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Shadow Seduction

If ever your world gets shaken, the bottom can be a place of unexpected desires. When an assassin lets his guard down, he either becomes a target or finds a way to survive. Temptations can be irresistible, but for any member associated with a crime family, taking the bait may quickly turn into a suckers bet.
So what do you do when honey-coated heat is staring you down? Do you roll the dice or walk away? Often, an afterthought is best when it doesn't become one.
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​Chapter 1
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There are lines that you don’t cross if you expect to live a moderately long life in my line of work. Lines marked in blood, gunpowder, and the cremated powdery remnants of bodies returned to ash. My body—plan is to be buried whole, for one, thank you very much. Two, if gunpowder traces are to be found, let it be from a single kill shot. Don’t want to ruin this lean muscle I’ve worked so hard to maintain. Third, my plan has always been to be known as the one who spilled the blood of others, not contributing much to that crimson line. The world knows me as Shadow and a shadow is what I plan to remain.

Yeah, those were the thoughts that kept my ass from straying too far left or right, and this new order should not have pulled me toward either side. A simple clean-up job, that’s all it was. Someone had gotten too comfortable for the boss’s liking, and he wanted them gone. To my understanding it heard it had to do with a domestic ‘dispute’ between him and his wife. Hmm, don’t know for certain, nor do I care. A job’s a job. Either way, my usual stacks of payment are received. 

The information, as accustomed, was sent by a courier. I've found that referring to people as a mark maintains a necessary mental and emotional distance. When you start to identify them by their name, that shit muddies the water. Kayla, was hers, and for a brief moment, I let the name swirl in my mouth, not uttering it's sound. With a hard blink, I let all emotions associated to the moment bleed into warm air around me, slowly exhaling, resetting myself to be as detached as the job required. 

The mark’s daily routine, known associates, vehicle description, and home address. I scan the daily routine, and it confirms the mark is female. Another sealed envelope falls into my palm as I tilt the package. One quick slice through the seal with my blade allows my eyes to stare at a colored photograph. It was of a group seated at a booth in an upscale club. A club I’ve visited while on a job more times than I could count. Only high-rollers and underground members hung out there. Not my taste, but to each his own. A red circle is around the face of a woman seated next to my boss. Her mouth is smiling, but her eyes aren’t. 

With a long sigh, I scan the document and image again, burning them to memory before striking a wooden match. Pinching the corners, I hold on until the heat’s too close for comfort. One flick of my wrist has the remnants dropping into a metal trash can at my feet, along with the delivery envelope. Watching the ash pile form, my mind drifts to the last female mark. 

Mouthy thing she was. The words she spat caused me to feel sorry for whoever had to hear her yap every day. Again, don’t know and don’t care. I stopped myself from wondering why people were made into marks long ago. But, geesh, that one, she was irritating as fuck. Plus, she ripped a hole in my favorite jacket. 

The plan had been not to make a sound. One quick slice across her throat. Neither I nor the world needed her obsessive ranting anymore. But it ended up being a single shot from across the room. It was the fastest way to end my mounting misery. Never appreciated my silencer more than that night. 

“Great! Now I’m starting to get a headache remembering the shrill of her voice. Food, then sleep. I’ll deal with this new mark tomorrow.”

Stripping, I head to the bathroom. My cock is hard from the adrenaline rush that always comes when planning a new hit. A finger swipes my cell phone screen as my eyes scan the contacts for a number, but soon decide against it. It’d be another hour before she could get here, and I didn’t want to have a conversation, either. No, just want to feel something hot, tight, and wet wrapped around me. 

Groaning, a hand reaches for my lube in the medicine cabinet, squirting a glob in my hand. The heat from the friction surrounding my cock has me planting my bare feet firmly on the tiled floor as my eyes close, thinking of that hot actress from the movie I'd watched last night. The scene where she was strutting around her room in nothing but a panty and bra was enough to get my mind going. My breath quickens while envisioning her silky skin, the curve of her hips, and how her lips curled into a seductive smile.

With each stroke, I can almost feel her presence in the room with me, her eyes overshadowed with desire. The small space fills with the sound of my ragged breaths. Lost in the fantasy, my hand moves with urgency, causing me to chase my release. Sweat beads on my forehead as the heightened sensations of pleasure build in the pit of my stomach. 

My free hand grabs the edge of the counter as a low moan escapes my lips. I give into the overwhelming need pulsing through my veins, pumping my clenched fist as if the woman was bent over in front of me. When approaching the peak of ecstasy, a shuddering sigh escapes from between my lips. Slowly coming down, I spray the tiled floor. The image of the actress fades from my mind. As sleep starts to call unto me, the last drop of my milk stretches down from the tip of my nearly limp cock, before snapping as gravity pulls it to the floor.

After a quick shower, I’m sprawled naked on my bed. The image of the new mark flashes before me, followed by her list of daily routines. I sigh, forcing my mind to go blank, reaching for the bedsheet while rolling onto my side. Sleep seizes me quickly. 

***
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I’ve been following her for three days. Crazy how some people are so methodical in the way they go about their day. This one was predictable to a T. If I had to guess, I wouldn’t have suspected this from a young woman like herself. Still, she was part of a very controlled world, so there’s that. No one in the organization did anything too out of the ordinary. That shit gets extra eyes on you.

Oh well, today was going to be the day. My phone was already getting blown up with update requests. Unlike the other Yes Men in my network, I did things to the beat of my own drum. The shit I did takes planning, precision. Fuckers think this is like taking out a bag of trash. Hell if I’m doing time while they live, eat, suck, and stuff whatever and whoever. No, the job gets done when I say so. With a huff, I put my phone on Do Not Disturb. 

The rain finally lets up and I continue to stand still, watching. The cover of darkness is always a comfort to me. It gives me an advantage and lets me disappear like a ghost among the shadows. Tonight, my mark made a little detour. We’re now deep in the city; for me, this could be a good thing that quickly goes wrong. I found a shadow-cloaked spot, posted up, and bide my time. 

After remaining inside for about five minutes, she reappeared and stood outside a restaurant. The nearby lights cast warm glow off of her skin. Skin that was a darker contrast to my pale one. Her head acts as if on a swivel searching the busy street, glancing at her cell phone every few minutes. Not the place I’d expect the boss to be dining at, but hey, what do I know? Anxious tapping of her right foot begins as her eyebrows furrow. 

I should have eaten. The smells coming from that restaurant are killing me! My mark looks long at her phone before stomping off toward the alley two doors from the restaurant. Time to move.

Keeping my distance, I let her get a good way ahead of me. She rounds the sharp corner of the building and heads down the alley that connects two busy streets. My feet move with my body nonchalantly entering the alleyway, pretending to search for something as I flick my finger over my cell phone screen. The mark slows her walking, answering a call. 

With a dart to the right, my body is pressed against the building on the opposite side, melting into the shadows. She’s lost in conversation for a few moments, then pauses as a group of people walk past, voices loud with laughter. When alone again, she returns to
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