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	Chapter One.


	 


	Tragedy. 


	Belfast, Northern Ireland.


	He stood there, towering above her. He inspected himself in the mirror, standing as if on parade, resplendent in his dark blue police officer’s uniform, the RUC badge shining brightly on his collar. 


	She looked up at her father. She sensed his love. It was a sharing love, love for her, her mother and her siblings. Although she knew the answer, she asked him, “Are you going to work now Da?” 


	             He looked down at his nine-year old daughter, wearing her grey school blazer and a pleated navy blue skirt. Hitching up his trouser legs, he squatted down before her. “Duty calls, my sweet.” 


	               The girl smiled, it was a smile of innocence, and it warmed his heart. She said in earnest, “I want to be a police officer when I’m old enough.” 


	               The smile came easily to his lips as he gazed at her tenderly. “Whatever you are in this life, Bettina Connor, do it to the best of your ability, and always be true to yourself.” He kissed her on the cheek and rose up. He took his cap off the hook and placed it squarely on his head. “See you at tea time, Bettina darlin’.” 


	He opened the front door and strolled down the pathway. He turned at the gate and waved. She smiled as she waved back, and then closed the door. She walked along the hallway, looking forward to the evening. At the end she stopped and turned in horror, staring at the door, she ran forward on deadened feet. She called out to him, ‘Dada! Dada, don’t!” 


	Her screams echoed along the hallway, as she heard the car starter turning. 


	               The following explosion blew down the house door, bowled the girl over, and sent her flying along the hallway to crash through the kitchen swing-door and land in a bundle on the floor.


	*


	Kranstadt, City Suburbs, Austria.


	“Mama, Mama!” The timorous sounds echoed into the night. Luna’s benign face gazed down, shedding its light through a full-length balcony window; spotlighting a frightened eight-year-old girl, in a knee-length nightdress. 


	She stood alone in the middle of an unlit bedroom, her small teddy bear pressed firmly to her chest with both hands. Her cheeks wet with tears, as she called out, “Mama, Mama!”    


	               Her heart missed a beat as she heard footsteps in the hallway. The door to the room burst open, and a half-dressed man entered and stood before her. She looked up at him, petrified, craning her neck. 


	               The stench from his filthy underpants wafted across to her. He looked down at her and pointed at her feet to a puddle of urine on the wooden floor. He crouched down before her, his fetid breath making her gag. “Look what you’re doing you dirty little bitch. Your mother is going to be very angry with you now.” 


	               As he rose up, the girl emptied the contents of her stomach over his bare feet. He stepped back cursing and lashed out viciously with his hand. His palm caught her on the side of her face, knocking her over, leaving her lying in a dazed heap. 


	He swore under his breath, “Shit!” and crouched over the child and found her pulse. He sighed, then hesitated, about to rise up. He lifted up her nightdress and gazed down.       


	He didn’t hear the footsteps behind him, as he massaged his genitals, but he felt the blow of the leather heel of a shoe as it cracked repeatedly against his scalp, splitting the skin. As he knelt there yowling, receiving the blows on his forearms, a voice screamed, “You dirty sod, I’m the one you do it to, not our little girl.” 


	*


	Winter, Austria.


	 “It’s stopped snowing.” 


	               A female voice called out, “More, I want more.” 


	 “Haven’t you had enough? I’m not sure if I can a second time so soon. Wait a while will you?” 


	               The female on the bed, her lower half naked, rolled over onto her back, her arms pinioned in a straight-jacket and posed erotically before him and said, “Do it again, and do it now, or I won’t let you ever again,”


	He stared at her and she glared back, her teeth bared, and he sensed an animal heat emanating from her as her eyes wandered down from his face to his groin. He stood there transfixed and a burning sensation moved from his groin area, and up over his chest and enveloped his mind. Then his whole being tingled only this time, painfully. 


	               She called out to him, “Now get this damn claptrap off me.” 


	               His fingers fumbled as he unfastened her straight jacket, almost losing his grip as he pulled it over her head, leaving her standing before him, naked. 


	She sighed and ran her hands over her breasts and eyed his body greedily … he was slim and about her height … she decided he’d be perfect. 


	He held up a condom still in its packet as he neared her. She took it and threw it over her shoulder. “Flesh in flesh, I want to feel you inside me.” 


	              He took her in his arms and they kissed for the first time ever in all the times they had physically known one another, in all the times he had raped or sodomised her, from child to woman. 


	They started tenderly, like innocent juvenile lovers, and then with increasing fervour until the woman broke off, panting. 


	They climbed onto the bed, and she called out in rapture, as he mounted her.


	               The shadows on the wall moved in time with the moans, and whimpers, as the two copulated like virgins on their wedding night.


	*


	                After a long consummation, still locked in Amour’s embrace, they lay there, unspeaking, kissing each other’s lips and stroking one another’s body for a while. With her lips close to his ear she said, “We should do it this way more often,” and reached down between them, grinning as she found him ready for her. 


	“Like now,” he asked, and she groaned with pleasure. 


	He kissed her breasts and her lips. 


	Her whimpers turned to moans then to cries. 


	After he ceased his ministrations and kissed her breasts while she panted heavily, she brushed away a lock of brown hair hanging over his face then wrapped her thighs around him, grabbed him by the hair with one hand, pulled his head to one side, and bit hard into the side of his neck.


	The man gasped at first, thinking it was some sort of sex play, and he, realising his mistake too late, called out in terror as she bit deeper, sawing like a shark and ripped out a chunk of flesh from his throat. 


	He clamped his hand to the wound, trying to stem the torrent of blood, which dribbled through his fingers and onto the woman’s the face and body.  


	               She chewed on it, and then spat out the lump of flesh, and she laughed and giggled as she watched the struggling man, still clamped between her thighs, then with a morbid inquisitiveness as his efforts slowly subsided. 


	He fell onto her slowly, and she licked at the blood now trickling from the gaping wound, tenderly, almost lovingly. 


	Giggling, she wriggled out from beneath him and strolled over to the basin, humming tunelessly. She washed herself meticulously, dried herself off and then cleaned up the mess on the floor. 


	She donned the dead man’s white uniform, pulling on his socks and shoes, after which she covered the corpse carefully, took out his keys and left the room, locking the door behind her. 


	               She made her way to the men’s changing rooms unhindered, pushed open the door, slipped inside and on hearing a sound she turned a corner and at once recognised the man of small stature, standing with his back to her. She suppressed a giggle and approached him on tiptoe. 


	When she slipped her arm over his shoulder and hooked it around his neck, he mistook her female presence for one of his associates, and he laughed softly as she whispered, “Knock, knock.” 


	“Who’s there,” he said. 


	               “Death,” she said and squeezed savagely. 


	               It was over in a number of seconds. 


	               He collapsed, unconscious and she caught him by his head in both hands, and with one of them under his jaw the other gripping his hair and using his weight and naturally gravity, she jerked upwards and twisted viciously to one side, groaning in ecstasy as she felt and heard his spine snapping. 


	               She let go of her second victim, her body on fire, and looked at her handiwork as it laid there, the glassy black-eyed stare and the slack open mouth. She kicked the head viciously, a number of times, remembering past insults and injuries, the rapes the sodomy, and giggled as it lolled unnaturally, back and forth. 


	She dragged the corpse over to the broom cupboard and stowed it easily inside by hanging the corpse on a hook by his T-shirt.


	While humming softly once more she found her first victim’s locker, opened it and searched through; therein she found suitable garments, took them out, and dressed unhurriedly.


	As she was about to zip up her winter jacket she heard someone enter behind her. She slipped on the man’s ray-bans and pulled her hood up.


	A woman’s voice, one she knew, as she had held her while the others had sodomized her as a child, echoed around the locker room, “Going already. You been humping our pet psycho again; I heard you last night, her panting and cooing, crazy fucked-up bitch, she needs lobotomizing.”


	               She spotted a leather belt in the bottom of the locker. She took it and closed the door. As she walked past Staff Nurse Beeker, she took the belt in both hands and quickly slipped it over her next victims head, yanking it tight, crossing over and swinging her round, tripping her and falling onto her as she stumbled to her knees. Like her other strangulation this one went just as fast when she knelt on her back, forcing her to the floor. She heaved with all her might and paused to thread the belt, pulling it as tight as she could and the woman’s body relaxed and remained still.


	She checked for a pulse and shrugged on not finding one and dragged her over to the locker and squeezed her inside next to her second victim. “So you don’t get lonely,” she said and closed the door. “Payback is fucking great,” she said and left the room.


	*


	Outside, still inside the hospital grounds, in the sun-drenched, snow-covered car park, a figure muffled in a red anorak and wearing mirrored sunglasses, walked slowly away from the buildings security area, carrying a bunch of car keys, searching with the remote amongst the snowy hillocks. 


	After hearing a loud beep and seeing the flashing hazard lights, the figure strolled casually over to a blood-red Cherokee 4X4. She opened the rear of the vehicle and took out a brush. She cleared away the snow on the roof and the bonnet, and removed any particles that still clung to the windows. 


	  She yanked the car door open after it resisted, clinging to its frozen frame, ice cracking sharply. After climbing in, she settled down behind the wheel, adjusted the seat accordingly, then ran her eyes over the vehicles dashboard and looked at the gear selection. 


	She started the engine and drove off, slowing down at the gate.  


	The vehicle rolled under the rising barrier and she raised her gloved hand to the guard, hiding the lower part of her face and guided the jeep slowly down the exit road and onto the main road. 


	Laughing heartily she headed along the country road towards the distant mountains.




 


	 


	 


	Chapter Two.


	Opportunities.


	Swiss Alps. Whooping and laughing, two figures in matching red ski-suits raced down the mountainside through the freshly fallen snow, chasing one another, crossing each other’s tracks, deftly avoiding collision. 


	As they descended the greying clouds gathered, bringing a promise of more snow on the mountain slopes before nightfall. 


	The two skiers, in their late twenties, came to the tree line and raced down through the sparsely wooded slope, zipping past the evergreen conifers. They followed the incline, which levelled off, leading to the edge of a precipice. They zigzagged to slow their descent and finished in a long curve and arrived laughing and breathless, close to the cliffside. 


	They took off their skis and embedded them in the snow. They walked around catching their breath, stopping close to the cliffs edge. They gazed in silence at the winter landscape about them. 


	One of them, a man, his dark beard flecked with ice, walked to the edge of the cliff, and peered down at the wooded area, which began close to the bottom of the cliffs rocky face. He removed his gloves, throwing them onto the snow, unzipped his ski suit, pulled out his penis, and urinated watching the fluid turning to droplets on its long journey. 


	While he urinated, he took out a small flask from his ski suit pocket and unscrewed the top. He took a mouthful and offered it to the woman who had followed him. 


	She removed her right glove, took the flask wordlessly, and drank greedily licking at the dregs and handed the flask back to him. 


	As she walked away close to the cliff edge, he called out to her, “Be careful you silly cow, you could fall off.” 


	               She spoke without turning, “That would not be a good idea and certainly no benefit to you, as I did warn you about my will.” 


	               Staring at her in disbelief as she turned away, pulling her glove back on, while continuing with her daredevil act, he called out once more, this time in anger, “You mean you’ve gone and done it behind my back. Why you selfish bitch, do you know what that means?” 


	               Balancing on the cliff edge she laughed aloud and turned to him. “I said I would, which means you -! Ah-!”  The woman’s heavy ski boots slid on the rocks and she stumbled forward, slipping once more, and on losing her balance, she fell backwards heavily onto the rocks, and rolled off the cliff edge. 


	The man called out in horror, rushed forward, dropped onto his hands and knees and peered over the edge and saw his wife clinging to a small outcrop on the rock face, four metres below him. 


	He made his way down the cliff face, feeling for foot-holds on the icy, snow-covered rocks, edging slowly towards the petrified woman, while calling out to her, “Hang on darling, hang on, I’m coming.” 


	               Looking up at him more in fear than anger, with her legs dangling in space, she relinquished her hold on the rock with one hand, pulled off one of her mittens with her teeth, stretched out her hand to the man briefly, before grasping the rock again. “Closer, dammit, this rock is loosening,” she said, losing her mitten in the process. 


	As he inched closer he peered beyond her at the steep rock-strewn incline below and paled. Taking a deep breath he stretched his arm, his hand ready to grasp hers. 


	She released her hold once more and reached out to take his outstretched hand, only to grasp at the empty air, as the rock she had been hanging onto, fell away, with her clinging to it no more. 


	She fell, mouth open in silence with outstretched arms, as if expecting him to reach all the way down, and gather her up in his arms. 


	He stood in shock, watching the body fall, and flinched as it hit the rocky slope feet first, tumbled and rolled down to the wooded area below, while he crouched there shaking his head slowly, whimpering, “No, no, no, no, no!” 


	               He turned and climbed back up the slope and in his haste he slipped and fell, bruising his knees, slithering on down over the rocks, trying to slow his descent by clawing at the stony surface, breaking and splitting his fingernails in the process. 


	He came to a rest finally, only half a metre from a sheer drop, with his heart hammering, threatening to burst. After calming himself, he proceeded carefully back up the ridge, almost losing his footing once more, and after reaching the top, he collapsed gratefully onto the snow. 


	Gathering his wits, he rose immediately, pulled on his gloves, ignoring the pain as his broken nails caught in the fabric and donned his skis. He raced along the cliff edge seeking a way down. 


	               As he journeyed on, the cliff edge rose and on reaching the crest, he saw clear snow before him on a long slope leading down to the trees lining the road, and headed off down the slope dodging through the trees. 


	He reached the road and raced along the hard-packed snow and arrived at his four-wheel drive vehicle. He kicked off his skis, fumbled with his gloves as he pulled them off, dropping them onto the ground, then he searched frantically with bloodied hands through his pockets for his car keys, whimpering like a frustrated child as he pressed the remote. He wrenched the door open climbed in, gunned the engine and drove off, fish-tailing over the road’s surface.


	               Despite its snow chains, his Cherokee 4X4 slid in a long skid to a stop amongst a tangle of bushes at the end of the forest roadway. He leaped down from his vehicle, looked through the trees at the distant cliff trying to pinpoint the spot where he and his wife had stood. He slammed the car door behind him and moved off through the meagre undergrowth and onto the clear, snow-filled ground. 


	Struggling through the knee-deep snow and the rising wind his breath came in gasps, his body not used to hard exercise. His breath caught in his throat as he saw a dark shape half-hidden under a partly-uprooted fir tree at the bottom of the cliffs incline. As he neared it, he saw his wife in her red ski-suit lying face down, her head surrounded by a crimson halo. 


	He crouched down next to her, turned her body over carefully, and examined her face. He groaned aloud as he saw the broken mass of skin, blood, and bone, mixed with pieces of her ski mask, which he gently removed. He saw the blood seeping slowly from her ears and nose and he muttered quietly to himself, half-crying, half-cursing, “You silly, silly girl, what do I do now?” 


	He checked the pulse on her neck. A look of relief crossed his face as he found it. He looked along the slope to where the cliff sheered straight up. He looked along its base for some shelter in the blizzard wind. Close by, about two hundred metres away, he made out a recess or maybe a cave opening. He picked his wife up carefully then he set off in the direction of the opening. 


	He fought against the wind and to his relief he arrived at a cave entrance. Half carrying, half dragging her, he stooped as he entered the cave backwards, bowing down as he went. 


	Stumbling over rocks in the dim light, he sniffed the air and pulled a face. He struggled farther on into the darkness and as the roof rose a little higher, he stopped and laid the woman down. She groaned and he smiled at her and touched her bloodied cheek tenderly. 


	Startled by a sound of movement behind him, he turned round and his features distorted in horror as a bear’s head appeared before him. 


	It opened its jaws and roared at him deafeningly, only centimetres from his face, displaying its rows of yellow fangs.


	*


	A black Mercedes SUV raced down the asphalt mountain road sliding in a racing skid around the bends, its drive wheels spinning madly, staying on the road only by the grace of Saint Christopher. 


	               The vehicle arrived eventually at a large building complex on the edge of a small town and screeched to a stop in front of a white-painted building, its horn blaring. A man wearing a green medical smock appeared through the building’s glass doorway. The driver, a blond-haired man in a green parka, climbed out and rushed to the rear door, opening it. He indicated to a woman with a bloodied face, lying there and spoke French with an English accent, “Help me please, my wife has had an accident, we were rock climbing and she slipped and fell, about three metres, but she collided with a tree on the slope.” 


	               The man in green turned and beckoned, a second man appeared, pushing a wheeled stretcher. A third man appeared and watched as the three men placed the woman, on the stretcher. The third man, a doctor, examined the woman. “She is still breathing, her pulse is strong; I think her jaw and her nose are broken, and she has damage to her right hand.” 


	As the four headed for the hospital entrance, the doctor questioned the man, “Is your wife on any medication? Do you have private insurance? Do you know if she has any allergies?” The group disappeared quickly inside the hospital as the blond man answered the doctors’ questions.


	*


	He scratched his chin, decorated with a white goatee, and looked at a number of photos on his desk before him then turned his attention to the young blond-haired man sitting in a black leather armchair across from him and told him, “I must admit, I do like a challenge, but it will be very expensive as it must be done in several phases over two months. This will be nothing short of a miracle to put her back as she was, and I must have a qualified assistant, an anaesthetist.” 


	               The other looked at the small grey-haired man and said, “That is why I came to you. Money is no object and I am a trained anaesthetist, I will assist you.” He noted the flicker of uncertainty in the man’s eyes and said, “This woman means the entire world to me, if you help me to save her, to rebuild her; I could never thank you enough.” 


	               He looked at the younger man sitting across from him in the leather armchair. He saw a tear roll down his cheek and land on his dark red silk shirt. He smiled, remembering when he was young and in love, and told the desperate man, “Very well, let us begin.”




	 


	 


	 


	Chapter Three.


	 


	Tina.


	Blackfield, England.


	Eight years later.


	As he neared her, she said, “We are getting closer, and she’s still alive. I hope we get to her in time.” She waited a few seconds and turned to her partner and boss, Detective Inspector William Weatherby in fear, gasping, “He’s returned, Bill … he’s with her now.” 


	               On hearing her words, he spoke with quiet urgency into his radio. 


	Over a dozen men wearing body armour, carrying light submachine guns with laser sighting, left the fifty-man strong group and reformed behind their leader, a sergeant, as they faced a thick bank of fog. 


	The pair walked on down the hill with the woman leading and the group descended with them through the clinging mist.


	After they left the dead, wet air the ground rose up and they came to a halt, panting, producing their own fog in the stagnant air, now facing an ominously dark green wall, ten metres in front of them, which disappeared into the mist-filled distance to their left and to their right. 


	The scene was one of foreboding, a silent forest of pine trees, densely packed together, like wooden sardines. 


	Tina’s body shook visibly as if shivering, her breathing shallow, as if in shock. Bill moved closer to her. “Are we there yet?” 


	               She nodded slowly. 


	“Is she in there?” he said and she nodded again. “Is he with her?” She remained silent. He repeated his question, “Tina, is he with her?” 


	               She shook her head slowly. 


	               “Do you know where he is?” 


	               She cocked her head to one side and then the other; she straightened up and walked forward, quickly breaking into a run, catching everyone off guard as the greenery swallowed her up. 


	               Bill, without hesitation raced after her and he too disappeared into the thicket not far behind her. 


	*


	The lifeless air, dank and musty, swallowed all sound as he strained to hear. 


	Tree branches, thickly interwoven, presented an unresisting barrier. 


	Bill called out in a loud whisper, “Tina!” but the black foliage muffled his voice denying his tones penetration in mocking silence. 


	After listening intently for several seconds, he saw no recourse but to proceed and dropped down on all fours and crawled on his belly through the thick bed of years-old pine needles, his movement hindered by the low hanging branches that stubbornly blocked his path forcing him to dig and squirm beneath them, tugging at his clothing as if demanding he should give them up.


	*


	Tina crawled along the ground, a strong sense of urgency driving her on. Burrowing through the centuries-old dank undergrowth, pulling herself forward on her elbows, while pushing with her feet, she forged ahead in an almost straight line; sensing the nearness she had been seeking. As she saw light ahead she redoubled her efforts. 


	She came out of the forest into a small clearing, spitting and rubbing the dirt from her face and eyes. On the other side she saw a framework of tarpaulin and tree branches backed up against the forest trees. 


	She stood up and approached the half-hidden curtain carefully. 


	She found an opening in the ragged sheet and pulled it to one side, stepping back after disturbing the pine needles gathered above. 


	She stared into the gloom, greeted by the stench of urine and human excrement. 


	She saw an eight-year-old child dressed in a dirty tracksuit top and grubby knickers. Her feet were bare and dirty and she was lying on a filthy mattress, squinting in the light. Her brown hair was matted, her face unwashed, and she sat up slowly with her hands bound before her. 


	A grubby piece of cloth, fastened around her face, gagged her. 


	Tina saw one the girl’s feet tied to a stake buried in the ground, not far from a large enamel bucket. 


	After pulling the rough sheet of tarpaulin well back, pinning it in place with a broken-off bough, she walked inside, smiling with her arms outstretched. 


	The child knelt up on the mattress as Tina spoke, “Hello, don’t be afraid. I’m a police officer.” She moved nearer to the girl and carefully eased the gag free of her mouth. “Hello Ruth! It’s me, Tina. You were calling out to me remember, did you hear me too?” 


	The girl nodded, smiling through the grime on her tear-stained face as Tina knelt down before her and placed her arms around her shivering frame, hugging her. The girl looked past her and screamed, and then darkness came.


	*


	Bill did his best to imitate Tina, crawling in the dark. 


	He heard the child’s scream and turned in the direction of the sound, and scrabbled along the ground, tearing frantically at the earth and thin branches, ignoring the dust surging with each breath into his lungs. 


	Half-blinded by the dirt and dust, coughing and spitting, he reached the edge of the clearing, in time to see a man bursting out backwards through the opening in a tarpaulin sheet, and stagger on rubber legs, before landing on his back to lie still. 


	Bill stood up and approached the fallen man carefully. He stopped as the tarpaulin sheet flew open and a scruffy, dirt-covered individual, wearing a dirty orange parka, came out and stopped and stared at him. 


	Tina looked at him through the mixture of sweat and grime on her face and smiled. “What kept you, Bill?” 


	               He laughed quietly as he neared her and kissed her on the mouth, despite the dirt. “Are you alright darling, did he hurt you?” 


	               She raised an eyebrow and looked at him as she tenderly wiped the dirt from his and her lips. She turned to the opening in the makeshift hovel. “He wanted to hurt us, so I kicked him hard,” she said and turned back to him smiling grimly. “I think I have broken some of his ribs.” 


	Then she said casually, “Have you got a knife?” 


	               He looked past her as the word “us” registered, and saw the girl through the opening in the makeshift tent. He took out his butterfly knife and flicking it open, hurried over to the opening. 


	He approached the child inside, smiling to still her fears and sawed at her bonds, wishing he had something sharper. He heard a scuffle behind him and the sounds of numerous heavy blows filled the air; he hurriedly finished severing the child’s bonds, pocketed the knife, and took the girl by the hand, holding her back behind him, ready to join the fray. 


	He peered out through the opening, saw Tina standing in the clearing and brought the girl out into the light. 


	The man was on his knees with his hands manacled behind him, with Tina holding on to him by his hair, as he climbed unsteadily to his feet. 


	The man bled profusely from the nose and mouth, he stood over two metres tall, dressed in dark camouflage clothing with black, green, and yellow grease paint on his face and neck. He had trouble breathing and he coughed and spat out a bloody tooth. 


	Bill smiled at Tina, shook his head, picked up the discarded tooth and shoved it in the man’s jacket pocket. 


	She looked back at him grimly, wiping her bloodied hands on her anorak and looked at the girl in his arms. “Ruth. Is there an easy way out of here?” 


	               She looked intently at Tina for a number of seconds. 


	Tina nodded, smiled, and turned away, dragging her captive by his jacket front. “Follow me, please.” 


	She headed towards the edge of the clearing, and after pushing aside a few branches, led the way out by way of a hastily cut tunnel through the trees. 


	               They emerged through a light covering of branches, into bright sunlight, confronted by some of the police troop, who applauded and whistled loudly, calling out to the others. 


	Two women police officers hurried forward and took Ruth into their care. 


	The officer in charge, Detective Superintendent McLean, a tall Negro in his early forties, approached at a run; he stopped and looked at the woman, shaking his head, his voice trembled as he spoke, “Don’t you ever do that again.” 


	               Tina looked at her boss warming to him, and said openly, “I’m sorry sir, but I didn’t have that much choice really. You know me; once I get going I can’t stop, and Ruth is safe and well.” 


	               He looked at the girl in the arms of a policewoman as she smiled and gave a little wave. 


	He smiled and waved back, relaxed, his anxiety gone. 


	Then he turned back to his subordinate and glanced briefly at the prisoner lying on a stretcher. “What happened to Rambo then?” 


	               Tina turned and looked to the prisoner, then down to her heavy boots. “He got too close to me and my Ruth.” 


	They both turned at the noise and saw an approaching police helicopter in the distance. 


	Tina walked with her boss over to join Bill and Ruth wearing a dark blue police pullover that reached down to her knees. She smiled at Tina. “Thank you, Bettina, for saving me from that horrible man.”


	               Tina neared her and kissed her lightly on the cheek. “Try and forget him, he is not well, he has a troubled mind.” 


	               Ruth looked at the paramedics escorting the bound man to a waiting ambulance, and her face saddened slightly as she spoke, “Yes, he is poorly, and I do hope he gets better.” 


	She brightened up as she looked at her rescuer. “I won’t ever forget you, Bettina, never ever, and take care of yourself, please.” 


	               Tina gave her another quick peck on the cheek and said, “Don’t be a stranger, just call me.”


	               The noise from the helicopter drowned out any further exchange, and the two policewomen made there way there with the girl, leaving Tina and Bill behind. 


	Sergeant Tasker left the group and approached McLean. “Excuse me, sir but, how does she do it,” he said, “How did she know where to look for the little girl?” 


	               “I asked her that after her first case. Do you remember the little boy she found, the one who was trapped down an old mineshaft?” 


	Tasker nodded and McLean whispered, “She said – ‘It’s a kind of magic’.”


	*


	Blue and white bands lent colour to the dark and dismal shades of a small clearing in the sporadically sunlit undergrowth as men and women clad in white went about their work. 


	Two such people observed the scene before them in dismay, one of them, dark-haired Detective Inspector Bill Weatherby, spoke into his voice recorder, as he looked down at the soiled corpse lying before him, next to a shallow grave. 
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