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For Dad. If more people were like you, the world would be a better place. I
love you.



PART |



ONE

When news broke that Henry Martin had died, everyone pitied the Martin
girls, for they’d buried their mother only six months before.

They weren’t girls, not anymore, but when someone grows up in a town
like Whitehill, they never stop talking about the girls and boys of their
peers. The Martins were a well-known family in Whitehill. Henry had been
a beloved history teacher at the high school; Margaret Grace, his wife, had
orchestrated the high school choir before she abruptly left her position, due
to cancer.

Not even three months later, she was dead.

The entire town had mourned the loss of Margaret Grace. And they
showed up again for Henry’s funeral. People sat in pews, waiting for the
ceremony to start. The girls—women, now—walked down the aisle as
though they should be headed to the altar, not grieving the last of their
parents.

Cara Martin entered first, although no longer a Martin by name. She
was Cara Gibson now, and Tate, her husband, walked a few steps behind
her, his hand resting protectively on her shoulder. Cara was the oldest and
the shortest of the trio, with auburn hair that fell down her back in untamed
rivulets. She wore a sleeveless dress and flats—both black.

Rachel Martin walked behind her brother-in-law, her sunglasses on, a
bright red nose peeking out from underneath. She was the tallest of the
three, with straight dark hair that dangled to just above where her black
maxi skirt began. She walked with purpose, her shoulders back, the fabric
swaying with each step she took. She appeared, some thought, as an angel
of death, a Grim Reaperess. Katelyn, her girlfriend, waited for her in a pew



at the front. Rachel sat, embracing Katelyn as though her very life depended
on it.

Bringing up the rear was the youngest, Molly Martin. She was wearing
black slacks and a burgundy sweater in honor of her father’s favorite color.
Her blonde hair was parted to the left and cut just below her chin in the
exact same way it had been since middle school. Her eyes bounced around
the room as though searching for someone. As she approached the front,
she stared at the floor, careful not to look at her sisters or their partners,
least of all the casket. She sat beside Rachel, and began fiddling with a
tissue.

As the last notes of “How Great Thou Art” poured from the organ, the
mourners stared ahead, not at their fallen brother, but at the three daughters
he’d left behind. How tragic for them to lose both their parents in under a
year. Adult orphans. An entire future of possibilities ripped away. There
would be no one to help them sift through motherhood when the time came,
and Rachel and Molly would never experience their father walking them
down the aisle. The sisters only had each other now, something that brought
comfort and sadness all at once.

In order to bypass their despair, everyone who attended clung to the
past, gripping at memories with white knuckles. Neighbors stood at the
pulpit and spoke about how Henry Martin had touched their lives. Former
students attested to his wisdom and wit. Close friends detailed his loyalty.
Fellow churchgoers recalled his strong faith. This was what such events
were about. Honoring a life well lived, carefully avoiding how unfairly that
life had ended.

The Martin girls sat there listening, looking proud. Their father was
gone now, just like their mother, but his imprint on the world remained, and
it was a good one.

The Martin girls didn’t know it then, in the midst of saying goodbye,
but a new story was unfolding. One that would challenge everything they
thought they knew about their father.



TWO



MOLLY

Molly Martin’s cheeks hurt from all the smiling. She was accustomed to
this forced cheeriness at the Whitehill Hotel, where she worked as a front-
desk clerk. She wasn’t, however, used to being polite when her heart was on
the verge of breaking.

She’d managed to hold it together during the funeral, then at the burial
that followed. Afterwards, neighbors and friends followed them back to the
Martin home, bringing food and drinks and more stories that had been too
intimate to share during the service. Molly had shaken the hands of
countless people, nodded along to their sympathetic words, struggled to
hold back tears.

When the last of the visitors left the house, she was relieved, but also
overwhelmed. She looked around her childhood home, once the place of
many happy memories. She saw collections of artifacts—books, trinkets
and artwork—that told stories about the people who turned this house into a
home. Henry Martin, the charming academic, and Margaret Grace, his free-
spirited wife. It felt empty and endless now, like a reverberating echo that
wouldn’t stop.

“Is that everyone?” Rachel stood beside her, a drink in her hand. They
were eager for the day to end, for it to be nothing but immediate family.

“I think only Elias is left.” She nodded toward the living room, where
Cara was trapped in the middle of a conversation with their father’s oldest
friend.

Rachel and Molly smiled conspiratorially.

“Should we rescue her?” Rachel asked.



Elias was jovial and kind-hearted, the type of person who drags you into
a conversation and refuses to quit. He’d talk all night if they let him, and he
probably preferred to sit around talking, rather than acknowledge the death
of his friend.

Elias and Cara were standing in front of the fireplace. Parts of the
conversation floated near: book and crime and sales. Cara was a journalist
turned true crime writer. She’d published three books in the past seven
years. Elias was likely grilling her about her latest release. When Cara
caught sight of her sisters, she had Help Me eyes.

Elias stopped talking when he saw them approach, and cleared his
throat.

“I was just telling Cara it was a beautiful service.” He wiped his eyes
with the back of his hand. “It captured the very essence of Henry.”

“You were a great friend to him,” Cara said.

“He wanted to make sure you girls were okay. He told me that, you
know,” he said. “When I used to give him a hard time about having so many
kids, he’d say, Margaret wanted three so that when we kick the bucket, at
least the girls would have each other.”

Elias laughed. Molly didn’t find it funny at all. She wanted to cry. None
of them could have predicted that both their parents would be gone so soon,
taken within six months of each other. That the previous Christmas would
be their final one as a family.

“Thanks for your help today,” Rachel said, pushing the visit closer to its
conclusion, but she wrapped an arm around Elias’ shoulders, so that it
wasn’t obvious.

He looked around the room. “I’ll get out of your hair, so you can be
with family.” Then he stood still, like he was hoping one of them would
invite him to stay. Come on, Elias. You’re as good as family, he wanted to
hear. But none of them said it. “You’ll let me know if you need help with
things around the house? Or the cabin upstate?”

“We haven’t even discussed the cabin yet,” Rachel said. “It’ll take the
rest of the week to sort stuff here. Hopefully we can get the house on the
market soon.”

To anyone listening, it might sound like Rachel was greedy, but Molly
knew her sister. The sooner Rachel could break free from the memories of
this place, the sooner she could start healing.



“It won’t feel the same driving by this house with some other family
living in it,” Elias said. A sadness fell over his face, but he shook it off,
winking at Cara. “Let me know when the next best seller comes out.”

“Will do.” Cara turned quickly, joining Tate in the kitchen.

Molly followed Elias to the front door, holding it open. She had a softer
spot for him than her sisters did. Sure, he could be annoying, but there was
no denying he had been a loyal friend to their father.

“Take care of yourself,” she said.

Elias looked back into the house and smiled. “Take care of each other.”

He turned, walking down the cement steps to the sidewalk. She watched
him disappear into the night before returning to the living room. Everyone
was gathered around the fireplace.

“Finally, you girls can relax,” Tate said. “I thought we’d have people
here all night.”

“It’s been nice to see how many people cared about him. And Mom,”
Cara said. “Poor Elias. His whole world revolved around Dad. No family of
his own. I worry about what he’ll do without him.”

And there it was again. The casual remembrance that their father was
gone. Grief wasn’t constant. It was cyclical, like a dangerous tide rising
throughout the day, dragging Molly under.

“Might be time for another drink,” Molly said, excusing herself. She felt
another cry coming, and didn’t want her sisters to see. For the moment, they
seemed strong, and she wanted them to hold tight to that strength.

She was only a few steps away when she heard Rachel’s voice.

“Is she seriously going to ignore the fact Ben skipped the funeral?”

“Not now,” Katelyn shushed her.

“If this isn’t reason for her to cut him out of her life, I don’t know what
is.”

“She knows that. We all do,” Cara whispered. “But let’s keep the focus
on Dad.”

“Right,” Rachel scoffed. “One tragedy at a time.” Rachel often became
opinionated and loud when she was drinking.

Molly clenched her eyes tight and exhaled. Katelyn and Cara were
right; she didn’t need any reminders about how shitty her boyfriend was.
Ex-boyfriend, now. Technically, he wasn’t obliged to attend her father’s
funeral, but if he’d cared about her, or the three years they’d spent together,
he would have been there.



From her corner in the kitchen, Molly watched the others. Tate was
stoking the fire with a poker. Cara walked up behind him, putting her arms
around his waist. He placed his hands over hers, just as she whispered
something only he could hear. Tate and Cara had always been one of those
couples who were destined to be together; Molly had known since the first
time she met him, and even before then, when her usually anti-romance
sister was swooning over the handsome cop she’d met. Tate had mellowed
her in more ways than one, and Molly was pleased to know Cara wouldn’t
be alone in her grief.

Only a few feet away, Rachel and Katelyn sat on the sofa. Molly
approved of this relationship, too. Having Katelyn around was like being
gifted an extra sister, one with the same taming qualities as Tate. She was
funny and kind, but most importantly, she’d been there for Rachel when she
needed her most. Rachel had taken their mother’s death the hardest, and
here they were six months later, going through the whole sickening process
again.

At least they had had some warning when their mother died. Cancer.
There were appointments and chemo, then a hospice soon after. Their
father’s death was sudden. He went to sleep one night having taken too
much medication, and never woke up. Thinking of it now made Molly
shudder. She’d been the closest to him, and now he was gone, as though
he’d slipped through her fingers into oblivion.

Molly tried not to think about the funeral or her sisters or Ben. Instead,
she summoned a happy memory of her father. She pictured the last time
they went fishing together at the family’s cabin. The summer sun beating on
her shoulders, the cool water tickling her shins. Henry had sat beside her on
the dock, patient, even though the fish didn’t want to bite. A smile crept
across her face.

She opened her eyes, and saw her father’s portrait staring back at her. It
was the large one they’d placed at the entrance of the funeral home. She
raised her glass to the picture and drank, wishing the ache inside her would
go away.



THREE



RACHEL

Rachel was laughing so hard she thought her guts might burst.

Maybe she had the six whiskeys to thank, but she also owed Katelyn for
this brief glimpse of happiness. Being with her made the world a little less
bleak, even a world without parents.

When Rachel lost her mother, it felt like stepping off a cliff, falling
without anywhere to land. Grief swallowed her whole. The creativity and
humor they’d had in common couldn’t be matched by anyone else. That
same bond didn’t exist with her father, not for any particular reason; Rachel
simply felt a deeper connection to her mother.

In the weeks following her mother’s death, she viewed the tragedy as an
opportunity to get to know her father better. After over thirty years of
marriage, Henry Martin was hurting as much as Rachel was. She could be
there for him. He needed her.

Now that opportunity was gone, and Rachel didn’t know what to do
with herself.

At least she had Katelyn. And she had a cold drink in her hand. And she
had her sisters beside her, telling familiar stories.

“And then what happened?” Katelyn asked, her own voice wobbly from
laughter.

“I said good luck finding someone to fix your typos and change the
coffee filter for seven bucks an hour,” Cara said. “Then I stormed out.”

Cara was on the tail end of explaining how she’d quit her job at the
Whitehill Tribune seven years ago. It was a risky move at the time, and
they’d all worried she’d lost her mind, but it ended up being the best
decision she ever made. Not long after, Cara started writing her first book,



and soon after that, she met Tate. It was one of those impulsive decisions
turned comical after a bit of time.

“What ended up happening?” asked Katelyn. Rachel found it hard to
believe she was just now hearing the story for the first time.

“Exactly as I thought,” Cara said. “My boss spent the rest of the year
working the crime beat alone because no one else wanted the job.”

“I wish I had the guts to do something like that,” Katelyn said, although
Rachel knew Katelyn actually enjoyed her job as a real estate agent. “I
guess sticking it to the man works after all.”

“My boss was a woman,” Cara said. “But the same sentiment.”

“The story gets better,” Molly said. She was sitting in the corner of the
room, and Rachel realized she was also laughing, a rare sight these days.
“Tell her what Beverley did.”

“After she saw the success of Cara’s first book, she wrote her own,”
Tate added, stretching an arm over Cara’s shoulders. “In the exact same
genre.”

“You’re kidding,” Katelyn said.

“True crime and everything,” he said. “I guess she figured if she
couldn’t beat Cara, she’d join her.”

“Well, our topics are slightly different. My books are based on facts,
crimes that have already been solved.” Cara arched her eyebrows.
“Beverley Quinn’s book was highly speculative.”

“She wrote a book about Gemini,” Tate explained. When Katelyn still
appeared confused, he continued. “He was this Whitehill serial killer back
in the nineties and noughties. He’s never been caught.”

“Seriously?” Katelyn wasn’t from Whitehill, wasn’t familiar with the
local lore. She looked at Rachel and smacked her arm. “How’ve you never
told me about this?”

“You know I’m not into all that murder nonsense. That’s Cara’s thing.”
Rachel nodded to Tate. “Besides, what makes you say he? No one knows
who it is. It could be a woman.”

“My apologies.” He held up his hands. “It’s probably a him, but no one
knows for sure.”

“Exactly,” Cara said. “Especially Beverley Quinn. She basically built a
career off making inferences.”

“People prefer stories where they can add their own spin. They want to
solve the mystery themselves,” Tate said. “I mean, half the reason I got into



law enforcement was because I wanted to catch guys like Gemini.”

“So, what? If he didn’t get caught, did he just stop killing?” Molly
asked. She knew even less about this area than Rachel did.

“Doubt it,” Tate said. “He could be dead. In prison for another crime. In
this day and age, I think it’s too hard to stay hidden. But he’s only human.
Some cousin with a guilty conscience will probably end up spilling the
beans one day.”

“Let’s just hope I get the scoop before Beverley Quinn,” Cara said,
sipping the last of her drink.

“I’m heading to bed,” Tate said, kissing her on the forehead.

“I think I’'ll join you.” Cara stood. “Are we still planning on going
through the house tomorrow?”

All of a sudden, Rachel remembered why they were all together. In the
midst of the storytelling and the drinking and the laughter, she’d forgotten.

“I’m off the rest of the week,” Molly said.

“I don’t have classes either,” Rachel said. She was on the last leg of
earning her graduate degree in film studies. Given the circumstances, her
professors had been understanding.

“I can stay,” Katelyn offered. “It’s really not a big deal for me to call out
of work.”

“I wouldn’t want you to do that,” Rachel said. “You put in enough effort
tonight. Besides, it would be good for the three of us to do this together. It
feels like...”

It feels like a proper goodbye, she wanted to say, but instead let the
words linger. Truthfully, Rachel was looking forward to having a few days
with only her sisters. She loved Katelyn and Tate, but it felt like going
through their parents’ belongings was a burden they needed to shoulder
together. A we started this, let’s finish it sort of thing. Their family was
forever fractured, and only the three of them could figure out how to
regroup.

“You all really were so lucky.” Katelyn stood, her jacket draped over
her arms. “I swear, when I first met your parents, I didn’t know families like
yours existed. I figured the world was too woke. That every family had
some type of pent-up trauma they had to take out on those around them,
mine included. You guys were different. You really loved each other.”

A memory floated into Rachel’s mind. The first time she’d taken
Katelyn to their family’s cabin. Having grown up in the city, Katelyn wasn’t



used to the rugged accommodations, although she appreciated the raw
beauty of the place. Both her parents had been wonderful hosts, especially
their father. He took careful time to show Katelyn how to fish, shared
helpful advice about the woods and its secrets. In some ways, he’d been
more attentive to Katelyn on that trip than he had ever been to Rachel, but
she wasn’t bitter about it. She was happy her family had brought Katelyn
into the fold so effortlessly.

Then Rachel remembered that visit was the last time she’d been at the
cabin when both her parents were still alive. A cry was on the verge of
escaping, but she locked eyes with Katelyn instead, and smiled. She was the
exact kind of stability Rachel needed. The Bacall to her Bogie, their mother
might have said.

Outside on the patio, Katelyn asked, “Are you sure you don’t want me
to stay the night?”

“I’ll be fine.”

Katelyn nodded at the glass in her hand. “You won’t be if you don’t
slow it down.”

“I’m switching to water.”

“Good.” She smiled. “Call me in the morning?”

They kissed, and Rachel stood in the doorway, watching Katelyn’s car
disappear down the street, wishing she’d left with her. Maybe it was the talk
of serial killers that had spooked her. Maybe it was the realization that her
life moving forward would never be the same.

Whatever it was, Rachel didn’t want to go back inside that house.



FOUR



CARA

Cara couldn’t sleep. She kept going over everything in her mind. The
service. The burial. Her whole life, it seemed. Tate was out as soon as he hit
the mattress. He’d trained himself over the years, after working endless
shifts at crime scenes. If he had the chance to sleep, he needed to take it;
there was no telling when the next opportunity might arise.

Cara crept out of bed and went downstairs, taking in the dark living
room for what felt like the first time, through the eyes of an adult who no
longer had the safety of parents. Mom’s piano, Dad’s books. She touched
random items, wondering if she could somehow feel closer to them.

Pictures of her family covered the walls. Graduations and birthdays and
vacations. Her wedding with Tate. The biggest picture, in the center, had
been taken at their family cabin. Both her parents looked happy to have
their girls so close, still under their wings. A lump formed in her throat and
she had to hold her breath to keep herself from coming undone.

She wandered into the kitchen and looked out the window behind the
breakfast nook. During the day, there was a spectacular view, but now all
she could see were the small lights that lined the walkway leading to their
dad’s shed. That had been his true happy place, surrounded by wood and
metal and other materials. Even now, staring at the lonely building in the
dark, Cara felt warm, as though she’d wake up in the morning and find her
father working out there.

Screw it, she thought, putting on her coat, preparing to brave the cool
night. Normally, she wouldn’t go outside this late, but the sudden tragedy
had altered the metronome of her life. It was like being on some type of
holiday, but much, much sadder.



The lights were already on inside the shed. In one corner, sifting
through a cardboard box, stood Molly. She was wearing a bathrobe and
slippers. She smiled when she realized Cara had joined her.

“Can’t sleep either?”

“Not a wink.” Cara sat on a dusty bench by the door. She watched her
sister with sad eyes. It was no secret Rachel had been closest to their
mother, and Molly to their dad. Cara, at times, felt pulled in all directions,
preoccupied with caring for the whole lot. “How are you holding up?”

“It’s not hit me. I don’t want it to ever hit me, really.” Molly shrugged,
placing the box she’d been holding on the ground. “It feels different than it
did with Mom, doesn’t it? We got to prepare. With Dad... it just feels like
he’s supposed to still be here. He thought he would still be here. We’d made
plans to go to the cabin next month.”

Margaret Grace Martin’s death was sudden, and it wasn’t. She’d been
diagnosed with stage four breast cancer and told she’d have at least two or
three years if she responded to the treatment. Three months later, she was
gone, leaving Henry and the Martin girls in shambles.

“I wasn’t prepared to let Mom go,” Cara said. “And it’s no easier with
Dad.”

Henry’s death came out of nowhere, and Cara couldn’t help but blame
herself. They all knew their father was slipping after losing their mother,
but Cara believed, being the oldest, she had more responsibility than the
others to look after him. She should have visited more often. Maybe she
would have seen that he was overusing his pain medication, and when he
fell asleep last Thursday, he would have woken up the next morning as
usual, instead of fading into a forever sleep.

“It’s going to take ages to sort through their things.”

“There’s not a deadline or anything. The house is paid off. We can sit on
it as long as we want before we sell. And I’'m sure Katelyn will get us a
good deal.”

“You’re right.” Molly looked down. “We should wait until we’re ready.”

I’ll never be ready, Cara thought. She wasn’t a stranger to death. In fact,
her career revolved around it. She wrote about crime for a living: awful
stuff, people murdering strangers, or killing those closest to them, and yet
this overdose was more painful because it had happened to her family. It
wasn’t spectacular from anyone else’s standpoint; no one would write a
book about it. But, to her, the loss was overwhelming. Maybe her career had



helped her cope with the logistics of death, but it hadn’t prepared her for the
grief.

There was a sound outside, and they both jumped. The door creaked
open, and Rachel stepped inside. When she saw her sisters, she laughed.

“I’m guessing we all had the same idea?”

“Dad was always happiest here. It’s the first time we’ve all stayed in the
house since...” Molly’s words drifted. “I guess it just felt right being here
with his things.”

Cara turned, her sadness making it difficult to look at her sisters.
Instead, she glanced at the various items in their father’s shed. He’d spend
early Saturday mornings and late weekday evenings here, only rarely asking
his daughters to join him. Cara never felt rejected, rather she thought it was
his way of teaching his daughters boundaries. Strong fences make good
neighbors, he used to say, misquoting Robert Frost. The shed was his fence,
his symbol that he was a full person aside from his more traditional roles—
husband, father, teacher.

“It looks different, doesn’t it?”” asked Rachel.

Cara agreed. She couldn’t quite decide what it was, but something
seemed off. A table rearranged; a collection misplaced. Perhaps it had been
too long since they’d been inside.

“When’s the last time you were in here?” Molly asked.

“I can’t even remember,” Cara said. Back when both my parents were
still alive, she wanted to say.

“It’s been a while for me, too. I thought coming out here would make
me feel closer to him somehow,” Molly said. “Last time we talked, he said
he was redecorating the place, making it a man cave. I guess that’s why it
looks different.”

“Could be.” Cara ran her hand along an oak bureau, opening one of the
drawers. Inside were smaller tools and miscellaneous screws. The bureau
was familiar, and yet it looked as though it didn’t belong in this spot, under
this lighting. She smiled as she repeated, “A man cave.”

Rachel laughed. “Yeah, can you imagine? Like he needed a place to
watch football and drink beer when he had the whole house to himself.”

Cara closed the drawer, a little too hard, because one of the flimsier
shelves at the bottom fell.

“Oh, shit.” Rachel jumped back.

Molly walked over. “Jesus, Cara. Don’t go breaking his things.”



“It’s not like I did it on purpose.” Cara bent down to help clean the
mess. The hazy light made it difficult to see what had fallen. She felt around
the dusty floor. Her hand reached beneath the bureau, and her skin snagged
on something. When she raised her hand, there was a small cut on her
thumb.

“Shit.” She instinctively drew her thumb to her lips, sucking on the
wound until her mouth tasted of iron.

“What did you do now?” Rachel asked. “Prick yourself on a nail?”

“No,” she said, before quickly bringing her finger back to her mouth. “It
wasn’t anything on the floor. It was something in it. Like a crack or
something.”

“A crack in the concrete?” Molly dropped to her knees and pulled out
her cell phone to get a better look. “Wait a minute. I think I see what you’re
saying.”

“Told you.”

“But it’s not a crack. It’s part of the floor.” Molly looked at her. “Don’t
tell me I’ve lived here the majority of my life without knowing we had a
storm shelter.”

“We definitely don’t have a storm shelter,” Cara said.

“Look for yourself.” She handed over the phone and waited for her
sister to join her on the floor.

Molly was right. There was a clear indent running from just beneath the
front end of the bureau, and when she moved the light, Cara could see it
extended to the far wall. An identical line ran about four feet in the opposite
direction.

“What the hell is that?” She stood, returning the phone and sticking her
thumb back into her mouth.

“Maybe it’s part of the plumbing or electrical.” Molly was almost flat
on the ground now, shining the light as far back as it would go. “Wait, I
think I see a handle.”

“A handle?” Rachel asked. “Like for a crawl space or something?”

“Get up before you get a spider bite,” Cara said.

Molly stood, but she ignored her sister’s demands to back away. Instead,
she started pushing the bureau.

“What the hell are you doing?” Cara said.

Molly looked over her shoulder, her eyes glistening. “I’m curious now.”



The wood must have been cheaper than it looked. In two quick shoves,
Molly pushed the bureau against the far wall, revealing a rectangular door
underneath. It did look like the entryway to a crawl space, but that couldn’t
be what it was. After an entire lifetime in this house, they would know
about it.

“Do you think Mom and Dad knew this was here?” Molly asked.

“Dad was in here all the time,” Rachel said. “He had to know.”

“What do you think is in it?”

“I don’t kn—"

But before Cara could finish the sentence, Molly was back on her knees,
pulling on the handle with both hands.

The door raised, and Molly reached inside the hole.

“What is it?” Rachel asked.

“A bunch of stuff,” said Molly. “Boxes.”

She pulled one out, and Cara could see the indentation in the dirt
beneath where it had sat. She caught a whiff of dank earth.

Molly lifted the lid and peered inside, shuffling through a stack of
papers. She leaned in closer, then pulled back and dropped it. “Gross.”

“What?” Rachel asked.

“What is it?” Cara echoed, pushing past Molly to get a better look.

There weren’t papers, but pictures. Cara stared at them, tuning out her
sisters’ voices. Her mind was trying to make sense of something, find a
reasonable explanation for what they had found. Think, think, think. A
sickness started forming in her gut, clenching her insides and squeezing
tight.

She knew what the pictures were.



FIVE



MOLLY

Molly stared at Cara, wondering why the color had drained from her skin so
suddenly. She looked gray beneath the weakened can light hanging from the
ceiling, and droplets of sweat had started to form along her hairline.

When Molly found the pictures, catching a quick sight of a female in an
alley with her legs spread, she’d reacted out of disgust. But Cara didn’t
seem grossed out. She seemed disturbed. And unlike her, Cara couldn’t stop
staring at the pictures.

“What is wrong with you two?” Rachel said, grabbing the photos out of
Cara’s hands. Cara let go without a fight. A mixture of confusion and
repulsion seemed to fall over Rachel. “What the hell is this?”

“I don’t know,” Molly said, stammering. “Do you think it’s some kind
of porn?”

“This isn’t porn,” Rachel said, squinting to get a better look, flipping
one picture behind the next. “No one is naked. These are pictures of
women. They look like they’re sleeping.”

“They’re not sleeping.” Cara grabbed the pictures and shuffled through
them with renewed urgency, like she was looking for something specific.
“They’re dead.”

“Dead?” Molly stepped back, feeling as though the word had assaulted
her. “They can’t be dead.”

“How do you know that?” Rachel asked, an equal dose of disbelief in
her voice. “Have you seen these before?”

“No. Yes.” Cara rubbed the back of her neck. “I’ve seen them before,
but not here.”



Molly took a breath, trying to dissipate the confusion. “Cara, tell us
what you’re saying.”

Cara pulled the pictures close to her face, inspecting each one. There
was a tremor of terror, then she’d move on to the next picture. When she’d
finished sorting through the stack, she exhaled slowly and looked away.

“What I’m trying to say is I recognize these women from crime scene
photos. That’s how I know they’re dead.”

“Why would Dad have these?” Rachel asked.

“I... I don’t know.”

“Are they copies from a newspaper?” Molly asked. “A book or
something?”

“No, it doesn’t look that way. See for yourself. These are Polaroids.”

If Molly was thinking with her right mind, she would have recognized
that herself. But she hadn’t. She was too hung up on the word dead. And
now other details were coming into focus. In some of the photos, splotches
of red on their clothing and arms. In others, sliced skin across their necks.
She gagged, as though about to be sick.

Rachel, as she often did when pieces didn’t line up, became frustrated.
“But why would Dad have them? It doesn’t make sense. Maybe you’re
wrong.”

“I’m not wrong,” Cara said firmly.

Rachel grabbed Cara’s arm, as though she needed a physical jolt in
order to think straight. “Then what are you saying?”

“These... these pictures.” She looked down at them, then dropped them,
each one scattering to different parts of the floor. “They’re pictures of the
Gemini victims.”

“The what?” Molly asked.

“That serial killer from when we were kids,” Rachel said. “The one we
were talking about earlier tonight.”

“Yes.” Cara’s voice was clipped, like she was being strangled. “They’re
pictures of the victims.”

Rachel walked to the other side of the shed, as if to get as far away from
the pictures as possible. Molly crept closer, bending down to get a better
look.

“I recognized this one first,” Cara said, tapping her foot against a photo
of a woman in an alleyway. She was wearing a turquoise dress. A ring of
dark liquid covered her neck and chest. “And there were others I



recognized, too. I can’t say I’ve seen all of them before, but some of them
are definitely the Gemini victims. And they look like they were taken after
the murders took place, before the police arrived.”

“How could you know that?” Molly was holding the picture of the
woman in turquoise up, examining it closer. She found it difficult analyzing
the image of the murdered woman. All she could see was pain and loss,
nothing relating to her father. Why was it here? She had to look away.

Cara danced her fingers around the edge of the photograph. “There’s no
one on the scene. No police tape. It’s like the only two people present are
the woman in the photo and the person taking it.”

“Are you saying that Dad took the picture?” It was Rachel again, her
voice angrier than before.

“I... I don’t know. But the police didn’t,” Cara said. “I can tell you
that.”

It sounded like Cara was doing much more than accusing their father of
taking pictures. She seemed to be saying he was responsible for something
much worse. Murdering these women? The pure thought of it made Molly
want to laugh or punch something, she wasn’t sure which. How could Cara
—his own daughter—even think such a thing?

Molly dropped the picture, moving closer to the bureau and the hole in
the floor.

“What are you doing?” Cara asked.

“I’m seeing what else is in here,” she said, and started digging. She’d
only grabbed the first handful of photos on top—six or seven pictures at
most. There were three plastic boxes, the lids on all ajar. She lifted the first
one out and dumped the contents on the floor. Something had to explain
why her father had these images.

In the narrow confines of the shed, they were surrounded. By pictures
upon pictures of sleeping women. Bleeding women. Dead women. And
something else clattered against the floor. A wad of tangled jewelry.
Necklaces and rings and bracelets wound together, forming a metallic knot.
Cara fell to her knees and started examining them. Molly closed her eyes
just as Rachel began to scream.



SIX



RACHEL

Rachel wished she hadn’t stepped closer. The images she saw, however
brief, scarred her mind, and even when she closed her eyes, she could still
see those women with the blood across their necks. And now there was a
pile of jewelry.

“What the hell are you doing?” she wailed, turning her back on her
sisters. “Put it away.”

“We’re trying to see what all is here,” Cara said.

“There’s got to be at least fifty pictures,” Molly said, ignoring her.
“What’s with the jewelry?”

“Gemini was known for taking a piece of jewelry from each victim,”
Cara said.

First, the pictures. Now, the jewelry. Two links between their father’s
shed and a number of unsolved crimes. Thoughts were whirling through
Rachel’s mind so quickly, she felt dizzy. She headed for the door.

“This is crazy,” she said. “I have to get out of here.”

Normally, she wasn’t one to seek confrontation, although she wouldn’t
shy away when one was presented. She’d rather pretend tonight never
happened than keep digging.

“Lower your voice. Tate is still asleep. We don’t need him coming out
here,” Cara said. She was standing now, walking toward Rachel. “Aren’t
you curious why Dad had these hidden in the floor of his shed?”

Any answer wouldn’t be a good one. It wasn’t normal for a person to
keep images like that, let alone hide them. Or random pieces of jewelry. Her
father wouldn’t have kept anything valuable beneath the floor of his shed.
Rachel thought of their mother. The flamboyant choir teacher who had



nightmares after watching Hitchcock movies. If she saw these images—if
she could hear what Cara was saying this very moment—she’d be horrified.

“Keep looking,” she said, reluctantly. “Maybe there’s something else in
the boxes to explain why he had them.”

Molly went back to the boxes while Cara continued examining the
jewelry. Rachel sat on the bench by the door, her arms crossed. She stared at
the floor, careful not to let her gaze wander too close to the pictures.

“They’re all women,” Molly said. Then, as if to reassure Rachel, she
added, “Dad isn’t in any of them.”

“WEell, that’s comforting,” Rachel said, sardonically. “At least we don’t
have proof Dad was there.”

“Look at these,” Molly said. “These are random pictures of women
taken at different places. The grocery store. The mall. On the street.”

Rachel got up and came closer, peering over her shoulder. She was
right. These images weren’t disturbing; they were perfectly boring. No
blood and gore. These women were alive, walking around without a care in
the world.

“Wait a minute.” Cara paused, her eyes moving between the photos.
“These are the same women. He took these when they were alive. Almost
like he was watching them beforehand.”

“Great,” Rachel said, moving back to the wall, her hopes deflated.

“You’re saying he was hunting them,” Molly said, followed by an
awkward silence.

“If he hurt these women,” Cara said, “he would have spent time
watching them beforehand.”

“If Dad hurt these women!” Rachel shouted. “Are you listening to
yourself? Do you really think—”

“Of course, I don’t think Dad would hurt them!” Molly shouted. “I’m
trying to make sense of this, just like you are.” She looked at Cara. “There
has to be an explanation for this, right?”

“This is proof Dad, or whoever took these pictures, watched the women
for a while before they died,” Cara said. She gasped, staring at one in
particular. “Look at this one. See what she has around her neck.”

Rachel moved closer. The woman seemed to be photographed in a
grocery store parking lot. The image was hazy, but the shot was close
enough to see the silver necklace resting atop her turtleneck. The pendant at
the center was in the shape of a bird.



Cara nudged her. In her hand, she held the exact same necklace. Rachel
blinked, trying to wipe the image away, and yet it remained.

“Tell us everything you know about Gemini,” Rachel said, reluctantly,
hoping Cara would catch herself, stumble upon something that would
disprove what they’d found.

“Off the top of my head, I know the Kkillings started in the nineties. All
the victims were women. They were stabbed multiple times and their
throats were slit.” Cara rattled off the details like most people would run
through a shopping list. Rachel felt her body tense with each new detail,
while Molly stared ahead, blankly. “All the bodies were left in a public
place, and there was always a piece of jewelry taken from the victims. Not
all of it, like a robbery gone wrong. Only one piece. There were a few
instances where the killer sent messages to the police.”

“What kind of messages?” Molly asked.

“It was like he was taunting them. He never threatened to kill again, but
he wanted to let them know he was smarter than them.”

“Sounds just like Dad,” Rachel said under her breath, but it was too
loud. She shuddered with shame. Was she actually starting to believe her
father could be responsible? Seeing the necklace in Cara’s hand—the same
one the woman was wearing in the photo—made it seem possible.

“Don’t say that!” Molly marched toward Rachel, as though she could
read her mind, but Cara stepped in the way.

“We’re not going to resolve anything if we start fighting with each
other. We need to stay focused.”

Cara moved to the next box. Rachel watched, her teeth gritted.

“Be careful,” Molly said, pointing into the box. “There’s glass.”

“It’s broken pieces,” Cara said, lifting what appeared to be the various
parts of a shattered Polaroid camera.

“Do you think it’s the same one used to take the pictures?” Rachel
asked, just as Cara reached back into the box.

But Cara wasn’t listening. She was holding a piece of paper, silently
reading. After a few charged seconds, she covered her mouth. “My God.”
The words were muffled as they tried to escape.

Rachel dared to step closer. Fear climbed her spine, sending her nerves
ablaze. She didn’t want to acknowledge the significance of anything they’d
found, but with each reveal, it was getting harder to ignore. “What is it?”
she asked.



When Cara spoke, her voice sounded broken, much like the camera
beside her, as though the emotions she’d been stifling finally found their
release. “It’s a letter.”

Now, Rachel was close enough that she could see. She recognized her
father’s handwriting instantly. “What does it say?”

“It’s a confession.”



SEVEN



MOLLY

As soon as the words left Cara’s lips, Molly stepped forward, jerking the
paper out of her hands.
“You’re wrong,” she said. “That can’t be what this is.”
“Read it yourself,” Cara said, still unwilling to look her in the face.
Rachel stepped forward, peering over Molly’s shoulder, waiting.
Molly looked back at the paper, and began to read.

My name is Henry Martin, and I am the Gemini killer. I've killed
seventeen women. Whoever finds this must already be on a quest for
answers, so I won't insult you by denying my actions. I wish I could
explain my motive, but I can’t, not even to myself.

If the truth comes out about what I’ve done, I hope you’ll share
the news gently with my daughters. And if one of them is reading
this, I hope you’ll have it within yourself to forgive me.

Henry M. Martin

The letter was short. The handwriting, which looked like their father’s,
climbed the page in a wobbly fashion, as though it had been written in a
hurry. Again, Molly couldn’t deny what she had read, but she couldn’t
accept it as truth either. She blinked, and warm tears settled in her eyes. She
knew her face must be flushed with frustration and anger, and beneath all
that, disbelief. She couldn’t deny what was in front of her, how
incriminating what they’d found appeared to be, but she was also reluctant



to admit that their father, the person she loved more than anyone in the
world, was responsible for these crimes. Her father wasn’t a killer.

“This doesn’t prove anything.”

“Of course, it does!” Rachel shouted. “It’s a confession.”

“But it doesn’t make any sense! Why would he write it?”

“For exactly the reason he said. If anyone came digging, he wanted to
leave an explanation.”

“But why? Serial killers don’t do that, do they?” Molly looked at Cara
now, expecting her to have all the answers. “I can’t imagine a person
murdering people and then caring about what others think of that.”

“Most serial killers don’t have families,” she said, dryly. “At least the
ones that get caught.”

Molly looked back at the letter, reading it over again, looking for any
discrepancy. Then she looked back at the box filled with pictures of the
crimes detailed in the letter. The jewelry belonging to victims. The proof
was right in front of her. Cara and Rachel were already believing it, but she
couldn’t. She kept thinking of her father. The man she admired. The man
who taught her everything she knew about life.

“What if someone made him write it?”

“What do you mean?” Cara asked.

“What if the real killer planted all this stuff here, and forced Dad to
write this letter?”

Rachel sighed in frustration. “Listen to yourself, Molly. Why would
anyone do that? Gemini hasn’t been active in over ten years. Why would he
pick a random house, force Dad to write a letter, then plant all the evidence
in his shed?”

“I don’t know.” She snapped her eyes closed and pinched the bridge of
her nose. “It doesn’t make sense, but anything is more plausible than Dad
being a serial killer.”

“It’s his handwriting,” Cara said.

“But it’s not him,” Molly shouted. “He wouldn’t do something like
this.”

“Maybe it’s not a confession,” Rachel said, her arms crossed over her
body, as though bracing herself for what was next. “Maybe it was a suicide
letter.”

“What?” Molly was outraged, as though she’d just been struck in the
face. “Dad didn’t take his own life.”



“He killed seventeen women! I don’t believe any of us are capable of
knowing what he would and wouldn’t do.”

“It was an overdose,” Cara said. “Rachel could be right. Maybe he felt
guilty, wrote the letter, then took his own life.”

“After all these years?” Molly asked. “You said it yourself. Whoever
killed these women isn’t going to randomly start feeling bad about it now.”

“He changed after Mom died. We all did,” Rachel said. “Maybe her
death forced him to admit the things he’d done, and he decided he couldn’t
live with himself anymore.”

“It’s like we’re not even talking about the same person. Our father
wouldn’t do this.”

“Look at all the jewelry. The pictures. The letter.” Rachel waved her
hands around the shed. “Your idea about someone planting everything here
doesn’t hold up.”

“Of course, you’d say that. You always had issues with him.”

“That’s not true—"

“It is. You weren’t close to him like you were Mom. If someone was
framing her for murder, you’d be more vocal about preventing it.”

“We can’t start tearing each other apart,” Cara said, and it was difficult
to tell which, if either, side she was on.

There was a sound outside, and the motion detecting lights flashed on.
The girls went silent, each holding their breath. Then, a voice.

“Cara? Are you out here?”

It was Tate. Cara looked at her sisters, then quickly slid out of the shed.

Left alone, Molly and Rachel didn’t say anything for several minutes.
Molly wished her father would walk in and clear everything up. Provide an
explanation for this situation, as he had every other obstacle in her life.
Rachel and Cara wouldn’t dare make such allegations to his face. If only he
could wrap his arms around her this very minute, and tell her everything
would be okay.

“I just don’t understand how this is so easy for you,” Molly said, at last.

“Nothing about this is easy.”

Cara came back in, closing the door behind her.

“Tate heard yelling and came down to investigate.”

“Did you tell him—”

“I didn’t tell him anything.” She exhaled slowly. “But we aren’t going
to figure this out tonight. We’re tired and emotional and confused. Tate will



leave for work in the morning. We can talk about this then.”

“Yeah,” Rachel said, her arms still crossed. “Maybe we just need sleep.”

“Right,” Molly echoed. “Maybe in the morning we’ll all feel...”

But she never finished her sentence. If she had, she knew they wouldn’t
have listened. They were together, and yet each alone, in their own minds,
thinking about what they had found.



EIGHT



RACHEL

Once inside, Rachel settled on the living room sofa.

The house always looked scarier at night; she’d thought that since she
was a child. Downstairs, there were two family rooms and an office
branching off from the kitchen. The Martin family home had a Victorian
feel to it. Maybe it was Margaret’s traditional furniture choices, or the dark
molding framing the walls and doors. Maybe it was her father’s antiques,
each globe and spyglass carrying with it its own story. Growing up,
Rachel’s friends described the house as charming, like something out of a
storybook. But there’d always been a chill to this place she couldn’t quite
describe, and it was only growing colder.

Maybe, Rachel thought, she’d stumbled upon the reason why she’d
always felt on edge in this home. Molly was trying to deny the significance
of what they’d found, but the answer was there: their father had those
pictures and accessories hidden in his shed because he was a murderer. A
notorious one, at that. She burrowed deeper into the sofa, trying to banish
the nausea rising.

And yet, she had to keep a clear head and think. Rachel wasn’t lying
when she said she knew little about the case. She pulled out her phone, and
started researching Gemini.

At first, she held out hope it was a misunderstanding because their
father’s birthday was in November. He was a Scorpio. Of course, an
unmasked Kkiller has little influence on the name given to him. The name
didn’t relate to the victims either, although some of the women shared the
same sign. It didn’t take long for her to uncover that the name Gemini



stemmed from the time when the victims were killed: late May into mid
June.

Something about those dates felt familiar, but she couldn’t figure out
what. Cara’s birthday was in May, but that wasn’t it. She thought back to
her childhood, finally realizing that was the time of year her family chose to
visit the cabin upstate. Another flare of hope surged through her, but it was
soon extinguished. Her mother would usually take the girls to the cabin
when the school year was over, at the end of May. They’d stay well into
June, but their father wouldn’t join them until halfway through the month.
He was usually busy teaching summer school and tying up loose ends at
home. Or so he said.

A sickening realization. It was the only time of year he had an extended
period of time to himself. If he had a hobby of killing women—and that
was a huge, unbelievable if—it would make sense that he would wait until
his family was out of the house to commit the crimes. Hunt, as Molly had
said. Rachel’s stomach dropped further.

She thought again of her mother. Like most people, she had always
noted how different her parents were from each other, but assumed that was
what held them together. Where her father was solid and dark, her mother
was soft and light. Her father was thought-provoking prose, and her mother
a happy song. Margaret Grace Martin couldn’t have known what her
husband was really like, and for the first time, Rachel was grateful she
hadn’t lived to find out.

But there was something else about that time of year that bothered her,
and she couldn’t place it. She tossed and turned, her drunken brain fighting
against adrenaline, trying to remember. When it hit her, she sat up on the
couch, looking around the dark room as though someone else might be
there.

Memorial Day weekend. It had always been a difficult time for their
father, and part of the reason her mother always tried to get them out of the
house. The holiday held a somber significance for her father because that
was when his young sister had died.

Aunt Rosemary, he called her, although she died years before any of the
girls were born. Henry was only eighteen himself. Rosemary Martin was
two years older than her brother, a sophomore in college at the time of her
death. She’d been killed in a drunk driving accident on Memorial Day



weekend. The driver of the vehicle had survived with only a few cuts and
spent the next decade in prison.

Their father talked about her often. Mainly because he wanted to honor
his sister’s memory—the two had been close—but also because her death
was a cautionary tale. Rosemary hadn’t done anything wrong that weekend,
but her life was still cut short because of the demons of others. Because of
reckless drinking and careless driving. It was a story he told often over the
years, and even now, Rachel could recall the dark look in his eyes when he
told it. As though a sadness had taken over him, transforming him into a
different person altogether. A colder person.

As Rachel finally began to doze, her mind kept revisiting that dark look
in her father’s eyes when he’d talk about their aunt Rosemary. And then
she’d think back to those pictures of the women in the shed.



NINE



CARA

Cara never slept. She couldn’t. Like Rachel, she spent the majority of the
night searching the internet for known facts about Gemini, scanning crime
scene photos to make sure the images in her mind and the ones in the shed
were the same. Without question, they were.

And she looked up other details, mainly ones that could disprove the
theory her father was Gemini. If one of the crimes was committed during an
impossible moment, perhaps, but as she’d already pieced together, the
crimes happened when Margaret and the girls were out of town, at the
family’s cabin. Convenient. Deliberate? On years where she knew her
father couldn’t have committed a crime—in 2001 when he had back
surgery, in 2007 when they vacationed in Europe—there were no Gemini
victims reported.

When her head began to ache from the phone screen’s glare, she tried to
sleep, but was left to sift through her own memories instead. She dissected
years and years worth of moments, events, conversations, still hunting for
anything that could disprove this bizarre theory.

Once. She’d only heard her father discuss Gemini once, and the
memory, which until this moment had been forgotten, was now seared into
her mind.

Until her parents’ deaths, the months after she left the newspaper had
been the darkest of her life. Cara, who had held a job since the age of
fifteen, had quit in a rage without giving a two-week notice. Without
thinking of her bills or the astronomical rent in her downtown apartment.
She’d not reacted logically, only with emotion. Looking back, this would be
a turning point for her. The darkness before the dawn of her new career. But



in the moment, it was full dark, and she couldn’t see her way out. So, she
did what most twenty-something millennials did in a time of crisis: she
moved back home.

She got to know her parents better in those months, with both Rachel
and Molly living at their respective dorms. She enjoyed the late movie
nights on weekends and early breakfasts before work. She always thought
Margaret Grace treasured those extra months together, too. It was a second
chance for her to parent one of her fast-growing girls.

It was during one of those breakfasts, after many weeks of lounging
around the house with little to do, that she told them her idea for a book.
She’d stumbled upon a case in California. A woman was accused of
murdering three of her husbands. She’d poisoned them all over the span of
eighteen years, cashing in on more than half a million in life insurance
policies. It wasn’t until the third victim’s family started asking questions
that an investigation started, and the woman was arrested. The case had
been popular in the media, and Cara had the idea, given her background in
journalism, to write a book about it.

Still, at the time, it was a big leap, going from a stable job to abruptly
quitting and then writing a book. It seemed both possible and ridiculous.
The type of plan she couldn’t jump into without running it by her parents.

As expected, her mother found the idea vulgar. Not writing a book, per
se. She had faith in her to do that, but she didn’t like the subject matter.

“Why can’t you write a romance novel?” she had asked, half-joking.
Cara could still remember the three of them sitting around the breakfast
table. Margaret Grace was placing strips of bacon on their plates.

“I don’t know anything about writing fiction. My background is in
journalism. I don’t want to step too far out of my comfort zone.”

“I think the idea has great potential,” Henry had said, flapping the
newspaper in his hands. “Interesting subject matter.”

“Does it have to be about murder?” Margaret continued. “You could
write about the old railway station in Whitehill or the history of Broadway.”

“Mom, no one wants to read a book about the Whitehill railway station,
and I’d be bored to death writing about musicals,” she had said. “No
offense.”

“I guess you did develop a thick skin working the crime beat.” Her
mother paused, then raised her finger like she’d stumbled upon a brilliant



idea. “I know. If you’re going to write about crime, why don’t you write a
book about Gemini?”

The name was familiar but distant. “Wasn’t that a case from when we
were kids?”

Her father, who was chewing his bacon, had almost choked when she
said that. Margaret Grace even stood from her chair, patting her husband’s
back.

“My goodness, Henry. Slow down,” she’d said.

“Went down the wrong way.” He grabbed his orange juice with shaky
hands and sipped, watching Cara from over the glass.

“That case hasn’t been solved,” Cara said. “I’d rather write about hard
facts. That’s what I do best.”

“It was only a suggestion,” Margaret said. “If you’re going to write
about murder, I’d prefer to read something that could shine a light on who
did it. I’ve always wondered. You know, it really used to worry me back in
the day. I’d always look over my shoulder around that time of year. And
make sure the doors were locked.”

“I think Cara is trying to say the topic is too salacious. She’s a
journalist, not a gossip columnist,” Henry had said, his voice calm and
stern. “I think the California story sounds interesting, and if anyone can
breathe life into it, it’s you.”

He’d put his hand over hers and squeezed. But looking back, she
remembered thinking he looked pale. His palm felt sweaty. She thought
something more was bothering him. He didn’t believe in her, perhaps. After
all, it was a big jump in her career, and Henry was used to taking calculated,
practical steps. That must have been what was worrying him, right?

As Cara stared at her parents’ ceiling, made gray by the shadows of the
surrounding night, she wasn’t sure. Maybe his stunted reaction was because
it was the only time anyone had ever mentioned Gemini in his presence. He
wasn’t worried about Cara embarking on a new career, but concerned she
might uncover his crimes, find a connection no one else had. Until now.
Maybe he’d never really cared about Cara, only himself.

How had she forgotten that moment? The entire conversation, all the
details. It was one of thousands of shared discussions over the years. It
meant nothing.

But now? It meant everything.



TEN



MOLLY

Unlike her sisters, Molly fell asleep with ease. Disturbing thoughts still
plagued her mind, but her body took over, much like when she had a fever
forcing her into rest. When she woke, the sun was shining into her
childhood bedroom, the only one her parents hadn’t converted into
something else in the years since they moved out.

Her phone buzzed with a text message from Ben.

Let me explain. I need you to understand...

She stopped reading, uninterested in whatever excuses he might present.
Yesterday, she’d been so angry with him for missing her father’s funeral.
Now, that problem seemed miniscule, overpowered by the feelings swelling
inside her chest. Every problem she’d ever had was instantly minimized
when stacked against what they had found in the shed.

There was a sound coming from the front of the house. She assumed it
was Tate leaving for work, but the noise persisted. Someone was knocking.
She stumbled out of bed and marched down the hallway. Rachel was
tossing and turning on the sofa, as though she was still struggling to sleep.
Molly looked at the front door, saw a shadow bobbing behind the thin
curtains.

On the front stoop, a black beanie covering strands of stringy hair, stood
Elias.

“Morning. Hope I’m not stopping by too early.”



“Morning, Elias,” she said, loud enough for Rachel to hear. “Everything
okay?”

“Well, I've been kicking myself since last night. There’s something I
wanted to give you girls, and I guess I was so overcome yesterday... well, I
just forgot.” That’s when she noticed the box in his hands. It wasn’t gift
wrapped, but there was an attempt of a bow dressing the lid.

“Now isn’t the best time,” she started to say, but stopped when she felt a
hand on her back. It was Cara.

“We had a bit of a late night,” she said. “Come on in.”

“Oh, it’ll only take a minute. I know you girls are busy. I don’t want to
take up your time.”

They wandered into the living room. Rachel was sitting upright on the
sofa, her hair disheveled. She looked like death, but Elias probably assumed
she was still grieving the loss of their father. He’d never know something
much worse was bothering them.

Elias placed the box on the table and stepped back, pleased.

“Well, go ahead. Open it.”

Molly was the only one to move. She untied the shoddy bow and
removed the lid. Inside, was a framed photo of her father taken outside
Fenway Park. Henry looked to be in his early thirties. He was wearing a
chunky sweater, a Red Sox cap, his hands stuffed into the front pockets of
his jeans.

“This picture was taken on one of our favorite trips. You know, we used
to drive up there whenever we could when we were younger. Your father
loved baseball. I think the only thing he loved more was you three.”

Rachel and Cara were standing behind her now, peering down at the
picture. She hadn’t heard them move, and yet here they were, staring at this
idyllic image.

“It’s beautiful, Elias,” Molly said. “Thank you.”

“This is how I’ll always remember him,” he said. “Young. Full of life.
Happy. I thought you girls should remember him like this too.”

At that Rachel turned quickly, stomping out of the room. Before she
turned the corner, Molly caught sight of her shoulders shaking. And they
could hear the muffled sobs she failed to suppress.

Elias looked between them, a bewildered look on his face. “I... I’'m
sorry. Maybe I should have known better. It’s too soon. I was just trying—"



“It’s a lovely picture,” Cara said, placing it back on the table. “We really
appreciate it. But our emotions are still a bit raw.”

“I know, I know. I’m going through it, too.” His gaze went blank then,
as though he were looking into the past searching for memories, or looking
toward the future and coming up empty. “Anyway, I just wanted to do
something nice for you girls. Your dad always did so much for me over the
years.”

“Thank you,” Molly said again, then added, “Thank you for being his
friend.”

Elias nodded, and Molly gently escorted him to the front door. She
watched him leave, then returned to the living room. Both Rachel and Cara
were gone. Molly looked down, her eyes landing on the portrait of her
father. A mix of pride and shame filled her, and she felt the familiar
pressure of tears building in the corners of her eyes.



ELEVEN



RACHEL

Rachel had never had a panic attack before, but that’s what it felt like was
happening. Her lungs were closing in, her face warm as though she’d spent
hours in the sun. Her skin felt electric, her nerves standing at attention.

She went outside to the backyard and leaned against the large oak tree at
the landscape’s center. An old swing dangled from the largest branch, a
symbol of the happy childhood they’d had. Her initials, along with her
sisters’, were carved into the tree’s trunk. To her left, was a perfect view of
her father’s shed, that awful place with the horrifying secrets it kept.

Don'’t think about it, she told herself. She inhaled through her nose,
exhaled through her mouth. That was the calming breathing Katelyn did
during yoga. Maybe it would work for her, but at the back of her mind was
the terror that nothing would work ever again. That she’d be stuck in this
cycle of horror and sadness and panic for the rest of her life.

There was a hand on her shoulder, and she jumped.

“Are you okay?” Cara asked. Her voice was slow and cautious, as
though talking to a small child.

“I’m never going to be okay. How could you even ask?” When she
spoke, she lost control of her breathing again, and was gearing up to
hyperventilate.

“Just keep breathing. We can get through this.”

“I can’t go the rest of my life pretending Dad was this decent person. A
loving father and loyal Red Sox fan. Some normal fucking guy. He was a
serial killer!” She was shouting now. “He murdered all those women and
never even got punished.”



“We don’t know that,” said Molly. She had joined them outside, and
was leaning against the same tree, facing a different direction.

“Gemini had seventeen victims,” Rachel said.

“I know,” Cara said.

“I guess because it happened so long ago, it never felt real. You hear the
phrase serial killer, your brain doesn’t stop to think that seventeen women
earned him that title. Seventeen lives gone. Seventeen families ruined.”

“Did you stay up all night googling Gemini?” Molly asked.

“Didn’t you?” Rachel asked.

“I tried to sleep,” Molly said, standing upright. “Why are you so quick
to accept the idea Dad was a killer? What we found was damning, but what
if there’s another explanation?”

“What other explanation could there be?” Cara asked.

“Anything would be more believable than our father being a notorious
serial killer,” Molly said.

“It’s hard to ignore the stolen jewelry,” Cara said, unwillingly. “And the
letter.”

“Someone could have planted the jewelry,” Molly said. “We don’t know
he wrote the letter either. Sure, the handwriting looks like his, but what if
it’s not? The more I think about it, the more I’'m convinced it looks
different. What if someone is framing him?”

“That’s just you coming up with excuses,” Rachel said.

“No, I’'m trying to think about this logically. Did you ever know Dad to
write letters? Have journals? It’s not like him to write down his biggest
secret. There’s something off about that note.”

“If the writing looks different,” Rachel said, “it’s probably because he
was having a manic episode right before he swallowed a bottle of pills.”

No one spoke after that. Only the birds twittering above broke the
silence.

“I can’t believe you said that,” Molly said. “He didn’t kill himself.”

“We can’t keep attacking each other,” Cara said. “There’s too much we
don’t know, and arguing won’t bring us any closer to answers.”

“Haven’t either of you thought about why he killed when he did?”
Rachel asked.

“The kills took place every year when we were at the cabin.” Cara
nodded along, like she was already several steps ahead. Rachel didn’t need



to ask whether Cara had stayed up all night googling. She already knew the
answer.

“I’m not talking about that. Some of those women were killed before we
were even born, long before we were going on vacation. I’'m talking about
the timing of the murders.” She waited, neither of them seeing. “Memorial
Day weekend.”

Cara’s eyes widened. Molly’s jaw slackened. They hadn’t made this
connection.

“Every year, Dad was sad that time of year. | remember Mom worrying
about leaving him alone a couple of times. She didn’t want to be gone
because she knew Dad wasn’t in his right mind. He was too upset because

»

“That’s when Aunt Rosemary died,” Cara finished. She wrapped her
arms around her waist and turned. Whatever evidence she’d been racking in
her mind against their father, this seemed to be the missing piece.

“Exactly,” Rachel said.

“But it still doesn’t make sense,” Molly said, her voice weak. “Dad’s
sister died in a car accident. It happened that weekend, but it doesn’t mean
anything.”

“It could be his trigger,” Cara said, her voice determined.

“What does that mean?” Molly asked.

“If Dad had these... impulses, these issues, it would have been difficult
for him to suppress them. Difficult, but not impossible. Rachel’s right.
Every year around Memorial Day, he acted different. We all assumed it’s
because it brought back memories of Aunt Rosemary, but what if we were
wrong? Maybe his grief made it impossible for him to hold back anymore.”

“It makes sense,” Rachel said, looking at Molly for a reaction. “None of
us want to admit he did this. But we can’t deny what is right in front of us.”

“This can’t be real.” Molly looked away, her chin beginning to tremble.
Within a few minutes, she was full on crying, the reality of the conversation
finally sinking in.

Rachel gave her a few minutes to compose herself before she continued.
“If we really think this, that Dad had something to do with these deaths, we
need to do something about it.”

“What can we do?” Cara said. “Dad is dead. Those women are dead. We
can’t change any of that.”



“No, but we can provide answers. We can show the police what we
found.”

“You aren’t serious,” Molly said.

Cara crossed her arms. “Naming Gemini now, after all these years, will
do nothing but cause pain for us.”

“But it’s the right thing to do,” Rachel said. “There are people out there
whose lives were destroyed by our father. We have to give them answers.”

“Answers won’t bring back their loved ones,” Cara said. “Trust me, no
good will come from telling people about this.”

“I don’t expect good to happen,” Rachel said. “But it’s the right thing to
do.”

“I know the alternative. I know how people target the killer’s family. Do
you really want media following you on campus? Showing up at Katelyn’s
work asking for a comment?” Cara looked at Molly. “And think about your
job. The hotel won’t stand by you if you bring bad press. We have to think
about this stuff. Our friendships. Our relationships. We risk losing
everything if this comes out.”

Rachel clenched her jaw. Cara seemed to know she’d touched a nerve
then, so she pressed further. “Do you really want to tell Katelyn what we
found in that shed? Aren’t you worried it will change things?”

“Nothing will change her feelings for me,” Rachel said. She was
confident and sure. There had never been any secrets between them, but
then again, this was an enormous issue to confront. She imagined the look
on Katelyn’s face as she told her she was related to a serial killer. She
wanted to believe Katelyn would stand by her, but what if she was too
disturbed? Her voice turned quiet. “But no, I don’t want to tell her.”

“It would be different if Dad was still alive,” Cara continued. “If he
could be arrested. Go to trial. Receive a punishment. But he’s dead, and we
would be the ones punished.”

“Are you going to tell Tate?” Rachel asked.

Cara thought for a moment. “No. I think it would change how he feels
about me. He wouldn’t want it to, but I don’t think he could help himself.
He was a cop before he met me.”

“What if we’re wrong?” Molly asked. “It’s not fair to smear Dad’s name
when he’s not here to defend himself.”

“Maybe you’re right. Maybe Dad didn’t do this and there’s someone
else out there. The police will be able to figure that out. They can clear



Dad’s name and find the real killer.” Rachel didn’t believe that for one
minute; in her mind, the evidence they’d found in the shed was irrefutable,
but she had to convince her sisters that turning in the evidence they’d found
was the right decision.

“I agree with Molly,” Cara said. “We don’t need to get the police
involved yet.”

Rachel threw her hands in the air and exhaled. “There’s no reasoning
with the two of you.”

She started walking toward the backyard gate, which led to the
sidewalk.

“Where are you going?” Cara asked.

“I need some time to think.”

“Let one of us go with—"

“No. I need to be alone.”

The only person she could trust to do the right thing was herself.



TWELVE



MOLLY

Molly retreated to the same place she did when she was a child: the swing
hanging from the large oak tree. The seat was drier now and the ropes
frayed, but it didn’t give when she sat. She started to swing back and forth,
hanging her head back, the sunlight warming her skin. She was dangling
between earth and sky, much like her thoughts were hovering between
denial and acceptance.

“She’s worrying me,” Cara said, her eyes still watching Rachel across
the street.

“She’s never been good at handling her emotions.”

“Can you blame her? I’'m not coping well either.”

Molly wasn’t naive. She couldn’t deny the significance of what they’d
found. People didn’t keep photos of dead women hidden inside their homes
without reason. And she didn’t need Cara’s background to know they
weren’t pulled from a crime scene. She’d seen them. Whoever had taken
those photos had done so intimately.

She thought of her sisters, how each of them had handled the discovery.
When Rachel was upset, she turned mean and unpredictable. When Cara
was upset, she became pretentious, acting as though she was above the
drama, forgetting she made a career from it. Other people’s drama, never
her own.

But unlike both of them, Molly was holding onto the memory of who
her father was. He was her protector, her leader. That same person couldn’t
have been responsible for killing seventeen women and hiding the secret all
these years. Seventeen! It seemed like an outrageous number. Henry Martin
couldn’t be at the center of it all.



“Are you absolutely sure he did this?” Molly asked. “You don’t think
there’s another explanation.”

“If an innocent person had access to those pictures, they would have
turned it over to the police. Should have turned it over. And finding the
letter alongside them...” Cara’s words drifted. She seemed eager to talk
through it with someone, but she obviously didn’t want to push Molly
further away. “The timelines fit. Even what Rachel said about Aunt
Rosemary makes sense. Plus, the pictures.” She paused, letting Molly digest
each morsel of evidence. “I don’t think we can deny what Dad... was.
There’s too much stacked against him.”

“Why did he just stop killing?” Molly asked. She knew very little about
serial killers or crime in general, but most television series made it seem
like the compulsion to kill was one that couldn’t be sated.

“He wouldn’t be the first person to kind of grow out of it.” Cara shook
her head, dissatisfied with her own lame excuse, and continued. “The more
accurate answer is that killing, like most other hobbies and careers, can’t be
carried on forever. Gemini’s last case generated more forensic evidence
than all his other cases combined. Dad was smart enough to know when he
was getting sloppy and made a choice. Stopping was better than getting
caught.”

“Why keep the pictures? Something that could easily get him caught?”

Cara bit her lip, as though reluctant to continue. “He probably kept them
to relive his kills. It might have kept him from acting out.”

“Acting out,” Molly said, her mind chewing over the words. “What do
you mean by that?”

“Dad is the last person anyone would expect to be guilty of something
like this. Everything in his life must have been to hide who he really was,
keep him in line. Those pictures allowed him to act out without actually
killing. If that’s who he was, then everything else was his attempt at hiding
it.”

This image Cara was presenting of her father didn’t fit. It belonged to
some convicted felon with a rap sheet a mile long. Or an evil nemesis in a
thriller. Henry Martin was calm, reliable. She’d never known her father to
be violent, and every decision he’d made in his adult life had been logical,
made for the betterment of his family.

His early years hadn’t been the easiest. Molly’s paternal grandparents
weren’t involved in Henry’s life. They had their own issues, mainly



substance abuse and financial problems. Her father didn’t enjoy talking
about them. But he was close with his sister, Rosemary. He often praised
her successes, her work ethic and achievement as the first person in their
family to enroll in college, before her life was taken at the hands of a drunk
driver.

Still, her father didn’t let his rocky beginnings deter him from what he
wanted to accomplish. He worked his way through school. Earned a degree.
Married their mother and planted roots in the Whitehill community. For
over forty years, he worked at the high school, mainly because he hoped to
touch the lives of unfortunate youths like himself, guide them in a better
direction. Was Cara suggesting that was all an act? A character created to
hide who he really was? Molly wasn’t convinced.

“If Rachel wants to go to the police, she’s going to do it,” Molly said.
“She always acts impulsively.”

“We have to try and talk her down,” Cara said. “I know her heart is in
the right place, but she has no idea how destructive coming forward with
something like this could be.”

Molly tried to imagine how she would feel if the roles were reversed, if
she’d lost her mother or her friend or one of her sisters to a serial killer.
She’d want to know who did it, and she wouldn’t care how much time had
passed. But she wasn’t on that side of the argument; she was still trying to
defend the father she loved against an awful accusation. And seeing how
easily Cara had used his defining traits against him—turning his
predictability into methodology, his devotion to family into a means of
protection—worried her what outsiders would do with the same
information.

She stepped off the swing, her balance recalibrating with the earth
beneath her feet. “I think I know what we should do.”

“What?” Cara looked skeptical, but at the same time, desperate, grateful
for any idea that might bring healing or hope.

Molly told her.



THIRTEEN



RACHEL

Rachel’s cheeks were stiff from dried tears.

She hurried away from the house, following the familiar paths and trails
she’d taken her entire life. As children, she and her sisters joined forces
with the other neighborhood kids, exploring the small suburb on their bikes.
The community had a never-changing charm she admired.

There was a small park in the neighborhood’s center, with little more
than an outdated charcoal grill, a swing set and a rusty slide. She couldn’t
remember the last time she’d seen a child play there. The Martin sisters had
gone there from time to time, and when she was older, Rachel would sneak
out of her house to meet friends there to smoke joints.

Her father had found her once. It was nearing ten o’clock on a summer
night. The Martin girls had a strict curfew of eleven. Before going home,
she’d hid behind the pavilion with a few other teenage ne’er-do-wells and
passed the joint around. Her father happened to drive by, although she
always thought he was purposely out searching for her that night. Why, she
didn’t know, but it was too hard to believe that routine-oriented Henry had
just stumbled upon his daughter while she was doing something wrong.

She hurried into his car, aware that he’d already figured out what she
was doing, and she wasn’t going to insult either one of them by lying about
it. Henry Martin drank, but nothing else. He often complained about the
ignorance of smoking cigarettes, let alone anything stronger. And Margaret
Grace, despite her flair for the creative, was as strait-laced as they come.
Some parents might turn a blind eye to such behavior, but the Martins
weren’t like them. For several blocks, she sat in silence, waiting for the
inevitable lecture.



As they pulled into the driveway, Henry turned to her. “That wasn’t very
smart, was it?”

She shook her head, still too frightened to speak. Since they were
children, Rachel was the most likely to get in trouble—for breaking things,
daydreaming at school, back talking—so she was used to receiving
punishment, but she was never used to the ache of knowing she’d
disappointed her parents.

“I’m sorry.”

“When you make poor decisions, Rachel, it doesn’t just impact you. It’s
a reflection of my parenting. Of your mother’s parenting. It affects your
sisters, t00.”

Rachel didn’t know what to say. Molly would never think about
touching drugs, and if Cara had, she’d be too stubborn to admit it.

“I won’t do it again—"

“Don’t tell me that. It’s a lie and I know it.” There was a long, sickening
pause. “Just remember the ones you’re hurting when you act however you
want.”

She swallowed her shame that night, and every time she’d messed up
since. Rachel wasn’t a bad person, she knew that, but sometimes when she
thought of the way her father had looked at her that night, and other nights
to come, she’d believe she was. It added to her anger—and shock and
confusion—that the same man who had ridiculed her for age-appropriate
behavior was responsible for murdering women. Talk about shame. Maybe
those moments of cruelty and judgment were his dark side finding a small
release.

Her phone started ringing. Katelyn.

Was it selfish Rachel had barely thought of her since last night? Her
mind had been elsewhere, pulled and pushed through time, forced to
confront a dozen horrible truths.

Still, the idea of Katelyn’s voice, seeing a glimpse of her face on the
screen, gave her hope.

“Good, you’re awake,” Katelyn said. “I was afraid I’d call too early.”

“Yeah, we wanted an early start.”

“What’s wrong?” She sensed it immediately, that something was off.
More than just the fact that the funeral had been the day before. “Did you
get any sleep last night?”



“Some.” Rachel didn’t know what to tell her. She wanted the thrill of
confessing what was on her mind, but not the responsibility of upsetting the
person she cared about most. “It’s just been a long week, you know.”

“I can leave the office at lunch.”

“No, I don’t need you to do that.”

“I don’t know why I didn’t do it earlier. You obviously—"

“I’m fine.” Her voice was more urgent this time. “I’m going through
things with my sisters. Emotions are running high. But I don’t need you to
come over.”

“If you’re sure.” Katelyn exhaled, and it was difficult to tell whether she
sounded relieved or sad. “I just hate this for all of you.”

Images popped into Rachel’s mind; she was helpless at keeping them
out. The sleeping women. Their bloody necks. That hastily written
confession.

“Katelyn, I really have to go,” she said, hanging up before there was a
chance for a response.

Already, she could feel the course of her life changing. A wall was
building, brick by brick, closing her off from those around her, closing her
off from herself.

But it didn’t have to be this way. She’d already gone through the worst
—admitting to herself that her father was a serial killer, that he alone was
responsible for the pain of so many others. Coming forward with the
evidence they’d found would present new challenges, but it wouldn’t be
harder than what she’d already experienced. It was the right thing to do, and
maybe providing answers to his victims was what she needed to start
moving forward.

She turned, making the trek back to her house. The clouds were no
longer banding together, revealing patches of blue sky. Across the street,
she waved at a neighbor whose face was familiar but whose name she’d
forgotten. What would this person think once the news broke? There would
be no more waving, no more friendly chatter. And like Cara said, there
would be some people hostile to them. They’d blame them because Henry
was gone.

But most sensible people would understand the Martin girls had nothing
to do with their father’s crimes. They would even admire them for coming
forward. It would take time, years and years, but in the future, they would



find peace with what their father had done. They would counteract their
father’s evil by doing what was right.

And she knew Katelyn would be one of the sensible ones to stand by
her side. It would be shocking, sickening, but Rachel knew Katelyn
wouldn’t blame her. And she needed Katelyn’s guidance to get through this.
In that moment, she realized telling her the truth about her father would be
more bearable than keeping such a colossal secret. It was always secrets
that tore people apart, never the truth.

The truth about her father had been a lone exception.

Rachel was less than a block away when she caught a whiff of
something in the air. The smell of fresh-cut grass and morning dew had
been replaced with something heavier. After a few more steps, the back of
her throat began to itch.

She was smelling smoke.

She picked up her pace, sprinting the last few meters to her childhood
home. She thought of Cara and Molly, alarmed.

When she saw them, they were standing beside a metal bin, bright
orange flames spewing from the top of the can.

“What are you doing?” Rachel asked.

Cara and Molly looked at each other, then Molly spoke.

“We’re getting rid of it.”

That’s when Rachel realized that all the evidence she would have
brought to the police—the pictures and the jewelry and the letter—was
burning right before her eyes.



FOURTEEN



CARA

Cara clenched her fists inside her jacket pocket, her eyes darting between
Rachel and the burning bin. Molly’s idea to burn the evidence had bothered
her at first, grated against the writer inside, her role as preserver of facts.
But she knew Rachel was hard to control. If she wanted to ensure Rachel
wouldn’t accuse their father of being Gemini, she had to take away what
little ammunition she had.

“You didn’t even give me a chance!” Rachel cried, running close, then
stopping when she felt the flames’ heat. She had a manic look in her eyes,
and Cara wondered if she was still buzzed from last night’s booze, or if she
was fueled by anger and confusion. The wit and vitality and beauty that
defined her sister was gone. She was a broken woman.

“If we go to the police, we’ll live the rest of our lives with this hanging
over us.” Cara looked back at the flames. “This is the first step in moving
on.”

Cara couldn’t stand watching Rachel cry, but she couldn’t offer much in
the form of comfort. Part of her agreed with her sister, the same part that
longed for justice. After all, she wasn’t solely writing about crimes to sell
books; she believed she was shining a light on victims and their stories.

At the same time, she’d seen what that spotlight could bring. No one
wants their loved ones to be the victim of a violent crime, and it’s a shadow
that follows the living the rest of their lives. And the family members of
offenders? That shadow turns into a black hole, destroying their very
existence. Cara knew what would happen to them if word got out Henry
Martin was Gemini. They were all too invested in Whitehill to move away,
but even if they did, their father’s sins would follow them. His legacy



would precede every detail of their lives. Every job interview, every date,
every party invitation for their future children.

Sure, people would say they could separate the Martin girls from their
father’s actions, but the truth was, people were afraid of getting too close to
darkness, lest it rub off on them. It was better to stay away, isolate. And
that’s just the good-hearted people. Some wouldn’t even try to separate the
two, and because Henry Martin was no longer around to pay for his crimes,
they’d go after other targets. His daughters.

“What we found inside the shed was horrible,” Cara said. “And I know
we’ll be dealing with this for a long time, but it needs to stay between us.
Involving others will only make it harder to move on.”

“There is no moving on!” Rachel shouted. “You think burning the
evidence is going to stop me? The jewelry might be damaged, but it won’t
disappear. I can still go to the police. I can still tell them everything we
found, and blame you two for covering it up.”

“Go ahead,” Molly said, defiantly. “Tell them Henry Martin is the
Gemini killer. Their old history teacher. Their hunting buddy. The deacon at
the fucking church! You can tell them whatever you want about Dad, but
now there is nothing proving what you say.”

“Enough!” Cara shouted, her voice trying to drown out both her sisters.
“We can’t let this tear us apart.”

Rachel opened her mouth to speak then closed it. She started pacing the
backyard, moving between the fire and the tree. Then she let out a roar.
“I’m so angry with both of you. I’m angry with him and the whole world.”

“We’re angry, too. But if we bring others into this, we’ll regret it.”

“So, that’s the pact then?” Molly asked. “We keep it between us. Only
us three.”

“Yes,” Cara said.

Molly nodded. Cara feared her youngest sister still didn’t want to admit
the truth. Whether or not she believed Henry was guilty no longer mattered;
ignoring what they had found was a consolation she could accept.

She could read the hesitancy on Rachel’s face. “Looks like you didn’t
leave me a choice.”

Cara knew all three of them would grapple with this in the years to
come, but she believed she was making the right decision in keeping
Gemini’s identity a secret. It would be better for them this way. Their father
was a monster, but she couldn’t let him destroy their lives.



“It’s like any other type of grief,” Cara added, trying to make them feel
better. “We can’t bring him back. We can’t bring back his victims. We just
have to move forward from this. It’s over now.”

Most of what Cara believed had been tested in the wake of her father’s
death, but one thing she knew, with certainty, was that even monsters
couldn’t come back from the grave.



PART Il



ONE YEAR LATER



FIFTEEN

Water splashes against the splintered wood on the old dock. A man ties a
rope connecting the boat to the post, triple-checking his work. He takes off
his brown cap and wipes his brow. He’s the last one here, the sun beginning
to edge closer to the still waters beyond.

He nods his head as he passes me, a gesture of respect not recognition.
It’s been a long day on the water, and now the only person left along the
shore is inside the rental place, waiting to call it a day.

I walk inside and see her behind the counter. She’s wearing a flannel
shirt and leggings, her hair cut to just above her shoulders. She smiles
when she sees me, but I can see beyond her kindness. Her eyes are tired. It’s
closing time, and she’s ready to go home.

She has a nice home. I've driven by it a dozen times. It’s a mile or so
away from here, the lake taking the place of her backyard. She has her own
little dock where she likes to sit in the evenings. It’s covered, which makes it
a nice place to watch the storm roll in or steal shade during the heat. She
shares the home with her husband. No kids. Usually, he closes up the shop
with her, but he’s out of town now, which is why I've waited until tonight.

One of the reasons I waited for tonight.

She doesn’t know it now, as she’s looking at me with those calm eyes,
but she’ll never see that home again. Or her husband.

“I was just about to close up,” she says, the smile falling slightly. “We
won'’t work full hours until after this weekend. Maybe I can set you up with
something next week.”

“That’s right! This is Memorial Day weekend, isn't it?”

“It’s when the lake season officially begins.”



I tell her I only wanted to check prices, that I’ll return later. She tells me
there are a couple of spots available to rent, that she can show me the bays
on her way out, if I'm willing to wait.

Wait I do, watching to make sure no other cars enter the parking lot.
This place is practically deserted, what with all the holiday specials at
restaurants and pubs downtown. She’s right; the weekend will mark the
official opening of business at the lake, but she’ll be long gone by then.

When she walks outside, a tote hanging from her shoulder and keys in
her hand, I allow her to lead the way. We walk toward the water, the old
planks moaning with each step.

“Right here,” she says, stopping by an empty bay. “This one’s the
cheapest because it’s so small, but depending on your—”

I cover her mouth with the cloth, feeling her body jolt in surprise and
fear. I wrap my arm around her, holding her tight so we don’t go over the
edge, into the water. She kicks for a few seconds, then her body goes still.
Her mind, too. When she awakes, she’ll barely remember her life as she
knows it now.

She’ll be in too much pain.

She’ll be desperate for it all to end.

If I’'m being honest, she doesn’t deserve this, but it’s a necessary part of
the plan.

I drag her behind the boat rental building, a spot I’d scoped out weeks
before. This corner is hidden from the water, the road, the parking lot. No
one will be able to hear her screams. It’s as though we’re the only two
people left in the world, like we’ve been brought together by something
bigger than ourselves.

For now, there is quiet, only my labored breathing and the sound of
water breaking against the shore.



SIXTEEN



CARA

Cara and Tate moved into the Martin family home not long after the funeral.
The sisters had talked about selling the place, but that was before.

Before the shed.

Before the pictures.

Before they’d made their pact.

Cara had no desire to tell the truth about her father’s identity; that was
easy enough. But she did feel a need to learn everything about him that she
didn’t already know. A compulsion, really. Like she might approach one of
her books, she aimed to understand her father’s life, and his crimes. Had the
father she’d known and loved ever existed? Or, had Henry Martin only
pretended to be that person in order to mask his true identity as a serial
murderer?

Moving into the house was supposed to help her find answers. Even
though she’d lived there her entire childhood, she viewed the beaten wood
as new terrain that needed to be explored. Foraged. There were secrets
hidden in these walls, she convinced herself. Figuratively. Unlike the very
literal secrets that had been hiding beneath the floors in her father’s shed. If
she wanted to get inside her father’s mind, she had to walk in his shoes, see
the world as he saw it, take in the same sights and smells.

It had been months since they moved in, and she was no closer to
understanding Henry Martin. She’d not found further evidence in the house
—and she’d certainly looked. She’d upended the attic, the basement, each
and every closet. She’d even spent a weekend at the family’s cabin upstate,
curious if Henry left anything incriminating there, but she came up blank.
There were no more confessional diaries or letters, no hidden jewelry.



Henry Martin knew it was best to keep all evidence that could be used
against him in one place, but that hadn’t deterred Cara from hunting, as
Molly might say.

At times, she could still feel her father’s presence in the house. As
though his spirit lingered, watching as she struggled and searched, refusing
to interfere. In at least one regard, she’d followed in his footsteps. She was
keeping secrets. Tate didn’t know about what she’d found in the shed. He
didn’t know about her manic research into her father’s past and Gemini’s
crimes. Or the real reason why they’d moved. Inheriting a furnished house
in an historic neighborhood? It sounded like a sweet deal to him, and she let
him believe it.

There was only one person she felt she could really turn to for comfort
anymore. It wasn’t either of her sisters. And it wasn’t Tate.

Her phone pinged with a text from James.

Checking out of the hotel at noon. Meet me at the bar?

She smiled. It wouldn’t be a long visit, but it would be enough.

“Looks like I’'m going to have to cancel lunch,” Tate said, leaning
against the wall. He was dressed in a dark suit, his hair combed to the side.

Cara stood in the kitchen, sipping the last of her morning tea. She put
her phone away. “Lunch?”

“Last week, we said we’d swing by McGuire’s for turkey clubs.” He
looked back at his phone. “They found a body down by the docks last night.
Looks like I’ll be working the scene most of the day.”

Cara hadn’t heard anything about a body, but she tried to avoid the
news. She didn’t need more reminders of how ugly the world could be. A
rumble of shame burrowed into her belly. She’d been so eager to meet with
James, she’d forgotten about the lunch plans with her husband.

“The closer we get to summer, the more calls we get. Sadly.” He put
away his phone. “Maybe we can plan something for next week.”

“It’s a date,” she said, followed by an artificial smile. “I’m slammed
with work, anyway.”

He watched her for a few minutes, and she didn’t like the feeling of his
eyes on her. In the past, his gaze had admired her. Now, his stare asked too
many questions. He could probably tell she was lying about something. It
wouldn’t be the first time in the past year she’d blamed her busy schedule



on work. Or lied. She had to quit using work as an excuse; sooner or later
he’d expect to see a finished product, and there wasn’t one.

Cara turned in the direction of her study, but Tate stopped her, pulling
her back to him. He kissed the top of her head.

“I love you.”

It was obvious Tate was missing her, needing reassurance about their
relationship. Cara wanted to apologize for being such a shitty wife, for not
taking the time to consider his needs or wants.

“Be safe,” she said instead.

Their relationship hadn’t always been this way. She knew Tate believed
she’d withdrawn so much in the past year because of her grief. He didn’t
know the real reason. She wasn’t mourning her father’s death, but the life
she never knew he had.

Not even two minutes later, a fist pounded against the front door. She
assumed Tate had forgotten his keys, giving her a chance to tell him she
was sorry for her behavior, but her hopes plummeted when she opened the
front door and saw Tate’s car was gone. Elias stood on their front porch.

“Morning, Cara,” he said, his gums visible when he smiled. He ran a
hand through his hair.

Cara held the door tighter, disappointed Tate was gone and Elias was in
his place. “How’ve you been, Elias?”

“Good, good.” He looked up and down the street. “I was in the
neighborhood and thought I’d pop in. Haven’t seen you girls for a while.”

“We’re fine,” she said, keeping a firm hold on the door.

She could tell he wanted an invitation inside, but Cara wasn’t up for a
visit, even though she pitied him. Her father had been his only friend, and
the past year had likely been difficult on him too, although for different
reasons.

“Looks like you’ve done well looking after the place,” he said, eyeing
the flower bushes skirting the front windows, the mowed lawn. All credit
was due to the gardening service she’d hired, not herself.

“Thanks. You know, it would be nice to catch up, but I have work—"

He raised his hands before she could finish. “I understand. I don’t want
to bother you. I was just in the neighborhood.”

Cara didn’t think that was true. Elias lived on the outskirts of town,
closer to the woods. And she doubted he knew anyone else in this area. He



was probably lonely, which made her pity him more. He started to walk
down the porch steps, then turned back.

“Say, I did want to ask you. Have you and the girls decided what you’re
going to do about the cabin?”

“What do you mean?”

“I got a phone call about renting the place. I didn’t even know the
listing was still online. Henry used to handle the technical stuff. When your
father was alive...” He stopped and winced. “Henry trusted me to look after
the place and arrange renters throughout the year. We could start renting out
again. I’d take care of everything.”

“We’ve still not decided what to do with it.” It was the truth. It was one
of those lingering responsibilities that fell to the wayside in the wake of her
father’s death, following the revelation that he was a serial killer.

“Just let me know. You girls might like the extra money the place brings
in.” He paused. “Henry would want me to keep an eye on you girls. And I
could use the work.”

Was he desperate for a job or more time with them? It was hard to tell.
Either way, Cara felt sorry for him. She ended the conversation as gently as
possible, letting out a sigh of relief when he was gone.

Cara was alone again. The silence in the house was almost accusatory,
daring her to think about topics she’d rather ignore. Tate. James. Elias. Her
sisters.

Dad.

It was all too much to think about, and she longed for a distraction.



SEVENTEEN



CARA

A half hour later, Cara had put on makeup for the first time all week. She
wore a black dress covered in small white flowers. The fabric pulled with
the wind as she crossed the street in front of the Railway Hotel.

It was one of the nicer establishments on the far end of town. That’s
why Cara suggested James stayed there. He was based in Boston. They’d
met, like most people do these days, online. He came to Whitehill for the
occasional conference, and, of course, to meet Cara. They’d spent weeks
chatting online before meeting in person, and even though it was yet
another secret she had to keep, she did. James had been her only ray of light
in the dark, dark year.

James was sitting in a booth at the back of the hotel bar. He stood when
he saw her walk in, and the two hugged, clinging to each other as though
the embrace could somehow counteract the time they’d spent apart.

“Have time for another drink?” She fiddled with her fingers. James still
made her nervous after all this time.

“Sure. My car will be here within the hour.” He flagged over a waitress
and ordered two glasses of red wine, their usual.

“Nervous about the flight?”

“Nah, I’'m getting used to it now.” He blushed. “I guess I’m just
bummed about going our separate ways.”

Cara smiled. “I know what you mean. Sometimes there’s not much to
return to in the real world.” That’s how her meetups with James felt. Like
an intermission from reality.

The waitress returned, first putting down two cardboard coasters, then
their glasses of wine. As Cara reached for her drink, her gaze stretched



across the room. She spotted a woman hovering by the entrance to the
dining hall. She was in her forties with short hair and a purple pantsuit.
There was a weekender bag hanging from her shoulder as she spoke with
the hostess.

Cara recognized her instantly.

“Shit.” She moved so that her face wouldn’t be visible.

“What is it?” James asked.

“I know that woman standing by the hostess stand.”

James looked over her shoulder, trying to glimpse the woman. “Know
her how?”

“She’s my old boss.” Cara cut her eyes across the restaurant, looking for
possible exits. “Do you think we can move this to the patio?”

“Sure,” James said, grabbing his drink, but Cara had already left the
table. She was marching ahead of him, pushing through the double glass
doors leading outside.

“Is everything okay?” James asked, once he’d caught up to her.

“Yeah. I wasn’t expecting to see anyone I know. Looks like she’s back
in town.” She looked back into the restaurant. The woman was out of sight,
and Cara sighed in relief. “Beverley was my old editor at the newspaper,
and she wasn’t a very good one. She’s the reason I ended up leaving,
actually. She left me and the rest of the team to do all the hard work, while
she took all the credit.”

“And then she moved away?” He sat down at one of the wrought-iron
tables, and she joined him.

“Well, she copied me first.” Cara scoffed, but when James still looked
confused, she explained. “She saw that my first book did relatively well,
and like I said, she wasn’t making many friends down at the paper. She
ended up leaving and writing her own true crime book. About Gemini.”

She was so busy explaining her history with Beverley that she didn’t
realize she had uttered the word she vowed to never speak in James’
presence. He looked at her quizzically, and she knew she had no chance of
bypassing the topic.

“He’s like a local legend around here. You’ve never heard of him?”
When he shook his head, she continued. “Gemini is a Whitehill serial killer
from the nineties and noughties who was never caught. He’s been inactive
for years, so his name isn’t as known as it once was.”



She tried to convey the information without betraying her emotions.
Beneath the table, she pinched her forearm to remain focused, fearful the
truth would find a way out of her. Gemini, that monster, is my father.

James could never know. No one could.

“That’s wild.” James said it in a way you would expect anyone to react
to a random piece of trivia. There was some interest, but not a true
investment. He was still looking through the doors leading to the restaurant,
as though Beverley might reappear.

“Was her book any good?”

“I guess. Written in the Stars.” Cara rolled her eyes. “It’s not half bad,
except she, like the rest of the world, doesn’t know who Gemini actually
is.”

For a brief moment, Cara relished the fact she held the answers
Beverley so desperately sought, but it passed quickly, and she was filled
again with shame. “Do you think we could talk about something else?”

“I’d prefer to, actually. Talking about this stuff gives me the creeps.”

“That’s how my mom was, too. She’d rather get lost in a musical or
comedy than anything scary.” Cara laughed, taking another sip of her drink,
letting the alcohol ease her nerves. She noticed James still appeared on
edge. “What’s wrong?”

He didn’t answer right away. “The way you acted when you saw that
woman... you couldn’t wait to run off. Like you were embarrassed of me,
or something.”

“I’m not embarrassed,” she said, knowing, even as the words left her
lips, they sounded false. “Beverley knows I’'m married. It wouldn’t look
right.”

He nodded, mockingly. “That it wouldn’t.”

“I’m sorry I overreacted—"

“It’s fine, really. I guess I should be used to it by now.”

“Look, this hasn’t been easy on me either. But this is a small town.
People talk. I don’t want something getting back to Tate or my sisters
without me telling them first.”

“If you tell them.” He looked away, apparently regretting the words he’d
let slip.

“I’m going to tell them, okay? Now isn’t the right time.”

“It’s just hard being on the other side. I don’t like feeling like I’'m your
secret.”



“You won'’t be for much longer, okay? I promise.”

He reached across the table, placing his hand over hers. “This isn’t how
I wanted to end our time together. I shouldn’t have brought it up.”

But the fact that he did spoke to how he truly felt. James was tired of
being some guy she met at a hotel twice a month. He wanted to be part of
her life. When she smiled back at him, it only hurt a little. The truth about
James would come out eventually.

All secrets do.



EIGHTEEN



RACHEL

Rachel’s head hurt before she even opened her eyes. Memories from last
night were blurry, but she knew she had passed out in between episodes of
Friends. She tasted a hint of whiskey on her gums, which made her
nauseous and hungry at the same time.

There was a knock on the door, followed by a voice.

“You alive?” It was Ryan, her roommate.

“Barely.” She pulled the pillow over her head, blocking out the
intruding sun.

“The fridge calendar says your shift starts in an hour.”

Fuck. She’d forgotten about that in the middle of last night’s bender. It’s
not like it would have really mattered. She was used to going into work
hungover.

“Yeah, yeah. I’ll be out in a sec.”

She rolled into the center of the bed and stared at the ceiling, allowing
her memories to come back. What Chandler and Joey were up to. What she
and Ryan had laughed about last night. Then, further back. The hurt on
Katelyn’s face during the breakup. The punch to the gut that was knowing
her father was a serial killer.

She entered the shower, allowing the water to wake her and erase her at
the same time. That’s all she did these days, it seemed. Find new ways to
forget. New drugs and old drinks and constant stimulation. She relied on the
sensations of the present to remove the pain of the past.

She’d tried to act normal in the months that followed her father’s death,
and Katelyn tried her best to support Rachel through her grief. But then
there were those quiet moments. Late nights and early mornings.



Afternoons when Katelyn would be at work and Rachel wouldn’t and all
those dark thoughts would creep into her brain. Memories of the shed and
her sisters and the smell of fire. It was too much. It was too loud. She had to
drown out her thoughts, which is why she’d started drinking more. Smoking
more. Relying a little too heavily on prescription medication.

After she tugged on a pair of distressed jeans and a black crew neck
speckled with lint, she joined Ryan in the kitchen. He was sitting at the
breakfast bar staring at his phone, his square-framed glasses balancing on
the bridge of his nose. He had a soda in one hand, and another on the
counter beside him.

“That one mine?” she asked, her damp hair drenching her shirt.

“Yep.”

“You’re too good to me.”

“For what you charge me to stay here, it’s the least I can do.” He smiled.
“There’s a sandwich on the counter, too.”

She ripped open the wrapper and took a bite. She hadn’t realized how
hungry she was until she tasted the flaky goodness in her mouth. For a brief
moment, she was thankful Katelyn was gone and a conscientious Ryan had
taken her place. Of course, it wasn’t just the two of them living there. There
was also—

“Who used all the hot water?”

The shriek came from their third roommate, Cindy. Ryan was right;
Rachel cut him way too good a deal on rent and she had leased the third
bedroom to make up the difference. It was a decision she regretted almost
immediately, and she was now counting the days until their initial
agreement was up and she could tell Cindy to move out.

Rachel and Ryan locked eyes, laughing at the sound of Cindy’s
approaching stomps. When she joined them in the kitchen, she had a pink
towel wrapped around her petite frame. Her blonde hair was piled atop her
head, held in place with a large green clip.

“I should have guessed.” Cindy crossed her arms over her body,
nodding at Rachel’s damp hair.

“I took a shower,” Rachel said. “Big deal.”

“I take a quick, normal shower. Not one of those marathons you take
just to wake up after last night’s bender.”

Rachel rolled her eyes and took another bite of the sandwich.



“Hey, let’s not overreact—” Ryan tried to intervene, but Cindy
continued talking.

“I mean, there are three of us sharing one shower. Is it that hard to be
considerate of others?”

“I’d just like to add,” Ryan said, raising a finger, “I don’t have a
problem with how long either of you take in the shower.”

“That’s because you’re a guy,” Cindy said. “You don’t have to worry
about being late because your hair isn’t dry.”

“You sit behind a desk all day,” he said. “I highly doubt you need a
shower before meeting up with your friends at the bar.”

“Stop making excuses for her.” She waved a hand toward Rachel.
“That’s called enabling, Ryan. And it’s not healthy for her.”

“Don’t talk about me like I’'m not standing right here!” Rachel said.
“I’m letting you live in my apartment. I think that’s considerate enough.”

“It’s not charity, Rachel. It’s a rental agreement.” When Rachel didn’t
bite, Cindy huffed, pulled her towel tighter and marched toward her
bedroom. “Forget it. Thank God for dry shampoo.”

Rachel pressed her palms together in mock prayer and looked upward.
“Yes, thank God.”

Ryan took another sip of his drink, trying not to choke with laughter.

“Here’s an idea,” he said. “When her lease is up, can I sit in on the next
roommate interview?”

“You think I should conduct interviews?” She tilted her head, playfully.

“It might save us headaches in the long run. You can’t expect to find a
sane person on Craigslist.”

“That’s where I found you.”

“I’m the exception to the rule.” He looked down the hallway, lowering
his voice. “Cindy is a prime example of why you don’t find roommates off
the internet.”

“Got it.” She tapped her temple with a finger. “Thanks for the sandwich,
but I gotta run.”

“Your hair is still wet.”

“It’1ll dry soon. My standards aren’t as high as Cindy’s.”

“You do know you’re a bit of a hot mess, don’t you?” he asked,
lovingly. Ryan was honest, but gentle, unlike Cindy who liked to shove
Rachel’s every misstep in her face. He knew Rachel was having a hard



time, even if he didn’t fully understand why. Like everyone, he assumed she
was struggling with the breakup; Rachel’s father had never been discussed.

“Yeah, yeah. You can say it.” She pointed at the closed third bedroom
door. “That bitch can’t.”



NINETEEN



RACHEL

Rachel started the short walk to McGuire’s, her full-time job since she
dropped out of graduate school. It was the Friday before Memorial Day, and
the bar would be packed. She needed calm before the circus fully
unleashed, but she accepted it was good for her to be around people. Too
much time alone was when she started thinking about the sad story her life
had become over the past year.

She thought about her dad, that sick son of a bitch. He’d spent his adult
life torturing victims, toying with police. Now, even in death, he’d found
new victims, except this time it was his daughters, tortured by the
knowledge of what he’d done.

And she thought about her sisters, how they joined forces against her.
She’d been close to them her entire life, but every conversation since that
day in the backyard had been strained. The three Martin girls were the only
ones in the world who knew the truth about Henry Martin. They were the
only ones who knew the true identity of the Gemini killer. Keeping that
secret had destroyed her relationships.

With her sisters.

With Katelyn.

With herself.

To cope with what they’d uncovered, her behaviors were on an endless
loop, predictable and pathetic. When she wasn’t working, she was drinking.
And if she wasn’t wasted, she was sleeping it off, preparing to start the
cycle again.

Groundhog Day.



The movie summed up Rachel’s current situation. She often thought of
her life in terms of movies, and for that she thanked her mom. Cara was
always lost in a book, Molly explored the outdoors, but Rachel, like her
mother, was entranced by the cinema.

Her mother was the one who introduced her to classic films:
Casablanca and Rear Window and Breakfast at Tiffany’s. Rachel loved
being transported to a different world. Sure, the world back then could be
harder on women, especially women like her, but the films didn’t hint at the
reality of that, only highlighted the best parts, with vibrant technicolor and
witty dialogue.

Margaret Grace had studied film when she was in college. She spent her
freshman year planning a move to California, hoping she could land a job
working on sets. By her sophomore year, she had met Henry Martin, and
her plans changed. At least, that’s how she told the story, without any hint
of resentment or regret. She was happy with where she ended up. When
Margaret Grace talked with Rachel about her father, she’d call him her Cary
Grant or Jimmy Stewart. She’d believed whole-heartedly she’d made the
right choice. Her mother got the raw end of that deal, and lived her entire
life without knowing it.

The sisters had thrown a surprise party for their parents’ thirtieth
anniversary. They passed around food and drinks, strings of lights twinkling
in the branches of the backyard tree. Friends and family gathered,
congratulating the couple on the life they’d built together. Rachel felt
inspired by her parents that night, especially when she saw the genuine
smile on her mother’s face. She was a woman in love and at peace. Now
when Rachel thought back to that night, she couldn’t stop picturing her
father’s face. That thin smile. He must have felt clever, knowing he’d
fooled everyone, including his wife. Henry had used her, their marriage and
their children to thwart suspicion from his brutal crimes. Her mother had
deserved better. They all did.

And she knew Katelyn deserved better than her, at least the version of
herself she’d been since the funeral. She couldn’t be honest with Katelyn
anymore. First, about her father. Then, about her relationship with her
sisters—the couple often spent evenings and weekends with Cara and
Molly. She couldn’t distance herself from them without telling more little
lies to Katelyn. And then there was the drinking and drug use. Katelyn



couldn’t understand what happened to the woman she loved, and Rachel
was reluctant to fill in the blanks.

The last straw came when Rachel dropped out of school. She didn’t tell
Katelyn about it at first. It wasn’t until she started making plans for a
graduation celebration that the truth came out.

“I don’t understand why you would drop out when you are this close to
getting your master’s degree,” Katelyn had said, once Rachel finally told
her.

“You wouldn’t understand.” Rachel was standing in the kitchen, her
back to Katelyn, a fresh glass of whiskey in her hand. “Both your parents
are still alive.”

Rachel regretted the words as they left her lips. She didn’t know why
she was this way, why she had to spout off the cruelest remark just to
deflect what she was really feeling. Katelyn, to her credit, never fought fire
with fire.

“I don’t know what you’re going through,” she said, calmly. “But I've
tried to support you through it. I’ve tried to give you space while you sort
through your grief. But this... dropping out of school will wreck your
future. It will wreck our future. And it’s not what your father would want.”

Rachel spun around then, the liquor in her hands splashing onto the
counter. “Don’t talk to me about my dad. You don’t know anything about
him!”

How many fights had they had like this in the past six months? Twenty?
A hundred? All Rachel knew, was that this argument felt like the last.
Katelyn rounded up her things. She stopped briefly at the front door, before
walking out for good.

“You’re the one I don’t know anymore.”

And she left Rachel there alone, the room around her filled with secrets
screaming so loudly, she thought her head and heart might burst.

A car horn blared as Rachel stepped off the sidewalk. She’d been so lost
in thought she hadn’t seen the large SUV speeding in her direction. If it
hadn’t been for the cautious honking of another car, she could have been
hit. Her heart started pumping faster, adrenaline spreading through her
body. She had to stop letting her father mess with her life. Mess with her
head. She was the one who would end up paying the price.

By the time she reached McGuire’s, the patio was full of patrons. It was
Memorial Day weekend, which meant all hands on deck. The weather had



finally peaked, tempting locals to thaw beneath the sun and along the
sidewalks. She checked the time—she was ten minutes late. It was
happening more often than it wasn’t, and she wasn’t looking forward to
getting cussed about it.

Ivan was a helluva boss. In his mid-fifties, he was short and squat with a
bald head and meaty muscles beneath his shirt. He often wore dive bar
shirts and cargo shorts, even in winter, not that you’d notice much; his
clothes were covered by a white, floor-length apron that belonged in the
kitchen, but he wore it around the front-of-the-house anyway.

When Rachel walked inside, he was making drinks, no doubt the ones
she should have been making. She tried to slink in, bracing herself for a sly
remark, but it never came. Ivan and the customers sitting at the bar were
watching the television in the top right corner of the room. The local news
was playing.

A body was found by the docks early this morning. Police haven’t
confirmed anything yet, but sources are saying the case resembles
characteristics of the...

Rachel, like everyone else, was glued to the screen.

Unlike everyone else, she was stifling the urge to scream.



TWENTY



MOLLY

Molly puckered her lips and exhaled, thankful her shift at the Whitehill
Hotel had ended. She’d always liked the idea of working in hospitality, but
the day-to-day aspects of the job were beginning to bother her. The
complaints seemed endless. Rooms were too small and views were too
narrow. The soda machines needed restocking and the ice dispenser on floor
three was broken. Why couldn’t people simply take the good with the bad
and go about their day? Their lives could be much, much worse.

She rummaged through her locker, grabbing her belongings.

“Someone’s in a hurry,” said Fiona. She was another front-desk clerk
who had been there almost as long as her. She had long dark hair and
makeup that looked like it took half the morning to apply.

“I’ve got a shift at Chester House.”

“I’m heading there, too,” Fiona said, sliding a slick coat over her
uniform. “Charlie’s shift is about to end.”

Molly and Charlie volunteered at the animal shelter together. She’d
reluctantly introduced him to Fiona three months ago, and the two had been
dating ever since. Molly didn’t have many friends, and it surprised her that
the two people she spent the most time with, Fiona at the Whitehill Hotel
and Charlie at Chester House, had a romantic spark.

“Don’t you get worn out?” Fiona asked. “I mean, Charlie is only
volunteering at Chester House until he finishes his degree. It’s like you go
from one job to the other.”

“It’s actually the best part of my day.”

“If you say so.” She rolled her eyes. “Wait up. I’ll walk with.”



“Sure,” Molly said, holding open the door that led out onto the
sidewalk.

Molly and Fiona didn’t have much in common, other than Charlie and
their jobs. Fiona’s life appeared to be filled with people and experiences and
excitement. Every Monday, she came in with a new story about the chaos
her weekend had brought, although those stories had died down a little bit
since she started dating Charlie.

Molly, on the other hand, spent most of her time alone. She had few
people in her life these days, which afforded her the opportunity to work
overtime and volunteer. As they walked in the direction of Chester House,
Fiona babbling about something uninteresting, Molly watched the people
who passed. Some looked to be around retirement age, while others were on
the other end of the spectrum, lugging strollers and toddlers. There were
several people carrying laptops under their arms, likely able to work
wherever they pleased. She thought about Cara, the freedom she had as a
writer to create her own schedule.

She missed Cara.

And Rachel.

Just two short years ago, Molly had felt content with her life. She had
parents who loved her, two sisters always in her corner. When they received
their mother’s cancer diagnosis, she thought it would be the darkest point in
her life. In all their lives. But nothing had been more destructive than what
they found in the shed. She missed her sisters, but at least they had their
partners.

Molly was all alone.

Suddenly, in the crowd of happy strangers, she spotted a familiar face.
Katelyn. She was standing by the crosswalk with another woman. Likely a
client. Molly hated to interrupt if she was working, but then there was that
pang again. Loneliness. It had been so long since she’d seen Katelyn or
Rachel or Cara.

“Just a sec,” she told Fiona, who was mid-sentence.

Katelyn saw Molly approaching her and froze, whispering something to
her companion. Molly worried she was going to dismiss her, but instead
Katelyn held out her arms, initiating a hug.

“What a surprise,” Katelyn said.

“I don’t mean to interrupt—"



“You’re fine.” Katelyn seemed nervous, glancing back to the woman
she’d left at the corner. “How’ve you been?”

“Good. Busy.” That’s what she told people anyway, even if it wasn’t
true. She added, “When I’'m not working, I’ve been volunteering at an
animal shelter. Chester House. I’m headed there now actually.”

“I’ve heard of that place.” Katelyn smiled, genuinely. “That sounds
right up your alley.”

“How’s Rachel? I feel guilty about not checking in more often. Maybe
she’d like to join me at Chester House. Or you too. We’re always trying to
recruit new volunteers.”

Katelyn opened and closed her mouth. She looked back over her
shoulder at the woman. “Rachel and I... we’re not together. We’ve not been
together for months.”

Molly wasn’t expecting that. She felt her cheeks burning and tittered.
“Oh. T guess I really have been out of the loop.” Then, more seriously,
“What happened?”

Katelyn looked down. “You might want to talk to Rachel.”

“I know it’s not any of my business, but you two were great together.
And you always seemed so happy. And—"

She stopped talking when she sensed her words were causing more
harm than good. Katelyn looked like she was trying to hold back tears.

“I guess you two really aren’t talking, huh?” Katelyn said eventually.

“Not enough, it seems.”

“Rachel has some issues. They were just getting too big for me to
handle.”

“I didn’t realize things were so bad.”

“I worry about her, Molly. I know the three of you have been struggling
since your parents... gosh, I can’t even imagine. But I really worry about
her.”

Molly knew that losing their parents wasn’t what was tearing Rachel up
inside. What was destroying all of them was something much, much worse.

“I need to call her.”

Katelyn looked back at the woman again, who was clearly more than a
business associate. She reached for Molly’s hand and gave it a squeeze.
“I’m really glad I ran into you. I miss you. And Cara. And—"

She stopped talking.

“Good seeing you too.”



Molly stood there, watching as Katelyn walked away. Within seconds,
there was a smile on Katelyn’s face as she resumed conversation with the
blonde.

So, that’s what it looked like to move on. To keep living.

“What was that?” Fiona asked. Her voice was casual, but her eyes were
wide, her senses recognizing drama was afoot.

“Nothing.” Molly wasn’t used to having people she could vent to, but
maybe that was part of the problem. Maybe if she wanted more people in
her life, she needed to learn to open up. “She’s my sister’s girlfriend. Or ex-
girlfriend, I should say.”

“Is that a good thing or a bad thing?”

“Bad because I really liked her, and worse because I had no idea they’d
broken up. I made a total ass of myself, or my sister. I’m not sure which.”

“Give your sister a call. Check in on her.”

Fiona was all about clearing the air. And Molly knew she was right.
She’d been close with her sisters her entire life. Only the events of the past
year had pushed them apart. It was time for them to start rebuilding their
relationships with one another.

It’s what their parents would have wanted.



TWENTY-ONE



MOLLY

Sure enough, when they arrived outside Chester House, Charlie was there,
taking out the trash. Charlie clanged the lid on top and turned to see Molly
and Fiona walking his way. He smiled.

“Thank God,” he said. “I thought I was going to be stuck with Marsha
all night.”

Marsha was their supervisor, twice their age with half their manners.
She had a good heart, otherwise she wouldn’t be there, but her abrasiveness
was part of the reason Charlie and Molly had become such close friends.

“And you,” he said to Fiona, in a fake authoritative voice, “are you the
newest volunteer?”

“Please,” she said, leaning in for an embrace. “Like I have time to sit
around and play with puppies all day.” She looked at Molly. “No offense.”

Charlie gave Fiona a kiss on the lips, but she grabbed his head, kissing
him harder.

Molly winced in disgust. She didn’t want Charlie for herself, but
suspected Fiona wasn’t really Charlie’s type, whatever that was. She also
sensed Fiona was insecure, and even though the friendship between Charlie
and Molly was strictly platonic, Fiona was marking her territory with saliva
and tongue.

When Charlie came up for air, he looked at Molly and blushed. Like
her, he was an introvert and likely not used to public displays of affection,
especially with someone as beautiful as Fiona.

“You ready to head out?” Fiona asked.

“Actually, I just got here.”

“I thought you worked the dayshift?”



“That was yesterday. I’ll be here until ten.”

“Oh bummer,” Fiona said. “I’ve been missing you.”

“Hey, it’s a long weekend. We’ll have plenty of time together.”

“Say, I’'m free after my shift ends,” Molly said, her tone upbeat. “Maybe
we could go out for drinks? I hear the Mexican restaurant down the street is
having two for one margaritas.”

She’d done more than merely hear it. She’d stalked the Facebook page,
trying to work up the nerve to ask someone to go with her. She’d ask
Charlie, but he didn’t drink.

“Eh, I've been feeling a cold coming on. I'll probably down some
NyQuil and get in bed early.” She looked back at Charlie, before walking
off. “I’ll call you later.”

Molly waved goodbye, thankful Fiona was so self-involved she hadn’t
noticed how much the rejection stung. Fiona wasn’t really her type either,
but it had been a long time since Molly had a true friend.

Charlie, on the other hand, noticed the awkwardness and tried to smooth
over the conversation.

“I’m happy you’re here,” he said. “I wanted to give you a hard time
about something.”

“Don’t tell me. Marsha has a new idea.”

“Better. Or worse. Depending on how you look at it.” Charlie leaned
against the building and folded his arms. He smiled. “You were supposed to
be my official tour guide of the area.”

“Please, tell me what I’ve missed.”

“You didn’t tell me this place had its very own serial killer.”

A strange heat started at the back of her neck, spreading its warmth
across her ears and cheeks. “What?”

“Gemini? That’s all people are talking about today.”

Molly could feel her heart beating faster. She inhaled through her nose,
trying to steady her breathing. “Who... why would anyone be talking about
that?”

“Apparently he struck again. The police found a body by the lake,” he
said, making a point to look over his shoulder. “To think, I’ve been walking
around the neighborhood all alone at night, and you didn’t even give me a
warning.”

He was only kidding with her. He wasn’t asking about Gemini because
he knew, she realized, although her stumbling reaction probably struck him



as odd. He’d been asking because there was a new victim. Another murder
committed by Gemini.
But that couldn’t be. And only the Martin girls knew it.



TWENTY-TWO



CARA

After leaving the Railway Hotel, Cara returned home. She was ready for
another predictable day of staring at a blank document, words refusing to
come. She turned on the news, curious to see if there was information about
the body found at the docks. And that’s when she saw it.

The banner at the bottom of the screen read: Has Gemini Returned?
Body Found at Whitehill Lake.

She blinked several times, rubbed her forehead, then looked again. The
words were still there, and her body felt like it was about to overheat.
Gemini couldn’t have returned because he was dead, but there were only
three people in the entire world who knew it.

She spent the rest of the afternoon gathering information about the latest
crime, which wasn’t much, and comparing it to what she did know, which
was a lot.

The victim was a female in her thirties, whose name hadn’t been
released. She was found by the docks, left on the sand for an early morning
walker to find. Based on the way the body was positioned, and considering
the holiday weekend, more than one outlet was claiming the return of
Gemini.

Sure, the media loved a story, and a dormant serial killer renewing his
killing spree was a good one. Cara had built her career off good stories, but
she knew the press wouldn’t announce Gemini was the culprit this early in
the investigation unless they had overwhelming proof.

Cara padded back to the office, notes in hand. She unlocked the bottom
drawer of her desk. Inside were the pictures they’d found in the shed after
their father’s funeral. It wasn’t all of them, of course. Most of them had



been thrown into the fire, Molly’s way of stopping Rachel from going to the
police.

But the journalist inside Cara couldn’t stand the idea of watching the
only evidence linked to an unidentified serial killer turn into ashes. The
jewelry was unsalvageable, but there were dozens of pictures of the victims.
When Molly wasn’t looking, Cara had taken some of them and hidden them
in the shed. Later, after her sisters had gone home, she’d gotten them back
out and hidden them in her father’s office. For a year, she’d been studying
them, trying to make sense of the crimes he had committed.

The night of their father’s funeral, she only knew the broad facts about
Gemini, but she’d uncovered much more since then. Seventeen victims
spanning twenty years. All were women in their late twenties to mid
thirties. The women were petite and thin, although not necessarily fit. If you
were to see one of them walking down the sidewalk, you’d probably think
they were attractive but not capable of fighting back. That’s what Gemini
must have thought, anyway. Most, but not all, were brunettes.

Millie Rothenberg, found in the mall parking lot, was a blonde.
Savannah Christiansen, found on the elementary school grounds where she
worked, was a redhead. Everyone says killers have a type, but sometimes
that type is the right person at the wrong time.

Victimology didn’t connect the women, but their manner of death did.
All were stabbed multiple times, the final slash cutting across their necks.
This was what first connected them in investigators’ minds. Most killings
took place at night; all bodies were posed in a public place to be found in
the light of day. In most cases, like Savannah Christiansen, they were left in
a location that bore some meaning to the victim, which suggested Gemini
spent time scoping out his prey. The additional pictures they’d found in the
shed confirmed this theory.

And each woman was missing an important piece of jewelry. If they
were married, it was usually their wedding ring. If they weren’t, it was
another significant accessory. Necklaces or bracelets with birthstones, class
rings. Janet Lane, found downtown in an alley, had been wearing a necklace
with a sparrow pendant. The same one Cara held in her hands the night they
raided the shed.

After interviewing the known associates of each victim, it seemed none
of the women had reported odd occurrences in the weeks leading up to their
death. No stalkers. No strange phone calls. No evidence someone had



tampered with their homes. Many of the women were surrounded by people
in the moments leading up to their death, but for whatever reason, they
ended up alone. Donna Winters had gotten into a fight with her boyfriend
and stormed off before she was snatched. Penny Mayweather opted to walk
home the night of her death, declining a ride from a friend, because she
wanted to enjoy the moon.

All these women, their stories, their desires had been squelched by the
same monster.

Gemini.

Henry Martin.

And now there was another woman to add to the list, although it was
impossible.

But there had to be a reason the media believed Gemini was back. A
letter. That must be it. Someone must have sent a letter claiming to be
Gemini. Although the police weren’t taunted after every kill, Gemini was
known for goading law enforcement. In all the times Cara had wrestled with
the fact her father had committed these crimes, never once did she question
whether he was capable of sending the letters. It reeked of her father’s
superiority. Henry Martin always had to be the smartest person in the room.

She heard footsteps on the front porch. The clock on her desk said it
was after seven o’clock. She’d spent her entire afternoon sifting through
evidence, coming up empty, and now Tate was home.

She only had a few minutes to hide everything. She gathered the
pictures of Gemini’s victims, the close-ups of each woman’s swollen cheeks
and open necks, and stuffed them in the bottom drawer of her desk, twisting
the lock with a key. She shut down Excel and Word, hiding the timelines
she’d made of the victims’ deaths and the maps of where their bodies had
been found. She slid her corkboard, covered in more evidence and
handwritten notes on index cards, behind the large bureau.

By the time Tate entered the study, the only item left on the desk that
had any connection to the Gemini case was a picture of Henry Martin with
his daughters. It had sat there for many years—moving it now would be
suspicious.

As soon as he was within earshot, she asked, “Do they think it’s really
Gemini?”

Tate leaned against the doorframe. The top buttons of his shirt were
undone. “There are a lot of similarities, but we can’t say for sure.”



“What do you think?”

“I’m on the fence.”

Tate knew almost as much as she did about Gemini. Nothing would
thrill her husband more than to be the person responsible for nabbing him,
and the fact that would never happen had been something she couldn’t face
telling him. It was one of the biggest unsolved mysteries in the area. Almost
unsolved.

“The victim was stabbed?”

“Yes.” He sighed. “Her throat was slit. And it appears her wedding ring
has been stolen.”

He paused, his professional reluctance getting in the way. Most
husbands on the force talked as little as possible about their cases to their
wives. Legally, they weren’t supposed to say anything at all. But Cara and
Tate’s relationship always existed, even originated, in a gray area. He talked
to her, only withholding information that could hinder an ongoing
investigation. If the media had already caught wind of something, it was
fair game.

“Her body was left in an area that was special to her,” he added.

“The docks?”

“She and her husband owned a boat rental company. Spent most of their
time on the water.”

“Is anyone looking at the husband?”

“Of course. It’s unlikely he’s involved, though. He was out of town
when the murder took place. All anyone seems to be talking about is
Gemini.” He said it like he wasn’t quite convinced. Tate was a good
detective, and even though Cara couldn’t tell him he was right, she admired
him for not taking the bait as easily as everyone else. Most people wanted
the glory of solving a high-profile case, but Tate wanted to get it right.

“Was there a note?”

A small smile crept across his face. He clearly admired her background
knowledge. He didn’t have to waste much time filling her in.

“It wasn’t like one of the old ones, which makes me skeptical. He didn’t
send it to the police station. He tacked it to the body.”

“The body?”

“Left it pinned to her coat. It said, ‘He’s back from the grave.’”

Cara stopped breathing, or rather, the air seemed to have been sucked
from her lungs. When she did speak, her words were weak. “It said what?”



“He’s back.” Tate paused, waving his hands to signify he was moving
on to the next part of the sentence. “From, the grave. That was the sign-off.
It’s like the vic was telling us ‘He’s back.’”

Cara’s pulse slowed, but only slightly. That full sentence, He’s back
from the grave, startled her. How could anyone else know that? But if it was
written a different way, He’s back—from, the grave, it took on a different
meaning.

“Gemini didn’t talk like that in his letters.”

“I know, which is why I’'m skeptical. If the He’s back is some kind of
threat, I guess we’ll have to wait and see what his next move is.”

Cara pressed her lips together and looked away. He’s back from the
grave. Was it a different kind of message? One meant for her? She felt an
uncontrollable rage at the fact there was nothing anyone could do but sit
back and wait for this guy to make another move.

“Are you thinking copycat?” she asked.

“Could be. There are enough inconsistencies already to suggest that, but
who knows? Maybe the real guy decided to change things up. Make a
dramatic reappearance.”

“Maybe.” Cara knew it wasn’t true. The real Gemini, Henry Martin,
was dead. All that remained of him was the blood pumping through his
daughters’ veins.

“The victim,” she said. “What was her name?”

“Margaret Grace Fulton.” Tate looked alarmed when Cara stood
abruptly. “What is it?”

“Margaret Grace.” She repeated the words back to him.

“Yeah. Did you know her?”

“No, but that’s Mom.” She looked away, her breaths growing more
ragged. “I mean, it’s Mom’s name. Margaret Grace Martin.”

“Oh yeah.” He settled down, still taken aback by his wife’s sudden
reaction. “I guess I didn’t catch that.”

His phone beeped, and Cara quickly looked away.

“This is the boss,” Tate said under his breath, walking into the other
room.

She hadn’t meant to react so suddenly, but hearing her mother’s name
associated with this case was something she wasn’t expecting. She needed
to be careful. Between the note left on the body—He’s back from the grave



—and the victim’s name—Margaret Grace—Cara feared this was more than
a random murder.

Gemini wasn’t killing people, but the person who was might be sending
a message.

To them.

Cara grabbed her phone and sent out a text to her sisters. She seemed to
scroll for ages before finding their group chat. It had been that long since
they all talked.

Have you seen the news?



TWENTY-THREE



RACHEL

Rachel sensed something falling over her head, but it didn’t alarm her. The
startle came seconds later, when she felt a hand smacking against her cheek.

“Wake up. It’s past noon.”

Groundhog Day.

But she didn’t have to work today; this was supposed to be her chance
to sleep in. And she wasn’t getting a wake-up call from her roommates.
Rachel would know that uppity voice anywhere. Cara.

“How did you get into my apartment?”

“Your roommate let us in,” Molly said. “One of them, anyway. She told
us you have a guy living here, too. Since when do you have roommates?”

“Where’s Katelyn?” Cara asked.

“They broke up,” Molly said.

“Since when?”

“Can you guys stop asking so many damn questions?” Rachel sat up in
the bed, giving the room a tired once-over. It looked so strange seeing her
sisters here, in this dark, dingy place. “Since when do you two just show
up?”

“Since you stopped returning our calls,” Cara said.

“I’ve not talked to either of you in weeks—”

“Have you seen the news?” Cara cut her off.

A beat of silence. All the sisters looked at each other, daring not to
breathe.

“Yes, I've seen the news,” Rachel said, pulling the covers off her legs.
She stood, slowly walking across the room, her limbs struggling to reach
wakefulness.



“Then why didn’t you respond to our messages?” Molly asked.

“I didn’t get off until late. Then, I don’t know.” The thing was, she
really didn’t. She remembered coming home, hanging out with Ryan. She
poured another drink and everything blurred together.

“We need to talk about Gemini.”

Cara had no trouble saying the word. Molly flinched. Rachel marched
toward the door, making sure it was shut properly.

“Can you keep it down? As you said, I have roommates now.”

“Who are they?” asked Molly.

“I found them off Craigslist.”

Cara scoffed. “Really? Dump Katelyn for some strangers you found
online. You’re really on a roll with the decision making.”

“You don’t know what you’re talking about—"

“I know your whole room smells like booze and weed.” She waved her
hand over the cluttered desk in the corner of the room. “You’ve got enough
pill bottles to start a pop-up pharmacy.”

“I have prescriptions for that—"

“All of it?”

She didn’t have to respond. They both knew the answer.

“Between Katelyn leaving and Dad dying, I’'m going through a rough
time right now. Okay?”

“We’re not here to fight,” Molly said. As usual, she adopted the role of
peacemaker whenever the older two started bickering. “We’re here to talk
about Dad.”

It was interesting how each of them chose to look at the same situation.
Cara wanted to talk about Gemini. Molly wanted to talk about Dad; she
seemed to be the only one who still thought of their father fondly. Rachel
didn’t want to talk about any of it.

“I saw the television reports, but I tried to avoid it, really.” Rachel
sighed, sitting on the corner of the mattress. “Gemini was a name I was
hoping I’d never have to hear again.”

“As of this morning, every local news station is reporting the Gemini
killer is back. Even a few national stations, too,” Cara said, her tone taking
on that of a reporter in a newsroom. “I’m still hoping it’s a fluke, but the
press wouldn’t claim Gemini was back without having solid proof. I even
saw Beverley Quinn yesterday.”

“Really?” Molly asked. “Where?”



“Just out in town.” Cara averted her eyes.

“What proof could they have?” Rachel asked. “The Gemini killer is
dead.”

“We know that,” Cara said. “No one else does. And there’s more. I
talked to Tate last night...”

Rachel and Molly listened as Cara told them about the missing wedding
ring and the note found on the body. He’s back from the grave. And her
concern that the victim had the same name as their mother.

“What are you saying?” Rachel asked. “That you think this person is
trying to get our attention?”

“Don’t you?”

A year ago, Cara had been the one most determined to drop the subject.
Now, she was being the most vocal about discussing what the re-emergence
of Gemini meant. Rachel didn’t want to think about another murdered
woman or her father. She wanted to get back to the life she’d been living, as
pathetic as it was.

“If we’d gone to the police about what we found in the shed, none of
this would be happening.” She waited for Cara to respond, but all Cara did
was clench her jaw and look away. Rachel continued, “I don’t think we’re
being targeted. You're reading into this because of what we already know.
It’s a trick of the mind. Some psycho fan is trying to copy Gemini. That’s
all.”

“You could be right,” Cara said, but her voice was unconvincing. “The
case was big enough for someone to want extra press.”

Molly’s eyes boomeranged between her sisters. “Is that really what you
two are thinking? That it’s a copycat. Or they’re just wrong about the
similarities.”

Rachel shrugged. “That’s what it has to be.”

“What about the third option?” Her voice was desperate. “Dad is
innocent.”

Silence again. Rachel looked at Cara, who was staring at her in the same
way. They were debating which of them should break the news to Molly.
Cara lost the battle.

“I don’t think that’s it,” she said, her tone soft. “There’s no denying Dad
was Gemini.”

“What do you mean?” Molly’s tone was somewhere between a laugh
and a cry. “More bodies turning up seems like proof to me. Why are you



still so convinced?”

“Because of the pictures. The evidence.” Cara was stammering now,
each phrase ramming into the next. “I’ve created timelines. We were out of
town each time there was a murder. And the years he couldn’t have killed
anyone, there were no murders.”

“But there could be another explanation. Maybe Dad knew who the
killer was. Maybe he was researching it himself. He was always into local
folklore.”

“Those pictures weren’t research,” Rachel said, sensing Cara needed the
break. “They were keepsakes.”

Molly’s breath was shaky. “I know what we found in the shed. I can’t
forget it. I just don’t know why you two can’t accept the possibility that the
man we knew was real, too. That he was more than what was in that shed. I
don’t know why you can’t give him the benefit of the doubt.”

“How can we, Molly? If there was another plausible theory—” Rachel
said.

“We’ve just been given one! The media. The police. They both think
Gemini is the killer, which means it couldn’t have been Dad,” Molly cried.
“If you’re so convinced Dad did this, what is there to even talk about?”

“I thought the details of the murder were suspicious. And I wanted to
check in,” Cara said. “None of us have stayed in touch in the past year. I
thought this would bring up memories and... I wanted to know that we
were okay.”

“Yeah, I’'m great.” Molly slung her purse over her shoulder and headed
out of the room. “Nice talk, guys.”

Rachel took a step after her. “Wait, we didn’t—"

The front door to the apartment slammed shut, cutting her off. With
Molly gone, there wasn’t anything left to say.

“I did not see that coming.” Cara sounded defeated.

“Maybe we should have. We’re all dealing with this in our own ways,
but she’s the one suffering the most from denial.”

Cara’s eyes wandered across the room to the assorted pill bottles
covering Rachel’s desk. “And the way you’re dealing with it. How’s that
going?”

Rachel tightened her jaw. “Don’t worry about me.”

“Do you want to talk about Katelyn?”

“Did I call you about it?”



Cara rolled her eyes. “I wanted to check on you. On both of you. It’s not
like us to go months without talking.”

“It just hurts, you know? We can’t be around each other without
thinking about Dad. And whenever I think about him, I...”

She didn’t want to finish the sentence, or even know how. All she knew
was that feeling she tried to avoid was consuming her.

“I know it hurts to think about him,” Cara sympathized, “but we’re the
only ones we have left.” She looked at the front door where Molly had just
left. “Do you think I should go after her?”

“Give her some time to cool down. She always needs that.”

Cara nodded, taking one more look around Rachel’s room. “Clean this
place up. It looks like shit.”

Rachel waited for her sister to turn before slipping her the finger, then
she fell back on the mattress, and stared at the ceiling.

A minute later, the door opened again, but this time it was Cindy.

“Those your sisters?”

“Yeah.”

“Huh.” She looked toward the front door. “They almost seem normal.”

“Get out of my room,” Rachel said, turning on her side.

“Not until you tell me what happened to my leftovers.”

“What the hell are you talking about?”

Cindy slowed her tone, as though talking to a child. “I had food in the
fridge. It had my name on it. And now it’s gone.”

“Well, I’'m not the only one who lives here.”

“But you’re the only one who doesn’t have respect for my things.”

She had the faint memory of Ryan coming home, sharing a drink with
her on the sofa while they watched an episode of Key & Peele. She
remembered laughing, the spicy taste of noodles and sickly singe of more
beer washing it down. Had Ryan brought her food? Or was Cindy right, and
she’d raided the fridge?

“I don’t know, Cindy,” she admitted, shamefully. “I’m sorry.”

“Wow.” She laughed. “That’s just sad.”

Rachel sat up, propelled by embarrassment and lack of sleep, and hurled
a pillow across the room. Cindy slammed the door before it could hit her.



TWENTY-FOUR



MOLLY

The fresh air did little to calm Molly’s frustrations. Her hands were so
shaky, when she pulled her phone from her purse, she almost dropped it.
She scrolled through Instagram, looking for something superficial to clear
her mind. The first image she saw was a picture of Fiona out with friends
last night. Guess she found a second wind after all.

Yet another betrayal. Molly couldn’t remember feeling this lonely
before. She’d always been an introvert, preferring to have a small circle of
quality friends, but most of them had fallen off over the years. Nothing
major happened. Just college, then graduation, then embarking on new
careers. For some, there had been marriages and children. People outgrow
each other, but it didn’t matter, because she had two built-in friends for life:
Rachel and Cara.

Typical sibling spats and their hormonal teenage years aside, they’d
always found their way back to each other. They clung together in the wake
of their mother’s death. She’d thought they’d do the same after their father
died, but it wasn’t his death that had torn them apart. It was his life. What
he’d done. If he’d done it, Molly thought, hopefully.

She checked the time. Great, she’d wasted her lunch break talking with
her sisters, and they weren’t even willing to listen. They had made up their
minds. It was easy for them to accept that their father was a serial killer, to
let a box of pictures erase all their other memories of the man.

Easy wasn’t the best word. Maybe easier. She knew Rachel had been
struggling. Katelyn had told her, and after being inside her dank bedroom, it
was clear her sister was falling apart. She should have been more alarmed
when Rachel decided to leave school. The breakup with Katelyn was the



most recent sign; a year ago it wouldn’t have surprised her if the two ran off
and got married. Now they weren’t even together. The contents of the shed
had taken their toll. She feared her sister’s mental state was deteriorating.

As far as Molly could tell, Cara wasn’t holding up much better, even if
she was able to put on a more convincing front. She rarely received
invitations to her house for dinner, an occurrence that took place almost
weekly a year ago. When Molly did talk to Cara, Tate was never mentioned.
And where exactly had Cara been yesterday? She believed her sister had
cracks in her marriage, and in her life beyond that, but was too stubborn to
admit it.

And all her working. Working, working, working. She’d not had a book
release since before their parents died, and there wasn’t one on the calendar.
She figured Cara spent most days and nights researching their own father.
That’s how she operated.

Although she couldn’t deny the proof against him, Molly had never
wanted to accept their father was a killer. He was a loving father, and none
of his other mistakes could erase that. She knew the true Henry, and Gemini
was nothing more than an ugly mask he wore, not the other way around.
She’d learned to separate the two in her mind.

But now? Another body had turned up, and, if Cara was right, another
letter written by the killer. Sure, it could be a copycat after all this time. Or
an over-keen news reporter who floated an idea without evidence. But
maybe, just maybe, their father wasn’t Gemini after all.

Molly had always been closest to her father. When Cara was busy
reading and Rachel was off watching movies with Mom, the two of them
would spend time together. He taught her how to hunt when she was ten.
Showed her how to read the forest, tune into nature. And it wasn’t killing
that he stressed to her, but respect. Respect for these animals and the circle
of life, in a cheesy Lion King sense. This earth and these creatures are our
responsibility, and they repay that debt by replenishing our bodies, and on a
deeper level, our souls. She carried that message with her, even to this day.

The first time she made a kill—a doe sampling berries in a nearby bush
—she cried. Before she pulled the trigger, her emotions were upbeat, her
pulse pounding beneath her flesh. But once she pulled the trigger, and
watched the animal dart off in fright, she was heartbroken. Ashamed. An
activity based on such cruelty couldn’t be right.



They followed the trail of blood that painted the leaves and grainy earth.
When they found the doe, wide-eyed and still, the animal appeared at peace.
Molly let out a sob. Her father placed his hands on her shoulders.

“It’s all right, it’s all right,” he hummed, pulling her closer. “You didn’t
do anything wrong.”

“It feels wrong,” she bleated.

“Then you don’t have to do this again. Everyone has a different reaction
their first time, but I’m proud of you.”

And hearing those words, knowing she’d made her father proud, wiped
away her shame. And more memorable, was his tenderness in that moment.
How could the same person who embraced a crying child be responsible for
stabbing over a dozen women to death? It was possible, sure. But Molly
didn’t want it to be true, and as long as there were other options to explore,
she would. The fact someone else was claiming to be Gemini proved she
should have trusted her initial reaction all along.

She walked back into the Whitehill Hotel, nodding at customers as they
passed. In the center of the room was a circular registration desk divided by
three partitions. She stood at the middle desk, checking her email to see if
she’d missed anything important while on break.

Not ten minutes passed before a man approached. She didn’t know him
by name, but she recognized his face. He was one of their repeat guests.
Usually did work in town twice a month. He’d earned a reputation for
making ridiculous requests and talking down to employees.

“We’ve got a problem,” he said.

Molly put on her most professional smile. “How may I help you—"

“My key card won’t work. It’s not worked since I got here. All my stuff
is in my room, and if I don’t get in there, I’'m going to be late to a meeting.”

“Room number?”

“208.”

“We’ll fix that for you right away.”

“I don’t know if you get it,” the man continued, not ready to end his
tirade. He’d chosen Molly as his target for all his anger at the world. “I’m in
this town for business. I have people to meet. This isn’t some vacation
where I can come and go from my room as I please. I have important
commitments, and given the amount of money my company pours into this
dump every year, you should be able to make these easy fixes.”



Molly kept her eyes on the computer, trying hard not to get flustered.
She hated this more than anything, the way people talked down to her. She
had a degree in hospitality management and had worked in some of the
most prestigious hotels along the east coast, but that wasn’t critical at this
moment. Getting this person out of her sight was.

“I’ve reset the code,” she said, handing over the new card. “That should
take care of everything.”

He ripped the card from her hand, and stormed off.

“Is that the guy from 208?” Fiona asked, coming up behind her. The
stench of cigarettes clung to her clothes.

“Yep.”

“Yeah, he was complaining yesterday about the coffee machine in the
lounge. You’d think if his job was so important he could afford a fucking
Starbucks.”

Molly laughed. “Speaking of which, I feel a craving for caffeine. Cover
for me?”

She left the front desk and wandered into the lounge across the way. She
actually preferred the coffee at work. She thought it was strong and tasty
and liked the mix-ins. Some people were impossible to please.

As she waited on a new batch, she felt her phone buzz in her pocket.
She expected it to be one of her sisters offering apologies, but instead it was
Ben.

Any plans this week? Thought about catching a movie.

The two had been off and on since college, and he’d been a
disappointment since then. He was never around when she needed him—
didn’t even make it to her dad’s funeral—but when he got lonely, or more
truthfully, horny, she was the first person he’d call.

She stood there, watching the coffee drip into the pot, questioning
whether she should respond, when she heard footsteps behind her.

“Hey, are you the lady from the front desk?” The voice was clipped and
gruff, and she didn’t have to turn to know it was the guy from 208. “The
code you gave me still isn’t working.”

She turned. “If you go back to the fron

“I already told you I’m running late. I’ve wasted another ten minutes
with you, and now I’m pissed.”

»




“I’m very sorry for the inconvenience,” she said, pouring the coffee into
her mug, trying to avoid eye contact. “If you go back to the front desk, we
can get you set up in an entirely different room. Sometimes there are
mechanical issues—”

“I don’t need any excuses. I just don’t understand why it’s so hard for
people to get their shit together.”

Holding the mug in her hand, she took a step toward him. With her
second step, she feigned tripping, and poured the scalding liquid down the
front of the man’s torso.

He shrieked in pain.

“What the f—”

“I’m so sorry,” she said, putting the mug on the counter and grabbing a
wad of paper towels. The man was flapping his hands and panting, then he
started pulling at the hot, wet fabric sticking to his skin.

“It’s burning,” he cried.

“Let me find someone who can help you clean up,” she said, walking
away before the man had time to respond.

She’d no doubt hear from him several times before he checked out, and
she’d probably end up compensating the cost of his room, but it was worth
it. Molly smiled.

Sometimes it felt good to inflict pain.



TWENTY-FIVE

When she’s not typing on the computer, she’s talking on the phone. Back and
forth, one device to the next, like a fucking robot. Something that runs off
batteries and the brilliance of others, nothing original or organic. Nothing
of substance.

She’s exactly as I imagined, if not worse. A truly miserable person.
When the waitress approaches the table and offers to refill her drink, she
brushes her away, as though the poor girl is nothing more than a gnat.

It’s clear the restaurant is closing, and yet the woman sits there, making
it clear she’ll decide when to leave. This is her world, we’re all just living
in it.

It won’t be that way much longer.

At long last, she packs up her bags and prepares to leave. I let her get a
few steps in front before I crumple my own paper cup, toss it in the trash
and follow her. There are groups of people walking in the opposite
direction, away from their cars and closer to the bars with their Saturday
night specials. People are reveling in the fact they don’t have to work for
the next two days, but not her. All she does is work. She’s made her career
the center of her life, for better and worse, and now it’s all she has left.

We’ve barely walked two blocks before she’s on the damn phone again,
as though she’s a voice of enlightenment, an ambassador to the world.
There’s nothing unique or important about her. She merely recites what
more advanced minds have already summarized. I wonder if she knows that
her entire life has amounted to nothing.

People fear death. I used to be one of them. I used to have fears about
being hit by a car, being submerged beneath water, being a passenger on an



airplane that falls to the ground. Then, I realized death isn’t that frightening
—it happens to us all, eventually. What’s truly terrifying is the amount of
people who don't ever live their lives. They never find purpose. They never
reach their full potential.

A year ago, my life changed. I vowed to no longer be one of those
people. I’'m working for something much bigger than myself now, fulfilling
my destiny, a cosmic purpose that was handed down to me. I was chosen.
Perhaps by the stars.

Unlike the first one, this woman deserves what is coming to her. She has
no reason to be afraid because she does not know I’m here. Death comes
without warning. There is no grim reaper, just a stranger in the dark.

“Hey,” I shout. We’ve turned the corner, and there’s only the two of us
standing at the entrance of the alleyway.

The woman turns.

“You dropped something.” I bend down, reaching for the sidewalk,
although there is nothing there. She looks at whatever precious object she
might have left behind, but there’s nothing. Just a hand cupping a napkin,
now covering her nose and mouth.

Her screams are stifled, her lungs inhaling the noxious liquid on the
cloth. By the time I pull her into the alley, she is limp. I wait, making sure
no one spotted us.

There is nothing. No one.

Let the fun begin, I think.

And the night rolls on around us.



TWENTY-SIX



CARA

Despite everything going on, Cara could still turn to James, even if it was
on the phone. She was relieved he had left Whitehill before news of the
murder broke. She didn’t want to hear him say the word. Gemini.
Sometimes she could be like Rachel, too, hoping if she didn’t give a topic
attention, it would go away.

They mostly talked about family, hers and his. It was nice to revisit the
best parts of her life with someone new, leaving out the bad parts.

“Is Tate working tonight?”

She cleared her throat. Tate wasn’t a word she enjoyed hearing him say
either. And she didn’t appreciate how close they were getting to the case she
didn’t want to think about. “Yeah, he’s been covering the same crime scene
for the past two days.”

James sighed. “I don’t see how he deals with stuff like that for a living.”
He chuckled. “T guess I'm putting my foot in my mouth. You deal with this
stuff too, don’t you?”

“It’s more removed when you’re a writer. Seeing pictures and reading
accounts isn’t the same as being on the scene.”

Unless it’s your father’s victims, she thought. Then it’s like you’re right
there, living each painful moment.

“I do have a surprise,” he said, and she could hear the glee through the
phone. “My partner at the clinic agreed to cover my appointments so I can
have some extra time off. I booked another trip to Whitehill. My flight
lands tomorrow night.”

“That’s great,” Cara said, but she wasn’t a good actress, and the words
came out strained. James being back in Boston meant Cara didn’t have to



worry about pulling herself away from her own investigation to meet up
with him at the Railway Hotel. She didn’t need any distractions.

“I guess I should have asked first,” he said, having sensed Cara’s
hesitation. “If you have plans—”

“No, I don’t have any plans,” she said, correcting herself. “I’d love to
see you again.” She felt guilty for so much. For making James feel
secondary. For hiding the truth about him from Tate and her sisters. Living
two lives didn’t suit her very well. She wondered how her father had
managed to do it for so long.

“I understand. It’s not like you can just drop everything whenever I
come to town. Maybe you can plan a trip to Boston soon.”

“I’d like that. It would be good to get away for a few days.”

“You probably wouldn’t feel so on edge here.”

There was a pause. He was obviously still bruised from earlier, when
she’d overreacted to the sight of Beverley Quinn in the hotel lobby. Cara
tried to imagine spending time with James in a different city, what it would
be like to visit with him without small-town eyes watching their every
move. She didn’t want him thinking she was constantly trying to hide him,
even if she was.

They talked for a while longer, ending the conversation when James
decided to go to bed. Outside, she watched as pellets of rain sprayed the
windows. She hoped Tate would return home soon; she needed to know if
there were any new developments on the Margaret Grace Fulton case. She
slid her phone into her back pocket, leaving one life behind, ready to pick
up the other.

The next morning, Cara was woken by the screeching of branches against
the house and the dropping of rain on the roof. Downstairs, she could hear
Tate in the kitchen, likely getting ready for another long day of work. She
never heard him climb into bed last night.

It had been two days since Tate received the call about the body by the
docks. Two days of infrequent texts and phone calls. Two nights of Tate
climbing into bed once Cara was already asleep, leaving again before
sunrise.

There was a time when these long absences bothered her. Now she was
used to the routine of being a police detective’s wife. She knew what their



life together would entail when she signed up for it. His job would always
be his primary focus, and she was okay with that sacrifice. Tate did
important work.

She thought back to when they’d first met. It wasn’t long after Cara
started writing her first nonfiction book, the one about the murderous wife
out in California. It was that book that pushed her to reach out for a source.
There’d been a recent poisoning in Whitehill, and she wanted to get a
local’s take on it, compare it to the one she was writing about.

Her hairstylist’s cousin was a newly minted police detective with
Whitehill PD, and he agreed to give her a quote. That person ended up
being Tate, and less than two years later, they were married.

She winced, thinking back to their wedding day. She’d been happy both
her parents had lived to see it. Happy her father had the opportunity to walk
her down the aisle, dance with her at the reception, deliver one of his
charming speeches to the crowd. He’d always had a gift for pulling people
in, a trait he likely used to lure his victims. He clearly had no problems
forming a bond with Tate. After raising three daughters, he was thrilled to
have a son-in-law, but had any of that affection been real? Looking back,
she wondered if her father ever truly cared about him or her or anyone other
than himself.

In the kitchen, Tate was pouring the last of the coffee into his to-go
canister. When he spotted Cara, he started another pot so she could drink
something fresh. It was these moments of consideration that gave her hope
their marriage wasn’t a complete lost cause.

“Where were you yesterday?” Tate asked, once inside. “I stopped by the
house at lunch and you were gone.”

“I met up with Rachel,” she said. Lying was getting easier, especially if
she sprinkled in some truth. She’d seen Rachel, but it definitely wasn’t a
happy visit.

“You were zonked out by the time I got home. Can’t say I blame you. I
think it was after two,” he said, his voice serious. “There’s something I need
to tell you.”

Cara sat on the sofa, staring up at Tate. A flurry of thoughts whizzed
through her mind. James. Gemini. Dad. “What?”

“There was a second victim last night. It’s why I’m heading in. The
media will probably release a name tonight, but we were trying to keep a
hold on it because it’s a big deal.”



“Who is it?” And why was he making such a show about telling her?
Could it be another connection to her?

“It’s your old boss,” he said, smacking his lips together. “Beverley
Quinn.”

Cara lowered herself until she was leaned against the backrest.
“Beverley?”

“We didn’t know she’d returned to town, but I guess it makes sense if
she believed Gemini was back.” He waited. “It took us a little longer to
confirm the ID. Her face was almost unrecognizable.”

But Cara could still see it clearly in her mind. Just the other night,
they’d been in the same room, although Cara was quick to duck around the
corner. She almost slipped up and told Tate that she’d seen her at the hotel,
but she couldn’t do that without explaining what she was doing there. And
this was not the time to tell him about James.

“Where was she? Where did they find her?”

“In the alleyway behind the Tribune. A place significant to the victim.”

A place significant to both of them. It’s where they’d worked together,
before the animosity reached such heights Cara quit.

“Was there a note this time?”

“Not a note from the killer. There was a printout from her book. Written
in—"

“—the Stars,” Cara finished. “She built her career on Gemini, the same
person who’s taken her out.”

“Someone has taken her out.”

Cara looked at him. Was that a tell? Did he know with certainty, like she
did, that this couldn’t be the same killer, or was she being paranoid?

“You still think it’s a copycat?”

“Hard to say. There’s a lot the same, but there’s a lot different, too. This
person is certainly paying tribute to Gemini, but he’s putting his own spin
on things.”

“Gemini never killed two people so close together.”

“I know. It seems important to this guy to get the Gemini name out
there. Probably for media attention.”

“But Beverley hasn’t been in the media.”

“Her contact person was out of town, which bought us some time. That
person also pointed out Beverley always wore a specific watch. It wasn’t
found with the body. I’'m guessing that’s what he took.” He sighed. “We



thought this was a big story before. Just imagine how wild it will be once
word gets out the person who wrote a Gemini book is the latest victim.”

“I can’t imagine.”

“Are you okay? I mean, I know you didn’t like her, but it must be weird
for you.”

“It is.”

Her relationship with Beverley had been contentious, even after she left
the paper. Her attitude was so fierce, it was hard to imagine her being a
victim. And it was even harder because Cara feared Beverley’s death was
deliberate.

She knew she was no longer being paranoid. This killer was putting his
own spin on things, whirling everything in her direction. And now, because
she’d chosen to keep her father’s secrets, there was blood on her hands.



TWENTY-SEVEN



RACHEL

Rachel and Ryan were at McGuire’s, even though her shift didn’t start until
later that night. The place had a policy about employees not fraternizing
there outside of work hours, but Rachel didn’t follow it, and no one really
seemed to care.

Ryan was starting his first in a series of vacation days from his job as an
office manager. Later that night, he’d drive two hours east to visit his
brother. She liked Ryan. They had the same sense of humor and laid-back
attitude toward life, plus he always paid rent on time and never made her
feel awkward, the way some guys couldn’t help but doing in the presence of
an attractive female. This was supposed to be their last hangout before he
left town, but Cara wouldn’t stop calling. Rachel had stepped away from
playing darts and was leaning against a corner of the room, trying to listen
to what her sister was saying over the phone.

“You’re saying there’s been another victim?”

“Beverley Quinn. My old boss.”

Rachel’s head felt like it was spinning, and not just from the sips she’d
had from the flask in her purse. Normally that name was only mentioned
when Cara was retelling her epic take-your-job-and-shove-it tale. Now
Beverley Quinn was a Gemini victim.

“Wait, has Gemini ever killed two people so close together?”

“No, but we both know it’s not the real Gemini.” Cara paused. “I think
whoever is doing this knows we know that, too.”

“I don’t follow.”

Rachel listened as Cara reminded her about the note on the body. He’s
back from the grave. And about the first victim’s name. Margaret Grace.



Yesterday, she’d shrugged off Cara’s paranoia as coincidence, but now, with
each reveal, Rachel felt a little more unsteady, like she was being knocked
over with invisible blows. Sure, coincidences happen, but not in a situation
already as bizarre as this.

“... and now Beverley Quinn is dead. Someone with a direct link to
me,” Cara said, finishing her spiel.

It was Rachel’s turn to respond, but she didn’t know how.

“What do you think all this means?”

“I think whoever this copycat is isn’t doing this because he’s after
Gemini’s fame,” Cara said. “I think he’s trying to send a message to us. Just
like I said yesterday.”

“But what’s the message? Why us?” None of it was making sense.

“I don’t know, but there are too many coincidences. I think the sooner
the three of us can get together and talk this over, the better.”

“Molly still isn’t answering her phone. I’ve been calling her since last
night.”

“Well, sooner or later she’s going to have to talk to us. What about you?
You working today?”

Across the room, she watched as Ryan shot another dart at the board.
“My shift starts at six.”

“Let’s meet up. Maybe we can cover more ground if we work together.”

Unlike Cara, Rachel wasn’t up for solving mysteries, but it was
becoming harder to ignore their connection to this case. “Sure. I’ll swing by
the house.”

“No,” Cara said, quickly. “I don’t want to worry about Tate stopping by.
Let’s meet at the library. I’'m headed there now.”

Cara was right. Something about this reemergence of Gemini didn’t feel
right, and not just because they knew their father couldn’t be responsible.
Cara could be known to follow odd theories down the rabbit hole, but if she
was right, then the Martin girls were at the center of this.

“Bad news,” she said, putting on her jacket. “I have to meet up with my
sister.”

“Everything all right?” Ryan asked, sliding his glasses up the bridge of
his nose.

“Yeah, just family stuff.”

Ryan readied his stance again and shot a dart across the room. It pinned
to the corkboard with a thwack. “Are things on the mend?”



Right before Cara called, Rachel had been venting about their meeting
yesterday, even though, as with everyone else in her life, she couldn’t be
completely honest. She couldn’t say that Molly was living in a world of
make-believe, still holding out hope their father was innocent, because she
couldn’t reveal the truth she and Cara had accepted.

“Who knows,” she said, answering the question before throwing her
own dart. “We’re sisters, so even when we’re mad at each other, it’s hard to
avoid one another.”

“What number are you again?”

“Middle child.”

“Figures.”

“What’s that supposed to mean?” She punched him on the shoulder, but
all he did was laugh. She smiled. “I guess I can’t deny I fit the stereotype.
I’'m definitely the most free-spirited. Cara, the oldest, is the most analytical.
And the bossiest. Molly is definitely the baby. We still treat her like she’s
helpless sometimes, even though she’s an adult.”

“That’s the thing about stereotypes. We resent them, but sometimes
they’re true.”

“Who is older? You or your brother.”

“He is. We’re eleven months apart. Irish twins, my mom used to say.”

“That’s close.”

“I was the little surprise that turned up when my brother was practically
a newborn. I liked it, though. We’re close enough in age I never felt like a
baby, and we grew up doing the same things.”

“That’s fun. I bet brothers don’t get into it as much as sisters.”

“You’d be surprised.” He took a swig of his beer. “What do you think
Cindy is?”

In unison, they both answered: “Only child.”

They leaned over laughing. Rachel steadied herself against an empty
pool table, when she caught sight of a familiar face. The familiar face. One
that haunted her at night and during the day, and it wasn’t her dad.

It was Katelyn.

She was standing by a corner table with another woman, a blonde
wearing a black tank top and ripped jeans. They were leaning into each
other to better hear over the music pumping out of the speakers.

Katelyn looked up and locked eyes with Rachel. Her smile disappeared.

“Who’s that?” Ryan asked.



“Huh?”

“The girl you’re staring at.”

Rachel raised the flask to her lips. “That’s Katelyn. My ex.”

“Really.” He stared across the room, sizing her up. “So, that’s the girl
you’re all depressed about?”

She punched him on the shoulder again, harder this time.

“Okay, sorry. I get it. I’ve had my heart broken, too.” He waited. When
Rachel didn’t say anything, he continued. “Are you going to talk to her?”

“I don’t know.”

Across the room, Katelyn started walking toward them.

“Looks like she’s making the choice for you,” he said, slipping down
the hallway toward the bathroom in an attempt to give them privacy.

Katelyn’s face was fresh and clean as always, her hair styled straight
and pulled over one shoulder. She didn’t seem upset to see Rachel, but she
wasn’t smiling either.

“What are you doing here?” she asked.

“I work here.”

“Since when do you work during the day?”

“I work later tonight. Right now, I’'m hanging out with my roommate.”

Katelyn nodded. “You have a roommate now?”

“Two, actually.”

Katelyn pressed her lips together. She looked Rachel up and down.
“You look good.”

Anything would be an improvement from the last time she saw her.
Rachel was still hungover from a three-day bender, her face swollen from
crying, begging Katelyn to come back. The flash of this memory hardened
Rachel.

“What are you doing here?”

“I’m here with...” She paused, looked over her shoulder, then back at
Rachel. “A friend.”

Rachel watched the blonde with the ripped jeans. Was she a friend?
More? It was hard to tell. All she could think about was the shock of seeing
Katelyn again, especially in a place that once held so many happy memories
for the two of them.

“We only came here because I thought you wouldn’t be working.” The
words were meant to make the situation better, but they arrived with a
painful sting.



“Well, you were right about that,” Rachel said, sarcastically.

Behind her, she felt Ryan approaching. He moved closer to the
dartboard, acting as though he wasn’t interrupting.

“Well, I guess I’ll let you go,” Katelyn said, her eyes landing on Ryan.

“I thought you already did that.” Rachel turned before she could see
Katelyn’s reaction. She listened to the faint sound of her walking away.

“How’d that go?” Ryan asked once they were alone again.

“About as awkward as you’d expect.” She growled in frustration.
“Since when did my life have so much drama?”

“Keep your head up, kid,” Ryan said, readjusting his glasses before he
threw another dart.

“How late will you be in town? You can swing by the bar later.”

“Nah, I’ll probably head out after this. You gonna be okay?”

“I’ll survive,” she said, as she left to go meet Cara.



TWENTY-EIGHT



MOLLY

Molly preferred working the weekend shifts at Chester House on her days
off from the hotel. The mornings were usually slow, with very few
prospective adoptive owners stopping by, which left her plenty of time to
sneak into the back and play with the animals. Her favorite part of the job.
After the awful day yesterday, the cringing altercation with the man from
208, it was even more important.

She’d always loved puppies, all animals, really, and being entrusted
with bathing, feeding and playing with them made her happy. If it weren’t
for the strict no-pet policy at her apartment complex, she’d adopt one
herself. She couldn’t take them home with her, but she could love them like
they were her own during her time with them.

But she also liked the idea of helping the animals. Some of them had
been neglected, left to wander the streets in all types of weather, their fur
matted and their bones cold. Others had been abused, arriving at Chester
House with sores and open wounds. They needed healing. Molly needed
healing. And the time together seemed to benefit both parties.

Molly was sitting by the door in the back room, which gave her a full
view of the lobby, letting a Labrador mix named Pumpkin climb over her.
Pumpkin had light, fluffy hair and dark eyes. She was cute enough to
hopefully secure an adoption by the end of summer. Most people claimed to
be animal lovers, but in the year she’d worked there, she’d learned most of
them only loved animals that were easy, free from damage. The animals that
needed the most love usually had to wait longer for it.

It made Molly happy to think of Pumpkin having a home, and knowing
her attention might lead to that. She liked to think her time at the shelter



made up for some of the atrocities her father committed. If he committed
them. Now she was even more skeptical.

Molly’s phone buzzed. It was another call from Cara. She silenced it,
just as she had all the others. She’d muted the group chat, too. It wasn’t
hard to guess why she was calling. She’d seen on the news another victim
was found, but she’d changed the channel, still not ready to digest any of
the information. She wasn’t like Cara. Learning about Gemini drained her
instead of fueling her.

She did, however, continue messaging Ben. After a few friendly texts,
they made plans to meet after her shift. Reuniting with him wasn’t the best
idea, but she preferred it to spending another night alone. Or to responding
to one of her sisters. Even now, when she thought about them, she was
angry; they refused to give her or their father the benefit of the doubt.

The front door opened, and Charlie walked inside. He looked around the
empty lobby, then caught sight of the open door leading to the back. When
he turned the corner and saw Pumpkin, he smiled, but it only took an instant
for him to see the anxiety written on Molly’s face.

“What’s eating at you?”

She laughed, but it sounded fake and forced. “What do you mean?”

“You seem, I don’t know, morose?”

She laughed, this time genuinely. “Who talks like that?”

“I guess I do.” He crouched beside her, rubbing the back of Pumpkin’s
neck. “Usually, playing with the puppies is your favorite part of the day.
Today you look mad enough to strangle somebody.”

She tried and failed to laugh, sound at ease. Molly was never very good
at hiding the heart on her sleeve.

“I had a rough day at work yesterday. There’s this guest who is always
giving people a hard time. He’d just finished blessing me out when I tripped
and spilled coffee all over him.”

Charlie winced. “Yikes. Did you get in trouble?”

“Not really. But it’s never fun to comp someone’s room. Especially an
asshole like that.” She palmed Pumpkin’s paw, deciding how much to tell
him. “I guess that’s not what’s really bothering me, though. I’'m having
some family issues, t00.”

“Parents are the worst.” He sighed, as though in complete
understanding. “They can’t wait for you to get out of the house, then they
want to criticize every choice you make once you leave.”



“My parents aren’t really the problem.”

“Lucky you.” He leaned back onto his elbows, kicking out his feet,
letting Pumpkin crawl over his torso.

“My parents are dead.”

An awkward silence followed. “Molly, I’'m sorry. I had no idea. I
shouldn’t have been going on and on like that.”

“It’s fine. You didn’t know.”

She’d made a point not to tell him. It was nice spending time with
someone who didn’t know all of her problems. Besides, withholding the
truth from loved ones was driving her sisters’ relationships into the ground.
She knew the minute she started talking about her parents, she’d have to
start lying by default.

“Was it... recent?”

“Dad died a year ago. Mom died about six months before that.”

“That’s tough, losing both parents so close together.”

“Yeah. It’s one of the reasons I started volunteering here. I needed to fill
my time with something positive.” She paused. Was that a lie? Just
partially. “Anyway, I can’t blame my parents for my mood. That goes to my
sisters.”

“You have sisters?”

“Two.”

“I’ve got you beat. I have four.”

“Really?” She laughed, finding it hard to imagine Charlie coming from
a big family of girls. Perhaps that’s why he was so perceptive. “What
number are you?”

“I’m the baby.”

“Me, too.”

“I think I can figure out what’s bothering you.” He flitted his hands, as
though to say ta-da. “Baby syndrome.”

“What?”

“They talk down to you all the time. Act like they have to treat you with
kid gloves.”

He’d left out the part about their father being a serial killer, but he was
on the right track. “Are you telling me this is common in all families?”

“At least in mine. And it seems like yours.”

“Growing up, we were always close. I think ever since our parents died,
we’ve been struggling to get back to that place. And you’re right. They treat



me like I don’t know what I’m doing, and it infuriates me.”

“Trust me, I know what it’s like to be ganged up on. I’ve had a slew of
sisters against me my whole life.”

Molly smiled. It was nice hearing someone knew what it was like to be
in her position. It made her want to share more. “Can I tell you something?”

“Anything.”

“When I spilled the coffee on that customer, it wasn’t an accident.” She
waited on him to say something, but he just kept staring at her with curious
eyes. “He was being such an asshole to me, and I was already on edge, so |
just poured it on him on purpose. I don’t really know why. I guess I thought
it might make me feel better.”

“Did it?” He cleared his throat and restarted. “Did it make you feel
better?”

“It made me feel more capable than he was making me out to be. So,
yeah. In a way, I guess it did.” She smiled to herself, but when she looked at
Charlie, she was suddenly fearful. “Please don’t think I’'m a terrible person

He stopped her. “I don’t think that. Sometimes it’s good to put people in
their place, and it sounds like that’s what you did.”

A horn honked outside. Molly stood and looked through the window,
noticed Ben’s car pulling up to the curb. He was twenty minutes early, and
she hadn’t even started her closing duties.

“You know him?”

“Yeah, that’s Ben, my ex. We’re hanging out after work. Let me just tell
him to wait.”

“No, you go ahead. I’ll cover you.”

“Are you sure?”

“Yeah, I’m here until closing. And it looks like I’ll have plenty of time
on my hands.”

His face was strained, and she couldn’t decide if it was because of what
she’d told him about the man in 208, or, if like everyone else, he had
reservations about her being with Ben. Their past relationships had come up
before, in passing, and most people didn’t have a high opinion of Ben. She
wanted to ask Charlie what he really thought, but was afraid of what he
might say.

“Thanks,” she said, swinging her purse over her shoulder.



Maybe Ben wasn’t the best influence, but sometimes a person just needs
to pass the time.



TWENTY-NINE



MOLLY

Ben’s apartment looked exactly as Molly remembered it. She could see
reminders of who they used to be in every corner and crevice. The quilt his
grandmother had given him was draped over the old, orange loveseat. His
video game console was on, the familiar lock screen on the television.
She’d woken up to that image many nights and mornings.

She tried to recall how long it had been since she’d been there. Three or
four months. They’d not been a proper couple for over a year, but they
continued seeing one another. Each appearing in the other’s life when
convenient. Or not convenient, rather. It had turned into one of those
relationships that got in the way of anything better in the future. She didn’t
much like the routine they had fallen into, but she hated being alone even
more.

“You want something to drink?” Ben sat on the loveseat, propping his
feet on the antique luggage case he used as a coffee table.

“I’m okay.”

He didn’t look like he wanted to move, and the kitchen appeared like it
hadn’t been cleaned in weeks. She didn’t really want anything from it.

“How’ve you been?” she asked, walking further into the living room.
She sat in an old beanbag chair in the corner. It didn’t look any cleaner, but
the leather seemed more sanitary than the stained fabric covering
everything else.

“Same old same. And you?”

“Busy with work.”

They broke up around the time Molly started working at the hotel, the
first real job she’d had since graduating college. It was entry-level work,



but she was okay with paying her dues. In time, she’d earn a promotion,
which would lead to more hours and better pay. Ben wasn’t supportive, and
the job put a strain on their relationship. He worked part-time hours at his
dad’s business and had no prospects. Ben was a boy refusing to grow up, a
textbook example of Peter Pan syndrome. Still, Molly held out hope that if
he did change, it would be for her.

“How’s the rest of the fam?”

It’s funny how he asked about them now. He was never a big fan of
Cara or Rachel. He’d probably be delighted at the fact they’d lost touch in
the past year, so she didn’t want to tell him.

“They’re good. Cara is writing another book. And Rachel is still
working at McGuire’s when she’s not in school.” Both statements were lies,
but Molly felt the need to defend her sisters. Ben would have too much
pleasure in knowing Cara was suffering from writer’s block and Rachel had
dropped out.

“We went to McGuire’s a few weeks back. Too crowded for me. I'd
rather stay home and chill, you know?”

She didn’t want him to clarify the other half of we. They weren’t
exclusive, but it bothered her that on nights she spent alone, he was likely
with someone else. “It’s crazy this time of year,” Molly said.

With conversation growing stale, Ben grabbed the remote and turned on
the television. The news was on, displaying a bulletin about the most recent
Gemini victim.

“No way!” Ben sat forward, a look of pure glee on his face. “Another
victim already. Have you been following this shit?”

It was the same report she’d tried to avoid earlier this morning, but now
that it was in front of her, she couldn’t ignore it. Molly felt like she couldn’t
breathe. The musty air of the room had filled her lungs and she couldn’t
puff it out. Her eyes read the bottom of the screen. Locking in on the name
Beverley Quinn.

“Beverley Quinn has been killed?”

“Who’s that?”

Molly’s mouth was open, her tongue turning dry. “She used to be my
sister’s boss. She wrote a book about Gemini.”

“Oh right, Cara writes about this stuff, too. Mysteries.”

“True crime. Real stories, not fiction.”



“I just can’t believe this guy has come back. I mean, I remember
hearing stories about him when I was a kid, but I never thought we’d have
an active serial killer in Whitehill during my lifetime.”

Molly clenched her eyes shut. She didn’t want to watch the news report
or listen to what had happened, but Ben continued speaking.

“I always thought Gemini deserved more press than he got. I mean, this
guy was able to plan all his Kkills a year apart, and still not get caught. That
takes some real brains. He had this whole town on pins and needles. My
aunts still talk about how scared they were. Imagine having that kind of
power over an entire town.”

But Molly didn’t want to imagine it. She didn’t understand why Ben, or
anyone else, would consider a string of vicious crimes entertainment. Until
she and her sisters unpacked what was in that shed, Molly avoided crime
stories. All mentions of Gemini. She was surprised to hear how much Ben
knew about the case, but, then again, maybe she shouldn’t have been. He
was always into horror films and true crime documentaries. She wondered
if, like Cara with Tate, she was fascinated by men drawn to darkness. Men
like her father.

“Do you think it’s him?” The words shot out without her thinking. She
cleared her throat. “I mean, you don’t think it’s a copycat?”

“Come on, it’s the real guy. A copycat couldn’t plan it out like this.
There wouldn’t be enough time. Two bodies in less than a week? Whoever
put this together had to really think about it. Spend years planning.” He
leaned back, his hands folded behind his head. “It has to be him. My bet is
he’s been in prison for something else. That’s why the killings stopped.
Probably spent his time behind bars plotting what he’d do once he got out.”

Ben had said what she’d been begging to hear. That this had been the
same guy all along, which meant her father was innocent. Her sisters
refused to believe it, and the media was spinning too many webs for
anything logical to stick, but Molly was still holding out hope. She believed
the real Gemini was still out there, and that her father would be redeemed.

Ben had unknowingly given her the reassurance she needed.

She stood, walking over to him and kneeling in front of him. He dodged
to the left, still trying to watch the television. He forgot about the news
broadcast when he registered Molly’s hands on his groin, pulling at his
zipper.



THIRTY



CARA

When Cara arrived at the library, she scanned the dusty stacks, searching for
a copy of Beverley Quinn’s book, Written in the Stars. She’d read it when it
was first published, but bitterness prevented her from keeping a copy at
home. By now, news outlets were reporting Beverley’s death; they’d even
released the detail about a passage from Written in the Stars being found on
the body.

Cara flipped through the pages, jotting down pertinent details that
hadn’t already come up in her research. She found the passage that was left
with the body in the last chapter of the book:

People say Gemini is a monster, and after studying his crimes, I tend
to agree. However, a crucial element is often excluded from that
assessment. He is a human monster. A living, breathing being,
capable of making mistakes. And one day, those mistakes will catch
up to him.

A familiar chill returned. Clearly, this was another message. For her or
her sisters. But there was something else about the passage that was
bothering her, as though she’d heard those words spoken before.

“Why couldn’t we meet at the house?” Rachel said as she approached
the table.

“Hey.” Cara was so lost in thought she hadn’t heard her arrive. “Tate is
working crazy hours because of the case. I never know when he’ll be home,
and I didn’t want him interrupting us.”



Rachel looked around the room. “So, you wanted to meet here, where
anyone could see us?”

“Clearly you don’t spend a lot of time at the library. We basically have
the place to ourselves.” As Rachel sat across from her, Cara got a whiff of
something. “Have you already been drinking? I thought you were working
later.”

“At a bar,” Rachel said, defensively.

“A job is still a job.”

“Loosen up a bit.” Rachel’s voice turned playful. “All work and no play
makes Cara an uptight bitch.”

Cara rolled her eyes, ignoring the jab. She scooted over the book,
pointing at the passage she’d just read. “I wanted to come here to read this.
The Kkiller left this page from Beverley’s book on the body.”

Rachel read the words silently.

“What do you think this means?”

“I’m trying to figure out why the killer chose this passage. Maybe he is
trying to relate to Dad in some way, focusing on the human element.”

“Or maybe the focus is on mistakes. As in, if we’d come forward with
what we knew about Dad earlier, none of this would be happening.”

Cara bit her bottom lip, looking away. “Yeah, maybe.”

She didn’t want to admit they’d messed up. Last year, she believed it
was best for all of them to move forward. She had no way of knowing
someone else knew her dad’s secret, and would start killing again. Cara was
now determined to unravel this mystery; she didn’t want more innocent
people paying the price for her mistake.

“When you were doing your research,” Rachel started, her voice
hesitant, “did you ever find any inconsistencies? Anything that suggests
Dad wasn’t the real Gemini?”

Cara exhaled. “Are you siding with Molly now?”

“Not necessarily. I mean, I think it is more likely Dad was Gemini than
he wasn’t. But what if she’s on to something?”

“Dad was definitely Gemini, and we’re not the only ones that know it.”
Her eyes grew wide. “I haven’t found anything which excludes 