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To the Friends who become Family—and the Vengeance you’d deliver for them.

To the Survivors who know that debt isn't paid in money, but in blood.

To everyone who’s ever had to bury a loved one, and then immediately had to dig up a killer.

Because sometimes the Day of the Dead isn’t just for marigolds, tequila, and remembering the past.

Sometimes it’s for carrying a rosary in one hand, a blade in the other, and walking a killer straight to their own funeral.

If you know the difference between mourning and hunting—this one’s for you.


And because no Mexico City hunt is complete without a killer soundtrack, I’ve put together a playlist to set the mood. Click, press play—and let the drums drown out the noise of the parade.


Happy Day of the Dead—May your vengeance be swift, and your sugar skull shatter loudly.


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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Sugar Skulls & Sins


It’s the Day of the Dead in Mexico City. On a day like this, I would normally find it ironic that I’m here to put someone in the ground—of all days—but not this time. This time, I’m hunting someone who made the deadly mistake of thinking they could kill a friend of mine.

I landed just after dawn at Benito Juárez and slipped through customs with a fake smile and a forged passport. Then I drove through a city celebrating death like Mardi Gras. Any other time, I’d be in the crowd celebrating the dead, but today the celebrations only taunt me. The marigolds everywhere are meant to honour the dead; instead, they only remind me that Vera’s gone. I’ll never hear her laugh or watch her pick some random mark’s pocket just for shits and giggles.

While the parade of the living gets louder, I’m kneeling inside a church, sunlight slicing through stained glass and painting the altar in mottled gold. Keeping my shit together isn’t easy when I’m staring at Vera’s corpse on display. It’s fitting, in a way that’s likely to make me extra stab-happy. The city’s already dressed like a graveyard that’d had a parade, and I’m just another ghost on the hunt.

Vera was murdered here—in Mexico City—and no one, not even Jane’s informants, can explain why she was in the capital instead of Puebla, or why she was killed.

The last time I saw her was in Puebla, just after she sold me the poison that took out Montoya and Camille Noir—Camille, a former French spook who liked to fuck her marks. Vera had been leaning on Mateo’s beat-up truck, smiling. I’d been heading south after the job was done. She was small, sharp, and brilliant. More than that, she was my friend.

Now she’s in a coffin instead of behind a counter, and I’ll make damn sure whoever put her there regrets it—long enough to scream and beg. They won’t get forgiveness, not from me. And don’t bank on Santa Muerte cutting them any slack.

Jane says this isn’t personal—it’s business: a message that you don’t target her people without permission. But Jane doesn’t do friendship. Vera and I did. We had each other’s backs. We trained together. We fought together. That bond doesn’t break.

She might have left the killing business, but she still dealt with dangerous people who didn’t always answer to Jane, which makes my suspect list longer than I’d like. Working for Jane is a double-edged sword. Once you work for her, you never really leave—but she protects what’s hers. And she likes to make a statement when anyone forgets—like now.

Nobody gets out of the death business alive. Most exit in body bags. Vera thought she’d bought herself time by walking away. She was wrong. Someone still put a bullet between her eyes.

I kneel, close enough to see the mortician’s clumsy patchwork—broken fingers, missing nails, the crude filling at the hole in her forehead. Tortured, then executed. Those dainty hands that used to be so nimble and lifted things that didn’t belong to her. That once passed me the poison-laced perfume that killed Montoya. Now they’re ruined.

Whatever they wanted died with her. Vera would never break. We were trained to survive pain, to lie, to misdirect. She’d have sent them chasing ghosts before she gave up any information they were after. She might have been petite, but she was tougher than anyone I’ve ever known.
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