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        Santa Fe, NM, USA

        Monday, 24th December 2018

        1623 MST

        Day 1, Assignment #101

      

      

      

      This was a first-year assignment, yet here I was watching some professor so I could find the best way to “accidentally” kill him. For fuck's sake, he was a community college teacher in a small-ass town in the mountains. But someone wanted him dead, and they were willing to pay the Assassins Guild's—aka TAG's—exuberant fee.

      This house had three bedrooms, two-and-a-half bathrooms, an open floor kitchen/dining/living area, and a small backyard. Most importantly, my mark lived across the street. Thankfully, this living room wasn't decorated in the typical southwest design. I don't know if I could stay here if that were the case. The disgusting combination of colors like pink and turquoise alone was enough to make anyone sick. Although, I've been in worse places.

      The mark's house was built in a U-shape with an inner courtyard. The front gate, facing the street, opened directly into it. A day of intel had gotten me the floor plan: one leg had the master suite. The other had additional bedrooms, and the kitchen and living areas were tucked away in the bend. Glass french doors were fitted in the master suite, one of the bedrooms, and the main entryway, which was fortuitous for me.

      Speaking of ridiculous designs.

      What kind of idiotic set up was that? All those windows faced a fountain on a small scrap of concrete that they called a courtyard—it just didn't make sense.

      The camera I'd set up last night pointed down toward the courtyard and into the kitchen and living room areas. Apparently, the mark hadn't heard of drapes. I supposed he had a false sense of privacy since the windows weren't technically exposed to the outside—just the courtyard.

      I sat on the couch, opened my laptop on the coffee table, and pulled up the camera app to check on the mark. Time to stop procrastinating. Glancing at the feed, I saw the courtyard and a partial view of the kitchen and living room areas. No movement. I sighed and leaned into the cushions, letting my head fall back.

      I scrubbed a hand over my face with a groan. This was a punishment case. And truth be told, I deserved it. I fucked up…big time. Seven years as a full-time agent and not one missed mark. And wouldn’t you know, assignment number one-hundred was when the shit hit the fan, and all hell broke loose. My first assassination of a country leader. Dad had saved it for my one-hundredth milestone. As upset as he had been that things had gone tits up, he was glad I didn't get hurt any worse than I had—considering. Had it been anyone else...well, let's just say, some days it was good to be the leader's kid.

      I never called Dad Mr. H like everyone else.

      People—and by people, I meant new agents of TAG—the old ones knew better—always asked why I'm not angry he killed my biological parents. I’d just shrug and tell them, "He's all I've ever known." How could I be upset over people I don't remember? Why would I reject everything he's taught and raised me to be over something that stupid? Mr. H, the commander of The Assassins' Guild. The only contract killer organization in the world. The premiere organization used by governments and cartel leaders and anyone with the money to afford us. Yes, that Mr. H had refused to kill a baby and instead took him in and raised him as his own. So of course, I love him, he’s my dad.

      Granted, I didn't have the “normal” childhood I'm sure a lot of children did, but I was loved and cared for. I had a roof over my head—most of the time—and meals—most of the time. I had an education in history, languages, art, math, science, the usual things kids learned in school, alongside ballistics and explosives, martial arts, and botany. I was raised by a contract killer, surrounded by killers, and I was loved and accepted. That’s what matters, right? Okay, maybe most kids don't start working at fifteen or have the kind of career I do.

      Don’t most kids want to follow in their father's footsteps?

      Movement flashed in the corner of my vision.

      What the hell?

      There was nothing on the screen.

      Then the mark, wearing white tube socks, slid across the floor in front of the main doors and then out of camera range. A few seconds later, the white socks made another appearance as the mark slid in the opposite direction.

      I was hypnotized by the stark white of the socks and then his sleek muscles as they moved. I pulled my attention off them and visually traced the lines of muscles on his lightly furred legs. The mark was a runner. I'd seen him leave in the morning for a jog. But looking at his legs now—the way the defined muscles flexed—left me salivating. Farther up, tight, bright blue boxer briefs with a wide black band. I picked up the laptop for a closer look at the image…at him.

      The boxer briefs contained a bulge I wouldn't mind getting more familiar with. He moved his hips side to side as he did the Tom Cruise Risky Business across the windows. The movie was ancient, but one of my favorites. I don't know what it was about young Tom Cruise, but man he was hot then.

      I watched, transfixed by his grace. Damn, the mark had a fucking hot body for being in his forties. His abs weren't the defined eight pack or super hard six-pack you'd find on somebody in their twenties, but they were defined enough. I wanted to run my tongue over each ridge and dip.

      His legs went on forever, especially bare like they were. He dropped to his knees, playing air guitar, leaning back. The mark threw his head back while grinding his hips into the air, and his mouth moved like he was belting out lyrics to whatever song he played. It was the sexiest, most adorable thing I'd ever seen.

      The song ended, and the mark stretched his arms behind him and arched his torso. My aching dick strained against my jeans. I reached down and palmed it through the thick material. The mark's chest heaved up and down, and all I wanted to do was pin him to the ground and spread him out beneath me. I pulled up his fact sheet again, and yeah, I could totally see it now, his slight five-foot-seven-inch frame underneath my six-foot-one-inch one.

      The fantasy made my dick pulse. I ground my palm down on it and groaned out loud. My chest heaved along with the mark's, and I set the laptop on the couch next to me. He let his head fall all the way back as his breath calmed.

      I continued to watch him from the corner of my eye. My cock still throbbed and ached. The mark sat up, moved to his knees, and then hopped up on his feet. His boxer briefs clung to his well-muscled ass. He walked back into the kitchen, and the globes of his ass begged me to bite and lick them.

      Ugh! What am I doing here? I can’t let a thing like physical attraction distract me from my goal.

      I stood and headed into my bedroom. I needed a shower to clear my head. It didn’t look like the mark was going anywhere, so I had plenty of time.

      I needed to plan a way into his house to place more cameras. This assignment would probably take longer than I wanted. An accident too outlandish or out of the blue would look suspicious. I couldn’t have that, so the execution had to be flawless.

      My father expected me to be here for at least the next month since the house was leased for the next two months. I suspected he also wanted me here for my mental health. The last thing he needed was an unstable agent.

      I stepped into the en suite bathroom and opened the glass doors to turn on the water. The decent-sized shower had a bench on one end and a removable shower head.

      I stripped down as the steam billowed out from the stall. My dick was still half-hard, so I grabbed the base with a groan in anticipation of jacking off. I stepped in, closed the door behind me, and let the hot water run over my body. I put both hands on the tiled wall and lowered my head between my arms. Hot darts of water pinged off my skin, easing my tense muscles. The water pressure was heaven, but I wasn't sure how long the hot water would last.

      My erection had flagged while I basked in the water. It was only a matter of a few thoughts before it was an issue again. I needed to rub one out. Sometimes I wished I wasn’t so young. I supposed a high sex drive could follow into the later years. With these hormones rampant in my body, the slightest breeze made me hard…or the image of a lean, well-muscled older twink (for lack of a better description) dancing around half-naked. I didn’t even have to look down to know how hard I was again.

      I gripped my cock at the base; my balls already tight. I stroked up, letting the foreskin cover the sensitive head as I pinched the tip between my thumb and forefinger. I should have just stroked fast and got it out of the way, but I couldn’t get rid of the mental image of my mark's chest rising and falling from his exertion. I wanted to make him pant. I stroked down, pulling the skin back and then adjusted my grip mid-way as I pulled it back farther, making the stretch of skin burn. I slid my hand back up and moaned softly.

      I spread my legs wider and moved my hand up and down my shaft. Pre-cum dribbled out of the slit and gathered under the glans with each rough stroke. I changed my angle, digging my fingers into the ridge on the underside and pressed my thumb down from the top. I pinched the head between my fingers hard enough that the blood flowed back into it on the downstroke, sending a tingling sensation down my shaft and into my balls. Over and over again, each time getting rougher and harder.

      The pain started to crest, and my ministrations took their toll on my dick, but with it, my orgasm grew. I should have jacked off in the bed where I’d have more options, but I was so close. I pressed my free hand against the tiled wall and straightened my back.

      I needed more. I bypassed my nipples and went straight for my balls, tugging them down. I pinched the head of my dick hard while spreading my dick and balls apart, creating a delicious burn and sting as I squeezed my nuts harder than most would.

      I held my breath as the pleasure swelled.

      My cock throbbed with my pulse. The blood denied its place in the tip, filled my shaft instead. Fuck! So close. I rotated my hips back enough to stretch my balls and my dick a little more. I clenched and unclenched my pelvic muscles, causing the tip of my cock to barely rub in my fingers. My heart pounded in my ears, and seconds felt like minutes as I continued to deprive my brain of oxygen. Just a little longer.

      Yes! That’s it!

      My balls tensed, and I squeezed harder, sending a sharp pain back up. Yes! Oh, Fuck! My knees almost buckled. I released my balls at the same time I thrust into my grip and took a gasping breath in. My vision faded as it all came crashing down. One hard stroke and the blood pulsed back into the tip as my balls drew up.

      “Ah—"

      My shaft jumped and shot thick ropes of cum, splattering the wall and floor of the shower.

      I came to my senses on my knees with lukewarm water raining on me. I closed my eyes again. The image burned into my mind of a pair of white socks in front of me as I knelt at his feet. I wiped the water out of my eyes and stood on shaky legs. I didn't often think about being on my knees for anyone anymore, so having the thought now was disconcerting. My knees ached and were bruised from falling on them. I grabbed the soap and took a perfunctory quick shower while still reeling from the intense orgasm and thoughts while I had spewed jizz onto the tiles.

      I shut off the water and grabbed a towel, drying off as quickly as possible. I wrapped the towel around my waist and fell back across the bed. I threw an arm over my eyes and tried to get my thoughts in order.

      A beeping came from the living room. I’d left my phone out there.

      The mark was on the move.

      I hadn't had time to put a full set of cameras in the mark’s house, but I had been able to plant a tracker on his car. The beeping was the alarm I had set for when the vehicle moved. Thankfully, this town was small, and I needed to give him a head start before I followed. After walking into the living room, I picked my phone off the couch and thumbed the fingerprint sensor while heading back to the bedroom to get dressed. I opened the app, and sure enough, the vehicle was moving out of the neighborhood. It had snowed quite a bit the day before I had arrived, and the side streets were still a mess. That would slow him down, but it didn’t lessen the urgency of my actions.

      I threw on a pair of black jeans, a black T-shirt, and combat boots. I grabbed my hoodie off the hook by the garage door and put it on before getting into the white rental car. I would’ve been more comfortable in combat gear, but I needed to blend in. I put my phone in the cup holder, the app still up on it. He was heading downtown.

      Why couldn’t he stay in like most single people on Christmas Eve and drown in his sorrows or some shit?

      The sky was almost dark, and the temperature was dropping. I thought it would be colder during the day at this higher altitude, but the days were clear and fairly warm. However, just like any desert climate, and this was a desert climate even at seventy-five hundred feet above sea level in the mountains, once the sun went down, the temperature plummeted. Luckily, there was a thicker coat in the car's backseat because my hoodie would not cut it.

      I caught up to the mark farther down the main road and tried to keep a few cars between us. The roads were busy with last-minute shoppers, so it wasn’t difficult. As we got closer to downtown, it was harder to keep the distance. It looked like he was going to an event. He followed a lot of cars going to the same place. He parked in one of the parking lots attached to the state capitol building. Paused by his car to pull on gloves and a beanie. I found a spot not too far from his and did the same. There weren’t droves of people walking in the same direction, but a steady enough stream, it wouldn’t be obvious I was following him.

      I had no idea where we were or where we were going. I stayed back as much as possible. People just moseyed along like it wasn’t freezing out here. I hated being cold. Give me tropical weather any day and not this snowy cold crap. I hated S.N.O.W.

      Every now and then, I caught a glimpse of his ass in the tight black jeans he wore, and my cock stirred again. He was wearing a form-fitting pea coat, which did nothing to hide his ass. If anything, it made it more pronounced. I wanted nothing more than to grab it, bury my face in it and then pound my dick into it.

      The puffs of white coming out of my nose were faster and harder. I probably resembled the bronze bull we just passed as we went down a residential street off the main road. In an attempt to gain a modicum of control over my body and my thoughts, I looked up and around. Little paper bags lined the street on both sides. I peeked into one. A candle burned away on top of sand. Weird. I kept my eyes on the mark while we continued down the road, making sure he didn’t wander away from the crowd.

      I rubbed my hands together, glad I’d brought my favorite pair of gloves with me. With them this close to my face, I smelled the leather with a hint of spunk. I loved the feel of leather against my skin and had often used this pair to masturbate with. They were buttery soft and smooth with lamb fur on the inside. The feel of my cock sliding against the leather was better than the feel of the softest silk against my skin. I looked at the mark and wondered what it would feel like for him to touch me through leather like I touch myself.

      I growled and fisted my hands into the coat pockets. Now my dick was hard and leaking, again. I knew what I was doing when I got home. It was the only way to keep my head in the game. I hated resorting to such tactics to stay in control and not act like some randy teenager. I had a job to do, and it wasn’t going to get done because all I could think about was bending the mark over and pounding into him after he got me high on endorphins. I sighed and took a deep breath.

      After a good twenty minutes' walk down this street, we came to a crowded side street, which led into an even busier street. This side street was only a tiny one lane, but it was full of businesses and restaurants. A lot of people stood around, eating, drinking, and talking. Okay, that was weird. A band played farther down the road. I couldn’t quite make out the song, but it seemed Christmassy. People huddled around barrels with fires in them. Food booths in front of restaurants sold mulled wine and various types of food. My stomach growled, reminding me I hadn’t eaten since lunch. I stopped at a booth and picked up a brat piled high with steaming sauerkraut—hold the mulled wine.

      The mark stopped at a different booth and picked up something to drink then moved down the street. I followed casually and then held up a wall when he stopped to greet two guys standing around a barrel. Each hugged him in greeting, and they proceeded to stand there and talk.

      I know I’m not the most social person out there, but this sucks. Why would you come here to stand around and freeze your nuts off just to socialize?

      I finished my snack and threw the paper in a barrel and looked around more carefully. Many galleries were surprisingly open, or not so surprisingly, if you knew a bunch of drunk people would hang around bored for several hours. They probably got a lot of sales.

      I took a few steps closer to the mark and his friends. There was a gallery with some sculptures in the front area I could pretend to look at while listening in. I didn’t want to get too close, lest the mark get suspicious, but I was certain it was safe. Everyone was just standing around looking and talking, anyway. I couldn’t make out what they were saying over the crowd noise, but I caught a few words here and there.

      Most importantly, I caught snippets of the mark’s smooth baritone. I tried to discern an accent. Everyone had an accent even if they didn’t think so. Usually, people who worked hard to get rid of the accent from the area where they were born—which marked them forever with that place—were hiding from something.

      I continued my examination of the sculpture until curiosity got the better of me. I pulled out my phone, and since Google is everyone’s friend, I tried to find out what was going on. A quick search led me to the typical lame answer. Every year, the city put up lights, called farolitos, along the route to Canyon Road, where we were with all the galleries. That was it. Thousands of people walked the route and came here, literally thousands. They estimated thirty thousand people would come and go over the evening. I looked around and guessed they would be right. The place was packed with people. I searched for more information, but sadly there was none. I considered asking a local about why?

      With a huff, I moved to the next gallery and the sculptures there. Damn. This potentially put me in his line of sight, but I angled my back toward him, hoping it would suffice. As he drank more, his lips became loose, and I caught little glimpses of an accent but couldn’t make it out just yet.

      I debated standing here or going back to the house. This was a good time to get the cameras installed. I walked across the street and took up next to a barrel. The heat coming off was nice. I hadn’t realized how cold my legs were. I regretted wearing a jock. My ass was frozen.

      From here, I caught more of their conversation. Apparently, they were colleagues of the mark, and they were talking about students. Great! This was a nightmare. I was hungry, horny, and fucking cold. My patience was at an all-time low.

      This wasn’t like me. I was trained to sit in positions for hours or days at a time with the barest of movements. I stalked people who were on the run and knew they were being watched. I’d staked out far worse places than where I was now. Why can’t I get my head in the game?

      I observed the mark out of the corner of my eye while I warmed up. His nose and cheeks were red from the cold. He had laugh lines at the corner of his eyes. One of the other guys said something, and the mark laughed and smiled.

      That smile. Fuck, I was lost.

      His teeth were a little coffee stained but straight. He didn’t have big lips, but there would be enough for me to suck on. That smile, though. That smile could light up the whole town and then some. His nose had a small bump like it had been broken once. I almost turned to directly face him when a girl came up on the other side of me and grabbed my arm. I whipped around, stunned at how stupid I had been, and pissed that someone dared to touch me.

      “Hey, cutie,” she flirted. I smelled the alcohol on her breath, and if my dick didn’t definitely like dick, then I might have taken up the offer she gave me with her eyes.

      I cleared my throat and smiled, hoping she didn’t notice how fast my breathing was. “Hi.”

      Her mouth twisted up in what I thought was supposed to seductive, but even if I found her attractive it would have been a bit too much. “What are you doing out in the cold all by yourself?” She kept her hand on my forearm and leaned into me.

      “I’m waiting for a few friends.” I kept my voice calm and level despite my startled state.

      “Maybe you’re waiting for me and my friend over there.” She pointed down the street to another girl who waved at me.

      I put my hand on top of hers. “I’m sorry. As beautiful as you and your friend are, I must decline your company. It seems like my friends aren’t coming, and I must be going.” I patted her hand and removed it.

      She looked up at me and pouted. She flat out pouted at me, her lower lip sticking out and everything. “Are you sure I can’t change your mind?”

      “Yes, I’m afraid so. I’m quite certain you’d prefer company that is less gay for the evening.” Her eyes widened, and her lips formed an O as what I said sunk in. She blushed and went back to her friend. I sighed and turned back to the barrel. I checked the time and decided now would be an excellent time to get the cameras in place. I glanced at the mark as I headed back the way we had come. He was happily engrossed in conversation and didn’t seem in a hurry to go anywhere soon.

      I grabbed a few more brats from the food stand and ate on the walk back to the car. I was cold and tired by the time I made it back. I couldn’t afford to be too tired. I drove back to the house as quickly as possible, keeping an eye on the mark’s location dot.

      I crawled into bed after two in the morning. I had gotten all the cameras up and even some microphones. The house had more than enough hiding spots for them with excellent views of every room. The mark still wasn’t home, and according to the app, his car was at the lot. I had worried that maybe he’d leave his car there and get a ride back, but so far, he still hadn’t returned. While taking a shower to warm up before bed, I wondered what it would be like, to be by his side with his friends. Sometimes, I’ve thought about having someone, a boyfriend, a lover. Then I thought about my career and how impossible that was. We had a few agents who led double lives, but that always seemed so wrong. I couldn’t do it. I couldn’t lie to someone I loved or didn’t love as the case may be.

      I couldn’t even lie for a hookup. I lied for a living. If I shared a part of myself with someone, I wanted it to be real. I wanted to wake up in the morning and not have any regrets. That was the biggest reason why I’d never done anything with a guy. I’d never been touched in that way: kissed, fucked, nothing. It may be romantic or pathetic, but I wanted something real, something I could build on.

      My urges and fantasies weren’t sick or depraved. Okay, maybe some were, but for the most part, they weren’t too far out there considering what I did for a living. What I wanted wasn’t wrong. There were people out there right now who lived in the BDSM lifestyle. I wanted that someday. A Master to tie me up and hurt me. I wanted to be denied and objectified. I wanted to beg and be used.

      Fuck. My dick was hard again. Flashes of the mark doing dirty, nasty things to me invaded my mind, and so help me; I wanted and craved every single one. I wanted him in me, and I wanted to be in him. I wanted him to use my dick and take whatever pleasure he wanted from me.

      I got up and went to my suitcase. I pulled out the small black bag that resembled a shaving kit. I unzipped it and spread it wide open. In a velvet bag, loose in the center, was a custom-made cage. Caressing the cold metal made me shiver in anticipation
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