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    PROLOGUE




    I was still shaking my head after Jim Robbins had left me at Warwick University. To my astonishment, he had offered me a position as detective chief inspector with the newly formed National Serious Crimes Unit at Scotland Yard. I still couldn’t believe it, especially after the fiasco in Manchester, where Pauline, my lover, had unleashed her barbarous crimes on a serial killer.




    After that terrifying episode I had virtually decided to end my career with the police force; I was even considering withdrawing my application to join Jack Crane at the FBI in Quantico as a profiler.




    It was a devastating experience to accept that my lover was a murderer. On top of that, I was confused about my own sensitivity to psychic phenomena, given my recent exposure to it with Danny O’Brien. It had crossed my mind that, potentially, this was a gift that should be explored. What was puzzling me, though, was how to do it.




    * * * * * *




    So, there I was, in the cafeteria, sipping from a cold cup of coffee, and wondering how I should react to Jim’s offer; he had given me two weeks to make up my mind. It was, of course, flattering – there was no doubt about that. But did I really want to leave the comfort of the cloistered environment of the university for the cold, inhospitable world of the career criminals – the rapists, the paedophiles, the serial killers? At that moment I really didn’t know.




    I strolled through the courtyards of Warwick, immune to the chill air of the cold snap that was successfully penetrating my inadequate clothing, and gave serious thought to Jim’s offer.




    My mind was in turmoil, struggling between the horrors of Pauline’s plunge into the depths of criminal insanity and the plaguing thought that I too might have some psychic insight. Before I decided on anything this was something I had to resolve. I also had the feeling that it would determine which direction I should take in the future.


  




  

    CHAPTER ONE




    A few days later a thought came to me. I would try to arrange an appointment with Edith Morrison, the psychic aunt of an old friend from the West Midlands force, who I had met during the Connie adventures. This was assuming that, after all this time, she was still alive…




    I was in luck. Not only was she still very much alive but also she announced that she had been waiting for me to contact her since our last visit. I was tempted to ask her why, but then I had second thoughts; I would wait until I came face to face with her before I asked the question.




    I made my excuses with the dean, and a couple of days later I was setting off for Stourbridge to meet Edith. It was, once again, a cold winter’s day: the sun was shining, but it was almost as if it were bidding us goodbye, it was so watery. It gave way to a sharp wind that threatened to blow in some snow.




    The avenue in which she lived had hardly changed at all during the intervening years. The detached houses were well kept and the trees looked as if they had been cultivated to ensure their survival; well-kept lawns sweeping down to the pavements hugged the trees, comfortable in their environment.




    Edith met me with a smile and a friendly hug. Her face had aged since I last saw her and the lines had deepened around her mouth. I guessed she must be closer to 80 by now.




    “I’m so glad you decided to come,” she said. “The years have passed us by and I thought you might never come back.”




    “But…but…how…” I was shocked at her announcement.




    “…Was I expecting you?” she asked, as she escorted me through into the parlour.




    “Well – yes!”




    She led me into the same comfortable lounge that I remembered from my last visit. It too had hardly changed, apart from a carpet that betrayed its age in signs of wear, and curtains that, though they no doubt had been expensive at one time, were now showing their years.




    After we had sat down she said to me, “Do you remember, when we met, I told you that psychics do not suddenly wake up one morning to discover we have the gift presented to us, ready to deploy? Do you remember that, Angie?”




    “Well, sort of… I mean, we were talking about Connie – so I thought that whatever it was you were saying to me was related to her.”




    “At the time it was. And I was sorry to hear about her terrible misfortune. But, what I was really saying to you was that this gift we have been endowed with is an evolving blessing that can take years to reach maturity.




    “I wasn’t talking about Connie at the time, Angie; I was referring to you.”




    “Me?!” I said, surprised. “But my name didn’t even come into it.”




    “Not at that moment it hadn’t. But I knew I was in the presence of an emerging invocation. There wasn’t anything I could say that might have encouraged its manifestation, but I knew, in my psychic self, that one day in the future you would come back to me. Isn’t that why you’re here – to seek the answers to your puzzle?”




    “I…I don’t know, Edith. It’s true I wanted to ask you if I might have the gift – perhaps explore the possibility together. But it never occurred to me that it was preordained we should meet. I mean, I’m astonished – I just wanted to talk to you…”




    “And isn’t that what we’re doing?” she asked in a gentle voice.




    “Yes. Of course. But you’ve anticipated me.” I shook my head, unable to accept the reality of what she was saying. This was not what I had expected: talking about it – yes; discussing how, if the psychic gift was present in me, we might develop it – yes. But to have something like this hurled at me was pretty bloody frightening. I got up from the chair, following the impulse I had just to run away.




    “And now you want to escape – is that it?”




    “I can’t deal with this, Edith,” I exclaimed. I rubbed my forehead with the back of my hand as if I were trying to clear my thoughts.




    “Yes. I know, Angie. It’s made you afraid, hasn’t it? It isn’t surprising, you know.” She laid her hand on my shoulder. “I’m sorry if I startled you. So why don’t we sit down again and try to talk about it. See if I can’t give you some reassurance. I’ll make us some coffee.”




    I didn’t reply. I was almost in the same state of shock that had consumed me at the university. All these years and Edith had waited, patiently, knowing that at some time in the future I would return to her. But what would she expect me to do now? I mean, here I was as she had foretold, but how on earth could I seize this gift and turn it to my advantage? That’s if she was right. I was still shaking my head in disbelief when she returned with the coffee.




    “Feeling better, my dear?”




    I wasn’t sure, but I nodded all the same. The coffee was strong and hot – just what I needed.




    “Well, when we’ve finished our coffee I would like you to come with me.”




    “Come with you? Where to, Edith?”




    “To church. It’s only down the road.”




    “I don’t understand. What has this gift to do with God?”




    “Where do you think it emanates from, my dear?”




    “I…I don’t know,” I gasped, astonished at her suggestion. “What I do know is that I am not the least bit interested in religion.”




    She smiled. One of those perceptive and all-knowing smiles that used to freak me out. “You might have no interest in religion, as you say, Angie. But it certainly does have an interest in you. So what I would like us to do is to attend a local church, where you can pray to God for guidance in how you




    might best evolve His gift.”




    I stood up, almost spilling the coffee.




    “Not fucking likely, Edith! I don’t really know who you are or what your objective is, but there is no way you’re going to get me inside a church. So, if you don’t mind, I’ll take my leave of you.”




    “What?” Her face expressed surprise at my outburst. “You’ve come all this way to see me and now you want to leave? To run away?”




    “Too right I do,” I said moving towards the door. “You’re not getting me inside a church.”




    She didn’t try to stop me. All she said was, “Angie, please. If you won’t listen to what I’m saying will you at least take it away with you? And when the urge – the compulsion – causes you to question who or what you are, will you please remember what I have said and try to say a prayer to help you? I too will pray for you that you might see the light.”




    * * * * * *




    Was I glad to get out of there? All this business about praying and going to church, and seeing the light, was way over my head. I didn’t really know what she was after – perhaps to get to do a presentation to the Spiritualist Society. And I might or might not be a psychic; perhaps only time would tell. One thing I was convinced about was that Edith Morrison may have had some insight into my ephemeral qualities, but if I had followed her then God only knows where it would have led me.




    I hastened my way back to Warwick University in the cold of winter’s day, still unsure about my decision to rejoin the police force. I had the feeling that, if I were to sleep over the events of the day, I might be able to come to a momentous decision by tomorrow.




    I was troubled and spent a sleepless night, worrying about Edith Morrison and her beliefs and my own confusion about my supposed psychic qualities. Then, during the course of the night I experienced a dream. Not one of those dreams in which you try to unravel the events that took place – it was a dream of such clarity that I clearly remembered everything that happened. A young teenage girl appeared to me. She was smiling and urging me not to worry. I didn’t know what she was talking about until she said her name was Katy and she was the twin sister of Danny O’Brien. Danny had helped me out recently on a case in Manchester, when he deployed his ‘sensing’ abilities. I could recall him telling me that his deceased twin sister Katy helped him quite a lot. And here she was, suddenly appearing to me in my dreams.




    I asked her how she might help me. She repeated that I was not to worry, that she would lead me into the Way, and all would become clear to me if I had a little patience.




    I awoke feeling strangely refreshed, as if someone was now there to support and encourage me. It also cleared my mind, and I decided which direction for the future I would now take.


  




  

    CHAPTER TWO




    I used to love London on the rare occasions I visited the city. The museums, the shops, the theatres – they all held a fascination for me. But that was when I was merely a visitor, spending a day or an evening in the town: seeing a show, dining at a restaurant, and then returning home exhausted.




    This was different, though. I was now living in the place. I had a small, almost bed-sit flat, just over the river in Battersea. If I peered out of one side of a window I had a glimpse of the Thames. The place wasn’t even comfortable, and it reminded me of the apartment that Pauline used to have on the outskirts of Manchester: a tiny lounge with a kitchenette at one end, and then a small bedroom with a squeeze-in bathroom just off it. But it was – I suppose I would have to call it that – home, and it wasn’t far from New Scotland Yard. Besides, I couldn’t really afford anything more expensive; even a detective chief inspector’s salary hardly warranted the rent that owners were asking these days.




    I had already spent a few weeks at Hendon on a refresher course, mixing with all the youngsters. One of them, a serious, well-intentioned young man, made an approach to me, probably unaware that I was a detective chief inspector, much less that I must have been about ten years older than he was. I tried to hide my scepticism and politely told him I already had a serious partner. Still, it made my day. I wasn’t what you would call pretty; but I was, even so, quite attractive. I had dark auburn hair, which I kept well maintained with regular visits to the hairdressers; brown eyes; and a rather plain face that would benefit from a nose job – that might make me more attractive. At 31, though, I still had a figure that most men would like to get their hands on.




    Other than that my life had become a desert of loneliness; I had no immediate friends, no one to share my bed with, no colleagues I could even talk to. I could feel the hints of depression that had haunted me after my experiences with Connie start to settle in my subconscious. I wasn’t even sure if I wanted to fight them. I began to question my decision to join Jim in London.




    And then I thought of my life at the university. I didn’t really have any friends there either – at least, not anyone I could share my innermost thoughts with. And what would my life be like if I continued to lecture at Warwick? Dull? Boring, probably, and hardly a boyfriend in my sights. But possibly, though (and this was a matter of speculation), I might have gone to America to join the FBI. Had I wanted to I could have received a work permit over there, because my father was a US citizen – but maybe this was just fantasy.




    * * * * * *




    The day before I started at New Scotland Yard I had another dream with the girl in a red dress – the same child who had appeared to me a few weeks earlier. She gave me the same enigmatic smile and reached out for my hand. Instinctively I allowed it to happen.




    I then underwent a visionary journey in which Katy (I am assuming it was Katy) allowed me to witness a gang of armed robbers hold a family hostage in their own home whilst a man, I assume the manager of the bank, was escorted to his branch to wait for the timer on the safe to open it.




    It was weird, and I had no idea what it was all about. I could see the montage on the top of the bank, depicting its name, and underneath was the heading: Thursday/Friday – soon. I woke up startled when I realised that the manager had been shot and killed. Jesus! What was that all about?




    Then the vision disappeared and I was left wondering if this was to be my ethereal dream world in the future. I must admit that this experience did shake me up, and confused me. I awoke perspiring at the savagery expressed in the hallucination – the armed gang, the brutal treatment of the hostages, and the murder of the manager.




    Was it a portent of something that had either happened or was about to happen? I didn’t know, and since there was no one there to ask I tried to dismiss it from my consciousness.




    * * * * * *




    New Scotland Yard was a curious piece of nomenclature. I had always had visions that the central head office of the Metropolitan Police Department would be the epitome of luxury: spacious accommodations, fine fixtures and fittings, windows overlooking Whitehall. To my horror, I now discovered that I was accommodated in a basement office, with no windows and hardly any heating, and seated at my desk in a crowded space with some 30 or 40 staff nudging ever closer to me. There was also a computer I had problems accessing because of the mountain of files invading my desk.




    And here I was, supposed to be a DCI – with a salary that had little or no improvement on my previous position at the university and with none of the trimmings.




    I sighed as I realised what I had allowed Jim Robbins to talk me into. He, as a commander, was comfortably ensconced on the third floor of New Scotland Yard, with the kind of scenic windows I had been hoping for, and a secretary to go with his position. And to cap it all a superintendent, Charles Glasson, who got up my nose from the word ‘go’, now supervised us. Perhaps it was chemistry but we each took an instant dislike to each other. He was a black man, slim, around the mid-40s, balding (in fact, there was hardly a hair left on his scalp, and he compensated for this with an ugly chin beard), and his voice reminded me of a teenager struggling to become an adult.




    By all accounts, though, he was very talented. At least, that was what Jim had told me – but then, he would have to say that, wouldn’t he, after I discovered he had had no choice. Apparently the superintendent was imposed on him by the powers that be.




    “I don’t like him, Jim,” I said to him one morning a few days after had I left Hendon. “I’m not sure whether or not he doesn’t like females in general but he certainly doesn’t like me.”




    He shrugged. “Maybe you’ll have to give him time. He’s only just made superintendent.”




    “Why did you appoint him to the Serious Crime Unit?”




    “Well…to be truthful, I didn’t. I was forced to give him the job by the top brass. I don’t like to say it but it could be because of the colour of his skin. So, I don’t really know him any more than you do. Look, Ange, why don’t we wait and see what happens? I’m told he’s very talented.”




    “I’ll have to take your word for that. So, tell me, commander, what is it you want me to do? I’m supposed to have a staff of six in that overcrowded office; I still don’t yet know who they are; you and that plonker Glasson are the only people I know in this building. My desk is spilling over with files that I haven’t had time to read, so I don’t know what they’re meant to be about, and no one has given me any instructions on how to set up an intelligence department.”




    Jim gazed at me, an understanding expression on his face. “I’m sorry about the offices. We were meant to fit into the third floor here – where I am – but we’re going to have wait a while for that. As far as your staff and your department are concerned, I’m going to introduce you to Inspector Layton this afternoon; I’ve had him transferred from Paddington Green, where he headed up the Intelligence Unit there. He’ll show you the ropes. I’ll also introduce you to your staff.”




    “Good. At least something makes sense. And these files? What do you want me to do about them – become a filing clerk?”




    He laughed. “They are the cases that so far have been referred to us. Try to read them, and then ask your staff to input them into the computer. We don’t have to accept them, which really isn’t up to us. Under the new legislation, regional offices are duty-bound to refer their crimes to the new division; we read and digest them, discuss them with the area concerned, and see if they do wish us to involve ourselves.”




    “Isn’t that a little different from what you outlined to me earlier?thought it was going to be up to us to determine whether or not we took the cases over?”




    He sighed, the proverbial defence. “So it was – and it probably still is. However, I wanted us to have the time to settle in, organise our resources, before we took on something we couldn’t really handle at this stage of our development.”




    “I see?” I said cryptically. “And what if something comes up that we feel is too important to be left to a divisional office?”




    “Then you refer it to me and I will make the decision.” Then, with his inimitable style, he changed the subject. “These files you’re reading – you’ll realise they are all either open or unresolved crimes. They’ll give you a flavour of what we might be up against. You might even have some thoughts of your own.”




    “And what happens if I think they don’t deserve our attention?”




    He shrugged. “Initially that will be up to you and your team, but you’ll still have to pass on to me a shortened brief of the cases. Then I’ll decide if I agree with you.”




    It was my turn to sigh. “This is all very confusing, Jim. First you inform me that we will be the ones making the decisions; now you’ve either changed your mind or someone else has done it for you. Why can’t you be straight with me?”




    He leaned forward on the desk, cupping his chin in his hands. “I’m sorry, Ange. But those are the instructions I’ve had handed down to me. At present we’re in no-man’s-land. You’ll have to leave it with me – I’m working on it.”




    I shook my head. This certainly wasn’t what I’d expected. “There is one thing we haven’t discussed yet, Jim,” I said, trying to change the subject before I exploded.




    “Really? And what is that?”




    “My so-called extra-sensory perception. Have you any thoughts on that – or perhaps I should ask Glasson. He’s made the odd comment or two.”




    “I see. Well, I might have told him that you have an incredible insight into profiling. But he doesn’t know anything more than that. I mean, he doesn’t know anything about Manchester or the earlier traumas…”




    I looked at him levelly. “No. But he could have made his own enquires and formed his own opinions.”




    He sighed again. “You may be right, Ange. I wouldn’t know. But why don’t you give him a break? As for what I’m expecting of you – the answer is ‘nothing’. Well, nothing I can readily identify. It’s something you’ll have to work with – you know…wait until something occurs to you that escapes the rest of us.




    “When Sam Layton arrives today you can use him to head off the superintendent. And if he causes you any further grief I’ll have to have a word with him. Now, would you like some coffee?”




    “Sure. Why not?” It wasn’t very satisfactory but I was sure there was nothing he was going to do about it at the present. And the coffee was good. After a little while I pointed at him. ‘Tell me, Jim, will you have to wear that uniform every day? I mean, you do look kinda smart, but isn’t it uncomfortable?” He actually looked like someone who was about to appear on television as a police spokesman.




    He grinned. “ I hope not. We have a meeting this morning with the deputy assistant commissioner so I have to dress like this. This afternoon I’m hoping to be back in my old jeans.”




    “Yeah. Well, I doubt that. So when are you going to put in an appearance downstairs? You know, inspect the troops?”




    “Very funny. I’ll be with you this afternoon and I’ll introduce you to Sam Layton. I think you’ll like him.”




    * * * * * *




    He was right. Jim was dressed in his old jeans, a loose top and casuals. Sam arrived just before him. He was an early 30s detective inspector, good-looking, with a nice head of dark hair, deep brown eyes and a healthy tan that made him look like an athlete. He dressed not unlike Jim, with a designer set of jeans, a T-shirt and trainers. He had a quick and ready smile that I warmed to, and neither was he sycophantic with his superiors. He readily shook hands with the commander and called him by his first name, Jim. He then introduced himself as Sam, and called me Angie, but I had to turn away when he wanted to call the superintendent ‘Charlie’.




    “You can either refer to me as ‘superintendent’ or ‘sir’,” the boss growled at him.




    “Yeah. Well, you’ll have to remind me, 'cos neither of those titles sit right with me.”




    He turned away, a furious look on his face. “So, where do you want to start, Jim? Or should I ask Angie? Oh, and do I have to call you ‘ma’am’ or ‘chief inspector’?’ he asked flippantly.




    “Come on, Sam,” I said, smiling. “We’ll both have to pretend to ignore him.”




    Sam turned and pointed at the superintendent. “Well, just as long as he sits there on his fat arse I think we’ll get along fine.”




    The superintendent either didn’t hear him or he chose to ignore him. Sam came over to my desk.




    “Let me introduce the others, shall I?” Jim said, grinning. “This is Sergeant Sally Walker – expert on the criminal mind. Used to work with Sam over at Paddington in the early days.




    “Hi, Angie.”




    She was around her mid-30s, small with a blondish type of hair – or it could have been dyed. She wasn’t very pretty and there was an aggressive look about her that I came to recognise. I shook hands and smiled.




    “And this is Inspector Reed – Mark Reed. He and I have crossed paths before. He comes with a good reputation in Serious Crimes.”




    Mark was on the burly side, or was he heavily built? He was a serious type who no doubt would be like a dog shaking a bone. His hand came up first to shake mine.




    “Hi, Mark. Glad you could join us,” I said. He nodded.




    “And these are our two DC's. Meet DC Laura Metalski – you’ll just have to remember to call her ‘Laura’, ’cos most of the time I can’t recall her surname. And the other one is Peter Wadkins. Shake hands with the boss, you two.”




    They were both young and rather eager, not the type to let loose on their own. Laura was in her early 20s with short dark hair – she was the only one who gave me a short bow, which made me profoundly uncomfortable. “The name is Angie, Laura. Can you remember that?”




    “Sorry, ma’am…Angie. Yes, of course I can.”




    “Pleased to meet you, Angie,” Peter said with a firm voice.




    He was about the same age as Laura but didn’t have the same maturity about him. I wondered how I would get on with my crew, not having been the one who had selected any of them.




    “So, I’m sorry about the offices,” Jim was saying. “We’re supposed to be moving up to the third floor but I think I’ll be drawing my pension before that happens. You’ll just have to make yourselves comfortable in this corner of the building. You’ll find we share the computer systems with the rest of the gang but you will have your own direct telephone lines. So, if you want to get hold of one of us we can do it without having to go through the main system. And we each of us have our mobile phones, which I suggest you exchange numbers now. Try to remember the numbers, will you?”


  




  

    CHAPTER THREE




    After Jim had left I turned to the group and said, “Now, I’ve been given a set of files” – I pointed to my desk – “which I haven’t yet read. And I have to tell you that I have no idea how I set up an intelligence department. I’m told, Sam, that that is something you can help with. Am I right?”




    He nodded. “Sure. It’s no great sweat. First, we set up the cases that have been referred to us, or at least the ones we decide are too important to be left with the local divisions, and then we correlate the information these people” – this time he was the one who was pointing around the room – “will feed us with from to time. Then we crosscheck them with the various intelligence sources available to us – there is already a list of databases we can interrogate. Occasionally, if the case is local, we can question whoever the grass happens to be. In other words, we build up our intelligence from the basics: databases, interrogations, whatever we can find from local sources.




    “If we’re able to arrive at a conclusion, or recommendations, whatever the case may be, we formulate plans for the executive staff – the strike team – to implement.




    “Ther’ya – I told you it was easy. Any questions?”




    “There is one point I don’t believe you’re aware of yet, Sam,” I said almost chastely. “The commander has informed me that as of now we are not in a position to make a decision about these cases. Our brief is first we input the info in the files onto the computer, do whatever we have to do from an intelligence point of view, and then we transpose that onto a formal briefing to the commander. Either he will then make a decision or else it will have to be referred back upstairs.”




    “What?!” they all echoed in unison. “Hey, come on, Angie,” Sam said. “This is not why I joined this outfit – not why I was persuaded to leave the Murder Squad and join Jim Robbins in this new set-up. You’re sure you have it right?”




    “I’m sure,” I confirmed. “I was informed this morning.”




    “Well, the hell with it,” he snapped. “I’m off to see the commander right now, and if he confirms what you’ve just told us then I’m off.”




    As he turned I laid my hand on his arm. “Whoa. Slow down, Sam. I’ve talked to Jim about this and he assures me he is working on it. So why don’t we leave it with him for now?”




    He hesitated, and then Mark said, “Have any of the cases referred to us been important?”




    “Not that I’m aware of, but I guess these files are here for a reason,” I replied. “So in the meantime I suggest we each of us read them.’ I handed them out amongst the group “Every one of them, as you’ll realise, is still open, and we may be able to provide an input. But in any event we have to log them into the computer. So, let’s get to it, shall we?”




    “And what are these guys going to be doing?” Sally enquired, gesturing around the crowded room.




    “Evidently they’re here as a filter; they sort out the cases and pass on to us the important ones. I don’t think Jim has yet informed them of the changes.”




    Sam grinned. “I can see that – the super-arsehole over there still looks important.”




    * * * * * *




    The first file I opened was a report of a serial rapist. The detail was pretty sparse and there was little evidence other than the MO; it did appear to indicate that the same offender was at work.




    He attacked young girls late at night coming home from the local Met station. The route appeared to be haphazard; in other words, he travelled on various Met lines, seeking out his next victim. It seemed likely that his attacks might be spontaneous. In all probability he travelled on the same train as the girls, selected his victim and then got off at her tube station.




    He must have followed the girls until he spotted a quiet pedestrian road, at which point he grabbed them and held a knife to their throats, threatening to kill them unless they submitted. Then he sexually assaulted the girls and raped them. None of the girls was able to give an accurate description because he invariably wore a hood concealing his features; on the one occasion when his face was exposed the girl refused to try to identify him because he said he would return and kill her. What had really frightened her was the blood trickling down her throat where his knife had pierced the flesh when she tried to resist.




    So far eight girls in their early 20s had been raped across a circumference that circled the local suburbs around London. It was a classic serial rapist case: very little in the way of clues, no DNA samples because he obviously used condoms (which he probably disposed of locally: something to look into?), and shocked, distressed young girls who would take years to get over the assaults, if ever, and who could remember very little of their assailant other than his threats of violence.




    What concerned me was that a typical rapist wasn’t satisfied after a while with extracting vengeance on the unsuspecting female by violating her; at some time, assuming he wasn’t stopped, he might venture into butchery of a more terminal nature. In other words – murder. So far, these eight young girls, probably unknowingly, had been lucky to escape with their lives.




    I placed the file to one side, allowing myself time to digest it. I would think about it further before making a recommendation to Jim. It was not something we could ignore, especially as the Met had asked for our assistance.




    Laura interrupted my thoughts – whatever her surname was.




    “I think you should have a look at this – er, Angie.”




    She passed over the file she was reading. It was a murder investigation. Again, a young girl, 19 years of age, who had been raped and then strangled, and dumped in an active tip; she had severe bruising around her neck and some bite marks on her throat – a possible forensic ID. One of the employees discovered her body a few days later after the attack, when their bulldozer was shifting some debris. Whoever had killed her had been very careful to try and hide the body. She could have lain there forever but for the bulldozer.




    “It’s a tragic case,” I commented. “But why do you think it would attract my attention?”




    “Because I knew her – well, I know her family. They live in the same road as I do. In Kilburn. Her name was Kathleen – Kathleen Fisher. She seemed to be a nice girl but I knew her parents more.”




    “Did you know she’d been murdered?”




    “No. I had no idea. I don’t believe the police have announced it yet.”




    “Strange. And yet here it is in the file as an open case of rape and murder. I think you’re right, Laura. This is something we should check into. I’ll ask Sam to contact this…Detective Inspector Summerville at Kilburn? He’s in charge of the case; ask him for some details – like why hasn’t it been announced yet?”




    “Are we allowed to do that – I mean, after what you said this morning?’




    I smiled and gave her a knowing look. “We’re still allowed to ask for further details, Laura. We’re not asking him to hand the case over to us.”




    “Oh. Right. Will do. Shall I ask Sam to enquire if they’ve had any similar cases in the same area?”




    “Good idea.” In the meantime I asked Mark Reed to list the full names and addresses of the raped girls from my own file – where they worked, and any contact numbers – and pass them on to Sam.




    The rest of the crime unit was busily making contacts throughout the various police forces. Some of the more senior CID officers had been recruited from the outlying districts and were busy communicating with their old pals. I wasn’t the senior figure in the group so it was none of my business.




    * * * * * *




    I went back to another file to see what it might contain.




    It came as a real shock. The dream I had experienced some time ago was brought back vividly into my consciousness.




    The file contained the description of a gang of armed bank robbers operating around the Hertfordshire towns. It was almost exactly what I had dreamed about, with the exception that there was no little girl in red.




    The format might have been one that had been tried before, but it still seemed to work. What the gang did was to storm the home of a bank manager late on a Sunday evening and hold the family hostage. Then they allowed the manager to go to his branch with two of the gang on the Monday morning, worrying about his family, waited until the time switch on the safe opened it, and then proceeded to steal the contents. I was looking at the fourth branch that had been raided this way, and each time it was in a different town and in a different bank. So far they had hit St Albans and taken close to £100,000 there, followed by Hatfield with over £200,000, then Hemel Hempstead with about the same amount, and most recently Berkhampstead, where the take was much smaller. It appeared that word had got around and, as it was accepted the police couldn’t protect the homes of each and every manager, the various banks’ head offices were now making sure that all the safes were emptied on Friday nights.




    Why it had come to our desk was a mystery; this was something for the Armed Response Unit.




    I left my desk and went to the toilets to think. What the hell was happening to me? First I had the dream in which Katy appeared to me. That had been comforting and had given me some reassurance. Now, I felt as if the rug had been pulled from under me. I had visually experienced prescience, as if I had been in the house watching the family being tied up, and then been following two of the robbers as they escorted the manager to the bank the following morning.




    Or was this some kind of a revelation? Was this something that was going to occur whilst I was sleeping? Or – and this was something that really scared me – unless I was able to resist these apparitions would they eventually begin to manifest themselves to me while I was awake? As they did with Connie, my teenage friend, who was now hospitalised in a penal unit.




    I rinsed my face with cold water, hoping it might clear my head. It didn’t. As I had been away from my desk now for some time now, and realised that people might be asking questions, I decided I had to get back.




    I was still pondering the dreams when Sam came to my desk – it wasn’t a difficult thing to do, as he was sat only three feet away!




    “There’s one here we might take a look at,” he suggested.




    I was still shaking.




    “Are you alright, Angie? You look as if you’ve seen a ghost.”




    “No. I’m fine, Sam. So what’s so interesting about your case?” I was just remembering then that, in my dream, the bank manager, whoever he was, had been shot and killed.




    “Well, I was talking to Laura, and she said you wanted me to speak with Detective Inspector Summerville in Kilburn about the young girl murdered from her street – well, raped and murdered. This case here is a second girl who was raped and murdered, and it’s in Maida Vale, not too far from where the first girl died. She also had bite marks around her neck. It seems to me they could be connected?”




    I frowned at the news. “Hmm. I’m surprised the two police districts haven’t contacted each other.”




    “I’ll ask the super … maybe they already have.”




    “In which case they should have told us. But ask him anyway.”




    “If I’m right we could have a serial killer on our hands.”




    I paused before replying. This was one of the questions I had asked myself before I agreed to join Jim in his new crime unit. Did I really want to immerse myself in the sordid world of the psychopaths, the dysfunctional, the sociopaths, and any other type of deviant who would cross my path?




    At that moment I really wasn’t too sure. It was only after my experience with Edith Morrison – I stopped myself then. No, that wasn’t true. It was after my reality dream with Katy that I had decided that this was the way I wanted to go.




    I sighed. This, then, was my decision, and I would face it head-on.




    “You could be right, Sam. How were they found?”




    He checked the file he was holding. “More or less the same MO. Came off the underground late one night; whoever killed them must have been on the same train, following them; caught them in a blind spot and dragged each girl into an alleyway. Then tore off their lower garments, raped them, and strangled them with a pair of their own tights. With the Kilburn girl she was dumped in a nearby tip – as you already know. As yet I’m not sure where the Maida Vale girl was found. I’ll have to enquire – it isn’t in the file.”




    “So there’s no way of knowing if this a pattern?”




    “I guess not. Both girls were identified because their purses were not touched and the addresses were inside.”




    I shuddered. God only knew what they must have gone through.




    “Check through the other rape files and see if there are any similar connections.” I pointed to Inspector Reed. “Mark there has a file listing a case of a serial rapist who has attacked eight girls during the last 12 months – around the railway stations circling London. Let’s check into this. Ask the superintendent if he’ll put some of the others onto it. Tell him we’re concerned that in essence sadistic offenders, as this one appears to be, almost invariably become serial killers if they’re not caught.”




    * * * * * *




    After he had left I had a sudden inspiration. I decided I had to speak with Jim.




    Another senior officer was with him when I entered; I was about to leave when he said, “Wait a sec, Ange, the commander was just leaving.”




    It was a nice office, a great improvement on the basement, and it had a clear view of the rain! He had a large desk in front of his own desk where he would be able to conduct meetings. This was where he was sitting when I entered.




    I explained to him about my dream and how it now appeared to have come true; I showed him the file I’d been reading about the bank robbers. In particular, I emphasised that the bank manager in my dreams was dead.




    “What do you think I should?” I asked him.




    He rubbed his chin thoughtfully. “Do you know where the next attack might take place? Or when, for that matter?”




    I shook my head. “Not really. Except it will be in the same area.”




    He looked at the file and studied it for a few moments. “Do you mean in the county of Hertfordshire?”




    I nodded. “I seem to remember from my dreams that it will be in Watford – and soon.”




    He shrugged. “I’m not sure what we can do with that information. I can hardly ring the Herts police and warn them the next attack might be in Watford and soon. Can I?”




    I had to agree with him. Then I said, “Why not inform them we have received an anonymous tip that the next raid is likely to be in Watford? We don’t exactly know when but it will be soon.”




    He leaned forward on his desk, frowning. “You know, Ange, these bloody dreams of yours might well become our nightmares.”




    “So what do you want me to do about them?” I snapped. “Keep them to myself? Would that make you happier?”




    “I don’t honestly know. But you have to admit you’ve given me the flimsiest of information.” Wearily he raised his shoulders. “Okay, I’ll do as you suggest. Leave it with me.”




    I thanked him; at least my conscience was clear now. I returned to my office and the duties of the day.




    I was turning my attention to the serial rapist who might or might not have become a murderer when a bellowing voice interrupted my thoughts.




    “Crossley.”




    A finger was pointed at me from the far aside of the room. It was Glasson gesturing at me. I could almost hear the growl from where I was. I decided to ignore him.




    “Crossley.” The voice boomed out again.




    I kept my head down but, over the top of my eyes, I could see that everyone in the room was looking at me. There was a deathly silence all around me.




    Suddenly he was standing in front of me. “Are you deaf, Crossley?” he roared.




    “No. I am not deaf, superintendent. But if you wish to communicate with me then either you address me as Chief Inspector Crossley – or you may call me Ma’am. Now, which is it to be?”




    I looked at his face and I thought he was going to hit me. “How dare you talk to me like that? Do you know who I am?”




    I maintained a stony silence, and then I allowed my voice to rise so the officers in the room could hear me. “I will talk to you, superintendent, in exactly the way you inspire me. You’re abusive and you treat me with contempt, so that’s how I will treat you. Is that clear enough for you?’




    Glasson just stood there, unable to speak. His face was flushed and he genuinely looked as if he were about to have a heart attack. Then he stormed off – no doubt to report me to Commander Robbins.




    There were grins around the room, which I silenced with a glare of my own. Sam came across with the files. “Sorry, Angie. I’ve had a word with the super at Kilburn and he didn’t want to talk to me; seems I’ve overstepped the mark.”




    “Did you catch his name?”




    He looked at the file. “Yeah. Superintendent Ackerson.”




    “And what did he say exactly?”




    “Well, you know, he was more or less – huffy. Wanted to know why my superior officer hadn’t contacted him.”




    I frowned at the implication. So that was what had upset Glasson. Ackerson had obviously been in touch with the super. It was just as well, because now I could sort it out with Jim and see if he agreed with me.




    “That’s okay, Sam. Spread the workload round the room – say the instructions have come from me. I want this investigation to begin immediately.”




    “Okay. Will do.”




    I picked up another file, determined not to allow Glasson to discourage me. This was about an unpremeditated shooting in Brixton. Two young men, both black, had walked into a bookie, selected a couple of the punters, and shot them through the head.




    Some kind of revenge shooting. It was yet another tragic case, but I didn’t feel it warranted our attention.




    Then my phone rang. It was Jim, asking me – asking, not ordering – if I would go up to his office.




    “Now?” I enquired.




    “Yes. If you don’t mind, Ange.”




    Superintendent Glasson was sitting in Jim’s office, a scowl on his face.




    “Ange, the super here has informed me that you evidently went over his head to contact Ackerson in Kilburn, and when he tried to discuss it with you were impertinent. Can you explain?’




    “Jim,” I replied, “there are two issues here I would like you to deal with. The first is that no one informed me that whenever I want some action on a case then I am duty bound to clear it with Glasson here. If that is the case then you can have my resignation. The second thing is I do not like to be abused or shouted at by my surname so everyone in the room can hear him. That I will not accept.




    “Now, do you want me to tender my resignation?”




    “Hold on, Ange. I’m not supporting either of you at the moment.”




    The superintendent leaned on the table, still glowering. “One of her officers going over my head is totally unacceptable. And her disrespect for her immediate boss also needs to be dealt with.”




    Jim glared back at him and thrust his face forward until he was almost touching Glasson. “No. It doesn’t. If you want respect, superintendent, then you have to earn it. My understanding is that the chief inspector demanded that you first give her the respect she is entitled to, which evidently you failed to do.




    “And as for contacting another super in a different station, then you have to accept that Ms Crossley’s department is not under your control. She has my full authorisation to contact whomsoever she needs to – whether that is a superintendent or even a more senior rank. That is up to her and her department.




    “As for the present issue, it seems to me that if your colleague in Kilburn is refusing to speak with one of her officers then she is perfectly entitled to take over the authority and responsibility and organise whatever appropriate forces she feels are necessary to deal with the situation.




    “Now, Superintendent Glasson, do I make myself clear?”




    He stood there, open-mouthed, unable to say anything. Then he came out with, “Yes, sir; that is very clear,” and walked out, a deep blush on his face.




    After he had gone, Jim grinned at me and said, “That didn’t take too long, did it? Now, what’s with the resignation issue?”




    I shook my head. I wasn’t sure where it had come from but it seemed to me to be symptomatic of the way I was feeling. “I don’t know. But … I have to tell you, Jim, I’m finding these visions very worrying.”




    “I can understand that, Ange. They worry me too. The question is, how do we stop them – or do we really want to stop them? I’ll have to think about your situation, see what I can come up with.”




    “Sure – but they are so vivid they frighten me.”




    “I thought you’d had only the one – the story of the bank robbers?”




    “That’s only correct as far as I told you. But there have been others and I do know it has some connection with Danny O’Brien.”




    “The kid in Manchester? The one with the deceased twin sister?”




    “Yes. And don’t ask me to explain it, because I can’t. I think I might go up there and talk to him – see if he can throw any light on it.”




    “Hmm,” he said. “I can see what you’re thinking – but can’t you just ring him?”




    “No, Jim. I can’t. This has to be face to face.”




    “So when do you think you might go up there?”




    I shrugged my shoulders with the frustration. “I’m not sure. I want to sleep on it and see how I feel then.”




    “Okay. And your resignation?” He grinned at this, as if I were joking.




    “I’m sorry, Jim. But, these visions aside, I don’t really feel I fit in here.” I felt myself frowning. “I don’t like the set-up here, I don’t like your change of decision making and I certainly don’t like Battersea.”




    He stood up. “Why don’t we both sleep on it, Ange? And talk tomorrow? Is that alright with you?”




    I nodded my agreement, and then said, “What about Ackerson? What do I do about him?”




    “Okay. Let me have a word with him. Then I’ll get him to contact you direct.




    “Quite a morning, if you don’t mind my saying.”




    “Well, thanks for your support, Jim,” I said. “I doubt I could have carried on working with Glasson without it.”




    “Oh, I don’t think we’ve heard the last of him. My understanding is he has some heavyweight support from up above; it won’t take him too long to contact whoever that might be. I’ll keep you informed, but if it is brought to a head then we might be lucky and get rid of him.”




    “I hope you’re right.”




    “Have you thought about moving from Battersea?”




    I shrugged. Actually, it was bloody awful, and I wasn’t sure how long I could stick it. “What can I say? I can’t afford some of the more expensive flats on this side of the river,” I said. “Not what I would call home yet but it’s handy for the Yard. Perhaps if I get a rise I might find somewhere else to live.




    “How about you? Are you happily married now?”




    He grinned. “Yeah. You could say that. Audrey, my wife, is delighted to be back living in London – we have quite a nice house in Islington.” There was brief pause, then he added, “Let me think about your domestic situation, Ange. I’ll talk to you tomorrow.”




    “I’m glad for you. I hope it works out as you wanted. I’ll speak to you later.”


  




  

    CHAPTER FOUR




    The office was quiet when I got back to my desk. Glasson was keeping his head down, but I could still see the flush on his face. I doubted if he would ever be the same again after Jim’s admonishment. And neither would it have endeared him to me.




    I called Sam and Laura over. “Collect the files from Mark, will you? He will have listed out all the details of the girls. Then try again with the superintendent; I would like his team to go over the ground and interview the victims. I think you’ll find him very cooperative.”




    They grinned. “Do you mean the rapist files or the ones about the murders?”




    “Or both?” Laura chimed in.




    “The rapist files. You can tell him about the two murdered girls but inform him that we will be looking into that. Then arrange for me to talk to the inspectors dealing with the cases.”




    I checked the files through to Glasson’s desk to see how he would react. He put on his charming face, went through the files with them and nodded his agreement. Would you believe it - He was going to play ball – which might make my life easier.




    * * * * * *




    I thought about my conversation with Jim and the consequences it could have on my career. What I had said to him was absolutely true: at the present I didn’t feel I would be able to fit in here. It wasn’t so much the job and the new faces; it wasn’t even Glasson, the insufferable prick; I simply didn’t feel at home in this environment.




    Sure, I remembered all the details when it came to chasing criminals; some of it was interesting – provided I kept away from the sharp end. From time to time I still suffered from severe headaches, no doubt due to the small plate in my skull after the incident in the basement with Connie. But what I believe was influencing my decision most was the dreams. I didn’t know how to stop them and I felt as if they were beginning to control my life. I felt I had to go and talk with Danny O’Brien as soon as possible and ask him for help.




    When Superintendent Ackerson contacted me he was quite charming, no doubt influenced by Jim’s overtures. I had just put the phone down when Sam appeared. “I’ve just had a Detective Inspector Summerville, from Kilburn, on the phone; he can see us this afternoon, Angie.” He looked at his notes. “Laura tells me that the other one, Detective Inspector Harding, at Maida Vale, won’t be back until tomorrow. Do you want me to come with you?”




    “Yes. You and Laura. What time is the meeting?”




    He grinned. “After lunch. Which is due about now, if you’re ready.”




    I stood up. “Yes. I could do with a break. Ask the others if they can join us.”




    * * * * * *




    I wasn’t impressed with the canteen – even less so when the others told me I was entitled to dine with the echelon in their private dining room. It was a long bare room, almost stripped of all essentials. There was faded lino on the floor and the walls reminded me of one of those old-fashioned hospital waiting rooms. I didn’t relish the prospect of dining here, but, however unfortunate it might be, there was no way I was going to eat upstairs with the higher echelon.




    “That isn’t for me,” I said to myself after a moment, and ordered the fish and chips from a cold plate. “I would much prefer eating with my own bunch than with higher-ups.”




    We talked during lunch. Actually, it was more a case of me doing the talking, asking them questions about their backgrounds, their families, their children, whilst they were providing the answers.




    Of the five of them the only married one was Mark. He had two children, both boys, aged five and two. His wife was a schoolteacher before they were married and Mark had met her following a break-in at the school.




    Sam Layton was a ‘jack the lad’. I doubted if he would ever get married, he was so attractive to the ladies. Sally Walker had been married, for a while. She didn’t seem to want to talk about the split with her husband, so I didn’t pursue it. And as for the two DCs, Peter Wadkins and Laura Metalski, they were too young to contemplate marriage. Peter had come from a family of detectives – his father had only recently retired – whilst Laura, who was descended from Polish refugees, was too keen to get on in the force even to think about a relationship.




    It was an informative lunch – and very enjoyable, apart from the food. It broke up when Sam asked me if I had ever married. My relationship with Pauline in Manchester wasn’t something I would discuss with anybody, so I simply grinned and said: “No.”




    * * * * * *




    I was surprised to learn, when we arrived at Kilburn, that Detective Inspector Summerville was an attractive woman in her early 40s, with auburn hair and pale blue eyes. There was something formidable about her, almost making a statement that she would brook no interference. No doubt she had years of experience behind her, and I certainly wouldn’t have liked to cross her.




    I shook hands with her and introduced my two colleagues as we went into her office. It was rather cramped, as is the style these days, and we had a job to fit into the tight space.




    “You want to talk about Kathleen Fisher, I presume?”




    “Yes. I will also want to talk to her family.”




    “Do you think that’s wise?”




    Oh, shit, I thought to myself. Here we have another one. What is it about power that makes some people so fucking insufferable?




    “I believe I’m the best one to decide if it’s wise or not, Detective Inspector Summerville. Now, what can you tell us about Katherine Fisher?”




    Her face coloured up – not the first time I’d seen that today. “I’m sorry,” she said. “Of course, you’re right.” She opened a copy of the file and passed me a photograph of the young girl. She had probably been pretty at one time – before her assailant had attacked her with a knife. Now her face was bloated from all the bruising, a knife tear had ripped open one side of her cheek, and some of her teeth were missing. She had obviously suffered terribly in her attempts to resist him.




    “She was 19. Spending her first year in college, studying to be a solicitor. Nice family – her father works for the local council. I believe he’s some kind of a bookkeeper.”




    “What can you tell us about her?” Sam asked politely.




    “Nothing of any consequence. She was pretty, although you can’t tell that from the photograph, intelligent, and had a number of friends. Spent most of her spare time studying rather than playing the teenage game. It is a real tragedy.”




    “Where was she killed?” I asked.




    “We’re not sure. We know she got off the tube at Kilburn High Street; after that we have no idea, except her body was discovered the next day in a nearby tip.” She trembled at the telling of the story. “We can only assume her attacker must have followed her from the train, then perhaps had a van parked nearby, and grabbed her.”




    She pointed to a photo of the victim. “These bite marks are the only clues. It may be possible to trace him from these – especially with the new DNA formula.”




    “Why haven’t you announced the murder – publicly, I mean?”




    “Well, we have, but only in the local news. We were going to announce it to the nationals when a second girl was murdered. Nearby, in Maida Vale. She was in her early 20s and had similar bite marks on her neck. I believe Forensics are now comparing the tooth marks to check if there is a match.”




    “Okay,” I said, “I can understand that; but why haven’t the two case been brought together? We have two separate files on the victims, and it was only because of our own cross-referencing that we were able to tie the two together.”




    The detective inspector coughed, somewhat embarrassed. “I think it was due to a misunderstanding between the two forces: I thought Inspector Harding from Maida Vale would tie them together, but he thought I would be doing it. I’m so sorry if this has complicated matters.”




    I shrugged. What the hell – at least we had found the connections.




    “When do you expect to hear from Forensics?”




    “I’m not sure. They have only had the cases for a few days; I expect it will be some time next week.”




    I nodded to Sam. “Chase them up, Sam, will you? Tell them we want the results today.”




    He was already on the phone giving instructions.




    “Do you have a copy of the Maida Vale file here?” I asked.




    “Yes.” She handed me the file with the victim’s photos, both before and after her murder. She too had been attacked viciously, either with the murderer’s fists or, possibly, with a knife. Her face was a terrible mess.




    “Where was her body discovered? Do you know?”




    “Only from the reports. She was found in an alleyway, and we understand he must have been disturbed, because it seems he ran away and jumped over a fence into somebody’s back garden.”




    “So who now is handling this, inspector?”




    “Well, we thought you were – the Serious Crime Squad. I mean, both files have been passed to you, together with the appropriate details, so we assumed it will now be your responsibility.”




    I sighed at her presumption. “I can understand you assuming that; however, these decisions have to be made by our commander. It might have helped our cause if you’d waited for the forensics to come back.”




    “I take your point,” she retorted sarcastically, “but the decision wasn’t mine to make. You’ll have to take it up with our superintendent. I believe you’ve already spoken with him.”




    “I will certainly do that. But, in the meantime, I’ll leave contacting the parents until we get the results. What other evidence have you uncovered?”




    “Well, we’ve already set-up an incident scene, we’ve made comprehensive enquires with the train company, including CCTV images, and with locals who we suspected might have been in the area at the time. We’ve also conducted house-to-house enquires around the district to see if anyone saw or might have heard anything. So far, nothing, other than the Maida Vale case, where he was seen running away.”




    “Did you check the sex offenders list?”




    “Of course. We do that as a matter of routine. I believe the same line of investigation has taken place in Maida Vale under Inspector Harding, and again, I believe, the results are the same. We have nothing except the bite marks. No semen; no skin marks under the girls’ fingernails; no fabrics that might identify him.” She shrugged. “I’m sorry, chief inspector, but we’re at a dead end.”




    I stood up to go. “We’ll leave it at that for now, detective inspector. And thanks for your help – we’ll be in touch.”




    “What do you mean, ‘thanks for your help’?” Sam asked as we left. “She was hardly helpful.”




    “Politeness, Sam; that’s all. You don’t know when we might need her again.” I paused as we got into the car. “Have you got the address of the other girl who was raped – the one with blood on her neck, who we believe might not be connected to these two murders?”




    “Sure. She lives in Camden.” He checked his watch. “I’m not sure if she’ll be home yet – that’s if she’s back at work. She was pretty devastated, according to the file.”




    “Let’s try her, shall we? But this time you can drop me off; I’ll speak to her alone. You two get on back to the Yard. She might be more responsive with a female asking the questions.”




    He shrugged. “As you wish; you’re the boss.”


  




  

    CHAPTER FIVE




    Camden was a trendy place, with a long high street filled with boutique-type shops and fashionable restaurants, a busy weekend market that attracted thousand of tourists, and rows and rows of terraced houses that would cost a fortune these days. I found Rachel’s flat a couple of streets behind Camden Town tube station. She shared it with a female friend; neither was in, so I decided to take a cup of coffee and go back in a half an hour.




    I found a nearby café with outdoor seating, where it was nice to sit out in the winter sunshine. I noticed, unlike the area in which I lived, that there were more Asians living in Camden, so the place was ablaze with colour. The time passed quickly, and when I returned to the flat Rachel Humphries, the girl I wanted to see, was at home. She still appeared distressed as she opened the door, making sure the lock was on the chain. She was also a brunette, with her long hair framing what must have been at one time an attractive face. Now her face was lined, as if she had borne a lot of grief, and one or two tears were still forming in the corners of her dark brown eyes. I felt sympathy for her at her ordeal.
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