“I’ll see what I can do.”


Ms. Omukae laughed evilly.  “You will do more than that, my dear.  Or else.”


She left him speechless.


Suki went back to her room about 3am after Ms. Omukae ordered her out.  The mistress needed her sleep, she said.


Her roommate Noriko raised her head.


“Sorry to wake you,” Suki whispered.


“It’s OK,” Noriko said.  “I was worried when you didn’t come back.”


“I was with her,” Suki explained.


Noriko looked sad.  “Oh.”  Her eyes glistened with tears.  “I thought she might have killed you.”


Suki went over and they put their foreheads together. “It’s OK, honey.  I’m OK.”


“You’re the only one that keeps me sane,” Noriko said.  “If I lost you…”


“Shhh,” Suki said soothingly.  She caressed Noriko’s face.  “I’ll never leave you.”


Noriko kissed her gently.   Then it became passionate.  Then they sank back on Noriko’s bed and lost track of time.


Suki and Noriko stood in front of the huge TV monitor watching the tape.  Noriko was between Suki’s legs, giving her oral sex as Suki cried out in pleasure.  Her loins stirred at the memory, despite their current situation.


Akiko and a couple of girls armed with uzis dragged them out of bed at 6am and brought them here.


“How dare you?” Ms. Omukae snarled at both of them.  “You bitches belong to me.  No one fucks you except me unless I command it!”


She drew her Glock and shot Noriko between the eyes.


Suki’s eyes glistened with tears.  Ms. Omukae swung the smoking gun on her.  She closed her eyes, expecting to die.


Instead, Ms. Omukae grabbed her by the back of the head.  “No, you won’t die that easily, little girl,” Ms. Omukae told her.  “But you will wish you had by the time I am done with you.”  She pushed Suki toward Akiko.  “Take her below.”


Akiko grabbed Suki by the arm and forced her out of the room, followed by the two uzi toting guards.


When they were gone, Ms. Omukae wheeled around and empties the rest of her pistol’s magazine into Noriko’s dead body.


She lowered the smoking pistol, her anger at Suki’s betrayal abated.


Ms. Omukae stood back and smoked a cigarette, smiling.


Suki was hanging by her arms, which were chained at the wrist and suspended from the ceiling.  She was stripped naked.


Akiko was working on her with the whip.  Ms. Omukae was content to let Akiko do the dirty work, as she knew her loyal servant was jealous of the young girl and would put her back into it.  She had not disappointed.


Suki’s back and backside was covered with red, bloody welts.  She was satisfied with the performance and held up her hand.  Akiko stopped in mid swing.


“Take her back to her room and put her under guard,” Ms. Omukae ordered.  She walked up to Suki and looked her in the eye.  “You had better perform for me tonight like never before or I will have you back down here,” she threatened.


The guards unshackled her as Ms. Omukae stalked out.


“I will handle it from here,” Akiko told them.  She grabbed Suki by the arm and pushed her out, her uzi in the girls sore back.


Akiko took her outside.

Suki was surprised where she saw where she was taken.


Akiko lit two Marlboros, handed her one.


“I needed a smoke if anyone asks,” Akiko said, exhaling a long first drag.


“What’s going on?” Suki asked, just holding hers.


“There are no cameras out there,” Akiko told her.  “Only video of the surrounding grounds.  Nothing this close.”


“What of it?” Suki asked.


“You see how she is losing control,” Akiko stated.


Suki said nothing.


“Look, you and I are the only two who can do this.”


Suki narrowed her eyes.  “Do what?”


“Take her power for ourselves.”  Akiko took another drag off her cigarette.  “We could take over this operation as equals…as partners…perhaps even as lovers?  You are a very beautiful woman, Suki.  Someone I would love to bed.”


Suki laughed.  “You are her most loyal servant.  You’ve been with her for years.  Why should I believe you?”


Akiko exhaled smoke through her nose and mouth.  “I mean nothing to her.  So why should she have my loyalty anymore?”


Suki remained silent.


Akiko threw the butt to the ground and ground it out with a spiked heel.  “I understand your reluctance to commit, especially after the basement.  Ms. Omukae is planning some shit.  The time will come soon when we will have our chance.  When that time comes, you’ll have to decide whose side you are on.”  She grabbed Suki by the arm.  “Let’s go.”


The cameras showed Takeo and Ms. Omukae smiling and waving at the crowds as everyone celebrated their new prime minister.


“And in a first, the new prime minister has named his wife to a cabinet post,” the announcer was saying.  “Ms. Omukae, using her maiden name in public service, is new to the political scene, but according to her husband is uniquely qualified for her new post.”


“He should know,” the other announcer chimed in.  “After all, he is the boss.”


Ms. Omukae clicked the remote, turning the TV off.  “Sexist bastard,” she snapped.


Akiko clicked a lighter, lit her cigarette.  “He is a man,” she said in a flat voice.


Ms. Omukae laughed.  “Akiko!  If I didn’t know better, I would swear you cracked a joke!”


Akiko snorted.  “Never.”


Ms.Omukae stroked her face.  “I will enjoy you tonight, my dear.”  She kissed Akiko hungrily.


Takeo walked in on them.


“I could have been anyone!” he protested.  “This is the prime minister’s residence after all.”


“Put a sock in it, Takeo,” Ms. Omukae said, then kissed Akiko again, even longer this time,  just to get his goat.  “Wait for me,” she said in a husky voice.


Akiko sauntered out, Ms. Omukae watching her go with lust in her eyes.


“You got what you wanted,” Takeo snapped.


“Hardly,” Ms. Omukae replied.  She took a puff off her cigarette.  “This is only the beginning.”


“You think you can still blackmail me?” Takeo thundered.  “Still?”


Ms. Omukae laughed.  “I know I can,” she said.


Takeo sighed.  “Truce?”


Ms. Omukae raised an eyebrow.  “I was not aware we were fighting.  I give the orders, you obey.  As always.”


Takeo held up his hands.  “We need to appear to be getting along.  Some of the staffers are already talking.”


Ms. Omukae blew smoke at him.  “Your public image will remain intact, Takeo.  Despite what happens behind closed doors.”


Takeo walked up to her.  “Perhaps we could celebrate our new power,” he said, putting a hand on her waist.


Ms. Omukae smiled at him.  “Oh, Takeo,” he said, patting him on the cheek.  “I’d rather spend the night with someone I am really sexually attracted to.”


She sauntered out, leaving him fuming.


Ms. Omukae held Akiko in her left arm.  In her right hand was a freshly lit cigarette.


“Tomorrow,” she told Akiko.  “Tomorrow I will have what I always wanted.”


“Are you sure it’s not too soon?” Akiko murmured against her left breast.


“I will wait no longer for the power I have always craved,” Ms. Omukae said.  “Not when I am so close.”


“As you say, Mistress,” Akiko said.  Then she actually smiled.


The cabinet ministers gathered at the prime minister’s request.


The prime minister’s wife entered after the rest of them had, but the prime minister was still missing.  What shocked them was the large pistol she wore on her hip.


“Where’s the prime minister?” one of them demanded to know.


“He’s not coming,” Ms. Omukae said matter of factly.  “I am the one who called you all here.”


“You have no authority,” another snapped.


“Oh, but I do,” Ms. Omukae said with a smile.


She snapped her fingers and the doors opened.  Several women with automatic weapons came marching in and took up equidistant places around the room.


“What is this?” one of the ministers asked.


Ms. Omukae took out a cigarette.  “Oh, just a little coup,” she said pleasantly, then lit her cigarette.  She exhaled smoke and smiled.  “So your services are no longer required.”  She looked at her girls.  “Kill them,” she ordered.


Her girls opened up on the ministers, spraying them with bullets.  Ms. Omukae smiled as she watched the bullets tear them apart.  After they were done and the smoking uzis done firing, the room smelled of blood and cordite.  She loved that smell.


“Akiko, Suki, stay here,” Ms. Omukae ordered.  “The rest of you wait outside.  No one comes in here until I say.”


The girls filed out.


“You two will come with me to the prime minister’s residence,” Ms. Omukae said.


Akiko swung her uzi to cover Ms. Omukae.  “It’s time,” she said simply.


Suki’s Glock was suddenly pressed against her temple.  “Drop it, bitch,” she snapped.


Ms. Omukae took advantage of Akiko’s shock to grab the uzi away from her.

  
Suki smiled.  “I made my choice,” she said.


Ms. Omukae shook her head at Akiko.  “After all I’ve done for you.…”


“To me, you mean,” Akiko snapped.  “I put up with it because I thought you loved me.  I was obviously wrong.”


Ms. Omukae laughed.  “I hardly believed Suki when she told me what you were planning.  I thought she was just looking to discredit you.  Now I see with my own eyes.”  She raised the uzi.  “Die, bitch.”

She pulled the trigger and sprayed her body with bullets until the uzi was empty.

Ms. Omukae dropped the useless gun on the desk.  “I promised you any spot in my organization you wanted if this was true.  That still stands.”

Suki told her what she wanted.

Ms. Omukae laughed.  “Why not?”  She put an arm around the girl.  “After all, I will be the prime minister.”  She kissed Suki quickly.  “Now I will deal with Takeo.”

Takeo walked into his office to see his wife with her heel heels propped up on his desk, smoking one of his cigars between black gloved fingers.  A large pistol with s silencer attached lay in the middle of his desk.

“Can we even pretend this is my office?” Takeo asked sarcastically.

“Your cabinet is dead, save me,” Ms. Omukae told him.  “As you will soon be.”

“You can’t be serious.”

Ms. Omukae put her feet down, picked the gun up off the desk.  “Have I ever lied to you, Takeo?”

“No,” he admitted.  “So you’re just going to kill me now.”

Ms. Omukae smiled.  “Oh, yes.  I have been looking forward to this for a long time.”

“What do you think you will get out of this?”

“Power,” Ms. Omukae said, her eyes alight.  “Ultimate power.”

“You’ll be the only one,” Takeo reasoned out.

“With all the ministers dead, I will be the voice for calm,” Ms. Omukae said.  “I will be the only true representative of our people who can do that.  I will use the press to call for calm, to allow me to complete the reforms of our shared dreams.  I will declare martial law to impose order and calm on the nation’s streets.  The people will rally to me.  I will be selected the new prime minister in a landslide.”

She laughed evilly.  “Bu the time they find out who I really am, it will be too late.”

“Diabolical,” Takeo breathed.

“Thank you,” Ms. Omukae said, taking it as a complement.  She raised the silenced Glock.  “Good bye, Takeo.  I’d like to say it’s been fun, but it really wasn’t.  I’ll be glad to be rid of you.”

She pulled the trigger eight times.  Takeo’s body jumped like a puppet on a string as the bullets tore through him.  By the time the gun was empty, he was quite dead.

Ms. Omukae smiled at his dead body.

The cameras showed Ms. Omukae making her acceptance speech, Suki standing in the background.

“I know Takeo would be happy as you have chosen me to continue our work under such unfortunate circumstances,” Ms. Omukae said.  “I will do my best to help our nation get past this terrorist act and finally make those dreams we had come true.”

The crowd cheered.  Ms., Omukae waved at them.  Suki clicked the HD TV off.

“So, Minister,” Ms. Omukae said, bringing Suki one of the two scotches she held in her hand.  “How does it feel to have power?”

“Fucking wonderful,” Suki said.

They clicked glasses and drank as they looked into each other’s eyes.

“I wonder if anyone has ever been fucked on the prime minister’s desk,” Ms. Omukae wondered with a knowing smile.

“Perhaps we will make history,” Suki replied in a husky voice.

Ms. Omukae embraced Suki and kissed her hungrily.

