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To the Ones Who Came for the Scenery and Stayed for the Sabotage.
To the Professional Who’s Just Trying to Do One Simple Job—and Got Dragged Into a Competency Test Instead.
To Anyone Who’s Ever Fantasised About Skipping Town, Ditching the Name, and Pulling Off One Clean Job Before Breakfast.



Because sometimes a holiday isn’t for relaxing.
Sometimes it’s for running, lying, dodging bullets, and making damn sure no one ever sees you coming.



If you’ve ever packed a bag like it’s a bug-out kit, or watched a crime thriller and thought, “I could do that better,”—this one’s for you.



And because no Venetian hit is complete without a mood, I’ve assembled a soundtrack for the chaos. Click, press play—And let the violins drown out the sirens.


Happy Vogalonga—May Your Alibi Be Airtight and Your Exit Clean.


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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Gondolas & Overtures


I thought growing up in South Africa prepared me for anything the weather could throw at me, but Venice in late spring is a different beast. It’s not the heat—it’s the humidity. The kind that clings to your skin and makes you feel like you’re wading through soup. Combine that with the smell of canal water and too many tourists packed into alleys the width of a coat closet, and you start to question your life choices.

Like agreeing to be in Venice for Vogalonga. Thirty kilometres of rowing through canals and the lagoon, all in the name of tradition and aching muscles. Who thought this was a good idea?

Apparently Jane, my agent in the business of death, and her client think it’s the perfect time for a hit. Right in the middle of a feel-good celebration of teamwork and sweat. What’s more Venetian than murder on the water?

She’s even given me a cover as a consultant for the Teatro La Fenice. They’re sponsoring one of the boats. Sure, I’m here to kill someone, but at least I get to enjoy a bit of opera while I’m here. Nothing celebrates murder quite like a tragic soprano bleeding out onstage.

One of the drawbacks of this job is that I have to deal with the pigeons in St Mark’s Square, who are little arseholes. Feathered, beady-eyed sky-rats with zero respect for architecture—or my new heels. If they’re not attacking dumb tourists who thought it would be a great idea to feed them, they’re shitting all over the place. If one of them shits on me, this assignment ends early, and instead of the intended target dying, I’ll slaughter that pigeon and its entire feathery bloodline.

I’ve already checked into my hotel, which glows with old-money opulence. I have to give it to Jane, she always puts me up in some really swanky places, and the Baglioni Hotel Luna is no exception. I know she doesn’t do it because she’s generous or the fact that the client pays for it, but because this is where the other monsters like to sleep and who can blame them? War criminals, arms dealers, corrupt billionaires—they all seem to prefer turn-down service with a view and a decent wine list. It’s convenient. Less travel time between check-in and checking them out of this life, so to speak.

The sheets are silk, the view is divine, and the minibar is stocked with Champagne I can’t pronounce. It almost makes up for the fact that I’m about to meet Alessandro — the far too pretty, smug, over-perfumed Italian spy Jane insists I “play nice with”. I’d rather take my chances with the pigeons.

Having dodged enough bird shit to plaster a collapsing bridge back together, I relax and sip espresso at Caffè Florian while I wait. I’m not entirely sure why Jane thinks I need his help. I’m perfectly capable of doing this job on my own. In fact, I prefer to work alone, which Jane knows. And yet, she’s decided to throw a gilded wrench in my carefully laid plans. Especially one with dimples.

Alessandro struts through St Mark’s Square toward me but gets distracted by a pretty girl who makes the mistake of strolling into his line of sight. He, of course, whistles his appreciation like he’s doing her the honour of his attention.

Instead of blushing or hurrying away, she flips him off and eviscerates him in quick, fluent Italian. She instantly earns my respect.

Like most Italian men, Alessandro just smiles and blows her a kiss, taking the rebuke in stride. It’s a numbers game, and there’s always another pretty girl around the corner who’ll take him up on the offer to “take him for a ride.” So typically Italian.

Unfortunately for him and his wandering libido, I’m not the next girl. He’s also going to be too busy helping me kill Giovanni Malvetti.
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