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  Foreword



In this shocking sequel to Dirty Laundry, Clean Sheets—The trap is set. The evidence is forged. But the real killer isn’t even on the radar.




To the high-stakes corporate world of Manhattan, she was Fauna Le Brandt—a brilliant, clinical accountant systematically bleeding multi-million-dollar real estate titles from the city’s elite. To downtown photographer Roan Clyborne, she was Lashay—his elusive, mesmerizing secret wife who crawled back into his sheets for one final weekend before turning up strangled in her Long Island driveway.




Now, the studio strobes are gone, replaced by the sterile flash of police camera bulbs. Faced with an absolute financial frame-job and a mounting homicide charge, Roan is trapped in a black-and-white maze. The signatures on the fraudulent deeds are his, the timeline places her at his SoHo loft, and his long-time girlfriend, Izariyah Brenton, has vanished out of state to protect her own hard-won peace.




Detectives Kerrigan and Jagger are under pressure to book Roan by sunrise. But as they pull back the layers of Fauna’s double life, they smash into a premium corporate firewall controlled by Antonella Crane—a ruthless Upper East Side matriarch who has expertly suffocated the digital trail to protect her family’s empire. Knowing they can’t unmask the high-society ghost, the state demands a convenient suspect.




As the dragnet widens, it prepares to crush Aldo Allaband—a broken-hearted call center employee who was used by Fauna and discarded, just as he finally finds a quiet spark of hope in a new romance.




The police are certain they are close to closing the case. The corporate predators are confident they’ve buried the truth. None of them realize that the true architect of Fauna’s death is sitting in a luxurious Massapequa sunroom, drinking coffee, and watching the swans glide by.




In a dangerous game of ego, extortion, and systemic deception, the ultimate predator isn’t the one holding the corporate strings. It’s the one holding the deepest grudge.
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The studio strobes didn’t fire this time. Instead, the SoHo loft was flooded with the harsh, invasive flash of police camera bulbs. Roan Clyborne stood by his brick wall, his broad shoulders tensed as two detectives in wrinkled trench coats moved through his minimalist sanctuary. 




The scent of smoked bourbon and raw honey on his skin was completely masked by the chemical smell of fingerprint powder. The massive cast-iron windows that usually let in beautiful cinematic light now just exposed him to the cold, watching eyes of Manhattan.




“Mr. Clyborne,” Detective Jagger said, his voice flat as he flipped open a small notepad. “We need to go over the timeline again. Last weekend. The night of the fourteenth.”




Roan swallowed hard, his angular jaw tightening under his dark stubble. He looked down at his camera tripod, wishing he could look through a lens to make sense of the chaos. “I told you. I was here. Working a late-night session.”




“Right. A solo session,” Jagger countered, a tight, humorless smirk playing on his lips. “Funny thing is, your financial statements from Kisner & Yarborough Advisory Group arrived on our desks this morning. It looks like you were facing absolute financial ruin. A massive legal bind. Fraud charges, courtesy of your accountant, Fauna Le Brandt.




”Roan’s intense hazel-green eyes locked onto the detective. His heart thudded violently against his chest. He felt the trap closing. “Fauna was handling my books. She made a mistake.”




“We don’t think it was a mistake,” the second detective, a sharp-eyed woman named Kerrigan, interrupted. She stepped forward, her heels clicking aggressively on the poured concrete floor. “And we don’t think you knew her as Fauna. We found a marriage certificate filed in Great Neck, Long Island. You married a woman named Lashay ten months ago. She is the exact same woman who was found dead in her home yesterday morning.”




Roan froze. 




The room felt suddenly hollow, his wide-open loft echoing with a terrifying silence. He had known she was a mystery. He had known she was a challenge. But he had never known that the woman he had held in his arms—the wife who had just crawled back into his sheets last weekend—was the very same accountant who had signed his financial death warrant over the phone.




“I didn’t kill her,” Roan whispered, his voice cracking with a sudden, raw vulnerability.




“You had a six-figure motive, Mr. Clyborne,” Detective Kerrigan said coldly, pulling a plastic evidence bag from her coat. Inside sat a pristine, expensive gold watch found near the crime scene. “And your long-time girlfriend, Izariyah Brenton, seems to have vanished out of state the second the body went cold. Care to tell us where she is?”




Roan stared at the watch, his mind spinning into complete darkness. He didn’t know where Izariyah was. She wasn’t answering his texts. She wasn’t answering his calls. He was completely alone in his own web.
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People talked about Fauna’s life and death. She was not here to defend the reality of what had taken place in her life, but everyone had a theory or a revelation regarding her lifestyle, her actions, and her motivations—none of which came close to the truth. Only those with close personal access to Fauna really knew the unconventional truth of what defined her. She was not scarred. She was not empty. And she definitely was not unhappy. She was authentic—she was liberated.


Fauna Lashay Le Brandt was not an average woman. She didn’t believe in standards set by society; she believed in herself and what she stood for. She was not insecure, she did not suffer from low self-esteem, and she was not led by ego. She was just who she was naturally wired to be, even if certain others didn’t understand or fully accept it.


Fauna apologized to no one for being her authentic self. No one could guilt-trip her about actions she felt no fault for. There was absolutely no shame in Fauna’s game. She played by her own rules, and this is why no one could reprimand her or disqualify her from a place she could not be kicked out of. If anyone did the disapproving or the throwing out, it was her.


Fauna was not hindered by societal views or stereotypes. She challenged the false narratives, perceptions, and illusions projected by the misinformed. She accurately diagnosed their psychology, realizing how men weaponized societal bias to protect their own egos because they were unable to handle the truth of being irrelevant to her.


The men she dealt with—even before Roan and Aldo—played psychological games to protect their pride. To admit they were used strictly for sex or convenience, purely for her own gain, hurt their egos. They would rather pretend she was heartbroken than face the reality that she simply did not care about them. If they claimed she put up a front, it was merely a defense mechanism. It allowed them to feel powerful by pretending they affected her deeply, even when they knew they didn’t.


Furthermore, if these particular men noticed that others were already jealous of Fauna, they knew an envious crowd would eagerly consume any negative gossip, regardless of the truth. They relied on the fact that society was eager to label a woman as “scorned” or “lying.” They knew the crowd would default to a standard social script instead of looking at the facts. For them, winning the public narrative mattered more than the actual truth. They felt safe lying because the crowd provided them with an unearned sense of validation.


Fauna’s intuition about other women’s jealousy and desire for shared misery was also spot on when it came to those who tried to downplay or gaslight her. When other women refused to believe that she was unbothered, it was usually less about her and more about their own unresolved pain. Just as insecure men claimed a woman must have been hurt to lack genuine feelings for them, many women tried to force that same narrative onto Fauna. The psychological breakdown of that behavior rooted back to the classic “misery loves company” dynamic.


These women were simply projecting to validate their own hurt. If they had been deeply wounded, used, or rejected by men, seeing Fauna walk away completely unscathed felt unfair. They felt a subconscious need to normalize their own pain; if everyone was hurting, then their own suffering felt standard. When Fauna displayed total emotional independence, it highlighted that suffering was a choice rather than an inevitability, which made them deeply uncomfortable.


They resented her freedom and secretly envied her ability to detach completely. Because they could not achieve that same emotional armor, they tried to drag her into the same boat to level the playing field. Fauna also disrupted the delusion of shared sisterhood. Many female friendships bonded deeply over shared venting about men and relationship struggles. By not possessing those same wounds, Fauna inadvertently stepped outside of that bonding ritual, which others mistook as a threat or a lie. 


To accept Fauna’s truth, these women would have to admit that a female could use a man solely for her own goals without getting hurt. This completely contradicted everything society taught them, and changing their mindset was far harder than simply calling her a liar. Fauna possessed an enviable level of emotional detachment that protected her, and their insistence that she was hurting was just a reflection of their own wounds.


It could be incredibly frustrating when people projected their own expectations onto you and refused to believe your actual reality. Society often wrongly assumed all women were inherently fragile, highly emotional, or deeply invested in what men thought of them. Because people were conditioned to believe that sex always involved deep emotions, they assumed she must have been emotionally vulnerable. When rejected men lied, they expected a specific reaction—like hurt or shame—to make themselves feel powerful. When Fauna didn’t care, it confused them. Those men could not grasp that they simply did not matter. To admit she was unbothered meant admitting they had no power over her.


Since many people in society would be hurt by these kinds of lies, they assumed everyone operated the exact same way. They lacked the imagination to understand a different mindset. A woman completely detached from male validation disrupted the traditional social dynamic, making people uncomfortable. Fauna’s lack of hurt was a direct result of her lack of attachment. They were trying to use a map of human emotion that simply did not apply to her.


Fauna’s ability to see through this complex web of ego, jealousy, and social conditioning showed incredible clarity. She understood the situation perfectly, while they were stuck playing a desperate game of make-believe. The fact that she had stated her intentions openly before ever having sex with suitors in the






















