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They called him a criminal.His own parents had abandoned him,life never took it easy on him and it certainly didn't take it easy on the children Jarad loved so dearly.

Jarad Musoni didn’t start out wanting to be a hero. He just got tired of watching children die while bystanders drank wine and smiled for cameras so he came up with a plan.A plan to rob anyone who had a dollar but wouldn't donate five cents to orphaned children. 

It was a risky plan,he had to dodge bullets,tease a police commissioner and embarrass every single old money fake charity fat cat in the city.

It can be said with much confidence that he did infact enjoy every second of it.
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Chapter One: Meet Jarad, the Protagonist
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Jarad Musoni stood in front of the imposing Commissioner of Police, her intimidating aura making him feel like a six-year-old kid caught stealing candy in a store, despite the fact that he was at the back of the crowd—a crowd of men, young and old alike—he was still held in custody at the biggest precinct in Shenua. All were suspected of being the infamous all-round criminal who was terrorizing the elite of the country—and yes, he didn’t spare the poor either.

He was a jack of all trades: stealing, teasing, occasionally walking into police stations like it was nothing, and leaving love letters for the commissioner where every officer could see. Of course, he was never caught. Getting caught just wasn’t his style, and if it weren’t for the fact that he had turned 24 this year, he wouldn’t be here right now.

“It’s all because of my stupid, overconfident brain,” thought Jarad as the line in front of him grew shorter and shorter. “Why did I get carried away and tell her my age? Haa, stupidity really is my biggest flaw.”

All throughout his inner monologue, he failed to notice that Police Commissioner Eva Logane was staring at him—unblinking.

Eva was tired of Jahr, the criminal she had been chasing for almost a year now. Every Monday morning, she would find at least ten love letters from the man scattered all over the police station, all written in the same style—that is, typed and printed from a computer. Each letter brought with it a new wave of seething rage for Eva. The other officers had it rough thanks to Jahr.

Eva Logane came from a long line of successful ancestors: her grandfather had been one of the best doctors globally, her great-grandfather a Police Commissioner back in the day, and her father an artist who could paint a galaxy with his eyes closed. Naturally, she had grown up different from other children, focused solely on logic and discipline.

But there was a secret only she and her parents knew—Eva Logane, one of the most beautiful women in Shenua, had never had a boyfriend, let alone read a love letter. All the letters she had received back in the day went straight to the trash without a second glance, a gesture that never seemed to deter her admirers. She had also never stared at a man for this long.

For the first time, she had actually read a love letter. Despite it being from a despicable criminal, it had sent ripples through her universe. And now, as she stared at a young man at the back of the small crowd she had gathered, she found she couldn’t look away from him. It was strange—the only men she had ever found herself drawn to were Jahr and this guy. The others were as dull and gray as her phone’s monochrome setting.

Maybe he’s Jahr, she thought, but the idea vanished just as quickly. The way he looked—nervous and innocent—there was no way he was the same criminal who laughed maniacally after committing a crime he called “fun.” That was Eva’s first lapse in judgment, and it wouldn’t be her last.

The line came to an end, and Jarad found himself face to face with Police Commissioner Eva Logane. As terrified as he was (of not making it home in time to watch the news report about his near-godly escape after robbing the Crime Branch Headquarters of its futuristic Xiaomi TV), he couldn’t help but admire the woman who was still staring at him like he had something on his face.He unconsciously touched his left cheek—a gesture that left the aloof Eva Logane flushed as she stumbled through her interrogation. The officers assisting her couldn’t believe their eyes.

“Hey Jeremy,” said Officer Brad “Brit” Burton. “I’m not dreaming, am I? Is the commissioner actually blushing?”

“Damn, this lucky kid,” cried Officer Jeremy. “This guy must be a rizz god!”

Jarad was stunned at Eva’s behavior. It took her a full minute to compose herself, and Jarad immediately wished he hadn’t made her blush—even though he hadn’t meant to.

“Name!” she growled.

The commanding tone was back, and her face now looked like refined steel—hard to break. The demand made him look down and stutter through his answer, something Eva mistook for shyness. Why she seemed to lose all sense of judgment around this man was beyond her.

“J–Jarad Musoni, ma’am,” he answered, barely keeping up the innocent act.

“Mmh... Jarad—Jahr,” thought Eva to herself. It was definitely suspicious, but looking at the flushed man in front of her, she brushed it off. She had, after all, interrogated another Jarad just fifteen minutes ago. It could all just be coincidence.

“Age, birthplace, workplace,” she ordered. “Make it quick!”

“Tw–twenty-four, Shenua, Chuck’s Donuts, ma’am!” answered Jarad as fast as he could, his mind racing in every direction.

Eva was enjoying this particular interrogation. After she was done, she ordered him to sit still as she personally went to handle his papers, leaving Officers Jeremy and Brit’s inner CPUs overheating. The transformation was just too wild.
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