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A Holiday Quick Kills Story
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To everyone who’s ever been ghosted, gaslit, dumped via text,

or seriously thought about killing their cheating spouse—

this one’s for you.

May Marin’s dark little escapade remind you that revenge is sweeter than chocolate and lasts longer than roses.

And because every bloody tale deserves a soundtrack, here’s a playlist to set the mood.

Just click and press play.

Happy (Anti-)Valentine’s Day! 💔

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.

Copyright © 2025 by Joan De La Haye

All rights reserved, including the right to reproduce this book or portions thereof in any form or by any means (electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise).
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I’m sweating like a whore in church, and the mosquitoes have a taste for my blood. Fucking little wankers. Smacking them while they’re mid-sip and seeing them go splat is surprisingly satisfying. Not nearly as satisfying as pulling the trigger on a target who earned his bloody end, but enjoyable enough to make me smile. 

It hasn’t stopped raining since I landed at Sir Seewoosagur Ramgoolam International Airport in Mauritius two days ago. My agent, Jane, insisted that I get settled into the rented villa before my new target arrives. Not that I needed her to point that out. I always show up a few days early for a job so I can set up and take care of a few logistical things. Doing a little breaking and entering, you know, stuff like that. I’m a little insulted that she felt the need to add that to the brief, but it’s okay; I’ll get over it. 

Why the hell the guy decided to bring his latest mistress to the island during the rainiest and hottest time of the year is beyond me. Nothing says Valentine’s Day romance like getting dengue fever. But hey, I’m not the judge, just the executioner.

Don’t get me wrong. It’s a gorgeous island any time of year, and I must say the digs for this particular assignment are beyond stylish. Travelling to exotic locations and staying in Five-Star Resorts is one of the many reasons I got into the death business in the first place. Granted, I’ve also stayed in some shitholes over the years, which makes these jobs hobnobbing with the one per cent feel like a holiday. Killing one of them is an added perk. 

My laptop beeps with a notification of an incoming message from Jane with further instructions from the client. I can’t help but laugh and shake my head as I read them. Even though Jane never gives me details on who the client is for the jobs I do for her, I can usually guess, and judging from these instructions, it’s got to be the wife, especially considering the demand that he dies on Valentine’s Day. Let’s just say there’s nothing like a woman scorned. Or, in this case, an incredibly pissed-off wife who's had enough of her ageing, cheating, billionaire husband who still thinks he’s a playboy. Plus, there’s always the money she’ll inherit when he dies. He hasn’t been keeping her warm, but his money will. Not to mention the toy boys she’ll have fun with once he’s gone.

I don’t generally do domestic disputes. The men I take out tend to be the sort who make me look positively angelic in comparison. Ordinarily, I would have passed on simply putting a bullet in a guy because he dipped his wick in the wrong pot, but this guy didn’t earn his fortune being a decent guy. Then again, none of the billionaires I’ve met have been choir boys. They’ve all pushed the boundaries of propriety in their pursuit of fortune and gold. I’ve been hired by most of them at some point to take out a rival or some blackmailer who, quite frankly, asked for it. 

But I’m getting off-topic. 

Anyway, back to my latest target. 

This absolute peach of a man doesn’t believe in divorce. Philippe Duval is a not-so-good Catholic who prefers homicide to divorce. His contractor of choice, Lucien Voltaire, doesn’t have the same qualms I do about killing women or children. He does, however, like making it look like natural causes or a convenient but messy accident that gets blood everywhere. For a guy who constantly cleans his nails, it’s incredible how much he enjoys getting blood on his pristine clothes. 

Jane’s client clearly knew her time was up and decided to strike first. Smart woman. Much smarter than her predecessors. Lucien made the last Mrs Duval go bye-bye right off a high-rise on Billionaire’s Row in New York in an apparent suicide. Even trophy wives get depressed. All that shopping and having to fuck Philippe just got too much for her, or so the scuttlebutt claimed. Her swan dive was very convenient but very bloody. I heard they still found bits of her weeks after she bounced on the sidewalk. 
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