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The Shadow on the Doorstep
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We are taught to look for monsters in the dark, to expect horns, tails, or the grotesque contortions of a depraved mind. But the most chilling truth about those who prey on the innocent is that they hide in plain sight. They look like us. They walk among us. They might even live on our doorstep. The only difference, the one that separates the neighbour from the nightmare, is a dark, forbidden hunger that defies everything we hold sacred.

I know this, because I lived it.

It was the swinging sixties, a time of technicolour optimism and changing tides. I was a mod, living the life, my shoulder-length hair catching the breeze as I zipped through the streets on my blue and white Lambretta SX 200. I favoured bold, printed bell-bottoms, stitched with tiny silver bells at the hem — a whimsical, musical flourish that announced my arrival with a soft, persistent jingle wherever I walked.

But beneath that vibrant veneer, a darker narrative was unfolding in the shadow of Cannock Chase. The Chase was a sprawling, picturesque landscape, a weekend sanctuary for families from Birmingham and the Black Country eager to escape to their caravan and camping sites. In 1966, that peace was shattered when the police pulled the bodies of two little girls from the earth. By August 1967, I was in the bustling heart of Walsall town centre on the very afternoon little Christine Darby vanished. I still remember the sudden, heavy atmosphere of the return journey — the ominous sight of police roadblocks choking the arterial roads, a frantic, stifled puzzle that I did not yet have the key to solve.

The true gravity of those years didn’t fully settle upon me until 1973. I was working at a local bicycle manufacturer, and it was there I met Carol Morris. She had joined us as a wages clerk. We became firm friends; she was a stunning woman with an infectious, lovely personality.

It was only later, through the sterile, black-and-white lens of a Sunday Mirror exposé, that the pieces of her life clicked into place. Seeing her face staring back from the newsprint, a chilling realisation took root: I had been befriending the ex-wife of a child killer.

She never once spoke his name to me. The only crack in her composure came on a quiet afternoon when she confessed that her previous marriage had been so traumatic, so utterly devastating, that it had led to a six-month confinement in a psychiatric hospital in Plymouth.

I moved away from the area in 1988, eventually losing touch with the hum of those local streets. The last I heard, Carol had remarried, welcomed a baby boy, and was settling into a quiet rhythm as a cashier at the local ASDA.

It has taken me two years of meticulous, often harrowing research to piece this story together. It is an account of how evil can exist not just in the history books, but in the breakrooms and quiet suburban streets we inhabit every day. I hope you find this account as haunting and necessary as I do — and should you reach the final page, I would be most grateful for your thoughts.
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Chapter 1: The Predator’s Pause
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The stranger’s hand was a vice — white-knuckled, calloused, and terrifyingly strong. It clamped onto ten-year-old Margaret’s arm with an authority that defied her frantic struggle. As she spun around, desperate to break the hold, her feet dragged through the grit of the wasteland, her balance deserting her. She felt herself being hauled, not toward the safety of the pavement, but toward the dark, hungry mouth of his waiting car.

She opened her mouth to scream, to shatter the night with a plea for help, but the terror was a physical weight in her throat. No sound emerged, only a ragged, terrified gasp.

It had been so normal, just minutes before. The 4th of November, 1968, in Walsall. The air was sharp with the promise of winter, and Margaret and her nine-year-old brother, Stephen, had been the architects of a humble bonfire on the vacant lot wedged between Bridgeman Street and Queen Street. It was a chore, but a pleasant one — helping their mother pile up the debris of the season.

"Stevie needs the toilet," their mother had said, her voice bright and unconcerned as she took the boy’s hand. "You carry on with the twigs and the leaves, love. We’ll have this finished by the time I get back."

Margaret had watched them go. The world suddenly felt very large and very empty. The skeletal trees shivered in the crisp autumn breeze, and dry leaves skittered across the wasteland like frantic, tiny animals. It was eight-thirty in the evening — a time when the day should have been tucked away, but here, the darkness was absolute. The street lamps, spaced at wide, indifferent intervals, cast a sickly, flickering orange glow that failed to pierce the shadows, creating pockets of gloom where anything could hide.

Wrapped in the familiar, comforting weight of her old duffle coat, Margaret felt the bulky wool of her mittens make her hands look like soft, oversized paws. She was absorbed in her task, oblivious to the world beyond the fire, until the click-thud of a car door echoed through the night.

A green and white Ford Corsair had pulled up, silent as a predator.

The man emerged, pushing the door shut with practiced, velvet stillness. He stood for a heartbeat, his head tilted as he scanned the street, his eyes sweeping the perimeter to ensure he was unobserved. He was a man who moved with a singular, terrible purpose — a hunter who had found his mark and was now merely closing the distance.

A sudden, sharp tingle prickled at the nape of Margaret's neck. She heard the crunch of dry leaves — the rhythmic, crunching tempo of approaching footsteps. She turned, and there he was, standing in the halo of the streetlamp.

He looked to be in his late thirties, possessing that deceptive, middle-class polish that often acts as the perfect camouflage. His hair was slicked back with a generous application of brylcreem, catching the light in thick, wavy ripples. His forehead was square, imposing, etched with lines that seemed like minor flaws in an otherwise carefully curated mask. But it was the eyes that held her captive. They were dark, penetrating, and utterly void of warmth — eyes that seemed to hoard secrets, the kind of dark, subterranean knowledge that would make a sane person recoil.

"I didn’t mean to frighten you," he said. His voice was smooth, a well-oiled machine. "I noticed you building a bonfire. You might like some fireworks. I’ve got some in the car. Come along, I’ll show you."

It was a lure, as old as the hills, yet in the chilling quiet of that wasteland, it carried the weight of a death sentence. Fear clawed at Margaret, manifesting in the familiar, primal symptoms: the sickening lurch in her stomach, the frantic drumbeat of her heart against her ribs, the way her legs suddenly felt like they were made of water. Her mother’s voice echoed in her mind — Don't talk to strangers — but the man’s physical presence was an overwhelming force, suffocating her resistance.

"My car is just over there," he insisted, his hand tightening, pulling her closer to the metallic cold of the vehicle. "It’ll only take a few minutes."

Margaret’s world was narrowing to the point of a pin, but then, a flicker of movement caught her eye across the street. The heavy door of the local fish and chip shop swung open.

A figure emerged, swaddled in a thick, shapeless parka against the encroaching frost. It was Wendy Lane, an eighteen-year-old girl whose face was blanched by the biting cold, her mousy hair framing features that were sharp with alertness. She glanced toward the wasteland and saw the unnatural tableau: the man, the struggling child, the desperate tug-of-war.

"Hey! What’s going on over there?"

Wendy’s voice cracked through the night like a gunshot. She didn't just shout; she projected her indignation, her entire body tensing with the sudden, violent intrusion of a witness.

The man recoiled as if stung. The mask he wore didn't just slip — it shattered. His face drained of colour, his skin turning a sickly, mottled grey. His mouth fell open, his eyes widening in a mask of primal panic as he cast a frantic, darting look toward his car.

In that momentary lapse of his grip, Margaret didn’t hesitate. She squirmed like an eel, breaking free and sprinting toward the sanctuary of the girl in the parka. Her lungs burned, starved for air, as she covered the distance in a blur of terror.

The predator knew the game was up. He scrambled back to the Corsair, his footing uncertain, his movements frantic and uncoordinated. He threw himself behind the steering wheel, his head bowed low, and floored the accelerator, the engine roaring in a violent, erratic escape.

As he sped away, vanishing into the maze of the Walsall night, Wendy Lane stood firm, her eyes locked on the disappearing taillights. She memorised the make
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