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FREEDOM
As Sarah walked away from the crashed car, she slowly placed the small handgun back into her purse, she had come to like Doug but she knew that killing him was the only way to ensure her own freedom. 
Sarah was used to killing people, at the end of the day that was her job. She usually worked at night, which made everything easier. All she had to do was: kill the victim, make it look like an accident and get paid. But that night was different. That victim was different. And most importantly, her life could become different. 
As she walked further away from the destroyed car, she couldn't help but think about the life she had just taken away. She was used to killing strangers, people that she had no connection with at all. But this victim wasn't anonymous. In a way it felt like her first murder. Like all the other people she had killed before were simply chores she had to put up with. That made her feel sick. But that feeling was instantly replaced with a wave of relief. She had killed his only friend, the only person she had ever kept contact with. But she had also killed her enemy, the person who was about to reveal her identity. 
Three hours ago, her boss had made her an offer. She could leave her horrifying job as long as she killed the police chief's son. He was also a police officer and showed signs of becoming an even better officer, which made her boss incredibly nervous as Doug could destroy his business in the future. As soon as Sarah heard about the offer, she agreed immediately.  
Although the job paid the bills, it always left her with a bittersweet feeling. She knew it was wrong but at the same time she didn't have an alternative. But as soon as she found out about her victim's identity, her hurt sunk as deep as the lowest valley and the deepest sea. She never thought she would have to face such a complicated dilemma. She was given the power to decide if she wanted to save her only friend's life or her own. 
As she saw Doug enter the car, she couldn't even say anything to him. Doug thought of Sarah as an acquaintance because of their lack of interactions. But his kindness towards Sarah made her think o him as a friend, a word she didn't use much as most people found her too cold and frightening to hang out with.
She had become used to not getting attached to people as her job made her feel like she wasn't worthy of love in any way. But Doug made her feel as if after all, even people like her deserved a second chance.

It didn't take too long before Doug realized that maybe Sarah didn't want to have dinner with him. As soon as she took out her gun everything made sense to him. Her cold appearance, her sceptical view of things, how increasingly distant she had become the last couple of days. But even as one of the best amateur police officers, he hadn't even been good enough too see that his enemy had been right in front of him this whole time, but know closer than ever. The killing process wasn’t very different from the others. She took out her gun, aimed at Doug's head, pulled the trigger and crashed the car in hopes of making it look like an accident.

But at last she was free. She could breath. No more murders, no more guilt. Maybe after all if it wouldn't have been for her murdering him, he would have ended up making her go to prison. Perhaps it wasn't a murder after all. Perhaps Sarah had a second chance after all.

Perhaps Sarah could start living after all.

