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PROLOGUE


  1996




  It was a Saturday evening in summer and Stephanie was on her way to meet her boyfriend at a nearby pub. Her journey took her along the pathway besides the river, and although the spot was deserted it was a lovely sunny evening and she felt quite safe; she had also taken that route before.




  Stephanie was in her final year at Bristol University, hoping to graduate in Biology. After that she was planning to study for her Doctorate and then take up a post in research. Her interest was in Genetics.




  Her younger sister, Pauline, conceded that Stephanie was the clever one in the family – it felt as though she was merely following in her shadow as she began her studies in law at the same University – she gladly allowed Stephanie to dominate them.




  Stephanie was attractive although a little on the heavy side, unlike Pauline. It wasn’t so much she was overweight but the portents of what might lie ahead could be seen in the outline of her shape. This night she was wearing a loose fitting pair of jeans with, what might be described as an over the top sleeveless blouse, showing a hint of her ample cleavage, and casual sandals. Her dark hair, cascading almost down to her waist and framing the most colourful of brown eyes, peered out at the world in undisguised innocence from a face that was quite beautiful and deceptively beguiling. And in many ways she was innocent, but not in any way naïve. Her drive and determination was almost obsessive as she pursued her dream of academic achievements. The boyfriend, she had, she refused to move in with him, informing him this was out of the question as it certainly would have interrupted her studies. So she kept him at arms length, rather against his wishes, but his complaining didn’t impress Stephanie.




  She smiled as the thought occurred to her that tonight, Roger, would no doubt ply her with drink, then escort her back to his rooms, and they would make love, as though it was the alcohol that was the trigger and not Stephanie. She was remembering the last time they had had this experience when suddenly, with no hint of warning, someone grabbed her from behind and clasped a hand over her mouth. She tried to scream, and when this failed her teeth sought to gain some purchase with the hand, but the man – she assumed it was a man – gripped her even more tightly until her breath began to fade.




  She was being dragged from the banks of the river into a tangle of bushes bordering the path. Panicking, she was about to pass out when the hand was released and a cloth was wrapped swiftly and tightly across her mouth. Horror stricken, her body going into shock, Stephanie managed to look up then and she recognised her assailant; it was the man from the pub who had tried on a number of occasions to chat her up. He was hardly an Adonis, with his weak chest and narrow spindly biceps, but he was strong. She wished now she hadn’t been so dismissive of him, and recalled the time, a couple of weeks ago, when she had contemptuously, almost derisively, rejected his advances.




  By now her blouse was being ripped from her back together with her bra. Ferociously, she struggled and fought, kicking him with the heel with her shoe as he tore at her jeans; then she tried to attack him with her hands, until she felt a blow to her head and everything around her descended into darkness.




  When she came to she was naked, and she felt what was obviously blood, seeping down the back of her head. Her hands were bound behind her back, and even if she was able to move, her throbbing head and her physical debility at her efforts made this impossible. She was now in a complete state of shock. She looked down and saw that her legs were now shaking.




  The man then leant over her – he too was naked from the waist down. Stephanie knew she was about to be raped as she observed the erection protruding in front of her; interestingly, she noted he was pulling on a condom, and the thought occurred to her that she might be pregnant. She was two weeks late with her period and this had never happened before. It was a hazy thought though as the daylight around her started to fade with the pressure on her throat.




  She also wondered, as an intellectual observation, whether or not he would kill her during the rape. She tried to close her legs to make it difficult for him, but his strength forced them apart as he then penetrated her.




  ‘Fucking bitch’, she heard him mutter – faintly now as his hands closed around her throat. ‘I just wanted us to be friends, but you, you fucking whore, you had to ridicule me. No tart ever does that to me.’




  He was riding her now, forcing himself inside her as if he wanted to physically punish her. She moaned, not in ecstasy, but in pain as she felt her insides were being brutalised. She was finding it harder to breathe, struggling to release herself from his grip. She noticed the sky above, so clear and blue before, was edging into darkness; her vision also seemed to be fading. Eventually, some instinct within her seemed to recognise the inevitable; she was going to die. Her will finally surrendered the struggle and the torment until at last her body gave up her soul.




  He had murdered her.




  It was three days before the body was discovered.




  
CHAPTER ONE




  THE PRESENT DAY:




   




  I met up with Jim Robbins, as arranged, in the lecturers’ coffee lounge of the university. I was a few minutes late, deliberately so, because I had always believed in the woman’s prerogative of keeping the man waiting. I had no idea what it was he wanted to see me about – he had been almost secretive on the telephone when he rang to arrange a get-together. Even so, I had gone to some length to make myself as attractive as was possible for the occasion. I had decided that ‘smart casual’ was the right approach: a pale pink silk blouse with just a glimpse of cleavage, my quite feminine tailored trousers over Gucci slip-ons, a touch of make-up, a hint of perfume, small diamond studs in my ears – and I was ready for anything.




  Many years before Jim and I had been lovers, and possibly it was because I had missed him like hell in the first few years after we went our separate ways – and still did a little – that I thought I should try to make myself seductive enough to catch his attention. During the time on my own I had learned to accept that our parting had, perhaps, been inevitable, although the manner of our split had been very hurtful to me. But Jim was, and always would be, a career cop, whilst I had come to understand during the years I was on the force that I was incapable of handling the horrors that went with the ‘sharp end’ of the job.




  It had all come to a head one tragic night in the cellar of a house in Sutton Coldfield, when I witnessed a close friend, a young psychic girl, collapse in a catatonic mental freeze that led to her internment in a penal hospital. Connie Rowden - that was her name - was still incarcerated there, and no doubt would remain so for the rest of her life.




  I left the force shortly after being discharged from hospital, having suffered a fractured skull during the incident in the basement, by which time I was hardly on speaking terms with the then Chief Inspector Robbins. I still experienced violent headaches from time to time, as a consequence of my injury and the steel plate that had had to be inserted in my skull during surgery. Although Jim Robbins didn’t actually blame me for what had happened to Connie, he did, nevertheless, accuse me of being irresponsible for charging into the cellar like a lunatic instead of waiting for ‘back-up’ – and for which he was having a hard time from the visiting Detective Chief Superintendent. He might well have had a point but still, there was no need for his verbal attack on me – I cringe even today whenever I think of that confrontation.




  So we parted somewhat acrimoniously. I returned with my tail between my legs to Warwick University, where I had previously graduated, to progress my doctorate in criminology. I was now an associate professor, quite enjoying the position and the academic life, but ready for a change in career path.




  Then, out of the blue, I had received the call from Jim asking to meet with me to discuss a matter about which all he would say was that it was ‘personal’. And, now, here I was entering the coffee shop, doing my best to look sexy, and behaving as though we were still lovers. Sometimes I despaired of my immaturity.




  Jim got up from the table as soon as he saw me, a broad smile on his face. It was a relief to see that he was out of uniform. In fact, he didn’t appear to have gone to much trouble to impress me, with his jeans and T-shirt, I was surprised at how little he had changed over the last five years. Sure, there were one or two flecks of grey scattered amongst his mop of dark hair, and a couple or so of ageing lines spread around his mouth, but – self-evidently – his energy was still there. This was the Jim I remembered, vibrant and alive, always pushing himself and others, always seeking answers to the unanswerable questions; steadfastly refusing to be beaten.




  He took my hand as I approached his table, but rather than shake it, perfunctorily, as he had when we parted, he squeezed it affectionately, as though we had seen each other only yesterday. Then he gave me an approving look of appraisal.




  “Angie!” he said, smiling warmly. ”My dear Angela Crossley. It’s been a long time. You look great. How’ve you been?”




  I felt my heart positively jump one or two beats before I could respond. I couldn’t help but notice that he was now referring to me as ‘Angie’; when we worked together he was the only one who had called me ‘Ange’, for short.




  “I…I’ve been fine, Jim,” I managed to stammer. “And you...? You don’t look any different. I heard you made Superintendent – is that right?”




  Still holding on to my hand, he said, “Chief Superintendent, actually.”




  “Detective Chief Superintendent?”




  He nodded. “It’s good to see you, Angie. You haven’t changed a bit…” Finally he released my hand, and then stroked my cheek. “Still as beautiful as ever.”




  “I always said you were short-sighted.” Secretly, though, I was pleased at the compliment – but it did add to my curiosity as to the reason for his visit. “You wanted to see me,” I said, trying to restrain my impatience.




  “Would you like a coffee or something?” he asked, ignoring my question. That was one thing that always infuriated me about Jim Robbins: the way he used to sidestep a direct question by asking one of his own.




  “Coffee would be fine, thanks,” I said, taking a seat opposite him whilst he called across one of the waitresses.




  “You haven’t answered my question, Jim,” I repeated.




  He grinned. “When your coffee’s arrived and you’ve relaxed a little, then I’ll answer your question. I’ve come a long way to see you, Angie, and there’s no rush, this isn’t exactly a business meeting.”




  “A long way? From Birmingham?”




  “I’ve come all the way from Manchester.”




  “Manchester? What on earth are you doing in Manchester?”




  He leaned across the table and gave my hand another squeeze. It was quite nice, actually, but I felt myself blushing all the same.




  “Don’t look so surprised. We do move about in the police force, you know. An opening came up with the Greater Manchester Police Force for a detective chief superintendent in the Serious Crimes Unit. I applied and was interviewed, offered the job, and I took it. It was a hell of an opportunity to jump up the ladder.”




  We paused whilst Edith, our resident waitress, served the coffee. When she had left Jim said, “And what about you, Ange? An associate professor. You always were intellectually gifted.”




  I sighed. This was the Jim Robbins of old – the one who used to frustrate the life out of me, and I don’t mean sexually. At least he’d gone back to using my old nickname.




  “What are you after, Jim? What is it you want from me?”




  He held his hands out defensively. “Me? Nothing. Nothing at all.”




  “So why are you here? And what is it you want to discuss with me?”




  One of his hands fell on to his chin, contemplatively. “Well, I’m here because I received a letter from Jack Crane – you know, the FBI guy. You gave him my name for a reference.”




  “Not exactly for a reference, Jim. I merely suggested he write to you for confirmation of the type of cases I had handled under your supervision. If I’d wanted a reference from you I would have asked you first.




  “Is that why you’re here? You’re not telling me you came all this way just because you received a letter from Jack Crane?”




  “How did you meet him?” he asked, ignoring my point once more.




  “At a seminar in London. Jack was one of the guest speakers on ‘criminal profiling’ – which, as you may remember, was a specialist subject of mine… We got talking and I mentioned to him that I had always harboured an interest in one day working for the FBI, and…well...everything led on from there. He sent me an application form, which I completed and returned – and now you turn up. Curious, don’t you think?”




  He replied with one of his mischievous grins. “Not really,” he said, disarmingly. “Actually, Jack called me before he sent me the enquiry letter. He was a little concerned that you had been ‘out of the loop’, so to speak, for some time, and he wanted to know if you still did some consultancy work for us. He felt that would help your application.




  “And that, my dearest Ange, is why I am here. I thought, if I came along and talked to you about it, perhaps – between us – we could come up with some ideas.” He looked at me plaintively. “I think you’ll agree, it isn’t something we could have discussed on the phone.”




  I found myself glaring at him – I simply couldn’t help it. And it must have been pretty obvious, because I watched him visibly retreat. “You’re doing it again, aren’t you?” I demanded. “I was right when I said you hadn’t changed – you’re still the same manipulative bastard I used to know!”




  He looked at me straight-faced - he also made some attempt at contrition. “I’m sorry, Ange. I didn’t mean to insult your intelligence. That was stupid of me. Can we start again?”




  I felt myself sighing again. He always could twist me around his little finger. “Why don’t we? And you can begin by dropping the bullshit and telling me the real reason why you’ve come all this way. It must be something pretty important to drag you away from your new duties.”




  “It is, believe me.” He leaned back in his chair. “Look, I’m really sorry for trying to mislead you, and I wasn’t being clever, but what I said about Jack Crane was actually true: he did ring me, and he did ask if you still maintained some consultancy contact with the force. And when I told him that, no, I hadn’t spoken to you in years he did express some concern about your lack of ‘field experience’. He also mentioned, by the way, that the FBI recruit only American Citizens – did he mention that to you?”




  I nodded. “I knew that, Jim. My father is an American; I haven’t actually seen him for years but I’m sure if I mention him to the FBI they’ll give me a green card. I might even apply for dual passports. But why should that concern you?




  “It doesn’t – I just thought I should point it out. Did Jack Crane ask about your medical condition?”




  I shook my head at him. “No, he didn’t. And I don’t believe that my skull fracture will have any effect on the decision to employ me. But that isn’t why you’re here, Jim, is it?”




  “No.” He hesitated. “We have a situation in or around Manchester that you may be able to help us with…” He held out a hand again, as if to ward me off. “Please, Ange let me finish. It’s right up your street – a profiling job that fits not only with your experience but, it occurs to me, will help you with your application.”




  “I see. And what exactly is this ‘situation’?”




  He looked uncomfortable for a moment before continuing. “Before I answer that, why don’t you tell me how you’ve been? I mean, since the Connie tragedy – because that’s what it was, a tragedy. And I know it affected you badly; both physically and mentally.” He pointed towards my scalp. “How is your head, by the way?”




  I reflected for a little while on what he meant by “how you’ve been”. It was fairly common knowledge that, after the nightmare in the cellar with Connie, I was severely traumatised. So much so that it prompted me to resign from the force, and following that decision, in parallel with my studies at university, I underwent two years of part-time therapy with Dr Paul Simmons, the psychiatrist involved in the case of the paedophile. It was Paul who helped me to deal with my depression and the accompanying panic attacks I suffered from following that case. I truly believe that had it not been for the good doctor I might never have recovered – at least, not sufficiently for me to live some kind of a normal academic life. Still, time moves on and we were now well into the twenty-first century – long past the age of resentment.




  So, how did I answer Jim’s question? And it was a reasonable question to ask under the circumstances, wasn’t it? Although it did cross my mind that, had he felt even the slightest concern for my well being, he had had plenty of time and opportunity to contact me before now. Finally, I thought: ‘Sod it!’ I said to him, “Why should I answer your question, Jim? I mean it’s really none of your damned business, is it? I didn’t ask you to come here today.”




  I felt distinctly better after getting that off my chest.




  He nodded his head up and down in agreement. “You’re right,” he said. “It is none of my business. And I know what you’re thinking, Ange. You are asking yourself that, if I’m so concerned about your welfare, then where the hell have I been for the last five years or so? Isn’t that right?”




  “More or less. So? Where have you been? I heard you’d married and now had a little boy.”




  “Well, married for a time. And we do have a boy –he’s three now. But my wife and I split up when I told her we were moving to Manchester.”




  “What? Just because of that?”




  He smiled. “No. It had been coming for some time. I guess she’d begun to hate the life of a senior detective’s wife. Anyway, she’s in Birmingham and I’m in Manchester, and I believe the divorce papers are being processed.




  “Now, where was I?”




  “You were about to tell me where you’d been for the last few years. No contact. No messages. Nothing, Jim. And now you turn up, like the proverbial lost penny, and expect me to react as though as though we’d seen each other only yesterday.”




  He glanced at me soulfully. “What can I say, Ange? I’ve thought about you often, but it somehow never seemed right to contact you – especially not after the way I behaved when you suffered that bad skull fracture. It was insensitive and unforgivable of me, and I’ve always wanted to say how sorry I was – well, for the way I handled the situation, anyway.”




  “Why did you behave the way you did?”




  “I was angry with you. And with good cause at the time. I specifically ordered you not to go into that house without back up. And what did you do? You chose to ignore me as usual – almost as though I was some kind of a moron and you were the ‘night raider’. So I decided then you were never going to make a team player… Christ, Ange, what the hell was I supposed to do? Especially after the drumming I got from that Scotland Yard detective chief super. Did you know he tried to begin disciplinary proceedings against me?”




  “You could have remembered that I had promised Connie I would personally take care of her – and then I allowed that monster to snatch her away from me...”




  “…I bloody well did remember. It’s that more than anything that made me so angry; you stopped thinking objectively and allowed your hormones to take over. And you could easily have been killed.” He frowned, seemingly more with frustration than anything. “Is this really getting us anywhere? I’m sorry now I asked the damned question.




  “Look, I have a serious situation in the North; I believe you can help me with it because of your expertise, and at the same time it will help your CV as far as Jack Crane is concerned. So, why don’t we just develop it from there and see where it takes us?”




  “You always were subtle, Jim. That’s what I liked about you… So, what is this situation you have?”




  “Three women are missing. Young women – late teens, early twenties…”




  “When you say ‘missing’, do you mean as in dead, or they’ve left home with the latest boyfriend and don’t want to be found?”




  He virtually snarled at me. “We have every reason to believe they’ve been murdered.”




  “But I take it you haven’t found any bodies?”




  He nodded his agreement.




  “And now you’re looking for a profiler to conjure up the impossible – a profile of a potential serial killer, who not only doesn’t leave any clues, he fails to leave any bodies either. Have I got that right, Jim?”




  He hesitated, trying to calm down. “I know, it sounds crazy. But we do have a possible witness: a young boy, a 14-year-old. I would like you to come to Manchester and talk to him.”




  “How is he a witness, Jim? You surely don’t mean he actually saw one of these women being murdered, do you?”




  “Not exactly, no. Apparently, he was up on the Moors the other Sunday – doing whatever it is kids do on their mountain bikes. And he saw a man burying the body of a young woman. And that ties in with the third missing girl - she disappeared two days earlier.”




  “The Moors?”




  “Sorry, yes. That’s the high Pennine flatlands that merge Lancashire with Yorkshire and a part of Derbyshire. It’s miles and miles of scrubland, crossing the Pennine Hills, and the perfect place, off the beaten track, to bury a body – as Hindley and Brady discovered all those years ago.”




  It was my turn to shake my head. “Jesus! That must have been traumatic for him. Was he able to describe the man at all?”




  “No. There was a heavy snowfall. He only saw his outline – but he says he might recognise him if he saw him again. And he says the man chased him. In a Land Rover, or some kind of 4-wheel vehicle.”




  “Bloody hell! How did he get away?”




  “Down a narrow gully. The car couldn’t get down there, evidently.”




  “I see.” I cupped my hands and rested my chin, looking at him intently. “And there’s something you’re not telling me. Isn’t there? Like, how could he possibly identify the man again if he never saw him clearly in the first place? Am I right?”




  He laughed. “Yeah. You’re pretty close, Ange. You haven’t lost your insight, I see.”




  I waved a hand at him, dismissively. “Don’t give me that rubbish again, Jim. Why do you want me in particular to talk to this boy? What’s so special about me? You must have access to lots of competent profilers in or around Manchester.”




  He released a deep breath, as if he’d been holding it because he wanted to avoid raising this issue. “He ‘senses’ things,” he said. Then he rolled his eyes at me as if that said everything. “I know, you’re thinking we have another Connie on our hands. But young Danny O’Brien doesn’t claim to be a psychic – I doubt he would know what one was if we mentioned it to him.”




  I felt myself glaring at him – since Connie I had done everything within my power to distance myself from anything to do with the spiritual world. “Are you trying to con me, Jim? Just what the hell does ‘senses things’ mean if the boy isn’t a psychic?”




  He gave me one of his measured looks, and I knew then he really was on the defensive. “I don’t really know… I can’t explain it. But, when we asked him to describe how he could possibly have made out, and identified, the features of the man he was seeing through a snowstorm, he said that, when he focuses, he can ‘sense things.’ He tells us his twin sister – his deceased twin sister – helps him, apparently.




  “There. Now you know as much as we do. That’s why I thought you would be the best person to talk to him. See if you can’t get him to be more explicit.”




  “I see. And how do you know he’s telling you the truth? How do you know he hasn’t simply made up the story to attract attention to himself? Have you been back up to the moors to search for this body?”




  “Of course we have,” he snapped, angry at the stupidity of my question. “But since the boy was up there about 18 inches of snow have been dumped on those moors. It’s impossible at the present to find anything…”




  I felt my face reddening at his retort and at my naivety, but I was determined to press on. “You still haven’t answered the first part of my question, Jim. How do you know he’s telling you the truth? And what makes me especially qualified to talk with him?”




  “Two things, actually. One, he says the girl had a mole on what appeared to be the back of her left hand, and, two, she had an ankle bracelet on her right foot, which he says he saw clearly. Danny says it was either platinum or silver encircled with rubies – or, at least, stones that looked like rubies. Both of these items were known to us from information provided by her mother, except it isn’t a mole on her wrist, it’s a small tattoo of a butterfly. We have reason to believe he witnessed the burial of one of the missing student, a twenty-one year old medical student called Teresa McGill. Oh. And his grandmother, who he lives with, backs up his story.”




  “What? About him sensing things, you mean?”




  He looked away for a moment as if the subject embarrassed him. “Well, not exactly that … but she did confirm that he always had a special relationship with his twin sister and she helped him with his … shall we call it his ‘perception’.”




  I nodded. “Okay. I can accept that. But where does the ‘sensing’ come into the equation? And why me? I’m a profiler, not a medium.”




  He hesitated, sighing heavily. “I’m aware of that, but you do have experience of relating to young people,” he held out the palm of the ubiquitous hand towards me once more, “and there is something uniquely strange about this youngster – even his grandmother admits that, although she won’t go into specific details. So, don’t bite my bloody head off, will you? I’m doing what I believe is the right thing in this case, whether you agree with me or not.”




  “ And what do his parents think about all this?”




  “They’re both dead. Killed in a motorway crash, along with his twin sister. That’s why he’s living with his gran … they live in a town called Hyde, up near to the moors.”




  “I’m sorry – about his loss, I mean. That must have been truly awful for him.” I gave him a knowing look; this was getting to be hard work, and I still didn’t believe I had the full story. “So, a young boy happened to be on the moors that particularly Sunday, and he happened to see a man in the process of burying a body – a body which he was able to discern had some identifying characteristics, despite the fact it was snowing heavily, and from which you conclude is that of one of the missing students. A pretty frightening experience, I grant you. But you have yet to explain exactly what ‘sensing’ means? Knowing you, chief superintendent, there has to be more to it than you’re admitting.”




  This prompted a grin from him, giving me the impression he had just been found out. “Okay. A few things, actually. As I said, the day he saw the incident on the moors he was caught in the middle of a snowstorm – a blizzard, really. So when he described the body and the identifying characteristics, as you call them, he couldn’t possibly have made out the details he said he did. At least, not without some kind of…well, shall we call it ‘ephemeral’ help? And when I challenged him on this he informed me – very matter-of-factly, I might add – that his deceased twin sister helps him with his ‘sensing’, but he either couldn’t or wouldn’t explain to me how it worked.




  “Don’t laugh, dammit!” he growled after seeing my facial expression. “I’m trying to be serious here. And his gran did confirm that she herself had shared similar kinds of incidents involving his twin.” He shrugged and looked away. “So, you’ve got it as I did. There obviously is something special about the boy, but I can assure you – in fact, I give you my word – this is not another Connie…”




  “Is that it?” I demanded. “All of it?”




  He hesitated, looking decidedly uncomfortable. “Come on, Jim. Let’s have the full story … I’ll find out anyway.”




  “Okay. There is one thing more thing … the boy has asked for you … to talk to him I mean … well, I’m not saying he asked for you by name … but …Christ, Ange, I don’t know how to explain this so it makes any sense …”




  “Why not just tell it as it is, Jim …remember, I’m quite familiar with metaphysics.”




  He grinned at that. “Yeah –you’re right. Okay. When I tried to talk to the boy … Danny O’Brien … he told me I was the wrong person. He said I didn’t ‘see’ things the way he and his sister did … Look, I realise this sounds screwy, but he told me I should make contact with ‘the lady I used to work with who had the psychic friend’.”




  “How could he possibly have known that?” I asked, astonished.




  “Don’t ask me, Ange. Perhaps he read my fucking mind for all I know. But he was obviously referring to you … so, I put one or two things together, including I hasten to add, that I genuinely did hear from Jack Crane, and it crossed my mind that it would be a good thing anyway if I had you on board.




  “Look – why not come up to Manchester with me in the morning? I’ll arrange for you to spend the night at the Midland Hotel, and during the day you can meet Danny and his gran and make your own mind up about him.” He returned the gaze. “What do you think?”




  I was too shocked to respond immediately. This was bizarre – some kid up in the wilds of Manchester had somehow tuned in to me and my friendship with Connie and decided, for Christ knows what reason, that he would like to talk to me about his vision in the snow. Or had either he, or possibly his sister, somehow managed to communicate directly with Connie at the hospital? That was the only way he could have ‘sensed’ my existence – Christ! Now he had me doing it! I glanced towards Jim … and this fella was trying to tell me this wasn’t another psychic phenomenon. Who did he think he was kidding?




  “What do you think?” I heard him ask.




  I sighed, wondering just what it was about me that both attracted, and was attracted to,




  the Connie’s and the Danny O’Brien’s of this world – the esoteric and the occult dwellers. Perhaps, if I were to accept what Jim had just relayed me, that in some small way I was in fact one of them, then maybe I’d been running away from it all these years. The possibility sure as hell scared me but there was only one way to really find out.




  I let his comments about the boy remain unanswered and instead agreed to go with him, subject to getting clearance from the principal.




  It was his turn to let out a sigh of relief. “Great! And if you decide to stay on the job then we will pay you the going rate as detective chief inspector. How does that grab you?”




  I pulled him towards me and then kissed him lightly on the cheek. “You’ve talked me into it, lover boy. And, by the way, thanks for the promotion…”




  




  
CHAPTER TWO




  I spent a disappointing evening wondering why Jim hadn’t at least suggested we had dinner together, if only for old time’s sake. I felt so let down I went to the trouble of checking myself in the bathroom mirror that night. Admittedly, I had aged a little in the five years since we had last met. My hair wasn’t what it used to be, especially after my attempt at highlights had gone wrong. But I still wasn’t at all bad to look at – apart from the prominent nose, that is – and my figure had held up very well over the years; even my breasts were still firm, and there wasn’t a wrinkle in sight – yet. And it wasn’t as though I was expecting him to proposition me, was I? I mean nothing could be further from my mind! But, no, not a word. Simply a curt “goodbye, I’m off to Birmingham, and I’ll see you early tomorrow morning”. And that was it. As I said before, my naivety never fails to astonish me.




  And, as promised, Jim turned up at the university bright and early. I knew he had already been in touch with the dean because, when I went to his office to give my apologies, he simply smiled and wished me well. He also asked me to stay in contact and let him know when I would be returning.




  We set off immediately after breakfast. It was a cold February day but with cloudless skies and watery sunshine. The journey took an hour longer than Jim said it should have done – largely because of the almost permanent snarl-up at the M6 through Birmingham. A new toll road was due to open very shortly, Jim informed me, that would bypass Birmingham altogether.




  Aside from the occasional cursing Jim said very little throughout the journey. When I tried to engage him in conversation all I got from him was the odd grunt. It was really beginning to piss me off, so when we the approached Keele service station on the motorway I nudged his elbow and pointed that we should stop. He complied, but very grudgingly. As we left the car I grabbed him by the arm and said, angrily, “What the hell’s the matter with you, Jim? Have I suddenly acquired BO? Or is that you just don’t want to talk to me?”




  “It’s nothing,” he growled.




  “Well, if your behaviour is nothing then I suggest we turn around and head back to Warwick. I didn’t ask for this assignment – you came to me, remember?”




  This had the effect of stopping him in his tracks. He took hold of my shoulders and looked at me apologetically. “I’m sorry, Ange.” He took a deep breath, and had to make an effort to compose himself before he could continue. “I know I’m like a bear with a sore head but it has nothing to do with you, believe me.” He slid a hand through his hair. “I’ve had a fucking awful night, if you want to know. I went back to Birmingham to see Ben – that’s my youngster – and my wife took the opportunity of informing me she was going to take me for every cent she could legally get her hands on. Including, I might add, half of my pension when I eventually retire.”




  “Bloody hell! Can she do that?”




  He shrugged. “I don’t know – I haven’t employed a solicitor up to now. I didn’t think it was going to be necessary. Obviously I was wrong. But she seemed very convincing, and we spent half the night rowing. The infuriating part about it is that right at this moment I could do without that kind of battle – we’re already under tremendous pressure with this case as it is.




  “So, I’m sorry, Ange. I didn’t mean to take it out on you, but this has really got to me.”




  I squeezed his hand – a gesture of support.




  “Would you like a coffee?” he asked, smiling for the first time that morning.




  “No. I’m fine. Just the loo, then we’ll get off.”




   




  * * * * * * * *




   




  I had never been to Manchester before. My vision of the city was of old, dirty grey buildings dating back to Victorian times. Of cobbled streets with tramlines running down the centre, but principally of poverty and hardship and unemployment. I don’t know what world I’d been living in, but it certainly wasn’t Lowry’s Manchester that greeted me.




  Jim brought me into the city from the motorway, through a sleepy village called Knutsford, and then on to a wide avenue that he called Princess Parkway, which led directly into the city centre. The only problem was we had to pass through an area he told me was called Moss Side. Jesus! What a dump! Half of it was razed to the ground, the other half consisted of virtually derelict housing, empty warehouses and boarded-up shops. The weather, which had suddenly taken a turn for the worse, didn’t help matters. In the pouring, sleety rain the place seemed even more dismal and depressing.




  “Welcome to the gun capital of the north-west,” he said.




  “Good God! Who can live in a hovel like this?”




  “Oh, there are many volunteers. The impoverished, the dispossessed, the poorly educated, mostly the black ethnic community.” He sighed. “It doesn’t get any worse than this. Drugs and guns – that’s the biggest commercial activity around here. That and the 15 or so murders we have every year.”




  We didn’t speak as we passed through the area. Then we entered a broad avenue Jim said was Deansgate, took a left past the Granada Television studios, and eventually joined a main road leading into the city from another direction – and there was the headquarters of the Greater Manchester Police Department. It was a four-storey building, completely lacking in character, as one would expect, and from the outside it appeared to be deserted. That was until we tried to enter – then it was worse than the Bank of England for security. The entrance had a barrier crossing the roadway; two policemen were on duty checking vehicles. Jim explained that, after the twin towers disaster in New York, everyone had become security-conscious. After eventually receiving clearance we parked round the back, where Jim had his own designated space, and we entered the building.




  




  
CHAPTER THREE




  Jim’s office was on the top floor, in a corner of the building that had plenty of light but very little personality. But it did have a magnificent view overlooking the high-rise buildings of the city. He even had a secretary – Julie, a broadly built blonde lady in her early fifties. The first thing Jim did was to order coffee and sandwiches for us both; it was a quarter to one, and it had been a hell of a journey.




  His office furniture consisted of an average-size desk and chair, with two additional chairs facing him and an old pot plant in one corner that someone, probably his predecessor, had sadly neglected and had died of dehydration. One of the windows had a blind, no doubt to provide shade on the rare occasions the sun shone in this part of the world. There was also quite a large conference table with chairs for up to eight people – which is where we parked ourselves after Jim had unloaded his luggage. My own overnight bag I had left in his car. It was possible, I reasoned, I wouldn’t be staying long enough to need it.




  The sandwiches were surprisingly good, and were very much appreciated after the journey.




  “So,” I asked, after a while, “what’s first on the agenda?”




  He took a file from his desk and handed it to me. “I’d like you to go through this first, Ange. It’s all we have I’m afraid but it’ll bring you up to date on where we are with the case. I’ve got a meeting with the assistant chief constable - should take about an hour – probably as long as it’ll take you to read that. Make a note of any questions you might have, and we’ll go over them when I get back.”




  He paused at the door. “Oh, by the way, I’ve arranged for Danny O’Brien’s grandmother to bring him in just after four – you’ll find the statement he made in the file. Makes for interesting reading.” He left me with a parting grin.




  In fact, the whole file was sparse in its detail. It gave the names and description of the missing girls, along with the dates of their disappearance, but very little more than that, other than the response from the parents about their daughters from the interviews carried out by the CID.




  The first girl went missing one lunchtime, some 12 weeks ago, from Manchester’s university. Evidently she had told a friend she was meeting someone and had never come back. Heather Thomson, 19 years of age, brunette, five foot five, slim, with a bubbly personality. No regular boyfriend. Lived with her parents in a large detached house in Chorlton-cum-Hardy – wherever that was. Doing well in her studies, taking law, apparently. Appeared to be happy and well adjusted, although her friend stated that she was going through a stress period just before her disappearance, but she never discovered the reason. There was no obvious explanation for her absconding.




  The second girl was Andrea Watkins, 20 years of age, pretty, blonde, although a little overweight, studying literature at Salford University. She simply failed to turn up at college one day and had not been heard of since. Lived in student accommodation not far from the university, and came from Stoke-on-Trent, where she lived with her parents at the weekends and term breaks. Her friends, of whom there were not many, described her as a quiet, shy girl, who didn’t mix a great deal and had no known relationships with the local male students. Another mystery.




  And, finally, there was Teresa McGill, 21 years of age, also a brunette, a third-year medical student at University College Hospital. A quiet studious type, who apparently did have a regular boyfriend of sorts – at least, regular in the sense she wasn’t seeing anyone else. The boy had been interviewed and cleared of any suspicious involvement. Teresa lodged in the student wing of the hospital. She disappeared on a Friday just over a week ago, during a break between lectures. From the personal details in the file, acquired from her parents, who lived in Chester, this was evidently the girl that Danny O’Brien had spotted in the burial scene on the moors: however, as Jim had already informed me, what the boy had thought was a small mole on her left wrist turned out to be a tattoo of a tiny butterfly. She also sported an ankle chain so Danny appeared to have got that right.




  Then, at the end of the file, there was the statement from Danny O’Brien himself. Short and brief, but very revealing in its detail. The young boy firstly explained why he was up on the moors, playing on his mountain bike on a cold, winter Sunday afternoon. Angie quickly determined from the boy’s narrative, and from what Jim had told her yesterday, that he was going through a kind of grieving process following the death of his twin sister and both of his parents in a motorway pile-up. He found that the solitude of the moors helped him to cope with his loss. He then went on to describe how the weather suddenly worsened, how the snow began to fall quite heavily, and how he almost collided with the parked and empty Land Rover -Someone had indented here that it was some kind of a 4-wheel vehicle. It was then that he had witnessed the burial of the girl, and by whatever means he used - and I was damned if I was going to speculate at this early stage- he was more or less able to identify the man involved, and, further, went on to say he might recognise him if he were to see him again. No mention was made in the statement as to how he accomplished this minor miracle, and certainly no reference to his ‘sensing’ abilities – whatever they were.




  It was actually quite descriptive, especially for a young boy. A note was made in the statement about the gown the female was wearing, and also the identifying characteristics of the tattoo and the ankle bracelet. He had even surmised that the man must have had a pickaxe with him to break through the frozen ground, as well as the spade to dig out and refill the grave. Then he fled the scene, realising after he had gone a little way that he had been spotted and was being pursued by the man in the vehicle. He escaped by way of a gully he was familiar with, and that led him back down all the way to his hometown of Hyde. It was a very well structured and phrased statement, amazingly so for a 14-year-old boy, and I wondered if perhaps his grandmother hadn’t had a hand in it. Still, it told the story clearly and concisely, and was very convincing.




  I closed the file with a sigh. I hadn’t found it all enlightening. In fact, it was heavy on rhetoric and light on factual detail. I returned to the descriptions of the three girls again, looking for some commonality. The only thing I could see was that they were all different from each other. One blonde, two brunettes, two of them on the small side, the other quite tall, each at different universities studying different subjects, pursuing different careers. And yet I found it hard to believe that these girls had simply been snatched at random – it was the lack of bodies more than anything that had steered me in that direction. Serial killers, from my experience and from my extensive studies, made little or no effort to hide their victims’ bodies. On the contrary, for certain types it fed their already inflated egos for the bodies to be easily discovered, thus increasing the challenge to the police, and also, probably more importantly, to publicise their crime. The only contradiction I could bring to mind was the case of the ‘mysoped’ – the vicious paedophile killer who needed to bury the children – invariably little girls - he’d sexually violated and murdered so he could avoid capture and continue with his gruesome pastime.




  There was also the compulsion with the archetypal serial killer to harvest trophies from their victims, sometimes part of the flesh, such as a finger, but always something that was clearly identifiable to the police.




  The only common denominator that I could see was that these victims were female – stating the obvious – and they were all students. ‘But there must be more to it than that,’ I told myself, although it was hardly shouting out at me from the pages of the file.




  * * * * * * * *




   




  “Learn anything?” Jim asked me, as he came back into the office.




  I looked at him and shook my head. “No. But there has to be something missing – something perhaps I’m not seeing.”




  “Oh? Are you referring to a motive?”




  “In a way, yes, I suppose I am. I was looking for some commonality that would tie the three girls together.”




  “Does there have to be a common denominator? I mean, couldn’t he just have snatched them at random?”




  “Not in this case, no. I don’t believe we’re talking about a typical serial killer here – there has to be something more to it than that.”




  Jim took a seat at the conference table, looking puzzled at my observation. “You’re losing me, Ange. Is there such an entity as a non-typical serial killer? Surely, someone who kills without motive on a multiple scale is classified as a serial killer?”





  “Of course. But not necessarily someone who selects his victims at random. Someone who has a compulsive urge to kill, who actually gains pleasure from it. In other words, the classic psychopath. The killer I’m referring to here is likely to be on some kind of mission, seeking revenge, for instance. Perhaps a man who blames women for some failure in his life.” I found myself shaking my head, as though I was contradicting myself. “No, even that isn’t totally right; there has to be more to it than that. That’s why I believe there has to be a commonality between the missing girls.”




  Jim scratched his head, still puzzled by my analysis. “I’m still not with you. How would that make him any different from any other serial killer? Like Sutcliffe, for example? Wasn’t there a commonality between his victims? They were all prostitutes – or, at least, he claimed they were. Or Neilson. Weren’t his victims all homosexuals? Surely they must match your criteria?”




  “ They might. But in both cases it was never clearly determined whether or not the motive was a kind of mission. Oh, I know Sutcliffe talked about hearing voices from God, but that was dismissed by the judge as a fabrication. The same with Neilson. In both cases they believed their acts would receive some public sympathy. But the truth was they enjoyed the power of killing simply for the sake of it and the immense pleasure it gave them.




  “I believe our perpetrator here is different, if only because he went to a lot of trouble to bury the victim on the moors. In itself that is persuasive, but I’ll also guarantee that if and when you find the other bodies you’ll discover there has been no sexual interference of any kind, and, more than likely, no disfigurement of the bodies. And therefore, I suspect, no trophy gathering.




  “It is pointers like that, Jim, that lead me to my conclusion we are dealing with a missionary-type killer. Someone either seeking revenge or carrying out God’s work…”




  “Okay. Say I go along with your assessment. How is that going to help us find the killer?”




  It was my turn to give him a ‘now who’s being the dummy?’ look, although I did have a grin on my face. “You find the common denominator. That alone will considerably narrow down the potential suspects, and eventually will lead you to him.




  “The other thing, if I’m right, is that now your Moors are under thickish snow, and likely to remain that way for some weeks, then the killings either will stop until the spring, or else our man will find another burial place for his victims.”




  “You mean on lower ground?”




  “Probably. Somewhere that won’t be easy to find. Remember, you wouldn’t have known anything about the moors burial if Danny O’Brien hadn’t been there last Sunday to witness it.”




  Jim pursed his lips thoughtfully, saying nothing. At that moment his intercom buzzed. It was Julie, his secretary, letting him know that Mrs O’Brien and Danny were here to see him.




  
CHAPTER FOUR




  I was surprised at just how young-looking Mrs O’Brien appeared – until I realised that, with a 14-year-old grandson, she couldn’t really be much older than mid- to late fifties. Her hair was nicely coiffured, as if she had recently visited the hairdresser, and she was attractively dressed in a dark blue tailored suit with a skirt falling modestly to just below the knee. Her face wore a serious expression as she was introduced to me. I couldn’t help noticing that she didn’t ask Jim or me to address her by her Christian name.




  Danny, on the other hand, was grinning as though he were on some great adventure. He wasn’t very tall but he was quite well built, with a mop of thick dark hair that fell across his brow. His deep brown eyes stared at me intently, giving me the impression he was trying to look inside me. I felt myself give an involuntary shudder – there was definitely something of the déjà vu’ about meeting this young man. And the more he gazed at me the more serious he became, until he was positively frowning as though he disapproved of me. I found it very disconcerting, the more so because I didn’t feel able to say anything to him in front of the others.




  “Danny, thank you for coming in – and you, Mrs O’Brien,” Jim began. “The reason we asked to see you again was because I wanted you to meet Angela, here – Angela Crossley. This is the lady who has the psychic friend you mentioned.”




  “Nice to meet you, Danny,” I said. “I’m intrigued to hear how you heard about me?”




  “Katie, me sister, told me.”




  Jim carried on as though Danny hadn’t said anything, ignoring the look of astonishment on my face. “Angela is specialised in profiling from information she receives about people.” Jim continued when Danny failed to respond to my question. “We felt that, if she were to hear your story directly, and she could ask some questions of her own, it might help us to put a more accurate image on the man you saw on the moors. Would you mind doing that for us, Danny?”




  The boy nodded, a serious expression on his face. “I don’t mind, but why can’t she just ask questions instead of me going through it all agen?”




  “Don’t be cheeky, our Danny,” his gran said.




  “That’s alright, Mrs O’Brien,” I cut in. “Danny, the reason I’d like to hear your story directly is because simply by listening to your description of what happened that day will help me create an impression of this man. I don’t mean I’ll be able to draw a picture of him; I’m not clever enough for that. But it might tell me something about him – you know, what he does for a living, for example. Is he local to the neighbourhood? How old is he? Those, and a lot more issues, I can only create by hearing your story direct. Are you happy with that?”




  His answer was to give me that look again. Then he said, “I guess. It’s up to you.”




  I settled back in my chair, trying my best to feel comfortable under his gaze. “Why not tell me why you were up there on a cold Sunday afternoon. Most boys surely would prefer to be playing football with their mates, not choosing to be on their own in a lonely, desolate place virtually in the middle of nowhere.”




  “Does it matta why I were up there? I thought yer wanted to know what ‘appened?”




  “I do, Danny. Eventually. But first I need to get to know something about you, personally – I don’t expect you to understand, but it is important, believe me.”




  “Our Danny likes to go up t’moors whenever he has the time,” his gran answered for him. “He prefers to be on his own since his parents and his twin sister were…well, they were lost to us...”




  “I’m sorry, Mrs O’Brien. And I can understand that. But, still, I would like Danny to tell me himself why he prefers to be on the moors on his own.”




  I could have sworn then; the boy was about to cry, so I said nothing. This wasn’t going to work if I upset him.




  “’Cos I’m sad,” he said, after a while. “I miss me mum and me dad, and me sister Katie – especially me sister. They was killed not long ago, and…”




  This time he did shed a tear. Just the one, from the corner of his eye. I watched it trickle down his cheek, again keeping my counsel. Better to let him work his way through it. But then he said something I found really astonishing: “But you know that yerself, now, miss, didn’t you?”




  “Don’t mind our Danny, miss. Him and his sister have always had this special something between them – I’ve given over trying to understand it, but I know she helps him to ‘sense’ things.”




  “Sorry?” was all I could think of saying. What on earth was she talking about?




  Danny sniffed, and then said, “You shoudda’ known I were sad. I’d already shown yer that.”




  Then it dawned on me. When he gave me that disconcerting gaze, and I felt he was trying to look into my very soul, in fact I had completely misunderstood. What he was trying to do was to let me see into himself. I was either blind or stupid not to have seen it. Nevertheless, it still frightened me. It had overtones of Connie and her psychic powers, and it was that kind of mystical voyeurism that literally frightened the life out of me – I had already had my share of it in the past. So I got up from the table and went to the door.




  “Are you alright, Ange?” I heard Jim ask, his voice edged with concern.




  “Excuse me. I’ll be back in a minute…” I mumbled, and hurried from the room.




  In the ladies’ washroom I rinsed my face with cold water, hoping it might clear my head. I felt positively unnerved by the experience with young Danny, and I really didn’t know what to make of it. “Why me?” I kept asking myself. “What was it about me that seemed to attract the weirdoes of the world?” I repeated to myself the possibility that in truth, perhaps I was one of them and had never realised it. The question now though was, just what the hell was I going to do about it? I could hardly ignore it – it certainly wouldn’t go away simply by my running from it. I had learned from previous experience these incidents had a habit of coming back to haunt me.




  No, I decided, the only way to deal with this was to meet it head-on. So I returned to the conference room feeling a lot clearer.




  “Jim,” I said, taking my seat once more, “would you mind if I had a few words alone with Danny?” I turned to his grandmother. “I’m sorry, Mrs O’Brien; I know it sounds a bit mysterious but I think it’s important I discuss this with Danny on a one-to-one basis. Would that be alright with you?”




  She nodded and got up from the table. “Don’t you be frightening this lady by playing your funny games, young man,” she said, pointing a finger at her grandson. Jim followed her – saying nothing, although he did give me a knowing look before he closed the door.




  “Yer didn’t look, did you?” Danny said, accusingly, as soon as they had left. “Katie did her best to help yer and yer didn’t look. Why not? What ‘you afraid of?”




  I reached across the table and took his hand. I had only the vaguest idea what he was talking about, but I had a dreadful feeling I was about to find out. “You’ll have to forgive me, Danny. It’s very difficult when there are other people around. Now, are you going to tell me how you found me?” I smiled at him, hoping it might relax him.




  His response was to scowl at me as if I were asking him a stupid question. “I told yer … me sister helps me … she’s the one who knows about yer friend … the one in the ‘ospital.”




  I felt a cold shiver run down my spine. This was positively eerie, but before I could say anything, Danny added, “She said you’re the one who could help me find the body again.”




  “Sorry. What body?” I managed to stutter.




  “The one up on ‘moors. The one that fella were burying. If there’re two of us lookin’ it’ll be easier.”




  “Could you explain what you mean by ‘Katie says I’ll be able to help’?”




  He frowned, as if I had suddenly become old and stupid.




  “She says ye’re like me. You can sense things. Only you ’ave to look.”




  “Sense things? You mean you can read my thoughts?”




  He shook his head in exasperation. “No…no. Look, I’ll show yer again.” And his eyes took on that strange penetrative glaze I had seen earlier. This time I held his gaze instead of looking away.




  And suddenly I knew. I could see what he was talking about.




  A picture formed in my mind of Danny pushing his mountain bike over the moors, alone with his thoughts. And then I felt his sadness, an overwhelming grief at the tragic loss of his family. I closed my eyes and joined him, up there in the desolate landscape. And I shared his sorrow. An immense feeling of loneliness seemed to overtake me – until Danny’s feelings became my own: my sadness, my grief. It was the most profound experience I had ever encountered.




  But it didn’t end at that. I became Danny’s eyes. He took me to a vehicle standing in the snow. I recognised it as a Land Rover, although I couldn’t make out a registration number. And beyond the vehicle I watched a man picking up a bundle from the ground; his face was blurred and hardly distinguishable. The sheet covering the bundle came open with the movement and I saw an arm and a leg appear. It was the body of a girl – a young girl. I couldn’t see the face but the sex was obvious. The girl was sporting what did in fact look like a small mole on her left wrist; I could almost make out the manufacturer’s name on the watch she wore just below that. Then I saw the ankle chain, as clearly as though I was holding it in my hand.




  My eyes moved up to the man holding the body. He wasn’t very old, probably in his mid- to late thirties. He had a slender face, with a thin, prominent chin and the pinched lips of someone in torment. Then I noticed the tears – he was weeping as if what he had done to this girl was torturing him. Although the overall effect was hazy and difficult to make out I could discern he was now trying to push the body into a newly dug grave. It wouldn’t quite fit, at least not completely horizontally. So he laid it sideways with the legs drawn up to the knees. He picked up a shovel from the ground and began to fill in the grave with recently excavated soil.




  I heard myself shout out aloud with the horror of what I was witnessing. The man suddenly stopped what he was doing as if he had heard me, and then looked straight at me. Danny grabbed his bike from the ground and raced away from the scene. I heard the man shout for ‘us’ to stop. Once. Twice. Danny/I ignored him and headed for a gully that would take ‘us’ down to Hyde and where the man wouldn’t be able to follow in his Land Rover. It didn’t prevent him from shouting out again at ‘us’ before ‘we’ disappeared from view. “I’ll find you, you young bastard. Wait and see.”




  My last vision was of the man’s face as I looked backwards. Not surprisingly, his cheeks were tear-stained but he had a look of fury on his face. I didn’t know him. Neither did I feel, as did Danny, that I might recognise him again if I ever saw him.




  “Are you okay, miss?” I heard a voice asking from the distance. It was a few seconds before I gathered my senses. I was reeling from what I can only describe as a kind of Disney fantasy ride. It was hard to believe it had really happened, and yet I knew, without doubt, it was a reality trip and not something that Danny had dreamed up for me.




  “Miss!” I heard the voice say again, this time with a definite tone of concern. “Are yer sure you’re okay?”




  Time seemed to stand still before I was able to say, “I think so, Danny. I’m not sure…did you do that to me?”




  “No, miss. All I did was let Katie show yer – if yer weren’t able to tune in youda’ seen nowt.”




  “My God!” I gasped. “How did she know? That you’d be able to make it work, I mean?”




  He merely grinned at my discomfort and then shrugged his shoulders. “We knew ’cos me sister and me – we’re both ‘sensors’. And we know when people like you’ll be able to pick up our vibes. And when I looked at yer before, I saw you. Clear like. I saw that young lady – that friend o’ yours – in hospital. The one ye’re always worrying about. I felt how much you miss her…”




  “But you’re not psychic? Or are you?”




  “What’s that mean, miss? Psychic?”




  “You don’t have visions of the future? You know, ‘see’ events before they happen?”




  He shook his head. “No. Me sister just helps me to sense things – and people. I can see people. Sometimes, if they have very strong feelings, we can pick ’em up. It’s not ‘same as reading their thoughts or owt like that. It’s just…”




  “I think I know what you mean, Danny, and you’ve allowed me to see what happened to you on the moors – and I’m grateful.” At least, I think I was! “But we still have a lot to do if we’re to catch this man. Do you think you might help us?”




  He frowned again. “How, miss?”




  “Allow me to keep in touch with you, Danny. If I need to see you again, for any reason, and at any time, try to get your gran to understand. Tell her you’re being a help to the police. Can you do that?”




  “Sure. I suppose. Yer know where we live, don’t you? But are yer comin’ up to ‘moors wi’me? Katie says you should do.”




  “I’m not sure yet, Danny. I’ll have to talk to the chief superintendent first … see if he’ll organise it for us. Is that okay?”




  When he nodded I said, “So – shall we call the others in now?”




  
CHAPTER FIVE




  “Did he behave himself, miss?” Mrs O’Brien asked when she returned with Jim. “Didn’t play any of those mind games with you?”




  I forced a smile. “He was very helpful. And I have a clear picture now of precisely what happened that Sunday on the moors. I think Danny is a very brave boy.”




  Or a very silly one, I thought to myself.




  “Did you learn anything new?” Jim asked, having no idea what Mrs O’Brien was talking about.




  I nodded. “Would it be alright if I came to see Danny again?” I said to Mrs O’Brien.




  She looked at me, puzzled at the question. “I don’t see why not…”




  Then, “He isn’t in any danger, is he? I mean, he did say this man had seen him. What if he got a good look at our Danny?”




  I didn’t mention that the last shout we’d heard was that he would find Danny. Instead, I assured her that he was perfectly safe, but that we would keep an eye on him in any event.




  I got up from my chair – a gesture that our meeting was over – and thanked them both for coming in. I breathed a sigh of relief as they both left. It didn’t stop Danny from giving me one of his fixed gazes.




   




  * * * * * * * *




   




  “So,” Jim said, “how did it go?”




  I glared at him. “You knew, didn’t you?”




  He looked genuinely puzzled, then said, “Sorry, I don’t understand. What am I supposed to have known?”




  “Oh, come off it, Jim. You know full well what I’m talking about. This business of Danny ‘sensing’ things. There’s a lot more to it than that, and you know it.”




  He shook his head in denial. “I know no more than I was able to tell you yesterday when I came over to Warwick. It was his grandmother who used the phrase ‘sensing’, not me. She said it was something he shared with his twin sister; apparently they’d inherited the gift from their mother – Mrs O’Brien’s daughter. What it means I honestly have no idea, Ange.” His hands came out pleadingly. “Why should I lie about something like that – especially as I know just how sensitive you are after Connie?”




  He paused for a moment to return my gaze, before continuing. “No, I’m sorry, but I’ve been totally up front with you about this. I gave it you just as I got it. Mind you, I’d be a liar if I said I’d not wanted to find out more about this so-called gift of Danny’s. I didn’t really buy it at first, when his gran was going on about it out … but … when he mentioned the lady with the psychic friend …well.” He looked at me levelly. “What would you have done, Ange?”




  I tried to relax, but it wasn’t working – I felt absolutely drained after the incident with Danny. Nevertheless, it always amused me whenever Jim played the innocent little boy. I still wasn’t convinced, but decided to give him the benefit of the doubt and let it go.




  “No. There’s nothing wrong with that, Jim. Except you didn’t mind at all my finding out… Anyway,” - it was my turn to glare at him to stop him interrupting - “as I’ve said, there’s more to it than just ‘sensing’. That young fella – well, it was probably him and his sister – actually took me on a journey. I don’t know how he did it, but I can only describe it as a fantastic journey to the past. Would you believe he somehow recreated for me, in real time, the actual events that took place that afternoon up on the moors?” I found myself shaking my head, still bemused at what had happened to me. “I was there with him – in that desolate place, seeing what he saw last Sunday. I witnessed every tiny detail as it unfolded before me, including a somewhat hazy vision of the killer. It was absolutely incredible… and also quite frightening …” I finished off, lamely.




  “Yeah, you look like you’re still in shock,” Jim commented. “If I didn’t know better I’d say it was some kind of hypnosis.”




  I laughed at this. “Sure, a 14-year-old with a talent for hypnosis.”




  “So, how did he do it? Any ideas?”




  I shrugged. “Not a clue, although he did say it was something he shared with Katie, his twin sister.” Suddenly I had a thought. “Do you know if they are – sorry, were – identical twins?”




  Jim shook his head. “Sorry, I can’t help you. Would that make a difference?”




  “Possibly. But I do know, even in that time with Connie, I’ve never experienced anything like it. The nearest I can get to describing it is to compare it with watching a video recording of some particular event.”




  “But you saw him – the killer? Would you recognise him if you saw him again?”




  “I might, but I can’t be certain. Besides, it isn’t much help if we don’t find him, is it?”




  “I guess not. But does that mean you’ll accept the job?”




  “I will, yes. But I have to tell you, Jim, it still goes against my better judgement.”




  He leaned across and touched my shoulder. “You don’t know how pleased I am at that. And don’t worry, Ange, this is not history repeating itself.




  “So, moving on, will you be able to build up a profile of our killer from what you’ve learned today – and maybe a photofit?”




  “Not just yet, Jim. I need to find out a lot more detail about both the killer and his victims before I can take that on. The first thing I’d like to do is talk to the people who were the last to see these girls before they disappeared – the only witnesses, in fact. After that, I want to speak with the parents – help me to build up a picture of the victims in my mind – and then…”




  “...And then what?”




  “Then I’d like to take Danny back up to the moors, to the spot where the girl was buried.”




  He looked at me, confused. “But how do you expect to find it, Ange? There are no landmarks and the whole area is deep in snow.”




  “I realise that. But until I check it out personally I don’t know just how far our young friend – and his sister – might be able to take us.”




  Jim eyes rolled in disbelief. “You’re surely not expecting Danny to lead you to the burial site? Fucking hell, Ange, it’s like something out of a horror film up there. You’ll have a job staying on your feet in those conditions, never mind uncovering a specific piece of ground.”




  “I still want to go up there, if only to get a better feel of the landscape. And, besides, what I just experienced with Danny has convinced me that my assessment of our killer was correct: it’s more than likely he is a missionary serial killer, but whether or not he’s insane it’s too early to tell.”




  “How has that confirmed it for you?” His gaze locked with mine in puzzlement.




  “I can’t exactly tell you that, Jim. You’ll just have to trust my judgement.” I could hardly tell him I’d seen the man weeping. He really would think I was crazy!




  He shrugged, non-committally. “Okay. It’s up to you – you’re the profiler. But I think we’ve done enough for today.” He rose from his chair and gathered the files together. “Come on, Ange; I’ll take you to your hotel. It isn’t too far from here.”




  
CHAPTER SIX




  Surprisingly, I was quite impressed with the Midland Hotel; historically it had belonged to the group of hotels owned by the old British Railways. It was a large Victorian building, very close to the city centre and opposite the city library. From the state of its interior I would say it had undergone a complete refurbishing in recent times. The lush carpets across the baronial entrance hall still had that feel and smell of newness to them, and I could see that the furniture in the sprawling lounge, facing the reception area, was modern and luxurious. A wide, sweeping staircase led the way to the upper floors. It certainly wasn’t the kind of hotel I was used to staying in, although it didn’t overpower me with its ambience.




  To my further astonishment, Jim had reserved a mini-suite for me: a bedroom with its own small lounge area overlooking the square, and a private bathroom that would have accommodated my rooms at the university with space to spare. I couldn’t help chuckling, especially when I discovered he had booked the suite for an indefinite period. I didn’t know whether he was trying to impress me with his new rank or whether he felt I really was that important to the case. Either way, I got the benefit. I had a couple of pound coins left in my purse to tip the bellboy after he had humped my overnight case up to the room. I know I was supposed only to be staying the one night in Manchester, but some intuition had forewarned me this would not be the case, so I had packed extra clothes in the event that they might be needed. After unpacking, which took up very little of the generous closet space, I set up my laptop, plugging it into the hotel’s electricity supply, and began transferring the information from the crime files, and also from my ‘visitation’ with Danny.




  I looked out of the window onto the square and saw, through the streetlights, that it had begun to snow. I shivered when I thought what it would be like up on the moors in this weather.




  Jim had suggested we had dinner that evening, and as we were both at a loose end I agreed. Having completed the inputting of the files onto my laptop I still had a couple of hours to spare. I settled down in one of the suite’s lounge chairs, reopened the case file on the missing women and started to reread them as if it were for the first time. I didn’t expect anything new to be disclosed, but sometimes you can miss small details at the first reading, and it’s only by going over it again and again that you can be sure you have absorbed it all.




  I was right. There was nothing new – at least in the way of clues. But it did start me thinking about my initial assessment and what exactly that might mean. Someone, as I had described to Jim, who was on some kind of a vengeance trip. For instance, it could be a man who had been abused by his mother as a child. Or else he believed he was carrying out God’s work – that is, he genuinely heard voices in his head, unlike Sutcliffe, the Yorkshire Ripper, who had tried to convince the court psychiatrists that God was talking to him.




  And, if I were right, then what kind of a person would I be trying to identify? I closed my eyes – something I always did when I wanted to think, quietly and undisturbed – and ran the scenario through my mind.




  If he were on a vengeance mission then what was it that had caused his problem? Sure, an abusing mother was a likely catalyst, but there were other possibilities. Perhaps he had been badly rejected by a woman, or women, when he was younger. But that was unlikely, otherwise he would have killed women before now. Unless of course he had done – killed them, that is – and remained undetected. Still, unlikely. No, my preference would be that it was his mother, and that he had begun his campaign of savagery only recently, possibly because it coincided with the death of his mother and freed him to carry out his campaign of revenge. But then, I puzzled, why would that cause him to hear voices from God?”




  It was an interesting thought, but I was in danger of becoming confused and I still wasn’t happy with it. It crossed my mind that, if I were on the right track, then he would hardly have gone to all that trouble to bury the body, or bodies, up on the moors. I clearly remembered informing Jim that both types of missionary killers, that is, the Visionary Killer or the Missionary Killer, would go to some lengths to hide their victims, but after what I had witnessed on the moors, albeit through the eyes of a young boy, I was no longer so unequivocal. There had been something almost reverential about the incident: his manner of burying his victim, the careful way he handled the body. These were definitely not the acts of a killer on a vengeance crusade. Certainly, that type would have attempted to hide the fruits of his work, but only so that he could avoid being captured, and certainly not out of any respect for the victim.




  So, if I were wrong about that, then what did it leave? An act of God? And, if so, what in itself did that mean? A person or persons who had breached God’s covenant in some way our killer disapproved of – so seriously, in his eyes, that it warranted their death?




  I found I was much more comfortable with this conclusion than the vengeful murderer. But it had to be a transgression of such incomparable enormity for the killer to believe that even a merciful God could not find forgiveness in His heart. This, then, could well be the missing factor that tied the three girls together, bound them to each other in the bondage of mortal sin, and contributed to their deaths. But what was it? What was the commonality?”




  The ringing of the telephone interrupted my thoughts. It was Jim, calling to collect me for dinner. When I checked my watch I realised I had been meditating for almost an hour and a half, and it had given me the inevitable headache. I groaned, wondering if I could make some excuse to get out of the meal, but realising that Jim would no doubt take it the wrong way. I swallowed two Panadol instead, then did a rapid-fire change into a skirt and blouse, hooked my blazer over my arm and went down to meet him in the lobby. I hadn’t even had the time to shower, much less renew my make-up. Still, I was hardly going to a romantic dinner, was I?




  That was confirmed when I saw that he still hadn’t changed from the clothes he was wearing this morning: a burgundy-coloured polo-neck jumper, dark blue jeans and loafers. He was dressed more for a round of golf in summer than a restaurant. I sighed, wondering what he had in mind for dinner, praying it would be anything but a McDonalds.




  He looked tired, the lines protruding from beneath his eyelids. He tried a smile when he saw me, but even that was weary.




  “You look shattered,” I said, stating the obvious.




  “Thanks for making me feel better. You, on the other hand, look like a spring day. I don’t know how you do it.”




  “You want to scrub dinner?”




  He looked around the lounge area and nodded. “We could get a sandwich in here, if you don’t mind, Ange. You’re right. I’m completely done in.”




  I looked down at my own thrown-together outfit, and decided I was turned out more for a snack than a dinner. “That’d be fine, Jim. I’m not really up to dinner anyway. I could do with a drink, though.”




  We took a seat in the lounge, and a frowning waiter handed us a bar menu. Jim stopped him walking away with a wave of his hand. “What would you like to drink, Ange?”




  “White wine and soda, with crushed ice.”




  “I’ll have a Scotch and water. We’ll give you the food order when you come back.”




  He almost snarled at the man – understandably, I thought, given the waiter’s dismissive attitude. I certainly wouldn’t want to get on the wrong side of the chief super.




  “So,” he said; “had any brilliant inspirations since I left you?”




  “Hardly,” I responded curtly, too busy checking the menu to give him much attention. “I’ll have the tuna mayonnaise and a side salad.”




  The waiter quickly returned with the drinks and Jim gave him the food order; he was limiting himself to a ham sandwich. After he had left he asked me again if I’d had any bright ideas.




  “No,” I told him. “But I am clearer about one thing. I believe our killer is on a mission for God rather than a mission of vengeance.”




  Jim rubbed his eyes with his free hand. “Wouldn’t that make him insane? And what makes you draw that conclusion?”




  “Yes. It would make him insane,” I answered the first part of his question.” All serial killers tend to be psychopathic, but with visionary, or what I describe as the missionary killer, he hears voices demanding he kills certain people: this then mean he is psychotic – or, as you just mentioned, he is insane.




  “The way he buried his last victim,” was the answer to the second part. “There was something close to a religious attitude in his method, as if he were praying over her. A revengeful killer would almost certainly attempt to hide the body, but it would be more out of a need to avoid detection than respect for the victim.”

OEBPS/Images/CoverDesign.jpg





