Taking Control


By Keiko Tanaka





Breast Cancer.


Inoperable.


Terminal.


Those words kept going through Cyndi’s mind as she worked her Friday shift at the bank.  It was amazing how only four words could cause one to take control of their life.


	It was almost five o’clock and all the tellers were anxious to get out the door and get started on their weekend.


	Cyndi had other plans.


	When the time came, the others rushed out like the bank was on fire.  Cyndi lingered as the bank’s security guard watched them all leave.  She mentally checked off a list of employees as they filed out the door hurriedly one by one. 


	When Sally walked out into the sunshine with her ray-bans on, Cyndi knew that only Danny, the security guard, and Sean, the bank manager, were left in the building.


	Cyndi took out her purse behind the counter and put on the black wrist length leather gloves she had bought specifically for this day.  Once the fit and feel were right, she dipped a leather gloved hand back into her purse and withdrew the Glock 9mm pistol she always carried.


	The Glock she had always carried for protection, especially working in a bank.  What was new was the long black silencer she was attaching to the business end.





	Her Glock had been very useful so far today.


	She had burst into the apartment where her husband kept his mistress and no one was there. 


At least, she thought so, until she heard noises coming from the bedroom.


Cyndi had not even wanted to know if he was cheating before.  It wasn’t like he wasn’t getting any at home.  She didn’t even want to face the possibility.  But after her diagnosis, a lot of things became crystal clear.


She walked in, the silenced Glock in her right gloved hand.


The bitch was on her knees, giving her husband oral sex.  She was blonde and barely of age.


Cyndi was incensed.


She shot the bitch in the back of the head.  Her brain matter flew all over her husband’s groin.  Cyndi shot the bitch in the head again as she crumbled to the floor just out of spite.  She was already quite dead.


Stephen merely looked at her in shock.


Cyndi raised the smoking Glock.


“You son of a bitch,” Cyndi snarled.  She smiled a cold, deadly smile as she rubbed the warm silencer against her crotch, sending her pussy juices flowing even more than when she executed the bitch a few moments earlier.  “This is turning me on better than you ever have.”


Stephen smiled that stupid smile he always did when he knew she had caught him dead to rights and he was trying to charm his way out of it.


“Cyndi….” 


Cyndi was no longer interested.


Her bullets tore bloody, spurting holes in his chest one by one as she emptied the rest of the magazine into him.


By the time she was finished, she had a full, earth shaking orgasm.


Cyndi looked at the two dead bodies as she ejected the empty magazine and jammed a full one in the butt of her Glock.


She smiled at the sight of what she had done.  Meek little Cyndi.


Cyndi lit a Virginia Slims 120 and calmly walked out, casually closing the door behind her.





Now Cyndi held the silenced Glock once again in her hands.


She saw Danny lock the door behind Sally.  He walked back her way and started as he saw her.


“I thought everyone had gone, Cyndi,” Danny said.  “I’ll unlock the door when you’re ready.”


Cyndi came around the desk and raised her silenced Glock.  “Don’t bother.”


Danny looked at her in shock.  Again, a man had underestimated her.


“What are you doing?” Danny cried.


“Just keep your hands up away from your gun and get in there,” Cyndi ordered, motioning with her gun toward the manager’s office.  “If you try anything, I’ll blow your head off.”


Danny slowly moved toward the office, still in disbelief.  Cyndi’s gun was aimed at his spine at a respectful distance as they walked inside.


“The cameras will catch all of this, you know,” Danny said.  


“I turned them off during my break,” Cyndi said with a smile.  “Besides, I’ll be long gone before anyone figures out what happened.”


The office was empty.


“We’ve known each other for years,” Danny said, still trying to talk her out of this.  “Why would you do this?”


“I woke up,” Cyndi snapped.


The wall behind him erupted in a sea of red as she fired a bullet through his brain.  Just like the splatter from a paintball, she thought.  Cyndi lowered the gun and fired another round in his head just to make certain, as if the wall splatter didn’t make it plain her gun had done its work.


Her pussy juices were flowing again as she lowered the smoking gun to her side.


She had known Danny for six years.  Yet the sight of his dead body and the fact that she killed him in cold blood had given her pleasure.


Her husband and the bitch servicing him, she could see.  They had betrayed her.  But Danny had done nothing to her.  He was just an obstacle in her path.


Curious.


After taking Danny’s Beretta, which she jammed in the waistband in the small of her back, and his keys for safe keeping, Cyndi turned and headed into the back of the bank.


There was only one place Sean could be if he wasn’t in his office, and she wanted to go there anyway.


Cyndi went back to the vault where Sean was about to pull the door shut.


“Uh-uh,” Cyndi snapped, raising the gun.  “Leave it open.”


Sean scowled at her, just like he always did when he tried to intimidate his staff.  “Just what do you think you’re doing?  Robbing a bank?  Seriously?”


“Let’s go to your office, boss,” Cyndi said sweetly, sharply gesturing with her gun.


When they got inside, Sean’s face went white when he saw Danny’s bloody head.


“God,” he breathed.  “Why would you do this to Danny?”


Cyndi jammed the gun into his spine.  “On your fucking knees.”


Sean got down on the floor.  “Geez, Cyndi.  You really going to kill me?”


Cyndi laughed.  “Do you honestly think I would spare you after the way you treat your employees?”


“That’s just business, Cyndi.”


Cyndi scowled.  “So is this.”


She dispatched him with two bullets to his brain at point blank range.  His blood and brain matter made two streaks on the floor in front of him before his body fell face first into it.


Cyndi’s body was rocked with an orgasm once more.


This business of murder was even more enjoyable than she had hoped.


Now to business.


Cyndi looked at her watch and saw she had finished her tasks a bit early.  She shoved the Glock into her belt.


She smoked a long Virginia Slims while she waited.  It was somehow liberating to smoke a cigarette at work.


At the exact time they had calculated, the Brinks truck pulled up to the curb.


A buxom, tall blonde woman in a uniform got out, a Beretta hanging from her hip. 


All business, she walked up to the door.  Cyndi let her in, then locked the door behind her.


“All secure?” she asked.


“All secure,” Cyndi repeated before pulling the woman into a long, lingering kiss.


Sheila was her best friend, and Cyndi hoped, a whole lot more before this was over.  She was, after all, a card carrying lesbian.  She was also a security guard for Brinks who came to the bank quite often.


“Wow,” Sheila said after the kiss and a bit of fondling.  “We should have done that a long time ago.”


“We have the rest of our lives,” Cyndi said, a tear forming in her eye.


“Hey,” Sheila said, her hand caressing her face.  She knew about Cyndi’s prognosis.  In fact, she was the only one outside Cyndi and her doctor.  “You never know.”


Cyndi hardened her face.  “Let’s do this.”


The two women took a trolley and emptied the safe one trip at a time, transferring all the cash to the Brinks truck.  Passersby thought nothing of it, since they saw the truck at the bank all the time.  While that amount of cash was never transported before, no one hung around long enough to see the whole incident.


Finally, after what seemed forever, the cash was stowed away in their vehicle.  There had been even more than they had dreamed.


Cyndi climbed into the passenger side of the truck.  Sheila climbed into the driver seat and started the engine.


“We did it,” Sheila smiled.  “We actually did it.”


Cyndi put her hand on Sheila’s leg.  “Thank you.  I couldn’t have done this without you.”


Sheila grinned as she pulled away.  “No.  Thank you.  You woke me up out of my daily nightmare.  Now we’ll be able to enjoy our lives.”


They drove out of town to Cyndi’s house.


This was the only part of the plan that worried Cyndi.  If they found her husband and his teenage mistress dead already, the police would be waiting.


No one was there.  They were safe.


They pulled the truck into the garage and transferred the money to Cyndi’s SUV, then put a cover over it all, even though her SUV had smoked glass windows.


Sheila would abandon the Brinks truck back at the office.  After that, they were headed to parts unknown.


Out west somewhere, they had decided.  Maybe even Mexico, where they could live like queens on that kind of money.


For as long as they had together, anyway.


It would be sweet, as long as it lasted.





 








 








