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Making the world a better place for animals one murder at a time.

Tommy is not a good man.

Tommy is a retired hitman with nothing left to live for. His dog Zero was the only light in his dark world, and cancer stole that from him. He's planned his exit down to the last bullet, ready to join his best friend in whatever comes next.
But on his way to end it all, he encounters an unforgivable crime. A defenseless dog named Meeko is brutally murdered by a monster who'll face nothing more than a slap on the wrist. The legal system has failed. Tommy hasn't. He has the skills, the tools, and now a dark new purpose. He'll give Meeko the justice the courts never will.
Can one man's quest for vengeance restore balance to a broken world, or will his final mission drag him deeper into the darkness he's trying to escape?
Find out in The Killer's Requiem, a gritty vigilante justice thriller featuring a broken hero, brutal retribution, and the unbreakable bond between humans and animals.
Grab your copy and feel the fury of justice served today!

If you love John Wick, you'll love Tommy's quest for justice.
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This is a work of fiction.  Names, characters, businesses, places, events and incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner.  Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.

I love hearing from readers.  

Please contact or follow me.

https://www.lsodea.com/ls-odea-thrillers/
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Or email at lsodea7@gmail.com
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and get Two Free books

httpS://lsodea.com/join-the-lake-of-sins-readers-group//
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Here are some of the perks of being a member of my newsletter

	Fun and entertaining articles delivered straight to your inbox

	Group Only Giveaways

	Sneak Peeks of illustrations, book covers and stories


You can also join my closed FB group. Go here to join

https://www.facebook.com/groups/137774923650964/
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Author’s Note
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I wish I could say that the atrocities committed against the dog in this story were based on one real-life event because then only one dog would have suffered like this. Unfortunately, animals are abused and murdered every day by people they trust, by those who should be caring for them. 

This is a work of fiction, but abuse like this happens all the time, and the punishment for the abusers is never justice. The animal welfare laws are not strong enough in the US or any country. We, as animal lovers, need to work together to strengthen the laws so that animal abusers spend many, many years behind bars. I’d prefer an eye-for-an-eye justice for animal and child abuse, but I don’t think that will ever happen in real life, but I can make it happen in fiction.

I hope you’ll root for Tommy as much as I do.
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CHAPTER 1
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It’d taken Tommy longer than he’d expected to go to the four local locations and pick up his vacate bags. They were filled with money, passports, weapons, and other tools of his former trade. Before he ate his bullet, he’d send Bill the addresses of the bags he had stashed in other states and countries. His friend could claim them or leave them. He really didn’t care anymore. He’d only grabbed these so he could leave the money to Marjorie and her rescue.

It was getting late. The roads had been bad due to the recent snowstorm, but he was almost to Cedar Crossing. From there it was a short trip to Bill’s cabin. He’d make a quick stop at the grocery and liquor stores. Then tomorrow morning as the sun chased away the night, he’d end his legacy of pain and violence. The only good thing in his life had left him almost a year ago. It was time for him to join his dog.

“We’re almost there.” He glanced at the passenger seat, for one instant expecting to see the graying face of his best friend, but instead there was just the urn and an overwhelming jolt of loss. He could see Zero’s brown eyes looking at him and chiding him for being a coward. “Yeah. I know. I’ve gotta make that call.” 

He pulled to a stop at a red light. He couldn’t delay any longer. He grabbed his phone from the seat next to the urn, unlocked it, and hit the button to call the one person who would notice he was gone.

“Hi, I’m so glad you called.” As always, Marjorie sounded happy to hear from him. 

“Hey.” When he’d first met her, he’d been sure it was a lie or a trap, but after eight years he knew it was just who she was. A good person, unlike him. 

“Did you change your mind about coming over for Christmas?” 

“No. Sorry. I’m not going to be able to make it.” His eyes darted to the duffle bag. He still had to text Bill and tell him to give the money to Marjorie. She could use it to help a lot of dogs. At least something from his past would be used for good.

“How are you doing, Thomas?” Her tone changed to one of concern.

He smiled slightly. She was the only one who called him that. He was in his mid-forties, but he still went by Tommy. It was a silly name for a serious man. “I’m okay.” He wasn’t. Okay had been a temporary phase in his life, and it’d ended with Zero’s death.

“Did you decide what you’re going to do with his ashes? I still think the park is a great option. He loved it there.”

He glanced at the urn, and his heart broke all over again. He’d never realized how much losing someone hurt. If he had, he wouldn’t have been able to kill all those people. “He did love it there, but I don’t think that’s the right place.” Zero had been happiest at home, in the bed, in the living room, or anywhere Tommy was. 

“What if we drive out to the country and let him go in a field.” There was a smile in her voice. “I’m sure he’d love to torment some cows.”

“He probably would, but I can’t do that.” Spreading his ashes and leaving would be like abandoning him, and Tommy would never do that.

“You know, you don’t have to decide now. You don’t have to do anything until you’re ready.”

He knew all that, and he wasn’t one to talk about his decisions, but it was time to tell Marjorie some of his plan. “Actually, I have decided what I’m going to do with him.”

“You have?” She sounded surprised and happy. “That’s great. I mean...you should take the time that you need, but it’d be good for you to move forward. You’ll never forget him or stop loving him, but he wouldn’t want you to mourn him too long.”

“I know.” But it was too bad. He’d mourn his dog until the bullet exited his skull. Death was the only way he’d ever stop missing his friend.

It’d been a year since Zero had died. Correction. It’d been a year since Tommy had killed him. His best friend had been in pain, the cancer eating away at him. Everyone had said it was the kindest thing he could do, but Tommy had still betrayed the only creature on this earth who’d truly loved him.

“When are you going to do it? I’d love to be there with you. With him. I loved him too.” She’d loved him first. Marjorie had rescued him from the shelter. 

Zero had been a six-year-old black pit-mix, and he’d been abused. People passed by him every day with barely a glance. The poor guy had given up, but Marjorie had seen him. She had a gift of seeing the souls of the lost and forlorn. 

“If you want to do it alone, I understand.” She was the kindest, most intuitive person he’d ever met. 

He had no idea how she’d screwed up and befriended him. “Thanks. I do need to do this alone.” His gaze darted to the rearview mirror and the duffle bag on the back seat. It held the remnants from his other life, his life of death and pain. Alone would be the only way he’d get it done. Marjorie would never accept what he had to do.

“I definitely understand. Saying goodbye to a friend is always very difficult.” She paused for a second. “If you don’t mind telling me
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