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To the Runners, the Survivors, and the Ones Who Refuse to Fall.

To Those Who Know When to Run and When to Fight.

To the Unlucky, the Outcasts, and the Ones Who Never Stay Down.

If you’ve ever had your luck run out, been double-crossed by someone you trusted, or just wanted to carve your own fate with something sharper than a four-leaf clover. If you’ve ever had to think on your feet, make your own luck, or outrun the mess life threw at you—this one’s for you.


And because every blood-soaked escape deserves a killer soundtrack, I’ve put together a playlist to set the mood. Just click, press play, and let the music carry you through.


Sláinte!


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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Leprechauns & Guinness


St Patrick’s Day revelry is in full drunken swing around me. It’s the middle of the day, and young men and women in varying shades of green or dressed as leprechauns down pints of Guinness while they scream for their favourite football team playing on the big screen above the bar counter. The Shamrock Rovers are up two goals against Man United—much to the delight of most drunken patrons. Unlike most of the people around me, I’m unfortunately sober despite the green-tinted pint standing mostly untouched in front of me. It’s a prop to help me blend in, as is the ridiculous green Leprechaun hat on my head—a request from the contact. I’m working, or at least I’m supposed to be. The contact Jane set up for this job is late—Flynn, a mob lieutenant; if he doesn’t get here soon, his St Patrick’s Day celebrations will become an Irish wake.

I sigh as my phone beeps with a text from Jane with more details on the assignment and the target—micromanaging from halfway across the world. The target is a member of Parliament and a member of a right-wing political party with only a few seats in Parliament. He’s also in bed with the Irish mob and neck-deep in trafficking, extortion, and kickbacks. It's pretty much par for the course with most right-wing politicians, if you ask me. Judging from the brief on the target, the man is a fucking Neanderthal who deserves the honour of me being the last thing he ever sees.  

Jane wants me to send her photographic proof that I am, in fact, wearing the hat as requested, which has me wondering if it’s Jane’s idea of a joke and not a request from the contact. I guess agents for assassins also get bored and need to get their shits and giggles somehow. I snap a selfie, brandishing my middle finger, and send it back to her. At least she’s only playing practical jokes and not trying to have me killed, so I suppose that means our working relationship is improving.

It's my first political hit since I had a little chat with Jane about my career aspirations and dislike for her on-the-job competency tests that tend to result in my being dropped neck-deep in shit and barely surviving. I also told her I was tired of killing celebrities and mobsters. I’m still happy to kill billionaires, though, mainly for the spectacular travel destinations for those jobs and how well they pay. Plus, who doesn’t love killing billionaires?

If I do a good job on this one, I might get the really juicy political assassinations. I mean, can you blame me for wanting to kill dirty politicians, especially the ones who think only certain members of the global population who look and think like them should have any rights and get paid for it? It’s a dream job, am I right?

I’m ashamed to admit I am nervous, and Flynn’s tardiness is not helping to ease my tension. Even though the mob is involved, it still feels like a step up from my usual hits. But Jane did manage to negotiate a nice fee for this job, making it feel like a promotion and a step in the right direction of where I want my career to go. I have to admit she has a talent for negotiating with scumbags without vomiting. It’s also how she justifies her massive cut by saying she handles negotiations, so I don’t have to. Convenient since my negotiation style usually starts with a bullet and ends with nobody getting paid.
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