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    The things she does to please,

She's just a little tease.

See the way she walks,

And hear the way she talks.

She is what we call a Femme Fatale.
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THE CROATIAN CRIME
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As an orphan, Mia Duncan suffered unimaginable atrocities at the hands of an organization that remained unreported until Detective Liam Hunt became involved in a case involving Mia Duncan. The group will do everything possible to keep Mia in its deception web. 

Liam Hunt, driven by the killing of his parents, will stop at nothing to bring the culprit to justice. Only he had no idea that his parents' murderer was a lady who would later capture his affections and distort his judgment to do what was right.

Now they must work together to bring down the true bad people as well as the organization that ordered the murder of Liam's parents, and they must unearth a secret that might rip new holes in their already delicate relationship. Can Mia escape the fate planned for her, or will she forge her path with Liam by her side?
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“Come on, sweetheart, let me treat you to something nice. You won’t regret it, I promised you,” the old stinky man with bad breath was breathing down my neck, eyeing me up and down but mostly looking at my cleavage.

It was Friday night, and I enjoyed myself with a good old whiskey as I watched people pass by. Then, this creeper came onto me.

“Don’t you have somewhere to be?” I said politely as I was playing with the edge of my glass.

“Yeah, in your pussy,” he snickered. I rolled my eyes inwardly before I returned to look at his ugly face with a saccharine smile.

“Is it now?” I asked before eyeing him up and down, getting up from the bar, putting in the money for my drink, and swaying to the front door. It was not a busy night, so I might want to get some tonight.

He chugged down his drink before following me to the front door and pinching my ass. I cringed, trying to control my anger before smiling saccharinely again at him. We went to the back alley when he roughly pushed me toward the cold door and nuzzled my neck, taking in my scent. I rolled my eyes before faking my moan. He then was bold and tried to spread my legs. I pushed him at arm’s length before looking at him, faking a smile.

“We can’t do it here. People might catch us,” I said while playing with his face. I then took his hand and dragged him inside the nearest motel through the back door. He happily followed me, thinking he might get some tonight. Well, tough luck, buddy, sex was not on the agenda.

As we got inside the room, he pushed me up the door, trying to kiss me on the lips, but I avoided it as it landed on my cheek. I pushed him roughly onto the bed before jumping on top of him and strangling him. I flipped my hair to the side and played with the buttons on his oversized suit. I smiled seductively until I grabbed his necktie before I grabbed it and jerked it with all my might.

His face was suffocating as he tried to get my hands off it. I smirked at him, and before I knew it, his hands landed flatly on the bed. I released it as his eyes were dead. I got off him, took his briefcase, and opened it up.

He has all the information my client needed to win the case against his company. I took the picture and sent it to her. A few moments later, 1 million euros was transferred to my bank.

I went into the bathroom and removed the sultry dress hanging tightly on my body. It was reeking of alcohol, weed, and that man’s cologne, which was not suitable for someone like him.

I pulled out my spare clothes from underneath the counter, changed into black jeans and a hoodie, and changed my heels into combat boots. I pulled out my short blonde wig and discarded it. My long brunette hair was flowing from my head.

I took out another wig, which was now black, and put it on before pulling my hoodie over my head. I took out black contact lenses to be into my eyes to cover my sterling grey orbs.

I looked into the mirror one last time before wearing gloves to cover my tracks. I cleaned my fingerprints and such before getting out. I repositioned the big guy into a sleeping position so that in the morning, the housekeeper would not be startled by the discovery that he was dead.

I packed up my backpack and killed off the light before entering the bathroom and going out through the small window on top of the toilet. The room was on level 3. So it was not hard to land.

I landed on the ground and looked around to see if anybody was around.

I pulled up my backpack and started walking along the abandoned alley. After a few blocks away from that motel, I got into my car and started the ignition. After some time, I drove out of the abandoned alley as the rearview disappeared in the peripheral view of my eyes.
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“Alright, boyo, it’s that killer again. This time, he was more vicious than ever. Check this CCTV at the motel,” my partner, Fred, said while pushing the laptop onto my desk. I saw one ugly, big man and a blonde woman who I believed was a prostitute go inside the murder scene.

It was thirty after midnight when they went inside and never came out until a housekeeper called us about the murder.

“What do you think?” Fred asked as I was busy playing the scene inside my head.

“I think the prostitute was his accomplice. We need to investigate her now. Where is she?” I asked Fred. He put out his head toward the patrol police car. I looked at Fred before going over to the woman. She was shaking like she had seen a ghost.

“Ma’am,” I said as she looked at me with big blue eyes. “My name is Detective Liam Hunt. I’m with Scotland Yard. Can you tell me when you were from 12 AM till 1 AM?” I asked her as I tried to look as calm as possible, not menacing. I had a reason to believe this woman was innocent.

“I was at work at the strip club two blocks from here. It was vague then, and I can’t recall where I was. The last time I remembered was I was in my motel room, the one that had the dead guy in it,” she said as she was drinking the hot chocolate that Fred gave her. That woman was seen by the housekeeper choking the man on the bed before she lost her conscience.

“Do you meet with anyone before that?” I asked. She shook her head no as she was looking a little bit lost.

“Thank you for your cooperation,” I said before I nodded for them to take her to the station.

“You think she was not guilty, aren’t you?” As reading my mind, Fred spoke to me.

“Hunt, you can’t seriously think that she was innocent. She wore the same dress and stilettos that we saw in the video. She’s the killer!” Fred said as I was looking at the video again. Something hit me as I paused the video.

“Take a look at this,” I pointed to him. Fred looked before his eyebrows came together, “Yeah, so?” He asked. Give it to Fred, who needs me to explain everything.

“Look at her hand; she was dragging him with her right hand, but when I saw that woman just now, her dominant hand was left. I think someone set her up,” I told Fred, wishing he would understand. Fred furrowed his eyebrows before looking at me.

“Hunt, you’re a genius!” He said before patting me on the shoulder. “Now that we know that woman is innocent, how do you plan to catch this imposter?” Fred said, looking at me expectedly. I smirked at him before taking my gloves out and entering the motel. He followed the pursuit, and we went to the crime scene.

Yellow tapes were everywhere. I dodged some of them as I scanned the room. I looked around as I heard many overlapping voices until I could feel I was the only one in the room. I replayed the scene of a murder in my mind.

The man pushed the girl up the door as some of the hinges were crooked, which meant great force was exerted. They perhaps kissed, or in this case, the imposter was trying to get him onto the bed to strangle him.

She was making some walks in heels, and I could see some dents on the floor. I went to bed and felt it. There was nothing uncommon, was it? I hypothesized that the girl was choking the guy with his necktie as I found it on the floor. I gave it to the forensic team for some DNA analysis.

After he was dead, the woman moved into the bathroom, maybe to calm her nerves, but there was nothing on the counter or sink for a sign of medication. That would only mean she was a professional.

I observed the toilet, but nothing. I sighed. Fred called me to cut it out before I noticed something from the small window on top of the bathroom. Hair, clue. I put it into the Ziploc but did not give it to the forensic team. I kept it to myself as I was determined to find who was the killer.

“Hunt, let’s go,” Fred said before leaving the room. I looked around one last time before leaving the room and returning to the station.

A few hours later, I went to the lab to get the hair sample for the identity of our murderer. It turned out to be from hundreds of deceased until one name came out and was not dead.

“Can you print that one, please?” I said before the lab assistant went to print the information and gave it to me.

Mia Duncan was the name of the killer.
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“Leo, I’m home. Are you feeling lonely, honey?” I said as I opened up the door to my apartment. Leo came to my feet as he was meowing for his food.

“Just a sec, honey,” I said before I put all my stuff onto the dining table. I went to the kitchen to find a can of wet tuna for Leo. I opened it up and put it down for him. He was meowing happily before indulging in his meal.

“Are you a good boy when mummy was gone?” I said as I patted him on his back. I smiled before I went to get my stuff from the table, went to the bedroom, and went into my walking closet. I punched in my password, and another set of wardrobes appeared.

I put my wigs and dress and heels in their place. I closed the wardrobe and hopped into the shower. It felt good to get rid of the smells of human sins. I got off and dried my hair before wearing a robe and went to get some food from the kitchen.

Renee cooked some pasta left in the microwave, and I microwaved it. After 2 minutes, I took it out, went into the living room, and switched on the television. The event of the crime scene was coming up. Detective Liam Hunt was giving some comments about the accident.

“We are unfortunately not able to tell what was the motive of the killer, but we know that we will catch him by the end of the week. I can assure the citizens of Edinburgh we are not in danger, thank you,” he said before leaving the crime scene with his partner.

I smirked at the television. “Look, Leo, he thinks he can catch the murderer,” I said as Leo snuggled on my lap, and I caressed his head. He meowed at me before he went into the bedroom. “And he thinks that it was a man. Typical,” I said as I was eating my dinner.

“Catch me if you can, Hunt, ’cause you will never be one step ahead of me,” I said, smirking at the television like Liam Hunt was before me.

The rings broke the silence of my house on my phone. I stood up from the television and took the phone from my backpack. The number on the phone screen was unknown. I was hesitant at first until I had enough courage to answer it. And guess what? I did.

“Hello?” I asked.

“Well, it looks like your touch has not gone yet, Duncan,” a raspy, low voice came from the phone.

“What can I say? I only delivered the best,” I said, as I recognised the voice well; at least, it was my client’s voice.

“Excellent, Duncan. Keep up the good work; maybe your expertise in this field will expand. Have a good day, Ms. Duncan,” they said.

“And you too, too,” I said before I ended the call. I put the phone down to charge it and returned to the living room to close the television. I went into the kitchen to wash my plate, brush my teeth, and floss. I went into my walk-in wardrobe, put on some pyjamas before bed, and dreamed off to my dark wonderland with Leo at my feet to warm me up.

I was in the darkroom that only had lights on me. I was looking around, but no one was there. I walked out of there but only realised I was just going around in a circle.

Where am I?

What was happening?

All the unimaginable thoughts were coming into my head like a machine gun. I was so scared that I could only scream, but nothing was coming out of my mouth. I thought I was going to die, but there was some light at the end of the darkness.

I walked toward the light and realised that I was running toward it. I stretched my hands to get it, but it kept slipping away. I was desperate to catch it as I walked into the light, but it was gone.

I dropped to the floor and was breathing so hard. Then, a hand was offered to me. I looked at the figure, and it was all light, but I knew behind those lights was a male, a man. Before the darkness could consume me, I took his hand, and everything went black.

I woke up with a start. I was breathing heavily as I ran for miles and miles away. I calmed myself down as I was sweating profusely. I was in agony, and I felt like it was all too real.

I counted to ten in Gaelic to calm my nerves as my hands shook. When I was calming myself down, someone knocked on the door. I looked at the clock on my night table. It was 8 in the morning.

Who the hell knocked on someone’s door at 8 in the morning?!! I thought furiously.

I stood up from my bed before taking my robe and putting it on. Leo was looking at the door when I went to see who was calling me out in the early morning. He meowed at me before I picked him up and caressed his head.

“Someone’s making mummy angry, Leo. Should I kill them?” I asked him as he stared at me like he did not know what I was talking about.

“Miss Duncan. Open the door! I know you’re in there. Your neighbour told me,” The sound from the outside was calling on me as it was pounding on the door.

“Coming,” I said while cursing at them for being a busybody. I opened the nuts and bolts of the door primarily because of security, but now I think having so many locks on a single door is ridiculous.

“Hi, can I help you?” I said as I was looking into a specimen that was as drop-dead, gorgeous as I had ever seen in my lifetime.
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“Hi, can I help you?” As I looked at her, a sweet voice came out of her beautiful face. She had the hair of an angel as it flowed down her back and framed her gorgeous face. Her eyes were so cold that I could get a chill as I disturbed her morning beauty sleep. I could tell that she just woke up with her bed hair, but it was so enticing that I kept staring at her face.

“Excuse me, can I help you with something?” She said, irritated that I looked at her face for a few minutes before blinking.

“Oh, yeah, umm, I’m sorry. Are you Mia Duncan?” I asked her. She blinked a few times before answering with a nod.

“Yes, is there any problem, sir?” She asked.

“Well, I have a warrant from the police station that states you are under arrest for murdering Mr Burgess last night in a motel down in Edinburgh. I need you to come with me,” I said as I walked inside her home. It was lovely and felt homey. I think I can see myself spending my time here.

Wait, what?

“Excuse me, sir, I think you got the wrong person. I was at home last night, watching television with my cat. I don’t think I know this man called Mr Burgess as you said it,” she was in defence mode now as I was walking around in her cosy apartment.

“Well, if you think you don’t have any problem, then I suggest you go to the station with me so we can sort this out,” I said leisurely while looking at her face. She laughed sarcastically before shooting the dagger with her eyes at my face.

“Fine, let me change for a moment, please,” she said with a cold smile that could freeze all Earth that looked into her eyes. As I was guessing, she went back into her bedroom and waited for the lady of the hour to come out. After a few moments passed, I was still waiting for her.

Where is she? I thought before getting up from my seat.

“Ma’am, I need you to come with me now,” I said as I knocked on the door. The door was left ajar. I was afraid to go in if I caught her undressing.

“Ma’am, I’m coming in. Please be dressed,” I said before opening the door quietly.

“Ma’am?” I asked as I looked around the bedroom. It was a nice-looking bedroom for a feminine figure. It has a bed at the end of the wall and a night table. There was a door that led to a bathroom and a door to a walk-in closet. I knocked on the door as I was drawing out my gun.

“Ma’am?” I said before someone was calling from behind.

“What do you think you’re doing?” That feminine voice startled me as I hid my gun behind my back. Miss Duncan was standing in front of the bathroom door as she crossed her hands in front of her chest.

“Umm, umm, nothing. Are you ready? Let’s go,” I said as I hid my gun inside my pants and walked past her. She smelled so lovely as she followed me from behind.

“Let me get my handbag,” she said before entering her walk-in closet momentarily. Then she got out and was looking at me boringly.

“Can we go now?” She asked before leaving the bedroom and into the kitchen to get her car keys.

“No self-driving, ma’am. Police business, so you need to come with me,” I said before taking her arm and leaving her small, cosy apartment.

*****
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“SO, TELL ME, MISS DUNCAN, where were you during the 12 AM and 1 AM?” I said as I sat down in the interrogation room with her. She was calm and reserved as she stared into my eyes with her slate orbs.

“As I said before, if you recall, I watched the news with my cat, Leo. I was eating lasagna, and after that, I went back to sleep,” she said while keeping steady eye contact with me. She looked at me as if expecting me to say she was lying.

“Can you tell me in detail about the news that you are watching at the time?” I asked as I leaned forward with my hands on the table.

“Well, I was watching the local news of the wildfire in Inverness and some robbery in Glasgow. But nothing else. However, I did remember to watch a reality TV show after the news,” she said as she crossed her hands in front of her chest. Her breasts were in full view, and I think my cock was stirring beneath the table.

Lord, help me.

“Okay, then. But can you tell me if you have ever been to the motel near the place of the murderer? I have picked up a strand of your hair that says you were at the crime scene,” I said as I put the hair sample on the table. Miss Duncan looked at me and the hair sample back and forth.

“That hair sample can be anyone’s hair. How should I know if that truly belongs to me?” She questioned me as she arched her eyebrow. I looked at her like she was playing a mind game with me. But guess what? Two can play this game.

“I see. So, you’re telling me that anyone can be Mia Duncan as it might not only be your name but can be anyone else’s name?” I asked her as I got up and walked around the room. I was looking at the mirror that separated the outside world and the room.

“Then, tell me, Miss Duncan, how can I find the other Mia Duncan?” I said as I pulled out the files that contained all the deceased Mia Duncan that I could find in the database. Miss Duncan’s expression was stern as she looked at those files.

“I don’t know, sir. I have no expertise in that matter. After all, I’m just an average person, living my life as a citizen who abides by the laws,” she said with her eyes cold as ice frost. I was mesmerized by it before I cleared my throat.

“Well then, thank you for your cooperation, Miss Duncan. You’re free to go,” I said as I opened the door, and she got up.

“Thank you, Mr. Hunt, for dragging me out of my bed this lovely morning,” she said while smiling saccharinely at me.

“My pleasure that you kindly and calmly follow me to the station. I hope that you stay safe, Miss Duncan. Maybe fate will let us meet again,” I said as I guided her to the front door.

“I hope so too,” she said saccharinely as her eyes told me, “ don’t you ever call me again.

“Have a nice day,” I said as I shook my hand with her.

“And to you, too,” she said as she looked at my hand. She was hesitant at first, but she shook it. Miss Duncan left the station, and I rushed to the forensic lab to find Fred.

“Fred, I need you to sample these fingerprints for me,” I said as I gave her the synthetic skin that I put on earlier.

“Jeez, what’s got into you early in the morning?” He said as he took the skin, put it under the UV lights, and scanned it. A few moments later, the result popped on the camera.

“Okay, let’s see here. Name: Mia Duncan. Age: 24 years old. Address: Split, Croatia. Born Place: Edinburgh, Scotland. Past criminal crime: none. Well, I think it is safe to say that she’s clean, bro. We can’t relate her to the crime. She’s off the hook, mate,” Fred said as he laid back in his chair. I gripped my hands into fists as I looked at her profile picture. It was so much more familiar to the woman who was in the video than the real prostitute herself.

“Thanks, I appreciate it,” I said before patting his shoulder.

“Anytime for my partner,” Fred said. He fist-bumped me, and I went out of the lab. I looked over the window that showed the road Miss Duncan was walking on, and she was talking on the phone.

She looked intense but still pretty. A damsel in distress indeed, but she was the bad guy this time. My jaws ticked before I went inside for coffee after an eventful morning. I can still feel the electric vibration of my hands when we shook hands. That was strange indeed.
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“And to you, too,” I said before looking at his offered hand. I was thinking for a moment before I took it. There was no harm done as they do not have all the information about me. I shook it before going outside the station.

Detective Hunt went inside as I was walking down the station foyer. Suddenly, my phone rang. I picked it up, and it was a number that I knew so well.

“Well, do they get you?” he asked.

“What do you think if I still answer your phone call?” I said back, rolling my eyes at the phone.

“Hahaha, I know they would never get you. You are one of my best recruits. You’re invincible, and I am sure you can do anything with that talent of yours. Anyway, I have a new mission for you,” Marco said as I looked around for a coffee shop to get some breakfast. My stomach was growling as if it needed to be fed.

“What’s the assignment?” I said as I furrowed my eyebrows together before walking to the café a few blocks across the street.

“I need you to go to the Mestrovic Gallery and remove Mr. John Pravin. He was an illegal arms dealer who helps the rebels in Riga, and I need him out as it will make things complicated when he arrives there tomorrow.

“Fortunately, he will attend an exhibition tomorrow evening, and you will go there to eliminate him. I will send the gadgets that you need. Until then,” he said before hanging up the phone.

“So much for having fun after that one,” I said as I entered the little coffee shop. It was a Spaniard-owned coffee shop that I loved to visit, and I spoke Spanish with the employees. It reminded me of my home in Croatia.

“Hola, cómo estás?” I said as I ordered a black coffee and two chocolate croissants. I took my order and sat by the window. Few people were at this morning hour as rush hour had just passed. I looked out the window at people rushing toward their workplaces, children going to school, and pedestrians taking their morning walks.

I sipped on my black coffee before taking out my earphones to listen to a morning chill vibe instrumental. I closed my eyes and imagined myself at the beach with my family and friends.

Mother. Father. Lena and Ivan.

They were all smiling at me as I held back my tears. I smiled at the memories that would never come true. I opened my eyes and exhaled a long breath. I finished my coffee and croissants and thanked the barista before exiting the café.

I just realized I had gone to the station in the detective’s car, as I had no transportation to return to my apartment. I looked for a bus stop sign and hoped they had one at my nearest location. I googled my position, and fortunately, I can walk from my current location to my apartment.

So, I took some turns among the alleys and walked calmly to get to my destination. After a few turns, I felt like someone was following me. When I turned around, there was no one to be found. I rolled my eyes at that attempted kidnapper or robber as I wished they did not want to die early. I was walking before a group of men cornered me into a dead end.

“What do we have here?” One of the guys asked me.

“Looks like we have someone to get it off with, fellas,” the other one said before the 4 of them laughed. I scowled at them.

“Oh, feisty. I like it,” the robber said before they dropped their belongings as they were advancing toward me.

“Look, boys, I don’t have time to play right now. So, if anyone wants to see you tomorrow, I suggest you leave,” I said calmly.

“We see who needs to leave, señorita,” the apparent leader said as he advanced on me.

“You wish for it,” I said before I dropped my handbag and walked toward them.

Everything was happening in a flash. The leader was advancing on me as he was trying to grab my waistline; I ducked and punched his stomach as heavily as an elephant, making him writhe in pain.

For the next thug advancing, I grabbed his shoulders, kicked his knees outward, and landed on his shoulders before snapping his neck. Then, I pushed myself into the air to kick both of them in the face. They were on the ground, but they would not give up easily. I smirked.

“Looks like you need more of that,” I said before I took out my hairpins, poisoned with sleeping dose before, and threw them at them. Each of the pins stuck at their arms, and in an instant, they all fell asleep, well, except for one whose neck was broken.

“I think that was enough of violence, Miss Duncan,” that familiar voice came from behind. I turned around and saw the dark green orbs with the fury of the situation he just witnessed.

Shit! It’s Detective Liam Hunt!

*****
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“LOOK, DETECTIVE, IT was all self-defence. I wasn’t killing them. I was defending myself from being raped,” I explained to him as he was pushing me onto his car to handcuff me from behind. He grabbed me by the hair as his mouth was near my ear.

“Tell that to the judge,” he said before shoving me into the back seat of the car carefully so that my head would not hit the roof of the vehicle.

“Where are we going? Please don’t tell me we are returning to the station,” I pleaded.

“We’re not,” he said, and I was relieved for a little before he continued, “We will be going to a higher station,” he said, and I could feel that blood draining from my face.

“Wait, for what? I did not do anything wrong!” I said to him as I was sending a dagger with my eyes through the rearview mirror. His green orbs were looking at me before he turned around. My stomach fluttered as I could see his beautiful face was in my direction, but his cold stare could send someone to oblivion.

“You think you can get away, Ms. Duncan? Well, what do you know, you can never escape justice,” he said with so much hatred that I could feel frost forming in the backseat of this detective’s car. He turned on the ignition of his car and sped off in the busy traffic of Edinburgh.

I was looking outside the dispatch car as I was looking at the people walking down the streets with happy faces who had nothing to care about the world. I was so into their emotion that I did not feel what I was supposed to.

Love, emotions, feelings, needs. The desire that’s what’s made us human. But no, I was no human. I was a monster. I did not have a heart for the work that I did. If I did, I would be long gone and not live past the extreme training back on the island.

“We’re here,” the detective said as exited the driver’s seat. I was waiting for him to open the door for me as I was handcuffed. He opened the door, and I got out of his car, where he was dragging me with him.

This course of action should be interesting, as I was sure my records were clean. Marco made sure of that. I made sure of that. I just hoped they didn’t find some dirty secrets from someplace else.

We were climbing up the stairs as other police officers, especially women, were giggling at the sight of Detective Hunt. His face was hard and cold, calming you down to the bone. I rolled my eyes at their behaviour as to how would they find this jerk attractive at all.

We went inside the lobby, and Hunt was registering himself at the receptionist. He was one of the top police officers in Edinburgh. I was looking around the station to find my way out as soon as possible if things went bad.

Then, I saw a familiar sight across the lobby of the police station. Anastasia was wearing thick glasses with a dark frame, hair covering her face, plain clothing, and just trying to be invisible in the police station.

Her eyes and mine were making eye contact, and she made the secret sign language that I knew she was from one of my organizations. I nodded at her, and she nodded and returned to her office.

She was in the IT department of the regional police station in Edinburgh. These must be my client’s idea. I smirked at the thought of getting out of here innocent twice in one day.

“What are you smirking about?” Liam said as he was looking at me sternly. I cleared my throat before looking at him.

“Nothing that would concern you now, isn’t it?” I said before looking away from his face, disgusted with how he was talking to me. He pulled my arm so I could sense it would bruise in the morning.

Damn, my fragile body!

“We’ll see about that later,” Liam said as he dragged me into one of the interrogation rooms. I tried to resist him, but that would make me so much of the suspect, so I just played by ear with his demands. He can’t touch me anyway.
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“Sit,” I instructed her to sit at the table. It was not actually on the table; it would be on the chair at that table. She followed my order quietly as I released her hands so that she could move around. She brushed her wrists as they were bruised from the handcuffs. I felt terrible for not checking if it was too tight or not.

I threw the handcuffs on the table and put the files on the table before I looked at her sternly. The way she posed herself and how she would look me in the eyes like she had nothing to be afraid of was something to be admired. Her slate orbs were intoxicating as they pulled me into her web of deceit.

“So,” I pulled out the chair and took a seat with the chair facing backwards, “tell me about yourself, Miss Duncan,” I said as I was looking for a sign of lying in her facial expression. She rolled her eyes and smirked at my question.

Looking at the left side, checked.

Smirking before questioning, I checked.

Afraid to look into the eyes, checked.

She turned and looked me dead in the eyes. “I am sure you have all the information you need in those files, correct? Then, why do you need to ask that question a million times?” She asked as she held steady eye contact with mine.

No sign of pupils dilating. Not good.

“Oh, I read those files a million times, Miss Duncan. One thing I can’t seem to get from that information is where you were when you were 5-18?” I said as I was holding her expression steady. Her eyes went big briefly before she controlled them to their standard size. Surprise expression checked.

Alert of her surroundings checked.

Lying signs were up in the alley. Mia looked at the files as if she wanted to burn that information before she looked at me again.

“I don’t think asking that question would help you solve this case. It was irrelevant information to the murder,” Mia said before she crossed her hands in front of her chest. A sign of a defensive move. Nice try.

“Well, I would not say it is related to the murder case earlier, but it would be related to the crime that you just did back in the alley,” I said as I was opening the files just to get her fidgeting under pressure. She was still reserved and calm. Watching as if she was expecting me to ask that question was interesting.

“You want the whole story?” She asked. I nodded.

“By all means, please explain yourself,” I said as I closed the dossier and looked at her intensely. She sighed. She relaxed her hands and put them on the table.

“My mother and father died when I was young, at the age of five, to be exact. I was put under the care of my Uncle Ivan as my guardian. However, Uncle Ivan was Croatian,”

“Was?” I asked, interrupting her story. She sent a death glare at me before answering the side note.

“Yes, my father was Croatian and moved to Scotland because my mother was Scottish,” she said. I rolled my eyes at her mentally.

“When I was 5 years old, I went to be under the care of my Uncle in Croatia, and after I was legal enough to be on my own, I moved back to Scotland as my parents’ inheritance was here, and I am here to collect it,” she finished as she leaned back, crossing her hands again.

“So, did you get the inheritance?” I asked as I made notes in my mind for the additional information.

“No. Unfortunately, all my parents’ assets went to their business partners, and I was left penniless. Lucky enough for me that I can keep their mansion as compensation for the assets they get,” she said before looking away from me.

She sighed, and her expression was as hard as a stone. I almost felt something for her. Keyword: almost. She had it hard even though she was living moderately now. But I still believed that she was the killer of Mr. Burgess. I needed more information.

“Well, thank you for your time, Miss Duncan. You can see yourself out,” I said while collecting the files and handcuffs. She scoffed at me before getting up from her seat. I was busy reorganizing the files when suddenly she went to my side and held me in my chair, forcing me to look at her face. Her beautiful face.

God, get it together, Liam.

“Look, mister, I don’t know what you want more from me or anything, as I was not involved in that murder. You should know by now that I am just an ordinary woman who happens to be at the wrong time and wrong place,” she said with intensity in her eyes.

We stared at each other before she released my chair and approached the door. I collected the files, got off my seat, and headed toward the door when she paused for a minute before turning toward me, stalking over and doing something unusual.

She kissed me.

*****
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I WAS SHOCKED, NO, paralyzed, to be honest, when she kissed me out of the blue. I can still feel her warm skin and her soft lips on mine. Her sweet feminine scent of lavender and vanilla. I can still feel her small frame as I hugged her when she kissed me. Then I felt something at the back of my neck before she broke the kiss and went out of the room after uttering a sorry.

I mean, what the hell was that for?!!

“Hunt, the boss is calling for you,” Fred said as he tapped on my shoulder, which got me out of my dreams.

The kiss, her scent, and her lithe frame.

Everything.

“Huh? Yeah, I’ll be right there,” I said before closing some of the files on Mia Duncan. She did not lie about her father being Croatian. Alberto Duncan was 35 years old when he died with his wife, Rebecca Duncan, in a car accident in Glasgow, Scotland.

I knocked on my captain’s door before she ushered me in.

“Hunt, I got a new assignment for you. John Pravin will attend a charity ball at the Mestrovic Gallery in Croatia tomorrow. I want you to go undercover there as he was one of the most wanted people in Interpol. You leave tonight,” she said as if it were in the backyard.

“But boss, I still have a case to be solved,” I said.

“Mia Duncan was not a threat. John Pravin is. Now, go home and pack your stuff. You leave at 9 PM,” she said before dismissing me. I nodded at her before leaving the office, and Fred waited for me outside.

“So, what she wants with you?” Fred said as he was curious about what I was being told.

“I need to be in Croatia,” I said before leaving him behind.

“Wait, what?” He shouted before running after me.

*****
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I WAS ON AN AEROPLANE and could not see what was happening outside the aircraft. It was dark, cold, and chilly as I flew out of Scotland at 10:45 PM. Thanks to Interpol, I was in business class and ready to get off this plane.

The plane landed safely, and we were all rushing to get out. I waited for people to leave as I wanted to be the last person and stretch my back.

I was taking my carry-on bag when I saw a familiar figure leaving the plane. I hurried up and tried to catch up to Mia as I ran out of the aeroplane, and the stewardesses said thanks.

I nodded before I ran out of the plane, but that figure was nowhere to be found, and thousands of people were in the airport. I brushed my hair before going to customs to get checked in.

I gave my passport to the guard, and he asked some common questions, such as my name, the reason for the visit, and so on.

“Name?” He asked

“Liam Hunt,” I said

“Reason for the visit,” he asked

“Police business,” I said. He looked at me before returning to my passport. There was an official business stamp on my passport, and he looked at it briefly before stamping it. I uttered thanks before leaving the airport to meet the person appointed to my stay in Croatia.

“Mr. Hunt,” a voice was calling for me behind me.

“Yes?” I said as I looked at the person. Male, average 5’6”, friendly, Spanish perhaps.

“My name is Eduardo. I will be your caretaker for your visit to Croatia,” he said before taking my duffel and ushering me to the waiting car outside the airport.
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My mind was somewhere in heaven when my lips touched his. It was incredible and magnificent. I was on cloud nine. I can’t explain what I just did with him, Detective Harsh, that I was being negotiated with and had made my living hell after I met him. He was always at the wrong place where he could see all the illegal activities I tried to conceal from the world. Unfortunately, he was not able to see it.

He snaked his hands around my waist as I snaked my hands around his neck. I pulled out the tiny needle with a serum that would make this all a dream, and he would forget about it tomorrow. In the back of my mind, I don’t want this to be over, not with him bugging me around, and I can’t have my peaceful life back.

But it was different. That is a big difference.

I punched it on the jugular vein at the back of his neck as he went deeper for the kiss. I obliged and responded to it eagerly. I can see myself with him, having kids and growing old together. That’s what snapped me before pulling out of the kiss.

I stopped the kiss. I looked at Liam before he looked at me with hooded eyes filled with emotions that I wouldn’t, couldn’t have if I wanted to stay alive.

“Sorry,” was all I could utter to him before running out of the interrogation room. I went outside the building and stopped to take a breath in the foyer of the Scotland Yard station.

I looked back at the window and saw that the mysterious woman, the IT person, was looking at me intensely before disappearing. I sighed before my phone rang. It was an unknown number, but I knew who called.

“Duncan,” I said as I picked up the phone.

“The package has been delivered for your mission tomorrow. Do not fail and get caught. As usual, best of luck to you,” Marco said before hanging up. I sighed as I put the phone in my handbag and hailed a taxi to leave the area.

***** 
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“YOUR MISSION IS TO eliminate John Pravin when he was done giving a speech at the Mestrovic Gallery for the opening of his new art collection. A security guard will be around him, up and down, within 15 meters of his presence.

“You need to take the third floor and use the tiny needle that can get into his bloodstream without a trace. All the equipment was in the back. They are non-traceable, so they should be able to pass through airport security with ease. Good luck, Duncan,” the recording ended as I packed up my carry-on.

I took the small case of my designated weapon and my clothes for the mission. I packed my passport and some money that was being provided. I looked at myself in the mirror before getting out of my apartment.

I was at the self-check-in for my departure when I saw him again. Detective Hunt was getting on the same plane as me. I sat close next to him, in disguise, and eavesdropped on his conversation with his superior.

I guessed he did not recognize me after the serum or was too lazy at 10 PM. I kept my distance and just looked at his every move from afar. When we were all ready to depart, I followed him at a safe distance as he was in Business, whereas I was in Coach.

I was not complaining, as I liked to keep a low profile, but I hoped he would fall asleep soon enough to activate the serum. I bid my time as I hoped he would forget about me already.

However, some of me didn’t want him to forget about our encounter, our heated conversation, and the kiss. I can feel that my feminine core is making weird stuff as I see the older man beside me looking at me weirdly. I cleared my throat before getting up to use the lavatory.

I went to the lavatory and was about to close the door when an older man was getting inside. The same older man was sitting next to me.

“Hey, beauty, ready to get it on?” He said when he was ready to open his pants. I was about to yell when he pushed me and clamped my mouth with his dirty hands. Bloody bastard.

“Shh, we don’t want to get caught now, do we?” He said happily when his free hand was getting off his pants. I rolled my eyes at his action before taking the needle out of my hair and punching it into his hand.

“Hey!” He shouted before I head-butted him, and he went into a coma. He fell to the floor, and I scoffed at his action, trying to get laid in the lavatory. I took out his wallet to see that his name was Alan Frost, and he already had two daughters and a son, and his wife was so cute.

How dare he want to commit rape! The nerve of the man!

I took out all his cash and credit cards and flushed them down the toilet before leaving the lavatory and told the stewardess that it was out of order.

The plane landed, and I went out as quickly as possible because I felt like someone was trying to catch up to me. No doubt it was Detective Hunt. I swerved across the airport hallways and saw Liam Hunt from afar, frustrated that he had lost me.

It looked like he had not slept it off yet. I guessed I had to wish for a miracle that he wouldn’t recognize me tomorrow, or I would be in so much trouble.

*****
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I CHECKED INTO THE hotel near the Mestrovic Gallery for my mission tonight. After a rough flight of almost 3 hours, I needed to get into the shower and get off the stinky smell of the assault from that older man as well as my attempt to get out of Hunt’s pursuit.

The room was nice as it was clean and comfortable. It was not a 5-star hotel, but it will do. I put my backpack onto the bag and took out the package delivered to me to finish my job tonight.

It was a package with a Dragunov rifle, the stand for me to place it, two lucky shots, which I might add that I only needed one to get the job done, and some gloves to get my fingerprints off the rifle.

I closed it again before calling for an assistant at the Mestrovic Gallery. I needed to get into the gallery. They said they would come in 20 minutes for the package as I went into the en-suite bathroom. It was so sparkling clean, and I was in heaven.

I opened the bathtub’s faucet and let it fill with warm water as I put some essential aromatherapy oils in it. I let it sit for a while until the door to my hotel rang. I went to open it, and to my surprise, Marco showed up at the door.

“Hello, gorgeous,” Marco Conti said as he tried to kiss me on the lips. The nerve of the Italian, trying to kiss me out of the blue.

“Whoa, since when do you get to do that?” I said as I pushed him away, rejecting his unwelcome kiss.

“What, you don’t miss me?” He asked, hurt by my action. I rolled my eyes at him.

“No, you deserved it. Who told you to get involved with Lucia Ricci? That woman was a maniac,” I said as I guided him into the hotel and told him which package he needed to pick up.

“How can I stop? That woman was a paradise for me,” he said, smirking at me. I rolled my eyes again.

“Yeah, for someone that needs fucking like it was his only way to survive his life,” I said as Marco was checking the asset. He nodded before getting his back straight again. I wondered if I should ask him how to lose that certain detective.

“Okay, everything was in order. I will set it up in the gallery, and when you need to make the shot, I will switch off the lights, and you can do your end of the bargain,” Marco said as he carried the package quickly and went toward the door. I followed him from behind before stopping at the entrance. I leaned on the door frame as I was about to ask him.

“Hey, Marco. I have a question,” I said as he stopped to look at me confused.

“About what? I thought you knew almost everything,” he joked. I faked punching him as I was clearing my throat.

“So, I got this one teeny-tiny problem. If you’re someone who tried to track the bad guy down, what would you do?” I asked him sincerely. He raised his eyebrow at me.

“Is this problem a breathing, walking, handsome man?” He asked. I tried to hide my blush as I could feel my face getting hotter.

“Well, sort of, but that was not the point. I want to know how to get rid of him. He makes my life and missions more difficult,” I said while playing with the door handle. He sighed as he put the package down.

“Well, first, you must get out of lovesick mode on him. I knew what you were thinking, but he would not allow it. Let alone with a detective. What if he knows about our organization? He would never understand what we do,” he said, caressing my arm like a big brother. Then, he continued to speak to me.

“You need to make sure that he will never remember you. Did you give him the serum?” He asked me as he looked at me intensely. I nodded before he continued.

“Good. That would give Liam 24 hours to forget his encounter with you, and I hope he will forget, or we will have to take him out.” After he said that last bit, my heartbeat got faster; I didn’t want Liam to be taken out. He was a nice guy. Well, if he had not interrupted me during my mission, I think we might have had a good relationship with each other.

“Look, Mia, you’re a smart woman. You will figure it out,” he said before he caressed my cheek. I smiled at him before he picked up the package and hit the elevator.

“Besides, if he did remember you, why don’t you hit it off?” Marco said as he stepped into the elevator and winked at me before it closed. I sighed as I entered my hotel, shut the door, and locked it.

I went into the bathroom to turn off the faucet before shedding my clothes and hitting the tub to calm my mind for tomorrow’s mission.
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The ride from the airport was not that awful, at least for me. Eduardo has been as eccentric as ever. He told me about all the archaeological sites in Croatia that I didn’t even know existed. I was so much into the scenery that I didn’t even notice that we had arrived in front of Eduardo’s house. It looked homey and cosy.

“We’ve arrived. I hope you love this,” Eduardo said as he exited the van. I got out of the truck, too. I took my backpack and saw a figure coming out of the house.

“Mijo, you’re back,” the woman in her late sixties said as she went to hug him.

“Mama, this is our guest,” Eduardo said in Spanish. I nodded as she came to hug me like a mother. I was standing there awkwardly before she released me.

“Hello, my name is Liam. I hope it’s okay for me to stay here for a few days,” I said in perfect Spanish.

“Oh my, you speak Spanish,” she said as she was surprised that I could speak their language. Well, it’s no secret as long as I understand their conversation.

“Come in, come in. It was so hot outside,” Eduardo’s Mama said as she pulled me into the house. Eduardo went inside first before we came inside. Eduardo showed me the room where I would stay for 3 days. It was a good, cosy room with a private bath.

“The agency has made sure that everything you need will be in there,” Eduardo whispered to be out of his mother’s hearing range. I nodded at him as I put my backpack on the bed. I sat on the bed as I tried to take in the new surroundings in my brain.

“I’m sure you must be tired. We’ll let you rest for now, mijo. Don’t forget, sleep tight, and don’t let the bed bugs bite,” Eduardo’s mother said as she kissed me on the forehead. I was smiling at them before they closed the door.

I was lying on my bed, looking at the ceiling before rubbing my face. I needed to get to work. I had nothing else that was going on but to focus on my mission. I got up from the bed to go into the bathroom.

I was searching for my equipment under the sink and the toilet tank. There was a silencer and a .9 mm for me and some ammo. I examined the equipment before going to my backpack and took out my laptop to look up the information on John Pravin.

He was an arms dealer who sold weapons to some high-end clients as he was also involved in the Syrian War with the government. He was also involved with the rebels in Riga, Latvia.

“Huh, build you a fortune on the poor and innocents,” I said as I scrolled toward the bottom of the pages to read more about him. But something in my head was telling me that I needed to lie down and take a nap.

I obliged as my eyelids were so heavy. Mia Duncan was definitely on my list, but her beautiful face vanished into the abyss as I drifted asleep.

*****
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IT WAS MORNING, AND the sunlight came into the room. I had been reading about John Pravin and had been mind-blown by what he had done to those poor countries. That’s why he was on the hot list of Interpol’s most wanted people. I have to bring justice to those kids and refugees. I will do what I must do.

“Hey, sleep tight last night?” Eduardo asked as he walked into the room and went to open the curtains. I groaned as the sunlight was now penetrating my eyes. I just wanted to be alone and in peace.

“Can’t you just leave me alone, Eduardo? I still haven’t finished yet,” I said as I rolled on the bed to get off. I stretched out as I exhaled. I took a deep breath as I walked toward the window and looked into the green forest. It was a lovely day for a run. I smiled as if that was what I planned to do.

“Come on, Mama already made the breakfast,” Eduardo said as he walked to the door.

“You go ahead. I might want to go for a run,” I said as I looked at Eduardo happily. He scoffed at me.

“In this weather? Oh no, it’s not good for you. Also, Mama did not want to starve you,” he smiled.

“Get ready. You need it,” Eduardo said before getting out of the room. I grunted before landing back on my bed, as I couldn’t even go for a run to clear my mind.

*****
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“COME ON; YOU NEED TO eat, Liam. You look so thin,” Eduardo’s Mama said as she put some bacon and a lot of scrambled eggs on my plate. I was trying to refuse it, but that woman was persistent.

“Told you can’t resist her,” Eduardo whispered to me as his Mama took something from the kitchen.

“I have to get ready. We need to move now,” I whispered. Eduardo looked at me before looking toward the kitchen.

“Here’s the plan,” he whispered into my ears as I shook my head.

“Okay, boys, here we are,” Eduardo’s Mama said as she put the beef stew on the table. What in the world where you eat beef stew for breakfast? It must have been a Croatian thing that reminded me of someone.

“My father’s Croatian, hence my uncle,” her sweet voice rang as I shook my head to forget her.

She’s a killer, a murderer, Hunt. Don’t get involved with emotion while working, I thought to myself as I chanted it several times.

“Come on, Liam, eat. You need it for all the chasing and capturing bad guys. I wish Eduardo would do the same as you did, but with the history of his father being killed in action after capturing the mafia, I prayed that he would stay away.

“But, no, he had to get himself a job related to the police. A renowned one, too,” Mama said in Spanish as we established that we would speak to each other in Spanish. It also helped me brush up on one of the languages I can tell.

“No, Mama, it’s okay. I have work to do now. Eduardo also needs to help me. I can’t keep you busy in the kitchen too. You need rest, Mama,” I said as I looked at her and held her hand. She looked at me with her motherly eyes.

“Ay yi yi, fine. But only because you have something big do you need to save up your energy for tonight. Eduardo, be a good man and help Liam,” she said as she departed from the kitchen.

“Told you it would work. My Mama has a weakness with people like you,” Eduardo said after she was out of earshot.

“People like me?” I asked, feeling a little offended.

“You know. Tall, lean, muscular, handsome,” Eduardo said as we walked out of the kitchen and went to put the package that was being given to me into the van.

“Oh no, we’re not using that,” Eduardo said at the van he used to take me from the airport.

“This,” he said as he opened up the sheet of a hidden car, a Ferrari, “is what we’ll be using tonight. The agency delivered it a week ago,” he said as I looked around the car. I whistled at their generosity.

“Now this, I can work with,” I said as I clapped hands with Eduardo and got to work. I opened the trunk and put the package there. I then went to the driver’s seat before Eduardo stopped.

“Yeah, I don’t think so,” he said as he pointed at the passenger seat. I sighed before going there. We got in before Eduardo started the ignition, drove out of the garage, and went to the Mestrovic Gallery.
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“Now, I want you to be prepared about the target. His name is John Pravin. His bodyguards will escort him during the event. Marco will put something in his drink to distract him while you reach the appointed spot. It will be on the west side. Don’t let him escape this time,” my boss said as he spoke into the phone.

“Roger that,” I said before hanging up the phone. I just got out of the shower. I went into the closet to get the dress that had been assigned for my mission.

It was a lace red short dress that made it easy for me to run, skip, jump and eventually do everything I needed to get out of the place. There was a long blonde wig that would help me with the disguise, and green contact lenses would help me blend in.

I would not expose my usual self, nor would Liam Hunt discover me. I wore the dress and put on the contact lens. I also put the wig on the spot and put on some makeup.

My makeup was simple enough as I didn’t want to ruin it with the masquerade party. I styled my hair into a French braid and put some accessories on my hair. I put my phone, cards, and invitation into my clutch before putting on my mask.

One final look before getting out of the room and hitting the elevator. The elevator dinged, and there was a man inside it. I got in and pushed the basement button. We rode in silence. I felt the strange feeling that I was being stared at. Before I could see the man, he attacked me and pushed me into the elevator wall.

“Going somewhere?” The man said hoarsely. I sighed inwardly. “Let’s have some fun, shall we?” He said before trying to make me blackout. I blocked his attack before I kicked him in the nuts as he staggered back.

He grunted before I somersaulted onto his neck and broke it. It broke with a crack before his lifeless body fell to the ground. I smoothed my dress as I exhaled loudly.

“Not how I envision my night go,” I said as I looked at the CCTV before I turned it off. I went outside the elevator and went to the designated car. It was a Volkswagen Eos. I unlocked it before entering the driver’s seat and starting the ignition.

I put the stick on D and drove out of the garage and to the Mestrovic Gallery. It only took 30 minutes for me to arrive at the glorious museum. It was shining with lights when I pulled over to the foyer. He opened my door and bowed as I pulled up at the valet.

“Welcome, ma’am,” he said in Spanish. I nodded before giving him my keys, and he gave me the ticket for my car.

“Thank you,” I said as I went into the gallery. I walked to the front door before giving my invitation. The bouncer nodded at me as I went inside the gallery. The place was crowded as I looked around.

The wealthy and the elite class from all over the world laughed and drank champagne being passed around. I spotted my acquaintance, Marco Conti. We made eye contact before I nodded, and he nodded as well.

“Presenting, Mr John Pravin,” the announcer said as John Pravin went out of the door at the centre of the room.

Let the game begin.

I went to get close to the target before I saw someone I thought I would never see again. Liam Hunt was walking inside the ball in the black suit that made him look more handsome than he already was. He was talking with someone, maybe his friend. I was in a trance for a moment before Marco came to get John Pravin distracted.

“Okay, I have the drug ready. Mia? Mia!” He said as he hissed at me. I blinked a few times before looking at him.

“Huh? Yeah. Get into position. I’ll be right back,” I said as I walked closer to Liam Hunt. I was looking at him before he took the champagne that was a drug for John Pravin. Marco tried to stop it before he consumed it. I smirked at them before a plan came to my mind.
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“Is it always like this?” I asked Eduardo, as the place was crowded with pretentious people from Croatia and worldwide.

“It was a ball for the criminals to gather around and change connections,” Eduardo whispered as I looked around, not trying to mingle with them. I only took champagne that was served around the ball. I drank it all in one shot.

“What should we do now?” I asked, as I wanted to leave there as soon as possible. Eduardo shrugged as he looked around.

“Excuse me for a minute,” he said before disappearing. I was just about to talk to him before he was gone. I sighed as I took another champagne from the tray.

“Sir, you can’t have that,” the server said. I waved him off before I walked around before the music was on. The announcer said that we could dance on the dance floor. I sighed before I drank it all.

“Sir!” He said again before I gave him the empty glass.

“Make sure to fill it, okay?” I said as I went out off the floor. I went through the crowd before someone held my wrist.

“Care for a dance?” A voice came through from behind. I turned around to see a blondie in a short red dress. I sighed before letting her hand go.

“Look, lady, I got to go,” I said in Spanish before trying to get out, but the crowd just seemed possible to get out.

“Come on now, just one dance. Or are you always a spoilsport?” She said as she pulled me onto the dance floor before I realized what happened.

We were on the dance floor, and she was facing me. I looked at her as everyone else was dancing to slow music. She snapped fingers before the spotlight focused on us, and the music stopped.

Tango music started to play, and she put her hand on my shoulder and one in my hand. I automatically put my hand on her tiny waist as we started dancing.

“I hope you know, Tango,” she said as we started to sway our bodies. I twirled her before pulling her into my arms.

“Oh my, you do know how to dance,” she said as we moved around the dance floor.

“Tell me about yourself,” she asked as I pulled her into my arms. Somehow, this person seemed familiar to me.

“Do I know you?” I asked her as we were face to face. She just laughed as she twirled around again.

“Oh, Mr. Hunt, you’re such a tease,” she whispered in English as the music ended. We bowed to each other before she went out of my sight. I was shocked to hear that familiar voice before I tried to find her again.

“Excuse me,” I said as I walked around the crowd. I looked around at the red dress that Mia wore. With the masks that everyone was wearing, it was hard to detect her.

“Damn it,” I hissed as I looked around before I got off the dance floor. The announcer said something surprising.

“Now, we invite John Pravin to the dance floor with his wife,” he said before John and his wife went to the dance floor and the slow music was playing. Everyone was joining the dance floor.

I looked around the ball, and there was nothing unusual going on. Eduardo was still nowhere to be found. Suddenly, my head was spinning around as I looked around the room. I grunted as I held onto the bar and tried to control my headache.

“Sir, you need to get out of here,” the server from earlier was holding to me.

“What? No, I need to stay here,” I said as I pushed him away.

“Sorry, I don’t want to do this,” he said before he pinched my neck, and all of a sudden, I lost consciousness. I felt my body being carried from the room into something cramped. I grunted before they shut the door.

“Goddammit,” I said as I gained from my consciousness. The attack on my neck was not as effective as I was trained to avoid those attacks. I rubbed my neck before screams and shouting could be heard from outside. I tried to open the door, but it was locked.

“Damn it,” I said before I kicked the door as hard as I can and got out. John Pravin was dead, and there was chaos on the top floor. It was the girl in the red dress, the one that was dancing with me. I tried to get to her before she jumped. I ran toward the entrance and got into the Ferrari. I was waiting for the getaway car as it passed me before I followed in pursuit of them.
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“I checked him out. He will be passed out in 15 minutes,” I told Marco as I moved away from Liam Hunt. It was nerve-wracking as we were dancing on the dance floor. His hands were on my body, which had left a burning desire on my chest.

I needed to get out of there, away from him. The last part that I said to him was blurted in English. Jesus, Mia. You need to get back on your focus, and I scowled before I shook my head, trying to focus on the problem.

“Roger that and be careful, please,” Marco said in the earpiece as I walked up the stairs. I stopped at the balcony before I looked at Liam Hunt, who was looking around for me before leaving the dance floor.

I smirked at myself before I went to the elevator. I showed the guard my access card before the elevator dinged. I went inside and went upstairs. The elevator dinged, and it opened into the balcony that was overlooking the dance floor. I looked at the watch, and it was 11 PM. John Pravin was still dancing on the dance floor with his wife.

“Enjoy it while you can, Pravin,” I whispered as I put on my gloves and set up the Dragunov. I put it on the floor and pointed it out to Pravin on the floor. They were still dancing as I was about to shoot them.

“Sir, you need to get out of here,” Marco said as I heard on the earpiece.

“Marco, who are you talking to?” I asked him.

“What? No, I need to stay here,” the familiar voice was coming inside the earpiece. Dammit, Marco, your intervention with Liam Hunt.

“Marco! Don’t engage with him. I need you to switch off the lights,” I hissed at him.

“Sorry, I don’t want to do this,” he said before a thud was heard in the earpiece. I gasped.

“What did you do, Marco?!!” I hissed at him again.

“Relax, Mia, he will be safe, well, most of it,” he said as he grunted, trying to carry Liam Hunt out of the ballroom.

“Hurry up. Pravin will be leaving in any second now,” I hissed again as I repositioned myself. Pravin and his wife were bowing at each other.

“Going down in 3, 2, 1,” Marco said before the lights went out. Everyone panicked as Pravin tried to protect his wife. I looked at him and pointed the Dragunov as I shot at him. It was a silent shot before the light went on again. His wife screamed as she looked at Pravin’s lifeless body. I smirked at my achievement before someone pointed toward me.

“Shit,” I whispered before the guards were coming at me. They looked at me as if they were ready for battle.

“Stop right there,” one said as they ran at me.

“Here we go again,” I said before I took out the Dragunov. They were coming toward me at once before I dodged them as I somersaulted and threw some daggers at them. They were hit, and some of them were grounded.

They yelled at me as I landed before I took out the .9 mm handguns in each hand and shot them. The adrenaline rushed through my blood and made me quick on my feet and shoot at them all. The crowd downstairs was running around, and the police surrounded the ground. I killed more and more of the guards until all of them were on the ground.

“Useless shit,” I said as more police came from the elevator.

“Freeze,” the leader said before I stood on the edge of the window.

“Adios, corazon,” I said before leaving the window. I jumped outside before I somersaulted and landed on my feet. The getaway car was ready, and I went inside.

“Go, go, go,” I said as Marco hit the accelerator, and we drove out of the gallery as the police still shot at us.

“Sucker,” I said as they disappeared from the rearview mirror.
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I followed the car for about an hour as they stopped in front of a run-down motel. I parked a few blocks away as I didn’t want to be noticeable. The woman exited the passenger seat, and the getaway car sped off, leaving her to walk inside the motel. I parked my car and went out to stake out the place.

I saw her going up the stairs as she turned around the corner to get into her room. I followed her pursuit before I turned around the corner. I saw no one was there.

“Don’t move,” a voice from behind as I can feel the gun being pointed at my head. I put up my hands in surrender mode as I didn’t want to get shot at by the woman.

“How do you find me?” She asked as I was trying to measure my counter-attack on her.

“I saw you coming into the building,” I said, hoping she would buy that. Not that I don’t mind telling the truth. It was a bulletproof plan, literally.

“Impressive, but your time is up,” she said before she could react. I turned around and blocked her gun out of my face. I knocked her down on the stomach before she grunted and got down to the floor.

I twisted her hand to release the gun before I threw it far away from us. I flipped her around so that I would lay Mia on her back. She was struggling to get out of my attack.

“Get off me, you dwarf,” she said, trying to insult me to get my anger.

“Not a chance, sweetheart,” I said before I took the handcuffs and cuffed her hands.

“Now, show me your apartment,” I said into her ear before I pushed her forward. She tried to resist before I put the gun on her back.

“Don’t make it more difficult than it already is,” I said as I steadied her. She was heaving so loudly as I pushed her again.

“Now, be a nice lady and show me your apartment,” I said as I looked for keys on her. I roamed my hands on her before she laughed like a lunatic.

“Watch where you put those hands, mister. You don’t want to lose them tomorrow,” she said, trying to threaten me. I looked at her before scoffing.

“We’ll see who’s in charge,” I said before I found the keys.

“Ah-hah,” I said, and the number said hotel room 214.

“Who’s in charge now?” I asked her before moving us both toward the door of room 214. I unlocked the door before she warned me.

“I wouldn’t be doing that if I were you,” she said, smirking deviously at me. I scoffed at her before taking off the mask, concealing her identity.

“Ugh,” she grunted as I pulled the mask harshly. She had a straight nose, big blue eyes, and kissable lips. The one that called for my attention. I thought, “get it together, Hunt before she looked intensely at me.

“You think I don’t have a backup plan if I ever caught up?” She asked, smirking at me with those lips. I can feel my anger rising. I pushed her hard enough that our bodies were touching.

“Listen, woman. I don’t care who you are because you know why I don’t care about your past or identity. I only care to bring you to justice if that were the last thing I would do,” I hissed at her beautiful face before looking deeply into her eyes. I can see the trace of the contact lens she was wearing, which creates an illusion that her eyes are blue.

“And I know one thing about your kind: you can never get away from me,” I said before I unlocked the door and opened it. I then pushed Mia into the room and followed from behind. I switched on the lights, and there was nothing. No weapon, no dagger, no booby traps whatsoever.

“Like I said, nothing. You’re bluffing,” I said, turning Mia around to look at her face. Our faces were close, and I could feel our breaths mingle.

“Let’s see if you can find anything dangerous, detective,” she said. I pulled her to my side before allowing her to sit on the chair. I handcuffed her hands to the armrest and let her sit there for a while before I started my investigation.

“Believe me, I will bring you to jail,” I said as I walked toward the bed and looked for clues. I went under the bed and sideways and looked between the frame and mattress. Nothing.

I then moved to the bathroom to look for something unusual as I looked at the cabinet and the bathtub. Nothing. I went to the closet before I opened it, and it was just a bunch of casual clothes and a suitcase.

“Oh, what do we have here?” I said as I looked at her. She just rolled her eyes at me as I opened the suitcase. It was some pair of undergarments that belonged to her. I closed it quickly, embarrassed to see her private things.

“Had enough?” She said sarcastically. I looked at her before moving to stand in front of her.

“Now, we can do this the easy way or the hard way. Both are fine by me,” I said as I looked at her. She scoffed as she looked away from me. I pulled her face to look at me roughly as we stared at each other.

“Look at me when I am talking to you,” I said as I looked into her fake blue eyes. She was staring intensely as I was holding her face.

“Why should I? You’re not my boss,” she spat at me as I was holding her face close to me.

“Really?” I scoffed at her. “We’ll see if you change my mind after that,” I said before doing the bizarre thing I never did to any other criminals. And why should I do it to her?

I kissed her lips as she was angry and bitter at me, and I didn’t like it a bit.

As soon as my lips touched hers, they were on fire as they moved perfectly together. I was so in the moment that I didn’t even feel Mia was responding to my kiss.

I wanted to forget about her, but I couldn’t. I needed to get out of there, but her legs were wrapped around my torso and pulled me down. I struggled to control my balance as I didn’t want her to topple back on the chair. I held her in place as we were kissing each other.

“Mmm,” she moaned as she pulled me by the legs. I was holding her face as I was getting lost in the kiss. I don’t feel anything about what was happening now, as she was just a fantastic kisser.

“Oh my god, I miss you so much,” she said as she tried to get my attention.

“What?” I asked her before I was kicked by her feet, and she flipped to get out of the chair. She unlocked the handcuffs before throwing the chair at me. I dodged before getting to her. She ran for the door before I pulled the carpet, and she stumbled on the ground.

“Damn it,” she hissed before reaching out for the door. I saw the gun on the table before picking it up and shooting near the handle of the door.

Bang!

She froze on the spot as the shot was near her. “Put your hands in the air,” I said as I waited for her to do as I told them.

“Don’t make me shoot you,” I continued. Mia moved slowly to put her hands in the air, and I moved toward Mia before she moved around and kicked my legs. I dropped to my back, and before I could react to anything, she took the gun and pointed the gun at me.

“Who’s in charge now?” She asked smugly before I looked at her and pointed at her leg. There was a needle that had a sleeping drug, and I smiled at her.

“I am,” I said before she looked at me.

“Oh, shit,” She said before she lost consciousness, and I got up to catch her before she hit the ground. I held her in my arms before she dropped the gun that she was carrying. Oh, I wished it was as simple as this mission could be. I thought before moving to put her on the mattress as I looked for things to tie her up well this time.
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I grunted in my sleep as I could feel how uncomfortable it was for me to be sleeping right now. I tried to open my eyes, but they were so bright that I had to blink a few times before I could open them. When I opened it, I saw a figure sitting in front of me, and there was no one else, Detective Liam Hunt.

“Sleep well?” He asked as he stood up from the seat and went to the window to close the blinders. The sunlight dimmed as he closed it until only a little ray could be passed through.

“So, let’s start from the beginning, shall we?” He said before I tried to move. I was chained on all fours, my legs and my arms. Damn it!

“Yeah, struggling would do you no good, alright? I already learned the lesson of not trusting you any longer. You are sneakier than most criminals that I have met. I learned my lesson,” he said as he went to sit on his chair and look at me. I stared at him as I moved my head from side to side.

“Where have you brought me?” I asked hoarsely. Damn, I was thirsty. “Can you give me some water? I’m thirsty,” I said as I looked at Liam. I was hoping he would be kind enough for me to drink some water for my throat.

“I can’t help you if I am thirsty to death,” I added. He sighed before pouring some water and putting a straw on me. I thanked him as I drank until it was empty. I sighed after I finished it. He scoffed as he put the glass on the table near the water jug.

“Can you talk now?” Liam asked as he was standing in front of me. I don’t know if I was still wearing my lens and wig. Those sleep could get any better than my identity revealed.

“What do you want?” I asked him. He just stared at me before a knock disturbed us.

“I’ll talk to you later, Eduardo. Tell Mama I will get the dinner myself. I have work to do!” He said it in Spanish, and I was impressed.

“Okay, but don’t be too long with that gorgeous woman in there. Mama hates them,” his friend said as his footstep faded.

“I assumed you would bring me far from here, but I guess your friend’s,” I looked around the old room, “garage could be better than places that I have captured and thrown into,” I said as I looked at him casually.

“You don’t know the half of it,” he said as he looked at me, “Miss Duncan,” he called me. No, it can’t be! My disguise did not fall out, did it? I questioned myself as I tried to hide my secret.

“Who are you calling Miss Duncan? My name is not that,” I said, trying to laugh it out.

“Really? I suggest you look into the mirror then,” he said before he put the mirror in front of me. Blood drained from my face as I could see my sterling grey orbs and brunette hair flowing down my shoulders.

“Are you trying to deny it again, Ms Duncan? Or do you want to have the evidence shown to you again?” He said before taking the blond wig and my contact lens.

“It seems that you are very fashionable as well,” he said as he pulled out my suitcase full of disguises that the organization had prepared for me. I kept my mouth shut as I didn’t want to make him more suspicious of me.

“And that Spanish accent suits you as if you were born here,” he said after he put the evidence, my disguises, away. I gulped as I looked at him. He stared at me like he would eat me alive.

“So, no matter how you tried to deny it this time, Mia, I will get you into the prison where you belong,” he said before trying to leave. My core throbbed when his sexy voice was calling my name.

I was so nervous as I had never been caught before. Liam stepped closer and closer to the door, and his hand reached out for the door before I did something I never thought I would do.

“Wait, can we make some sort of deal?” I said as I was breathing out of my breath. I needed to take this precaution as I didn’t want the organization to go after me, even though I would easily manage to escape them.

“And how would that be beneficial to me, Mia?” Liam asked as he turned around and put his hands in the pocket of his jeans. The way he stood like that made him look more delicious than he ever was. I sighed deeply before looking at him, hoping my plan worked.

“You can have me; I mean, bring me to justice, as you always see me as a threat anyway,” I said as I locked eye contact with him. He just stood there, and I could see his motor moving inside his head.

“Then start telling me the truth and stop with the bullshit of lying,” he said as he went back to his chair and sat down. He focused all his attention on me as I started to sweat, and my mouth shook.

“The information that I gave to you before was not a lie. It was the truth with some twisted turn. After my father died, I was sent back to my guardian, which is my uncle, who was Croatian. Being an only child, I have not yet seen the bigger picture of what my uncle had planned for me when I grew up.

“He will put me through Krav Maga classes and shooting range as I need to sharpen my skills in taking someone’s life. He was the executive of the organization whose central belief was to kill the right, bad people. The world would be a better place.

“I have been embedded in my brain that it was for good cause until the assassination of my uncle when the organization was at the edge of its ending,” I stopped for a while as I tried to gain the strength to get through with the story.

Liam was sitting there patiently, listening to me. I thought it would be sweet if we were in a different setting, not an interrogation by an Interpol detective.

“Go on,” he said as he urged me to continue. I sighed before opening up about my past.

“I was enlisted to be the backup plan once he was out of the picture. I have no choice in that matter. I was 15 years old, and a black car came and stopped in front of our apartment. I always wondered what my uncle’s occupation was until that day when I was told he was dead and I had to be taken away for my safety,” I said as I looked away from him.

The memory was too painful as I closed my eyes to not show my vulnerable side to him. I opened my eyes again, and I exhaled deeply. I looked at Liam, but he was not moving at all.

“I was put through a boarding school exclusively to train future assassins. I was one of them. After graduation, we need to conduct a test to see if we fit in the organization. If we fail, they will kill us.

“So I have to do it even though I don’t want to because of my survival,” I said before I stopped to look at him. I don’t think he would be happy to hear this from me.

“Who’s your target?” He asked. I was afraid that if I told the truth, he would kill me.

“Professor of Forensic from St Andrews University, Layton Hunt, your father,” I whispered the name as I could see the blood draining from his face. He got up from his seat before he came at me.

“What did you say?” He asked again as he tried to make sense of the name that I said.

“Layton Hunt, professor of Forensic from Scotland. Your father,” I said as I looked him in the eye to show that I was not lying.

“Lies. My father died in a plane crash,” he hissed at me.

“I planted the bomb in his plane. The organization needs to see if my faith was with them or against them,” I said as Liam paced back and forth. He was shaking his head.

“This is madness. You just made it up,” Liam said while pointing at me. My expression was the only thing that I couldn’t lie about.

“I’m sorry,” I whispered as he looked me in the eye to tell that I did not lie. He sighed before getting out the door.

“I wish I never knew you,” he said before closing the door with a bang and out of my sight forever.
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No, no, no. It can’t be. It was all lies!

My father’s death was an accident, a death that was never planned until I heard the story. I can’t believe that a young girl assassinated my father. She was probably 20 years old back then, as my father had only passed away 4 years ago.

After I heard the news, I was dead inside when I was in college. I had forgiven God for taking my father away, but hearing the other side of the story made me think again about the past.

I was walking out of the garage that was located outside of the main house. I was frustrated, angry, and primarily sorrowful. I did not want to remember the ugly memory of my father’s death. Even after 4 years, I was still deeply attached to him even though he was gone now. I went inside the kitchen from the back door, and Eduardo’s mama put some breakfast on the table.

“Mijo, come let’s eat,” she said as she pulled me toward the table. I mumbled a thank you before taking a seat at the table. She put down the bacon before taking a seat as well.

“Let us pray,” she said before joining our hands.

“Dear Lord, thank you for the food that you gave us, and thank you for another day of a healthy life, Amen,” she said. We also mumbled amen before taking some of the breakfast onto our plates.

“So, how was the party?” She asked before I coughed. She immediately gave me a glass of water and patted her hand on my back.

“What?” I asked after my coughing had died down.

“Last night, Eduardo said you guys were having fun. I heard that you even get to dance with a girl, mijo,” I smiled as I looked at Eduardo with an ‘I’m-going-to-kill-you’ look.

“It was fantastic; I had a lot of fun,” I lied, as I didn’t want her to think otherwise because there was a woman in her garage right now as we all spoke.

“Good for you, mijo. Unlike Eduardo, he is just going to run away from all the women that he knows,” she said as she patted his head for taking too much bacon. She said to leave some for me as I was too thin and lacked enough food.

After a while, we finished eating, but I needed to sneak some for Mia. Even though she was a criminal and a murderer, I cannot let her human rights be ignored.

“Mama, can I ask you something?” I asked Eduardo’s mama as I was helping her to dry out the plates.

“Sure, mijo. What is it that you want to ask?” She said as she handed me the plate. I already told Eduardo to get some food for Mia and return it to the garage for her to eat, but I did not release her from the cuffs. He understood as he went to give her some food.

“What if you already know something your whole life, but suddenly, one day, a new plot of the story was discovered? How do you deal with it?” I said. She chuckled at me like I was a crazy person or something.

“For instance, if your cat died like, I don’t know, get hit by a car, but it turned out that your neighbour doesn’t like your cat and he shot him, how would you react to that?” I said before she put the last plate to me. She sighed.

“Mijo, everything planned in this world was for a reason. We may not know why, but we might meet something along the way. You need to look deep inside at why God made it that way,” she said before patting me on the cheeks. I suddenly felt at ease.

“Thank you, mama,” I said as I held her hands.

“Anytime, mijo. Now, where is that Eduardo? He always went missing in action if I need him right now,” she said as she looked for him. I laughed before I excused myself. I went out of the back door of the kitchen to the garage.

I needed to look past Mia’s past and look forward to the future that held together with our fates. I don’t trust that much in destiny, but if she were in that fate, I would be willing to try it.
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After I told the story, Liam went out with all the frustration, anger, and sorrow. I could see it all on his face as he looked at me one last time. My heartfelt sorry to him for the mistake of my past. I cannot escape them as I cannot turn back time and fix it so I don’t kill his father. I was angry at the organization I worked for for being so stupid.

They used me when I was innocent by being a killer, a murderer. I was so sad that he only saw me like that. I need to get out of here before I forget about him if I will be kept in this place. I needed to get out.

Now!

I looked at my hands and legs; they were tied up, and I could not use them unless I got out of the chain first. I needed to find something that could unlock it. I tried to move my hand closer to my head to get the bobby pin in them.

I stretched out my hand as reaching out for my bobby pin would be difficult. I can already feel my hand leaving a bruise after I get off here.

“Damn it, Hunt. You got to make my life difficult,” I sighed as I reached for my hair. I feel my hair under my fingertips as I go for the bobby pin.

“Come on, Duncan. You can do this,” I whispered, trying so hard to get it out.

“Argh!” I screamed as I could get my bobby pin. I sighed as I got the bobby pin from my hair. I looked up to look at my wrist. It was bleeding. With no time to spare, I unlocked the pin as I wanted to get out of the garage.

I successfully took it out as I went to unlock the others. I was in the last handcuffs when I heard someone coming in. I pretended to be locked up. I don’t want to make them aware that I am out. Thankfully, it was not Liam.

“And here, I think he will let me do the important stuff,” a guy mumbled as he put some breakfast on the table.

“And he said don’t let her out of the cuffs. How was it supposed she was going to eat all the food?” He said before looking at me. I was wearing my short dress, and he was shaking his head.

“I’m sorry, señorita, but Hunt can be a pain in the ass,” he said as he tried to unlock the handcuffs.

“What the—” 

He said as he finally realized that I had unlocked it. I kicked him where the sun did not shine before he stumbled to the ground. I tried to get him out of the way as he was holding me to my feet.

“Sorry,” I said before I twisted his neck to make him fall asleep.

“Don’t...go...” he said before sleep overtook him. I needed to find a way out of here. I looked through the window and saw that Hunt was talking to an older woman. He was so severe in that conversation before he lightened up. I smiled when he smiled before he moved out of the kitchen and headed toward the garage.

“Jesus!” I said before looking for my option to get out. I don’t know if getting out of the garage would be very convenient for me without being detected by Liam Hunt. He has a sense of this kind of thing.

I needed to make a plan that would look like it was foolproof. I went to the door at the back as I wanted to get out to the forest behind it. No luck. It was locked. I tried to go through the window, but it was so small that I could not even fit it. I was looking around, back and forth, before the footsteps got closer. I needed to think.

Fast.

“Think, Mia, think,” I said as I looked at a small thing in a corner. “Maybe that will be a better idea,” I said as I took the machete to knock the detective dead, or maybe unconscious. I just have to get away from him as long as possible. I went to stand behind the door as the door was opening. I wished that I could get out as quickly as possible.

*****
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“BREATH, MIA, BREATHE,” I whispered as I held the machete and stood behind the door. I was waiting for Detective Harsh to come in as I would attack him from behind.

“Eduardo, are you in there?” Liam said as he came into the garage.

“Eduardo?” He asked again. The silence was filling the room as he stepped inside the garage. He looked around and saw I was not on the chair.

“Shit,” he said before walking toward the handcuffs that used to tie me up.

“Eduardo, wake up, man. Eduardo!” He said as he looked around. I lurked in the shadow to surprise him with my attack. He looked back at the unconscious man on the floor before I went to attack him on the back with a machete.

“Ah!” I screamed as I was jumping on him. He was surprised at my sudden attack but recovered to dodge the attack. He blocked my swings as we looked into each other’s eyes.

“You need to work on your skill,” he whispered as he was smirking.

“I don’t need to,” I said before I let go of the machete and slid down my legs to get him unbalanced. He jumped before I could kick him, and he pushed me to the ground. Liam threw the machete far away from us.

“Looks like you do need some practice,” he said, chuckling.

“Not with you,” I said as I was kicking him again. He dodged it as he got up from me, and I also backflipped to be stable on my feet. I was on the battle stand as Liam casually looked at me with lazy eyes.

“Impressive. Not everyone can escape from the handcuffs. You must have excellent skill at picking locks,” Liam said as he walked around me.

“I learned from the best,” I said as I also turned, mimicking his movement.

“Hmm,” he said as he was expecting something before he threw some daggers at me. I dodged it even though they were challenging to get through. Some went through my hair, and it cut a piece of them.

“Hey!” I exclaimed at him before the dagger went to touch my cheek. “Ow!” I said as I touched my cheek, and it was running red.

“Now, looks who’s whining,” he mocked me as I could feel my anger boiling in my blood.

“Why, you son of a bitch,” I said as I went to get to him. I ran at him as I punched and kicked him. He blocked all my punches as we were dancing on the dance floor, except we were trying to kill each other.

“Look at us, dancing with our kicks,” he said as I gritted my teeth.

“We’ll see about that,” I said as I jumped on his shoulder and locked my feet around his neck before I squeezed him to lock on his air supply. Unfortunately, he knew how to break it. He went to break my ankle, and I felt pain around my foot.

I screamed at the pain before releasing my grip from his neck. I landed on the floor on my arms, and before I tried to get up to fight him, he held me still by locking my hands on top of my head and putting his knee between my feet so that I could not move.

“Let me go,” I said as I struggled to escape his grip.

“No,” he simply said.

“Why you,” I said before he put a machete around my neck. I instantly quieted down at the contact of the cold metal on my neck. I was breathing heavily as bad memories came to my mind about my past.

“You shut up and listen well. I will look past the fact that you are the reason that my father was killed, but I don’t know what he was killed for. I want to find out the truth, and I need your help,” Liam said as he looked me in the eyes. He was not bluffing. I looked at him before opening my mouth to answer him.

“And if I refuse?” I asked. He smirked at me as he went toward my left ear.

“If you refuse, I will make sure that no one, I mean no one, will ever find your body. Your choice,” Liam said as he was looking at me again. I have to think fast as I don’t want to end up dead.

“What do I get out of this...deal?” I asked as I tried to remain calm in this pressured situation. He smiled at me as he removed the machete from my throat. I sighed as a sign of relief.

“You will be seeing another day before I put you in jail. Either way, you can have your final day in prison with peace,” he said as he pulled me up and turned me around to handcuff me again.

“Wait,” I said as he was stopping to handcuff me. He turned me around to look at me with one arching eyebrow.

“Don’t I get benefits if I work with you? I mean, I may need my rights as a human as well if not for being a murderer, right?” I said as his facial expression changed. I could feel that his motor was moving inside his head. He looked at me with his deep emerald eyes.

“What do you need? And don’t make it hard, or I will not treat you like a human or a woman at all,” he said as he was pointing his finger at my face. I smiled at him before using my sweet, seductive voice.

“I want to shower since I haven’t had a shower for almost 2 days. I want to eat with you guys. I don’t want you to lock me up in handcuffs as it would hurt my wrists,” I said as I showed him the bruises. He inspected it before pulling me to sit, and he got a first aid kit. I was smiling as he could be attentive as well.

“Anything else, Your Highness?” He said sarcastically as he put some antiseptic on the bruise. I hissed as it stung my skin.

“Stay still,” he said as he put some ointment and rolled my bruise with a band-aid. As he finished treating my bruises, he looked at me again as I inspected his work.

“Nice work,” I said, rolling my hands a few times to look at the immaculate work.

“Thank you. Anything else?” He said as I looked at his face. I put my hands under my chin, and as it rested on the table, I smiled wickedly at him.

“I want to meet the woman you were talking to this morning,” I said while waiting for his reaction.

“What, Eduardo’s mama? No way, she can’t be a part of this,” he said as he stood up. I stood up as well before Liam was walking toward Eduardo.

“Come on, Liam. If Eduardo was a part of this mission, then I need to be an acquaintance to them,” I said as he checked Eduardo’s pulse. If he called me by my name, maybe I could sweeten the deal by doing the same with his given name.

“What did you do to him?” He asked as he looked at me.

“I just kicked him. It’s not my fault that he was weak,” I said as a matter of fact.

“He’s just my caretaker. You don’t need to take him out cold,” Liam said as he stood up, shaking his head at me. I shrugged.

“Well, you should tell me that while tying me up. Oh wait, I was out cold as well,” I hissed at him before Liam looked sharply at me. He sighed as he gave up on me, trying to be logical and rational.

“We need to leave if we want to carry this investigation,” he said before putting Eduardo in a comfortable position as he grunted in his sleep.

“Why, detective, afraid the upper management would be upset with you?” I said as I sat on the table, crossing my legs. The short dress rode up my thighs as Liam looked at me briefly. His ears were red. I could feel that my actions aroused him.

“So, what now, detective?” I asked as I pulled out the breakfast plate and ate it. It has been a while since I got to eat a meal.

“Now, we need to leave this building. I need to leave a note to say that I have done what I needed to do here. I will be home the first thing after lunch,” Liam said as he wrote something on paper. I went to look at his handwriting as he was leaving a message.

“Nice handwriting,” I said as he looked at me briefly.

“Geez, thanks,” he said sarcastically.

“Can you not be salty with me? I already agreed to find your father’s killer,” I said as I was frustrated when he was treating me with a cold shoulder.

“I trusted you to bring me to the organization HQ. It’s not me, but it’s you that I don’t trust. You just wanted to kill me a few minutes ago,” he said as he put the paper in Eduardo’s hand. He then went toward a storage box and took out a backpack.

“Let’s go,” he said, dragging me out of the garage. I rolled my eyes as I stopped him for a while. He looked at our hands before I pulled away,

“We need to go to my hotel. I need to take some stuff,” I said as I looked at him. His brows furrowed together to form a knot.

“Why?” Liam asked.

“Because I need to get the organization off our back if we want to get them,” I said as I left the garage before Liam followed my pursuit. 
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“Wait, what? Why do we have to go there?” I asked her as I was strapping my seatbelt. We were in the forest where I parked the car. I hid it so it would be easier to get out to the city if I was bored at the homestay.

“They will check on me after 2 days if I don’t report to them about my mission. Do you honestly think they would not go looking for me if anything happened? I mean, you kidnapped me, so how long have I been off the grid?” She said as Mia looked at me with her slate orbs.

Man, I could never get used to her penetrating gaze.

“About 30 hours,” I said as I started the ignition before she fastened her seatbelt.

“Well, let’s hope that the place is supposed to be how they wanted it to be,” she said before I drove off toward Mia’s hotel.

After 30 30-minute drive from the outskirts to the city of Split, we stopped as I parallel parked the car across the street from the hotel Mia was supposed to stay in and lay low after her mission. We looked at the hotel before Mia was getting ready to get her disguise.

“Give me your jacket,” she said.

“What?” I asked, making sure of what she was asking for.

“Give me your jacket! I need to go in there undetected,” she said. She put on the jacket before tying her hair into a messy bun.

“Do you have any caps or pants? I need to change so the agency won’t suspect a thing,” she said while undressing her dress. I was speechless before she snapped me out of it.

“Liam, I need pants and a cap. Please don’t stare as if you’ve never seen a woman naked before,” she spat at me.

“Not in public, at least,” I said as I opened the car trunk and went to get the pants and cap she requested. I bought two caps and pants so I can wear them too.

“Here,” I said as Mia took it and slipped it on. It went smoothly over her long legs. She then zipped up the jacket and put on the cap.

“You should put one too,” she stated the obvious. I rolled my eyes before she got up from the car, and I locked it. We walked across the street and went into the lobby.

“Hi, one room, please. Can you make it on 215, please? My fiancé and I are on vacation,” she said in immaculate Spanish as she took my hand to hold hers.

“Ah, a nice choice to be staying here. How many nights do you want?” The receptionist was talking animatedly with Mia.

“Can you make it one only, please? We have to get moving tomorrow morning. We were just stopping by to rest. Isn’t that true, sweetheart?” She said before touching our noses together. I was speechless but impressed with her acting.

“I love your necklace, by the way,” she said as the receptionist blushed at the comment.

“Thank you, my mum gave it to me,” she said before she wrote something and gave the key to Mia.

“My fiancé will pay for us,” she said before exiting the counter and going up the stairs. I looked at the receptionist awkwardly before giving my credit card to pay for the hotel.

“You leave me there, alone, with that receptionist. I never thought you would just leave me,” I complained.

“Shh, relax. You’re doing great at that,” she said before patting my cheek. She unlocked the door for 215 as I looked closely at 214.

“Why don’t we just go in there?” I asked her as she was unlocking the door.

“Someone would be waiting inside to make sure that it’s only me,” she said before turning around and snaking her hands around my neck.

“Now, kiss me. We must ensure we look like a happy couple,” Mia whispered. Before I could say anything, Mia pulled me in to kiss me as she opened the room door.

“Hmm,” 

It was the only thing that I could say at that heated moment. Mia pulled me in enough to keep me guessing what could have happened if we had met under different measures.

“Are you feeling uncomfortable?” She said before releasing me. She closed the door before she went to the balcony. She took a look before going to my side.

“There was someone in the room. I need to make sure that it was just the housekeeping, not my acquaintance,” she said before she looked at me.

“Wait for me,” she said before getting to the balcony and disappearing out of my sight.

“Wait,” I hissed before she was out of my view.
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I jumped from the balcony to the other one as I didn’t want to surprise the person in the room. I edged out to the door to see that a housekeeper had already done cleaning up the mess as I went inside the room.

I picked up the door lock before getting in and closing it. I knocked on the wall to ensure that Liam understood my message and everything was clear. I went to open the door, but Liam was getting out of it.

“That was your message off the coast clear?” Liam said as he was inside the room.

“Well, we don’t have a telephone, and if I used one, the organization would come at me,” I said as I went to look for everything that was in order and to think the housekeeper would not touch my stuff was good enough.

“Okay, but why are we here anyway?” Liam asked as it was apparent. I rolled my eyes at him before going into the bathroom. I pulled a chair to get to the ceiling of the bathroom. I snapped the ceiling as it popped a hole. I had everything I needed to tell the organization I had completed my mission.

“Now, for the fun part,” I said as I sent a text through the phone given to me. It was only to communicate by receiving a call for my next mission and my accomplishment after the mission.

“That’s where you’re hiding your phone. Anyone could have taken it,” Liam said as he leaned on the doorframe.

“But you did not, do you?” I said as I smirked at him before putting the chair in its original place. A knock disturbed us as we were about to leave.

“It could be my acquaintance. Quickly, hide!” I whispered to Liam as we looked at each other.

“Where?” He hissed as there was no walk-in closet and no space that would fit him.

“Under the bed! Under the bed!” I whispered as I rushed him to get under the bed. The knocks got angrier as I did not open the door. The handle turned to push it open.

“Hurry!” I hissed as he was ultimately under the bed. I went to the door before I got my gun.

“Yes?” I said in Spanish. The knock stopped as a voice replied.

“It’s me. Open the door, Mia,” Marco said as I put the gun on the table before unlocking the door and opening it to see Marco was smiling like an idiot.

“What do you want?” I said lazily as Marco walked into the room. I closed the door as I tried not to ensure that Liam would stay under the bed and not move.

“Where have you been these 2 days? I have been worried sick. The organization was calling me like crazy, and you didn’t even answer your phone,” Marco said as he looked at the phone in my hand.

“The battery is dead. I needed to replace it, but unfortunately, the battery was nowhere to be found. So, I had to find the charger in the city, and then I got lost, and with nowhere to go, I—“ was everything that I said before Marco hugged me like a bear.

“God, if anything happened to you, I would not forgive myself. I will be unstoppable, yes, but I don’t want you dead,” he said as he went to kiss me on the lips. I avoided it as I pushed him at arm’s length.

“Yeah, it was good to see you too. Can you come back later? The organization wants me to report back to HQ as quickly as possible,” I said as I tried to push him out of the door.

“Yeah, okay, but—” It was the last thing Marco said as I pushed him through the door,

“Bye!” I said before closing the door and locking it. I leaned against the door before blowing my hair out of the way.

“That’s harsh,” Liam said as he went out under the bed.

“Tell me about it,” I said as I walked toward him before sitting and sighing in relief.

“One down, more to go,” I said as I looked out the window at the sunset.

*****
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“NOW THAT WE GOT RID of Marco Conti out of the way, we can move to our next action,” I said as I removed the cap and let my messy bun out of the hair tie. I shook my head as the hair flowed down my shoulder. I put the cap on the table and went to get some water from the refrigerator for Liam and me.

“Beer?” I asked. He shook his head as I went to the fridge.

“Water it is,” I said as I took two bottles. I threw one at him, and he caught it in his hand.

“Thanks,” he said before taking a seat on the chair. I went to lean at the table, opened the water, and drank it all.

Jesus! I was thirsty from all the driving, climbing, and picking locks. I was exhausted. I crushed the bottle before I threw it into the bin. Liam was still playing with the bottle as he looked at it.

“Come on, drink it. I don’t put poison in it,” I said, chuckling as Liam was still wary of me. He looked at me before he put the water on the table. He leaned on his chair as he looked at me intensely.

“What is your relationship with the organization? And don’t give me the crap that they adopted you. By the looks of it, you were more than friendly with that stranger,” Liam said as he stood straight in the chair. He put his hands together as he looked at me murderously.

“What else do you want to know? I told you everything I have kept a secret since I was 5. But with you, it was never enough,” I barked at him as he frustrated me.

“Then tell me the whole hell of it, damn it,” he barked as well as he stood up from the chair. I grunted as I went into the bathroom and closed it. I needed to calm down before becoming a monster, and I didn’t want Liam to see me in that state.

“Mia! Mia! Open the door! We need to talk!” He said as he banged on the door.

“Leave me alone!” I said as I was sliding down the door. Ever since I met Liam Hunt, my life has been a turmoil of a rollercoaster ride. I don’t even know what I should do anymore with him. One side told me to run away, but he kept finding me.

On the other hand, just him to shut about. I shook my head as I was thinking about the other option. I needed to think clearly and devise a plan to infiltrate the HQ.

“Shit,” I hissed as I tore off my clothes and hit the shower. I adjusted the shower to lukewarm as I stepped under it. It has been forever since I cleaned myself. I relaxed in the shower before I was thinking about the plan. We needed to relax and release the tension between us. I needed to make sure I could think of a better plan for the next few days.

It’s now or never.

“It is decided then,” I whispered to myself as I opened my eyes to my plan to carry out immediately. I closed the faucet and opened the shower curtain. The bathroom was filled with mist from my warm water. I went to the mirror and looked at myself. I needed to calm myself as I wanted to carry out this plan.

“You can do this, Mia, you can do it. He can’t reject you. You felt the way he kissed you. He wants you, and you want him, too,” I said in the mirror as my reflection betrayed me.

“Maybe it’s not the best for both of us. Liam just wanted me to get to the organization, not sexually,” I whispered, trying to be rational with my insane plan.

“Okay, Mia, deep breaths. You go out there. You go out strong,” I said as I took the towel and wrapped myself before I unlocked the door and went out of the door.

My wet hair stuck to my skin as I walked out of the bathroom. I looked around for Liam, but he was nowhere to be found. I found a sticky note on the table saying he needed to clear his mind.

“Damn it,” I hissed as I crumpled the note and threw it into the bin. I sighed before bed and lay there for a while before sleep overtook me. All I could see was Liam’s smiling face at me.

*****
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I GRUNTED AS A LOUD bang was pounding on the door. My beauty sleep has been interrupted in the middle of the night. I was so frustrated at the knocking that I got up abruptly while wearing a robe.

“What?” I spat as I opened the door. There were two men at my door. The one that I did not recognize and the other one was no one other than Liam Hunt.

“Are you Mia Duncan?” The stranger asked. I nodded as I looked at Liam, concerned.

“Yeah, Mr. Hunt was too drunk to go home alone. He had too much whiskey alone,” he said as Liam made a funny noise.

“Oh look, it’s Mia. Hey, look. It’s Mia!” Liam said as he urged the stranger to look at me.

“Where should I put him?” The stranger asked. I snapped my eyes to him before I cleared my throat.

“It’s okay. I got it from here,” I said, taking Liam into my arms as he nuzzled my neck.

“Did he pay already?” I asked the stranger. He nodded.

“Yes, he did as well as some other people he treated,” he said. I nodded.

“Can you give me the receipt?” I asked him. He then took out the receipt before giving it to me.

“Here,” he said as I took it from him. I mumbled thanks before closing the door. He stopped me to tell me something that I didn’t expect to come from Liam.

“Your fiancé said you’re the most beautiful thing he ever had. He was so stupid to let those urges get the better of him,” he said before I looked at him.

“He did, didn’t he?” I asked as I looked at Liam, who was nuzzling my neck.

“Yes, have a good night, miss,” he said before he was off. I closed the door after he disappeared and went to put Liam on the bed.

“You know, if you can’t handle alcohol, why bother to drink it?” I said as I looked at Liam’s face.

“You are kind of quite cute, you know that? Of course, you don’t; you were drunk,” I said before moving to move Liam toward the bed. Once I reached the bed, I wanted to lay him down before he flipped me and was on top of me.

“Liam, are you awake? Come on, you need to get your teeth brushed and have some water,” I said as I secured my loose robe.

“Liam?” I asked, and Liam kissed me hard and passionately before I knew it.

“Hmm,” was all I could manage before I moaned in those kisses. Liam was thrusting his tongue into my mouth as I was caressing his arms.

“Liam,” I moaned as he went to kiss my neck and shoulder blades. He was pulling the robe off my body as I wore nothing underneath.

“I thought that boy would never leave us to let me ravish you,” he said as he went to take one of my breasts into his mouth. I gasped at his contact with my skin.

“Argh! Don’t stop, Liam,” I said as I held his head by his hair. He was so active and crude that I just let him. After a few minutes, there was no movement as I was waiting for Liam.

“Liam?” I asked as I looked at him. He was sleeping soundly on my bare chest as I sighed.

Well, so much for a caveman of Detective Liam Hunt.
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“Damn it,” I said as I went to walk alongside the sidewalk on the cold night of the city. We were in Split, Croatia, the birth city of a particular female, and I was trying to clear my mind. But of course, my dark mind only wanted me to remember her kiss on my lips.

Damn it!

It was a hectic city during the night as I walked around the blocks to clear my mind. I needed to gain control of my anger as I didn’t want to harm Mia. Not that I cared for her, but she was an asset for my rogue mission now. I needed to keep her close. I can’t lose her again.

“Alone tonight?” A prostitute was talking to me in Spanish. I was ignoring her as all I could think about was Mia. Mia Duncan, even the name was as beautiful as she was. I needed to control my urge to take her, to ravish her as mine, when I saw her delicate skin when she changed in my car this afternoon.

Fuck, Mia. What are you doing to me?

I walked faster as I wanted to get out of the abandoned alley. Not that I was afraid, but I needed something to release my urge right now. I came to a stop in front of the tavern. Without thinking, I went inside the tavern and went to the bar.

“A whiskey, please,” I said in Spanish to the bartender. He nodded before pouring me a glass of whiskey. I drank it ultimately before asking for another.

“Rough night?” He asked. I looked at him before nodding.

“You could say that,” I said before drinking another and another. I lost count of how many whiskeys I had before I turned wild and crazy as I forgot what happened afterwards. I hoped nothing bad happened while I was drunk.

Well, it didn’t.

*****
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MY HEAD WAS POUNDING badly. I do not remember what happened last night. All I could remember was that I went to walk to clear my mind as I stumbled into a bar and ordered a whiskey. Other than that, I have no recollection of it whatsoever.

“Ow, my head,” I said as I exited the bed. Wait, I don’t remember when I got into bed. I looked around as if I were familiar with the place. It was not room 214. I looked around again, surprised to see Mia Duncan watching me like a psycho as she sipped coffee. I looked at her, horrified, as I took the duvet to cover my chest.

“What are you doing here?” I said to her as she was not moving from her spot. She sipped some coffee before putting it on the table beside her. She turned to look at me with her slate orbs.

“Sleep well, Hunt?” She said with a cold tone. She got up from the chair and went to open the curtain. It was a different city, as there was a coastal view from the window. The buildings were ancient and made of red brick, and the architecture was the same. I squirmed my eyes as my eyes were adjusting to the sudden light penetration.

“Where are we?” I said as I got up from the bed. I went to look at the coastal view of the Mediterranean Sea. It was breathtaking as the blue clear water was streaming down the coast.

“Welcome to Dubrovnik, the headquarters of the secret organization,” she said, half-smiling at me. She looked down at me before looking into my eyes.

“You might want to put on some pants,” she said before leaving the bedroom.

*****
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AFTER 30 MINUTES OF showering, putting on clothes, or trying to find my clothes, I finally can walk out of the bedroom. I was surprised that Mia Duncan, a murderer, could afford the nice-looking suite. It was not just lovely but one of the best.

“How do you bring me here?” I asked as I went to sit at the table for breakfast. Mia was looking out at the sea as she wore sunglasses to conceal her eyes.

“I have the money, well, apart from killing. I have my inheritance if you worried that you might be eating dirty money,” Mia said as she was looking at me. The breakfast that was being served at the table made my mouth water. There were scrambled eggs, bacon, French toast, hash browns, orange juice, and fruits.

“This looks delicious,” I said as I wanted to take it for myself. Mia swatted my hand away.

“Ow,” I said as I rubbed my hand.

“These are all mine. If you want some, order it yourself,” Mia said as she scooped all the food toward her. I looked at her, bewildered by her behaviour.

“Oh, come on. Put me out of misery,” I said as I looked at her. She looked at me with an arching eyebrow.

“Okay, riddle me this: you can have my food if you get the right answer. If not, you cook yourself,” Mia said as she looked at me with her eyes concealed behind the sunglasses.

“Okay. What is it?” I asked as I was eager to answer her question. She smirked as she leaned toward me to look at me with her sunglasses sliding off a bit from her nose.

“What do you remember about last night, Liam? And don’t even think to lie,” she said, pointing her finger at me. I gulped as my stomach growled with the smell of the breakfast going through my nostrils.

“I...I... I don’t remember, okay? Look, I’m sorry if I offended you in any way last night because I was useless when I was drunk,” I said as I looked at her. She looked at me intensely, thinking about what to do with me. I sighed.

“I’ll go get some breakfast somewhere else,” I said as I tried to get up. Mia put her foot on the armrest as her long leg was showing to my eyes to take in the sight.

“Sit, you can have my food,” she said. She looked away as I took my seat, and she withdrew her leg. “It’s not like it was your fault,” she mumbled. I smiled as I took some bacon and scrambled eggs and poured some orange juice to drink.
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