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Chris J Hart grew up in care and worked as a

Private Detective, alongside and under, ex MI6, MI5 and ex-CID officers in London. She worked as a journalist on Fleet Street; by-lined in the Sunday Times and Daily Mail.  She is now a Certified Psychotherapist specialising in adoption and PTSD.  CJ is a Sunday Times bestselling author with Hodder and Stoughton selling over 200k copies, translated into Punjabi.  She lives in West London, appearing on BBC, Channel 4, BBC Radio World Service and Amazon.
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Val Hennessy, Daily Mail. If only she’d had a better editor; we might have the best book ever written about a childhood.

Doug White, reviewer, News of The World – ‘Reminiscent of Silence of the Lambs – hard to put down.’ *****

Jim Dole; editor, Sunday World. ‘This is Lady

Chatterley's Lover, in the shadow of a gunman instead of a Game-Keeper.

Prohibition Magazine

‘An uplifting true story about courage and loneliness, a real page-turner.’ * * * * *

Lancashire Times. A salute to the struggle made by the author throughout her life. This is a perfect guide for anyone suffering from family problems.’ * * * *

Henry Mc Donald – Observer - Good story throughout, but more Mills and ‘BOOM!’ than Mills and Boon.

Christopher Berry-Dee, author of Talking with Serial Killers.

A super and rather unusual book. Well written with plenty of personal anecdotes. What appeals to me, as it will anyone with an interest in true crime, is Chrissy Hart's unique talent in `accessing all areas', specifically getting to interview Kenneth Alessio Bianchi, aka, `The Hillside Strangler'. She will have her critics, of course, and we all do, but Hart not only talks-the-talk, she walks the-walk, and spent years corresponding with Bianchi before, at great expense, she visited with him at the Washington State Penitentiary, Walla Walla. Having dealt with Bianchi, on a one-one-one basis myself, this serial killer, and master-manipulator is not someone to trifle with.

As the author of a score of books on serial homicide and a media consultant on the subject - two of my books are required reading by students at the FBI's Behavioural Science Unit, Quantico, VA - I would say that Hart’s research on serial killers is a must-read, most especially for any student with an interest in serial murder. *****

Published in the United Kingdom by Pale Horse Press.

Copyright; Christine Joanna Hart, London, England, 2026.

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced by any mechanical, photographic or electronic, or in the form of a phonographic recording nor may it be stored in a retrieval system, transmitted or otherwise copied for public or private use, or misuse.

A catalogue record for this book is available from the British Library.
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Book One: Winter.
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Chapter One:  Carbis Bay Cottage.
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On the edge of St. Ives village in the seaside town of Cornwall, a small and weathered village that seemed stitched to the icy seam of the sea, stood Carbis Bay Cottage, a fortress-like relic half-consumed by frost and shadow. 

Winter had seeped into every crevice of the land; branches were cloaked in ice, and the sea stretched out in ominous hues of slate and ink. On the rare, quiet night, one might hear a lone howl carried over the waves; a spectral call that belonged to the wolves rumoured to roam across the beech woods. 

Locals told stories of cold winters when the sea froze solid, imagining the wolves might charge across the ice, eyes glinting like embers, drawn by some strange magnetism to the house itself.

Carbis Bay’s shadowy walls and forgotten corners held a charm that others might find grim, but after she moved there, single mother and ex Private Investigator, Chrissy Hart spent most of her days in her own world of imagined places and strange characters. 

Apart from her twenty-one-year-old son, Charlie, books were her closest companions; The Mysteries of Farleigh Manor and The Secret Expedition of Wendell Grey were among her favourites, borrowed weekly from the village’s small, dusty library. 

Even the dark, snow-streaked grounds of St Ives village were a source of endless fascination, each corner a story waiting to be uncovered.  She felt as if she was in hiding; that she had run there to the seaside to explore her water shamanic roots.  Clairvoyant since a child in care; she loved the sea because bizarrely she believed that she recalled a life as a mermaid in the depths of it.  

Chris preferred solitude, slipping away to quiet corners of the beach where she could dream in peace. But at times, a quiet ache would creep into her heart, a feeling that lingered like the heavy winter frost over the village. 

As she grew used to the village and the move from London to the English coast, she began to sense an emptiness inside, an unexplainable longing as if she were missing something she couldn’t name yet was constantly searching for. 

At night, she would lie awake, hearing the sea wind moan through old trees, feeling as though a piece of herself lay somewhere beyond her reach.

Beyond the rented run-down house’s grounds, tucked behind the back garden, loomed a high grey stone wall, stretching out on either side until it faded into the distance, cloaked in fog. Though no one paid it any mind, Chris was drawn to it. The wall, dark with age and streaked with ivy, held an almost mystical allure, as if it hid a secret garden just beyond her reach.  The wall was lined with sweet william and tall mauve lupins and reminded her of a place she used to play when she was a child picking dandelions and dancing along garden paths. 

In those first weeks settling into Carbis Cottage; rented off her friend Hugh who was living in a hospice cheaper than more modernised homes in the village; Chrissy would stand near the wall, her fingers grazing its cold, rough stones, imagining what might be hidden on the other side. 

Charlie, laughed and called to her, dismissing her curiosity with a wave. But Chris couldn’t let it go. She sensed that whatever lay beyond was calling to her, waiting to be discovered, especially as winter cast its spectral hush over the garden. 

This was Hugh’s third home and he had come with her when she had left Kew and Richmond. The place was full of both good and bad memories but she felt that St Ives would be somewhere she could run to reboot and gain strength from the sea, or something. 

***
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AS THE DAYS PASSED and snow continued to fall in thick, silent drifts, Chrissy’s thoughts turned to fixing up their home – washing with water – painting walls in aquatic colours of sea moss and salty blue. 

The sea was an inescapable presence, stretching dark and wild beyond Carbis Bay, its waves relentless nearly reaching the front door; salt spray in the windows. 

Chrissy could see the sea from the eastern side of the grounds, through a tangle of barren trees whose branches groaned with the weight of ice. She wondered was it a mistake to rent such a beaten-up old property with broken windows and no curtain rails but money was tight.  She loved haunted old houses and so here she was and beginning to sorely regret her romanticism.  The living room and bedroom were stone cold freezing. 

On some days, the sea was a still, silvery slate, and on others, it thrashed and heaved, the spray freezing in midair, casting strange shadows over the house’s walls and scaring her with its power and the fear of flooding.

Carbis Bay on the sea front, was said to have once been the cottage of a foreign noble whose name had long since faded from memory, but his legacy clung to the place like the scent of old incense. Some whispered he had travelled to far lands, bringing back dark relics, charms, and objects of untold power that remained hidden beneath the golden sands. Chrissy had never seen evidence of anyone finding these, but the stories wove around her like smoke.  

It had been good to sign a rental contract for a year with Hugh on a negotiated monthly rent because all the locals believed it was haunted and feared a repeat of the grisly murder of a French, nineteen-year-old back-packer, Tracey Hester Jones on the beach in the summer of 2009. 

Every day, Chrissy would wait until she had sent out her CV to Private Detective agencies to try to find work to keep up with rent payments.  

She heard no reply and wondered if she would ever escape the pain of the idiot PI who had bought phone hacking into Fleet Street and though she hadn’t even known about the sickening trick; her reputation had been ruined.  

She thought about Rayan Khan with a degree of dislike; he was rich and now lived on an estate in Sussex; his reputation unaffected; which made her suspect that the phone hacking had been an operation by his buddies in MI6, to take the teeth out of an out-of-control press.   

***  
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THAT LATE OCTOBER MORNING, the air was sharper than usual, laced with a stinging wind that swept across the sea, carrying with it the far-off sound of a dog whining. It was a low, mournful cry that sent shivers down Chrissy’s spine, a sound that seemed wolf-like and older than the land.  Wolves were extinct so how could she be hearing dogs that sounded so feral?  

She vowed to research more above the strange dogs in the local library when she had a chance. 

Chrissy yanked her green wool cardigan tightly around her and shivered.  In the back garden, just beyond the wall, a movement caught her eye; a flicker of shadow against shadow. She pressed her cheek to the cold stone, peering through a narrow gap. For an instant, she thought she saw a pair of dog’s eyes glinting in the dim morning light, amber and wild, before they vanished off into the trees.

So, it is a dog!

A voice, deep and quiet, startled her from her trance.   

“Chrissy?”

She swivelled nervously to find Marion de Bruton standing beside her, silent as the snow.  Her landlord’s ex-wife gaze drifted past Chrissy to the wall, her expression unreadable. 

“Chrissy!  Hugh might not be around right now but his rules are that you’re to have no pets!”

Chrissy hesitated, unsure of the answer.  Marion’s gaze was intense, as though searching for some hidden dishonesty within her.  And how the hell had she got in and through to the back garden?  Did she just intend to use a set of keys to come in and out when she pleased?  Landlords and their wives had a horror all of their own. 

“Yes, Marion, yes, of course!” she whimpered. “But it’s not mine; I just saw a stray scuttling away; looked like a large white wolf dog!”

Marion gave a faint, smile, her silver pendant catching the light like a flash of ice. 

“Perhaps,” she murmured, her voice barely above a whisper. “Best to be cautious. Though, yes, I’ve seen it; always thought it was someone’s loose white Alsatian rather than a wolf.”

Without another word, she turned and disappeared back into the house, leaving Chrissy blushing; as if she’d committed some kind of crime rather than a mad landlord’s wife walking in and out as she chose.  The sound of wild dogs echoed faintly again, as if in reply.

Chrissy wrapped her arms around herself, feeling the chill seep into her bones. There was something scary in the air, a promise or a warning. She hoped deeply that Hugh’s ex-wife wasn’t going to be some kind of problem and felt a deep dread land in the pit of her gut.  

Why hadn’t she kept hold of the house she had owned?  She felt like such a failure and a loser.  Sometimes she considered cutting herself; just a small nick on her ankle to express hate and loathing.  Being a loser was so very hard.  Living with the weight of self-hate, the ash of poverty and a day-to-day experience of zero luxury felt like no life. 

She couldn’t help but wonder what lay embedded in the walls of Carbis Cottage, and if someday, she would find the courage to research the place fully.  Questioning her landlord’s ex-wife when she knew she’d grown up around St Ives seemed too problematic. 

She had been told at ‘Robin Mc Kay’s Supplies’ stories of cold winters when the sea froze solid, imagining the wolves might charge across the ice, eyes glinting, drawn by some strange magnetism to Carbis Bay itself and its buried treasures and blood-soaked sands.

An iron railing, blackened and twisted with age, framed the house, and behind it loomed the impenetrable wall of stone, high and unbroken, that extended around the house and led somewhere she had no access to from all sides.

The old wooden and stone cottage itself was a stern structure, three floors of grand yet forgotten architecture. Its weathered grey stone seemed to draw in shadows, even in daylight, leaving it in a perpetual half-light. Tall windows punctuated the façade, though many were darkened by thick, worn brown corduroy drapes. 

The air around Carbis Bay felt frozen in place, as though winter itself were suspended, ready to break through and consume the last vestiges of warmth and life.

Since Hugh’s turn for the worse in the hospice, Marion Lavinia de Bruton began to preside like a hovering spectral queen over her existence as if she were a pet gerbil; even though she paid for her own cage.  

Marion was an imposing figure, with hair like spun silver and a gaze that could shatter glass. Her elegance was undeniable; her every movement was measured, her voice laced with an eerie calm, though each word carried an authority. Her sole jewellery was a thin silver chain holding a small pendant encrusted with quartz, milky and mysterious, which she sometimes held between her fingers as if in silent communion.

Chrissy sighed, went back into the cottage and stared out the front window at the sea.  Frost crept along the windowpanes, and even her breath seemed to hang frozen in the air.  She felt hungry but the idea of cooking anything felt like a drag.  She was shaking off a bad cold and cough and wished she had a partner to cook her chicken soup and fuss over her; so, she was still feeling full of self-pity and self-loathing when she opened a pint of organic full fat milk. 

She stirred cocoa powder into the pan of boiling milk for hot chocolate, and gave some to Charlie in a chipped mug he favoured.  

They huddled around the kitchen’s old log burner, cradling the heat between their fingers, savouring each sip and wondering what to do with their lives to bring in money and survive the grim English winter.

Charlie was a quiet twenty-one-year-old with short dark-gold hair and a wide-green eyed curiosity, constantly drawn to the village library and the university nearby where he was still studying for an English degree.  

In his absence and being as they were so isolated Chris read every book the dusty library shelves had to offer; thick volumes by Dickens, Stevenson, and Wilde, tales that only seemed to deepen her curiosity for what secrets the remote insular village held.  A careful study bought information about a group of local women calling themselves the Salt Witches.

These housewives met monthly on Carbis Bay beach at midnight to carry out rituals and divination to find the lost treasure and cleanse the ground from the murder of the French back packer, in 2009.

How awful for her parents to have to come somewhere to see where their daughter had spent her last moments.

Chrissy felt fascinated – local witches!   She promised herself to watch out for them dancing naked on the beach; or so it was told.  What a lark!  How mad!  But then St Ives was full of old occult stories, an Aleister Crowley cottage up on the Moor, salt witches and errant mermaids stealing children off of clifftops.   

Although her friend Zara had thankfully moved nearby after her divorce, Chrissy often spent her seaside days all alone, lingering near the beachy flavoured high street trying to familiarise herself with the locals and envying those who had lived in the same place their entire lives and had a house that they called a forever home. 

Winter encased Carbis Bay Cottage, but Chrissy’s isolation grew like a flame under frost. 

She lay awake, gazing at the icy patterns that crept over the windows, feeling as though something bad was about to happen. A ghost led mystery; where an awful lot of people died.   
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Chapter Two: The Haunting.
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Chrissy stood at her frost-laced bedroom window watching the sea changing colour, her breath a faint mist against the glass. It was 12.16 pm on a Sunday and her least favourite day.

She wondered should she go see how Zara was settling in to her beautiful new house since her divorce from Paul, but felt more like indulging in chocolate biscuits and a bingeable Netflix series. It was so bloody cold inside and out the only answer was to snuggle under thick blankets on her second-hand settee to try to keep warm without a huge heating bill.   

Her gaze drifted across the vast expanse of wet sandy beach that stretched from Carbis Bay to the sea. In the grey light, the landscape took on a peculiar quality, a sinister elegance, as if the day itself held its breath, waiting.  

The rented beach cottage was the greyest place she had ever lived in and she was beginning to feel somewhat cut off and weirded out.   She knew finding a local or remote job again would both solve her problems of upkeep of rent, money for food and the cut off feeling when she could connect with others, even if it was working from home! 

Rumours whispered amongst the villagers claimed that something dreadful had been unearthed on that beach years ago in 2009 after the murder. The details of which were obscured, the truth buried beneath the years, but a trace of horror lingered like a blood bruise beneath the skin.

The sky blushed with hues of apricot and violet, the horizon bleeding from morning into the afternoon. The colours deepened, darkened, until the silhouettes of the sea and beach sharpened into ominous forms; a waiting, brooding presence, as though the sea and beach themselves harboured secrets.

Chrissy felt it as surely as the sea air growing colder in her lungs even indoors. It was almost as if the salty air itself exhaled the memory of a soul who had never left. 

She could smell it; a dampness, a dark earthiness that was different from the ordinary wet of the sand. This was a richness too heavy, tinged with the ghostly remnants of decay and autumn that had mouldered through the winters, layered year upon year. The beach, she thought, harboured something... and whatever that something was, it had learned to wait.

She pressed her hand to the window, a shiver running through her, and she remembered the 2009 murder whispered about still. The murdered girl had worked in The Three Bells on the coastal road and had a small room above the bar while she paid her way around Cornwall; another story lost in the churning waters of time. 

Tracey Hester Jones, they said, a girl with a quiet face and a voice low and soft. She’d been barely nineteen, fair-haired and slight, and though she was plain by most accounts, there was a strange beauty in the way she carried herself, as if she held secrets, she could never bring herself to tell.

Jones’s life had been unremarkable. She worked dutifully, sweeping and mopping, moving through her days like a quiet shadow.  But one autumn night, as a chill wind swept over the green and the first frost settled, she’d gone to meet a man, though his name had vanished from memory. He was older, the stories suggested, and not kind. They said he was a figure draped in darkness, with hands that moved too quickly, and a voice that turned cold with impatience. 

Tracey had met him near the edge of the moor, where Aleister Crowley’s cottage sat in ruins, where the moonlight barely reached, leaving only shadows to bear witness.

The story was that he’d whispered something to her; a secret, or perhaps a threat. And then he’d slit her throat and left her there, in the sand and frost, her last breath rising like mist from the deserted moor.   

Her body was found the next morning, someone had moved it to the beach and there she was discovered; pale as the frost itself, her French blue eyes open to the dawning light but empty of life. 

The chill of that night had settled into the sand, they said, into the roots of the seaweed that covered her, and the beautiful beach of Carbis Bay had never been quite the same again.

For those who lingered too long near the sea wall, there was a promise, a subtle pull as though Tracey Hester Jones’s last, unfulfilled breath still drifted over the surf. Chrissy sensed it now, a warning and a lure in equal measure. 

The sea air felt thick, heavier than it should have been, as if waiting for something; someone; to step too close, to dare and defy the dark history of Aleister Crowley’s cottage up on the moor.  Crowley had been an occultist and an author; it was said that he opened portals; believed in Time Travel and Bi-lateral time.   

Chrissy could almost feel the darkness watching, as if it possessed an awareness of its own, a memory of that violence.

The room behind her was silent, but she felt the vast emptiness of the town’s unsolved back-packer murder pressing down like a weight. 

She traced her fingers over the cold glass, watching her breath fade against it. There was an ache within her, something undefinable that stirred whenever she thought of that poor girl, Tracey Jones, and the possessed ghoul who’d taken her life.   She just couldn’t shake the feeling that whatever was left of that night still lingered, haunting the beach as surely as her own gaze.
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