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To the Ones Who Know How to End a Year Properly.
To the Women Who Can Wear Satin and Still Break a Man’s Neck.
To Anyone Who’s Ever Stood in a Beautiful Room with murder on their mind and perfect posture to match.



Because sometimes New Year’s Eve isn’t about fresh starts, resolutions, or champagne wishes.
Sometimes it’s about settling accounts, closing books, and making sure certain men never see another sunrise.


If you’ve ever smiled through a countdown knowing you were there for blood—this one’s for you.


And because no elegant execution is complete without a soundtrack, I’ve put together a playlist to waltz you through the chaos. Click, press play—and let the music carry you through the kill.


Happy New Year—May your dress be flawless, your timing impeccable, and your exits 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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Vienna is one of the few places in the world where a woman in a ballgown can ride a tram on New Year’s Eve without raising an eyebrow. Though if the locals knew what I was wearing under all this satin, those famously judgmental eyebrows would launch into orbit. The Viennese are a grumpy, noise-complaint-loving lot, but they’re also ruthlessly sensible. By their standards, nothing under this dress would qualify as normal. Tactical? Oh yes. But certainly not sensible by their standards—especially not in this weather. But by mine, an absolute necessity.

The cold has a way of making people careless, and in my line of work, those mistakes can be deadly.

My favourite corset sits snug under the satin—stiletto blades tucked into their sheaths like well-behaved monsters. My emotional-support garotte is nestled in my bra, warming nicely against my skin, and my Beretta 92 Compact is a cold, familiar weight against my thigh. The whole ensemble is an elegant killing machine, perfectly matched to my black gown. Even my clutch is deadly, a throwing blade stitched into the lining just in case someone tries to get up close and personal.

I step off the tram and cross the ploughed, salted cobblestones toward the Hofburg Palace, the winter air slipping past my coat and gloves with the confidence of something that knows it always wins.

The Hofburg rises ahead of me, glowing against the winter night, and for a second—just one—I feel something tighten in my chest. Maybe it’s the history. Maybe it’s the music drifting through stone. Or maybe it’s the way Vienna throws itself into holiday lights like it’s trying to outshine the stars.

No other city does it like this. Strings of gold and white sparkle across the streets, dripping from balconies and archways in perfect symmetry. It’s theatrical. It’s excessive. It’s fucking beautiful.

It’s nothing like the holidays I grew up with in South Africa—sun-baked pavements, plastic tinsel melting in the heat, and fairy lights that flickered because someone kicked the plug loose. Christmas meant thunderstorms, braais, sweating through my clothes, and swimming in the pool to cool down, not fairy-tale palaces glittering under a frozen sky.

It shouldn’t get to me. It really shouldn’t. But standing here, wrapped in all this light and frost and impossible beauty, even I feel it—the pull of a world that isn’t mine, but one I’m fucking good at pretending I belong in. Especially when I’m dressed to kill—literally—and carrying a perfectly forged invitation courtesy of Jane’s contacts.

Inside, I shed my coat and gloves to the cloakroom attendants, who move with the effortless precision of people born in a place where everything has a rule. When I step into the ballroom proper, the warmth and light envelop me, making me feel almost happy. The fact that I’m here to kill a man has nothing to do with my feeling warm and fuzzy. Okay, maybe it does, just a little bit.
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