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To my Frankie, with me always.

2003 – 2018
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FOREWORD
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“When I despair, I remember that all through history the way of truth and love has always won. There have been tyrants and murderers, and for a time they can seem invincible, but in the end they always fall. Think of it always.”
―Mahatma Gandhi 1869 - 1948

––––––––
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“The only thing necessary for the triumph of evil is for good men to do nothing.”
―Edmund Burke 1729 - 1797
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PROLOGUE
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Sociopaths are categorised over a wide spectrum; they are made, not born and experience circumstances in their lives that change their interaction with the world.  They are manipulative and deceitful, ignore responsibilities and are often hostile.  Psychopaths, on another scale, are born that way from the first breath they take to their last.  Psychopaths are arrogant and have an inflated sense of self-importance.  They are well-organised, plan their crimes well in advance and leave few deliberate clues.  Simon Mason, unfortunately for the rest of the human race, is the latter.

After an upbringing of neglect, Simon attended university, where he fell for the beautiful Katie Eden, or so he believed, but psychopaths, unbeknownst to them, are unable to truly form an emotional bond; they only think that they can.  Simon’s vicious reign of terror began with the torture of animals, but when he was found out and attacked a fellow student, he was assessed, tried and sent to Broadmoor High-Security Psychiatric Hospital, where he was classified as criminally insane.  Over the next few years, he formed a bond with his psychiatrist, Dr Fredrick Lancing.  Agreeing to murder the doctor’s overbearing mother, Simon was released, but nothing ever goes as it should.  Murdering his social worker and innocent member of the public, Brad Miller, Simon forced the good doctor to identify the body as that of one Simon Mason.  He was then totally free, and after taking on the dead man’s identity, he set out to find Katie.  He began with her childhood address, and when he gathered the information he needed from her unassuming parents, he then disposed of them.  Katie Eden was relatively happy and had almost reached the pinnacle of her career, but on being told about the death of her parents, she began a friendship with Detective Charlie Thorn, who was sent to inform her of the tragedy.  Her emotions spiralled after she slept with the policeman.  Was she a lesbian as she had previously believed, or was she just looking for love in whatever form that took?  Moving to London, Simon followed every movement Katie made, and when he discovered that her lover and the person she was living with was a woman, he decided to take his opposition out of the equation, not to mention her two best friends and anyone else who dared to stand in his way.

After a face-to-face confrontation, Simon finally realised that he and Katie would never be together and that she was not the woman he believed her to be, the woman he had placed upon a pedestal and had viewed as a goddess.  Now he needed to seek revenge, and by framing her, he achieved just that.  Katie was accused and found guilty of murdering her parents, friends and lover.  Incarcerated in Rampton Secure Hospital, she continues to plead her innocence, but apart from Charlie Thorn, who never once doubted her, she is ignored by the world and as far as society is concerned, she is left to rot in a madhouse for the criminally insane.

Now free to continue his reign of terror, Simon moved into a bed and breakfast run by loud and brash landlady Carol Lambert.  The woman grated on Simon from the outset, but he knew he had to lie low and restrain his vicious trail of murder and devastation, at least for the time being.  Months have now passed, and he once again has the delusional feeling that he is in love with Carol's young daughter, Frances.  As far as he can see, the only thing stopping him from having her for his own is her eagle-eyed and controlling mother.  It's now time for Simon to take matters into his own hands and begin his mission of terror and heartbreak all over again.
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CHAPTER ONE
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Six Months later

Constructed in nineteen twelve and situated close to the pretty Nottinghamshire village of Woodbeck, Rampton Secure Hospital had initially been constructed to house the overflow of patients from Broadmoor.  When the latter ceased to hold female inmates in two thousand and seven, Rampton, along with Southall, a second high-security hospital, was used as the main establishment to detain those women categorised as criminally insane.  A vast site situated in beautiful gardens that few inmates ever got to see, Rampton was still much the same externally as it had been at the outbreak of the First World War, and the severe brick buildings still housed some of the evilest human beings ever to be known or written about in British history.

The sky over Rampton was dark and gloomy, but then the sky looked like that every day as far as Katie Eden was concerned.  It had only been a matter of months since her incarceration, but it might as well have been years because to Katie it felt like an eternity.  Thankfully, the inside of the hospital was less depressing than the exterior, at least on an aesthetic level, but that was only marginally.  Katie had a single room that consisted of a small space holding a fixed reinforced bed made from concrete, which was topped off with a thick blue plastic-covered mattress that was surprisingly comfortable but which had not afforded Katie much sleep due to her mind running on overdrive for most of the dark hours.  An adjoining small en suite housed a steel shower, toilet and basin, with a highly polished mirror also made of steel, being her only luxury in the room.  Daily group meetings were held in one of the Occupational Therapy Suites, and though it wasn’t compulsory to attend, it was frowned upon by the doctors if a patient was continually absent.

In her first week at Rampton, Katie Eden had refused point-blank to leave her room, but she had soon learned to play by the rules when she was frogmarched down to one of the treatment rooms and locked inside a tiny stationery cupboard where she was forced to crouch down in a foetal position for hours.  There wasn't enough space to stand up, it was hot, and the added fact that she was claustrophobic only elevated her panic.  This wasn't an acceptable punishment, but then very few of the horrendous acts inflicted on the patients would ever have been seen as acceptable if known to the general public.  Katie Eden wasn't insane and was guilty of no crime, but she was stubborn, and after all that she had endured, she had entered the hospital with the defiant mindset that no one would ever control her again.  She had lasted exactly six days before she was toeing the line like everyone else, well, the majority at least.  There were several inmates she had been warned to stay clear of, women whose crimes were so depraved and so vicious that they had little to no hope of ever seeing the outside world again.  That realisation made them very unpredictable, and with nothing to lose, they were capable of doing anything to not only the staff but also the other patients too.  At night, they could be heard screaming out in mental pain as their evil demons came back to haunt them in the small hours.

Friendships in Rampton were not encouraged, but Linda Reed had taken a shine to Katie from the outset, and the two women would often pass the time of day when there weren't too many staff about to observe them.  Linda Reed had killed her boyfriend and his entire family by setting their house on fire.  It had been a terrible and well-documented case, and as racial issues were once again high in the media, not to mention a priority on government agendas, it was decided by the powers that be that Linda was to be made an example of.  Her crime was horrific, but not a crime that would usually result in incarceration in a mental institute, but rather a life term spent at one of Her Majesty’s finest.  The thing was, Linda was different; she had stood in court and voiced her opinion for the entire world to hear.  She stated that the whole Pakistani race was backward and had no place in Western society.  So great was her pain that, to boos and jeers inside the courtroom, she had shouted out for all to listen to her, that the entire race should all be made to suffer in the worst possible way.  After a psychiatric report by Abdul Brahui, ironically, a second-generation Pakistani immigrant, Linda had quickly been classified as insane.  Her psychiatrist had taken umbrage at her threats and had made sure that she would never be able to hurt another of his countrymen again.  Abdul Brahui was also on the governing Board of Specialists at Rampton, and he knew that as long as he held that position, then this sorry excuse for a human being would remain an inmate with no chance of release.  It had made little difference that Linda had been in love with her boyfriend Hamid Abbisi for over two years.  It made little difference that he had promised her the moon, and she had doted on him; it also made little difference that she had been three months pregnant with his child when he admitted without shame that he was about to be married to one of his own kind and that he didn't want to see her again.  Linda had been distraught and turning up unannounced one evening at his family home, she had proceeded to inform Hamid's parents that she was carrying their grandchild.  Expecting at least some kind of sympathy, she was shocked to the core when, after being invited inside, her boyfriend's brother and father repeatedly punched her in the stomach with such force that, within a few minutes, her baby had made its pitiful, early and bloody appearance onto the cold, hard tiles of the hallway floor.  When Linda had revealed all to Katie on the first day they had met, there had been an awkward silence for a few seconds before Katie, always the champion for an underdog, digested all that she had heard, and then she at last spoke.

“Oh dear God in heaven, you poor thing.  Wasn’t any of that revealed at your trial?”

Linda Reed had tears in her eyes as she faced her new friend.

"All of it, but it made no difference.  My barrister told me that they would hang me out to dry to keep the Pakistani community happy and that cunt Brahui made sure that I would never be set free.  Don't get me wrong, Katie, I'm guilty, but in no way am I fucking nuts.  They killed my poor, innocent baby, and for that, they didn't deserve to live.  I'm sorry that Hamid's mother was in the house at the time, and I will have to live with that guilt for the rest of my life, but as for the others, I hope they rot in fucking hell!"

There were no words of comfort that Katie could offer, so she simply placed her hand tenderly onto Linda's shoulder and gently squeezed.  It was several days later when Katie revealed her own story, and to begin with, it sounded so far-fetched that Linda Reed wondered if this woman was as crazy as a box of frogs, but there was something about Katie, something that told Linda every word the woman was saying was the truth.

"So you see, I will never get out of here.  In time, your case may be reviewed, and you could be moved to prison, but that won't happen to me.  When I was on remand, I was likened to a female Ripper, the scum of the earth, and someone to be feared at all costs."

Katie also talked a lot about a man named Charlie Thorn, and Linda could see that her friend was head over heels in love it, was something that had made her smile, as she hadn’t thought a lesbian could ever be turned, well at least not the kind that was banged up in Rampton but then again, Linda Reed had never met anyone quite like Katie Eden before.

Daily routines were strictly regimented.  It was agreed by the higher powers that the inmates needed structure in their lives, something few had experienced before, but it was also a necessity to ensure the smooth running of the hospital.  Doors would be unlocked at seven am each morning, and the women were given thirty minutes to wash, dress and be ready to go to breakfast.  When those who could be trusted had eaten and been returned to their rooms, it was then time for the more dangerous ones to be fed, and that consisted of a food trolley being wheeled along the corridors to their rooms.  Within a few minutes, the fun and games would begin with trays being thrown at the doors and white-suited orderlies desperately trying, along with the medical staff, to resume some kind of order, but it always took at least an hour for things to calm down.  Throughout these shenanigans, Katie would sit on her bed with her head in her hands; she didn't know how much more she could take, and the realisation that this was it for the rest of her life had forced her to consider suicide.  Initially, it had only been once or twice in the first couple of weeks, but it had now escalated to every night as she lay awake in the darkness, desperately trying to make sense of what her life had become.  The idea was becoming more and more appealing with each passing hour, and knowing that she would at least then be free, she was actually looking forward to it.  Finally, when all hope had gone from finding a light at the end of the tunnel, Katie decided it was time to get a plan together.  Strangely, once she had accepted her fate, Rampton seemed far less daunting.  The plastic cutlery that they were forced to eat with was flimsy, to say the least, but when no one was looking, Katie managed to conceal a knife in the back pocket of her jeans.  She could only hope that it would be strong enough to carry out the task she had planned for the next day.  At eight pm, her room door was once again closed and locked for the night.  Katie hadn’t shared her plan with Linda; the poor girl had enough of her own problems without worrying about what was happening a little further down the corridor.  Lying on her bed, she thought of Claire, Joey, her parents, in fact, every single person she had lost, and that also included Charlie Thorn.  Simon Mason had so much to answer for, and Katie would have gladly killed him on sight, but the realisation that she would never get the chance only heightened her depression.  Drifting off, she was startled awake by the nightly howling from along the corridor, and she tried to wrap her pillow around her ears to shut out the pitiful noise, but it was futile.  By five am, she couldn't stand it any longer and, climbing out of bed, she took a seat on the hard linoleum floor.  Her jeans were neatly folded on the side unit, and reaching across, she removed the knife from the back pocket.  As she bent its thin blade from side to side, Katie didn't think she had any hope of success.  The concrete plinth of the bed was cold against her back, and as she placed the palm of her hand against it, she could feel a rough patch where, over the years, the gloss paint had been worn away.  The texture now felt like sandpaper, and an idea instantly formed in Katie’s mind.  Slowly, she began to scrape the thin blade of the plastic knife back and forth in an attempt to sharpen it.  Katie's movements were slow and precise; she didn't dare go too quickly for fear that the knife would snap and her plan would fail.  Ten minutes later, she placed the knife onto her lap and felt along the edge; to her amazement, it was razor sharp, and she could feel the stickiness of blood on her fingertips.  Biting down on her bottom lip, she slowly drew the blade across her left wrist several times, and after taking a few seconds to rest and compose herself, she then set to work on her right.  To begin with, there was little pain as the blade was so sharp, but it was now a lot blunter, and as she carved away at her second wrist, the pain was immense.  Lying her hands by her side, she could feel the pools of blood as they slowly formed beside her, and it didn't take long before she blacked out.

When the morning orderly looked through the reinforced glass pane that kept each inmate at bay, all hell broke loose.  Alarms began to sound, and all of the other patients knew the drill, knew that another woman had given up, another woman just couldn’t stand another day in this hellhole they called a hospital.  Katie’s limp body was laid flat out on the floor, and a doctor was in attendance within minutes.  When a faint pulse was found, Katie’s wrists were tightly bound, and she was stretchered out of her room and along the corridor.  Faces filled the glass panes of every room, and when the stretcher was wheeled past Linda Reed’s room, the woman began to scream out.  Katie Eden was taken to the on-site emergency unit.  News of suicide rarely left Rampton and was always dealt with in-house, as monthly statistical figures had to be sent to the Home Office, and if the real number of attempted suicides had been reported, the place would have been closed down.  Thankfully, the team were pretty experienced and of late they hadn’t lost a single patient.  Katie’s wrists were sewn up, and she was given just over a pint of blood.  Luckily, she had only managed to nick her veins, or it might have been a different story, and if she had attempted to take her life a few hours earlier, it most definitely would have been.  She would spend the next few days in the unit, and then, after being returned to her room, it would be business as usual, but with closer monitoring.  There would be no additional counselling regarding her attempt as the doctors accepted that there was little they could offer to make the patient feel better; in fact, if the truth were told, several of the doctors would have been happy to allow the women an escape from their misery as it would have been far kinder.  Within a week, it was as if the incident had never happened, well, at least to all but Katie.  She had discussed in depth with her friend exactly how she felt, and that the only regret she was feeling was because she had failed.

“Please don’t ever do that again, sweetheart.  It’s difficult enough in this hellhole, but having you as a mate helps.  I really don’t know how I would manage if you weren’t around.”

"Honey, I can't promise you that.  The feeling was so good, Linda, for the first time in months and months, I finally felt some peace and was free from the shackles of this awful fucking place.  If you value our friendship, please don’t ask anything of me because right at this moment, I don’t think I can handle much more.”

When Linda looked into Katie's sunken, empty eyes, she knew there was little point in trying to talk her friend out of another attempt at taking her own life.  Deep down, she had to accept that it would only be a matter of time before Katie tried again.  With every ounce of inner strength she could muster, Linda had to accept defeat, and if the truth was told, in all honesty, she hoped that her friend would succeed, because seeing Katie in so much pain was more than she could bear.
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CHAPTER TWO
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Blinking, Charlie Thorn slowly opened his eyes, and for a moment, he wasn’t sure where he was.  His mouth tasted rotten and felt like cardboard as he desperately tried to summon up enough saliva to loosen his teeth, teeth that had somehow, during his drunken stupor, adhered to the skin inside his mouth.  Rubbing at his eyelids, his palm then moved down to his chin, and he could feel several days’ worth of stubble.  Yesterday, he had been on one hell of a bender, one of many that he’d experienced since Katie had been locked away.  Luckily, he had a compassionate, and Don Fenton had advised him to go on sick leave when he’d seen how badly his officer had taken the sentence.  That had been six long months ago, and now Charlie had to make a decision: give up and become a raging alcoholic or get his shit together and go back to work.  It wasn't a hard choice, but first he had to find out if there was even a job to return to.  First things first, and as he hauled his legs over the side of the bed, he could feel the onset of what he knew was going to be the mother of all hangovers.  Running the shower, he tentatively stepped inside and allowed the cold water to engulf his body.  It wasn't through choice that the water was ice cold; Charlie hadn't been paying his bills, and the gas supply had been cut off over a month ago.  He knew that today things had to change; today, he had to get his life back on track, or he was going to end up like the rest of the drunks who wandered the streets of London begging for money so that they could get enough to fund their next drink.

Ten minutes later, Charlie was dressed and at least clean, even if he still wasn’t yet feeling quite human.  The mug of coffee he had fantasised about whilst in the shower would have to be served black, as there was no milk; actually, the fridge was completely bare except for a small block of what he could only imagine was once cheese.  He was about to ask out loud how had it all come to this, but stopped himself.  Charlie Thorn knew exactly how he had ended up in this situation, and that thought alone made him feel pathetically weak and worthless.  He hadn’t been to see Katie for over two months, and as he picked up the pile of post that was sitting on the worktop, he could clearly see the unopened visiting requests that she had continually sent him.  Opening up the top envelope, he breathed out a huge sigh of relief when he saw the latest was dated for this coming Sunday, and he made a silent vow to Katie that come hell or high water, he would be there.  Glancing at the wall clock, Charlie nodded his head.  If he got his skates on, he could make the eleven am meeting.  He didn’t want to go, but knew that if he was ever to escape this downward spiral of self-destruction, then he had to start with the people who knew him best.

Pushing open the main door of Ponders End Methodist Church in Enfield, Charlie took in a slow, deep breath.  It had been many months since he had last been here, and he was nervous to say the least.  The room smelled musty, and there was also the familiar overpowering stench of the unwashed, which wasn't usual when a bunch of drunks got together.  The thought made him momentarily feel embarrassed, but still, he was glad that today he couldn't be included as one of them, well, odour-wise at least.  Five people were already seated: Toby Mason, a retired accountant, David Waller, Charlie wasn't sure what line of work he had been in, Sue Collins, an ex-prostitute who could no longer pull a single punter, Steven Adams, who professed to being a military man in a past life, something Charlie doubted very much and Brenda Parsons, who Charlie took his place beside.  Brenda was roughly the same age as Charlie and had been attending these meetings for over five years.  A petite lady, whose clothes were outdated and more than a little grubby, Brenda was a stereotypical middle-aged alcoholic woman.  Years of neglect by her husband had seen her steadily become dependent on drink to get her through each day, but that drink, Vodka being her preferred tipple, had also seen her finally lose everyone and everything that was once dear to her.  Brenda now resided under the side arches at King's Cross station, but would venture over to Enfield twice a week for the meetings.  Most of the others in attendance knew that she only made an appearance for the tea and biscuits and the couple of hours of warmth that were on offer, but as she was such a nice woman, no comment was ever made.  Charlie began to chat away to Brenda about nothing in particular, but was soon silenced when Carl Latimer entered and, bounding over, the man also took a seat.

"Right, ladies and gentlemen, good morning to you all and my apologies for being late.  Let's get down to business, shall we?  Scanning the group, Carl was shocked for a moment and then, smiling, revealed a large set of ill-fitting dentures as he spoke.  Charlie, would you like to start being as you've so graciously given up your time to join us?”

Carl Latimer's slight hint of sarcasm didn't go unnoticed, but Charlie chose to ignore it and, getting to his feet, he recited the words that had long since become his mantra, words that were ingrained in his brain and ones that, if he thought too deeply about, caused him immense pain and embarrassment.

“Hello everyone, my name is Charlie Thorn, and I’m an alcoholic.  It’s been exactly ten hours since my last drink, and I’m desperate to be back on the wagon and get dry again”

His sentence wasn't anything they hadn't all heard before; it was one they had all used on numerous occasions, but for every one of them, it still hurt deeply inside to have to admit that they were addicts to the demon drink.  Alcohol was a demanding mistress, but a mistress they all adored and would do almost anything to obey.  Charlie admitted that he had veered heavily from his path of sobriety, but he chose not to go into too much detail.  It was partly due to the fact that his position tied him to secrecy, but also the fact that he felt an unbelievable loyalty to Katie Eden, and to discuss her private business just wouldn't sit well with him.  He talked about his day-to-day living, how he had been on one bender after another in recent months.  He shared the fact that he had allowed his gas supply to be cut off, and even that he had no food in his home and had been living solely on whisky.  As he stood there relieving his shame to the people that weren't exactly friends but who he had come to know so well over the years, the one thing he refused to admit let alone share was the truth, a truth that even he didn't want to admit to, Katie Eden was the love of his life and the day that he had lost her was the day that he had given up any hope of a future for himself.  As usual, everyone listened intently, and when he had finally finished, the room was silent.  The first to break that silence was Carl Latimer.

"Thanks for that, Charlie, and I'm pleased that you have returned to the fold.  Obviously, your addiction has been plaguing you recently.  As you are aware, coming here today is the first step in a long journey, but it's a necessary and at times difficult step.  What plans do you have for the future?"

Charlie wanted to tell them that he was now hell-bent on proving Katie's innocence, tell them all that without her, he didn't have a life worth living, but he couldn't and instead shared the fact that he wanted to get back to work and prove to everyone that he wasn't the failure they all thought he was.

“Well, only you can do that, my friend and as the past has taught you, regularly attending this meeting will go a long way in helping you to achieve your goal.”

Out of respect for the other members, Charlie remained for the rest of the meeting and tried to listen with interest to each of the other sad tales, but in all honesty, he just wanted to get back home so that he could start to make plans.  When they had all relived the last week, or in Charlie's case, the last few months, he could finally get out of the place, a place that had saved him so many times in the past, but ultimately a place that also made him feel nothing but disgust.  Once again, as he walked along the street, he felt the sun on his face, noticed the people around him and realised that he wanted to start living again.  It was as if a haze had lifted, and he didn't want to waste another minute.  Maybe he could secure Katie's freedom, and maybe he couldn't, but right at that moment, Charlie Thorn knew he would give the task every single ounce of strength he could muster, and to do that, he would need a clear head and be sober.  Reaching home, he removed his mobile and called the station.  An appointment to see Don Fenton was then made for two days.  The rest of the day was spent cleaning the flat and getting the gas reinstated, and by the time he had finished, he was exhausted but feeling pleased with the results.  While his mind had been occupied, he hadn't thought of drink, but now, with his chores complete, he could feel the onset of cravings.  His skin began to itch, and his headache from earlier was back with a vengeance.  Grabbing his coat, he almost ran from the flat.  A brisk walk was in order, and he planned to walk so far that it would knacker him and force sleep when he finally returned home.

Charlie hadn't been inside the station since the day of the court case, the day Katie Eden had been given an indeterminate sentence, but one that everyone knew she would never be released from.  He still bore resentment toward his old boss, not to mention some of his colleagues, regarding how the case was handled, but now was no time for resentment, not if he wanted to return to work.  With the best smile he could muster, Charlie walked through the main door of the station and informed the front desk that he was there to see Chief Inspector Don Fenton.  His swipe card had been handed in by his partner Pat Delaney when Charlie had first gone on sick, so there was no slipping in through the back doors; he was now on parade for all to see, and he hated it.  Luckily, he wasn't kept waiting long before the inner door was opened by a non-uniformed woman of no more than twenty years of age.

"It's okay, sweetheart, I know this place like the back of my hand."

Justina Petrauskiene had arrived in the UK from Lithuania just a few months earlier, and her command of the English language was impeccable and probably the main reason she had effortlessly gained employment at the station.  Her career had begun while Charlie had been off sick, so to her, he was just another visitor.  Embarrassingly for her, Justina wasn’t privy to the infamous Charlie Thorn and the high regard he was held in by his colleagues.

“Sorry, Mr Thorn, but I cannot just let you wander around the station unescorted.  There is some very sensitive and highly confidential information lying about.  Follow me, please.”

Charlie slowly shook his head and smiled.  The poor little cow was new, and he had to admire her professionalism.  As they walked along the corridors, the visitor was greeted with high fives and comments of 'good to see you again, Charlie' or 'well bless my soul if it isn't the old man back to give us all an ear bashing’ Justina could feel her cheeks begin to redden with embarrassment, she really should have found out a little bit more regarding who she was escorting.  Reaching Don Fenton’s office, she knocked on the door and then, turning to face Charlie, smiled.

“Sorry about that, Sir, only I’m new, and no one bothered to tell me who you were.”

"Don't worry about it, babe."

Justina found the man’s term of address offensive, but as he disappeared into the guv's office, she knew better than to complain or mention her distaste to anyone.

“Charlie.”

“Boss.”

“Good to see you.  So I suppose you’d better pull up a chair and tell me what you want.”

“Want?”

“Well, you aren’t here to inquire about the state of my health now, are you?”

The two men laughed, and the mood was now relaxed.  Charlie just hoped he would still be feeling the same way by the time he made his exit.
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