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It's almost midnight. Explosives will render
everything to smithereens soon…

I watch him from a distance and my eyes dart
around for an exit. Time is running out, much too quickly. The
warning resounds within my skull: I have to get out of this place.
Now! His physique screams sexual perfection. I scan every
millimetre of his muscular torso, deliberately, slowly, just for a
few more moments as he slips his black leather jacket on. He
gestures to others to position themselves. They know I'm near. The
guard dog snarls in my direction, its nostrils acknowledging my
musky scent. The man, my 'hit', looks so damn fine though: the
white shirt, - a nice contrast between the dark ensemble of black
jacket and trousers, – emphasises his chest and biceps, concealed
inside the expensive cotton. Black boots finish off the outfit. I
wish he were alone. He looks so much better than all the others
before him. I sigh. But, he must die... What a pity, I think. The
bomb will reduce his powerful stature to a mess because I have to
ensure that he does meet his maker, or Roxy, my boss, will see that
I shall meet mine. I squeeze the trigger slowly, savouring the last
precious moments of his life before it will inevitably, slowly, ebb
away into the night.

The fact that I slept with Roxy's father,
Ralph, didn't help. Now I'm under her thumb until she releases me
from her enforced contract - or kills me, whichever greets me first
in my miserable life. How was I to know who he was as I've little
interest in politics. He made the first move when he asked me for
directions on the street that day. Now, politics seem to be my life
while my oils dry out and a lucrative promising career dies back
home in my art room. Ralph wants these people dead. A threat to his
life, I can see why but I don't agree with violence. But I have no
choice - I have to carry it out. Or I'll be joining their victims’
premature graves... He has men watching me, but she's the worst;
tracking my every movement. The bitch.

This is hell on earth, for me.

An unexpected grip on my left shoulder stops
my silent anguish in its tracks. I curse under my breath as the
fingers tighten, hurting. I knew I should have avoided Ralph, then
I wouldn't be in this mess now. My mind screams the realisation
before I rotate my hips to jab an unseen stomach with my skilled
elbow. They hurtle to the floor like a sack of stones.

I race around a corner as bullets scream past
me. One almost penetrates my leg, but I'm too fast for them. Much
too fast, ha ha! Just one of many advantages that I cherish,
especially at a time like this. At age just twenty-seven, I have a
life to live, even if it is a living death at times. These
criminals don't have a choice. That very thought alone makes me
almost orgasm as the power sweeps through my mind in an instant;
that ending their life saves mine. It matters not one iota to me
that this victim has stolen from Roxy’s bank account and now the
harsh bitch wants it back. Her orders for me are to stop at
nothing. Absolutely nothing. Not even from the harshest of
potential beatings, bullets or even lacerations from blades. I have
a job to do and my life to save. If I do it well enough, I see
another day...and another well-paid hit thereafter. I will be
privileged to see another sunrise. Motive enough, I think, despite
her blackmail methods. She knows enough about me to send me down
forever and a day, let alone to end my pitiful existence.

I run into a dead-end. My heart racing, I see
the swaying rope before me. I begin climbing into anticipated
freedom. The yacht's engine revs up. Soon, very soon, I'll be free!
I glance at my watch as it ticks down to their oblivion. I don't
fancy being covered in what will be left of them. I had enough of
that last week. The bodily remains took a while to scrape off me to
say the least... Carnage at its most spectacular and not even
dental records were obtainable. Nothing will ever be sufficient to
ease their loved-ones’ minds of their unexpected demise; their cold
lifeless body (or what was left of it) lying upon a cold slab in
the morgue. This is one hell of an assignment this time though as
there are a room full of the fuckers to contend with! My nerves are
akin to steel now though and I'm nothing like I was in the
beginning - a timid and very nervous wreck.

I sprint to the yacht and leap into freedom,
breathing a sigh of relief as the explosion builds behind me. What
I didn't expect was the muscular hunk getting out in time. And now
he's following me and all that I see for the moment is how
beautiful the skies are and that I'm still breathing.

“Nick Fuller. That's his name,” Roxy
hisses, glaring at me like a stern Headmistress. “He's next. Go,
get him or you know what will happen, don't you,
pretty?”

“Yes, Roxy Lou,” I reply, barely able
to look at her as she snarls contempt at me. Her cold icy stare
feels like it’s about to destroy me. I muster the confidence within
me and her power vanishes as it bounces off my invisible shield.
She can't get through any more, I'm stronger now. Her attempt to
kill my spirit has failed, but I let her believe otherwise. I'm
getting cleverer. They never expected that.

She's scanning me up and down in a lecherous
manner. I feel unbearably uneasy just standing there, my mind
demanding that my legs move, but the traitors refuse. She has to
allow me to leave first you understand. Deliberately and slowly,
she soaks up my visible uneasiness as she sits back in her plush
leather chair, her high heels resting on the expensive table, her
sheer stocking tops peeking from under the hem of her pinstripe
skirt. She's taken her matching jacket off and it hangs over the
back of her chair. A red low-cut top glares at me, in unison with
her angry expression. She's a sexy lady but I wouldn't touch her
with a bargepole. A bargepole wouldn't touch her with one - she's
that nasty, through and through. But oh she's hotter than a
furnace. Even Satan himself would be tempted to send her out of
hell to lure weak men into their demise, and they'd do it without
hesitation no doubt. Being bisexual is a living nightmare at times
like this and oh she knows it too. She knows the effect she has
upon me after catching me admiring her pert rear when her eyes had
met mine in the mirror that day. My heart had almost stopped. It
was bad enough that she walked behind me, stroking my blonde hair,
her touch electric; my wanting it - yet hating her with a passion
for invading my space. And my very life. On purpose. Handing me the
next hit's details, she pushes me toward the door. I grit my teeth
and force back retaliation. She's not worth it. Her time will come.
I smile. With no mirrors in sight where I'm standing, she can't see
my reaction. Good.






I drum my fingertips on the dashboard. It's 2
pm. I'm waiting for Nick to emerge from his apartment. Surveillance
equipment had picked up his threat to a friend: his plan to shoot
Ralph. Nick made the fatal error of pissing him off in a card game,
he's that ruthless. A hair-trigger on legs. Another car lurks a
distance behind me, watching me watching the arrival of the hit.
Oblivious to the potential danger, I rummage in the glove
compartment for a music disc. It's so boring, this waiting around!
But it's a hell of a lot more exciting than when I was waiting on
customers in that dreary coffee shop last year. My momentary
distraction allows the unseen stalker sufficient time to make their
next move. There's a loud and startling tap on my window. I turn to
look directly into the eyes of the leather-clad hunk who should be
plastered along underground walls by now. I stare down the barrel
of a gun, a thing my victims usually experience, but now it's my
turn. I'm trained to avoid these situations, but this bastard
managed to get out in time. The first.

He motions me to get out. As I open the door,
I feel the metal of my weapon through my bag. A rush of confidence
fills me. I instantly feel safer, for now. I also feel an aching in
my body and a certain confusion swirls around my mind as my
physical responses ignore my attempts to deaden them. His hazel
eyes send bolts of pleasure through my heart, breasts, stomach and
pussy as I stand before him. I can't attack, despite my expertise
in martial arts as one bullet from him is all that it would take.
His greying hair gives him an even sexier look. I'd say he's in his
late forties.

“Follow me. Now! Don't you dare speak!”
he growls, his arm slipping around mine as I feel the hard rim of
the gun prodding my ribs. His firm touch sends further waves of
pleasure up and down me as I obey. Nick Fuller has to die though or
Roxy or leather-clad hunk will be sorting me out. Either way I'm
going to be fucked, I reason. Just as well I'd wired his house
while he'd gone out for a few hours to his weekly card game with
the boys then wasn’t it? Monitoring a hit is a time-consuming thing
with hours spent tracking their every move, writing things down
and, even more importantly - making damn sure that they're not in
the house when you are.






I'm strapped to the seat now and we're
speeding down the motorway. I can feel the outline of my gun
through my bag and my pulse calms. My instinct as a female is
nagging me to scream for help but my survivalist attitude silences
me. I hear his breathing and I smell his aftershave. I close my
eyes as another ripple of pleasure sweeps over my body. He pulls
over and takes a black dinner jacket, shirt and trousers out of a
large black leather briefcase. He changes into them. I'm dying to
look but I resist the urge as he'll know how I feel. He's
egotistical enough as it is! I'm not giving him that pleasure too.
Half opening them, I strain to see what he's doing. The large bulge
in his black trousers provokes me to dare to gasp. Instead, I bite
the end of my tongue. Wide-eyed now, I feel my panties becoming
wetter as I gaze at his strong hand resting on the gear stick. What
would his fingers feel like? I wonder. On me. In me... God, the
things you think about when your life is at stake! His brusque
voice drags me from my fantasies.
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