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Author's Note




THIS BOOK TAKES place in the fall of 2025, and it is very much of its time. 

When I told my friend I was thinking that I was going to return to my serial killer series after a three-year hiatus by making my detectives lose their FBI jobs in the government downsizing, he was like, “You’re so brave.”

I get this from people. The bravery thing?

And I’m not. I’m just not great at anticipating backlash, really.

So.

After he said that, I thought maybe I should put a warning in at the beginning of the book. 

Here it is. 

There’s some political discussion in this book. It’s a handful of scenes which are mostly skippable, and they don’t have much to do with the main mystery in the book.

On the other hand, I’d encourage people not to skip them. Full disclosure, I am a liberal, but I do not believe everyone should be a liberal.

Honestly, I read this book called The Righteous Mind by Jonathan Haidt, and I currently don’t believe we get a lot of choice over our political leanings. I think humans naturally divide themselves into traditionalists and progressives in every. single. social. group. And furthermore, I think this is a feature, not a bug. Groups function better with a bit of divisiveness, a push and pull in these two directions. It keeps groups always moving forward but not so fast that things get broken. At least when it works correctly.

So, most of my political commentary in this book is bemoaning how it currently isn’t working very well.

I give the best line in the book to a conservative character. It’s about suspicion. I stand by it. I think it’s the root of the problem.

Anyway, I really think you should read the scenes.

But, you know, also, we are all in different places concerning our mental health, so I put this warning in place for people who may need it. There’s some political commentary in this book. Be aware.




















CHAPTER ONE







WREN Delacroix moved her hands away in an exaggerated hands-off motion. She was leaning into the back seat of her car, where her little daughter Jasmine was giving her a very imperious look.

“You do it yourself,” said Wren, nodding. “Go ahead, sweetie.”

Jasmine lifted her chin, regal, and then set about unfastening herself from her car seat. Very recently, she’d gotten quite insistent about fastening and unfastening herself into her car seat. Wren kept forgetting—it was a muscle memory thing. She was used to hooking the kid into the car seat. She’d been doing it for three and half years at this point. 

Wren was pleased at the independence, actually, and Jasmine was incredibly adorable. 

The little girl had light brown skin and a cloud of curls which was usually pulled into a ponytail at the back of her head, making a huge adorable poof that floated above Jasmine’s very serious big brown eyes. Jasmine was a very serious little girl, which only made her that much more adorable and made Wren laugh a lot.

Jasmine did not like being laughed at, however, even if Wren wasn’t making fun of her sweet toddler child, just enjoying her. Still, she was always trying to stifle her laughter.

“Mommy, you forgot again,” said Jasmine, climbing out of the car seat herself.

“I did,” agreed Wren.

“Why do you do that?” said Jasmine, very frustrated, struggling out of the car.

“Here, sweetie, let me pick you up.”

“No!” said Jasmine.

“Right.” Wren backed away. “You’ll do it yourself.”

“I will do it myself,” said Jasmine and proceeded to turn around, lay her belly on the seat, and ease her feet down out of the car.

“Well done, baby,” said Wren. “Over here so Mommy can shut the door.”

“I can shut the door!”

Wren folded her arms over her chest. She had learned already that it was just easier to let Jasmine try to do it than to try to explain to her that she probably didn’t have the strength of the balance to shut the car door. “Okay, you shut the door, Jasmine.”

Jasmine tried.

It didn’t shut. Wren opened it and shut it herself.

Jasmine put her chubby arms on her hips and wrinkled up her little brow.

“You’ll be able to do it soon, sweetie,” said Wren. “Come on, let’s go get hot chocolate.”

Jasmine brightened. “With whipped cream, right?”

“With whipped cream,” agreed Wren. She held out her hand to her daughter, who took it, and together, they walked across the parking lot of the Daily Bean.

Inside the coffee shop, the smell was divine. Wren breathed it in, sighing. She didn’t make it out to the coffee shop every day anymore, but she tried to get in here once a week. 

“Hey, Wren,” called Angela, the barista, from behind the counter. Angela actually owned the business now. The previous owner of the Daily Bean owned the building, but he’d wanted to go into retirement, so he’d sold the business to Angela and she paid him rent for the space now. It was a good thing, because otherwise Angela would have moved on from making coffee, Wren supposed, and Wren liked seeing her every time she came into the shop.

“Morning, Angela,” said Wren. “We want a hot chocolate for Jasmine.”

“With whipped cream,” Jasmine said solemnly.

“With whipped cream,” confirmed Wren. “And Reilly wants his usual. And for me, whatever you’re itching to try out.”

“Ooh, I have been wanting to make a pistachio Americano, but I can’t get anyone to order it,” said Angela.

“Well, here I am, reporting for duty,” said Wren. She liked variety when it came to coffee, and Angela was always happy to provide that, making her new and different drinks every time she came in.

“We are taking coffee to Daddy at work,” Jasmine told Angela.

“Are you?” said Angela, bustling about to make their drinks. “Well, I’m sure he appreciates that.”

“Daddy says the coffee they have at the police station is swill,” Jasmine said.

Angela laughed.

Wren laughed.

Jasmine furrowed her brow and put her hands on her hips. “That’s not funny,” she decided.

“Okay, Jasmine,” said Wren. “It’s not funny.”

“It’s not!” insisted Jasmine.

“Okay, I agree with you,” said Wren. Her daughter was a toddler, and toddlers were stubborn, but Jasmine was extra-exhaustingly stubborn. Wren had long ago gotten too tired to fight with her about most things. It was easier just to give in and save her energy for the battles she needed to fight and win, like when Jasmine got it in her head to do something incredibly dangerous.

“I think you’re just saying that,” said Jasmine, lifting her chin again. This was something she’d just started doing. It was as if she could understand that she was being patronized, and she wasn’t the least bit pleased about it.

“No, no,” assured Angela from the other side of the counter. “It definitely wasn’t funny, Jasmine.”

“Thank you,” said Jasmine, chubby features very composed.

It was all Wren could do not to burst into laughter again.










CAIUS Reilly was debating just pouring himself a cup of coffee from the drip coffee maker in the station, because he was really jonesing for some caffeine. Wren was supposed to come by with coffee, but she was late.

This was actually fairly typical for her. She was not and had never been a particularly punctual person, and adding a toddler into the mix did not make anyone more punctual. He’d resisted the urge to text her and ask her when she was going to get here three times.

This was only because sometimes, she completely forgot that she’d even promised to come bring him coffee, and then she got super guilty about it, and he tried not to do that to her these days.

Things in their lives were not bad by any stretch of the imagination. They were happy and secure and everything was fine. But it had been a tough year, a lot of upheaval, and they were just now getting nicely settled into the new normal, and he didn’t want to do anything to upset that.

So, anyway, maybe she’d forgotten today, and he should just cut his losses and pour himself some of the swill that passed for coffee in this place. Coffee was coffee, after all, even if it was the coffee in the Cardinal Falls Police Department.

He had a desk in the middle of the office here, which was just a long room lined with desks. Cardinal Falls was not a big town and it didn’t have a lot of police officers. Everyone who worked there had a desk out here except the chief, who had his own office.

Speak of the devil, there was Chief Thomas, making his way through the desks towards Reilly. Wow, that expression on his face, that didn’t look good, did it?

Thomas caught his eye and lifted his hand. He beckoned.

Reilly got up and started across the room towards Thomas.

Just at that moment, the door burst open and Wren and Jasmine came in with coffee cups.

Reilly smiled at her. “Wren. You made it.”

“I’m not late, am I?” she said, looking around.

Thomas looked her over and then eyed Reilly and then lifted a finger. “My office. As soon as you’re done here.”

Reilly furrowed his brow. “Something going on?”

“We caught something, yeah,” said Thomas. He eyed little Jasmine. “I’ll tell you in a minute.”

Wren raised her eyebrows. “Well, that sounds promising.”

Reilly didn’t even know what to say to that. He took the coffee and kissed her on the cheek and said she was a goddess from heaven to bring him the sweet, sweet nectar of the coffee bean, and he was indebted to her forever.

And Wren laughed and gave him a little grin and Jasmine said, “That wasn’t funny.”

“Yes it was, sweetheart,” said Reilly to his little daughter. “You have to find your daddy funny. It’s a rule.”

“Oh,” said Jasmine, nodding, taking that in.

Reilly chuckled.

Jasmine glared at him. “Was that funny?”

Wren put a hand over her mouth, disguising her laughter. “You seem like you have things to do, Detective Reilly. We will get out of your hair.”

“You don’t have to just run off,” he said. 

“You’re at work,” she said. “You’re not getting paid to talk to us.” She grinned. “Jasmine and I are going to take a little drive on our way back home.”

He hesitated, because he knew this was a sore subject, all of it.

It had been in February that they’d lost their cushy government jobs when the FBI closed down the entire facility out in Ranson. It was part of a whole series of government budget cuts, everything getting whittled down. They were hardly the only people to feel that. Lots of people in this area had government jobs. Lots of people commuted to D.C. or worked remote. Lots of people had been let go.

Reilly and Wren were resourceful people. They’d made the best of it.

Wren and her friend Kimora had been doing this YouTube thing about cults and the Fellowship of the Children of the Lord, which was the cult they’d both been brought up in. They’d gotten enough subscribers to monetize the thing and they were bringing in a little cash that way. Wren had said that it made sense for them to stop paying for Jasmine’s day care, and for her to stay home and to try to make the YouTube thing happen.

He got a police job, because that was what he did. It was a pay cut, but they just tightened their belts. It was fine. They were fine. 

Still, he knew Wren missed it.

Working cases, that is.

She said she didn’t. She said she was glad not to be surrounded by death and killers and bloody bodies and the sick and twisted psychological elements of their psyches. She said she was happy to stay home with Jasmine, not to miss their little girl’s childhood. She said all that. But he felt like she was trying to convince herself of it as much as she was trying to convince him. And he, for one, was not convinced. 

“It’s probably not… you know, murder,” he said.

“Oh, of course not,” she said. “Things have been really quiet around here, for years now.”

“Yeah,” he said. “There’s no way it’s a serial killer.”

“There’s no way it’s a serial killer,” echoed Jasmine.

Wren winced.

Reilly winced.

“You can tell me later,” said Wren, smiling. “Enjoy your coffee. Work hard and your girls will see you when you get home.”

He smiled back. “My girls. My gorgeous girls.”

Jasmine beamed up at him. She took a drink of her hot chocolate and got whipped cream on her nose.

“Cai,” said Wren, smirking at him. “I’m okay.”

“Of course you are,” he said. “You’re fine. We’re fine. It’s fine.”

“It is,” she said.










WREN sat down in front of Reilly’s computer at home that evening. The screen was full of a picture of a crime scene, and it was garish and too-real, red smeared on the pillows and bedding of a bed, the woman’s body motionless in the middle like something forgotten and discarded. “Fuck,” she said.

“Yeah,” said Reilly. “And look at this shit.” He scrolled through the pictures quickly until he came to a picture of the wall over the bed. The wall had a framed picture of a lake with swans swimming on it, but there was something drawn next to it, small, in black marker. “Hold on, there’s a close up.” He scrolled again.

A picture filled the screen, the inked drawing of an animal with curling horns. Over it, written in all capital letters was the words, A faith born not of words but of deeds.

“I know that,” said Wren, furrowing her brow. “What’s that from? Is that from the bible?”

“Something from the FCL?” said Reilly. “That’s the Crimson Ram, isn’t it?”

She turned her head sideways. “Maybe?”

“I know, people usually draw antlers,” said Reilly. “But, you know, it is a ram.”

“It?” she said. 

“He,” he said, shrugging. “Your weird pagan-y god-thing is a ram.”

“He’s not my god,” she said.

“You know what I mean.”

She snorted, sitting back in his desk chair. This room was their combined office. It was small, and they had built in two desks on either side of the room just by fastening brackets to studs in the walls and sitting slabs of wood over them. She was in here way more often now that she worked at home. There was a little play area for Jasmine over in the corner, and dolls were strewn this way and that, along with a few multi-colored ponies. Jasmine was just now getting to the age where she could have the cool toys, the ones that were a choking hazard to tinier babies. Wren thought she had more fun shopping for toys for Jasmine than Jasmine had playing with them.

Of course, maybe this was because Wren hadn’t had a lot of toys growing up. The cult had not deemed such things appropriate, saying children should use their imagination.

It was late now, and Jasmine was in bed. Wren had put her down by herself, because Reilly hadn’t come home for dinner. He’d been out at this crime scene. He probably should not be showing it to her, considering she was a civilian and all. 

But this was their thing. They usually worked cases together and they would both be at the scene.

She scrolled back to look at the more detailed pictures of the bodies. There were two. The woman was in the bed. Her husband was up and out of the bed, going for his gun, which he kept in a safe. He’d been shot in the head, execution style, and just left there.

The female corpse was naked and had smears of blood all over her thighs. She was face down on the bed. The killer had obviously spent more time with her. She was the real target of the murder.

“So?” said Reilly. “Is that from the FCL?”

“No, I don’t think so,” she said.

“It’s the reason I showed you,” said Reilly. “This is going to be open and shut.”

She looked up at him. “Oh?”

“Sloppy,” said Reilly. “We got semen.”

“No,” she said, sitting up straight. “DN-fucking-A?”

“Oh, lots of DNA,” said Reilly. “And fingerprints. Like this guy just waltzed in, shot the husband, stabbed the wife, raped the corpse, and walked out. Didn’t clean up after himself. Didn’t even try to hide anything.”

“Disorganized,” she said, tapping her lip.

“Totally,” said Reilly.

“Or maybe it’s not a serial thing,” she said, going back to the pictures. “It could be a one-time thing. Maybe this is a personal vendetta. Jealous ex, something like that.”

“Well, if so, I’m going to be rounding up every single one of this woman’s exes’ DNA starting tomorrow, and if there’s a match, he’s going to jail forever.”

She smirked. “Well, sounds like you don’t really need me.”

“I don’t know, what’s your gut? You think it’s a serial killer, don’t you? Because I do. Mostly because of the little signature, I gotta say. I was really thinking that was going to be some FCL thing.”

“I’ll ask Kimora,” she said, and she closed the screen with the crime scene pictures on them. She got up. “You hungry? I can heat up what I saved for your dinner.”

He glanced at the screen. “You barely looked at those.”

“Yeah, I guess it’s all over,” she said, shrugging. She walked out of the office. 

Before giving birth, Wren had a thing with dead bodies. She didn’t know at what point she’d noticed the thing was gone, because right after giving birth, she’d been understandably preoccupied. The first year of Jasmine’s life, trying to work and be mother to a newborn, had been an experience that left her in a state of constant overwhelm, like she was struggling to tread water and barely keeping her head up. 

She did her job at that point, did the profiles, looked at crime scene photos, sent her opinions off to various police departments all over the country, but she was barely paying attention to anything, and she was functioning on very little sleep, and her nipples were sore all the time, and she was trying so hard to get her milk to come in and then so hard to sop up all the milk that had come in, because once it came in, it was just overflowing, and then worrying, just worrying, about everything. Was Jasmine hitting milestones? Was she going to be autistic, like Reilly’s other son Timmy was, and if so, would they notice? Timmy had been delayed in acquiring speech, for years. Was that going to happen to Jasmine?

So, she just didn’t care about the stupid dead bodies.

And then… one day, she realized that thing, that strange unearthly call, that way they’d spoken to her, that affinity she’d had for the bodies…

It was gone.

She didn’t miss it at all.

She was relieved.

She was still good at her job, but now she didn’t feel like a closet deviant or a potential serial killer herself.

“Good,” said Reilly behind her.

She smirked. “Cai,” she said again, “I’m okay.”

“Yeah,” he said. “You’re fine. I’m fine. You’re, uh, housewifing it up and heating up leftovers.”

She snorted. “Housewifing it up?”

“Sorry.” He cleared his throat. “You’re not a housewife.”

“You’d like it if I was, though,” she teased, sashaying down the hall, and wondering at herself, because she usually didn’t flirt like that with him anymore. She hadn’t felt sexy in ages now. She was pretty sure that the period of time in her life of feeling sexy was now over. She wasn’t going to feel sexy ever again. That side of her didn’t even exist anymore. But she found herself, looking over her shoulder, coquette-ish. “You want me to be your very submissive housewife and heat up your leftovers and give you handjobs while you eat.”

He let out a guffaw and came after her. “What’s gotten into you?” He grabbed her around the waist and pulled her in against him.

She looked up at him, grinning, feeling good.

And then they both realized it at the same time, and they let go of each other.

“That’s not going to happen,” she said. “We’re not going to…”

“No, when we did that, it was disturbing,” he said.

“Yeah, and it’s weird to think we’d get, like, turned on by murder cases. That’s very deviant, and that’s… we’ve grown since then.”

“We definitely have,” he said.

They both jammed their hands into their pockets.

“Leftovers,” she said.

“Leftovers,” he said.










CHAPTER TWO



REILLY did not care that she’d gained weight, but every time he said it out loud, it sounded like a lie or something. 

So, mostly, he’d stopped saying it.

He guessed the problem was probably sort of that, even though he didn’t care, he wasn’t incredibly overjoyed about it? That made him sound awful. But she was Wren. She was so much more than the shape or size of her body. He was in love with her. She was his perfect match in practically every way. They were capable of living and working together, and they were always just in sync. So, whatever. He really didn’t care.

But he’d always been the only one in the relationship who exercised or anything. He mostly did strength training, but he tried to get some light cardio in, even if it was just walking, and he did this for all sorts of reasons, partly for health and partly because of a little bit of vanity. Also, he liked it. There was a moment, when you were straining to lift where everything honed in and he liked the precise focus of it.

Wren had never enjoyed any kind of exercise, and she’d been effortlessly thin for years. She was not, by any stretch of the imagination, what anyone would call fat now. But she definitely didn’t look the way she’d looked when he’d first met her six years ago.

He really didn’t care.

But she did.

Except she didn’t want to talk about it. They’d talked about it once, a long time ago, right after Jasmine was born, and he’d spent the whole conversation telling her he was in love with her and he loved the way she looked and he still thought she was the sexiest woman alive, and she’d argued with him that she didn’t like the way she looked and she didn’t feel sexy.

So, eventually, he’d made a very tragic and stupid mistake.

He’d said, “Well, if you don’t like the way you look, you could diet or exercise or something.”

And she had looked at him, fully devastated, and said, “I knew it. I knew you were going to say that.”

“Do it for you,” he said. “Not for me. You seem like you’re worried about it.”

So, then she’d gone on this crazy weird low-carb crash diet where she ate nothing but salads and bacon and cream cheese.

She’d lost some weight, not all of the weight, but some, and then she’d gone off the diet and gained it all back.

He was never, ever going to bring up a diet to her ever again. He had learned his damned lesson.

And he also didn’t give a shit that their sex life had cooled, because that had sort of happened way before the weight gain, way before her pregnancy, all of it. They used to get on these odd kicks, when they’d be working a case, where they’d get randy with each other, kind of insatiable, but then they’d have sex that often made him feel sort of dirty afterwards, sex that was degrading to her, or painful, or…

Well, anyway, they’d have that, and then they’d have periods of time where they didn’t do it that often.

Reilly was happy enough with that. He really was. 

He kind of figured this was the way relationships worked, especially with very young kids in the picture. Sex was the last thing on everyone’s mind.

But they did it that night.

After he ate leftovers, and after she sat across the table from him and watched him eat, and after they crawled into bed.

It wasn’t weird or degrading sex, either. They started kissing and his hands wandered, and her hands wandered, and it happened.

It was nice.

Afterwards, she lay her head on his bare chest, and he ran his hand idly over her back, and she moved his hand and said not to toy with her fat rolls and he said, “What fat rolls?” and she scoffed.

“We’re okay,” he said softly.

“We’re definitely okay,” she whispered back.

“We’re fine,” he said.

“We are,” she agreed. “We’re fine.”




“THAT’S the FFA creed,” said Kimora. 

She and Wren were having their morning meeting, which they did via Skype. Kimora had kids at home, too, though they were much older than Jasmine, the youngest around nine years old now. It was much easier for them to have a video chat then actually meet in person.

“Future Farmers of America,” said Wren. 

“Yeah, I mean, you have to remember this,” said Kimora. “We were on the bus, going to school, and there were all those FFA kids who went to Cardinal Falls, and they all had to memorize the creed, and they’d recite it back and forth to each other. ‘I believe in the future of agriculture, with a faith born not of words but of deeds.’”

“Oh, maybe,” said Wren.

“They did it for a whole week. I practically memorized the whole thing by osmosis. I think I can still quote it. ‘Achievements won by the present and past generations of agriculturists, in the promise of better days through better ways, even as the better things we now enjoy—’”

“Okay,” interrupted Wren. “That’s the FFA creed.” So why would that have been written on the wall of a crime scene? Weird.

“Why are you asking about this?”

“Oh, some case Reilly’s working.”

“A case, huh?”

“Yeah, he asked me about it because he thought maybe it was from the Fellowship, but I said it wasn’t, even though it sounded familiar, and so I thought I’d ask you. In case it was from the FCL, but I just forgot or something.”

“Why would a case have some quote from the FFA creed?”

“No idea,” said Wren. “Absolutely none. The killer drew a thing that might have been a ram, also, so it seemed… I don’t know. Let’s not talk about this. We have an agenda, right?” She pulled up the email Kimora had sent. “We have to finalize the script for the next video. So, that’s me, right? You think it’s good, you just want me to go through and look for any errors? I can get that done today, I’m sure.”

“Okay,” said Kimora. 

“What?” said Wren. “What’s that in your tone?”

“Nothing.”

“It was not nothing.”

“I just wonder if you’d be happier if you were doing something detective-y is all. You think I haven’t noticed how much you are Miss Forced Cheer since February when you guys got let go from the FBI?”

“My cheer is not forced,” said Wren, sitting up straight. 

“Okay,” said Kimora.

“I mean, maybe Cai’s cheer is forced,” said Wren. “Maybe he rubs off on me with the way he refuses to acknowledge how he feels he’s gone down in the world. He’s still technically a police detective, but he’s doing a lot of typical deputy grunt work, because there’s just nothing else to do around here. He’s so tired of breaking up college parties in Shepherdstown and pulling people over for traffic tickets. I know this isn’t what he wanted to do with his life, but everyone who was working for the government is looking for jobs, and there’s not much in the public sector anymore, and—” Wren broke off. “Okay, wow. Maybe…” She rubbed her forehead. “Maybe that’s a lot.”

“Sounds like it,” said Kimora. “And it’s put pressure on our channel, too, you relying on it for income. This was a little side gig for both of us in the beginning. We’re good at it, and it’s fun, so I don’t mind.”

“Well, I’m actually glad in a lot of ways, though,” said Wren. “It was too much. Being a mom is hard. And it’s nice to have less pressure in my life, less stuff going on.”

“Uh huh,” said Kimora. “We started this YouTube channel because you didn’t have time for it.”

Wren sighed. It was true. Motherhood was exhausting and demanding, but it wasn’t especially creative.

Okay, that wasn’t fair.

It could be. There were moms who could put themselves into it like it was a mission from God or whatever, who could spend time devising out the scheduled day with perfect crafts and making healthy snacks and all sorts of appropriate outings, and Wren was pretty sure that took a lot of creativity and brainpower.

She’d do that stuff with Jasmine, except Jasmine was stubborn and fought her on everything.

Wren didn’t have the energy to convince Jasmine to do crafts. Jasmine would just sit down on the floor, fold her arms over her chest and say, “No, no, no!” She could not be cajoled, she could not be ordered, she could not be convinced. If Jasmine was decided against something, Jasmine was not going to change her mind.

Wren had given up on trying to be that kind of mom with Jasmine a long, long time ago.

Jasmine was not diagnosed with anything, nor had she needed any kind of interventions or services. She was hitting all her milestones according to her pediatrician. But Reilly and Wren thought she was neurodivergent in some way. There was the extreme stubbornness, for one thing, the inability to understand humor, and the intensity of her. Also, she had always been really good at entertaining herself. She would hyperfocus on toys or on her chosen activities, and she could not be pulled away from these things. It had been an issue when she was in day care, in fact, Jasmine having meltdowns during transitions.

Anyway, given whatever they knew about autism, and given the fact that both Wren and Reilly were obsessive types of people with narrow special interests in serial killers, that Reilly had an autistic child already, and that Wren wore the same holey jeans every single day like a uniform…

Yeah.

They would have an autistic child. Probably.

Anyway, Wren did find motherhood exhausting, but she also ended up with long stretches of time in which she did not need to be hands-on with Jasmine, when Jasmine, in fact, would screech and scream if Wren tried to insert herself into Jasmine’s activity. “Go away, Mommy,” she would say, glaring up at her. 

Wren wasn’t really complaining. She’d been an independent child herself, after all, though this was probably because her own mother had been a psychopath who’d been more interested in orchestrating murders than being a mom.

Anyway, Wren had started the YouTube channel with Kimora because of those stretches of time that she had to fill. This was before they’d lost their FBI jobs. To be fair, she got why the FBI had gotten rid of them. They hadn’t traveled in a long time, due to Jasmine, and they were basically doing consulting work, and the FBI already had an entire department to do that. It was the Behavioral Analysis Unit, the guys who did serial killer profiles. They did not need to be funding their small task force. Hell, they used to have a state-of-the-art lab, and they used to get bodies from all over the nearby area, but after Trevon Arenson had turned out to be a serial killer, they never did hire another lab guy.

So, she, Reilly, and Maliah had been twiddling their thumbs a lot. And the government was maybe right not to keep paying them to do nothing. Or… not nothing, but they’d had a cushy little thing going there, and it had been high pay for not a lot of effort.

Anyway, that was when she’d started this channel with Kimora. At that point, her life had seemed pretty balanced. She had some consulting work to do on the job, some downtime at work, the YouTube channel to work on, and she had mornings and evenings with Jasmine…

Well, she had little bits of routine with her daughter, important touchstone moments where they connected. Then Jasmine went off into her own little world and didn’t want to be disturbed.

“But really, my cheer isn’t forced,” Wren said. “I don’t mind not working for the FBI anymore.”

“Well, okay, maybe that FBI job wasn’t the right fit for you guys. You almost never went out and looked at crime scenes, and that was the part you were really good at, right?”

Wren shrugged. “We’d have to travel for that, and I don’t want to travel with Jasmine.”

“Sure, but she’s getting bigger,” said Kimora. “You could be leaving her with Maliah or Caius’s sister for a few nights here and there. If you just leave this behind, Wren, you’ll get sucked into your only identity being a mom, and it’ll be fine until she starts pulling away from you—”

“Ha,” said Wren. “When has that child ever not pulled away from me?”

Kimora tilted her head.

“Sorry,” said Wren. “No, everything’s fine, Kimora.”

“You say that a lot.”

“What?”

“That everything’s fine. I’m beginning to think you’re





























OPS/images/cover.jpg
=
<
G
Z.
)
]
[ars]
w
=
w
o]
(@a]
>
=g
(&
)
=
=G
Vo)
o)

WREN DELACROIX, BOOK ELEVEN





