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DEADLY SINS: BLOODLINE

1990, August 16th

Hanging from a protruding metal at the ceiling, Zara thrust her feet forward, connecting squarely with the assailant's chest. The huge man lost his steps after the sudden powerful kick and fell on his back. His head hit the edge of the table and then kissed the floor. Zara sidestepped quickly towards him grabbing a penknife and ejecting  the blade. She swung it towards the man's abdomen but he was quick to duck away barely missing it as it ripped a section of his coat. He jumped on the other side of the sofa as Zara followed him relentlessly. With only a tiny blade, Zara's life hung in the balance but she was not going to let her life be taken without a fight. Above all, in her own house in the middle of the night. 

Zara went around the couch and found the man clutching his midsection. Apparently the blade had taken a slice of his right side. The man whizzed in pain and almost looked helpless but Zara was not going to fall for that. At the CIA she had always been taught, until the enemy is fully neutralized, never let your guard down. Zara held on to her blade. “Why?” she asked him. “Why do they want to eliminate me?”

She knew this man. It was not the first time she had seen him. Scar, was his name. He was a contract killer. Hired by the elites to take out top profile targets. Any enemy of the government that needed to get deleted silently, met the guns of  Scar. And he had done this for so long until he even started getting contracts from private organizations. One firm taking out another, one businessman eliminating his competitor and so on. Tonight, Scar came to Zara's place– to delete her. 

She leaned closer. Blade held firmly. Her dark eyes are not doing much to mask her anger. Her caramel skin was bruised and red. Her lower lip was bleeding and so was her nose. “Why me?” she asked again. Anger boiling in her.

Scar tilted his head to look straight into her stunning face. It's undeniable just how gorgeous Zara was. At forty years, she had the curves of a mid twenties woman. The face of a teenager and flawless skin like that of a newborn. “Zara darling, we both knew this day would come....” Scar paused then coughed blood. “It was just a matter of time before the CIA started cleaning out the closet. Darling, this thing you...... it... it was meant to last. And you know it.”

––––––––
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Zara swallowed hard. Scar was right. The program into which she worked under, was too secretive and recent activities have exposed the clandestine group who operated as superhumans as the media labelled them. A selected few individuals who had a rare gene in them that heightened their impulsiveness creating killer machines with no remorse. Better yet, their memories completely self erased any activity that occurred during this state of aggressiveness. This made them quite an asset for the CIA. Once you take out fear and logic in a man, you create a killing monster. Zara was one of the six so-called monsters.

“Zara, I have to get it done you know...”

“Do you?” Zara hissed between her teeth. She couldn't believe the CIA would do this to her. She has been a loyal agent since she was twenty. All her life she has dedicated to serving them. She has done risky missions that no average agent would even fathom. Rescue missions, hostage negotiations, taking our warlords, neutralizing drug cartels, saving the president seven times from assassinations. She has done it all yet now they wanna take her out without even a thank you? Pointing her blade at the man, Zara sighed, “we can both leave all these behind. You don't have to be their dog any more, Scar. Right?"

Scar held his wound tightly. The blade had surprisingly gone deeper than both of them knew. He pressed it with his right hand. “Darling, you really don't get it do you? This is no child's play. We cannot just run away? You think this is fuckin Disney? If I don't do it, they will do it. Choose your poison!” with that Scar reached into his back and pulled out an Uzi. He swiftly pointed it at Zara and squeezed the trigger, sending a barrage of bullets towards her frame. Zara was quick to anticipate the danger so in the very last second she managed to dive away from the raining bullets as they chewed the wall behind her leaving a soccer ball sized dent. Zara landed on her broken arm and cried in pain. But she knew she couldn't afford to lie down and cry like a baby. She had to fly. Behind her, Scar approached like a tiger. His eyes were red and fuming. He loaded a new magazine into the machine gun and pointed it at Zara. “I'm sorry darling.” 

His finger rested on the trigger and without saying any more words, he pulled it.

The next few seconds were filled with thunderous gunshots and screams. Blood sprayed on the walls, the ceiling, the floor. Pieces of human flesh splattered on the windows and louvres. Some flew all the way to the flight of stairs that pointed towards Zara's bedroom. 

With a blood smeared face, a silhouette of a human walked towards the door. Grabbed the knob and twisted it. The silhouette then moved a couple of steps ahead and sat on the porch. There was a deep sigh of satisfaction. The once thought they would grow old together, have children and grandchildren, was now dead. Bullets ripped through the flesh barely leaving any recognizable human behind. It wasn't supposed to end like this– at least not as of three days ago when they had bought a new house far away from the US. They had thought of relocating to Africa and live normal lives. 

Taking a cigarette from a box that was unopened, Zara lit it and smoked her lungs out. 
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CHAPTER ONE
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PRESENT DAY, 16TH AUGUST 

––––––––
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ARBE 

My shoulders get squeezed as warm tender arms encircle me. I don't even move. My body shivers from the sudden but refreshing  touch. My hands want to fly in the air and reciprocate the favour but like my feet, they remain rooted. Probably from the emotions running in my body. In such situations,  I never know what to do. What do you do when someone who loves you with their life holds you so tenderly, feeling your fragile body, the beat of your heart.... the pumping of your blood as it rushes to the brain and back? 

I want to pull back but it just feels so nice and almost immediately I feel a soft tear roll down my left eye. I sink my head down feeling the other’s hairs brush my face delicately. My hands finally find strength and within seconds they are flying halfway to envelope the other. They finally connect and I pull in harder. Feeling  goosebumps as the bare part of our skins brush against each other. I squeeze tighter followed by a wince. The other pulls back a little and looks straight into my eyes then smiles. I smile back then a kiss is planted on my forehead followed by a soft tender voice. "I will miss you baby."

Me too.

Okay who am I kidding? Honestly I'm not so certain.  I look away, finally letting go from the embrace. A small choke escapes my lips. I look away, feeling the other's eyes burning my forehead. "It will only be a... week." I say shyly, barely knowing if I was audible. 

I feel like my feet will give up from under me, sending my body accelerating towards the ground. I'm not good at goodbyes even though I'll be away for seven days, it'll feel like an eternity without the other.

I have not subscribed to the idea of loving someone yet. Well at least not relationship based love. But this individual.... It's the type that I cannot explain. I have learnt to be loved and at least to love. But not unconditionally. It always comes at a price. My mom taught me since I was little that love is double edged and somehow it can always find a way of cutting you both ways. So no! I have always steered away from that. 

With the mention of my mother, fifteen years ago, Mom... or rather Azrael as she had narrated in my bedtime stories, was involved in multiple gruesome homicides. They were so dark that to date I've never gotten a clear picture of what actually happened in that warehouse. They say it's best if I don't know.. I hate that. Prior to that, twenty years ago, she was also an active participant in a murder mystery that ended with about seven lost lives. including a small kid who could have been almost twenty five right now. Five years older than I am.

I remember the details, the slice of my mothers little dagger, the screams as a victim was being attacked by black mambas in her car. The pain of getting charred in your own automobile, the fizzing of hot oil as Ray was dumped into it, being butchered alive and the list goes on.... but the most hurtful was the betrayal in Skyler's eyes when she ingested liquid nitrogen. 

My mother was a monster... I think.

My stomach growls a little, reminding me that I skipped breakfast. I am on a diet and also partly I am fasting. I followed a different path. I run a hand over my tummy. The other notices my discomfort and eyes me sternly. "You didn't eat breakfast honey?". The voice was laced with superiority. Less of a question and more of judgement. 

I check my watch and realize I still have ten minutes before departure.  "Listen..." I say. My throat hardens. "I .. uhm expect a call from me on a daily basis." That comes out awful but the other smiles. "Of course baby." My palms are squeezed between the others. "every hour if possible." 

My lips curve forming a gentle yet disturbing smile. I have always been told I have the most awkward smile. Enough not to get me a boyfriend. But these things take time, like learning to smile romantically. Or getting a lover. All the same I express my deepest affection to the other.

There comes a point when guilt fills you to the brim, and you’re ready to burst. That was my mother fifteen years ago. Despite her cold heart during those murders,  time caught up with her and the guilt overwhelmed her. It became too much for her to bear. She slowly but sequentially started deteriorating mentally. Even physically—she was going.... insane. 

The once labelled Marrie Currie could no longer think for herself. She even started having monologues that sometimes turned out into full blasted conversations with an invisible entity. Her physical form went from curvaceous to bony remains, with every rib countable , within a short time window. I watched as my mother slowly slipped into her inevitable end. 

I was five at the time so there was so little I could do. But my dad stepped up. He was with her every step of the way. I remember once I ran into some of the hospital bills that had been forgotten at the dining room table and Lord! we were running dry! 

My school performance dropped significantly  because I stopped attending classes. I stayed hidden behind library shelves from morning till evening when it was time to go home. Seeing me suffer, drove my mom to the brink of death. She has said more than a million times that I am her everything. Her reason to be alive and moreso, her sanity. I am the reason my mother is what she is. Worse yet, did what she did.

It's the curse of being Aisha's daughter. But it comes with blessings. One thing you only receive from  Allah....

My mother was admitted into a mental institution when her case got even worse. She spent ten years getting back to her feet. A decade I can never recover. A full decade without my mother! It wasn't the easiest of times but eventually I adjusted. I rarely visited her but once or twice I'd go with dad and of course carry a whole bunch of gifts for mom. 

she eventually recovered... more beautiful than ever, calmer, tender, always smiling and her skin glowed. In short she was.... ANGELIC!

She became a totally new individual but retained her ever affectionate heart. Her face often radiated with the affection of a mother, coupled by a soft touch that melted the spinal fluid.
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