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      Forensic psychology is the application of scientific knowledge to help answer questions in the study of criminal practice. Through analysing the history of the criminal, interviewing the killers and the friends and family of the suspects it is hoped a better understanding of the murderer and their acts can alert the authorities to the killers of the future.

      You can sit opposite an incarcerated mass murderer and ask him questions and he will answer you, but how much can you trust his answers? Serial killers are, by design, great manipulators.

      The theory behind the science is intricate. In my experience, the best person to fully understand a serial killer is one of his victims. Like me.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter One

          

          DOLLIS HILL, LONDON

        

      

    

    
      Thursday 15th February 2024

      After a double shift at the Royal Free Hospital, Phoebe Harper was hoping to get home, order a takeaway, have a long soak in the bath until the delivery arrived and spend the evening in front of the television gorging herself on spring rolls and crispy duck. As soon as she turned the corner and entered the road where she lived, she knew her quiet evening was ruined before it had even begun.

      Her next-door neighbour, Donna Fletcher, was forty today and was having the party to end all parties. Phoebe had known about it for months – she’d even been invited – but had turned it down because she knew she’d be tired after work.

      The road was packed with randomly parked cars. Donna’s driveway was cluttered, and it wasn’t difficult to spot the party house; a light was on in every room. The front door was wide open, and people were spilling out onto the street, bottles in hand. Thumping music sounded from within.

      Donna, dressed in an unflattering little black dress, trotted unsteadily down the street towards Phoebe. She was wearing a plastic tiara on her head, a pink feather boa around her neck, and had an open bottle of prosecco in her left hand.

      ‘Pheebs,’ she slurred. ‘You’re home. Please tell me you’re going to join us.’

      Phoebe could smell the alcohol on her breath before she even opened her mouth. ‘I’d love to, Donna, but I’m dead on my feet. I’ve been at the hospital for eighteen hours.’

      ‘Pleeeeease?’ Donna begged, managing to stretch the word for longer than was necessary. ‘For me? Just one little drinky?’

      ‘I can’t. I’ve got to be back at work by eight tomorrow morning. I’ve got this weekend off. I’ll take you out for lunch on Saturday if you’re free.’

      ‘I never say no to a free lunch,’ Donna said with a smile. ‘Thanks for your present. They’re gorgeous.’

      Donna put her arm around Phoebe and led her up the street to their homes. ‘It’s a shame you can’t come. Roger’s here. I’ve told you about Roger, haven’t I? He’s gorgeous. Six foot something, amazing body on him, and my James has seen him in the showers at the gym. I don’t know any measurements but even James was impressed, and I’ve told you how big he is.’

      ‘Yes, Donna, you have. Many times.’

      ‘According to James, Roger is a sucker for a nurse’s uniform too. He’d be on you in seconds.’

      ‘As fun as that sounds, I’m really not in the mood tonight.’

      ‘Never mind. I’ll introduce you to him another time.’ Donna took a swig from the bottle of prosecco and proffered it to Phoebe who waved it away. ‘Listen, any chance we can park a couple of cars on your driveway? The net curtains are twitching. I don’t think it’ll be long before them across the way call for the police.’

      ‘Yes, sure. No problem. Why don’t you invite them over? They can’t complain if they’re invited.’

      ‘I did. I went round on Saturday. He gave me a right earful about council regulations regarding loud music and occupancy levels. Boring old bastard.’

      ‘Donna!’ The call came from the doorway of the party HQ. They both turned to see James stood on the doorstep. ‘Alice’s been sick. Where’s the mop?’

      ‘She’s such a lightweight,’ Donna said to Phoebe. ‘She only has to hear a cork popping and she’s heaving.’ She kissed her on the cheek. ‘We’ll try to keep it down,’ she said, stifling a laugh and heading back to her house through the maze of cars.

      ‘Don’t worry about it,’ Phoebe called.

      She unlocked the door, stepped into the house and closed it behind her. From inside, all she could hear was the dull thud of music and muffled laughter. Once she had the television on, she was sure she wouldn’t have her evening interrupted.

      She locked the door, put the security chain on and picked up the post. She flicked through the brown envelopes as she headed into the kitchen, slapping them down on the worktop. She switched the light on with her elbow. The whole room lit up in a brilliant white light. She went to the fridge, pulled out a bottle of wine and poured herself a glass. Unconsciously, she let out a heavy sigh.

      There was a loud bang on the patio door at the back of the room that made her jump. She turned and saw James standing outside. He waved to her.

      Phoebe took the key from the hook on the dresser, unlocked the door and pulled it open. A blast of cool air hit her in the face.

      ‘Jesus, James, you scared the life out of me.’

      ‘Sorry, I thought you’d seen me. Look, I know it’s an imposition, but can we borrow your patio chairs?’

      ‘What?’

      ‘I know it’s February, but we’re having a barbeque and we haven’t got enough chairs. Can we nab yours?’

      ‘Course you can,’ she smiled.

      ‘I’ll bring them back round tomorrow, once I’ve sobered up.’

      ‘I doubt they’ll be getting used until the summer. Keep them as long as you like. They might be a bit damp though. Do you want the cushions?’ she asked as he began grabbing the wooden seats.

      ‘Please. I’ll have them cleaned if anything gets spilled on them.’

      ‘Hang on.’ Phoebe went back to the dresser. She opened a drawer and took out a key. ‘Here you go. They’re in the shed. Just pop them back in when you’re done with them.’

      ‘You sure?’

      ‘Yes.’

      ‘Thanks. Are you sure you can’t pop round for a quick drink?’

      ‘I’d better not. Once I get started, I don’t know when to stop.’

      ‘Donna’s the same. I hope this is the only time she plans on turning forty. She was thirty about five times. See you later.’

      Phoebe smiled and closed the door. She watched as James took the four chairs and squeezed through the gap in the fence between the two houses.

      Phoebe refilled her glass of wine and took it upstairs.

      The house was warm, the heating having come on as timed at six o’clock. She started running the bath, poured in a large amount of bubble bath, then went into her bedroom to change. Before stripping off her nurse’s uniform, she looked out of the window into the garden next door. The party was in full swing. She could see the silhouettes of people dancing inside cast onto the lawn. She would love to be with them but didn’t dare risk being late for work tomorrow. The hospital was struggling to cope as it was, being understaffed and with extra patients following the harsh winter.

      She closed the curtains and tried to block out all sounds of the party. If she couldn’t hear it or see it, she wouldn’t feel so bad about missing it.

      Phoebe wrapped a pink towelling dressing gown around her. She went back to the bathroom and removed her make-up in the mirror above the sink. She couldn’t believe Donna was forty. She certainly didn’t look it. As she wiped away the foundation and eye shadow, the lines and wrinkles were revealed. It would be another three years before Phoebe hit the big four-oh, and she wasn’t looking forward to it. Donna was married and had two children, a good job, holidays twice a year and a new car every eighteen months. Phoebe was single, childless, had a demanding job and no money for a holiday or a car. Things would have to change this year. She’d been thinking about entering private practice, but that would mean turning her back on helping real people at the heart of the NHS, something she loved doing.

      She sighed and turned away from her tired reflection. She pulled out the hair tie and allowed her dull hair to fall down her shoulders. The bath was full, the room had filled with steam and a relaxing aroma rose from the bubble bath. She turned off the tap and threw the dressing gown to the floor. She was just about to step into it when the doorbell rang.

      Phoebe sighed. She put her dressing gown back on and headed for the stairs. She opened the door, expecting it to be Donna or James or maybe even the hunk from the gym.

      ‘Sorry to interrupt,’ a man of average height with neat dark hair and staring blue eyes said. ‘I’ve come from next door. I’ve been sent round to ask if you can spare any wine glasses. There seems to be more people here than expected.’

      Phoebe looked out at the madness of the party. The other neighbours wouldn’t be as accommodating as her. She doubted it would be long before the police turned up.

      ‘Sure, come on in,’ she smiled, opening the door wider.

      ‘Sorry, I haven’t woken you up or anything, have I?’ the man asked, noticing her dressing gown.

      ‘No. I’ve just got home from work. I was about to take a bath. How many glasses do you want?’

      ‘I’m not sure. How many can you spare?’ he asked from the hallway.

      She opened the doors to the dresser and began to reach up for a glass. As she did, her shoulders were grabbed, and she was pulled backwards from behind. She felt a kick to the back of her knees, and she buckled to the floor. Shocked, she looked up and saw the man standing over her, a sweet smile on his face and a twinkle dancing in his eyes. From behind his back, he pulled out a large carving knife.

      He held the knife aloft. He was about to bring it down when Phoebe swiftly kicked him hard between the legs. He let out a shout and doubled up in pain. She pushed him to one side and ran out of the kitchen and into the hallway. She pulled at the front door, but it was locked, and the chain had been replaced. In her panic, she grabbed at the security chain, but her shaking fingers couldn’t get any purchase on it.

      ‘You fucking bitch.’

      She turned to where the voice was coming from and ducked just in time as the large knife slammed into the wooden door. She scrambled to her feet and headed for the stairs, quickly crawling up them on her hands and feet. She could hear the intruder following behind her.

      She ran into the bedroom and slammed the door closed behind her, but she was too slow. The man had managed to get to it before it closed and was forcing it open. He pushed as she struggled to keep him at bay.

      As loudly as she could, Phoebe screamed, hoping someone, anyone, would hear and come to save her. The noise from Donna’s party was getting louder. There was no way anyone would hear her cries.

      The bedroom door was forced open and Phoebe fell backwards onto the carpet. The man entered and stood over her, knife aloft in his right hand.

      Phoebe was crying. Her breathing was erratic as he came towards her.

      ‘Please. Please don’t kill me,’ she pleaded.

      He brought the knife down quickly, but Phoebe’s reactions were quicker. She kicked him hard in the shins. His knees buckled and he fell, but not before the knife had pierced the skin on her exposed leg. She screamed out in pain, and looked down at the blood seeping out of the wound.

      She tried to stand up. She pushed her attacker out of the way. He fell backwards again and hit his head hard against the fitted wardrobe door. She pulled herself to her feet and stumbled out of the bedroom, limping towards the top of the stairs, half running, half falling down them.

      Out of breath, panicking, frightened and bleeding, Phoebe struggled with the front door. Her fingers were shaking so violently she couldn’t find any grip on the Yale lock. She pulled the door open, but the security chain was still on.

      ‘Fuck!’ she cried.

      She closed the door, ripped off the chain and opened it once again.

      It was pitch-black outside. All she could hear was thumping music and raucous laughter coming from next door. Ahead, three people made their way up the cul-de-sac, heading for Donna’s house. Two had a bottle in hand and the third was carrying a large present with a red bow on it.

      She stepped out into the cold air.

      Phoebe opened her mouth and let out a piercing scream as her intruder grabbed her by the collar of her dressing gown and pulled her back inside, slamming the front door closed.

      She fell to the ground, but was able to look up and watch as the attacker leaned down towards her.

      ‘I knew you’d be a fighter the moment I first saw you,’ he said calmly into her ear. ‘I love a woman who likes to play.’
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      Friday 16th February 2024

      Detective Inspector Jessica Sheffield was sitting behind the wheel of the Vauxhall Astra. Something caught her eye. She looked up and saw her partner heading towards her. She took a deep breath and slowly let it out. She knew how this conversation was going to play out.

      The door opened and Detective Inspector Foley climbed in, bringing with him a blast of cold air. He slammed the door closed.

      They sat in silence while they both looked outside at the scene of organised chaos going on around them. White-suited forensic officers were busy entering and leaving the house at the top of the cul-de-sac. Uniformed officers were knocking on neighbouring doors, notebooks in hand, talking to sombre-faced residents on the doorsteps.

      ‘You know what I’m going to ask you, don’t you?’ Foley asked.

      ‘I do,’ Jessica replied.

      ‘And…?’

      ‘I can’t.’

      ‘Why not?’

      ‘I promised.’

      ‘It’s the same bloke, Jessica. No witnesses, very little forensic evidence from what we can tell so far, and he’s escalating. You’ve seen the body. You’ve seen how she suffered. Nobody knows serial killers better than she does.’

      ‘She doesn’t work active cases. You know that. I know that. I promised I’d never ask her.’

      Foley turned in his seat to look at the DI. ‘There’s a woman in that house who’s been stabbed to death. He’s used her as a fucking pin-cushion, for crying out loud. She was only young, mid-thirties, worked as a nurse at the Royal Free. She was doing good work, helping the sick, and this bastard comes along and decides to use her as his plaything. He’s laughing at us, Jess.’

      ‘Don’t call me Jess,’ she said, still staring out of the windscreen.

      ‘Sorry. But he is. All I’m asking is for you to talk to her.’

      The silence took over once again. Jessica chewed on her bottom lip as she thought. She could feel her partner’s cold stare burning into her. She knew he was in a difficult position. Once the press found out there was a serial killer trawling the streets of London, killing women who lived alone, they’d have a field day and Foley’s life would be made more complicated than it was now.

      ‘Fine,’ she said quietly. ‘I’ll ask. Just this once. And if she says no, I’m not going to keep hounding her. She’s my friend. One of the few I’ve got.’

      Foley’s relief was evident by the huge grin on his face. His ice-blue eyes lit up. ‘I understand. Thank you, Jessica. I’d kiss you if we didn’t have an audience.’

      ‘Just… don’t get your hopes up, all right?’

      It was too late for that. Foley left the car and headed back to the crime scene. She watched as his head was held high and there was a spring in his step. He was putting all his faith in Jessica being able to convince a notoriously private person to help with what was bound to become a very public investigation. There were times when she really hated her job.
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        * * *

      

      By the end of a difficult working day, Jessica’s usual smart appearance had changed. She looked at her reflection in the black mirror of her computer screen and rolled her eyes. Her ponytail had come loose at some point and strands of mousy hair stuck up in all directions. The small amount of lipstick she’d put on had smudged and she had a dry fleck of mayonnaise at the corner of her mouth from the disappointing tuna salad sandwich she’d eaten in a rush.

      She put on her jacket, sneaked the copied files into her bag and headed for the door.

      ‘Jessica?’

      She turned at the sound of her name being called. DI Foley was standing in the doorway to his office.

      ‘You won’t forget, will you?’

      ‘I’d love to forget,’ she replied. She turned and left the office.
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        * * *

      

      Driving in London was no easy task. It didn’t seem to matter what the time of day was, there was always a traffic jam to wait in. When it came to the evening rush hour, it was every man for himself.

      Jessica was tempted to put the blue flashing lights on to upset her fellow commuters even more, but what was the point? She wasn’t exactly in a rush to ruin her friendship, and what plans did she have for this evening anyway? All she had to look forward to was a tub of Ben and Jerry’s and a crap film on Netflix to watch, with Stanley on the sofa next to her licking his balls.

      It took her the best part of an hour to drive to Modbury Gardens in Camden. She found a parking space and looked up at the stylish terraced property. It was the only house in the street that was in darkness. There was no point in ringing the bell. Nobody was home and her scooter wasn’t parked in its usual place. Jessica turned off the engine and settled down in her seat to wait.

      Jessica closed her eyes. It had been a long day and a challenging week. She was shattered. She was working on a serial murder case and had four other cases that required her input. She was due in court next week to give evidence against a rapist, which would mean hours of hanging around waiting to be called when there were other things she could be doing.

      Her phone vibrated in her pocket. She pulled it out and saw it was a text from DI Foley. She rolled her eyes and opened the message: ‘I really do appreciate what you’re doing. Fish and chips on me tomorrow.’ It made her smile. She was about to reply when her car was lit up by the single headlight of an approaching scooter. Show time.
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        * * *

      

      Olivia Winter was a short, very slim woman in her mid-thirties. Her dark-brown hair was sensibly cut into the neck and her eyes were large and dark. She preferred travelling by scooter as she could zip her way through the heavy London traffic. If she was in a car, she’d have to sit and wait, and that wasn’t good for Olivia. She always needed to keep moving. Always.

      She parked on the pavement outside her house and headed up the steps to the front door as she removed her gloves and hunted for her keys in the deep pockets of her jacket.

      ‘Olivia.’

      She turned abruptly at the sound of her name. It wasn’t late but it was already dark. Living in a cul-de-sac meant there was only one way in or out. Whoever was calling her had been lying in wait. A figure approached her steps. It wasn’t until they passed a lamp post that she recognised her caller and visibly relaxed.

      ‘Jessica? What are you doing here?’

      ‘I’ve come for a visit. It’s been a while,’ she said, holding up a bottle of wine in each hand.

      ‘It’s Friday night. Aren’t you usually out on the town?’

      ‘The last time I went into a nightclub the music was so loud it gave me toothache. Sadly, my party days are over. I’m now officially middle-aged. I’ve even invested in carpet slippers. Save me, Olivia,’ she pleaded.

      Olivia smiled. ‘Come on then. I’m afraid I haven’t got much food in. I only arrived back yesterday.’

      Olivia unlocked the door and stepped inside. She waved the fob on her keyring over the security alarm then typed in a four-digit number.

      ‘How was the big American adventure?’ Jessica asked, following her into the spacious hallway.

      Olivia headed for the kitchen, turning on lights as she went.

      ‘It was good.’

      They entered the brightly lit kitchen and Olivia picked two glasses from the shelf and placed them on the solid oak-topped island in the centre of the room.

      ‘You’re not very tanned.’

      ‘I spent fourteen days lecturing. I went from university to university and hotel room to hotel room. The only time I caught any sun was when I stepped out of a taxi.’

      Jessica opened a bottle of chardonnay and poured them both a healthy glassful. ‘You must have had some time for fun.’

      Olivia shook off her jacket and hitched herself up on one of the stools. She took a large gulp of wine and her features softened.

      ‘I was invited out to a stunning five-star restaurant in Atlanta by this professor who looked like a cross between Hugh Jackman and Chris Pratt.’

      ‘Ooh, gorgeous,’ Jessica smiled.

      ‘The meal was out of this world. I’ve never tasted food like it. We had a good chat too, and there was some serious flirting going on.’

      ‘Don’t stop.’

      ‘Then the dessert arrived. Dark-chocolate mousse with raspberries and champagne ice-cream. I’d already had a few drinks and was feeling light-headed…’

      ‘I know where this is going,’ Jessica said, getting excited.

      ‘Then his wife came to the table, picked up my pudding, slammed it in his face and walked out.’

      ‘Oh. OK, so I didn’t know where it was going. Did you know he was married?’

      ‘Of course I didn’t.’

      ‘Oh well, you win some, you lose some.’

      ‘I was more disappointed at not getting to eat my dessert,’ she smiled.

      ‘But apart from that it was a successful trip?’

      ‘Yes. I enjoyed it. The lectures went down a storm. I signed plenty of books and if I never have to answer another question about whether or not I know the royal family personally, it’ll still be too soon.’

      Jessica laughed. ‘Why do Americans think we all know the royal family?’

      ‘I’ve no idea. One of these days I’m going to tell them I’ve got William and Kate on speed dial.’

      They both giggled, visibly relaxing in each other’s company. The wine was flowing freely, and Jessica topped up both glasses as Olivia found a bag of Kettle Chips in the back of the cupboard.

      ‘I had the most hellacious date a couple of weeks ago,’ Jessica began. ‘Now, you know my rule about dating people I work with, but this new DC has joined child protection and I’m not kidding you, he is seriously fit. He’s straight off the box of Calvin Klein underwear. He’s so beautiful I want to cry when I see him.’

      ‘Oh my God,’ Olivia smiled, taking a handful of crisps.

      ‘I decided to be modern and asked him out for a bite to eat.’

      ‘In the hope that he’d say he’d like to eat you.’

      ‘Of course,’ Jessica smiled. ‘Anyway, we went to this Chinese close to work and he spent the entire meal talking about himself. Everything we talked about, he turned the subject back to himself. He kept checking his reflection out in the window and constantly looking around to see if anyone was looking at him. Talk about conceited. I actually got more satisfaction out of getting out of the taxi alone than inviting him in. I didn’t think it was possible for a man to be too good-looking, but he’s definitely it.’

      ‘I thought women were supposed to be high maintenance?’ Olivia asked.

      ‘The tables have turned. I don’t want to go out with a man who spends more time in the bathroom than I do.’

      ‘Have you got anyone else lined up?’

      ‘No. I’m that busy at the moment, I haven’t got time. Besides…’ She waved the comment away. ‘Still, on the plus side, by working myself to a frazzle, I’m not spending any money and my holiday fund is growing nicely. July cannot come soon enough. Italy is not going to know what’s hit it when you and I get there,’ Jessica said with a huge smile. ‘I plan on doing lots of the three Ws.’

      ‘Do I dare ask what they are?’

      ‘Walking, wine and waiters.’

      ‘I really hope we don’t have adjoining rooms.’

      ‘Olivia, sweetheart, when was your last holiday?’

      Olivia thought for a moment. ‘I… I can’t remember.’

      ‘Exactly. Whenever you do go abroad it’s for work. You need to let your hair down, let your guard down and let your knickers down.’

      ‘You are incorrigible.’

      ‘And proud of it. Speaking of which, dare I ask if anything more has happened with you and The Handsome Stranger at the swimming pool?’

      ‘I haven’t been since before Christmas.’

      ‘Olivia, how long have you known him?’

      ‘I don’t know him.’ She stifled a laugh.

      ‘Exactly. You’ve been going to that pool for over fifty years…’

      ‘Slight exaggeration,’ Olivia interrupted.

      ‘You’re letting life, and opportunities, pass you by. Now, take some advice from someone more carefree. Next time you see him, grab him by the trunks, drag him to the nearest disabled toilets and ride him like a cowboy at a rodeo.’

      ‘Oh my God, Jessica. I think I’m blushing,’ Olivia said, almost shocked. ‘I’m guessing you’ve had experience of a disabled toilet.’

      ‘Only once. But my goodness, it was hot.’ She upended the bottle of wine over her glass, but only a few drops came out. ‘Wow, this one must have had a hole in it.’ She began opening the other bottle. ‘So, what are you working on at the moment?’

      ‘Well, Sebastian and I have been granted funding to look into the nature versus nurture debate.’

      ‘Sebastian? Isn’t that a cat’s name?’ Jessica interrupted.

      Olivia tried to stifle her laughter. ‘Sebastian Lister. I’ve worked with him for ever. You’ve met him God knows how many times. Are you sure that’s your first bottle?’

      ‘I know who he is. He’s just… well, he’s quite easily forgettable, isn’t he?’

      ‘He’s got a lot on his plate. He works and looks after his kids. That’s all he’s got since his wife died last year, bless him. Anyway, we’ve identified fifty killers around the world who were adopted either at birth or soon after. We’re going to look extensively into their backgrounds and those of their birth and adoptive parents and see if upbringing versus genetics plays a part in shaping the future life of a killer. I think we’ve spent longer on the questionnaires than we have trying to find people to take part.’

      ‘Sounds interesting,’ Jessica said, half-heartedly.

      ‘It’s going to be a long time before the results are in. We need to sort out translators for those non-English-speaking volunteers, arrange video interviews et cetera. It’s a long project. However, it’s something that— Sorry, is everything all right?’ Olivia asked.

      ‘What? Yes. Why do you ask?’

      ‘You look distracted all of a sudden.’

      ‘Do I?’

      ‘Yes. Something on your mind?’

      ‘No.’

      ‘Yes there is. Come on, out with it.’

      ‘Shit,’ Jessica uttered under her breath. She took another sip of wine. ‘Before I say anything, I want you to know that this isn’t my idea.’

      ‘You want my help?’ Olivia asked. Her voice had dropped, and she looked down into her own now empty glass.

      Jessica took a deep, shaky breath. ‘Three women have been murdered. When I say murdered, I don’t just mean strangled or a single stab wound to the chest, I’m talking butchered. They all share similar character traits, and they were all killed in their own homes. However, there’s no sign of forced entry. We’ve looked into their backgrounds but none of the victims knew each other. We have no witnesses and very little forensic evidence.’

      ‘Jessica, you know I don’t work on active cases,’ Olivia said, jumping down from her stool and going over to the bi-fold doors that looked out onto her large expanse of back garden.

      It was pitch-black outside and all she could see was her tired reflection looking back at her, which was just as well considering the battering her garden had taken over the winter.

      ‘I know. I’m aware of that. I didn’t want to ask you, but, my partner – DI Foley – he’s under some serious pressure here. The press hasn’t made the connection between the three victims so far, but it’s only a matter of time before they do.’

      ‘I’m sorry. I can’t help you,’ Olivia said, matter-of-factly, without turning back.

      ‘I’m not asking you to work full time on this. I know you’re busy with research and you’ve got a new book out later this year, but if you could just glance at the case files.’

      Olivia heard rustling coming from behind her. She turned and saw Jessica had her bag on her lap and was struggling to pull the thick files out.

      ‘You came prepared,’ Olivia said drily.

      ‘I know it’s a cheek. I know we said we’d never ask each other to help when it came to work matters, but, Olivia, if you saw these women, you’d see how much they need you.’

      ‘I don’t want to see them,’ Olivia almost snapped. ‘I can’t look at an active case. You know all this, Jessica. You know what I went through.’ She scratched at her left shoulder unconsciously.

      ‘I’m aware of your past⁠—’

      ‘Are you?’ Olivia interrupted. Her voice was raised. Her face had reddened and a sheen of sweat appeared on her forehead. ‘I know you were around when it all happened, but sometimes it feels like…’ she trailed off. ‘If you really understood, you wouldn’t be asking me to look at those files.’

      ‘It’s because of what you went through that I’m asking,’ Jessica pleaded.

      Olivia made her way back to the kitchen island. In the corner was a neat stack of mail she’d accumulated while she’d been away in America but hadn’t got around to opening yet. With shaking fingers, she rummaged through the pile until she came to one she was looking for. She knew it would be there. Without fail. She barely looked at the scrawled handwriting on the white envelope before throwing it at Jessica.

      ‘Open this.’

      ‘What is it?’

      ‘Just open it.’

      Jessica frowned as she picked up the cheap envelope. She didn’t recognise the writing and the postmark was smudged. She opened it and pulled out a folded sheet of plain white paper. On the front was a big red heart. Inside, a simple message: Happy Valentine’s Day, my love. It was signed with a single kiss.

      ‘Is it from him?’

      Olivia nodded. Her bottom lip wobbled.

      The atmosphere in the room had intensified.

      ‘Does he send you one every year?’ Jessica asked.

      ‘Valentine’s Day, birthday and Christmas.’

      ‘Why didn’t you say anything? We could have put a stop to this.’

      ‘He’d have found a way. That’s what people like him do,’ Olivia said. ‘If I get involved in an active case, the press will find out. They’ll dig into my background, they’ll find him and it’ll start all over again.’

      ‘You don’t know that.’

      ‘I do know that. Look, I’m sorry about those three women, I really am, but I cannot help you.’

      Jessica looked down at the childish card in her hands. ‘How long has this been going on?’

      ‘Years.’

      ‘Why haven’t you told me about them?’ Olivia didn’t reply. ‘Olivia, I’m your oldest friend, yet there are times when I feel like I don’t know you at all. You should have told me about this. Not as a detective, but as a friend.’

      ‘I don’t want any… I don’t want to think about it. About him. If I ignore them⁠—’

      ‘It won’t go away,’ Jessica interrupted. ‘Ignoring him isn’t making him stop.’

      ‘If I acknowledge them, it’ll add fuel to the fire and he’ll start sending more. There are times when ignorance is bliss. This is one of those times.’

      ‘You should still have told me, at least. Why do you have to go through everything on your own?’

      Olivia shrugged, but she knew the answer. She couldn’t open herself up to people because she knew it would leave her vulnerable.

      ‘Olivia. Olivia, please…’

      ‘I think you should go,’ Olivia said, turning back to the large windows.

      ‘I’m caught between a rock and a hard place here, Olivia. I didn’t want to ask you, honestly, but…’ Jessica fell silent. ‘I’m sorry,’ she eventually said, quietly. ‘I really am.’

      Olivia didn’t say anything.

      Jessica climbed down from her high stool. She picked up her bag and left the kitchen. It wasn’t until she heard the front door close that Olivia turned around. She saw the crudely made Valentine’s card sitting on top of the three files Jessica had left behind.

      Leaning against the glass of the window, Olivia wrapped her arms tightly around herself. Her head felt heavy. She didn’t blame Jessica and hated being so harsh with her, but they had an unwritten agreement never to discuss their active work life with each other, and Jessica had just broken through that wall. She could feel her heart pounding loudly in her chest and the prickly sensation coming from the scars on her shoulder, reminding her, taunting her.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Three

          

        

      

    

    
      Olivia sat on the leather sofa in the corner of her large kitchen. Her eyes kept landing on the files Jessica had left. Why had she come here tonight? Surely the Metropolitan Police weren’t so desperate that they had to request the services of a complete basket case like Olivia Winter.

      She felt angry. Jessica knew about Olivia’s past. She knew the torment she had been through, yet she seemed perfectly at ease about coming here and presenting her with more agony. What kind of a friend did that? It was obvious to Olivia that Jessica wasn’t a real friend. Olivia should have known that someone in her position would bide her time and wait for the right case to come along to ruin what Olivia thought was a genuine relationship built on mutual respect.

      Olivia’s legs felt leaden as she pulled herself up from the sofa. She grabbed the Valentine’s card off the countertop and stomped out of the room.
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        * * *

      

      The house in Modbury Gardens was spread over four floors. It was far too big for one person, but Olivia liked the space and the solitude. Other residents in the street had converted their basements into self-contained apartments and let them out to single professionals and students. Next door had rented theirs out to a junior doctor and although Sam was a lovely young man, Olivia couldn’t think of anything worse than having a perfect stranger living so close by.

      She never used the lower ground floor. It was equipped with a small kitchen and bathroom and there were two good-sized rooms which could be used as a lounge and bedroom or two bedrooms. It even had its own entrance. It had remained empty since the day she moved in.

      Olivia lived mostly on the raised ground floor. She loved her large contemporary black and white kitchen. When she moved in there were double swing doors leading off into the dining room, but she’d had those removed and the space sealed up to make a solid wall. She had no need for a dining room; she wasn’t the entertaining type. It was now a very cosy lounge with two large Chesterfield sofas, bookcases lining the back wall and a widescreen TV on the wall above the fireplace. It was minimal, but it was comfortable.

      On the same floor was a master bedroom with an en suite. The whole floor felt like a luxury hotel suite.

      There was just one room on the first floor and it had been originally designed to be the reception room. Olivia used it as an office for when she worked from home. She’d had the whole room decked out with a fitted oak desk, filing cabinets for her research, shelves and whiteboards. It was her central hub. There was a fourteen-foot roof terrace leading off it, and in the summer, on the rare occasion that London was bathed in sunlight, she would open up the bi-fold doors. If it wasn’t for the smell of exhaust fumes, and the constant noise of traffic, she could be in the middle of the countryside instead of one of the busiest capital cities in the world.

      The top floor was somewhere Olivia rarely ventured. The space in the roof of the house had been designed as a bedroom with en suite. It was Olivia’s secret office. She went up occasionally, when her mood was low, and she needed answers to questions she didn’t dare ask.

      Other identical houses in the street were home to families, successful couples with three or four children, whereas Olivia’s was the only one with a single occupant. That was how she liked it. Olivia needed space. She needed to be alone. If it wasn’t for work, she’d spend her whole time here, so she wanted to spread out. There had to be designated areas for relaxing, sleeping and working. When the front door was closed and secured, when the windows were alarmed, that was when Olivia could settle and breathe.

      She went into her bedroom at the front of the house, opened the floor-to-ceiling doors of the fitted wardrobe and dropped to her knees. She rummaged around the shoe boxes and discarded handbags for what she was looking for. Right at the back was a handmade oak box she’d found in a second-hand shop in Greenwich many years ago. It had an intricate architrave design on the lid and a dark-green velvet inlay. The key to the lock was missing and it was worthless, but Olivia loved it. The plan had been to keep her knick-knacks in it, the precious keepsakes she had gathered over the years. Instead, it had become the place where the cards and letters she received at various points throughout the year were hidden. The Valentine, birthday and Christmas cards, the letters on the anniversary, the random pleas for her to visit. She wanted to destroy them, but Sebastian begged her to keep them. They’d come in handy, he’d said. She had no idea why.

      She stuffed the latest card in the box, closed the lid and put it back in its usual place, covering it up with old scarves and a pair of sandals she hadn’t worn for years.

      She looked up and found her eyes were blurred with tears. She lay down on her king-size bed, snatching up the blue soft toy she kept on her pillow. Its colour was fading, bleached by the sunlight, it was tatty and had a fusty smell about it, but it would remain on her bed until the day she died.

      On the bedside table was a small framed photograph of her mother and sister. They were sitting in the back garden of their home; the sun was beating down on them, the sky was a stunning deep blue and they were both grinning at the camera, full of life. Her younger sister, Claire, was holding a blue dog which she took everywhere with her.

      ‘What dogs are blue?’

      Olivia gave a pained smile at the memory of her sister asking the obvious question when she first saw the dog. It didn’t matter that he was a strange colour; Claire had loved him. He’d slept in her bed every night. Now he slept with Olivia.

      She placed the frame back on the table next to a well-thumbed paperback copy of Little Women. It had been her mother’s favourite book. The bookmark was still on page seventy-six where her mother had last been reading and it would remain there.

      Olivia climbed under the duvet and wrapped it tightly around her. She closed her eyes, but sleep refused to come. Her body might be tired, but her mind was wide awake. It was always wide awake. Her haunted thoughts whirled around twenty-four hours a day. They frightened her, they held her prisoner, but she continued to hold onto them, and add to them.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Four

          

        

      

    

    
      Saturday 17th February 2024

      Olivia rarely remembered her dreams, only the nightmares. She woke on the Saturday morning and her head felt much lighter. A bright light tried to enter the room by the gaps at the sides of the curtains. Spring was on its way. The tough winter was slowly losing its stranglehold on nature, and despite the nights still being cool, the days were getting longer, and the sun was warming up. Soon, there would be no need for scarves and hats and gloves when leaving the house. Olivia hated the summer. She wore high-neck tops and long sleeves to cover her scars, which attracted more attention. Who wore jumpers during a heatwave?

      She climbed out of bed, neatened the duvet and looked at her shattered reflection in the wardrobe mirror. She loathed what she saw looking back at her.

      Olivia didn’t have a plan for today. She needed to fill her fridge and cupboards with food following her return from America, and after the copious amount of food and drink she’d consumed over there, she should perhaps think about⁠—

      She stopped dead in her tracks as she entered the kitchen. The files. She had forgotten all about them. She edged towards them and held the very corner of one between the tips of her finger and thumb. She lifted it slowly and angled her head to take a sneaky peek. She let go the moment she glimpsed the first photograph.

      ‘Fuck,’ she said to herself.

      Olivia stormed back into her bedroom, struggled to get into a pair of tight-fitting jeans, threw on a T-shirt and jumper, grabbed her rucksack from behind the corner and headed for the front door. She swiped her mobile to life and made a call while she hunted around for her keys. After five rings, the voicemail kicked in.

      ‘Jessica, it’s Olivia. You need to come back and collect these files at some point over the weekend, or they’ll be in the bin on Monday morning.’
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        * * *

      

      Olivia drove a black Honda PCX125 scooter. It was perfect for the London streets. One of her pet hates was being stuck in traffic. Her mind tended to wander when she had nothing to do and if you drove a car and lived in London, you could spend ninety per cent of your commuting time waiting to move. That would be hazardous to Olivia’s state of mind. The scooter helped her to weave through the traffic.

      The swimming pool was a fifteen-minute drive from her home. She parked close to the entrance and headed straight for the changing rooms. As usual on a Saturday morning, it was busy, but she found a quiet corner for her to quickly change into the specially designed and very expensive costume. It had a high neck and long sleeves and looked more like a surfer’s suit than something to swim a few lengths in. Even though she was a regular at the pool, Olivia still garnered strange looks because of the costume.

      She lowered herself into the pool and allowed the warm water to envelop her. She loved the smell of chlorine; it was clean and fresh. She watched other swimmers as they did their laps slowly and gracefully.

      She set off, parting the water with her hands and feet in the breaststroke. She reached the end of the pool and came to a stop. She was breathing heavily already. A man came to a stop beside her. Olivia felt herself redden and looked away. Jessica’s words from last night came back to taunt her as The Handsome Stranger stopped and ran his fingers through his dark-brown wavy hair.

      ‘Hello. Haven’t seen you here for a while,’ he said between pants.

      Olivia smiled at him. ‘No. I’ve been away.’

      ‘Holiday?’

      ‘I wish. Work.’

      ‘Anywhere nice?’

      ‘America.’

      ‘Lovely. Shame you didn’t bring the sun back with you.’

      ‘I couldn’t get it through customs.’

      He smiled. ‘Ah. You up for a challenge?’ he asked with a glint in his eye.

      ‘You’d have me beat by the end of the first lap. I’m shattered already.’

      ‘Spoilsport.’

      He pulled his goggles over his eyes and set off again, purposely splashing Olivia as he went. She laughed. She watched as he swam with all the speed and dexterity of an Olympic athlete. As Olivia was about to set off for her more sedate lap, she noticed a woman looking her up and down, frowning at the strange swimsuit she was wearing.

      Olivia had seen the man often when she came for a swim. They had started out by smiling and nodding at each other. After a couple of weeks, he had made the first move by saying hello. A month after that they had their first chat at the edge of the pool while resting. Since then, they’d challenged each other to the odd race, talked about other people in the pool and their strange changing-room habits, even had a coffee together in the café afterwards. Yet, Olivia still had no idea what his name was. Did he know hers? Had they even formally introduced themselves? Olivia couldn’t remember, and it was far too late in their ‘relationship’ now to ask him what his name was without looking ridiculous. Whenever she thought of him outside of the sports centre, he was The Handsome Stranger. He had dark hair and smiling blue eyes, a firm, slightly stubbled jawline and a hairy chest. His stomach was flat and firm. She didn’t like to look any lower, as much as she wanted to.

      She remembered Jessica’s words when she had told her friend about The Handsome Stranger after their first meeting, and she hadn’t been able to get him out of her mind for some reason.

      ‘Budgie-smugglers can be very deceiving,’ she’d said. ‘They squeeze everything in so tightly and once they’re off you can sometimes get a real eyeful. Mind you, anything more than a mouthful’s a waste, in my opinion.’

      Olivia laughed at the memory and went back to her swimming.

      After six more laps, Olivia climbed out of the pool. She was knackered. Her fitness levels had slumped in the past couple of months. She felt better in mind, body and soul when she swam twenty laps without breaking a sweat. It helped to clear her mind. When she was swimming, her dark thoughts evaporated. She had no idea what was occupying her brain while she was in the middle of exercise, but when it was over, she always had some kind of answer to whatever had been troubling her.

      She headed for the changing room, running her fingers through her short, wet hair, wiping the drops from her face. She turned the corner and literally bumped into The Handsome Stranger. He stood on her foot with his huge size twelves. Olivia squealed.

      ‘Shit, I’m so sorry. Completely my fault. I wasn’t looking where I was going,’ he said. ‘Are you all right?’

      ‘Yes, I’m fine,’ she smiled through the pain.

      ‘Can you walk?’

      ‘I think so.’ She hobbled, and he caught her arm.

      ‘You can swear at me if you like.’

      She looked up at him and laughed.

      ‘Come over here. Rest your foot for a bit.’

      With his strong, wet arms around her, he led her over to the benches outside the changing rooms and sat her down. He lifted her leg up and held her foot in his hands. The touch of his huge hands was soft, almost delicate.

      ‘Is this tender?’ he asked, pressing on the top of her foot.

      ‘Yes. It’s probably just bruised. Don’t worry about it,’ she said, trying to take her foot back.

      He placed her foot in his lap and began to rub it gently. She swallowed hard and looked up at him. Their eyes met.

      ‘How’s that?’ he asked softly.

      ‘Perfect,’ she said. She pressed her foot against his crotch and felt him harden.

      She looked away and her eyes fell on the door of the disabled toilet. Suddenly, Jessica was screaming at her in her head to take this opportunity and run with it. She looked back at him and bit her bottom lip. He raised a questioning eyebrow and smiled.

      Olivia quickly looked over her shoulder to make sure nobody was watching before she stood up and limped to the toilet. She pulled open the door and disappeared inside. He followed.

      He locked the door behind them then turned to look at her. At well over six foot, he towered over her. He placed his hands on her face and bent down, kissing her softly on the lips. She reached for the light switch and turned it off.

      They didn’t have time for passion. Olivia grabbed the zip at the back of her costume and pulled it down. It was always difficult to remove when she was wet, but she yanked it off with ease.

      The Handsome Stranger stepped out of his swimming shorts. He grabbed Olivia, picked her up and pushed her up against the wall and began kissing her neck. She turned her head quickly and banged it hard against the hand drier.

      ‘Fuck,’ she said.

      ‘Are you all right?’ he whispered.

      ‘I’m fine.’

      She wrapped her legs around his waist, and he lifted her further. She held onto him tightly, arms around his neck. He placed his hands on the wall to steady himself and the automatic drier came on, blasting them both with warm air.

      Olivia bit her bottom lip to stop herself from laughing.

      The Handsome Stranger moved her further along the wall, away from the drier, not noticing he’d pulled the red cord hanging from the corner of the room. Within moments the door was forced open by two staff members. The looks of concern dropped when they were confronted not with a disabled person needing help, but two very able-bodied adults misusing the facilities.

      ‘Not again,’ sighed one of the staff members. ‘I don’t know why we don’t just put a condom machine in here and have done with it.’

      Olivia closed her eyes and squeezed them tightly shut. She could feel herself reddening with embarrassment. She released her hold of The Handsome Stranger and quickly pulled on her swimming costume.

      ‘Excuse me,’ she said to the staff member blocking her exit, keeping her head down to avoid eye contact.

      As she made her way to the female changing rooms, she heard the man in the background try to explain their situation.

      ‘It’s our wedding anniversary,’ The Handsome Stranger said. ‘We’re spicing things up, you know, something to tell the kids one day.’

      Olivia couldn’t help but smile. Well played, she thought.
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        * * *

      

      Olivia spent a good half an hour in the showers. The water wasn’t hot enough and no amount of hair scrubbing and scratching at her skin with an exfoliating body scrub would remove the shame and guilt she felt. When the light had been turned on and the small room lit up, all Olivia could think of was everyone seeing her scars.

      Olivia had lost all sense of time when she left the sports centre. It was almost lunchtime and she hadn’t eaten since yesterday afternoon. When she arrived at her scooter she noticed a heavy stone in the footwell. She picked it up. It was acting as a paperweight for a business card. She looked around but there was nobody watching.

      The card belonged to an Ethan Miller who was a freelance photo-journalist. She turned the white card over. Written in a scrawl was the message, You’re gorgeous. Call me.

      She stuffed the card into her jacket pocket. She could feel herself smiling. A very fit, very handsome and very sexy man was attracted to her. That never happened. He obviously hadn’t noticed her scars in the toilet. Olivia had no intention of calling him, but for a brief moment, it felt amazing to be wanted.
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      Olivia stopped at a café on her way home. Her growling stomach was crying out for food. She ordered a bowl of soup and a coffee strong enough for the spoon to stand up in. She sat at the window, dipping artisan bread into the homemade vegetable soup, looking up occasionally to watch the world pass her by.

      She could feel her tensions ebbing away and her shoulders begin to relax. She lived for moments like this. As much as Olivia enjoyed her work, taking time away from thinking about serial killers and trying to work out what the hell was going through their minds for just half an hour or so was bliss.

      ‘I thought it was you.’

      Olivia looked up to see Jessica standing next to her.

      ‘Are you following me?’

      ‘Of course not. I was doing some shopping.’ She held up two paper bags as evidence. ‘I was calling in here for some beans and saw you through the window; thought I’d come over and say hello. Can I join you?’

      ‘Sure.’

      Jessica sat opposite her and Olivia went back to eating her soup.

      ‘I’m sorry about last night,’ Jessica said after a silence had developed.

      ‘It’s OK.’

      ‘We’re under a lot of pressure at work and Foley… You know what? You don’t need to hear this. Are we all right?’

      Olivia smiled. ‘Of course we are.’

      ‘Still going to Italy in July?’

      ‘Definitely.’

      ‘Good. Can I buy you a carrot cake muffin as a peace offering?’

      ‘You most certainly can.’

      Within a minute, the atmosphere between the two had thawed. Olivia told Jessica about her interrupted fumble with The Handsome Stranger in the disabled toilet, which caused Jessica to spit out her latte.

      ‘Oh my God, Olivia, I can’t believe you did that. What gym do you go to? All the blokes at mine are horrible.’

      ‘I’m not telling you,’ she said with a sly grin.

      ‘Blimey, I can’t believe it,’ Jessica smiled. ‘I know I said it last night, but I don’t think I’d ever dare do anything as risky as that.’

      ‘No. You just prefer to have sex in front of five thousand people at Glastonbury.’

      Jessica visibly blushed. ‘I was young. It was my first weekend away without my parents. I was finding myself.’

      ‘All you needed to do was look for the nearest bloke.’

      ‘I think we can both say we’ve had our fair share of embarrassing encounters.’

      ‘They get the blood pumping, though.’ Olivia sat back in her seat and sipped her black coffee. ‘It’s the excitement, the rush, the thrill; it makes you feel alive.’

      ‘You are aware you could get arrested if caught having sex in a public place.’

      ‘You make it sound like I trawl the parks looking for men to drag into the woods. It’s not a regular thing.’

      ‘I know. I’m just teasing you.’

      ‘Are you sure you’re all right, Jessica? You look… different, somehow.’

      ‘I’m fine. Just tired,’ she said, looking forlorn. ‘I’m at work more than I’m at home. I was called out on Christmas Day and Boxing Day and still expected to work New Year. I was thinking about this yesterday. Do you know the last time you and I went out for a meal? March. Almost a year. How did that happen?’ She took a deep breath. ‘Don’t tell anyone, but I’m thinking of quitting.’

      ‘What? But you love being in the police.’

      ‘I know. But I love having low blood pressure more. I’m only thinking about it at the moment. I’ve not made any firm decisions.’

      ‘What would you do?’

      ‘That’s the thing. I’ve no idea. All I’ve ever wanted is to be a detective.’

      ‘You could teach,’ Olivia suggested.

      ‘I can’t think of anything worse.’

      ‘I teach. It’s not that bad.’

      ‘Standing up in front of a group of gormless students? No thank you.’ She shuddered. ‘I’m probably just going through a mood. The weather doesn’t help either, does it? This winter seems to be never-ending. I’ll be fine once we get a bit of sun.’ She looked out of the window and up at the grey sky.

      Olivia leaned forward and placed her hand on top of Jessica’s. ‘There’s nothing else, is there?’

      ‘I’m fine,’ she said. An obvious lie, judging by the tears welling up in her eyes. ‘Look, I’d better go. Stanley will be wanting a walk. The fresh air will do us both a power of good.’ She stood up and reached for her coat on the back of the chair. ‘I got your voicemail. I’ll come round for those files on Monday after work, if that’s OK?’

      ‘Of course. I tell you what, come by around six and I’ll make us something. We’ll have a night in.’

      Jessica smiled, but it didn’t reach her eyes. ‘I’d like that.’

      Olivia stood up. They embraced and Jessica left the coffee shop quickly, and without looking back.

      Olivia slumped back in her seat and looked down at her half-drunk coffee. She’d been enjoying the chat and her lunch, but now it was lying heavy on her.

      Why did life have to be so difficult?
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        * * *

      

      Olivia had a second shower as soon as she arrived home. When she stepped out, she could still sense the smell and feel of The Handsome Stranger on her. She’d have to try and get used to calling him Ethan now she knew his name. She loathed herself for giving in to her basic animal urges, but it was the excitement and the thrill that reminded her she was still alive.

      In the kitchen, Olivia set about making herself a cup of tea. While the kettle boiled, her gaze was drawn to the files on the side. It was as if they were giving off some kind of radar. She could feel a great surge of energy emanating from them. She closed her eyes tight and tried to think of something else to block them out from calling to her.

      She played with the teabag in the mug with a spoon, allowing the water to swim in and out of the leaves. She turned away from the files, but knew they were there. She thought of Jessica in the coffee shop and her heart sank. She was a strong and intelligent woman; to break down like that, and in public, was not like her at all. The strain she was under must be overwhelming.

      Olivia turned around and faced the files. She breathed deeply in and out, weighing up her options before realising she was simply delaying the inevitable.

      ‘You’re bloody killing me here, Jessica,’ she muttered to herself.
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        * * *

      

      Olivia’s office on the first floor was spacious and neat. In the middle of the room was an empty oak refectory table. It was where she usually sat when she needed to spread her notes and photographs out while she pondered the deep aspects of her work. She headed straight for it.

      Victim number one was Sarah Millington, a thirty-year-old proofreader in North Wembley. She had dark-blonde hair, blue eyes, a small button nose and a row of freckles running beneath her eyes. She was five foot six inches tall and slightly overweight. She had a bright, beautiful smile that lit up her face and made her eyes sparkle for the camera. Olivia found herself smiling at the picture. She was pretty. On the back of the picture, the information told her it had been taken three months before she was killed on December 17th last year.

      The crime scene photographs showed a trail of destruction throughout the house. There was evidence of a struggle in the living room, kitchen, hallway and landing, and the master bedroom. Blood spatters were found on the walls of the staircase, on the carpet on the landing and stairs, and in the bedroom where she was found. The last few photos were of the body in situ. She was face down on the floor in the bedroom. She was fully clothed and barefoot. Her white shirt was saturated in blood, as were her jeans.

      From a drawer beneath the desk, Olivia took out a powerful magnifying glass and had a closer look at the body. The knife wounds were wide and deep. They were also erratic. There appeared to be no set pattern to the stabbings: back of the legs, buttocks, the shoulders, the left hand, even the sole of her right foot. Another photograph showed Sarah after she had been turned over by scene of crime officers. Her white shirt was still buttoned up. There was no evidence of any form of sexual attack, so this had not been a sexually motivated crime. There were stab wounds to her chest and stomach, one to
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fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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