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    But Mama, I'm in love with a criminal,

And this type of love isn't rational; it's physical.

Mama, please don't cry, I will be alright,

All reason aside, I just can't deny that I love the guy.

 

Criminal, Britney Spears
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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.
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