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JAZZY KILMOOR

Born Stacy Antonette Kilmoor, one has to wonder if her name foretold much of her life and personality. Does a name make or break a person? Would a man named Joe Strong never show weakness or a woman named White necessarily be Caucasian? Of course not! Yet in Stacy’s case, the name did explained a lot as will be revealed shortly.

Her father, Rudolf Kilmoor, was a musician. When he saw how Stacy reacted to his clarinet playing, he dubbed her with the nickname “Jazzy” since she reacted to that style of music more than any other. The name stuck. Everybody called her Jazzy in school and church and she enjoyed being referred to in that manner. She had an idyllic childhood up to the time her father suddenly passed away.  

Her mother, a rather timid soul, was lost, and for over a year went with a bevy of unsuitable suitors before settling down with the worst of the lot. Sam Canfield was not a nice man. It was after he married Jazzy’s mother that immediately the troubles began. He insisted that Jazzy go by the name Stacy Canfield and that since she was only fourteen, she needed to pay him the utmost respect and homage.

By the time she was fifteen, a real riff was developing in the family and she found herself on the outs with both her stepfather and her mother. He was physically abusive to women and it didn’t set well with Jazzy to have her mom beaten simply because of some made-up excuse by this horrid man. Things were heading for a showdown and Jazzy feared for her mother’s safety. To top things off, Sam Canfield was an important official in the city and had friends in high places that made it a practice of bending rules and looking the other way as a way of life.

As she felt her body developing, she grew aware of the fact that she was turning into a rather stunning young lady. Blue-eyed, blondish hair and with a perfect balance between her weight and height, at this point in her life she ought to be enjoying herself. But these attributes also created more friction in her relationship with her step-dad. Now he was looking at her in an entirely impropriate manner. Worse yet, her mother didn’t allow any discussion about anything Sam did or said. The story is as old as the hills surrounding Tulsa, Oklahoma, but very new to young Stacy. She was about to be molested by a man she despised.

It took a lot of doing to avoid him. Her status at school had changed. Now she was in high school. New teachers and new friends were less supportive than the middle school bunch she’d grown up with and she felt unsure of herself. Perhaps she could go to one of the teachers with her fears?

Her former friends and classmates had gone to another school. Since she now lived in a different side of Tulsa, she ended up isolated from those she’d known for much of her life. That isolation continued on the home front as well. It was impossible to talk over things with her mom any longer. Marie Canfield was so afraid of being alone, she simply allowed Sam to treat them anyway he liked.

Twice Sam tried to arrange for Marie to be away leaving Stacy alone with him in the house. Twice Stacy had simply walked out and tuned out his cruel threats. She knew exactly what he was up to, not that it made much difference. He’d win in the long run. That was a fact she accepted, although it made her skin crawl with disgust. There was no place to turn. She was trapped. Her new classmates didn’t wish to get involved and no teacher would allow her to continue talking about it after her answer to “Have you been touched?” Especially when her answer was “Not yet.”

Something else bugged her. That was how her mother suddenly began acting jealous instead of defensive. Sam’s attention was growing less restricted and he had a way of making it sound like it was young Stacy that initiated the racy conversations. His hands were beginning to find their mark more often and she had to constantly shove and push to escape his embraces and groping.

Worse yet, he was a rat with a silky way of slip sliding around the obvious and staying above the flak. His charm extended to the police and on one occasion, he had them come by and talk to her. It was a ruse and she understood it, but nobody else seemed aware of what he was planning. This meant that now she would be listed as a delinquent with a troubled past although it was a big, fat lie! Sam Canfield was a crafty and devious man.

***
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Youthful indiscretions are part of growing up. Some have devastating consequences even though they shouldn’t. It was a rare occasion. She was allowed to have a couple friends over that afternoon. All Sam had asked, was that they not touch his bottle of wine sitting in the fridge. They knew that they shouldn’t touch the bottle and yet they did. Silly schoolgirls sipping wine like adults, laughing like crazy and enjoying their youth. Still, if she’d thought about it a little longer, she’d probably figured out that it was a setup. But at fifteen, one tends to not be all that suspicious and jaded.

Both of her friends were giggling and so was she as they separated at four. The others were heading off to heaven knows where with their boyfriends and she was afraid to accompany them even though invited. She knew that Sam and Marie weren’t due home until about eight, yet they might call to check on her.

She decided to take a soak in the tub. Diligently, she locked the house up and headed to the bathroom upstairs. As she stepped from the tub and wrapped a towel around herself, she heard him coming for her. Sam charged at her like a raging bull, knocking her onto the tile floor and sending her towel across the room. Sam had sneaked home early. And they were alone. It was not without a fight. But something in the wine was making her lethargic and in a flash she knew what he’d done. He’d made sure she was alone, had drugged the wine and was now free to take her without any witnesses.

The battle was brief. He overpowered her, slammed himself on top of her and ravaged her sadistically until he was totally spent. Her virginity was gone and all she could do was throw up. Shortly later the police arrived and she was grateful when one of the officers walked into her bedroom to speak with her. But instead of hearing her out, he ordered her to dress and then handcuffed her and led her downstairs. It came as a complete shock.

“Yes. I want to press charges. She has stolen money and jewelry and held a wild party while my wife and I were at the Civic Center.” Sam looked so rejected, so heartbroken.

“You raped me, you dirty bas - - -” Her words were cut off by Marie’s hand as Stacy took a hard slap. Where had her mom been while all of this had happened? Later Stacy would learn that her mom had been called at the same time Sam called the police.

Her mother glared at her with a malice that startled Stacy. “Don’t you dare try that, young lady, for months you’ve tried to create a problem between your stepfather and me. You have crossed the line this time. Drunk and who knows what else! That is the last straw. You are out of here, Missy!”

Before she knew what was happening, she was taken to the police station. Whatever had been in the wine was potent. She grew goofier and goofier as the afternoon wore on. By the time the doctor came by, a little after eight, she was starting to calm down and think a bit more rationally. However, it was impossible to convince the doctor that she was the victim. Still, he sent her to the hospital and they did clean her up and examine her.

“See, I told you, Doctor, I’ve been raped,” she shouted at the doctor in anger at the end of the embarrassing ordeal. This was not something she was proud of.

“Miss Canfield,” he began, his face contorted by disgust.

She interrupted quickly. “My last name is Kilmoor.”

The doctor smiled knowingly at her. It gave her a sinking feeling. This whole thing had grown so surreal. “Miss Kilmoor. Your exam shows that you were drunk and that you had sex. Pretty rough sex but there is no real indication it was anything other than consensual sex. I don’t even doubt it when you say that it was your first time. But the facts are, you and some friends were seen drinking and they, the witnesses, saw several boys leaving your house.”

“So you are taking my step-dad’s word over mine?”

She stared at the doctor, realized that he was likely a friend of Sam Canfield and that in essence, she was screwed once again. Inside she was seething, the indignity of it all. Now it was back to the police station where they treated her coldly and booked her as if she was a common criminal. She spent the night on a smelly cot in a holding cell with three other women.

Morning brought more bad news. She wasn’t welcomed at home and would be assigned to a group home for wayward girls. She resigned herself to what was a long, drawn out process. The endless questions, the repeated inquiries into her relationship with her mother and the hinted association with ‘a wild crowd’ at school. By one o’clock, they transported her to an ugly place out on Greenwood, in an area she’d never heard of, let alone visited. It was a side of town that she had never imagined to exist.

This group home was run by a tough bunch of girls who mocked the nuns that tried to keep order out of the chaos these street thugs created. Somehow, Stacy managed to avoid any direct confrontations with the “evil ebony sisters” as well as the nuns. It was a lot like dodging Sam. He and his ploys had trained her well for life in this nasty place. As much as she hated this place, she hated Sam Canfield more. This was all his doing. The resentment toward him grew each miserable day she suffered being in this place.

According to the law, at age sixteen, she was free to walk out of the place if she so chose. That was well and fine but how would she survive on the streets? It wasn’t just a question of money. There were problems like finding a place to stay, obtaining a driver’s license and other ID. She’d need a job. Who would hire a kid fresh out of such a joint? Certainly it would not be any legitimate firm.

Three months after her sixteenth birthday, she left the home and traveled to Oklahoma City with a priest who suggested she work for the Church. But she nixed that idea as soon as he let her off in the downtown area of Oklahoma City. At that time of night it looked as if the town had been abandoned. Yet there were a few people moving about, most of which seemed like her, lost and alone.

The address on the scrap of paper the group home had given her was a dinky old apartment building off of Northeast Tenth Street. The sour faced old woman showed her a bunk in a ten by ten foot room that housed two bunk beds. The other three beds were occupied by young girls like her; old enough to be out on their own but otherwise homeless. The rent was ten bucks a week and that pretty well exhausted her stash of money.

All of her belongings fit inside a large gym bag. A toothbrush, a tube of lipstick and that constituted her items for personal grooming. It wasn’t an ideal situation, yet in her way of thinking, it was certainly an improvement over the group setting in Tulsa. Here she had no chores and no curfew. That meant she was free to do whatever she wished and could set her own schedule. While that sounded great, it wasn’t. Unless one has money, freedoms are limited.

Booze and drugs were easily available. There were parties and there were would-be suitors abounding about in her new freedom and she soon became meshed into a life style that courted disaster. A friend named Brianne introduced her to prostitution as a means to an end. Brianne was twenty, used the good looks she’d been blessed with as a weapon. She took Stacy under her wing and provided advice on how to survive on the streets. Liquor and dope helped Stacy cope with her new vocation for the first six months.

But for a lady of the night, there were ever-present dangers. Arrest, horrible illnesses, brutal assaults and death were commonplace in the business. A condom was vital to a working girl and so was being picky about one’s clients. A part of Stacy longed to not have to service these men. However, the pay was good. So good, that in a night, she could have three clients and make close to five hundred dollars.

In her way of thinking, it seemed fairly reliable to judge potential customers by their vehicles. Expensive cars generally produced johns that paid well. In her muddled mind, the car was key to her selection of the person hiring her services. Brianne warned her to be more careful and as a concession to her friend, Stacy purchased a switchblade knife that could be easily concealed. But would that be enough protection?
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It was a cold evening. Things were slow on Reno so she moved on up to Main Street and found a vacant corner. After about an hour of turning down offers for ‘a ride’, Stacy found herself approached by a man in a flashy gull-winged car. He smiled at her and immediately offered her three hundred for a full session. Tossing caution to the wind (which at the moment was growing colder by the minute), she hopped in and settled down next to the well-dressed dude.

It played out like normal in the beginning. They drove out to the Northwest Highway and located an out-of-the-way motel. He went in, brought back a key and then her work began. At first, it was okay. But as the session progressed, he became rougher and rougher. He also talked way too much! Saying things about being a ‘runner’ for a Kansas City boss and part of the mob and how he skimmed thousands of dollars from his collections and how cool he was. Quickly she surmised that this wasn’t just idle chat. He was what he was saying he was, and if that was true, then he probably planned on stiffing her for her services or else harming her since he had blabbed so much.

His name was Ray Russo. He carried a large gun and lots of dope. He draped his clothing and the gun casually over a chair as he stripped for their frolicking in the sheets, but soon he was starting to act weird. She squirmed about so that she could get at her switchblade in case of an emergency. Eventually she grasped that her judgment was impaired from the drugs in her system and by her greed. As surely as she had known for months what her stepfather had planned for her, she now knew that Ray Russo was going to try to kill her.

He slammed her down and tried to have another go at her. Somehow his body just wasn’t responding. This angered him and he slapped her and began cursing as he held her down on the soiled sheets. Then his hands clasped her neck and her efforts to free herself seemed futile as he choked her. But he wanted to hurt her as much as kill her. He let her wrist go so he could raise his fist to punch her in the face. She twisted about, grasped the knife and popped the long blade free. Her only thought was to injure him and flee.

The slender blade was aimed at his thick chest. But at that precise moment, when she struck with the knife, he’d reared back. The dagger entered his neck at an upward thrust. He rolled off of her and went for the chair where his gun rested in its shiny holster. Fearful that he might make it to the gun, she kicked at him, the flat of her bare foot shoving the shank of the knife deep into his throat and perhaps even into the lower part of his brain. His eyes rolled and he dropped backward, tumbled off the corner of the bed and collapsed into the middle of the small motel room. Blood squirted everywhere and Stacy was covered in it. Red smudged her breasts and her hair. She’s never seen a wound gush so furiously and spray everything with blood like that.

She dried herself off with a corner of the sheet and sat there trembling for around ten minutes. Pull yourself together, she told herself again and again. Slowly the shakes disappeared and she stood to stretch. He deserved what he had gotten, hadn’t he, she asked herself? It was pure self-defense.

Carefully, she examined him to be sure he was dead. Next, she went through his pockets and placed the contents on the lamp stand. His car keys, money and incidentals went into a stack near the large gun. Those things would go into a pillowcase. As an afterthought, she took every item that would help identify him and placed them in a separate stack. Those things joined the others but in a separate bundle. This took time. But right at that moment, time was all she had going for her.

She showered, making sure all the bloodstains were washed from her hair and from her body. Diligently, she wiped off all surfaces that might hold fingerprints. To confuse the cops, she dressed the late Mister Russo and propped his lifeless form against the chair. She even combed his hair so that it wouldn’t appear that he had been engaged in sex or a struggle.

With that done, she studied the activities going on in the parking lot. She was hoping for a break in the traffic. It was close to two in the morning before she ventured forth, the small gym bag of her personal belongings and the pillowcase with Russo’s stuff clutched tightly in her hands. There was no urgency in her actions although she was extremely apprehensive as she walked over and climbed into the automobile.

The fancy car was a floor shifter and had five gears and a clutch, all of which she knew nothing about. Like total “nada”! Yet to her credit, she managed to get the car moving without it jerking too badly or stalling out and had it on the street headed east within seconds of starting it. Her heart was pounding in her ears as she fiddled with the shifting rod. Soon she had the gears figured out. It wasn’t as if she was a dumb girl. After all, she had been rather skilled with mechanical things all of her young life. However, the clutch proved a challenge as she worked at downshifting the gears. Thankfully there was little traffic on the streets and in a few minutes, her nerves settled down.

She drove out to Trosper Park on Twenty-Ninth Street and parked. She did this because she had nowhere else to go and wanted time to clear her mind. If what Ray Russo had told her was true, then in the trunk was a lot of cash and a huge supply of pot. If that was the case, then she had a bigger problem than simply killing the thug. She had stolen from the mob. From what she had heard and read, that was always a bad thing.

The Tinker Diagonal would take her into Arkansas. But she didn’t know why she’d head that way? There wasn’t anything for her there. How does one run and hide from both the cops and the mob? She had no clue. And honestly, at the moment she didn’t care.

After taking a short snooze, she woke up to discover she could now think clearly. Cautiously, she got out of the small car and walked around to open the trunk. It was barely morning. Daylight just about to break and there was almost enough light to see inside the dark trunk. Still, she located the briefcase and popped it open. As promised, it was full of money. Next to the briefcase was a brown paper sack, the large kind that is used for groceries. Inside she found stacks of tightly compressed plastic bags of pure pot. She had struck the mother lode here!

Russo kept a notebook with names and addresses. It wasn’t hard to decipher his crude code and she realized he hadn’t been a very complex dude. But then he was a crook, a bad guy. At the present time, he was also very dead. She’d collected over a thousand dollars from his wallet. She had his gun and his car. Equally important, she had the name and address of his boss in Kansas City. That’s when the idea came to her. It was almost frightening.

She drove to Wichita and checked into a Holiday Inn. She drove down Kellogg and went to Town East Mall, where she switched license plates and shopped for a suitcase, some new clothing. At seventeen, she looked younger and blended in well with the milling youthful shoppers as she pondered what her fate might be? She ate at the food court, surprised how good the food tasted and how calm she was feeling. She stayed at the Mall until closing and then headed back to her pleasant motel room.

She’d purchased a wig. Her blondish hair was too common. A dark brown hairpiece gave her a totally different look. She’d bought some makeup and planned on being creative in the morning. On a whim, she called home and froze when ‘he’ answered instead of her mother. Hanging up, she wondered if her stepfather would figure out why somebody from Kansas would be calling?

Her plan was to go to this Kansas City gangster boss and make a deal. After all, she had his goods and he ought to be grateful to have them back. So up the turnpike she headed. In Kansas City she drove to the area she’d circled on the map.  Twice she drove around the block in the White Haven section. These were old homes in an expensive part of town. All were two storied and many had servant apartments over the separate two and three car garages. This wasn’t the type place she expected a Mafia man to live in.

On her third try, she mustered enough courage to walk up the eight steps to the paved path leading to the large double doors. The house was brick, painted or whitewashed. She couldn’t decide which. The doorbell chimed loudly and she fought back the panicky urge to run away. In a flash, a sprightly woman in a maid’s outfit opened the door and greeted her curtly.

“What can I do for you?” The accent was thick and German. The woman was past middle-aged, gaunt and held herself erect like a soldier as she eyeballed Stacy.

“I need to speak with the Boss.” Stacy was surprised how easily that came out of her mouth. Was she making a big mistake?

“The Boss?” Came the surprised lady’s question. She paused, then turned and called out for “Carl.”

Carl was not a butler. By the looks of his broad shoulders, he had to be the bodyguard. He strolled slowly to the door and glared at Stacy long and hard. He wasn’t one to trifle with, she recognized quickly. “To whom did you wish to speak?”

His voice had the quality of a warning growl and sent shivers up and down Stacy’s spine.

“The Boss man, I have some business with him.” Her tone was brittle which shocked her since she was so scared that she feared her bladder was about to fail her. She handed him Ray Russo’s items and waited as he studied the departed gentleman’s driver’s license and credit cards.

Carl grinned at her at that moment and she wondered if he was being friendly or laughing at her? Stacy was waved inside. The rough looking man motioned for her to lift her arms. He leaned forward and expertly patted her down, signaling for her to hand over the knife she’d concealed under her bra. She was glad she’d not carried the gun. He checked her purse and handed it back as she reached under her new blouse and handed him the switchblade.

“I’d like that back when I leave?” Again, her tone was strangely muted and came across as confident.

“Of course.” He answered.

Then she was ushered up the grand staircase to the second floor. There a hall ran the length of the upper story and she made out at least four doors past the one she was directed to.

“Boss, this cheeky little wisp wants an audience with you.” His voice reflected his apparent amusement with the situation. Stacy snorted in faked indignation and approached a man in an enormous chair.

“Sir, I need to speak to you about something very important.” Her tone still remained calm and she wondered if the bald headed man sitting there with a cup of coffee in his hand had any idea of how frightened she was?

He was larger than life. He had dark eyes that pierced the distant between them. He took the items from Carl and swept his eyes over them in a manner that suggested he understood exactly what they represented.

“And how did you come by these young lady?” He spoke in a smooth baritone voice that sent a quiver of pure fear up her spine. He nodded to the pretty lady sitting next to him and she immediately rose to go.

“I’ll check on Mura. She should have brunch about ready, dear,” the pretty lady said.

“Thank you Lanny, this shouldn’t take long.” He smiled at the stately lady and instantly Stacy understood that Lanny was the man’s trophy wife and therefore not expected to be part of his business.

“I’m waiting for your answer, young lady!” It wasn’t a question.

“See these bruises?” She asked, displaying the marks on her neck where Russo had tried to choke her.

“Mister Russo tried to murder me. I had to dispatch him. It was self-defense.”

Stacy Kilmoor stood her ground and locked eyes with this imposing man. This was a deadly encounter and she feared for her life. What had she been thinking? He shuffled through Russo’s stuff, saying nothing as the moments ticked by. Would she die suddenly? Would it be a violent event? Or would they dismiss her as some sort of kook and send her on her way?

Suddenly he tossed the items in his hand on the floor by his feet and asked “Where did this happen?”

“In Oklahoma City, at a motel on the northwest side of town.”

He smiled at that and leaned forward to speak to her confidentially. “And why were you there?”

“I was hooking. Mister Russo offered me three hundred.” Here she shrugged and sighed.

“Prostitution at your age, how old are you anyway?” He leaned back and stared at her with a little sign of disbelief in his eyes.

“I am seventeen. It pays the rent. I don’t like it but what else can a girl do?”

“Go to school, get a degree. How long have you been on the street and why are you here?” A deep furrow indicated his displeasure and she felt like he’d scolded her and she dared not sass him.

“I have been on my own for half a year. And the reason I am here, is to return some items that Ray Russo had that probably belong to you, sir,” she watched closely to see his reaction.

“Something more substantial than his credit cards and license?” His eyes were narrowed into slits and even though his voice was friendly, his attitude wasn’t.

“A bag of goods and a briefcase full of cash as well as his car, sir.” Somehow she knew politeness was called for at this point in the negotiations.

“I don’t see them on you, Sweet-cheeks?”

“No sir, but I can fetch them quickly. But first I want to talk about employment.”

He smiled and shook his head at her. Stacy realized her odds of surviving this meeting were thin at best. Yet the idea was firmly planted in her head and she wasn’t about to let it go. It was an all or nothing deal.

“Bring me my stuff. Then perhaps I will hear you out. But first, tell me how you ended up with it and what transpired between you and my late employee?”

“Not much to tell. He was full of himself and talked way too freely. He told me how he skimmed money from his boss and how dumb you had to be to not notice. Since he told me so much, I figured he was going to kill me as soon as he finished screwing. I was right. He tried to choke me so I stabbed him in the neck. I emptied his pockets and took the car. In the trunk was a notebook with coded names, addresses and dates along with the money and a stash of weed bundled for sale. I made sure there was no identification on him and cleaned up, wiping off any prints.”

His heavy voice demanded of her, “Why did you decide to return the items?”

“Because I want a job. Because I am an honest person.”

He let his smile fade and frowned at her. She looked over at the door and saw the burly Carl standing there. The Boss nodded and Carl motioned for her to follow him back down the stairs. She spotted the woman named Mura scurrying around in a large dining area and wondered if it was indeed safe here with the wait staff around as witnesses. She certainly hoped so.

“Five minutes, Missy.” Carl opened the door and she slipped outside and took a deep gulp of fresh air. The walk was short but she kept glancing over her shoulder to see if she was being followed. She wasn’t.

With the bag of pot and the briefcase in hand, she returned to the mansion. She had carefully positioned Russo’s gun under her skirt. Something told her that Carl wouldn’t think of frisking her again after such a short absence. She didn’t have to ring the doorbell. Carl was waiting for her and swung it open. He motioned for her to precede upstairs and announced her to the Boss before disappearing downstairs.

Stacy placed the paper sack on the floor and then carefully handed him the briefcase. He laid it on his lap and opened it, examined several of the stacks of money before nodding approvingly. He sat the case down on the floor and snapped it shut. His eyes searched her face and she waited patiently for him to speak.

“I find it difficult to believe one so young and dainty could kill Ray Russo. He was one of my top soldiers. He had a reputation of being rather rugged and deadly. The fact that he was skimming was no secret to me. It is an expected cost of having a good collection man. You have caused me no end of problems, Sweet-cheeks, since he will be hard to replace. Is that the job you want?”

“No sir.” It was crunch time and all of a sudden she was having second thoughts of even suggesting what she wanted to be hired to do. It was so far out there that even she had doubts of the saneness of stating her request.

“I have people that recruit prostitutes and pimps. I have folks that deal with drugs and gambling. I, myself, don’t get involved in the day-to-day operations of that kind of stuff. So was there something else I can do for you, my dear?”

“I don’t want to be a hooker. I have found something that I think I can do that might make me invaluable to an operation like yours, sir.”

He folded his hands and gave her an inquisitive look. She gulped and continued in as calm a voice as she could muster. It would sound ludicrous coming from her. But she gave it a try.

“I would like to become your hit-man. I think I’d be good at it. Assassination ought to be easy for somebody with my appearance. After all, who would suspect me of murder?”

He laughed at that. His face was showing signs of the hard times, the weariness of being on the edge for so long had created lines around his mouth and his large eyes that were less than complimentary. She locked her eyes onto his and waited. It was a short wait.

“Knowing what you do, why do you think I’d let you walk out of here, huh?”

“One reason, like who would believe a thing I say?”

“And then there is this, sir.” Cautiously, she pulled out Russo’s gun and held it so he couldn’t help but notice it. If he was surprised or afraid, it didn’t show in his eyes or demeanor. He stared at her as if examining a piece of art and slowly Stacy grew alarmed that she overplayed her hand.

“Don’t blame Carl, sir. He did pat me down the first time. I sort of guessed he wouldn’t this time around and I was right. Yes, I am serious about the position.” Somewhere along the way, her voice picked up a little ice and her words came out crisper than usual.

“Why don’t I simply pay you, young lady for returning my stuff and you go on your way?”

“I already took out five grand. Call it a finder’s fee. Please think about my suggestion, sir. I think I could do the job for you and to your satisfaction.”

He tossed her the keys to Russo’s car and nodded. “Let me think on it. Call me Thursday at one. I’ll let you know then. But don’t get your hopes up, kiddo! By the way, what is your name?”

“Jazzy Canfield.” She very deliberately used her stepfather’s last name since that was how she’d been booked in Tulsa.

“I mean your real name.” He hadn’t fallen for her bit of deception.

She handed him her driver’s license and he laughed again, amused no doubt by her last name actually being Kilmoor.

“Jazzy?”

“My nickname came from my real dad.”

“Jazzy Kill More, a befitting name for a hired killer.” Here he sighed then went on, “Call me Thursday, Miss Canfield. Now scram before I change my mind and have you snuffed.”

She did. First off, she ditched the two goons that followed her through Country Club Plaza. Maybe the Boss had meant her no harm, yet he had sent these thugs along. Maybe he wanted to make sure she was acting alone? Maybe not? The second thing she did was to hide the gull-winged car. It was special enough that it drew attention and that could help either the law or the Mob find her.

***
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Harry Beldacci met with his chief business man, Victor Vinnicone. Victor was thin, had a face that resembled a death mask. His responsibility was handling personnel and resources and he was skeptical that the young lady the Boss described was for real. Carl assured him of the fact that Jazzy Canfield, real name Stacy Kilmoor, was the real deal.

“How can we go wrong with a name like Kill-more?” Harry laughed. It was settled, they’d give her an impossible target and see how she handled the job. If she managed to pull the caper off, then they had a keeper. If not, then her failure would seal her fate.

“I did a background check on her. Tossed out of her home by her stepfather, who by the way, she claims raped her. She lived at Mount Saint
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