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Christine Joanna Hart is a Certified Psychotherapist and Counsellor,  she has spent over 25 years working on Fleet Street as a Private Investigator observing Royalty and Murder. She has spent time in the company of Ian Brady and Keneth Bianchi; The Hillside Strangler.  Her bylines include investigations in The Sunday Times and Daily Mail. Publishing her personal memoir of childhood abuse propelled Hart to Sunday Times bestseller status with Hodder & Stoughton.

She has been featured as a guest on BBC World Service, BBC TV, GMTV, and BBC Radio, speaking on topics including adoption, childhood trauma and serial murder.
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Praise for C J Hart’s writing. 
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Val Hennessy, Daily Mail. ‘If only Hart had a better editor; we might have the best book ever written about a childhood.

Colin Wilson, Author of The Outsider.  Hart has a rare Perception. 

Doug White, reviewer, News of The World – ‘Reminiscent of Silence of the Lambs – hard to put down.’ *****

Jim Dole; editor, Sunday World. ‘This is Lady

Chatterley's Lover, in the shadow of a gunman instead of a Game-Keeper.

Prohibition Magazine

‘An uplifting true story about courage and loneliness, a real page-turner.’ * * * * *

Lancashire Times. A salute to the struggle made by the author throughout her life. This is a perfect guide for anyone suffering from adoption or family problems.’ * * * *

Henry Mc Donald – Observer - Good story throughout, but more Mills and ‘BOOM!’ than Mills and Boon.
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CHRISTOPHER BERRY-DEE, author of Talking with Serial Killers.

A super and rather unusual book. Well written with plenty of personal anecdotes. What appeals to me, as it will anyone with an interest in true crime, is Hart's unique talent in `accessing all areas', specifically getting to interview Kenneth Alessio Bianchi, aka, `The Hillside Strangler'.  She will have her critics, of course, and we all do, but Hart not only talks-the-talk, she walks the-walk, and spent years corresponding with Bianchi before, at great expense, she visited with him at the Washington State Penitentiary, Walla Walla. Having dealt with Bianchi, on a one-one-one basis myself, this serial killer, and master-manipulator is not someone to trifle with.

As the author of a score of books on serial homicide and a media consultant on the subject - two of my books are required reading by students at the FBI's Behavioural Science Unit, Quantico, VA.  

I would say that Hart’s research on serial killers is a must-read, most especially for any student with an interest in the psychology of serial murder. 

Hart is a truly unique Crime Writer of our time. 

*****
[image: ]


PUBLISHED IN THE UNITED Kingdom by Pale Horse Press.

Copyright; Chris J Hart, London, England, 2026.

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced by any mechanical, photographic or electronic, or in the form of a phonographic recording nor may it be stored in a retrieval system, transmitted or otherwise copied for public or private use, or misuse.

A catalogue record for this book is available from the British Library.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

CHAPTER ONE:

RICHMOND GREEN.
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“The rose speaks of love silently, in a language only the heart understands.”

— Unknown

Richmond Green, Surrey, the Royal Borough: a village rinsed with rain and the memory of Palaces.

Chrissy Hart, 34, psychotherapist, lit her last Marlboro Gold of the night and leaned against the cold granite counter of her kitchen, a single pendant bulb above casting a soft, milky circle of light. 

She held the cigarette in a long black holder, the kind she’d bought from an antique shop down Brewer’s Lane to try to bring some atmosphere into her humdrum existence. It reminded her of smoky Parisian brothels she’d never visited but imagined vividly.

The kitchen smelt faintly of white paint, lemon disinfectant, and something metallic from the rusty old pipes. 

She wore a soft green cardigan, frayed at the sleeve, faux ballet slipper pumps with thinning soles, and nothing else beneath the cardigan but a silk camisole the colour of Devon cream. 

She’d meant to write some more of her unfinished novel today, truly. Her ambition to become a modern-day DH Lawrence was still her North Star....but the rain.

Heavy rainfall rattled against the wide sash windows like impatient fingers, persistent, cold. It left trails down the panes like crazy tears, and outside the garden blurred into a pool of green. The old ash tree in the garden was skeletal; it had held onto its leaves like stubborn lovers but now stood bare, accusing the sky. 

A shiver rippled through her body and she hugged her worn green cardigan tighter, glancing up at the chandelier she’d hung herself last week with some pride: orange iron petals, a stem of tarnished gold, and a cascade of filigree. It looked too lavish for the living room, which still smelt faintly of Farrow and Ball, Indian Yellow paint, but she adored it.  The chandelier was like her; pretentious, snobbish and with a longing to become aristocracy instead of middle class. 

The house; her worn-out rented terrace just off  Richmond Green was far too big for just her. A Victorian relic with ceilings like church vaults, ancient radiators that hissed like bitching women, and dark oak floorboards that creaked as though someone were always pacing somewhere just out of view. 

The rental was far cheaper than the central London prices she was so used to; so, she’d signed up for another year. 

Chrissy had followed her ex-boss, Ronnie Castle here to Richmond hoping to find a way back into Private Investigations.  She had left his world to walk in Fleet Street and become a journalist.

Ronnie Castle, long-term Private Investigator had his agency on Richmond Green.  She stared out the window and felt as if she was stalking him; yet it felt like a compulsion to connect.   

At night, when the wind howled through the eaves, it whistled as if the house were accusing her in a long-dead tongue of chasing after a married man.  

It was no good; the memory of Ronnie was haunting her like a freshly baked chocolate cake. Often sleep wouldn’t come when she grew scared of her life being so directionless and empty. 

She sometimes imagined ghosts behind the dark wardrobe doors when insomnia hit.

She’d tried to warm up her newly rented home with brown leather settees, Turkish rugs, an old bookcase filled with true crime and classic novels she loved; The Secret History, The Bell Jar, The Road to Wigan Pier. Still, the place felt like it watched her more than she watched it. A great beast of a house, lonely as she was.  

She sipped Rioja: deep, dark, and plummy, with the faintest curl of smoke on the tongue. It stained her lips as she wandered from kitchen to hallway feeling sexually frustrated and horribly lonely.  

Was it right that she be still pretty, fun and yet so lacking in friends and a partner?  Were mid-thirties always a wash out? 

She could hear an annoying little dog barking next door again; scrappy little thing with a yap that chipped away at her nerves. She sighed. No man. No child. Just the whine of a neighbour’s puppy and a half-written book about forbidden love with a man who adored his wife.

She thought back to her days working for Ronnie as a trainee private investigator; his jutting cheekbones, his intelligent blue grey eyes, the tiny scar on his left cheek. 

He had been savage, polite, enigmatic, and utterly unreachable.  Perhaps that was what had obsessed her; the fact of his mysterious persona. 

There was a mad idea to write a great love story!  She had long harboured the belief that all grand love stories were of forbidden love; Wuthering Heights, DH Lawrence, ‘Sons and Lovers’ and so, the idea came to her that she would pen a novel about forbidden love.  Perhaps a steamy affair with Ronnie Castle?  

She felt her dark side rise as she considered his perfect, spoiled wife the aristocratic, Serafina Castle and her wicked plan to lure him as her passionate lover and write about it all for a best-selling novel. 

The idea stuck in her head as a fantastic commercial enterprise that would lift her out of self-publishing novels that went nowhere and into a Jackie Collins lifestyle of St Tropez beaches and million-pound yachts parked just off shore. Her mind threw up images of cocktails and sea and sadly beaches with her in a tiny bikini – living the life instead of stuck here in rainy old England. 

It was the twin flames of morality and desire that fascinated her: the lines between ethics and lust, narrative and reality. She was desperate to write a story that mattered, but it had to be real. She called it method writing.

And so, she’d gone out that rainy lonely Saturday night for a walk, then ended up ringing two women she used to work with at The Daily Mail.  

Marsha, was a top black writer with edge and Harjit; a deeply spiritual health expert who wrote for Femail; her head full of discontent and hopeless dreams of becoming Dipak Chopra, 

Soon as she entered the Richmond nightclub; Black Cat, she felt her spirits lift; the bar staff made the best Black Russians.  She grinned over at her two ex-colleagues and hoped that this would be the start of a friendship circle.  

Both women stood by the empty dance floor quaffing Pepsi and Kahlua cocktails, both wore glittery dresses and chewed gum like they were still in secondary school. 

The Black Cat, was smoky, stale with spilt champagne and too much Marc Jacobs perfume; nothing like the sophistication of central London clubs appropriated by Prince Harry in her days of tailing him around Mahiki and the Maddox Club in Kensington. Virginia Woolf had settled in Richmond and once said; ‘...if its Richmond or death, I choose death,’ and Chrissy suddenly knew why.  

There were cheesy hits from the early 2000’s, a sticky, wine slicked dance floor, and clusters of hungry men in short-sleeved shirts. She almost laughed.  Until she saw him.  

There he was....he was leaning at the end of the bar, navy designer suit crumpled, a moss-coloured silk tie loosened at his throat. 

His hair was still dark and silky, slicked back like he’d stepped from a 1950s photograph.  She felt her heart stop and her breath cease.  He looked like a fever dream; a Heathcliff...a man out of a novel written years ago but still sacred.  She felt her breath finally quicken and her fingers tightened around the cocktail glass.  

His skin was still so very pale, jaw clean and sharp. He wasn’t just beautiful: he was arresting. Something devilish flickered around his mouth, and his eyes were the bluest she’d ever seen with a ring of antique yellow gold at the very centre. Not soft blue. Storm blue. Eyes that knew something you didn’t.  Eyes that knew their way around a woman.

Ronnie Castle. 

She stared at him for far too long and he turned, holding her gaze. She walked straight over.

“Mr Castle; I used to work for you back...well, a good few years ago.” she asked hoping she’d sound friendly rather than interrogational.

He smiled slowly, eyes raking the curves beneath her green cardigan.

“How’s Fleet Street treating you?”

“Perfect.”

Her mind whirred. She could see the novel opening right there.  First chapter; they re-unite and have mad sex round the back of the night-club amongst the bins.

“Yeah, actually; I’ve just left it.  I’m a Psychotherapist now.  Night school! I’m also writing a book on my old life working as a Private Detective,” she said boldly. 

He lifted one brow. “Well, I could take you out for coffee. Refresh your memory about the area.”  He grinned. “Show you my wildest current case files.”

She laughed and felt suddenly too hot. 

“Are you offering to be my free muse?”

He grinned and her body melted with desire. 

“What kind of book are you writing?”

“Lurid, dangerous, the spy game, that kind of thing.  John Le Carre meets Anais Nin.”  She flirted and jutted out her breasts as she tried to study his face, lit golden by the bar’s low lighting. He smelt of oud and musk, with something deeper beneath; dark wood, maybe a treacly amber. It caught in her throat. 

There was an imediate and intense physical attraction. 

They’d both drunk potent cocktails, so flirting was easy. As they danced in the dimly-lit nightclub below the busy bar into the small hours, his hand rested lightly on the small of her back. His body moved with hers like they’d done this before. At one point, he leaned in close, breath warm near her ear. She turned away before their lips touched.

“Are you still married to Serafina?” she whispered completely drunk on the strong cocktails called ‘Black Russians’ yet fully aware that he was still the sexiest, best-looking man she’d ever met.  She felt safe somehow with Serafina between them.  Falling for Ronnie would be like a roller coaster ride; it was good he was already taken; only a very arrogant women like his wife would have ever dared to try to tame such a magical, mysterious man.  

“Serafina died six months ago,” he said, pressing his number into her palm like a relic and insisting he gave her his.  She felt shocked at the death of someone so strongly in this world. 

“What the fuck?  My God!  How?  Why?”

“It was sudden she keeled over her desk at work.”

“The library on Richmond Green where she worked as a volunteer?”

‘Yeah.”

So!  Death!  Serafina had left a space.  Ronnie was a widow.  

She felt giddy, needy and overwhelmed with the feeling that she was glad another woman had died which made her feel evil and dark inside. 

Back at home, she padded barefoot along the hallway, mug of camomile tea and honey in hand. The silence in the house pressed against her but she knew it would soon end.  

She wanted to feel bad about Serafina’s death yet it only made her excited thinking about Ronnie being single and back on the market.   

Upstairs, in her vast bedroom with its muted orange walls and heavy curtains the colour of wet blood, she sat at the edge of the bed, looking out through the rain misted window across the green at his Private Detective Agency.  Her worn, ballet pump slippers hung off her feet. 

The wind picked up outside, and somewhere in the pipes, something knocked. She wrapped her green cardigan around her like armour, then stood, lit another cigarette, and whispered to the dark:

“Method writing!  Maybe I feel so strongly about Ronnie because he’ll clearly help me get this love story novel written.  He’ll drive me around the countryside to talk about the murders of those poor back-packing teenage girls.  I bet he’s interested in the vanishing girls.  He might well be the muse who brings out the best-selling novelist in me! 

Chrissy suddenly glimpsed herself from a reflection in an antique brass mirror, a lucky find in a junk shop; her reflection looked icy and she could suddenly sense how brittle and cut-off from others she had become. 

Maybe it was all the years working as an investigative  journalist on Fleet Street where it was dog eat dog and men treated you like another man. She’d become intensely self-protective and had barriers of steel around her heart.  

It was ok to think of Ronnie Castle as if he was an accessory: a way of getting this novel finally written; after all she had Ronnie Kirby; a top literary agent at PFD, telling her she had a skill to write thrillers like no other.  

She lit a cigarette and cursed the habit that she had got down to just one a day. She rummaged in the fridge and found cheddar that seemed ok with a sniff and some elderflower cordial.  She put ice cubes into the drink, a squirt of Skullcap to help her sleep, then sat down at the kitchen table and thought about his dead wife. 

Serafina Eliza Castle had been aristocracy; a real society beauty.  Ronnie was middle class; she was lower middle class.  In snobbish Richmond; class was tribal all over Surrey.  

As she stared at her reflection, she realised that the idea of experiencing true love terrified her.  Her relationships had all been with men less intelligent and less good looking so she could play it safe and never truly lose her heart. 

She suddenly felt worn out and old in her mid-thirties; an old princess still hoping to still get married and have the entire thing of kids, a home, normality, instead of fear and isolation.  She was growing tired of being the fearless career female; it was very male and very lonely; other men hated you for it and other women competed.  

It felt safe to pretend she didn’t want what every other woman seemed to have gotten so easily got for themselves; it felt safer to reach for the Jackie Collins high life.  

Wouldn’t that make her far superior to other women?

Couldn’t she look down at them and laugh when she achieved the yacht, the billion pounds villa in Los Angeles  and the international best seller made into a movie starring Ben Affleck and Jennifer Lopez!  

She gulped some more cordial and saw a coward staring right back at her from the glass.  Other women could risk heart-break, pain and rejection and she... just couldn’t.  

No, Ronnie Castle would be a project.  He would be a means to and end.  And that was why she was so excited.  Mad passionate sex and she wouldn’t ever lose her heart because it was all merely research for a best-selling book. 

***
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THE SLOW WINTRY WEEK came and went and he still hadn’t rung.  She was busy thinking about running her fingers through his dark silky hair and what it’d smell like on her fingers after they made love. 

“What the Hell anyway!”  She started to Harjit down the phone.  “I had so many black Russians I bet he doesn’t even look anything like I remember when I was younger; I bet it was all sexual fantasy on my part.”

“Well, I didn’t see him clearly I was too drunk, but you pointed him out to Marsha so she might recall; but then I doubt it: she was sloshed out of her bloody mind!”

“She slurred that he looked like a psychopath.”

“Sounds like Marsha alright!”

“O’ Harjit!  We don’t ever meet men we like, do we.  But, Ronnie Castle...he’s this enigmatic persona; ivory skin, sapphire eyes and this charming connection to wild nature.  Something feral I’ve never even seen before in any other man. I bet it makes him an absolute animal in the sack.”  

Harjit snorted with laugher.  

‘God, you’ve got it bad; mind if I vomit?”

They both shrieked with laughter and suddenly the fact he hadn’t rung didn’t mean the worst because after all she had his number and she’d chase him down if she had to. Mr Widower. 

She drunk freshly ground Italian coffee and thought about how ghosts were safer than the living. 

At the time, she would not have said that; she would have said she was romantic, drawn to tragedy, intoxicated by intensity. But intensity was not the truth.

A widower is the safest unavailable man of all. His heart is already occupied. There is a built-in third presence. 

His wife could still be half-there.

Later back at home, she stood at the front window and stared out across Richmond Green lit by rain, cigarette holder, dramatic light; performing atmosphere rather than inhabiting life; that was dissociation masquerading as personality.

She believed great love must be tragic because tragedy allowed her to feel without surrendering control. If love is doomed, she never has to risk full presence.

The ghost was not just his dead wife, Serafina.

Fantasy felt safer than reality.

In fantasy, Ronnie was nurturing.

In fantasy, he was emotionally available.

In fantasy, he was solid and chosen and stable.

Reality is unpredictable.

Reality sweats.

Reality disappoints.

Reality ranks you to other women who have gone before.

Fantasy never rejects you.  It waits.

Even as she built him into a figure of steadiness, she carried the quiet belief that she would ruin it.

That she would become jealous.

That she would interrogate his past.

That she would feel inferior to any woman who had come before.

That she would scan for signs she was second place to Serafina.

She had already decided she was different.

Different meant defective.

Different meant less real.

Different meant provisional.

Other women felt “normal” to her.

They felt embodied.

Installed.

Legitimate.

She felt spectral.

She preferred her relationships suspended in longing.

When bodies meet in reality, you must show up.

You must stay.

You must tolerate being seen.

You must tolerate being chosen, or not.

Sweaty, fleshy reality requires inhabiting yourself.

Fantasy allows you to hover above your own life.

She did not yet understand that her jealousy of other women was not about them.

It was about embodiment.

They seemed rooted.

She felt temporary.

They seemed solid.

She felt floaty.

They seemed to occupy space.

She felt like she was borrowing it.

So, she built her hope for marriage and permanence around a man who symbolised permanence.

And she loved the idea of Ronnie Castle.

What she truly wanted was installation. And installation does not come from marrying into someone else’s solidity.  

It comes from inhabiting your own.

d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
‘A TRULY UNIQUE i
CRIME WRITER OF %%
OUR TIME."
CHRIS BERRY-DEE
2 8 & & & S

‘REMINISCENT OF

SILENCE OF
THE LAMBS.
HARD TO
PUT DOWN.’
NEWS INTERNATIONAL
L. 8.8.8 & ¢






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





