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            Prologue

          

          The Serial Killer’s Daughter

        

      

    

    
      My name is Darcie Ryder, and I am the daughter of a convicted serial killer.

      But that’s not all I am.

      I know that now.

      I used to let the sins of my father define me.

      But not anymore.

      My story is not a happy one.

      It’s dark and twisted, and frankly, quite depressing.

      But that’s life when you were raised how I was, by a man who told lies and kept secrets as a job.

      You might say, like father, like daughter. Here I am now, two years on from the day my father was finally locked up behind bars, finally having my story published.

      I didn’t always want the world to know my story, reading my words, having my secrets aired like dirty laundry.

      But a series of events led to where I am today, going over the final pass of the pages of my manuscript, my book, my story that is about to be launched into the world.

      You could say I’ve had to grow a thick skin, and I have. Call it adaptation.

      When you’re the daughter of a serial killer, a narcissist, a psychopath, one’s reputation is often left in shreds.

      But I didn’t let that ruin me.

      I’ve learned to live with the fact that, yes, my father is a murderer, and I am not so innocent myself.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter One

          

          Haunted

        

      

    

    
      Darcie

      California was a lot sunnier than Summervale in more ways than one.

      I left my dark mood and skeletons back in that small coastal town.

      I knew the exact moment we left the border of Summervale. It was like I was bound by some dark force, a curse, tying me to that town. And as soon as our car crossed the border, the spell was broken.

      There is nothing paranormal about Summervale, but there may as well be.

      It was built by my ancestors on a literal foundation of blood, bones, and secrets a few hundred years ago.

      The woman of which I look exactly alike. You could say I was her doppelganger.

      But I didn’t want to let their past and the town’s past define my future.

      Dane and I were getting the hell out.

      Just before we left Summervale, before graduation, I had written an essay for my college applications only a few days before the deadline and was shocked when I was accepted to not one but three colleges.

      We had rented an apartment down the street from Stanford, Dane’s university. It was a gorgeous two-bedroom condo. Fellow college students rented out the whole complex, and it was known as one of the many ‘frat’ houses on the block.

      I wasn’t keen on the idea of living in a frat house at first, but Dane eventually changed my mind when he bought me an antique writing desk and set it up in the spare room. The view was amazing. It was set in front of an idyllic bay window, which got a lot of sun. The condo was on a hillside and had sweeping views of the ocean.

      Most days, Dane had classes and football training as part of his scholarship, so he wasn’t around a lot. I had quite a bit of time to myself before I started at the college of my choice.

      It had been just over a week since we arrived in California and moved into our apartment. And since then, Dane’s mom had managed to sell both my father’s cars and wire me the money. I had used some of it to buy myself a small car, and the rest I had set up in a savings account. I had no idea what I wanted to use the money on, so it sat in the account earning interest.

      I had found myself a part-time job at a local bookstore, and when I wasn’t there, I was touring the different colleges I had been accepted to or working on my novel.

      Oh, I guess I forgot to mention that the essay I wrote for the college application, entitled ‘The Serial Killer’s Daughter,’ was since published in an online magazine at one of the colleges where I had been accepted.

      Since then, the story had failed to leave my head.

      The night we moved in, I couldn’t sleep, so I began writing.

      And I hadn’t stopped since.

      The essay was only three thousand words of the novel, but I had written about thirty thousand words since then, and I wasn’t done yet.

      I had no idea what I would do with it or if I wanted to publish the rest of it.

      All I wanted to do right now was get the story out of my head and onto paper or a Word document on my computer.

      I hit save on my work and glanced over at the notepad next to my laptop. On it, I had scrawled the address and directions to the little gift my father had left me.

      My legacy.

      I had put off going to the storage facility because I wanted to move on with my life.

      But I couldn’t. My skeletons and ghosts were crawling out of their graves and haunting me.

      I had to put them to rest.

      I decided to bite the bullet and visit the facility today while Dane was at college.

      If I didn’t, I would never be able to move on with my life. Besides, I needed whatever was in that box to finish my book.

      I closed my computer, grabbed my car keys, and raced out of the apartment before I could change my mind.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Two

          

          Hidden Treasures

        

      

    

    
      Darcie

      The storage facility where my father had hidden the missing pieces of our story was in Los Angeles, a few hours drive from the southern California town we lived in. I had always wondered what L.A. would be like. Tinseltown. Hollywood. The heart of the film and TV industry.

      It was busy, full of high rises, concrete, and horrendous traffic. A small-town girl like me wasn’t used to it. I felt anxiety creep into my body.

      But I eventually found the storage facility, and my heart rate slowed. I felt myself grow calmer. I had finally made it. I was finally going to get the answers I’d been searching for, the missing pieces of my life I needed to finish my book.

      I parked, pocketed my keys, and made my way to storage locker number forty-two.

      My father’s locker, now mine, was right down the back of the facility, in a dark corner, which wasn’t surprising.

      I don’t know what I expected to find behind door forty-two. One box, maybe, filled with the files and articles my father had stolen from the Summervale historical society.

      But not this.

      Thankfully, no one had accompanied me to the locker. I looked around, but no one else was at the facility today. Thank god. I quickly stepped inside, flipped the light on, and closed the garage door behind me.

      There wasn’t a box of papers and missing items.

      No, all the missing pieces were covering the walls of the shed like macabre wallpaper.

      There were articles about the recent spate of murders in Summervale, and some from earlier when my mom disappeared, and even before that.

      There were some dated before I was born.

      I was completely speechless. How long had my father been at this game?

      More importantly, how on earth was I meant to take all this down and get it all back to my apartment?

      Then something at the back of the room caught my eye, something shiny. It reflected off the fluorescent light hanging from the ceiling.

      Sitting on one of many shelves erected around the room was a bowl full of what looked to be wedding and engagement rings. The facets of the diamonds on some of the rings are what had caught the light.

      Why were there so many rings? Where did they come from? And why did my dad have them? There had to be at least twenty rings in the small jewellery dish. And I recognised the small ceramic dish they were sitting in. I had made it for my mom at school, in art class for Mother’s day one year.

      A feeling like a knife of betrayal twisted in my gut, and a lump formed in my throat. I felt like smashing the bowl of rings on the cement ground. But this was one of the last things I had left of my mother’s.

      And my father had taken everything else. Instead, I upended the bowl and turned around to storm out of the room when something else caught my eye.

      Pinned to the wall next to an article about a blonde teen girl who had gone missing in California was a card sealed with a red lipstick mark like a girl had kissed it. I pulled the card off the wall and opened it.
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        Harry,

        I can’t tell you how much these past few weeks have meant to me.

        Thank you for giving me your heart, if only for a little while.

        You’re welcome here any time.

        Much love,

        Abi.

        P.S. And now I’ll always have a piece of you forever.

        

      

      A secret love affair? I took down the article it had been pinned on top of, and my stomach jumped into my throat when I saw the headline.
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        Aspiring actress missing assumed dead

        

      

      
        
        Beside it were two other articles about the same girl.
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        Missing teen leaves behind child

        

      

      My heart pounded as my head began to put together the pieces.

      The next headline said:
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        Missing teen identified as local girl Abigail Winters. No new leads in cold case.

        

      

      I doubled checked the dates on the articles.

      They were twenty years old.

      I took all the articles and the card about Abigail and hurried out of the shed and back to my car.

      The local authorities may not have any leads as to who killed Abi Winters, but I did.

      The M.O. matched.

      I was one hundred percent certain my father killed Abigail Winters. I had to let someone know.
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