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Supernatural detective Jack Nightingale has always
dealt with unusual - and dangerous - cases.

So when a serial killer starts killing victims using
Witchfinder methods of execution, Nightingale is asked to help.

As the body count mounts, Nightingale realises that
the killer is on a mission of revenge for acts committed four
hundred years ago.

And he and his assistant Jenny McLean are both on the
killer’s hit list.

Jack Nightingale appears in the full-length novels
Nightfall, Midnight, Nightmare, Nightshade, Lastnight, San
Francisco Night, New York Night, Tennessee Night and New Orleans
Night, and numerous short stories. The Nightingale timeline is
complex; Witch Hunt is set between Nightshade and Lastnight, back
when Jack Nightingale was in London working with his long-suffering
assistant Jenny McLean.
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CHAPTER 1




The child had no real friends, preferring to
spend time alone, wandering the fields and lanes near home, talking
to rabbits, sheep, horses, bees and the creatures of imagination,
fairies, pixies, elves. Grandmother was Irish, and often told
mother that the child was fey, and had ‘the gift’, though she never
mentioned it to the child. Mother was a practical Suffolk woman,
who had no use for old legends, and hushed the older woman up when
she started on her stories. The child’s father laughed at his
mother’s diagnosis, and agreed with his wife that there was no
truth in it. The child was just thoughtful, and made up a world to
play in. It would all change within a few years as the child
matured.

For now, the child was left to explore. The
area round the village was safe, everyone here knew each other and
nobody meant any harm.

There was one place that the child visited
more than any other, a special secret place, where fairies played
amongst the daisies. To everyone else, it was just a knoll at the
junction of two minor roads, neither of which were much used since
the bypass had been built. But the child would sit there for hours,
lips moving, eyes shining with pleasure, holding imaginary
conversations with spirits nobody else could see.

It was all harmless, innocent fun.

Until the night of the storm.

It was late August when the storm struck the
area, eleven o’clock one night. The flash of lightning, followed by
a clap of thunder woke the child from a deep dream. Somewhere a
voice was calling.

“Come to me. Come to me now.”

The child slipped out of bed, pulled on a
sweater, some shorts and a pair of plimsolls, picked up the torch
from the bedside table, and silently inched down the stairs towards
the front door. The noise of the television from the living room
masked the sound of footsteps, but the adults never heard a sound,
engrossed as they were in the late-night film.

After closing the front door, the child
walked to the garage, where the bicycle was kept, next to the
family Cortina. The rain was pelting down, and the child was soon
soaked to the skin, but it was warm rain, and barely registered. It
took ten minutes to arrive at the special place by the old
crossroads. The child carefully put the bike down and then stood
and stared at the mound. “I have come. You called me, and I have
come. Let me see you.”

There was nothing for anyone else to see,
nothing to hear, but the child smiled in satisfaction.

“Yes, now I see you. Now I hear you. What do
you want with me?”

The voice was felt rather than heard. “You
have come to me, you will be mine. I shall work through you. Open
your heart and mind to me. From this moment, we shall be one.”

“But what do you want with me?” asked the
child.

“For the moment, you must wait. We must wait
together until we are ready, until the time is right to act. First
you must grow and learn, but I will always be with you. We are
one.”

“We are one,” repeated the child. “We are
one.”

All around, the storm raged and the rain
poured down. There was a deafening crack of thunder overhead, a
bolt of lightning struck the mound and the child collapsed across
it.

One of the search parties found the child the
following afternoon. It was another two days before consciousness
returned, but the child was unable to tell the doctors at the
hospital, or the anxious parents, anything about the incident.
There was no trace of injury, no lasting effects were found,
physical or mental. Finally, everyone decided that it had been some
kind of brainstorm that dragged the child out on such a foul night,
to be struck by lightning. Nobody in the family ever mentioned the
incident again, and the child started to become more sociable and
studious, making some friends in the village. School reports grew
ever more positive, with English and History particular
strengths.

The knoll at the crossroads was never
revisited. The elves, pixies and fairies of childhood were
forgotten.


CHAPTER 2




Carole died without ever knowing why she was
murdered.

The last thing she remembered was feeling
dizzy in the bar, and someone helping her to her car. Except it
couldn’t have been her car, because it was white, and hers was
blue, but she hadn’t remembered that at the time. And who was it
who had been with her? A friend? No, she didn’t have any friends
with white cars. Who was it? She couldn’t remember, so hard to
focus. All she knew was that her head ached, she was lying down and
couldn’t move.

She was spread-eagled on some kind of table,
she could feel the rough wood against her body, because...because
she was naked. There were ropes around her wrists and ankles,
pulled cruelly tight and fastened to the table legs.

There was one low-powered bulb in the room,
giving off a pale yellow light, but she couldn’t turn her head away
from it, and her eyelids had been taped open. She couldn’t look
away when the figure walked into her field of vision. She tried to
scream, but her mouth was taped shut too.

The figure was dressed in black, a black hood
pulled low over the face. She strained every memory, but couldn’t
put a name or a face to it. Then it spoke, the voice just a
whisper, no way of telling if it was a man or a woman.

“Two hours, my dear, more or less. It’s
important to get the dosage right, I didn’t want you dying on me.
Not prematurely. The headache should be fading now. You should
always watch your drink in bars. Though, sadly, you will not be
able to put that advice into practice.”

Carole’s eyes looked up, questioning,
uncomprehending, begging, as they began to fill with tears. Then
terror flashed across them, as she saw what the figure held.

“Don’t mistake my intentions, my dear, the
razor isn’t for cutting your pretty little throat. But it is
traditional to shave all the hair from the suspect’s body. It seems
as if modern fashion and your beautician have taken care of that
almost everywhere, but that still leaves your head. Those pretty
blonde locks.”

Her long hair was seized in one hand, while
the other wielded the kitchen scissors and hacked away. When the
hair had been reduced to just half an inch covering the scalp, the
scissors were exchanged for an open razor, which left her
completely bald, bleeding from many cuts and sobbing in pain.

“Well, my dear, you are completely exposed
now, but I cannot see the Devil’s mark upon you anywhere. It must
be invisible. We shall need to use more direct methods to find it.
Pricking.”

The figure walked away, and Carole pulled
desperately at the ropes binding her, but they were too strong and
tight. Then the figure in black re-appeared. The hand held a
six-inch-long, thin metal spike, sharpened to a wicked point, set
in a polished wooden handle.

“A bodkin, my dear.”

She tried again to scream, but a muffled
grunt was the only result.

“It is a simple system, my dear. When a witch
makes a pact with the devil, it is sealed with his touch, and the
place where she is touched can feel no pain. I shall merely prick
your body with this bodkin until I find a place where you do not
flinch and no blood is shed. Then we shall have our proof.”

Again Carole grunted behind the tape.

“What’s that you say, my dear? You’re not a
witch and bear no Devil’s mark? Oh dear. Well then, this might be
rather a long and slow process.”

The bodkin was held aloft in the weak light
of the lamp.

“Let us begin.”

The bodkin stabbed downwards.

The first puncture wound was in Carole’s
upper thigh. She writhed in agony, screaming behind the tape, and
felt the blood seeping out.

“Not there, then. Better luck next time.”


CHAPTER 3




Extract from the diary

 


It was awful, just awful. I was forced to
watch it all, but could do nothing to stop it, I am not strong
enough to resist. That poor girl. And it was my hand holding the
bodkin, my mouth speaking those awful words, my eyes watching the
life leave her body. I had planned it all and carried it out, but
it was not me, I was powerless to resist.

After she was dead, and I was home, it
seemed that the Spirit within me slept, and I was alone with my
thoughts, for the first time in years. So I am writing this, and
will hide it. I must be on my guard not to think about it when the
Spirit returns to me, and I know it will return.

This is just the beginning.


CHAPTER 4




Jack Nightingale showed up at his office at
ten-thirty, freshly showered and shaved, wearing his best dark
suit, an almost-new pair of Hush Puppies, a crisp white shirt and a
silk tie that Jenny had bought him for Christmas. Jenny McLean
looked up from her typing as he pushed the door open. Today she was
wearing a plain white shirt and blue jeans. Her blonde hair was
tied back in a ponytail, as usual when she was working. “Bit of a
late start, Jack?”

“Yeah, I was up late last night playing
poker.”

“How did you do?”

Not bad. We were using Tarot cards. I got a
full house and three guys died.”

She clicked her tongue. “Jack. Really. Don’t
give up your day job.”

“Come on, I could make millions as a
comedian, but I’d miss working with you. Any chance of a coffee,
love?”

“You know how to use the machine, and don’t
call me love. And don’t you dare smoke in here.”

Nightingale shrugged, gave a sour look and
put away his packet of Marlboro. “There’s nobody about,” he
said.

“There’s me, or don’t my lungs count?.
Anyway, this is a place of business, and it gives clients the wrong
impression if the place stinks like an old ashtray.”

‘Which clients would they be? The place has
been like a tomb all week. What time is it? I’d best not be late
for the judge.”

“Sorry, Jack, you’ve wasted your time getting
dressed up. Detective Sergeant Burton rang at nine. Jeff Harris has
changed his plea to guilty, so there won’t be a trial.”

“Bugger, after all that ironing too. He
should have chanced it, I only got a glimpse of him in poor light,
a decent defence barrister might have got him off. Ah well, looks
like a day on the paperwork.”

“God help us,” muttered Jenny.

“You say something love?”

“I said I’d be glad of the help.”

“Hmm. Maybe I’ll pop across the road for a
coffee and muffin first. Can I get you anything?”

“No thanks, I had breakfast two hours ago.
Before I came to work. Like normal people.”

Nightingale’s hand was on the doorknob, when
the phone on Jenny’s desk rang.

Jenny grabbed for the receiver. “Nightingale
Investigations. Uh huh. Yes. Really? I see. One moment.”

She held the receiver up towards Nightingale,
her hand over the mouthpiece.

“Gentleman called Christopher Mason. Says his
girlfriend’s been murdered.”

“He’s confusing me with the police. They have
lots of blokes who specialise in that sort of thing.”

“I think he knows that, but he says he was
recommended to talk to you.”

“Who by?”

“Mrs Godber.”

“The haunted kitchen case? OK, hand him
over.” Nightingale took the phone. “Hello, Mr Mason? Jack
Nightingale. Where are you based? Oh, that’s a little out of my
usual area. What? Oh, alright then. In an hour?” Nightingale put
the phone down. “He says he lives out in Suffolk, but he’s come
down by train today on the off chance I’d be free.”

“Why didn’t he phone from Suffolk first?”

Nightingale grinned. “Probably because he
heard that I hate travelling and didn’t want to give me the chance
to turn him down without a hearing.. Now, If I’m going to have to
work, I really will need that coffee, and a cigarette.’


CHAPTER 5




An hour later there was a knock on the office
door, and Jack Nightingale shifted his Hush Puppies from his desk,
straightened himself in his chair and told his caller to come
in.

Christopher Mason looked to be in his early
thirties, about the same height as Nightingale, but a little wider
all round. Most of it looked to be muscle, and Nightingale deduced
that he either did manual labour, or spent time in a gym. His hair
was dark brown, receding a little at the front, needing a cut
around the collar. He wore a matching moustache, which looked a
little threadbare, since it was greying at the ends. He gave a nod
at Jenny, then at Nightingale, but no smile and didn’t offer to
shake hands. Maybe having your girlfriend murdered didn’t do much
for conviviality.

“Mr, Mason? Jack Nightingale. My secretary,
Ms McLean. Please take a seat. Coffee?”

“No thank you, I had one on the way. As I
said on the phone, I’m a friend of Mrs Godber, she recommended you
to me. She said you specialised in ‘unusual’ cases.” He say down
and folded his arms.

“It’s been said, but murder is generally out
of my league.”

“Quite, but it seems the police aren’t
getting anywhere.”

“Mr Mason, the police have infinitely more
resources than I do, and they specialise in serious crimes. They
don’t welcome the assistance of civilians, despite what you might
have read in detective novels.”

“I appreciate that. I just wonder if a fresh
viewpoint might get somewhere. I can pay.”

“Always good to know, but I wouldn’t want to
take your money for nothing, and if a murder case has the police
stumped, I don’t see that I’m going to be much help.”

Christopher Mason’s shoulders drooped, and he
stared at the floor.

“Could I at least tell you about it?”

Nightingale shrugged. “Sure, I’ve got plenty
of time today.”

“Thank you. As you know, my name’s
Christopher Mason, I’m thirty-four, live in Great Wenham in
Suffolk, though I work in Ipswich, as an accountant.”

Nightingale nodded.

“I’m...that is, I was, engaged to a woman
called Carole Thompson. She lived in Missenden. She worked in the
computer section of a bank in Ipswich. I met her at a friend’s
dinner party a year or so ago.. She was thirty.”

Nightingale nodded. He preferred not to
interrupt people with questions when they were flowing, quite often
they would tell him more than they meant to if he just let them
talk. From the corner of his eye, he saw that Jenny was taking it
all down on her shorthand pad.

“It was ten days ago. I’d gone to watch
Ipswich play at home with some friends, Carole told me she was
going out for a drink to one of the pubs on her way home. I should
say that I was with my friends until quite late, celebrating a home
win, and the police have interviewed them and established my
alibi.”

Another nod from Nightingale.

“Carole’s flatmate rang me at one in the
morning, as she hadn’t come home. That was unusual, as she never
stayed out overnight unless...unless she was staying over with me,
and she always told Margaret if that was happening. I told her she
must have had a drink or two too many and stayed overnight with
another of her friends. But, of course, she hadn’t. When she didn’t
turn up for work the next day, we reported her missing. They found
her body the following day.”

“Where?”

“By the side of a minor road near Capel St
Mary.”

“How did she die?”

“I can show you. I have a good friend who
works with the doctor who did the post-mortem. He gave me this
photo. It’s probably more than his job’s worth if anyone finds out
he did it.” He opened his briefcase and slid a photo across the
desk.

Nightingale felt bile rising in his throat.
In his previous life in the Met, he’d seen some ghastly sights, but
this one was as bad as it got. The woman was naked. All the hair
had been removed from her body, which was covered in hundreds of
blood-stained wounds. Whatever she had looked like in life, she was
completely unrecognisable now. “What did the doctor say caused
this?”

“I’m told that she was stabbed, with
something long, thin and pointed. Most of the wounds were
superficial, but at least a dozen of them could have been
fatal.”

“But so many wounds...”

“Yes. Apparently they gave up trying to count
them after about three hundred.”

“And her hair?”

“When I last saw her, it was blonde and
shoulder length. Whoever did this shaved her head first.”

“Seems a fair assumption. And what do the
police have to say?”

“To me, very little. They asked what I assume
are the usual questions, once they’d decided I wasn’t a suspect.
Did she have any enemies, any weird ex-boyfriends, did I have any
jealous ex-girlfriends.”

“Any suspects?”

“None that they told me about, but then I
suppose they wouldn’t talk about it to a civilian.”

“No, it might foul up the investigation or
court case.”

“I don’t think they have a clue. I’m really
hoping you could help.”

Nightingale shook his head. “No. There’s
nothing I can do, Mr Mason. As I said before, the police won’t
welcome me blundering about, and anything I could think of doing,
they’ll have done already and better. They can maybe find DNA or
other forensic evidence, they can put dozens of men on finding out
her movements, where she went for her drink, who she left with.
They can check licence plates and CCTV. I can’t compete with that,
I’d just be taking your money under false pretences.”

Christopher Mason nodded, and again his
shoulders slumped.

“I suppose I was hoping for a miracle.”

“Most crimes aren’t solved by miracles, but
by methodical, routine police work, sooner or later. Don’t lose
faith in them.”

“I’ll try. Listen, there’s one more thing.
The police told me not to tell anyone, but there was a note found
on Carole’s body.”

“A note?”

“Yes, stapled to her left breast.”

Nightingale shuddered.

“They didn’t show it to me, but they read it
to me.

“THIS IS NUMBER ONE. MY GAME HAS JUST BEGUN.
CALDWELL.”

“What’s Caldwell? “

“I have no idea, unless it’s the murderer’s
name.”

Jenny moved back to her computer and began
tapping on the keyboard.

“That would certainly make finding him a lot
easier,’ said Nightingale.

“Probably,” said Mason, “but I don’t remember
Carole ever mentioning that name, and I don’t know anyone called
Caldwell.”

“It would have been too easy. Look, Mr Mason,
I’m desperately sorry that I can’t help, but, as I said, there’s
just nothing I can do for you that the police won’t do better.”

Nightingale stood up, and hoped that Mason
would take the hint.

“I appreciate that. I just felt I had to try
something. Let me pay you for your time.”

He took out a wallet, but Nightingale held up
his hands. “No, no. I couldn’t take it. Look, strange things happen
from time to time, leave me a card, and if I come across anything
which might help, I’ll be in touch. Who’s the officer in
charge?”

“Detective Chief Inspector Jim Douglas,
Suffolk Constabulary.”

Mason passed across a card, rose, nodded at
Jenny and left.

Jenny put her pad down. “That poor man. Could
you really not do anything?”

“Like I said, love, what could I possibly do
that the boys in blue can’t do faster and better?”

“I guess that photo was pretty ghastly?”

“You’d have nightmares for a week. There’s
some evil bastards about.”

“And that note,”
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