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To the Ones Who Know Freedom Isn’t Just a Flag—It’s Something Worth Fighting For.
To the Outsiders, the Trouble Starters,
and the Women Who Refuse to Sit Down and Shut Up—this one’s for you.



Because sometimes the Fourth of July isn’t just about parades, barbecues, and bunting.
Sometimes it’s for torching illusions, toppling tyrants,
and making damn sure they never see you coming.



And because no reckoning is complete without a killer soundtrack…
Click, press play—
and let the sparks fall where they may.


Happy Firecracker Day—Take the Shot and Don’t Look Back.


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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Fireworks & Cowshit


Small-town America isn’t what it’s cracked up to be. Until a few moments ago, I thought cowboy boots were cute. Then I stepped in cowshit. Now? Not so much. If I had any doubts about being a city girl, this job is curing me of any illusions. I hate the smell of cowshit in the morning. Napalm, on the other hand…

Give me Paris in the spring or Gstaad in the winter and you have yourself a happy little assassin who will put a bullet through whatever target I’ve been hired to take out with a smile on my face, but send me to fucking cow country and you have a decidedly grumpy killer. And of course, Jane, my annoying and interfering agent in the business of death, is fully aware of this fact.

I have a feeling this job is my punishment for yelling at her about sticking the Carabinieri on my arse in Venice as one of her competency tests and for telling her to stay out of my love life. She thought I needed help blowing off steam and set me up with a very sexy Italian spy. And while he was fun, I don’t need her help getting laid. I don’t care how much she pouts. I prefer working alone.

So here I am in Shitsville—officially, Freedomville, Missouri. Sounds like a punchline, doesn’t it? This time, though, I think the joke’s on me.

Every porch has a flag. Every head sports the same haircut. Every outfit looks like it was ordered in bulk. They call this freedom. I call it cosplay conformity.

But then again, my idea of freedom is taking out the arseholes who think rights are only for people who look, pray, and screw exactly like them. So what do I know about freedom, right?

Anyway …

My latest job is to take out a local crazy survivalist with a hard-on for blowing shit up during their over-the-top Fourth of July celebration.

Wesley Gage has apparently threatened the hard-nosed, corrupt-as-hell Governor Jefferson Monroe, named after two dead Presidents and acting like the third coming, and scheduled to show his smug face at the festivities. To be honest, I’m not entirely sure what Gage’s beef is with Monroe, since on the surface, the Governor seems to stand for everything that would make Gage want to stand at attention and say, Yes, Sir!    

Another thing that doesn’t track is Monroe showing up in this hole-in-the-wall town when there are bigger cities in the State of Missouri, full of sweaty palms he could be pressing. Which immediately has me questioning Monroe’s motives. There’s nothing worth seeing here, so it’s certainly not to take in the sights.

The file on Gage is thin. It contains some army records painting him as a disgraced vet with a minefield of mental health red flags. A conspiracy nut with military training and a real talent for making things go boom. And considering his explosive of choice involves fertiliser, it explains why Gage is neck-deep in cowshit.

But if I’m completely honest, I’d rather be taking out Governor Monroe. Even his name sounds like a campaign slogan stapled to a white hood. And his actual slogan—God. Country. Purity—screams exactly who and what he stands for.

He’s a white supremacist preaching eugenics in overzealous churches—because here, patriotism, racism, and the pulpit all blend into one big bag of crazy. He’s more my usual target.

Gage, on the other hand, is starting to look more and more like a patsy being set up to do something stupid. And I’m here to make sure he doesn’t live long enough to tell anyone about it.

Not that Jane would admit it. She knows I’d never put a bullet in an innocent man, no matter how crazy he is.

Even with the smell of cowshit drifting on the breeze, this job wouldn’t pass the sniff test.

It’s why I have a feeling that Jane’s probably cooked up a particularly nasty competency test for this one. I don’t know why I keep jumping through her hoops and playing along with the games she sets. I’ve never thought of myself as a masochist; I prefer inflicting the pain, but working for Jane? I must be a masochist. It’s one of the few explanations for why I keep working for her.

Or I’m addicted to the adrenaline rush of running for my life with bullets whizzing past my head as I dash down cobblestone streets in exotic locations, which sounds more likely than being a masochist.
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