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FOREWORD

Jamie Carver first appears in Last Gasp, the first book in the DCI Jamie Carver Series and Book
One of  The Worshipper Trilogy. Whilst each book in the trilogy tells a complete story in itself, they
share a chronology and character development that means they are best appreciated when read in
order, starting with Last Gasp, then Final Breath and finally, Out Of  Air.

The trilogy charts what happens when Jamie first becomes involved in the hunt for a twisted
serial killer, then finds himself  caught in an ongoing game of  cat and mouse that takes him from
Warrington's back-streets and Cheshire's leafy environs, through the corridors of  power at
Westminster and on to Paris - and the twisted interests of  those who like the sort of  entertainments
no tourist to the French capital ever gets to see.

When we first meet Jamie, he is seen to be already conflicted, burdened with feelings of  guilt and
regret that appear rooted in an earlier serial-killer investigation, in particular the circumstances
surrounding the killer's arrest -  an incident glimpsed in the prologue to Last Gasp. As the story
unfolds however, it becomes clear that the events of  that night are not the only source of  his
troubles. There are reference to a series of  articles published in a Sunday broadsheet magazine in
the weeks following the killer's conviction. Penned by a leading journalist, Alexander Jackson, and
based on research Jackson undertook following the trial, they present a highly personalised account
of  the police investigation of  which Carver was part, as well as his particular role in it. Suffice to say,
neither Jamie Carver, nor especially, some of  his fellow investigators, welcomed seeing the matters
Jackson wrote about appear in print.

But more important than how they are regarded by the officers whose names appear in them, is
the part the articles eventually come to play in shaping all that follows after. And while they are
certainly key to the events recounted in Last Gasp - how does not become entirely clear until much
later - their impact also carries through to the other books.

In bringing the articles together for the first time in this single volume, my aim is to give those
interested in learning more about the events that precede Last Gasp a deeper insight into Jamie
Carver's character, as well as an added depth of  understanding of  the background to the trilogy
than may be gained from just the books alone. I hope you enjoy reading it. 

Robert F Barker



Is This Man The UK's Foremost Serial Killer Investigator?

For six weeks during the late summer of  last year, the world watched, enthralled, as Edmund Hart was tried for the

murders and attempt murder of  eight women. Thanks to an extraordinary film aired following Hart's conviction, the

story of  the police' hunt for the killer, his impossibly dramatic arrest, and what happened after are already widely

known. But as the trial drew to a close, journalist Andrew Jackson sensed another story, one less concerned with the

murders themselves and the police's attempts to catch the killer. This story was more to do with the individuals, and

one in particular, who lived through the events.  

Jamie Carver was a work-a-day Detective Inspector when someone thought his experience might be useful to the UK's

biggest ever police investigation. In this three-part feature, originally published as a series of  articles in a Sunday

broadsheet in the weeks following the trial, Andrew Jackson tells the story of  how one man turned around a

floundering investigation, and brought about the arrest and conviction of  one of  Britain's most prolific serial killers.



PART 1

As courtroom drama goes, it will forever rank in my memory alongside such classics as To Kill A

Mocking Bird and A Few Good Men. One moment the man in the dock is making ready to descend

the steps leading to the cells, responding it appears to the judge's direction to his flanking security

officers that they should, 'Take him down'. The next he turns and, shrugging through his escorts'

clawing hands, leans out over the dock's rail to fix a manic gaze on the man in the grey suit sitting

only yards away in the benches reserved for police witnesses. Lifting his cuffed wrists he aims a

finger as if  it were the barrel of  a gun and, face distorted with hate and fury, yells, 'YOU'RE DEAD

CARVER. YOU AND THAT OTHER BITCH. WHATEVER HAPPENS TO ME, YOU'RE

BOTH DEAD.'

Around the packed courtroom, pandemonium erupts. Those closest - the various counsel, (on

both sides), court officials, even the judge himself- shrink back, faces registering the fear that the

just-convicted killer may be about to jump the dock, putting them within reach of  the man experts

have warned is so unpredictable he is capable of  anything. Even those not in immediate danger - up

in the public gallery, at the back of  the court - react as most do who witness sudden violence, with a

mix of  shock and horror. In this case, thankfully, the violence is only verbal. Still, it is enough to

give everyone present that day a blood-curdling insight into the character of  the man who, over the

past eight weeks, has worked hard to keep that side of  himself  hidden. They include myself, one of

some twenty-plus journalists squeezed into the cramped confines of  Chester's No 1 Crown Court's

press box. And though my response to the outburst is similar to that of  everyone else - I recall that

sudden grip of  fear to this day - the emotions I feel in those few short seconds are not what I will

remember most. What will come to linger longest in my memory is the response of  the man at

whom the hateful tirade is directed. For while everyone else present reacts with shock and fear, he

remains totally calm. His face stays as it had been during the minutes preceding the incident;

impassive, detached, noting the closing events without comment. And I remember well the thoughts

that come to me in that moment. 

He'd been expecting this would happen. 

He was ready for it. 

Maybe - and for this I can site nothing other than my own, journalistic instincts - he even welcomes

it.

The events I describe took place on the final day of  the trial that, through a good part of  late



The events I describe took place on the final day of  the trial that, through a good part of  late

summer last year, held this nation as well as many others around the world in its grip and, as far as

TV News at least was concerned, relegated all but the most newsworthy items over that period to

little more than a by-line or a report ushered in with the words,  'And in other news…'  

The trial was that of  Edmund Hart, the man whose name will forevermore be synonymous with,

"The Escort Killer", in the same way that Peter Sutcliffe is only ever referred to now as, "The

Yorkshire Ripper", or Donald Neilson, "The Black Panther". And the man who stood there that day,

unflinching in the face of  a verbal assault that would have made most men or women pale - or

worse - was the detective responsible for him being in the dock in the first place, Detective

Inspector, as he then was, James Carver.

Up to that time, I had met James - he prefers Jamie - Carver some half-dozen times, though only

briefly on each occasion. These were through the course of  the weekly news briefings that began to

feature during the second half  of  the three-year long investigation into the "Escort Girl Murders",

as they had come to be labelled. (The official designation of  the UK's largest ever serial murder

investigation was actually, "Operation Ford", though the world's media tends to prefer something a

little more graphic.)  Coincidentally, or not, this process of  briefing began shortly after Carver was

first drafted onto the enquiry. Back then, he was not particularly prominent amongst the several

detectives and senior officers known to the various media groupies as being associated with the case.

For a long time, the 'face' of  the enquiry had been that of  its Deputy Senior Investigating Officer,

(DSIO), Detective Superintendent Paul Slattery, the then head of  Greater Manchester Police's

Serious Crime Squad. It was only in the enquiry's latter half  that Slattery started to become less

visible, his sometimes flamboyant and, in the view of  myself  and several of  my press colleagues,

rather over-done, "I'm-a-hard-as-nails-Detective-and-don't-you-forget-it" deliveries, giving way to

the wholly more measured - and factual -briefings given by the quietly-spoken but no-less

informative Jamie Carver, then one of  the enquiry's two Assistant SIOs. "Pressure of  investigatory

commitments," was the official reason given for Slattery's gradual withdrawal, and no one at the

time had reason to suspect otherwise. It should be mentioned that this was long before Daniel

Parker's fly-on-the-wall, documentary series, 'The Investigation', had aired. Filmed over the course

of  the last two years' of  the enquiry's duration, and shown over three consecutive nights during the

week following the trial's dramatic conclusion, it would come to be as much a 'water-cooler event' as

any of  the gritty crime dramas that have captured the public's imagination over recent years. Being a,

(mainly), print journalist, I was not party to the programme's production or any of  the research that

went into it. Like everyone, I was ignorant of  the events that have since become the focus of  so



went into it. Like everyone, I was ignorant of  the events that have since become the focus of  so

much debate - particularly those concerning the role of  the young Detective Inspector whose late

insertion into the enquiry came to have such an influence on its eventual outcome.

But that day in court, witnessing Jamie Carver's reaction to Edmund Hart's verbal assault, I was

intrigued. Who was this low-key figure whom Hart went out of  his way to pick out from the several

other detectives and senior officers present to be the sole recipient of  his venom? How was it he

managed to react the way he did? During the course of  the trial, (I sat through every day of  it bar

one, my second daughter's birth), I saw and heard nothing that led me to think that Carver' s role in

the investigation was in any way more particularly significant than that of  the half-dozen or so other

senior detectives who at various stages played lead parts. We knew of  course that Carver was the

arresting officer.  We had all listened, fascinated and appalled in equal measure, as he gave evidence

describing how he had intervened - just in time - to save the life of  the woman Hart had targeted as

his would-be eighth victim. The description of  the violent struggle during which Carver and two

other detectives sought to restrain the knife-wielding Hart as he tried to fight and slash his way to

freedom was as chilling as it was horrifying - especially when Carver described the injuries he and a

colleague sustained during the struggle and which, but for the actions of  the paramedics called to

the scene could have proved life-threatening - as were those of  the woman whose life Carver saved

that day and who was only ever referred to in court as, "Witness A". But apart from the arrest, the

evidence presented didn't point at Carver as being a key player as far as the running of  the enquiry

was concerned. He wasn't handed the Interview Manager Role - often an indication of  the actual

'lead' investigator, as opposed to the sometimes nominal, 'Senior Investigator' role. That

interviewing role fell to Carver's close colleague and fellow ASIO, Detective Chief  Inspector Dave

Mason - not that Hart ever answered any question during his many hours of  interviews with

anything other than, 'No comment'.

It was these questions and anomalies that led me to wonder if, apart from what I'd heard in open

court and the insights afforded by the TV documentary, there may be another story, a less dramatic

one perhaps, but one that was equally fascinating? This story would concern the men and women

who made up the enquiry team and the interplay between them. Anyone who has ever worked as

part of  a team under pressure to succeed at something important, knows that whatever the skills of

its members, however long and hard they toil, success or failure has as much to do with the

personalities, traits and characteristics of  those who comprise it. How well, or not, they gel.

Whether or not they work seamlessly, side-by-side or whether, beneath the surface, broil simmering

tensions and conflicts others never get to see or hear. How much of  all this, if  any, I wondered



tensions and conflicts others never get to see or hear. How much of  all this, if  any, I wondered

applied to the Escort Killer enquiry? In particular, I wanted to know what Jamie Carver's story was

and why, out of  everyone he could have chosen, Edmund Hart singled him out as his target for

vengeance. It was to these and similar questions that I needed answers. I decided to go in search of

them.

  I began by requesting an interview with Carver through the Greater Manchester Police's media

people. (Although Carver's home force was Cheshire Police, Operation Ford was run under the

overall direction of  the Manchester force.) It was, I thought, a simple request. I was wrong. It

prompted an email-avalanche of  questions. What was my interest? Why was I asking to interview

one of  the ASIOs to the enquiry, rather than the Senior Investigating Officer himself, (then

Detective Chief  Superintendent, now Assistant Chief  Constable, Clive Robinson)? What sort of

information was I looking for? What could I possibly hope to discover that was not revealed in the

evidence given in court, or shown in the TV documentary? (Precisely!)  A few days later I received a

late-night call from a long-standing senior police officer acquaintance and occasional source, (always

anonymous, of  course). After exchanging pleasantries, he referred to my enquiry and I was more

than a little taken aback when he asked, 'What is it you're really after?' It was followed by, 'What do

you already know?' It was right then I knew. There was a story, but for some yet-to-be explained

reason, those close to the top of  the Police hierarchy were wary about it coming out. I played it

straight and explained that I was researching an article about the running of  a major crime enquiry,

but told from the perspective of  the ordinary men and women involved in it. Not untruthfully, I

explained that Jamie Carver was merely to be my starting point, and that from him I would move on

to others, maybe some of  the lower ranking detectives and support staff. It seemed to do the trick. 

A few days later I found myself  repeating my rationale to a lady from the force's Media Relations

Department. (As regards ethics, I told her no untruths.). After listening to what I had to say, she

told me she would liaise with Carver's home force, Cheshire, and, 'see what they could do.'  True to

her word, three days later she contacted me to say she'd set things up, and gave me the number of

someone in Cheshire Police's HQ who would help me arrange things. The impression I got at the

time was that I might look forward to meeting with Jamie Carver within the next week or so. So far,

so good. 

It didn't happen.

It would serve no purpose here to catalogue the series of  phone calls, (made and unreturned),

emails, (ditto), arranged-then-cancelled appointments, that followed from this point. Suffice to say

that during the course of  the next three months I began to wonder if  there really was such a person



that during the course of  the next three months I began to wonder if  there really was such a person

as Detective Inspector Jamie Carver. I once wrote a piece about a former special forces and

undercover MI6 agent who had worked in some of  the Middle East's hottest hot-spots. It is no

exaggeration to say I had less trouble arranging an interview with him. At one point, after two days

of  telephone calls and speaking to people who clearly knew Carver, had worked with him, and

seemed genuinely eager to assist me in my mission, ( at least by passing a message if  nothing else), I

entertained, quite seriously, the theory that, (a) He had died and no one wanted to admit it,  or, (b)

No one, and I mean no one, working within the force actually knew where he was, or what he was

doing.  He was, to all intents and purposes, a ghost.

This time wasn't wholly wasted however. Between trying to get hold of  Carver himself, I did get

to speak with several of  the detectives and support staff  who had worked on Operation Ford. And

in the absence of  the man himself, I found what they had to say interesting and, as I would come to

realise,  absolutely pertinent to the story that would eventually unfold. In fact it probably served my

purpose better that I spoke with them before I did Carver, as will become clear. 

Before Edmund Hart's arrest I had, (or thought I had), a fairly clear impression of  the way the

investigation into the Escort Girl Murders was proceeding, how it was being managed. This was

based upon the insights I gleaned as a reporter following events and having regular contact with

some of  those involved in the investigation. Apart from a couple of  reportedly minor mis-

communications that had raised eyebrows amongst the media reps at the time but appeared to have

no particular significance, my impression was of  a well-organised and effectively-run enquiry that

was following all the established principles and protocols for an enquiry of  that nature. (They are

not hard to find. All are freely available on-line either via individual force's websites, or the Home

Office.) True, Operation Ford was yet to achieve its purpose - to identify and arrest the person

responsible for the awful series of  murders it was investigating. But given the scale of  the enquiry -

covering five police force areas, seven, almost eight, victims by the final tally, over four thousand

logged witness statements, and close to twenty thousand completed 'Actions' - there was nothing

that gave me or any of  my media colleagues cause to believe that this was in any way the result of  or

connected to any sort of  organisational failure. As my series of  interviews progressed however, I

began to realise that those assumptions may be misplaced.

The first hint that all may not have been as it appeared at the time, came from a relatively junior

detective whom I shall refer to as, 'Alice', (not her real name, for reasons which will become

obvious.) Alice worked within the Operation Ford Murder Incident Room , the hub of  the

investigation, and had done from the enquiry's inception. All major crime enquiries in the UK are



investigation, and had done from the enquiry's inception. All major crime enquiries in the UK are

managed and run using the long-established, HOLMES 2, (Home Office Large Major Enquiry

System; 2nd generation), system. It is designed to be run and operated by a team of  specially-trained

detectives and support staff, the detectives gathering, sifting and prioritising data, often in the form

of  witness statements, with the mainly-civilian support staff  inputting, indexing, analysing, and

running regular cross-checks and system diagnostics designed to make sure everything is running as

it is supposed to. What I learned speaking to 'Alice' was that, far from the system operating as per its

specifications, it was dogged almost from the beginning by technical and staffing problems.

According to 'Alice' the technical problems had two sources. Firstly, the site chosen to house the

multi-force joint enquiry - the old Moss Hey Police Station - was one of  Manchester's oldest police

stations. Once a Divisional Headquarters but now housing only the local community policing team,

it easily met the enquiry's needs space-wise, (at the time it was established it comprised some ninety-

plus detectives and a similar number of  civilian support staff.) What it lacked, however, was the

upgraded technical infrastructure that is essential to modern, large-scale police investigations. In the

early stages, Alice told me, the rooms allocated to the enquiry team even suffered from a severe

shortage of  electrical sockets.

Similarly, for a significant part of  its lifetime, Operation Ford suffered from a shortfall in the

number of  HOLMES-trained staff  needed to service just its day-to-day demands. The history

leading up to Operation Ford's inception is relevant here. 

Whether by design or chance, the sites were Hart claimed his first three victims were

geographically distant from each other and covered by three separate police forces - Lancashire,

Greater Manchester, and West Yorkshire. It wasn't until three months after the third murder, that of

Stretford-based escort Irena Ivanova, that investigators finally agreed that all three murders were

linked. (They had initially considered but discounted the theory several weeks earlier.) In the

interests of  fairness, it should be recognised that at various times during this period, each of  those

forces was also running one or more other Major Crime Investigations of  varying size and duration.

By the time the links between the girl's murders were confirmed, the three enquiries had been

running for several months - fifteen in the case of  Hart's first murder, that of  Francesca Yap in

Preston, Lancashire. During that period, each of  the enquiries had amassed a huge amount of

investigative data. All were classed as a Tier 1, (the most serious), Investigation. According to Alice,

problems first arose when attempts were made to merge the three existing data bases to serve the

new, joint enquiry, Operation Ford, being set up by the collaborating forces. First, a technical 'glitch'

resulted in a large amount of  data being 'lost', (some 'glitch' you may think, and you'd be right.) The



resulted in a large amount of  data being 'lost', (some 'glitch' you may think, and you'd be right.) The

result was that during the first three months of  its existence a significant proportion of  the

enquiry's resources were allocated to re-investigation and the recovery of  lost information,

(sightings; witnesses; suspects, etc.). The impact may have been exacerbated by a top-level decision

to use the merging of  the three databases as an opportunity to 'weed out extraneous data' that had

the potential to clog up the system. The end result was a Major Crime Enquiry where for several

weeks no-one was quite sure what was relevant, or who was doing what. As Alice recounts,

"Duplication of  effort was a day-to-day problem. It led to hundreds, if  not thousands of

investigation-hours being wasted."

But the worst impact of  these difficulties was the effect it had on the moral of  the men and

woman who were part of  it. An enquiry such as Ford thrives on  clear direction from its SIOs. In

turn, this (usually) contributes to building and maintaining a momentum in which investigators feel

positively about what they are doing, including a firm belief  that by simply following 'the system'

they will, eventually, succeed in their mission.

Alice describes how during the middling twelve months of  the enquiry, (before Jamie Carver's

arrival), the level of  moral amongst the investigators was in her words, 'As low as I have ever

experienced on an enquiry of  this nature. And I've worked on a lot.'  She wasn't alone in this view. 

A Detective Sergeant of  several years standing who also worked on the Ford investigation -

"Jock" - spoke of  a feeling amongst experienced investigators that they were on the receiving end

of, "piss-poor leadership". 'The thinking among a lot of  us,' Jock told me, 'Was that, apart from

making public appeals for information, those leading the enquiry seemed to have little or no idea of

how to go about tracking down a killer operating in and familiar with the murky world of  escorts,

pimps and deviant sex.'

It is neither my intention nor my place to speculate as to the causes of  any of  the problems

perceived by the likes of  Alice and  Jock. Nor can I judge if  they were justified. For all that those I

interviewed were happy to confide in me, it was always on the understanding that the purpose of

my research was not to amass ammunition that may be later used against any individuals, but rather

to gain insights into the day-to-day realities of  working as part of  a Major Crime Investigation.

And it needs to be acknowledged at this point that Operation Ford was Major - in every sense of

the word. Apart from the sheer size of  the enquiry, its logistics, its mass of  accumulated data, public

and political opinion played an important part at every stage. For three years, those living in the

areas in which the killer was operating - basically the whole of  North West England -  lived in fear.

For three years, politicians, national as well as local, and leading Police figures demanded and



For three years, politicians, national as well as local, and leading Police figures demanded and

expected results. The pressures on those leading the investigation were enormous and extreme,

twenty-four-seven. That said I would not be doing justice to the information disclosed to me if  I

did not refer to at least one episode which may or may not have some relevance to the issues raised

by the likes of  Alice and Jock, as well as others.

On a fine, early September morning, four months after the multi-force Operation Ford

Investigation was established, the body of  Joanna Linklater was discovered by her cleaning lady in

her apartment on the outskirts of  the small, upmarket-Cheshire town of  Wilmslow. The first CID

officers on scene quickly recognised signs indicating it could be part of  the 'Ford' series. Not

wishing to be later accused of  failing to follow any established protocols, the senior detective

present, an Area Detective Inspector by the name of  Jamie Carver, made immediate contact with

the Operation Ford Murder Control Room.

According to my sources, at the time the call was received the Ford SIO, Detective Chief

Superintendent Clive Robinson, was not at his desk. Attempts were made to contact him, but

without success. By strange coincidence, Robinson's deputy,  Detective Superintendent Paul Slattery

was also absent. Like his boss, he also was not answering his telephone. In the absence of  Ford's

two senior investigators, the question was asked, (not least I suspect by Carver), 'Who the Hell is

running things?' From my understanding, no clear answer was forthcoming at that time.

I have no hard information concerning the precise chain of  events that followed, (when I

eventually got to speak with Carver, he would not be drawn on the matter,) but suffice to say that it

was not until late in the afternoon that an officer from the Ford Enquiry Team finally made face-to-

face contact with the detectives dealing with the Wilmslow scene. This at a time when the Cheshire

officers were desperate to know if  they needed to defer to the Ford Investigators, or get on with

setting up their own enquiry, as they were ready to do. This at a time when, as Police Major Crime

protocols and procedures aim to ensure, the need for clarity, direction and speedy action in terms of

securing, managing and assessing a major crime scene is of  the highest priority if  it is not to impact,

detrimentally, upon the subsequent investigation. 

What the effects of  these delays, if  any, were on the management of  the early stages of  the

investigation into Joanna Linklater's murder, I cannot say. If  they had any knock-on-effect on what

happened later, I have no evidence that testifies to it. What I do know, is that later that day,

members of  the Cheshire Police Chief  Officer team were, as someone described to me,

'incandescent with rage' over the fact that for a significant period of  that day, at a critical time in the

force's attempts to get to grips with a major crime, the investigation with which it was seeking to



force's attempts to get to grips with a major crime, the investigation with which it was seeking to

establish contact was, to all intents and purposes, leaderless. I also know that later that day phone

conversations took place between the respective forces' Chief  Constables, as well as their Crime

Commissioners. Some of  those calls have been described as 'prickly'.

To my knowledge, no one has shone any light on the precise reasons for the unexplained

absences of  both the Senior Investigating Officer and the Deputy SIO to what was the biggest

enquiry of  its type in the UK this century. I am not aware of  any enquiry, official or otherwise, into

the matter. What I can do however, is present you with the following facts, all of  which I can verify.

The day Joanna Linklater's body was discovered, a Pro-Am-Celebratory Golf  Tournament was

taking pace at the prestigious Mere Golf  and Country Club, just over Manchester's border in

Cheshire, (not far, coincidently, from Wilmslow itself). It attracted participation of  a large number

of  household names from the worlds of  golf, sport and TV/Movie entertainment.

Both Clive Robinson and Paul Slattery were, and still are, members of  the Mere Golf  and

Country Club. Both have been described by at least one member of  the club with whom I spoke as,

"keen on golf, to the exclusion of  everything apart from their wives - and not them if  we're being

honest."

The tournament that day started with a champagne breakfast, during which more bottles of

champagne were opened and consumed than had been planned for. According to one of  the club

staff  on duty, by the time participants left to go out on the course to play, many were in, 'high

spirits.'

Mere Golf  course is renowned for its beautiful but undulating landscape. Many of  the greens

and fairways are surrounded by or cut through heavily-wooded areas. At that time, mobile phone

reception around large parts of  the course ranged between poor and non-existent, though my

understanding is that it is now improved, significantly. 

In response to a direct question, a paid-up member of  the club who is also a local councillor and

who was present at the tournament at first informed me that both Slattery and Robinson were

present during the champagne breakfast. He also stated that he had seen them both, though not

together, out on the course during the morning session. Within fifteen minutes of  me speaking with

him he rang me back to retract his account stating that he had, 'Made a mistake,' and that he had,

'confused the occasion subject of  my enquiry with a previous, similar event," though he could not

say, 'with certainty', which event that was.

No others among the twenty-plus club members with whom I have spoken, provided me with

any evidence to support the suggestion that either Robinson or Slattery were there that day.



any evidence to support the suggestion that either Robinson or Slattery were there that day.

Curiously, and equally, none of  them were prepared to go on record as categorically denying they

were there either.

Finally, though there is no objective evidence to support the view, it is clear from the interviews I

have conducted, that there is a general perception amongst members of  the Operation Ford

Investigation Team, (police and support staff), that it was during the two-to-three week period

following Joana Linklater's murder, (during which Ford was being expanded to encompass it,) that

moral amongst staff  fell, drastically. Some have described to me hearing, on several occasions,

'shouting matches' between the Senior Investigating Officer Team emanating from the SIO's offices.

As one detective put it when describing this period to me, "There was a general feeling among us all

that unless someone gets a grip, we're never going to catch this bastard."

Then something happened.

Cheshire Police, being now part of  the joint-force Operation Ford Investigation, confirmed the

level of  its contribution in terms of  finance and, more importantly, personnel. The personnel

comprised several fully-HOLMES-trained support staff, and a cohort of  experienced detectives.

They included two Detective Inspectors. One of  them was Jamie Carver.

Next Week: In Part 2 of  his fascinating insight into the running of  a major crime enquiry, Andrew Jackson

describes what happened following  Jamie Carver's secondment onto Operation Ford, as well as some of  the

organisational changes that occurred and that would eventually lead to the investigators identifying a possible suspect -

a man called, 'Eddy'. In doing so he poses the question, "Is Jamie Carver the UK's foremost Serial Sex Crime

Investigator?" 

Don't miss it.



PART II

Continuing Andrew Jackson's insightful account of  the running of  Operation Ford, the multi-force Major Police

Crime Investigation into the murders of  female sex workers in and around North West England and which came to

be known as, The  Escort Murders. It culminated in the arrest followed by the trial and conviction of  the serial

killer, Edmund Hart.  Following Hart's conviction, Operation Ford was hailed as,  'A vindication for good, solid,

old fashioned, local policing.' Andrew Jackson spoke to many  officers and staff  who worked on the investigation.

Not all share that sentiment.

It is only with a good deal of  hindsight that I recall some of  the changes that I, as a member of  the

covering press team, began to notice in the day-to-day running of  Operation Ford in the weeks

following Jamie Carver's arrival and his subsequent appointment as an Assistant Senior Investigating

Officer, (ASIO).

Most of  us first came across him when he began appearing at the daily press briefings,

sometimes alongside his immediate boss, Detective Superintendent and Deputy SIO Paul Slattery,

sometimes on his own. But as the weeks went by, Slattery's involvement diminished while Carver's

grew until he became the de-facto presenter. For most of  us, this was a welcome change, having

witnessed a distinct shift in the focus of  these briefings over the previous eighteen months. In the

early days, they consisted of  little more than a statement, read out by whichever member of  the SIO

team was available. They contained little more than updates and/or details of  lines of  enquiry the

investigators were happy to share with the public. Questions were not encouraged and interaction

between deliverers and receivers was virtually non-existent. Then Paul Slattery took over, when

initially, things changed for the better. A confident and relaxed public speaker, Slattery comes across

as a graduate of  the Modern School of  Policing; media savvy, open in his manner and not afraid to

tackle difficult questions head-on - even if  he does have the clever knack of  turning them into ones

he can answer comfortably, leaving the enquirer somewhat bemused as to whether they have simply

missed the answer, or been bamboozled. But as time went on, it became increasingly noticeable that

the briefings were becoming more and more about Slattery himself, rather than an occasion for

sharing relevant information with the media. Within the press corps, we even began referring to

them as, 'The Slattery Show.'  Instead of  purely factual updates, Slattery's statements started to

sound more and more like Henry V-style calls to arms. Sometimes they bordered on personal rants.

His manner also evolved. Relaxed from the start, he began to embellish his delivery with jokey



His manner also evolved. Relaxed from the start, he began to embellish his delivery with jokey

asides, to the point where many of  us began to suspect they'd been scripted. We all know that the

police learned long ago the importance of  building and maintaining 'good relations' with the media,

particularly when dealing with major incidents. But as laughter and jokey-banter started to become a

more-than-just-occasional feature of  the briefings, I began to wonder if  Slattery was trying too hard

to show us the 'Human' side of  policing. My suspicions hardened further when he started bringing

in other, usually more junior members of  the investigation team to deal with subjects that lent

themselves to being handled by someone with specialised knowledge or experience, issues such as

Scene Management, or matters pertaining to technical or scientific investigation. Fair enough, one

might think - until you realise he was using the occasion to show everyone - police and media - just

how 'inclusive' he was. He even developed the habit of  introducing his 'guests' by referring to their

experience and expertise, but in a way that left the impression they had picked it all up from him. 

Thankfully, as Jamie Carver's involvement in these briefings increased, a more appropriately-

balanced approach began to reassert itself. The qualities we had come to value - openness, relevant

and factual information, interaction - and which to be fair Slattery had ushered in, were still there.

But now the emphasis was back on what the media needed to know, as well as what the enquiry

wished to share that might draw in help from the public. References to individual investigators

and/or their personal qualities no longer featured. With Carver at the helm, briefings returned to

being professional and businesslike. More importantly they were useful - to both sides. 

How much of  all this was the result of  any deliberate change in policy as opposed to differences

between Slattery's and Carver's personal qualities or even a balance of  the two is impossible to

gauge. But I suspect someone in the police hierarchy, probably someone who knew Carver, became

alert to the danger in what was happening and threw the right switches. Either way, most of  us in

the press were grateful, even if  many us viewed the official explanation for Slattery's withdrawal,

"pressure of  investigatory commitments", with a degree of  scepticism.

But briefings were not the only area where we began to sense changes following Carver's arrival.

Most of  us had become aware that when it came to communicating with anyone outside the

investigation team, the prevailing attitude within it was one of  utmost secrecy. Our sense was that

staff  were being constantly reminded of  the 'dangers' of  speaking about the investigation to

'outsiders'. Of  course confidentiality is an important part of  any police investigation, however

serious. But when even an enquiry as mundane as asking for confirmation of  the number of

detectives working on the operation full-time is met with the standard response, "Bring it up at the

next briefing,' one suspects that a culture geared towards non-disclosure may be prevailing. 



But that iron grip, if  it was a grip, also appeared to loosen after Carver's arrival. Along with his

open manner at briefings, we began to notice that staff  generally were responding to enquiries more

positively. They even began returning our calls - something previously unheard of. And where

before they seemed scared of  speaking to anyone bearing the label, 'media', we began to find them

much more relaxed, almost to the point of  being eager to do so.  Over the space of  Carver's first

three months, the veil of  secrecy that had hung over the enquiry to that point seemed to lift and

didn't come back, at least not until after Hart's arrest, about which more later. 

Whatever the cause, there was no doubting that the press corps became aware of  a developing

mood change within the investigation team over this period. In Part I of  this series, I referred to the

problems of  low morale and lack of  confidence in its leaders,  as described to me by the likes of

Alice, Jock and others. As with the communication issue described in the previous paragraph, this

prevailing mood also began to change for the better, as if  they had a renewed self-belief  in what

they were doing. References to a time when the killer might be caught changed from, 'If  we ever…'

to 'When..'. It may be a cliche but it is no exaggeration to report that in the months following

Carver's arrival my colleagues and I perceived that there was a definite, 'new spring in the

investigators' footsteps.'

Of  course any number of  factors may have played a part in the changes I describe. The

influences, positive as well as negative, that may come to bear on an an enquiry the size of  Ford are

many and diverse. The availability or lack of  financial and staffing resources,  personalities,

investigatory successes and failures, confidence in achieving a result. All play a part in shaping the

prevailing mood at any given time. But during my conversations with team members when I sought

to explore possible explanations, I perceived a theme emerging, or rather, a name. Jamie Carver.

Time and again, I heard the phrase, 'Oh, that was down to D.I. Carver', or variations on it. As my

research went on it became increasingly clear that amongst the lower echelons of  staff  at least,

Jamie Carver's involvement in the investigation was having a galvanising effect. 

To some extent I suspect that this would have been due to the reputation Carver already carried

with him long before he became involved in Ford. Like many, I was familiar with that reputation and

was aware of  some of  it's origins. For an officer still relatively junior in terms of  both rank,

(Inspector) and service, (fifteen years) Carver is credited with a string of  investigatory successes and

has amassed a range of  experiences that many who are officially his 'senior', struggle to match. His

most widely-known success - even I was aware of  it - was his bringing to justice the notorious

Ancoat's rapist, Churchill Wentworth, whose string of  twelve attacks on women, all raped in their



Ancoat's rapist, Churchill Wentworth, whose string of  twelve attacks on women, all raped in their

own homes, had brought terror to the East Manchester district some eighteen months earlier. In

addition, as DI on the force's Serious Crime Squad, Carver had played key roles in several other

murder and/or serious sex-crime investigations. Two of  them involved repeat, ('serial') offences -

one a series of  attacks on gay men, (doggers), in the Peak District National Park. Following his

secondment to Ford, I learned of  other, 'strings to his bow.' These include helping to establish the

National Crime Faculty's increasingly well-regarded, 'Operation Chainlink' as well as a study-trip to

the US where he studied and worked alongside the FBI's investigators at their renowned

Behavioural Sciences and Analysis Unit at Quantico. As one Ford staff  member told me, 'There is

nothing detectives respect more in their leaders than hard, practical experience. When it comes with

the degree of  success Jamie Carver has enjoyed, it counts double.'

 Added to all this was the feeling amongst those close to the investigation, (such as the press

corps), that for the first time in a long time, there was a very real sense of  urgency amongst the

investigators. It was almost as if  someone had shown them exactly what they had to do to catch the

killer, that it was just a matter of  time and that the sooner they got on and did it, the quicker he

would be caught and the less lives would be lost. (I would later discover that in one sense, this is

exactly what did happen.) Even after Hart claimed his three further victims and before the attempt

that was the occasion of  his arrest, my memory is that this feeling of  urgency and self-belief

prevailed.

It must be said that at the time neither I nor anyone else to my knowledge associated these

changes with, or attributed them to, Jamie Carver or any other  single officer. To those of  us who

are long enough in the tooth to have covered lengthy police investigations before, it was simply

another example of  the sort of  ebb and flow, up then down, one sees from time to time. Sometimes

they are explainable. As often, they are not. 

But in this instance, having carried out my research and after speaking with so many who had

worked with the man with whom I was still endeavouring to arrange a meeting, I was certain. There

was an explanation, and its name was Jamie Carver. By now I was desperate to meet him.

As luck would have it, late in the evening of  the day I conducted what would prove to be my

final meeting with 'Jock', (he transferred back up to his native Scotland soon after), I was sat at my

desk uploading our recorded interview onto my computer when my mobile rang. My normal

routine, having learned from bad experiences long ago, is to never answer unrecognised numbers.

On this occasion, for some reason I still can't explain, I broke my own rule.

I answered as I always do with simply, 'Jackson.'



A voice I recognised at once said. 'This is Jamie Carver. I believe you've been trying to get hold

of  me?'

Next Week;  In the final part of  this series, Alexander Jackson finally gets to interview the man who brought

Edmund Hart to justice. It was Hart's vitriol-filled outburst as he was sentenced to eight life sentences that triggered

questions to which Alexander Jackson felt only Jamie Carver had answers.  But were they forthcoming?  Find out in

Part III. Do not miss it.



PART III

In this third and final part of  his behind-the-scenes take on the Escort Killer Investigation, journalist, Andrew

Jackson finally gets to interview the man he hopes will answer the questions that spurred him to seek a meeting in the

first place. But as he concludes, 'If  only things were so simple.'

I finally get to meet Jamie Carver in the quiet confines of  a North Wales Country House Hotel on a

damp and dreary October evening. He chose the location, he says, 'So we don't bump into anyone.'

At the time I remember wondering why he thought that might be a problem. I add the question to

my list. 

He is already there when I arrive, sitting at a table in a remote corner, with a pint of  some local

micro-brewed ale in front of  him the name of  which escapes me. (I prefer whiskey over ale.)

Dressed casually and out of  his regulation suit and tie, he seems taller, a tad over six foot, and with

shoulders that seem broader than his frame allows. Black haired and with a dark complexion, I

wonder if  he may have some Romany blood in him, though when I ask, he claims no knowledge. I

notice at once that he is a good deal more relaxed than I remember from our previous meetings,

even allowing for the fact that back then he was helping to run a multiple-murder investigation. He

also looks better physically, with more colour in his cheeks and, I think, carrying a little less weight

around his middle. When I mention it he confirms he has been on, 'a bit of  extended leave', which

prompts me to ask, innocently, if  it was in any way health-related. His quicker-than-expected

reaction, 'What makes you ask that?' leaves me in no doubt that it was. When I try to dig however he

passes it of  as, 'nothing serious' and takes pains to point out that during the period he was absent,

he was also spending time at the College of  Policing - the police service's national centre for the

development of  excellence - working on something he calls the Pinnacle Inventory. He describes it

as an analysis tool he is developing which he believes will aid Repeat Offences Investigation. (He is

disparaging of  the term 'serial' - as in /Killer/Rapist, etc., which he dismisses as a media invention.)

But at least his explanation provides some insight into where he was during the time I was trying to

track him down.

I begin by asking if  he thinks his investigatory experiences pre-Ford are the reason he was

chosen for secondment to that enquiry. 'Not particularly,' he says. 'I was the first DI on the Joanna

Linklater scene, so it was probably more to do with that.'

It is the first of  several responses in which, as our interview progresses, I begin to discern a



It is the first of  several responses in which, as our interview progresses, I begin to discern a

pattern. Unlike many detectives I have met, he kicks back against any attempt to label him, or any

other officer, as the sort of  'gifted detective' figure that lives so strongly in the public imagination.

Time and again he goes out of  his way to all-but denigrate his contribution to catching Edmund

Hart, Desmond Wentworth, and their like.

'As a major crime investigator, you're just part of  a team,' he says. 'The system works when the

team works together, each man and woman doing their bit.' This belief  in the efficacy of, 'the

system', comes across as key to understanding his personal approach to crime investigation. Later he

makes the point again, this time  when describing his theory that there are only two types of

detectives, those who are thorough, methodical, and follow the system, and those who believe they

are in some way different and have some special gift. Whereas the former achieve success by staying

focused over time, the latter tend to believe that in every investigation there will come a, 'Eureka

Moment' when, through some almost mystical process, usually involving the uncovering of  some

vital clue, the path through the forest of  gumph concealing the guilty-party's identify will suddenly

become clear, allowing them to catch their man, or woman. In his view, the first reflects reality,

whereas the second lives only in books and TV dramas.

Given his stance on the matter, I cannot resist testing his theory by referring to some of  the

things I learned interviewing the likes of  Alice and Jock. I float the idea that prior to his arrival,

Operation Ford was a failing enquiry, and that things only began to happen after he got involved.

'Not true,' he states, flatly. 'All large-scale enquiries go through rough patches where nothing

seems to be working and the investigators get a bit low. Things pick up eventually, usually I'm afraid

when the killer strikes again. I probably arrived when the enquiry was at a low ebb. If  people

perceived things improved afterwards, it's just coincidence.'

I tell him about some of  the comments I have heard referring to poor leadership and a lack of

direction from the SIO Team, notably around the time of  the Joanna Linklater murder and the

general feeling that things began to change following his appointment as Assistant Senior

Investigating Officer. Again, he bats them off, stating they were just the perceptions of  investigators

worn down by months and in some cases years of  hard work. But when I point out that these are

not comments made at the time, but reflections given long after the investigation had wound up and

following Hart's conviction, he struggles to explain them. 'Like I said. Probably just coincidence, ' he

repeats, not altogether convincingly.

I try a different tack and ask him if  it is true that the Operation Ford SIO and Deputy SIO were

playing golf  on the day Joanna Linklater's body was discovered?' He takes his time answering,



playing golf  on the day Joanna Linklater's body was discovered?' He takes his time answering,

reaching for his pint and regarding me, for the first time, with suspicion as he drains the glass. When

he puts it down he turns to me, and I find myself  staring into the eyes of  a practised inquisitor as he

demands I tell him, "What I'm really after?". He then all-but accuses me of  looking for 'dirt' on the

Operation Ford investigation, and it is only with great effort I manage to convince him my interest

lies only in learning how individuals are affected by working, long term, on such an enquiry. But

having done so, I return to my question, justifying doing so by pointing it that whatever the truth of

the matter, it sheds light on individual's behaviour. 

He blanks me. 'I wasn't part of  Operation Ford at the time Joanna Linklater was murdered. If

you have any questions regarding the conduct of  anyone connected with the enquiry before my

involvement, you will have to ask someone who was there.'

I tell him about the stonewall I have met trying to bottom the matter. 

'And sometimes, that's just the way it is,' he says, in a way that leaves me uncertain if  there wasn't

a hint of  a twinkle in his eye. 'Sometimes there are no answers.'

I drop the point and move on. Given my research, I believe I know the answer to my own

question. But for me it is a revealing moment. One thing is clear. Jamie Carver is a man of  principle.

And one of  those principles is, 'no talking out of  school'. Throughout the rest of  the interview,

Carver repeatedly shies away from saying anything that could be interpreted as in any way

disparaging to any colleague, past or present.

I turn to the matter of  his own contribution to Operation Ford, which culminated in the capture

of  Edmund Hart. He becomes visibly less relaxed. I start by asking about his particular approach to

major crime investigation.

'The thing about repeat offenders,' he tells me, 'Is that you know they will strike again, and that in

most cases the victims have a similar profile. If  you target the profile and can reach potential

victims, then you stand a good chance of  being ahead of  the killer when that happens.'

I ask if  that is what he did in the Hart case, bearing in mind that the victims were high-class

escorts. 

He nods. 'More or less. We were lucky in that we managed to get some links into the escort

community, which meant we were getting up-to-date information about what was happening there.

Once that started, it was just a matter of  time before we picked up on something. In this case it was

mention of  a man calling himself, 'Eddy' who some of  the escorts had come across and who all

happened to share the same reservations about his character, describing him as being, 'a bit weird'.

And when sex-workers talk about someone being 'weird', you can bet they mean it.'



As we speak, I am conscious that during Hart's trial, there was little mention of  the police's

involvement within the escort community he refers to. I ask him to expand. He becomes even more

wary, to the point I wonder what nerve I may have struck. 

'We asked them directly for their help,' he says, simply. 

I point out that to my knowledge, (as a journalist, not a punter; I confess to having no personal

experience in the matter), escorts are not noted for their willingness to engage with the

'establishment', especially the police.

'I think that in this particular case, the fact they were in danger of  being murdered probably

helped focus their minds,' is his answer. 

At this point I take a gamble. I had heard from one of  my sources that it was Carver himself

who had unearthed the vital link that enabled the woman, Witness A, to arrange a meeting with the

man, 'Eddy' - who of  course turned out to be Edmund Hart. The source had told me that in his

view, 'Carver had an instinct for operating in the world where the killer was operating, that up to

that time had been missing from the enquiry.' I ask if  this was the case.

'I'm not sure you'd call it 'instinct,'' is his cryptic reply.

'So what would you call it?' I ask. 'What did you do to get close to the escort community that

your other SIOs hadn't done?'

His response is to start talking about certain aspects of  the investigation having to remain

confidential, - "In order to protect people."

I point out that I'm not asking for names, or specifics, just enough to get an impression of  how

things fell into place. It does me no good. He steadfastly continues to say nothing which may give

away anything about how the contact with 'Eddy' was actually made. A thought occurs to me and I

voice it. 'Might it have involved anything unethical, illegal even?'

'Absolutely not,' he replies. As he speaks, his face is a mask.

'What about Witness A? Presumably you must have had to work closely with her to be able to

arrange a meeting with Hart?'

This time his response is complete silence, accompanied by another of  those looks. 'I'm not

prepared to say anything about her. She was just a witness.'

I press him to tell me something, anything, about her.

'Only that she's a remarkable woman. And that we couldn't have caught Hart without her.' 

The way he says it, knowing I will quote him verbatim, I have the clear impression he is intending

it as a message, though to whom and what that message is, I cannot say. And having reflected on it



it as a message, though to whom and what that message is, I cannot say. And having reflected on it

further, I still cannot. Maybe I should not.

Finally I turn to the matter that initiated my quest to meet him in the first place - Edmund Hart's

singling him out from the dock as his target for vengeance - and ask him to explain it. His initial

answer is long-winded and reiterates much of  what has gone before. 'I was just one of  a team.' 'I

was the nearest police officer to the dock.' 'You shouldn't read too much into it.' 

I point out that I was there that day, and witnessed not just Hart's outburst, but also his own

remarkably sanguine acceptance of  it. I remind him that I have covered murder trials for many years

and point out that in the hundreds I have attended, I have never see anything pass between the

accused and a police officer that was so clearly personal, rehearsed and heart-felt. 'So please don't

tell me it was nothing of  any note,' I tell him. 'Edmund Hart clearly sees you and you alone as

responsible for his downfall. There has to be a reason for that.'

Which is when he gives me the exact same look he gave Edmund Hart that day. In that moment

I know I am right, but I also know he is not going to give me the answers I seek.

Eventually he sighs and says, 'To some extent, all psychopaths live in a world of  their own

making. Edmund Hart created this persona of  a brutal killer who will go down in the annals as one

of  the most prolific and vicious of  his kind. From what we discovered after his arrest, it is clear he

believed he would never be caught, that he would continue to outwit the police for many years to

come. It would be hard for a man like that to accept that he was brought to justice by something as

mundane as 'the system'.  Far easier to invent someone he can blame for his misfortune, someone

on whom he can focus all his anger, frustration and feelings of  humiliation. But he also needs to

believe that that person only succeeded because he was in some way, 'special'. I arrested him. I guess

that makes me the easiest and most convenient target.'

It is a good answer. One that sits well with our understanding of  how psychopaths such as Hart

do indeed see the world and how they rationalise their experiences and feelings. But I did not then

and still do not believe it. I put it to him that there is more to it than that, that something must have

happened to make Hart make the threats against him and Witness A that he did. 

He shrugs. "I'm sorry. I can't give you any more than I already have." And I confess to a feeling

of  failure as I realise that no matter how hard  I may push, I am not going to get any more out of

him. And that whatever lies between the two men who confronted each other in court that day, it is

going to remain something between them and no one else.

 We talk a great deal more that night. Much of  it is general conversation, about the state of

policing - and journalism - in this country today.  Away from the specifics of  the Operation Ford



policing - and journalism - in this country today.  Away from the specifics of  the Operation Ford

enquiry and all things Edmund Hart-related, I find Carver to be an engaging and interesting subject.

And though he clearly has a sense of  humour  - it reveals itself  most often in moments of  self-

deprecation - there is an intensity and seriousness about him that speaks of  someone who knows

that their job is to operate in a world most of  us never get to see, a world populated by murderers,

rapists and psychopaths. Clearly he knows that world. Clearly he is good at operating within it.

Equally clearly, he is never going to acknowledge the fact. 

But during our conversation he touches on something I find interesting and still has me thinking.

I mention about how serial killing - sorry, Repeat Offending -is so much more prevalent in countries

such as the USA, Russia and China, and ask if  it is simply to do with their size and the fact that

populations are so much more spread out.

'What makes you think it is more prevalent in those countries than here?' he asks.

I point out that statistics show that so many more documented cases occur in those countries. 

'Well… maybe they're all just a bit cleverer over here,' he says. I am not sure if  the twinkle is back

again, and I still have no idea if  he was being serious, or deliberately obtuse.

As our interview draws to a close, I sense him drying up, as if  he has said as much as he is

prepared to say and isn't going to be pressed to say anything more. I decide to call it a night.

As I finish my drink I catch him glance over at a woman sitting across the other side of  the

lounge. Auburn-haired and dazzlingly attractive, she is deeply immersed in the book on her lap. But

as he looks at her, she lifts her head just in time to catch his gaze. She does not smile, nor

acknowledge him in any way, but holds it for several seconds, before returning to her reading. His

eyes remain on her a fleeting few seconds more before he returns his gaze to me. Once more, he is

wearing the mask I have already seen several times this evening. And I know that if  I were to ask

him what just transpired, he would give me a look that would say, 'I have no idea what you are

talking about.'  For that reason, I don't bother.

Rising, I ask if  he has far to go. Only then does he inform me that he is staying there that night.

Which is when I realise. Throughout our time together he has told me nothing about Jamie Carver,

the man. We have not touched upon his private life at all. I have no idea how he spends his time

outside work, his interests, not even his sexual orientation, though thinking about the woman

reading, I can probably hazard a guess.

I think about his blank stare and how he is giving nothing away.  I think about how such a

capacity serves him when he is investigating major crime and trying to track down repeat-murderers

and sex-crime offenders. Very well, I imagine.



And as I head out to my car having thanked him for his time, the thought occurs. Have I just met

the UKs Foremost, Serial-Sex-Crime Investigator?

For more information about the Jamie Carver Series, read on…



The DCI Jamie Carver Series

Beginning with the three books that comprise The Worshipper Trilogy - Last Gasp, Final Breath and

Out Of  Air - my DCI Jamie Carver Series provides lovers of  crime fiction with stories which,

though exciting, dramatic and full of  suspense, remain rooted in the reality of  modern day police

work. As such, they take account of  those factors that often impact on police investigation such as

resources, political interference and, sometimes, corruption. The same for my characters, who

exhibit the sort of  flaws, strengths and weaknesses found in people the world over. It is sometimes

said that such traits are magnified in those whose abilities set them apart from the norm, or who

excel in their field of  expertise. That is certainly true of  Jamie Carver.

If  you like what you have read so far, you can visit my website - HERE - or my Amazon Author

Page where you will find details of  all my books, or read on to learn more about The Worshipper

Trilogy.

http://robertfbarker.co.uk/
http://author.to/RobertFBarker
http://author.to/RobertFBarker


Have you read all the books in The Worshipper Trilogy yet?

 
 "One of  the best trilogies I have ever read" -Amazon Reviewer

Book One - Last Gasp. The last time DCI Jamie Carver let a would-be victim act as bait for a
serial killer it ended badly. Now they want him to do it again, only this time the 'victim' is a
dominatrix! 

Click HERE, or on the book image, below, to get it.

      

Book Two - Final Breath. A monstrous killer, safe behind bars. But how safe is 'safe'? An archive
of  murder and debauchery, poised to ruin reputations, careers, lives.  A detective running out of
time to find what he seeks. 

Click HERE, or on the book image, below, to get it. 
   

             

Book Three - Out Of  Air. One city - Paris. Two killers - one in hiding, the other stalking the
streets. A pair of  innocents, bewitched into the deadliest danger. The detective who must find them

all, before the worst happens.
Click HERE, or on the book image, below, to get it.

            

For more information, visit:-  www.robertfbarker.co.uk
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Robert F Barker was born in Liverpool, England. During a thirty-year police career, he worked
in and around some of Northwest England's grittiest towns and cities. As a senior detective, he
led investigations into all kinds of major crime including, murder, armed robbery, serious sex
crime and people/drug trafficking. Whilst commanding firearms and disorder incidents, he
learned what it means to have to make life-and-death decisions in the heat of live operations. His
stories are  grounded in the reality of police work, but remain exciting, suspenseful, and with the
sort of twists and turns crime-fiction readers love.  

For updates about new releases, as well as information about promotions and special offers, visit
the author's website and sign up for the VIP Mailing List  at:- 

http://robertfbarker.co.uk
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