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Chapter One

Ten days ‘til Rosie dies

The shrill voices drive into Lawson’s head like nails in a coffin, the stuffy windowless room bearing down on him. Air… he needs air, but he also needs to finish with these two twits. Then fresh air and maybe a drink.

“I don’t know why you get to decide everything. You always do this to me, just because you’re older. It’s four minutes for heaven’s sake.” Stina—no Linn—no, he’s not even sure which woman it is—flips her hand in the air to brush off her twin’s comment, turning her pert nose and flashing her indignant baby blues.

“No, Stina. I’m the one who should decide how she dies. I’m the one who has to take the brunt of her…” Linn stares at him for a few moments, tears building in the same blue eyes lined with too much black makeup. “I’m the one who has to protect our little sister all the time from her. She hurt me badly, Mr. Wolf. She always does.” Linn’s gaze drops to the table, and she sniffs long and hard.

“What?” Stina’s voice rises an octave. “That’s not true. She’s worse on me.”

Law clenches the pencil in his hand, wanting to tear his black hair out strand by strand. No, better yet, all the hair on the heads of the two bickering bitches in front of him. With the dough from these over-privileged twits, he’ll be able to head up sooner to that farmland in Stilla… a long, long way from the likes of these two and every other crackpot he’s had to deal with in his line of work.

He tosses his pencil down, and it rolls across the scarred cherrywood desk. The movement doesn’t grab their attention.

“Ladies,” he says, using the term loosely, “typically we discuss other things before we talk about the method of death. Time is money, and my rates will start rising soon. So tell me more about your sister and why she deserves to die.”

These two barely sat in their seats before they started planning their sister’s death, but he hasn’t even had a chance to determine if their sister, this Rosie, is someone who doesn’t deserve to live.

“She’s awful, Mr. Wolf.” Stina slumps in her chair and peers up him from under her lashes. “When we’re not home, and when Mother’s not there, Rosie invites men into our home for…” She glances at her sister. “Sex,” she says softly. Her face burns bright red.

“That’s not a crime.”

“That’s not what she means,” Linn pipes up, fingering the buttons on the top of her long-sleeved shirt. “She’s a lady of the evening.”

“A prostitute?” Law asks.

“Yes.” Stina sighs as if they’ve been trying to get him to understand for hours. “She sells her body for sex and has these strange men in our house, and she’s made our sister do it.”

“Wait, what?” Law sits straighter. Now the story has become more interesting.

“You don’t know Rosie,” Linn continues. “All she cares about is money, and she started making our sister do it too. She’s only fourteen.”

Law cringes on the inside, but he doesn’t show the women his true feelings. He’s learned over the years to hide his emotions deep inside.

“Why haven’t you talked to the sheriff?” he asks. Their embroidered shirts, long skirts, and leather boots are those of women with money, but not enough to throw it away on anything. Most of the women who end up prostituting themselves do it because they have no choice. They’re not usually women from the class these two belong in.

Linn throws her hands in the air. “Because he’s in on it. He comes to the house too.” She babbles on about how scared she is that he might discover they know of his illicit games.

Not a surprise. So many in the sheriff’s department are corrupt, and a lot of the judges can be bought off. There are honest men in the system, but the crooked ones keep the bad guys on the streets, even when it’s plain as day they are guilty. If the system was fair and just, then Law wouldn’t have a job.

“But, Linn, tell him about what Rosie is doing.” Sister and sister stare at each other. Their faces are the same, but their clothes and hair are different.

“She hits us if we don’t do what she says, and she broke Mother’s arm last year. And I just found out that she’s bringing our sister here to Staden to make her work at Nova’s Favor. To teach her the ways of the working girls. Then she’s bringing her to Radda to start up her own place.”

Law’s mouth drops, and he quickly closes it. Nova’s Favor is the nastiest brothel in town. He rescued a sister of a former client from there once, when her boyfriend sold her off. The guys who run the place have no qualms about kicking the crap out of some poor woman and then making her service men. The building is in the worst part of town, hidden behind a sketchy bar. No way they would know about Nova’s Favor on their own, not these prissy gals.

“I’ll do it,” he says with conviction. “We need to save your sister.”

The thought of this Rosie forcing her fourteen-year-old sister into a place like Nova’s Favor turns his stomach. Women who work there leave broken and destitute, shells of the people they used to be. No woman should be subjected to a place like Nova’s Favor.

“Oh, Mr. Wolf, thank you.” Stina bats her lashes at him. “May I have a glass of water? My throat is parched.”

Has she forgotten where she is? Law tempers his smile. “I’m sorry. This building, like most others in the neighborhood, have no indoor plumbing.” The area is too old and poor to have been such a luxury. “There is an outhouse out back if you need one though. And a well not far away.”

“Oh.” Stina shows her disgust. “Never mind.”

Over the next half hour, he explains how things will work. Rosie definitely deserves to die, but Linn and Stina argue over almost every minor detail, making him want to kill them. Law just wants his payment and to get the job done quick and easy, and then he can go on his merry way.

Finally, they arrive back at the method of death. Some of his clients are set on what they want done; others don’t care and just want the person gone. All these targets deserve painful deaths, but Law prefers the non-messy ones where he can get in and out.

“Stina, you’re being difficult.” Prissy missy slaps her shiny red nails on her hips and scowls at her twin sister.

“No, Linn, you are. You know Mother can’t stand the sight of blood.” Stina whips her head back to Law, her blonde hair flying through the air. “Strangle her. Mother will rave if you spill blood on the wood floors.”

“Yeah, okay. No blood. So after you give me the payment, I’ll take care of Rosie.”

Condemning a fourteen-year-old to work in a brothel is shameful, horrendous, and he has to save the poor girl from her so-called sister Rosie.

Linn pulls out a wad of cash and hands it to him. “It’s been so nice to work with you, Mr. Wolf. Thank you.”

Stina grasps his hand to shake but doesn’t let go. Her black-caked eyes flutter up at him, and she speaks in a throaty voice. “Perhaps sometime we could meet for pleasure, instead of business.”

Law keeps the laugh from his face. She can’t be for real. He drags his hand back gently and forces a smile. “If I wasn’t married,” he says, winking.

The sisters are about five years younger than him, perhaps twenty years old, and are both stunning beauties, but dating a customer is only trouble—not that he’s interested in her anyway.

“Where’s your ring?” Linn crosses her arms and glares at his hand.

“In this business, it’s very important to remain anonymous, and my wife prefers I not wear it.” He’s used the wife excuse before, although he’s never been married.

The two sisters seem to accept his answer.

Law ushers the two women to the door of the temporary office. A permanent office would make it too easy for the sheriff to trace back to him.

Although he rarely gets any satisfaction out of his jobs, this one might come close. The things Rosie has done to her little sister… she definitely deserves to die.

He counts the bills a second time, excited to go home and hide his new stash. He refuses to use banks, and since he’s been saving his earnings, he’s got a lot of cash locked in several safes.

All he wants is to go home and clean up, and then it’s time to celebrate.
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Law slides into his favorite spot at his favorite establishment, the perfect place to blow some dough. Loud music plays in the dim room as sexy lingerie-clad women scrounge the floor for suckers, but he’s not one, at least not for all those dancers.

He’s only a sucker for one gal—Sunny Daze—the woman who keeps him coming back every week, and one of the few people he’ll miss once he moves away from Staden.

“Hey, handsome.” A raven-haired beauty with big boobs lays her arm around his shoulder. Obviously a new girl, because most of the regulars know he belongs to Sunny. He doesn’t mind Raven’s round melons pressing into him though.

“I’m looking for Sunny.” He scans the floor for his auburn beauty but doesn’t see her.

“Ahh.” Raven pouts. “Are you sure? Maybe you’d like a dance from me because I’m—”

Smack. One of Sunny’s friends struts away after giving the girl a swipe on the head.

Raven frowns, backing up a few steps. “I think she’s on break. I’ll let her know she’s got a visitor if I see her.”

Yeah—doubt that’ll happen. Law can wait though, and he settles back with his beer to watch the sweet girlies dancing on the stage. They don’t get completely naked here, but a little mystery is preferable.

Ten minutes later, lean arms wrap around his shoulders, and he drinks in the flowered scent of Sunny.

“Hey there, Law, heard you were looking for some company.” Her sultry voice drills into his ears, getting him all excited. He’s not dumb. He knows it’s all an act—she’s a dancing girl out to earn money just like the rest of them, but for their short time together, he likes to imagine it’s all about him.

“Just waiting for you, doll.” His heart picks up speed with her hot breath on his ear, but she releases him and trails her finger down his arm as she parades around the side of his chair. Her thick auburn curls spill over her shoulders, and she adjusts the long cape, black velvet on the outside and silky red on the inside so that Law can take in her whole body.

She’s always in the cape with the black bustier, propping up her luscious boobs. A tiny bit of exposed skin shows, and then it’s the black panties, lace stockings, and knee-high boots.

Law jumps out of his seat to pull back her chair.

“Thank you, kind sir.” Her smile and gratitude are real. Most assholes think that because these women are dancing girls, they can treat them like dirt.

Not Law.

“Great timing. I’m free, so you got me for the next half hour.” She sits and gives him that seductive smile that drives Law wild, and he slides over a glass of her favorite white wine, which gains him another thank you. “So talk or dance first?” Sunny cups his stubbly chin, running her finger along the side of his jaw.

“Maybe a quick dance.”

Sunny isn’t like some of the other girls. She doesn’t reveal much about her personal life, and she’s smart, has her own opinions. She doesn’t become a yes-woman just to make another buck off Law.

He scoots closer to her, their arms touching on the table. Tonight will be the last dance from her because he doesn’t plan on returning to the city for a long time.

Her mischievous smile and sparkling eyes rev him up, and she stands in front of him, sweeping her thick hair off her neck and arching her back. Her hips rotate to the beat, and he clenches his hands to keep from placing them on her curvy hips. Touching is not allowed at this establishment.

Beautiful women shake their asses for men all around him, but Sunny is the only one he wants to watch. Her body continues to sway, even as she lifts her leg and rests her boot on his chair.

He wills that tiny piece of fabric covering her crotch to slide over, but her panties refuse to show him her goods. She grins, knowing exactly what he’s thinking.

“Just one peek,” he begs.

“Not going to happen.” She laughs. Every week he asks her the same question. That cape would keep anyone from seeing the improper move, but she never does. And he likes that about her.

Instead she spins around and tugs the cape so it’s hanging down her front. She backs into him, her ass shaking. Closer and closer. Law wipes the sweat off his forehead.

He’s hard—she always does that to him, but after her dance, when they talk, will give him time to retreat. He draws in a deep breath to slow his beating heart and takes a drink to cool off.

The song ends, and Sunny perches in her chair and sips on the Chardonnay. He’s jealous of that wine glass and how her pouty red lips caress it.

“Why is it you always look like you’re the one working out when I’m the one dancing, and you’re sitting?” Sunny laughs, and Law joins in.

“I put my time in earlier,” he says. “All done now.”

“How was your day?” she asks.

“Just the usual. Ornery clients.” He chuckles. She thinks he’s a salesman, and so they share the common bond of working with demanding customers. It’s funny how their relationship is balanced. She has secrets, not that he can blame her for keeping her personal life out of the lounge, and he… well, he can’t exactly tell her he’s a paid assassin. Of course that’s only until this last job is completed. Then he’s done.

Forever.

“Got some news,” Law says.

“What’s that? You win the lottery?” She winks. He’d never gamble his money away, and she knows it. Sunny Daze is his one and only vice.

“Nope. Actually, I’m retiring. Getting a new job.”

“Good for you. I hope it’s something you’ll enjoy. One day I’ll have a job like that. A job I love.” Her brows close in, and the smile falls from her face. She’s talked about her dream of working in a flower shop, saving her money until she can start her own store. “Then maybe I won’t have to take on another job.”
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