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I’d been working the Campsite Killer case for years—ever since I joined the Serious Crimes Unit in Vancouver—and I became close to a few of the victims’ families, which made it worse every time he slipped away from us. The case would get cold for a couple of years, then heat up again when he murdered another woman, always in the summer. I’d been tense that spring, knowing he’d probably hit again soon. What we hadn’t expected was that the Campsite Killer had a daughter—and that he’d contact her.

My partner, Billy Reynolds, and I traveled over to Vancouver Island from the mainland to meet her and see how legit her claim was. Billy’s a good guy. Fun to work with when he isn’t spouting off his Art of War quotes. Whenever I’m getting too serious, he likes to sing “Oh, Sandy” from Grease. His John Travolta impression is terrible, but he’s pretty easy on the eyes. Younger than me at thirty-six, he’s in good shape, has a shaved head, some Asian symbols tattooed on his arms, and dresses spiffy. Not my type, though—I have a boyfriend, another cop, but we aren’t doing so great lately. He’s pissed that we haven’t had a kid yet, but I have doubts about two cops raising one, plus I just turned forty-two. Billy keeps himself single, not sure what that’s about but it comes in handy when we want to smooth our way with a female witness. They might get bristly with me but they always want to tell Billy and his killer dimples all their troubles.

I was hoping he could work his magic with Sara Gallagher. If her story was true, then her birth mother was Karen Christianson, the only woman to survive an attack from the Campsite Killer. She changed her name to Julia Laroche, moved to the island, and gave up the child. No one ever knew she’d been pregnant—until Sara tracked her down a couple of months ago. When the news got splashed all over the Internet recently, the Campsite Killer called Sara up, wanting to connect. Terrified, she made a report at her local police station, and they got in touch with us.

When we met Sara and gave her our business cards, I could tell she was surprised I was the staff sergeant and Billy was the corporal. That reaction used to piss me off, but I enjoy it now. I like the shock effect. People are also usually surprised that we don’t wear uniforms, but my gun is tucked against my side, the weight and rub of it comforting and familiar.

Sara was thirty-three and very pretty. I realized instantly that with her auburn hair and green eyes she had some of the same physical characteristic as the Campsite Killer, something I don’t think she was too pleased about. She also didn’t look thrilled about working with us, but we needed her help—she was the best lead we’d had in years. We had to be careful how we coaxed her to talk to him the next time he called, and I was sure he would. We finally had a chance to nail this bastard. He’d killed at least thirty people over the years and I didn’t want to deliver more bad news to another devastated family, didn’t want to find the remains of another body left alone in the woods.

It was obvious that Sara was scared to talk to her father again—can’t say I blame her. My father had only killed one woman. My mother. I was six. She had just enough time to shove me in her bedroom closet and block it before he burst through the front door. He raped her, then strangled her. She never screamed. I think about that sometimes, what it must have been like for her, knowing I was listening on the other side of that door. My dad took off that night and has never been seen again. When I’m not working active cases, I’m working his.
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Two months after that first meeting, we were still working with Sara. Her father—John, as he called himself—had been calling constantly and sending creepy gifts. He was leading us all to hell and gone, and then eventually, just like we feared, he killed another woman. We managed to set up a meeting between him and Sara, hoping to catch him, but he didn’t show. I was frustrated, Sara was a nervous wreck, and I didn’t know what was going on with Billy, but I didn’t like it.

“You’re getting too close to Sara,” I said one morning when we were driving to get coffee.

“I thought we wanted me to form a connection with her,” he said. It had become apparent pretty early on that Sara and I didn’t click, but she trusted Billy. We agreed that I’d act as the aggressor and push her hard, and Billy would follow up with the soft touch.

“It’s starting to look more personal, Billy.”

“It’s not like that. Not at all. She’s in love with her fiancé.”

“Just be careful.” Sara did love her fiancé, that was obvious, but I still had a feeling Billy was drifting over the line. It happens, one reason we work in teams. More common is work-related relationships, and my own, to say the least, was rocky. Last night Jeff had come pretty close to an ultimatum on the phone.

He’d said, “Look, it’s time to shit or get off the pot. We’ve been living together for ten years. I want to get married, I want a kid.”

“I told you, it’s too late now. We probably can’t even get pregnant—and I’m not doing fertility treatments.” When we first got together we talked about children as something we’d like “someday,” but we were busy with our careers, and I worried about our kid growing up alone, both parents killed by some gangbanger or drug dealer. As the years passed by I accepted that it would probably never happen, it just wasn’t in the cards. Then Jeff got baby fever.

“You said we probably can’t get pregnant, but we don’t know until we try.”

“Too old means too old—we missed the bus.
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