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Mary Jo hated her most recent job of killing a woman named Bonnie Malak. Something felt off.

So Mary Jo, with her lover and fellow assassin, Jean, decided to figure out what seemed out of place. 

Sometimes a job to kill might not be on target.

A Mary Jo Assassin Story of love, death, and friendship.




 

 

 

 

CHAPTER ONE

 

 

MARY JO USUALLY loved mornings. The fresh promise of a new day at hand, the savoring taste of freshly brewed coffee, the smell of eggs and ham. 

This morning wasn’t that much different from her normal mornings. She went through her daily ritual of shower and getting dressed. Jean, Mary Jo’s partner, lover, and roommate, didn’t much go for mornings, so she normally slept in and it wasn’t until hours later that Jean usually crawled out of bed.

But this morning, because Mary Jo was at a critical point on a job, Jean got up and cooked her breakfast. They had learned that working together was so much more fun than working alone, so they shared everything, and Mary Jo was glad they did.

Especially today.

There was something about this job Mary Jo had been hired to do that bothered both of them and neither of them could put their finger on the problem.

Today they would find out what exactly was happening.

Mary Jo came out of the New York City penthouse apartment’s main bathroom and into the modern kitchen where the sound of ham sizzling greeted her along with the thick, rich smell of freshly brewed coffee.

She had just entered heaven.

Mary Jo loved how Jean normally looked in the mornings, her blond hair pulled back, her perfect body tucked into a thin cotton robe. But this morning Jean had gotten dressed in Levi’s and a silk blouse and tennis shoes, her working clothes. She had actually gotten up ahead of Mary Jo, which in their two years together had almost never happened.

Mary Jo thought Jean the most beautiful woman Mary Jo had ever seen. Jean said the same about Mary Jo. There was no doubt they were a striking couple from all the looks they got when they went out in public.

Jean, at five-three was two inches taller than Mary Jo. Jean had blonde hair and striking green eyes while Mary Jo had short brown hair and deep brown eyes. What Mary Jo loved was how they fit in each other’s arms perfectly. In fact, last night, they had spent an hour in each other’s arms naked in the hot tub going over every detail of Mary Jo’s job today. 

Both of them were professional assassins, both had done their job for over a thousand years, but as best they could figure, Mary Jo was about a hundred years older than Jean. 

Neither one of them could imagine doing anything else but be an assassin.

But this last job Mary Jo had been hired to do just bothered them both and they had learned over the centuries to listen carefully to that gut sense that something was wrong. 

Today, they were going to find out what was bothering them exactly.

Mary Jo hugged Jean from behind as Jean stood at the stove, then went and poured herself a cup of coffee. 
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