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      “We’re going to kill him?”

      The words rolled off my tongue with trepidation.  Even though we were being hunted by a madman and he was trying to kill us, the thought of actually having to take someones life was staggering.  It was only days ago that I was just a high priced call girl attracted to one of her clients.  Now here I was, half way around the world for all I knew, being hunted by a Russian bent on world domination.

      The whole thing seemed too ridiculous to be true…and yet here I was.  I knew what Ryan and Michael were saying was true.  The only way we would ever be safe was to hunt the man who was hunting us.

      “So how do we do it?”

      “With a man like Viktor there is no way that we can take him on head to head.  He has the advantage and too many resources at his disposal” Michael said as he pondered the rest of his response.

      “We won’t waste our time trying to go after him.  Instead we will let him come to us.”

      I didn’t know exactly what Michael meant by that but the confidence that seemed to ooze from his pores reassured me that he knew exactly what he was doing.

      “Ryan, I would appreciate it if Jenny and I could spend another night here.”

      “Oh course man, you know I’ve got your back.”

      “Great.  Thank you.  Now, with your permission I would like to use that SAT phone I know you have around here somewhere.
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      Ryan disappeared for a few minutes and when he returned it was with a hardened briefcase in hand.  He quickly handed this to Michael who cracked it open and pulled out the large handheld device.  As he began to punch some numbers into the phone Ryan tapped me on the shoulder to get my attention.

      “Well, as amazing as you look in that outfit let’s see if we can’t find you something a little more appropriate.”

      Ryan led me to his room on the opposite side of the house and then into a surprisingly large closet that was located along the back wall.  Once we entered the closet Ryan pulled back a small concealed panel of wood.  Behind it was a surprisingly modern and high-tech looking keypad.  He quickly typed in a handful of numbers and closed the panel.  I heard several clicks and felt the floor moved beneath my feet.

      A few seconds later a scene unfolded just like something out of a spy novel.  A secret door in the floor opened up and a hidden staircase was revealed.  From the looks of this modest hand-built jungle hut I found it surprising that there could actually be some sort of basement built beneath it.

      Ryan guided me down the stairs and as my eyes adjusted to dimly lit room I realized this was no basement, it was a bunker.

      There was an arsenal of weapons lining the wall as well as many other gadgets I could not recognize.  I was standing there in complete awe until Ryan broke me from my stupor and led me to the opposite side of the structure.  Along the back wall of the bunker there was a huge rack containing various pieces of clothing and outfits for what seemed like just about any occasion.  For some reason he also seemed to have a variety of sizes.

      My mind tried to logically work out what I was seeing but I had a hard time making sense of it all.  There was no doubt that Ryan operated in the same dark covert world that Michael lived in.  I wondered exactly how they knew each other and why Ryan felt the need to have a bunker like this with supplies to survive what seemed like the end of the world.

      “Here we go…I think this might work” Ryan said as he handed me what looked to be a dress in my size.

      Why the hell would he have dresses down here?  None of this made any sense.  I started to try and grapple with the absurdity of my situation when Ryan interrupted again.

      “This outfit should help you blend in until you get to where you are going.  The last thing you want to do is draw any attention that might trickle back to Viktor.  Now let’s see what else we have here.”

      Ryan turned towards to his right and opened a cabinet revealing several racks of wigs.  There was no doubt now that this man was a spy or at least somebody who needed to conceal identities and pack serious heat.

      “I think this one will do” Ryan said as he grabbed a long blond mane from the middle rack.

      “You would be amazed at what a change of clothes and wig can do for your anonymity.”

      I looked at him dumbfounded, not quite sure what to do next.

      “There is one other thing that we should probably take care of.  Have you ever used a gun before?”

      I looked back across the room at the racks of heavy artillery on display.  My stomach dropped and my breathing quickened as I pondered his matter-of-fact but scary as hell question.

      “Not really…I once fired a pistol at my uncles place when I was a kid but I was only ten.”

      I was terrified as reality smacked me in the face.  I knew that we were in trouble and I understood what Michael had said at the table this morning.  Yet, it was all very theoretical up until this point, an abstraction.  As I stood staring at the cold hard steel lining that wall there was nothing abstract about it any more.

      A hand came to rest on my shoulder and I turned to look at Ryan who had a relaxed smile on his face.

      “Don’t worry Jenny.  Michael is the best I have ever known and he will protect you.  In the meantime though, why don’t we go have a little therapeutic target practice.”
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      Ryan led me out of the bunker and through the backdoor.  As we passed through the house I noticed that Michael was still on the phone and the conversation seemed intense.  Stepping out of house I noticed a worn dirt trail that led through a grove of trees.

      With Ryan leading the way we set off down the beaten path.  The beautiful tropical scenery that surrounded us was mesmerizing and for a moment I almost forgot the deadly reason for our walk.  About three minutes after we started the jungle thinned and we entered a clearing with several targets set up at various distances.

      “Ok Jenny, the odds of you having to actually use this thing with Michael around are slim but just in case I want you to have something to defend yourself with.  The gun I am giving you has the least amount of kick with the most amount of bullets.”

      Ryan handed me the contoured black handle of the weapon he had chosen for me.  The gun was small but heavier than I expected.  Although my nerves grew as he handed me the lethal piece of machinery a slight thrill sent tingles down my spine.  For the first time since this all began I felt some control, some power over my fate.

      After some initial instruction on how to stand and hold the weapon Ryan stepped back and released me to begin firing.  I closed my eyes and took a deep breath trying to calm my nerves.  Then, as my eyelids slowly opened I fixed my stare on the intended target and pulled the trigger.

      The recoil was smaller than I expected and actually felt quite natural. My eyes never left the bull eyes of the selected target and soon I was rewarded with the image of my bullet punching a hole just left of center, right in the middle of the red dot.

      “Holy shit” Ryan yelled.

      “You’re a fucking natural.”

      I smiled and blushed at the praise until Ryan redirected my focus.

      “Hundred bucks says you can’t do that again.”

      I looked at Ryan and then back at my target.  Steadying myself just as he had taught me to do I raised the weapon and trained the sight on my target.  I took another deep breath and then pulled the trigger.

      Crack! Another hole appeared no more than three quarters of an inch from the first.

      “Well fuck me” Ryan said laughing.

      “Apparently you might need to be the one protecting Michael.  That is impressive.  Now let me teach you a few more things.”

      Ryan continued to instruct me for the next couple of hours as I shot targets at multiple distances from multiple angles.  He then turned the scenarios more realistic and had me using the gun exactly like I would be doing in self defense situations.

      I was a quick study and Ryan seemed to relish his role as instructor.  He decided to add in some hand to hand combat as well and by the time we headed back to his home I felt a confidence unlike anything I had ever felt before.  The exhilaration I got from punching holes in targets and flipping Ryan’s body over mine in Jiu-Jitsu style throws gave me a thrill that I had only every felt before with Michael…in the bedroom.
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      When we arrived back at the house we found Michael off the phone.  There were two large bags packed by the front door as well as a backpack.  Apparently whatever plan Michael had in store the preparations had already begun.

      “Hey babe” Michael said as he stepped forward and pulled me into his arms.

      “Michael, you have a stone cold killer on your hands.  I have never seen a more natural shot and her hand to hand skills aren’t half bad either.”

      Michael took in Ryan’s words and looked to me for confirmation.  I guess I must have still been glowing from the excitement of the effort because Michael smiled and leaned in for another kiss.  The kiss was long and deep and only ended when he pulled his lips away to whisper something in my ear.

      “You look a little flushed Jenny.  Did you have a good time with Ryan?”

      “Um..yes, it was amazing” I said not yet picking up on the subtle change in his tone.

      “Would you like to have a little more fun with Ryan before we leave?”

      I pulled back slightly to look him in the eyes.  My mind was starting to comprehend what Michael was suggesting but I still could not quite believe it.

      Once my eyes met his I saw the fire burning inside him.  I knew that fire well.  That was the same piercing gaze that I always saw right before our naked bodies wrapped themselves around each other.  Michael had seen the sensory overload my body had experience from my “spy training” with Ryan and he was seeking to extend that pleasure with another new experience.

      My mind was scared but my body was fearless.  Instinct took control and I responded to Michael’s offer in the only way that I could.

      “Yes.”

      “Well then, why don’t you go get him.”

      Michael gave me a soft kiss on my neck and released me from his embrace.  I turned and saw Ryan in the kitchen sipping a glass of water.  Just as I had on the range only hours before I took a deep breath, focused my eyes on the target, and pulled the trigger.

      Ryan did not see me coming until I had already closed the distance between us.  There was a look of surprise in his eyes as I pushed well inside of his personal space.

      “Hey Jenny, what…”

      His words hung in the air just short of completion as I lowered myself to my knees and began to unbutton his pants.  I could only imagine what glances were currently being exchanged between the two men.  However, I never looked away and kept my focus on the the new object of my desire, an object that seemed to be rapidly expanding.  By the time I had his zipper down, Ryan’s cock seemed like it was going to burst through the fabric.

      I reached up and pulled his pants down while digging my nails into his tight ass.  The excitement that Ryan had already provided for me on the range was sent surging by his ample cock pulling free from it’s restraints.
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