
        
            
                
            
        

    
Profitable Little Pageant

A Holiday Quick Kills Story

By

Joan De La Haye

[image: ]



For the ones who understand that a parade is just a battlefield with better lighting.
For anyone who’s ever watched a pageant, knowing the real blood was backstage.
For those who smile, wave, applaud—while counting exits and measuring throats.



Because Mardi Gras isn’t just beads, brass bands, and borrowed glamour.
It’s excess. Performance. Power dressed up as celebration.
And sometimes the only way to survive the show is to end it.



If you’ve ever stood in the crowd while the worst men wore their finest faces—
this one’s for you.
If you’ve ever learned that masks are easiest to remove when the music is loud—
this one’s especially for you.



And because no well-executed chaos should unfold in silence,
I’ve put together a playlist to carry you through the revelry, the rot, and the reckoning.
Click, press play. Let the horns scream. Let the city burn prettily.



Happy Mardi Gras—
May your disguises be convincing, your aim unwavering,
and your exits as clean as the bodies you leave behind.



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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Masks & Crowd Control


It’s been a while since I had to shoot in and out of New Orleans. The last time I landed here, trumpets were belting out jazz, and the air smelled like bourbon.

This time, not so much.

This time, it’s shouting and tear gas.


In true New Orleans fashion, the protesters have dressed for the occasion. A woman bounces past in a pink inflatable unicorn, holding a sign that reads Fuck ICE. It’s absurd—and it works. The costume won’t stop tear gas completely, but it’ll deflect a direct hit better than most people realise. Smart woman.


But it won’t save her if the shit really hits the fan. Judging by the way the alphabet soup of federal agents shift their weight and their itchy fingers inch ever closer to hair triggers, that’s exactly where the situation is going. The city is a powder keg waiting to explode.

Most of the protesters have come prepared. Masks. Umbrellas. Reinforced pads meant for dirt bikes, repurposed for survival. Adaptation with flair. Not quite the accessories this city used to be known for during Mardi Gras, but no matter how the city is dressed for the party, I’m here to do a job.

I blend in easily enough. Masks make everyone anonymous. That’s the point, especially with everyone trying to hold up their phones and film everything the agents do. I can’t have my face showing up on some random social media video going viral. That would be very bad for business. I don’t even want to think about what Jane would do to me if that happened. Let’s just say getting fired would take on a whole new meaning.

But anyway …

Another thing that’s been bad for business is that getting into the country has become more complicated. Hostile environments tend to be good for business—authoritarianism always creates demand. It’s just terrible for travel.

Thankfully, Jane adapts faster than most governments.

Thanks to her contact, Marc Baptiste, I’m carrying a perfectly forged American passport and supporting ID. It will survive a glance. Probably two. And if any over-eager and trigger-happy agent asks, I can fake the perfect accent to match my documents and behave myself. For now.


I watch a federal agent staring down an old woman with a hand-knitted scarf pulled up over her face and holding up a sign that reads I Can’t Believe I’m Still Having to Protest This Shit. He looks like he’s about to beat her to death with his baton. I’m tempted to put a bullet through both his kneecaps.


But I won’t.

Not yet.

Maybe later.

Under normal circumstances, the woman should be home knitting another scarf and playing with her grandchildren, not standing her ground against yet another Nazi thug waving a different flag and using a different acronym, but it’s the same brutality. The swastika tattoo on his neck peeks out from beneath the bandana he’s using as a mask. I tear my attention away from the confrontation. The job I’m here to complete takes precedence.
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