
        
            
                
            
        

    
	Svetlana Simonov is secret agent for Omega Force, so she has a license to kill... and so much more! Unbridled passion and savage violence mixes with pleasure and pain as she sets out from Washington D.C on her latest mission. Svetlana uses her body, cunning, and guns on her mission to deal with America’s most brutal enemies.

	 

	 

	Svetlana Simonov of the government’s top-secret Omega Force is sent from Washington D.C. to Kiev, Ukraine, to assassinate an international drug dealer, Boris Antonich, to put his organization out of business and give him the death sentence he so richly deserves. Unbeknownst to her, that is exactly the same assignment that Dmitri Kuzetsov, top assassin for Russia’s infamous intelligence agency, the GRU, has been given. Svetlana and Dmitri—natural deadly enemies—must become the unlikeliest of allies in their shared assignment. Svetlana and Dmitri soon find themselves working side by side in their international search for the cunning and elusive drug kingpin. During the hunt for their prey, these two secret agents find their unquenchable passion for each other runs red-hot as savage violence and non-stop action grips them every step of the way.

	 


The unauthorized reproduction or distribution of this copyrighted work is illegal. Criminal copyright infringement, including infringement without monetary gain, is investigated by the FBI and is punishable by up to 5 years in federal prison and a fine of $250,000.

	Please purchase only authorized electronic editions, and do not participate in or encourage the electronic piracy of copyrighted materials. Your support of the author’s rights is appreciated.

	 

	This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents either are products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events or locales or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.

	 

	Too Many Assassins

	Copyright © 2020 Robin Gideon

	ISBN: 978-1-4874-2959-1

	Cover art by Martine Jardin

	 

	All rights reserved. Except for use in any review, the reproduction or utilization of this work in whole or in part in any form by any electronic, mechanical or other means, now known or hereafter invented, is forbidden without the written permission of the publisher.

	 

	Published by eXtasy Books Inc or

	Devine Destinies, an imprint of eXtasy Books Inc

	[image: Image]

	Look for us online at:

	www.eXtasybooks.com or www.devinedestinies.com

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	Too Many Assassins

	Agent (Rom)antics Book 3

	 

	 

	By

	 

	 

	Robin Gideon

	 


 

	 

	Dedication

	 

	 

	This one is for Jay, Nicki, Brigit, and Cat.

	And, of course, for Keith.

	 


Chapter One

	 

	 

	Washington D.C., United States

	 

	Jefferson Burke, one of the senior administrative operatives working for America’s top-secret espionage agency, Omega Force, sat in an overstuffed easy chair in a luxury hotel in Washington D.C., and wondered what Svetlana Simonov would be wearing. Sometimes she was strictly professional, wearing the clothes of a thousand dollar-an-hour attorney working for a firm that did a lot of business with the U.S. government, and no one else. At other times she dressed like a not-yet-thirty socialite who liked to show off the fact that she had beautiful breasts and legs, and that she knew both men and women liked to see them. Sometimes her skirts modesty came down to the tops of her knees. Sometimes her miniskirts and mini dresses barely came to the tops of her thighs. The pretty panties that she wore would most definitely be seen by anyone interested in finding out about such things. Burke had no doubt that many people were interested.

	Burke would find out about her lingerie soon. He always did.

	Looking at his wristwatch, Burke saw that it was two minutes to three. He had said he wanted to see her at three, and since he demanded punctuality from Svetlana, she was always on time. Not just to the minute, but to the second. If she was the tiniest bit late, he punished her for the transgression. Administering punishment to Svetlana was one of the great turn-ons of Burke’s life.

	Burke punished his field agent often, and he always tried to think of a new way of delivering his wrath. He didn’t want to fall into the trap of expected outcomes. Svetlana deserved so much more than that.

	There was a faint rap of knuckles on the door of his hotel room. Before rising from his chair, he looked at his wristwatch. It was precisely three o’clock. She was exactly on time, so he’d have to figure out another reason to punish her. This wouldn’t be a problem. There were countless reasons. His only question was picking the right one.

	He rose from his chair and crossed the room. He opened the door without first asking who was there or looking through the small spyglass. It could only be one person, and that person happened to be the most beautiful, talented, sensual woman he had ever encountered in his life. She was also a shockingly effective field agent for Omega Force.

	He opened the door and, as always, the first sight of Svetlana Simonov caused the breath to catch in his chest and his heartrate to accelerate. The urge to take her immediately into his arms and kiss her was so strong it required an act of willpower for him to restrain himself. Rather than act on impulse, he let his gaze slide slowly from the top of her head down to the toes of her high-heeled stilettos.

	Barefoot, she stood five-foot-nine. In the red-soled stilettos, she was six-foot-two, and every inch of her was impressive.

	Her hair was streaked honey blonde and fell down in waves well over her shoulders. She had a fine forehead, and beneath it, a medium nose that was neither large nor small. It was her eyes, though, that one noticed instantly and remembered forever. They were the color of blue water, but whether it was icy cold Anchorage water or bath-water warm Key West water was debatable. What wasn’t up for debate was whether or not her eyes were stunningly beautiful. They were, and everyone—both men and women—agreed on this indisputable fact. With one’s gaze moving southward, there were shoulders which were proportionate to her body, and then her breasts, which were full and round and rather more extravagant than most women’s bosom. She made no effort to draw attention to them; they did that all by themselves. Her waist narrowed dramatically, and her hips rounded nicely. The thighs suggested at a certain athleticism and were tapered. The calves led to feet which were inevitably caressed by the finest and most famous—and expensive—cobblers in the world.

	She was, from toes to hairline and beyond, an immediate cause of favorable sexual response for Jefferson Burke, and for everyone else who had the significant good fortune of looking at her.

	For this meeting she had chosen to wear a navy-blue blazer with matching knee-length skirt, a white silk blouse, and rather ostentatious three carat blue-white diamond stud earrings. In contrast, her makeup was subdued, her eye shadow hazy shades of dark and light blue, and administered with the lightest touch.

	“Thank you for coming, Agent Simonov,” Burke said, his tone crisp and thoroughly military and professional. “Please, come in.”

	“Thank you, sir,” Svetlana replied as she walked past him and into the room.

	With nowhere else to sit, she sat on the foot of the bed, which was directly in front of the chair and desk that Burke had been at only moments earlier.

	Perfect. Burke drank in the visual beauty of Svetlana sitting on the bed. Exactly as I had planned.

	His cock was beginning to grow into a formidable, impressively sized erection. It wouldn’t bother him in the least if Svetlana noticed the effect her presence and beauty had on him. He walked slowly back to his chair, then sat in it. By the time he crossed his legs, putting his right ankle on his left knee, his cock had reached full extension, and was threatening to burst out of the confines of his immaculately tailored trousers.

	He was pleased to see that Svetlana noticed.

	She folded her hands in her lap while sitting at the foot of the bed, and questioned rather quietly, “Sir?”

	The tone of her voice, in the single, spoken word, made Burke desperately want to ravish her instantly. The blood flowed in his veins like lava.

	“I have another assignment for you, and I apologize that it comes so soon after your last one, but things happen in the world and we have to respond accordingly.” As she started to respond, he raised his hand to silence her. “Before we speak of the next assignment, I think we should address some issues of the last one. I’ve just read your post-assignment report, and I find some aspects of it... troubling.”

	He watched when she shivered. He could feel the blood pumping in his veins.

	“Your mission was to find Gunther Krueger, discover the identity of his informant, and neutralize both of them, wasn’t it?”

	Before answering she crossed her legs at the knee, tugged her skirt down slightly, and folded her hands in her lap. She looked into his eyes and said quietly, “Yes, sir.”

	“And you were successful in that, were you not?”

	“Yes, sir. I was successful. Neither man will ever again be selling IED bombmaking technology to terrorists.”

	“How ironic that you used a bomb to kill them. That was a good weapon-of-choice. The authorities in Lebanon came to the conclusion that they accidentally blew themselves up.”

	“That was exactly as I had wanted, sir.”

	“Did you also want to have sex with them?”

	He watched as Svetlana inhaled sharply, then held her breath for a moment. After several silent seconds she said, “No, sir. But it was necessary for the success of the assignment.”

	“You had sex with Krueger first, and after he introduced you to the informant, you seduced him. A few days later you had sex with them both at the same time, did you not?”

	“I had to get the two of them together to dispense justice simultaneously. If I neutralized one of them first, then the other would go underground.”

	“At least that’s the excuse you gave in your report.”

	“But—”

	Svetlana’s explanation for her conduct was cut off when Burke gave her an icy glare.

	When she cast her gaze down at her folded hands in her lap, Burke allowed himself a slight smile, since she couldn’t see it. He felt his pulse pounding in his erection, and it seemed as though every nerve in his body was taut and quivering, like a thoroughbred racehorse at the starting gate.

	“Stand up, please.” His tone was deceptively casual. When Svetlana stood, the urge to sexually overpower her immediately washed over him like a gigantic Hawaiian ocean wave, terrifying to everyone except the very best of surfers. He rested his hands lightly on the arms of the desk chair. He cleared his throat lightly, then said, “You sucked cock during your assignment, didn’t you?” Svetlana didn’t answer. Burke waited silently for a few seconds. “You might just as well admit it to me in person. You did, after all, include this information in your report.”

	“Y-yes, sir,” Svetlana said in a whisper, with a slight stammer. “I performed fellatio while on assignment.”

	“Quite a lot, it seems. You gave them both blow jobs, each of them several times.” She nodded, her gaze cast at the tips of her red-soled stilettos. “Did you swallow their cum?” She shook her head. “Oh?” he prompted, his tone suggesting suspicion.

	Svetlana lifted her chin, looked Burke in the eyes, and replied, “Sometimes. If I thought that the situation warranted it, and if such action couldn’t be avoided.”

	Burke rose to his feet, taking the few steps it took to be at her side. He towered over her. Burke began loosening his silk necktie.

	“The last time you were with them in a ménage a trois—”

	“That happened only once,” Svetlana said quickly, looking up into Burke’s eyes. After several seconds, her gaze lowered submissively. “Just that one time, then I left them and detonated the bomb.”

	“Was it exciting having such dangerous, murderous men fucking your pussy and mouth at the same time?” Burke loosened the knot of the necktie to slip the silk over his head, though he kept it knotted. “You’re sure you’re telling the truth?”

	“Yes, sir.”

	“You have been known to lie. Now stand up and put your hands behind your back,” Burke said with quiet iron-hard authority and more than just a hint of malice. “Cross them at the wrists.” She did as she had been commanded as Burke walked slowly around her. He pushed her blouse cuffs up just enough so that the silk necktie surrounded her bare wrists, very near the small gold wristwatch that had diamonds to indicate the hours. He cinched the necktie tightly, and Svetlana uttered a short, soft gasp as her bondage was secured. “That should keep you from causing too much mischief.”

	He walked around Svetlana once more. When he faced her, he stood so close that he could smell the delicate perfume she had placed on her throat and between her breasts. It was Chanel No. 5, and it suited her perfectly. He was aware that the very best always suited Svetlana perfectly.

	“I send you on an assignment, and you always find some way of getting yourself into trouble.” He eased the fingers of his right hand into the silky blonde hair at Svetlana’s left ear. He filtered her hair through his fingers as he brushed the strands back so that they hung over her shoulder. Her breasts were rising and falling more rapidly now that he was touching her. Burke liked that response. “Lovely hair.” He stroked his fingertips down slowly, then slid the side of his thumb over her slender arched eyebrow. “Lovely eyes. The bluest I’ve ever seen.” He caressed her cheek, and as he did so, he ran his thumb over her lips. “Lovely mouth. Lips made for telling lies... and sucking cock.”

	Svetlana gasped and turned her face aside, and Burke knew that he was running out of time. His lustful impatience was testimony to Svetlana’s extravagant allure.

	Burke ran his fingertips along Svetlana’s throat, then down between the mounds of her breasts. Her nipples made noticeable dents in the fabric of her blouse and bra. He fought against the urge to tear her blouse open, rip off her bra, and then feast upon her breasts. But to do that would be to accelerate the pace of this encounter. It was always more satisfying, he knew, to enjoy intemperate pleasures in a leisurely manner.

	Having successfully avoided touching Svetlana’s breasts, Burke raised his hand, his fingertips caressing her skin very lightly. He once more caressed her face, then he pushed his fingers into the hair at the top of Svetlana’s head. While looking into her round obviously frightened eyes, he clenched his fingers slowly into a fist.

	“You’re always getting yourself into trouble.” He gave her head a quick, harsh shake, pulling on her hair. Svetlana gasped, and her mouth opened. “You know that when you get yourself into trouble, then I have to punish you.” Burke began putting downward pressure on Svetlana. She resisted. “On your knees.” It was a coldly spoken command, one that Svetlana could not disobey. She sank to her knees in the luxury hotel suite, sitting on the backs of her heels. “You understand that I have to punish you, don’t you?” Burke began lowering the zipper to his trousers with his left hand while continuing to hold her hair with his right fist. When she didn’t reply, he shook her head again, even more harshly than the first time. “Don’t you?”

	“Yes,” Svetlana replied.

	Burke had to struggle to pull his thoroughly aroused cock out through the fly of his trousers. When he was at last free, his erection throbbing with virility, he looked down at the stylishly dressed bound woman on her knees in front of him. For several seconds, he had to close his eyes to regain his composure. Svetlana’s sensuality was as powerful as a narcotic and twice as dangerous.

	He opened his eyes again and eased his hips forward. When the head of his cock touched her lightly painted lips, she squeezed them tightly together—in direct defiance of what she had to know was Burke’s wishes.

	“Open,” Burke said, rubbing his cockhead back and forth over her lips, holding her hair with his right hand as he used his left to guide his erection. “Open.” Finally, Svetlana did as he had commanded. “Wider.” She opened her mouth a little more. “Wider!” To put emphasis to his demand, he gave her hair several harsh tugs.

	Svetlana opened her mouth, and Burke thrust his cock between her lips and into the warm, wet confines of sexual paradise.

	She’s so beautiful. Burke was amazed at his astonishing good fortune. On her knees with my cock in her mouth. Unbelievable. Simply unbelievable.

	 

	* * * *

	 

	After all these years, Burke can still fire up the heat. Svetlana sucked on the hard manly flesh that filled her mouth. Only he can turn on the submissive in me.

	She leaned back slowly, dragging her lips over the cock’s heavily-veined shaft, then over the plum-sized crown. Holding just the tip of his cock between her lips, she used her tongue against the slit. When she heard Burke groan, she had to suppress a smile. She knew he loved it when she pleasured him this way.

	She resisted the urge to tilt her head back on her shoulders to look up into Burke’s eyes. She wouldn’t give in to that temptation just yet. It was always such an incredible turn-on for her to be tasting his cock, feeling it pulse and throb with lust between her lips and against her tongue, while she was looking up into his dark, fathomless eyes.

	Burke groaned softly, the sound coming out from deep in his chest. It was a sound of pure pleasure, and Svetlana was overwhelmed with joy that when Burke was looking for pleasure, he was looking for her.

	When she felt him release his hold on her hair, she experienced a momentary pang of regret. It aroused the submissive in her whenever he grabbed her by the hair and played the full-on hardcore Dominant to the max. A moment later, out of the corner of her eye, she watched as his hand-tailored suit coat fell to the floor. Burke was getting undressed—or at least as undressed as he ever allowed himself to be with her. He had lost his left foot just above the ankle and wore a prosthetic, and he was adamant that he would never allow Svetlana to see his injury. Though Svetlana wanted otherwise, she allowed Burke to keep his secrets... especially because she had no choice in the matter.

	Seconds later, Burke’s shirt with the button-down collar fell to the floor atop his jacket. Svetlana continued nodding slowly back and forth, sucking his cock with every ounce of fellatio skill that she possessed, but as she did, she allowed herself the satisfaction of tilting her head back on her shoulders. She looked up just in time to watch the fluid movement of muscles beneath a rather hairy chest as Burke pulled his T-shirt over his head.

	My God, that’s a beautiful body.

	It wasn’t the first time Svetlana had come to that conclusion. It wasn’t the thirtieth or even the hundredth time. Still, whenever they were separated for days or even weeks because of a mission, it was the first thing that went through her mind when she looked at him. His body was always erotic to look at, but it was especially erotic to look at when her hands were tied behind her back, she was on her knees, and his beautiful cock was gliding slowly back and forth between her lips.

	Burke began unbuckling his belt, and as he did so, he looked down into Svetlana’s eyes. She trembled softly on her knees, looking at a man who could be merciful or merciless, depending upon the circumstance. Closing her eyes, Svetlana bobbed and weaved a bit faster, not certain what Burke wanted next from her. Even though they had something of a ritual whenever she returned from an assignment, Burke changed it up just enough so that she was never quite certain what was going to happen next.

	Burke lowered his trousers to the middle of his thighs, then, struggling briefly, pulled back enough to release his erection from Svetlana’s oral embrace to get his boxers down. Reaching down with his left hand, he grabbed a handful of Svetlana’s hair as he took his cock in his right hand and raised it to his stomach, exposing the heavy, low-hanging egg-shaped testicles beneath.

	“You know what to do,” he said with quiet authority.

	Shivering with desire, Svetlana angled her face somewhat sideways, then leaned forward and sucked one of his balls between her lips and into her mouth. Her eyes were closed, and she moaned softly. When Burke released the hold he had on his cock, the moist, pulsating shaft rested heavily on her cheek. As she sucked on Burke, she purred softly, like a hungry kitten drinking warm milk from a dish.

	Releasing Burke, Svetlana licked her way slowly up to the crown, sucked on it for several seconds, then licked her way down the opposite side of the shaft. She took his other testicle into her mouth, basting it with her saliva as she felt her own juices flowing freely to the lips of her
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