
SAVED BY A GOD

The Next Death Was Already Chosen

Monroe K. Noah

Copyright © 2026 by Monroe K. Noah

All rights reserved.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events, locales, 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.

No part of this book may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.

TABLE OF CONTENTS

PROLOGUE

CHAPTER ONE

CHAPTER TWO

CHAPTER THREE

CHAPTER FOUR

CHAPTER FIVE

CHAPTER SIX

CHAPTER SEVEN

CHAPTER EIGHT

CHAPTER NINE

CHAPTER TEN

CHAPTER ELEVEN

CHAPTER TWELVE

CHAPTER THIRTEEN

CHAPTER FOURTEEN

CHAPTER FIFTEEN

CHAPTER SIXTEEN

CHAPTER SEVENTEEN

CHAPTER EIGHTEEN

CHAPTER NINETEEN

CHAPTER TWENTY

EPILOGUE

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

PROLOGUE

[image: ]


"Mercy and judgment are often mistaken for the same hand." — from an unsigned letter found in the case file

The parking garage smelled like rain that hadn't fallen yet, that metallic tension in the air before a storm breaks. Wren would remember that smell for the rest of her life, long after she forgot the sound of her own screaming.

Level three. Concrete pillars striped with old oil stains. A single flickering light two spaces down, the kind that buzzed like it was thinking about dying.

She heard him before she saw him. A shift of weight against gravel dust, the particular quiet of someone who had learned how to be quiet on purpose.

Then his hand closed over her mouth.

What happened next arrived to her later only in fragments, the way trauma insists on doing, refusing to be told as a story with a beginning and a middle. A knee against her spine. The cold of the concrete meeting her cheek. A voice, hers, muffled and useless against a stranger's palm.

And then, impossibly, another sound. Footsteps that did not hesitate.

The man above her went rigid. Not with fear. With recognition.

"You," he said, and there was something in his voice Wren didn't have a name for yet. Something between confusion and an old, buried dread, the tone of a man remembering a debt he thought he'd never have to pay.

She never saw a face. Only shapes moving above her in the bad light, quick and certain, the economy of someone who had done this before and knew exactly how much force a body could absorb before it stopped being a threat.

When it was over, when the weight lifted off her back and she could finally drag air into her lungs, a hand touched her shoulder. Gentle. Almost tender.

"You're safe now," the voice said. Low. Unhurried. Neither male nor female in a way she could swear to later, no matter how many times the detectives asked her to try.

Then, quieter, almost to itself, as if she wasn't meant to hear it at all:

"Some debts only I get to collect."

By the time Wren found the courage to lift her head, she was alone with a body and a silence so complete it felt like the world was holding its breath along with her.

She would spend the next eleven months trying to convince herself that gratitude and horror could not both be true at the same time.

She was wrong.
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"The saved rarely ask who paid the price." — unknown

[WREN]

Eleven months later, Wren Kessler had learned to live inside the version of herself that other people needed to see.

At the coffee shop where she worked three mornings a week, she was steady-handed and quick with a smile, the girl who remembered regular orders and never let a silence stretch too long. At her apartment, alone, she was something else. Someone who checked the locks twice. Someone who slept with a lamp on, not because she was afraid of the dark exactly, but because darkness had a texture now, a memory of concrete and oil and a hand over her mouth.

She had not told anyone the words. Not the detective who'd taken her statement that night, not the therapist she saw every other Thursday, not even her sister, who called twice a week and always ended with the same gentle, worried question: Are you actually doing okay, or are you just saying that.

Some debts only I get to collect.

She turned the sentence over in her mind so often it had lost its shape, the way a stone loses its edges in a river. Some nights she was certain she'd imagined it, a trauma-born hallucination stitched together out of adrenaline and fear. Other nights she could hear it so clearly it was as if the voice were standing behind her, patient, waiting for her to finally understand what it meant.

The bell over the shop door rang. Wren looked up out of habit, the small reflexive alertness that had become part of her since that night, cataloguing exits, cataloguing strangers.

It was only Callum, from the apartment upstairs. Tall, easy-shouldered, a man who moved through the world like nothing had ever frightened him and probably nothing ever had. He lifted two fingers in a small wave and ordered his usual, black coffee, no sugar, the kind of order that told you nothing about a person except that they didn't want to be bothered thinking about it.

"You look tired," he said, not unkindly, sliding his card across the counter.

"I'm always tired," Wren said, which was true enough to pass as a joke.

He studied her a moment longer than the sentence required. It was a habit of his, that lingering attention, the kind that could read as caring or as something closer to watching, depending on the day and depending on how much sleep Wren had gotten the night before.

"You know," he said, "you can talk to me. If something's wrong."

"Nothing's wrong."

"Okay." He didn't push. He never pushed, which was either the kindest thing about him or the thing that unsettled her most, she hadn't yet decided which.

He took his coffee to the corner table by the window, the one he always chose, the one with a clear line of sight to the door.

Wren wiped down the counter and told herself, not for the first time, that noticing a man's favorite seat did not mean anything. That some people just liked to see who was coming.

She did not yet know that eleven months and two hundred miles away, a woman named Priya Nair was standing over a body in another parking structure, looking down at a dead man with his hands folded strangely over his chest, and thinking the same four words that had haunted every case like it before.

He's done this again.
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"Justice delayed is not justice denied. Sometimes it is justice deferred to someone else's hands." — from Detective Priya Nair's private notebook

[DETECTIVE NAIR]

The body belonged to a man named Elias Vantz, and Priya Nair thought, not for the first time in her career, that some men made it easy to feel nothing when they died.

Vantz had walked free eight months ago on a technicality so thin it barely qualified as one, a mishandled chain of evidence, a search warrant signed four hours after the search itself. The kind of clerical failure that made victims stop believing in the word justice altogether. He'd been accused of assaulting his stepdaughter, a girl who was nineteen now and had not spoken publicly since the case collapsed.

Now he lay on his back between a minivan and a concrete pillar, hands folded over his chest with a care that struck Nair as almost liturgical. Not thrown down. Arranged.

"Same as the others," said Officer Reyes, crouching a respectful distance away. "No struggle marks on the ground. No defensive wounds on the body that we can find yet. Whoever did this, Vantz never got a swing in."

Nair pulled on gloves and knelt beside the body without touching it, the old habit of looking first, touching later, letting a scene tell its story before her hands could interrupt it.

A single wound. Precise. Practiced.

"Single strike," she said. "Like the others."

"Like the others," Reyes agreed.

This was the fourth. Nair had stopped calling them the fourth privately in her own head months ago and started calling them the fourth confirmed, because she was increasingly certain there had been others the department hadn't connected yet, deaths filed as unrelated, as coincidence, as the ordinary violence a city absorbed and forgot.

She stood and looked around the garage, cataloguing angles, cameras, blind spots. Whoever was doing this understood surveillance architecture better than most patrol officers did. They chose locations with dead zones. They moved through the world like someone who had studied exactly how not to be seen.

"Captain's going to ask if this is a serial," Reyes said.

"Captain's going to be right to ask."

"You think it is."

Nair didn't answer right away. She'd learned, over eleven years on the force, that the difference between a suspicion and a theory was patience, and she had exactly two people in her life who understood the distinction, both of whom happened to be dead.

"I think," she said finally, "that somebody out there has decided the justice system isn't fast enough. And I think they're not entirely wrong, which is the part that scares me."

Reyes glanced at her, surprised by the honesty of it.

Nair didn't elaborate. She rarely did, not about this. Not about the reason a pattern like this one settled into her chest like a stone she'd been carrying so long she'd forgotten it had a name.

Her sister's name had been Anjali.

Nine years ago, Anjali had been attacked outside a bar by a man who was never formally charged, a case buried under insufficient evidence and a defense attorney who understood exactly how to make a frightened twenty-two-year-old sound unreliable on a witness stand. Six weeks after the case was dropped, that same man was found dead in an alley two blocks from where it happened. Single wound. No struggle. No suspect ever named.

Anjali had called Nair the week before it happened, voice strange and light in a way Nair still could not fully explain, and said, Someone's watching out for me, Priya. I don't know how to explain it, but I finally feel safe.

Four months later, Anjali was gone. Not dead. Just gone. No note, no trail, no body, nothing but an empty apartment and a landlord who said she'd paid three months' rent in advance and simply never returned.

Nair had spent nine years refusing to connect those two facts out loud to another living person. She was not ready to start now, not with Reyes, not with the captain, not with anyone who might look at her and see a detective too close to her own case to be trusted with it.

But privately, in the part of her mind she kept locked away from department psychologists and performance reviews, Nair had never stopped believing the two things were the same story.

Someone out there believed they were owed the right to decide who deserved to live.

And somewhere, nine years later, that
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