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Deception with Murder

To Matt, Your endless support

and love has gotten me further

than I ever could have imagined.

Chapter One
T
here was not a cloud in the sky.  With the heat wave they had been having, a little overcast would have been nice.  Nearly two hours had passed since Rilynne had made the phone call instructing them where to come.  She knew her location was a bit off of the beaten path, but she hadn’t expected it to take them this long to find her.  Checking her watch again, she began to worry.  It would be dark soon, which would make their jobs much more difficult.

As she was pulling her phone out of her pocket to find out where they were, she heard the sound of tires rolling up the rocky path behind her. 

“Sorry officer.  We took a wrong turn,” she heard from behind an opened door at the back of the van.  “How did you even find him all the way out here?” he asked as he slammed the door and made his way towards her. 

He was handsome in a boy next-door kind of way.  His dirty blonde hair seemed to dance as the warm breeze hit it.  She didn’t normally find longer hair attractive on men, but it seemed to suit him. 

“It’s detective, actually.  Rilynne Evans,” she said, holding out her hand.  He fumbled with the cases in his arms as he reached out to return her greeting, dropping both of them.  “Ben Davis. And this is Dr. Andrews,” he motioned to the older man coming around the van behind him. 

She couldn’t help but think that the stout little man looked a little like Santa Clause with his white, fluffy hair and full beard.  His cheeks even seemed to have a rosy look to them as he waddled towards her.  “You must be our new detective.  I was wondering when our paths would finally cross.  It’s a shame it had to be under such gruesome circumstances.  How on earth did you find him all the way out here?”

Not waiting for an answer, he walked towards the arm that was barely visible under the brush littering the ground.  “Have you found the rest of him?” he asked while scanning the area.  “There’s a leg behind the boulder to your right, and his other arm is a few yards to your left at the base of that large oak tree,” she pointed to the freshly uncovered limbs.

“Are you sure it’s him?” asked Ben as he sifted through his cases. 

“The tattoo on the right arm matches the tattoo he had of his daughter’s name.  Dr. Andrews, can you determine the time of death?”  She asked as a second vehicle pulled up alongside the medical examiners van. 

Ben had just finished taping off the scene and was snapping pictures when a tall, slender red headed investigator joined him and began documenting all of the evidence.  “Approximately 8 hours.”  Dr. Andrews called back to her after examining the leg in front of him.  She already knew the answer but she also knew it was a question that had to be asked. 

This was the eighth victim they had discovered in the last eleven months.  All had been held for exactly one week before being killed and their bodies dismembered.  The perpetrator always left the same six body parts hastily covered; the head, which was always shaved, the torso, with a freshly pierced right nipple, two arms, the left leg, and the right thigh.  The medical examiner was able to determine that, unlike the rest of the cuts, the lower portion of the right leg, cut just above the knee, was always removed before the men were killed.  Based on the evidence of healing, the right leg of all of the victims appeared to have been removed shortly after the men were taken.  All had also been fed the same meal shortly before death, consisting of spaghetti noodles with a mushroom and shrimp cream sauce and red wine.  The first victim was the only one that had not been strangled.  Instead, he had died of anaphylactic shock due to a severe shrimp allergy. 

Due to the leg amputations, as well as the alterations the perpetrator made to the victims’ appearances, the press had dubbed him the Pirate Killer.

Rilynne was slowly working her way out from the center of the crime scene.  If the pattern held, there were still three body parts hidden within a close proximity.  She had just lifted a branch revealing the torso when she heard Ben call from the other side of the clearing that he had found the head and the right thigh. 

Other than the body parts, the killer left the crime scenes meticulously clean.  The only piece of evidence that they had discovered over the last eleven months was a single carpet fiber left in the first victim’s nose.  This scene was no different from the last seven.  They had found this body quicker than any of the others, though, so Rilynne couldn’t help but hope that the body itself might hold some clues.

Dr. Andrews had finished bagging all of the body parts, and was loading them into his van when he called out again. “Detective Evans, you never said how you were able to locate him.”  She gave him a small grin accompanied by a simple answer.  “I just got lucky.”

That was not exactly true.  She had spent her morning combing over maps searching for that exact spot.   She knew without a doubt it was where she would find their most recent victim.  She even knew where to find the first body parts when she arrived, because they were exactly where she had seen them buried.  Rilynne had watched as he took his last breath, and even watched the knife slice into his lifeless body.  She had seen it all that morning as she was taking, what should have been, a relaxing shower to start her day. 

It was just flashes in her mind; the breath and the knife, and then the road sign and river that helped her find her way.  But seeing these things in your head does not make you a valued detective as far as most people are concerned.  Instead, it makes you either crazy or a suspect.  So she hid it, never telling anyone what she could do.

Chapter Two
R
ilynne was six when she first realized the funny little pictures she saw in her head were not just her imagination, but flashed from other people. 

She would see her teacher grading her homework, or things happening to her classmates when they were at home.  It wasn’t until tragedy struck during her winter break that her mom, Amber Evans, realized what was going on. 

Rilynne had just sat down at the table for breakfast that morning when she started screaming and crying about her little friend Jessica.  She told her mom that a bad man had taken Jessica and was hiding her.  Trying to reassure her daughter that it was just a bad dream, Amber called Jessica’s house. 

To her horror, she was told by a police officer on the other line that Jessica had vanished from her bed during the night.  Amber convinced herself Rilynne had seen the story on the news, and held her daughter all morning trying to console her.  Then Rilynne stopped crying abruptly and told her mother that it was ‘all better now’.  She stated a pretty police lady found Jessica-still in her princess pajamas-in the snow covered shed and she was on her way home. 

Amber did not want to tell her daughter that she was wrong, so she just let Rilynne get up to play.  It wasn’t until an hour later that the story aired on the news stating Jessica had been found in the shed of the family’s pool man, and had been returned to her family shaken but safe.  The picture they showed nearly made Amber fall off her chair.  It showed a female police officer holding Jessica’s hand as she ran towards her mom.  Jessica was wearing a pair of bright pink pajamas with princess crowns all over them. 

She couldn’t move; she didn’t know what to think.  Amber knew her daughter had not watched the television since she heard about the abduction.  Rilynne had even told her mom what happened around the same time they had stated the officer found her.  She thought back through the years to all the other things her daughter had told her that she had just assumed were her imagination.  Was it just a coincidence?  She knew the only thing she could do was talk to her daughter about it.  Rilynne informed her mom she just saw pictures in her head that showed her what happened.

Amber didn’t know what to do, but she knew it was something she didn’t want other people to find out.  She was not ashamed of her daughter, but she knew at the same time other people would not be so accepting.  She wanted, as all mothers do, for her child to have a normal, happy childhood.  Hiding what Rilynne could do was the only way that could happen.

As time went on, they came to realize Rilynne would only get flashed from people she was personally connected to in someway or another.  Amber saw it as a blessing, because there were so many things in the world a growing child did not need to see, or even know about.  She would see things related to the people she knew, or things that she started to pay special attention to.  In a way, she could choose what she was open to seeing. 

If there were a crime on the news she wanted to see things about, she would just need to read enough about it, and try to figure out what was happening herself.  She wouldn’t get a full view of what had happened most of the time, but she would see bits and pieces.  Most of the time Rilynne would only see things that were happening at that moment, or that had happened shortly before.  Sometimes she could see further into the past, but very rarely could she ever see anything before it happened.  When she did, it was never more than a few hours prior to the event.  She liked it that way.  What fun would it be if she always knew what was going to happen?

There was no question growing up what she wanted to do after school.  She had played her little games for years, trying to solve crimes herself, and occasionally was able to sooner than the police could.  She knew if she had the resources the police did, instead of just what she could get from the news, she would be able to solve the crimes that others couldn’t. 

So after college she joined her local police department, working her way up quickly.  After just a year on the force, she made detective.  She had studied profiling while at school, and would pass off her visions as hunches based on suspect behavior.  She had the highest solve rate in her department, and was often asked by other departments for her opinion on their tougher cases.

It was two years after making detective that the Pirate Killer started his work.  She followed the case after the third victim was taken, but as it was across the country, there was not much she could do about it.  After the sixth victim she knew she could not sit on the sidelines any longer.  So she put in for a transfer and was put on the task force shortly before the eighth victim was taken.

Chapter Three
R
ilynne was the first person in the following morning.  The conference room they were set up in had white boards covered in pictures and information about the victims lining three of the four walls.  They still had not been able to find out what the victims had in common, or how the killer was picking them. 

She studied the boards, trying to make herself see something she might have missed.  The victims were all Caucasian males ranging in age from 24 to 40 and had different economic backgrounds.  Two were married, three had kids, two were ex-cons, one was a wealthy vacationer and one was even a police officer.  The only glimpses she had seen so far were of the victims being killed and disposed of.  She was sure the more she learned, the more she would be able to see.  And hopefully she would be able to see something that would help them stop this man before there was a ninth victim.

Rilynne was so lost in her thoughts that she didn’t hear the door in the corner swing open.

“Detective Evans,” a familiar voice called from behind her.  “I didn’t think anyone would be in yet.  I was just going to drop these off.”  Ben handed her a file full of the photographs from the scene.  She turned towards the boards again and started adding the new pictures. 
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