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A bullet came speeding as fast as it hit the judge directly, while coming out of the Justice Hall. Another mission accomplished. Another day.

At the reception, everyone was present. Zid's family and Neil’s family were happy that they thought it was meant to be. They looked in love and happy to be in each other’s lives, and their family could not be happier for both. They were happy.

“We bumped into each other too many times, and now I couldn't ask for more,” Neil declared while the champagne glasses clinked.

Her family got hold of the microphone and was embarrassing themselves out there. Zid stood up and sighed when she saw someone who should not be there.

“I didn't get an invitation,” Charles said, smirking at Zid.

“It's a precautionary measure, Sir,” Zid uttered, looking at Neil walking down the stairs heading towards them.

Neil came down to meet his wife and saw Charles talking to Zid. He was confused as to why he was there in the first place.

"You are Mr. Anderson, right? What a nice surprise, I didn't know you knew my wife,” Neil said, looking at Charles and Zid.

“She works for me. You are a lucky guy, you found a lovely woman,” Charles announced, smiling at Neil and Zid.

“Sure is,” Neil said.

“I must go, congratulations to both of you," Charles said, walking away.

On their honeymoon, Zid changed while Neil opened his unsolved cases and looked through the files. Zid came near him, ready for the big night, but as for Neil, who looked so sad, he was more focused on his files. Zid coughed to catch his attention, but it was not working.

“You seem so serious, what's that?” Zid asked, curious about what he was working on and focused on her, wearing lingerie.

“Cases I was trying to solve before,” Neil explained.

“But you're forgetting something, it's our honeymoon and I am wearing expensive lingerie, right now, like right now...” Zid pleaded, standing in front of him.

“Maybe next time, sorry,” Neil said, serious about his cases.

“I should have taken my clothes off, too bad, it didn't work, I should change,” she thought, annoyed.

Neil arrived at work early, his footsteps steady and purposeful as he prepared for the day. Meanwhile, Zid’s phone suddenly rang, jolting her from her thoughts. She swiftly answered, her voice calm and composed. Without hesitation, she informed her boss that she was en route and reassured him that everything was under control—there was no need to worry. After quickly changing her clothes, she mounted her motorcycle, the engine roaring to life. She sped away into the distance. Moments later, a loud bang echoed through the air, signaling that whatever was intended had been accomplished. It was done. Neil and his partner, Jonathan Speed, arrived at the crime scene. They both knew that the man was dead, just looking at him. It was a headshot and was perfectly performed.

“He's dead,” said Speed, “I guess our hit man strikes again,” he added as Neil clenched his fists, “Hey, partner, calm down, I know this is somehow personal to you, but please take it easy,” Speed looked at him.

Meanwhile, Zid walked into her office and found Charles sitting on her chair, smiling at her while leaning on her chair.

“How can I say thank you to you? You always make my day,” Charles said, smiling from ear to ear.

“Just doing my job, Sir,” Zid said, casually.

Charles got up and left her office. Her phone rang, and it was her egotistical sister, Alluna, screaming and yelling at a customer as she told Zid her problem with her client in the salon. Gossip every day, however, she was her sister.

“Why are you telling this to me?” asked Zid.

“Because you are my sister,” Alluna uttered.

“I’ll talk to you later,” Zid turned her phone off.

Zid left home early to stop by the school. She looked up and saw another one of them. Charles sent her to work with someone he didn’t disclose. She had no idea who she was, though, but all she knew was she was going to talk and work with someone.

“You're late, Velvet,” said a woman walking from the hallway door.

“Hi there, Aya, it's been a while,” Zid said.

“Boss asked me to come with you; we have a joint mission,” Aya sneered.

“Then let's go Red Riding Hood,” Zid smiled. 

The agents thought they would never catch him if they did not do something about it. They will be chasing him forever. The thing about this assassin was that he worked clean; he struck so well and killed with precision. How can they catch him? 

“O’Hara, Speed, look at this,” said Claire.

The news said that the principal of Bryman High School was hit directly, just like the previously unsolved cases caused by the unknown hitman. Neil and Jonathan rushed to the crime scene, and as they did, Zid and Aya were watching the agents and the police at the crime scene.

“Let's go,” said Zid. 

Zid's mother was waiting for her, sitting on the porch. Zid saw her and smiled at her. She was not expecting her mother to be there around this time because she was usually busy all the time. Zid’s mother got up and hugged her. Zid asked what she was doing there, but her mother was complaining that she was always busy and never got to tell them how happy she was, and that they needed to give her grandchildren already.

“What do you want?” Zid asked once again.

“I never told you how happy I am for you, and I am sorry on behalf of your father...” her mom uttered.

“That was a long time ago,” Zid said while giving her mother tea.

“I know what he did was unforgivable to you, and I didn't do anything to stop it,” her mom explained.

“Well, it is too late now. I knew from the start I was the one who would carry his mistakes for the rest of my life,” Zid said while sipping her tea.

“Does he know?” her mom asked.

“No, and he will never know, so please don’t tell him anything,” Zid threatened.

Meanwhile, at the crime scene, O’Hara and Speed were still there trying to figure out what had happened there, and no one had seen this coming, especially with all the cameras around the school. Speed looked at Neil, who was focused on looking at the body. 

“Don't you think you should be home now with your wife; you've been here forever.” Speed insisted that he go home.

“She’s not complaining, isn't she?” another agent asked while Neil was somehow annoyed by the question.

“You have a wife now, go home to her,” Speed added.

“Since when did you become my love guru?” Neil exclaimed.

“Just saying, dude,” Speed laughed.

Meanwhile, Zid was cooking something for dinner while her mother was still there, looking at her. Her mother asked her repeatedly to tell the organization that she had enough, but Zid answered and replied that there was nothing she could do at this point because of what her father had done.  

“Why don’t you just tell them that the debt has been paid for a long time?” her mom insisted.

Zid ignored her mother’s statement once again and finished cooking food for dinner. 

“Mom, even though I wanted to, I just can't,” Zid said.

“What if he finds out?” Mom asked.

“He won’t if you won’t say anything,” Zid said.

“Okay, I must go then,” her mom remarked as she left. 

Neil got home and saw his mother-in-law leaving their house. They talked for a while, but she left anyway. He asked her what she was doing there, but Zid told him that it was nothing; she just wanted to make sure we were all right. 

“Anyway, I will be heading to the Prime Minister's Conference this coming week. We were hired to do the job of making sure that he is safe,” Neil explained while Zid prepared his food. 

“I see,” she said.

“I must go now, we will discuss our strategy regarding this, so don’t wait for me, bye,” said Neil as he kissed her, then left again without even touching his food.

“My lucky day,” Zid thought. 

Aya called her and asked her to come to her pad to show her the new baby. Zid finished cleaning up and went to where Aya was. She knocked on the door and heard someone say, “Come in.” Zid opened the door, and there she was playing with her “baby.”

“Here it is, a 12.7 x 108 mm cartridge, nice huh?!” Aya was excited, prancing around her gun.

“Distance, maximum effective range is 1500 to 2000 meters,” Zid stated.

“That’s right!” said a half-naked Charles.

“I invited her to see my new baby,” Aya said, who was in her lingerie, “So what do you think?” Aya asked.

“The longer the range, the better,” Zid indicated, smiling at Aya.

Charles looked at Zid and obviously liked her, or he was in love with her. Aya waved her gun while Zid stood there, telling Aya not to wave her gun because she might kill someone when they both laughed. Zid said goodbye to Aya and Charles as she sped away. 

As the week progressed, Zid went to the National Library's stockroom. She brought with her a precious toy, a .408 Cheytac, maximum effective range of more than 2400m, long enough for her to take her precious shot; she assembled her rifle, while doing this, the Prime Minister walked towards the podium to deliver his speech. Zid looked forward to taking her perfect shot once again. 

Agents were scattered in all the surrounding areas. Zid pulled the trigger, and the customized bullets sped faster and hit the Prime Minister directly between the eyes. 

Zid disassembled her rifle and left no evidence. She left so fast that no one even noticed anything. She called Charles and let him know that the job was a success.

Everyone was running around and everywhere, as they screamed. The Prime Minister was dead. O’Hara and Speed and the other agents failed to do their job and Neil was pissed, but he smirked because this time they outsmarted the assassin.

“I knew it, sir, you are safe here,” Neil said.

A double, clever, but that was about to change. A second bullet sped through and hit the real Prime Minister directly in his brain stem. Neil and the other agents cannot believe it. Blood splattered all over the agents in close proximity.

Charles was surprised that Zid knew about this. He had no idea, but he was amazed at how she was able to determine this without much intel. She was truly his greatest assassin. His only treasure.

“How’d you know that the prime minister is a double?” Charles asked.

“Well, let's just say that I am good at what I do,” Zid uttered.
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Neil was angry and devastated at the world because of the hit man responsible for the gruesome event that had happened earlier in his life. He could not forgive this hitman, so he lashed out at whoever was near him.

“Are you okay?” Zid asked, looking at Neil, who was still fuming with anger.

“No, the Prime Minister is dead and it's all my fault; he died right in front of me,” Neil screamed.

While Zid was understanding the situation, she uttered, “You can't save everyone.” 

“What do you mean? Have you ever felt the way I felt when someone died before your eyes? Have you ever dealt with someone who just takes away your loved one just like that and you could not do a damn thing?” Neil screamed and grabbed her wrist tightly.

“You're hurting me, Neil.” Zid looked at him.

Neil let go of her hand and was angry at himself for letting it affect him, “I am sorry, it’s just, it's been a long day, and I couldn't save anyone. This hit man just kills anyone he likes without hesitating at all and to him killing is a hobby, I don’t understand” he calmed down and sat down, “How can he know where we were hiding the Prime Minister, how can he know our move?” he added.

They looked at each other, and just like that, they kissed each other. A way for him to forget everything, even for a moment. He sank his weight on her as he was taking off her clothes. Zid was uncomfortable in this position. She pleaded with Neil to wait, but he pushed her down and held her arms.

“Neil, wait, please, you're...” she pleaded.

He pushed hard over her skinny body. She did not want to, but because he was upset, she thought it was okay. She let go as he grabbed her wrist, so she would not get away from him. She did not enjoy that, but they were married, so she thought it was okay.

After a brutal lovemaking, Neil woke up and glanced at his wife's bruised wrist from his violent grip. He moved to the side and saw blood on the sheet, which indicated that she was still untouched before they were married. He knew what he did was terrible. He paused for a second and thought about what he did to her. He kissed her forehead, “I'm sorry” was all he had to say, and left the room to eat.

Zid woke up, could not move after last night. She tried to get up, only to fall on the floor as her phone rang.

“Yes, Sir, I'll be there,” she tried to walk down the stairs, still limping, but managed to.

“Good morning, babe! Did I hurt you? Sorry,” Neil joked to lighten up the mood.

“I guess, maybe,” Zid forced a smile.

“You didn't tell me you were still a virgin,” Neil said while eating bread. “I know our engagement was short and our families were friendly towards another, but....”

Zid did not say anything as she only heard blah blah blah. Neil looked at her struggling a little bit walking from the dinner table to the fridge.

“Sorry about that bruise, you are fragile, aren't you?” Neil grinned.

Zid didn’t like his tone. “I must go, I have a meeting,” Zid interrupted Neil.

“Do you want me to drive you?” Neil asked.

“Sure,” Zid said while packing her stuff.

Neil helped her with her stuff, and they left. 

At Charles' private jet, he was pacing back and forth and could not wait to see Zid. Aya noticed that he was a little bit uneasy, and something was bothering him. He knew it was Zid’s first, and he was bothered by it. He cared about how Neil treated Zid, which, unbeknownst to Zid, Charles was protective of her and his people.

“I'm here,” Zid said softly.

“You’re early.” Charles was happy to see her.

“That's the idea, Sir, you know I hate making everyone wait,” Zid said. 

Aya saw Charles' reaction, and she wondered, no, she knew Charles was in love with Zid. No doubt about it, but she couldn’t hate Zid because she was her friend, and she was kind to her. Zid helped Aya with her missions when she was starting, and helped her find her confidence in anything in life. Aya also knew her and Charles weren’t exclusive or official, they were just fuck buddies as Aya was the next best thing after Zid.

They arrived in Boston, Massachusetts, and went directly to a five-star hotel to prepare to meet their client tomorrow. While waiting, Charles asked Zid why she married Neil. He knew it was a direct order from his father, but he thought there was something more to it than what his father led on.

“He holds our cases. I need to get close to protect the entire company, if it were not him, I wouldn't even bother, besides, our marriage was fake, everything was fake, so technically we're not married,” Zid explained.

Aya looked at them.

“What is it?” Charles asked.

“What we have here, Sir, is strictly business, nothing more, even if we have feelings for each other, you know we cannot. Aya, on the other hand, has...” Zid added.

Aya interrupted her and laughed loudly. Charles was taken aback by what she had just told him.

Charles was ready to meet the client. Zid had already seen him beforehand and called Charles not to continue the transaction because he was an agent, and she knew who he was, Jonathan Speed. Speed, a 5 year detective, partnered with Neil, and these two were close. They must have had something, and while they were getting close, Zid was taking her distance.

Zid and Charles moved faster in getting out of there. Aya took Charles away from the hotel while Zid prepared her rifle and shot Jonathan Speed right where he was sitting. The server screamed for help as blood splattered all over her face and clothes. She couldn’t be consoled at this moment. They used this time to get away from the unsuspecting crowd.

Charles, Aya, and Zid left Boston to go back home immediately, as there was nothing for them to do there. The new client was a failed mission by the detectives in not only tracking Charles, but also in gathering evidence. Another failure in their game of cat and mouse.

The news got to Neil again, and he was devastated. At the funeral, Neil O’Hara was by himself and no Zid. He didn’t call her or tell her any bad news. However, Zid was still keeping tabs on him. Aya called her to meet her at the park for ice cream, right across the church. They were just sitting there and spending time together.

“So, your husband is at the funeral. Why didn’t you go?” asked Aya.

“I don’t go to funerals, it's depressing,” Zid answered.

“Alright! Well, it is a funeral,” Aya chuckled. “I will be right back, okay?” Aya left to go right across the other street, where the shopping mall was.

Zid was eating tacos while waiting for a shopaholic named Aya. After two hours of waiting, Aya apologized and bought something for Zid. It did not bother Zid because she knew her sister Alluna was worse than Aya when it came to shopping. It would take the whole day for Alluna to just shop, and Zid knew that these two, Aya and Alluna, were two peas in a pod.

“It's alright! Are you ready to go?” Zid asked.

“Yeah! But wait, I bought something for you, to be fair, while you were waiting for me. This is a different thing than the one I just gave you,” Aya said.

“You know Aya that I don’t...” Zid said as Aya interrupted her.

“It's for the formal party tonight, I know you don’t like dresses or gowns, but I want you to wear this tonight, and I won’t take no for an answer,” Aya insisted.

“Okay fine, I'll take it,” Zid said. 

“So you know, we are going to look hot,” Aya snickered.

That night, they were celebrating Charles Anderson's birthday. Everyone was there, Aya was there with Charles, and Neil came without Zid, yet. She was nowhere near the celebrations right now. She must have been doing another mission for Charles.

“Neil, where's Velvet?” asked Aya, who was in this revealing gown she bought along with Zid’s. Her breasts were almost bursting out of the golden gown, 7-inch heels that sparkled just like her, and her hair curled its way to her shoulders.

Aya started to conversate with Neil and asked why he was here without his spouse. 

“She told me to come here because she was already here,” Neil answered.

Zid came into the stairs, in a gown that Aya gave her. Neil and Charles were frozen, looking at a very polished and beautiful Zid. She was wearing a velvety scarlet gown, revealing her back as well as the slit running up her thigh. She walked straight to her husband and greeted Charles a happy birthday. She smiled at Charles and hugged Aya and whispered, “This is so uncomfortable.” 

Aya laughed.

“You look so stunning tonight Zid,” Charles said as he was just stunned to see Zid dressed like a Goddess.

“Thank you, Sir,” Zid said. “Aya you are so beautiful,” she added.

“You think so?!” Aya said ecstatically.

“Of course, Aya,” Zid said. 

They were dancing and Neil was just in awe of how beautiful Zid was tonight. Neil was handsome tonight as well, wearing his tux, his dark hair and his chiseled jawline that many women find attractive. Tall, fair skinned, and handsome. His smile was to die for as many women would say, arms of steel, and abs to swoon in.

“You look so beautiful tonight my wife,” Neil uttered, smiling at his wife.

“You're not bad yourself my husband,” Zid said as they were both dancing, but felt a bit uncomfortable. 

After a while, Zid excused herself to go to the rest room. She hid her rifle there as she prepared to kill her target. She walked upstairs to a room and killed the man. Just like that. She ran and jumped outside the window and landed on her feet. Suddenly someone screamed for help. Aya and Charles were looking at each other as Charles pulled Zid aside, had a tight gripped on her arm. “You've been careless” he said.

“I made sure everything was clear,” Zid looked directly at Charles.

But it was a false alarm, a socialite screamed because she could not find her necklace. Charles let Zid go and apologized for his actions immediately. Zid was okay with it and looked at the socialite. Neil noticed the interaction between them but could not make up what they were talking about and what got Charles riled up.

Neil was holding champagne glasses when a woman went straight to him and asked for his name. He walked away immediately and did not entertain the woman.
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FBI agent Claren James, seductive, tough, and new in town. She was determined to catch the unknown hit man, even solving the mystery of this, oh, and she was agent Neil O’Hara’s new partner. They were introduced by his adoptive father, the Executive Assistant Director for Criminal Investigation, Jacob O’Hara. 

“It is strange, huh, this hit man knew every little thing you did,” Claren said.

“Well, that's what you expect from a hit man after all,” another detective said. 

“That still didn’t answer my question,” Claren said, looking at Neil.

“If you think that I have something to do with it, well, I don’t. I just lost a partner, and I still miss him, so...” Neil implied, and not happy at the fact that Claren was suspicious of him.

Meanwhile, Zid was sipping her tea while reading a headline from a newspaper when something caught her attention. She opened it and read what was in the mail.

“High school reunion?!” she thought.

Her phone rang, and Charles gave her an assignment to meet with their client at Felicia National High School, and the target was given to her by the name of Norman Mathews. 

“What amazing timing! Just had an invitation,” Zid said. 

“You went to that school?” asked Charles. 

“Not for long. We had to constantly move,” explained Zid.

“It must be frustrating,” Charles said softly.

“Nah,” Zid uttered.

Meanwhile, Neil and Claren left for coffee and were talking about the unsolved assassin cases that were forgotten and gathering dust. Neil thought this hitman might have been using a custom-made rifle because of the bullets that were unknown to them and could not be found anywhere else. Claren thought someone couldn't do all that without a proper backing, but the evidence did not lie.

Claren was just about to voice her thoughts when Neil burst into excitement. He couldn’t contain himself as he launched into a story about the case they’d been investigating. “You know,” Neil said animatedly, “at one point, I heard that Nathaniel Anderson was more than just a businessman. Supposedly, he was a hired hit man once, and he mentored a young girl along the way.” 

Claren’s brow furrowed slightly as she listened. She had heard that rumor before, too, the whispers about Nathaniel’s sketchy past. But with Nathaniel gone now, dead and buried, the mystery only deepened. The question lingered: Who was the girl? Claren pondered silently, her mind racing for clues, but no matter how they examined the case, neither she nor Neil could identify her. The pieces refused to fit, and the truth remained elusive, leaving them both in the dark about the true identity of the girl Nathaniel once mentored in the past.

Zid and Aya arrived at the coffee shop and immediately spotted Neil and Claren engrossed in their conversation about the case. Without hesitation, they headed over to greet them. Neil, noticing their approach, introduced Zid to Claren. He appeared a bit nervous and felt the need to explain later what he was doing with Claren.

Claren extended her hand for a handshake, but her expression flickered with a hint of disappointment as she grasped Zid’s hand firmly. Zid, however, remained unfazed; she could tell Claren was trying to evaluate her, perhaps to gauge her intentions or capability. Claren’s grip was deliberate, but Zid didn’t particularly care—she knew what Claren was up to. 

Before things could get awkward, Aya gently pulled Zid’s hand away from Claren. With a polite smile, Zid and Aya exchanged goodbyes with Neil and Claren, but Zid couldn’t help but glance back at them as they left, her eyes lingering on Claren’s scrutinizing stare.

“You know your wife’s familiar,” Claren said, “I know I've seen her before, where does she work?” Claren asked.

“At Blue Rose Company,” Neil responded while reading the cases.

“So, she is working under Charles Anderson,” Claren said, looking at Neil. “Are you serious?” Claren was shook.

“Why? Do you know him?” asked Neil.

“More than that, in my recent research, Anderson was one of Nathaniel’s sons and the boss behind the killings. He was the one negotiating the killings and the missions. We had to keep an eye on him. He and your wife now, too,” Claren stated.

“That's ridiculous, Zid is not a killer, I assure you that,” Neil explained, as he could not believe what she was saying.

“But she works in that company. Anderson is deadly and calculating. If what you are saying is true, then she is in big trouble. We came this close before, but all the witnesses went missing or ended up dead. That is why this company was responsible for all the killings, allegedly,” Claren declared, and was serious about the situation.

Neil sighed.

Zid in her high school reunion, and she did not even come inside, but she knew she had picked a perfect poison for him. She was clever to put the poison very stealthily. Norman drank the night away, he began convulsing. People gathered around to look and called 911. She left the reunion and went home as Neil was waiting for her.
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