


    Toggle navigation


ThomasStone
	Home
	Download Pdf Books





    
                
    
    
        Read The Darkness Inside: Writer's Cut Online

                Authors: John Rickards

                    

    
    The Darkness Inside: Writer's Cut

    
    
    
        
            	«
	1
	2
	3
	4
	5
	6
	7
	8
	9
	10
	...
	24
	...
	38
	»

        

                
            
Chapters
00.

01.

02.

03.

04.

05.

06.

07.

08.

09.

10.

11.

12.

13.

14.

15.

16.

17.

18.

19.

20.

21.

22.

23.

24.

25.

26.

27.

28.

29.

30.

31.

32.

33.

34.

35.

36.

37.

38.

39.

40.

41.

42.

43.

44.

45.

46.

47.

48.

49.

50.

51.

52.

53.

54.

55.

56.

Afterword

Copyright & Credits

Also By The Author

00.

“You’re a nice guy, Alex.” That’s what people say to me at parties. They look at me and they see what they want to see. They make their own assumptions on the basis of nothing much, weigh and measure. Friendly enough, if a little serious. Interesting career mix. But nothing there to envy. No riches, no grand life, to make them feel small.

They see me as non-threatening, which is why I’m only ever “a nice guy”, never anything more. There’s usually just the tiniest hint of pity in the eyes or in the voice.
 

Maybe that would change if they knew more of my past, and the blood and the guilt and the hurt there.

They judge everyone on acquisitions – the house, the car, the pretty wife, the three kids and the mortgage – and I come up short on all counts. My Bureau career dead for six years now, doing all right in the private sector, but
it’s not the same, is it?
I live in a small apartment, alone. No wife and kids, and I’m not looking for them, not any more. My best hope for family bliss was torn from me a year ago and I accept that there’ll not be another. At least, not one like it.

The people at parties would like me to keep trying, of course. Get out, get down, get laid. Get a life. Settle for what you can. “You’re a nice guy, Alex,” they’re thinking. “But you’re going to end up alone and dead with little to show for it. What a waste.”

That’s what they think when they tell me I’m a nice guy at parties. I know it, but I smile and nod anyway, and we talk for a while longer, and eventually I go back home to nothing much and I exist for another day.

I wonder what those people would say if they could see me now: in a narrow alleyway, police lights flashing in the streets beyond, and every cop in the city hunting me for murder.

01.

Boston, MA. 2004.

‘RELATIVES CALL ON ‘FALL RIVER KILLER’ TO BREAK SILENCE,’ the headline read. Dense columns of text filled much of page five of the
Boston Globe
beneath, along with the same mugshot of Cody Williams the media had used in every story written about him since his arrest seven years ago. Hair tied back in a ponytail, pulling his forehead taut and snapping his skin to attention, white in the photographer’s flash. Heavy eyes staring contemptuously forwards. A faint sneer on cracked lips.

Looking at it, I felt a hollow sickness and the same sense of pursuit, dislocation, something invisible closing in behind, that had been with me since the story about Williams’ inoperable pancreatic cancer first broke.

Since he became news again.
 

Since the past came back to threaten the present.

I didn’t usually read the
Globe
. If someone hadn’t left a copy in the shared foyer downstairs, if I hadn’t picked it up for something to skim in the elevator on the way up to the office while I shook off the fall chill, I might have been able to avoid the story at least until its inevitable regurgitation on the TV news later.

 

The families of several alleged victims of convicted murderer Cody Williams have pleaded with him to break his silence and reveal the location of their remains. Their request follows reports that FBI agents have recently attempted to persuade the ‘Fall River Killer’ to talk. Williams is currently serving a life term in Ashworth prison for the murder of serial rapist Clinton Travers in Hartford, CT. Although he never stood trial for their abductions, he is widely believed to have been behind the disappearances of seven girls over the course of a single year in the southern Massachusetts, Rhode Island and Connecticut area.
 

In an open letter to Williams, the relatives of those girls whose bodies have never been found ask him to give up their locations before he dies. “Don’t leave us forever wondering where they are. Let us bury our loved ones properly,” the letter reads.

Williams has always maintained his silence regarding the location of his alleged victims. In the seven years since his arrest, the remains of three girls
–
Kerry Abblit, Joanne Tilley and Abbie Galina
–
have been found in stretches of remote Massachusetts woodland. The bodies of Marie Austen, Brooke Morgan, Katelyn Sellars and Holly Tynon, all believed to have been abducted and murdered by ‘The Fall River Killer’, have never been located. Williams was recently diagnosed with terminal pancreatic cancer and doctors say
…

 

The elevator doors slid open and I lowered the paper. My boss, Rob, was already in. Robin Garrett Associates, licensed private investigators, security consultants, finders-of-the-lost, general nuisances. It wasn’t a bad office. We weren’t a bad company. We had a few junior staff and an intern and a coffee machine. By the standards of the industry, we were doing nicely.

“Morning, Alex,” Rob said. “Had a good few days?”

I nodded and sat at my desk. Tossed the paper down and didn’t look at it. “Yeah. I didn’t do anything much.”

“No?”
 

“Cleaned the apartment, caught up on a few chores I’d been putting off.”

“You’re right, that doesn’t sound like anything much.”
 

“Didn’t have much else to do.” I shrugged. “How were things here?”

“Fairly quiet. You didn’t miss a lot. The kids are dealing with most of the bread-and-butter stuff that came in. Oh, and Sophie stopped by to let us know what hours she’s available to work around her lecture schedule.”

“As busy as she was last semester?”

“That’s about the shape of things. Although it still looks like a cushy number compared to what I can remember of college.”

“Back in the day.”

He nodded. “Back in the day.”

“Sixty hours a week, writing on an old piece of slate, and your bus fare was a nickel. Did you trace McKean’s ex-wife?”

“I paid a visit to her place in Portland on Thursday. I don’t know why his lawyers think she’ll help his defense – she didn’t say very much about him that
I’d
want repeated in a courtroom.”

“She was full of happy reminiscences and fond memories of her dream marriage, huh?”
 

“Something along those lines, yeah. But I guess that’s their problem, not ours. I posted the bill to them this morning.”

“I don’t blame her for not wanting anything to do with him.”

“Yeah, nasty piece of work.” He flicked his eyes in the direction of my desk. “You had a couple of calls on Friday. There’s a note about one of them stuck to your screen. I told them if it wasn’t life-or-death urgent, they’d have to wait until you came back today.”

“They didn’t push it. Guess it can’t have been life-or-death urgent then.”

“Special Agent Downes, I think her name was. It’s on the note.”

“Tanya Downes,” I said, reading his scrawl. “From the Bureau’s Boston field office.”

“You know her?”

“No. After my time.”

“She said they needed to talk to you about Cody Williams.”

My heart sank but I tried to hide it. “Did she say why?”

“No.” Rob frowned. “You don’t exactly sound raring to go.”

“How much do you know about Williams?”

He glanced at the
Globe
I’d brought with me. “Only what I’ve seen in the news. I’d left the Bureau by the time he came along.”

“I was one of the agents working his case.” I sighed hard, swallowed my unease and reached for phone.
 

“Yeah?”

“I was kind of hoping I’d never have to think about the guy ever again, that’s all.”

When I eventually got through to Tanya Downes we briefly exchanged pleasantries, but otherwise it was all business. “I take it you’ve seen the press reports on Williams,” she said.

“They say he’s got cancer and could die anytime from weeks to months.”

“That’s right.”
 

“I was planning on holding a party when it happens.”

 
She ignored my remark. “We’re being pressured by the families of four of his victims to get him to talk and give up the places he hid their bodies before he checks out.”

“Yeah, I saw their letter to him in this morning’s paper.”

“How do you suppose he reacted?”

“He probably pissed himself he was laughing so hard.” I could almost picture him doing it. “Cody Williams was never the sort to repent on his deathbed.”

“That’s more or less been my experience of him as well. The letter, though, was more of a publicity tool.”

“Publicity for who?”

“By making it public, we hoped to increase the pressure on him to tell us what he knows. Privately, at the families’ request, we’ve been talking to him in prison for the past week or so, in the hope of getting something useful.”

“With no luck.”

Downes paused for a moment, then said, “Yes. He’s told us nothing about the locations of the victims.”

“The thudding sound you might be able to hear in the background is my jaw dropping from the sheer volume of surprise I’m feeling.”

“
However
, he
has
intimated that if he were to talk to anyone, it would be the agent who first spoke to him at the time of his arrest. Which was you, wasn’t it?”

“Yeah.”

“So we want you to come out to Ashworth and speak to him for us. Try to make him see how senseless it would be to take his secrets to the grave.”

“Go to the jail to appeal to Cody Williams’ better nature.”

“Or whatever you think will play best, of course. The doctors can’t give us a definite timescale for his condition, so we’re assuming we need to work as fast as possible. Obviously,” she continued before I could raise it as an objection, “the Bureau will pay whatever reasonable fees your agency wants to charge.”
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