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      bobby

      Tristan linked his fingers with mine as we walked along the marina’s pier. We paused outside the yacht club, admiring the majestic white structure.

      “Do you think we should be throwing a party when there’s a killer on the loose?” he asked.

      “Of course. Babe, there will always be killers on the loose. We need to celebrate being alive, surviving what we went through, and being engaged,” I said, smiling wildly as I turned toward him. Tristan sighed, turned, and pulled me the other inches between us. He then kissed me on the lips and forehead.

      “You’re right. Sorry. I’m being down again. Tell me to snap out of it.”

      Frowning, I pulled my boyfriend—my fiancé—into a tight hug and held him in my embrace for a few moments.

      He had been waking up with nightmares of late. He told me it wasn’t every night, but it was every time I stayed over at his place. He would scream out, and I would roll over and hold him. There was even a time when he sobbed.

      It was then I realised the kidnapping and debacle with Declan in Harlem, New York, must have affected him more deeply than he was letting on.

      “You’re not being down, Tris. It’s okay to be feeling sad and scared. Or to feel anxious, especially when Declan is somewhere out there. When’s your next psychiatrist appointment?”

      “On Monday. Are you still looking for him?”

      I blinked, and the question came from left field. It would be accusatory if said bluntly, but it was a matter of fact, and I knew he didn’t mean to judge me. But it stung a little bit. I stepped back out of his embrace and let go of his hand.

      “You know that Harlem isn’t Summervale PD’s jurisdiction, but the NYPD has told us they are. I know he hasn’t returned to that… place.”

      I didn’t want to mention the apartment where we had been held captive, the one with the body parts in the freezer… it was a current wound for Tristan.

      He flinched and turned from me to face the water.

      “What is Darcie doing about it? Is she helping? Because it doesn’t seem like she’s doing anything but going away on weekend trips with Dane.”

      Now his tone was angry. He turned back to me, his hands flailing about, his fists clenched. His voice was raised.

      My heart broke for the man I loved.

      “Tris…” I reached for him, but he stepped back.

      “I can’t do this now. I have to go to work.” He started toward the car park. Thank goodness we had arrived in separate cars. We had come here to grab a coffee and take a walk before we both headed to work.

      Tristan had obtained a new job at the bank and was now sharing an apartment with his aunt.

      “Tris… Tristan? Are you okay?”

      But he didn’t answer me. I watched him dejected as he walked toward his car in silence, my heart breaking a little.
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      darcie

      It had been two months since my half-brother escaped police custody and went on the run. All leads faded. The NYPD and local authorities told my friends and me they were still searching for him, but I didn’t believe them.

      I knew they had moved on to other cases.

      As long as Declan didn’t kill anyone else, all was good in the world, right?

      But if my brother was anything like our father, I knew he was biding his time, planning his next kill.

      I wanted to look for Declan badly, but Dane, my friends, and the authorities forbade it.

      Besides, Dane, the ever-loyal man, and husband, had distracted me with frequent weekend trips away.

      One weekend, we travelled to Martha’s Vineyard.

      On another trip, we went to Florida, where I confessed that I had never been to Disneyworld.

      With the abusive childhood I’d had, my mother had never had any money because of my father, and my father had never thought I deserved it. He was always too busy spending what little money we had on pretending to be rich to lure in the next woman, his next victim. And then he stole their money, too, and moved on to the next victim. And on and on the cycle went.

      So, Dane took me to Disneyworld in Florida. He took me on all his favourite rides, bought me Mickey Mouse ears, and we ate Mickey-shaped ice cream in the sunshine.

      I had never been so happy.

      And now I was back at our beach house, sitting on my back deck holding the diary my brother had written, trying to decide whether to read it.

      I would much rather be back in Florida, watching the fireworks above Cinderella’s castle with Dane. But I knew I had to read it. I had to rip off the band-aid. I had to give myself closure.

      Besides, I knew it would give me and everyone else more insight into my brother’s tormented and twisted mind.

      I took a sip of coffee and cracked open the black leather cover. The wind tousled my unbound hair and the pages as I began to read.

      And the very first word gave me pause and chilled me to the bone.

      

      Darcie,

      You said you wanted to protect me from the darkness, but I couldn’t stop it. I couldn’t wait any longer. I’ve had dreams and visions of sinking a blade into the flesh of a person, and I couldn’t wait to try it.

      When I gave in, it was glorious!

      Darcie, it’s delicious. You should try it.

      You should embrace the darkness, too. It’s inside you, waiting for the right time to be freed.

      You need to let it free.

      

      Only the first page was a letter. It was like he had deliberately left this diary for me to find. The rest of the diary was filled with entries detailing his traumatic childhood. My heart raced as I turned the page. I wasn’t sure I was ready to relive the trauma. This was surely going to give me flashbacks and PTSD.

      I didn’t know if his choosing to write to me was flattering or frightening.
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      tristan

      “Tristan?”

      I blinked. I shook my head. I wasn’t in that smelly, disgusting, terrible apartment in New York, a serial killer’s lair. I was in my shrink’s office, sitting on the worn-out couch, staring out the window.

      “Yes, I’m sorry. My mind is elsewhere today.” I plastered a smile on my face so I could pretend for the psychiatrist’s sake that I was okay, but inside, I was not.

      “Can you tell me about it? Tell me where your mind is,” she said.

      Doctor Mendelen was a woman in her sixties, about my aunt’s age, with short dark hair and an olive complexion. I had been seeing her for years, but before, it was me trying to decide if I should come out as gay. Now I was dealing with a whole boatload of problems.

      There was a serial killer on the loose, the same one who had kidnapped me and my boyfriend–turned fiancé and kept us captive in an apartment where he held trophies from his earlier kills…

      “Tristan? It helps to voice the problem and lay it out in front of you so you can weigh it, touch it, and deal with it.”

      I took a deep breath and started talking.

      “I proposed to my boyfriend. We’re engaged now.”

      “Oh, that’s fantastic. Congratulations, Tristan. That’s amazing. Look how far you’ve come. From warring with your emotions to letting your true self step into the sunlight. You made that leap and then took it a step further. You’ve come so far. So, why aren’t you happy?”

      “I am. Happy, that is. It’s just that Bobby, the gorgeous, understanding, wonderful man he is, doesn’t understand that we shouldn’t be throwing parties now when there’s a killer on the loose. Doesn’t he remember what he did to us?”

      “Bobby sounds amazing. But I am sure he is trying to process what happened to the both of you just as much as you are, but you must understand that everyone processes emotions differently. It looks like he’s trying to focus on the future instead of dwelling on the past, on the positive instead of the negative. That’s what I want you to do as well.”

      I let out an audible groan and flopped back against the chaise lounge. The emerald green velvet was soft under my fingers, so I stroked it while thinking about what to say.

      “I’m trying.” I groaned and then sat back up and turned to look at Dr Mendelen. “Jacquie, do you want to attend our engagement party next weekend?”

      “Oh, Tristan, I would be honoured,” she smiled.

      And at last, I returned a genuine one, feeling a thousand pounds lighter.

      “It’s time to focus on the positives and the future,” I said.

      “Yes. It is.”
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