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CHAPTER ONE



Wren Delacroix reached across the table in her kitchen for the glue stick, but Natalie Freeman snatched it up before she could.

“Sorry,” crowed Natalie in a voice that didn’t sound the least bit sorry.

Wren pursed her lips. “It’s fine. You can have it. My glue stick is your glue stick. I’m not over here losing my mind from the loss of it or anything. I’m not on the verge of tears. I’m just fine.” She made a mock sniff.

Natalie giggled. “You’re silly, Wren.”

“I am,” Wren agreed. “Can’t help it, I guess. Silliness is my middle name.”

“Is it really?” said Natalie, grinning.

“Wren Silliness Delacroix.”

“No, it’s not.” Jessica, Natalie’s twin sister, narrowed her eyes at Wren. “You’re just saying that.”

“Oh, you got me,” said Wren. “What gave me away?”

Natalie giggled some more.

Jessica grinned too.

“I’m going to make my Valentines orange,” announced Natalie, as she riffled through the stack of construction paper on the table.

“Orange?” said Jessica. “Valentines can’t be orange.”

“Can too,” said Natalie. “Can’t they, Wren?”

“You can do whatever it is that you like,” said Wren.

“Yeah, I guess,” said Jessica, making a face. “But usually, they’re red.”

Natalie shrugged. “So?”

“So, if it’s orange, people will think it’s for, like, Halloween or something.” Jessica selected a red piece of construction paper and folded it in half. Using scissors, she began cutting heart shapes out of it. Halloween had been the first holiday the twins had experienced outside of the woods, where they had been raised by their crazy, cannibalistic, murderous parents Karen and Terrence Freeman. Now, both of their parents were dead and the girls were in foster care.

Wren had been the person who had saved the girls out there. She’d gotten them away from Hawk Marner, who had been trying to kill them. Ever since, she’d felt a connection to the girls, and she had stayed close. Their foster mother, Lori, let Wren take the girls for an afternoon here and there.

In the fall, they’d been able to go outside. They’d walked nature trails and gone to playgrounds. And when Halloween happened, Wren had tagged along on the girls’ first trick-or-treat outing, which they had found extremely exciting. They’d been so cute, too, dressed up as Thing One and Thing Two from The Cat in the Hat. Wren hadn’t been able to go trick-or-treating as a kid herself because she’d been raised in a weird cult. So, she still found Halloween somewhat magical.

Now, it was winter, and they couldn’t go outside, so she had to get creative. Sometimes, they went to story time at the local library. Once, they’d gone to a movie. But this time, they were making Valentines. Wren had gone out and bought little white heart doilies and everything. She had never made a Valentine in her life, but with the girls here, she was getting into the crafts too. It was a lot of fun.

“I’m still making it orange,” said Natalie. “Maybe not all of them will be orange. But at least one will be.”

Jessica shrugged. “Mine are going to be red.”

“They can also be pink,” said Natalie.

“That’s true,” said Jessica.

“Or purple,” said Wren. “I think purple’s an acceptable Valentine color.”

“I like orange and purple together,” said Natalie, reaching for another piece of construction paper.

“Ugh, that’s awful,” said Jessica, wrinkling up her nose.

“No, it’s not,” said Natalie. “It looks really good together.”

Jessica held out a hand. “Whatever. Hand me the glue stick already.”

“You’re taking the glue stick?” said Wren. “When do I get it?”

“When I feel like giving it to you,” said Jessica primly.

Wren laughed. She was happy that the girls were doing better these days. They were able to joke around with Wren and they were comfortable enough to display conflicts amongst themselves. 

Natalie was a little more timid than Jessica. She was more intuitive, and in the beginning, she’d let Jessica speak for both of them on more than one occasion. Jessica might be mouthy with Natalie now, but she was fiercely protective of her sister. She was the brave one, ready to face off armies if need be. 

At first, there had been a lot of hostility and sadness from the girls, but now, over four months since they’d been found, they were starting to settle in.

“I should have bought more than one glue stick,” said Wren.

“You should have,” said Jessica. “What were you thinking?”

Wren laughed again. Sometimes, the things that the girls said were just too freaking cute. It killed her. “What was I thinking?”

Across the room, in her purse, her phone started to ring. 

Wren got up from the table and went over to pick it up. It was Reilly. She hadn’t heard from him in a few days. She answered it. “Hey, there. Fancy hearing from you.”

“Morning, Delacroix, what are you doing right now?” Reilly sounded distracted.

“It’s not morning,” said Wren. 

“Whatever,” said Reilly. “Can you come in to headquarters?”

“Um, I’m kind of with the girls right now,” said Wren. “It’s my afternoon with them.”

“Oh,” said Reilly. “Right. Well, I’m actually not in the office either. It’s going to take me maybe forty minutes to get there.”

“I can meet you then,” said Wren.”

“Great,” he said. “Thanks, Delacroix.”

“Reilly, what’s this about?”

No answer. Reilly had already hung up. Wren took the phone away from her ear and put it in her pocket.

“Do we have to leave?” said Jessica.

“In about twenty minutes,” said Wren. “Lori’ll be here to pick you up.” She went back to the table. “Now, someone give me the glue stick. I have Valentines to make.”

* * *

“Delacroix,” said Maliah Wright. She was lounging against the doorway to her office. “You’re here.”

Wren took off her winter coat and folded it over her arm. “You know, you always call me Delacroix. Does that mean that you want me to call you Wright?”

“No,” said Maliah.

“Okay,” said Wren.

“You trying to say you want me to call you Wren?”

Wren considered. “Delacroix’s fine.”

“What the hell are you doing here? I thought you were excused on account of there being nothing for you to do.”

“Reilly called me,” said Wren. It was true that she hadn’t been coming in to headquarters much these days. The task force was probably going to get disbanded soon, because of the lack of any activity.

Technically, the task force had made three arrests in as many months, which was pretty huge for an outfit like theirs. Serial killer cases often dragged on for years, so that many arrests in such a short amount of time was a testament to just how effective they were. Okay, well, technically, they hadn’t arrested Noah Adams, but that was only because he’d killed himself before they could get to it.

And Major Hill, another of their arrests, was also dead. Anyway, they couldn’t be sure that Major had actually been guilty. At best, they would have been able to get him on an accessory charge. Something they could have used to bargain for his testimony against Hawk Marner.

Hawk was the only one still behind bars, the only one they had to worry about building a case against.

For the first two months, they’d pounded the pavement, looking for anything they could find that would be solid evidence against Hawk. But Hawk had done his work well. He hadn’t left behind any physical evidence. The fact that they’d found his victims’ personal effects in the woods only put the victims at the kill site, it didn’t connect them to him. 

They knew he’d kept trophies, and they’d looked everywhere for them, but they hadn’t found anything beyond the initial set, which Hawk had planted in Major’s house.

But the district attorney had decided to go forward with the case against Hawk, anyway. They would rely heavily on Wren’s and Reilly’s testimony. Out in the woods, when Wren had been saving those twin girls, Hawk had confessed everything to her. 

Unfortunately, they weren’t sure how well it would all go down, because they expected that Hawk’s defense attorney would bring up the fact that Wren and Hawk had been intimately involved, a fact that surely biased her in the case. 

The only slam dunk against Hawk was that both Wren and Reilly had witnessed him shooting a woman in the head. He’d definitely killed Karen Freeman, the twins’ mother. That would be enough for a life sentence, and hopefully it would keep Hawk in jail forever. After the horrible things he’d done, he didn’t deserve to go free.

“Why did Reilly call you?” said Maliah.

“He didn’t say,” said Wren. “You don’t know?”

“Reilly and I don’t speak a lot,” said Maliah. “Not out loud. Mostly, we send emails. It’s less awkward that way.”

“Right,” said Wren. “Uh, how are you doing?” Maliah and Reilly had been together for a while, but not anymore. They’d parted ways months ago, but there was still some tension there.

“I’m great,” said Maliah with a too-wide grin.

Wren narrowed her eyes at the other woman. She always got a vibe that Maliah didn’t much like her, and she didn’t know why. “I guess Reilly isn’t here yet?”

“No,” said Maliah.

“Well, if you see him, tell him I’m in my office.”

“I’m not a secretary,’ said Maliah. “I don’t deliver messages.”

“Okay,” said Wren. “Sorry.”

Maliah made a face, looking chagrined. She sighed. “Okay, if I see him, I’ll tell him.”

“You don’t have to,” said Wren.

“No, I…” Maliah pushed away from the doorway. “What are you doing for money if you’re not working here?”

“Driving for Door Dash,” said Wren.

“You’re kidding.” Maliah shook her head at her. “You must be really terrible at that.”

“What?” Now, Wren was offended.

“I mean, if people get mad because their order is screwed up—”

“That never happens. I make sure to do it right,” Wren said defensively.

“I’m sorry,” said Maliah. “I didn’t…” She threw up her hands. “Something about you activates my inner bitch goddess, okay? I can’t seem to stop myself.”

“Bitch goddess,” said Wren, nodding. “I like that.”

“You can use it,” said Maliah.

“Thanks,” said Wren.

“Sure,” said Maliah.

And then the door at the end of the hall opened and Reilly came in. 

Maliah took one look at him and darted back into her office.

Reilly walked down the hallway, a coffee cup in each hand. “Delacroix. How are you?”

“Fine,” she said. “Just fine.”

He thrust a cup at her. “I got you some peppermint mocha thing.”

“Thanks,” she said, taking it. She missed their coffee routine in the mornings. Back when they’d both been actively working a case, whichever one of them got to the coffee shop first bought coffee for the other one. She’d arrive at the coffee shop and the barista, Angela, would cheerily call out to her that Reilly had already been there. She really did miss that.

He grinned. “Good to see you.”

“Good to see you too.” 

“My office.” He gestured with his head.

* * *

Reilly tossed his coat over the back of his chair and set his coffee cup on his desk. “What do you know about angels of death?”

“There are things to know about them?” said Wren, setting down her coffee cup and draping her coat over a chair in front of Reilly’s desk. 

“All kinds of things,” said Reilly. “Come on, you’re the expert on this stuff.”

“I am? You mean, because of the Fellowship? Because there wasn’t really a lot of emphasis on angels.”

“No, no, no.” He laughed. “I don’t mean angels angels. Not like death with a scythe and a black hood.”

 “Oh! You mean the serial killer angels of death?”

“Yeah,” he said. “I do. What do you know about that?” 

She sat down in the chair opposite his desk and picked her coffee back up. “Well… it’s been a while, but off the top of my head, typically female, usually has access to her victims in a healthcare setting. The murders often go on a long time before anyone notices them, because they don’t appear to be murders, just medical accidents or natural deaths.”

He sat down too. “Typically female? But could be male?”

“Could be.” She nodded. “There are some documented male angels of death.”

“Well, look, we got a referral from the Booneville Police Department. They’re investigating a death at their local hospital there, and the person had an unusual amount of miazephine in her system. So, they’ve ruled that a murder, and they’re also finding more suspicious deaths, maybe as many as fifteen, all in that same hospital. Anyway, I guess they decided it was our jurisdiction at that point and kicked it over to us.”

“Huh,” said Wren. “They have a suspect?”

“Well, I think so. If they’re connecting all these deaths, there’s got to be overlap amongst personnel.”

“Sometimes angels of death kill because they’re trying to be ‘merciful.’ They’ll kill people who are old or who are sick or suffering. But usually, it’s about power, like most killers. They get a charge out of holding people’s lives in their hands. Sometimes they also will induce illnesses in patients and then ‘save’ them at the last minute, in order to get the accolades. They tend to kill people who are already weak. People with terminal illnesses. The elderly. Children.” She looked up at him. “Tell me this isn’t another case with dead kids.”

“I actually don’t know yet,” said Reilly. “They’re supposed to email over the files, but I haven’t gotten anything yet. But I’m with you. I’d be happy enough not to have to look at anymore kids’ bodies.”

Wren got a sour taste in her mouth, thinking about Hawk again. Those girls he’d killed, they were stand-ins for her, for the ten-year-old girl she’d once been. It wasn’t her fault, but she still somehow always felt a little responsible in some way. 

“So, power,” said Reilly. “Par for the course, huh? And is it also sexual?”

“Not usually,” said Wren. “No, the sexual component tends to be the purview of other sorts of killers.”

“Well, that’s one thing, anyway,” said Reilly. “No discussions of rape with shovel handles.”

“There is that.” Wren picked up her coffee cup and toasted him.

He laughed grimly. “Well, what do you say? Are you game?”

“Does this mean I’ll be back at the task force full time?”

“Hell, yes,” he said. “Our funding? Suddenly, they’re saying that we’ll be getting another three months’ worth of money, and that any discussions they were having about shutting us down are null and void.”

“Well, well.”

“Yeah,” he said. “I’m actually glad you’re still around. I thought maybe you’d go elsewhere. Where’s your dad live again? Florida?”

“Ugh, I couldn’t live in Florida. Do you have any idea how humid it is there? Constantly humid.”

He chuckled. “Yeah, but there’s no snow. No ice.”

“And this time of year, it’s glutted down there. Wall-to-wall old people.” She shuddered. “No, I’m sticking around here for a while, anyway. Until I feel like Jessica and Natalie are really settled in. And I’ll be needed for Hawk’s trial.”

“The trial probably won’t be for months, maybe over a year. You could easily leave and travel back for that.”

“I could.” She nodded.

“But you didn’t. You’re still here. And so, that’s to the benefit of the task force.” He took a long drink of coffee. “Glad to have you back aboard.”

“Glad to be here,” she said. 







CHAPTER TWO


“Oh, we’re definitely happy to cooperate with law enforcement,” said Mr. Allen Tinsley, who was the hospital liaison that they were speaking with.

They were at the Booneville hospital after an unfruitful trip to the police station, where more promises were made about emailing them files, but no one seemed to actually have the files. Finally, they’d decided to go and sniff out the information on their own. If the files ever showed up, they’d be grateful for them, but they might as well get some information while they were here.

“Great,” said Reilly.

“So, what is it you want?” said Mr. Tinsley.

“Well,” said Wren, “we’re told that some of the deaths are suspicious.”

“Really?” said Mr. Tinsley. “Well, if we had noticed, we would have taken action right away. We really want to be as cooperative as possible, and we’ll be happy to help you with any member of the staff who you want to prosecute. Be sure, if any family members speak to you, that you convey to them how helpful we were. We’d hate for things to get, well, litigious.”

Lawsuits, in other words. They were worried about law suits.

“Tell you what?” said Mr. Tinsley. “How about I give you the records for every single person who’s died in the past five years at the hospital. Would that be sufficient?”

“It’s somewhere to start,” said Reilly.

“Right away,” said Tinsley. He began to stare at his computer screen, moving his mouse around. A few moments later, he handed over a USB thumb drive. “Should all be there.”

“Thanks,” said Reilly.

“And if you have anything else you need, don’t hesitate to come by or call.” Tinsley was already standing up. “I’ll walk you out.” He started for the door to the office.

Reilly got up and Wren too. 

Once in the hallway, outside Tinsley’s office, Wren raised her eyebrows. “Well, he wanted to get rid of us, didn’t he?”

“Yeah,” said Reilly. “Keep that in the back of your mind. Maybe he’s the killer.”

“Could be,” said Wren, tapping her temple. “I’ve stored that. Here’s the problem. We still don’t even know the death that prompted this investigation in the first place.”

Reilly held up the USB drive. “Hopefully, something on here makes sense to us.”

“Hopefully,” said Wren.

They walked out of the hospital together and across the parking lot to Reilly’s car.

Wren squinted up at the sky. “You think it’s going to snow?”

“I hope so,” said Reilly.”

“You like to build snowmen, don’t you?”

“How did you know?” said Reilly, opening the door to the car.

“It’s the big sign on your forehead that says, ‘I Heart Snowmen.’” She opened her door too.

He got in and pulled the door closed after himself. “Hey, even snowmen need love.”

She climbed into the passenger side. “Yeah, I hear that. And you’re the man for the job? Melting all that cold, hard snowman heart?”

He started the car. “What can I say? It’s a tough job, but someone’s got to do it.”

She laughed. “Well, I have to say that I’m glad you’ve been doing something with yourself since there haven’t been any serial killers to catch for the past few months.”

“I like to keep busy,” he said.

“Busy with snowmen.”

He pulled the car out of the parking lot, chuckling. “You know, I have missed you, Delacroix.”

“Of course you have. Who else will keep going on a stupid joke like that? Like, I don’t know when to quit. I really don’t. Snowmen? They’re misunderstood. And I admire that you’re so willing be unconventional.”

“Well, my unconventionality is one of my biggest strengths,” he said. “And my soft spot for snowmen, it’s my defining feature.”

She grinned out the window. “Seriously, why do you hope it’s going to snow?”

“Oh, Timmy always likes snow,” said Reilly. “If it snows, he and I are going to build a snow fort. We already talked about it.”

“Really?” Wren turned from the window to beam at him. “Talked talked?”

“Well, you know, he’s still firmly in stage one, edging occasionally into stage two of the gestalt mitigation. So, it was more like, I talked about snow forts and he repeated everything I said really enthusiastically.”

“That’s still really cool,” she said.

“Yeah, he’s making crazy progress. He’s really cut back on the echoing of the TV shows. Almost everything he says is something that he’s heard people say. If you’d told me even a year ago that this could happen, I wouldn’t have believed it.”

“I’m so happy for you, Reilly,” she said. “I really am.”

“What about you? If it snows, you going to hang out with the girls?”

“Uh, I don’t know. It would depend on how bad the roads were and what Lori thought,” said Wren. 

“You’ve been spending a lot of time with them,” he said.

“Yeah,” she said.

“You’re sticking around because of them,” he said. “Even if the task force shuts down permanently?”

“Permanent shut down? Why are we talking about this? We have a case.”

“We have a murder,” he said. “We don’t even know the details. One dead body does not equal a serial killer.”

She made a face at him. “Killjoy. I really hope there are tons of victims.” She paused. “I mean… I don’t hope that.”

He laughed. “No, I know what you mean.”

“Yeah, because if the task force shuts down, I’m going to have to keep delivering for Door Dash.”

“What? Seriously? That’s what you’re doing?”

“Yeah, so?”

“It’s just… you’re not much of a people person, so a service industry job—”

“Hey, I’ll have you know that I am saving up to purchase Billy’s,” said Wren. “I spend lots of time there. I could run that place.”

“You? A bar owner?”

“Why not?”

“Definitely,” he said. “Given your relationship with alcohol, it sounds very healthy.”

She snorted. “I knew you’d understand.”

* * *

“It’s not going to snow,” said Wren. She was in the bullpen, which was what they called the big room in the headquarters where the uniforms usually worked. Except with the task force in near shut-down mode, there weren’t any uniforms. Wren wasn’t even sure if they’d be getting any more. 

Reilly had just come in the doorway. “What do you mean?”

“I mean, I just looked at the weather, and the storm is going around us, and we’re getting swindled out of snow.”

Reilly came over and set down a stack of paper. “Why are you looking at the weather? You’re supposed to be going through that stack of records we printed out and split, looking for suspicious deaths.”

“I am doing that,” she said, smiling up at him.

“You said you wanted to do it in here so that you wouldn’t be tempted by your computer,” said Reilly.

“Exactly,” said Wren.

“Do I have to confiscate your phone?”

“What? You can’t take my phone.” Wren took it out of her pocket and clutched it to her chest. “That’s a violation of my civil rights, Detective. I’m going to have you brought up on formal charges.”

He tugged out a chair and sat down. “Okay, I finally got something out of the Booneville Police.”

“What? Seriously? But they weren’t very helpful when we were there earlier.”

“The guy who got pulled off the case, his name’s Michaelson, and he’s a little annoyed, because he sank a lot of research time into finding the patterns for the angel of death killer,” said Reilly. “So, he was ignoring all my emails and calls. But after we showed up down there, someone leaned on him, and he called me up.”

“Oh, so that sounds like it was a fun conversation.”

“Nah, he only swore at me for ten minutes or so.”

Wren laughed.

“Seriously,” said Reilly, “I just let him get it out, and I told him that I agreed that it was shitty that the department took his case from him. I told him to put in to be transfered to the task force and we’d all work it together. I said I wanted all his expertise.”

“And then he was your friend?”

“Not exactly, but I think he realized that we’re both cogs in a machine,” said Reilly. “It’s the higher-ups who want to shove long, complicated cases onto the task force so that the percentages of open cases look better. I didn’t steal his case from him. Someone else did.”

“And gave it to you.”

“To us,” said Reilly. 

“Right.”

“Well, anyway,” said Reilly, “finally, he started opening up to me. So, this all started about a month ago, when an Abigail Mercer died. Abigail was elderly, in her eighties, but she was very spry and in good health. She was very active. She actually was in the hospital because she’d twisted her ankle while skiing.”

“An eighty-year-old skiing? Wow.”

“Right,” said Reilly, “but she started a remarkable decline once she was admitted into the hospital. She went down hill over the course of weeks and died.”

“Huh,” said Wren. “I guess her family thought this was suspicious?”

“Yeah, they wanted an autopsy, and they found traces of a drug, which would have been causing all of the symptoms that Abigail suddenly started having once she was admitted.”

“So, someone killed Abigail Mercer.”

“Yeah,” said Reilly. “And Michaelson had it narrowed down to two nurses, both of which cared for Abigail. He figured that there was no way this was the first time this had happened, so he went digging for more victims, basically because then he’d be able to figure out which of his suspects was guilty once he lined up her schedule with the victims.”

“And that’s when the case was yanked out from underneath him.”

“You got it,” said Reilly.

“So, who are these suspects?”

Reilly picked up two pieces of paper off the stack and slid them across the table to Wren. “Genevieve Marx and Anna Marie Haim.”

Wren looked down at the two pictures. The women were both in their late twenties or early thirties. They both had brown hair. Genevieve had bangs. Anna Marie wore hers in a bun. “Was he leaning more towards one or the other?”

“Didn’t have enough yet,” said Reilly. “So, we need to keep going through the files we got, and put together a list of victims and then see which one lines up better with which nurse’s schedule.”

“Got it,” said Wren. “Is it too late for more coffee?”

“Probably,” said Reilly.

“Maybe beer then?” said Wren. “Can we take the records to the bar and have a nice drink while we’re going through them?”

“Just say it’s quitting time,” came Maliah’s voice from the doorway.

Reilly and Wren both looked up at her.

“Uh, hey, there, Maliah,” said Reilly. “How, um, are you?”

Maliah rolled her eyes. She came and sat down at the table with them. “It’s going to snow.”

“No, it’s going around us,” said Wren.

“That’s what they thought, but now they think it’s coming this way,” said Maliah. “I saw that on the news, and I also saw this thing about Louis Bitner.”

“Louis Bitner?” said Wren. “Why’s that name familiar?”

“Are you kidding me?” said Reilly. “You don’t know Louis Bitner?”

“Oh! Oh!” said Wren. “The Carolina Slasher, right?

“Ding, ding, ding,” said Reilly. 

“I do remember him. I interviewed him when I was in the Academy.”

“I’m guessing you didn’t hear his case is up for evaluation?” said Maliah.

“What?” said Wren. “Are you serious?”

“Yeah,” said Reilly. “Even I heard about this. It’s totally insane. The guy started talking to some blogger—”

“Vlogger,” said Maliah. “It was this YouTube series. Bitner claims he’s innocent, that he’s been framed. Maybe the judge watched it. I don’t know. Anyway, they overturned the original verdict and he’s getting a new trial.”

“No,” said Wren. “No, really? Louis freaking Bitner?”

“As of right now, the guy who killed six prostitutes, one with a smashed pickle jar, is not convicted of anything.”

“But he did it,” said Wren. “He confessed. Hell, when I interviewed him, he bragged.”

“He’s saying the confession was coerced,” said Maliah. “Apparently, he was interrogated for something like ten hours straight or something?”

“Yeah, but he’s Louis Bitner,” said Wren. “I can’t believe this shit.”

“They’re not going to release him or anything,” said Reilly.

“They could,” said Maliah. “They could send him home to await his new trial.”

“They won’t,” said Reilly. “He’s rich as fuck. He’s a flight risk. There’s no way.”

“I hope you’re right,” said Wren.

“Yeah, so do I,” said Maliah.

There was a pause, a space of awkward silence.

Maliah gave them both a tentative smile. “Thought I’d come and talk to you, my co-workers, about that interesting development. Was that out of line?”

“What?” said Reilly. “Out of line? How could it be out of line?”

“I don’t know,” said Maliah.

“We should all do something,” said Reilly. “Let’s all go to Billy’s for a beer, huh? Happy hour. My treat.”

Maliah and Wren exchanged a glance.

“Oh, come on,” said Reilly. “The easiest way for it all not to be weird is just to go and do it.”

Wren shrugged. “I’m game. I was just saying—”

“Leave the files here,” said Reilly. “We’re done for the day. We’ll hit it tomorrow.”

“Assuming it doesn’t snow,” said Maliah.

“Assuming that,” said Reilly.

* * *

“So, this woman, she’s just intravenously poisoning her patient, thinking no one will notice?” said Maliah, toying with the straw in her rum and Coke.

“Well, she didn’t start out that way,” said Wren. “She’s evolving. Like most serial killers, she started out small, and her crimes were harder to detect back then. But over time, she had to get bolder and take more risks to get the same charge out of it. So, I bet we find a lot of victims when we start looking.”

“And no one questions this?” said Maliah. “Some nurse just kills all her patients, and no one notices?”

“She probably doesn’t kill all of them,” said Reilly. 

“Just some,” said Wren. “Enough that it doesn’t seem suspicious. But if she’s escalating, there may be more recently.”

“And we know this is a woman?” said Maliah.

“No,” said Reilly. “We
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