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1

The clock chimed 8pm and Jessica looked up from the computer. She saved the household 
budget sheet that her husband, Robert insisted she fill in each day.

As she stretched, she heard a soft whine. 
‘Billy!’ 
The Labrador waddled over to her and sat down, staring into her eyes. 
‘Don’t look at me like that! You know I can’t resist your big, brown eyes!’
The dog’s eyes looked even sadder and Jessica laughed out loud as she reached 

down and gave him a cuddle.
‘You’re a terrible dog, Billy!’ 
She kissed the top of his head. ‘Come on, then! Let’s get your lead.’
She glanced outside and saw that rather than easing, the rain was heavier than 

ever. Sighing, she resigned herself to getting wet. 
‘Billy! It’s pouring! We’ll get soaked!’
Billy whined softly again. 
‘I know! I know! Don’t worry, just wait until I get my coat. And boots.’
Jessica opened the door and the full force of the weather threatened to engulf her. 
‘Right Billy! We’ll go up the road, but only as far as the oak tree. No dragging me 

into the woods today! It’s far too wet!’
Billy bounded out into the rain.
‘Come here, Billy! I need to put your lead on! You can’t go on the road without a 

lead! You know that! Come here!’
Billy came running back and bounced around her in delight. She bent down and, on 

the third attempt, managed to click his lead in place. With a laugh, she set off at a fast pace, 
trying to keep up with him.

‘Slow down! My hood won’t stay up. I don’t want to get my hair wet!’
Billy took no notice as he pulled her along. He stopped briefly at  the gate  and 

waited for her to open it, before charging up the road with Jessica laughing behind him.
‘You’re full of beans today! Are you hoping to chase some of those rabbits again? 

Not a hope today!’
Billy stopped suddenly, to sniff a piece of grass and Jessica nearly fell over him.
‘You could at least warn me!’
She gasped as Billy set off once again, almost pulling her over this time.
The oak tree came into view and Jessica sighed with relief. The rain continued to 

pour down and she could feel the water starting to soak through her runners.
‘Damn! I forgot to put my boots on! Hurry up Billy! Here’s your favourite patch of 

grass. Don’t be long now!’ 
Billy seemed unable to decide where he wanted to relieve himself. She turned him 

back towards the house and set off, stopping and starting as Billy dictated.
‘I thought you were desperate!’



Billy continued to sniff every blade of grass, trying to find the perfect place. Jessica 
pulled the hood of her anorak tighter and suppressed a shiver. Rain dripped onto her face 
and she reached up and wiped it away impatiently. 

‘Billy! Stop sniffing everything! I’m getting soaked!’
A sharp tug on the leash brought Billy’s attention back to her. 
‘Come on! It’s getting dark!’
Jessica set off again along the quiet road. Damn! She had forgotten to bring a torch 

with her. It had been light when they left but the heavy downpour had caused the light to 
fade quicker than she expected.

 The torch would have made her feel safer if a car came along the road. Her dark 
anorak would make her hard to see. She consoled herself with the thought that this road 
was usually quiet with the heavier traffic preferring to use the main road rather than this 
narrower road. 

They weren’t too far from home now but the rain didn’t seem to be easing off. Her 
husband would be home soon and if she wasn’t waiting for him, he would wonder where 
she was. 

She thought of the bottle of wine waiting for her and wished she had lit the fire 
earlier. A nice roaring fire would have been just the ticket on a night like this. 

Robert would have said she was indulging herself but sometimes a little indulgence 
went a long way. 

With a sigh, she made a mental note to buy some fire-lighters from the little shop in 
the village the next chance she got. Central heating was all very well but you couldn’t beat 
an open fire for turning a house into a home. 

Sometimes  Jessica  thought  with  longing,  of  her  parent’s  home with  it’s  warm, 
welcoming feeling and wished her own house felt like that. 

She often thought that she hardly knew  Robert any more.  He was so seldom at 
home these days. His work seemed to take up more and more of his time as the months 
passed. 

At first, they had been blissfully happy but something had changed. She wasn’t sure 
what; she just knew that something was different now.

She tugged at the dog’s leash again. 
‘Come on Billy! I’ve got a new packet of chocolate drops for you. Your favourite! 

Good boy! Come on, then!’
Billy looked up suddenly and began to wag his tail. Too late, she realised that he 

was not looking at her. 
Jessica spun around in time to see the man reach for her. He was wearing a raincoat 

with the hood pulled up, partially hiding his face. 
She screamed but he put  his hand roughly over her mouth cutting off the sound. 

She could taste the sweat from his palm and it made her gag. 
‘Shut up, bitch! There’s no-one around to hear you!’
 Jessica could smell the rank odour of his breath as she fought to breathe through 

her nose. His hand was hurting her mouth and she gasped at the pain, as he squashed her 
lips, hard against her teeth.

‘Stop struggling, bitch.’



She frantically tried to kick and scratch him but he pulled her closer so she could 
feel his body against her back. He brought his face close to her and breathed in her ear.

‘You didn’t expect to see me now, did you? I told you I’d be back before you knew 
it! Still refusing to do as you are told? I told you you’d be sorry! You didn’t believe me but 
now you will!’

As his hands closed tightly around her throat, everything began to go black. Just 
before she lost consciousness, Jessica realised who it was as she heard him laughing. The 
last thing she heard was his voice in her ear.

‘I warned you, bitch! I said I would make you pay!’

The killer allowed her body to fall to the  cold, wet ground. Her dog was milling 
around unsure what was happening and whining all the while. 

The man kicked out suddenly, catching the dog in the ribs. 
‘Go home! Go on! Get home, now!’ 
He threatened to kick the dog again and with a howl, Billie raced back towards the 

house leaving his mistress lying in the pouring rain.
The killer looked down at his handiwork and nodded to himself. 
A job well done! He liked to get job satisfaction no matter what he was working on. 

Somehow, it made it all worthwhile.
With a last look into Jessica’s wide-open eyes, the killer smiled and then turned 

away. His car was half-hidden in a side-lane under the trees a little further along the road. 
Without another glance at the dead woman, he hunched his shoulders against the 

rain and walked back to his car. 



2

Louisa rubbed her forehead as she read the file. She had a nagging headache but the doctor 
had pronounced her fit for work. It was good to be back. 

Being off work for the last two weeks had been tough on her and she had been 
delighted when she got the all clear to return to work at the start of the week. 

Everyone  had pussy-footed  around her  yesterday  but  today she had  insisted  on 
being treated as normal. Lots of officers got injured in the line of duty and as a sergeant, 
and a female one at that, Louisa was determined to show that she was able to carry out her 
duties without giving her DI any cause for complaint.

As the headache eased a little, she thought of the moment the suspect had turned on 
her as she gave chase. How he had grabbed a piece of wood and swung it at her. She 
remembered the sound as it hit her left temple – a dull thud inside her skull – and the 
sudden sharp pain. 

She had woken up in the hospital but, thankfully, no serious damage had been done. 
A slight concussion and a bad headache kept her in the hospital for twenty-four hours but 
as soon as she was free to go, she had left thankfully. 

She  hated  hospitals  and  would  have  signed  herself  out  if  the  doctor  hadn’t 
pronounced her ready to leave. She had glanced casually at the list of dos and don’ts and 
then she balled up the paper and shoved it deep in her handbag. 

Her colleagues interviewed her as soon as she woke up, and she was able to tell 
them that the suspect had gone to ground in the abandoned asylum. She couldn’t remember 
how she knew this, only that she was sure he was there. 

Her brain was still a little fuzzy on the details but to her surprise, she was able to 
answer questions with no problem. It was only when she tried to remember the whole day, 
that she had problems. 

This had frightened her at first but the doctor had assured her that her recall was 
fine it was just her memory that was giving her problems and the likelihood was, that she 
would regain her full memory of the event, in time. 

She couldn’t understand the difference between her recall and her memory. Weren’t 
they the same? The doctor seemed to think that there was a significant difference between 
them and he tried to convince her that given time, everything would return to normal. 

She had pestered the doctor, telling him that she didn’t know how, just that she 
knew where the perpetrator had gone to ground. She tried to explain that she knew deep 
down, that she didn’t know this information so how could she have been right?

The doctor had brushed aside her worries and questions. He explained that all her 
memories were intact but her recall – her ability to bring these memories forward – was 
damaged. She was simply getting little bits of information instead of the whole story in her 
conscious mind. 

The rest of her memories were stored in her unconscious mind and would probably 
surface in the fullness of time. He was unable to tell her when or even, if they would come 
back to her but he patted her arm and tried to reassure her while glancing at his watch. 



Louisa understood what he was saying but something inside her was telling her that 
something else was going on – she just had no idea what it was. 

She  wondered  if  she  should  have  spoken  to  her  DI  but  quickly  dismissed  the 
thought. DI Oakes was not the type of man she felt safe confiding in. 

He might find a way to hold it against her later and she couldn’t take the chance. 
She was coming up for a review soon and it was bad enough that she was a woman. What 
would he make of it if he thought she was having mental issues? 

Tearing her mind back to the present, Louisa stared at her phone. The hairs on the 
back of her neck were standing but she had no idea why. 

She picked up the phone. No missed calls. No missed messages. 
She placed the phone on the table in front of her and waited. She wasn’t sure what 

she was waiting for. She just knew she had to wait.
She picked up a file and began to read it but reached out absently to pick up the 

phone again just before it rang. She swiped the screen. 
‘DS Williams.’
‘Sorry to disturb you Ma’am, a woman’s body has been found on Totter’s road 

about a mile from Fensham.’
Louisa dropped the file onto the coffee table and sat up. 
‘I know the road. I’m on my way.’
She didn’t give herself time to wonder how she knew that the phone would ring. 

These things sometimes happened to her.
She left  the remains  of her Chinese take-out and the cold coffee behind as she 

grabbed  her  car  keys  and  was  soon driving  towards  the  scene  of  the  incident.  Her 
headlights  cut  through  the  darkness  as  her  wipers  fought  to  clear  the  rain  from  the 
windscreen. Fifteen minutes later she saw the lights of the crime scene officers’ vehicles. 

For a moment, she felt that the scene was wrong. She slowed and tried to work out 
what was bothering her but the only thing that came to mind was that the vehicles should 
not have been there. She took a deep breath and shrugged off the thought.

She parked close to the other vehicles and took a few more, deep breaths. As she 
looked around, she noted the loneliness of the place as well as the overhanging trees. 

The overgrown ditches  and the trees made the area more sinister  than it  would 
probably  appear  in  daylight.  The  rain  also  increased  the  closed-in  feeling  and  Louisa 
shivered. 

She saw a lone figure standing at the side of the road and at first glance, thought it 
was an officer but as she looked, she noticed that the person didn’t seem to be part of the 
investigating team. The person seemed to be merely watching what was happening. 

Louisa strained to make out any details  but found she was unable  to tell  if  the 
person was male or female let alone see any distinguishing features. 

The figure turned,  glanced in her direction and then walked away,  disappearing 
quickly into the dark, wet night. 

Getting out of her car, a young constable approached her.
‘She’s over there, Ma’am.’
Louisa stared at him and then mentally shook herself. ‘Thanks. We need to seal off 

this area.’
‘It is sealed off, Ma’am.’



‘Then who was the person over there?’
‘Over where, Ma’am?’
‘Just walked into the trees. There.’ Louisa pointed.
‘I’ve been here since we got the call out, Ma’am. I haven’t seen anyone around 

here.’
‘There was someone watching from over by those trees! Check the area in case this 

person is a witness to the event!’
‘Right away, Ma’am. The officer ran towards the trees.
Louisa watched for a few seconds, then turned and walked to where a tent had been 

set up. Feeling relieved that she had changed into a pair of trousers after work, she made 
her way along the wet road. 

There  were  puddles  everywhere  and  Louisa  picked  her  way  slowly.  The  rain 
showed no sign of letting up and it looked like the crime scene boys were in for a long, 
miserable night.

‘What have we got, Jim?’ Louisa stared down at the sodden body. The woman was 
wearing an anorak but Louisa guessed that the persistent rain had already penetrated this 
and that she was probably wet through.

 With a sigh, Louisa felt a heaviness descend upon her as she waited to hear how 
the unfortunate woman had met her death. 

The medical examiner looked up from the body.  ‘She’s been strangled. Not too 
long ago, I’d say. A local man found her on his way home. Says he saw what he thought 
was a sack at the side of the road and as he drove closer he realized that it was a person. 
Called it in. He got a bad shock. He wasn’t expecting it especially on a night like this.’

‘A murder then. I don’t suppose he would expect it on any night, Jim! Any idea 
who she is?’

‘Solicitor’s wife. Jessica Thompson. No formal ID yet though.’
Louisa nodded. ‘Local solicitor?’
‘No. Works in the city. They’ve only been living here for six months or so.’
Louisa nodded again. 
‘You’re quick off the mark tonight, Jim.’
‘The fella that found her knew her to see and you know what these small villages 

are like. Everyone knows everyone’s business.’
Turning away from the blonde woman’s body, Louisa thanked the doctor. 
His clipped speech, though abrupt, was calm, collected and to the point and for this 

reason, Louisa felt reassured. She knew that this man would do a thorough job and if there 
was anything useful to be found here, then he would find it. 

She stuck her head out of the tent and found the young constable waiting for her.
‘Well?’
‘Nothing.  Ma’am.  I  searched  the  perimeter  and  spoke  to  the  other  officers  but 

nobody saw anything. One of the CSO boys is going to check the area for prints as the 
ground is quite soft there.’

‘Ok. This is now a murder scene so I want the area sealed off properly and secured 
overnight. The body won’t be removed until the morning so, make sure someone stays here 
and keep me informed. Where is the man who found the deceased?’

‘In his car with Constable Ward, Ma’am. Mark is taking a statement from him.’



‘Alright.  Make  sure  that  the  road  remains  closed  until  the  forensics  boys  are 
finished and have given the ok to open it again. Radio it in. We need diversions in place. 
The rain is bad enough, washing away any potential  evidence and I don’t want people 
destroying any that may be left. And keep your eyes open in case the killer returns!’

‘Yes, Ma’am. I’ll see to it that no one comes near until the CSO boys are finished 
and I’ll tell the other officers that the killer may still be around. I’ll radio in now and get 
the diversions set up.’

Louisa walked over to the car that the young constable had indicated and nodded to 
the police officer seated inside. Mark excused himself and climbed out of the passenger 
seat.  He pulled  his  jacket  tightly  around himself  against  the  rain.   Moving out  of  the 
witness’s earshot, Louisa waited for his report.

‘Sonny Connors, Ma’am. He was on his way home from work. He works at the 
garage in Fensham and always comes home this way. They were working late on a car. I 
have checked his story and his boss confirms it. Says they were trying to get a job finished 
before the morning so that the client could pick the car up first thing.’

‘What time did he find the body?’
‘Around 9.30pm. I checked with dispatch and he called it in at 9.34pm.’
‘Have you got his contact details?’
‘Yes, Ma’am.’
‘Alright, send him home. There isn’t much point in him staying out here any longer 

than necessary. Let him know that we may need to speak to him again though. Is he alright 
to drive himself, do you think?’

‘I think so, but I’ll ask him to make sure. We don’t need him having an accident 
and having to open the road for an ambulance.’

‘True. Arrange a driver if necessary.’
Louisa turned and as she did, the darkness engulfed her. She could feel the rain 

beating on her face and the wind tugging at her coat. She felt her left hand pulling her hood 
tighter, trying to keep the rain out of her eyes. 

Glancing down, she saw a leash in her right hand and at the end of it was a golden 
retriever dog. The dog stared up at her before looking over her shoulder. Louisa shivered 
and turned to see what the dog was looking at. A hand reached out of the darkness.

‘Ma’am? Are you ok, Ma’am?’ 
Constable Ward was looking at her in some concern. 
‘Are you alright?’
Louisa shivered again and looked around. There was no dog and no man reaching 

for her.
‘I’m fine. Just thinking about the crime, that’s all. Trying to get a feel for the place.’ 

She shivered.
‘You went very pale and …’
‘I’m fine, thank you, Constable! And I’m very busy! It’s possible that the killer 

may have returned to the scene. Keep a close watch and make sure everyone is on the 
alert!’

‘Yes, Ma’am!’ 
Constable  Ward snapped to attention.  ‘What  makes  us suspect that  the killer  is 

close by?’



‘I saw someone by those trees but a search revealed nothing.’
‘Those trees? Over there?’ 
‘Yes, Constable! Those trees!’
‘I have been sitting here watching those trees for over twenty minutes while I spoke 

with Mr Connors. They were in my direct line of sight the whole time. I didn’t see anyone 
there.’

‘I presume you took notes while Mr Connors was speaking?’ 
Mark nodded.
 ‘Then you obviously were not concentrating on the trees and missed him. Or her.’
‘Yes, Ma’am. Sorry, Ma’am.’
Louisa went back to the tent. She stood in the opening and watched as the forensics 

team worked.  Camera flashes made her blink as the officers documented the scene from 
every possible angle.

 Conversation was kept to a minimum and the team worked quickly and efficiently. 
The medical examiner gave orders brusquely but quietly, and his team did his bidding with 
no need to comment. 

Louisa stood and watched them work as she had done at many other scenes. The 
locations and victims changed but the basic scene was always the same – someone had lost 
their life and now it was up to the police and crime scene officers to find out who had 
committed the crime. 

She wondered if the woman had seen her attacker. Had she had time to feel the 
sudden terror as she man reached for her? Had she looked into his eyes, knowing what 
awaited her? 

Louisa squirmed as the feelings became real and icy fingers seemed to grip her 
arms. She felt something brush against her leg and looked down. For a second, she thought 
she saw the same dog at her feet but as another flash startled her, the image disappeared. 

A loud voice behind her made her jump.
‘Louisa! What have we got?’ 
DI Daniel Oakes pushed past her and stood out of the rain. Louisa moved to make 

room for him but was jostled as she did so and ended up standing in the rain just outside 
the tent. She sighed and resigned herself to getting wetter.

She glanced at him suspiciously. Was that alcohol she could smell on his breath? 
She was shocked but knew it was more than her job was worth to mention it.

Louisa  told  her  superior  everything  she  knew and  then  waited  for  instructions, 
feeling her jacket sticking to her back. She suppressed a shiver and tried to concentrate. 
Her DI glanced towards the body and then began to bark out orders.

‘Alright, get the uniforms to start going door-to-door. I suppose they can handle 
that. We’ll keep men posted here overnight in case the killer returns. You come with me. 
The husband needs to be told. Leave your car here.’

‘But …’
He was already striding towards his car. Louisa looked around and spotted Mark. 

She recognised him as the officer in the car with the witness who had found the body. 
Having arrived in the area only a short  time previously,  she still  did not know all  the 
uniformed officers by name but she remembered what the other constable had called him.



‘Constable Ward? Could you arrange for my car to be taken back to the station for 
me, please?’

‘Yes, Ma’am. I’ll see to it myself.’
‘Thank you. And the DI wants uniform to do a door to door in the area and some 

extra men posted here overnight in case that was the killer I saw under the trees. Can you 
relay that information to your sergeant?’

‘Yes, Ma’am. I’ll call it in right away.’
Louisa handed over her keys  before setting off after  DI Oakes.  He was already 

sitting in his car revving the engine, waiting for her.
‘Hurry up! We need to get this done as soon as possible. I have people waiting for 

me in the pub!’
Louisa  rolled  her  eyes  as  she  got  in  the  car,  hoping  he  wouldn’t  notice  her 

expression. 
He didn’t. His mind was on the pub and the rounds he was missing.
The drive to the victim’s house only took a few minutes. The DI’s driving. was fast 

and erratic but it wasn’t her place to criticise him as he was not a man who took criticism 
well. 

In the confines of the car, she could smell the alcohol more strongly and hoped that 
he was competent to drive. He should have arranged a pick-up when the call came through 
especially as he was a senior officer. What sort of message was he sending to his team? 

She held on to  the passenger  door  handle  and was secretly  relieved  when they 
turned into the driveway. As the DI pulled up outside the house, he turned to Louisa. 

‘Right. I’ll do the talking. I want you to have a look for photographs of the victim. 
We won’t be able to get a formal ID until the morning. And don’t make it obvious! Signal 
me when you are sure we have the right victim. Can you manage that, do you think?’

Louisa sighed inwardly. 
‘Yes, Sir.’ 
It was basic policing and as a sergeant, Louisa was well-aware of the protocol. 
Photographs not matching the victim could alert the police to the possibility that the 

victim was someone else. On the other hand, photographs of the victim meant the police 
had gained valuable time in not having to wait for the formal ID before proceeding with 
their investigation. 

The formal ID was still essential but this way they could get a head’s up as early as 
possible. 

She followed her DI to the door, preparing herself for what was to come. She had 
done enough of these calls to know that there was no way to predict how the family would 
react to the news.

The door opened quickly at their knock. A harassed looking man stared at them as 
they produced their warrant cards. 

‘What are you doing here? What do you want?’
The man looked over their shoulders as he spoke. 
‘Mr. Thompson? I am DI Oakes of Woodbury CID and this is DS Williams. May 

we come in please?’



‘Yes. What is going on? Where is my wife? I just came home and the lights were 
on and the dog was at the door with his leash but there’s no sign of my wife. What’s going 
on?’

‘If we could just come inside, Sir?’  
Mr. Thompson stared at him and then opened the door wider. 
‘Come in.’ 
He glanced down the driveway as he moved to allow them inside, then led them to 

the family room. 
There were pictures of landscapes all over the walls but no  family photographs. 

Louisa carefully scanned the side-tables and mantelpiece. Spotting a small photograph on 
the latter she moved closer and surreptitiously examined it.

‘What’s  this  about?  Where’s  my  wife?’  Robert  Thompson  was  used  to  getting 
answers.

‘Mr. Thompson, I regret to inform you that a woman’s body has been found on 
Totter’s road. We have reason to believe that it is your wife.’

‘A body? What reason? What are you talking about? She was here! The lights were 
on! This is ridiculous! Where is my wife?’ 

Robert Thompson looked visibly shocked.
‘Sit down, Sir. DS Williams will make you a cup of tea.’
‘I don’t want tea! What happened to her? Are you sure it is Jessica? Perhaps it’s 

someone else. What happened?’
‘We don’t know all the details yet,  Sir. We will know more in the morning. DS 

Williams will make you some tea. It will give her something to do. Women like to make 
themselves useful.’

DI Oakes looked over at Louisa. She bit the inside of her lip in a bid to keep from 
retorting and nodded briefly as she sent him a meaningful look, inclining her head towards 
the fireplace. 

The picture on the mantelpiece was of the young, blonde woman now lying lifeless 
on a wet country road. 

Swallowing her anger, Louisa turned to the now distraught man. 
‘Mr Thompson? Did Jessica have a laptop or personal computer of any kind?’
‘Yes, why?’ 
Mr Thompson turned to stare at Louisa.
‘We will need to take them away so that we can check through them. We will also 

need her mobile phone.’
‘Check through them for what?’
‘It’s just a lead we need to follow up. Just to make sure there isn’t anything obvious 

there.’
‘Obvious? What …?’
DI Oakes took over. 
‘It’s procedure, Sir. Do you have them handy? Perhaps you could get them for us 

now?’
Robert  nodded and went to get  them.  Oakes nodded to Louisa and she quickly 

followed Mr Thompson and kept him in view. 
As he handed the laptop over to Louisa he hesitated. 



‘I will get them back, won’t I? They won’t get lost or forgotten?’
‘Yes, Sir. You will get them back as soon as the investigation is over. We will give 

you a receipt for them now and they will be logged as evidence as soon as we get back to 
the station.’ 

Louisa gently took the laptop from him. 
‘And her mobile?’
‘Oh yes. She usually carried it everywhere with her but didn’t take it tonight. Do 

you think she would still be alright, if she had taken it?’ 
He handed over the mobile. 
‘When can I see her? I must see her! Now!’
‘I’m afraid you won’t be able to see her until tomorrow.’
‘Oh.’ 
The meaning of this sank in and Robert Thomson crumbled.
‘Is she alone? Please don’t leave her alone!’
‘She’s not alone, Sir.’ 
Louisa watched the husband carefully. Was this just an act? Or was he genuinely 

upset?
‘How did it happen? I don’t understand. Was she hit by a car? In the dark like that, 

I suppose she was hard to see.’
DI Oakes cut in. 
‘I’m sorry to have to tell you this, Sir. Your wife was murdered.’
‘Murdered? How? By who? When?’
‘It’s difficult to say, Sir. We will, of course, pass on any information as it comes to 

light. Is there anyone you’d like us to call for you?’
‘No. No, thank you. I’ll make some calls when you leave.’
‘Very well, Sir. We will need you to answer some questions for us, but not tonight. 

Please stay in the area until we have a chance to speak with you.’
Robert nodded but seemed unable to speak further.
‘DS Williams, we need to get back to the station. There’s a lot to be done.’
Louisa stiffened as an image of a young woman appeared behind Robert. Louisa 

recognised her as the young woman lying on the road. 
The woman looked at her and shook her head. She reached out to Robert but did 

not touch him and with a look of sadness and regret, let her hand fall to her side. She 
opened her mouth to speak.

‘DS Williams?’
Louisa’s head snapped around towards her DI. ‘Yes, Sir. Coming Sir.’
Back in the car, DI Oakes turned to Louisa.
‘What just happened?’
‘What do you mean, Sir?’
‘You zoned out for a moment. I thought you were going to fall asleep! Are you 

bored with the case? Do you find it’s not stimulating enough for you?’
‘No, Sir. I’m sorry, I was just trying to get a picture of the state of their marriage. I 

suppose I got a bit carried away. It won’t happen again.’



‘See that it  doesn’t! I can’t have my officers falling asleep on their feet! If you 
don’t want to work in CID I can have you back in uniform before the end of the day! 
Well?’

Louisa was about to argue her case but thought better of it. What could she say? 
That she had seen the dead woman and the woman had tried to communicate with her? 

DI Oakes would take her off the case and send her for a psych evaluation before 
transferring her back to uniform! Better  that she kept that secret to herself and let him 
believe what he wanted.

‘Sorry,  Sir.  Of course,  I  want  to  stay in  CID. I’ll  make sure it  doesn’t  happen 
again.’



3

The next morning Louisa was in the briefing room before everyone else. She carefully 
collated all the information that had come in overnight. 

There were a few more people to be questioned by the uniformed team and the full 
coroner’s report wouldn’t be through until later in the day, but all in all they had a lot of 
solid information already, although none of it seemed likely to break the case. 

There were a few good leads to be followed up and Louisa hoped that one of these 
would steer them in the right direction.

The briefing room began to fill up and the last person to enter was the DI. He stood 
quietly looking around at her handiwork. 

The white boards had been written up, photographs of the victim and her husband 
had been obtained, blown up and were now taped above the relevant information. As well 
as  the  visual  aids,  a  database  had  been  set  up containing  the  names  of  all  the  people 
questioned so far and an electoral list had been obtained to cross reference all the people 
living in the locality.

‘Very pretty, Louisa!’ 
Some sniggering came from a group of male officers at the back of the room but the 

rest of the officers looked sympathetically at her. 
‘So, while the rest of us have been busy what have you been doing? Playing with 

the whiteboards?’
Louisa bit back a sharp retort and began the briefing. 
‘As you can all see, Jessica Thompson was found at about 9.30 last night. The man 

who found her has been ruled out of the investigation.’
‘Why are you ruling him out?’ 
The DI stopped her in mid flow.
Louisa cut across another outburst of sniggering. 
‘The coroner has estimated the time of death between 8pm and 9pm. Mr. Connors 

was working at the time and this has been confirmed by both his boss and his boss’s wife.’
‘His boss’s wife?’ DI Oakes raised an eyebrow. ‘Is there something you should 

share with us about that?’
This time the sniggering turned to outright laughter.
Louisa curbed her irritation. 
‘Sonny Connors works at a garage in Fensham and was working late on a car. The 

boss’s wife took them in a cup of tea before 9pm and stayed to clean some oil off one of 
the car seats. She saw Sonny leave at about 9.20pm.’

‘Right! How is the house-to-house going?’
Seeming to grow bored with the explanation, the DI looked around the room. His 

gaze fell on one of the junior officers as he dismissed Louisa’s input.
‘So, what have you been doing, apart from drinking coffee, of course?’



‘I’ve finished updating the database with the names and contact details of all the 
people already questioned and have started a list of people on the electoral list that we 
haven’t contacted yet, Sir.’ 

The young policewoman swallowed hard and looked uncomfortable.
‘Well, what are you waiting for? Get that list finished, girl! The men will need it to 

finish the questioning! Do I have to tell you everything?’
The young officer blushed to the roots of her hair and quickly left the room.
Louisa turned to protest but was cut off. 
‘Right! I want the questioning finished. I want the results cross referenced. I want 

the husband brought in for questioning and I want a hot cup of coffee! Now!’
‘Sir?’ Louisa spoke up. 
‘Why are we bringing in the husband. He has to make the formal ID this morning 

and indications at this point suggest that he is not involved.’
‘Louisa, surely you know standard procedure by now? The husband is always the 

prime suspect until another likely suspect emerges.’
‘I am aware of that, thank you Sir, but …’
‘No buts, young lady! Bring him in as soon as he has made the formal ID that way 

he might trip himself up. Take one of the uniforms with you. Get it sorted as soon as the 
coroner gives the go ahead. What else is going on?’ 

The DI turned his back to Louisa indicating that he had finished with her.
Louisa pushed down her anger and forced herself to address his back. 
‘The tech team are going through the laptop and mobile phone. So far they have not 

found anything worthy of note but they have a little way to go yet.’
‘How have they accessed her passwords so quickly? I suppose that they actually 

haven’t made any progress yet but you are determined to make them look good.’
‘Jessica doesn’t seem to have used even basic security measures. All her passwords 

are stored in the laptop and phone so it was easy for the tech guys to access everything.’ 
Louisa almost snapped back at him. Taking a deep breath, she tried to calm herself.
‘Ok, well keep me informed and Louisa, don’t go running off and getting ahead of 

yourself.’
Subdued laughter came from the back of the room.  Louisa gritted her teeth and 

turned to leave behind the others.
‘One moment, Louisa. When did the coroner give you the time of death?’
‘I rang him this morning to see if he had any updates for us.’
‘Don’t you think it would have been more appropriate for a senior officer to have 

contacted him? Especially in view of what happened the last time.’
‘The last time, Sir?’
‘Yes,  when you  were responsible  for holding up the whole case on a  whim of 

yours!’
‘Yes, Sir. Sorry, Sir.’ 
Louisa couldn’t believe her ears. She refused to let him see that his taunts had hit 

home. That ‘whim’ had provided the information that had broken the case wide open but 
the DI would never admit that his line of investigating had led them nowhere. Their DCI 
had been furious at the wasted resources and had reprimanded Oakes.



‘Very well. Next time, think before you leap in! I understand that you are still new 
here but watch your step, girl! We have procedures to follow and there is a reason for 
them! I understand that in your last station you were given special treatment, but here, you 
will be treated and expected to act, the same as everyone else.’

Louisa returned to her desk with a bitter taste in her mouth. She had gained her 
sergeant’s stripes and her move to CID through hard work and determination. There had 
been no special treatment and no easy ride for her. 

Her former DI had reluctantly acknowledged her hard work and her promotion had 
been long overdue. She had been excited about the prospect of working for a different DI 
when she had applied for her transfer to the country but now she felt sure it was going to be 
more of the same. 

Her male colleagues seemed to find promotion easy to come by and their comments 
and suggestions were always considered with respect by their superiors.

 Louisa took a deep breath and straightened her shoulders. She would not allow 
herself to be side-lined! Her thoughts and opinions were valid and she would make sure 
that her voice was heard. 

‘The coroner is ready for the formal ID now, DS Williams.’
Louisa looked up. 
‘So soon?’ 
‘Yes, Ma’am. You must have impressed him with your urgency.’
Louisa searched his face for sarcasm but found none. She forced a smile to her lips.
‘Thank you, Mark. Oh, and thank you for bringing my car back last night.’
‘You’re welcome. Did you stay here all night?’
‘Yes. I got a few hours of sleep at my desk but I wanted to push on with this. Do 

you want to come with me to pick up Mr. Thompson?’
‘Yes, I’ll just clear it with my sergeant.’
‘Fine. I’ll meet you out front in ten minutes. Can you arrange a panda car?’
‘Will do, Gov.’ 
Mark quickly turned to do her bidding.
Louisa watched him walk out of the room. She admired his rugged good looks and 

strong, capable shoulders. 
As she stood there, she had a vision of young boy playing with a puppy. The boy’s 

mother was smiling down at him and they both looked up in delight as his father entered 
the room. They made the perfect picture of a happy, loving family. 

With a shake, she reminded herself that she wasn’t here to waste time on men. Her 
last relationship had ended badly and the transfer to the country couldn’t have come at a 
better time.
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Robert Thompson opened the door looking dishevelled and pale. He ran his hand through 
his already tousled hair and tried, unsuccessfully, to straighten his tie. 

Although clean-shaven, he had obviously been distracted and stray hairs vied for 
attention alongside the pieces of bloodied tissue-paper still sticking to his face.

‘Are you ready for this, Sir?’ 
Mark discreetly pointed to the pieces of tissue and Robert  quickly skimmed his 

hand over his jaw.
He nodded and allowed himself to be led to the car. Louisa noted that he was very 

pale and looked as if he would take a tumble with every step. 
As she held the door open for him, she saw the young woman watching them from 

the kitchen window. Although Jessica wasn’t as pale as she had been in death last night, 
Louisa knew that this was no flesh and blood woman and the hairs on the back of her neck 
stood up. 

As soon as they set off, Robert leaned forward. 
‘Do you know who did it yet?’
‘Not yet, Sir. We are still working on it.’
‘Working on it? What exactly does that mean?’
Louisa suppressed a sigh. 
‘It takes time, Sir. We must check everything thoroughly. We must not risk missing 

even the smallest detail. It would help if you could come to the station with us and answer 
some questions.’

‘What do you mean? This morning? Is that what you mean?’
‘Yes,  Sir.  The  sooner  we  do  this  the  sooner  we  can  move  on  and  find  the 

perpetrator.’
Robert sighed deeply. 
‘Alright, but I don’t know what I can tell you. I came home and she wasn’t waiting 

for me. That’s all I know. I thought she would be there. But she wasn’t.’
‘Sometimes, things that don’t seem in the least bit significant, can be just what’s 

needed  to  crack  the  case.  We  have  to  ask  or  we  run  the  risk  of  missing  something 
important.’

‘I understand, but perhaps it could wait a day or two?’ Robert asked wearily.
‘The sooner the better, Sir.’ 
Louisa hid her impatience behind a sympathetic look. 
‘The quicker we have the information, the quicker we can act if we need to. The 

first  forty-eight  hours  are  the most  important  for  us  to  gather  as  much intelligence  as 
possible.’

‘Very well. I’ll do my best.’ 
Mark pulled the car up close to the morgue and they all climbed out. Louisa noticed 

that Robert’s hands were shaking.
‘Are you alright, Sir?’



Robert shrugged. ‘Yes. No. I don’t know.’
Louisa nodded sympathetically. ‘If you feel you can’t …’
‘No! I must see her! I can’t accept that she’s … gone. Perhaps if I see her …’
Louisa nodded and led them towards the main door.  No matter how many times 

Louisa entered this  building or others like it,  she always felt  the chill  seeping into her 
bones. 

She knew that the temperature was kept low—not so low that it should affect her 
like this—but nonetheless, she always felt it keenly. 

Strengthening her resolve, she took a deep breath and walked into the building. 
For a second, as her eyes adjusted to the light inside, Louisa thought she saw people 

crowding the entrance hall. She blinked. There was no one there.
‘Through here, Sir.’
Mark held the inner door open for Robert and Louisa and then walked behind them 

as they made their way to the viewing room.
A young man ushered them in and then carefully pulled the covering sheet back to 

reveal the once beautiful young woman. 
Her swollen, bloated face bore little resemblance to the photograph of the laughing 

woman that her husband had given them. At twenty-nine years of age, she should have 
been worrying about her nails or hairdo, not lying dead on a cold slab. 

‘Mr. Thompson?’
Robert swayed on his feet.  For a moment Louisa thought he would faint but he 

quickly recovered and nodded.
‘Yes, it’s her. It’s my Jessica.’
He moved to touch her but Louisa stopped him.
 ‘Come on, Mr. Thompson. Let’s get you a hot cup of sweet tea. You look like you 

need it.’
‘I need to touch her! Why can’t I touch her? I just want to hold her!’
‘I’m sorry, Sir. We cannot allow anyone to touch her at the moment. I know it’s 

hard but we must not jeopardise the investigation. Now, let’s get you that cup of tea.’
As they left the viewing room, Louisa glanced back and saw the young woman 

standing beside the body. She was not looking down at herself, lying once again covered 
by the simple sheet, she was staring straight at Louisa. 

She opened her mouth to speak but no sound came and even as Louisa watched, the 
woman faded from view.

This time the offer of tea was gratefully accepted by Robert. 
The same young man who had shown them in was dispatched to bring tea to the 

family room. They sat on the hard, impersonal chairs and waited for the tea to arrive.
‘Does it get easier?’
‘Does what get easier, Mr. Thompson?’
‘Looking at bodies. Dealing with the dead.’
Louisa thought for a moment. ‘No. Not really.’
‘Oh. I thought …’
‘No, Sir. I don’t think I’ll ever get used to the sight of another life cut short. All I 

can do is offer the loved ones my deepest sympathies and tell them that I will do my very 
best to find out what happened but I know very well, that it is never enough.’



Robert nodded but did not reply. He sat staring at his shaking hands. He clenched 
his fists in an effort to stop them shaking but gave up as he realised that it wasn’t working 
and returned to staring at them without really seeing them. 

The tea arrived and Robert was soon gulping down the hot, sweet liquid. Louisa 
allowed him a few more moments to gather himself before reminding him that they needed 
to take a quick trip to the station. 

‘I’m not sure how I can help …’
‘Don’t worry about that. Any information could be relevant so we just need to get it 

all down as quickly as we can. It shouldn’t take too long.’
He nodded miserably. 
‘If only I had come home earlier. I could have taken the dog for a walk. She needn’t 

have been on the road alone at that time in the evening.’
Louisa nodded sympathetically but said nothing. 
There was nothing to say. 
The vision of the young woman walking alone along the dark road came back to 

her but this time it was merely a thought and the ghostly woman did not reappear. 

Mark went to write up his report as soon as they arrived back at the station. ‘I’ll get 
it done straight away so if you need me for anything else later, I’ll be available.’

Louisa suppressed a smile as she showed Robert to the interview room. Mark was 
certainly eager! She left the distraught husband in the company of one of the uniformed 
men.

‘I’ll just let my DI know that you are here.’ 
Louisa excused herself and went in search of the DI.
DI Oakes looked up as Louisa entered his office.
‘Well?’
‘Robert Thompson formally ID’d his wife. He’s waiting in the interview room, Sir.’
‘Well?’
‘I thought you wanted to be notified when we brought him in, Sir.’
‘I want you to interrogate him and get him to confess to the murder! What are you 

waiting for?’
‘I don’t think he’s got anything to confess to, Sir.’
The DI didn’t bother to raise his head. 
‘Jumping the gun again, eh Louisa?’
‘No, Sir. I have been observing him and I do not think he is our man. He seems 

very upset about his wife’s death but I don’t think it’s guilt. I think he’s genuine.’
‘Psychic now, are you? Well that’s really handy! There’s a whole filing cabinet 

over there of unsolved crimes waiting to be re-examined. Cast your eye over them and let 
us know who to arrest! When you have a chance, of course.’

Louisa walked wearily back to the interview room. The uniformed sergeant met her 
outside the door.

‘Do you want me to sit in with you?’
‘Yes, thanks Harry. The DI wants me to get a confession but I don’t think he’s our 

man.’



‘Gut feeling?’
Louisa gave Harry a sharp look but his expression remained neutral. 
‘Yes.’
Harry nodded. 
‘Sometimes it’s good to go with that but other times …’ 
He shrugged and reached for the door handle. 
‘The DI doesn’t  seem too hot on gut reactions – probably because the only gut 

reaction he gets is when he’s got gas.’
Louisa  flashed  him  a  quick  smile,  then  composed  herself,  ready  to  face  the 

bereaved husband.

Robert  looked  up  as  the  two  officers  sat  down  opposite  him.  The  uniformed 
sergeant switched on the tape and nodded to Louisa.

‘For the tape, I am DS Louisa Williams and with me is Sergeant Harry Rush.’ 
After giving the date and time, Louisa asked Robert to confirm his full name and 

address before continuing.
‘Mr. Thompson. Robert. I believe you are a solicitor working in the city, can you 

tell us about that?’
‘I work for Haversham and Haversham. They are an old firm of solicitors and my 

speciality is corporate law.’
‘Thank you. Does any of your work involve the community where you currently 

reside?’
‘No.’
‘What time do you normally leave work every day?’
‘Usually between 6 and 7pm. It depends on what I am working on. Sometimes it’s 

even later than that especially if a case is time-sensitive.’
‘Were you working on a time-sensitive case last night, Tuesday evening?’
‘No.’
‘Can you explain why you were so late in coming home, then?’
‘I usually get home around that time.’
‘Your neighbours say that you usually get home before 8pm.’
‘My neighbours? What do they know? I never see them!’
‘They know what time they see you passing their homes. I will ask you again, why 

were you so late on Tuesday evening?’
Robert stared at Louisa. 
‘What is going on here? Why are you asking me these questions?’
‘We just  need  to  rule  you  out  of  the  investigation.  It’s  standard  procedure.  So 

please, why were you so late Tuesday evening?’
‘My manager called me in to a meeting. It overran and made me late.’
‘Did you ring your wife to let her know that you would be late?’
‘Of course.’
‘Will your phone records confirm this?’
‘Yes.’
‘What time did you ring her?’



Robert looked flustered.
‘I can’t remember.’ 
He scrubbed his hand roughly through his hair.
‘Try.’
‘I think it was about 5pm.’
‘But you didn’t know at that time that the meeting would overrun. Did you ring her 

again later?’
‘No. She knew that meetings sometimes overran so there was no further need to 

ring her.’
‘How long have you been married?’
‘Two years. Why is that relevant?’
‘You say you arrived home at 10pm just before DI Oakes and I arrived to inform 

you of your wife’s death. Is there anyone who can confirm what time you got home?’
‘I’m not sure. No. No one. I didn’t see anyone. I think it was around 10pm but I 

can’t remember.’
‘Didn’t  you  look  at  the  clock  when  you  realised  that  your  wife  wasn’t  in  the 

house?’
‘No. Yes. I can’t remember!’
‘What kind of marriage would you say you had?’
‘What do you mean?’
‘Would you say that you had a good marriage or did your job put a bit of a strain on 

it sometimes?’
‘What is this? There was nothing wrong with our marriage! Are you accusing me of 

killing my wife?’
‘No, Sir. I am merely trying to rule you out of the investigation. Did you and your 

wife enjoy a full marriage? In every sense of the word?’
‘How dare you! My wife is lying dead in a morgue and you are asking about our 

sex life?’ 
Robert pushed back his chair and strode towards the door. 
‘As I am not under arrest and am only helping you with your enquiries, then I 

assume that I am free to go?’
Louisa nodded wearily. 
‘Of course, but please do not leave the area without informing us. Thank you, Mr. 

Thompson. We may require further information at a later date. One last thing …’
Robert stopped with his hand on the door handle. 
‘What?’
‘Did your wife always walk the dog at the same time?’
‘The dog? I think so. Why is this relevant?’
‘I’m trying to ascertain if someone knew her regular movements or if someone was 

stalking her.’
Robert looked exhausted. 
‘I think she walked the dog at  the same time every day and night.’  He nodded 

thoughtfully. 
‘Yes. She would have kept to a routine. I’m sure of it.’
‘Thank you, Mr Thompson. That has been most helpful.’



Robert inclined his head briefly and left the room.

As  Louisa  and  Harry  followed  Robert  out  of  the  interview  room,  Mark  Ward 
stepped forward. 

‘Excuse me, Ma’am. There’s a woman to see you. She says she’s a friend of Mrs 
Thompson’s. Shall I bring her through?’

‘Yes. What’s her name?’
‘Julie Brown.’
Louisa looked blank. 
‘She’s a hairdresser in the village.  Door-to-door hasn’t  finished with the village 

yet.’
Louisa nodded absently as she watched Robert hurry towards the exit. He didn’t 

notice the young woman stretching out her hand to him with sadness in her eyes. 
Nobody else noticed her either. Except for Louisa.

Julie nervously took the seat recently vacated by Robert Thompson. 
‘Well Miss Brown? You wanted to see me.’
Louisa briefly had a vision of Julie cutting hair in a small, badly lit room. The floor 

was littered with hair and the small  window seemed grimy.  Everything about the place 
seemed just a little run-down. Not quite up to scratch.

‘You can call me Julie. Everyone does. Yes, I see you had him in for questioning 
then! Good!’

‘Who, Julie?’
‘Robert. Her husband’
‘Why would you think it was good?’
‘Well, he’s two-faced that one!’
‘What do you mean? You’d better start at the beginning. And don’t leave anything 

out.’
Julie took a deep breath. 
‘I  met  Jessica  soon  after  they  moved  here  over  six  months  ago.  I’ve  got  a 

hairdressing salon in the village and she used to come in for regular appointments.  She 
always had a wash and blow-dry. Her hair was in such good condition that I didn’t have to 
–’

‘Julie, you were telling us about the husband, Robert Thompson?’
‘Oh yes! Sorry. I do run on a bit sometimes! Everyone says so.’
Louisa gritted her teeth but before she could say anything, Julie continued.
‘Well, we got friendly – Jessica and me – and she invited me to call to her house 

after work for tea. After that we often had tea together at her place.’
‘Was Robert there too? At the same time?’
‘No. I would leave before he was due home. He’d ring her to say he was on the way 

and I’d go.’
‘Did he always ring?’
‘Mostly.  But anyway,  I did bump into him a few times – in the pub and in the 

village – and he barely spoke to me. I could tell that he didn’t like me but I didn’t care. 



Poor Jessica was my friend, not him. So, she’d never say anything outright but whenever I 
suggested a trip to the pub or even to the café for a coffee after work, she’d refuse. When I 
asked her why, she’d always say that she was waiting for a call from him. Whenever we 
were together, she would keep checking her phone as if she was expecting a call. Another 
strange thing was, he always insisted she look after her figure. She said he expected her to 
stay just the way she was when they married. She wouldn’t even take a bite out of a cream 
cake if I brought her one so I soon gave up buying them for her!’

‘Is  there  anything  else  you  can  tell  us?’  Louisa  fought  to  remain  calm but  the 
woman annoyed her and Louisa felt she was wasting their time. 

‘She was on her own a lot of the time. He was always late home. That’s why she 
got the dog. For company. And that’s why she was out so late in the evening! He knew she 
would be out walking the dog.’

‘Are you suggesting that he may have had something to do with her murder?’
‘I think she was afraid of him. Sometimes she would wear long sleeves even during 

the summer!’
‘Long sleeves?’ Louisa was confused.
‘To hide the bruises, of course!’
‘Did you ever see any bruises?’
‘Well, no but why else was she so afraid of him?’
‘What made you think she was afraid of him?’
‘When she went shopping in the village, she was very particular. She wouldn’t buy 

just anything. She’d say, “I don’t think Robert would like that.” and she wouldn’t buy it!’
Louisa suppressed a sigh. 
‘Alright. Well, thanks for coming in. If you think of anything else you can leave the 

details with the desk sergeant.’ 
‘But the other thing!’
‘What other thing, Julie?’
‘He sometimes had strange men visiting him at the house. Jessica said they were to 

do with his work. He’s a solicitor, isn’t he?’ 
At Louisa’s nod, Julie continued. 
‘They were a rough lot. Fancy suits but their eyes looked hard! And that car!’
‘What car?’ Louisa’s patience was wearing thin.
‘His car! How can a solicitor afford a car like that! You tell me!’
Louisa stood up to signal that the interview was over. Suddenly,  the room grew 

dark and Louisa could see Julie sitting on a sofa staring at her phone. Without her saying a 
word about it, Louisa knew that Julie was waiting for a call that would never come. The 
man’s affections had already transferred to another woman.

With a quick shake of her head, Louisa returned to the present.
‘Were you going to say something?’ Julie was looking at her expectantly.
‘No. We’ll let you know if we need to speak to you again.’
‘I’m glad I could help. It’s the least I could do.’
After Julie had been ushered out, Harry allowed himself a smile.
‘If we could convict a man on evidence like that, the jails would be full!’
Louisa snorted. She had work to do and wasting time on gossip was not part of her 

schedule.



 ‘She’s got too much time on her hands.’
‘And no one to share it with, I suppose? Well, I can’t say I’m surprised with the 

way she goes on. Who’d have her?’ 
Harry shook his head and returned to his post behind the front desk. 

DI Oakes was waiting for Louisa so she put the strange visions out of her head and 
went to report to him.

‘Well?’
‘It went as expected.’
‘Did he confess?’
Louisa shot him a sour look.
‘I take it then, that he didn’t. You should have leaned on him harder.’
‘Sir, I just don’t see it! My instincts tell me that we are wasting our time on him.’
‘Your instincts? What kind of police force do you think this is? Remember what 

happened the last time you followed your instincts! You will do it by the book! I can’t 
afford any more messes. Do your job! Or you’ll be removed from the case! Now get out 
there and get some answers!’

The post-mortem report was waiting on her desk. She sat down and was deeply 
engrossed when a light cough disturbed her. Mark placed a mug of coffee on her desk.

‘A little milk and no sugar. Would you like me to get you a sandwich?’
Louisa stretched and glanced at the computer clock. 
‘I didn’t realise it was past lunchtime. No, thank you. I’ll go and grab something 

later. How did you know how I like my coffee?’
Mark grinned. ‘There are no secrets in a police station.’
She watched him walk away, then sighed and returned to the report. 
It was no surprise that she found no mention of old bruises or broken bones, as 

would  have  been  expected,  if  Julie’s  suspicions  had  been  confirmed.  She  sighed  and 
dismissed Julie’s statement as the over-fertile imaginings of a lonely woman.

‘Is that the p.m. report?’
Louisa jumped and looked up guiltily. ‘Yes Sir. The preliminary findings. The full 

report will be through in a day or two.’ She handed it over to him.
DI Oakes took the report but didn’t open it. ‘Anything of interest?’
‘Not really, Sir. She seemed a perfectly healthy young woman. No illnesses. No 

tattoos. No signs of previous injury or abuse. One of her nails was broken but they were 
unable  to  retrieve  any  trace  evidence  from  under  them  or  from  her  hands.  She  was 
strangled manually and her hyoid bone was broken.’

‘Indicating a lot of force used, so most likely a man.’
Louisa nodded, privately thinking that a strong woman could probably have caused 

the injury too. She decided against mentioning this as she knew the DI would only come 
down on her like a ton of bricks again. 



‘A couple of fibres were found stuck to the back of her raincoat indicating that they 
may have been left by the killer as the heavy rain hadn’t washed them away. They were an 
unusual colour and the dyeing was uneven. If we can find where they came from we should 
be able to get a verifiable match.’

‘Bring in the husband again.’
‘Sir, I really think …’
‘Then stop thinking! Pick him up now! And this time I want to speak to him! I 

should never have trusted you to do it!’
Louisa sighed and went to fetch the husband again.
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Louisa nodded to Constable Ward and he stepped forward and knocked on the door. After 
a few minutes, the door was opened by Robert Thompson.

‘Mr. Thompson, I have been instructed to escort you to the station to help with our 
enquiries.’

Robert stared over Mark’s shoulder, straight into Louisa’s eyes. 
‘You again! What is it this time? Twice in one day? Surely you realise that my wife 

is dead and I have a lot to do? Couldn’t this wait until tomorrow at least?’
Mark cleared his thought. 
‘DI Oakes has sent us to bring you to the station, Sir. If you are don’t mind, please 

come with us to the car and we will drive you there.’
‘I will have your career for this DS Williams. Yes, I remember your name.’ 
Robert Thompson continued to stare at Louisa, ignoring Mark.
‘Sir?’ Mark persisted. ‘Please Sir, come with me and get into the car. If you wish 

to, you can make a complaint at the station.’
Robert allowed his gaze to turn to Mark.
‘Complaint? Yes, I’ll make a complaint! Alright, I’m coming. Let me get my coat 

and lock the door. Heads will roll for this, mark my words!’

The drive to the station took place in silence. Louisa shifted uncomfortably in her 
seat, while Mark kept his eyes on the road. No-one spoke until Mark had parked the car.

‘Now Sir, follow me please.  DS Williams will  let  DI Oakes know that you are 
here.’

Louisa threw Mark a grateful look before heading off in search of her superior. 
As she left,  she glanced over her shoulder and the ghostly woman was standing 

beside her husband, glaring at her. Louisa shook her head and entered the station.
‘Well? Have you picked him up yet?’
‘Yes, Sir.’ 
Louisa turned towards the voice. DI Oakes was wearing his overcoat. 
‘Are you going out, Sir?’
‘That is none of your business, girl! I’ll be back in an hour. Put him in a cell until I 

return.’
‘But, Sir …’
‘Louisa!  I  am  growing  tired  of  your  attitude.  Have  you  forgotten  that  your 

assessment is coming up soon? I will be taking this into account. Do you understand? He 
will be perfectly alright in the cells until I get back. It will give him a chance to think about 
what he’s done and maybe he will be ready to talk by the time I get back.’

‘Yes, Sir. Sorry, Sir.’
Louisa watched in disgust as her superior officer walked out of the station.
‘Ma’am?’ 



One of the young female uniformed officers was standing by the desk. ‘Constable 
Ward is asking what he is to do with Mr. Thompson.’

Louisa turned to her. ‘Put him in a cell for now. He will be questioned as soon as 
the DI returns.’

‘Yes, Ma’am.’
Louisa strode into the female locker room. After a quick check to make sure she 

was alone, she kicked out at the lockers, swearing as she did so. The sound reverberated 
around the small room and as it faded the door opened and the custody sergeant stuck his 
head in.

‘Is everything alright, Ma’am?’
Louisa breathed deeply, trying to regain control. Finally, she replied in a somewhat 

breathless manner.
‘Yes, everything’s fine. You can go!’
The custody sergeant quickly withdrew, shaking his head.
Louisa wondered if her life was slipping out of her control. Why was she getting 

these flashes of other people’s lives?  And seeing the dead woman everywhere? Was she 
going mad? Or was it the recent bump on the head?

She sat for a long time, struggling to put her chaotic thoughts in order and trying, 
unsuccessfully, to convince herself that her life would soon return to normal. 

DI  Oakes  returned  three  hours  later.  Louisa  was  waiting  for  him  and  quickly 
followed him into his office.

‘Sir, Mr. Thompson is still waiting for you to question him.’
The DI stared at her. 
‘I am aware of that. I will question him now. Ask whoever is on the desk to sit in 

with me.’
‘But surely …’
A withering look silenced her and she turned to do as she was told without another 

word.

‘DS Williams? I thought you’d be in questioning Mr. Thompson.’
‘So did I, Mark.’ Louisa replied bitterly. ‘The DI had other ideas though.’
‘I’m sorry, Ma’am. I think you would have been the better choice for questioning 

him but don’t tell the DI I said that!’
Louisa smiled. ‘Call me Louisa. This Ma’am thing gets old really fast.’
Now it was Mark’s turn to smile. 
‘Alright, Louisa. Shall I bring you a cup of coffee?’
‘No. I’ve got a better idea. Grab your coat. We’ll go and get some food. I think it 

could be a long evening.’
Mark’s smile became even wider. 
‘I’ll clear it with the desk!’
‘Tell them we’re following up some leads. They don’t need to know where we’re 

really going.’



‘Yes Ma’am! I mean, Louisa.’
Louisa directed Mark to a local restaurant and soon they were tucking into toasted 

sandwiches and coffee. 
They discussed the day’s events as they ate and Louisa found it easy to talk to 

Mark. He didn’t talk down to her like the other men at the station and he didn’t try it on 
either throughout the meal – for which Louisa was grateful. 

Most of the men she came into regular contact with seemed to think she was fair 
game because she was single and they couldn’t resist making a pass at her. She always 
turned them down and was rewarded by dirty looks and unwelcome comments. 

She had heard most of the station gossip – just like in her previous station – she was 
a lesbian, she was frigid, she was sleeping with the DCI, the list went on. It was refreshing 
to talk to Mark without any undercurrents. 

Perhaps things would improve now that she had a colleague she could rely on.

Louisa  kicked  off  her  shoes  as  she  entered  her  flat.  Her  earlier  prediction  had 
proved correct, it was after 7.00pm and she was exhausted. 

DI Oakes had left the station as soon as he had finished questioning the suspect and 
although she had asked the desk sergeant, she had been unable to find out exactly what had 
transpired. All she had been told was that no new information had been gleaned.

So much for teamwork! As time passed Louisa was finding things were getting 
more difficult for her rather than easier. Settling into her job was not the easy task she had 
thought it would be. 

Working for a man who clearly felt she wasn’t up to the job didn’t help and she 
knew that the reason some of her colleagues didn’t like her was because one of their own 
had been passed over in favour of her. 

It didn’t make for a close-knit team but Louisa couldn’t help thinking that with 
better leadership, even this could have been smoothed over. Her friendship with Mark was 
suddenly very important to her. 

Sighing loudly,  Louisa headed for the shower. Her tight muscles began to relax 
under the hot needles of water and by the time she was wrapping her hair in a towel, she 
felt a lot better.

She  opened  the  fridge  and  took  out  the  milk  carton.  Sniffing  it  carefully,  she 
decided that she could make a cup of coffee. While she waited for the kettle to boil, Louisa 
took  some  slices  of  bread  out  of  the  freezer  and  popped  them in  the  toaster.  Hardly 
nutritious but it would do. 

As Louisa sipped the hot, instant coffee and bit into the slightly overdone toast, she 
leafed through the file she had brought from the office. 

Something didn’t seem right to her but she couldn’t put her finger on it. What were 
they missing?

She went over the timeline of the crime and each time came up with the same 
answer, the husband couldn’t have done it. 

His car had been picked up on cctv leaving the city at the time he had stated so it 
just didn’t fit. 



And what about those fibres? Where were they from? How did they get there? The 
forensic team couldn’t be sure that Jessica hadn’t picked them up before she left the house 
and the rain had caused them to stick to her anorak but they niggled at Louisa. She felt they 
were important. 

The DI was convinced that the husband was the perpetrator but Louisa thought this 
was because he just wanted to wrap it all up quickly. It would look good on his record.

The uncharitable thought went through her mind and Louisa shivered. 
Maybe he was right. He was her senior officer so he had more experience than she 

did. Perhaps he knew more about the case than he was telling her? As his DS, she was 
supposed to be kept informed but life had taught her that male senior officers often did not 
take her seriously. 

She had overheard remarks from her colleagues calling her a flake and saying that 
the only reason she was a  detective  was because she had slept  with the DCI and had 
blackmailed him into promoting her.

If only they knew! She had managed to wriggle out of that one. The DCI had made 
it clear that he was open to her sharing his bed when his wife wasn’t in it but Louisa had 
refused point blank telling him that it would damage both their careers if they were found 
out. He had pestered her for a while but a new, more willing secretary had diverted his 
attention and for that Louisa was grateful.

Thinking  back  on  this,  Louisa  began to  wonder  if  that  was  the  reason he  had 
promoted her. Perhaps she really hadn’t got the job on her own merits and if that was the 
case, then maybe she really wasn’t up to it after all. 

Perhaps he just wanted to keep her close for when he tired of the secretary. Maybe 
he thought she would be grateful to him? And willing to thank him? 

Doubts began to assail her as she remembered the visions of the ghostly woman she 
had seen throughout the day. Maybe she was going mad. Perhaps the stress was getting to 
her. Was she really up to the job?

Throwing the file  down on the coffee-table  and ignoring her,  now cold,  supper 
Louisa got up and began to pace her small flat. 

She must not think like that! She was good at her job! She had been given the 
promotion on her own merits!

So why then, did she suddenly have all these doubts?

Sleep was a long time coming and when it did, Louisa dreamed that she was lying 
on a cold wet road with the rain beating down on her upturned face. She could see someone 
moving around beside her and knew that this was her killer. 

She strained to catch a glimpse of the face but her eyes wouldn’t move and the 
killer was careful not to stand too close. After a few minutes, she heard the killer walking 
away.
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When Louisa’s alarm woke her, she groaned and rubbed her tired eyes. They felt like they 
had grit in them and she knew that it would take more than cold water to take the sting 
away. 

A quick glance in the bathroom mirror confirmed her suspicions. Her eyes were 
swollen and red rimmed. She looked like she had spent the night drinking. Or crying. 

She shrugged and walked into the shower. The hot water revived her as it cascaded 
over her skin but just to be sure, she turned the dial to cold for the last few minutes. 

Gasping form the shock of the cold water, Louisa grabbed a towel and vigorously 
dried herself. As she put her make-up on she noticed that her eyes looked a little brighter, 
though she had dark patches under them. and her skin was pale.

She padded into the bedroom and quickly dressed as she usually did, in her tight, 
black skirt, silk blouse and medium heels. She liked to look the part even if she didn’t 
always feel it. 

Her appearance was important to her. She needed to show that she was in control 
and always professional. The skirts branded her as a woman but she would not dress like 
one of the boys just to prove a point. 

Her male colleagues needed to remember that as well as being a woman, she was 
also their superior and her role demanded their respect. 

She sighed knowing that she was still quite a long way from being respected but 
she had long ago decided to stick to her principles and fight her corner. 

A quick glance at the clock assured her that she had time for cereal which she ate 
standing at the kitchen counter.

As she was washing the bowl, her phone rang. 
‘DS Williams.’
‘Good morning, DS Williams. DI Oakes asked me to call and make sure you would 

be in early this morning.’ The young PC was diffident.
‘I’m just leaving home now.’ 
Louisa bit back her irritation.  She was always in early,  there was no need for a 

reminder but it wasn’t the young officer’s fault.
‘Very good, Ma’am. I will let the DI know when he gets in.’
Louisa ended the call and stood staring at her phone. What was going on now? 

With a curse, she grabbed her jacket off its peg and pulled it on before thrusting the mobile 
into her pocket. 

Her car was slow to start and she made a mental note to book it in for a service. 
Finally, the engine roared and with a quick glance in the rear-view mirror, she pulled out of 
her parking spot onto the quiet street and headed to the station. 

Louisa was at her desk before her colleagues. As they started to arrive, she noticed 
a lot of whispering and staring in her direction. She was about to ask what was going on 
when the DI entered the room and the whispering stopped.

‘Good morning, Louisa. Nice of you to join us.’



Louisa gritted her teeth and flashed the DI a weak smile. 
‘Good morning, Sir.’
‘I want to speak to you before this morning’s briefing. My office now!’
All eyes turned to her as she quickly followed her boss.  He preceded her into his 

office and motioned for her to close the door. He stood behind his desk and didn’t signal 
Louisa to sit. 

 ‘What is happening with the investigation?’
‘Uniform  have  finished  the  rural  door-to-door  and  we  are  going  through  the 

statements to see if there is anything of interest in them. Nothing has been flagged so we 
are not very hopeful.’

‘What else are you doing?’
‘We have been in contact with Mr. Thompson’s employers and they confirm that 

his  work  is  not  considered  particularly  sensitive  and not  related  to  this  area.  Jessica’s 
parents and family have been questioned and they have not been able to shed any light on 
the matter. They are not aware of any problems between Jessica and her husband or with 
anyone else prior to her death.’

‘I want you to have another crack at the husband. He’s hiding something and I want 
to know what it is. This time I want proper answers. Can you do that?’

Suppressing a sigh, Louisa nodded. 
‘Yes, Sir. Will that be all?’
‘Yes. Call a meeting in ten minutes and we’ll review where we are. Also, the DCI 

has been on to me.’
That explained the early start but Louisa knew better than to say this out loud. The 

DCI was a man who didn’t stand for any nonsense and she could only imagine what he 
thought of DI Oakes. She suspected that he too, had a hard time dealing with the DI and 
was only too happy to put him in his place.

‘He wants to know when we can expect an arrest. I told him that the husband is still 
the prime suspect but he doesn’t seem to be happy about it. Have you been speaking to 
him?’

‘To the husband?’ Louisa was confused.
‘No! The DCI. Keep up, girl!’
‘No. I have had no reason to discuss the case with the DCI.’
‘Good! Keep it like that! You know that you are only here pending your review and 

if  you  cause  any  more  problems  or  delays,  I  will  have  to  recommend  that  you  be 
transferred back into uniform.’

Louisa stared at him. 
‘I  don’t  think  that’s  entirely  fair,  Sir.  I  have  been  and  will  continue  to  be,  a 

valuable, hard-working member of this team!’
‘Don’t argue with me! That is your problem! You have a bad attitude and you insist 

on always answering back! Rest assured that these faults have been noted and will form the 
basis for your review!’

‘If you have any specific reasons for complaint, I would like the chance to refute 
them, Sir.’

‘And as for being fair, I have given you every chance and you continue to throw it 
back in my face. Can’t you, just for once, do what you are told rather than what you want 



to do? You seem to think you have more experience and expertise than officers who have 
been in this job twice as long as you! If you refuse to listen to that experience, you will 
never learn and you will certainly never go any further in your career!’

As Louisa left his office she realised that all eyes were again on her. Blushing, she 
quickly made her way to the locker room to compose herself. 

She sat down heavily and noticed that her hands were shaking. Her thoughts were 
all over the place. 

She couldn’t lose her job! She loved her work as a detective and knew that if she 
was put back on the beat, she would have to move back to the city. 

The city where her over-protective parents lived. The city where every flat she had 
lived in had a view of grimy brick walls. 

She had fought long and hard to leave her stark beginnings behind and carve a 
future for herself. A future that she alone had control over. 

This seemed to be coming to a grinding halt and the thought of the smug look on 
her parents’ faces was almost more than she could bear.

She could hear her mother’s voice, ‘I told you this would happen Louisa! Women 
are not meant to hold positions of power! Why couldn’t you have married that nice young 
man and settled down like every other sensible girl?’

Her mother had given her a hard time when she announced that she was joining the 
police force, insisting that it was no place for a respectable girl!

She remembered the look on her father’s face as she had left home. Sadness tinged 
with disbelief. He had always tried to tell her that women were weak and that they needed 
to know their place in the world.

Every time she visited them, she could see the hope in their faces. The hope that she 
had come to her senses and was ready to come home. 

She had a lot to prove and it would take more than this to destroy her life.
She couldn’t lose this job! Her career was her life and she fully intended to climb 

the career ladder. Being demoted back to the beat would be disastrous to her chances of 
ever rising through the ranks.

No, that couldn’t happen! She would go and see her union rep. When she had time. 
Perhaps she should go and see the police doctor and tell him about her visions? She quickly 
ruled that out. If word got out, her career would definitely be over.

Her thoughts were becoming more confused and it was almost a relief when a voice 
spoke.

‘DS Williams, Ma’am?’
Louisa jumped as one of the female uniformed officers poked her head around the 

door. 
‘Yes, I’m coming.’
‘The briefing has started and the DI insists that you attend. I’m sorry Ma’am. Are 

you ok?’
Louisa took a deep breath. 
‘I’m fine thanks. Let’s get in there before he comes looking for me himself.’



The girl looked sympathetically at her and Louisa suddenly found herself blinking 
back  tears.  She  knew she  was  exhausted  but  she  couldn’t  risk  showing  any  signs  of 
weakness. DI Oakes would pounce on them and use them as an excuse for side-lining her. 

Holding her head high, Louisa entered the briefing room.
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The briefing was in full swing as Louisa followed the young policewoman inside. 
‘Glad to see you could make it after all, Louisa. As I was saying, the investigation 

has come to a standstill. What can we do to progress it?’
An eager constable spoke up.
‘We could make an appeal on television or in the national press for any witnesses to 

come forward.’ 
 ‘We could. Any other ideas?’
‘We need to go over all the statements from the neighbours again.’ 
‘I assume that is being done already.’ 
The DI’s eyes fell on Louisa. 
‘It’s time you had another crack at the husband. Find out what he’s hiding. There’s 

something going on there and I want to know what it is! No more messing about. Get the 
information and let’s get on with this case!’

Louisa nodded. She wasn’t happy about it but he was the boss and she would not 
give him any reason to send her back to the beat.

The rest of the briefing continued without any fresh information being shared and 
Louisa found herself wondering what the point of it was. The DI didn’t bring out the best 
in his team and seemed unable to co-ordinate the case properly. 

Louisa would have had the team checking Jessica’s background and habits more 
thoroughly rather than focusing solely on the husband.

As soon as the briefing ended, Louisa sought out Constable Ward.
‘Mark, let your sergeant know you’re coming with me, will you?’
Mark nodded. ‘Right away, Ma’am!’
Louisa rolled her eyes and picked up her jacket. By the time she got to the car, 

Mark was already waiting for her.
‘Well, at least you’re eager, I suppose.’
‘I am! Anything is better than paperwork, Louisa!’
‘Ah, he remembers my name at last!’
Mark cast her a side-long glance. 
‘I thought it better to save it for when we’re alone. I can only imagine what the 

others would make of it.’
Louisa nodded slowly. ‘I suppose you are right. For God’s sake! You’d think it was 

a crime for a man and a woman to be friends!’
‘Is that what we are now, Ma’am?’
Louisa could have bitten her tongue but a quick glance at Mark reassured her that 

he had taken it in good part and was fighting to hold in the laughter.
‘Just drive and lees of the wise cracks!’ 
But her stern words were tempered with a smile.



Robert Thompson opened the door and almost closed it when he saw who was on 
his doorstep.

‘Not so fast, Sir!’ 
Mark placed his foot inside the door and Robert groaned in frustration as he tried, 

unsuccessfully, to force the door closed.
‘We need you to come with us to the station again. It won’t take long. If you please, 

now Sir?’
Robert scowled at Louisa. ‘I will have your job for this!’
‘If you please, Sir!’  Mark began to usher Robert towards the car. 
‘Get your hands off me! At least let me get a jacket!’
‘Of course, Sir. When you are ready …’
‘I need to lock the door! Get away.’ 
Robert was shaking as he tried to insert the key in the lock. 
‘I can help you with that, Sir.’
‘Get away from me, I said!’
Mark stepped back and waited for Robert to lock the door before following him to 

the car. 
Louisa opened the car door and was rewarded with a withering look.
As he sat into the car, Louisa felt a now familiar feeling. The world around her 

seemed to recede and an eerie silence enveloped her. She gripped the door handle tightly as 
she saw Robert knocking on a door with an expectant smile on his face. He had flowers in 
one hand and a bottle of wine in the other. She heard the door being unlocked and as it 
opened she heard Mark calling her.

‘DS Williams?’
Louisa turned to him and tried to shake off the vision. 
‘Right, let’s get back to the station!’ 
She ignored his quizzical look as she got into the car and kept her eyes on the road 

ahead the whole way to the station.

‘Take a seat, Sir. The officers will be in to talk to you in a few minutes.’
‘I want my solicitor present!’
‘Of course, that is your choice. You are only helping us with our enquiries but if 

you would like to give me the details, I will contact them for you.’
The constable left the interview room and went to let Louisa know that Robert had 

asked for counsel.
‘Alright, sort it out and let me know when he arrives. Is it anyone we know?’
‘No Ma’am. It’s someone from his office in London.’
‘Damn! That means we will be waiting half the morning! I’m going to pop out for 

an hour or so. Leave a message on my mobile if I’m not back before he arrives.’
‘Where shall I say you are if anyone is looking for you?’



‘I’m going out for another look at the crime scene. We’re missing something and 
perhaps I’ll find it there.’

‘We did a finger-tip search of the scene, Ma’am, I don’t think you’ll find anything 
there.’

‘But still, just in case …’ 
Louisa couldn’t shake off the feeling that they were close but just not seeing it.
On her way out she spoke to the desk sergeant.
‘I’ll book my car in for a service at the garage in Fensham. Perhaps one of your 

men could take it there? It would be an ideal opportunity to speak with Sonny Connors 
again. You never know, maybe he knows something and doesn’t realise it. He travels that 
road almost every day.’

‘I’ll give the garage a call myself, if you want. Leave your keys here. If I can get 
the go ahead, I’ll get young Richard to drop it over. He’s sharper than he looks and may be 
able to prise something useful out of Sonny or his boss.’

She stopped her car just before the stretch of road where the body had been found. 
She got out and took a deep breath. 

She imagined Jessica walking the dog on a quiet evening at twilight. She stood for a 
moment at the spot, looking around and allowing her thoughts to wander.

She looked over the ditches and across the fields on both sides of the road. There 
was no one to be seen. No houses nor sign of life. 

Why here? What had drawn the murderer to commit the act in this spot? Was it a 
chance encounter? Was he following her? A stalker who went too far? 

The questions tumbled through her brain but no answers followed and after a while, 
Louisa turned back towards the car.

As she opened the door, a thought struck her. Could Jessica’s husband have been 
having an affair and wanted to get out of the marriage with all his assets intact? 

So far, the idea of him playing away had not seemed feasible but the vision of him 
waiting with flowers and wine for someone to open the door haunted her. 

He seemed happy with his job, he worked hard and the firm appeared to appreciate 
him and had only good things to say about him but could he be too good to be true? 

The murder  location  made  more  sense  if  this  was  the  case.  He wouldn’t  have 
wanted to kill her in their home but killing her on a quiet road opened up the possibility of 
a third party committing the act, thus getting him off the hook. Or did it? 

The  friend’s  comments  came  back  to  her.  What  was  her  name?  Julie!  The 
hairdresser. 

She had suggested that he often stayed late at work and that he may have been a 
controlling man. Perhaps she should have another word with the hairdresser and find out if 
she really knew anything apart from the rumours she seemed determined to share. 

Looking at her watch, Louisa realised that it would have to wait for now as she 
needed to get back to the station. She didn’t want to anger Mr. Thompson any more than 
was necessary.



Looking back as she was about to drive away, she saw a shadowy figure standing at 
the side of the road watching her. 

Was it Jessica? Was she trying to tell her something? As she opened the car door, 
the vision disappeared and Louisa was left wondering if she had actually seen it after all.

She sighed and closed the door again. 
The drive back to the station was filled with even more unanswered questions and 

Louisa felt  it  was time to step up a gear. At least now, she knew where to begin. She 
needed to find out if Robert Thompson had a mistress.
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As Louisa entered the station the Desk Sergeant looked up.

‘I was just going to ring you. The solicitor has turned up and is in with him now.’
‘Alright. Let’s give them a few minutes and then we’ll begin.’
Louisa went in search of DI Oakes and found him in the canteen chatting to some 

of her male colleagues.
‘Sir, I’m ready to question Mr. Thompson now. Are you going to sit in?’
‘Do you need me to hold your hand? Really Louisa, can’t you manage anything on 

your own?’
Louisa ignored the sniggering from her colleagues. 
‘Shall I ask the Desk Sergeant to sit in, then?’
She narrowed her eyes at his dismissive wave and left before the sniggering turned 

to outright laughter. 
As she walked away she could feel their eyes boring into her back but she wouldn’t 

give them the satisfaction of letting them see that she was upset. To hell with them! She 
would solve this case and then let them snigger!

‘Mr. Thompson, you are here to help us with our enquiries. You are, of course, free 
to leave at any time.’

‘That’s not how it felt when you forced me into the car!’
‘Constable Ward asked you to accompany us. There was no suggestion of being 

forced.’
‘We have differing views on the use of force!’
He looked meaningfully at his solicitor,  who up to this, had remained silent but 

watchful.
‘My client’s complaints have been noted and will be addressed in the fullness of 

time. In the future please refrain from infringing my client’s civil rights.’
Louisa ignored the solicitor and turned to Robert. 
‘Mr. Thompson, we have ascertained that on the evening of your wife’s murder you 

did not ring her to let her know that you would be late. Can you tell us why?’
‘I already told you! I often had late meetings and Jessica knew this. I would always 

be back before it got too late and if on the rare occasion that happened, then and only then, 
would I ring her!’

‘What would you define as, too late?’
‘What?’
‘What do you mean by too late? 9pm, 10pm?’
‘Is this relevant?’
‘I don’t know. You tell me.’
‘My client does not need to answer this. If you can explain the relevance of the 

question then I will be happy to instruct my client to answer it.’



Once again, Louisa chose to ignore the solicitor. She rephrased her question and 
pressed on. ‘Were you often late home?’

Louisa caught Robert’s quick glance at his solicitor and leaned forward. The hairs 
on the back of her neck told her that she was on to something.

‘How many times a week do you have late meetings?’
‘It depends on how a case is progressing.’
‘Please answer the question. How many times?’
‘Maybe one or two.’
This time Louisa caught the quickly hidden look of surprise on his solicitor’s face. 

Her breathing quickened and she fought to hide her own reaction.
‘Every week?’
‘No. Not every week.’
‘No? We have a witness who says that you were late home most evenings. Why 

would they say that if it wasn’t true?’
‘Perhaps they wanted to discredit me.’
‘Why would they want to do that?’
‘I don’t know! Who is this witness? Wait! I suppose it is that nosey hairdresser! 

She’s never liked me.’
‘Why would that be, Sir?’
‘What?’
‘Why has she never liked you?’
‘I don’t know! She just never seemed to warm to me and I have to admit the feeling 

was mutual!’
His solicitor rested his hand on Robert’s arm.
‘My client does not wish to speculate in this manner.’
‘What time did you leave London on the evening of the murder?’
‘Time? I can’t remember. Oh yes, it must have been around 8pm.’
‘It was almost 9.30pm by the time you got home, yet it should only have taken you 

an hour. Can you explain why it took you an extra half an hour that evening?’
‘Traffic  was  heavy.  There  were  several  delays.  Sometimes  it  happens.  The 

downside of working in the city I suppose.’
‘Yes, indeed. Had your wife been upset lately?’
‘Upset? What do you mean upset?’ 
Robert was thrown by the quick change in the direction of the questioning.
‘We have reason to believe that there may have been problems in your marriage.’
‘Problems?’ Robert snorted. ‘I suppose that woman has been filling your head with 

lies! Haven’t you anything better to do than listen to the ravings of a mad woman?’
‘Mr. Thompson,  please just  answer the questions.  Were there problems in your 

marriage?’
‘No! There were no problems in the marriage! My wife and I were very happy! Ask 

anyone! Ask her family, they will tell you!’
‘Her family did indeed tell us, Sir. They told us that Jessica did not seem to be as 

happy as she should have been. Now why would that be?’
‘Pure speculation!’ Robert spluttered. 



Louisa noted the flush spreading over his cheeks and the slight glistening of his 
brow.

‘Is there any truth to the rumour that you were having an affair, Sir?’ 
Louisa held her breath. She had no basis for asking the question but thought it was 

worth a try.
Robert began to bluster. 
‘Affair? What on earth are you talking about? Who is spreading these malicious 

rumours? I demand to know! Tell me, now!’
The slight glistening on his brow now became beads of sweat.
Robert’s solicitor spoke smoothly. 
‘My client wishes to terminate this interview.’
 Turning to Robert he continued. 
‘Come on, Robert. It’s time to leave. Don’t say another word.’
Robert glared at Louisa. 
‘You’ve overstepped the line this time! Your superior officer will hear about this!’
‘Robert! Come on! It’s time to go, now.’
‘I’m coming! But, this is not the last of this! You will be hearing, personally, from 

my solicitor!’
‘Let’s go, Robert!’ 
The solicitor took Robert by the arm and led him firmly out of the room.
Louisa sat back as they left. She waited until they were gone and then sighed. 
‘He is hiding something. I think he has a mistress and it’s time we found her!’
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Louisa left the interview room and made her way back to her own desk. The CID room was 
busy. They were working on several other serious cases but her murder investigation took 
precedence over the robberies and assaults. She called Mark over.

‘Can you put a call through to Mr. Thompson’s secretary? I want to know what 
time he left the office every night for the last two weeks. Get employee records if you must 
but I need that information as soon as possible. I believe he is hiding a mistress somewhere 
and she could be the key to the whole case.’

Mark nodded. 
‘Shall I have an informal chat with the secretary if I can? You know, ask her if she 

has heard anything on the grapevine. Any rumours or idle gossip?’
‘Yes, if you can find out anything that would be great but don’t push too far.’
‘Yes, boss!’
Louisa shook her head as she reached for the phone. Mark was turning out to be a 

great asset  to the team with his eager attitude to work and his sense of humour was a 
welcome bonus.

‘Millie? Can you check cctv to see if you can pick up Robert Thompson’s Jaguar 
every evening for the week before the murder? I want to know what time he left the city 
each night. He officially finishes work at 5pm so you will need to check up until at least 
9pm each night.’

As she put the phone down, Louisa signalled to one of the men.
‘Charlie! I want you to go to London and talk to Jessica Thompson’s family. Take 

one of the uniforms with you. I want to know if any of them have any suspicions that 
Robert has a mistress and if so, who it could possibly be.’

‘Yes, Ma’am. Do you want me to go now?’
Louisa bit back a sharp retort. 
‘Yes, Charlie. I need the information as soon as possible. Ring in straight away if 

you find anything useful and I will need your report as quickly as you can get it to me. 
Ok?’

Charlie scowled as he walked away, tossing a quick ‘Ok’ over his shoulder as he 
left.

Louisa sat back. At last she had a direction to take the investigation. Now all she 
had to do was wait! Picking up her jacket and purse she decided to get some fresh air and 
maybe even a little lunch!

After picking up a sandwich and a cup of coffee, Louisa walked to the centre of the 
little town and settled herself comfortably on a bench. She slowly relaxed and began to 
enjoy watching people going about their daily business. 

By the time she had finished her lunch, she felt as if she had set the world to rights 
and felt ready to tackle the afternoon.

Taking a deep breath outside the station, Louisa allowed her new-found sense of 
peace wash over her as she walked inside.

‘Louisa, the gov. wants to see you, right away,’



‘Why didn’t you ring me?’ 
Her new-found sense of peace dissolved.
‘I tried.’
Louisa reached into her pocket. 
‘Damn! Sorry, I must have left my phone on my desk!’
‘You did. They came and told me it was ringing.’
‘Sorry.’
‘You’d better go and see what he wants. He didn’t look happy earlier!’
Louisa knocked on the DI’s door.
‘Come in!’ 
The DI was engrossed in a document and didn’t look up immediately.
‘You wanted to see me, Sir?’
He ignored her as he finished reading.  The document seemed to be taking his full 

attention and he took his time reading it.
Louisa wondered if she should sit down but before she could move, he looked up. 
‘What the hell have you done now?’
‘I’m sorry, Sir? What do you mean?’
‘He wants your head on a plate and from what I read, I don’t blame him!’
‘Who are you talking about, Sir?’
‘Robert Thompson. He says that you forced him into the police car against his will, 

asked completely meaningless, irrelevant questions and made some serious insinuations! 
For God’s sake, girl! What did you think you were doing?’

‘He was not forced into the car,  Sir.  Constable Ward politely requested that  he 
accompany us but he was not forced! All the questions were aimed at trying to uncover 
whatever it was that he was hiding. They may have seemed irrelevant but, I can assure you, 
they were not!’

‘He’s has demanded that you be transferred to some quiet backwater where you 
will  be  unable  to  do  any  further  damage.  Right  now,  I  sympathise  with  him and  am 
inclined to agree with him!’

Louisa quickly changed tack. 
‘I believe that you are right, Sir. He is hiding something. All of this is merely a 

smokescreen for him to hide behind.’
‘I have been speaking to your colleagues, Louisa. They all think that you are prone 

to flights of fancy and tend to go off half-cocked. I can’t have one of my officers acting in 
an irresponsible way. If there is any further trouble, I will remove you from the case and 
will have to seriously consider your future in CID. Do you understand?’

At Louisa’s nod, he dismissed her. 
‘Out of my sight now while I try to sort out this mess!’
Louisa fled to the toilets. Clutching the sink, she stared into the mirror. 
All the time she had spent working in CID counted for nothing! All her hard work. 

All those long hours. 
Her  career  depended  on  the  narrow-minded  view of  a  man  who  clearly  had  a 

problem with her as a woman. She knew that if she had been a man, he would have stood 
up for her against Robert Thompson’s bullying tactics. 



She also knew that if she reported him, he would find a way to make sure she went 
back on the beat. She couldn’t go up against a senior officer without a lot of support and in 
this station, she did not have that support. Her hands were tied. 

Tears of frustration welled in her eyes and threatened to overflow but she brushed 
them away impatiently. She would not allow him to railroad her like this. If she had to go, 
then she would not go easily! She had a job to do and until she was told otherwise, she 
would continue to do it to the best of her ability!

The face in the mirror took on a new determination and with a deep shuddering 
breath, Louisa held her head high as she walked back to her desk.

Mark called to her as she passed and as she turned to face him,  he noted her pale 
face and tired, red-rimmed eyes.

‘Are you alright, Louisa?’
‘Yes. What did you want?’
Mark gave her a searching look before beginning to speak. 
‘I spoke to the secretary and she turned out to be quite the chatterbox.’
‘Go on.’
‘She says that Robert always leaves at 5pm. She is not aware of him working late as 

the firm keeps a close eye on all overtime.’
‘Ok. So, now we know he is lying. Anything else?’
‘Well, I asked her if she had any idea why he might remain in the city until 7pm or 

8pm and she said that if her husband did that, she would suspect him of having an affair. I 
asked her if it were possible that Robert was having an affair and she said anything was 
possible. I tried to pin her down but she wouldn’t say any more. She did, however, mention 
that Angela in accounts might know something.’

‘Did you speak to Angela?’
‘No. She wasn’t in today but she’s due in tomorrow.’
‘Find out if Charlie’s still in London. If he is, get him to track her down today.’
‘Will do. Louisa? Are you ok?’
‘Yes, fine.’ She nodded absently. ‘Good work by the way. Millie! Have you got any 

information for me yet?’
‘Not yet, Ma’am. I’ve got him on two of the days leaving the city around 8pm but I 

still have a lot of footage to go through.’
‘Can you trace him on one of those days? See where he went when he left work? 

See if you can get him on cctv around the city?’ 
An image of Robert armed with wine and flowers rose in her mind.
Millie nodded. 
‘It might take a while but it’s possible. Shall I leave the other days or do you want 

me to do that too?’
‘No. Leave the other days for now. We can review them if we have to but I have a 

feeling we should be able to find out everything we need from either of the two days you 
have checked.’

‘Yes, Ma’am.’
‘Ma’am? Charlie is still in London and will check on Angela from accounts as soon 

as he has finished with the family.’
‘Thanks, Mark.’



At last the investigation was moving forward. Louisa was relieved that she would 
have  something  to  report  at  the  following  morning’s  briefing.  Not  that  it  would  be 
appreciated but at least she knew that she was progressing the investigation.

She spent the rest of the day collating all the information as it was fed to her. She 
was disappointed to hear from Charlie that Angela was not in the city. He had managed to 
contact her by mobile and she said she would be at work the following day. 

He had asked her about any rumours surrounding Mr. Thompson and she had told 
him that she knew nothing about that. 

When he mentioned that he needed to speak with her properly,  she told him he 
would  be  wasting  his  time.  She  knew nothing  and  couldn’t  think  why she  would  be 
contacted.

‘Alright, Charlie. Come home. We’ll review it in the morning.’
Just then Millie called her.
‘Ma’am? You might be interested in this.’
Louisa went to see what Millie had found.
‘He leaves work at 5pm and drives to Hanover Street just off Hanover Place. He 

parks the car on the street and goes into one of the houses. We lose him on cctv then so I 
can’t see which house he goes into but he doesn’t appear at either end of the street so he 
must go somewhere.’

‘Great work, Millie!’
‘I’ll run through the rest of the week at about the same time and let you know if he 

turns up again.’
Louisa patted her shoulder. 
‘Millie, you’re a wonder!’
Millie grinned and turned back to her task.
Mark was hovering near Louisa’s desk so she went over to see what was up.
‘Louisa? Do you think that the mistress is living in the city? If there is one, of 

course.’
‘I don’t know. What were you thinking?’
‘Well, she could be local. We haven’t really followed up this angle yet.’
Louisa nodded thoughtfully. 
‘Do you want to have a crack at it?’
‘Yes, I was thinking I could start with that friend of hers, Julie …’ He glanced at a 

document  in his  hand. ‘Brown. The hairdresser.  Perhaps Jessica confided something to 
her.’

Louisa smiled. ‘Well, if you’re willing to take the chance of being talked to death, 
knock yourself  out.  Just  remember,  don’t  believe  everything  she tells  you,  she has  an 
obvious grudge against Robert.’

‘Ok, I could head there now or leave it until first thing in the morning?’
‘Go now. Ok it with your sergeant and while you’re out, I’ll speak to him about 

letting you be seconded to CID for the next few days.’
Mark smiled in delight. 
‘Wow, thanks Louisa!’
‘No problem. Just don’t let me down!’
‘I won’t boss!’



Louisa threw her pen at him as he left the room. 
Millie had noted the whole exchange. She smiled but said nothing. She would not 

give their male colleagues any further fuel. If Louisa and Mark seemed to be getting on 
well,  it  was  nobody else’s  business.  Millie  turned  her  attention  back  to  her  computer 
screen.

Mark’s sergeant grudgingly agreed to let him join the CID team on a temporary 
basis.

‘Only because he is a good officer and he deserves a chance! I can’t spare him for 
long. I’m short of manpower already.’

‘Just ‘til the start of next week.’
‘Two days.’
‘Three days?’
‘Two days.’
‘Ok. Thank you.’ Louisa was secretly pleased. She hadn’t thought she’s get him for 

more than a day so an extra day was a bonus. 
The sergeant was right. Mark was a good officer and Louisa knew she would not 

regret giving him a chance. He had a quick., logical brain and knew how to put it to good 
use. Louisa found it refreshing to have a male colleague who understood how to work an 
investigation. 

By the time Charlie arrived back in the office, Louisa’s head was pounding.  She 
couldn’t shake the feeling that there was something more that she needed to uncover. She 
had  read  and  re-read  the  file  including  the  post  mortem  report  but  she  couldn’t  find 
anything that piqued her interest. 

Several times she had looked up from reading to give her eyes a break and had seen 
the ghostly form of the young woman watching her. The last time she had seen the vision, 
the woman had pointed at  the DI’s  closed office door.  Louisa couldn’t  think why she 
would have done this and had dismissed it as a further figment of her imagination. 

‘Nothing of interest Gov. I’ll leave the report ‘til the morning.’ 
Charlie turned to leave.
‘Can you  do up  a  quick  outline  so  I  can  put  it  in  the  file  ahead of  tomorrow 

morning’s briefing?’
Charlie sighed loudly. 
‘It’s late Gov and I’ve barely had a chance for a break all day. Won’t it wait ‘til 

morning?’
Louisa shrugged. ‘Ok. Get off home then but make sure you are in early enough to 

have something ready for the file before the briefing.’
Charlie sighed again and rolled his eyes. 
‘Good night Charlie!’
‘Good night, Gov.’

A young-looking pc came and handed Louisa her car keys. 
‘Sarge said to report directly to you, Ma’am.’
Louisa straightened in her seat.



‘Tell me.’
‘Sorry, Ma’am. There’s nothing to tell. Your car has been serviced but that’s all.’
‘Damn! I was hoping for a fresh lead.’
‘Mr Connors only repeated what he has already said. He hasn’t  noticed anyone 

strange on that stretch of road and they haven’t been asked to do any work on a stranger’s 
car in the last two months.’

‘Ok. Well, thanks anyway. At least my car will start properly now.’

Louisa  stretched  her  aching  back.  She  heard  the  popping  sounds  as  her  back 
protested and thought longingly of a soothing hot shower. She rubbed her stiff neck hoping 
that this would relieve her throbbing head.

‘Call it a day Ma’am. You look exhausted.’ Millie was watching her. 
On impulse, Louisa stood up. ‘Come on then, Millie. You too. We can do all this 

again tomorrow.’
Millie smiled and rubbed her eyes. 
‘I was beginning to think I might start missing important things so yes, let’s call it a 

night!’
The two women picked up their belongings and set off together. Both were pleased 

at the chance of stretching their legs and easing their aching backs and necks. Too long in 
front of a computer took a toll on the body and it was good to get away.

‘Do you have a lift home, Millie?’
‘Yes, thank you, Ma’am.’
‘Call me Louisa. We seem to spend most of our lives together.’
‘Yes, we’re getting to be quite a couple, Louisa.’ Millie laughed.
Harry was working the front desk as they left and looked up when he heard their 

laughter. Shaking his head, he was pleased that for once, things seemed to be going alright 
for the young DS.  

He knew that the DI came down harder on her than he should but who was he to 
complain about it?  In his younger days, his own DI had picked on him too, so although he 
sympathised with her, he also saw it as a rite of passage and because of this, he would not 
interfere.
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Samantha sighed and reached for her mug.  The sun was beginning to set and soon, she 
would have to get ready for her shift. 

She  sipped  the  lukewarm  coffee  and  grimaced.  With  another  sigh,  Samantha 
pushed herself out of her chair and went to get a fresh mug. 

She filled the mug and returned to her seat on the patio.  She was glad she had 
finished the patio. It was wonderful to sit in the peace and quiet before she had to go to 
work. Working the night shift could be tough but over the last few years, she had grown 
used to it. Sitting on the patio helped her to relax before going in. 

She had felt tired today so had gone for a nap and hadn’t bothered to change out of 
her nightdress. She enjoyed the privacy of her back garden and the freedom to wear or do 
whatever she wanted. It hadn’t always been like this.

Her  last  boyfriend  had  been  possessive  and  controlling  and  when  they  were 
together,  it  was  his  way or  no  way.  Since  their  split,  she  loved being  alone  with her 
thoughts. 

After the way he had treated her, she had never thought she would allow herself to 
consider dating another man, but Mick was different. 

She smiled as she remembered the way he looked at her and the way he always 
went out of his way to help her at work and kept her a seat in the canteen at break-time. 
The other workers had begun to tease them, but Samantha found, to her surprise, that she 
didn’t mind in the least. It was nice to have a bit of attention and Mick seemed easy-going. 

A frown clouded her face once more as she allowed her thoughts to return to her 
previous relationship. It had been a stormy one. In the end, they hadn’t even agreed on the 
colour the front door should be painted. 

He hadn’t liked it when she finally pointed out that it was her front door and not 
his, as it had been left to her by her Aunt.

She remembered  how stifled  she had  always  felt  when she  was with  him.  She 
hadn’t noticed it at first but by the end of their relationship, it was all that occupied her 
mind. 

The best thing she had ever done was to ask him to leave. He had tried to talk her 
around but, for once, she was having none of it and finally, he realised that she meant it.

The following weeks had been hard as he kept trying to contact her but at last he 
seemed to have seen sense. She hadn’t heard from him for more than three months now.

To keep herself occupied after the break-up, she had decided to have a patio laid at 
the back of the house, overlooking the garden. 

She had hired a local man who had been recommended to her by her hairdresser. 
He had begun the work, but things had progressed so slowly, she finally, had to sack him 
and get a firm of builders from Woodbury to finish the job. 

The local man had been furious and had threatened to sue her. She called his bluff 
and this seemed to sort out the problem.

She shivered as she remembered the other reason she had been so quick to fire him. 



He had become overly-familiar and made her feel uncomfortable. Several times he 
had come into the house without knocking and had given her a fright. She had asked him to 
knock and he had laughed and said that he was only coming in for a glass of water and 
surely, she didn’t begrudge him that.

She had felt  a little sorry for him at first,  but her feelings soon changed as her 
discomfort grew. 

Giving herself a little shake, she dragged her mind back to the present. 
Mick would ask her out soon. She had a feeling that he would, and she knew that 

she would say yes, to him.
He was nothing like her last boyfriend. Mick was kind, caring, helpful and not the 

least bit pushy. She sat back allowing her mind to wander over what their first date would 
be like.

What would she wear? The demure yellow sundress with her blue strappy heels? 
The sexy red dress with her scarlet heels? God! She’s probably give Mick a heart-attack if 
she wore that.

Where would they go? Mick would probably take her to the Chinese Restaurant in 
Woodbury. She liked going there. Sometimes she met the girls from work for a meal and 
glass of wine there and the food was delicious.

Would he pick her up in his little red car? She supposed he would and allowed her 
mind to conjure up the moment when she opened the door to him. He would probably 
bring her flowers or chocolates and possibly a bottle of wine.

The romance of it all, thrilled her and excited her in ways she barely remembered. 
She couldn’t wait to go in to work. Surely, he would ask her out soon?

She knew she should ring her mother. She hadn’t spoken to her for a few days and 
she wanted to let her know how much she was enjoying the new patio. She reached for her 
phone and realised that she had left it in the house. As she entered the house, she glanced at 
the clock and noticed that she would soon have to shower and get dressed for work. 

She had spoken to Gillian earlier and they had arranged to have breakfast together 
when they finished their shift. Now, where had she left her phone?

As she walked into the kitchen to look for it, she heard the garden gate open. It had 
a squeak and was unmistakeable. She must get it oiled! There was always something to be 
done!

She wondered who was coming to see her. Her neighbour from across the field at 
the  back  sometimes  called  over  if  she ran  out  of  something.  She  quickly  scanned the 
kitchen but couldn’t see her mobile anywhere. Then, remembering that she had left it in the 
hall with her car keys, Samantha went to the back door and looked out. 

She couldn’t see anyone, so she moved out onto the patio and looked across the 
garden to the gate. A tiny sound behind her alerted her but before she could react, a gloved 
hand closed over her mouth and she was dragged inside. 

She struggled but a blow to the side of her head stunned her and she was thrust 
roughly to the ground in front of the fireplace. The air was knocked out of her lungs and 
she frantically tried to draw in a ragged breath. She looked up into a pair of hard eyes as he 
put his hands around her throat, cutting off the scream bubbling inside her. 

‘I warned you, didn’t I?’ 
His breath was warm on her face and he smelled of rank sweat. 



‘You didn’t believe me! You thought you could get rid of me just like that, didn’t 
you? Well, you were wrong, bitch!’

He sat down heavily on her legs and pinned her down.
Samantha tried to kick and buck him off her  legs, but she was no match for his 

strength and he soon overcame her as his hands tightened on her throat. 
Her screams stopped abruptly as her lungs burned for air.
The last thing Samantha saw was her own, terrified reflection in his dark eyes.
The killer waited until he was sure she was dead before getting up and standing 

over  her.  He admired  his  handiwork  then,  with  a  cursory glance  around the  room,  let 
himself out the way he had come in, closing the door behind him.
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Louisa reached for her mobile, knocking it to the floor as she did so. She scrabbled around 
with her fingers until she found it just under the bed and quickly brought it to her ear. 

Her dream was still fresh in her mind as she did so. She tried to shake off the image 
of a young woman lying pale and unmoving on a brightly coloured rug.

‘DS Williams.’
The dispatcher’s voice echoed in Louisa’s head.
‘A young woman had been found dead in a house just off the Old King’s Road near 

Fensham.’
‘Fensham?’
‘Yes, Ma’am.’
Louisa quickly got the details.
‘Ok, thank you. I’m on my way.’
She dressed quickly, pulling on her black trousers and a long-sleeved blouse. She 

hesitated briefly then slipped a cardigan on before her jacket. Early mornings could be 
quite cool and at 4.00 am, Louisa was already feeling the chill.

She found the house easily enough, even though it was a bit off the beaten track, as 
a police car was parked at the entrance to the drive. The officer recognised her and waved 
her through. She stopped and opened her window.

‘No unauthorised visitors in or out. And absolutely no speaking to the press.’
‘The press Ma’am?’
‘Yes, if the press get wind of a second murder on our patch they’ll put two and two 

together and make six.’
‘Very good, Ma’am.’
The driveway was winding and uneven and Louisa  winced as  her  car  bounced 

along it. As the house came into view Louisa caught sight of more police cars and other 
vehicles parked close to it. She pulled up close behind the CSO’s van knowing that the 
crime scene officers would be on-site for the rest of the night. 

She was stopped at the door by a young officer.
‘Morning, Ma’am.’
He handed her some protective clothing and shoe covers and waited until she was 

suited up before indicating a door to the right of the hall. 
‘She’s in there.’
‘Thank you.’
Louisa entered the room slowly, allowing herself to absorb as many details as she 

could. The feeling of déjà vu was overwhelming. Even down to the colour of the rug on 
which the dead woman lay. She shivered and felt a wave of nausea overtake her. 

‘Morning, Louisa. We meet again.’
Louisa shook herself mentally and, swallowing back the sick feeling, tried to focus 

on the job at hand.
 ‘Morning, Jim. What have we got.’



‘Samantha  Newman.  Lived alone.  Same MO as the last  girl.  Possibly the same 
killer.’

Louisa moved around so that she could see the body. The young woman was lying 
on her back in front of the fireplace. She was wearing a flimsy nightdress and the ugly, 
black bruises showed up clearly against the paleness of her throat. 

‘Time of death?’
‘Louisa, Louisa! Always with the impossible questions! Probably before 9pm.’
‘Any evidence of sexual activity?’
‘No. Despite the way she was dressed, she doesn’t appear to have been sexually 

assaulted. I will know more later and will be able to confirm it then, but I don’t think the 
motive was a sexual one.’

‘Any idea how the perpetrator got in?’
One of the CSOs spoke up. 
‘No sign of forced entry, Ma’am but the back door wasn’t locked when we arrived. 

It seems likely that he entered there.’
Louisa nodded. ‘Who found her?’
‘She works the night-shift in a factory in Woodbury. She was due to start work at 

10.00pm and when she didn’t show up a colleague tried to contact her. She’s never missed 
a shift before and the colleague became worried when she didn’t answer her phone. She 
had spoken to Samantha earlier in the evening – at about 8pm – and they had made plans to 
have breakfast together when their shift was over. She contacted police at 2.15 am.’

‘Ok.’ Louisa went outside to speak to the uniformed officers. 
‘Are any of you familiar with this location or the victim?’
Several of the officers nodded and one of them stepped forward. 
‘I knew her, Ma’am. Not very well, but well enough to say hello to.’
‘And the area? Do you know if there are many occupied houses around here?’
‘The nearest house is a few minutes further along the road towards Fensham. It’s 

behind this house so someone may have seen something but it’s unlikely as the garden 
hides the back of the house. There’s a gate in the garden that leads onto a quiet lane and 
some fields. It’s a quiet  area.  Mostly farms or small-holdings. Lots of old people.  The 
young people have mostly moved to the city leaving the older ones behind.’

‘Right. Not much chance of anyone noticing anything then but it’s worth a shot. 
Leave it ‘til about 8.00am – we don’t want to give any of the older ones a heart-attack – 
and then go door to door.’ 

‘Alright Ma’am.’
‘We know that Samantha was alive around 8pm as she spoke to a work colleague. 

That is subject to confirmation,  but we can use it as a starting point.  Time of death is 
estimated to be before 9pm so that gives us a window of about an hour but remember, 
those times are provisional and subject to confirmation. We are interested in any unusual 
activity over the last twenty-four hours.’

‘Yes, Ma’am.’
Louisa walked around the garden, careful to avoid damaging any evidence.  The 

CSOs were photographing the garden gate, looking for fingerprints and taking casts of 
some footprints found near a flower bed. They had set up bright lights all over the garden 
as the sun had not yet risen.



She approached one of the CSOs. ‘Anything of interest?’
‘A few footprints that don’t match the shoe-size of the deceased. She may have had 

a gardener of course, but we can rule that out later.’
Louisa  nodded.  ‘Yes,  and  she  may  have  simply  had  a  visitor  looking  at  the 

flowers.’
The CSO nodded and returned to his painstaking work.
As she returned to the house, the lights faded and the countryside went very quiet. 
The sound of the gate opening made her jump and as she watched through the 

bushes she caught a glimpse of a man entering the garden. The officers were nowhere to be 
seen so she moved towards him to ask what he was doing there, and the spell was broken. 

The artificial lights brightened again, and she could hear the birds chirping and see 
the officers at their work once more.

Louisa sighed. If only she had stayed still. She would have seen the killer, she was 
sure of it!

Suddenly realising  how ridiculous  that  sounded,  Louisa turned  her  back  on the 
garden and re-entered the house before anyone had a chance to wonder  what she was 
doing. 

All she needed was for one of the officers to mention to her colleagues that she had 
been acting strangely and her DI would have more ammunition to use against her. 

She knew that there was nothing more for her to do at the scene until the forensics 
team had finished their work, Louisa drove to the station. 

The night sergeant greeted her. ‘No rest for the wicked, Louisa!’
‘No, but I must have been very wicked as I don’t seem to be able to get any rest at 

all, at the moment!’
The smile was wiped from her lips as she caught sight of the DI waiting for her.
‘Well?’
‘Same MO, possibly same killer, Sir.’
‘Write it up and bring it to my office as soon as possible.’
‘Yes, Sir.’
Louisa took her place at the desk and was soon typing furiously. She needed to get 

this done as quickly as possible so that she could get down to the real work. 
She printed off the finished report and took it straight to the DI’s office. The office 

was empty so, she left it on his desk and returned to hers.
She  clicked onto the internet and looked up a map of the area. Zooming in, she 

checked the locations of both crime scenes, looking for similarities or anything that might 
suggest a connection. The only connection she could find was that they were both within 
the Fensham greater area.

She pulled up the Jessica Thompson file, and began to compare notes from both the 
reports she had typed up. After a few minutes, she sat back and reviewed what she had 
scribbled on her notepad. 

Both women were young. Jessica was married. Samantha was single. Both were 
blonde. Jessica was a housewife. Samantha worked in Woodbury.

Frustrated, Louisa got up and went to get a cup of coffee. She would know more 
when the day shift  came in  and they could start  checking  Samantha’s  details.  Perhaps 



something would become obvious once she had more information.  She was returning to 
her desk when she heard her name being called. 

She placed the untouched coffee on one of her colleague’s desks and went to see 
what the DI wanted.

‘Well? How have you progressed the investigation?’
‘I  am  waiting  for  the  coroner’s  report  and  information  from  the  crime  scene 

officers. I expect the preliminary reports to be on my desk within the next hour or so. I 
have arranged a door-to-door to be carried out at …’ Louisa glanced at the wall clock. ‘a 
half hour ago, so there should be info filtering in quite soon. I’m not expecting anything 
from  this  though  as  most  of  the  neighbours  appear  to  be  elderly  and  they  keep  to 
themselves. I have reviewed the current information from both investigations but so far, I 
haven’t found any significant similarities.’

‘What else?’
‘The tech team are going through a computer and mobile phone found at the scene. 

So far they have not found anything that looks promising.’
‘What about the husband? Have you made arrangements to bring him in?’
Louisa looked at her DI in confusion. 
‘What husband? She wasn’t married.  My information says that she was a single 

woman, living alone.’
‘I’m  talking  about  Jessica’s  husband.  Surely,  you  have  considered  him  at  this 

point?’
‘Well, not really. Until I can make a connection between the women there is no 

point in muddying the waters. I prefer to treat them as separate murders until we have solid 
evidence that they’re connected.’

‘The  husband  is  the  connection!  Find  that  and  you’ll  have  him.  Why are  you 
continuing to fight me on this? And as for your preference, it’s not up to you to decide 
what has to be done. You just need to get it done.’

‘Sir, I’m not fighting you on this. I’m simply following procedure and procedure 
states—’

‘Procedure  states  that  we  always  look  at  family  and  friends  first!  He’s  the 
connection! Find out how and then arrest him!’

Louisa slunk back to her desk.  She looked around for her coffee and found an 
empty cup where she had left it. Sighing, she made her way back to the canteen and this 
time sat down with some coffee and toast.

The coffee was tepid, and the toast was burnt, but she didn’t care.  She sat and 
chewed thoughtfully, wondering how she could find out if there was a connection between 
the two murders.

Closing her eyes, she saw Samantha opening the back door and welcoming the man 
into her house. With a sigh, Louisa realised that this was speculation. It was not one of the 
visions that had come to her lately. She couldn’t hope to glean any information from this.

 But  could  she  rely  on  any  of  the  information  she  received  in  her  visions? 
Dismissing these thoughts, Louisa turned her full attention back to the case.



By the time she had finished her breakfast, she knew she had to concentrate on the 
latest  murder.  If there was a connection,  this would provide her with the best possible 
means of finding it. 

Perhaps the murderer had become careless. If so, she would find the mistake and 
use it against him, no matter who he was. 

Despite her DI’s objections, she still had to consider the possibility that this was a 
separate crime. 

Perhaps this murderer was using the first murder as a cover. After all, Fensham was 
a small area and the details had become known quite quickly despite police efforts to keep 
them under wraps.

‘Louisa? Come and see this!’
Louisa looked up and then followed Mark to the main CID office. He pointed to 

Millie’s computer.
 All over the office,  groups of plain-clothed as well  as uniformed officers were 

watching computer screens.
Curious, Louisa moved closer and was surprised to see a live news broadcast with 

DI Oakes appealing for information about the serial killer.
‘We haven’t found any connection between the murders apart from the MO! How 

can he publicly state that we have a serial killer loose? We’ll have panicked people calling 
us at all hours now, jamming the phones and using up valuable resources!’

Even as she spoke, the phones began to ring. Louisa and Millie exchanged glances.
Uniformed officers returned to the desks in their own offices and began answering 

the phones. The media were demanding further interviews. Time and again, Louisa refused 
to take their calls. 

‘Tell  them  to  stop  blocking  the  lines.  We  need  to  keep  the  lines  open  for 
information not to pander to the press!’

The DI returned to the office with a huge smile. 
‘I see it’s working! The phones are ringing! We’ll soon have what we need to crack 

this!’
‘Can I have a word please, Sir?’
‘Not now, Louisa! There’s work to be done! Can’t you hear the phones!’
Louisa grimaced but sat back down. Suddenly she had to get out of the office. 
‘Perhaps it would be a good idea to be seen in public. To reassure people that we 

are  on  top  of  this.  I’m  going  into  Fensham to  see  what  information  I  can  gather  on 
Samantha’s movements, hobbies, relationships and anything else I can find out about her.’

The DI nodded approvingly. 
‘Find  out  how she  met  Thompson  and  where.  We’ll  soon  have  him where  he 

belongs!’
Louisa did not bother to look back as she made her way out of the door. How could 

the man remain so narrow-minded? He was supposed to be a DI for God’s sake! How had 
he risen in the ranks?

As she drove through Fensham, Louisa saw a uniformed officer being confronted 
by two gesticulating women. The officer was doing his best to placate them, but his words 
were falling on deaf ears. 



Louisa pulled over and got out of the car.
 ‘What’s  the  problem?’  She  showed  her  warrant  card.  ‘Do  you  have  some 

information for this officer?’
The women turned on Louisa. 
‘We want to know what you are doing to keep us safe! We have a serial  killer 

running  around  murdering  women  and  what  are  you  doing  about  it?  Driving  around 
admiring the scenery?’

Louisa held up her hands. 
‘Ladies, we are in the middle of an investigation. No stone is being left unturned. 

We hope to be able to make an arrest as soon as possible but you must let us do our job. 
This officer has been assigned to make sure the streets are safe for you.  Please do not 
hinder him in his work. He needs to keep alert to the possibility of any danger.’

The two women stared at her. 
‘So, if you wouldn’t mind, please move along and let us do our job of keeping you 

safe.’
Louisa indicated to the officer to follow her and when he did, she heard the women 

grumbling but they didn’t come after them.
‘Thank you, Gov. I never realised that two old ladies could be so scary!’
Louisa fought to keep a straight face, aware that the two women were still watching 

them. 
‘What are you doing here, anyway?’
‘I’m doing door-to-door along the High Street, or I was, until I got waylaid.’
Louisa grinned. ‘How far had you got?’
He pointed to a nearby shop. 
‘I was about to enter that place.’
‘Ok, well, do you mind if I tag along?’
The constable shrugged. ‘If you think it would help, Ma’am.’
‘I’m sorry, I can’t remember your name,’
‘Barry Weston, Ma’am.’
‘Well,  Barry  Weston,  have  you  learned  anything  that  might  help  with  the 

investigation yet?’
‘I don’t think so, Ma’am. She was a regular at the coffee shop at the weekend and 

the staff in the newsagents knew her to see. They didn’t know much about her. She drinks 
regular coffee and buys the Woodbury Gazette.’

‘Ok, well, lead on! Let’s see if we have any better luck in the fish shop.’

As they reached the end of the street, Louisa and Barry decided to go back to the 
station and write up their report together. 

They hadn’t  learned much about  Samantha.  She seemed to  keep to  herself  and 
wasn’t originally from the area. Her aunt had bequeathed the house to her and she had 
moved in two or three years before – no-one seemed to know exactly how long she had 
been living there – and since then she had spent most of her days at the house apart from an 
occasional visit to the village. 



Louisa already knew that Samantha worked the night-shift so was not surprised that 
she wasn’t often seen in the village during the day. 

A few people had recognised the picture of Samantha that Louisa had found and 
printed off from her social media pages. 

Louisa had quickly scanned her online activity.  There were few posts and even 
fewer pictures. Her friends’ list provided some pointers, but Louisa had quickly realised 
that this angle wasn’t too promising. 

How had she come into contact with her murderer? Was he a co-worker, an old 
friend, a family member? A random stranger who chanced upon her unlocked back door? 

While she waited for transcripts of emails from Samantha’s computer, Louisa re-
read Jessica’s. Most of the emails she sent were to friends and family. All of these had 
been followed up and the receivers questioned. Nothing suspicious had been found. 

Louisa turned her attention to both women’s social media friends’ lists. They had 
fifteen friends in common. At last, maybe she was on to something! 

She began to check the accounts of all the friends that they had in common, but 
they seemed to be acquaintances rather than friends. Neither woman had interacted much 
with these friends and reluctantly,  Louisa was forced to admit  that  they were probably 
irrelevant and that this was just another dead end.

Rubbing her aching back, Louisa straightened up and glanced around the office. 
The room was quiet,  most of the officers were out checking leads from this morning’s 
flurry of activity brought on by the impromptu press statement by the DI. 

Already stretched resources  were  now  greatly  over-burdened and Louisa  hoped 
they would have enough manpower if they needed it.

A constable placed a file on her desk. She smiled as she her thanked her and picked 
it  up.  It  was  the  preliminary  report  from the  forensics  team.  There  didn’t  seem to  be 
anything of interest until she almost reached the end. 

Fibres! Some type of woollen fibre that had been compared to fibres found at the 
Jessica Thompson scene. They matched!  Someone in the forensics’ lab was on the ball! 
Louisa’s heart began to beat faster. They had their connection! She looked around at the 
team and her eyes fell on Millie.

Millie was staring into her computer and looked up as she felt Louisa’s eyes on her. 
‘I think I’ve got something, Ma’am.’
Louisa got up and walked over to stand behind Millie.
 ‘Go on.’
‘Twice in one week, Robert Thompson leaves his office and drives to the same 

street.  He parks, then crosses the road and goes into one of the houses. In this frame,’ 
Millie indicated the screen. ‘he is carrying something. When I zoom in …’

‘A bottle of wine! I think you’re right! We’ve found his mistress! Hanover Street! 
I’ll put a call through to London and get one of their boys to run down there and see what 
they can find out. Any idea which house he might be going into?’

‘Give me ten minutes and I’ll try to narrow  down the search.’ Millie rubbed her 
hands together above the keyboard. ‘Right!’

Louisa laughed and left her to work in peace.
 ‘Call me when you are ready.’ 



She grew very still as she realised that at least one of her visions had been correct. 
Perhaps some of the others were correct too! But how to sort the real from the imagined?

Millie nodded and began to pound the keyboard.
Louisa went to the canteen and came back with two coffees. She placed one on 

Millie’s desk and sipped the other. She needed the familiar tang of the caffeine to keep her 
thoughts grounded in the present. 

Partially correct visions were all very well, but would they help her to solve the 
case or would they send her in the wrong direction?

‘Just milk, right?’
Millie didn’t look up. 
‘Yes, thanks.’ 
Suddenly, she pushed back her chair startling Louisa. 
‘That’s the best I can do!’ She pointed to the screen. ‘Look!’
Louisa craned her neck before cautiously moving closer to the computer. 
‘You’re not going to jump suddenly again, are you?’
Millie looked up and smiled. 
‘No. Sorry about that. You’re safe enough now. Thanks for the coffee, by the way.’ 
She picked up the cup as Louisa scanned the screen.
‘What am I looking at?’
‘I’ve narrowed it down to three houses. There, there and there.’ 
Millie tapped the screen. She was pointing to a satellite image of the street. 
‘Judging from the angle he crosses the road in the cctv, I think these are the most 

likely houses.’
Louisa stared at an already eerily-familiar door.
 ‘Good work! I’ll let the London boys know and they can take it from there.’
‘What are you looking at Angela’s place for?’
Louisa swung around. Charlie was staring at the screen.
‘Who’s place?’
‘Angela, Angela Bowen.’ 
He sighed at their blank faces. 
‘Angela from accounts? You sent me to interview her about Robert Thompson’s 

possible mistress, but she was no help.’
‘No wonder she was no help, Charlie! She’s the mistress!’ Louisa was furious.
‘I haven’t had the chance to go back and interview her properly! I was sent out on 

the door-to-door with the uniforms!’ 
‘Why was it not flagged in the report? Come to think of it, where is the full report?’
‘I can’t do two things at once! I have to go where I’m sent!’
‘I told you to have that report ready for the morning briefing!’
‘Well, you didn’t follow up on that, so I thought it wasn’t important!’
‘That’s your trouble Charlie! You think too much! An order is an order and should 

have been followed up regardless! You know that!’
‘What the hell is going on in here? I can hear you from out in the hall!’
Louisa turned towards the DI. He was glowering at her.
‘It has just come to light that Charlie failed to pick up some vital information!’



‘Charlie is not the senior officer.! You are! I knew this would happen if I didn’t 
keep a close eye on you! You’re a sergeant for God’s sake! You should know better than 
this!’

Louisa was about to retort when the DI turned and strode into his office slamming 
the door behind him. 

Taking a deep breath, she faced Charlie. 
‘Right! Get onto the London team and give them the information they need. All the 

information! We’ll discuss this again later.’
Spotting Mark hovering at the door, she called him over. 
‘Mark, new information has come up regarding Robert Thompson. I’d like to speak 

to Julie Brown again.  Come with me!’
‘Right Ma’am.’ 
Mark followed her out of the door.
‘I’ll fill you in on the way there.’ She handed him her keys. ‘You drive.’
By the time they got to the hairdresser’s salon, Mark was as up to date as Louisa. 
‘Where do you think the fibres came from?’
‘I have no idea. The forensic boys suggest a woollen rug, possibly. Look in the file. 

There’s a blown-up picture of the fibres. Keep your eyes open for a rug matching them 
wherever you go. Samantha was found on a rug in front of the fireplace, but the fibres do 
not match that one.’

‘What are you hoping to get from Julie, Louisa?’
‘If Jessica knew about the affair,  then maybe Julie knows too. We’ll threaten to 

bring her in. That should unsettle her and maybe she will be easier to interview. Did you 
get anything out of her, when you saw her?’

‘No, but I wasn’t asking the right questions so maybe this time, we’ll get lucky.’
They entered the salon together and, ignoring the client sitting in one of the chairs, 

Louisa spoke to Julie.
‘Julie, I need you to accompany me to the station, right now!’
Julie looked shocked. 
‘But my client! I can’t just leave her! She’s got a full head of colour on and it’ll 

have to come off in another twenty minutes! And what about the rest of my clients? I can’t 
just cancel them all!’

‘You’ll have to I’m afraid! This is serious, and I am worried that you may have 
been holding back vital information.’

‘Vital information? What information? I don’t know what you are talking about?’
The client in the chair was listening open-mouthed. 
‘Have  you  somewhere  a  little  less  public,  where  we  can  talk?  If  you  tell  us 

everything, you might not have to come to the station.’
Julie looked like she was ready to cry. 
‘I’m sorry, Maisie I have no idea what they are talking about. I’ll be back to take 

the colour off as soon as the alarm goes off.’ 
She picked up the timer from beside the client and led Louisa and Mark into her 

small sitting-room behind the salon.
‘I really don’t know what you want.’
‘Julie, do you know Angela Bowen?’



‘No! Should I?’
‘Are you sure you have never heard the name before?’
‘Quite sure. Who is she?’
‘Is there anything else you have remembered but haven’t had a chance to tell me 

yet?’
Julie looked mystified. ‘Like what?’
‘I have no idea. You tell me!’
‘I really don’t know what you mean!’
‘Anything, no matter how insignificant it seems?’
Julie shrugged and shook her head.
‘Come on, Constable Ward. We’re wasting our time here!’
Louise swept out with Mark in her wake.
‘Damn! I was sure she knows something!’ Louisa groaned.
‘She still may. Perhaps this will jog her memory and make her come forward with a 

vital piece of the puzzle. There’s nothing more we can do here at the moment, though.’
Back at the station, Louisa took her anger out on Charlie and left him in no doubt as 

to what would happen to him if he disobeyed her orders again. Charlie was still defensive 
and by the time she had finished with him, walked away with a sullen expression.

That night, Louisa went home with an aching head. She took two headache pills but 
even after a shower, her head was still pounding. She poured herself a generous measure of 
brandy and sat, wrapped in a bathrobe, in front of the television. After a time, she reached 
for the remote having realised that she had no idea what she was watching. She drained her 
glass and resigned herself to a restless night. 

She was not wrong. By morning, her headache was gone but she was exhausted. 
Getting out of bed was difficult and, for once, she wished that she could pull the covers 
over her head and stay there all day. 

The shower revived her a bit and by the time she had sipped a cup of coffee and 
nibbled a slice of toast, she felt ready to face the day.

DI Oakes was waiting for her.
‘So, you decided to put in an appearance today, did you?’
Louisa looked at her watch in confusion. 
‘Have I missed the morning briefing?’
‘No, but I thought you’d be in early.’
Louisa sighed and followed him to the briefing room. The DCI must have been on 

his case again. That was usually the only thing that got him to come in early himself.
There  wasn’t  much  new information  to  be discussed so the briefing  was short. 

Officers were dispatched to follow up any leads still  awaiting checking after  the press 
conference. As Louisa left the room, a uniformed officer approached her.

‘Ma’am, there’s a Julie Brown waiting to speak to you.’
Louise smiled and turned, looking for Mark.



‘Thank you, put her in interview room two and I’ll be in to her in a few minutes. 
Constable Ward!’

Mark looked up questioningly and came towards her as she beckoned him.
‘Julie Brown is in interview room two. Want to sit in?’
‘Hell, yes. You were right! She knows more than she’s telling us.’

Julie looked up as they entered the room.
‘Thank you, for coming in this morning, Julie. What can we help you with?’
‘I  was  talking  to  Mrs.  Colley  after  you  left  yesterday  and  something  she  said 

reminded me.’
‘Reminded you about what, Julie?’
‘Well, it’s probably nothing.’
‘Go on.’
‘Well, a few months back, Jessica got a handyman in to do a bit of work in the 

garden. Just tidying up the hedges and things like that.’
Louisa tried to hide her impatience. ‘Yes?’
‘Well, she said that something about him made her feel a bit nervous.’
‘In what way?’
‘I don’t really know. He’s a nice lad, but I did wonder if Robert was jealous of him 

being there during the day. Perhaps Robert lost his temper with her over it.’
‘But you said that something about the handyman made her nervous?’
‘Yes, but he’s a nice lad so it couldn’t be him.’
‘What did she say, exactly?’
‘Well,  I  can’t  quite  remember  but  something  was  upsetting  her.  She  fired  him 

before he’d finished the work. She said she was sorry, but she had to do it.’
‘Did she give you any indication of what had forced her to fire him?’
‘No, but she wouldn’t, would she?’
‘I thought you were her friend? Surely, she would have mentioned something?’
‘Well, I suppose it was difficult.’
‘Difficult?’ 
Louisa shared a tired glance with Mark. 
‘In what way was it difficult?’
‘Well, because he’s a client’s nephew and I recommended him, of course!’
Louisa sat up straighter. ‘A client’s nephew? Is he from around here?’
‘Well,  no. He’s from up north but he came to live here for a while to look for 

work.’
‘What’s his name and where can we find him?’
‘Why do you want to find him? He’s a good lad!’
‘Just to eliminate him from the enquiry, Julie.’
‘Oh,  alright  then.  He’s  Rick  Stevens.  I’m not  sure  where  he  is  at  the  moment 

though. I haven’t seen him for a day or two. He’s living in a flat over the butcher’s.’
‘Thank you for coming in Julie. We’ll have a chat with him.’
‘Do you think that is why Robert killed her? Jealousy?’
‘I can’t comment on that. Why didn’t you mention this sooner?’



‘I didn’t think it was important.’
‘Even the smallest details can be important in a case like this.’
‘Well, I didn’t want to get him into any more trouble.’
‘More trouble?’ Louisa found it hard to breathe. ‘What other trouble has he had?’ 
Once again, she felt the familiar pull of the hairs on the back of her neck as her 

intuition was awakened.
‘Well, nothing really. Just a silly girl.’
‘What  silly  girl?’  Louisa’s  heart  was  thumping.  ‘I  think  you  need  to  tell  us 

everything, right now!’
Julie looked worried. ‘I told you! It’s nothing! A silly girl accused him of raping 

her, but she eventually admitted that she had lied. The police gave him a hard time and I 
didn’t want him to be hassled again. It’s not fair! He’s such a nice lad!’

‘When and where did this happen?’
‘I’m not sure exactly. It was a couple of years ago. When he was living up north.’
After  Julie  had supplied as many of the details  as she could remember,  Louisa 

pushed back her chair.
‘Constable Ward will help you with your statement and then you are free to go. 

You should have come forward earlier. This is a serious matter.’
‘I knew this would happen! That’s why I didn’t say anything!’
‘As I’ve already stated, we simply need to eliminate him from the enquiry. Thank 

you.’
Louisa left the room with a steely glint in her eye.
DI Oakes came into the CID room and looked around at the activity. The team were 

all hard at work on the phones, looking at computer monitors and updating files.
‘What’s going on?’
‘We’ve got a lead, Sir.’ Louisa swept past him on her way to talk to the uniformed 

sergeant.
DI Oakes followed her and listened as she requested some uniformed officers to go 

to an address in Fensham and pick up a suspect.
‘Louisa, my office, now!’
‘Yes, Sir.’ 
‘Shut the door. Right, what’s going on?’
‘Julie Brown, the hairdresser from Fensham and Jessica’s friend, has come forward 

with  some information  regarding  her  a  handyman.  Said  handyman  did  some work for 
Jessica but she fired him before he had completed it. We are checking into his past as there 
is a suggestion that he was accused of a rape a few years back. I’m having him picked up 
for questioning.’

The DI stared at her and when she finished speaking, pointed his finger at her. 
‘You questioned her  several  times  and you  failed  to get  this  vital  information? 

What were you doing? Do you think this investigation is some kind of game? And this 
information is clearly useless!’

Louisa stared at him in shock.
‘This suspect is not the killer and once again, you are wasting valuable time and 

resources. Have you forgotten about the husband? He has means, motive and opportunity 
and yet, you insist on looking elsewhere!’



‘But the suspect …’
‘Is not our man! Go ahead and eliminate him if you must, but he is not our man!’
Louisa stared after him as he stormed out of the office. Her mind whirled and the 

room seemed to recede. She saw an older woman holding out her hands to a younger man. 
DI Oakes was talking to them and they all seemed to know each other. The woman had her 
back to Louisa, but she could see the younger man’s face clearly.

Mark stuck his head in the door. 
‘Louisa? I have Julie Brown’s statement and I’ve let her go. Is everything alright?’
Louisa looked into his kind, brown eyes as the room came back into focus. She 

took a deep breath.
 ‘Thanks, Mark. The DI doesn’t think this suspect is our man. The sooner we talk to 

him the better.’ 
Mark nodded. ‘Do you want me to sit in again, when you’re doing the interview?’
Louisa nodded and smiled weakly. 
‘I’ll miss you when you’re back in uniform.’

Rick Stevens was a mean-looking, man with hard eyes. Louisa stopped in shock as 
she entered the interview room. The man seated at the table was the younger man from her 
vision. 

She took a deep breath to steady herself  before taking a seat opposite him. She 
appraised him quickly and decided that she didn’t like what she saw.

‘For  the  tape,  DS  Williams  and  acting  DC Ward  have  entered  the  room.  Mr. 
Stevens, you are here to answer questions to eliminate you from our enquiries. Do you 
understand?’

‘Oh,  I  understand.’  He replied  bitterly.  ‘I  was  waiting  for  this.  It’s  always  the 
same.’

Louisa ignored his obvious attempt to distract her from the business in hand. 
‘Can you tell us where you were on Tuesday 30th June at approximately 8pm?’
‘I have no idea.’
‘Think harder, then. It was the evening that Jessica Thompson died.’
‘Oh, that evening. I was at home watching tv.’
‘Was there anyone with you?’
‘No. I was on my own.’
‘So, no-one can vouch for you?’
‘No. If I’d known it was going to be a problem I’d have arranged an alibi.’
‘Why would you need to arrange an alibi?’
‘Well, you’re obviously going to try to fit me up for the crime.’
Once again, Louisa refused to allow him to distract her. 
‘Where were you on the evening of Thursday the second of July at approximately 

7pm?’
‘How should I know? Was someone else killed that night?’
Louisa gave him a hard look. 
‘It was the evening that Samantha Newman died.’
‘Thursday, you said? I would have been at my Aunt’s house.’



‘Where does your aunt live? Will she be able to verify this?’
Rick sat back with a sudden smile.
‘Oh, I’d say she’ll verify it. And her name? Why, it’s Mildred Oakes.’
Louisa looked at him in shock. 
‘DI Oakes’s wife?’
‘Yes.’ Rick was clearly enjoying himself.
Louisa stood up, pushing back her chair forcefully. 
‘Alright. I’ll have to verify it, of course, but you are free to go for the time being. 

Please don’t leave the area.’
‘Oh, I’ll stay around. Don’t you worry.’
Louisa was furious and went straight to DI Oakes’s office. 
‘Why didn’t you tell me?’
Oakes knew exactly what she meant without her having to explain. 
‘It was none of your business.’
‘None of my business? As you reminded me earlier, this is not a game! This is a 

murder  enquiry!  You should have told me!  Is  the DCI aware of your  connection  to  a 
suspect?’

‘If you were local, you would have known. Any officer worth her salt would have 
been able to check this! As for the DCI, it’s none of his business. Rick is not a suspect and 
there is nothing for me to make the DCI aware of!’

Louisa opened her mouth to reply but he cut her off. 
‘And before you ask, yes, my wife has verified that Rick was with her on Thursday 

evening. He visits every Thursday evening so, I repeat! He is not our man! Your time here 
is looking increasingly like it is coming to an end! Your work is sloppy. Your attitude is 
terrible. Your lack of respect has been noted. Tread carefully! Your career in the CID may 
be very short-lived! Now get out and find the connection between the two women so you 
can arrest the husband!’

Louisa couldn’t resist a parting shot. 
‘Why are you so focused on the husband? He was still in London when Jessica was 

killed! We have been able to establish that he was not in the area at the relevant time!’
‘His car was still in London! We have no proof that he was still there! Enough! 

You’re off the case! Go and chase up some overdue parking fines!’
Louisa gasped. ‘You can’t take me off the case!’
‘I just have! Now, get out of my sight before I lose my temper completely!’
The whole CID team looked up as Louisa exited the DI’s office. She almost ran to 

the ladies’ room and, once there, dry-heaved over the sink. Splashing water on her hot face, 
she allowed the tears to spill over. 

When the worst of the shaking had stopped, and the nausea had subsided, Louisa 
stared at herself in the mirror. Her gut told her that there was more to Rick Stevens than 
met the eye. 

Steeling herself, she took a deep breath and as she exhaled, it came to her. 
She had to keep going. She would copy some of the files and keep investigating on 

her own time. She knew that if she were caught she would have to face the consequences 
but, she felt that her career was already over. What more did she have to lose? 



If she could bring this case to a successful confusion, surely the DCI would take it 
into consideration. Yes! It was her best chance. It was probably her only chance, so she 
decided to grab it with both hands.

Louisa ignored the rest of the CID team as she sat down at her desk.
Millie started to walk over to her, but a quick warning look form Louisa stopped 

her, and she returned to her own desk.
An uncomfortable  silence  came over  the  team.  Conversations  were  muted,  and 

phone  calls  were  made  and  taken  quietly.  The  usual  noisy  hum from the  office  was 
markedly absent and no one wanted to be the first to break the awkward silence.

Louisa rooted through the files on her desk and found an older file.  Opening it 
distastefully, she pored over the latest crime statistics before opening a computer file and 
transferring the long columns of figures into the programme. 

It was dull, repetitive work but, for once, Louisa found it soothing. She should have 
updated the file weeks ago and it was the type of work that she usually ended up taking 
home to finish as the more important work dominated her work day. 

Her life as a DS wasn’t as glamourous as most  of her colleagues believed. Most 
nights were spent poring over files instead of chasing villains around the countryside. 

She got up and taking a couple of files with her, went to the photocopier to copy the 
relevant documents. After returning to her desk, she printed off documents as needed and 
placed them in another file.

The  day  wore  on.  Mark  placed  a  cup of  coffee  on  her  desk  but  walked  away 
without saying anything. Louisa looked up gratefully, but Mark just smiled at her and went 
back to work.

When it was time to leave, Louisa picked up the file from her desk and headed for 
the exit. 

‘What file are you taking with you?’ 
DI Oakes was standing by his office door watching her.
‘Just the crime figure stats. They should make good bedtime reading.’
‘Show me.’
Sighing, Louisa walked towards him. 
‘Ma’am?’ 
One of the CID team called her. 
‘You left this in the printer.’ 
He held out a document to her.
‘Give that to me!’ DI Oakes held out his hand.
The officer handed it to him.
After staring at the paper, DI Oakes thrust it at Louisa and glowered at her. 
‘What are you waiting for? You’re not authorised for overtime. Go home. Take the 

file if you want but you won’t get paid.’
Louisa took the piece of paper and without looking at it, stuffed it in the already 

bulging file. She forced herself to slowly gather her things and leave the office with, at 
least, a little of her dignity intact. She didn’t look back as she left the room. 

Once outside she exhaled sharply. Risking a quick glance in the file she saw that 
the piece of paper she had been handed was a printout of some old statistics. She knew that 
she hadn’t printed it off.



 Although she had placed a few stats sheets at the start of the file, the rest of the file 
contained sensitive material related to the murder case. 

‘Ma’am?’
Louisa jumped and nearly dropped the file.
The same CID officer was standing behind her. 
‘Tom! You startled me.’
‘If you need any help, you can count on me.’
‘Thank you, Tom. I’m not sure what you mean but thank you anyway.’
‘I won’t say anything. Be careful of his little group of informers but we are not all 

his fans. You know who to keep away from, don’t you?’
Louisa nodded. She still wasn’t sure she trusted him. 
‘I will be at the briefing in the morning and I’ll write up a report. Print off some 

statistical  stuff and leave it on the printer.  I’ll  slip a copy of the report in between the 
pages. Right, got to go. We shouldn’t be seen talking’

Louisa stared after him before getting into her own car. Perhaps she had a few more 
supporters than she had thought. She knew she would still have to tread carefully but at 
least she had a reason for continuing.
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The next morning, Louisa decided to take some of the holiday time coming to her. She 
rang in and although it was short notice, as she expected, DI Oakes had no objection to her 
taking a day off.

She showered and dressed carefully and was ready to leave as soon as she had 
gulped down some tea and toast.

She got  into  her  car  and drove to  Fensham.  Julie  Brown’s  salon was open for 
business and she went inside.

‘What do you want now?’
‘I’ve come to thank you and also, to apologise. I know I was a bit hard on you 

yesterday, but my DI was breathing down my neck. He really wants to solve this case. I 
can understand why. It’s important for all our safety, that we catch the killer. I got a bit 
ahead of myself. I’m sorry.’

Julie nodded. ‘Well, no hard feelings, I suppose.’
‘Would it be possible to get a cut and blow-dry?’
‘When would you like it?’
‘Now if possible.’
Julie nodded. I don’t have anyone booked in for an hour so, yes, I can fit you in.’
Louisa smiled.  ‘That’s  a bit  of luck! It’s hard to get some time to myself.  You 

wouldn’t believe the amount of appointments I have to break!’
Julie looked at her sympathetically. ‘It must be difficult. Are you off today?’
‘Yes, the stress was getting to me – I think that’s why I was so hard on you – and I 

thought I’d take some holiday time and treat myself to a pampering session. A lot of your 
neighbours  and clients  speak  highly  of  you  and  I  thought  I  might  change  my regular 
hairdresser.’

Julie smiled and ushered her to the wash-basin.
 ‘Lean back. Are you comfortable?’
At Louisa’s nod, Julie was soon working shampoo through Louisa’s hair.
‘So, I have been getting some good recommendations from my clients, then? It’s 

always good to hear that.’
‘Yes.  The  word  of  mouth  is  really  good.  I  suppose  that  counts  more  than 

advertising.’
‘Yes. Referrals are always the best way to get business. People love to share their 

experiences and so long as the experience is good, business will follow.’
‘You sound like a good businesswoman, but that’s easy to see from your salon.’
As Louisa hoped, Julie was flattered and began to open up to her. 
‘Have you been in the police a long time?’
‘Five years this year.’
‘And already a detective! You must be good!’
‘My previous DI thought so!’
‘Bit not this one?’



‘You know what  it’s  like.  When you  come to  a  new place  you  have  to  prove 
yourself all over again. I can quite understand DI Oakes being cautious.’ 

Louisa gritted her teeth as she spoke but didn’t think Julie noticed.
‘Yes, indeed. It’s a big responsibility. He’s such a fine man!’
Louisa swallowed hard. ‘Yes, he is.’ 
She supposed that  she  should  add something  else,  but  words  failed  her  at  that 

moment, so she changed the subject. 
‘You know, I only live in Woodbury but if it wasn’t for the case, I might never 

have known you were here. I’m so glad I came this morning. It’s just what I needed!’
As Julie held out the chair in front of the mirror for her, the phone rang. 
‘Excuse me, one moment.’
‘Of course.’
Julie took the call and arranged an appointment with a client before coming back to 

Louisa.
‘Well!  CID are  certainly  looking  after  me  well  today!  First  you  and now Mrs 

Oakes.’
‘Mrs Oakes?’
‘Yes, she wanted to change her regular appointment. She must have a function to 

attend. No doubt she’ll tell me all about it later.’
‘I’m sure she will.’
‘I’m relieved actually.’ Julie lowered her voice. ‘I don’t mind calling to her every 

Thursday evening but sometimes, it would be nice to have the evening to myself.’
Louisa felt a shiver up and down her spine. 
‘You make house calls? Every Thursday?’
‘Only as she pays me so well for it. It’s just a wash and blow-dry but she likes to 

look well  for  her  bridge  parties.  I  don’t  make house calls  for  everyone  though.’  Julie 
sniffed. ‘Some people expect everything for nothing and think that if I go to their house 
they can pay me peanuts for the privilege!’

Louisa realised that her heart was beating fast.
‘Some people just don’t get it, do they? It must be difficult for you when she has 

visitors there at the same time.’
‘Oh no, she never has visitors while I’m doing her hair. Now, what would you like 

me to do?’
‘What?’ Louisa was momentarily taken aback.
‘Oh, just a trim and then a straight blow dry.’
‘Perfect. I’ll just tidy up your bob and blow-dry it into place.’
‘Thanks,  that  will  be fine.  Oh, I  thought Mrs Oakes’s nephew Rick visited her 

every Thursday?’
 Louisa steered the conversation back to where she wanted it.
‘Oh yes,  Rick.  He does.  Every  Thursday without  fail.  He’s  such  a  considerate 

nephew!’
‘So, he’s there the whole time.’
‘Oh no. He leaves as soon as I arrive. I have to be careful, he’s a demon with that 

red sports car of his. He spins the wheels as he drives off and I have to nearly run for the 
door to avoid the shower of gravel from the tyres!’



‘What time do you get there? Is it quite late?’
‘No, it’s always 7pm. It just takes twenty minutes and afterwards we have a coffee 

together. I always leave just before the real guests arrive. I shouldn’t complain. The money 
is good and it’s easy work.’

‘Does Rick play bridge?’
‘Oh, I wouldn’t think so. I’d say poker would be more his thing.’
‘Oh, but he goes back after you’ve left to join the party, no?’
‘No.’ Julie laughed. ‘I can’t imagine Rick fitting in with the ladies!’
Louisa joined in with the laughter. ‘No, I suppose that’s true.’
‘Anyway, Rick spends most evenings in the pub. I usually see his sports car in the 

car park on my way home and he’s often in there if I pop in for a drink after supper.’
‘He watches a lot of television too.’
‘Does he? I’ve really no idea. I only know him from the pub.’ Julie thought for a 

moment. ‘No. I can’t say that I remember him ever being engrossed in anything on the 
television in the pub.’

‘Does he spend a lot of time in the pub?’
‘I don’t know about a lot. He goes in for a quiet drink most evenings. I suppose 

he’s lonely.’
‘I suppose he is. He works hard too, or so I’ve heard.’ 
Louisa’s  whole  head  was  tingling  and  she  didn’t  think  it  was  from  Julie’s 

ministrations. 
‘Oh, he does! The local ladies find him so helpful!’
‘How does he get so much work?’
‘Mostly  word  of  mouth.  Oh,  and  he  has  a  card  in  the  newsagent’s  window.  I 

suppose that brings him in some work too. At least it makes it easier for ladies to contact 
him.’

‘Surely not everyone sees his card in the newsagent’s window? Is it just ladies that 
hire him?’

‘Well, I suppose their husbands tell them to hire him but it’s usually the ladies who 
are at home while he’s working. There now, I’ll just dry it for you.’ 

Julie admired her handiwork in the mirror.
Conversation was difficult over the noise of the hairdryer and Louisa didn’t want to 

shout in case anyone overheard but she felt she had enough to go on. 
She changed the conversation to chatter about local business and gossip and before 

long, Julie pronounced her hair finished. 
Louisa was well satisfied as she paid Julie. She had a definite direction to proceed 

and she knew just  how to progress  it.  All  she needed was the  confirmation  that  Rick 
Stevens had worked for both of the dead women and the connection would be made. 

And her hair looked good, too as she checked it in the mirror before she left. 
Her next stop was the local pub.
‘I didn’t realise that it was so close to lunchtime. Can I have some soup and a ham 

and cheese sandwich, please?’
‘Certainly Miss. Do you want white or brown bread?’
‘Brown, thank you.’
Louisa waited until the barmaid returned. ‘Lovely pub. I haven’t been here before.’



‘I suppose you’re too busy with your job.’
Louisa smiled. ‘Is it that obvious?’
The barmaid returned her smile. ‘Police tend to stand out around here and you’re 

the only female officer for miles, so I put two and two together.’
‘And made four. Perhaps you should be in the CID yourself!’
‘Sharon!’
‘Your soup’s ready. Won’t be a tick.’
Louisa waited until Sharon had placed the food in front of her. 
‘So, do you work long hours here?’
‘Ah it’s not so bad. I work two days and three evenings so it’s easy enough.’
‘Oh, I’ll  have to call  in some evening when you’re  working! When are you on 

again?’
‘I work Tuesday, Wednesday and Thursday evenings.’
‘No weekend work, then?’
‘No. The landlord prefers to work the weekends himself. He says it’s no place for a 

woman when the men are all drunk and I don’t mind. It means I get to go out myself at the 
weekend!’

‘Oh, that’s great then. A job and time for a social life! I must try that sometime!’ 
Louisa laughed. 

‘Do you get a lot of regulars on week nights?’
‘A few, I suppose.’
‘Mostly men?’
‘Well, yes.’
‘Do you know Rick Stevens?’
‘I do. He sometimes comes in during the week. I shouldn’t say this, I know but he 

gives me the creeps.’
‘What do you mean?’
‘Well, I don’t want to cause any trouble. I know he’s related to your senior officer.’
‘You won’t, don’t worry.’
Sharon looked around the empty pub and lowered her voice conspiratorially. 
‘It’s the way he looks at me. He asked me out last week, but I turned him down. He 

wasn’t happy, but I told him I already had a boyfriend.’
‘What did he say to that?’
‘He told me that if I dumped my boyfriend, I wouldn’t regret it!’
Louisa nodded but said nothing. She waited for Sharon to continue and she wasn’t 

disappointed.
‘I told him to get lost.’
‘Sharon, was he in here the night that Samantha Newman died?’
Sharon thought for a moment. ‘I’m not sure. He might have been. Why?’
‘I need to eliminate him form our enquiries, that’s all.’
‘Oh, well. I’m really not sure. Wait a minute, what date was that?’
‘The second.’
‘Thursday, the second?’
‘Yes, that’s right.’
‘Oh well, yes then. He came in after 9pm.’



‘How can you be sure?’
‘It was the night before the inter-pub darts match. The boys came in for a quick 

practice. The pub was busy, so Steve came down to lend a hand.’
‘Steve?’
‘The landlord. The boys were fairly thirsty, so we were kept busy. I remember that 

Rick came in and asked for a whiskey. Straight. He knocked it back and then left. As he 
left he knocked a pint off one of the tables. That’s why I remember it. I had to clean up the 
mess while we were busy, and I wasn’t exactly pleased about it. I had enough to do without 
that.’

‘What happened then?’
‘The lad whose pint got spilled demanded a replacement. I thought Rick was going 

to refuse but he went to the bar and threw money on the counter and then left.’
‘Are you sure it was after 9pm?’ Louisa held her breath.
‘Yes. The lads finished their practice at 9pm and he came in not long after that.’
‘Ok great.’
‘Well?’
‘Well, what?’
‘Does that eliminate him? Or does it put him in the frame?’
Louisa laughed. ‘I told you, you should be in CID. It was the answer I expected. 

Thanks Sharon. This soup is delicious! What is it?’
Sharon looked confused for a second. ‘It’s vegetable soup.’
‘Well, it’s amazing.’
Sharon was about to say something else when the door opened.
‘Hello, Sharon. Delivery for you. Unlock the back and I’ll throw in the barrels for 

you!’
‘Thanks, Jason! I’ll go get the key.’
Louisa finished her lunch in peace and quickly paid the bill  as soon as Sharon 

returned.
‘Make sure you come in some night, now!’
‘I’ll be sure to! Great pub, great food and great service! I’ll spread the word.’
Louisa made her way to the newsagent’s. From memory, she knew it was close to 

the butcher’s. As she passed the butcher’s shop, she glanced inside. An older man was 
serving a woman while another waited. She decided to come back later as she needed to 
speak to the butcher too.

The  newsagent’s  window  was  littered  with  cards  advertising  everything  from 
unwanted kittens to cleaners wanted. Some of the cards were yellowing and curling with 
age. They weren’t dated and appeared to be left up once they were allocated a space. She 
briefly wondered how many of the unwanted kittens now had unwanted kittens of their 
own.

Finally,  she spotted it.  The card was yellowed and curling, and the writing was 
faded but she could still make out the brief message.

Handy man available for work
All jobs considered

Contact Rick 075 053 14529



Pushing  open the  shop door,  she  entered  and was greeted  by a  woman  with  a 
welcoming smile.

‘Hello! How can I help you? I haven’t seen you around here before, have I?
Louise smiled at the friendly woman. ‘No. I’m from Woodbury. I was passing, and 

I noticed the card with the handyman’s details on it.’
‘Are you looking for a handyman?’
Louise laughed. ‘Well, they’re always handy!’
The newsagent laughed. ‘Rick is our local handyman. I can recommend him, if you 

are interested. I’m not sure he goes as far as Woodbury though.’
‘Has he done work for you?’
‘No, but he’s related to the DI over at Woodbury, so he must be good!’
Louisa nodded. ‘That’s some recommendation!’
The newsagent nodded, unaware of the sarcasm in Louisa voice. 
‘Did you get the number alright?’
‘I did thanks. Is there anyone else I could talk to about him? You know, just to get a 

recommendation, from someone who has used his services?’
‘From the horse’s mouth, so to speak?’
‘Yes.’ Louisa waited.
‘Well, I think Marjorie Black had him cleaning out her gutters but, off the top of 

my head, I can’t think of anyone else.’
‘Well, that’s a start anyway. Do you know where Marjorie lives? Perhaps I could 

have a word with her?’
‘You could try,  I suppose, but she was taken ill  a few weeks ago and is in the 

nursing home over at Monkford.’ 
She lowered her voice and touched her head briefly. 
‘I don’t think her mind is what it was.’
Louisa nodded. ‘That’s a shame. I hope she gets well soon. Are you sure you can’t 

think of anyone else I could speak to?’
‘No, I’m sorry. Although … No, that’s no good either.’
‘What isn’t?’
‘Just a passing thought, dear.’
‘Oh well,  perhaps I could leave you my number? If you remember anyone,  you 

could give me a call, if you wouldn’t mind?’
The newsagent looked at Louisa doubtfully.
 ‘Well, I suppose I could.’
‘Thank you! I would really appreciate it.’ 
Louisa  hastily scribbled down her number in her notebook and handed it to the 

shopkeeper. She turned to leave and then stopped.
 ‘It’s awful about those two girls being murdered hereabouts. I’m just being over 

cautious, I know. But you can never be too sure, can you?’
‘Oh, Rick is quite safe! I can assure you of that! As I already mentioned, his aunt is 

married to the top policeman in Woodbury. I didn’t want to mention them before, because I 
didn’t want you getting the wrong idea, but both those dead girls had Rick do a bit of work 
for them.’



Louisa went very still. She felt the, now familiar, shiver go down her spine.
‘Both of them? Are you sure?’
‘Yes, Ann Wills and I were talking about it only yesterday. Perhaps Rick knows 

who killed them. I hear he was helping them with their enquiries.’
‘Oh well,  perhaps.  Oh! Is  that  the time?’ Louisa made a show of checking her 

watch. ‘I must dash, or I’ll be late! Thank you for your help!’
‘You’re welcome, dear.’
Louisa couldn’t wait to get back to the station but as the thought hit her, so did the 

thought that she was no longer on the case and more speculation from her at this point 
would not be appreciated.

Sighing in frustration, Louisa turned into the butcher’s shop. The butcher looked up 
as she entered. 

‘Aren’t you one of them police people?’
‘That’s right.’
‘What do you want now? More questions about my tenant, I suppose. You’d think 

with his connections to your lot, he wouldn’t be harassed so much.’
‘I’m not here to harass him. I’m here to officially eliminate him from the enquiry 

and to silence the doubters, once and for all.’
‘Oh. Well, in that case. How can I help you?’
‘It has been reported that he spent the evening of Thursday the second of July on 

his own in the flat all evening. If that is the case, then he doesn’t have an alibi and I won’t 
be able to eliminate him.’

‘That’s the night that Samantha girl died, isn’t it?’
‘Yes, that’s right.’
‘Well I can tell you now that he wasn’t in the flat until late that evening.’
‘How do you know that?’
‘He told me he called into the pub after visiting his aunt. He visits his aunt every 

Thursday, you know. He’s a caring nephew and a good lad.’
‘Yes, so I believe. But, how do you know for sure that he didn’t get home until 

late?’
‘That’s easy. That car of his makes a lot of noise. I tell you, he didn’t get home 

until at least 10pm.’
‘Thank you. I’m sure that will help.’
The butcher shrugged. ‘Well, it’s the least I can do.’

Louisa sat in her car and thought long and hard. There was only one thing to do. 
She had to go and see the DI and confront him with what she had found out. The thought 
did not sit well with her, but she knew she had no choice. 

If he found out later that she had information relevant to the case and that she had 
withheld it, he would have a good case for ending her career. 

On the other hand, if he was withholding information himself, then her career was 
equally in peril, but she knew her duty and, whatever the outcome, she had to follow her 
inner voice. And that inner voice was telling her to go and confront her demons or she 
would never be able to hold her head up or stay true to her job.



‘He’s with the DCI, Louisa. I thought you were off today?’
‘I am, officially, Harry. I just need to see him about something.’
‘Well he shouldn’t be too long.’
Louise went and sat at her desk. Millie looked at her in surprise, but Louisa refused 

to meet her eyes and kept her head bent low as she pretended to study a file. Her brain was 
whirling, and she knew she would have to keep calm. Perhaps she should ask Harry to go 
in with her as support?

The door opened, and the DCI came out.  He stopped beside Louisa’s desk and 
smiled down at her, allowing his eyes to roam appreciatively over her body.

‘Hello, Louisa. How’s your investigation going?’
Louisa stared up at him. ‘My investigation?’
‘Oh! Louisa! The murders! You really get involved in your cases, don’t you? You 

blank out everything else around you when you’ve got your teeth into something.’
‘I’m not on that case any longer, Sir.’
‘What? Why were you taken off the case?’
‘Ask the DI, Sir.’ Louisa replied sourly.
The DCI swung around. ‘Oakes?’
DI Oakes threw Louisa a murderous look.
‘Well, Oakes? What’s going on?’
The DI tried desperately to compose himself. 
‘I felt the investigation was progressing in the wrong direction, Sir.’
‘Louisa.’ The DCI turned back to her. ‘Consider yourself re-instated immediately.’
‘Thank you, Sir.’ Louisa ignored her DI. ‘Some new information has come to light 

and I would like to discuss it with you.’
‘Oakes, we’ll be using your office for a while. Go and get us some coffees.’ 
A snigger from the back of the room was quickly quelled with a look form the DCI. 
DCI Walker waited until a fresh cup of coffee was placed on the desk in front of 

him. 
‘Sit down, Oakes.’
DI Oakes was forced to sit beside Louisa on the only remaining chair. 
‘Right, Louisa. Let’s hear it. From the beginning, please.’
Louisa quickly brought him up to date and as soon as she had finished speaking, the 

DCI leaned forward, picked up the phone and spoke into it.
‘Harry, send some men to Rick Steven’s flat to pick him up right away. If he’s not 

there, arrange a team to wait there for him. I want him in as soon as possible.’ 
He looked up as he hung up the phone. 
‘We may have to bring other interested parties in before the day is out, if you catch 

my meaning  Oakes.  Your  wife  deliberately  misled  the  investigation.  This  is  a  serious 
offence, as you are no doubt well aware.’

He got up to leave. 
‘Louisa, I want you to sit in with me when we bring in Stevens. I’d like you to take 

the  lead  during  the  questioning  and hopefully  we will  be  able  to  arrest  him  later  this 
evening.  I  will  arrange  for  a  search  of  his  apartment  to  be  made  while  he  is  being 
interviewed. We have just cause and won’t have any problems getting a search warrant.’



Louisa nodded as she left the office. 
‘Oakes, I will decide later, what I am going to do about your wife.’
Louisa fought to hide her smile as she caught sight of the DI’s pale, worried face.
As soon as DCI Walker had left the room, Millie and Mark rushed to Louisa’s side.
‘What’s going on?’
Louisa flashed them a smile and stood up.
 ‘Everyone  to  the  briefing  room  in  ten  minutes.  It’s  time  we  progressed  this 

investigation properly!’ 
She looked at Millie and Mark. 
‘Have I missed anything important?’
Mark cleared his throat. ‘London got back to us. They brought in Angela Bowen 

and she admitted that she and Robert Thompson have been having an affair for months.’
‘Has Robert been questioned about this?’
‘Yes, he’s in interview room one, right now. He’s admitted the affair but insists that 

he and Jessica were fine. He says that Angela was just a bit of fun and he had no intention 
of rocking the boat with Jessica. Some of his colleagues have now admitted that, they too, 
knew about the affair and confirm that Robert was not serious about Angela. They say that 
she wouldn’t have made a good solicitor’s wife and any suggestion of immoral behaviour 
would have harmed his chances of promotion. It’s unlikely that he would have jeopardised 
his career over a woman he didn’t care about or even respect.’

‘Yes, it’s unlikely that he would have put out a hit on Jessica and so far, there is no 
connection between him and Samantha, right?’ 

At Mark’s nod, she continued.  
‘And his car was still in London until after the murder had taken place.’ 
Louisa glanced at Millie.
Millie nodded. ‘We checked the train stations and taxis and didn’t find any reason 

to believe he used them but the icing on the cake is this …’
Millie led them to her computer. 
‘Look what I found, just now.’
She pointed to her computer screen. Louisa looked closely. Millie tapped the screen 

and Louisa saw him. It was Robert Thompson buying a take-away coffee.
‘I was checking the cctv for an unrelated crime and came upon it by chance. The 

time was 8.27pm. Confirmed by the clock on the wall in the shop as well as the video 
timestamp.’ 

Millie tapped the screen again, indicating the clock in the background of the frame.
‘Well done, Millie! That’s the break we needed! There’s no way he could have got 

home in  time  to  kill  her.  Now we can  concentrate  on  Rick  Stevens!’  Louisa  stopped 
suddenly. ‘Have we ruled out Angela?’

‘Yes.  She was caught on cctv at  the time of Samantha’s murder.  She was seen 
leaving work with a colleague and they had dinner together at a restaurant. The waiter and 
concierge confirmed it and her credit card was used to pay for her half of the meal.’

‘Hmm, not a date then?’
‘No, it was a female colleague and the waiter said they often dined together and 

seemed to enjoy having a gossip.’



Louisa nodded slowly.  ‘Ok. So, we are back to Stevens again.  Well  done team. 
We’re getting close, I can feel it!’

The briefing was short and to the point. 
Louisa left them all in no doubt that she was back in charge. The DI stood at the 

back of the room but didn’t offer any assistance or make any comments.
After the meeting, Louisa went to speak to Harry. 
‘Any news on Rick Stevens?’
‘He wasn’t at home, Louisa. I’ve left a team there to bring him in as soon as he 

shows up.’
‘Ok. Thanks, Harry. Keep me informed.’
He nodded with a smile. ‘Yes, boss! Glad to see you’re back in charge!’
Louisa looked at him in surprise ad then smiled. It was good to be back in charge!

‘For the tape, DCI Walker has entered the room. Have you understood your rights 
as read to you by Sergeant Wright?’

‘Yes.’ Rick Stevens looked up.
‘You have indicated that you do not wish to have a solicitor present during the 

interview. Is this still your decision?’
‘Yeah, I haven’t done anything wrong so why would I need a solicitor?’
‘Thank you, Sergeant Wright, the DCI and I will take over now.’
Louisa waited until the door closed behind the sergeant before she began.
‘Rick, on the evening of July second, where did you go after you left Mrs. Oakes’s 

house?’
‘I already told you. I went to the pub and then home.’
‘Are you quite sure about this?’
‘Yes.’
‘We have a witness who states that you left your aunt’s house at 7pm and another 

who states that you didn’t enter the pub until after 9pm. What can you tell us about that?’
‘They are wrong.’
‘Who is wrong?’
‘Both of your so-called witnesses.’
‘Is there any reason why they would want to make false statements against you?’
‘I don’t know. I don’t even know who they are so how can I answer that?’
‘We have established that you left your aunt’s house at 7pm and arrived at the pub 

around 9pm. Where were you for the intervening two hours?’
‘I’m telling you, I was at the pub all evening after I left my aunt’s house!’
‘Did Samantha Newman pay you for the work you did for her?’
‘What?’ Rick was caught off balance. ‘Yes. Yes, she did.’ Rick’s gaze dropped to 

the table.
‘We have reason to believe that she fired you before the work was completed.’
‘No, she didn’t!’ Rick looked up sharply. ‘She didn’t have much work to be done 

and when I finished, I left.’



‘Did she pay you?’
‘Yes.’
‘How much?’
‘What?’ Rick looked baffled.
‘How much did she pay you?’
‘How is that relevant?’
Louisa shrugged and waited.
‘Twenty pounds. I told you, I wasn’t there long.’
‘So, will we find an entry for twenty pounds in your income tax returns?’
‘What? What are you talking about?’ 
Rick looked from one officer to the other in confusion.
‘Surely, you declare all income?’
‘What is this?’ Rick turned to the DCI. ‘What is she going on about? I thought I 

was being questioned about that girl’s murder?’
The DCI said nothing. He nodded at Louisa to continue.
A knock at the door disturbed them. A uniformed constable handed a sheet of paper 

to Louisa before leaving the room again.
Louisa took her time reading the document. Finally, she looked up smiling as she 

handed the paper to her DCI.
‘Well, well, well!’
Rick squirmed in his seat and craned his neck to try to read the document. The DCI 

quickly scanned through it and then placed it inside a file on the desk, out of sight. He 
nodded to Louisa and she turned back to Rick.

‘Tell us about Cynthia Marshall.’
Rick paled. ‘It wasn’t true! She was lying!’
‘A subsequent investigation has found that she was probably forced to retract her 

statement. What can you tell us about that?’
‘Nothing! I wasn’t even in the area at the time!’
‘No? Your alibi was provided by your,  then girlfriend, Shirley Masters. CID up 

north are bringing her in even as we speak. What will she swear to now? Do you think her 
story will stay the same?’

Louisa watched as beads of sweat appeared on Rick’s brow. 
‘Hot in here, is it? You seem to be sweating, would you like a glass of water?’
‘I think I’d like to leave now.’
‘We haven’t finished questioning you yet.’
‘But I’m free to go, aren’t I?’
‘No.  We  are  questioning  you  in  connection  with  two  murders.  You  are  most 

certainly, not free to go.’
Rick went to stand up.
‘Sit down!’
Rick sat abruptly. ‘I want a solicitor!’
‘Certainly.’ 
Louisa nodded to the officer by the door and as he left the room, she turned back to 

Rick. 
‘Were you angry with Samantha when she refused to pay you?’



Rick looked confused. ‘I already told you! She paid me!’
Louisa tapped the file. ‘We have a statement from a neighbour that you threatened 

Samantha because she refused to pay you.’
‘What neighbour? When? If that was true, why wasn’t I arrested before or even 

questioned about it? I’m not answering any more questions until my solicitor arrives!’ 
‘You do not have to answer any questions without your brief present, but I will 

continue to ask them. Do you understand this?’ 
Rick’s agitation was sending shivers up and down Louisa’s spine. She felt she was 

getting very close now.
‘Samantha didn’t want to draw attention to herself. However, she confided in her 

neighbour and the neighbour forgot about it until now, as it happened over five months 
ago. So, I ask you again. Were you angry when Samantha refused to pay you?’

‘It’s her word against mine!’
‘I tend to prefer her word. Samantha told her that you pinned her up against the 

wall and threatened to make things “bad” for her. She says a delivery man disturbed you 
and you fled.’

‘I’m telling you, it’s not true! Not a word of it!’
‘We  can  easily  trace  the  delivery  man.  I’m  sure  he  must  have  heard  or  seen 

something.’
‘He didn’t see anything! I left before he got out of the van.’
Louisa pounced. ‘So, you did threaten her then.’
‘No! I didn’t say that.’
‘Did you get angry because she refused your advances?’
‘No!’
‘Did she lead you on,  like Cynthia  did? Women can be very cruel,  can’t  they? 

Acting all nice one minute and making up lies about you, the next.’
‘Those bitches don’t deserve to be treated nice.’ 
Rick almost spat the words at her.
Louisa leaned forward.  ‘Tell  me about those bitches,  Rick.  Are all  women like 

them?’
‘Yes! You’re all the same! Leading men on with your short skirts and high heels 

and then, when we compliment you, you act as if we committed a crime!’
‘What can you do about it, Rick?’
‘Do about it? I make them sorry!’
‘How?’
‘I show them who’s the boss! I teach them a lesson they’ll never forget!’ 
Rick was shaking with anger now.
‘How do you do that?’
‘I shut them up!’
‘How? Tell me how you do it.’
‘I stop them from speaking to me like that ever again.’
‘What do you do?’
‘I caress their beautiful necks until they shut up forever.’
‘Did you have to shut Jessica Thompson up?’



‘Yes! She threatened me! Can you believe it! She threatened to tell her husband 
unless I left. He’s a solicitor, you know. I didn’t want all that old stuff dragged up again, so 
I knew I’d have to shut her up.’ 

Rick was completely lost in his self-pity now.
‘Tell us what happened?’
‘I watched her. For days. I knew what time she took that stupid dog for a walk. 

What time her husband usually came home. Where she usually walked. It was easy.’
Louisa nodded.
‘I waited. In the rain. I was getting cold and wet and then, there she was. The stupid 

dog didn’t even notice me. Well, not until it was too late anyway.’
Louisa steeled herself against his sudden grin. She must do nothing to stop him in 

mid flow or all her hard work could be for nothing. 
‘She tried to scream but she couldn’t! My hands cut off the screams as they cut off 

the air going into her miserable lungs!’
‘And Samantha? Did she lead you on too?’ Louisa spoke softly.
Rick stared at her. ‘I shut that bitch up too!’
Suddenly, he lunged across the table and grabbed Louisa by the throat. 
DCI Walker leapt to her defence and quickly pulled Rick off her. As he was forcing 

him back into his seat, the door opened.
‘What’s going on here? Get your hands off my client! Don’t worry Mr. Stevens, he 

won’t get away with this!’
DCI Walker turned to Louisa. 
‘Do you need a doctor?’
Louisa rubbed the already reddening patches on her neck and shook her head.
The DCI turned back to the solicitor. ‘Your client just assaulted a CID officer. The 

attack was unprovoked and witnessed and recorded. Your client is now under arrest for 
assault. Sergeant!’

Harry quickly entered the room and tried to take in the situation. 
‘Read him his rights  again and arrest  him for assault  on a police officer in the 

course of her duty.’
Harry tried to hide his shocked expression.
 ‘Yes, Sir.’
As DCI Walker led a shaken Louisa from the room, Harry began to recite Rick’s 

rights to him. The solicitor shook his head and sighed. This case was not going to be as 
straight-forward as he had expected.



13

‘Congrats Louisa! A case well cracked!’ 
The team were delighted  with the news, but  they soon sobered as news of  the 

assault on their senior officer became known.
Louisa shrugged off their concern. 
‘Thanks everyone but we’ve still got a lot to do. We need to find some forensic 

evidence to tie him in to the murders, so he doesn’t wriggle off the hook.’
A forensic team was dispatched to Rick’s flat and his car was brought to the station 

for a thorough forensic examination.
Louisa waited nervously.  Trying to catch up on her paperwork and grabbing the 

phone  hopefully  every  time  it  rang,  she  knew  she  needed  evidence  to  back  up  the 
confession. As she had gained the confession without Rick’s solicitor present, she knew 
there could be grounds for a dismissal when or indeed if, it came to court. So far, nothing. 

Louisa was about to call it a day when the phone rang.  Her intuition told her that 
this was the call she had been waiting for. 

‘What have you got for me?’ 
She listened for a few minutes, nodding every now and then asked softly.
‘And you are sure of this? Yes? Yes. Thank you.’
Louisa looked up. All eyes were on her.
‘We’ve got him! We’ve got the son of a …! The fibres are from a hand-made, 

hand-dyed rug! There’s no getting out of this! The rug is one-of-a-kind and it’s in his flat!’
The team cheered. Mark came over and slapped her on the back. 
‘I’d say that calls for a pint now, wouldn’t you?’
Louisa grinned. ‘Yes, that sounds like a plan!’
‘Great! Cos you’re paying! Come on everyone! The drinks are on the DS!’
Louisa shrugged. ‘You got me! Ok, come on everyone. Let’s celebrate!’
‘Louisa. One moment, please.’
The DCI motioned towards the DI’s office.
‘Ok, go on ahead. Here, Mark.’ She quickly rooted through her purse and handed 

Mark a fifty-pound note. ‘Get the drinks in and I’ll join you when I can.’
‘It won’t take long. I won’t keep her more than a few minutes.’ The DCI laughed.
Louisa followed him into the office. 
‘What did you want, Sir?’
‘Sit down.’ 
He waited until she perched on a chair and then sat down himself, behind the desk. 
‘Robert Thompson has dropped his complaint against you.’
‘What made him do that?’
‘Let’s just say that he would prefer that his employers were not informed of various 

aspects of his life.’
Louisa started to laugh. ‘Are you saying that you …?’
His upraised hand stopped her. ‘Let’s not discuss this any further.’



Louisa stood up.
‘I’m not quite finished.’ 
He indicated the chair again. As she sat he continued. 
‘DI Oakes has decided that he would be better suited to a division in the north.’
‘In the north? Why?’
‘Again, for the sake of simplicity, let’s just say that he and his wife have decided 

that the air is clearer in the north.’
‘And when is he leaving for the north?’
‘As soon as he has finished his month’s leave.’
‘Leave?’
‘Yes. He will officially be on leave from the morning.’
‘Thank you, Sir’
‘For what? These are all mere coincidences.’ 
The twinkle in his eyes told another story but Louisa, wisely, left it alone.
‘Very good, Sir.’
‘Oh, and another thing. From the morning, you will be in charge until another DI is 

transferred here. I anticipate that this will happen within the next four weeks but until then, 
it’s all yours.’ 

He waved his arm around the office.
Louisa failed to hide her smile. ‘Very good, Sir!’
‘I suggest you join your team now. A bit of celebrating never hurt morale. My door 

is always open Louisa. If you need anything, just let me know.’
‘Thank you, Sir. Well, there is one thing …’
DCI Walker laughed. ‘Go on. I might even agree to it as I’m in such a good mood!’
‘I have been working with that young constable, Mark Ward. He’s a good man and 

I think he would do very well in CID.’
The DCI thought for a moment and then nodded slowly. 
‘Leave it with me. Are you sure it’s what he wants?’
‘Yes.’
‘Send him to see me next Monday and we’ll have a chat.’
‘Can’t you arrange it sooner? I’ve a heavy caseload on my desk as it is, and an extra 

pair of hands will really ease the burden’
Shaking his head, DCI Walker grinned. 
‘I can see I’m going to have trouble with you working under me!’
‘Well?’
‘Send him in to me tomorrow – but not a word to him about it, right?’
‘Alright. But I after a few drinks, I might accidently let the cat out of the bag.’
‘Get out of my sight!’ He stood up. ‘Have a good time but don’t go overboard! 

Tomorrow is a work day, you know!’
Louisa smiled back at him as she let herself out of the office.

Looking around the pub, Louisa thought that they weren’t such a bad team after all. 
She  raised  her  glass  and,  as  the  others  followed  suit,  thanked  them and  toasted  their 
continued success.



‘To the team! May we continue to work together through whatever work throws at 
us. To us!’

Mark came and stood beside her. 
‘I was wondering if you would turn up. I thought you had arranged a meeting with 

the DCI to get out of coming with us!’
Louisa laughed. ‘Never! We really will have to start doing this more often!’
‘Well, I’m game whenever you are.’
‘Thanks, Mark. It’s good to finally be a real part of the team.’
‘So, would you like to do this again soon?’
‘Let’s get over tonight, first!’
‘Well, it wouldn’t have to be a pub. We could go and see a film or …’
‘Oh, that reminds me! The DCI wants to see you in the morning.’
‘Why? Is something wrong?’
‘He probably just wants to commend you on your hard work the last few days.’
‘Ok. So, what about a trip to the cinema then?’
‘Sounds good. It depends how many of the team can get a night off at the same 

time, but it could be worth a try.’ Louisa deflected him deftly.
‘I was thinking more of …’
Louisa grabbed Mark’s arm and pointed. 
‘Oh, look! Millie is trying to get up on the bar! I never knew she had it in her! 

Come on! We’d better go and rescue the poor barman!’
Mark sighed and then shook his head ruefully as he followed her across the pub. He 

had the feeling that he was going to be doing a lot of following her around in the future. 
With a shrug and a smile, he joined in with the others trying to convince Millie to get off 
the bar before she fell. 



Book 2 Coming Soon 

Search the Shadows
Erica laughed as she followed the rest of the team into the old building. 

‘I can’t wait to get set up, guys! It’s going to be a good one!’
The team leader handed her some sensors.
‘Put these outside the doors on the first floor – just the main doors – then when you 

come back down, you can help me sort out the feeds for the locked-off cameras.’
Erica  climbed  the  stairs  carefully,  letting  her  torch  guide  her.  She  had  been  a 

paranormal investigator long enough to know that the gaping holes in the roof, left by the 
latest fire in the building, meant that the rain was slowly rendering the whole place unsafe. 

She reached the first floor and stepped cautiously onto the landing. The timbers 
beneath her feet felt spongy so she made her way slowly across to the main doors. 

One of the doors hung drunkenly on its last rusty hinge, while the other lay flat on 
the ground close to the opening. 

Shining her torch on the sensors, she switched them on before placing one at each 
side of the doorway.  She looked briefly up the long corridor, allowing her torch to cut 
through the darkness. All was quiet. 

‘Erica? Are you finished that yet?’ Rob’s voice floated up to her. ‘I need a hand 
with these cables!’

‘Coming!’ 
When Erica  reached  the  ground floor  once  more,  she  noticed  that  most  of  the 

equipment was now in place. 
‘Where do you want me to set up the laptop?’
Rob pointed to a corner of the hallway.
Erica grabbed a flight case and laid it flat on the floor before fetching the laptop and 

placing it on the makeshift table. As soon as it had booted-up, Erica opened the programme 
ready to receive the footage and began plugging in the cables that Rob handed her.

A quick test revealed that all the cameras were working and all that was left was for 
the angles to be adjusted so that they covered as much of the ground floor as possible. 

‘Brian? Have you set up all the motion cameras on the first floor?’
‘Yep. All done.’ 
Rob nodded, knowing that any movement would make these cameras start filming. 
‘That’s good. If anything moves up there we’ll catch it. Tracey, are you ready to set 

up the light sensors?’
‘I have most of them set, Rob. Just need to do the ones at the foot of the stairs and 

inside the front door. I’ll do them as soon as we’re good to go!’
‘Great.  Mark  and Phil,  you’re  in  for  an  exciting  night!  This  place  has  quite  a 

reputation and we’ve been here before.  We get the best experiences  down here on the 
ground floor, but we’ve left some gear upstairs – did anyone leave any audio upstairs? – so 
if there is anything to be caught up there, we’ll catch it!’

‘I left audio in the main corridor up there.’ Brian reassured Rob.
‘Great. Well, Tracey, set the sensors up and we’re ready to go.’
‘Do the cameras cover everywhere in the building?’ 
Phil preferred the technical side to paranormal investigations.



‘Most of the building. There are too many rooms for us to cover it all, but we have 
the most interesting parts covered.’ 

Rob checked the laptop once more.
Mark looked around. ‘Where do you want us to be?’
‘It doesn’t matter. Anywhere is good. We’ll begin soon. Feel free to ask questions 

or even call out, if the mood takes ya!’
‘That’s the sensors set, Rob.’
‘Nice one, Tracey. Right! Let’s go to darkness! Phil, Mark, this is gonna be a night 

you’ll never forget!’
As complete  darkness fell  around the hallway,  previously unnoticed background 

noises began to register.
‘What was that?’ Phil clicked his torch on quickly.
‘What did it sound like?’ Rob asked quickly.
‘Breathing! Right beside me!’
‘Oh, sorry. That was me.’ 
Everyone turned to look at Mark.
‘That’s ok. Let’s go to darkness again.’ 
Rob fought to keep the impatience out of his voice.
Midway through the investigation Rob mentioned that the atmosphere seemed to be 

getting very heavy. 
‘I thought that too.’ Tracey’s tone was matter of fact.
‘Er, what does that mean?’ Phil moved closer to Mark.
‘We’ll do a live EVP session.’ Rob moved to pick up the audio recorder.
‘Is that  where you call  out questions, wait for a few minutes and then play the 

recorder back to see if you have caught any paranormal voices or noises?’ Mark had done 
his homework.

‘That’s right! Do you want to call out a few questions?’
‘What does EVP stand for?’ 
Rob suppressed a sigh. ‘Electronic voice phenomenon, Phil.’
‘Oh yeah. I know what it is, but I couldn’t remember what the letters actually stood 

for.’
‘Ok. Everybody ready? Right, let’s go.’

The live EVP session didn’t produce any verifiable results. A strange noise was 
traced to Brian’s stomach and the only whispering to be heard was from Phil and Mark. 

The  infra-red  cameras  hadn’t  picked  up  anything  of  note  and  apart  from  an 
occasional remark about the temperature dropping, there was nothing unusual experienced.

‘I thought it would be far more active.’ Phil sniffed. ‘You said it would be a night 
to remember!’

‘Well,  the  spirits  don’t  come  out  to  play  on  demand!  Perhaps  we’ve  caught 
something on the equipment. We’ve a lot of audio and video to go through before we know 
for sure.’

As the two rookie ghost hunters prepared to leave, Mark turned to Rob. 
‘Thanks Rob! It was a great night! It was interesting to see how the team works. 

You can give me a call any time!’
Rob shook hands with him. 
‘No problem! I’ll be on to you during the week to let you know how we got on and 

I’ll keep you posted on future events!’ 



He turned to Phil. 
‘Well, Phil? What about you?’
Phil shrugged. ‘It wasn’t what I thought it would be. Look, I’ve gotta go. See you 

around.’
The rest of the team continued packing up the gear. They were used to enthusiastic 

wannabes suddenly changing their  minds when they found out how boring it could be. 
They called goodbye to the two lads without even looking up. 

As they stowed the gear into the cars, Rob mentally checked off items. 
‘Damn! We’ve left the sensors upstairs!’
‘I couldn’t carry them when I went up for the rest of the gear.’ Brian sighed. ‘I 

forgot to go back for them.’
‘It’s ok! I’ll go.’ 
Erica was already walking back into the building, making her way to the stairs.
‘I’ll go and get the last trigger camera.’ 
Rob followed her in. 
‘Do you know where it is?’ Tracey called after him.
‘I’ll find it. The two of you can make sure that the audio recorders and torches are 

all there. Won’t be long. Stay with the cars in case anyone tries to steal the equipment!’

Tracey and Brian finished stowing the gear, then stood chatting until Rob returned.
‘Got it! A big piece of plaster had fallen off the wall and hidden it. I nearly gave up 

on it! Right! Are we ready to go?’
‘Yep. All packed up. Just waiting for Erica.’
Rob stared at  Brian.  ‘Hasn’t  she come back yet?  I  thought  she was in the car, 

already.’
‘No. She’s probably forgotten where she left the sensors.’
Tracey nudged Brian. 
‘Go and help her find them! We’ll be here all night! I’m cold and tired.’
Brian sighed. ‘Ok.’ 
He walked back into the building, muttering as he went. 
‘Come on Tracey, let’s get into the car. You’re right, it’s cold now.’ Rob opened 

the door and sat into the car. 
Tracey shrugged and walked around to open the passenger side door. She looked up 

in alarm as she heard shouting coming from the building.
Brian ran towards the cars. He was still shouting and at first, neither Tracey nor 

Rob could make out what he was saying.
‘Slow down, Brian! Take it easy! You look like you’ve seen a ghost!’ Rob laughed.
‘Erica! It’s Erica!’
‘Where is she? What’s going on?’ 
Rob began to feel uneasy.  Brian was known as the joker of the team, but Rob’s 

instinct was telling him, that this time, there was something real going on. 
‘Where is Erica, Brian? Brian! Relax, man! Where is she?’
Brian pointed back into the building. ‘In there! Get an ambulance! There’s blood 

everywhere!’
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