












letting the water run down the middle of her sore back 
while she kneaded a bruise on her hip. 

She’d been spinning to prevent Jobe from catching 
her in the back with his marker, and her legs twisted 
together, dropping her on her side.

Wendy smirked and leaned back her head to soak her 
hair. Nope, not a kung fu master yet.

The workouts were Jobe’s idea. He’d suggested them 
two weeks after their return to Devine from Odessa. It made 
sense for both of them to be stronger and better trained. They 
were facing the Army, and even with the help of her brother 
and Jobe’s reflection, they were outclassed. Working out 
could level the playing field—and after all, they were not 
fighting the whole Army, just a rogue faction.

But her training was slow, and the matter of the size 
of the faction remained a mystery. Wendy began listing 
divisions in her head. A squad? No, there had to have 
been more men involved than the six who’d attacked 
the motel. A platoon? Wendy grimaced; the number still 
seemed too small for the scope of the operation. But the 
idea of facing anything over a battalion of men disquieted 
her. Even with training and help from Jobe and Jamie, 
she doubted that she was good enough to win against 
such overwhelming odds.

She was jolted from her thoughts by someone 
pounding on the door. “What!”

“Pull on a towel, and come quick,” Jobe said.



Wendy slid back the curtain and muttered angrily as 
she grabbed a towel and wrapped it around herself. Jamie 
and Jobe both looked ill when she opened the door. “What 
happened? Are we busted?”

“No, there was a murder in Tucson,” Jamie said. 
“The story became national news today because it’s the 
second murder in town with the same MO.”

“The Army is deploying another serial killer 
already?” Wendy asked.

Jobe shook his head. “This was the work of two different 
killers, but both were dressed as Santa Claus. According to the 
news, seven people working for the Salvation Army dressed as 
Santa were all abducted last week. Now two of them have been 
caught killing children. Wait.” He wagged a finger at Wendy 
when she opened her mouth. “We wanted you to rush because 
there were symbols carved into the bodies of both victims. 
They’d just finished showing a sample of the symbols.”

“They matched the symbols in Neal’s journal?” 
Wendy watched him nod and went to the phone.

“Calling Gavin?” Jamie asked.
“Hell yes,” Wendy agreed. “If we’re going to Arizona, 

that’s right in Richter’s backyard.” She turned around to 
pick up the phone and dialed zero.

“Operator assistance. What city, please?” a woman 
asked.

“I need you to look up a number in San Antonio and 
dial it for me,” Wendy requested.



“Name?”
“Gavin Lebowitz.”
There was a short delay while keys clattered in the 

background. “I have the number. Please hold for the 
connection.”

The line rang over and over before it finally clicked. 
“Hello?”

“Hi, Gavin,” Wendy said.
“Who is—” Gavin sighed. “Hello, Wendy.”
Wendy smirked. “You don’t sound happy to hear me.”
“That’s because I know why you’re calling,” Gavin 

said. “The letters on the bodies in Tucson match the last 
entries in Neal’s journal. Are you in Tucson?”

“No, and we’re going to need a few days to drive 
there. Listen, we’re willing to take your offer for protection 
and play nice. I’m hoping you can fly out early and talk to 
the local cops to get a feel for the case while we’re driving 
down.”

“Deborah will decide whether we drive or fly, but we’ll 
be headed out soon enough. Where are you now?” Gavin 
asked.

“It doesn’t matter, because we’ll be gone tomorrow 
morning,” Wendy said. “In case you’re wondering, you’ll 
need to check the bus depot each evening at seven pm. 
When we get into town, we’ll drive to the depot and wait 
an hour for you. If you don’t show up, we’ll try again the 
next night. Will that work for you?”


