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  Chapter 1




  





  As a mild snowstorm crept through the inner realms of London, it registered its meanness by offering Londoners a much colder night than any other that had elapsed so far for 2013.




  The fact that it was January, the apparent coldest of the winter months, even made it worst, as the streets of London were almost lacking of traffic except for the occasionally cruising police patrol units that was ordered unto the streets by the Police Commissioner to provide security assurances to a city whose women folks were gripped by fear of a serial rapist.




  Even the places where women made up the largest quota of the evening workforce in the winter, remained close out of the said fear; including entities on Piccadilly Street where a cramped police station nested amongst the various entertainment clubs that had previously offered commercial nightlife to that zone even in the coldest of winters.




  Inside the cramped Piccadilly Street police station, Detective Ervin Winslow held up the most recent mail that he had received, presumably from the serial rapist, a day earlier.




  It was addressed in typewritten format to the detective, and was delivered by post more than twenty four hours ago, but was kept for primary investigation by Scotland Yard before it was sent back to the Detective for his assessment and secondary investigation.




  The unsealed envelope which had held a document; was of the same quality of light-brown envelopes that he had received at least a dozen times before, evidently from the same untraced source.




  Cautiously re-opening the envelope, he retrieved a computer illustrated print out of a woman’s vagina, with the letters G.C printed in large bold-type font, neatly below the said image.




  The detective knew that each of the initials on the print out refers to the next woman that the hunted rapist intends to strike; and simply meant that there would soon be another victim to be discovered unless he can decipher what the letters actually meant.




  In frustration, he pulled out copies of the twelve previous print-outs that he had received in the same way, and had kept in a drawer below his desk. He slowly took out each identical print and placed them alongside each other on the surface of the desk, and perused them in the hope that they can give him a more straightforward breakthrough.




  But the only difference each image had, were the varied initials which did not correspond to any of the victims’ names, addresses or relations that they had on file.




  The first victim, Eva Longrich; was discovered with F.D tattooed to her cleavage, after Winslow had received a mailed image with the initial F.D on the document; while the second victim, Anna-Maria Silva; was discovered with G.P tattooed on her, two days after the detective had received a mailed image with G.P initialed on it.




  The same thing had occurred prior to the discovery of each of the other previous victims, and did not seemingly correspond to any of them that were sexually assaulted before or after the fact.




  And to ensure that each previously mailed document matched his victims, the serial rapist always leaves a second corresponding copy at the scene where each one of them were discovered.




  As part of investigative procedures, the detective maintained a file on each victim and a separate folder with duplicate of the images in his office desk.




  However, Winslow had always kept a copy of the case file for victim number seven at home, including some extra witness statements, because that individual was his God daughter, and the daughter of his best friend.




  And even though it was against police operational procedures for him to keep such a duplicate file, the detective had took that particular case to heart, and kept it at home nonetheless, to the knowledge of his deputy whom he considered a confidant.




  Whispering to himself that the initials on the documents would have must meant something, he kept a steady eye on each piece of the printed exhibits that were spread across his desk, then rubbed his hands against his face, as frustration sank its way into his burning eyes and exhausted rationale.




  The detective felt that he and his team had probably wasted more than three weeks trying to make sense of the many pieces of seemingly irrelevant criminal details that lay before him.




  Hence, without further ado, he conceded that nothing on his desk made any investigative sense to the matters at hand, and are probably calculated distractions that were intended to divert focus on other potential hard evidence that may had been missed at the twelve sexually aggravated crime scenes that he had visited over the past twenty four days.




  Looking up at the clock on his office wall, he rubbed his head hastily with his right hand, and banged the palm of the other against the desk




  In obvious frustration, he then swiped the twelve pieces of exhibits off of the desk and unto the floor as he felt humiliated at his previously unforeseen inability to solve a series of high profile rape cases that had stretched from Central London to his borough in Islington.




  In his twenty two years as a forensic investigator into serial predatory and sexually violent crimes, none had ever baffled and tormented his mental capacity as the twelve case files that piled up on his desk. Interestingly, all of the files reflected the same pattern of psychopathic rape that were committed against women, too many times more than he would have usually needed to identify the perpetrator and bring them to justice.




  The loud scouring sound of the swivel-chair’s wheel against the wooden floor of the police station drew his workmates attention, as they focused their eyes heavily on his office door in amusement.




  It’s not like he had never met other challenging serial rape cases in the past, or wasn’t use to puzzling investigations. Of course, he can recall quite a few cases of similar nature, and in which case he had always ended the rapist streak just before the perpetrator strikes his third or fourth victim.




  But this time, the dice has been cast differently, creating an unremitting nervous breakdown for investigators, even though the crime scenes were laced with the same proverbial criminal patterns, and even though Detective Winslow was playing the game in his familiar territory as an investigator of sexually oriented crimes.




  As far as he knows the most recent report received at noon yesterday, put the number of serial-rape victims at twelve, while the London media kept amplifying those figures by suggesting earlier cases from years ago, alleging that those may be associated with the same perpetrator.




  The Daily Mail even made it much harder for detectives by running an early morning sarcastic headline in the newspaper, which read “Twelve victims, twelve times police failure”.




  The London Police Commissioner was already under public fire for his now perceived inability to bring closure to the seeming impunity with which the feared serial rapist operates.




  Subtle calls for his resignation were beginning to grow, and even the resignation of Detective Winslow, who up to a week ago had enjoyed full public confidence as a result of his successful crime solving history.




  His recent media theatricals when he held a press conference to say that he would nab the serial rapist before victim number five is pounced upon, drew a raucous applause back then, but have now transferred into anger from a public who felt duped by his now repeatedly failing promise.




  After all, the number of victims has now more than doubled since that promise, leaving many in the media editorials to label him as a time-worn detective whose services is a waste of tax payer’s money, and an old tiger that had already lost all of its teeth.




  At the pre-retirement age of fifty four years old, and after more than thirty years of previously unblemished service to the department, his tenure with the London Police would be over in either case, in a matter of months. But to left a failed legacy, all because of one ever-evading rapist, and to become the taunt of the media probably for life, the good Detective began to grow riled with anger against the unknown perpetrator.




  Rubbing his hands once more against his forehead, he kept reflecting on his meeting with the Police Commissioner yesterday, in which his boss made it explicitly clear that he may have to allow the axiomatic axe to fall on the good Detective’s neck, unless he can tell him something by 9pm this evening that solidly denotes that he is genuinely closer to solving the serial rapes.




  But it was now 9:47pm, and no new leads, no sign of a solution or any hope that he is any closer than he was yesterday. The only new observations that he had made, was the fact that all of the women had some common physical and character traits, in that they were all well-educated, held professional jobs, carried blonde hairdo’s, and were mostly of mixed race; with most of them having Brazilian or other Latino heritage.




  For him, that was no news, as he can somehow recall the media and other members of his investigating team mentioning that. And in any case, that is not what his boss would have been expected to hear since 9pm that evening.




  Just as he pondered on the Commissioner’s warning and his lack of any substantial progress, the phone on his desk rang with its usual loudness, but for some reason sounded much louder to the psychologically worn-out Detective.




  His heart began to beat unsteadily for he knew that the call was more than likely coming from the Commissioner’s office, for he had already defied the top cop’s order to report to him at 9pm with his files and a comprehensive update on new leads, a plan, and overall progress made.




  The Detective had earlier wanted to arrest two or three more of the usual suspects so as to maybe duped the media and his boss into thinking that he was making progress, but could not had done so, owing to the many previously wasted arrests he had already made in connection with the investigation over the past two weeks, and which were later labeled as a farce by the public, as he had had to let all of the suspects go.




  Thus, trying such a failed publicity stunt again may more than likely put an unsavory death knell in his tenure with the police department, and may certainly demonstrate that he is no closer to solving the cases, as his actions may seemed foolishly repeated.




  Lost in his thoughts, he did not heard the phone ringing again, until his assistant knocked on his office door and subsequently stepped in to let him know that the commissioner is on the line.




  He instinctively picked up the phone on his desk and answered, but was immediately shown a gesture by his assistant that the commissioner’s call was at the open desk outside because the top cop was not getting an answer from the Detective’s direct line.




  He nonetheless greeted the caller on his already answered desk-phone while motioning to his assistant that he would soon be on his way to take the Commissioner’s call.




  As his assistant left, he said ‘hello’ into the phone, and was greeted by the voice of his wife on the other side. She had just wanted to know that he was ok, and whether she should wait up for him.




  He responded in a rather grunted manner, while advising her not to wait-up, but to simply go off to bed, as he may more than likely be coming home very late tonight.




  The Detective’s wife, Mrs. Annie Winslow, a Brazilian native by birth; was relatively younger than he was. Now thirty nine years old, they were married since she was twenty one, and only had one daughter who was now nineteen years old, and a product of Annie’s previous relationship with a fellow Brazilian citizen while she was in College.




  However, having grown up with the detective as his adopted daughter since she was two years old, the now nineteen year-old Imelda Winslow had always considered Mr. Winslow as a caring father.




  Her mother, Mrs. Winslow could be considered a European blonde by ethnicity but was fathered by a Brazilian migrant, which somehow give her a much younger Latino appearance as her face and blue eyes would have shown, and often leading most people to consider her daughter as her younger sibling.




  Because she was the founding member of a one month old Latino Women’s Rights organization based in Croydon; keeping abreast with the continued serial rape of migrant and Latino-rooted women in London, was an integral part of her job and publicity campaign.




  Unlike most other members of the loosed organization, she was a more informed follower of the serial rape cases, because her husband was the lead police investigator for more than three weeks now.




  And being a better-informed Latino who shared the same racial characteristics as the many rape victims, she had repeatedly voiced her public opinion that the British Government should at least consider putting up a large monetary reward so as to press the public’s investigative participation, leading to the potential arrest of the serial rapist.




  After earning widespread support for her initiative from a frantic public in less than two weeks; a panel of opposition Members of Parliament had subsequently adopted a petition after her name, to press the State to take additional measures; including monetary rewards if necessary, to help bring the serial rapist to justice.




  A subsequent seven days of organized protests, and accusations that Latinos were racially targeted for sexual violence, had put pressure on the British Government to respond convincingly.




  Thus, in a bid to avert public opinion that the crimes were racist in nature, the British Home Secretary (National Security Minister) had announced through his spokesman that his office was seriously studying the recommendations made in the ‘Annie Winslow’ petition.




  Mrs. Winslow’s campaigning efforts and the petition from her organization had also sent some indirect pressures on her husband’s work, since frustrated campaigners would sometime point their fingers at him for failing to apprehend the perpetrator.




  But even though some persons had seen her campaigning as opportunistic, other influential individuals supported her cause because she was herself an alleged victim of mild sexual violence.




  Her experience had occurred more than two months ago, while her unstructured organization sprung-up a mere one week prior to the discovery of the first serial-rape victim.




  While the sexual assault against her was completely different in nature and occurred within the perceived sanctity of a job she had held as an evening pharmacist with a local private hospital; it was nonetheless accepted as sufficient by campaigners.




  Her circumstances originated from an incident in which a prominent community doctor had allegedly made some aggravating sexual passes at her.




  Mrs. Winslow had alleged that the Doctor stuck a stemmed red-rose uninvitingly into her busts as she was taking an occasional ride to work in his car one evening, and in which case he also attempted to take her to another location resulting in her throwing herself from his car to escape.




  But the distinguished doctor’s defense that the woman had attempted suicide in despite of his persuasions for her not to do so from his car seemed to resonate well with investigators, in addition to his suggestion that Mrs. Winslow probably cooked-up the allegation to cover the shame of her failed suicide.




  Weeks of investigations subsequently cleared the renowned doctor of any criminal misconduct, but had triggered the usual procedural wrong doing probe by the private hospital at which both of them worked.
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