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To those who survive, even when fear seems insurmountable, and hope feels distant.
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Chapter 1
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What a beautiful sight it would have been, watching the sun rise over the hill top of the maize plantation, the sky glittering with shades of pink and blue and the gold sparks busting on the cornstalks, she tried to find the beauty in it, but not for today, this is a sight for sore eyes, she had to distract herself or the pain Will start to get worse, it was unbearable but she manage to fall asleep through it or maybe she had been intoxicated again, she could barely remember, all she knows is when she opened her eyes she was bound with cable ties on a steel pole and stripped off her clothes and only in her black lace underwear and a black and red lace bra that kept her breast in perfect position, it was actually the bra that helped get her good tips at the night club. She had a body that looked like it belonged to a twenty one year old but in actual fact she was thirty five and a mother of three.

The steel pole grated on her bare back, and every time she moved the cable ties cut deeper into her wrists. But it wasn’t nearly as bad as what the creepy man with the baseball cap had been torturing her with. She kept thinking if she had seen him before, if she had done something at the club to offend him that caused her to be in this predicament. But nothing rang a bell, she had never seen this monster before. She heard his heavy footsteps from behind her, coming closer and closer. 

Her body began to shake with fear of what’s going to happen next. She cleared her mind of any thoughts and quickly remained calm and shut her eyes pretending to be asleep, she thought maybe her punishment was over and he was here to release her, set her free so she can go back home to her children. But that was very unlikely, she heard another noise dragging as he walked towards her, as If he pulled something along with him, then she remember it was the whip he used on her. She never looked at it once, she just closed her eyes as he went blow after blow on her bare body, her body started to tremble at the thought and she gave out the loudest scream but obviously No one was there to hear it accept for the creep standing in front of her, giggling, he felt nothing at all and she didn’t understand what he wanted from her, he hasn’t touched her inappropriately, well not as yet anyway, he hasn’t robbed her or he would have gotten rid of her at the very beginning,

“what is it? please tell me what is It that you want from me” she cried.

At first her screams were a plea for help, hoping someone could hear her but now her screams were of pain knowing that No one was coming to save her.

“I will consider letting you go” the man said in a course voice, he sounded like someone who smokes heavily, 

“but first you have to repent for your sins” .

He said this to her over and over again and after every time he said that, his anger grew deeper and deeper and he lashed her harder and harder. She fought hard trying to regain consciousness so she could try and think if she had committed any sins. Everyone who knew her, knows she has been a good mother, not the best, but she tried hard. Working two jobs, one day job as a receptionist, which could not even accommodate her bills and one at night as a stripper were she made a decent amount of money so she and her kids could survive because her lousy drunk husband who she walked out on 3 years ago could do nothing for them. And she was whipped again. 

“confess your sins” he said again. 

“I don’t know what you are talking about” she screamed as she bent her back against the steel pole, and she felt the blood drip from her bound wrists.

“I will make you remember” he said breathing heavily into her ear. 

He struck her again and again and blood poured from her new wound but she barely felt it, her body became numb, all she could feel was the rope cutting deeper into her wrist and the pool of blood that was collecting for over an hour. Whippp, he struck her again and she screamed in agony. 

“Please... Let me go, tell me whatever you want... I’ll give it to you, just let me go”. 

“Repent of your sins” he shouted and she twisted her hands and forced her hands forward, releasing them and she fell on her knees, before he could grab her she started to run, she could hardly believe that her legs are still working after being bound for so long, she didn’t care, she ran without looking back, she went crushing through the corn, the stalk smacking against her body and the leaves brushing against her open wounds, she felt nothing, she sprinted because her life depended on those legs. 

She knew there was a road ahead somewhere, ignoring the pain, she kept going, she heard trucks pass them by when she was tied up in the back of his van, so she knew once she got on the highway, someone would surely stop and help her, she couldn’t see anything in front of her except the leaves and branches of corn but she kept going, one foot in front of the other, trying to go as fast as she could, her mouth was dry and she was almost dehydrated, but that was her last concern she just needed to get out of here. 

Behind her the creepy man started to laugh, the sound of his laughter echoed like a monster that had been trapped in the  maize plantation for centuries, torturing people who stepped foot on the fields. She trembled with fear her body sweating but she kept going even though it hurt when the leaves brushed against her lacerated body, she was grasping for breath but the primitive need to survive took full control over her muscles and she continued running, still no sight of the road ahead, her bare feet slapped against the dirt and her mostly naked body knocking cornstalks in all directions, she promised herself that if she made it out of here alive she would never strip again, she would find a more decent job to provide for the kids, that lit a spark in her and she started to run as hard as she could. She would be free of him if she never stopped running, the highway should be right around the corner right? She felt like she was running for days now, even so, she was not sure there would be help, it must be early hours of the morning, No one would be travelling so early to stop and help her, but she knew she had to escape.

Ahead of her, through the stalks came a bright light and she let out a sigh of relief when she saw the signage NOEL’S SERVICE STATION her heart leaped with joy as she ran towards the road and then she heard the engine of a truck in the distance, she knew if she could run faster she would reach the road as the truck would pass by and stop to help her. Finally reaching the end of the plantation the headlights of the truck flew past her. 

“No! NO! , please stop, please I beg you, STOP” she waved her hands in the air and shouted. 

“PLEASE, HELP ME” she waved behind the truck running and shouting “stop” maybe the driver would see her in the mirrors and stop, her legs were so weak they couldn’t run the distance behind the truck.

Ouch!!!

A stabbing pain at the back of her leg, instantly dropped her to the ground and she could not feel her legs to lift them up and run, there was no movement, her muscles were completely stiff, she screamed and tried to get to her feet but a strong hand gripped her by her hair and dragged her back into the maize plantation, she threw her hands up frantically and tried to break free but she could not, she felt the sting of one last whip and lost consciousness, soon she knew this will all be over, her pain and torture will come to an end...

Her body was lifeless, motionless, just strewn on the grown like garbage, but her soul burnt deeply for answers, in her mind she asked “what have I done to deserve this? What will my children do and were would they go?, all I need is one more chance, dear God please save me from this monster. And the lights went off.. 
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Chapter 2
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Detective Anna Grey thought it would be a day like no other, same shit different day, until she and Lieutenant Tino Subz braced themselves for the worst as they walked through the maize plantation, the feel of maize leaves brushing against her jacket sent shivers down her spine, walking row by row seemed like they have been walking miles already, it was just after lunch time when they received a call from the chief informing them to go down to the plantation and have a look at the scene that was discovered by a farmer not so long ago.

As they reached the scene she wished she was anywhere else in the world but here, the sight of a dead, mostly naked women brought her lunch back up to her throat, a beautiful young women, probably in her thirty something, tied with cable ties on a steel pole, uncountable slashes on her body that revealed flesh and bone and an expression Anna wished she’d never seen, an expression of plea for help on her face, an expression that she knew she would never forget. 

Not far from her, there were a few policemen walking around, pushing aside maize leaves, clearly, looking for nothing in particular, just trying to make themselves look like they were searching for answers or looking for clues, but she knew deep down they were probably trying to make sense of this and she was sure it’s nothing they have ever seen before, as a matter of fact she had never seen something so brutal like this before, just a glance at this setting convinced her that there was more to this story than just a beautiful blond brutally murdered, she knew it was something deeper, it was something she had never encountered before. She dealt with many murders before, all sorts of different crime scenes, house breaking, hijacking, shop robberies, but this felt different, this is not what normally goes on at a maize plantation, what kind of monster would do this, she could be somebody’s wife, if not his, somebody’s mother or sister or daughter, Anna felt the anger rush up to her brain. 

Anna walked closer to the body and walked around the pole, she walked a second time around, she sensed the police officers watching her, as they always do, they all say she takes her job way to seriously, after all she was way to young to be in the position she is in, no one could understand how she did it compared to all the older men who have been trying at the precinct but Anna was a determined women, she was a go getter and she was always an ambitious girl she could even do better than being a detective in this small town, Anna looked up at the surrounding again, looking right then looking left, she was one to look for the finer details, details that almost seemed like they didn’t mean anything, the smallest thread had a meaning to it, she didn’t speak to Lieutenant Subz, she just gave him a look and bent down closer to the victim, she stared at her closely taking note that the blood on some wounds were a darker shade of red than those on the other wounds, there also wasn’t any odour that suggests this took place days ago and then looked back up to Lieutenant Tino and said, 

“The body has been here recent, no longer than a day”. 

It was a hot summers day, but it some how felt like all the heat was trapped here at the plantation, and all this heat was doing no good for the body, and flies started circulating the area, The women’s body was covered with blood, and her underwear drenched in blood and all those slashes could tell it was made from the same object, there were barely any wounds on the lower body except for the cuts from the cable ties that were stuck so deep into the skin of her ankles, the sight brought more nausea and sorrow to Anna.

Just as Anna looked away she notice the fine tall captain walking towards her, Anna knew him well, but didn’t care to much of his opinions, he always thought he was better than everyone.

“Hello detective Grey” Captain Antonio said

“Captain” Anna briefly replied

“Were is Lieutenant Subz”? He asked with much attitude in his voice, which Anna felt nothing off. 

“His back at the farm house talking to the farmer who discovered the body, he should be back on his way soon” Anna brushed him off and continued to scan the surroundings. 

She certainly didn’t need any of his help trying to resolve this case, he just felt she was to young to be working on these type of cases and he has much more experience, but Anna didn’t give him another opportunity to speak, she knew Lieutenant Subz will be best, he was smart when it came to detail and that’s why they worked so well together, he also looked for the finer details, and they did their jobs to the best of their ability, Lieutenant Subz was very helpful, day or night just one call away he was someone Anna relied on to have her back at all times and she won’t let anyone jeopardize their friendship, he was like a bigger brother always looking out for her and protecting her especially when they were arresting notorious street thugs that thought they could take advantage of some small fancy pants girl cop, he would give them a good jerk and send them flying into the back of the police van for trying to say a bad word to Anna.

Tino was on his way back when  Antonio asked “ what do you make of this Anna’’? Her gut told her this was more than some theatrical murder. 

Was it all the slashes on her body? Was it the beauty of her body?  She was wearing a good application of make-up most of it smudged, could be from the heat and torture she went through and the black smears around the eyes were definitely from the cries of pain that she had to endure.

“There is no two ways about this, but this was a violent act of crime, someone who has deep anger issues could only think of hurting another in this way, I don’t think there were any sexual abuse going on, most men that kidnap women for sexual purposes usually don’t abuse the women this badly even if they murder them later on, and looking at how the blood ran over her underwear and stained her skin shows her garments have not been removed, as a matter of fact looking at the type of underwear that the women is using seems to be very fancy with her push up bra making her breast look two sizes bigger, to me it seems as the women is of a very provocative natured, also judging by the style of make-up  tells me this lady was in some fancy business, if anywhere, we need to start making calls to strip clubs and pick up joints around the area” Anna concluded. 
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Chapter 3
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After 2 hours of intensive search at the plantation, there were no traces of the monster responsible for this sickening deed, Anna searched for clues that this murder had not been about sex. She saw no signs of bruising or scratching on her breasts or buttocks, no external bleeding around the vagina. She then looked to the woman’s hands and feet, wondering if there might be a religious motive, signs of puncture along the palms, ankles, and feet could denote a reference to crucifixion. But there were no signs of that either, In the brief report she and Tino had been given, she knew the victim’s clothes had not been located. Anna thought this likely meant that the killer had them, or had disposed of them, this Indicated to her that he was either cautious, or borderline obsessive, Add that to the fact that his motives last night had almost certainly not been of a sexual nature, and it added up to a potentially elusive and calculated killer. 

Anna backed to the edge of the clearing and took in the entirety of the scene, Antonio gave her a sideways glance and then ignored her completely, continuing to talk to Lieutenant Tino, She noticed that the other policemen were watching her. Some of them, at least, were watching her work. She’d come into the role of detective with a reputation for being exceptionally bright and highly regarded by the majority of instructors at the police academy, and from time to time, younger cops, men and women alike would ask her genuine questions or seek her opinion. 

On the other hand, she knew that a few of the men sharing the clearing with her might also be leering, too. She wasn’t sure which was worse, the men that checked her out when she walked by or the ones that laughed behind her back at the little girl trying to play the role of bad-ass detective.

As she looked around and carefully analysed the body once again, she could tell this is no ball game, it’s like opening a book and reading page one of a story she knew had some very difficult pages ahead....

This is just the beginning she thought.... 

She looked at all the dirt around the pole and acknowledged those marks to be boot marks, but nothing that could be taken for prints, she bent down and studied the sand around the pole, wave like shapes trailed side by side of the women, the same shapes resembled the gashes on the women’s body. 

“Tino” she called out 

“what is it”? He asked, clearly annoyed that he had been interrupted. 

“I think we have weapon prints here” 

Tino hesitated for a second, because he knew Anna notes down the smallest things that didn’t make sense to him, but continued to walk towards her and bent down next to her. 

“a whip of some kind”? He asked her 

“looks like it” she replied 

She examined the ground, following the marks in the sand all the way up to the pole, and while doing so, she noticed something else. It was something minuscule, so small that she almost didn’t catch it.

She walked over to the pole, careful not to touch the body before Ari the forensic tech could get to it. She again hunkered down and when she did, she felt the full weight of the afternoon’s heat pressing down on her. Undaunted, she craned her head closer to the pole, so close that her forehead nearly touched it.

“What the hell are you doing?”  Tino asked 

“Somethings engraved here” she said 

Tino came closer to have a look, trying not to bend down again because he already felt nauseous after looking at the body so many times. 

“Anna this pole is probably over 10 years old” he said, that engraving just looks old, could have been done long ago by anybody, maybe even the steel industry that supplied this pole could have engraved batch numbers of something. 

“Maybe” she said, but that’s not what she thought. 

Tino was already disinterested and went back to talking to Antonio, sharing notes with Antonio about the information he got from the farmer who discovered the body. He knew Anna too well and she would scrutinize every detail but he didn’t have time for this, he just wanted to catch the killer.

Anna took out her phone and captured a picture of the engraving. She zoomed in and noted her findings. 

“False Purity”

She knew for sure this was the start of something very difficult and she needed to give this case all her attention. Maybe Tino is right, could have been some youngsters playing around, maybe the engraving really means nothing, but maybe it also means something, she knew in her heart this is only the beginning. 

Anna and Tino headed to NOELS SERVICE STATION which was directly opposite the plantation.

Lieutenant Subz took out his writing pad and started interviewing the workshop boys there. Unfortunately no one saw a blond women that was well groomed, they only had a few truck drivers stop, refuel and go.

He watched as Anna and Tino drove off... 

“OK, Anna said. We need to start at the clubs, do you have any in mind? I’ll get back to the plantation and wait for the forensic technician, she’s taking longer than usual, you find your way to getting me an identification and we will meet at the office”. Tino agreed. 
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Chapter 4
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Lieutenant Tino was on the job, calling every strip joint and night club, in and around the area, driving from one place to another, he finally manage to get an identification of the murdered women.

He dialled Anna, she picked up within the first ring,

“The deceased is Jade Brooks, 35 years of age, single mother to three boys, also a strip dancer at ‘The dance Café’ at night but has a full time day job.”

His tone of voice was flat and straight to the point as if he was reading a script, but being in this position for such a long time, murdered victims just become bodies, and pieces of a jig saw puzzle that need to fit together to view the bigger picture, but Anna on the other hand was still fairly new to this career, she was not so hard at heart and still felt the emotional pain of seeing the women lying so beaten on the ground, she still thought of her as a helpless women, a mom whose kids are waiting for her to get home, boys who will never see their mother again! 

Anna studied the women with an eye to figuring out why this happened to this women, to be working two jobs, it tells that her family was her priority and she was willing to go the extra mile to provide for them, but here she is strapped to a steel pole and mauled by some monster, she was deep in thought when she was disturbed by the swishing noise of corn leaves being pushed aside, she looked up and saw captain Antonio approaching her, looking irritated by the hassle he had to go threw, pushing aside all those corn stalks with so much effort. He looked at the body and teased “so, miss Grey do you think Lieutenant Tino and yourself will be able to handle this”?. 

Captain Antonio always did this to her, made her feel incompetent of taking on a task, he thought of her as some small, pretty face that came from nowhere and was handed the position of being a senior detective while there were more mature men at the precinct that wanted to be in her shoes right now, Anna stared back at him, which gave him his answer, although she was burning with rage, but the thought often crossed his mind also, how did Anna become so authoritative at her age and it often bothered him but she did solve cases that most men couldn’t and this threaten them, she was only 25 years and she still thrived with energy and motivation and she was definitely calling the shots. 
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Chapter 5
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Anna felt her stomach twist in knots as she drove into the precinct, trying to squeeze her car through many news vehicles piled up at the entrance, there were reporters waiting to run up to her, like it was a competition of who could get to her first, Lieutenant Tino pushed aside and reached her in time to get her through the crowd before they could assault her, the cameramen kept pace behind them.

The captain was standing at the door waiting for Anna and Tino to enter, also trying to calm down the reporters, they could see he looked stressed, sweat drops formed on his nose and forehead, Tino covered Anna with his coat so the cameramen couldn’t capture her face for any funny front page articles. 

“Anna don’t say a word to these vultures”

“I know” she replied.

There were crowds of reporters running towards them and dozens of mics sticking out through the crowd into their faces, the questions came to them like hundreds of bees buzzing at the same time.

“Has the victims children been notified”?

“what was the farmers reaction to finding the body”?

“was it a work colleague”?

“is this a case of sexual assault”? 

“is it acceptable for a women to be handling this case”? 

The last question hit Anna really hard, for sure they were just waiting to get a response to make headlines for the 6 o’clock news if they acted quickly. 

As she entered through the doors and inside the office the last question echoed in her head is it acceptable for a women to handle this case... 

She recalled how emotionless Tino was when reading the victims identity. Of course it is Anna thought in fact it’s crucial for a women to handle this case. 

Finally the doors at the entrance of the precinct was slammed behind them and Anna took in a deep breath of relief. 

“freaking leeches” Tino exploded as he walked slowly past the reception desk and further inside where conference rooms and offices made up the rest of the precinct, he was exhausted ready to go home and call it a day. 

Anna entered the first conference room were she was greeted by a few police officers, some in uniform others in civilian clothes. Given their appearance and the outburst in reporters there’s no need to guess that the scene had been leaked in all directions in just a matter of hours from leaving the office to the plantation and back. It was more than just a gruesome murder, it has now become a complete ridicule. 

Anna grabbed a cup of tea and took a seat at the table. Someone had already been kind enough to set up folders in the table with all the little pieces of information that had been collected thus far, her brain was already exhausted, more people started to join her around the table and shortly Tino entered the room, taking a seat next to Anna. 

Anna took a moment and sighed after taking a look at her phone and noticing her missed calls and emails and remembering the full work load she already had before this case could smack her in the face. The thought of her colleagues belittling her and insulting her at the same time knowing her talents puts even more pressure on her, as a result she was the only one who kept such a heavy work load, and to Date she had never fallen behind in closing a case. She thought about replying to some of her emails but her mind drifted back to the brutally murdered blond, wondering who would take care of her children, her thoughts were interrupted as the captain walked in and quickly closed the door behind him. 

“I don’t know how the media found out about this so soon” he growled 

“but if I find out that someone in this room is responsible then there’s going to be hell to pay”. 

The whole room went silent and the officers started to look nervously at their files, Anna didn’t care to much about Antonio, but there’s no denying that the man’s presence and voice commanded a room with no effort. 

“OK Here’s we’re we stand” Lieutenant Tino said

“ Victims name is Jade, Jade Brooks, a stripper at the DANCE CAFÉ also works a day job as a receptionist, she is thirty five years old she has three sons, ages seventeen, eleven and seven. From what we have gathered she was abducted before she could start work at the DANCE CAFÉ, as her boss Says she never showed up for work the night before. So the footage from her work place and down the runway shows nothing, so for now we assume that she was abducted anywhere from her apartment which is in Borough High Street to her work place, which is about eight miles away from each other, officer Darius and a few others on his team are busy investigating the area as we speak. 

Tino looked at Detective Nathaniel as if he was calling up his ‘A’ student to the front of the class.

“Nathaniel why don’t you describe the scene?”

Nathaniel had been there with Anna and stayed with her until forensics came in. 

Nathaniel stood up and looked around the room making sure he got everyone’s undivided attention. 

“The victim is bound on a steel pole with her hands cable tied behind her, the sight of her death was in a clearing in a corn plantation, a little less than a mile away from the highway. Her back and legs were covered in what appeared to be lash marks, by some sort of whip, the prints in the dirt matched the size and shape of the lashes in her body. While we don’t know for sure until we get reports back but we are fairly certain that this was not a sexual assault, even thou the victim was stripped and left only with her underwear on and her clothes nowhere to be found.”

“Thanks Nathaniel” Lieutenant Tino said. 

“Talking about that I spoke with Dr. Lissy Reed about 30 minutes ago, she says for now we don’t really know for sure until an autopsy is done, that the possible cause of death is due to excessive blood loss or trauma to the head” the captain added. 

His eyes then diverted to Anna with almost no interest and asked “is there anything you would like to add Miss Grey”? 

“The engraving” she said 

Antonio rolled his eyes in front of the entire room, a clear sign of disrespect towards her, but she brushed it off, as long as she mentioned it to everyone before she could be cut off. 

I discovered an engraving in the pole, it’s a word carved at the bottom of the pole. 

“What was the word”?  One of the younger officers asked.

“The picture’s will be here shortly, I asked Azlyn to get them printed out”.

“OK let’s get back to work” Captain said cutting Anna off and closing the topic of the engraving”.

Anna listened as Tino went on about the tasks that need to be carried out to cover the 8 mile area between Jade Brooks home and the runway, in the mean time Anna’s mind drifted back to were the women’s body had been tied up, something about the entire display of the women’s body looked familiar to her and it still stuck with her In the conference room. She flipped through the notes in her folder hoping some small detail may ring a bell. She flipped through a few pages, she already knew everything that was in there but she scanned it anyway. 

Thirty five year old female, presumed, killed the previous night. Lashes, cuts, various abrasions on her back, tied to an old steel pole, Cause of death assumed to be blood loss or possible trauma to the heart or head, Method of binding suggests possible religious overtones while the woman’s body type hints at sexual motivations, as she read through these notes it clicked to her that she had read this exact same report before... 

Think Anna think...  

Allowing her thoughts to drift without any disturbance, she connected the dots and she really hoped she was wrong. 

“Since to many hours has passed already, it’s a bit to late to pull off any vehicles, we have to bank on witnesses, every little detail needs to be recorded”.

“now does anyone have anything else to add?” captain asked. 

“Yes, one thing sir” Anna replied. 
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Chapter 6
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“1988, I recall a case similar to this setting, the binding was same, except it was on a wooden pole, the type of women was same, I’m sure the beating was the same also” Anna said

“1988, Anna you weren’t even born then” Antonio replied.

The rest of the officers gave off a small giggle, she let it slide, it was no time to be embarrassed now when she has other things to bring out in the open.

“I definitely was not, but I did read the report” Anna replied

“Anna spends her free time reading cold cases sir, she’s a walking encyclopaedia  for stuff like this” Tino shot back at him.

The Captain lifted his head, and held the position for a few seconds and let out a deep sigh, which sounded like it had been building up for a while.

“1988, are you sure about that Miss Grey”?

“Yes, I’m certain Captain” Anna replied 

The Captain looked to the far end of the table were Azlyn sat diligently typing on her laptop. 

“Azlyn, can you run a search for that on the data base” he asked

“Yes sure Captain” Azlyn replied

Azlyn immediately started typing in on the precincts internal server.

Antonio looked at Anna with a disapproving look as if to say she has wasted 10 minutes of his precious time.

“OK ladies and gents” Antonio said

“This is how we going to work this out, once we end this meeting I want Detective Simeon and Syan to head out to the vicinity of Borough High Street and assist the local police department out there, from there we will rotate if needed in groups.”

“Anna and Tino, I want you both to speak with the kids of the deceased and also to her employer, I am working on getting the address of any relatives who could possibly help with the kids.”

“Excuse me, sir” Azlyn said looking up from the computer

“Yes Azlyn”

“It seems that Senior Detective Grey is correct, 5th August 1998, a prostitute was found dead, stripped of her clothes only left with her underwear on and hands and feet were bound to a wooden line pole found in Tooley Street Alley. The file I’m looking at says although she was left in her underwear there were no signs of any sexual assault and no motive of it although she was severely whipped which caused her death.

The room went cold and quiet again and too many questions was best left unspoken, finally it was Lieutenant Tino that spoke first, although, Anna could tell that he was trying to dismiss the case, she could hear a hint of worry in his voice.

“That is more than 20 years ago, I will just call that a coincidence” he said

“But it is connection” Anna said

The captain banged his fists on the table and looked at Anna with burning eyes and said “if there is a connection here do you know what it means right”?

“Yes, it means we maybe dealing with a serial killer” she said. 

“And even the idea that we may be dealing with a serial killer we need to consider getting the FBI involved”. 

“OH HELL NO” captain shouted, “you are jumping the gun here Grey”. 

“with all due respect, it’s worth looking into” she snapped back. 

“Now that your hardwired brain has brought it to our attention, we have no choice but to look into it, and for our sake we better hope it’s not what you think it is, for now I will make some calls and get you involved in checking it out. For now let’s get cracking on things that are relevant and timely. That’s it for now, everyone let’s get to work”. 

Everyone around the conference table grabbed their files and started to disperse.

As Anna started to leave the room Azlyn gave her a small smile of acknowledgement. It was the most encouragement Anna got at work in the past two weeks.

Azlyn was the receptionist and a fast-checker around the precinct, as far as Anna knew, she was one of the few older members on the force who had no real problem with her.

“Subz ... Grey, hold on” captain said. 

She saw Antonio was now showing the same worry that she had seen and heard in Lieutenant Tino just a little while ago when he spoke. He looked almost sick.

“good recall on that 1998 case Grey” it looked like it physically hurt him to give her some reward.

“it’s a shot in the dark, but it makes me wonder”

“wonder what” Tino asked

Anna was never one to beat around the bush, and so she answered for the Captain. 

“What makes him strike again, and when he’ll kill again”. 
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Chapter 7
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The city was quiet but for the steady hiss of rain striking the asphalt, turning streets into mirrors that reflected the orange glow of streetlights. In the corner of a dark parking lot, a black cargo van sat idle, engine off, wipers frozen mid-motion from an earlier attempt to clear the rain-streaked windshield. Inside, he sat still, hands resting lightly on the steering wheel, yet every muscle in his body was taut, like a bowstring drawn to its limit.

Outside, the world moved in ignorance. Cars passed by with tyres splashing shallow puddles, pedestrians huddled beneath umbrellas, voices muffled by the drizzle. None suspected him. None could know that the quiet man in the driver’s seat was watching them—not truly watching them, but watching one.

She emerged from the dim glow of a corner shop, bundled in a coat too thin for the chill, umbrella clutched loosely in her hand. She stepped into the rain without seeming to notice the droplets soaking the hem of her skirt, the way her shoes slid slightly on the wet pavement. Her laughter floated faintly over the hum of the city, a sound that should have been ordinary, human—but to him, it was everything.

He noted every detail. The way her hair, damp and blond locks, clung to her neck. The subtle tension in her shoulders as she adjusted the strap of her bag. The quick glance over her shoulder, unthinking, unaware that someone was already there. He memorized it all—the rhythm of her steps, the slight hesitation at every curb, the way she paused beneath streetlights to check her phone.

He sipped from a thermos, steam curling inside the van, the scent of bitter coffee mingling with leather and rain. A mundane act, but even that had its purpose. It kept him calm, kept him steady. He had learned long ago that patience was not merely a virtue—it was a weapon.

The minutes crawled by, each one stretching into eternity. He traced the path she took with careful eyes, noting the patterns, which streets she preferred, which corners she lingered on, the café she always paused at, the dimly lit park bench she sometimes sat on. It was almost ritualistic, the way she moved through the city, oblivious to the danger that shadowed her every step.

And yet, he did not move. Not yet. Rushing would spoil it. Acting too soon was amateurish, it drew attention. He had learned the value of invisibility, of becoming nothing more than another reflection in the puddles, another dark shape in the night.

A car honked somewhere down the street, startling her briefly. She jumped, clutching her umbrella, laughing nervously into her phone. He didn’t flinch, didn’t even breathe differently. But inside, the calculation continued—every heartbeat measured, every micro-expression analysed. The human body spoke without words, and he had become fluent in the language of fear, hesitation, and unguarded moments.

The rain intensified, hammering the roof of the car, turning the streets into shimmering rivers of light and shadow. She paused again, leaning against a lamppost to check her bag. Her fingers fumbled briefly, then moved with the familiar grace of habit. He imagined grabbing her, hearing her gasp, feeling the thrill of control tighten around him. The thought was clinical, detached, yet deeply satisfying.

In the rear-view mirror, he caught a glimpse of himself—eyes wide, alert, lips pressed into a thin line. He studied that reflection for a moment, acknowledging the absence of conscience, the careful compartmentalization that had allowed him to exist in the world of the living without being noticed. It was a delicate balance, blending in while simultaneously standing apart, unseen yet all-seeing.

Time became meaningless. Minutes were measured not by clocks, but by breaths, by the subtle movements of his target. He watched as she crossed an intersection, ignoring the stoplight, unaware of the car that rolled past just behind her, unaware of the eyes that traced her every step. He followed her silently, keeping a measured distance, the rain masking the sound of the tyres. 

The city held its breath with him. Even the neon signs seemed muted, the chatter of night dwellers dulled by the storm. He had honed this craft, watching, waiting, learning, until it became second nature. There was an artistry to it, a rhythm he had perfected over years. He did not rush. He did not panic. He observed. He catalogued. He waited for the precise moment when the world would bend to his control, and she would be alone.

A siren wailed in the distance. She flinched instinctively, glancing around, but her pace didn’t quicken. Most would have hurried. Most would have sensed the danger without naming it. But she was unremarkable in her routine, predictable yet oblivious. That predictability was what made her perfect.

He allowed himself a small, almost imperceptible smile. The thrill was in the anticipation, in the meticulous planning that preceded the act. He imagined the scene in his mind’s eye, the solitude of the street, the silence punctuated only by the patter of rain, the shock in her eyes when reality finally intruded.

But that was still far off. For now, he remained in the car, shrouded in darkness, a shadow among shadows. He adjusted his seat slightly, stretching a cramped leg, eyes never leaving her. He noted the way she paused to tie a shoelace, the way she tugged her hair out of her eyes, the way she inhaled sharply at the sudden gust of wind. Every detail mattered, every movement was a clue to the timing of his eventual action.

He had done this before. Many times. Each instance was different, each human unique in their habits and flaws. And yet, the essence was always the same, observation, patience, precision. The world did not notice him, and that was exactly as it should be. To be noticed was to be vulnerable. To be patient was to be powerful.

Hours seemed to pass. Rain soaked the streets, turning them into rivers of liquid light. Pedestrians vanished, leaving her alone in a world of empty sidewalks and flickering lampposts. He inhaled slowly, savouring the moment, feeling the thrill rise without rushing it. Soon, the culmination of this quiet vigilance would arrive, but it was not yet time.

He shifted slightly, feeling the leather of the steering wheel under his fingers. The rhythm of the rain against the roof was hypnotic, a drumbeat counting down to inevitability. He thought of the city as a stage, the night as a canvas, and she, unaware, as the centrepiece of his careful orchestration.

The wind carried a chill through a crack in the window. He ignored it. He ignored everything except her. Each step she took was a note in a symphony only he could hear. Each pause, each glance, each subtle hesitation built tension, suspense, a story that he alone was writing in real time.

And then, as if sensing the end of the prelude, she paused under a flickering streetlamp. She looked around, shrugged, and continued walking, unknowingly drawing him closer to the moment he had waited for. He watched her disappear into the distance, the glow of the lamplight fading, leaving her shrouded in shadows.

He did not move yet. Not until the moment was perfect. Not until the rhythm of her steps, the pattern of her routine, aligned with the plan he had rehearsed a thousand times in his mind. And then, only then, would he emerge from the shadows and let the quiet precision of his design take shape, he was anxious very anxious he has to move fast, already Jade Brooks murder was on the news and the whole city was searching for him, as if to say he was the one who had done something wrong, but soon they would understand that all these women needed to be graceful, he wasted to much time in the past, letting much time pass between each sacred act, but now he will have to move faster, there’s just too many of them to save. 

For now, he waited. And the city, wet and silent, watched with him.
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Chapter 8
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Anna hadn’t expected the flat to feel so orderly.

She paused just inside the doorway, taking it in—the careful symmetry of the furniture, the clean surfaces, the faint scent of lemon cleaner lingering in the air. Nothing was out of place. Cushions aligned. Shoes tucked neatly beside the door. Even the fridge was decorated with cheerful magnets and handwritten notes in a looping, gentle script.

This was a home that had been held together deliberately.

It unsettled her more than chaos ever could.

The kitchen told the same story. Matching mugs hung from hooks above the counter, each stamped with pastel slogans about love and family. A row of potholders, decorative more than practical—lined the wall near the stove. The flat carried the unmistakable imprint of a woman who took pride in routine, in structure, in care.

Anna felt a sharp, quiet ache in her chest.

This was the life she’d once imagined for herself. Stable. Warm. Safe.

Gone now.

From the case file, she knew the boys’ ages. Seven, eleven and seventeen. Jericho, Jared and Justin 

Jared sat curled in on himself at one end of the sofa, shoulders hunched, hands clenched together in his lap. His eyes were swollen and red, the kind of redness that didn’t come from a single cry, but from hours of it.

Jericho sat quietly on the other sofa not knowing what’s going on. 

Justin sat rigidly beside him, jaw tight, arms crossed. His grief had hardened into something sharper—anger, maybe, or defiance. He stared straight ahead, daring anyone to say the wrong thing.

Tino stood in the centre of the room, posture stiff but voice strangely softened.

“Did your mum have any male friends?” he asked.

Anna winced inwardly.

Justin blinked up at him. “You mean... like a boyfriend?”

“Not necessarily,” Tino said, lowering his voice even further. 

“Just anyone she spoke to often. A neighbour. Someone from work. Even someone she saw regularly, like at the shop.”

The boys stared at him as if he’d suddenly begun speaking another language.

Anna almost smiled despite herself. She’d never heard Tino sound so careful, so rehearsed. It was like watching someone try on a personality that didn’t quite fit.

Jared shook his head, “mom didn’t want a boyfriend”

“No,” Justin said quietly. “I don’t think so, No one ever came home with her,” he said.

“And I hardly ever saw Mom angry or upset about anything. The only time I ever saw her mad was when she was dealing with the lawyers last year.”

“Lawyers?” Anna asked. “Do you know why she was speaking with lawyers?”

“Sort of. I know that something happened at work one night and it made her end up talking to some lawyers. I heard bits and pieces of it when she was on the phone. I’m pretty sure she was talking to them about a restraining order.”

“And you think this was in regards to where she worked? 

“I don’t know for sure,” Justin said. He seemed to have brightened a bit once it seemed that he had said something that might be of assistance. “But I think so.”

“That’s a huge help, Justin ,” Anna said. “Is there anything else you can think of?”

He shook his head slowly and then looked into Anna eyes. He was trying to remain strong but there was so much sadness in the boy’s eyes that Anna had no idea how he hadn’t broken down yet.
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