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Manchester,
England.

Wednesday, 15th October 1997.

2.25pm:

A small, modest blue
hatchback turned off the main thoroughfare into a quiet, urban
street. It was early in the afternoon, and the trees lining the
street were shaking off their few remaining autumn leaves. A watery
sun was doing its best to cheer things up, but without much
success.

Half way along the
street the police had cordoned off a nondescript terrace house. The
car pulled up near the cordon and a woman got out. In her late
forties, she could probably be best described as petite and,
although far from beautiful, she was not unattractive. She had a
confident, self-contained air about her. Taking a small briefcase
from her car, she walked purposefully toward the police
barrier.

An unruly mob of media
people surrounded her, scrabbling for any information. She ignored
them and approached the police officer on duty, offering him an
identity card. After a quick glance at the card, he called over a
second officer, who spoke briefly to the woman and then led her
away and into the house.

Inside, laid out on
the dining table as if prepared for a funeral with her arms folded
across her chest, was the naked body of a young woman. Attractive,
thirty odd and deathly white. She looked peaceful. The room was
neat and tidy.

The officer introduced
the woman to the Detective Inspector examining the scene,

“Sir,
this is Doctor Katherine Platte, a consultant psychologist. Doctor,
Inspector Stringer, Paul Stringer.”

He, a troubled looking
man in his early fifties, looked surprised. Empathetic, she
asked.

“Were
you not warned that I was coming?”

“No,
sorry.”

“I
see, rather awkward, Well, I have been tasked with profiling the
murderer for you. I understand this is the third case, were the
other two identical?”

“That’s right. Both the other victims, like this one, were
young women and about the same age, both were laid out in the same
manner. Both, according to the autopsies, had been drugged and then
killed by having the blood drained from their bodies, via puncture
wounds into the carotid artery in their necks.”

“Wounds, plural?”

“Yes,
two side by side. No trace of a struggle was evident, no signs of
general violence. Also, forensic found no trace of the victim’s
blood at the scene, other than that in the puncture wound
itself.”

“Including this poor sod, all of the victims were living alone
for at least for some time preceding their deaths. We haven’t been
able to find anything that in any way connects the other two women.
This one we don’t know much about yet, but expect it will be the
same.”

“I
see.”

Inspector Stringer
swore under his breath.

“Pardon?”

“Sorry, I hate this sort of thing. I hate people getting killed
of course, but I particularly hate serial killings, because there
is never any connection between murderer and victim. Makes it
bloody difficult to get a handle on them. That, plus the fact that
every day that passes could mean another person dead.”

Katherine, having
examined the victim, looked about the room and attempted to
reassure the Inspector,

“With
luck, I’ll be able to construct some sort of picture of the killer
and the way he or she thinks.”

The Inspector
expressed the hope, rather ungraciously, that it wouldn’t take too
many dead women for her to reach some conclusion. She gave him a
filthy look and left, asking over her shoulder that a complete—“and
I mean complete”—set of files be sent to her house.

11.25pm:

Sitting alone in her
modest and rather untidy living room, feet up on the sofa in front
of the gas fire, Katherine was surrounded by a sea of papers and
photographs. It was late at night and she was very tired. She got
up and walked into kitchen, put on the kettle and started making a
cup of coffee, her fourth that night. Waiting for the kettle to
boil, she casually scanned the front page of the newspaper on the
sideboard.

“Vampire Strikes Again!” was the headline. She slowly shook her
head, as if to clear it of an unwanted thought, then got her coffee
and went back to her files.

After reading through
several more reports she paused, leant back with a distracted look,
and stared off into space, as if something she has read was
troubling her deeply.

Thursday, 16th October 1997.

7.17am:

Katherine was
wandering distractedly down the aisle in a large and brightly-lit
supermarket, pushing an almost empty trolley in front of her.
Seemingly without thinking, she reached out for a packet of cat
food and put it in her trolley.

A male voice close
behind her said, “But I don’t have a cat.”

She spun around,
hackles up, and found herself face to face with a well-built,
gentle looking man in his early thirties. He politely explained
that she had commandeered his trolley. He swapped it with the one
he was pushing and transferred the cat-food.

Embarrassed, she
muttered something about having a lot on her mind. He gave her a
quizzical look. Uncharacteristically flustered, she added, “Life
and death, actually.”

He replied, somewhat
cryptically, “Indivisible”, and with a polite smile, walked off
down the aisle.

9.20am:

In the briefing room
of the Manchester City Police Station in Bootle Street, the team
working on the “vampire” murders were at the end of the morning
briefing, and before they left, Inspector Stringer introduced
Katherine to the room.

He asked that they
co-operate fully with her and make themselves available at any
stage if she wished to talk with them.

“I
appreciate that many of you are sceptical about the value of
profiling, but please bear in mind that anything that can help stop
this killer, we cannot afford to ignore.”

Katherine asked the
Inspector if she may address them. He nodded briefly.

“First, let me say that the scepticism most of you feel toward
profiling is warranted, at least to some degree, as although its
advocates would claim it can solve almost anything, profiling is in
essence little more than informed guesswork. It only indicates
possibilities and provides no admissible evidence.”

“However, it can provide you with ideas on where to look and
what to look for. This said, I should warn you that profiling must
always be kept in context. For example, although I have yet to
really get started on this case, the choice of victim—attractive
young women—and the attention which has been paid to their bodies
after death indicates that the killer is probably a man. He is
almost certainly sexually mature, in the biological sense—although
possibly impotent, and fit and strong enough to be able to
manhandle the bodies with ease, as forensics show there were no
marks indicating they had been dragged or bumped.

“However, you cannot exclude the possibility that this is
partially or even completely wrong. There may well be alternative
explanations.

“The
killer could, for example, be a homosexual—probably in
denial—trying somehow to ritually possess the body that nature has
denied him. Or it could be a woman. Perhaps she had a sister who
died in childhood and she became obsessively convinced that she was
somehow responsible—and she was angry with women whom she saw as
having taken her sisters opportunity for life. I know this sounds
bizarre, but if I may use a bit of politically incorrect
terminology, don’t ever forget that we are dealing with a
lunatic.”

A female detective
asked, “Is it possible that more than one person is involved?”

“Possible, yes, but very unlikely. That would usually indicate
some form of ritual practice and in those cases there is inevitably
some indication of ceremony at the crime scene.

“The
point is,” Katherine emphasised, “that profiling can provide a road
to follow in the enquiry, but, to flog the metaphor, as you move
along it, it is imperative that you look up every side-street and
alley you pass.”

The room was quiet. As
Katherine turned and left, Paul looked at her with new respect.

10.17am:

In the central
business district, an attractive young professional woman in her
late twenties got into her car in the basement car park of her
office building. She headed out into the morning traffic and made
for the motorway.

10.20am:

Katherine was sitting
drinking coffee in a small café not far from the police station,
when Paul walked in and asked if he could join her. She nodded and
he got himself a coffee and sat down opposite her. He asked, “Do
you really feel so negatively about the work you do?”

“No,
not at all, there is no question that it can be very useful. But it
is important that your team does not focus too closely on my
information and miss something else.”

While she was talking
to him, she noticed a man crossing the street outside. It was the
man from the supermarket but, although she thought he looked
familiar, she couldn’t place him.

“Don’t
worry,” Paul replied with a smile, “I won’t give them the
opportunity.”

Katherine asked Paul
about the cause of death, was it definitely the blood loss, or was
the drug dose enough to kill. Paul said the pathologist is definite
that it was blood loss.

“He
also pointed out that this was a time-consuming—at least an hour to
drain sufficient blood to ensure death—and rather difficult method
of killing anyone. The murderer has gone to a lot of trouble to
make sure the detail was correct.”

“However, although the two puncture wounds were precisely the
same distance apart in each case, the pathologist is fairly sure
that they were not made at the same time. Indeed, it was his
opinion that the second wound has been made after death, probably
with the same needle. Apparently there was little evidence of any
bleeding from the second wound and, despite the accuracy with which
it was positioned, in two of the three cases it had entered the
neck at a measurably different angle.”

Paul then asked, “Have
you had any initial thoughts on what we are dealing with?”

“It is
a very unusual case, even for a serial killing. That the killer is
a quiet, methodical and highly intelligent person is indicated by
the fact that a time consuming and complex murder has taken place,
not once but three times, without a single piece of forensic
evidence being found at the scene. No anger, no rage, no signs of
violence.”

“Apart
from the murders.” Paul wryly observed.

“Fair
comment, however, it is just possible that the whole “vampire”
scenario is, in fact, a smoke screen and there is some darker
purpose behind it all.”

When asked what she
meant, she explained that normally, a psychopath who models their
behaviour after some establish historic or mythical pattern is
living in a fantasy world that they have constructed around
themselves. Although internalised, it is entirely real to them.
However, when they start to interact with people outside this
world, they are, in essence, seeking to demonstrate their command
of this fantasy realm to a wider audience. Basically seeking
approval. In the case of a serial killer, they subconsciously want
the crimes investigated so they can demonstrate their
cleverness.

“Typically, if the investigation appears to be going nowhere,
they will start deliberately leaving clues for the investigators,
or in some cases, even making anonymous contact.

“This
is quite different from the more common, sexually motivated serial
killer, whose gratification is in the act itself, or alternatively
an attempt to repudiate their sexual inadequacies.

“The
result is that in this case one would expect the killer to make a
display of their mastery of the world of vampires, typically with
graffiti, objects or such, at the crime scene. Here there is
nothing, nothing at all.”

Paul finished his
coffee and got up, saying he must get back to work, and after
promising to contact her directly if anything new came to light,
left.

10.46am:

The young professional
woman last seen leaving her office car park, June Tyler, pulled up
outside her downstairs apartment in Salford and parked her car. It
was by now raining lightly. She took her keys out of her bag and
went to unlock the door. A car passed slowly down the street and
she hesitated. It moved on and she started to put her key into the
lock, but dropped them. She picked them up, looked around uneasily,
then opened the door and went inside.

Friday, 17th October 1997.

10.44am:

The man who had spoken
to Katherine at the supermarket, Hugh Montecrief, pulled into a car
park in St. Peters Square. The day was overcast and raining
steadily, as it has been all morning. He got out, locked his car,
and went into the Central Library. He nodded to the girl on the
desk and proceeded to the history department where, after some
searching, he took down a book, found a chair and started to
read.

Some considerable time
later he put down his book and looked at his watch, then took out
his cell phone and rang a number. After a short while the phone was
answered, it was a woman’s voice. He hesitated for a moment then,
without saying anything, hung up.

Back outside,
Katherine Platte turned into the same car park and, although
unaware of it, swung into a space alongside Hugh Montecrief’s car.
She got out and ducked through the rain into the library entrance,
where she made her way through into the history department and
settled down in front of a computer.

There was no sign of
Hugh.

11.35am:

Later that morning the
rain had stopped and the sky had started to clear. A tall,
middle-aged woman arrived at the door of June Tyler’s apartment.
Following a brief fossick through her handbag she produced a key
and opened the door. After picking up the mail on the threshold,
she went inside and closed the door behind her.

12.14pm:

Katherine was sitting
at her kitchen table, chin in her hands, staring at a pile of books
in front of her, when the phone rang. It was Paul. There had been
another killing. He gave her the address and she grabbed her keys
off the sideboard and went out.

Ten minutes later she
arrived at June Tyler’s apartment, now cordoned off and, after
showing her credentials, went in. In the kitchen, the pathologist
was examining a body, laid out as before on the kitchen table. She
looked around the room. Detectives were busy minutely examining the
scene.

Paul approached her
and commented that although the inspection was far from complete,
it initially appeared that every detail was exactly the same as the
previous three murders. Katherine asked about the time of death and
Paul replied that, subject to a post mortem, the pathologist
thought around eight—eight thirty the previous evening.

The pathologist looked
up from his work and said that in all these murders the time of
death was somewhat suspect. When questioned by the Inspector, he
explained that the techniques used to determine time of death are
moderated by many different factors. Unfortunately, there was no
reliable information on how draining the blood from a body prior to
death would affect the onset of rigour mortis, as in his experience
it was pretty much unique, so they would be unwise to narrow the
window of opportunity too much.

Katherine turned to
Paul and asked, “Where are her clothes?”

“What
do you mean?”

“Well,
her bed is undisturbed, and it is not likely that she had undressed
and put her clothes away, although possible. I think it’s much more
likely that they have been removed by the killer, probably after
she was drugged. Did he carefully put them away or did he take them
with him—or her of course. In either case, why?”

Paul frowned, but said
nothing.

Sunday, 19th October 1997.

1.25pm

In the history
department of the Central Library, Katherine was sitting reading a
book on vampirism. A voice beside her quietly said, “An unusual
interest”.

It was Hugh
Montecrief. Katherine smiled and replied, “Work, rather than an
interest. Don’t I know you from somewhere?”

“Not
really, you tried to sell me some cat food”.

“Of
course, yes, sorry about that”.

“Is it
something you believe in?”

“What?”

“Cat
food.” he smiled, “No, vampires”.

“Not
at all”.

“No? I
think that even the most fanciful of stories usually hide a kernel
of truth somewhere. What that truth might be, that is the
interesting proposition.”

“How
do you mean, exactly?”

Hugh thought for a
moment,

“Well,
let me give you an example. Take Christ’s miraculous feeding of the
multitude. Three loaves and five fish, or is it the other way
round—I can never remember, anyway—clearly impossible. Proof,
indeed of his divinity. But is that what actually
happened?

“Imagine Jesus, a man disposed to preaching neighbourly love
and charity, is facing an increasingly restless and hungry crowd.
He only has a pitiful amount of food, which he proceeds to pass
around, saying to those present that they are welcome to take
whatever they need.

“After
what he has been saying, would you take anything from the plate?
The lesson is hammered home, the crowd is settled and not a miracle
in sight.

“Dead
and idolised, a procession of ‘salesmen” then turn a poignant
lesson into a miracle”.

“I see
your point, and you think that if we dig deep enough we could find
some unexpected but rather ordinary truth behind the common myths
that have built up around vampires?”

“Who
knows, what are you actually looking for?”

“I’m
sorry. I know this sounds rather dramatic and childish, but I am
really not free to discuss it. I hope you don’t mind.”

“No,
of course not. None of my business.”

“Please, it’s not that… Do you think there is any truth behind
it?”

“What,
cat food?” he laughed, “I doubt it—certainly not in any nutritional
sense.” and the awkward moment was past.

“The
example you gave, are you a religious man?”

Hugh’s faced hardened,
“Religion, all religion, is the product of human arrogance and the
refuge of the weak-minded…….” He paused, “I hope that doesn’t
offend.”

Katherine looked at
him quizzically and shook her head, caught by the forcefulness of
his response.

“You
must excuse me,” said Hugh, “but I have an appointment. Perhaps our
paths will cross again soon.”

“I’d
like that.” Katherine replied, much to her own surprise.

She watched him as he
walked off out of the room, then turned back to her book.

Monday, 20th October 1997.

9.25am:

Amid the clutter that
was a permanent feature of Paul Stringers office, Katherine and
Paul were sitting discussing the latest killing. He asked if she
has had any preliminary thoughts that may help, as the
investigation seemed to be going nowhere.

She shook her head.
“Probably male, probably outwardly calm and unemotional. The
trouble in trying to establish a profile is that the crime scenes
are so carefully set up, so sparse of any detail, that other than
what that in itself may suggest, there is really nothing to work
with.

“Young, mature single women, and the method of killing;
distinctive—bizarre even—but also with a somewhat contrived feel,
so possibly misleading. How about you?”

Paul sighed,

“Nothing, though your comment about the clothes has got me
thinking. Also I can’t quite get my head around the blood, or
rather, the lack of it.”

“How
do you mean? I think the lack of mess is a deliberate part of the
act.”

“No, I
don’t mean that. The blood was obviously collected as it drained
from the body, but it was then removed from the scene entirely. I
had assumed the murderer would have washed it down the drain or
something, but the forensic people assure me that in no case was
this done. They have stripped the plumbing systems completely and
there was no trace at all.

“This
means the murderer took a container, by the coroner’s estimate
holding at least eight pints, and probably more, of blood away with
them.”

“Perhaps they were worried the blood would provide forensic
evidence that you could use.”

“How?
It was the victim’s blood, and we still had the victim. It could,
of course, have been done just to complete the “vampire” image, but
somehow I am uncomfortable with that. I think there might have been
a more important, practical reason though I’m damned if I can think
what it might be.”

“Camouflage it may be, but I am going to have to look deeper
into vampirism. The method of killing and the difficulties it must
cause the murderer imply that this was not a casual choice. If I
learn more about the subject then maybe I will find a clue as to
why they chose it.”

“It’s
not going to be quick, is it?”

“No, I
am very much afraid it won’t be. Still he, or she—although that
just doesn’t feel right, maybe I’m prejudiced —may just make a
mistake. We may get lucky.”

9.35pm:

A car pulled into the
car park at the rear of a fast food restaurant and parked
discreetly near the back of the lot. The driver switched off the
motor and lights, and waited. A woman in her early twenties came
out and walked to her car, unlocked the door and got in. A few
minutes past, then she drove off.

The driver did not
move. Through the glass front of the restaurant, people could be
seen coming and going. A female supervisor came into view behind
the counter and talked to another employee. She disappeared into
the kitchen area, out of sight.

After a while she
reappeared, talked to the same employee again and then ducked under
the counter-flap and came outside into the car park.

She walked towards the
parked car and passed close by. The watching driver slowly turned
his head to follow her as she left the car park and walked off down
the street.

He waited a little
longer, then started the car and drove off.

Tuesday, 21st October 1997.

9.36am:

Mary Paxton, a
thirty-two year old Restaurant Supervisor, was sitting sprawled on
the sofa, dressed in a housecoat, watching television. Her cat was
asleep on her knee.

The doorbell rang and
she switched off the television, removed the cat and got up.
Gathering her housecoat around her, she headed for the door.

1.25pm:

Katherine entered
Paul’s office at the police station. Without getting up, he
gestured her to a seat opposite and asked if she was making any
progress. She replied that it was still too early to form any
conclusions, but if possible she would like to have a computer to
access the police archives.

“Looking for anything specific?”

“I
want to look at all historical murders where there was a connection
with vampirism, particularly any serial killings”.

“You
think that will really offer any insight into this guy’s
mind?”

“No,
not directly, although you never know what you might find. What I
am really looking for is what associations the killers made between
their acts and vampirism. Did they believe this would keep them
alive? Did they think they were creating some sort of permanent
bond with the victim that would transcend death? Or was it
basically sexual?

“In
other words, what is it about vampirism that has acted as a trigger
for previous serial killers. Alternatively, there is always the
possibility that the current killer is not actually interested in
vampirism in itself, but mimicking a previous murderer that they
have read about—you know, the classic copy-cat thing.”

“Fair
enough. I'll get someone to set up a workstation for you and show
you where to find what you need. I’m sorry, but I can’t let you
have access from your computer at home, or at least, it would
require wading through a quagmire of red tape to get the necessary
permission. Just not worth it I’m afraid.”

“No
matter, I’m probably better doing it here, as long as I’m not in
the way, because I can get help if I get lost in the system.
Presumably I can download any directly relevant files to my own
machine for more detailed study if needed?”

“Can’t
see a problem with that.” Paul got up and headed to the door, “Come
with me and I’ll hand you over to George. He’ll set you up with
what you need and get you started.”

“Thanks.”

2.57pm:

An elderly university
professor, mid-sixties and just a little shop-soiled, was sitting
on his desk at the front of his lecture theatre talking to a small
group of students. The topic was psychology and the ethical
dilemmas involved in deliberately manipulating a volunteer’s
emotional state to test a theory.

A person appeared at
the door can beckoned the Professor, who excused himself from the
students and walked over. He was informed that there was a phone
call for him and he went out.

In his office, the
Professor sat down behind his desk and picked up the phone.

“Professor Kemp speaking.”

It was Katherine. She
identified herself and asked.

“Are
you the same Professor Kemp who was consulted by police over a
series of serial killings in Swansea in 1968?”

“Yes,
that’s correct. Why do you ask?”

“I am
being consulted on a somewhat similar case, and was hoping I may be
able to meet with you to benefit from your experience.”

“It
would be dangerous to assume that the details of my case would
provide any direction for yours, the motivation may be completely
different.”

“I
appreciate that. To be honest, I am more interested in seeing the
approach you took in looking for answers, than the answers you
found. As I am sure you will appreciate, knowing that another
person could be killed at any moment drives me to seek out anyone
or anything that may get me there faster.”

“I
take your point, and I assure you I didn’t intent to come across as
reluctant. Of course I will assist you in any way I can. When and
where would you like to meet?”

“I’ll
come up to the university in the morning, if you are available. It
is not a long drive and I could be there by nine.”

“That
will be fine, I don’t have anything tomorrow until a three o’clock
tutorial, and I can always get out of that, if needs be. I’ll
expect you then.”

Wednesday, 22nd October 1997.

8.22am:

Katherine was driving
over the Castleshaw Moor on the A62, not the most direct route to
Leeds, but one she preferred. It was early morning and the sun was
shining. She pulled into a small roadside café and ordered a
breakfast of toast and coffee. She sat down at a table near the
window and waited for her order to come.

Halfway through eating
her breakfast the door opened and Hugh walked in. He seemed very
preoccupied and went straight up to the counter without looking
around.

Katherine recognised
him and was about to call to him to join her when something about
his manner caused her to hesitate. He got a coffee and sat down at
the back of the café, facing away from Katherine’s table.

Katherine looked
thoughtfully at his back for a few moments, then finished her
coffee, got up and quietly went out.

Hugh seemed completely
unaware that she was ever there. Then, as the sound of her
departing car receded into the distance he did something rather
odd. Slowly lifting his head, he turned in his seat and looked
directly towards the table Katherine had been sitting at, and then,
after a quick glance around the café he took a small notebook from
his top pocket and made a brief inscription.

Putting it away, he
got up and left.

9.19am:

Professor Kemp and
Katherine were sitting in comfortable old armchairs either side of
a small coffee table in the professor’s study. It was a mellow,
rather stuffy room with an unpleasant smell of old cigarette smoke.
Katherine had an open notepad on her knee and was tapping her chin
with a silver ballpoint.

“You
are comfortable in your own mind that this is not a real vampire
then?” the Professor asked.

“You’re not serious?”

“Oh,
yes I am, completely. But don’t misunderstand. I am not suggesting
that the vampire may be real, but that you must know in your own
mind why it is not. It is not enough to just dismiss it out of
hand. You must start with a completely open mind and gradually
eliminate everything that can be rationally explained. You did say
it was the process, not the case, which you wanted to
discuss.”

“Point
taken. Actually, there is clear forensic evidence that the victim’s
blood was drained using a needle. In fact, there is also evidence
that although there are two puncture wounds side by side in the
neck—in classic vampire fashion—they were made
separately.”

“Fair
enough. This also indicates that the perpetrator has a traditional
view of vampirism. Were there any other signs at the scene
consistent with these beliefs?”

“Only
the bodies being laid out as for a funeral, although they were all
naked. I haven’t found any significance for that in my reading to
date. Does it ring any bells with you?”

“No,
not at all. I take it the bodies had not been interfered with in
any way, sexually or otherwise.”

“Other
than their being murdered, as my detective friend would be quick to
point out, no.” Katherine added with a slight smile.

“And
we are definitely talking one killer for all the
murders?”

“As
definite as we can be. The detail is exactly the same in each case
and, except for the fact of the killings themselves and the
draining of the blood, the police have made nothing of significance
public. That tends to rule out a second person copying one of the
earlier killings, although it’s not completely impossible, I
guess.”

“I
see.”

“I
gather that the serial killer you helped catch had a very different
MO.”

“Yes.
Very messy. Symbols and slogans all over the walls, painted in the
victims blood. The bodies ritualistically mutilated, dead animals’
bodies, the whole nine yards. He was a very sick puppy, but in
context, much more “normal” than the individual you are facing, if
I can put it like that. Of course, it also meant that the forensic
team had a little—make that a lot—more material to work
with.”

“And
did you manage to get a useful profile from the information you
had? The records were not very clear on that point, only that you
had been engaged to assist.”

“It
sounds silly really, especially in the face of what you are having
to deal with, but I don’t really know. The conclusions I came to
were, in hindsight, highly speculative and rather obvious. Young
male, loner, loser, very introverted and so on, all textbook stuff.
It just happens that the killer turned out to be exactly that,
every count. I’ve often wondered since whether that was insight or
just blind luck. No way of knowing at the end of the day, but it
was always so glib and so bloody obvious that I was never really
comfortable with it.”

“You’re just saying this to encourage me, aren’t
you?”

“Sorry, no. Not really very helpful, was it. Nevertheless, your
case is not going to succumb to that sort of banal explanation. How
much do you know about vampires, legendary or
otherwise?”

“I
have started doing some general reading on the mythology. I figure
I will have to get a reasonable grounding in the subject if I am to
find out what is motivating the killer. It did occur to me,
however, that the whole vampire thing might be a distraction and
not directly relevant. Trouble is, it is the only hook I have got
into the guy’s mind at this stage. That, and his—or her—apparently
fastidious nature. A bit odd that, in a murderer.”

“Unless he considers all women to be impure, unclean. You know,
some disturbing childhood experience. Seeing his father having
intercourse with the housekeeper in his much loved mother’s bed,
type of thing.”

“Possible, of course.”

“I
took much the same line in my inquiry. I actually tried tabulating
all the information I could find on vampires and assigning values
to different aspects. I was never sure if it would help in any way,
but it was something I could actually get my teeth into so I didn’t
feel I was just staring out the window. Besides, I must confess my
best insights tend to come to me when my focus is elsewhere, if you
know what I mean.”

“Did
you get anything out of it?”

“No,
before it was completed it became obvious that my killer’s
knowledge of vampirism came exclusively from Hollywood “B” movies,
so further work became irrelevant. Quite interesting
though.”

“How
exactly did you approach it?”

“Well,
I took every bit of information I could find and assigned it points
based on various factors such as commonality, geographical
distribution, chronological distribution and so on, and these
values were the averaged. The idea was that I would end up with an
indication of the relative importance—veracity if you like—of each
attribute.”

“Do
you still have the results? I would very much like to see them, it
could give me a kick-start.”

“Yes,
I do and you are welcome to them, but as I said they are not
complete. Also, they are hand-written, I am afraid, 1968 was a long
time ago technologically speaking. Talking about it now is firing
my curiosity. I did wonder at the time if there were any underlying
facts behind the myths. Not in the obvious way, you understand, but
some factors I remember were very consistent.”

“Somebody else made a similar observation the other
day.”

“Who
as that?”

Katherine laughed
“Just someone I bumped into in the supermarket, to be honest, I
didn’t even get his name.” She then recounted Hugh’s example of the
loaves and fishes.

“He
has got a point, of course. If there were not lives at stake one
could get a lot of fun putting together an explanation of that
sort. One thing that does stick in my mind was the universal belief
in how people become vampires. If you exclude the very specific
that apply only to an individual incident and the very general such
as punishment for a sinful life, physical contact—and almost
invariably biting—are involved, which suggests a fairly natural
explanation.”

“Infection, viral or bacteriological. Now there’s food for
thought.”

“I'll
dig out those notes for you. If you don’t mind I will photocopy
them for you in the morning and have them couriered down to you
first thing. I might even dip into them again myself.
Intriguing.”

4.38pm:

Katherine was sitting
at her desk at home, working on her computer. The doorbell rang and
she got up and went through into the hall. She opened the door to a
cycle courier, who handed her a package and proffered a clipboard
for her signature. She signed, he left and she returned to her
work.

Thursday, 23rd October 1997.

8.22am:

At the fast food
restaurant the manager was looking very frustrated. He turned on
one of the counter staff.

“Are
you sure there has been no word from Mary? This is the third day in
a row she hasn’t turned up for her shift. Damn it, what the hell is
she playing at?”

“No
idea, boss, but to be fair, she’s never done anything like this
before.”

“You
don’t think she’s had some sort of accident… or sick maybe? Does
anyone know where she lives?”

“Should be in the contact book.”

“Has
anybody tried ringing her? No, of course not—that would be too
bloody obvious.”

He stormed off into
the small office at the back of the kitchen.

1.15pm:

A taxi pulled up at
the kerb in front of a row of rather scruffy townhouses and the
manager from the restaurant got out. He asked the driver to wait,
as he would only be a few minutes.

He went up to the door
of one, and after checking the nameplate on the door, rang the
bell. There was no response. He rang again, impatiently holding the
button in, but to no avail. Frustrated, he tried the door handle
and found that the door was unlocked.

Surprised, he pushed
it open a little way then hesitated. He called Mary’s name, then
cautiously entered.

The taxi driver
watched with detached interest.

After a few moments
the manager reappeared at the door—looking quite ill. He turned and
threw up on the footpath.

The taxi driver jumped
out of the car and took him by the shoulders. “Are you OK?”

The manager looked at
him and silently shook his head, then, in a voice the driver could
barely hear, said “You must call the police!”

The driver looked at
the door of the apartment then went back to his taxi and picked up
the radio.

2.36pm:

At a busy intersection
in the city centre, Katherine was standing on the pavement waiting
for the lights to change. A steady stream of vehicles were passing
when suddenly a cycle courier zipped past close in front of her,
causing her to step back in surprise. She bumped into the person
standing behind her, and muttered an apology without turning
around.

“Found
one yet?”

She spun round, it was
Hugh. She looked flustered.

“I
guess not, no smell of garlic”

“What
are you talking about?”

“Vampires. I know I am not allowed to discuss it, but you were
looking for vampires last time we met.”

“I’m
sorry” she laughed “you caught me unawares…. again. And if you are
going to keep accosting me like this I think it is only fair that
you tell me your name.”

“I’m
sorry, I promised my mother I would never disclose my name to any
woman that I hadn’t bought coffee for.”

“I
see, well we can’t upset your mother. There is a quite respectable
café around the corner.”

Seated in the café,
names exchanged and coffee ordered, Hugh asked,

“So
are you getting anywhere with your research?”

“I
have made progress, although I am not sure where I expect it to
lead. Thanks, by the way, for not asking why. It’s just a matter of
professional ethics—I am a psychologist.”

“With
no deathly pale complexion or oversized crucifix, I rather
suspected something of the sort. If you don’t mind a personal
remark, you seemed much too pragmatic to be a believer in such
things.”

“You
don’t believe in the unexplained?”

“I
believe there are many things that we can’t explain, it would be
unimaginably arrogant to do otherwise, probably many we will never
be able to explain, but I also believe that does not mean they
don’t have perfectly rational explanations.”

“And
vampires?”

“If I
had to guess, I’d say yes, the various myths are too common and too
widely spread to have no basis at all. But what a vampire actually
is, that is another question altogether.”

“No
bats and the walking dead, then?”

Hugh considered for a
moment,

“Bats,
now they are interesting. Bats and vampires do seem to go hand in
hand. We can discount vampire bats, the actual blood-sucking—well,
blood drinking anyway—creatures, as they were named after the
mythical beings. But the association with ordinary bats, which is
the chicken and which is the egg? Is this an ancient or modern
idea?”

“Ancient, I think. Many people think the “bat” thing is
actually related to the fact they carry and spread rabies, the
general nastiness of which makes it a prime candidate for mixing in
with any myths about sin, retribution and various unholy
practices.”

 


“Look,
I’m sorry, here I am making light conversation about something that
is obviously troubling you deeply. It was very inconsiderate of
me.”

“No,
no… not at all. Yes the matter is serious and is preoccupying me
totally at the moment but, to be honest, to move it back onto a
lighter plane for a while is a great help, allows me to catch my
mental breath, so to speak.”

“Would
I be way out of line if I suggested a meal and a movie? I know I
should first ask if you are married or seeing someone and such
like, but that always seems so contrived and awkward. I would
rather gamble on making myself look stupid.”

“No
need to look stupid and, as long as you promise it won’t be a
1950’s Hammer Horror rerun, yes, I would love that. You do mean
tonight don’t you?”

6.14pm:

Inspector Stringer
entered the lobby of a block of up-market, converted warehouse
flats, backing onto the canal. After a quick look at the name
board, he headed for the stairs and the first floor. He had a
uniformed policeman with him who, after a wistful glance at the
lift, followed. Once on the first floor, Paul checked the nameplate
of the first flat to the right and rang the bell.

A voice inside asked
who it was.

“Detective Inspector Stringer, Manchester CID, is that Mr.
Archer, Jeremy Archer?”

“Yes.”

“Could
we speak to you please?”

“Yes,
of course. Sorry.”

The door was opened by
a rather short, athletic man in his late forties. He looked
terrible.

“Please, come in.”

“Thanks. We won’t take much of your time, this is just a
routine background enquiry. I believe you were acquainted with Mary
Paxton?”

The man looked
distressed. “You are investigating her murder? Of course, stupid
question. I… I’m not sure that acquainted is the right word, we
were lovers.”

“My
God. I’m terribly sorry, We had no idea. Are you OK?”

“Yes,
yes I’m fine, thanks”

“This
must be a very distressing time for you, I’ll try and keep this as
brief as possible. Unfortunately there are things we have to
ask.”

“Of
course, I understand that.”

Jeremy stood silently
for a moment, and Paul let him be. Finally Jeremy said,

“Please, you’d better sit down. I know nothing you find out can
change what has happened to Mary, but to think that more women may
yet die, die the same way she did, it’s horrific.” He
paused,

“I
don’t mean to sound flippant, but aren’t I a suspect? I thought a
husband or lover was always the head of the list.”

“No,
no not as such. Of course, until we find the killer, you could say
that anybody and everybody is suspect, but what you say seldom
applies in serial killings. As far as we know you have no
connection to any of the other victims and anyway, this was not a
crime of passion, quite the opposite, in fact.

“What
we do need to know is firstly, purely as a matter of routine, your
whereabouts at the dates and times of each of the five killings, as
near as you can recollect.”

“I
don’t know when they were, except Mary obviously. I heard about
them on the news of course, but I can’t pretend I took much
notice.”

“That’s OK, the Constable here will take you through it. I
wonder, while you’re doing that could I possibly use your
toilet?”

“The
old “case the house” trick, eh!” Jeremy said awkwardly.

Paul smiled, “No, the
old “bladder isn’t what it used to be” trick—not quite so dramatic
I know…”

The Constable and
Jeremy Archer worked their way through the list of times and places
and although Jeremy’s recollections were a bit vague in places, the
Constable found that reassuring. If someone could remember exactly
what they were doing every hour of every day for the last two and a
half weeks he would have been very suspicious.

Paul returned and
asked Jeremy about his relationship with Mary Paxton. How long had
he known her, how did they meet, when did they become lovers, how
was their relationship, why did they not live together? Jeremy
answered quite openly while the Constable made notes.

Finally Paul stood up,
apologised to Jeremy for the distress such an interview caused and
asked if he wanted any help in dealing with his loss.

Jeremy, rather taken
aback by Paul’s show of concern said that no, he had family and
friends to lean on and he would be fine.

The two policemen left
Jeremy sitting there and let themselves out.

7.02pm:

Paul and the Constable
were sitting in the police car preparing to drive off.

“Well,
what did you think?” Paul asked.

“Seemed completely genuine to me. Answered everything quite
openly and nothing seemed in any way rehearsed. I also think he
loved her deeply, but with affection and friendship rather than
fire and passion—not platonic—I don’t mean that, just not the sort
of passion that gives birth to murder, if you know what I
mean.”

“Yes,
and I agree, but nevertheless something is bugging me.”

“What’s that?”

“I’m
not completely sure…. Yes I am. I think that, if I had met Mr.
Archer and seen his flat without knowing anything about him, I
would have said he was homosexual.”

“You’re kidding!”

“No, I
don’t mean the flashy, in your face, raving ponce type. I mean the
ordinary everyday bloke whose life and loves are much like
ours—only with other men.”

“Yes,
I think I see what you mean, now that you mention it. Has it any
relevance?”

“Not
that I can see. I would like to know, assuming I’m right, whether
Mary Paxton was his first female love, but I suspect that’s just me
being nosy.”

8.14pm:

In a booth at the rear
of an unpretentious little restaurant, Katherine and Hugh had just
finished a meal. They were enjoying a cup of coffee and indulging
in the usual light conversation, the weather, the news and so on,
in the relaxed manner of two people who have known each other a
long time.

Hugh asked, “How’s the
hunt for the Unholy Grail?”

Katherine laughed,

“To be
truthful there are two hunts that I am involved in, the one to
which you refer is both the more enjoyable and the less important
one.”

“I
rather suspected as much, and I think I know what the other hunt is
all about. I don’t envy you one little bit. It is obvious that you
can do no more than your best, but knowing lives are at stake must
make it hard to sleep at night.”

“It
does, but lets talk about the first hunt, although it does have a
serious purpose.”

“Yes,
I realise, you hope it will provide some insight,
correct?”

“Correct, but in this case I am not very
optimistic.”

“Why
is that.”

“Because I rather suspect the vampirism is a ruse, although to
what end escapes me. But this is a topic we are not discussing,
remember?”

“Sorry. Why do you think that vampires of legend are regarded
with horror and loathing?”

“Pardon! Don’t they go around biting people and turning them
into yet more vampires?”

“Yes,
but what does that actually mean—what do they do that causes such
distress –think about it.”

Katherine frowned,
deep in thought,

“Yes,
I think I see what you are getting at. If you clear away all the
hype, they go around making people immortal, humankind’s greatest
ambition. I’d never thought of it like that. Most of our fears
relate to our demise but if the legends are to be believed,
vampires don’t actually kill, or for that matter even hurt, anyone.
Fascinating, I’ll have to think on that some more.”

“Not
for the moment you won’t, we’re off to see a film about a pig who
talks. I figured that anything in the least cerebral or thought
provoking was the last thing you needed right now.”

Friday, 24th October 1997.

11.30am:

Katherine and Paul
were sitting in his office at the Bootle Street station discussing
the most recent murder, that of Mary Paxton.

Paul asked, “Does
anything in any of these murders suggest homosexuality to you?”

“No,
nothing really, although the neatness of our killer could be
construed as stereotypical homosexual behaviour. Why do you
ask?”

“Well,
you mentioned homosexuality as a possibility at your first briefing
here.”

“Just
as a “for instance” to make sure your people didn’t take my input
too definitively. Not that I have been able to offer much in the
way of insight to date.”

“Don’t
beat yourself up over it. Trying to see into the mind of a nutter
must be hard enough when you’ve got them there in front of you.
When you don’t even know who they are—that’s got to be a long
shot.”

“The
homosexual thing?”

“Oh,
yes. It’s just a little odd. We chatted to Mary’s lover, and I
could swear he was, or certainly had been, gay. Is that common? I
know many men lead ordinary heterosexual lives, even have children,
before discovering they are gay, but does it happen the other way
round?”

“Very
rare, I’d imagine, though I don’t have any particular knowledge of
the subject. The ordinary man discovering he is gay is more a
question of realising something about himself that has always
existed. Up to that point, he has just been living out the social
norm and usually rather unhappily. The practising homosexual, on
the other hand has inevitably gone through a lot of soul searching
and self examination—if you’ll pardon the expression—to arrive at
where they are.

“The
exception would be youngster going through an adolescent,
experimental stage but who is not really gay at all.”

“No,
not this guy. I get the feeling Mary was his first female love and
he claims he has only known her eight months. I’ve no reason to
doubt him.”

“Do
you think it is worth my looking into?”

“No, I
have to say that it bothers me only because it is something that
doesn’t quite fit right. I really can’t believe that, whatever the
truth, it has any relevance to the case at all.”

Katherine added, “Of
course, he may not be gay at all, just effeminate. You do get
people like that, and frankly, their lives can be hell, with
everybody on both sides of the gender fence making assumptions
about them. It is dangerous to make assumptions.”

“In my
business I have to. The trick is you must keep them in a separate
drawer in your mind, not letting them influence your thinking and
only bringing them out to check against new
information.”

“Clever, if you can do it.”

“I’ve
had a lot of practice.”

2.18pm:

Professor Kemp was
standing near the door of the lecture theatre talking with one of
his students, an undergraduate called Jocelyn Barr.

The previous morning
he had contacted Katherine Platte to tell her that he had dug out
his notes, but found that they were in a real mess, indeed, pretty
much indecipherable. He hoped that she didn’t mind, but he had
taken it upon himself to get one of his students to try and sort it
all out and put it into a usable form, with his assistance as and
when required.

Unfortunately, this
was going to take a little while, and although he was conscious of
the urgency, he was certain it would save her time in the end.

“So,
Jocelyn, did you find anything of interest in that information on
vampire myths? Any patterns emerge?”

“I
haven’t finished tabulating it all yet. There are definitely some
remarkably consistent beliefs. In fact, all the predominant ones
seem to be pretty much universal with only things that are held to
be specific—by the mythology itself—to an individual vampire or
site, deviating from the norm.”

“Very
interesting. What sort of methodology could we apply to determine
which are derived from a common root and which from a universal
truth, if any truth should exist?”

“A bit
too early to say, really, but I did find one thing that is grounded
in fact and may be relevant. I mapped the geographic spread of
vampire mythology and emailed it to a friend of mine who’s an
intern at the Institute of Tropical Diseases, I’m not sure why
exactly—just a hunch I guess. He came back this morning with an
almost perfect match, over ninety five percent, with the geographic
distribution of rabies.”

“Interesting! That is very interesting. You know there is quite
a strong association between vampires and both bats and wolves,
both of which are carriers of rabies. I must pass that on to Doctor
Platte. Keep on with it if you will, see what else we can
find.”

3.00pm:

Robyn Grant, an
attractive woman of about twenty-five, was sitting on a low chair
in front of a class of eight year olds. They were talking about
farming when the school bell sounded.

The teacher stood up
and told the children to put everything away and get their bags.
After a bit of apparent bedlam, the children were organised and
Robyn told them they could go.

They filed out. Robyn
cleaned the blackboard, picked up some books, and left.

3.11pm:

In a well-lit and
meticulously tidy kitchen someone was neatly arranging equipment on
the white cloth covered table. On the table was a two-gallon
plastic flagon, rubber gloves, gauze pads, a syringe, a cannula,
two small bottles of chemicals or drugs—unmarked, a length of
plastic tubing and a small carry bag.

Carefully and
methodically, the person packed all the items into the bag, and put
it on a chair, folded up the tablecloth and put it in a drawer,
collected the bag and went out.

4.56pm:

Robyn Grant was
sitting at the kitchen table in her rather disorganised flat when
the doorbell rang She got up and went to answer it. It was a cycle
courier with a package for her.

“Hi,
Robyn, yet another prized acquisition, eh? What is it this
time.”

“I’m
hoping it is a book on Mayan architecture. I ordered it from Amazon
last week. I know you’re working but have you got time for a quick
coffee?”

“No, I
really should be getting on, I’ve still got a couple of calls to
make.”

“You
sure, Joe?”

“Ah.
To hell with it, why not, it’s not like I’m delivering transplant
organs, ten minutes can’t hurt.”

“I’ll
put the kettle on. Black and sugarless, right?”

“Right. So how were all your little darlings today?”

“Some
were definitely less “darling” than others, but we got through the
day without blood being spilt.”

“That’s good, particularly when it is your blood that’s not
being spilt.”

“Indeed, but unlike the older kids, not many eight year olds
bring weapons to school—yet!”

“You
are pulling my tit, right?”

“Yes,
but for how long that will remain funny, that’s another
question.”

Robyn poured the
coffee and they both sat down at the kitchen table. She asked,

“Have
the painters finished at your flat yet?”

“Almost, they only have the bedroom and hall to do.”

“You’ll be glad to get back to normal. Still happy with your
choice of colours?”

“Very.”

“I’ve
been thinking of redoing my bedroom. Grab your coffee and come and
give me your opinion on colours—I’m hopeless. The charts are in
there.”

They got up and went
through to the other room.

6.22pm:

In the examination
room of the mortuary, Paul was talking to the pathologist. Mary
Paxton’s body was on the table, covered by a white sheet.

“Got
anything that could help at all?”

“Not
as such, or at least, I don’t think so. Thirty-one or two year old
Caucasian female, 61 kilograms, etc. etc. but I gather you have
already identified her already, right? She was drugged with Beta
Hydroxytirate, the same as all the others, administered in a drink,
again coffee if that is relevant.”

“It is
a pattern.” Paul interrupted.

“I
suppose. As before, her death was from blood loss via a cannula
inserted in her neck. Roughly twelve pints drained from her
body—this would take about an hour. She would be dead well before
then, mind. A second needle puncture alongside the first as in the
previous cases, definitely made after death.”

“Nothing else?”

“Yes,
she had a bronchial infection and, sadly, was eight weeks
pregnant.”

“Really, now I wonder who the father was?”

“I
thought you had already identified her lover.”

“We
have, or think we have, but I’ve long since learned that
acknowledged lover and father of the child are not necessarily the
same thing.”

“You
cynical old bugger! Re the coffee, no sign of a mug, I take
it?”

“No,
it appears that he or she cleans up everything when they are done,
including washing the dishes and putting them away, a very strange
cookie, this one.”

“Actually, about the only thing we’ve got to work with, other
than the usual door knocking and hoping to find someone who might
have seen anything, is tracking all the different sources for Beta
Hydroxytirate, but unfortunately it seems remarkably easy to come
by, even through legitimate channels.”

Saturday, 25th October 1997.

10.07am:

Sitting at a table in
the reading room of the Central Library, Hugh was engrossed in a
book on astrophysics. Katherine came in, saw him and went over to
join him.

“Hello
again, you seem to be rather fond of this place, or is it
work?”

“No,
purely recreational. How are you keeping? The strain not getting to
you?”

“No,
I’m fine, and sleeping better now. I’ve accepted that if I can
help, great, if I can’t, I can’t. But never mind that, what are you
reading?”

He showed her the
cover of the book.

“Wow,
not everyone’s idea of recreational reading. I take it this is a
particular interest of yours.”

“Not
in itself, my interest is more in the exploration of space and the
technology involved. The engineering side really, this just helps
with the background.”

“If
you don’t mind my being nosy, you’ve never told me what you do for
a living”

“No, I
haven’t. I don’t do anything for a living actually. I have what is,
for some unfathomable reason, called “private means”.”

“Inherited?”

“No,
earned actually, although some time ago.”

“Don’t
you miss working?”

“No, I
now have time to learn all about the things that interest me, as
you can see.”

“I’m
sorry, I shouldn’t have pried, it’s none of my
business.”

“Absolute nonsense, I don’t mind in the least, after all, I
know what you do for a living—even the bits I’m not supposed to
know.”

Katherine laughed,
“Fair enough.”

“Any
news on the “enjoyable” hunt?”

“Yes,
one thing that has come to light. An acquaintance of an
acquaintance of mine—if you know what I mean—has established a very
strong geographic correlation between vampire myths and rabies, far
too close to just be coincidence. There must be some sort of
connection.”

“I
don’t wish to be a wet blanket, but that could be the
connection.”

“How
do you mean.”

“Well,
the assuming that the prevalence and spread of rabies is governed
by environmental factors—as is reasonable—then the connection may
simply be that vampires require the same environmental conditions
as the rabies virus.”

“Not
vampires, the myths—myths don’t require specific environmental
conditions.”

“That’s arguable of course, but it’s also possible that the
myths have a practical root, something we discussed before, and
that root could be what is influenced by the
environment.”

“Just
when I thought I was getting somewhere.”

“Hey,
I am just suggesting a possible interpretation, it doesn’t mean I’m
right.”

“Anyone who can retire at your age must usually be
right.”

Hugh laughed,

“That’s unfair, anyway you don’t know my age—and after a remark
like that I’m unlikely to tell you!”

“How
about I buy you lunch, it’ll give me a chance to try and sneak a
look at your drivers licence.”

“Fair
enough, you’re on, but I’ll defend it vigorously.”

11.45pm:

In a hot, crowded,
dance party, lots of youngsters were cutting loose. The noise was
deafening. A young girl in her late teens or early twenties was
dancing with an older—mid thirties—man. She shouted something in
his ear. He nodded. He indicated to the bottle of drink that she
was holding, offering to take it for her. She hesitated, then
handed it to him and turned and left.

He stopped dancing and
slowly looked around.

Shortly she returned
and he handed her back her bottle. She took a drink and they
resumed dancing.

Monday, 27th October 1997.

10.22pm:

A small crowd had
gathered outside a block of flats in a rather scruffy street in
Gorton. It was late at night and raining steadily. There was a
police cordon in front of one of the building entrances and the
activity was focussed on the steps leading down to the basement
flat.

Paul and Katherine
both arrived in their cars at the same time. Paul got out and went
over to the driver’s door of Katherine’s car.

“You
heard, then?”

“Yes,
the station desk called me direct, I had asked them to. I hope you
don’t mind.”

“Not
at all, but do you really want to come out at this time of night?
I’m sure it would keep ‘til morning.”

“No,
I’m not getting far and I’m hoping that seeing the scene “as is” so
to speak, may help me get more of a feel for our killer. That all
sounds a bit wishy-washy, doesn’t it, maybe I’m clutching at
straws.”

“Hey,
I’m glad of the company, truth be known. I know us hard-bitten old
cops are supposed to be impervious to all this, but in reality
these type of things give me the creeps. Don’t you dare repeat that
in front of my team, will you?”

Katherine smiled,
“Your secret’s safe with me. I’ll call it a professional
consultation then I’m not allowed to repeat it. How’s that?”

“Done.
Let’s go and see what we’ve got.”

Paul and Katherine
disappeared down the steps into the flat. Inside, the scene was
much the same as for the other murders, although the flat itself
was positively seedy and none too clean. Paul turned to the officer
standing beside the body on the table.

“Nothing been touched?”

“Nothing, Sir. Apart from opening the door, something the
tenant from upstairs had already done, everything is as we found
it. Forensics are on their way.”

“Great, thanks.”

Katherine was standing
silently looking at the body.

“This
is different. This is not the same killer.”

“What?”

“I
don’t think is was done by the same person as the others, at least,
not the ones I looked at.”

“You
have a reason for thinking that, or are we talking
intuition?”

“No,
not intuition exactly. Although the appearance of the corpse is
similar, it’s not the same. You remember I commented that the
bodies looked like they’d been treated with respect—reverence
almost—well this one hasn’t. It’s hard to say exactly what the
difference is, but it is there. This woman has been laid out like
so much meat.”

“I
think I see what you mean, nothing I could use as evidence, but it
subtly different. I wonder what the forensics will
show?”

“It
might not help much. If it is a different murderer, it is probably
a copy-cat crime, either to hijack the glory—infamy if you’d
rather—the media have built up around the killings, or to mask the
real motive. If this is the case, and if you get lucky with the
forensics, it won’t lead to the killer of the others, will
it?”

“Ever
the bloody optimist, aren’t you? But you’re right, even the
victim’s not the same.”

“A bit
younger?”

“Yes,
but a lot less sophisticated as well, less mature. You know what I
mean?”

“Indeed, good point. You’ll ring me as soon as you get some
results from the scene?”

“Of
course.”

Katherine said
goodnight and left.

Tuesday, 28th October 1997.

1.37pm:

Paul was leaning
against the wall near the door of the mortuary examination room,
the pathologist was standing the other side of the table with his
hands in his pockets, the covered body of the young girl,
identified as Adeline Millar, was on the table.

“Damn,
damn, damn.”

“Another body not what you wanted, eh?”

“Another killer, you mean. That I could really have done
without.”

“Yes,
it does appear as if we have a new MO. The drug used this time was
not Beta Hydroxytirate, it was Flutramine, the so called date-rape
drug. What’s more, it was not administered with coffee as in the
previous cases but with alcohol - vodka to be precise.”

“That
would mean that she wasn’t unconscious while her blood was being
drained?”

“No.
In a way, this was much more brutal. She would have been fully
aware of what was being done to her but completely incapable of
resisting.”

“Bastard!”

“There
is another difference to, this girl was sexually
assaulted.”

“Raped, you mean?”

“Yes,
in a manner of speaking. The killer had intercourse with her but,
as far as I can determine, it was after she was dead, although not
long after which is why I cannot be absolutely certain.”

“My
God, Doctor Platte was right with bells on…. When you say not
absolutely certain, what are we talking about?”

“Completely certain in my own mind, but I would have to
acknowledge in court that there was some small possibility of
error—maybe ten percent. In practical terms you can take it as read
for the purpose of your investigations.”

“Anything else that might give us a pointer?”

“Not
regards the pathology itself, other than the person doing this had
considerably more difficulty finding the vein, which backs up what
we already know—this is not the same killer—not as
competent.”

“Is it
a difficult thing to do?”

“Not
really, it is not like taking blood from someone’s arm. For all the
other cases the victim would have been completely still. In this
murder, although unable to struggle as such, she probably reacted
to a certain extent. Enough to make getting the needle in a bit
more difficult anyway.”

“You
said not pathologically, you mean there is something
else?”

“No.
It’s just that the forensic work on her clothes and apartment is
not yet complete, or so I understand, so here may be something
there. I’ll give you a full report as soon as I have all the lab
results back.”

3.11pm:

Hugh Montecrief walked
up to the door of Robyn Grant’s flat, briefly checked the names and
rang her buzzer. A woman’s voice answered over the intercom.

“Yes,
who is it?”

“Mrs
Grant? My name is Hugh Montecrief, I believe you are the author of
the recent article on the architecture of the Mayans in the
Geographic. Do I have the right person?”

“Yes,
come in, I am on the first floor, first door on the
left.”

The door was released
and Hugh entered the building, the door closing behind him.

Wednesday, 29th October 1997.

10.34am:

It was mid morning and
a police officer was interviewing the manager of the dance club,
Shakadoon. In the light of day it was a rather seedy, tatty hall,
almost completely void of fixtures and furniture other that a
handful of tables and chairs in one corner, adjacent to a small
stage.

“We
will need a complete list and contact details for all your staff
and customers who were here the night before last.”

“You’ve got to be joking! Staff are no problem, though I will
need to check who was actually on. We have a staff roster, but they
commonly swap shifts among themselves without recording
it.”

“Shifts? How long does a session run?”

“Normally from about nine through to maybe five in the morning.
Trust me, I know it is only eight hours, but if you think you could
do eight hours in a place like this and keep your wits about you,
you are dreaming.”

“Fair
enough. Use this number when you’ve sorted it out and someone will
whip round and pick it up.”

“Fine,
but customers, that’s another story altogether.”

“Aren’t you a club? Don’t your customers have to be
members?”

“In
theory, but first, members are allowed to bring guests, and the
names of guests are not recorded—though you might get that from the
members themselves—and second, many people who sign up don’t give
their real names or addresses.”

“You
don’t check them?”

“Would
you, if you didn’t have to—which we don’t by the way.”

“I see
your point. Still the more people we can talk to who were here, the
more chance we have got of picking up something useful. Somebody
must have talked to her on the night.”

“Remember that if it was later in the evening a lot of them
would have been pretty much out of it, they probably wouldn’t
remember a hell of a lot.”

“I
thought it was “no drugs or booze”?”

“No
illegal drugs and no drunkenness is probably a more accurate
description. Even without chemical help, the kids can work
themselves into quite a state.”

“You
don’t seem very impressed with your clientele.”

“Don’t
get me wrong, for the most part they are good kids just out to
enjoy themselves. They will be stressed out over this killing—they
like to think of the dance scene as a safe place to be—which it
mostly is—and they will want to help. If I can give you any advice,
though, I would keep away from questions about drug use as much as
possible, they can be quite paranoid when it comes to drugs and the
police. Convinced you guys are out to fit them up.”



“Point
taken, thanks.”

Thursday, 30th October 1997.

9.06am:

In the Central Police
Station briefing room, the team working on the vampire murders were
present for the morning briefing. Paul was standing leaning on the
table facing his people.

“OK,
This last killing is definitely the work of a different individual.
I know the rumours have been circulating, but there is now no
question. As a result, we are going to split into two teams, one
will carry on with the original inquiry ignoring this latest case,
and Taylor, Henderson, Haswell and Good, you will focus on this new
one. If you four can hold on here a moment, the rest of you, we
have nothing new to add. Carry on from where you were.”

As soon as the room
had cleared, Paul turned to the remaining four officers,

“Now,
in the dance club murder, we have a little more to go on. We know
that Adeline Millar was at the club that night, although as yet we
have nothing about when she might have arrived or left. Simply one
person who definitely remembers seeing her there, they can’t add
anything else or put a time on it.

“We
also know the killer was male as he “indulged” in a bit of
necrophilia. I imagine that you all feel pretty much the same as I
do about that, so you might take some comfort from the fact that
the pathologist has confirmed that Millar had a particularly
virulent strain of STD. So the bastard may have got a bit more than
he bargained for, and it serves him bloody right if he
did.

“Our
first task is to wade through all the people we have been able to
identify as being present. All routine stuff, but there are a few
points I need to make. First, our list of names would appear to
cover roughly half the number of people there, so if anyone you are
interviewing can add to the list, encourage them to do so. Second,
and this is very important, you must make it absolutely clear that
we are only interested in the murder. Not drugs, not alcohol, not
under-age anything. Nothing we hear that is not directly relevant
to the murder will leave the interview room, guaranteed. We need
these kids’ help, so we must get their trust.

“On a
more speculative note, I’m guessing our man is a little older than
the normal dance crowd, mid thirties maybe, and probably both a
loner and a regular. Henderson, if you could get together a list of
other dance venues in the wider vicinity, when we tag a likely
candidate we can cross check them at those as well to help fill out
his profile.”

Paul looked from one
officer to the next,

“Any
questions?”

9.44am:

Katherine walked into
the Central Library’s reading room and saw Hugh sitting at a table.
She went over and sat down next to him.”

“Hi,
found something interesting?”

“Mayan
history, it’s rubbish actually. The book, not Mayan history per
se.”

“That’s a bit of a jump from astrophysics isn’t it? Sort of a
jump down and back, one could say.”

“Very
droll, and yes—suppose, although if I was being precious I might
observe that the Mayan understanding of astrophysics was somewhat
better than their understanding of civilised social practices. Mind
you, they were not noticeably worst than most other civilisations
of the time in that regard.”

“Do
you connect them? The Mayans and astrophysics, or are these two
parallel interests of yours? And why don’t I mind my own business?
Rhetorical question—I’m instinctively nosy.”

“An
inquisitive mind, that’s not something you should be apologising
for.”

“Thank
you, you are very charitable. Actually, I am very glad I ran into
you. I hope you won’t think I am being unduly forward, but I have
to drive up to Leeds tomorrow night. I have a late meeting so I
won’t be coming back until Saturday morning, but I would love it if
you were able to come with me.”

“A
flattering, but not very explicit invitation. The answer is yes, I
would like that very much, and yes, I am free to do so, but I think
for both our sakes you should elaborate a little, don’t
you?”

“Yes,
my God, sorry, I’m remarkably inept when it comes to the normal
social skills. Bit of a handicap for a psychologist. Probably why
I’m not rich or famous. In no particular order, it’s work—of a
sort—Professor Kemp at Nottingham, who did the profiling on a
vampire style serial killer in the sixties, has been putting
together some information for me on the work he did. I want to
collect it in person so I can run through it with him. He has
offered to provide accommodation at the college for the night so
that I don’t have to drive back late at night. I would like your
company on the drive up and back, I would like you to hear what he
has to say and provide input—I value your viewpoint—and I would
like to spend another evening in your company, if that is not too
forward.”

“I
think you are avoiding my question, and I find it very
embarrassing. Is this, shall we say, a platonic
invitation?”

Katherine looked at
him with a slight smile, “Probably…”

Friday, 31st October 1997.

1.22am:

It was night time and
Robyn Grant’s first floor flat was in total darkness—the only light
coming through the windows, whose curtains remained open. At the
back of the flat a shadowy figure moved past the bathroom window,
then a moment later returned. Muffled sounds and scraping were
heard, then the window sash was quietly raised.

A figure, dressed
entirely in black or dark blue clothing entered and, with a pencil
torch, started checking out the room. After establishing that he
was in the bathroom, he cautiously started moving from room to
room.

He entered the kitchen
and moved down one wall. Suddenly he froze. Very slowly he started
to turn towards the centre of the room swinging the narrow beam
round as he went. It stopped on a naked foot. For an eternity
nothing moved, then very, very slowly the beam started to move
again, following up the leg, across the hips, up the torso and came
to rest on the young woman’s face.

“Oh
shit! Shit, shit, shit, shit….”

He looked around
desperately, then ran for the window and disappeared.

1.26pm:

Katherine and Paul
were sitting either side of her kitchen table. Katherine asked
“This new woman, Grant, you reckon this one is the original killer
then?”

“Seems
so, although we do have a couple of things that don’t fit the
previous pattern. Obviously, the tip off call is the most
significant of these.”

“Anonymous, I assume?”

“Yes,
and much too brief to get any sort of trace. The other thing was
that there were signs of a forced entry. In all the previous cases,
the indications were that the victims had let the killer in. You
said earlier on that if we weren’t getting anywhere the killer
might up the ante, you remember, the attention-seeking thing. Think
this could be the explanation?”

“I
doubt it, I think what you have out there somewhere is a very
frightened burglar who chose exactly the wrong place to burgle. The
drug was still administered in coffee?”

“Of
course, that makes sense. Poor little bugger is terrified of
getting stuck for murder but can’t bring himself to risk getting
done for breaking and entering. Perhaps I should put the word out
offering some sort of amnesty. And yes to the coffee, by the way,
which sort of seals it really. You would hardly sit down and share
a cup of coffee with someone who had just broken into your home. I
should have been onto that.”

“How
could you do that? The amnesty I mean. Besides, why would he trust
you?”

“You’d
be surprised how much communication there is sometimes between the
good guys and the bad guys—when it's a matter of mutual
interest.”

“Where's the interest for the bad guys in this?”

“Oh,
they hate this sort of crime. Mostly for the same reasons the rest
of us do, most professional burglars actually lead quite ordinary
lives, wives and children and bills to pay, plus this type of crime
brings all sorts of extra police resources onto their patch. That’s
something they are much more comfortable without. You know, too
many stones being turned over.”

“So
how do you go about it, and why trust you?”

“In
this case we would put the word out through the known fences. They
always know who is up to what—they have to. They would pass it on,
and the amnesty would be trusted because the whole criminal
fraternity knows that we know if we reneged on it, nobody would
ever help us again. As I said, burglars make a strong distinction
between thievery, or even a bit of rough justice, and mass
murder.”

“But
the guy that actually broke into the apartment must know that he
would be treated as a prime suspect? Hell, you couldn’t do
otherwise.”

“Sure,
he knows that. But unless he is a moron he also knows that he has
probably left all sorts of evidence around the apartment,
especially if he panicked and ran as we suspect—he didn’t even
close the window he came in through. Not the sort of evidence that
we would probably find investigating a run of the mill burglary,
but a serial killer investigation is a whole different ball game,
and he knows it.

“He
also knows that, while he will be investigated, the fact that he
made the phone call tipping us off when he found the body, plus his
coming forward to help, will make us disposed to believe him.
Ironically, it actually presents quite an opportunity for him
because, as long as he has kept to stealing and has no other dark
secrets, anything we uncover about him while investigating the
murder we will be unable to act on.”

“Lucky
man.”

Paul smiled,

“All
in all, not my idea of luck. He would have been lucky if he had won
the lottery last week and stayed at home on the night.”

“Yes,
it is a bit odd how, when someone is in an airliner that falls out
of the sky, the other passengers are all killed and they get out,
having lost both legs and with ninety percent burns to their body,
we observe how lucky they were!”

Paul laughed. “Yes, an
very odd turn of phrase indeed.”

Katherine got up.

“I’m
about to make myself a bite to eat and a cup of tea, would you like
join me?”

“Thanks, but I really must be getting home, Jude—my wife,
hasn’t seen me for two days now.”

“Cases
like this must be pretty tough on her.”

“Well,
you know what they say, husbands make the best cops and cops make
the worst husbands.”

5.33pm:

Hugh and Katherine
were travelling along a winding country road through an area of
wooded hill country. It was late afternoon and the traffic was
light, Katherine was driving.

“I was
thinking about what you were saying the other day.”

“I
rather hope not. About to shoot down a comment I don’t even
remember making?”

“I’m
not that bad am I?”

“No,
I’m just terrified of women.”

“Not
that terrified or you wouldn’t be here. As I was about to say, I
was thinking about your observation regarding people’s reaction to
vampires and the whole immortality thing. It is a valid point, most
people would consider immortality a definite plus—especially if the
effects of disease and ageing were kept at bay.”

“Immortality is a two-sided blade.”

“A
what? Oh, you mean a double-edged sword, don’t you?”

“Sorry, yes.”

“Why
do you say that?”

“Well
think. Imagine how life would be for someone today who never showed
any signs of growing old. Superficially it sounds great, but over a
longer period of time, it wouldn’t be any picnic. Now imagine the
reaction of your typical villagers in the middle ages.”

Katherine glanced
around as Hugh continued,

“Burnt
at the stake” springs to mind. Anyone in that position would have
to keep very much to themselves—live as a recluse probably—and
avoid any regular contact with people. Moving about only at night
would seem a sensible precaution.”

Katherine
interrupted,

“Damn
it, I see what you are driving at, deathly white complexion et al.
It is an interesting thought, but I still don’t—can’t—believe that
one species, if we are talking that, can change another into one of
its own kind by simply biting it, or by any other means, come to
that.”

“Assuming it does change.”

“What
alternative is there?”

“Well,
there is always a host—parasite relationship. Am I allowed to
enquire as to the progress or otherwise in your more serious
hunt?”

“I
guess so, as long as I don’t get too specific, or if I can trust
you to lie through your teeth if you are ever asked if we discussed
it.”

“Oh,
the latter, definitely the latter. There is something delightfully
gallant about lying to protect a beautiful lady.”

“Beautiful lady! You don’t have to start lying until
questioned, you know. Still, I reckon that’s good enough to pay for
your board and lodgings tonight. Now, keep an eye out for the
Skipton turn off, I missed it last time I came here.”

“And
the other hunt?”

“Sorry, no, not too well. If I can drop all the professional
jargon, serial killers are nutters - and it shows in their actions.
I look at those actions and draw a profile of the killer. This is
totally different. All the killings, apart from one where we are
certain it was a different murderer, are absolutely identical
and—well—almost professional in their execution. It doesn’t give me
anything to get hold of. The only two things I have are why the
vampire act, obviously, and why does the killer remove the blood
from the crime scene? That really bugs me. The vampire act,
although elaborate, may well be simply an idea that he hit upon to
muddy the waters, but taking the blood indicates something else
altogether. It is this, as much as anything, that has got me
wanting to know more about vampires.”

“But
you seem certain that, even if such things did exist, that he is
not one.”

“Yes,
I know, but he is patterning himself on what he believes them to
be, or, possibly, on what he believes we believe them to be—if that
is not completely unintelligible.”

“No, I
followed it—just! This is the turn here, next left.”

“We
are meeting Professor Kemp at eight, so we will need to eat first.
Keep your eyes open for a likely looking restaurant. Do you have
any particular fancy?”

“Anything sustaining will do me, let’s just see what crosses
our path.”

“I
trust that’s not an obtuse reflection on my driving! There, that
looks promising.”

They pulled into the
car park beside a promising looking roadside pub and went
inside.

8.46pm:

Professor Kemp,
Katherine and Hugh were sitting back in comfortable armchairs in
front of a large open fire. The large sitting room was much more
civilised than the professor’s study at the university, doubtless
the result a woman’s touch. The Professor’s wife had just brought
them all coffee and left the room. Katherine was holding a folder
of papers, which she started to flick through.

“You
seem to have done an awful lot of work, putting this together for
me. I didn’t really expect you to do this much.”

“To be
honest, I’ve done very little. I simply dug out the notes I had
kept from my case in 1968 and, as I indicated on the phone, handed
them off to one of my students, an enthusiastic youngster and
unnecessarily diligent. She went through everything and extracted
what trends, patterns and anything else she could find, then
assembled it into that report.”

“It
will take some getting through, is there anything that particularly
stood out, in your mind?”

“Actually, I have to admit I haven’t read it, shows how
misplaced your gratitude really is. However, there are some points
that Jocelyn—Jocelyn Barr, the student—raised with me. Of most
interest is the relative consistency of all the various vampire
mythology, both across the world and throughout history. If you
exclude the entertainment culture, and by that I mean not just
Hollywood but its equivalent throughout history, such as the
fifteenth century German pamphlets and the Victorian novelists, and
focus on folklore and legend, all the pertinent facts concur to a
remarkable degree.”

“That
is interesting, and I would have thought quite unusual - not to
mention slightly disconcerting!”

“Yes,
it does give pause for thought. I think I mentioned on the phone
about the correlation between vampires and rabies, didn’t I? That’s
documented in some detail in there.”

Hugh interrupted,

“Why
did you feel it important to exclude the “entertainment culture”,
to use your term?”

“Ah,
yes. The trouble there is that it is driven by money and therefore
responsive to public demand. You very quickly get fashions
appearing that are far removed from the underlying myth. You know
the sort of thing, somebody produces a book, film or whatever that
is very successful and in no time you have a rash of material
following it’s lead.”

Hugh nodded and the
Professor continued,

“Can’t
really see that there is much in here that’s going to help you
though, I didn’t get anything myself by going down this
track.”

“But
you managed to come to a fairly quick resolution didn’t you?” said
Katherine, “I’m still floundering around in the dark. I need to try
any and everything, at least until I have some sort of
pointer.”

“Fair
enough, and good luck! You may get something more when you read
through the detail—some small observation that strikes a cord with
something from the crime scene.”

Hugh got up and walked
over to the fire, warming himself.

“If
you don’t mind my asking, Professor, what’s your take on
vampires?”

Professor Kemp turned
to Katherine,

“Good
God, you’ve not brought a believer with you, have you?”

“No
she hasn’t” Hugh laughed “and I think you’ve just answered my
question.”

“There
was one thing Jocelyn brought to my attention, not useful, but both
she and I thought it rather odd. There was a commonly held belief,
as said before among folklore only, that vampires had two
souls.”

“Odd,
but why odd, if you know what I mean?” asked Katherine.

“Well,
odd in, where would such a belief originate and why? Most of the
mythology, you know, wear a crucifix, drive a stake through the
heart etc. all that seems sort of straight forward, but why two
souls? What - if I can put it like this—would be the purpose of two
souls?”

“Yes,
I see, it is rather strange—any ideas, Hugh?”

“Other
than the good common sense of always carrying a spare?” he said
with a smile.

“Back
in the real world,” continued Katherine “have either of you got any
thoughts on the blood thing?”

“What
blood thing’s that?” asked the Professor.

“In
each of the murders the killer has collected all the blood and
removed it from the scene. I can’t think of any logic, however
twisted, that explains it.”

“Unless he drinks it.” said Hugh.

“We
have already established that we are not dealing with a
vampire.”

“No, I
don’t mean that, I mean takes it away and drinks it—or maybe makes
Black Pudding. Sorry, that sounded more flippant than intended, but
you know what I mean.”

“I
suppose it’s possible. There was that Hungarian Countess in the
sixteenth century, Elizabeth Bathory, I think she was called, who
drained the blood from live peasant girls to bathe in—believed it
was good for the skin. Could be a modern disciple of hers I
suppose. My gut feeling is still that it is a man, though,
something to do with the care with which the bodies were
treated.”

The Professor went to
get more coffee, over his shoulder he noted, “Collecting from their
victims is quite common for serial killers, although blood would
hardly fit the pattern.”

“What
is the pattern?”

“Depends on motive. Sometimes it is a piece of jewellery or
commonly a lock of hair—this is a favourite—and usually indicates
the killer is locked in some sort of adolescent mindset. You know,
idolisation of the opposite sex, sort of thing. They are killing
the girls to protect them from men, preventing them from losing
their innocence. Saving them if you like. These victims are never
sexually interfered with and the bodies treated with great
reverence, bit like yours, really.

“The
straight out sex predator usually takes their knickers, a cliché I
know, but it is believed—you’ll pardon me saying—they get off on
the smell of their victim. Cases of taking body parts are rare and,
as I recollect limited to ears and fingers. I believe this is
simply the “notched belt” mentality, a way of keeping score. The
ears are marginally more common, but I suspect this is driven by
the practice appearing in a number of books and films in recent
years, the movie Armageddon springs to mind. Scalps, which feature
in a number of recorded social practices for the same purpose, have
never been taken—or at least as far as I am aware. But blood
doesn’t fit, does it? Sorry, it has got me beat to.”

Katherine was lost in
thought for a moment,

“I’ve
got to believe the collection of the blood is key. I’m sure it is
not simply for disposal, it has some particular significance. We
can reasonably rule out the “notched belt” thing—unless each
victims’ blood is stored in a separate, labelled container—but in
that case something more specific could reasonably be expected,
like your ears. As for drinking, or eating, Hugh, to me that seems
to indicate ritual. In that case I would expect some indication of
ritual at the murder scene and in the treatment of the body. Other
than the degree of deference—respect, if you like—shown to the
bodies, that was conspicuously absent. I keep coming back to the
idea that the killer is sending some sort of message.”

“To
us, I mean the police, or to someone else?”

“My
guess is someone else, after all, if it is a message to us it is
not very successful, is it? Trouble is, who else but the
investigating team would be sure to know the blood was
gone?”

“The
police haven’t released any details of the crimes to the media?”
asked the Professor.

“Only
that a killing has taken place and that the victim was first
drugged and then their body drained of blood. Oh, and left naked.
No other information at all.”

“And
no talk of vampires either, I gather,” added Hugh “that is media
spin.”

“Correct, but inevitable given the circumstances.”

“To
backtrack a bit,” continued Hugh, “I think you should be a bit
cautious about dismissing the “collector” explanation for the
missing blood. As you point out, it would require each sample to be
stored and labelled separately, but we shouldn’t overlook the
deference with which the murderer has treated the bodies. The
removal of a body part, ear or finger, would conflict badly with
this, and, assuming that the bodies being naked is also important
in some way, this may preclude the use of an item of clothing or
such like.”

“Good
point…”

There is an awkward
pause, and Katherine stood up, “Unless anybody has any other bright
ideas, I’m going to excuse myself and head for bed. I’ll get into
the report as soon as I get back home tomorrow.”

Hugh said he too would
make for bed. “Our rooms are across the quadrangle and the two
rooms at the top of the stair, is that right?”

“Correct, do you want me to show you or will you be OK?” asked
the Professor.

“No
we’ll be fine, thanks.”

They walked across the
court and disappeared into the building opposite. At the top of the
stair Katherine paused and asked, “Left or right?”

“I’ll
take the right.” said Hugh and promptly disappeared into the room,
leaving Katherine on the landing with a puzzled look on her face.
She had anticipated a bit of flirtatious banter—if she was honest
with herself, had actually looked forward to it, although she had
no idea how far she would have let it go—or at least one of those
awkward, hesitant goodnights.

She shrugged and went
into her room.

10.12pm:

In an inner city dance
club, Club 78, Henderson and Good, were moving slowly through the
gyrating crowd, dressed in plain clothes and a number of yards
apart. They were looking around them as they moved, making little
attempt to blend in. They knew the crowd would easily pick them as
police officers and indeed, many were starting to eye them with
varying degrees of distrust. They kept moving.

When they had worked
the whole room they came together to compare notes. Good remarked
that he hadn’t seen anyone who stood out.

“Nor
me, all seems pretty much normal, if this is what passes for normal
amongst the young.”

“That’s assuming Doctor Platte’s profile is right, and we are
looking for a man who is slightly older than the rest of the crowd.
She did make a point that it was only a probability,
mind.”

“It’s
about all we’ve got to go on though, unless someone comes forward
with a name. Someone who’s been making a nuisance of
themselves.”

“Not
that that will be enough to convict them, these places must be
littered with the sad, loner type trying to make it with the kids,
Fortunately, most kids can see them coming a mile away and know how
to deal with them.”

“Our
guy might be a little less obvious than that, after all, he must
have managed to get fairly close to Adeline Millar.”

“True,
probably dresses more in keeping with his age, not so obvious—more
honest.”

“You
think? I suppose you could be right. The kids would find that a lot
more acceptable… hang on, look at that guy over there. Just come
back from somewhere. He certainly wasn’t there when I did that side
of the room.”

“The
guy in the green shirt? Yeah, he fits all right, let’s keep an eye
on him for a while—see what he gets up to—then we’ll go and talk to
him. Seems to be on his own at the moment.”

Just at that moment
the man was joined by a girl at least ten years his junior,
carrying a couple of drinks, she handed one to the man.

“Shit,
he’s got to be a dead sitter. Keep an eye on him, try not to let
him know. I’ll go and see if any of the staff know him.”

Good disappeared into
the crowd. Ten minutes later he was back. “They know him all right,
a regular. They don’t like him much, always hitting on the younger
girls, but he doesn’t push it and never gives any trouble, so they
can’t do much about it. I’ve got his details from their membership
records, assuming he hasn’t lied of course.”

“Think
we should talk to him?”

“No,
not this time. We’ll pack it in here and go on to the next on our
list. I’d like to know if he only comes here or works the circuit
before he knows we are interested.”

“I
know it is an if, but if he is our man, we could be walking out
leaving him with his next victim.”

“Bugger, you’re right. It’s a hell of a long shot, but I’d hate
to have to live with that. Tell you what, the word is out about the
killing and the manager here is a decent sort of bloke. If our mark
goes to leave with the girl I’ll get him to caution her about it,
then the sod will know he’s been clocked. Should keep him in line
for the moment.”

“Good
one.”

They headed towards
the office.

Saturday, 1st November 1997.

7.55pm:

Katherine and Hugh
were sitting either side of a corner table at the back of a rather
brash looking Italian restaurant. Katherine was rather surprised at
Hugh’s choice, but he assured her, correctly as it turned out, that
they employed a much better chef than they did interior
decorator.

“So
what did you make of the Professor?”

“I
thought he had been in his job too long, the flame had died
out.”

Katherine looked up,
surprised.

“Heavens, not exactly the answer I was expecting, not that you
aren’t right. Retirement is probably the obvious answer, but I
don’t think he’s got much else in his life so it probably won’t
help. Sad, really.”

“Indeed, a very good mind with nothing to occupy it, although
that is really his own fault. I don’t mean that critically, just
observationally.”

“Our
meal’s taking a while to come, they must be busy.”

“Patience, I make it a point never to complain how long my food
takes to arrive if somebody else is preparing it, something to do
with being a very disorganised cook myself.”

“You’re more charitable than me. Do you like
cooking?”

“Sometimes, mostly when I have plenty of time and can get
everything organised before I start. Like most males, multitasking
is black magic to me. It is a little odd, really, because I simply
cannot follow a recipe, it’s a disaster if I try. I just hunt out
whatever ingredients I can find and improvise and yet, perversely,
I still need to get everything organised before I start. Quite
contradictory.”

“Strange man.” She passed him the basket of garlic
bread.

“No
thanks, I’m not a huge fan of garlic.”

“You
don’t like garlic!”

“More
a question of it not liking me, I’m afraid.”

“An
Italian restaurant wasn’t the most sensible choice in the world,
then.”

“Ah,
but I know that you particularly like Italian food, besides, small
quantities well cooked aren’t a problem, only raw. Do I get an
update on your quest?”

“Not a
lot to say, really. I’m learning a bit about the whole vampire
thing, but it doesn’t seem to get me any closer to understanding my
killer. You know, what it is about vampirism that decided him to
kill in this fashion.”

“Perhaps you are asking the wrong question. Sometimes it can be
difficult to distinguish cause from effect.”

“How
do you mean?”

“Well,
and I say this only to demonstrate a point, you are assuming the
murderer kills using the method he does because of some association
in his mind with vampirism, or, of course, to create that
impression. Suppose instead, that the method of killing has a
different origin altogether and the vampire act was adopted because
it fitted the method.”

“I
see, yes, that’s possible. Not helpful of course, unless you can
suggest a reason why he might want to do it that way. I think we
agree that it is rather too complicated to be an arbitrary
choice.”

“Not
off the top of my head, no, but I’ll give it some
thought.”

“The
blood has got to be the key.”

“Indeed, I agree. I can’t see that it is related to the
victims, which would indicate that it is either something to do
with the killer personally, or to someone else that they are
targeting indirectly.”

“Fair
enough, but what? You’re thinking of something obtuse—like the
killer has some chronic condition—leukaemia or such—that has
required a lifetime of transfusions?”

“That
sort of thing, yes. You said once before that you thought the
clothes might be missing to, is that the case?”

“No,
we think not. With the bodies being naked and no obvious sign of
the clothes that had been removed, we thought that may have been
so, but, just as the coffee cups had been washed and put away, we
now believe the same was done with the clothes—put away, that
is.”

“Why?”

“I’ve
no idea.”

“No, I
mean why do you think that.”

“Sorry. Mostly because nothing seems to be missing, at least as
far as we can tell. In two cases the victims were seen a reasonably
short time before their deaths and the clothes that they were
wearing when seen were there, neatly folded and put away. Not
conclusive, I know, but Inspector Stringer seems to be pretty
certain that nothing is missing.”

Their meals arrived
and they settled down to eat in companionable silence.

Sunday, 2nd November 1997.

12.12am:

It was the early hours
of the morning and Paul was alone in his car on his way home. He
got a call on the car radio.

“Inspector Stringer, this is Officer Good, copy?”

“Copy.
Good, you got something for me?”

“Just
had a call from the manager of the dance club.”

“Which?”

“Club
78, the first one that Henderson and I visited. Think we’ve got a
bit of a result.”

“I’ll
see you there, ‘bout five minutes. Let him know we’re
coming.”

“Check. Out.”

A few minutes later he
pulled onto the pavement outside the club, eliciting several rude
comments from the small crowd gathered outside. The doorman nodded
at his badge and let him in.

Inside the entry
lobby, Good was talking to the manager. Through in the hall proper
the music was pounding out, making it hard for them to hear each
other speak. Paul nodded to the manager.

“Evening, Sir. What have we got, Good?”

“When
Henderson and I were here earlier, we clocked a guy chatting up
this young girl. He fitted the profile to a tee. The staff here
knew him and he’s got a reputation for hitting on young girls. We
decided to move on to some of the other clubs to see if he did the
rounds, but we were worried about the girl he was with, so the
manager said he would keep an eye out for her.

“About
an hour ago they went to leave, so he intercepted them to warn her
off. When he accosted them she was totally out of it, could barely
speak. The guy said she’d had too much to drink and he was taking
her home, but Bill here,” he indicated to the manager, “reckoned
she was drugged, not drunk. He wouldn’t let her go with him, said
he would organise a taxi instead. The guy started to get stroppy,
then seemed to think the better of it and left—quite
abruptly.”

“And
the girl?”

The manager
interrupted “She’s still here, in my office, she seemed to be in a
pretty bad way and I thought you’d want to check her out.”

“Good
one. Thanks, you’ve been a great help.”

Paul turned back to
officer Good.

“Good,
you and Henderson take her back to the station and get the doctor
to check her out—you know what we are looking for. He can keep her
overnight on medical grounds. You two can pack it in for the night
and we’ll pick it up again in the morning. I take it you’ve got all
the details on the bloke?”

“Sure,
called Brian Creighton, assuming it’s correct, of course, but
either way he won’t be hard to find. Incidentally, he was a regular
at three of the other clubs we visited—or at least, based on our
description of him.”

“Good.
We’ll have a chat to him, a DNA sample should sort it out.” Paul
turns to the manager “Thanks again. I’ll make sure someone lets you
know if we get a result, I know you don’t like these types around
the place.”

Good and Henderson
helped the girl into their car and left. Paul followed.

Tuesday, 4th November 1997.

11.40pm:

Off an alleyway in the
poorer part of Manchester’s commercial area, was the entrance to
what could fairly be described as a “down market” brothel.
Creighton had entered and was following a very hard, bored looking
madam in her late fifties up the passage. She stopped outside a
door and knocked. It was opened by an over-dressed but rather plain
looking prostitute, barely sixteen years old.

“Your
next trick, Sophie, he’s got half an hour. Don’t take any crap, he
likes them young so watch yourself.”

The girl eyed
Creighton up and down, then stepped aside and let him into the
room.

Wednesday, 5th November 1997.

4.25pm:

In a large, modern
house in Wilmslow, one of Manchester’s better suburbs, two women in
their late thirties were sitting around a coffee table. Like the
house, the room was spacious and was tastefully furnished. Two
pre-teen kids, a boy and a girl, were playing video games in the
adjoining, open plan dining area. The mother of the children,
Margaret Poulson, was talking to her sister.

“Not
too bad, really. Of course I’d be in all sorts of trouble if Dad
hadn’t offered to buy the house. You did know about that, didn’t
you?”

“No,
not really. Mum said they were looking at ways to help out, but she
wasn’t specific. She and I don’t ever seem to communicate too well,
never have,”

“Stop
your whinging, I can never shut her up. Gets right on my wick
sometimes. Wonder why she is like that, us being twins and
all?”

“The
house?”

“Sorry. Yeah, Dad said he’d buy the house and let me live in it
rent free, well almost rent free, I’ve got to pay the rates and
insurance etc. I did protest, but he reckoned that with the way
property values are going, it was a good investment. You’re OK with
that?”

“Hey,
sure, brilliant. I’d hate to see you have to move out into some
grotty little place.”

“Seems
a bit unfair on you.”

“I’m
sure he’d come to my rescue if the boot was on the other foot, and
if he didn’t I’m sure you’d make him.”

Margaret laughed “I
guess you’re right at that.”

“Is
Joseph helping at all?”

“The
bastard, his official name around here is “the bastard”. Yes, to be
fair I suppose he does what he can. He’s agreed to pay all the
house costs I mentioned, and he helps with other bits and pieces
from time to time. I know it’s hard for him, cycle couriers are not
exactly as well paid as lawyers, you know.”

“That’s his choice, though I can’t understand it myself, why
did he feel the need to pack in his job as well?”

“As
well as his wife and children, you mean?”

“Sorry.”

“I can
understand it in a way. Traumatic as it has been for us, in some
ways I think it was even harder for him and he felt he needed to
just walk away from everything.”

“He
had no idea he was gay? Don’t answer that, you have already done so
many times before. It’s just I can’t get my head round
it.”

“No
idea at all, none of us did. Though I must say that with all the
hours I’ve spent brooding about it, you start seeing little
incidents in a new light. The way he was always so fastidious—you
know, you often went on about it yourself—that sort of thing. You
start to wonder if perhaps you should have seen it coming. But
that’s bullshit really, hindsight. Joe, I’m sure hadn’t the
slightest inkling.”

“Couldn’t he have just kept it in his pants and saved you all
this grief?”

“Get
real, once he knew that about himself he was never going to be the
same person I married. He knew that, and he was right.”

“You
sound like you still love him.”

“Of
course I do, love doesn’t just disappear because someone has pissed
you off.”

“How
is he?”

“Not
good, to be honest. He has started to become quite distant, cold. I
think there’s something going on that I don’t know
about.”

“Would
you really want to know?”

“I
suppose not. No that’s not really true, I do worry about him
still.”

“But
the way you two—mostly you, I admit—fought when this first
happened, I’d have though this was a good thing.”

“No, I
don’t think it’s about us, our relationship. There are a lot of
things we have to deal with and some of them are pretty hard, but
this change in him is nothing to do with that. Before there was
guilt, confusion, frustration—now I sense a deep, implacable anger.
I do wonder if it is a problem with his boyfriend, but I haven’t
the balls to ask.”

“Do
you care?”

“I
can’t quite believe I’m saying this, but if you imagine every thing
Joe has given up to be with this guy, his wife, children, career,
friends everything. He must be totally smitten. Now imagine how
he’d feel if this guy’s tossed him aside.”

“Shit.
Put that way, I could almost feel for him. You sure that’s what’s
happened?”

“No,
just a feeling.”

“You’ve never told me, have you met the guy?”

“No.”

“He
wasn’t one of Joe’s normal circle of friends, then?”

“No,
he was—don’t laugh—a male nurse. Joseph was a regular blood donor,
good citizen that he is, and this guy worked at the clinic. I think
they had known each other for quite a while, but only in a “Hi,
Joe, how are the wife and kids” sort of way. The sex thing was
quite sudden, I believe, certainly as far as Joe was
concerned.”

Margaret’s sister
stood up and looked at the kids.

“Hey,
guys, I’m driving up to see Grandpa and Grandma next Saturday, you
like to come?”

“Great! Can we mum? Can we go to the Hartfield Mall on the
way?”

Margaret Poulson shook
her head slowly,

“Are
you sure you want them?”

Turning to the kids,
she added “Yes to Grandpa and Grandma, the Mall is up to your Aunt,
but you won’t be getting any spending money from me—or her, so
don’t try!”

“Fine,
I’ll pick them up between nine and ten, it’ll give you a day to
yourself for a change. You’d better see what the milkman is up
to.”

“Wash
your mouth out.”

4.51pm:

Paul pulled up outside
a beautiful old Victorian townhouse, wedged between two large,
'seventies, commercial buildings—a relic from an earlier, more
elegant age.

He went up to the door
and rang the bell. It was answered by Hugh.

“Mr.
Hugh Montecrief?”

“Correct. Can I help you Officer?”

“Officer? Am I that obvious?”

“Sorry, but yes. Do come in.” He stepped aside holding the door
then followed Paul into the house. Hugh steered him into a small
front study, decorated and furnished exactly in the period of the
building itself, and offered him a seat.

“Beautiful place, this, real atmosphere. My name is Detective
Inspector Stringer,” he showed his warrant card, and I would like
to ask you a few questions.”

“Obviously, and certainly. Can I offer you a tea or
coffee?”

“Thanks, but no.”

“Fire
away, then.”

“Do
you know a woman called Robyn Grant?”

Hugh paused, “No, I
don’t think so, although the name does sound vaguely familiar.
Should I?”

“We
are just trying to establish her circle of contacts.”

“Can’t
place her, though that doesn’t mean I haven’t met her. Certainly
she is not a particular friend of mine…. I do recognise the name
though.”

“If
you will pardon the cliché, where were you between 6pm and midnight
last Thursday?”

“Thursday…. Well, I was at the Central Library for most of the
day, left about six or six thirty I think. Went to the supermarket
on Arthur Street on the way home, probably got back here at about
seven thirty, perhaps a little bit later. After that I was here all
evening. Sorry I can’t be more precise.”

“That’s OK. You were here alone all evening?”

“Yes,
I usually am. I am not exactly anti-social but I am something of a
recluse, I’m afraid. Bit of a liability in the alibi department. I
need an alibi, do I?”

“I
wouldn’t like to say that, Mr Montecrief, at this stage we are just
trying to establish who was where, if you know what I mean. Single,
I take it?”

“Indeed. Sorry, I’m not being much help, am I? I spent the
evening at home alone and don’t, as far as I can recall, know the
person your asking about.”

“No
need to apologise. Real life is very different from television.
Ninety nine percent of all the people we talk to during an enquiry
can tell us nothing at all. We get very used to it. Thanks for your
co-operation.” He got up and headed for the door.

“Inspector, if you have a card or something with your contact
details, I’ll get in touch if I can think of anything to add. If
you could write the woman’s name on the back, Grant wasn’t it? Just
so I don’t forget.”

Paul took a card out
of his top pocket and wrote Robyn Grant’s name on the back, handed
it to Hugh and went out. Hugh stood in the doorway looking after
him with a frown on his face, then turned and went inside, closing
the door behind him.

5.45pm:

Haswell was sitting
opposite Paul at his desk at the station.

“So
how did you get on?”

“With
Montecrief? I’m not sure. He certainly fits the description of the
man seen at Grant’s flat on the Tuesday before the murder, but he
denies knowing her. Said the name was familiar, mind.”

“Did
he have an alibi?”

“Thursday he was home alone, he’s single, so there’s nothing to
that really, just doesn’t help much.”

“And
Tuesday?”

“Tuesday I didn’t ask, didn’t want to give too much away at
this stage.”

“So
where to from here?”

“Well,
it’s a bit premature at this stage, but in his case I think the
next step would be an ID parade. If we could definitely place him
at the flat of someone he denies knowing, we’ve at least got
something to work with.”

“You
don’t sound too optimistic.”

“No,
I’m not, really. He’s an odd bloke. I’m pretty certain that there
is a huge amount that he isn’t telling me, something significant,
but at the same time my gut feeling is that it is not about Grant’s
murder. That all sounds a bit wishy-washy doesn’t it?”

“To be
honest, yes, very. Still you’re the guy that’s talked to him and I
hate to admit it but you are usually spot on in your judgement when
it comes to character.”

“Still, he definitely stays in the frame and we’ll look at the
ID parade once we’ve got a few bits and pieces tidied up. Are all
the interviews typed up yet?”

“Being
copied as we speak, I’ll drop them off as soon as they’re
back.”

“Thanks.”

Saturday, 8th November 1997.

9.25am:

Margaret Poulson was
standing talking to her sister, who was loading Margaret’s kids
into her car in the driveway.

“I’ll
feed them on the way home, we should be back about seven. I’ll call
you if I’m running late.”

“Sure
you’re happy about this? I can’t imagine why anyone would want them
if they didn’t have to have them.”

“Nonsense, they are the world’s one and only psychological
contraceptive. You do realise that if you hadn’t had these two I
would have eight children by now?”

“Oh
shut up! You’d have to find some poor bastard silly or desperate
enough to do the dirty deed first.”

“Talking of bastards, any news on your own pet
poof?”

Margaret’s face fell.
“Yes, actually, it’s a lot worse that I suspected. Joseph’s lover
has left him all right, but can you believe it, he left him for a
bloody woman!”

“Christ, the poor bastard. Did you talk to him
directly?”

“No,
James told me, but I suppose I’m going to have to. Buggered if I
know what to say, though.”

“Do
you reckon he can handle it?”

“No, I
don’t think he can. Judging by our last conversation I think he has
lost it completely. I think he is going to need professional help,
and quickly.”

“Can
you tell him that?”

“You’re joking! Angry dumped wife demands psychiatric help for
homosexual ex husband?”

“Point. Hey. I’m going to have to get going. We’ll talk more
when I get back tonight. Do you want me to talk to Dad about
it?”

“No, I
don’t think I want to lay that on him as well. Sure as hell I don’t
want Mum to know.”

“Got
you. See you about seven. Do me a favour and have the milkman out
of here by then.”

“Bugger off!”

11.03am:

Despite being Saturday
morning, Bootle Street Police Station was in a state of feverish
activity. It was a truism of police investigations that the less
you had to go on, the more work there was to do. Paul was sitting
at his desk wading through a pile of reports all saying exactly the
same thing, that nothing was discovered, when the phone rang. It
was the Desk Sergeant who said there was a Mr. Montecrief to see
him. Paul, surprised, asked for him to be brought up. Moments
later, Haswell ushered Hugh into the room and Paul offered him a
seat.

“How
can I help?”

“I
have remembered your woman, Robyn Grant, and I do know her, well,
sort of know her.”

“Do
tell.”

“Well,
she is the author of an article in the Geographic recently, on
Mayan architecture. I have an amateur interest in the
subject.”

“And
you remember the name from that?”

“No.
Well, yes and no. I visited her at her flat one day, to discuss
some of her arguments. An interesting young woman, judgement
clouded a little by the certainty of youth, but that is
pardonable.”

Paul looked at Hugh,
puzzled by his comment. To his eye Hugh couldn’t have been more
than a year or two older than Robyn at most.

“When
did you visit her?”

“Let’s
see, it would have been on the Tuesday, about three
o’clock.”

“How
long were you there?”

“About
an hour, hour and a half at the most. Am I allowed to ask
why?”

“She
was not known to you at all before you read the
article?”

“No. I
may have previously read something she had written, turns out she
is quite prolific, but I was not aware of having done
so.”

“Why
did you visit her, rather than ringing or writing?”

Hugh smiled “I don’t
like telephones, you might have noticed that I came down here
rather than ring, and writing seemed a bit formal as she lives
nearby.”

Paul looked at him
intently for a moment, then said “Lived…”

“Lived?”

“To
answer your question, Ms Grant was murdered, on the Thursday. Past
tense, I’m afraid. Did you like her?”

“Bloody hell! Sorry, I don’t know, really, I certainly didn’t
dislike her in any way. I respected her work and she was pleasant
enough to talk to, but I only met her the once.”

“I
understand, and thanks for coming in. I’ll contact you if there is
anything else we need.”

“And
don’t leave town, eh!”

“You
watch too much television, but joking aside, if you are going away,
I’d be grateful if you could let us know your contact
details.”

“Certainly. Did she have any family, if you are allowed to tell
me that?”

“Why
do you ask?”

“I
know this will sound a little odd but, even though I didn’t really
know her, I don’t like to think there is no-one to “see her off” so
to speak.”

“As
far as we can establish, nobody.”

“Could
you let me know when she is to be buried? I’d like to
attend.”

Paul looked
reflective… “Why not. I’ll have someone call you when it has been
arranged.”

Paul showed Hugh to
the door, and after his departure was joined by Haswell “That the
guy?”

“Yep,
what did you make of him?”

“Didn’t really say much on the way up. Seemed OK though,
straight-forward, and he didn’t have to come in, after
all.”

“If
he’s smart, he did. Looks much better than if we had discovered his
visit for ourselves, and he would know that that was quite on the
cards.”

“True.
He stays in the frame, then?”

“Definitely, even more so, though I don’t think he’s our
killer. Still think there’s something else about him,
though.”

2.44pm:

In a dimly lit passage
in a scruffy, low rent apartment building, Stringer and Haswell
were checking the nameplate on one of the doors. Haswell said “This
is the one.” He knocked. There was no response. He knocked again,
louder and longer and called out “Police, open up please.” Still
there was no response.

“Shall
I force the door, Sir?”

“Don’t
be daft, Haswell, ever heard of a search warrant?”

“Sorry, Sir.”

“For
all we know, he may not live here any more. Then we’d look right
Charlie’s, wouldn’t we?”

Just at that moment a
young woman appeared from the direction of the lift.

“Can I
help you gentlemen?”

“We
are police, we are looking for a Mr. Creighton. Do you know if this
is his flat?”

“Sure
is, but I haven’t seen him for a couple of days. Is he not there
now?”

“Doesn’t appear to be. Do you know him well then?”

“Depends what you mean by know. Off the record the guy’s a
total prick—and that’s what he thinks with, if you get what I
mean.”

“Makes
a nuisance of himself, then?”

“Incessantly, but nothing I can’t handle. What’s he been up to,
molesting young girls.”

“Sorry, can’t be specific, you understand.”

“Sure.
Do you want to go in and have a look round?”

“You
have a key?”

“When
I first came here he insisted on it, said it was important from a
safety point of view—you know, if something went wrong. In reality
he was hoping I’d reciprocate and give him a copy of my key.
Instead he has to settle for fantasising about me visiting him in
the night.”

“That’s a bit unfair, isn’t it?”

“Unfair nothing, he takes great delight in recounting his
fantasies to me at every opportunity, in glorious Technicolor.
Pervert.”

“Sir,
in the circumstances we could have a look. After all, the neighbour
here, who Creighton has charged with looking after things, has
expressed concern that she hasn’t seen him for a while.”

“Good
point. Could you get your key, please?”

“Sure.” She disappeared into the flat opposite and emerged a
couple of minutes later holding the key, “Here we go.”

“Could
I ask you to accompany us? It makes it legitimate. Besides, you can
tell us if anything seems amiss.”

“I
can’t, actually, I’ve never set foot through the door, and without
two burly police officers in attendance, I wouldn’t be doing so
now.”

“That
bad, eh?”

“That
bad.”

They entered the
apartment. Inside the curtains were closed and it was quite dark.
Haswell switched on the light and they found themselves in a room
with heavy drapes, subdued red lighting, pictures and statuettes of
naked women, the whole effect that of a B grade movie brothel. Paul
stood there shaking his head.

“Christ, this guy is disgusting. Does he really think this sort
of crap is going to get a woman excited?”

He turned to the young
woman “Sorry about the language, but really!”

“Don’t
worry about it, I was thinking much the same myself”

“Did
he often bring women here?”

“As
far as I am aware, never, I think this was his fantasy world. He
was utterly convinced that women found him irresistible, but I
suspect that unless they were very drunk, very desperate or he was
paying them, he got nowhere at all. Certainly I’ve never seen a
woman here, and I’m sure he tried. As I said, he never stopped
hitting on me.”

While talking Haswell
and Paul had been systematically searching through the apartment.
Paul straightened up and looked around the room.

“Don’t
know about you, Haswell, but I reckon he has done a
runner.”

“All
the signs are there. Want me to put out an all points?”

“Yeah,
do that, especially ports and airports.” He turned to the woman “If
you see any sign of him ring this number immediately, and keep your
distance.” He handed her a card.

“What’s he done?”

“Let’s
just say that we suspect that he is a danger to women, a serious
danger. As he knows you I think you are probably OK, but keep your
distance nevertheless, as people like this can very unpredictable.
And anything, anything at all, just ring. We’d much rather have a
few false alarms than have you getting any grief.”

“You’re scaring me. Should I move out?”

“No, I
don’t think so. To be honest I am pretty certain he won’t be back.
Just be vigilant.”

The two policemen
ushered the woman out of the apartment and closed the door.

4.14pm:

At a central city
café, not far from the library, Hugh and Katherine were seated at
an outside table. Hugh said, “You need to go and have a word with
your friend Inspector Stringer.”

“Paul?
How did you know his name? And why do you say I need to talk with
him, talk about what?”

“Me. I
don’t think you are supposed to be talking to me, not just about
the murders, but at all.”

“What
are you on about?”

“I am
a suspect in your vampire case, or at least the Inspector thinks I
might be, although he has not actually said so in as many
words.”

“What’s going on? What’s this all about?”

“Seems
I knew one of the victims, Robyn Grant. Well, I say knew, I visited
her once, two days before she was killed. Seriously, I think that
you need to tell Stringer that you know me and that we are—how can
I put it—socialising.”

“I
suppose I do, given what you’ve said. How did you know
her?”

“Like
I said, I didn’t really, she wrote a pretty original article on
Mayan architecture—you know it’s a subject that interests me—and I
called on her to talk about it. Just one of life’s bizarre little
coincidences, really, but there you go. Nice young woman.
Sad.”

“Before Paul ring fences you, can we talk more about
vampires?”

“We
can talk more about the murders, as far as I am concerned, but
that’s probably not wise from your point of view.”

“True.
This idea of yours, the host/parasite thing, do you really think
that a parasite could influence a host’s behaviour? I don’t mean
mood changes or erratic actions and such like, hell, even the flu
has that effect on me, I mean a specific set of actions that are
intrinsically alien to the host.”

“Megaponera foetens springs to mind.”

“It
might spring to your mind! What on earth is that?”

“What
on earth… rather appropriate. It’s a species of ant, the Central
African Stink-Ant, which lives exclusively on the ground. Never
leaves it. However, there is a particular species of fungus,
Tomentella I think it is called, whose spores when inhaled,
lodge in the brain of Megaponera foetens—nothing else,
mind—and start to mature. As it develops, the behaviour of the ant
changes and eventually it will seek out a suitable plant stem and,
for the first and only time in it’s life, start to
climb.

“On
reaching the very top, it digs its mandibles deep into the stem,
locks them and then waits to die. Feeding on the body of the ant,
the fungus then matures, pushing a spike out through the top of the
dead ant’s head, that develops into bright orange tip, which then
distributes a new batch of spore to the forest floor.

“Question is, what compels the ant to climb?”

“I
don’t know if that is quite the same, but it is a valid point.
Certainly if something that peculiar can evolve, pretty much
anything can. Are you sure about this?”

“Absolutely.”

“On an
entirely different subject altogether, I am planning on repainting
my study at home. I was wondering if I could impose on you to help
move the furniture before I start?”

“Move
the furniture? I’d be delighted. Paint, I don’t paint, painting and
me just don’t get along. Just let me know when you want me.
Seriously, though, I really think you should speak to Stringer
first. Could avoid embarrassment later on.”

“I
will, I’m seeing him later today as it is. I’ll bring the matter up
then. Assuming he gives me a visiting pass, when am I going to get
to see your place?”

“Any
time you like, but why the interest?”

“Oh,
I’m just nosy, you must have discovered that about me by now,
surely. When you look at the place someone lives in, you see a lot
of the people themselves.”

“Now
you are embarrassing me.”

4.26pm:

Haswell was sitting at
his desk in the Operations Room, writing up his notes. He looked up
as Paul walked in.

“Sir,
I’ve got something for you on Creighton.”

“Let’s
hear it then.”

Haswell looked around,
rather uncomfortable, and muttered,

“Your
office would be better, Sir.”

Paul turned and headed
into his office, Haswell got up and followed.

“So
what have you got?”

“Well,
when we looked through his flat yesterday, I took a couple of hairs
off the hand basin in the bathroom. The DNA test has just come
back. He is definitely our man.”

“You
what? You know we can never use that in evidence. Hell, we weren’t
even supposed to be in the building. Besides, we couldn’t even
prove that the hairs were his.”

“I am
aware of all that, Sir, I know it is not admissible evidence, but
thought it would tell us if we are wasting our time chasing him
around. When we pick him up we can get a legal sample and do the
test properly. One of the pathologists owed me a favour—don’t ask
me to explain—so I got him to test the hair unofficially. There is
no record in the lab and nothing in the case notes, but at least we
know we are heading in the right direction.”

“Fair
enough, it is a valuable piece of information. Just don’t get into
the habit of cutting corners, Haswell, or one day it will come back
and bite you.”

“Yes,
Sir”

“Still
no word on his whereabouts?”

“Not
yet, but I don’t think it will take long. He doesn’t strike me as
the sort who can keep himself to himself for long, besides, he
seems to be a cocky little bugger. That type never believes we can
be a threat to them.”

“Still, let’s not forget what he has done. Every hour he is out
there he has the opportunity to kill again.”

“We
have alerted all the likely venues, you know, dance clubs, bars and
the like, to keep an eye out for him. If he goes out on the pull
we’ll have him before his second drink—trust me.”

“Did
you get anything on his family?”

“Both
parents dead, apparently. Only surviving relative is an aunt in
South Africa.”

“Give
it forty-eight hours and if there is no sign of him by then we’ll
ask the local police down there to check her out. See if she has a
house guest.”

“Any
further thoughts on that other guy. What was his name?
Montecrief?”

“Strange bloke. Doesn’t live extravagantly, his house, although
very nice indeed, is not exactly a mansion, yet he must be filthy
rich.”

“Why
do you say that?”

“A
friend in the business tells me that developers have been trying
for years to buy that place of his, you know how it is wedged in
there in the middle of the commercial centre, and he just won’t
budge, won’t even discuss it. At last count he was offered seven
and a half million quid for it.”

“Bloody hell! I see what you mean.”

“The
other thing is nobody can tell me where his money comes from. He
doesn’t seem to have any family—or, strangely, ever have had any,
although that’s obviously not the case. Certainly it doesn’t appear
to be family money.”

“Crime, you think?”

“Well,
I went out on a limb a bit, as I was curious, and talked to the
Organised Crime Unit and the Drug Squad. Neither of them have any
record of him. Nor, and this is a bit more unsettling, have Births,
Deaths and Marriages, although he does have a valid passport, so
somebody must have some sort of information on where he’s come
from. Also, he is all above board with the Tax Department, they
reckon they get enough out of him in a year to run a small
country!”

“Maybe
he just earned it.”

“At
his age? No chance, he wouldn’t have had the time. If he’d been
some sort of IT guru, another Bill Gates, people would have heard
of him. It’s quite weird, not so much that he has appeared out of
nowhere, but more that he has just always seems to have been
here.”

“So
why don’t you pull him in and ask him?”

“Don’t
think I can. Strange though he is, I don’t think he is connected to
the murders.”

“He
visited Grant, after telling us that he didn’t know
her.”

“He
told us he didn’t think he knew her. Thing is, his explanation is
perfectly reasonable and has the ring of truth to it. Besides, he
does have an interest in Mayan culture, he’s got quite a reputation
in the field, known and respected by his peers, so to speak. Really
it is just professional curiosity on my part.”

“You
mean nosiness, Sir.” Haswell said with a smile.

“Watch
it!”

Monday, 10th November 1997.

11.57am:

Joseph Poulson, the
cycle courier was talking to the receptionist, an attractive woman
in her mid thirties, in the main reception area of a large modern
office block.

“I’m
not going to get you into trouble, Christine, chatting to you like
this?”

“No,
no way. As you can see I am not exactly busy. Besides, I doubt if
anyone would even notice.”

“That
sounds a bit bitter.”

She laughed “No, not
really. It’s just sitting out here on your own you are quite
isolated from everyone, they all pass through, but you don’t really
get involved in the day to day relationships like the people who
work in the office do.”

“Ah!
But you do get to meet me on a regular basis, surely that’s
compensation enough?”

“What
can I say?”

“Well
you could say that you need to be taken out to lunch to be cheered
up.”

“Your
not chatting me up, surely.”

“Don’t
be daft, you know which side my bread is buttered, it’s just I
could do with a bit of cheering up myself.”

“Anything serious?”

“Oh,
just family stuff. I’ll meet you at Delany’s just after one, that’s
right, isn’t it? That’s when you take your break? My family and
your work are strictly taboo, though, OK?”

“Fair
enough, but so is interior decorating.”

“You
cheeky sod!”

2.55pm:

Paul was seated behind
his desk at the police station when Katherine walked in
unannounced.

“I’ve
come to confess.”

“To
all your sins? You’ll have to come back when I have got a couple of
days free. Sorry”

“So
you’ve heard, then. My mother never could keep things to herself,
she told you about the neighbours’ apples, then, and my brother’s
pencil case.”

“Oh,
we’ve got the lot, missy, you’re never going to see the light of
day again, I can tell you.”

“Do I
get to decorate my own cell?”

Paul laughed, the
light-hearted banter lifting an otherwise fraught day,

“What
can I do for you, got some interesting insight into our
killer?”

“I’m
writing an interim profile right now, you’ll have it on your desk
first thing tomorrow. It’s pretty vague I’m afraid. No, I’ve got to
talk to you about Hugh Montecrief.”

“Montecrief? How did you know we have been talking to
him?”

“He
told me.”

“You
know him.”

“Yes,
a bit, we are—to use his rather old-fashioned term—socialising. And
my work on the murders has on occasion been mentioned. Not, I
hasten to add, in any detail, no names or places or anything like
that, but he felt, after you had questioned him, that you ought to
know.”

“Thanks, yes it is probably just as well. He does have a link
to one of the victims, but I can’t see anything sinister in it.
Don’t worry about it.”

“I’m
not grounded then?” she said with a laugh.

“No,
not grounded. I’m sure I don’t need to tell you what is appropriate
to discuss with him and what isn’t, but until we find our man we
all need to be a bit circumspect.”

“You
surprise me, you seem very sure he has no involvement. You are
usually much slower to discount a suspect.”

“Yes,
I’m pretty certain he’s not our man, certain enough not to warn you
to give him a wide berth, but he is a strange guy in many ways -
unusual would be a better way of expressing it. Sorry, that was a
bit out of line.”

“No
offence taken. He’s not your average Joe Bloggs, is he?”

“You
fancy him, don’t you?”

“A bit
more than he fancies me, I’m afraid. Still, time works
wonders.”

“Poor
bastard. Perhaps I should lock him up anyway. Protective
custody!”

“Bloody rude. No wonder they promoted you, it was so nobody
would have to share a car with you. I’ll bring that profile in
myself so we can go over it. Nine o’clock OK?”

“Fine,
see you then.”

9.16pm:

At the door of Club
78, Officer Good was met by the manager, who had called the Station
some ten minutes earlier. It was early evening and the place was
fairly empty.

“Come
into my office, there is someone I think you’ll want to chat
to.”

He led Good to a back
room. Inside a young girl, Sophie, who worked as a prostitute at a
nearby brothel, was sitting dejectedly in a chair. She gave the
manager a filthy look and avoided all eye contact with the officer.
Officer Good addressed her.

“Evening then, what have you got to tell me?” There was no
response, Good looked at the manager.

“What’s the story?”

“Sophie here is a bit uncommunicative. She is on the game and
doesn’t believe me when I tell her that you won’t ping her for it,
that you are only interested in the killings. I can’t say she’s
here of her own volition, I overheard her talking to another girl
and wouldn’t let her leave. Not exactly kosher, I know, but I think
it might be important.”

“Still
nothing to say, Sophie? I’m sure you don’t want this mad bastard
running around out there any more than we do. Less, probably,
seeing as it’s young women he kills, not policemen.”

“I’ve
seen him.”

“You’ve seen him? You’re sure it’s the man we’re
after?”

“Creighton. He says,” she glanced at the manager “you’re
looking for Creighton, he’s a regular of mine.”

“How
regular?”

“Not
very. When he comes it is usually very late and he’s always in a
filthy mood. He’s a mean little prick. I think he comes when he’s
not getting his own way with someone—probably his wife—but he
treats me like shit.”

“Does
he abuse you?”

“No,
not physically, but he goes out of his way to show you that he
thinks you are rubbish.”

“But
he always chooses you?”

“I’m
the youngest, no other reason. Makes him feel even more
important.”

“Lovely piece of work. When did he last call on
you?”

“Last
night, ten o’clock, roughly. That was different too, usually it is
well after midnight.”

The manager
interrupted “Perhaps he went straight there because he knows you
are looking for him. I get the impression that he normally tries
the clubs first and only goes to visit Sophie if he fails to
pull.”

“Reckon you’re right, at that. Sophie, take this card and give
it to your boss, Greta, isn’t it? Tell her to ring me the instant
this turkey appears.”

“I
can’t, she’ll go ape-shit if she finds out I’ve talked to
you!”
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