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CHARACTERS

	Lilah Love (28)—dark-brown hair, brown eyes, curvy figure. An FBI profiler working in Los Angeles, she grew up in the Hamptons. Her mother was a famous movie star who died tragically in a plane crash, which caused Lilah to leave law school prematurely and eventually pursue a career in law enforcement. Lilah’s father is the mayor of East Hampton; her brother is the Hamptons’ chief of police. She dated Kane Mendez against her father’s wishes. She was brutally attacked one night, and Kane came to her rescue, somewhat, and what unfolded that night created a secret between the two they can never share with anyone else. This eventually caused Lilah to leave and take a job in LA, away from her family, Kane, and that secret. Lilah is back in the Hamptons now, married to Kane Mendez, and working as part of a special FBI task force to take down the Society— an underground organization with deep pockets, and fingers in all the wrong political pots.

	Kane Mendez (32)—brown hair, dark-brown eyes, leanly muscled body. He’s the CEO of Mendez Enterprises and is thought to be the leader of the cartel that his father left behind when he was killed. But Kane’s uncle runs the operation, while he runs the legitimate side of the business. Lilah’s ex from before she left for L.A., and now her husband since they’ve reconnected. 

	Director Murphy (50s)—gray hair, perfectly groomed. Former military. Lilah’s boss. The head of the L.A. branch of the FBI. Sent Lilah back to the Hamptons to follow an assassin case, then kept her local in NYC working on a cold-case task force. Is known to have had strong feelings for Lilah’s mother, and as head of the task force Lilah is on, continues to point her in the direction to take down the Society.

	Jeff “Tic Tac” Landers—Lilah’s go-to tech guy at the FBI. She’s pulled him onto the task force with her.

	Grant Love (57)—blue eyes, graying hair. Lilah’s father, the mayor, retired police chief of East Hampton. A perfect politician. Charming. He’s being groomed by Ted Pocher to run for New York governor.

	Andrew Love (34)—blond hair, blue eyes. Lilah’s brother and the current East Hampton police chief. Andrew is protective and seems to be the perfect brother. The problem is that he’s perfect at everything, including being as macho and bossy as their father. There’s more to Andrew than meets the eye. Now an advisor for his father, the future Governor of New York.

	Lucas Davenport—tall, and looks like a preppy version of Tarzan. A very successful and good-looking investment banker, and addicted to hacking. He is a cousin of sorts to Lilah and Andrew. His father was the stepbrother of Lilah’s father. His father was also known to have been with Lilah’s mother, Laura, on the night they both disappeared in the plane crash. He flirts mercilessly with Lilah, seeing as they’re not blood-related, but she always shoots him down.

	Laura Love—Lilah’s mother. Famous actress. Died four years ago in a horrific plane crash, which has now been discovered to be a murder at the hands of the Society. She infamously portrayed Marilyn Monroe in an Oscar-winning performance. 

	Ted Pocher— A thin, tall man in his fifties, with salt and pepper hair, and an air of arrogance and authority to him, which he wears like a second skin. Billionaire CEO of the world’s fifth largest privately held conglomerate, Pocher Industries. Has taken a liking to Lilah’s father in hopes of furthering her father’s political career. He tried to do business with Kane and Mendez Enterprises but was turned down because of his rep for shady business deals. One of the leaders of the Society. 

	Jay—Lilah’s bodyguard, courtesy of Kane. His voice is heavily accented, ugly scar ripped down his cheek. Thick, dark hair. Has taken a bullet for Lilah. Mexican.

	Chief Houston (30s)—NYPD Chief. Lilah’s contact when she needs a police presence or liaison while in the city. Lilah knows him from back in the day. Linebacker, fit frame.

	Kit—tall, brooding, fit Mexican man who smiles big and used to guard the front desk of Kane and Lilah’s building before he became a personal bodyguard for both of them as needed. He kills easily. Kane trusts him.

	Jack Cox (36)—Wavy, slick-backed hair, a sculpted but somehow weak jawline, and glasses. Chemist, with a Ph.D. who worked at NYC Health and Hospitals right out of college until last year when he became a forensics tech. Has been stalking Lilah online with a huge mass of people, and tracked her down (by stealing her information from Rollins’ Rolodex) to get her involved in the Horror Movie killings.

	Ghost—One of the deadliest assassins on the planet. Went up against Lilah once before during her first case back in the Hamptons when she faced off with the Society. Tall, muscular, and confident, his grace is that of a practiced soldier. His dark brown hair is short, but not short enough to read as military. His temples are streaked gray, perhaps thirty-six or seven. Pale green eyes. High cheekbones, straight nose.

	Gabriel—One of Kane’s men who helps protect him and Lilah. His father worked for Kane for five years. Military background, recently honorably discharged. Sniper.

	Enrique—One of Kane’s men who helps protect him and Lilah.

	Laslo—One of Kane’s men who he has dubbed to take over the cartel when Kane can finally get rid of his uncle.

	Rich Moore—blond surfer-dude looks, blue eyes. Works with Lilah. He and Lilah were sleeping together until Rich wanted more and Lilah called it off.

	Greg Harrison—Lilah’s old partner from the New York Police Department. Currently in a lot of hot water with Internal Affairs over an incident that may or may not be of his own making. He was partnered with Nelson Moser prior to being put on leave by IA pending further investigation but has been working independent security with Moser in the meantime.

	Roberto Mendez—Kane’s father who was supposed to be dead, murdered a few years ago. Came out of hiding when Kane killed his uncle, Miguel, and tried to pass the cartel leadership to another. 

	Danica “DD” Day—Thirty-something, blonde, used to be a model. Deputy Medical Examiner of Suffolk County. Worked the Wedding Duet murders with Lilah.



	



	Dear Readers

	Book one of a new Lilah Love duet is here! People often ask me how many Lilah Love books I will write. The answer is, as long as you enjoy the books, I’ll keep writing them, but please, please, share the series with your friends, and help get the word out. The more readers, the more books I can write! 

	Now, onward to this new book. Ever since I wrote Ghost and his obsession with Lilah, I knew this book had to be written! And here we are! 

	SPOILERS…do not read if you have not read the prior two books…

	Just a quick recap about how The Party Is Over left us:

	Lilah just solved another serial killer crime spree, but as they say, there is no rest for the wicked and there are so many in this series. Kane showed Lilah proof that Murphy is not who he says he is, and that he may not have been her mother’s lover after all. Kane located a photo of the day her mother died. She was with another man, and Murphy was watching in the background with a hateful look on his face. Now Lilah wonders if Murphy killed her mother. There are also reasons to worry he works for the Society, who he claims to be trying to shut down with her.

	Additionally, Lilah and Kane have worked their way into a position close to Lilah’s soon-to-be governor father. They staged an attack on her father at a press event and Kane’s men saved him, only it turns out the attack was real and carried out by Miguel, Kane’s uncle, who runs the cartel now that Kane’s father is dead. That same night, Miguel corners Lilah.

	This was a mistake. Kane becomes enraged in that quiet, lethal way, that is so him. 

	Kane decides Miguel has to go, and he had already been grooming Laslo to take over for him but hadn’t felt as if he was quite ready. Now Laslo will simply have to step up. Kane, written in his first ever point-of-view ever, confronts his uncle and kills him, but shortly after, there is a shocking moment. Laslo is shot dead by Kane’s father, who is not dead at all. Now we must find out what comes next between father and son.

	Meanwhile, Homeland Security has cornered Lilah and insisted she join them at a crime scene, which is highly unusual. Lilah is escorted to an apartment building, where she finds Murphy dead, shot between the eyes.

	And so, The Ghost Assassin begins!

	I hope you enjoy this installment in The Lilah fucking Love-Mendez Series!

	Also, if you haven’t checked out my new pen name L.R. Jones, YOU LOOK BEAUTIFUL is out now!

	—Lisa

	 


Chapter One

	Kane

	It was clearly a mistake to choose this location in Mexico that my father fondly called “the graveyard” to face off with my uncle. This warehouse is where he came to turn conflict into conclusion. And conclusion is exactly what we have. 

	Miguel is dead and so is my intended placeholder, Laslo. 

	I killed Miguel. 

	My “dead” father killed Laslo.

	My dead father, who stands in front of me now alive and well. And while his thick, dark hair is more salt and pepper than it was when I last saw him, the lines framing his eyes a bit deeper, he’s looking fit and trim, and healthier than ever. My father was never a man who let himself go, never a man who indulged in the drugs he himself sold to others. 

	Apparently, the past few years were not spent six feet under.

	He’s a ghost come back to life, too much like me for my own good. I dislike that about both of us to the point that I wonder if the smirk of satisfaction on his face isn’t about just that. Him wanting me to become the man who killed my uncle and buried bodies. He might be angry over my intended placement of Laslo as the face of the cartel, but he still believes he’s won. He’ll soon learn that, yes, I am the man he wanted me to be in too many ways. The man who willingly killed Miguel, but I will also not tolerate much from him. And I will kill him if he threatens what is mine. 

	This isn’t a happy family reunion. 

	There is no hugging and joy to be found for miles, certainly not from me. But on the other side of the coin, those who know how much I avoid all things my father and the cartel might think I’d be relieved at his return. Now, they would assume, he can run his own damn cartel but with him at the helm, there will be nothing but blood and bodies. 

	“Now what, hijo?” he asks, his weapon still in his hand, but then so is mine.

	Hijo, meaning “son,” as if he has to drive home that point, but I am no son of his in any way but blood and looks. “I could kill you and no one would know any different,” I say. 

	He chuckles low and deep. “Now you sound like my son.” He points to the men to my right and then carries that finger around the room with a command, “Leave us.”

	A few of the men obey. The rest hold positions on either side of me. Enrique, loyal soldier that he is, of course, one of those men. In response to this division of men, my father’s eyes light with something I can only call conquest. “They didn’t all line up with you, son. That’s a problem. That’s every problem you own right now. You should already own them by now. Not one of them should be loyal to me.”

	He’s every problem for me right now, and most of my life, even when he was supposed to be dead. “They’re not loyal to you,” I say. “They’re afraid of you.”

	“Why aren’t they afraid of you?”

	I ignore him and focus on the men. I lift a hand. “Dehanos,” I order the masses in Spanish, which means “Leave us,” and then in English, “All of you.”

	Every last one of the men obeys my command but Enrique, who hesitates but not out of disobedience. “Kane?” he asks. 

	I give him a nod, and while his jaw clenches with obvious disapproval, he does as I’ve commanded. As soon as I’m alone with my father, I step closer to him, “The lambs never run to the wolf. Those who are afraid of me for the wrong reasons went to you, and then ran away when given the opportunity.”

	His lips quirk. “You do not disappoint, hijo. I almost think I can disappear again and let you run the show. Almost. But then you tried to give it all away.” 

	“A front man would have sheltered me. A front man I could have controlled. That wasn’t your brother.” 

	“My brother took control when you did not.” His expression is pure contempt. “As for shelter, isn’t that why you have a bitch with a badge?” 

	If he’s trying to die, he’s on the right path. “Careful what you say next,” I warn, “or I might not give you the chance to retire properly. That woman with the badge is my wife.”

	“Another mistake. She’s dangerous.”

	“In all the right ways,” I say. “She’s also off limits. You touch her, or order anyone else to touch her, if she doesn’t kill you and them in the process, I promise you, I will bleed you out while you beg to die.” I motion to Miguel. “He found out the dead way.”

	“Did he, now?”

	“Yes, he did.”

	“Does she know you disposed of the only man I’d ever let stand for me, outside of you?”

	“Is he really who you wanted running your operation?”

	“No. I wanted you, son. You didn’t step up, but as for Lilah, I’ll concede that in the moment, she’s useful. Her father will be governor. I’ll own him.”

	“I’ll own him.”

	He laughs. “Fair enough. Either way, owning him is what comes next.” 

	He’s not wrong, but my reasons for wanting to own Lilah’s father are about protecting her and destroying the Society. Reasons my father will not accept as readily as he will other versions of the truth. “Why do you think I needed a figurehead? Miguel acted a fool. He was going to destroy us all.”

	He studies me with intense dark eyes. “Perhaps I underestimated you.”

	“Just because it’s not your way, Father, does not make it the wrong way.”

	He holds his hands to his sides. “I’m your figurehead.”

	“You don’t have it in you to be a figurehead.”

	“You don’t have it in you to do what is necessary to run this cartel, which is why you needed your uncle. Now you have me. And don’t you worry about the Society. Me and Pocher are like this.” He crosses two fingers together.

	“What does that mean?”  

	“Don’t you worry, hijo. Daddy is here to save the day.” He holsters his weapon and says, “Let’s go sit for a meal. It’s only appropriate. I’m back from the dead. We need to decide what that means for you, me, and your lovely wife, Lilah.” 

	 


Chapter Two

	Lilah

	I’m as comfortable with death as I am my usage of the word “fuck.”

	In fact, me and death have an affinity for one another, and a whole lot in common. 

	We both get along better with the dead than we do the living. We both scare people. We do a lot of showing up without an invitation. And neither of us is forgiving. 

	I stare down at Murphy’s dead, lifeless body, a clean, professionally placed bullet hole right between his eyes, and digest what has happened with a cold spot inside me. 

	Emotion is a lot like dark chocolate—it exists, and some say it’s good for you. I say it’s a bitter, messy, poor excuse of an answer to anything. 

	If I’d let emotion rule me, Murphy would have been dead days ago when I found out he was following my mother the day she died. If I discover Murphy killed my mother, I will forever mourn the fact that someone else beat me to killing him. 

	So, do I care that Murphy is dead?

	Yes. It’s inconvenient. 

	Do I care who killed Murphy and why? 

	Yes, of course, I care. 

	Because this asshole killed him before he could tell me the truth to replace his mountain of lies. 

	I’m also concerned that the assassin closest to me, via Kane, and therefore closest to my boss, is Ghost. A single bullet between the eyes is one of his specialties, but it’s a common assassination technique as well. He might not be our guy, but he’s in the forefront of my mind.

	A short man in a suit steps out of one of the adjoining rooms. “Agent Love-Mendez, you’re too close to this case. We’re going to have to ask you to remove yourself from the investigation.”

	“Who the fuck are you?”

	“Special Agent-in-charge, Larry Allen. This is my case.”

	I don’t know him, which, in and of itself, is strange, since I know everyone in this city working for the bureau. But I don’t want to know him either, so that works for me. He was likely brought in from a nearby region to lead an impartial investigation, as if those really exist. “You’re not in charge,” I say.

	“Yes, I am,” he bristles, his cheeks puffing out. “I’m in charge.”

	If he was certain he was in charge, he wouldn’t need to argue that point. 

	It would simply be true. He’d know it. I’d know it. Neither of us knows it, right now.

	“Of your house,” I say. “Maybe.” I eye the ring on his finger. “Big, big maybe. But either way, I’m not saying I’m in charge. I’m saying you are not.” 

	“This is not your case,” good ol’ Larry insists. “You need to evacuate the premises.”

	Obviously, someone forgot to tell him Homeland Security escorted me here, and Homeland Security, in this situation, trumps FBI. Of course, my general opinion of Homeland Security is that they are idiots, and this assessment comes from my experience with two agents. One, on a task force I was on early in my career, who was so stupid I thought he was pretending. Turns out, he was not. The other, on yet another task force, was a jerk who thought a woman couldn’t possibly know what she was doing, but he was happy to hit on me. He found out I hit, too. With my fist. I enjoyed it, too. 

	Bottom line, two for two was all it took to convince me Homeland Security has a staff of stupid, but then I’m unforgiving. 

	I don’t pretend otherwise. 

	Stupid is what stupid does, which is piss me off. 

	I motion to Murphy. “This man was a director of the FBI. That makes the lead on this case the President of the United States. When he tells me to leave, I’ll leave.” 

	His cellphone rings and his lips twist. “Maybe that’s the President now.” 

	“Hate to break it to you, Larry, ol’ boy, but it’s more likely to be your mama or partner—or wife—whatever you have, checking to see if you’ve been taking your vitamins, than it is the President. Have you? Taken your vitamins?”

	He scrunches his face up, and it’s not a pretty sight. “Aren’t you funny.”

	“I am, thank you, very much. If I’m honest, very few people really recognize that obvious fact. I’ll remember that you do.”

	He grimaces and answers the call. I reach into my field bag and pull out a pair of gloves before kneeling next to Murphy. “Not only did you lie to me, now I have to catch your killer. But you know what they say, a dick in life, a dick in death.” I pat him down, searching for his phone and come up dry, which is strange. This was a professional hit, and a pro knows we’ll just pull the records, but there could have been the hope there was sensitive information to retrieve. Or maybe there was a text message someone didn’t want seen. Or there could have been more than one phone, a burner and his actual registered line. 

	At this point, Larry has stepped out of the room.

	Considering I worked with Murphy, me getting kicked off the case is inevitable, which means I have too little time and too much to discover. 

	Murphy needs to be a dead man talking. 

	That means I need to read the scene he’s left for me. 

	I start with how long he’s been dead. Based on rigor mortis, at least half a day. What he’s wearing—a collared shirt and casual pants, which isn’t work attire, but it’s not sit-at-home-alone attire either. He was meeting someone or doing something. The question is, who and what? I check his pants and find one of his business cards in his rear, hard-to-reach pocket, that an assassin in a rush might easily miss. There’s a Nashville number scribbled in messy writing on the back. I know it’s Nashville because I consulted on a case there a few years back, not long before Kane and I got back together. I grab my own phone and snap a photo of the number before I bag the evidence. For reasons I can’t explain, my gut tells me to conceal that number. How very un-FBI of me, or how very FBI of me, depending on who you ask. 

	As of late, I’m not sure there is any government-run operation I consider untarnished or impenetrable by the Society.

	I decide the card is going with me.

	I stuff it in my field bag, and just in time. That’s when Larry returns. 

	I push to my feet, noting his scrunched-up face has transformed into a bulldog face. I like me a cute bulldog—I like animals more than people—and Larry fits the lost puppy image to a T right now. “What’s wrong, Larry? Did Mom get really, really mad at you?”

	He glares at me. “I always heard you were a bitch.”

	“Well, it’s interesting to know I’m talked about, and while I prefer to be known as witty and funny, bitch works, too. I’m in charge of the crime scene,” I assume, because he’s as easy to read as a book with large print. 

	He grits his teeth. “You’re in charge of the crime scene.” 

	Interesting, I think of this unexpected twist, but I don’t ask who told him to hand over the reins. It might have been Homeland Security, but I’m not sure why they know who I am. Okay, a drug cartel is a national security risk, so I do, in fact, know how they know me. Even if it was the President himself who put me in charge, I wouldn’t care. 

	I’m here because I want answers that only Murphy can give me, and since he’s dead, that means convincing him to talk to me from the other side. He was too smart to leave anything important where it could be easily found, which means I’m not going to find answers here or at his homes in LA or Washington. From what I understand, he has all of the above. 

	But I have to go through the motions. That’s how good investigative work gets done. 

	No one will search those places like me, but until I can get to both, I need to get people I trust to his homes, and now. That’s when a realization slithers through me, and it’s a snake with a lethal bite. I already know why Murphy’s dead. Obviously to anyone, he crossed the wrong person, but the odds that it relates to the Society are almost one hundred percent. This was a professional hit. What if it’s not the only one? 

	What if the Society—Pocher, in particular—decided to get rid of anyone that’s a threat to his power? In this scenario, Murphy wasn’t their friend, he was ours. Is that possible? Maybe. Which leads me to anyone else who represents a threat to the Society. Kane and me. I think of the chopper attack on Kane gone wrong and eye the bullet hole between Murphy’s eyes. A professional wouldn’t screw up. I grab my phone from my pocket. I don’t care if Kane’s handling cartel business, I need to talk to him now.
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