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To the Ones Who Don’t Just Survive the Party—They Burn It Down.
To the Left Behind, the Double-Crossed, and the Last Ones Standing.
To Everyone Who’s Ever Been Told to Smile Pretty and Sit Still—
and chose violence instead.



If you've ever drowned heartbreak in tequila and come out swinging—
If you've ever turned a holiday into a hit list—
If you’ve ever thought, “Screw diplomacy, I’ve got unfinished business”—
this one’s yours.



Because sometimes Cinco de Mayo isn’t for sipping margaritas.
Sometimes it’s for settling scores, torching bridges,
and making damn sure they never forget your name.



And because no blood-soaked vendetta is complete without a killer soundtrack,
I’ve mixed a playlist to match.
Click, press play—
And let the music pour gasoline on the fire.


Happy Cinco de Mayhem—Don’t Forget the Lime and the Alibi.


This is a work of fiction. All characters and events portrayed in this book are fictional, and any resemblance to actual people or incidents is purely coincidental.
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Tequila & Bandidos


Puebla is probably one of my favourite cities south of the American border. If the streets could talk, they’d have quite a lot to say about the history that vibrates from every corner, not just from when the Spanish and French soldiers fought here, but also from the indigenous history. The original name for the region was ‘Where serpents change their skin.’ I mean, if that doesn’t tell you everything you need to know about this city, nothing will. When I first heard that name, I couldn’t help the smile that crept along my lips, and I still smile about it every time I drop in to take out some bandido who thinks he can lose himself here and change his skin.

Needless to say, I’m walking down these streets, enjoying the brightly painted buildings and ancient churches for exactly that reason. I know Jane, my agent with severe trust issues, thinks this is punishment. She sent me to hit yet another Cartel boss after I told her I was done killing mobsters and criminals. I wanted to focus on political assassinations, you know rightwing fuckwits and billionaires who think they can dabble in politics and overthrow governments. The sort of power-hungry arseholes who are just begging to die screaming. But Jane doesn’t seem to quite agree with my career aspirations. She especially didn’t like that I took a month off—let alone pulled an unsanctioned hit as a favour over Easter. That I did it for free really pissed her off.

So here I am. A not-so-subtle reminder that I don’t call the shots and have slipped down a few rungs on Jane’s list of killers on her leash.

Except, as I stroll down these cobblestone streets, soaking in the sun and the scent of fresh tortillas, it doesn’t feel like punishment at all. Plus, I get to kill someone, so, bonus.

It’s also Cinco de Mayo, and the city is in full party mode. Tourists conveniently flood the streets watching the Military parade. I mingle amongst them as I make my way towards the Antros, Puebla’s main party hub, to stake out my latest target. I never thought I’d be grateful for so many tourists, but even though I’ve been in Mexico on more than one occasion, I’ve never stayed long enough to learn how to speak Spanish beyond the usual basics. I can order a beer or tequila and say hello and goodbye, but that’s about it. But what I have perfected is my fake and rather annoying American Karen act with a nasal tourist accent.

Don’t judge. Karen gets shit done.

The annoying tourist act has saved my arse on more than one occasion. Just saying ‘No hablo español’ and looking incredibly freaked out when a federale starts firing questions about a murder I just committed has worked better than flashing cleavage to get out of a speeding ticket. But being a woman in this business is a double-edged knife—sometimes I get to play dumb and walk away, other times I have to remind people I know exactly where to stick the blade. 

My target is Esteban “El Alacrán” Montoya (The Scorpion). That’s right, a cartel boss with an ego problem and an animal nickname. And yes, you guessed it, he’s got a scorpion tattoo. They always do. I swear, if I had a peso for every wannabe badass with an ‘intimidating’ tattoo, I could retire and buy my own damn island.
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