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Tyler Peterson ran out of the supermarket through the back door, glad to be alive and relieved that the vest, t-shirt and sweater he was wearing under his hooded jacket were absorbing all the blood coming from his gunshot wound so the police would not get any to run a  DNA test to pin him on the crime. Even  though there wasn't much the police could do, it was better for him and his entire team to remain unknown. Only a few people with the needed clearance knew of the existence of his team. Being professional assassins, Tyler and his team couldn't go around advertising their occupation. 

He didn't go to the get-away car which was parked near the entrance by his younger brother Frank, who was waiting nervously for him behind the steering wheel, ready to drive off. Tyler needed to get as far away from the supermarket as possible and call Frank's wife so she could call Frank home.

Everything  had gone as planned except for some guy who happened to be shopping there, who had a gun. He must have been a cop! That is the only reason he didn't rush to the get-away-car. The cop could have seen and followed them before they got far. Scared shoppers react differently from wannabe-hero cops. The former would take time to assess the danger before calling the police, but a cop may decide to chase them and although Frank was the best and fastest driver Tyler knew, there was no telling how the cop would drive if he wanted to get them so desperately.

"Shit!" Tyler swore. The only consolation he had was that the job had been done and to all witnesses, including the guy who shot him, it would seem like a robbery gone wrong. 

He ran a few blocks and thankfully, nobody followed him. He begun feeling very stupid for not going to the get-away car.

The pain was unbearable with every step he took. He heard sirens as police cars raced to the scene of crime and was glad he was in a poorly lit alley - thanks to mismanagement of funds by corrupt leaders, that left unlit streets everywhere in Sefton town. Luckily, the lack of proper lighting ensured his smooth escape. 

A few blocks later, he took out his burner cellphone and called his sister-in-law Brittany - Frank's wife.

"Call him home. I'm fine but I won't come back tonight."

"Sure." She said and hung up. No questions were ever asked over the phone or any explanations given. Standard procedure. Besides, the job was supposed to be very easy - and it had been - so only Tyler and Frank went to do it.

Tyler's father - John Peterson - was an ex-government asset who still took jobs that the government and any other corrupt rich fellows needed done off the books. He was the founder of their organization and demanded they follow the rules strictly. The organization was more of a family business, since there was only one other person who was not related to them by blood or marriage. John had always been paranoid, insisting that someone was always listening when people used modern devices to communicate. 

Another requirement during a job was disguise. On this day, Taylor wore a crooked nose and the make-up done by his brother's wife left him ugly and undesirable.

"Trust me, with this face, you wont get laid. Not even if you offered to pay." She had said, laughing when she had finished doing his make-up.

Tyler limped as the warm blood from his wound formed a big wet patch on his side. He pressed his hand there, putting as much pressure on it as possible. He knew he needed to get first-aid soon to take out the bullet and stop the bleeding. The cop had short him on his waist and with any luck, it would not be as bad as he felt.

He saw a young woman walk towards a building a few meters away from him. She looked nervously at him and fumbled with her bag trying to find her keys. The street was deserted. Being a week day, few people were usually outside past 10:00pm that's why Tyler and his team had picked that hour to do the job. They knew there would be a few people still shopping, so the risk of impulsive wannabe-heroes would be lower and they would get several to testify of the robbery gone wrong.

The young woman managed to open the main door just when he neared her, so he jumped on her and silenced her scream with his hand on her mouth. His other hand held her closely against himself so their bodies pressed length to length with her back against his front. She was warm and smelled flowery sweet.

"Shhh!" He whispered in her ear when he heard movement in the building. "You don't want me to get angry... should anyone see us, act happy, or else I will shoot them and let you live for a few days so you will surfer with the guilt of knowing you caused the deaths of innocent people, then I'll find you and kill you too." He felt her tremble in fear. 

Still holding her mouth, he quickly moved his other hand to the pocket of his jacket and removed the gun then caressed her cheek with it. He heard her gasp, her legs giving in on her, so he quickly  returned the gun to his pocket and steadied her.

There was no time to threaten her some more as the voices and footsteps of those inside the building neared them. He quickly turned her around and hugged her but then realized that she could scream for help because that was a natural reaction. So he lowered his head to hers, taking her mouth with his to silence her. She tensed in surprise and rejection but did not push him away. Tyler felt a current of electricity zing through his entire body and his heart leaped in excitement. Her lips parted slightly and allowed his tongue in with a moan.

Then she kissed him back!

He had not meant to kiss her but that kiss wrung out a response from both of them.

Her lips were softy and sweet. Her tongue danced with his, stroking and caressing. Tyler's heart hammered loudly in his ears, her tremors - which at first were caused by fear - aroused him. He slid his hands back and forth along her spine in gentle caresses and felt her mould herself more to his body.

A sharp pain brought him back to his senses.

He pulled his head up, breathless and took a step back and held her at arms length. She ran her hand through her hair nervously, clearly ashamed of her response to the kiss, then wrapped her arms around her body and hugged herself. The people that had exited the building had disappeared around it.

"Let me go please." She said almost in a whisper. "I wont tell anyone."

"I'll let you go but first you need to do something for me." Tyler told her. "What is your name?"

"Shay." She answered once again, trembling slightly in fear.

"Shay. You need to take me into your house and do something for me. If you don't live alone, pray that those inside will behave." There was a security light above the door but because he was facing it, he could not see her face clearly, however he felt her tense. "I will not harm you in any way if you cooperate. I've been shot and I need to remove the bullet... I'm sure you are beautiful but I'm not really in the mood." He assured her.

He felt her relax a little before she exhaled loudly so he let one of his hands fall to his side and the other press on his wound. He was losing alot of blood and he felt weak already. "Lead the way, I don't have all night." He told her.

***
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SHAY MARTINS WAS A bundle of nerves as she took the gunman to her home. She tried as much as possible to stay calm because he had a gun and her boyfriend had told her a thousand times over, that anyone who had a gun was not to be angered.

"Anyone holding a gun, is your boss." He had told her.

He should know, he was a cop.

The sulfuric smell of gunpowder stung her nose. She was  not a stranger to guns. How could she not know that smell when her own boyfriend had taught her how to shoot? In fact, nobody from her neighborhood could claim innocence because they'd all been involved with guns, one way or the other. It was actually  considered a miracle if they went for a whole day  without the sound of a gunshot!

Luckily, her apartment was on the second floor so the gunman didn't have to strain much. She could tell he was in pain and by the patch of blood covering half his tummy and his side, all the way to his hip, she feared he may bleed to death in her company. The elevator in that ten storey building had been out of service for months and the only response they got from the owner was a promise to "look into it soon." No wonder one of the tenants who lived on the tenth floor had lost weight! No amount of exercise and dieting had helped her before... well, at least they all know that taking the stairs was all she had needed. And to think that she wasted time and money in a gym!

As they took step after another, Shay hoped that her parents would be sleeping. Her main worry though was her mother - Florence Martins - who sometimes felt the need to wait for her. As for her brother, she was sure he'd already be in his bedroom. It was weird how they lived under the same roof but got to see each other only on sundays because Shay worked from Monday to Saturday, leaving very early before her brother woke up and returning late after they all went to bed - except when her mother waited up.

"No funny business." The dangerous stranger - because that was the only way she could think of him - warned her when they stopped outside her apartment as she fumbled to find her keys in her handbag. His voice was deep. Very deep.

"Everybody should be sleeping by now but incase someone is awake, we'll tell them you are my friend. Just don't harm them." She said. She felt much calmer than before. She had seen many people stabbed and shot in her neighborhood and she understood why people usually didn't want to go to hospital - too many questions, too much attention. She just never thought she would have to take care of an injured criminal someday.

What was the right word for her situation anyway? kidnapped? Just held at gunpoint? Am I even normal for trying to think of a name for my situation instead of screaming my head off? She wondered.

She opened the door and let herself in, luckily nobody was at the living room. She let him in and led him to her bedroom.

"I'm not a nurse and I've never done this before so you'll have to tell me what you need and I'll get it for you." She whispered the moment he sat at the edge of her bed. It was better to get it over with and try to act nice so he wouldn't feel the need shoot her when he was done. The guy was not even covering his face! She looked at him, took in his features for the first time. He had short, black hair and was clean-shaved. His nose was crooked. He was unattractive. How he wrung out a response
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