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Chapter 1 
 
He didn’t want to do it, but he had to. He had come too far, risked too much, put a lot on the 
line, he couldn’t back out now. Preparing himself, he slithered forward, eyes examining the dis-
mal site. Uncertainty bubbled at the bottom of his stomach like a pot of boiling water. He 
stopped. He had heard something or so he thought. It was his booming heart. Furious and in-
cessant, it seemed to swell into a mallet and swing against his ribcage, a drum full of dirt that 
might burst at any moment.  
 
The caravan stood in front of him, isolated and deserted as if waiting for him. This was a place 
where things came to rot, where curiosity was not provoked; all the gates had been chained 
and though he had broken the padlocks with ease, these locks had already come to their de-
mise, all rusted and useless. Nobody, man, or woman, would set foot in this place unless they 
had to, nor would they presume that this junk yard would be a place of significance. 
 
Extending his hand for the door, he waited, gazing through the window. The glass was filthy, 
coated in dust and dirt, view distorted, yet he could still make out a figure. He slid out his 
weapon. Young and isolated, Sophie Cooper dozed off on her narrow bunk in peace, which ap-
peared extremely peculiar given the grim danger she was in. Surely, she wouldn’t have been so 
calm had she known that death awaited her, that he knew her secrets. 
 
He inhaled, waiting for the perfect moment to enter, making sure his prey was asleep. Like a 
ghost, he reached for the door and turned the handle. His mouth was dry as fear fluttered in 
his stomach. He slid the door open, preparing to strike but the aged hinge protested, shrieking 
out in alarm. Stunned and unclear of what to do he acted with impulse, jerking the door open. 
Silence cut through the sound and remained for the rest of the session. Tiptoeing inside, he di-
rected an uneasy glance towards the girl. Fortunately, she hadn’t awoken.  
 
He shut the door; a glimpse of light had found its way through as the night slowly started to 
fade. It was just the two of them, sheltered in this depressing place. He then retold himself he 
was not here to dwell but to do his task. To do what he was instructed. Walking toward the un-
conscious body, he lifted his hammer. A part of him wanted to run away and pretend this 
never happened but he stayed. There was nothing to stop him. The clock struck; it was time. 
 
Chapter 2 
Detective Iris Quinn had encountered several bodies before but this one bought a lump to her 
throat; this one had left her suffering a wave of emotions. Why did they always have to be so 
young? 
 
The girl, whose body remained cloaked beneath the white linen sheets, was of 18 years. A de-
lightful pupil, living by herself in a caravan after running away from her abusive family, relying 
on her part-time job to survive. Blood-stained hair ran across her wounded face. The skin of 
her face had been peeled upward, now a flat, bloody sheet of stringed flesh dangling back over 
her forehead. The putrid stench of exposed meat had already summoned a horde of buzzing 



flies, burrowing under the skin. Her gouges, each a gap wide enough to slot a 1 pence coin 
lengthwise. One brown eye among the folds of skin. That was the only distinguishable part of 
her. 
 
Sighing with disbelief, Iris leaned forward and concealed the somewhat of a body that lay 
there. Will, her partner in crime, proceeded by calling the medics to drop her off to autopsy, 
looking her in the eyes and sorrowfully said 
“She died of excessive bleeding caused by a knife, most likely a Swiss army knife.”  
 
The corpse was found at Greenwood Campsite. No witnesses had been uncovered, no evi-
dence, nothing. Iris had hoped Will had found something, anything she could work with, but he 
quickly put paid to that notion 
“Sorry, there was no blood, sweat left behind. All I can say was that she was stabbed 33 times 
with a significant amount of force, leading to blood loss. She undoubtedly wasn’t conscious af-
ter the 3rd blow. If autopsy does reveal anything important, I’ll let you know.” 
 
“Thanks. I appreciate it.” she smiled faintly.  
 
Another young life gone all in a day’s work of Detective IQ.  
 
Chapter 3 
IQ hauled open the door and rushed inside. Deserted, just how she wanted it to be. She 
needed time to assemble her thoughts, something wasn’t right, there had to be some 
proof. But where was it?  
 
Driving back to the crime scene, she seized her murder board. Filled with pictures of the victim 
and the many suspects, displayed for examination, all connected by colourful strings of wool 
depending on their leads and theories. Usually, this sight would excite her – as the board over-
flowed, the various puzzle pieces of truth inexorably came together- but today she felt as if she 
had been slapped on the face. Then she saw it. It glared at her, watching her every move… 
 
A camera. Finally, some proof. Hopefully, it had data that could assist her in unravelling the 
crime: Section 19 of the police and criminal act: if the camera has evidence concerning an of-
fence which she/he is investigating or any other offence she/he is allowed by law to examine it. 
This was necessary. Looking through the vivid screen, which revealed the secrets of people, she 
spotted her killer.  
 
Dark brown hair obscured his face only leaving behind a glimpse of his brown eyes. She 
thought. Something still didn’t quite add up. Why would her killer expose himself? He had left 
no evidence at the crime scene. Did he want something? 
 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

                                                                                                                      

 


