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To the Outsiders who never got an invite—
To the Survivors who know the sweetest things often hide poison—
To the Women who’ve walked into glittering rooms with murder in their hearts.



Because sometimes the Mid-Autumn Festival isn’t just lanterns, mooncakes, and family reunions.
Sometimes it’s rooftop hits, poisoned pastries, and slipping out of Shanghai like a ghost.


If you’ve ever smiled politely while plotting someone’s downfall—this one’s for you.


And because no Shanghai night is complete without a soundtrack,
I’ve put together a playlist to set the mood.
Click, press play—and let the lanterns burn in a city that never sleeps.


Happy Mid-Autumn—May your mooncakes be sweet, but never poisoned.


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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Mooncakes & Surprises


When you’ve been stuck at sea for a month—even if it’s on an ultra-luxurious junk with silk sheets and a private chef—stepping onto dry land feels like learning to walk again. My legs don’t trust the ground as I step off the gangplank. My equilibrium is shot to shit. I’m walking like a drunk hooker in broken heels after a rough night.

The noise isn’t helping. My head’s pounding hard enough to rival the worst hangover. Shanghai Harbour doesn’t do quiet or subtle. Even in the predawn hours, it’s a hive: dockworkers shouting in half a dozen languages, cranes groaning, engines coughing black smoke into the sky. Metal clatters, ropes snap taut, someone’s already arguing over lost cargo.

And don’t get me started on the smell. Diesel, brine, rotting fish—all cut through by the faint sweetness of cheap incense burning somewhere nearby, doing penance for the stench. My stomach turns with the sensory overload.

I’m just grateful it’s still dark. If I had to face this circus in full daylight, I’d be puking—but at least the fish would get a free meal.

My cabin may have been plush, but staring at four walls for weeks is a special kind of hell, even with a comfortable bed, five-star meals, and no windows. They called me a guest, but in truth, I was being smuggled across the ocean in style. Not my first time. Won’t be my last. At least I wasn’t in a shipping container with only a bucket to piss in.

Shanghai rises ahead in a jagged silhouette, neon pulsing as dawn threatens. My DiDi pulls up at the pickup point. The driver yawns as I slide into the back seat. He looks like he’s had a long night of hauling loud tourists and is ready to call it quits. But Shanghai is a city that doesn’t sleep—lucky for me, because neither do I, and I have places to be and a bad man to kill.

According to the encrypted file Jane sent me while I was trapped in my cabin—and which I’ve had plenty of time to obsess over—my target is a man named Zhao Wen. Businessman. Politician. Philanthropist, if you believe the headlines. Which I never do. I’ve killed too many men like Wen to buy the spin their PR teams use to cover their sins. And let’s face it, if someone ends up in my crosshairs, they’ve earned it. No innocent ever has me knocking on their door. Not that I knock on doors.

Jane’s file painted him as Shanghai’s golden boy, but buried under glowing articles and glossy ribbon-cutting shots is the truth. Zhao Wen is a Triad money man with sticky fingers who got caught dipping into the wrong cookie jar. He thinks he covered his tracks, bought the right friends, and made the kind of side deals that keep men like him untouchable—or so he thinks. Construction kickbacks. Illegal shipments of drugs and weapons through the harbour. A private security detail that doubles as his personal death squad. He thinks those connections make him safe, free to do as he pleases… unless someone with a lot of money hires Jane to point one of her killers on a leash at him.

I still haven’t quite figured out exactly who put the contract out on Wen. I’m still busy playing my favourite game of Who’s the Puppetmaster, but I’m guessing it’s one of the Triad bosses he skimmed from. Doing that tends to get you on the wrong end of a blade.

Too bad. So sad. Not really.
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