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    To you, who your fingers are sweeping through this page.
I write because you read.
Without a reason, there is no essence.
Thank you for grabbing my work
                Enjoy!


    


Book one: I Lied For You

It starts with a chilling scene as Brie Owen, the female lead, awakens from a haunting nightmare that takes her back fifteen years, to a terrifying encounter with a serial killer in her hometown, Denton Falls. This traumatic event led her to leave Denton Falls for Calitain, hoping never to return. The ordeal unfolded when Brie sneaking out of her parents’ house one night to meet a boy she liked, then was met by a horrific situation in the town’s woods. A murder. Unbeknownst to her, her best friend, Eve, had followed her and was so deeply affected by the incident that she was sent to a mental institution. Brie’s boyfriend, Sean, was also connected to the traumatic incident and ended up in prison.

Despite knowing the identity of the killer, Gabriella, who has changed her name now to Brie, chose to keep the truth hidden from the authorities and left Denton Falls to build a new life in Calitain, establishing herself as a prominent crime reporter.

However, just as Brie tries to escape her past, it suddenly resurfaces in her present. New murders bearing a bone-chilling resemblance to those of fifteen years ago in Denton Falls start to plague Calitain. Young women are being killed and positioned in a foetal-like pose, reminiscent of a foetus in the womb. To compound her fears, Brie receives cryptic phone calls and letters featuring indecipherable numbers scribbled in the letters and the ominous question from the caller: “Gabriella, what’s your wish?” Even more unsettling is that the unknown caller and messenger uses her former name. She’s more certain that the unknown caller must be from her past!

Living in constant fear that her past nightmare has returned, Brie becomes consumed with the question of the identity of the mysterious messenger and caller. With some help, she decodes the numbers on the notes, which turn out to be coordinates, leading her to a replica of her apartment hidden within a forest in Calitain. To her astonishment, she encounters Detective Anita Zac, the same investigator from the murder case in Denton Falls fifteen years prior, who is also Brie’s nemesis.

Detective Anita Zac, who also couldn’t shake off the past, grapples with the realization that her current case mirrors the one from fifteen years ago, right down to the rue flower left alongside the victims. Her only hope for solving the case lies with Brie Owen.

Both women find themselves intertwined in a web of past and present, destined to unravel the mysteries haunting their lives.

Book two: You Lied For Me

A gripping encounter taking place in a meticulously constructed replica of Brie’s apartment, located in the heart of the Calitain forest. The charged atmosphere between Brie Owen and Anita Zac is palpable as they grapple with their shared disdain for each other, their shared escape from their hometown, and the unnerving series of murders haunting Calitain. All of these factors dredge up a deeply interconnected past that binds them.

Alone with the detective, Brie’s courageous moment of reckoning arrives as she is compelled to unveil the haunting secret, she has safeguarded for a harrowing 15 years since the seismic murder that shattered her world.

The long-concealed truth surfaces, revealing that she killed her stepfather, a man who, shockingly, proved to be a serial killer claiming the lives of seven innocent girls. Brie also admits that the day she sneaked out of her parent’s house to see Sean was the day she witnessed Daniel, her stepfather, kill his last victim, Veronica Clooney. This incident led to Eve’s emotional shock and subsequent institutionalization.

This revelation prompts Brie and Anita to wonder about the identity of the current serial killer, particularly given the similarities to the murders that occurred many years ago. History seems to be repeating itself, yet some differences are evident. They consider that one of the previous murderers, Daniel, Brie’s stepfather, is dead, and the other, Sean, Brie’s ex-boyfriend, who was yet another serial killer who helped Daniel in his activities, is in prison, leading them to conclude that they are dealing with a copycat killer. Despite their differences and their dislike for each other, Brie and Anita must work together to uncover the identity of the new killer before more lives are lost.

Meanwhile, Brie confronts her mother about her sister Emily’s death. Years ago, Brie’s mother had falsely claimed that Emily died in an animal attack, when in reality, Emily was killed by her stepfather. Brie recalls seeing Daniel and Emily together the night before Emily’s death, and she becomes aware that her mother had known the truth but covered for Daniel and stayed married to him all those years.
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BRIE
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I walked into Eagle Daily with hurried and clumsy steps. From the other end of the main hallway, I could see Clarissa, the chief editor, on the phone, so I tried to hide behind my files as I made my way to my desk. Careful not to allow my coffee to spill.

I sat down as quickly as possible, took my computer out from my backpack, and then felt a warm breath behind me as soon as I touched the keypad. I pursed my lips and slowly turned around to find Clarissa furious. She was seeing red, and I knew it.

“How is everything going?” I asked slowly, forcing my lips to curl into a futile attempt to cool her suffocating silence and glare. From the corner of my eyes, I could see my colleagues offering their support by whispering among themselves and grinning at the fact that I was just about to get a loud public scolding.

“You know why I’m here, don’t you?” she asked calmly with raised brows. She placed her hands over her hips as I stood up and stepped back into my desk in fear for my life.

The case I’d covered about Daniel, my stepfather, and the death of seven young girls had been my last, and it had got me the title of a renowned writer with Eagle Daily.

I couldn’t blame Clarissa. She was trying to ensure I lived up to the name.

Just some weeks ago, my name was in most of the newspapers in Calitain, and other big city’s paper, making me well-known. Even a few online magazines across the country of Monthel had my story.

The newspapers featured my story, presenting me as the journalist who was captured by a copycat or had a stepfather who was a serial killer.

“N-no...I’m not sure I do,” I stuttered.

“I see,” she held herself, inhaling so hard her nostrils flared. She knew neither of us could afford a scandal. We stood silently, and she took a step closer to me. “Are you kidding me right now?” she whispered, though the fierceness of her tone wasn’t in any way reduced.

“Clarissa, listen, I—”

“I am not interested in whatever tale or excuse you are about to cook up,” she interrupted in a stern warning.

“I wasn’t going to...” I whispered, but I stopped myself.

“Do you have a good news story?” She asked

“Well...” I scratched my left hand with my right hand. “I can’t find anything.”

“This isn’t like you, Brie.” Clarissa shook her head. “The last draft you handed to me lacked a narrative.” Her laser eyes peered into mine as though expecting some reply. However, I knew she wasn’t expecting words. So, I nodded my understanding, hoping that would be enough for her to get out of my hair. “But to be the best of the best, my dear, sweet journalist, you need to write breathtaking stories back-to-back. Don’t you think so?” She slowly patted my shoulder, and then left a file on my desk. “Why not use the time you spend causing me headaches to look for a story worthy of being in the paper, huh?”

“Yes,” I replied, then as she turned, I couldn’t hold myself from speaking again. “I’m trying, you know.”

She tapped my shoulder and then began to walk away. “Try harder, girl. You better get me a lead before midnight!”

“Midnight tonight?” I yelled, watching her open the door to her office.

“No, your royal highness. Midnight of next month!” She stomped back to her office.

I rubbed my forehead, then let myself fall on my chair. I looked at my wristwatch. “9 am already.”

I took a long sip of the coffee I’d gotten on the way, chasing away every form of tiredness that might slip in, and settled in front of my laptop. Today was like every other day. I had to bring in a great news story, and I had a deadline attached to my ass. Though it most definitely wouldn’t cost me my job, it would hurt my pride as a journalist, being that it would give a chance for every other reporter to jump in and take the opportunity to steal my spot, especially Jah, the associate editor’s dog.

I was not particularly a fan of his work. His page-turners consisted of news stories about politicians doing one humanitarian act or another to shape public opinion. I know it was all about the ads. The ads kept the newspaper company running.

I hurried to contact the local police station for any useful leads, and got nothing except ‘Sorry’ and ‘We’ll call you if anything changes.’

After stopping myself from complaining, I took a last sip of coffee. “Hunting time,” I said to myself. I took out my small backpack and put my notepad, a couple of pens, a voice recorder, and an empty file inside. Ashton, a detective in the 11th precinct whom I’d occasionally worked with, was said to have taken a day off. His last case was a car that was caught in a ravine. Clarissa threw out the story; according to her, it had no depth.

I walked to my white all-menacing minivan, ready to go into the field to hunt for a story. I opened its door – to clutter.

I reached for empty bottles of pop drinks and chips from the passenger’s seat and threw them away into the trashcan I had so luckily parked right by. Then, I picked up my black duffle bag, heavy with ‘Up and leave necessities’. I threw it towards the back seat.

I hopped in, and like it was on command, an incoming call from an unknown number flashed on my screen.

“Hello!” I answered, crossing my fingers, hoping it was a lead.

“You love telling the public the truth, right?” said the voice at the other end. It was distorted, so determining whether it belonged to a male or female was impossible.

“I’m sorry, I didn’t quite get your name.”

“I didn’t give one,” the voice replied

I let out an annoyed breath and rolled my eyes slightly. The nerve of whoever this person was.

“Who is this?” I insisted as I reached for my notepad.

“My identity isn’t of any importance right now. You should be concerned about the five deaths that might end up not getting any justice.” The voice spoke fast, as if they were in a hurry.

“Deaths?” My forehead furrowed. “Could you please speak clearly so I can understand what you’re trying to say?”

“Soon, there will be reports of a fire accident in Jope Town.”

“A fire? What are—”

“Don’t even bother calling the fire department,” the voice interrupted, letting out a soft chuckle, “because they will not make it there on time to save them. The fire will happen soon, and five people’s deaths will be pinned on it.”

“Who are you?!” I demanded in a shaky voice. My fragile heart was scared, but my hand ran across the page, scribbling down everything the voice warned me about.

“I thought you were a journalist...” They clicked their tongue rhythmically. “You seem to be asking the wrong questions.”

“Why are you calling me and not the fire department?”

“Because this won’t be just an accident.” I scribbled down: Not an accident on the page.

“Investigate the case. Make it quick,” the voice instructed with a tinge of anger.

“How can I know you’re not messing with me?”

“That’s your job, journalist.”

“Why not call the police?” I insisted, trying to collect as much information as I could.

“Because I want the world to know the truth.” The voice broke for a split second, and a slight smirk took over my lips.

“What do you know? We could start from there,” I suggested in a convincing tone.

“I might be next in line.”

“Next in line?” I circled the words on my notepad.

“Become the journalist I reached out to. Prove that I didn’t just waste my time on you,” they said. The line went dead.

“Hello?” No answer. “Hello!”

I might be next in line. Become the journalist I reached out to. I pulled my phone away as I wrote on my notepad: male or female?

I placed my coffee in the cup holder, searched Jope Town on the GPS, and tried calling the number again. The voice system said it wasn’t in service anymore. I made a mental note to send the number to Charles when I had the time. He was the guy who’d figured out the coordinates of the replica of my home in the woods. I knew he could get it done.

I locked the doors, turned on the ignition, and drove off.
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BRIE

Some minutes later, I rummaged through my mind, remembering every word the mysterious caller had said as though trying to find an encrypted message in them. But I couldn’t. They’d been vague, but my gut told me to hurry.

My phone buzzed again, and I patted my hand over the passenger’s seat towards which I had thrown it. I immediately pulled over, hoping it’d be the voice. I pulled out my notepad from my backpack, feeling the blood coursing through my veins get warmer.

After seeing the caller ID for a quick second, I felt the urge not to answer, yet I found myself doing so.

“Hel—”

“Why are you not back at your station?” Clarissa barked into the phone, obviously not in the mood for pleasantries.

I took a breath in to speak, but she was quicker.

“You better not think somewhere in your head that I will change my mind about the story because I won’t.”

I scoffed. “I got a lead on a story,” I finally managed to say.

“Better be good.”

“My previous story was an exclusive, being that I was the story, but...”

“But what?” she asked impatiently. I took a deep breath, stopping myself from snapping at her.

We became closer while my case was under investigation, and she’d told me she had been undergoing a messy divorce. She’d said that her husband’s lawyer was a pain in the ass, and though I wanted to ask her if she was okay, I couldn’t bring myself to do it. I didn’t want to worsen the situation.

I heard her clear her throat. “What is it about?” she asked more calmly.

“It’s about a fire,” I began, but as the informant hadn’t disclosed much and I had yet to dig into the story’s credibility, even said energy died down. I knew what Clarissa would say.

“Do you have a source? How reliable is it?”

“It’s a single source, and I’m on my way to Jope Town to investigate the case.”

“That’s one dead town,” she said. She let out a faint chuckle, and I followed suit. “What’s this fire about?”

“I will get the draft to you this Friday.” 

“Friday?!”

“It’s just...” I dragged the last word, “four days,” I said.

“Fine.” Clarissa sighed. “You know how to do this, Brie...Please focus on the story’s narrative. How you shape it is what we’re looking for. Don’t disappoint me again...” she paused, then continued, “...give me a great story.”

“Will do,” I said, feeling unsure of the confidence I spoke with.

“Drive safe, Brie.”

“Thank you.”

As I drove, I caught sight of Joe’s Eatery, and my stomach grumbled. I frequented the restaurant often and would miss it while away. I knew I would be immersing myself into a new reality for at least four days, two hours away from Calitain. And though it was exciting, I wasn’t particularly fond of playing wannabe-detective.

I merged onto HWY 12, and a sign that read 20 miles to Denton Falls called my attention.

“Pixie,” I spoke to my virtual assistant on my phone. “Call Lily.”

The screen flashed Lily’s number. That was how she preferred to be addressed. I hadn’t spoken to her in a few days, and it’d ended stiffly, tensely. We’d spoken about Daniel, and it was inevitable not to. With his remains found and my past finally buried, I was now making amends in my relationship with my mother.

“Brie?” she answered, and her voice sounded more cheerful than usual.

“Hey.”

“How are you?”

“I’m going to Jope Town for a story. Just in case you try to call, I’ll probably be busy,” I answered quickly, then collected my breath.

“That’s where your uncle lives.”

Just like I had an estranged relationship with my mum, she and her brother had lost contact after my dad’s death. I’d only met him twice, and he never visited after my sister, Emily, passed away. So, though I didn’t intend to, I held a grudge against him.

“Uncle Leo is in Jope Town?”

“Yeah,” she said oddly casual. I heard her take a sip of something.

“He’s the chief firefighter in the municipality, actually.”

“Do you happen to have his address?” I asked. I smile with a glimpse of hope showing on my face.

“I do. I’ll text it to you.”

“Sure,” I said. I wanted to ask her how she was doing, and how she felt after finding out that Daniel was dead, but I knew she’d break down in tears. She’d ask for my consolation when I wasn’t capable of giving it to her.

“I’ll talk to you later,” I said. I clicked the end call button.
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BRIE

“Exit 40,” I said out loud as I turned slightly to the right. Jope Town was once an industrial small town well known for its port, but eventually, as the country of Monthel progressed, the main port was moved to Mystric, a bigger city, leading to the town’s people living off craftsmanship and artistry. People started living simpler and quieter lifestyles, fishing at sea and cultivating their vegetables at home.

I took in the familiarity and warmth of the town, wondering why it would be the location for such scandalous news. A man in front of a fuel station waved to another, and I moved my gaze to the opposite sidewalk.

The empty streets and small buildings reminded me of Denton Falls: a small town where many dreams died, except if one moved away as I did. It was a friendly village where nearly everyone knew their neighbours. Unlike Calitain, where a smile was a slight tuck to the corner of a person’s lip, and neighbours were essentially unknown.

My GPS chimed, letting me know I would soon reach the location Lily had texted me. And though I was eager to dig into the story, I couldn’t pretend I wasn’t shaken by the possibility of Uncle Leo not recognizing me.

As I drove down the street littered with debris, a few youths stood on the road with placards:

Stop polluting our water!

Mother Nature is mad at us!

You are destroying the Earth.

I slammed hard
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