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            The perfect woman; for murder, that is

          

        

      

    

    
      The demon’s horn is strong…

      As always, he’d picked his victim with careful consideration. 

      It was never a random selection. 

      They have to fit a certain mould…  

      They were always females of a certain age - forty-plus. His preference was for dark brown or reddish hair and he liked them to have pale skin and freckles. They had to flaunt their sexual virility, whilst also projecting subtle signs of vulnerability. They had to live in an isolated area, where nobody would hear them scream. And, of course, he needed access to their premises whilst they were home alone.

      This one was perfect, with a luxurious three-storey house near the affluent suburb of Giffnock, not far from Greenbank Garden.

      Conveniently, ‘hubby’ was working away, so she was all alone. 

      Vulnerable. 

      Easy to thrill and easy to kill. 

      She had stunning good looks - her mouth was luscious and her full, pouty lips could stir the imagination of any man. Her eyes sparkled, cocoa-brown in colour, giving her a likeness to one Julia Roberts. She was middle-aged and a well-kept piece; forty-three years and change, looking damn good for it too. 

      She was a brunette - the killer had a thing for ladies with a dark brown mane, with shiny chestnut nuances that would glow like a fire in the moonlit hues of burning midnight pleasures, dancing constantly along the eternal spectrums of darkness and light. 

      Life and death. 

      The omnipresent circle. 

      Flourishment and destruction. 

      The flower and the grave. 

      The peaks of God and the flames of Satan.

      She had sexy curves - tight and toned, her flesh spilled where men wanted it to spill. Fine, tight-fitted threads by Karen Millen and expensive Jimmy Choo shoes could easily make her a thing of obsession and wild fantasy for thousands of teenage boys as they imagined losing their virginity to her, worshiping at her feet and the pointed toes of her cherry-red heels.

      She’d flaunted herself on Tinder as a HOT MILF, with semi-pornographic photos, touting herself like a prostitute; she didn’t want money though, just sex.

      She has provoked The Devil and now she must pay…  

      He’d lusted over those photos and dreamt of killing her, then defiling her stank, lifeless corpse. He’d masturbated profusely to that very real and sordid agenda and always spilled his seed as he imagined her blood, flooding beautifully from her venomous gut when he seized the moment and stabbed her to death. 

      Now, there he was, in her precious home; and she was practically begging to be taken by the blade. 

      This whore, with her needy hunger. 

      This married woman, with her Cartier wedding ring. 

      The fact that she was married merely added to the kinkiness of seducing her and, ultimately, of taking her life. It got the blood burning down below and a dull heaviness of need flamed in his manhood. 

      He was ready for it. 

      Sex, and murder.  

      Right there and then. 

      In her house. 

      In her bedroom. 

      He was going to kill her, in his moment of orgasm.

      She has no idea… 

      She stood by the bed and smiled at him, dusk looming on an early September evening. She slowly put her arms up and around his strong bull-like neck, and she spoke to him. “Do whatever you want to me…” she instructed the much younger man, in her ultra-posh ‘ladies-who-lunch’ drawl. She could already imagine sharing the sordid details with ‘the girls’ - other desperate housewives - at their next afternoon-tea meet-up. 

      Casanova stared back at her, having eased up her skirt and enjoyed the indulgent feel of her smooth bottom as he carefully pulled down her black lace panties, where a clammy white patch had formed in at the central cleft. 

      He could smell her. 

      It was pungent and edacious. 

      Her thighs were thick, her quads somewhat muscled, fleshy and mountainous; he liked that in a woman. “You want to feel The Devil’s finger?”

      “Yes,” she said. “Please, touch me, where I need to be touched…”
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            The woman who was touched by The Devil

          

        

      

    

    
      She wants it, she needs it…

      Her head was spinning from all the expensive Pol Roger champagne they drank, downstairs. “Finger me,” she urged him.

      He eased and pressed into her glutinous heat.

      She felt warm and fluid inside. 

      Casanova probed with his finger as she gasped, inhaling deeply at the back of her throat, like she’d been thumped in the sternum with an ornate dagger of the occult. The need to kill her flowed from his belly and down into his pants, where the urge spiked and made his cock stiffen. All that heat in the sultry sheen of her easy flesh, grand and disgusting, and all the glory of her sexual provocation made him tremble with dark intent. 

      It sent shivers down his spine. 

      Shivers of delight that gripped his loins. It was a prophecy, for he would steal her secrets and end her life, right where she stood. She would soon be swallowed by the darkness of life and the glory of death, as she fell to his mercy, and further froze at the luring feel of his nefarious touch.  

      She gripped at the edge of a table behind her, surrendering herself to his sovereign command, her womb swaying to the pressure he applied at the front-wall of her lower abdomen. She held his dominant eyes with a gaze of sexual depravity. Her veins were fused with want and desire, an outright submission to his malevolent promise of filthy sex and a boundless exploration of erotic perversities. 

      Right then, as he explored her sex with a knowing finger, she saw his true darkness for the very first time. Like his hypnotic eyes knew the infinite mysteries of all the realms. It struck her as the sexiest thing she had ever experienced, up-close-and-personal, seeing him in all his wise glory as he used and exploited her needy flower. 

      She was speechless. 

      Her mouth was agape with lust, begging him for something, an unspoken kink. The knowing supremacy of his wicked gaze almost felt like an edible and delicious thing. A thing that she would very much like to taste. 

      Just once. 

      Before giving herself to The Devil. To devour, and be devoured, as he punished her sexually.

      The void of the next dimension is calling upon her…  

      The pull of the Reaper is strong…  

      She subconsciously received the esoteric energy that formed around his being. She felt it, strongly, as it gripped her. It was getting her even more wet, the juices of her sweet fruit flowing freely down the underside of his long finger. It made her tremble, from her shoulders, all the way down to her clitoris.

      She was powerless to it.

      Casanova continued to work her down below, sliding and pressing on her inner-segment, using his touch as a tantric expert, his middle finger curling back onto her pink-firmness and massaging it. He was pleasuring her, inside and out, and stimulating her rosebud for the very last time. Controlling the rise of her orgasm, to be enjoyed in the exodus of life. 

      He was touching her the way that she wanted to be touched and in the ways that her doting husband never had. “What are you, huh?” he asked her, with mock curiosity, his Glasgow brogue gruff and hard.

      Tell him what he wants to hear, the demon needs to hear it…

      She was moaning and whimpering now, galloping into his world of erotica, as he still worked hard on the fluid walls of her murky and viscous vaginal heat. “I'm a bad woman who needs to be punished for my sins…I’m a whore…”

      The power of the spell is strong…

      “Yes, you are. You are a very bad whore, Julia. So, tell me, is that the bed where you pretend to make love with your husband?” he asked, glancing to the over-sized unit, draped with a black-gold Versace spread.

      “Yes…” she responded with a smile, still moaning with pleasure. “Yes, it is. That’s where I fake my orgasms with my limp-dick husband,” she giggled, like an overgrown naughty girl.

      “Why, then, would you persevere such a hollow and vile existence with such a despicable piece of lifeless excrement? I bet the steam of my feces has more life in it.”

      “I persevere, for the money,” she groaned, eyes closed, and momentarily had to focus on her breathing, like a woman in labour. “I married him because he was a high-flying partner in a London law firm and I could have this beautiful house, all I had to do was suck on his limp-dick every once-in-a-while and pretend to be in love with him. And, of course, I did it because I’m a callus Jezebel. I love money and gold but I also want good sex with fit men, to invite them to the house when he’s not here so they can fuck me the way I need to be fucked.”

      “Good, that’s what I wanted to hear…” 

      “You already know all that, so please just do it, give it to me, punish me for my sins…fuck me…”

      Casanova slowly stopped and released a sticky finger from her sodden peach, moving around now with both hands to grip onto her fleshy behind. Her skin was aged but still soft and milky. He enjoyed how her body felt in his hands so massaged and squeezed her as he positioned her for intercourse - her so-called punishment. He propped her backside upon the wooden ledge of an expensive looking vanity desk, lit up with star-lit lights, Hollywood-style. It was cluttered with womanly paraphernalia and French perfumes by Chanel and Guerlain. Brushes and bottles fell to the floor, as she opened her legs for him and leaned back onto the illuminated mirror. 

      “Such a ravenous and hungry little cunt you are,” he said, gritting his teeth with hunger, not for her sex but for her imminent execution. 

      He will take her life and send her into the void… 

      “Yes, you know what I am, I love the way that you see me naked, for the bitch and the whore I am, without all the lies and false pretences.”

      “I am God, and I am The Devil,” he flicked his tongue out and taunted her with it like a fiendish imp. 

      “Yes, you are, c’mon, I need to feel you inside me. Please, feed her, now…” she gestured downwards with her sultry eyes, her legs fully splayed apart now, her labia wild, pink and totally alive, open for his intrusion.

      “So, then, let me give you what you deserve…”

      “Yeah, please, fuck me to death…”

      Casanova smiled, as he reached behind, to carefully touch upon the handle of his hidden blade. “As you wish,” he replied, with dutiful glee.
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            The final tease, by a cold shank of steel

          

        

      

    

    
      The smell of her sinful and promiscuous furrow is infusing the air… 

      Her chest and belly heaved in the closing shadows, cast by the skew of an idle curtain and the Scottish rarity of a fading blood-orange sunset through a double-glazed window. She continued to savour every last breath she took, thriving on the anticipation, getting evermore turned-on and desperate. “C’mon, give it to me, hard...” she was pleading now, for this strange man to have her, take her, as intimately and savagely as he wished. This total stranger, that she had met on Tinder and invited into her home under a close veil of secrecy and absolute discretion. 

      She is ready to be consumed by the darkness...

      “You want to feel me inside you, huh? Is that what you want?”

      “Yeah, do it…”

      Casanova unbuckled his trousers to reveal a hardening penis. It was long, virile and muscled. 

      When she saw it, her eyes glowed and her jaw dropped. “Oh…God…” she gasped with erotic excitement. Her lower region was literally breathing with need, like the vulva and pink folds were an actual mouth, searching for the air of life; to breath it and feel it and be penetrated by it. Her desire was through the roof, like the sexual organ that she lusted for with her eyes, and her womb, was some kind of life-support mechanism, or a food that she would potentially die without; pure sustenance. 

      The killer smiled as he clutched his fleshy muscle at the heavy mid-point. “Is it bigger than his?” he asked, still smirking and darting his eyes over to the bed, his dick in one hand and a sharp knife in the other, holding it discreetly behind the back of his right leg.

      “Yes, much bigger than my husband’s cock, now give it to me…I'm begging you, please…fuck me…punish me…cure my sin, my filth, cleanse me…”

      She is well and truly spellbound…  

      “Indeed, I shall,” he stepped closer, leading with the tip of his manhood, putting it down to her sweet opening, and he slowly put himself deep inside her. It pummelled the entire depths of her womanly cave and she gasped for life, groaning like Hell with her eyes closed as he subtly placed the knife down upon her make-up desk. He gripped her fleshy love-handles and started to push into her with slow and firm pelvic thrusts, feeding her kitty with his phallic demon-head. 

      He raised his hands and violently tore her shirt open. The buttons flew like projectiles and her eyes fluttered with intense excitement as she pouted her chest, still unaware of the knife that lay just an inch from her fingertips. He gently slid the straps of her bra over the backs of her shoulders, eager to touch on her motherly mounds, before coming down to the centre and tearing the lower mid-section apart, using both fists.

      “Fuck!” she shouted, with raw excitement, feeling the adrenalin of the moment. 

      This demon is a savage… 

      The fully-mature magnificence of her creamy globes fell before him, in all their glory, with big rounded nips. Softly swaying. Rising and falling, gently, dancing blissfully with the forces of gravity and sex. She smiled back with approval, feeling his almighty strength and his domineering Alpha-manliness. He kept at it, smoothly slamming into her, satisfying her need. He pulled her body close, hugging her and kissing her with all the closeness of a seasoned lover, feeling the exquisite softness of her breasts as they pressed against his chest.

      God, she feels good… 

      He held her tight and massaged her breasts with strong hands, tweaking at her luscious nips. “Are you ready for your punishment?” he whispered, kissing her cheek and sensually giving her the deepest, most arousing shag of her sweet life.

      “Oh yes,” she slurred as the head of his staff reached to the back-end of her spine. “Yes, so deep,” she murmured, as he kept on hitting her spot, forcing her into the zone, setting her onto an extreme orgasmic build-up. “Oh yeah…punish me, deeper, harder…”

      He grabbed the knife and slowly diminished his pelvic movements to a less aggressive pace. This seemed to confuse and slightly annoy her and once again she dreamily looked up into his wicked eyes, his penis now lingering at a frustrating point where he was half-in and half-out. With his left hand he stroked her cheek, almost adoringly. He looked deep into her eyes, searching, till he saw what he had to see - it was the final conformation.  “You really are a very bad whore Julia, so bad...”

      She smiled back, clearly frustrated at being sexually halted against her will, his great ability to ‘tease’ was pure torture. She held his wrist, cherishing his musk, and as he stroked her cheek she softly kissed the pulse-point at the back of his hand. “Yes, I’m a whore,” she whispered. “But please, please don’t stop…you feel so good inside me…nobody has ever been that deep…”

      “You know what I do to whores, Julia?”

      “Yes, you like to punish them. So, just use and abuse me as hard as you like…cum inside me…rape me if you want…kill me if you want…but, please, just don’t stop…”

      “OK, are you ready for it?”

      “Oh yes…thank God…give it to me, all of it…”

      “Close your eyes.”

      “OK,” the woman obeyed, and in that moment, she was as good as dead.
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            The sex, the murder & the Glory

          

        

      

    

    
      She wants pleasure, but she needs to die…

      One more time, he slowly entered, gently easing himself all the way in. He still stroked around her ears and the walnut locks of hair that were sticky now with a lusty mist of sweat, forming right up at the hairline. He held it there, deeply inside her, savouring the look of pure indulgence that struck so intensely in her infernal gestures, as she revelled in the pulsations that would now be exploding in and around her tingling sweet spot. She looked so serious and focussed as she relished the act. 

      Feeling all of his power. 

      Enjoying every inch of her punishment. 

      He took the knife, right then, clutching its wooden handle. He took the tip of the blade and held it down at a tiny fold of skin before thrusting it up into her gut, right through a delicious layer of soft tummy-fat. 

      She gasped for air as her eyes popped and he put his left hand down to hold her spine as he gripped the blade with masterful force and resisted the temptation to laugh; she really hadn’t seen it coming. 

      She would die now, in his arms; their ‘time’ certainly had come. 

      He continued to penetrate her sex as she felt the peaks of pleasure and pain, blood forming between them in a glorious crimson spread; like a deliciously powerful ectoplasm, all warm and sticky. Parts of her went limp and other parts tensed. She had this classic look on her face, of fixed curiosity and sudden surprise. 

      Like, what the Hell? 

      You came to my house to kill me? 

      But, why?  

      Why me? 

      Why this? 

      Why, why, why…? 

      She looked down at his clenched fist and the blood-stained trunk of a thick shank of steel, hanging out of her stomach, having bludgeoned her bowels. He gripped the handle so tight that his knuckles were white, bowing his head with semi-orgasmic satisfaction. As their heads remained in a downward slant, he stabbed her again, repeatedly, thrusting up several more times with the tip of the blade, slicing into her till the redness of her blood poured even thicker, completely coating the ivory creaminess of her tainted midriff. 

      Her head came back upright, like someone had pulled at the back of her hair, and she groaned like a half-dead goat.

      She was so beautiful in her moment of death, so incredibly beautiful and sensual. 

      Divine, in a dark way. 

      Perfect, in an almost decadent way. 

      He watched with fascination as her eyes opened even wider, behind a scraggly curtain of hair, a questioning look of shock that grew evermore inquisitive, with the most subtle frown of fear and finality that you could ever imagine. He just looked right back into those beautiful brown eyes and continued to flex his penis inside her, with absolute delight. 

      He wouldn’t stop. 

      No way.  

      Not just because of the bleeding and the dying; that was no reason to stop. Actually, that was the best bit. “Don’t struggle, just enjoy the moment and die with grace. This is your punishment, OK? So, just enjoy it, ya’ dirty whore…” he said, smiling and mocking, as he seized the moment.

      Amazingly she obeyed, in her moment of death and shocked confusion, she followed his twisted monologue. She didn’t struggle, not knowing why, but she continued to enjoy the feel of him as he slowly ejaculated inside her, gently tensing his buttocks as he savoured his release and felt her body too as it jerked pathetically in mild shuddering spasms of pleasureful death.

      Allowing his brief, grunting orgasm to pass, he retraced his penis and simultaneously yanked the blade out from her gut. It gave way to an awesome wave of blood that gushed out and landed upon his flat, muscled stomach as it spurted freely, its dark redness coating his belly and dripping down. 

      It felt hot and thick. 

      It felt good.

      She wanted to scream, but couldn’t, because the body responds in a peculiar way: the startle-effect that struck whilst staring deeply into the eyes of a psychopathic killer as he sliced with his blade and infected her insides with his demon seed. The terror had spiked when she realised that his great promise of orgasmic intercourse was also one of a grisly and murderous bloodbath. The sizzling shock-factor numbs the pain and blocks it all out, somehow.

      All she can see are his evil eyes… 

      You get this point where the victim just looks back at the killer like they are unsure of what to say, or like they are accusing you, silently, of being a very naughty man. In some ways, he found it cute, and it made him smile. 

      Her mouth remained etched in that iconic ‘o’-shape silent scream. 

      The scream never comes… 

      She did manage a murmur though. She said a man’s name - Alistair - presumably she was calling for her doting husband, to rush home and rescue her, and to save the day with all the ferocious loyalty of his small, dysfunctional man-worm. 

      Perhaps she wanted to say ‘sorry’. 

      Perhaps she wanted to tell him ‘good-bye’. 

      Whatever it is, it doesn’t really matter, because now she will die at The Devil’s altar…    

      A marvellously perturbed look of disbelief lingered in her eyes, still stunned by all the pain and all the pleasure that she had just experienced, trying to understand what it all meant. It is amazing, really, that they never struggled as much as he expected them to.

      Is it a dream?

      No, my dear, it is a living nightmare… 

      Her blank stare soon turned to one of sorrow, almost as if she was mourning her own demise. The eyes became heavy, like she was under anaesthetic and ready to pass out. Then, as the angels came and her essence was abruptly taken, her passageway to darkness peaked over the horizon, her point-of-sight somewhere behind him and outside of the double-glazed window.

      Such a beautiful and celestial sunset…

      She must have seen it so clearly as she opened her mouth wider now, still in the clutches of the famous silent scream, raising her head further and tilting it back. In that moment, her mouth trembled and her lips turned limp. The eyes rolled up and back into her head and she slumped the final slump.

      Dead as a do-do… 

      She will now taste the joys of the keepers of the void, in her eternal dimension of guaranteed purgatory…

    

  



    
      
        
          
            Chapter 5

          

          

      

    

    







            Bad coffee & human mutilation

          

        

      

    

    
      The mind can be a place of infinite torture and unimaginable misery…

      The Detective Chief Inspector sipped from a paper cup and stared out the window onto central Govan; entranced by confusion, depressive frustration and a general misery of Glaswegian proportions. 

      Hundreds of screeching voices echoed in his ears as the coffee failed to sort him, it just tasted like blackened tap water and to make matters worse, it wasn’t having the desired effect; not even close. It was that old familiar morning anxiety, the one that can’t be phased out by caffeine or alcohol, although he often tried. It was the fear of people coming to him for help and not being able to do anything about it, not knowing what to say, just fumbling around for appropriate words before realising that there was only one word to say - sorry. 

      In that situation, there is no hope and no goodness. 

      God is nowhere to be found as only He might offer a worthy conciliation. A conciliation of divinity, perhaps, to comfort and console. But, the tired Inspector was no God and in those moments of acute anxiety he realised what a Godless town it really was; his Glasgow.

      “You wantin’ another coffee?”

      DCI Mac McGreavy came out of his trance like a man who’d been slapped across the face by a remarkably angry woman. He looked up at the sullen waitress who callously chewed her gum, then down to his coffee, before looking back up and speaking his reply. “No, dear, you’re OK,” he said it with compassion, as if the coffee was so bad that it was a thing to be mourned. There was a lot of investment in Govan, a financial-drive to see it transformed into a more ‘cosmopolitan’ district; but apparently a decent coffee-shop just wasn’t on the cards. He smiled, pathetically, and slowly blinked his eyes, as if to say: “don’t worry dear, everything will be OK.”

      But, it won’t be OK…

      The dour waitress left the man to scurry in his mind where the screeching voices no longer echoed but hid in the shadowy depths of his traumatised subconscious. He pushed the paper cup of coffee further across the table before him and sunk his head in defeat, wondering what horrors might occur on a day like today.

      Just then, his phone vibrated, from some pocket of his crumpled attire. He scurried with his hands, searching, touching around his body like a man struck by a vicious itch. He dug it out from deep within the side-pocket of his trench coat and his hand stammered ever-so-slightly as he pressed the answer key with a thick and weathered thumb. “Yes?”

      “Boss, Siobhan here. There’s been a murder.”

      “Where?” he barked, immediately coming to life with a new sense of purpose.

      Siobhan gave him an address, out by Giffnock way. 

      

      His haggardly figure ducked under the yellow CRIME SCENE tape, looking somewhat hungover in the strain of the hunch, and he was admitted entry to the house by a wet-under-the-collar Police Constable who kept an entry-exit log. 

      Evil had visited that place, he could feel it, taste it.

      He scurried upstairs where camera flashes erupted from the inside of a bedroom and Crime Scene Officers in white suits were carefully examining the room in minute detail. The victim was laid out, somewhat sensually, on the bed, in a fashion that was presumably symbolic of something.

      The room was drenched in blood.  

      The reddish-green corpse was already beyond the stage of autolysis and was visibly bloating, probably around 1.5 times her normal size, pre-murder, and foaming blood had visibly seeped from the mouth and nose. The body had essentially eaten itself from the inside out as hungry enzymes went to work - the rancid process of a rotting death. The release of gas and waste made for a rank stench and it was having an effect on those present. Detective Sergeant Siobhan Calloway, for instance, wretched as the Inspector approached her side, unable to hold down her breakfast. 

      She excused herself.

      The victim’s neckline was red-raw, suggesting strangulation, but she’d been stabbed more than five times by the looks of it. Her stomach had been cut open, too, with a fine cutting instrument - a scalpel perhaps - quite possibly after the acts of sexual intercourse, stabbing and strangulation; it was hard to tell. 

      She’d been cut from the breast bone down to the upper-vaginal area. The killer had entered her stomach with his bare hands it seemed and pulled out the liver which he had thrown down next to the corpse on the bed. Blood from the victim’s body had been gathered in a pint-sized beer glass and used to paint the word - HOOKER - on the wall above the bed, using a school-grade, thin-tip paintbrush. Large pools of standing-blood were gathered on the wooden floor. Blood splatter was everywhere; various patterns and formations. 

      It was in no doubt, a horrific crime scene.   

      The Inspector spoke, with croakiness in his throat, his mouth drier than a box of matches. “Has a time of death been determined?” he asked Detective Inspector Jimmy ‘The Swede’ McGhee, his strong-arm and right-hand man, a 6’5” Dolph Lundgren look-alike who was hard-as-nails and could go toe-to-toe with any of the city’s hardest men, any day of the week. He wasn’t Swedish, he was 100% Scottish, but his close-cropped fair hair was unusually whitish-blonde and had garnered him the nickname. He was a highly intuitive cop with a remarkable talent for decyphering crime scenes.

      “Three days dead, going by the state of decomposition,” said McGhee, matter-of-factly. “Pools of blood at a point by the make-up desk, over there, suggests free-falling outflow from a medium-level height, meaning she was probably killed by multiple stab wounds in an upright position, quite possibly during the act of sexual intercourse as semen stains are present in the same area.”

      “Jesus, Mary and Joseph,” the Inspector listened, intently. 

      “I would imagine the killer then repositioned the victim upon the bed where he strangled her and continued to have sex with her dead body…”

      “Necrophilia? Fair enough, but why strangle her if she was already dead?”

      “It could mean that he didn’t want the excitement and thrill of the act to end so quickly. He wanted to drag it out, really getting off on it. So, he continued to rape and strangle her, simulating the murder over and over again in different ways. He stabs her, rapes her, strangles her and dissects her body to remove her organs. He has no limits, it is his party, and he’s there to enjoy the Hell out of it. Killing is a major event for this guy and he’s really going to town on it.”

      “Why the liver?

      “No idea.”

      “Who found her?”

      “Sister reported her missing when she didn’t turn up for Sunday dinner. She came over and used her spare set of keys to enter the premises, found her like this…”

      “Aye, no more Yorkshire puddings for her then, that’s for sure,” he replied, with dark humour, morbidly necessary in his line of work. 

      You have to make light of death sometimes, or you’ll go insane…  

      He took a closer look now and absorbed the intricate details of what he saw. 

      The woman had been draped in pearls and golden necklaces. Her eyes were obscured by a velvet blindfold and her lips and nails had been perfectly treated with purple lipstick and nail polish. Her lower half was naked and her cum-stained panties hung loosely around one of her heeled ankles. “Suspects?” he asked, with his famed Wishaw-gruffness.

      “Not as yet, I made some enquiries down at the local pub, she was known for being a bit of a lady around town.”

      “Yeah? A bit randy, was she?”

      “Yeah, had a few young lads on the go, husband was working away quite a bit. But, she was fairly discreet about her affairs.”

      “How so?”

      “She used Tinder to meet young guys in their twenties and thirties, chatting them up in dark little corners of the web and arranging meet-ups at convenient locations. You know, random hotel romps and discrete home-visits.”

      “Sounds very romantic, eh?”

      “That’s the modern way Boss, people want less hassle, more privacy and instant gratification. But, that doesn’t come without risk, as you never really know what kind of person your meeting with.”

      “Sounds like your talking from experience?”

      McGhee smiled but said nothing.

      “What you’re saying is, you could end up in bed with a deranged psychopath, as this young lady found out. OK, well, keep asking questions until we get the autopsy report. Also, get her mobile phone and a full breakdown of her Internet history, especially her Tinder account and any other dating sites she was on. I want intel on all the randy buggers she was schmoozing with on-line, OK?”

      “And, what are you going to do, Boss?”

      “Right now? I’m going down the pub, I need a fucking drink.”

      McGhee frowned.

      “You got a problem with that, laddie?”

      “No, Boss. You enjoy…” he watched the Inspector leave, suddenly thinking to go downstairs and check-in with an incredibly beautiful woman; one that he was eager to have sex with, again…
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            The woman with the Thai tattoo

          

        

      

    

    
      Desire is a natural response to being alive, to satisfy desire is a celebration of life, and a blatant protestation against the alternative; which is death, of some form or other…

      Detective Sergeant Siobhan Calloway looked more like a professional Dominatrix than a Police Officer. 

      She wore shiny black leggings, tight-fitted, with slim-line black leather boots that were high-heeled and zipped up to the knee. Her hair was short, almost masculinely so, and she sported a nose-piercing that gave her a sort of ‘punkish’ edge. She had a kind of Sharon Stone thing going on. Combined with her faded leather biker jacket and the dark purple lipstick, she was a woman that had attracted the attention of several men on the Force; McGhee being one of several. 

      She didn’t choose that style for attention though, it was just a part of her ‘individuality’ and she wasn’t going to change it for anybody. Working in CID had been her perfect career path too as she didn’t have to conform and be labelled as ‘uniform’. 

      McGhee approached her from behind as she sat in the kitchen nursing a cup of tea, lost in her own little world. “How you bearing up, kid?”

      She turned to him with a smile. “Uch, fine…sometimes I just can’t stomach death for breakfast, that’s all.”

      “Aye, I know. I liked that post you put on Instagram by the way, the tattoo new, is it? You didn’t have that when, we, eh…” he cleared his throat, “…you know…”

      “What? When we had that night of mind-blowing sex?”

      “Well, aye…” 

      There was an awkward silence, made even more awkward as she passed him the knowing sultriness of a sensual wink and it made his penis stir. He smirked, feeling uncouth as his arousal peaked, stood there in the midst of a horrendous crime scene, where a woman had been murdered in cold-blood, and he felt himself jutting-out with a half-mast erection. 

      It felt so wrong, but so damn right. 

      He’d been referring to a rather sultry photo she had posted online, of herself, sat naked on the edge of a bed.

      Who took the photo? 

      Who…the Hell…took the photo for her?

      She’d been sensually pouting her shoulders in the picture, proudly showing her back to the camera, majestically adorned with a stretched-out tattoo of an Asian-style tiger; the orange tail of the beast had curled around her right buttock as black claws caressed her ribs and the red tongue kissed upon her shoulder blade. The post had gained more than six-hundred likes already and this had made him insanely jealous, that so many men from around the world had drooled and commented. They had most probably pleasured themselves too and sent her crude proposals of sex and devotion. 

      All just from that one tantalising picture, such was the power of female sexuality, and of social media in the modern age. 

      He wanted to slam the kitchen door shut, right then, and put her over the table. To enter her. Touch her. Feel her. To see the tattoo for himself and caress it as he fucked her, ravished her, and ejaculated inside her.

      “It is new, yes, I got it done in Thailand.”

      “Oh, right,” he grinned, somewhat boyishly for such a hardened copper.

      “Look, if you want to get a closer look at it, why don’t you just invite me over for a drink, eh?”

      “Aye, right, OK then…”

      Siobhan smirked and laughed, playfully. “You are a lot less timid when you’ve got a drink in you,” she said and came in close to put her hand on his shoulder and whisper something in his ear, “I like my men to be dominant, and take what they want, got it?”

      McGhee frowned and took a deep breath, she was right, he didn’t know why but he always got a little shy and uneasy around her; not many women had that effect on him. “Tomorrow night then, my place, eight o’clock?” he said, strongly, projecting himself with the Alpha-confidence that so clearly turned her on.

      “Aye, right, see you then,” she said and sauntered off with a sensual sway of her tight, leather-clad butt.
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            The silence of a demon & his burning whore

          

        

      

    

    
      Evil is nurtured, not in the womb, but in the home… 

      They’d been a small family - three of them in total - Tam, Nora and a son named John. They hailed from Easterhouse; one of the most notorious housing schemes in Glasgow. 

      ‘Johnny-Boy’ Moffat was an endemic-looking soul with alluring eyes, beguilingly dark in their hollow transparency, like glistening oil that runs like blood. A soul spoiled by measly maggots. His morals were tarnished and bleak. He was the venomous snake that hissed in your strangest nightmare.

      It had just been a matter of time, till he began killing; not ‘if’, but ‘when’…  

      It soon came too with the ghastly massacring of a poor innocent woman, and he’d walked away from it scot-free. He’d been humiliated, you see, by a teacher at school for being slightly dyslexic. So, when the bell rang and class finished, he’d followed her home, and hid in her garage till the lights went out. A full-moon had shone bright that night, a sign to Johnny-Boy that the Gods were in favour of her imminent expiration. 

      In the garage was an axe. 

      He took that axe and entered the premises. 

      He slowly walked upstairs as the floorboards creaked, to where the marked cunt slept - Miss Grainger - snoring like an old pig at the flaming house of the midnight slaughter. He’d gone into her bedroom and stood tall over her sleeping body. Listening to her. Smelling her. Mocking her measly habitat.

      He wasted no time. 

      He hurled down with the axe, roaring like a lion, as it split through the neck bone, splattering into her slender sheen of flesh. The head came off completely, with just one chop. He’d been impressed by this and would later recall feeling sexually aroused like never before. 

      There wasn’t as much blood as he’d expected and that had been somewhat disappointing; he would have wanted to see more blood.

      But, what happened next more than made up for it - something truly freakish that would live onwards, forevermore, in the twisted creations of his evil dreams. It was the way in which the head had woken up, independently from the lower half as he’d chopped it off. The eyes had been staring up at him, darting around in panic, completely dissected from the rest of her body, and the mouth had been attempting to breath, to talk, with quivering lips.

      He’d bent down to stare at the head with fascination, putting his face right up to it, to talk to it. “Can you hear me?” he’d asked the head in the still, moonlit night. “Now’s your last chance to say you’re sorry, bitch. Blink if you’re a sorry whore…”

      The dead-head blinked back at him and the mouth had opened, giving way to a magnificent flow of sooty ash that flowed back to the wall and spread across it, a shadowy mist, like demonic fingers crawling beneath the horrid skins of tainted flesh. He was now in the clutches of The Devil’s claws.

      He stood back and took it all in, feeling like a man re-born, breathing deeply as drug-like sensations burned in his blood, demonic awakening, it had touched at his innards and turned him on to the killer’s lonely and methodical path. It was better than he ever could have imagined - that very first experience of murder. 

      It felt so sexual, arousing him to the core of his belly where it burned like a furnace and chilled his loins. It found its way down to his unfurling penis, growing to life in the glory of a human sacrifice. His whole body had tingled with lustful adrenalin. 

      It had gotten him so hard that he’d been unable to stop it. 

      He’d unzipped his jeans, carefully crouching over the bloody torso, where he pushed forward with his hips and slid his python into her mouth. He held the head by its hair and slowly started to pump it hard until he came inside her beautiful oesophagus, never really knowing if it was dead or somehow still alive. It had certainly felt alive, the insides of her cheeks hot, and the roof of her mouth still warm. He’d been quite sure, even, that he’d felt the wetness of her swirling tongue, moving around him as she worked her lips and sucked him off. All the time, he forced his way deep into the throat of her dissected stump, where his manhood had been touched by nothing at the tip but dead air. 

      This had been his first sexual experience; losing his virginity at The Devil’s altar…

      It wasn’t a straightforward murder, it was an inhumane act of gruesome butchery, the awakening of a demon…

      After he came, he got back to work, continuing to chop around the torso with his axe. He hacked off the other limbs and took all the bits and pieces down to her garden to set them on fire along with all of her semen-stained bedding. He piled them up in a curious little heap with the raped head perfectly perched atop, right at the centre of her well-kept greenery. He’d stood and watched as she roared and flamed in the night, her freshly-used face turning to a red-mush and melting like fiery, fleshy candle-wax. She filled the air too with a gorgeous smell that was not dissimilar to a grilled gammon steak. It made him hungry as he watched. He wanted to kill her again, and fuck her again, and then eat her with a bag of Co-Op salted oven chips, before washing her down with bottles of American Cream Soda. He neither smiled nor frowned, just watched her burn, and massaged his crotch in the cool night air, savouring the smells of a lush human BBQ. 

      He closed his eyes and savoured the smoky taste of the cool, moist air, and he felt the Gods smiling upon him, with satisfaction and pride. 

      Soon, the sirens could be heard of the Strathclyde Police and he decided to make a run for it. Within a day, he had become the talk of the town and all the papers. 

      EVIL, SADISTIC KILLER REMAINS UNCAUGHT AFTER BRUTAL SEX MASSACRE. 

      ALL FEMALES URGED TO WATCH THEIR BACKS AND LOCK THEIR DOORS. 

      Ironically, it was only by reading such headlines in papers like the Daily Record that he first became aware of the fact that he was ‘evil’. He’d never been a suspect and he’d never told a soul about what he’d done that night. 

      The silence of a demon and his burning whore… 

      For years, after that awakening night when Johnny-Boy had walked with The Devil and burned a lamb in sacrificial delight, he’d been plagued by increasingly dark and gruesome fantasies. About taking more random souls, in different ways. Interfering with their confused bodies. Having intercourse with their chopped-off heads. 

      He dreamt constantly about hurting and killing his own parents too. Of stabbing his father in the eye-socket with a kitchen knife, for example, or taking his mother by surprise at tea-time by biting off one of her ears and raping her violently as the six o’clock news played in the background. 

      He was a sociopath - a real mental case - and he had entertained this violent and twisted imagery in his mind’s eye for years and years whilst resisting the temptation to further act on his murderous urges. Not a single soul in the world knew of the staggering propensity of his mental illness. Well, some would say it was an illness, others might say that he was the unfortunate by-product of a dysfunctional home, and others would most definitely say that he was just pure evil: a real-life monster. 

      The monster will kill his own father, so sit back and relax because I’m going to tell you all about what happened…
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            The destiny of a parasite: to die by the hammer

          

        

      

    

    
      We always have a choice, to accept our fate, or seize it and become its master…

      Tam Moffat was a despicable parasite. He was a miner by trade but pimped out his wife, Nora, to a seedy little sauna that was located up a back alley in the City Centre, close to Blythswood Square, where a large metal door that grated and squeaked on loose hinges led to a narrow staircase, up to a front desk and multiple rooms where privacy and pleasure was guaranteed; for a modest fee, naturally. 

      All the rooms were well-equipped with tissues, condoms and lubricants. 

      Some of the VIP rooms had shower cubicles, a plasma TV and, if you were lucky, you might even get to take a wee bottle of lager from the fridge. Downstairs, a red neon sign hung high above that creaky grey door, simply advertising - OASIS SAUNA - LUXURY MASSAGE - it was a well-known whore-house, for the select-few men who knew of its location. They didn’t have to worry though, about the coppers, neither the punters or the working girls, as it was one of many owned and run by the McConnell family (Glasgow’s premier crime syndicate), which meant that the pigs were on the take and had been paid-off to stay clear. Tam had been privileged to get Nora into a brothel that was granted Police-protection and had repeatedly told her that she should be grateful and think herself lucky. 

      Young John despised his cowardly rodent of a father, seeing him as a lower-being, less than a rat. And, Johnny-Boy Moffat killed rats, set them on fire, just to watch them die… 

      Poor Nora went within herself and tried her best to numb the pain of her humiliating existence, with booze and pills and by just staring out the window for hours on end, dreaming of God knows what; winning the lottery perhaps? 

      Well, one day, it happened. 

      They had a ‘win’ on the National Lottery. 

      Would you bloody believe it? 

      Rags-to-riches, overnight, just like that; they were now worth over a million…

      “We’re fuckin’ rich!” Tam flaunted it repeatedly, to whoever he came across, and he was usually piss-drunk, dancing around in flamboyant fashion, irritating the locals beyond measure. After going to his boss and breaking his nose with a head-butt, telling him to fuck-off and stick his job up his arse, he spent a week on the lash, buying bottles of champagne in all the local bars. One night though, a local heavy took Tam outside and gave him a beating, shattering his ribs and breaking his jaw. “You’re no anything special Tam, even with a fucking Lotto win, yer’ still a piece of shite around here…” the heavy had told Tam, in the dark-blue shadows, as Tam lay drunk and bleeding in a crumpled heap against a leaking drainpipe at the back of the pub.

      The heavy had been right, for all intents and purposes, Tam Moffat was still the low-life scum that he’d always been; money wouldn’t change that.

      Some things never change…I mean, what kind of bastard puts his own wife on the game? 

      A low-life scumbag of a bastard, that’s what kind… 

      And for Nora and John, the damage had already been done, especially so for the now-grown son - the still unknown sociopath. His true destiny awaited him. An exceedingly dark and violent one.

      Nevertheless, Tam attempted to make changes for the family, to move onwards and upwards to pastures new. They moved out of their Easterhouse council flat and bought an eight-bed Georgian villa, one of the most luxurious and sought-after houses in the trendy West End, not far from Kelvingrove Park. It had huge wrought iron gates at the front and from the main road you could usually see their big fancy Merc - the brand new one that Tam had bought for cash.   

      There was so much cash. 

      All that cash should have been the answer to all their problems. 

      Would it not seem? 

      Nora was now in a position to live a normal life (whatever a ‘normal’ life was). She didn’t go along with that idea though - she was messed-up and doped-up in the head. “I’m still gonna’ be on the game,” she’d said one night as they ate supper at their pretentious new dining table. “I won’t stop being a whore just because you fucking say so Tam, ya’ vindictive bastard.”

      “Nora, for God sake…” 

      “Maybe I like being a slag, eh? Maybe, deep down, that’s all I have to offer - ma’ body,” of course, she was being irrational and a bit ‘loony’, having already melted most of her brain cells as a functioning alcoholic; most days she’d be on a bottle of vodka before noon. 

      Crack cocaine would probably be the next step. 

      Then, a measly death…  

      “Don’t say that, ya’ ungrateful cow,” Tam had attempted to calm her down but she just kept saying these awful things, as if to rile him. He’d been drinking heavily himself that day, ten pints down the old Miner’s Club and more than a few whisky chasers, which meant he would soon start to get handy with his fists.

      John excused himself quietly as it all kicked off (not that they noticed) and headed upstairs to his room. He never wanted to be a part of all the arguments and, as usual, he attempted to block it out. He turned on the stereo and played some Metallica…Enter Sandman…with the volume up to the max as he hung out the window to smoke a joint. He dreamed, as he always did, of more executions and the second coming of ash. It felt near, so close that he could almost taste it.  

      It was getting brutal downstairs.

      Glasses were smashing as they hurled obscenities like God knows what.

      Dirty slag… 

      Daft cunt…

      I fucking hate you Nora…

      No, Tam, I fucking hate you…  

      He heard them scuffle and his mother screamed, struck hard across the face with a cracking-hard slap. There was commotion. Helpless struggling. She was fighting back this time and Tam wouldn’t have it. No, he’d end up putting her in hospital. 

      That’s when he casually re-appeared downstairs, with a massive hammer in his hand, one with a huge oak handle and a heavy, rusted square-head. That thing could do some damage in the wrong hands, and Johnny-Boy was just that - wrong. As soon as he felt its almighty weight, in-hand, he no longer saw it as a hammer but as a highly-potent murder weapon.

      His time had come, to kill again…

    

  



    
      
        
          
            Chapter 9

          

          

      

    

    







            Deviance, Buckfast & a spoiled corpse

          

        

      

    

    
      Evil is as evil does…

      He saw the ash, the fluttering darkness, as it poured down from the white roof and settled in a whirling storm, overhead. He raised the hammer up into the air, standing silent, frowning with hate as the fight ensued and Tam belted his mother into next week. 

      He allowed the hammerhead to fall, giving it to gravity, and stepping forwards to apply force as it fast-approached the target - the back of his father’s head. The skull cracked, audible and loud, as a vicious spray of blood painted his mother’s face. Tam went down hard on the floor, instantly, busting his nose on the hard wood as blood spilled from the front and back. 

      Tam Moffat bled to death on the floor and the mother-and-son duo just stood there for a while, watching him die. His mother hadn’t even screamed as he’d intervened with the murderous blow. Eventually, he dropped the blood-stained hammer, and did something rather bizarre and unexpected; like a man possessed by Lucifer himself.

      He approached his mother and put his arms around her, to console her. 

      Soon, though, he started to touch her, in a very inappropriate way. He didn’t know why he was doing it, he just was. He expected her to stop him, but she didn’t, she just looked up with a wicked sort of smile as he brandished his tongue and licked at the specks of blood that were splattered across her face. He started to kiss her mouth, with his tongue, deep and hard. He put her against the wall as she clung on to him for dear life. Soon, their lower halves were naked and bare, they were going for it hammer and tong, right there, as the body of one Thomas Moffat, a husband and a father, lay dead on the floor.

      It was so damn wrong… 

      What made it even odder was that the sex had been purely consensual. Nora had loved it, screaming the roof down, begging and coaxing her beloved son to give it to her harder and deeper. “Fuck me!” she had growled, like a hoarse demon. 

      The grim scene of a violent murder had essentially paved the way to an explicit two-day orgy. Not really knowing what they were doing, they just did it anyway, because they wanted it. Nothing made any sense, but they enjoyed it, and that was all that mattered. They drank vodka and Buckfast, smoked hash up in Johnny-Boy’s room where they had sex in his bed to the energetic sound of his beloved metal.

      We’re off to never-never land! 

      They had sex in her bed, too, where he snorted cocaine from the inside of his mother’s bellybutton. She had laughed wickedly as he did it and played with her son’s dick, getting him hard and ready for play-time. 

      They ordered Chinese deliveries and watched TV, naked, up there in their big fancy house - a house of death and deviance and all kinds of wrongness. They continued to enjoy each other’s bodies and the forbidden fruits of their sexual incest. They never even thought to leave the house and every once and a while, Johnny-Boy would saunter over, bare-arsed, and kick his dad’s corpse, calling him a ‘dirty auld cunt’, yelling down that he was stinking the whole house up.

      It was morbid and sinister…horrendously evil…  

      Finally, they decided to dispose of the body and officially report Tam as a missing person. His mother instructed her obedient son to bleed the body in a bath and chop it up into individual pieces, to be wrapped in cellophane and scattered around the city. 

      Some parts of him had gone into the Clyde. 

      Some were dumped at a rubbish tip. 

      And, other bits of him were just buried in the woods. 

      “I’m your whore now, Son, and this is our dirty little secret, OK?” she would tell her demonic child, stroking his cheek, that loving way that mother’s do.

      “Aye, Mum, that’s right…”

      The incest they shared was a sordid taboo and they both clearly revelled in it. It was passionate, wild, fiery sex and young John soon learned that his mother was into ‘kinky stuff’ too. 

      She liked to be tied up, for example. 

      She liked asphyxiation - the act of being strangled mid-intercourse to create increasingly intense orgasms subject to the brain not getting enough oxygen. She loved it and John, as her devoted demon, did it the way that she wanted it. He’d do anything to please her, his dear old mother. One night, though, it went too far and he accidentally ended up killing her too. 

      He’d been coming so hard inside her that he’d strangled her to death.

      “Oh fuck, of fuck, oh fuck…” he’d just kept repeating as he trembled and shook violently with wide eyes, still coming inside her, but realising that she was out-for-the-count.

      Dead as a dodo… 

      He’d stayed with her and held her in his arms, all night long, crying like a baby.

      He’d kissed her softly and decided to enjoy her body just a few last times, while she was still warm, like the way he’d fucked his teacher’s head after chopping it off with an axe. It’s what she would have wanted, so he consoled her in death, in his own way. “It wasn’t our fault Mum. We didn’t ask for this putrid existence, it was him, he caused it…he made you a prostitute…he made you an alcoholic…and the bastard made me into a freak,” he spoke softly and kissed her cheek as her dead eyes stared up to the ceiling, her arms still bound by leather straps that were fastened to the bed posts. “You didn’t have a choice, Mum, not like those girls out there who give their bodies to men for free, without a care in the world. Those well-fucked sluts who were never forced into prostitution or turned on to the drink. Their livers are good, Mum, good but tainted by their own sinful promiscuity. They are the real whores, not you. And, I will make sure that they suffer. OK, Mum? I love you. And, remember Mum, this will always be our dirty little secret…OK…?”
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      Be careful what you wish for…

      It was grey and dreary on Byres Road, car tyre’s sloshing on rain-soaked roads. 

      But, as always, Tony Macaroni’s was packed.

      Inside, is a woman, marked for death… 

      She was lured there, under her own free-will. To dine at The Devil’s table. To sleep, fornicate and bleed at the satin sheets of his wicked bed and die under his fearsome hand. 

      Beneath her tight-fitted skirt, she was moist and slick, with a primitive type of hunger. The animalic pulse of sexual desire. She had adult needs, of course, and that’s why she used Tinder. She was looking for good, hard sex, with grown men who were out for the same thing. 

      No strings attached. 

      No talk of husbands or wives. 

      Just SEX.

      Her Tinder date is a real-life demon…  

      The demon in question is the vilest-of-the-vile - one Johnny Moffat - dressed to kill, in a black Versace suit, his hair slicked back. He is sat there with her at the very same table, invited to gorge at the trough of her flesh; a mere form of foreplay to the horrendous act of lustful violence that was set to occur. 

      He frowned, mocking her with spiteful eyes as he indulged in a Quattro Formaggi and sipped on a glass of Barolo, watching with hate as his latest victim picked away at a hideous little salad of anorexic proportions. 

      Who the heck comes to a pizza-joint and orders a salad? 

      Her demon-date was rugged and handsome, easily mistaken for the Scottish actor, Robert Carlyle. He continued to stare at her, from across the candle-lit table, drilling her frontal-dome with his eyes. “How’s the meal?” he asked in his distinctively throaty baritone. He had a steely edge to him and dark eyes that somehow sparkled.

      “Gorgeous,” she replied, revelling in his voice. She somehow felt that an orgasm was promised in his suggestive undertone, whenever he spoke. A long, hard, screaming orgasm that would make her see the glorious depths of all of The Abyss. 

      She knew it. 

      She felt it, in the tender sensitivity of her supple breasts and the hot moisture that burned, streaming, deep down in the sordid enclave of her iniquitous cunt. 

      She seemed to be nervous and overwhelmed by him, avoiding eye contact, perhaps not wanting him to see her for what she was - empty - a mere inanimate object of magnificent worthlessness. 

      She was a forty-one year-old divorcee, slim and tall with long red hair, and freckles to match. She was rediscovering her inner-promiscuity with callously good-looking men that were well-endowed and looking for easy sex; to use her and abuse her.

      Married, or otherwise, it didn’t matter to her; sometimes, it even added to the thrill.  

      She’d liked the look of this guy, Johnny, and they’d quickly gotten to the point of exchanging nude pics and extremely explicit sext-messages. She loved that in a man - the sexual confidence. She had no time for timid wee boys who couldn’t take control. It was almost like foreplay for her and it fuelled the excitement of actually going on a pre-sex ‘date’, knowing what was going to happen once all the food and wine was out the way - all the great shagging - a sure thing; guaranteed.   

      She raised her head to smile at him for a moment and he stared back at her with those intense eyes; it sent a shivering chill down the back of her spine. It felt as though he was touching her, stroking her skin, uninvited. She had invited him though, to do much more than just touch. She rubbed slightly at the back of her neck, with slight discomfort and an awkward smile. 

      He continued to stare and as she returned her attention back to the salad he pounced upon her, mentally. With a psychic stab, he jumped up from the table and assaulted her jugular vein…he kept on stabbing and stabbing and stabbing at her neck…repeatedly, with an icy-sharp scalpel…a marvellous whirlwind of blood, wine and marinara sauce ensued. 

      No response. 

      She hadn’t even looked back up from her plate and the fetid little beige olive that she fussed over, intricately de-stoning it by knife and fork.

      It was good for her, that she never sensed or saw with her eyes, the wild fires of sadistic hate that had screamed out of his evil eyes as he had committed that heightened-state knife-attack and waited with grand anticipation for some kind of supernatural response; a confirmation of his undoubted powers of life-ending divinity. 

      She didn’t flinch though.

      Damn you, rancid parasite!

      The voice of the demon is strong… 

      The assault had failed to pass, in the desired state of the transient dimension and, sadly, she was still alive. 

      Alive.

      Breathing. 

      Still picking at her anorexic, bone-merchant salad.

      Bitch!

      I fucking hate you Nora…

      No, Tam, I fucking hate you…   

      He savoured the deliciousness, nevertheless, of that lucid murder. For a brief, titillating moment, like all the cream and all the butter in all of the whole wide world. And slowly, a slight smirk of unimaginable benevolence broke the icy demeanour of his unassuming poker face and he accepted the reality of his own predicament, that the joys of the hunt and the thrill of the kill would quite simply have to wait.
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            The enjoyment of a meal at Satan’s table

          

        

      

    

    
      The mind is the most powerful of all weapons…

      The conversation was dead, not that it mattered, all she wanted was to feel him deep inside her.

      She was horny like never before. 

      She was also scared though, a little uneasy, and she wasn’t sure why. 

      He was a man of crippling intensity, he had this weird thing going on, a kind of mad and starey look that flamed with intent in his darkly alluring eyes. It was a thing that she had never encountered before, something alien. It gave her the creeps.  But, somehow, it also turned her on in a way that she just couldn’t explain; she was drawn to him. 

      Moffat was breathing deeply and gripping his knife and fork. Right there and then, he hated her, the desire to kill was building and he patiently awaited the magical arrival of the ash. In his mind’s eye and in the lucid intent of his dark soul he had further enjoyed the dead, rotting vegetation of her perfect, slight body. Tasting the raw expiration of her muted, dormant, lukewarm sex. And, he had opened up her still-heated, pulsing carcass, by the application of perfect pressure on his perfect blade, to remove that sacred organ. Good, yet tainted by lust, and all the things they took for granted. Spoiled scabs, like her. Social privileges. Education. Unlike his poor mum, who didn’t have a choice, having to persevere with all the shit that life had dealt her. 

      The pure-dream of it, killing her in his mind, had sent a spike of warmth to his aching crotch and his tool began to unravel, in the confines of cloth, growing hard with fullness down the inside of his left thigh.

      The harder his dick got, the more he wanted to kill her.

      Come the ash, come the ash…  

      He revelled and relished in that immediate arousal, that killer instinct, and the sheer sexuality of his bloody agenda. Just then, with his manhood burning warm and hard, he saw the ash. It came and it formed as a perfect halo around her ugly head. Grey, black and sooty. It moved around her being like a tornado in slow motion. He smiled as it moved, in awe of the dark divinity that formed on earth when The Devil awaited the arrival of a deserving soul - the spoiled spectre of a whore - a mere scab. And, when the omen came for a son to kill - the ash - a mother smiled in the Heavens above and fallen angels sang with delight. 

      This rotten bitch, with her pretentious chat and the convoluted emptiness of her structured education, with her violence-free household, her rich ex-husband and the straight-laced parents who raised her…this little cunt was going to suffer…she was going to feel all the fear, and the pain, and the wrath of the Gods. She would know too, intimately, the darkest taboos of eroticism - to look death in the eye - as he strangled and assaulted her. 

      Raping and abusing her body, freely. 

      Impregnating her womb, as a beloved son. 

      Killing her softly, as the keeper of a dark secret. 

      Tonight, as destined by the curse of his own circumstances and by the occult prophecy of the coming of the ash, Johnny-Boy Moffat would be the giver and the taker of life, the one - chosen and anointed - to purge all sin.

      He noticed, that she was starting to frown and dart her eyes around nervously, like the frantic eyes of his beheaded teacher. 

      He didn’t want to scare her off though, not now that he was so close to having complete control of her being. He just had to keep drawing her in, working the dark ‘Casanova charm’. “So, do you meet a lot of guys on Tinder then?” he asked, breaking the deathly ice and dabbing his mouth with a napkin.

      “Eh, I’ve dated a few guys since becoming a divorcee,” she kind of laughed nervously and blushed, “so, I’m just enjoying myself at the moment. I’m definitely open-minded though to meeting a guy who could be my regular boyfriend…” she added, not wanting to come across as too much of a slut.

      “Right, so you’re not just out for a good hard fuck then?” he asked, casual as you like, and laughing to himself. He was one of those guys, though, who could say such things and somehow get away with it.

      “Excuse me?” she deplored, shocked by his crassness.

      Moffat laughed louder, loud enough for the whole restaurant to hear his mockery and derision. He raised his wine glass and sipped indulgently on the full-bodied red wine. “Aghhh…good drop that is…” he said, already ruddy-faced and semi-pissed. “I’m just kidding, by the way…” he added, as soberly as he could, “…you seem like a really nice woman, very beautiful too,” he was easily able to realign the playing-field with false sincerity and fruitful compliments, the kind of patter that would see him easily get into her pants, if he so desired. 

      “You’re a very naughty but very charming man, Johnny Moffat…” 

      “You love it, you know you do…” he added with a false smile, playing her like a piano.

      She just smiled back at him, although she tried not to, but she’d decided to accept his coarse attempt at humour and his playful, macho recklessness. After all, she’d never had that trait with her ex-husband, who’d been nothing more than a boring old fart. 

      Sometimes, she just wanted an Alpha male like him, to take her to bed and spank her. To dominate her and fuck her senseless. She wanted a man to talk dirty to her, belittle her, be rough with her… 

      He saw her need and upped his game.

      His steely-eyed gaze became darkly sexualised as the wolf came to her door, fuelled with eroticism and the arts of the occult, drawing her to him in ways that were indescribable. She suddenly saw things in his eyes that she didn’t understand. 

      Powerful things. 

      Deviant things. 

      His confidence was off-the-hook as he turned on the magic, like a Mad Monk, like he was taking control of her mind and her body as he cast a spell with his unsavoury gaze.

      She couldn’t concentrate as he played her like a fiddle, she wanted the feel of his hands and his erection as he humiliated and defiled her, raping her and abusing her in ways that all women feared. 

      The spell is making her want it…  

      He was willing it upon her, and she couldn’t understand what was going on, but she felt as though she was in the presence of a superior mystical force. 

      Am I The Devil incarnate? 

      Very possibly, my dear, and if you get too close I might just bite…

      She wanted him badly and whatever he had in store for her, she would entertain it; one way, or another.
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      Seduced by a killer

      Sex, like other forces, is purely driven by the laws of magnetism…

      He could see how much she wanted him, to feel his touch and the length of his penis. Hot blood surged in that same organ and he enjoyed that glorious stream as the adrenalin spiked in his body. He was fully-hard, beneath the table, eager for the kill. He used his powers of mind control to communicate his erect tool and place a picture of it in the open aura of her stupid mind. 

      She was an unchallenging subject.

      Easy to manipulate. 

      He smiled too as she picked it up, and she gasped, ever-so-slightly as a cool tingling sensation spread throughout her entire body. From the tips of her nipples and the butterflies in her stomach right down to the burning flame at the central furnace of her needing pussy. She felt the warmth and her own desperation. She felt the remarkable wetness of her fine lace panties, stained and soaked with subtle streams of her lively sexual fluids.

      Moffat continued to seduce her by the magic of mind and he relished in his own powers as she fell into a powerful spell of lust, and the voluntary abuse that she would soon beg for. He was radiating his Alpha-masculinity onto her like it was a warm blanket of erotic shelter where she would want to take comfort and never ever leave.

      She blushed, shocking herself by the nasty little fantasy that was running out in her head, of being anally corrupted as her throat got squelched under a seducing murderer’s hand.

      Why was she having these thoughts? 

      Why was she wanting this? 

      She couldn’t understand it. 

      But, by God, she needed it…

      He knew it, as soon as she had walked in the door that night, he’d smelled the desperation and her need to be dominated in uncouth ways. Some women have that aura. They don’t just want it, they need it. 

      He was the answer to all her dreams, and all her fears, and all of her dirty little fantasies. She wouldn’t be ready for this though, he was taking her to a place that she didn’t know existed. Tonight, she would know the joys of Satanic sex and the true glory of self-sacrifice. She would stare into The Devil’s eyes. Tonight, her sexual needs would be satisfied in unimaginable ways. She would fornicate to the ends of the earth and she would ride upon orgasmic waves as she was duly ridiculed by the Gods.

      She knew it.

      He knew it.

      The Gods are waiting for her…

      The air of anticipation and the promise of deviance was a thing to behold.

      She studied his whole being, in its entirety, and she knew that his sex would be strong and fierce, that he would teach her and guide her and take her to heights that she’d neither sought nor explored. Tonight, her life would change, she would embrace her womanhood and know the secrets of all history and all the universe - as a sexual Goddess and an almighty whore.

      He smiled wth a nod as she leered at him with an open mouth. Like an entranced soul. Giving herself, unwittingly, to the Grim Reaper. His boldness was immense, a frightening confidence that burned in his gaze. He was showing her that he knew, about everything. That he knew exactly what he was doing. That she was under his control now and that nothing would ever be the same again. 

      He was the power and the glory, of all things, of all kinks.  

      He was God, and The Devil, and an all-powerful messenger. He showed her with his smile and his magnetic pull how he would stroke at the insides of her thighs and put his wet tongue upon the hard tips of her erect nipples, before sucking them and moving down to taste her labia, driving her into a crazy state of wild ecstasy, before filling her chalice with all the sex she had ever dreamed of, and showing her his path, the secrets of the grail, and the finality of Hell. He was showing her how hard that he was going to fuck her, how he could punish her, how much pleasure she would feel as all that heat and tension in her cunt was released into the chill night air with fireworks exploding and the angels singing. 

      This is how she is going to die…

      

      Moffat paid the bill and held the redhead’s hand as they left the restaurant. 

      At ten minutes past nine pm, they emerged on the street as a ned sauntered passed them, hacking from that back of his throat and swirling out a globule of mucus onto the pavement. 

      “Oi! That’s bloody rank!” Johnny-Boy sneered at the lad who was common as muck.

      “Fuck off ya’ dick or yer’ getting it,” the ned shouted back, poking his head out like a chicken, scowling, eyes in attack-mode as his feet shuffled backwards, provoking a chase more than a scrap. “Geez’ a shot of yer’ bird, ya’ dobber…” the youth had a staggered laugh that sounded more like a machine-gun on auto, ah-ah-ah-ah-ah…

      Moffat tensed and went to go for him, to boot ten shades of shite out of him, but Sandra pulled him back.

      “Don’t Johnny, he’s not worth it…”

      “Aye, you’re right, sorry about that…I just can’t stand these wee dicks sometimes…”

      “I know, you’re just a gentleman at heart, my knight in shining armour…” she clearly felt the effects of the wine and was swaying slightly on her feet.

      

      Neither of them was aware, but a car was parked on the side of the road and inside the car was a scorned man. 

      It was Sandra’s ex-husband and he was watching her, watching them both. He gripped the steering wheel as his arms trembled with tension and his breathing got heated, drools of saliva forming at the sides of his mouth as the jawline shuddered with anger. He was raging, his blood boiling… “What the fuck are you doing with that smarmy cunt, Sandra?” he growled through gritted teeth. “You really are a very bad whore Sandra, so bad...”

      

      “So, what’s it to be then handsome, your place or mines? I’m so ready…” Sandra was hot-to-trot, indeed, keen to get her man into bed and have some serious adult fun.

      “Sorry darling, but you really don’t do it for me, I’m just not turned on by desperate, divorced skanks…maybe you could get a shag from that auld’ jakey over there, if you’re lucky,” he pointed to an old tramp who was laying down on the pavement, drinking Buckfast from a bottle in a brown-paper bag. 

      Her jaw dropped and she just looked at him, stunned and confused.

      Moffat just started to laugh at her, he laughed and laughed, and just walked off with a swagger of immense arrogance. 

      He was going to find the wee ned and stab the shit out of him.
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            Rose petals, flickering candles & an unspoken promise of death

          

        

      

    

    
      Passion, lust and magic; they can make a person do things that simply defy logic…

      At one pm on a given afternoon, the Café scene consisted of the lunch-time ‘panini brigade’ and, as usual, they would be comforted by the mechanical noises of commercial-grade coffee machines…grinders and steamers…

      At this particular place on St. Vincent Street, they were mainly ‘suits’ on the lunch-break, whilst the Inspector was there to sober up and meet with his daughter. 

      “You can’t stay married to a ghost, Dad.”

      “How no? I can do what I bloody-well like Marie, maybe I prefer to converse with the dead rather than the living, have you thought about that? They are much less inquisitive and judgemental,” he always felt like he was on trial when he spoke to his daughter, like he was the accused and she was his judge and jury.

      “So, you prefer Mum as a dead person? What a thing to say…”

      “That’s not what I meant, you know it isn’t, you’re just twisting my words, like you always do…”

      “If you say so…”

      “I’ve had to live with the burden of losing a son and a wife, that’s just the way it is, those are the cards that we were dealt. But, she isn’t really dead, she is still here with me in her own way. It’s hard to explain, but she visits me often, she asks after you…”

      “Have you ever thought about speaking to a grief counsellor?”

      “No, I haven’t, I’m fine.”

      “She’s gone Dad, you should move on now, maybe try to be happy with someone else? She would want that.”

      “No, she doesn’t want that. I have no desire to be with another woman, I’m quite happy the way I am…”

      “What, as a lonely old drunk who knows nothing but whisky, ghosts and murder?”

      McGreavy scowled, so fiercely his forehead might have shattered like porcelain into a thousand pieces. He slowly turned to glare at his daughter, head-on, with a raging fire of hurt and anger in his dark brown eyes. 

      He was disgusted by her sheer insolence and she saw it too.

      “Sorry, Dad, I didn’t mean that…”

      “Aye, you did…thanks for the coffee…”

      “Dad, wait…” his daughter pleaded, but it was too late, and the Inspector had upped from the table and was out the front door of Costa Coffee in a shot; set off for a much-needed drink; a proper drink.

      

      At nine fifteen, just five minutes after Moffat had left Tony Macaroni’s with Sandra O’Hara, something odd happened - he reappeared in the restaurant and took a seat at the bar. 

      He ordered a double Belvedere vodka on the rocks.

      “You seem so different,” said the rotund barmaid as she served his drink, her fat spilling out of a t-shirt that was clearly too small, so much so you could see the gaping round hole that was her belly-button.

      “What?” he asked with a frown.

      “No, I don’t mean different from before, just different. You know, from other people, around here. It’s a compliment - you don’t have to look so pissed off…”

      The man broke his icy demeanour and smiled. “Sorry, you’re correct, I’m not from around here.” 

      “So, Casanova, was that girl not your type then? She seemed to be totally up for it…”

      “All women are up for it darling, I reckon you are too…” he said, smiling at her with heavy, Eastern eyes. “You are right though, she’s wasn’t my type. I prefer a more, how shall I put it?” he darted his eyes over the bar to look down at her plump figure. “I prefer a more rounded girl,” he spoke with a tone and a smirk that some would describe as sleazy; that, he was. 

      But, some girls liked that, the sleazier the better. 

      The voluptuous barmaid was one of those girls, it was reciprocated too by the glint in her eye. 

      It was in her smile. 

      It was written all over her face. 

      She was free game...and the vodka-drinking man who sat at the bar and ate her with his eyes would most definitely give her what she blatantly wanted.

      “So, am I your type?”

      “Oh, most definitely, you are just my type. Big and sexy. What’s your name?”

      “Linda, yours?” she replied, flirtatiously tugging at the lower-centre of her V-neck t-shirt as she came closer and leaned across the bar, showing the man the massively sensuous depths of her soft, creamy cleavage. 

      “I’m Johnny,” he said, his eyes set in stone, hypnotised by the slutty way she flaunted her body. “Tell me Linda, what time does your shift finish?”

      “Five minutes ago,” her smile beamed and her chest seemed to be heaving now with adrenalin and a total lack of inhibition. “As soon as the next girl gets here I can grab my coat and leave.”

      “Perfect. You want to go somewhere then?”

      “You know a place?”

      “Oh yeah, I know a very good place…”

      

      Meanwhile, Sandra O’Hara was back at her house in Shawlands. 

      She had sexually pleasured herself by the familiar ways of her own hand and a gushing-stream of warm water from her newly-fitted shower-head. She selected that particular shower-head, in fact, purely for this reason; not for the feel of the water against the rest of her body but for the discreet stimulation of her lady-tongue, down below.  

      She had needed it tonight, even after the outpouring of tears that were shed in the taxi ride home. The date had been a total disaster. Nevertheless, the erotic build-up with Johnny and the dick-pics he’d sent had all been much too arousing, and even though he’d rejected her, so viciously, she still had been left with a deep-rooted physical need; to be sexually fulfilled. It was a tension that had to be released, an itch that had to be scratched, and boy she had scratched it as best she could; still, no substitute for the real thing though.

      She was now rinsing her hair, post shampoo, in the small and steamy shower cubicle. She still had a mild sniffle, that lingering tearful sniffle that women get after a god cry. Orgasm, or no orgasm, the sniffles are always prolonged. 

      Doomp…doomp…

      She was suddenly startled by dull thudding sounds, faintly noticeable, but enough to make her flinch. She wiped her eyes and stopped the water, turning to the direction of the bathroom door, barely visible through layered formations of mist. 

      It sounded like footsteps, out on the hallway. 

      She turned off the water as she felt her skin crawl, turning cold with fear as her hairs stood on end. The steaming water now stuck to her being like a stench of death or the horrid sweats of depressive anxiety. 

      “Hello!?” 

      She heard the noise again…

      Doomp…doomp…  

      The creaking of floorboards.

      Footsteps.

      It was real, she wasn’t imagining it, there was somebody in the house.

      The beckon of the demon is strong and unavoidable… 

      She opened the door and the bathroom suddenly seemed to be remarkably chilly. “Who’s there? I’ll call the Police!” she shouted, trying to sound calm and empowered, barely managing to disguise a shaky quiver in the urgency of her voice. “I have a gun, so you better get out or I’ll shoot you in the fucking face…I swear to God, I will…” 

      She emerged from the cubicle and wrapped herself tightly with a thick, red towel, noticing for the first time how steam moves on a wooden door. It crawls and sticks like an unworldly smog; an omen of impending bloodshed, like the coming of the ash. She grabbed for her bag, took her mobile, feeling the icky smog as it crawled on her skin, and she was ready to call for the Police with shaky hands. 

      But, suddenly, she couldn’t move. 

      She gasped and froze, eyes focussed and wide, and the door began to slowly opened with an eerie creak of the hinges.

      That’s when she saw it… 

      Rose petals. 

      Beautiful, rose-red petals scattered across the beige carpet flooring of the narrow hallway that led down to the bedroom. And from inside the bedroom a soft yellowish glow of a flickering candle, dancing in the shadows…

      She felt scared.

      She felt confused.

      Oddly too, she felt sexually aroused. 

      Who is it? 

      Johnny? 

      No, he wasn’t interested. But, if it was him, she would just have to forgive him, and they would have kinky sex till the sun came up. After all, he had said that he enjoyed playing games. 

      Were these the kind of games that he liked to play? 

      The sick kind of games? 

      Mind games? 

      Or, is it her ex-husband? 

      He was a good man, and she had realised that tonight, more-so than ever before. He never would have spoken to her like Johnny did. William may have been a bit boring and a downright dour-puss in bed, but he was a gentleman. And, hey, what the Hell? If he had the balls to do something like this, break into her house, then maybe he’d also grown big enough balls to finally take her to bed and fuck her hard like a real-man. 

      Yes, that must be it, right? 

      He had somehow realised his failings as a husband, and as a lover, and he was now going to make up for lost time and inject some serious passion and adventure into her life.

      Yes, that’s it…surely…I mean, no man would make such a romantic fuss, with rose petals and candles, if they were going to hurt her…would they?

      She dropped the towel, unable to comprehend what madness had come over her; but she was ready to succumb to the delicious insanity. Slowly, she walked along to the bedroom door, completely naked, her nipples fully erect. She was ready and hungry to be pleasured, ready to let this mystery man, whoever he was, have his wicked way with her…
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            The woman who begged for bondage & thrills

          

        

      

    

    
      The symbolic befouling of a stray angel shall be the order of the night… 

      The Gods looked down upon the O’Hara residence, with ungodly expectations. 

      She’d come to the room like a woman in a trance. 

      Naked and hot. 

      The horns were out, the spirits were dancing, and ancient ghosts of the black magic taboo were present in the room. 

      The sex will be hard and deviant…it shall be concluded in blood…

      She didn’t ask why he’d come back or how he’d gotten into the house. It didn’t matter, as her entire being was ultimately possessed, by the most evil and powerful of all sexual demons - one Johnny-Boy Moffat. 

      The spell is working…  

      She was desperate to be abused and rejecting her had merely peaked her arousal. 

      There she was, and a whorish charm sparkled in her eyes. 

      She stood before him in the candle-lit room and her body approved of his sordid activity. He had taken lace underwear garments and a pearl necklace, wrapping them around the thick shaft of his manhood as he masturbated like a frantic dog on heat, laid back on her bed, completely naked. She wasn’t sure if it was her underwear and jewellery, it didn’t appear to be, but she didn’t even care. She noticed that he’d brought along bondage straps and she gave herself willingly to be tied up and sexually tortured.

      You stupid, stupid woman… 

      He would suck the soul from her body and drink her delicious juice. He would show her the glory and send her to the kingdom, maculating and discarding her rotten, empty shell as it lay dead in the romantic ambiance of the blood-spoiled candle-lit room.

      She came to join him, upon the bed, surrendering herself with her legs spread and limbs akimbo.

      “So, Missy, would you now like me to molest your putrid box?” he said, after tying her wrists to the bed post and kneeling between her legs like a devious, evil hyena.

      “Yes, please, finger me…”

      He took a solid stance on his knees and began to stimulate her with his touch. She was an animal harlot, out of control, like a woman possessed. Screaming and growling like Hell and she soon began to squirt, her vile juices streaming like a fountain into the air. 

      It was chaotic. 

      She’d soaked the sheets with her animal warmth and the killer smiled with delight. “I’m going to rape your loins now and smear your labia with Crowley’s dagger, so the guardians of the void will smell me on your spectre, and the world will know exactly what you are and why you were forced to leave this dimension. Got that, Missy?”

      “Yes, rape me, just fucking rape me…” she growled and struggled in her cuffs, “…fuck me to death,” she spoke as he wanted her to speak; as a demon.

      “I shall, my dear. I certainly shall.”

      The darkness of night is delicious and inviting…  

      He was ready now to sully the dignity of her sex and the piousness of her womanhood, tarnishing all her worldly comforts. Daddy’s little girl was a bad little girl and the void was set to receive her. 

      The ash never lies…

      He would steal her life-force in his titillating moment of orgasm, like the imp and the rapist and the monster that he was. The monster, that would continue to hunt women and desecrate their bodies, all across the land; forevermore.

      

      It rained heavily on the pavement outside and, if you listened carefully, from an apartment window on the fifth floor you would hear the sound of a woman lost in sexual abandon.

      Siobhan was loud and she swore like a trucker in bed; she was what The Swede referred to as a ‘screamer’. She always liked her men to be on-top and to dominate her sexually, driving into her. The duvet had been pushed down to the floor and she wailed like a banshee as DI McGhee pinned her butt to the mattress, focussed, grinding his teeth, like a Marine doing a marathon of push-ups. He was pushing hard with his lower-end and the woman who lay beneath was like his Drill Master, coaxing him to push more, with eagerness and need.

      “More! More! Give it to me Jimmy…fuck me harder!” she was shouting and moaning like she wanted the whole world to know that she was being shagged senseless by the illustrious Jimmy McGhee. He was kissing and sucking on her neck and the more she felt his warm, wet tongue against the sensitive softness of her flesh, the more wild and vocal she got. She dug her nails into his sweat-lace back, and with each thrusting clench of his buttocks, the closer they both got to a combined climax.

      Soon, they came together, in chaotic synergy. Thunder and lightning raged and crackled outside as the rain battered against the windows and a Paul Weller track played timidly in the background. 

      They panted and laughed, wildly, as the mist settled and he rolled over onto his back to lay on the bed beside her.

      “Jesus Christ, you really are a good shag, you know that?”

      McGhee laughed even louder. “Thanks, you’re not so bad yourself. Listen though, I don’t want the Boss finding out about this…”

      “What do you take me for? Look, we are not an ‘item’, OK? I’m young, free and single, right?”

      “Aye, right…” McGhee replied, but the thought of her being with any other man made him ignite inside with mixed emotions. “Fancy a whisky?”

      “As long as its a single malt, no cheap stuff.”

      McGhee chuckled as he swung his legs over the edge of the bed and he bent down to pull on his underwear. Just then, his phone vibrated on the side-table. Both their eyes turned to the device and they shared a glance at one another. 

      They both thought the same thing - that there had been another murder…    

      

      McGreavy had a face that was distinctly noir, it told stories of pain and suffering, crime and murder. 

      He had jet-black hair and a Jewish nose that was almost like the shape of a harp, or a dark angel’s tainted wing. The bridge of it stood out, like the edge of a cliff, and the bone sloped downwards at a forty-five degree angle where his wide nostrils flared at the end, like an angry bull. He usually was angry, about one thing or another, the rest of the time he was just quiet and moody. 

      He was a bereaved man. Lost his only son, to drugs. Lost his wife, to depression and suicide. 

      He was a haunted man, who regularly held séance with a spirit of the dead, the one that refused to let him go. 

      He was an alcoholic, who lived for the drink, and saw self-destruction as a destiny more than a curse. At the Old Highland bar, he was like part of the furniture and could be found there most days when he was not on work-related business.

      “The Godfather’s boys were looking for you earlier,” said Boaby the barman to the drunken copper.

      “What did the McConnell boys want to talk to me fur’?” he was already slurring his words.

      “Dunno, they just walked in and growled at the customers, and then they asked for you. I said you weren’t here and they just left, that was it.”

      “Ah, well, if they want me they’ll fuckin’ find me. Dealing with gangsters is not as straight-forward as it used to be back in Arthur’s day,” he said, struck with nostalgia. “These youngsters are a different breed, too much greed and not enough honour, know what a’ mean?”

      “Not really, Mac, but I’ll take your word for it,” said Boaby, with a smile that was almost patronising.

      His phone vibrated on an old-school, lager-puddled, faux-mahogany bar and he looked down at the screen, it was a text from Siobhan: BOSS, THERE’S BEEN ANOTHER MURDER. He gulped down his half-full glass of Ale and downed the double whisky that had been sitting next to it in loyal partnership. “Right, Boaby, I’ve got to go. Just stick these on ma’ tab,” he steadied himself on his feet and put an unlit cigarette in his mouth. 

      As he alighted upon the pavement, an elderly lady drove past on a buggy, a wee sign post sticking up at the back - TRUMP NOT WELCOME IN SCOTLAND. He noticed that she was dressed from head-to-toe in waterproof gear and he wondered if stormy weather was set to come. “Afternoon Morag,” he said. “Expecting rain, are we?”

      “Always be prepared Mac, always be prepared,” the old lady replied before disappearing around the corner, past the bookies and the Singh’s old Spar shop, the wake of her wisdom weighing heavily upon the littered pavement behind her. A flurry of wind had raised a newspaper as it danced up into the air like a butterfly. It was almost as if she’d been accompanied by a ghost; perhaps, she was.

      Always be prepared…  

      The words stuck in his head as he lit the crumpled fag that hung pathetically from his intoxicated lips.
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            The trials & tribulations of Police work

          

        

      

    

    
      The horrors of life are best persevered with an Achilles heel in tow…

      He resisted the temptation to vomit. 

      It had nothing to do with the dead body that lay on the bed before him. No, the corpse was still quite fresh. It was merely the sick feeling that an alcoholic gets when the uncontainable need for drink gets stuck down there in your gut. It takes the form of a unbearable void in the stomach, a feeling of emptiness that often gets confused with sickness. So much so, you can trick yourself into believing that it is sickness, and you vomit, more out of bodily confusion than anything else.

      McGreavy knew exactly what it was - the emptiness of thirst, is what he called it.

      It was at times like this though, when he saw first-hand the dark side of the human condition and was reminded of what horrendously despicable acts we, as men and women, are capable of inflicting on one another that his need for alcohol reached peak levels.

      It was another bloody assault and seemed, at first glance, to be similar to the last crime scene. The woman appeared to have been raped and strangled, whilst she was tied up on the bed. A bath towel was strewn on the floor but she’d been dressed-up in thigh-high latex boots and laid back against the pillows with her hand behind her neck and her legs spread open. Reddish and blue marks were visible around the neckline and with her legs spread apart he saw slight traces of semen-slick at the insides of her thighs. 

      She wore sunglasses. 

      Red lipstick had been perfectly applied to her thin lips.

      The lipstick had also been used to write the word - SLUT - on the upper-wall of her freshly-shaved vaginal area; it was barely visible amidst all the blood but visible nonetheless.

      The stomach had been cut, sideways across the belly this time, and the liver had been pulled out from the innards. Again, it was neatly placed in a treacle-like pool of blood, on the bed beside her.

      “Married?”

      “Divorced. She was actively dating other guys…”

      “When was she last seen?”

      “She was having dinner with a guy at Tony Macaroni’s last night and she’d last been seen leaving the restaurant with him at around nine pm.”

      “Right, talk to the neighbours, find out more about her. And, I want the ex-husband and the guy she had dinner with both brought in for questioning.”

      “Right you are, Boss.”    

      

      The neighbour, Glenda Shaw, was visibly stunned by the news of Sandra’s murder.

      “She was a different person after the divorce, for the better, she was free. Emotional freedom is a luxury that we take for granted Detective.” 

      McGhee nodded, patiently, letting her talk and doing his best to listen and understand. 

      “That husband of hers, he is a psycho, he used to make her life pure Hell, with physical and psychological abuse, now this has happened. I just can’t believe that he’d take it this far.”

      “Had he been violent with her before?”

      “Oh yes, but she never went to the Police, just kept brushing it under the rug. Men like that need to be behind bars, it is your job to ensure that, is it not?”

      “Well yes, but maybe you could have gone to the Police yourself, no? If we don’t know about it then we can’t do much about it…”

      “I suppose so,” the neighbour began to weep. “You’re right, I could have done something.”

      “Do you think her ex-husband is capable of murder?”

      “Who knows, these days, you just don’t know…”

      “Was she seeing many other men?”

      “Yes, she was always on Tinder, swiping left and right like nobody’s business. She certainly had a few wild flings. We could hear her every once and a while, you know, the sex noises and all that. I don’t think she had any kind of a sex-life with her ex, you see? So, she was making up for all that passion she’d missed out on.”

      “Had anyone threatened her, that you know about?”

      “Not directly, but she told me he’d been following her. I think she was scared, that’s why she told me, in case something like this happened.”

      “OK, Miss Shaw,” McGhee passed her a business card, “if you think of anything else that could help us with the inquiry then feel free to call me, any time.”

      “Of course, Detective, I’ll be glad to help in any way possible. I really hope you lock that psycho up and throw away the key, before he kills another woman…”
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            The fruitless hunt for an elusive Casanova

          

        

      

    

    
      It’s better to be smarter than you appear to be, than appearing to be smarter than you actually are…

      Tony Macaroni’s.

      “Police,” said the Inspector, in his usual charmless brogue. “We’d like a word with Miss Linda Chalmers, if she’s available?”

      “Yes, she is, is this about that poor woman that was murdered?”

      The Inspector nodded. 

      “Linda,” she caught the barmaid’s attention since she’d been chatting flirtatiously with a couple of ‘suits’ at the bar. “The Polis’ want a word, take the corner table and I’ll tend to the bar…”

      

      “Did you see Mister Moffat leave with Miss O’Hara?”

      “Yes.”

      “And you say he soon re-appeared, shortly after, just like that? Did it not seem strange?”

      “Yeah, it was just a few minutes and he came back here for a drink. Looked like he just sent her on her way and that was it…he said she wasn’t his type.”

      “But you were his type.”

      “Apparently so, he likes young full-bodied wines and young full-bodied women. She was a much older woman, God bless her soul. He probably likes women with a mind of their own, an intelligent woman.

      “Why do you say that?”

      “He’s an erudite man, well-travelled, he even speaks Russian…”

      “Why would he be speaking Russian with you?”

      “He was saying things in the heat-of-the moment, shall we say, dirty things. It turned me on, I was getting really into it…”

      “I’m impressed beyond measure, now where did you and the Egg Head go?”

      “He had this big fancy Merc parked-up in the Lilybank Gardens carpark, it had tinted windows so we had complete privacy.”

      “And what exactly did he take you to his car for?”

      “What do you think, Inspector? A wee kiss and a cuddle?”

      “Did you perform oral sex on him?”

      “I might have, nothing wrong with a bit of foreplay, is there? Even in the backseat of a fancy car…I don’t like to rush things…”

      “Of course not, did he ejaculate?”

      “Well, I wouldn’t be very good at the dirty deed if he didn’t, now would I? So, yes, he did. I tried to swallow it all down but he ended up getting some of it on my top and around my lips,” she callously caressed her mouth with a sensual fingertip, almost showing her tongue. She was bold as brass, a blatant ‘hussy’, and had probably gone off with a long string of men who’d sat for a drink at that bar. “I can tell you something Detective, it wasn’t so easy explaining that one to my boyfriend,” she continued to touch around her breast area, indicating where the sperm stains had occured.

      “Charming. Have you washed the garment since?”

      “No, why do you want to keep it?”

      “Yes please, if you don’t mind…”

      “For your private collection, is it? I bet this is turning you on, isn’t it, Inspector? When was the last time you had some action? Was it when the Nazis were invading Europe?”

      “Less of the smart talk, Miss. Do you have any tattoos?”

      “Excuse me?”

      “You heard.”

      “Why do you want to know that?”

      “Just answer the question.”

      “Yes, I have a small Playboy Bunny tattooed on my left breast. Anything else you want to know about my body Inspector? Would you like to do a more thorough inspection?”

      “No sweetheart, you’re not my type, that will be all.”

      

      Bill McDonald was a remarkably respectable looking man for a so-called psychopath, with slight hands and a calm, wise face. He almost came across like a Priest. He was the kind of man you might want to confess to, even if there was nothing to confess, he just seemed like one of those non-judgemental listeners. McGreavy was more interested, however, in what he had to confess. “Were you stalking your ex-wife Mister McDonald?” he went straight for the jugular.

      “No,” the man seemed lost, in despair, genuinely.

      “Sandra O’Hara had informed her neighbour that you’d been following her and that your car was mysteriously popping up all over the place. Wherever she went, you went. Is that true?”

      “I had to be sure that she was safe, that’s all, there’s a lot of mental cases out there, you know what I mean?”

      “Oh, indeed, we know all about them,” said the Inspector. 

      Siobhan smirked, knowingly. “You never know, Bill, we could be in the presence of one right now. What was your connection to Julia Connolly, did you meet her on Tinder before killing her?”

      “Who? I’m not on Tinder, I don’t even have Facebook. I haven’t killed anybody.”

      “Were you following your ex-wife on the day that she was killed?” they were coming at him from all angles, testing his reactions. 

      “Yes, I was,” he was rubbing his forehead frantically. “I saw her there with her latest lover. She was having dinner with him at that Italian pizza place, another pervert she’d met on-line probably.”

      “So, you thought you’d teach her a lesson. By breaking into her house and killing her,” the Inspector switched gears, raising his voice slightly.

      “No, please, you can’t say that!” he had tears in his eyes now. “I didn’t kill her, it must have been him, that smarmy wee bastard.”

      “If you can’t have her no-one else can, is that it? So, you had to put an end to it, it must have been torture for you seeing her have fun with other men like that. So, you went up there to her room and tied her up, you raped her and then you cut her open. Didn’t you? You killed her, just like you killed the Connolly woman too!”

      “Oh, Jesus, is that what happened to her? He gutted her, like a fish? Please, no…” he was breaking down in tears, a hysterical wreck. Either he was a very good actor or the man was genuinely innocent.

      The Inspector and Siobhan shared a look, they were getting nowhere. 

      “The man that you refer to Bill went back to the bar for a drink, there is no way he could have killed her, we even have him on CCTV inside the pizzeria, sitting at the bar.”

      “No, I watched him, he took off in the other direction…”

      “Well, he has a solid alibi and right now you are looking like our prime suspect.”   

      

      Moffat was, indeed, a smarmy bastard and had been more than happy to go in for questioning.

      The Inspector stared him dead in the eye, trying to work him out, he was a mystery wrapped in a shroud of oddball. “So, you were having sex with the barmaid at the time of Sandra O’Hara’s murder, correct?”

      “Correct.”

      “A fairly solid alibi, by all counts. You like the larger ladies then, eh? That barmaid was quite a handful. Skinny girls don’t do it for you?”

      “True, I’m not into the skinny ‘supermodel’ type, never have been.”

      “I like a slim figure myself.” 

      “Not me, Inspector. I like bit of meat-on-the-bone.”

      “I can remember your old mum, she had quite a figure, hadn’t she? It was a terrible shame the way she just disappeared like that…”

      Siobhan frowned, alarmed by the callousness of what he had just said. She glanced at the Inspector out of the side of her eye, unsure of what he was playing at.

      “She is still with me though, every day, Inspector. The dead can be somewhat persistent, in their own way…”

      “Oh, you don’t have to tell me laddie, I know all about the adamant persistence of the dead… But, why would you say that she is dead, as she was only reported as missing, are there any significant details that you mysteriously failed to indulge in your statement?”

      “No, it’s just my way of dealing with it, that’s all. Better to consider her dead, then I can have closure, deal with it more effectively.”

      “So, you don’t think that your mum or your dad, or both of them, might turn up one day?”

      “No, Inspector, I don’t. And, if my dad ever turned up I wouldn’t want anything to do with him, he was a bad person.”

      “So, why would you go on a Tinder date with the O’Hara girl? After all, you must have known she wasn’t your type? It seems to me that you don’t need it anyway, if you can just sit at a bar and within no time at all be having sex in the backseat of your car with a sexy little plumper, just yer’ type too. So, why use Tinder?”

      “Why not? It’s just a bit of fun…”

      “Wasn’t much fun for her, she ended up dead.”

      “Well, I didn’t kill her Inspector. I just don’t have it in me, I detest violence, I’ve never even killed a fly.”

      “Does the barmaid have any tattoos?”

      “What?”

      “You were having intercourse with her, you saw her body, right? So, I’m asking you if she had any tattoos?”

      “No.”

      “No? Are you sure about that?” 

      “Not really, it was dark, and I wasn’t paying that much attention.”

      “You were fully engaged in sexual intercourse with an attractive young girl that apparently is your ‘type’, and you didn’t pay much attention?”

      “I like to close my eyes and just enjoy the ride I’m afraid, I was more focussed on feeling her, than I was on looking at her. Sorry, that’s just how it is. Look, are we finished here?”

      “Aye, for the moment. If we have any more questions we’ll be in touch.”

      “I’m always willing to help, Inspector, and I sincerely hope that you catch the guy who committed this horrible crime,” he offered them both a solemn handshake.

      Little did they know then, that he’d fooled them hook, line and sinker…
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            An evening of wine & conversations with The Devil

          

        

      

    

    
      If you invite The Devil into your home then you damn well better be ready to entertain him…

      “This is a beautiful house,” Johnny-Boy said to the older woman, who’d invited him round to her Bearsden home for dinner and an intimate evening of raunchy sex. He stood tall in his black suit, sipped his wine and surveyed the premises - nice and quiet - perfect spot for an execution.

      The house had an artificially warm ‘country-style’ too it - lots of beige and wood-effects. Like her, it was fake and false, just a hollow shell filled with artificial nothingness. 

      “Thanks,” she replied, cutting up a tray of lasagne. “This should be ready to eat as soon as it cools down a wee bit. Are you hungry?”

      “Aye, I’m hungry,” he was too, not for food, but for the violent stopping of her pulse. 

      He came to the central-island and placed his glass of Chianti down on a hard marble surface, noticing an unread newspaper that was laid down with front page facing up. The headline read: SUSPECT CLEAR OF SUSPICION AND WAS HAVING SEX WITH ANOTHER WOMAN AT THE TIME OF O’HARA MURDER - EX-HUSBAND WAS THE STALKER. 

      He smirked to himself and turned his attention to the red-haired slut he was about to murder; prancing around all motherly and full of herself. She wore a miniskirt with ballerinas, her behind was full and juicy; the years passed had done nothing at all to tame the fullness of her curves. On top, she wore a light cashmere cardigan with a low-cut blouse beneath. Her bust was deep and provoking and the mere sight of those fleshy mounds had shown her brazen femininity for what it was - on show and up for the taking. 

      It was as clear as day. 

      She was a whore with a good life and a tainted fucking soul; that is why she had to die. Nothing on this earth would keep her alive now for she had asked for it. Asked to dance in The Devil’s arms, to know the tree of life, and be received by the wrath of the ash. 

      The mature lady noticed him smirking at the paper. “So, you were the last one to see her alive?” she asked, admiring his dark hair, dark eyes and the way that he wore his dark suit; with such confidence and panache. 

      “I did have dinner with her, but, I obviously didn’t kill her,” it was a lie - he’d raped her freckled loins, pale and weak, then strangled her to death as her eyes had begged for him to stop and to spare her pathetic life. He’d felt her go limp as he came inside, thrusting into her, pounding her. He’d held her dead body tight and kissed its dissipating warmth as she sailed into the void; that great black hole that awaits us all. He’d gutted her too, like a trout, and rummaged around in her gut with his blood-mongering fingers. “She seemed like a lovely girl though, you know, I still can’t get over that happening to her. Apparently, her ex-husband was a bit psycho. Know what I mean?”

      “Yeah, I heard. You can never be too careful these days, there’s some real bloody nut-jobs out there, John. They can’t all be suave and sophisticated like you, can they?”

      “No, I suppose not…” he smiled, enjoying the irony of her naivety, it was laughable.

      “And what about the other girl, the barmaid, the one that you slept with…”

      “What about her?” 

      “She’s made quite a show about you, about what a great lover you are. The Glasgow Herald referred to you as some kind of Casanova, did you read that?”

      He coughed, uncomfortably. “No, I didn’t.”

      “Is it true then, are you really that good in bed?”

      “It seems to me, Karla, that you would like to find that out for yourself.” He could smell the longing and the sexual heat of her liquid-soaked kitty. Her mature virility was on high-beam and he enjoyed the feel of her essence, knowing full-well that her wet cunt was burning for him. He would savour the pleasure of ending her pitiful, whorish life, as her body begged to be touched and abused and stabbed.

      He coughed, smirking to himself, as if willing her with his eyes to look at something.

      It worked, and she smoothly lowered her line-of-sight down to his crotch where she saw the outline of a large, stiffening erection. He smiled some more and tensed his erotic muscle as her lustful gaze settled and lingered upon it, watching as her tongue moved on the upper-lip as she gawped, seeing it move and twitch beneath cloth.

      “You see something you like?” he probed her, as the moon shone bright and an open window allowed rustling noises to flow to his ears; from garden creatures that lived in the greens.

      “Hmm, you are a very curious and powerful young man. Peculiarly so. I’ve never come across a man, of any age, with such alluring confidence and charisma.”

      “I owe that to my parents, I suppose.”

      “I bet you do. A nice thing to say, that is, too.”

      “Yes, lovely, isn’t it?” he remarked, scowling, and refilling her wine glass. “Drink up dear,” he said. 

      “Are you trying to get me drunk, young man?”

      “Having sex is much more enjoyable when I’ve got a good drink in me. Isn’t it the same for you?” he allowed his gaze to fall down to her cleavage, his eyes lingering as he sucked them and squeezed them in the intent of his mind. He smiled as he devoured her body with his eyes before looking up to see her blush.

      Her eyes were wide with shameful, motherly excitement. It frustrated and annoyed her that she was so damn horny. She suddenly imagined him ripping her clothes off right there on the kitchen table, gorging on her bust and relentlessly fingering her, as plates and glasses smashed to the floor. She wanted things that she had never wanted before, demonic things, taboo things, a grand and disgusting orgy of depraved sex and occult magic. 

      “Well, that is a little presumptuous. But, yes…” she said awkwardly, her silken panties soiled now by the incessant flow of her sexual ooze, “…it is the same for me, I like to lose my inhibitions and just see where it all goes, you know what I mean?” 

      “Indeed. Well, that is good to hear, because I was born with nothing whatsoever in the way of inhibitions…”  

      “Well, I can certainly see that,” she said, smiling.

      “You look very attractive in that dress, it’s sexy but very classy.”

      “Really? I wasn’t sure, do you really mean it?”

      “Yes, definitely,” he was putting her at ease, humouring her, leading the naïve skank into a false sense of security. It would confuse her and allow her to welcome the force of the ash, further wanting it, not being scared of it. “Don’t be scared of me, I know what you want, what you need…”

      “Is that so?”

      “Yes, so don’t fight it.”

      “Sorry?”

      “You’re a fully-grown, mature woman, with very primitive needs.”

      “Hmm, needs?” she was smiling now, naughtily, as she entertained his bold flirtatiousness.

      “Sex is a glorious and mysterious thing.”

      “Is it now,” she nodded with wide eyes. Her chest was heaving, her heart pounding and she felt the heat rise in her cheeks once again. 

      “Do you know that sex can be such a powerful act that it can be used to summons the spirits of the dead? I’ve read The Devil’s Guide to Tantric Sex, it’s a good read.”

      “Are you being serious now?”

      “Oh, I think you know I am.”

      He approached her and stood up-close, his staff now fully hard. “Touch it,” he said, casually, with his hands in his pockets.

      She was now completely under his control and would do anything that he said, as if under a spell of esoteric hypnosis. She touched at his expensive trousers where his hard-on flexed, strained against the confines of expensive cloth. She caressed its massive curvature. “Oh yes,” she exhaled with excitement. “You are big, aren’t you? That barmaid must have had the most amazing orgasms with this thing deep inside her,” she purred, allowing herself a gentle squeeze, revelling in the guaranteed potency of his Alpha-girth. 

      He watched the top of her bowed head, as she sucked it dry with her hungry eyes; greedily feeling her way up, down and around it. 

      He looked down too, to enjoy the look of those motherly hands, massaging his crotch, the way his own mother used to. It made him flush even harder and he suddenly looked to the side, where he saw the ash. It swirled and flowed amidst the humming roar of a fan-assisted oven, seeping from the edges where the oven door was sealed. 

      It was time for this whore to meet with the great shadow and revel in its beautiful finality.
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            Death by sodomy & a broken skull

          

        

      

    

    
      What happens in the bedroom, stays in the bedroom, especially where murder is involved…

      “You know what and who I am, right? Am I correct, or am I wrong?”

      “I don’t truly know what or who you are, but I know one thing for sure, you have a nice big dick down there. So, I want you to take me upstairs to my bedroom and fuck me like I’ve never been fucked before. Take me to places that I’ve never seen and show me how you can conjure the spirits of the dead with this powerful muscle, OK? A bit of hard for a bit of soft, yeah?”

      He showed her his tongue, like he was The Devil. “Can I lick and taste your whorish, tainted cunt?” he was eager and excited now, to degrade and violate her pulsing smut. 

      “Oh, my young darling, I just love the way you talk dirty; your confidence is so seductive and deliciously sacrilegious. Yes, lick my pussy, taste and drink me as you wish. You can do anything to me, I like anal too, God I need this so badly right now. Come upstairs, John, please. I need to be abused…”

      

      They went to her room and she shut the door and closed the curtains. 

      “What is the perversion that you so strongly desire?”

      “Sodomy.”

      “Good…then remove your panties and bend over for me. Let me feel the tightness of your tight filth.”

      “Yes, give it to me, but please be gentle and slow,” she obliged eagerly in response to his command, pulling up her mini skirt and sliding off her panties with a sensual wiggle of the hips, showing him her full and fleshy butt and the tiny, wrinkled slot that she eagerly wanted him to pleasure. Wickedness now sparkled in her eyes and beamed in her demonic grin. 

      She spell is working, once again… 

      She moved with sexualised motions and positioned herself over the end of the bed, like a naughty schoolgirl, awaiting the belt. Her well-curved legs were spread apart as she stood and the knickers were stretched-out between her bare ankles. It was a beautifully pornographic and erotic image, he almost wanted to take a photograph, a vile and delicious pre-murder memory for him to cherish forevermore. 

      He unzipped and moved up to her, taking his piece and sliding the head deep down into the tight valley of her soft, fleshy rear. He caressed with his fingertips, that lovely spot where the lower spine visibly juts out, just inches above the upper valley-crease. He nudged himself further into the enclosed, rosy tightness of her anus. With his knife in one hand, he used the other and stroked at her spinal bone, giving it a gentle tap. The spinal tap was a signal, that he was allowing his victim to control the force of his entry, as he pushed himself indulgently into the dry tautness of her rear-end, allowing her the privilege of easing back onto him, slowly setting a pace that she would be comfortable with before he violently ended her stupid and worthless life.

      He didn’t want to truly sodomise her, in the traditionally painful fashion. Not just yet anyway. No, he wanted her to enjoy the feeling as he gently stretched her out a bit and then struck down into the base of her neck with the sharp-end of his blade; and, that is exactly what he did.

      He slowly raised the knife high into the air as he forced his penis deep down into her body.  

      He launched overhead as she groaned with pleasure and he came down to stab her with a downward strike, eerie as it was, cast as a stretched-grey shadow on an ivory-shade wall. She was moaning like a whore as he stabbed her, a truly titillating moment for any sadistic sex killer. Her body sprung back, upright and rigid, like some kind of reflexive response to being stabbed in the neck. She groaned like a mystic who was holding séance and tuning into the presence of spirits.  

      A pathetic scream tried to escape from her broken and violated body. He drowned it with his hand and the sound was muffled as he clasped a strong grip across her mouth. Her central nervous system was overloading with pain and shock and panic and her lower parts tensed and jerked, delicious spasms, as he truly began to sodomise and rape her dying body, drilling into her tight backside. He fucked her hard now, the way she had wanted it, the way he had promised to do it. After all, he was a man of his word. She was in so much pain and bewilderment, it was a joy for him to feel her onset of death, and it made him ejaculate with his own trembling shudders. 

      Much joy was had in sodomy and murder…the horn of the demon is strong… 

      He soon felt the blood rising to her oesophagus and the insides of her mouth where it trickled and licked upon the palm of his hand. She croaked and shrieked as he continued to cum inside her, like the raw onset of a grating pre-puke retch. The retching turned to a kind of raspy gargle and her butt jerked around some, jutting pulsations that spiked individually within each buttock; it caused wonderful sensations to run down the sides of his shaft as his orgasm phased out. 

      He felt too a rumbling of fluids, erupting in the pit of her stomach as she continued to cough and gargle and choke, a confused response to the blade in her neck and the sperm in her lower-end. He knew what was happening with her, so he let go of her mouth, holding her upright by the shoulders as she slapped a hand up to her own lips, to try and stop the impending outflow. Suddenly, all the blood and vomit rushed to her mouth and her flaring nostrils, drowning out her lungs in the process, and leaving her body in a rancid projectile stream that would burn like Hell. He knew she would try to scream, but it didn’t matter. 

      Nobody can save them, nobody can hear their screams… 

      She tried to look back at him as he released his tool from the bronze lushness of her dead-clutch, to beg for her life as he pulled the knife from her neck and allowed her to slump down on her elbows. 

      Wham! 

      He stabbed her again, right into the back of the skull and into the brain. 

      Her head dropped now, face-down on the bed. 

      She didn’t scream or cry anymore, he’d put an end to her misery and suffering. He was breathing heavily like a man who’d been jogging, and he looked to the side where he saw his own reflection in a mirror, taking a moment to tidy up his hair with sweat-laced fingers. It reminded him of a scene in his favourite film, American Psycho.  

      He then looked down at her bloodied dome as he casually undressed, sniggering at what a splendid sight it was, and he prepared himself for her continued defilement and bodily dissection.

      She was dead as a do-do…
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            A pack of wolves & an ominous warning

          

        

      

    

    
      Sometimes, wisdom is received from an unlikely source, the trick is in the recognition of a messenger…

      The Inspector staggered out the pub just before midnight, steamin’ out of his box in the cold night air. 

      He lit a fag as he crossed the road, immersed with a dim orange glow that emanated from street lamps, stood tall with defiance and lining the pavement like widely spaced soldiers. If the lampposts could talk, they would have treacherous tales to tell, especially around there. 

      He stopped to take a piss, by the side of a tree in the local park where the Young Team loitered, looking for trouble; or a victim, rather. They wouldn’t fuck with Mac though, as the gangs knew he carried a piece and was madder than a box of frogs. 

      He swaggered his way home, drunkenly, when he saw a tall figure, standing at a bus-stop with a hoodie on. He suddenly had a bad feeling so clumsily took his pistol out, holding it by his side as he approached the man, ready to blast him in the face if he had to.

      The man sprung to his feet and peeled back the hoodie as he walked right up to the Inspector. It was ‘Razor’ McConnell, one of The Godfather’s three sons. “Put the gun away auld yin’, I’m no gonna’ gee’ ye’ any hassle.” His Glasgow accent was so strong that you could load an M-16 with it and blast a small unit of troops to Kingdom Come. His words sounded guttural and vicious and there was an undertone of violence in everything that he said, reaffirmed by a deadpan stare that was more intimidating than the shimmering steel of a cutthroat razor in the pale moonlight. He had empty eyes that were filled with hatred, hatred for anything and anybody outside of the McConnell syndicate.  

      “I heard you boys were lookin’ fur’ me? Whit’ is it?”

      “Aye, Arthur wants to send you a message.”

      The Inspector tensed and re-affirmed his grasp on the weapon, his finger on the trigger. He knew what those words meant.

      The mafia man sniggered. “Not that kind ay’ message.” 

      A message from The Godfather usually meant a straight razor down the side of your face; hence the boy’s nickname - Razor - as he’d long been his father’s number one strong-arm (especially since Mad Dog had been put away). He was a good enforcer and had this creepy, evil way about him that could put the fear of God into the toughest of men; but not McGreavy.

      “So, what kind of message is it then?”

      “He says, be aware of the two-faced man.”

      “Be. Aware. Of the two-faced man,” the Inspector frowned and an awkward silence filled the air. “Is that it?”

      “Aye, that’s it.”

      “Hmm, OK,” he pondered the riddle with tired frustration. “I hear that ‘Mad Dog’ Murdoch is gettin’ out of Barlinnie in a few weeks, I suppose you’ll be happy to have your old chum back, eh?”

      “Mad Dog is a psycho, the spawn of The Devil that one…”

      “Well, Razor, if you are saying that, then he must be a seriously deranged individual.”

      “Aye. Just, be aware of the two-faced man, got it?” 

      The Inspector stared at the gangster, looked him dead in the eye as a bottle smashed in the park and some poor bugger screamed as a barrage of boots found a body to kick; the Young Team had found a victim and were ‘doing him’ good-style, like a pack of wolves. 

      The Inspector slowly stuffed his pistol into the front of his belted trousers. He took a deep breath, and then just started to laugh. He laughed and laughed until his laughter was almost uncontrollable, like a hysterical madman. The Young Team’s victim continued to scream for his life, in the shadowy park, adding a creepy dimension to the sound of Mac’s laughter.

      Razor McConnell re-capped his cranium with his thick hooded top and stood there watching as McGreavy walked off. 

      He was a drunken mess with a gun; a dangerous thing by all counts. “Goodnight, Razor,” he said, walking down the road and boisterously waving an unsteady hand in the air. “Goodnight…and beware of the two-faced man!” 

      He continued to stagger and had a good old laugh to himself.  

      

      The Inspector once had a journalist’s legs broken, for bastardising what he said in a local paper. Having took the time to co-operate with the press he’d been left feeling pretty disgusted by the guy’s behaviour. Word soon got around, though, that McGreavy was not just a copper but a man to be feared in the same league as the city’s worst gangsters. McGreavy’s Glasgow was like the Wild West, a city where respect is only attained by the instigation of fear. Good, bad. Right, wrong. Didn’t really matter, you do what you have to do to get things done and achieve an end-goal. 

      The next morning, after the late-night encounter with Razor McConnell, he met Siobhan for a tattie scone and square sausage at a wee place on Cowcaddens Road. Afterwards, they sauntered up on foot to 50 Stewart Street, CID HQ.

      “Is that Ranjit Kapur in the Mondeo over there?” he asked Siobhan.

      “Aye, that’s his car alright.”

      “Geez’ a wee minute then.”

      “No worries, I’ll see you upstairs.” 

      The Inspector sauntered over to the man who worked as a journalist for the Scotsman newspaper.

      The window slid down with a clean mechanical churn.

      “Alright, Inspector?”

      “Aye, you?”

      “No bad, what’s the deal with this sex killer then?”

      “Look Ranjit, we don’t need the whole of Glasgow getting into a major panic over this sick bastard.”

      “You think it’s a serial killer?”

      “Could be, but if he’s the type who thrives on media attention, then you guys will just be encouraging him. Same applies with the terrorists that you so dearly like to play up.”

      “Oh, c’mon Mac, I’m just trying to do my job.”

      “I know you are, Son…”

      “Look, if you scratch my back then maybe I can scratch yours? I can be a real belligerent bastard when it comes to getting information. But, at the same time, I want to keep my kneecaps where they are. So, I’ll never cross you, I promise.”

      The Inspector chuckled whilst taking a drag of his cigarette and blowing out a mix of smoke and damp condensation.

      “If it’s the same guy then he probably groomed her on the Internet, he probably goes after the more mature lady, ones with a bit of money, who live in nice quiet houses…”

      “I thought that husband of the O’Hara girl was the guy?”

      “Well, he’s dead now, got kicked to death by the Young Team over in the park last night.”

      “And, the Moffat boy, is he clear?”

      “He’s got a solid alibi, but I don’t trust him. Maybe you can do some digging around on him, take another look at the disappearance of his parents, if you come up with anything then I’ll make sure you get the full scoop on the Tinder murders.”

      “Alright, challenge accepted Inspector McGreavy.”

      “But, be careful, I don’t need your blood on my hands as well…”

      “Aye, no danger,” the window slid up again and the engine of the Mondeo stirred to life with a throaty chug before slowly pulling away from CID HQ.
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            The call of The Abyss

          

        

      

    

    
      There was a light, somewhere, and he was ready to be received by the light.

      He was standing at the end of a cliff, stood strong against a howling gale-force wind that tried to force him backwards, to stop him from jumping, to save him from his own pitiful demise. 

      The wind felt good though, whipping and rippling around his shirt as it fluttered wildly. His hair was swept back and pinned to the sky, like a violent tornado was pulling on his scalp and making the skin ripple around his skull. 

      He closed his eyes and enjoyed the freedom of impending death, his arms hung out to the sides like Jesus Christ on the cross, ready to fly. 

      He could smell death, so glorious…

      He could smell the dead, beautiful and seducing…

      She was waiting for him, on the other side, like a stone… 

      He exhaled slowly, ready now, and put himself on a forward pivot. He was giving himself to gravity and giving himself to God, on his own terms. 

      He didn’t jump, he just fell forwards, downwards to what lay below. 

      It felt like he was flying, as gusting winds trampled beneath his wings. But, there was no graceful flight, just falling, and there would be no light. He heard the voice of his wife now, standing above, on the edge of the cliff and looking down at him with despair. ‘Come back, Mac, come back…’ 

      It was too late though, there was no going back now. 

      He opened his eyes and he saw what lay down there - The Abyss.

      Yes, he was staring into The Abyss and all the men, women and children that had died on the streets that he policed, on his watch; at the hands of rapists, paedophiles and serial killers. 

      Blue and mottled, fresh and old, the skeletal and the rotting.  

      A sea of the dead… 

      

      His eyes were wide, he couldn’t breath and sucked for air as he sprung to life. The wakeful state that would be his realest nightmare gripped him by the throat, strangling him. He looked around in a dry-mouthed, hungover panic. 

      He was in the living room. 

      He’d fallen asleep on the couch, again. 

      Something vibrated beneath a crumpled copy of the Daily Record and a headline that read - NED BEATEN TO A PULP AND REPEATEDLY STABBED IN THE ARSE, GLASGOW STYLE, ATTACKER STILL UNIDENTIFIED - aside empty cans of extra-strength lager.

      A ringing phone... 

      A ringing phone has to be answered. 

      He checked the caller ID and took the call. “Ranjit, what have you got fur’ me, Son?”

      “Some pretty weird shit, actually, that Moffat Boy was shagging his Mum.”

      “Whit’?”

      “Yeah, delivery driver from the Shanghai Dragon rocked up at the front door one day and saw them through the window, he was doing her good-style apparently and had his fist locked around her neck. Right fuckin’ weirdos.”

      “You think he was raping his own mum?”

      “Fuck knows Inspector, that lad is just all kinds of wrong, the whole family was fucked up it seems. The mum was a hooker and the dad was her pimp.”

      “You should have been a cop, you know that?”

      “Funny you should say that as I’m thinking about going into Private Investigations.”

      “Good for you, Son. Now, what’s the other weird shit?”

      “Moffat’s a dealer, been buying product from the McConnell brothers and punting it to local members of the Polish community.”

      “What? He’s still got all that lottery money, what does he need to deal fur’? And, what connection does he have to the Poles?”

      “Don’t know, there’s a shop on the corner of Byers Rd., that’s where he moves the product, cocaine and hash.”

      “Right, good work…”

      “Aye, hang on a minute, what do I get in return?”

      “You’ll get your scoop, Son, don’t worry.”

      “Aye, well as long as it’s not Ben & bloody Jerry’s.”

      The Inspector chuckled and hung up the phone. 

      He had a shower and a shave and brewed up some strong coffee when the phone rang again. It was Siobhan. He had a heavy feeling in his chest as he took the call.    

      “Boss, there’s been another body found.”

      “Ah Jesus…where?” he was sobering up now and adjusting his awareness to his own dire reality, which would soon be more haunting than any fucked-up nightmare.

      “Out by Kilmardinny Loch in Bearsden, can you be ready in ten?”

      “Aye, I’ll be ready. Come and pick me up…”

      “Right you are, Boss.”

      

      The black Land Rover pulled up on the kerb and the Inspector approached it like man on a mission - a man on a mission who’d also been dragged through a hedge backwards, then slapped in the face a few times for good measure. 

      He climbed into the passenger seat where a Police-issued i-Pad was attached to a metallic frame on the dashboard, which allowed him to self-brief on the move.  

      “You look like shit,” Siobhan said, like it was a Glaswegian way of saying good morning. She pulled away quickly and was tapping her fingers on the steering wheel to the sound of a track called Flesh and Bone.

      “Oh, thank you very much, Siobhan. Can you put the music down a bit? I’ve got a right banging headache over here. What garbage is it you’re listening to anyway?” he asked, with a distasteful frown.

      “The Killers.”

      “Did you just say, killers…?”

      “Yeah, you don’t know them? Jesus Boss, I think we need to bring you out of the dark ages, do we not?”

      “I’ve known and locked-up more real-life killers than you would care to imagine, young lady…”

      “So, what music do you like then Boss?”

      “I like real Scottish singers, like Calum Kennedy.”

      “Calum who…?”

      “Calum Kennedy, The King of the Highlands, greatest Gaelic singer who ever lived. He played for Khrushchev in 1957 at the Bolshoi Theatre in Moscow.”

      “The Killers played at Glasgow Green in July, I went to see them.”

      “Did you, very good. Who do you like, Colin?” the Inspector asked the Detective Constable, sat obediently in the back seat.

      Colin Dougal was an erudite sort with hair that was redder than a sun-burnt can of Iron-Bru, fiery and scorched. He was an introvert, always thinking, and he always picked his words carefully. “The Proclaimers,” he said loudly in his well-to-do Bearsden brogue. He wasn’t like the others in the team, sort of the ‘odd-one-out’, certainly in the sense that there were no rough edges on him and he had no particular vice that anyone else knew about. 

      He could handle himself though, so much so, he’d become nick-named as the Baby-faced Assassin. 

      McGreavy chuckled with delight. “That’s my boy…”     

      “So, what’s the latest gen on the Tinder murders, then?”

      “We got the results back from the lab with regards to Moffat’s semen analysis, it’s not a match for any of the murders, Boss. He’s well and truly in the clear, that with his alibi for the night of the O’Hara murder, he can’t be involved.”

      “Well, if he is involved, then he must have some kind of magical powers. Perhaps he’s the re-incarnation of Peter Niers, The Serial Killer Magician.”

      “Who?”

      “You don’t know about Niers? The German Beast who killed over five hundred bloody people in 16th Century Europe? He was one of the most prolific serial killers in history - a master of disguise and escapology - a magician, for all intents and purposes. The people of that time believed he was a real-life demon, granted powers of invisibility and magic by The Devil himself.”

      “Jesus Christ, Boss, what are you saying?”

      “I don’t know, something is afoot though. You know what happened when they captured him and brought him in?”

      “What?”

      “He just walked away. Slipped right out of their hands…”

      “Moffat?” 

      “Perhaps, you know the boy was a mother fucker?”

      “I would say that he still is…”

      “No, I mean quite literally, he was having sexual relations with his own mother. And the dad had been pimping her out at a whore-house in the City Centre.”

      “You have got to be kidding me?”

      “Nope.”

      “The plot thickens.”

      “Indeed, I reckon he killed his parents and made them disappear.”

      “OK, Thomas Moffat discovered that his prostitute of a wife was having sex with their son and that’s where it all went downhill.”

      “Yes, punters are fine, but incest is a no-no.” 

      “So, John Moffat killed his dad to allow their incestuous affair to continue. He starts to have increasingly violent sex with his mum, she protests and struggles, and the Moffat boy kills her too.”

      “Yes, and he likes it, because he’s a twisted wee bastard.”

      “Indeed, so to replicate all these pleasurable memories of raping and killing the parents, he kills these women and dresses them up in his mum’s clothes.”

      “Charming, absolutely bloody charming.”

      “Isn’t it just, I say we bring him in again and this time we go hard on him.”

      “Listen up. He’s dealing as well, apparently. So, the plan is - to get the brief on his drug-related activities first, so we can use that against him should the case not add up. He’s a slippery sort, this Casanova. He’s a classic fit for an ‘organised’ serial killer. He plans. He covers his tracks. He’s manipulative and has exceptional social skills. The exact opposite of his ‘disorganised’ counterpart and the most difficult to pin down. This guy is right along the lines of Ted Bundy, who also picked women of a certain ‘mould’, all quite similar in appearance. He’s doing the same thing, age-wise and by looks.”

      “Except he’s picking them as motherly figures.”

      “Yes, it seems that way.”

      “What did his mother look like?”

      “Take a wild guess…”

      “Brownish hair and freckles?”

      “You got it.”

      “We need to move on this guy soon Boss, we really do.”      

      “No, let’s take our time. One wrong move and he’ll slip out of our hands once again. What do you say, Colin?”

      “Slowly-slowly, catchy-monkey,” the educated lad responded from the backseat. He chose his words carefully, true, but he also had an uncanny knack for stating the obvious when the obvious had to be stated.
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            The Polish conundrum

          

        

      

    

    
      Understanding the bizarre symbolism of a murder scene can be half the battle in solving the case…

      The scene was indeed similar to that of the Connolly and O’Hara murder scenes, just slightly more vicious, as she’d been anally-raped then violently stabbed in the back of the neck and right into the back of the skull. It appeared as though the victim hadn’t struggled and was moved onto the bed where she’d been tied up and her corpse interfered with. The skin around the neck was raw and pink, he’d performed asphyxiation-style sex on her, even though she was already dead; as he’d probably done to his own mother. 

      She’d been dressed in black fishnets and red high-heel shoes, like a prostitute. 

      Her face had been brushed with a heavy layer of make-up and, again, red lip stick had been thickly applied. She looked like an erotic showgirl or some kind of glamorous hooker in a Las Vegas hotel. The perp had used a blade, the same one he’d used to get access to her insides, and cut the word - WHORE - across her chest.

      “It’s the same guy aright, what’s with the sunglasses?”

      “Something that relates to his mum…”

      “Why would they have worn sunglasses indoors?”

      “To hide the fact that she’d been beaten up pretty badly and had two black eyes into the bargain?”

      “By who?”

      “Husband, a client, or even Johnny-Boy? Most likely, the husband.”

      “Good, and the liver?” Mac pointed to the red little organ.

      “His mother had a chronic alcohol problem, I reckon.”

      “An alcoholic prostitute of a mother and an abusive pimp of a father; he didn’t get much of a start in life, did he?”

      “No. And the story is these beloved parents of his just suddenly went missing?”

      “Yes, both unsolved cases. The boy had been in a right state apparently, on the verge of suicide. He’s a good actor, I’ll give him that. A devious and manipulative little shit.”

      “He killed them, I’m sure of it, and he did this. He’s our Casanova Killer. You see, we men are strange creatures and we have to justify what we do, no matter how primitive. There has to be reason and meaning to our actions. This is just his way of making sense of his world, making sense of his own hateful agenda and somehow attempting to justify it. Tell me what you think about these obscene words and the way that he cuts them into the bodies of his vivtims.”

      “He hated the fact that his mum was forced into prostitution and he now projects that hate onto them.”

      “Why Tinder?”

      “The App is full of women who are outwardly promiscuous, he hates them even more because they are sexually active by choice. He uses the App as a means of trolling and selection, to pick the ones that fit the bill. So that he can feel closer to his mum and keep her memory alive, as well as fulfilling his own murderous urges and justifying his bloody acts.”

      “This woman fits the profile.”

      “Yes. The techs have looked at her phone and she had certainly swiped right on Moffat.”

      “She swiped what…?”

      “That’s how you ‘like’ a person on Tinder, to show that you would be open-minded to meeting up with them for a date. Swiping ‘left’ means the opposite, that the person is not your ‘type’.”

      “Oh, I see,” said McGreavy, feeling somewhat old and out-of-touch. “Where was Moffat at the time of the murder?”

      “Watching a football game at the Horse & Anchor pub in Cambusnethan.”

      “Camby? That’s my neck of the woods, a good wee pub that is…what was he doing out there?”

      “Catching up with some old school mates apparently, so he has plenty of witnesses to provide an alibi.”

      “It’s a bloody mystery, but I’m sure he’s our man.”

      “You want to bring him in again?”

      “No, let’s not do that, let’s stick to the plan and just keep a very close eye on him. Meanwhile, have the techs narrow down all women in a fifty-mile radius of the Moffat household who ‘fit the bill’, as you put it.”  

      

      They conducted a surveillance op outside the small Polish shop on Byer’s Road - it sold bread, sausages and some foreign newspapers.

      The DC was in the backseat, as usual, with an Olympus super-zoom digital camera, taking snapshots of the suspect as he loitered and spoke to a few hard-looking skinheads, presumably the ones Moffat was pushing the drugs on.

      “I didn’t know he smoked,” said McGreavy, in the front seat, staring quizzically at the man.

      “Neither did I,” replied the DS, in the driver’s seat.

      The three of them watched curiously until eventually the guys said their farewells and parted ways. As soon as they’d vanished they emerged from the vehicle and swaggered across to the shop door. 

      “Good morning,” said McGreavy. “Police,” he pulled his ID, “I’d like to ask you a few questions about this man,” he showed the shopkeeper a digital image of Moffat on his phone. 

      “Ah, yes, Tomasz Zebrowski,” the shopkeeper said with suspicious caution. What about him?”

      The Inspector looked at the other two and they all shared a confused frown. “This man, you say, is…who?”

      Beware of the two-faced man…

      “Tomasz Zebrowski, is he in trouble?”

      “No, no, he just has a few unpaid traffic violations we need to talk to him about.”

      “He doesn’t drive…”

      “Can you just write down the correct spelling of his name and where he lives please, that would help us a lot.”

      “But, surely if he has these traffic violations then you know his name, no?”

      “Sir, I’m beginning to lose my patience here, now if you are not willing to co-operate here then we can haul you into the station.”

      “For what?”

      “Oh, I’m sure we can fit you up with something,” he said with a wry smile as the other two chuckled behind him.

      The old Polish shopkeeper could clearly smell a rat but grudgingly wrote down the young man’s name and address.

      

      “What the Hell do you make of this, Boss?”

      “What do I make of it? I think Moffat is the killer and Zebrowski is a decoy, a double.”

      “He doesn’t have a sibling, so it can’t be a twin brother.”

      “They say that everyone has an identical counterpart, do they not? A doppelganger? But how would he find him?” 

      “He could have used Identity-theft Monitor.”

      “Identity, what?”

      “It’s an add-on App you can get for Facebook and Instagram that flags up people who have created an account using your picture.”

      “Right, OK.”

      “The other side of the coin is that it can also bring your attention to people who just happen to look identical to you.” 

      “That would be one way to make sense of this. One provides an alibi whilst the other one is out there murdering girls on Tinder. I really should become more savvy with all this social media stuff.”

      “Not at all, Boss, that’s what you have me for! Look, I reckon that Pole is just here in Glasgow to make some quick cash, maybe dealing some dope, and taking a big earner from Moffat on the side. I’m sure he’s got plenty of lottery money stashed under the bed.”

      “It’s nothing new as a concept either, there’s been plenty of similar cases. The Bondurant Brothers, for instance. Identical twins - they used to go around killing women but helping each other to get away with it.” 

      “And that’s why the sperm failed to throw up a match, because it was the Polish-double that was screwing the barmaid. And, what was it the barmaid said, ‘he even speaks Russian’? Polish, I think is the language that she heard him speaking… It’s an almost perfect crime, but they got sloppy.

      “Of course, Boss, I think we’ve got him by the balls…”

      “I want a warrant to search the premises of the Moffat household and I want him arrested on suspicion of murder, ASAP.”

      “OK, let’s just hope that he hasn’t jumped town.”
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            Policja are coming

          

        

      

    

    
      The smart criminal is the one who never gets greedy…

      The bar was called Broken Glass. 

      It was a dark place with no windows and smoke machines pumped white clouds around the lower deck. It was an ice-themed bar and the order of the day was vodka-on-the-rocks, with ice cut up like broken glass. 

      Zebrowski sat in a corner by himself, although a Serbian student was eyeing him up from the bar. She probably recognised him from the papers, knowing that he liked big girls, and she was using her sexy curves to reel him in and tempt him. 

      He invited her to sit at his table and within a matter seconds they had started to kiss and she allowed him to fondle her body freely. He was slipping a hand beneath her top to steal a feel of her flesh when his phone vibrated. It was an SMS from the old Polish shopkeeper. “Sorry darling, can I just check that? My poor old mother is sick…”

      “Of course.”

      He opened up the message and read it: TOMASZ, POLICJA HAVE BEEN HERE ASKING QUESTIONS, I TOLD YOU NOT TO GET MIXED UP WITH DRUGS AND THAT EVIL MAFIA FAMILY. POLICJA ARE COMING - BE CAREFUL…   

      “KURVA!” 

      “Excuse me?” he had cursed in Polish but the Serb girl understood.

      “Sorry, I have to go…” he knocked back his glass-full of chilled vodka and grabbed for his leather jacket.

      “You don’t want to fuck me, Mister Casanova?”

      “Not today, maybe next time…”

      Now she was the one cursing in her mother-tongue and she said, “go fuck yourself,” as he urgently ran out of the bar.     

      

      The Pole took a risk and went home to get his passport, preparing to flee back to Warsaw. 

      It was the stupidest thing he could have done because in his flat there was a man with a gun, waiting for him.

      He was zipping up his travel bag just as he heard the creak of a floorboard and turned to see a tall blonde man in a Harris Tweed jacket, with a scar across his cheek. He had a half-kilo bag of cocaine in one hand and a Glock-19 in the other. The gun was trained on the Pole’s chest and the smiling blonde dangled the bag like a little carrot in front of his nose.

      “Jesus Christ, so are you Zebrowski or Moffat?” it was uncanny, they looked absolutely identical.

      “I am Zebrowski, who the fuck are you?” he retorted now, no longer in mock Glaswegian, but in his thick East European accent.

      “Look what I found, Tom…half a kilo? This could see you going away for a long time my boy, in a prison where there is no Polish mafia to protect you. Just big nasty bruisers with big dicks who like to fuck immigrants and rapists. Those guys are always looking for a new bitch, and I think a handsome boy like you will do them just fine…” Jimmy ‘The Swede’ taunted the Pole with his wicked blue eyes, mocking him.

      “Who are you? How did you get in here?”

      “Police, CID.”

      “You’re a cop?”

      “I know I don’t look like one, but I’m as blue a Bobby as they come. Furthermore, I’m bringing you in for questioning in a murder enquiry. If you don’t co-operate, you’re getting done for the half kilo and anything else we decide to fit you up with. It is an unfortunate predicament for you, but what to do? Help us track down this psychopathic ‘double’ of yours though and we will see you right…”

      “Oh fak, fak, fak…” was all the Pole could say. 

      

      Moffat read the newspaper headlines, particularly the front page of the Glasgow Herald: TINDER KILLER STRIKES AGAIN, GLASGOW HAS A SERIAL KILLER ON THE LOOSE! 

      The MILF had been an easy target, living alone like that in such an isolated location, she’d been easy pickings. With the assistance of his doppelganger he was once again able to elude the cops by providing solid witnesses. 

      He was proving to be careless though, his Polish accomplice. Fucking that barmaid, for example, and asking about who he could buy drugs from with the money that he was getting paid. It was time to eliminate his so-called partner-in-crime and change tactics. First things first though, he would kill just one more, with Tom’s assistance. 

      He’d already picked her out too, yes, she was a real bitch. 

      Just one more kill, then he would get rid of the Pole.
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            A Glasgow thing, an Edinburgh thing & a murder thing

          

        

      

    

    
      A man must know his own limitations as a mortal…when to hunt and when to rest…

      It was very much a ‘Glasgow’ thing, to meet for a wee drink on a first date, as opposed to having dinner at some pretentious restaurant. 

      Drinks, in the October Café, for example. 

      Then, down to a club like The Tunnel, to dance and take drugs, before going to someone’s flat for comedown sex and a smoke. It didn’t have to be your flat or her flat either, just someone’s flat; or a place.

      He had his car parked up in the NCP and the backseat could be the proposed place. He considered getting his next victim drunk then luring her to the vehicle to kill her, whilst Tom did something in a public place with lots of witnesses. It had been Tom, despite his stupidity and lack of self-control, that had given him the idea of using the car for entrapment purposes. 

      It was a plan, albeit a simple one, but a plan nonetheless. 

      The only problem was that it would be another very public performance of his murderous magic routine with lots of witnesses who saw him with the victims before she was killed. It would attract more media attention and he didn’t want that. All he wanted was a clean kill before he disappeared and re-established himself somewhere else like Paris or Rome then perhaps New York, later on. He would keep on re-inventing himself and changing tactics, moving on to another city before the Police ever got close to catching him.

      It was a ‘Glasgow’ thing, but apparently it wasn’t an ‘Edinburgh’ thing because Shona Aberfeldy wasn’t into that kind of thing anyway. 

      She didn’t do drugs. 

      She didn’t do clubs. 

      She was more into the Michelin star restaurant scene than the bars. “The pubs in Glasgow are full of idiots and thugs,” she had informed him, matter-of-factly, over the phone. 

      For that comment, she would pay dearly. 

      High bloody maintenance for such a nasty little whore, thought Johnny-Boy. Tony Macaroni’s too good for the posh Edinburgh lady, is that it? She will be in for a treat then, when I wring her neck and give her a one-way ticket to the basement of Hell.

      Well, it wouldn’t be another restaurant deal like the Tony Macaroni performance, he didn’t want to come across too obvious and predictable, he would continue as he did with the McDonald woman and keep his killing in total isolation. “How about I pick you up and we take a drive up to Loch Lomond, get a wee cabin and have a nice weekend? We can try out a few local pubs, eat some nice haggis?”

      “Oh, that sounds amazing John, I’m totally up for it.”

      “Hoakey-doakey then, I’ll pick you up tomorrow at six o’clock?” 

      “Great.”

      “We’ll be up there in time for a nice wee dinner and a romantic walk along the loch.”

      “I can’t wait, this will be lovely, just what I need.”

      Little does she know, she’s been marked for death…

      

      Pre-kill intercourse with a victim was never as satisfying as the sex he’d enjoyed with his mum. But, of course, the raping and pillaging of those promiscuous little whores more than made up for it.

      This old slag from Edinburgh was ripe for the taking and he would enjoy killing her, because of her arrogance, her ignorance and her outright stupidity. Here she was, sailing on the waves of greatness, standing in the shadows of certain death, and she didn’t even know it; what a cunt. He was ready to paint her with the bleak stains of bodily violation and murder, to teach her the meaning of life and death, and show her what happens when you dance with The Devil and hand out free fucks to strange men. 

      Because, it is never just a dance, is it? 

      Satan is a fiend, fornication the sweetest drink, and the Great Beast is always thirsty…

      He would tarnish her body by forced sex and strangulation before giving her up as a sacrificial lamb, posing in the night with her liver and her blood, defiling her in the smoky clutches of the unseen spirit world, where evil watches and Lucifer reigns supreme. Her reverence and faith was like a sad, empty warehouse, filled with shadows and curious question marks. Empty, like the thick emptiness of her witless, imbecilic head. Her false dedication was reason in itself to instigate her expiration. 

      God, he wanted to kill her, so badly now.

      

      The next day they were on the A82 road and a tranquil drive up to Loch Lomond.

      “I just love the highlands, don’t you?” they were officially out of the City Centre and into the rolling hills that now surrounded the car in majestic mist.

      “Aye, it’s truly magnificent,” he was referring to the tiny articles of ash that moved around the edge of the car’s windscreen, dancing on the surface like passing raindrops. 

      “We’re so lucky to be just an hour’s drive from such beautiful Scottish scenery.”

      “Drink your water, sweetheart, your throat sounds a little dry.”

      She was hardly listening to him as she looked onwards to the upward-sloping, winding roads. The increasingly rural habitat, evermore one of isolation, with rising mountainous terrain that truly made it a beautifully-rugged landscape.

      Take your Rohypnol dear, it will soon be time to die…  

      Subconsciously, she followed his order, and uncapped the bottle of Highland Spring, subtly spiked with liquid Rohypnol (or ‘date-rape’ as it is more commonly known) and took several healthy swigs. 

      Soon, the mountains were floating to the left and to the right as all her visuals went swirly and blurry and dark shadows formed at the corners of her peripheral vision. She frowned and closed her eyes, bringing a hand up to pinch at the bridge of her nose, her consciousness was now swaying all over the place. “Shick, I mean shitch, I shink I’m geshing a migrainshe…” her words were all slurred and she couldn’t hear properly.

      She noticed though how he was starting to laugh and how he had a wide smile on his liquid-like, wobbly face, like a weird-looking joker or some kind of evil circus clown. 

      She started to feel so, so sleepy.

      His laughter got louder, his vocal chords morphed and deep, as if electrically modified.

      She looked at him, his face was melting, she smiled too and tried to join him, in laughing at whatever he was laughing it. Whatever it was, it must have been something very funny. But what? The car was on fire, floating in the mountains, black smoke filled the void of her being and the entirety of her vision. Closing…closing…closing…until there was nothing more…just darkness… 

      She passed out.  

      

      The Cabins on Loch Lomond.

      The killer had become quite adept at being in two places at once. Right then, for example, he was in a sports bar in the City Centre watching Rangers-Celtic game and enjoying a full-rack of BBQ pork ribs. This is what had allowed him to kill freely, why the blood of human immorality had continued to spill in the memory of his dear mum. The killing game would continue too, even without his decoy, after he’d killed him. It would continue until hundreds of women were dead and the very name of The Casanova Killer would live on in history - Scotland’s most evil sex killer - the one who haunted the entire world. 

      The cops would never catch onto his tactics and methods, he was too smart for them and would always be one step ahead, for he was a master of disguise and those coppers had barely a braincell between them.

      He wore a red baseball cap, VOTE TRUMP written in big letters across the front. It was pulled down low over his eyes and he did his best to imitate an American accent. “Hey now, I would like to book one of those there cabins at the end of that parking lot down there, would you happen to have one available for a humble tourist form the US of A?” he spoke to the rotund, blonde receptionist thinking that she would be very much Tom’s ‘type’. Her ruddy face and green fleece-jacket made her look like a helper in a garden centre, her thick hips stretching out her faded old pair of jeans. Not womanly at all, he thought; but she wasn’t the type he would want to kill. 

      He avoided direct eye-contact. 

      “Is it just yourself, is it?” she enquired, as if he was some kind of weirdo pervert, up there to wank himself silly with a gas mask and a butt-plug. She smirked as the thought passed and created an obscene image in her mind’s eye.

      “Oh no, my lovely girlfriend is out there in the rental car, she fell asleep during that journey there up through those beautiful high-lands of yours. Quite a country you have here, I can tell you that, I always wanted to visit this fine land of the Scots,” he was over-cooking it and sounding like a bit of a dick.

      The girl was barely even listening to him though, unable to care less if she tried. 

      “I just didn’t have the heart to wake her up, you know what I’m saying?” he wasn’t good at accents in all honesty, at least not as good as he thought he was, and his American seemed to interchange between Texan gunslinger and Mississippi bluesman.

      “I do know what you mean, actually, I’m gagging for a wee nap myself…”

      As she said the word ‘gagging’ he couldn’t help but imagine her tied up with a rotten old sock rammed down her throat and a Gurkha blade stuck in her chest.

      “How’s business?”

      “Dead,” she replied.

      An apt choice of word… 

      “So, are those other cabins down there occupied?”  

      “No, you’ll be the only ones down there tonight, so you can make as much noise as you want. You’ll have total privacy.”

      Moffat couldn’t hold back his smile. 

      “How many nights?”

      “Just one night, thanks…”

      “OK, just fill this form in and give me a one hundred pounds deposit, cash is fine,” said garden-girl, placing the key for cabin number three on the desk.

      “Fuckin’ weirdo,” she muttered to herself as the Trump supporter sauntered back to his car, where a woman sat slumped in the passenger seat.

      Something didn’t feel right to her. 

      She decided to go to the back of the restaurant where a window looked back onto the carpark and the Loch-side cabins. She watched as the American pulled up to the door, noticing that he’d covered up the girl’s face with some kind of garment. He left her sitting there and went into the cabin by himself, to case-out the surroundings. He then re-emerged at the car and, when he was sure that nobody else was around, he dragged the motionless body out of the vehicle’s passenger seat and up into the cabin.

      She picked up the phone and dialled 999.
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            Addiction, escapism & ghosts in the night

          

        

      

    

    
      One man’s potion is another man’s poison…

      What is the reason for this addiction to alcohol? 

      Social prowess?

      Machismo?

      The obtainment of pleasure?

      No, it is escapism. 

      An escape from the tortures and horrors of life, the slain and the quartered, and those that die (and kill) slowly, refusing to be caught up by the banality of social righteousness and the foreign land of knowing right from wrong.

      From one’s own weakness, mental and emotional, and a self-nurtured tendency to succumb to The Devil’s calling.

      From the shortcomings of our own inner-strength and morality, coupled with an acutely inert inability to change the things that we need to change.

      From loneliness and the burden of loss; loved ones who were taken ahead of their time.

      From the realisation of a painful destiny, the one that you can’t escape from, no matter how hard you try and no matter how much you drink.

      From the omnipresent anxiety, the awful feeling that weighs you down like the drowning current of quicksand, and from the acceptance and fear that something very, very bad is going to happen. Because for the Inspector, it usually did, it just went with the territory.

      It was all about this beautiful ‘escapism’ and he knew it, he didn’t care to fight it either, nor change it. He’d been kissed by the sweet lips of addiction and the seducing curse of alcohol; that’s just the way it was. It was his ‘way out’. 

      He lifted the glass and drank more whisky as he sat, almost naked, on a sad, lonely sofa in his sad, lonely apartment. He tilted it all the way back, with dramatic form, and drained the glass to the very last dreg. He enjoyed the sting and the old familiar burn as his body glowed like a dying ember. 

      The bottle was empty. 

      Sooner or later, it always is…

      The moon was full, pale and magnificent. Within the angelic nothingness of that curious astronomical body was a face. The face smiled and McGreavy attempted to smile back, for it was a familiar face. “Hello, my dear,” he said in a broken voice, embarrassed by his drunken state. 

      That is when she came forward, out of the lunar object and towards him. A floating figure. An angel in white that came to his window. She hovered outside and looked in at him, smiling, a morbid and sinister smile; loving, nonetheless. 

      She wore a satin night dress and her hair was brushed neatly to the side. 

      The eyes were dark, black with the confirmation of a self-inflicted death - suicide - and a trapped soul, caught between worlds. McGreavy looked up with a gaping smile, he was so happy to see her again, his eyes were glazed with intoxication and tears; if only his sceptical daughter could be here to see, that it was real, that he wasn’t crazy.

      “What message do you have for me, dear?” he asked.

      Stop drinking…stop killing yourself…

      “I can’t dear, I’m too weak, The Devil has got me where he wants me. I’ll be with you soon though, I promise, and we can be together once again…”

      Bang, bang, bang!

      A loud series of knocks rattled the door, loudly in its frame, causing McGreavy to jump in his skin and drop the empty bottle of Bell’s whisky that he’d been loosely holding on to. He looked to the door, startled, then looked back at the window - she was gone, until next time…

      “Who the Hell is it?”

      “It’s Siobhan, Boss. We have two solid leads on Casanova, he’s taking a woman up to Loch Lomond, tonight, he’s going to kill her at the cabins.”

      He opened the door and Siobhan looked at him with both pity and frustration, seeing him in all his pathetic vulnerability. Seeing him for what he really was - a lonely old drunk - just like his daughter had said.

      “Jesus. You look like you’ve seen a ghost.”

      McGreavy forced a bemused smile, for he truly had seen a ghost. 

      “Boss, this is him, we need to move, now! Go and get cleaned up and I’ll put a pot of coffee on…”     

      

      The cabin was atmospheric, a secluded retreat, and a perfect place to commit a murder.

      The spilled blood would add a striking dimension to the pale oak flooring and the tartan-themed furniture. He enjoyed the sight of blood, since early childhood, when he saw an old lady get hit by a train on the track that led into Central Station. The body had been mangled and pieces of flesh, bone and brain had been turned into mincemeat, coated along the battered track lines. 

      Seeing death hadn’t affected him.

      It was no different for him than finding a dead bird in the garden.

      He’d wondered though, what she’d been doing there in the first place, if she was already dead when the train had hit her, if her body had been interfered with prior to mincing. He wondered about her sex and was keen to know if she’d been violated. He was curious like that, it hadn’t affected him though, if anything the sight of blood had gotten him deeply aroused. 

      It still does… 

      The girl would be out for hours yet, so he made a sandwich and just sat there, watching her and imagining how she would look once he had transformed her into ‘mother dearest’. This one was a cunt, and that was the word that would be painted on the walls in her blood - CUNT. 

      He had a bag of his dear mother’s jewellery, that he permanently kept in the back of his Mercedes, with her necklaces and make-up and of course - all the fake designer sunglasses that had been gifted to her by one of her clients - she knew that it always got her a beating but it didn’t really seem to bother her; it certainly didn’t stop her from being open about it. He would arrange her on the couch with her arms slumped over the backrest and her legs spread, like his mother had done for him, when he’d licked and tasted her vagina and his father had been laying dead on the floor. He remembered how good those days had been, the best days of his life, and by honouring his dear mother in this way he got to re-live those tantalising moments of violence, blood and incest.

      He couldn’t wait to get started on her, she would soon wake up…

      

      “Right, what in the holy name of Jesus am I looking at here?”

      “Mannequins.”

      “What on earth?”

      “They were stood all around the McConnell household, in random spots: the kitchen, bathroom and the living room. Each one had a polaroid photo stuck to the head, of each of the girls he’s murdered, just as we found them.”

      “Jesus…what else?”

      “There was a shrine dedicated to his mother, with her belongings, like make-up and underwear and sunglasses. Also, pictures of his mother in a variety of sexual poses, one of them had John Moffat in the picture, he appeared to have taken the picture whilst performing oral sex on her.”

      “What the fuck, are you serious?”

      “There is more too.”

      “I’m not sure that I can take anymore, the boy is clinically insane…so, tell me…”

      “There were two areas in the house where he’d drawn a large circle, with blood and put an ‘X’ in the middle. Appears that they may represent crime scenes, perhaps where he made his parents ‘disappear’. One area is in the living area, by the dining table, and the other one was upstairs on his mother’s bed. Both areas were scanned with ultraviolet light and showed excessive traces of semen that match with our Casanova Killer; he’s our man alright.”

      “Aye, no fucking shit he’s our man…how much longer till we get to the Cabins?”

      “Forty-five minutes, McGhee is approaching now though with a full armed-response unit. Question now is, can we save the girl? Or, is it too late?”
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            The bonnie, bloodied banks of Loch Lomond

          

        

      

    

    
      In the end, justice will always be done, by any means necessary…

      In the cabin, she was coming too and enjoying the mysterious show.

      He stuck her with his blade, right in at the solar plexus and ripped her down to her genitalia, stopping the cut at a point just above a perfect little triangular mound of red pubic hair. She watched, looking down at her belly, with sheer fascination as the killer pulled out a slimy coil of human intestine and threw it to the side with no more care than a father might have for the Turkey’s giblets on Christmas Day. 

      She looked back up at him, like she wanted to ask a question but couldn’t quite find the air. 

      She gasped, lurching with her eyes and her face and her entire being. 

      She wanted to be saved, but it was too late. 

      All she can do now, is sit quiet, and enjoy her stinking death… 

      

      After he’d enjoyed his necrophilic sex with her de-bowled corpse, Moffat soon returned to the blood and semen-soaked cadaver. 

      He had the bag of his mother’s belongings: underwear, jewellery, sunglasses… “Are you ready to be done up for the scumbags that come and find you? Oh, that’s good…” 

      Just then though, his world imploded and he heard the wailing sirens, approaching cars of the Strathclyde Police and Glasgow CID. Now he was the one with the confused look on his face. “Oh shit,” he said. “Sorry dear, looks like we might have to cut this short. Pardon the pun. It would appear that those great Police Officers have tracked me down, perhaps I underestimated their sheer determination, in the endless pursuit of a real-life God. At least you got a decent send-off, eh? You got a good fuck before I gutted you, didn’t you? Well, I suppose they might send me to jail now, but that’s OK. Perhaps I will write you into a book and the whole world can know of the great Casanova, Scotland’s most elusive and charismatic lover. What do you think? Yes? Good then, so any chance of another quickie before they come and get me?”

      

      By the time they’d rammed the door at the Cabins on the Loch, the girl was already dead and torn. Armed men had stormed into the living room where the Casanova Killer was having sex with the mangled and mutilated remains of a middle-aged woman who had been raped, strangled and gutted. 

      It was a blood bath. 

      When the Officers had engaged him with weapons trained upon his head and torso, he had just halted, mid-thrust, and looked up at them with a kind of demonic smile. In that moment, he had looked like the most evil man on God’s earth, naked in his act and drenched in blood.

      It was a nightmarish scene and one that those Officers will never forget for as long as they live; it would stay with them and haunt them, forevermore. 

      

      When Siobhan drove down to pull into the carpark, McGhee was stood by a patrol car with one of them in handcuffs, it was impossible to tell but they presumed it was Zebrowski. 

      It was, too. 

      They all stood and watched as the actual killer was walked out in handcuffs, naked and blood-soaked, and quietly escorted into the back of a Police van. Moffat didn’t even look his accomplice in the eye, knowing full well that it could only have been him that had given him up, he just looked ahead starey-eyed and grinning. It was his own fault, he accepted, he never should have been so greedy for another ‘quick kill’.

      “What lovely friends you have,” the Inspector said to the Pole.

      “It was only supposed to be one,” explained the Pole. “He said that he just had to get it out of his system, you know? I didn’t agree with what he did and I had no idea it would be so disgustingly violent. I wanted out, but once I was involved, I couldn’t walk away. He said he would make sure that I was sent down alongside him.”

      The Inspector just looked at him and shook his head with contempt.

      “What now, will I be put in a witness protection scheme, taken to a safe-house?”

      Mac, Jimmy and Siobhan all laughed, as if the Polish boy had just told the joke of the century. “Are you daft, laddie? You’re going to jail…”

      “But, you promised…”

      “We do and say and promise whatever we have to, to make sure that drug dealers like you and murderers like him get caught, and more importantly that you get locked up. That’s the way it goes in Glasgow, my friend, and you are about to learn about it the hard way…”

      “Those big bruisers are waiting for you,” Jimmy said with a cheeky smile as he led the Pole away to another Police vehicle.

      “You know what, I think I need whisky, I have a very bad feeling that something else bad will be happening in the very near future,” said the Inspector, to Siobhan.

      “Well, in that case, I’ll be buying the drinks then, I know a good wee pub in Luss village. After all, you know what the say…” she replied.

      “Whit dae’ they say, then…?”

      “Always be prepared, Mac, always be prepared…”

      McGreavy smiled, knowingly, but he said nothing.

    

  


  
    
      ‘When this monster entered my brain, I will never know, but it is here to stay. How does one cure himself? I can’t stop it, the monster goes on, and hurts me as well as society. Maybe you can stop him. I can’t.’ - Dennis Rader (The BTK Killer)

    

  


  
    
      ‘All of a sudden I realised that I had just done something that separated me from the human race and it was something that could never be undone. I realised that from that point on I could never be like normal people. I must have stood there in that state for twenty minutes. I have never felt an emptiness of self like I did right then and I will never forget that feeling. It was like I crossed over into a realm I could never come back from.’ - David Alan Gore (The Vero Beach Killer)
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      The Man with the Crucifix Tattoo [Glasgow Noir, II]
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            The grand scent of death

          

        

      

    

    
      Death mingles with cool, wet air; the stench of the demon… 

      A nauseating freshness. 

      It became increasingly pungent as the wind howled and the rain thrashed, pummelling across a wild landscape of tall grass and hilly fields. 

      Staggered waves; the bloody-minded persistence of harsh Scottish weather. 

      ‘Agricultural’ freshness they call it - cow dung and horse manure - that kind of freshness. The kind of freshness that makes you frown and retch and look away. 

      The young man with blood on his hands embraced it though, in all of its pungent and agricultural glory.

      The grand scent of death; on that day, it was. 

      A soul had transgressed into the unseen Kingdom of darkness; there would be no Pearly Gates for her. 

      Yes, the grand scent of death. 

      It lingered in the air, for all the maggots and all the pigs to reluctantly taste with undeniable curiosity. 

      The young man - a killer - was the almighty bringer of this foulness. The one, who’d left a girl hung up from the rafters. He was on the run now…laid-up in a wet field in North Lanarkshire. 

      Dark and wet. 

      Shivering, with damp and cold. 

      Hidden, underground. 

      Scrunched up at the entry-point of a rusted old sewage pipe. 

      Rank and filthy. 

      It was a safe-spot to hide though, that’s all that mattered, as long as he held his position he knew they would never catch him. I mean, round those parts it wasn’t like in the American films, where a girl gets killed and a 50-man team goes scouring the fields for clues. An instantaneous call-to-arms, to hunt down the murderer, collecting any traces of evidence that might be uncovered along the way. 

      In a small Scottish village like Cleland, the best you might get is a ‘chopper’. 

      And, right then, that’s what he had…  

      A Police helicopter was circling the nearby area, a conical light shining down from the belly of its fuselage, illuminating the area where a man might be identified.

      A running man.

      A frightened man.

      A guilty man. 

      By now, they would have discovered the dead body, out by the farm house. They would have realised that the corpse was still fresh and warm and that whoever had done those God-awful things must still be in the area. 

      God-awful, indeed. 

      He’d humiliated her and violated her sex as she lay unconscious, right down in the mud-slick of the road with her face pressed down against the gravel, before letting her hang and watching her die with cold-blooded arousal.

      She hadn’t been just a random victim, she’d been a target. 

      He killed the sweet little blondie for a very specific reason - to send somebody a message. He’d planned it, to the last detail. 

      It all worked out beautifully. 

      But, still, he hadn’t planned on touching her like that. Abusing her, sexually. That is why the chopper was circling and the Police were hunting him down, because round those parts he’d be referred to now as a Beast - a sexual offender. 

      Not as bad as a paedo, but second-in-line. 

      Up at the ‘Big Hoose’ – HM Barlinnie – they all wanted a piece of a Beast…   

      

      He’d been following her for several days and eventually his time had come. 

      He’d picked her up at around 1 am outside a discotheque in Motherwell. 

      It was teeming it down and she was staggering down a quiet street, arched over, with her jacket pulled up over the back of her head. She could barely walk against the strong wind and it appeared as though she might blow over at the push of a gust; wobbly on her heels, like an unsteady circus clown on stilts. 

      She was right there, all alone, needing a cab. 

      And there he was, too, in his fake taxi. He pulled up on the kerb and wound down the window. “Taxi, hen?”

      “Aye, I’m going to Newarthill.”

      “Nae’ bother, jump in, before you catch your death of cold…”

      She clumsily dumped herself in the back, slamming the door shut as the killer drove off into the wet night and the rain came down harder; she was none the wiser. 

      She was hammered, reeking of chippy grease and doner meat, ready to pass out. 

      Ripe for the taking. 

      She stank of cheap white wine too; they always did, trollops like her. 

      “Good wee night at the dancin’ hen?”

      “Aye, ma’ pals were doing my head in though. That Lisa thinks she’s something special and can have any guy she wants…total bitch…had her hands all over Stu McCready…he disnae’ even like her…a’ cannie’ wait to get home to my bed,” she was slurring her words, head to the side, eyes closing over slowly and heavily.

      “Aye, nae’ bother, darlin’,” he said, watching her with loathsome eyes in the rear-view mirror as she got all slumped and sleepy. 

      He tried not to be too obvious. 

      Soon, though, she dozed off and he swiftly initiated the ‘re-route’. He was taking her out to an old abandoned farmhouse, just outside of Coltness and accessible off a tight wee bend at the bottom of the brae. 

      You’d barely notice the turn, unless you knew it was there.

      The killer knew the turn though, he knew it very well.

      He drove as fast as he could. 

      Once off the main road, he killed the lights. He managed the winding bends well, narrow and tight as they were. 

      Steep up-hill segments. 

      Down-slopes too. 

      It took a fair bit of skill to navigate across those roads in the blind-dark, smoothly manipulating the gearbox and accelerator. God help him should an oncoming car have approached. Would be tricky, for sure, but The Devil’s luck was on his side that night and he met with no other vehicles.  

      They soon reached the old shed.

      “Oh Jesus, I’m gonna’ be sick…” she said, her body spilling out the door as she puked up her guts. “Oh Mister, I don’t believe it, I’m so sorry…I think that doner kebab just turned on me,” she said, embarrassed and sweetly apologetic, perfectly polite in her own little common way. She looked around in drunken bewilderment, her brain cells still behind the drag curve, naively wondering where the Hell she was. She had no time, in fact, to properly process it in her mind. 

      Murdoch slammed the boot shut and came for her at the side of the car, swinging hard at her head with a baseball bat. He struck her temple dead-on and she went down like a rag-doll. Her left cheek went down hard against the vomit-stained stones of the smooth gravel road, scattered with dark puddles that shimmered eerily in the deadly moonlight. 

      Her arms and legs landed at weird angles as she slumped over and her flimsy little skirt folded itself up, nicely above the waistline, to reveal a tight-fitted pair of pale blue silken panties. 

      Her rear was fleshy and round, he couldn’t help but stare, the skin looked so delicate and white. He darted his eyes around the nearby houses to check for any lights-on or voices. Nothing, the whole place was dead, as he knew it would be. He knew it was wrong, but he wanted to touch her. He craved for the feel of her soft skin, particularly so what lay beneath the delicate silken pantie; the horns were out. 

      She had a perfect rump.

      It was dormant provocation; The Devil had been conjured.

      He felt his penis draw hard from what he saw laying down before him - an object - nothing more, nothing less.

      She wasn’t dead yet. 

      Still live. 

      Still usable.

      It was the killer’s prerogative, was it not? To use and abuse the victim as he saw fit? Yes, she was teasing him, provoking him to act on his sordid urge; inviting him in for a feel.  

      A hot surge of blood burned in his bladder and fell deep in his balls. He felt a straining erection as he dropped the bat and just stood there in the rain looking at her, gritting his teeth and breathing hard. 

      Her still-live body; enticing him. 

      Her fleshy rear; seducing him.

      She didn’t move, at all; in fact, she looked dead. But, he knew she was still alive. She was getting soaked in the rain. The more she got drenched, the more he wanted to rape her, even despite her noxious stench of vomit. He imagined the slippery feel of her wet skin as he entered her heat, mounting her rear on the rancid dirt road, feeling her move as she slowly began to wake up to the smells of agriculture and death, coming back to life and wriggling around in semi-conscious confusion. 

      He was breathing heavily now. 

      He unbuckled and methodically began to pull down his jeans. 

      It wasn’t supposed to be a sexual thing, no, it was just supposed to be a straight kill. But, this was something he had no control over. 

      Things were about to get primitive.

      After all, he was just an animal at heart.

      Mad Dog.

      She looked so innocent and vulnerable. 

      The way he himself had been when his father had come to visit him in the bedroom late in the night. Not long after the Witching Hour, the Beast would appear in the shadow of his doorway, to abuse the innocence of his tiny body. Leaving him to cry and bleed the night away.

      Karma’s a bitch.

      What goes around, comes around.

      The innocents continue to suffer and die.

      He got down upon her, pulling her pale blue panties to the side, and he entered her with an abrupt push. It was clumsy and aggressive and he made no attempt to finesse the act with human sensuality. 

      No, he kept it primitive, like the rabid dog he was. He raped her the way he’d been raped, and somehow in his own mind it would partially make it better; somehow. 

      Then she would hang, like his own father had hung, before The Devil came and took his cursed soul to Hell.
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            A bloody good hanging

          

        

      

    

    
      The unseen pain of abuse always manifests in the continuation of evil…

      He used her, clumsily, jerking with his hips and pushing into her body as deep and hard as he could. 

      Even with a condom on, he came quickly, as she’d laid there like a dead body and that had turned him on; more so than he’d expected. 

      Perhaps, one day, he’d try that for real. 

      Sex with a corpse. 

      Yes, he would. 

      It was written in the stars…

      He carefully concealed the condom in a tissue and stuffed it deep into his pocket. He wore a rubber for forensic reasons but there was also a personal thing to it. His father had always used condoms, see, when he interfered with the kids; the sick monster that he was.

      He was the real Beast. 

      Frankie had always wondered if it was because he’d picked up a disease from one of the prostitutes that he regularly picked up from The Drag red-light district in Anderston and took into the back of his work van for bare-back sex.

      Was it a display of love, that he didn’t want to pass it on? 

      Or, had he suspected Francis, his own son, of being infected with some kind of sexually transmitted disease? 

      Strange, the things that had ran through his head during those early years, as a scared and confused little boy. He could remember thinking those things and feeling somehow guilty…even dirty…like it was somehow his fault and that he ought to be the one who felt ashamed. 

      Anyhow, he’d done his deed with the girl, unplanned as it was. He’d had his filthy, animal release and afterwards he threw her into the back of his car, so he could get the prep going for the main act of the night - a bloody good hanging…

      Her hands were tightly-bound behind her back, tied up with a bowline knot and sat in the backseat with a potato sack pulled down over her head. Meanwhile, Mad Dog surveyed the shed and inspected the open joist-beams for rigidity and tautness. 

      He’d read a lot of comic books as a kid, about a bogeyman called The Hangman of Dumfries, who lived in the fields and hid amongst the trees. If he caught an unsuspecting girl or boy walking alone in the woods at night, he’d be waiting in the shadows and pounce on them, to hang them up from the nearest tree. 

      They were good wee books. 

      He learned a lot about hanging from The Hangman of Dumfries as they were always well-presented with graphic illustrations to boot. The Hangman had a big hunchback and would throw his victims up and over a medium-height branch where gravity would pull them down against the noose. The bodies would slump and slightly convulse (this part was subject to the reader’s own imagination).

      Sometimes, the neck would snap and they’d die quickly.

      Sometimes, the neck would remain intact and they’d die slowly. 

      Their feet would hang down. 

      Their toes would fall rigid - twitching little danglers - swaying in the cold darkness of night, about six feet above the ground. The Hangman would grip down on the rope, looking up over his shoulder to watch them die, seeing how their faces would change colour from pinkish-red to a magnificent purplish-blue. When the bodies went limp and they were surely dead he’d take a spike and just pin that rope into the ground, leaving the body to hang there till somebody came and found them. 

      As more victims came, to pass through the woods…searching…he’d pounce on them too and before long bodies would hang from every tree across the woodland.

      They were good wee books. 

      He backed up the car so the bumper was ready for the rope to be attached. He’d made a good, strong noose. He’d been practising and reading up on knots, you see, as there was only so much he could learn from the murderous ways of a bogeyman. He tossed the rope up over a solid high-beam, not that the farm house roof was that high, but it was high enough.

      Everything was going according to plan.

      He went back to the car to grab his victim, waking her up with a few hard slaps to the lower part of the potato sack where he could catch her on the chin. She coughed and shook her head from side-to-side as he dragged her limp body out of the door and across the ground to the filthy centre of the shed. He pulled her to her feet and removed the sack. The noose was placed carefully over the head, down beneath her chin and tightened at the rear of her neck. 

      She was mumbling and shivering as she came to, blinking chaotically. 

      Disorientated. 

      Dumb-struck. 

      She was still confused, somewhat oblivious as to the dire gravity of her predicament. When he’d removed the hood though, he saw it in her face. 

      The crippling fear. 

      The wide, terrified eyes. 

      Suddenly realising that she was in a very bad place, with a very bad human being. 

      Mad Dog got into the car.

      She had no time to ask questions or plead for her life as the Hangman was quick to start the engine and release the parking brake. Slowly, he began to ease forward on the accelerator till he felt tension against the rope. He continued, pushing down further on the throttle till she was gradually raised up into the air. 

      His eyes were glued to the rear-view mirror, watching with the same evil eyes that had ogled her as she fell asleep in the backseat. She was choking to death and would die slowly, touching helplessly at her neck as the rope strangled her. 

      Her toes dangled just a few feet above the ground, like they did in the comics. 

      He watched, with no emotion, just a profound sense of arousal in watching another human being die.

      He felt nothing in the way of empathy.

      He smiled, a wicked smile, his dark eyes still gleaming in the rear-view mirror. 

      It wasn’t him smiling, in fact, it was the demon who’d followed in his shadow since birth.  

      He set the brake, once again, and jumped out to see the last part of the show - the best part - her face was already turning a ruddy shade of angry purple. She danced the jig, the swing of death, and her feet went fully-straight as her sweet little dancing toes searched for the earth below. 

      It was a curious thing to watch and, again, the demon smiled with neutral malevolence. 

      He watched the body go limp as she continued to sway from side-to-side. 

      She was dead now. 

      As he stood there in the wet howling night, he began to feel aroused, once again. She looked so sexy in her moment of death, her lavender face taut and beautiful. She looked seductive in the most macabre way. The way her tongue stuck out, straight down like a tasty cut of bacon, and the way her eyes were latched back in the sockets, both looking up in the same direction (up to the right). 

      It was erotic. 

      It was vile. 

      It was delicious. 

      He squeezed at his crotch in the slinky night shadow of the sultry, hanging dead. He took another condom and unbuckled, to pleasure himself one more time in the dead night air, careful as ever to contain his demon seed. 

      He put it on, hurriedly, then pulled himself in a frantic flurry of jerks, mouth agape as he lusted over the girl’s dead body, entranced by an unknown form of esoterica - a ghoulish state of fiendish arousal - finding himself as The Devil’s own - the true spawn of Satan. 

      Soon, he felt his right leg tremble (it was always the right leg) and he growled like a dog. He came in a breathless squall, but his blissful moment was abruptly interrupted by a noise - the wailing sound of Police sirens. Yes, the pigs had picked up on the grand scent of death and would hurry to see the beautiful show. It didn’t even bother him…no…it merely added to the excitement of his moment.

      He looked casually to the backseat, mouth still agape, and he saw her mobile phone. She must have texted for help and the authorities fixed her location from the signal.

      Fair play to the sweet little blondie…  

      He savoured his moment as the sirens got louder, still looking up at the beautiful sight of a hanging girl, as he felt his dick go limp. He kept the Johnny on and buckled-up his trousers, moving to the boot of the car where he took a canister of petrol and doused the car before setting it alight. The hanging body was still attached, he’d used fire-proof rope so the Police would find her like that; so they too could enjoy the show. 

      It would make a damn nice photo for the front page of The Glasgow Herald, he’d thought at the time. It did too, it made all the front pages and the headlines were spectacular: THE HANGMAN OF CLELAND LURKS IN THE SHADOWS OF THE SWINSTIE FARMS. 

      He ran and ran across the dark winding roads, till his limbs trembled and his chest burned, aching with icy-sharp pains. 

      He ran hard and fast till it was time to stop, and he took shelter in a stinking old underground sewage pipe. He waited and waited till the coast was clear and there was no more Police chopper on the hunt. 

      Then, he made a run for it. 

      He felt more alive than he’d ever felt before, but he also felt sad, that the thrill of the kill had passed.
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            A criminal case for the High Court

          

        

      

    

    
      Guilty is as guilty does; the eyes of God are my witness…

      A few months after the farm house hanging, on a cold December morning, the High Court in Glasgow was held by Judge Alistair Mason Carmichael, QC.

      In the dock was a 21-year-old man, 6’1” tall with an athletic and muscular physique. He had a close-cut crop of short black hair and tattoos were visible around his ox-like neck - a Roman Catholic cross, one on each side, just below the earlobes. Each one was accompanied by a singular teardrop, half the size of the actual cross. Rumour had it, the ‘teardrops’ were symbolic of his first murders - pub landlords - Willy Shaw and Tom Callaghan. The two guys had been running illegal casinos in the back rooms of their Maryhill pubs and bringing in a fair bit of coin, much to the financial detriment of a local businessman who was ‘on the rise’. That rising star of a businessman also hosted illegal gambling venues in some of his pubs and he didn’t care for the competition. 

      The prize had been up to the first man to take down Shaw and Callaghan, a grand a piece. Within twenty-four hours of the hits being put out, both men were shot at close range by a masked shooter. Blasted in the face with a sawn-off shotgun, right outside their own boozers, in broad daylight. The killer was never identified and no witnesses or informants ever came forward, confirming to CID Detectives that both murders had been gangland executions of the very highest order; silence ensured by the absolute enforcement of fear. 

      The young man in the dock on this bitter and foggy morning was one Francis Murdoch, of fourteen Cossack Lane, Govan. Frankie ‘Mad Dog’ Murdoch was a vicious criminal who had a fierce reputation for violence and a long string of convictions behind him. 

      Grievous bodily harm. 

      Robbery.

      Sexual harassment. 

      Drug offences.

      He also had a penchant for the odd hanging, but that’s not what this was all about.

      Today, he was accused of an altogether separate crime - the assault and attempted murder of a 16-year-old school girl - Charlene Ferguson. He was going down and he knew it, as did his immediate family and friends, present in the courtroom as a show of solidarity.  

      His straight-laced, eccentric-looking sister, Jane, was the only one he had left in the way of family. His mum had died giving birth to Frankie and his paedophilic rapist of a father had committed suicide. His older brother, may he rest-in-peace, had been shot dead in the street by a gangster. 

      So, he and Jane were the only ones left.

      His best mates: Razor, Dancer and Fat Boy, were in attendance too. 

      The McConnell boys were notorious in their own right, as sons of a ruthless and powerful gangster named Arthur McConnell; the man who was set to take control of Glasgow and rule its criminal underworld. Their presence in the supreme criminal court merely added to the controversy of the case, but also to the air of guilt that surrounded young Murdoch.

      But, on this occasion, they had the wrong man. 

      Murdoch was innocent. 

      Nevertheless, the evidence was conveniently stacked against him. There were finger prints on the baseball bat and knife that were used to bludgeon and stab the girl, with unquestionable intent to kill. There was DNA from bloody hair strands found strewn across her mutilated body, left for dead on the kitchen floor of her parent’s house. And, there was an eye-witness, identifying Frankie as the man she clearly saw forcing his way onto the premises.

      Intoxicated. 

      Weapons in hand. 

      A man, with his mind set on murder. 

      It was a disaster, somebody had set him up, good and proper.

      

      Sentencing was passed by Judge Carmichael shortly after nine am: “Francis Murdoch, you have been found guilty of the assault and attempted murder of a defenceless 16-year-old girl and the circumstances of the attack disclose that your actions were planned and premeditated and that you forcefully entered her parent’s house with the specific intent of committing a vicious and despicable act of savage violence. Yet, no evidence has been brought forward to explain the severity and sheer ferocity of your actions or the motives behind them. Regardless, the evidence unveils that you struck the victim more than fifty times with a baseball bat and stabbed her with a knife in excess of fifteen times, these injuries are not including slash wounds and bruising that resulted from relentless punching and kicking. You struck her repeatedly to the point that she will be kept in the intensive care unit for the foreseeable future and will most likely live out the remaining years of her life with permanent brain damage. For all intents and purposes, she will be left a vegetable. You stabbed and slashed her, from her face and neck down to her genitalia, parts of which were removed in hideous fashion with a blade that was designed for gutting fish. Mister Murdoch, what you did was absolutely reprehensible. Even in light of your previous convictions and the crimes of grievous bodily harm that you have been charged with to date, it is impossible to comprehend how any young man could be capable of such a disturbing and shocking level of violence. Your mental state has been investigated and there is no psychiatric explanation for what you did. It is my opinion that you are unquestionably arrogant and perhaps one of Scotland’s most evil men. Young Murdoch, you bring the fear of God to my very being, given the acts that you have committed, you are a monster. So, in respect of the charges of assault and attempted murder, I hereby sentence you to fourteen years imprisonment. That’s all…”

      A few seconds of silence lapsed, before the crowds erupted in protest. The Ferguson family, outraged by the leniency of the sentence, sprung to their feet to hurl verbal abuse and profanities. 

      “That’s a fucking joke!” 

      “Fry the cunt!” 

      “Hang him!” 

      “Life!” 

      “Burn that fuckin’ psycho!”

      Frankie seemed undeterred, casually watching from the dock as his sister removed her Coke bottle glasses to break down in tears. You see, he’d already accepted it, he knew he’d been stitched-up and would just have to go with the flow. He certainly wasn’t scared of a stint in the jail. He showed absolutely no emotion. In fact, his face was an unexpected picture of insubordination and incredible arrogance, his chin raised in a clear statement of defiance. 

      This riled the Ferguson family even more as the courtroom fell into total chaos.

      The McConnell boys just stood there, glancing at each other beneath heavily intoxicated eyelids, nodding their heads.

      Nobody could have expected what happened next though as it would shock those present and send chills done the spine of an entire nation. It was a singular moment in time when Frankie’s eyes fell upon one of the McConnell boys. 

      Murdoch smiled. 

      A knowing and devious smile, the smile of a demon, to be captured in what would become an infamous courtroom sketch. He winked at his friend, sending him a message - I know what you did, you set me up and when I get out the jail I will punish you and those you love in the worst ways imaginable… 

      It was the picture that would define him. 

      That sketch - the smirking demon. 

      The Devil. 

      One that would be posted all over the front pages, from the Daily Record to The Scotsman, a terrifying image that would forevermore be synonymous with evil in Scotland. And as he stood there, smiling, knowingly, he recalled something that his older brother had said, the day before he’d been shot in the chest by a rival drug dealer outside The Stag hotel in Wishaw, “Frankie boy, always remember - when who live by the cross, you die by the cross…’
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            The disappearing act

          

        

      

    

    
      And so, it is true, the greatest trick The Devil ever pulled was convincing the world that he didn’t exist… 

      After fourteen years in Glasgow’s notorious HM Prison Barlinnie, Frankie ‘Mad Dog’ Murdoch was a free man.

      Plain Jane, the sister, was waiting for him. Stood with folded arms by her old green Honda Civic in the carpark. Even at the age of forty, she still looked older than her years, more-so now than ever before. 

      Straight-laced Jane, the spinster. 

      The most un-sexy girl in the town. 

      Never wore make-up. 

      Never wore nice clothes. 

      She had this thick way of looking at you through her thick-framed and thick-lensed spectacles, that made you pity and feel sorry for her.

      Aw’ she’s a wee Saint, that girl, so she is!

      She was ugly and uninteresting, all-round. The heavy tweed overcoat, fit for a man. The thick tights and thick tartan skirt that was almost like a kilt. The whole thing was wrong. She wore this granny-style wooly hat, too, and that was just the cherry on the cake.

      Frankie always reckoned she did it on purpose, because she never wanted a man to touch her, scarred by the trauma of all the sexual abuse they’d gotten at home. 

      They embraced by the side of the car, a hug that was prolonged and heartfelt. “How are ye’?” she asked.

      “Shite, thanks,” he replied, with a scowl, then a smirk. 

      Jane smiled and slapped him on the shoulder. “Same old Frankie. Right, get in the car then.”  

      Frankie settled himself in the front seat, taking one last look at the sandstone edifice that was Barlinnie as he secured his seatbelt. “Nae’ mare’ cauld’ custard and smack,” he muttered to himself, before turning to address his sister. “I heard the McConnells arranged a party fur’ me at the Malmaison?” he asked, with mock surprise.

      “Yeah.”

      “Open bar, half a kilo of Charlie and twenty high-class escorts to do a turn for the boys? Business must be good then for the Godfather and his crew? Or, is that just a normal night out for Fat Boy?”

      “Aye, he’s definitely notorious for staging sordid orgies in fancy hotels, he’s probably had every sexually transmitted disease going that one. I’m glad you’re making a run for it, Frankie. Sometimes it’s the best thing to do, just take-off, and start afresh.”

      “Aye, well a’ haven’t got much choice, huv’ a’? If I turn up at that party it’ll be my last night on earth, I can guarantee that. Those bastards stitched me up fourteen years ago and now they want to see me with a bullet in the brain, a wee skinny-dip in the Clyde for good measure too.”

      The sister frowned, eyes nimble and focussed, moving with the turns of the road.

      She was a good girl, Jane. 

      She was loyal. 

      Loyalty goes a long way… 

      She’d been the odd one out in the family though, the only one that had turned out normal. She’d never broken the law. She’d gotten herself an education and secured a respectable job as some kind of health care practitioner, giving help and support to those who needed it, out of the goodness of her heart. She’d learnt to speak and annunciate her words properly. She said please and thank you, without fail, and minded her Ps and Qs. She was the type of person who’d regularly say Biblical things too like learn to forgive and turn the other cheek.

      She was the complete opposite of her twisted and violent younger brother.

      She never judged him though, and if he ever needed help, like he desperately needed it now, she would happily go to the ends of the earth to assist him in any way she could.

      “Did ye’ get all the stuff, like a’ asked?”

      “In the glove box.”

      He opened it up and had a quick look inside, shuffled through the bits and bobs, it was all there, including a massive wad of cash. “Brilliant, you’re a gem, you know that?”

      She smiled. “Look, I’ll go through what’s what when we get to my house, we’re almost there.”

      

      ‘Mad Dog’ Murdoch emerged from his sister’s bathroom, looking different enough to get him out of Glasgow unnoticed.

      “So, what do you think about the new look?”

      “I look like that plonker, Boris…thingy,” it was the blonde wig that matched with his passport photo.  

      “It’s just to get you out the country, nobody will bat an eyelid when you board that plane, as long as you don’t act up, OK? It’s all the rage over in Thailand too apparently,” his sister could have a dry sense of humour, when she felt like it.

      “Aye, well I suppose it’s fine, but…”

      “But, what?”

      “Well, it’s the glasses. A’ look like a bloody kiddy-fiddler. Quite frankly, they remind me of him…Dad…and that’s not good for my rage, know what a’ mean? Are they really necessary?”

      “Yes, they’re absolutely necessary.”

      “Why’s that then?”

      “Because if anybody clocks you it will be because of this,” she threw down a paper dated from December 2004. On the front page was a sketch of Frankie in the Glasgow High Court, with an admittedly devious and menacing scowl on his face. “This image is famous now, or infamous, as the case may be. Across the entire country, that image is known, imprinted in the minds of all those who can remember the case and the media circus that surrounded you’re sentencing. The Most Evil Man in Scotland - that’s what they called you when that picture came out, so if someone clocks that look again, then it won’t be long before a lynch mob turns up to kill you. The eyes never lie, remember that.”

      Frankie nodded, studying the image, curiously. It was a strange feeling, but a perfect moment somehow, reminding him of where he’d come from and what was coming next - a delicious run of violence, mayhem and vengeance.

      “Right, Mr. Fraser Lewis, you happy now? New name. Fake passport. Cash. Flight ticket. I think you’re good-to-go, shall we get you to the airport then and on that flight to Bangkok? Before the McConnell boys send out a search party with sub-machineguns?”

      “Aye, Sis, thanks for all this. I don’t know how I’ll ever be able to repay you.”

      “Just do one thing and try not to get yourself killed, OK?”

      “Aye, will do…”

      “When will you be back?”

      “A few months, you’ll know when I’m back as it will be in the papers…”

      “Sorry?”

      “Just look out for this headline - MAN WITH THE CRUCIFIX TATTOO FOUND FLOATING IN THE CLYDE,” he smirked and once again showed her his demonic smile and evil eyes.
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            From Thailand with love

          

        

      

    

    
      Bangkok.

      William Cruikshank, the man previously known as Francis Murdoch and who’d gone under the alias of Fraser Lewis, took great care not to cut himself. He held up a broken shard of glass and stared curiously at his own reflection, stroking at his new face with wonderment, as an ape-like caveman might have seen his image in the surface of a shimmering lake, for the very first time.

      But he had to admit, the Thai plastic surgeon had done a marvellous job. 

      The neck tattoos were gone. 

      He was freckle-faced but more handsome, in a ‘weathered’ sort of way, with a fearsome hock of fiery-red hair that gave him the air of a farming tycoon.

      He looked like one of those ‘old-money’ sorts who drove their Bentleys around the West End. 

      He looked bookish and learned; versed in the ways of the human hunter.

      One thing remained though - the massive crucifix tattoo that majestically adorned his muscle-ripped back - that would remain till the death… 

      

      He was stood in a clammy old shit hole of a room with walls that were bare and damp, not much bigger than his old cell in Barlinnie. It reeked of sewage, fish sauce and other unidentifiable bodily aromas.

      Muffled sounds of sexual moaning were a constant echo, as the whores did their business with horny farangs.

      Groaning. 

      Panting. 

      Swearing. 

      A vulgar cacophony of sex that was faintly audible from every corner of the cockroach-infested building. From beyond the walls and beneath the floors and above the ceiling that trembled, where the plastic shade of a hanging lamp, red and transparent, swayed constantly. The Thai girl in the flat above took in a lot of British and American back-packers off the street and, on occasion, the floor beneath her bed would shudder so violently that misty little clouds of concrete dust would fall to where he lay upon his bed.

      It wasn’t the Ritz, but it was private and discreet. 

      Mad Dog knew that importance of laying low, like he’d laid low on the Swinstie farms. 

      It was a good place to plot his own death too; his resurrection.

      The rent was cheap. 

      Facial reconstruction, on the other hand, was not; even in Thailand. 

      So, he had found his solace in a ghostly tower that was ridden with poverty, despair and disease. Where sex-for-sale was the order of the day and the Thai Police turned a blind eye. A popular spot for Western men of all nationalities - farangs - who came in droves. For weeks at a time, or months, or even to retire.

      Some would come here, to die… 

      He blended in. 

      Just another stupid farang walking the streets. 

      Drunk and alone. 

      Looking for good times in the Big Mango.

      Sex was everywhere; as was death.

      

      He murdered a whore in that very room and he wasn’t sure if he’d done it out of boredom or necessity; or, perhaps, for some other reason. 

      He paid her 500 Baht for ‘short-time’, then forced her face-down on the bed and penetrated her the only way he knew how.

      The hard way.

      Primitive. 

      Violent. 

      With a hand tightly gripped around her mouth, he pinched her nose and held his grip, suffocating her as he used her body from the back, jutting into her with eratic jerks. She had struggled, tried to scream, kicking for dear life in a feeble attempt to free herself from his wieldy arms.

      And, just like that, she was gone.

      Right there, on the filthy mattress.

      It turned him on, just like the farm house girl had turned him on, but this time he hadn’t used a condom. He hadn’t stopped penetrating her, not for a second, like a crazed animal. He went hard and fast, even when he knew she was dead, enjoying the residual heat of her caramel-hued corpse. The bed frame had thumped relentlessly against the wall, squeaking and clanking as he pounded her, gritting his teeth as specks of spit sprayed upon the back of her head.

      He caressed her dead shoulder blades amidst the morbid sexual act, noticing how her skin ran pale as he abused her in death. He forced her head sideways, with curiosity, to look at her dead face. Strands of shiny black hair were strewn across her cheek and he saw that her lips seemed more plump; almost ‘pouty’. 

      Her features seemed softer now, less harsh.

      Funny, how the dead could be more beautiful than the living. 

      Holding her tight, her body still gave heat, he kissed the back of her deceased neck and felt an eruption brew in his loins.

      Electricity. 

      He flexed his buttocks and whispered in her ear as he came, inside a body that had zero pulse. “Don’t cry,” he whispered, “you know Daddy loves you,” like his own father had said to him, with a creepy kind of semi-human sensuality.  

      He had been lost in the moment, completely.

      A sublime whirlwind chilled his gut as his pelvis convulsed and he emptied his demon seed in her bone-dead cunt, the morbid sensuality of it making his heart thump relentlessly at the inner wall of his chest.

      It had been the best sex of his life, thus far. 

      He felt nothing, either, about finishing her. It was just something that had felt right at the time. It was an easy kill too and he certainly hadn’t needed a baseball bat or a fish-gutting knife, just his bare hands. 

      He thought back to the trial at the High Court in Glasgow, all those years ago, as he lay heavy upon the dead whore’s body.

      I mean, attempted murder? 

      That charge in itself was a joke. 

      Because, if you’re going to do it, you do it, pure and simple. 

      He hadn’t known Charlene Ferguson, had never met her, or even seen her before. 

      Nothing. 

      But, if he’d wanted to kill her, then for sure he would have done it properly. If it had been him, she would have been dead in seconds. There would have been no DNA left behind and no dumb-fuck witness to testify.

      In all honesty, the charge was an insult.

      Almost as insulting as the fact that his best mates had done him up like a kipper, framing him with the blatant botch-up of a murder.

      He would have his moment though. 

      He would have the last laugh.

      His bag was packed and he was finished now in Bangkok. A new fake passport in the name of William Cruikshank, his new alias, had finally came through. It was a thing of beauty, too. Absolutely flawless, amazing what these Thai people could do when it came to fake ID.

      Yes, it was time to go back home, for several reasons. 

      One being that he could end up getting carried away if he stayed in Thailand and end up going on a massive killing spree. Tempting in itself, but he didn’t want to compromise the important plans that he’d already made. It was just a matter time, too, before the Thai Police found the body of this junkie whore that now lay beneath him on the bed. 

      He would dump her body, out on the street, behind the bins; and, eventually, should would be found. 

      The last thing he wanted was the pigs sniffing around asking awkward questions about dead whores, or worse, examining the body…finding his sperm…and the DNA of one Frankie Murdoch inside the corpse. 

      No, he couldn’t hang around. 

      It was time to head back to Glasgow and have a killing spree there instead.
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            The dark mistress & her ways of seduction

          

        

      

    

    
      Better The Devil you know than The Devil you don’t…

      An old-fashioned heater ticked away, all bars blazing.

      Tick…tick…tick…  

      It wasn’t just warming the interview room, but roasting it. Electric filaments burning aglow beneath a synthetic orange hue and a metallic grill that had stood the test of time; rusted and scorched.

      The daily shadow, dark and grey, lumbered behind a solitary square window. A dreary picture as the first snow fell upon the residents of Glasgow, shivering and shuffling on the pavements below. 

      Office workers, surviving the grind. 

      Students, full of hope. 

      Immigrants, hard-working. 

      Hard men, scarred. 

      Junkies, desperate. 

      Asylum seekers, looking for better lives. 

      Elderly men, sleeping rough and touting the Big Issue. 

      A dynamic saga of human perseverance.

      Spare a few ‘bob’ for the homeless, Mister?

      It was a desolate sight. 

      Like a gloomy painting, a panoramic industrial landscape, melancholic and dark. On spoiled canvas, dusky and dank. Crafted by the hand of a sectioned visionary, in a secure cell with four stone walls, but no square window. 

      Prophetic. 

      Not of fore-coming festive cheer, but inevitable suffering and certain death. 

      The blood of the damned, soon to spill.

      The square window trembled on loose hinges, shuddering from the outside, absorbing the impact of a blustery gust. It’s frame, once painted white, but now a dirty shade of ivory - blistered and flaking - had been hoisted up a few inches from the sill. It invited a wintery chill, sharp as a surgeon’s scalpel, to cut through a dense blanket of air, thick and suffocating.

      All bars blazing.

      Tick…tick…tick…

      Two men in suits sat staring at each other, expectantly, in the unavoidable confines of claustrophobia. One thought carefully about the questions he should ask, whilst the other was haunted by a ghost of death, an image in his mind’s eye. A headless torso, arms and legs chopped off, fished out the River Clyde just yesterday, the only identifying feature to go on being a massive Crucifix tattooed on the dead man’s back. McGreavy could still smell the vile freshness of the bluish, washed-out, putrid corpse. 

      It made his hairs stand on end.

      The thinking one spoke. “Did you have a moment of clarity, that’s what alcoholics call it, isn’t it?” enquired Cameron McLeod, the Strathclyde Police Psychiatrist.

      “I’m not an alcoholic,” replied DCI Mac McGreavy, the haunted one. “I was a drunk,” he added, matter-of-factly.

      “Is there a difference?”

      “Yes, a pretty big one, actually.”

      “I didn’t know.”

      “I wouldn’t expect you to.”

      “Well, can you elaborate, please?”

      “Look, the difference is simple. Drunks are Hell-raisers who just love the bottle and don’t know when to stop. Alcoholics, on the other hand, are physically dependant. For them, drinking is an absolute necessity, it controls them. You see, you can be a drunk and stop drinking and no longer be a drunk. But, if you are an alcoholic and stop drinking, you will always be an alcoholic. The difference is subtle, yet drastic. Potentially fatal, if you fall into that latter category and lapse out of recovery. That’s why I said I’m not an alcoholic, but I was a drunk, you follow?”

      He nodded his agreeance, enthusiastically, but his squinting eye and wrinkled brow suggested otherwise. “So, there was no specific moment of clarity?”

      “No, that sounds too much like self-righteous bullshit to me. Don’t glorify the inglorious McLeod, you could upset the Gods doing a callous thing like that, and that can be bad for a man’s karma. You see, I’m a simple bastard, deep down, so it would help me a lot if you could just try to use simple words, like, perhaps…realisation?”

      “OK,” agreed McLeod. “So, you came to some kind of realisation?”

      “No.”

      “Sorry?” McLeod’s face recoiled impatiently, pained in frustration.

      “I didn’t come to it, it came to me.”

      “What did?”

      McGreavy thought for a few seconds, before answering. “A sobering jolt, McLeod,” he grinned at the Psychiatrist, seemingly satisfied by such a concise choice of words. “Scribble that down in your notebook, by the way, good shrink material that is,” he smirked briefly but swiftly regained a composure of gravity. “You see, the danger of being a drunk is that the persistence of your habit may lead you down a much more dangerous path, albeit unwittingly. That was a frightening realisation, McLeod…”

      “Were you suicidal?” the Psychiatrist interjected, abruptly. 

      “Would you bloody let me finish?” he snapped back at the young man, putting him in his place. “No, I wasn’t suicidal, but I know that such darkness can seduce a man dressed as a beautiful mistress. She seduces, not with sex, but the beautiful addiction. It was her - that dark mistress - the raw power of her cask-strength seduction made me want to stop. I was afraid, you see, of being powerless to her. Whatever, that was your so-called moment of clarity,” the last three words were drawn out, theatrically, with a grandiose gesture of open arms.

      “You have quite a way with words, Inspector. And, what else?”

      “And, nothing else. That’s it, I’ve quit.”

      “Just like that?”

      “Yes, just like that,” McGreavy subdued the snap of his rhetoric and resisted the temptation to roll his eyes. He tolerated the lad, with patience, as one might entertain a simple child. All the while, it was fundamentally clear who was the smartest man in the room.

      “What’s to say you don’t go back to the drink, let’s say as soon as you leave this room?”

      “Why, are you gettin’ a round in?” the Inspector smirked but could see that the younger man didn’t appreciate the joke. “Honestly, there is no such thing in life as absolute certainty. Words are just words, McLeod. I can’t say anything for sure. My strength today can be my weakness tomorrow, it’s the eternal curse of mortality, my friend. But, if I do go back to the drink, it will be on my terms. Purely because I want it, but never because I need it, but I will be in control.”

      The Psychiatrist huffed, a weary exhalation of acceptance and defeat, he knew it was all bollocks. The Inspector would never be in control of his drinking and he would most definitely go back to it. He did respect the man, though, for his brutal attempt at honesty and his unusual capacity for self-appraisal, but the fact of the matter was - McGreavy was a TIME BOMB - waiting to blow.

      Drunk or sober, he was a Hell-raiser.

      But, it didn’t matter, in the grand scheme of things. McLeod knew what he had to do - sign him off - FIT FOR DUTY. At the end of the day, the Force needed him, even though he was a liability. 

      A risk. 

      But, when it came to the business of crime and murder, nobody could replace DCI Mac McGreavy. Not in Scotland, nor in Great Britain; and for that, he was widely held in the highest esteem. As the man himself had once told a superior, as a young Police Constable. “You can like me or hate me, Sir. But, sooner or later, you will respect me.”

      That was to be his destiny, for better or worse.

    

  



    
      
        
          
            Chapter 32

          

          

      

    

    







            The bookkeeper

          

        

      

    

    
      Sometimes, when The Devil knocks on your door, it’s best to let him in…

      The office was almost empty.

      “That’s me off, see you on Monday,” said Mary Barrowman, placing a fresh cup of coffee down on her Boss’s desk.

      “Aye, have a good one sweetheart, say hello to your old man,” said Stan ‘The Bookkeeper’ Ferris, peering up over the top of his thick frames as he wished his secretary well for the weekend. She’d be off on a ‘dirty’, up Loch Lomond or somewhere like that and he’d still be cooped up in here, slogging away on Arthur McConnell’s casino accounts, the most important of all his accounts. 

      You see, running a legitimate gambling establishment is a key move for any enterprising gangster, never mind a kingpin. All that dirty cash coming in off the street from drugs, prostitution and armed robbery was easily placed into the hands of select members of the Syndicate, who in turn spent their days buying chips and fluttering money away at the tables. No surprise, they seldom won, and if they did the winnings were handed over on the way out and put into the safe in Arthur’s office. A simple, but effective, way of processing street cash so that Arthur could continue to present himself to the people of Scotland as a respectable businessman whilst the foot soldiers got their hands dirty. 

      Stan’s job was simply to keep the books in order. 

      It was around twenty years ago now when the tall, well-dressed gentleman walked into his old practice on Sauchiehall Street.

      “Do you remember me from school, Stanley?” the shadowy figure had asked, taunting him.

      Of course he remembered Arthur, they all did. He’d left school to work the pubs and clubs as a doorman but soon became notorious as one of the toughest minders in the city, a man capable of extreme levels of violence, willing to kill for those he protected. In time, it was recognised that Arthur also had a head for business and would soon put himself forward as a contender in the ranks of organised crime; as a proper gangster. 

      Soon he was running a few places of his own and from the outset his mission was to take the ‘number one’ spot. 

      That meant going to war with all those who stood in his way. 

      It meant abduction, torture, contract killings. 

      Beatings, stabbings, drive-by shootings. 

      It meant burning people alive, chopping their heads off, throwing them in the Clyde with concrete boots. 

      It meant everything and it meant nothing.

      “Well I remember you, Stanley. Thing is, I need an accountant to keep my affairs in order, someone I can trust. How’s the wife and kids, by the way?” he had this way of threatening you without having to do or say anything directly. Never swore or raised his voice or used any violent talk. Didn’t have too, his actions and reputation spoke louder than any words ever could. The mere fact that he wanted to talk to you, itself, would be enough of a threat. You see, that’s how it is with a Godfather and even back then, everybody knew it, you couldn’t say no to him without expecting there to be grave consequences. 

      And, here he was, twenty years down the line - a gaunt skeleton of a man who was scared shitless of his own shadow. Stan laid down his gold-plated Cross pen and went to grab the hot mug of coffee but something made him flinch. 

      A sudden noise. 

      A bang, from back in the kitchenette. “Hello! Somebody back there?”

      Something didn’t feel right. 

      He felt it in his gut, without question, a dreadful sense of panic. 

      A sudden feeling of solitude and anxiety. 

      It was like being alone in a graveyard on a foggy night. 

      Lost. 

      Scared. 

      Nowhere to run.  

      Was he just being paranoid? 

      The staff were all gone. 

      There could be nobody else here. 

      It was just him, alone, or so he thought. 

      He surveyed the area with darting eyes before bringing his focus back to the small room in the corner. He focussed on his breathing and with a wavering arm he blindly reached for one of the drawer handles. 

      The drawer that held the thing. 

      The thing he hoped he would never have to reach for. 

      Such is life. 

      You live in fear of a gunman that never comes. Until the day that he does and the fear turns into a living nightmare. One where the walls get painted in blood, your blood. He tensed his jaw upon opening the drawer as it grinded on unoiled hinges and he swore silently, cringing. 

      And, there it was. 

      His pulse quickened at the mere sight of it, a Smith & Wesson .38 Special. Fully loaded with nameless bullets, had been for years. Just sitting there, waiting to be fired in anger. He’d never shot a gun, never mind killed anyone. 

      Fuck.

      Would he even have the balls, to pull the trigger? 

      He wasn’t made for murder, or prison, he was just an accountant for fuck sake. Perhaps, in the face of it he would choose death instead, just lower his weapon and wait for the bullet. His one-way ticket, to the freedoms of Hell. Like those KGB agents with their suicide pills, the ones who would opt for certain death in the face of a torturous enemy. 

      But, this wasn’t Russia, or America. 

      This wasn’t the Cold War. 

      This was Glasgow. 

      And if things got hot it was whoever pulled the trigger first that would be walking out of here tonight. You can do it, the voice inside him said, just take the gun and blow his fuckin’ heid’ aff’. Yes, that’s it, he would just blast the guy and Arthur would send somebody in to help - a ‘cleaner’ - to make the body vanish. 

      It would all be taken care of, sorted. 

      Wouldn’t it?

      He grabbed the weapon and sprung to his feet, pointing it straight out with a double handed grip, crouching forward like the cops did in the movies. He was just doing his best, as always, to adapt in a world that wasn’t his. “Who the fuck is it?”

      Another noise, like footsteps.  

      “Look, I’ve got a gun, so if you’ve come to rob me you can piss off! You’ve picked the wrong place, OK? You don’t know who you’re fucking with!” 

      His heart was kicking like a mule. 

      Adrenalin. 

      Fear. 

      He struggled to temper his trembling arms as he approached the door and kicked it open, “Fucking bastards, c’mon then!” he screamed like a lunatic, like he’d never screamed before, like he was Tony Montana in the movie Scarface.

      That’s when he came face-to-face with his visitor - a little mouse, squirming on the floor and chomping its way round a half-eaten apple.

      He frowned in bemusement. “Jesus Christ,” he closed his eyes as an unimaginable wave of relief washed over him, like a man who was about to orgasm. 

      No heavies. 

      No balaclavas. 

      No need for suicide pills or shady body snatchers. 

      “Just a wee mouse, ha! Hello wee man, where did you come from? I almost blew you’re wee mousey brains out,” he chuckled to himself, totally unaware of the shadowy figure now standing behind him with an evil smile.

      He was so relieved. 

      Glad that the thing could go back in the drawer and that today wouldn’t be the day, to kill or be killed. 

      Such is life.  

      As he turned, all he saw was a little white dot. 

      Moving fast. 

      The thick end of a baseball bat. 

      Not the man who swung it, just the dot. Getting bigger and bigger, till eventually it cracked him, dead across the forehead. 

      The lights went out…
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      The embodiment of discipline may lead you to certain strength, yet the predictability of routine may lead you to a certain demise…  

      Billy ‘Red Dot’ Richardson ran away from home as a teenage boy to go and join the British Army. Fighting his way through the ranks, he passed selection and became a coveted member of the UK Special Forces.

      The SAS Man. 

      He was an elusive figure, was Red Dot, and nobody really knew that much about him. For example, it was unknown to most but he’d been watched by millions of viewers in televised footage of the Iranian Embassy Siege back in 1980 as one of the ‘men in black’ that ‘went in through the window’. 

      That was a long time ago. 

      He was now an old man, in his sixties. 

      You wouldn’t really expect a man of that age to be active in the business, but you’d be dead wrong if you thought that about Red Dot. Ironically, his post-military career had been a great deal bloodier than the one he’d seen in the SAS, for he was the infamous gangland hitman that worked exclusively for the number one gangster in Glasgow - Arthur McConnell. 

      He was an expert in urban assassination and had over forty hits beneath his belt. He’d never been caught. It was hard not to be impressed by such a flawless and ‘untouchable’ record but also frightening to think that a man like that, a highly-trained gangland serial killer, freely walked among us. The Police had nicknamed him the ‘Teflon Shooter’ as they were never able to pin anything on him, also assuming these days that the old man was retired. To this day though, he was still active and picking up contracts.

      Years ago, his house would have been surrounded by Strathclyde Police Surveillance Officers, around the clock, hiding in the bushes and whatnot. But these days, his residence at Stirling Villa was a fairly quiet affair, isolated and surrounded by woodland, in a modest wee village in North Lanarkshire. Away from the limelight and the grit of the city in a place where nobody knew him. 

      But, somebody had found him. 

      He lived alone and had a set routine. 

      Routine is the enemy. 

      Routine makes you vulnerable, eventually. 

      He always got up at five am for coffee, target practice and his daily five-miler. 

      Just like today.

      He stood on the door step, took the final drag of his cigarette and flicked the butt into an empty plant pot before locking a pellet into the barrel of his .22 Webley air rifle. Like breathing, shooting is a skill that you need to practice, like he did as a boy with this very weapon, killing birds and rodents that crossed his path. It was the best way to get a feel for moving targets. 

      Velocity and timing. 

      He pressed his eye against the gunsight and took aim at a bright yellow object, steadying the cross-hair where a letter ‘T’ was painted in red. The empty lager can was nailed to a stump on a wooden fence, several metres to the side of his rusting garage doors. His breathing was slow and measured, his pulse steady. He pulled the trigger and hit the beer can right in the red zone, exactly one millimetre to the right of yesterday’s shot. 

      One shot a day, always in the red, always spaced at a distance of one millimetre. 

      No more, no less. 

      Along the top and down the bottom. 

      It wasn’t all about keeping the skills sharp either, but remembering his childhood, and the days where he hadn’t had to kill for money or for God, Queen and Country.

      He drank his coffee, strong and black. 

      He lit another fag and let it hang from his lips as he stretched his legs. On the front steps for the hamstring. Against the wall for the calves. Clutching onto a drain pipe for the quads. One last drag, then he flicked the cigarette onto a pile of stubs that grew in a mossy plant pot. 

      Then, he set off on his usual route. 

      Just the daily routine of a weathered killer. 

      He was clearly a man who slept remarkably well at night, for his sins.

      

      He watched him coming down the hill, through binoculars, a wiry old figure with a shaved head and a handlebar moustache - scraggly and overgrown - SAS-style. He wore a string vest that showcased a random scattering of old military tattoos, poorly applied and faded to a greenish-blue. He looked like a half-frozen skeleton, thawing out, running from the icy rivers of death below. He had a brazen and steely look in his eyes, one of determination and focus, perhaps anger. 

      Yes, he looked pissed off, like he was out to kill somebody; maybe he was. 

      He moved with defiance, a blatant refusal to face the ever-beckoning call, the unavoidable submission to death. 

      A determined statement of his moreish needs. 

      To live more. 

      Kill more. 

      Survive more. 

      Out in the open. 

      Moving fast. 

      Churning out breath, white plumes, chilled and fresh, trailing in his wake. Moving like a steam train, a machine that would stop for no man, unless it was on his terms.

      Not today though, as someone was waiting for him, and they were ready to make him stop.

      

      Murdoch’s Land Rover was parked behind the bushes, the rear door open and ready. 

      The trip wire was in place and Red Dot ran to it like a mad man. Right into Mad Dog’s trap, the biggest slip-up of his shadowy career. 

      All in the name of a daily regime, relentless and disciplined, strictly enforced by an eternal fear of the Grim Reaper. When the old man hit the wire, he’d been running faster than Murdoch thought it was physically possible for a man to run.

      Seeing his face get splattered and ricochet as it hit the open road was like watching a hammer come down on the head of a nail; with a gnarly cracking of the bone and a magnificent clotting of blood that pooled around the nostrils and bubbled at his lips. Murdoch actually wondered if his nose bone might have been forced back into his brain. 

      Could that happen? 

      He wasn’t sure. 

      He rolled over, mumbling and gargling, toothless and bloody. 

      The man who’d come to get Red Dot walked closer, to get a full-on view. He was a battered mess, rolling around on the side of the road. He watched him like a man who had just shot a deer, without killing it. He stood there looking, loosely clutching a Taser gun in his right hand, wondering if he would have to use it or not. Just then, he touched at his belly like something was slowly twisting inside his gut. He felt like he might puke, a weird kind of empty adrenalin; he was craving for an injection of heroin.

      He looked down at the old SAS Man.

      He was a tough old bastard, right enough, and he soon got to his knees for a scrap. That’s when Murdoch got even closer to him, taking a straight-aim with the weapon as Red Dot looked him dead in the eye.

      Mad Dog pulled the trigger and blasted the old bastard with 50,000 Volts.
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      It is important in life, to know where you were meant to be…

      A man dressed in black entered the Strathclyde University lecture hall, shortly after ten pm.

      As always, he was late.

      And, as always, he limped his way up the shallow steps to the very last row and sat himself down.

      Quietly and discreetly.

      He wasn’t a student, like the rest, so why was he there?

      Well, he may not have been particularly motivated by the theoretical realms of speculative academia but the man in black was very much a ‘practitioner’ and had never been ashamed to admit that he had a great deal to learn from the man who was lecturing there today - Professor Alistair Sinclair - a widely recognised expert on the subject of Criminal Psychology and Forensic Profiling.

      A man of significant esoteric greatness.

      And, as the man in black would have told any of his fellow mortals: “Greatness in the fields of esoterica is a dying game in Scotland.”

      It seemed to the man in black that Sinclair’s brain must have been customised by God, specially engineered to assist with the mechanics and challenges of modern policing. Sadly, though, he hadn’t found his place in that world. He’d wanted to join the Force, at one point, more than anything. But, somethings in life just weren’t meant to be. A world of personal order and discipline simply wasn’t for him and that was something he had learned to accept very early on in life.

      You see, he didn’t like to move too much. 

      He preferred to sit and not move, for as long as was possibly achievable.

      Sitting, comfortable, stress-free.

      Drinking, coffee or wine; depending on the time of day.

      Reading.

      Thinking.

      Writing books.

      Putting things into perspective.

      These, to Sinclair, were the most noble and rewarding of all daily human endeavours.

      Once upon a time, he had even warned an ultra-fit marathon runner who had grand ambitions in the field of criminology, that: “The procrastination of movement is fundamental to the enhancement of worldly knowledge and that such excessive levels of exercise would undoubtedly inhibit the attainment of true intellectual enlightenment.” Such was the wonderful arrogance of the philosophising intellectual.

      Whilst sitting, he also enjoyed eating. 

      The thirty-two stone he now carried in body weight was certainly testament to that. He was a huge figure of a man with a ruddy complexion that not only suggested high blood pressure but an excessively high intake of Ruby Port and the finest of Wagyu Beef Tomahawks.

      As he stood before his audience, his larger-than-life profile made the wooden podium seem distinctly smaller than it was. He shuffled through papers, breathing heavily and unhealthily into the microphone, a picture of poor health and excessive appetites. 

      Eccentricity, too. 

      Messy hair. 

      Thick glasses. 

      And he always wore these silly bowties, dedicated to Walt Disney cartoon characters, Bugs Bunny and God only knew who else.

      He was a snob.

      An elitist.

      A fumbling, bumbling genius of a man.

      He was also one of DCI Mac McGreavy’s nearest and dearest friends.

      

      Professor Sinclair removed his frames and pinched at the top of his nose, between the eyes. Frowning intensely, as if suddenly struck by a piercing headache. He was thinking, though, of a headline that had taken the front pages - MAN WITH CRUCIFIX TATTOO FOUND IN RIVER CLYDE - REVENGE FOR CHARLENE - FRANKIE MURDOCH BEHEADED AND DISMEMBERED IN COLD BLOOD. He muttered something to himself and his fascinated students watched him with eager anticipation. He then shook his head and put his glasses back on, smirking at something that had apparently seemed absurd, some information that was being processed in that brilliant mind of his.

      The lecture commenced - THE PSYCHOLOGY OF MURDER. “Well, my little cherubs, today’s ramblings will be very much focussed on an extremely important question. The question is - why? Why do people kill their fellow beings? Serial killers. What motivates them? Sex? Power? Some invisible force of evil? The Devil, perhaps? What could motivate you to kill the person that is seated next to you today, in cold blood? Think about it, very carefully and very honestly. Are you capable of murder? I say, yes. You all are capable of killing. Me, you, and everyone present here today. We all have it within ourselves to kill. And, if we each had to kill someone, if we had no choice in the matter - kill or be killed - I guarantee that several of you would be deeply inclined to do it again. Why? Because, if you can do something once, you can do it a hundred times. Human beings are compulsive. Murder is no different. Some men become alcoholics from the first moment that a drink passes their lips, it comes to be an addictive compulsion, instantaneously. It’s almost as if such compulsions to vice might be pre-programmed into our brains at birth. Leading us to become addicts. Repeat offenders. Blood-thirsty killers. And that, my cherubs, is what makes the Psychology of Murder so downright bloody fascinating, is it not? Because, it is not the act of murder itself that fascinates us so much, but what made the killer do it. How did he or she find themselves in that position? Could we end up in the same place, somehow? Slitting a throat for the first time? Chopping up the body parts? Burying the corpse? Drinking the victim’s blood, like a vampire? Having sex, with a still-warm or dead-cold corpse? Deep down, we are all curious to know, what it was that led them to the thrill of the kill and what made them continue to lurk and hunt upon the dark path. Are they addicts, or just evil? Were they born in the same human condition as you were? Could you have been driven to commit those crimes also? Faced, for example, with the same circumstances. Childhood psychological trauma. Abandonment. Sexual abuse. Violent beatings. Constant humiliation. Could you also have become that same person? And, once you tried it, would you get a taste for it? Could you have that special DNA, or mental programming at birth, that would put you onto the serial killer’s path? To kill and kill and never stop killing until you got caught, or got stopped by a bullet? Could there be one thing that would make us take that first step? To push you over the edge? To plan and execute the murder, in cold blood? Does such a force exist? I say, yes. Let me tell you what it is - REVENGE! Motivating first-time killers since biblical times. ‘It is mine to avenge; I will repay,’ Deuteronomy 32:35. Giving people a taste of their own medicine, because the deserve it, right? The question is, my dear cherubs, how far would you take it, to avenge an enemy?”
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      The true warrior knows when to do battle, when to retreat, and when to surrender… 

      He came out of the bathroom to confront the abducted men. 

      He’d been on the toilet constantly since returning from Bangkok. Could be one of those foreign bugs he’d picked up. Some kind of nasty food poisoning. Whatever it was, he had a bad dose of the shits…

      The kitchen had an old-fashioned coal burner, serving as both heater and cooking stove. 

      Each man was tied to a chair and Mad Dog shocked them to life with a Glasgow Kiss to the dome; one a piece.

      “What is this? Are you with the London firm, is that what this is?” Ferris spoke with squinting eyes, looking around him and trying to peer out of the kitchen window.

      “No, try again.”

      “What do you want?” Red Dot spoke, sounding a bit like the Elephant Man, his face all mangled and bloody.

      “Revenge. That is what I want.”

      The Sniper remained silent but listened intently.

      “Revenge against who?” Ferris asked with the fear of God in his eyes.

      “The Three Kings, that’s what they get called these days on the street, is it not? Razor, Dancer and Fat Boy?”

      Now Ferris sat silent too.

      “That’s why the two of you are here. Those wee dicks fucked me over, so now one of you is going to help me bring the bastards down.”

      “You must be aff’ yer’ fuckin’ nut,” Ferris intervened. “That would be like signing our own death warrants.”

      Murdoch pulled a sawn-off double-barrel from a leather bag that sat on the floor. He stood up and pumped it. “Ferris! I’m going to ask you a simple question and I want a simple fucking answer. Are you going to help me, or not?”

      “Nae’ chance, ya’ posh prick, away n’ shag yer maw’.”

      “Wonderful, a simple answer to a simple question, seldom to be had these day. I’m afraid to say, though, ma’ maw’ is pan fuckin’ breid’ deid’, right?” He walked right up to The Bookkeeper and shoved the gun in his face at point-blank range. “Watch this, Red Dot…” he pulled the trigger and put his brains to the wall.

      It made a Hell of a sound in the small kitchen and made the ears ring like buggery.

      Grey matter fragments.

      Wild peels of human skin.

      Clotted streams of splattered blood.

      It all trickled down the wall like a tin of baked beans. 

      Red Dot flinched and his face got splattered with bits of skull, bone and cartilage. The chair flew back but latched on the wall at a perfect angle, leaving his legs and arms dangling out to the sides. He no longer had a face, just a red, mangled mess of remains.

      “Ho, ho, ho…! Look at the Red Dot! Fucking shot, or what? Look at the face! Fucking nice one!”

      Red Dot had his head down to the left and was taking staggered breaths. 

      “Alright there, auld yin’? Been a while since you saw any shit like that, eh? Back in your SAS days though, must have been a riot, eh?” Mad Dog stood right in front of the old assassin with the sawn-off hanging down by his right leg. Again, he lifted it high and pumped it. “Red Dot! I’m going to ask you a simple question and I want a simple answer. Are you going to help me, or not?”

      “Aye’, I’ll help ye’.”

      “Well done, auld’ yin’. That was a bit too easy though, not much fight for a battle-hardened combat man, eh?”

      “Cut the bullshit, I said I would help, now what’s this about?”

      “It’s about a wee girl that I very dearly loved,” he lied, “those bastards killed her, the same way they killed your wee girl.”

      “What the fuck did you just say?”

      “That night, out at the farm house in Cleland? It was the McConnell boys, they did it for a laugh. Pissed out their nuts on Buckfast. They took turns at raping her before hanging her up by the rafters and setting her alight.”

      “How do you know this, were you one of the team?”

      “I heard them boast about it one night, Fat Boy was always doing that kind of thing, raping girls and wee boys even. He’s a Beast. And, I’m gonna’ give them a wee taste of their own medicine. You with me?”

      “Aye,” he was stone-faced and cold, old Richardson, but you could see it was getting to him. “Right, I’m in, what’s the deal?”

      “You know them better than I do, I’ve been off the scene for quite a wee while, you see? So, I just need some information. Arthur’s three boys, they must have women in their lives too: wives, daughters and so on. I want names and addresses. Is that doable?”

      “And then, you’ll let me go?”

      “You promise not to tell anybody about this wee deal of ours?”

      “Aye, you have my word.”

      “Then, it’s a deal,” Mad Dog took out a pen and paper and together they began to jot down a Kill List.
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      Evil men pray on the trust of innocents, it has been that way since the beginning of time…

      “Speak, Red Dot. I want a solid list of names.”

      “Paula McConnell.”

      Mad Dog wrote it down.

      “She’s jist’ a wee lassie, Down Syndrome too, so she’s not all there. Know what a’ mean?”

      “Aye. Fair enough, I’ll be gentle when I slit her throat, I promise,” he smirked.

      “She’s Fat Boy’s daughter, he’ll be in bits if she disappears.”

      “That’s exactly what I wanted to hear. She’ll be gettin’ the ‘psycho-package’ too then; too bad for her. I’ll take lots of photos after I’ve raped her wee spastic body and given her a one-way ticket,” Mad Dog chuckled as Red Dot recoiled with disgust. “Address?” 

      “She stays with Fat Boy at his place in the Gorbals.”

      “Good stuff. So, who’s getting smoked next?”

      “Razor’s a bit of a Dark Horse when it comes to relationships and stuff. Rumour is though he’s head-over-heels in love with a woman called Glenda Bishop, a right hard old boot, she runs a brothel off Blythswood Square. The one that was in the papers, where that serial killer’s mother worked, remember? The Casanova Killer?”

      “That psycho that was getting women into bed and chopping them up, Hannibal Lecter style?”

      “Aye.”

      “Tut-tut, there’s some dodgy characters out there. Is there not, Red Dot?”

      “Irene Campbell should be on your list too, she’s Dancer’s daughter from his previous marriage, an Art History student at Glasgow Caledonian University. She’s in student digs but spends the weekends with her mother and the new boyfriend. Dancer is besotted with her, anybody lays a finger on her, they’ll have lynch mobs hunting you down on the streets.”

      Mad Dog smirked. 

      “Right, so what’s the deal, then? Are you letting me go?”

      “Err, well before we get to that, I’ve got something to tell you.”

      “What’s that then?”

      “Well, I just wanted to say that I told you a lie, the McConnell lads didn’t even know your daughter.”

      “What the Hell are you playing at then, I don’t understand?”

      “For an SAS man, you don’t catch on that quickly…”

      The military man just frowned.

      “Terrible the way she hung like that, your wee girl, out there in that old farmhouse shed. Wasn’t it? A right cold night it was too, and she just lay there on the ground showing off those pale blue silken panties to a taxi driver. Terrible. Now, normally, I wouldn’t have done it. OK? But she was a wee cock-tease, know what I’m saying Red Dot? That wee daughter of yours was a little fucking cock-tease. Flaunting that bare arse, putting it right in front of me like that, I just couldn’t resist such an open invitation, could I? She asked for it, begged for it… I tell you what, too, she was a good little fuck. Well, as far as unconscious girls go, she was pretty OK. Nice and tight, she was. You catchin’ my drift now, old man?”

      Red Dot went berserk, shuffling and straining in his chair, cursing like a trucker. “Why? Why? Why?” the tears had finally welled up and he broke down. “Whhhyyy?”

      “Because, I didn’t like you, you were on my turf…and I wanted to be Arthur’s number-one hitman. He needed a fearless youngster on his team, and I was the real deal, not you…”

      “You sick fucking bastard,” he totally lost it, a trembling, weeping wreck.

      Mad Dog laughed like a psycho, hysterically, as he raised the sawn-off and took aim directly at the old soldier’s cranium, ready to blow it clean-off. “Sorry, mate, but I just wanted to share these little details with you, so it will be the last thing you remember before you die.” Mad Dog pulled the trigger.
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      Protect the innocent, for they are easy prey…

      Three wee girls, arm-in-arm, the one in the middle looking ‘not-quite-right’, came skipping down through the High School gates. 

      Jolly. 

      Full-of-life. 

      Rosy cheeks. 

      It would have been quite an iconic sight, but for the fact that the one in the middle would get swept off her feet; not in a good way either.

      Two of them caught the bus and the middle one took off on her ‘wee walk’ home. 

      Not too far - no danger - what harm could be done to her?

      Her parents had bothered themselves in careful deliberation, before deciding on awarding her this freedom, to ‘empower’ her. Now, they would regret it, for a deviant was on the streets and he was set on giving her the ‘psycho-package’. She skipped away from the Bus Stop cul-de-sac, waving to her pals on the bus, to emerge on the main pavement where a Land Rover had just pulled up on the side. 

      A suited-man with red hair and Ray Ban sunglasses jumped out. “Paula McConnell, can I have a word? Police,” he showed her his ID. “Sorry about this, I just need to ask you a few wee questions, if you wouldn’t mind getting into the vehicle.”

      “Sorry? What do you mean?”

      “It is with regards to a criminal investigation, a murder enquiry that your family is tied up in. I just need a few words to be able to put you in the clear and then I’ll drop you off at your mum and dad’s house, OK?”

      “But, it doesn’t seem right, I’m not supposed to talk to strangers…”

      “Are you resisting arrest? If so, I will be forced to take you to the station and charge you.”

      The girl frowned and blushed. 

      Murdoch smiled, his ‘evil’ smile, watching with delight as she pissed herself. The flesh of her inner thighs visibly trembling as yellow streaks of urine came streaming down, spoiling the softness of her veiny, white skin.

      “Oh, come along, sweetheart,” he consoled her, in a mocking and patronising way. “I’m sure you haven’t done anything wrong, just a few questions, that’s all? My colleagues, in fact, ensured me that you are totally innocent and have nothing to worry about with regards to the investigation.”

      “Really?”

      “Yes, totally. Look, I’ve got ice cream in the car, do you like ice cream?”

      She smiled, suddenly, nodding with naivety and a new-found purpose.

      Inside the spacious cabin of his 4x4 vehicle he indeed had a nice ice cream cone for her: a strawberry-flavoured Cornetto. As he pulled away from the kerb, he looked out the window and muttered beneath his breath. “Enjoy it sweetheart, cause’ it will surely be your last.”

      

      He got her settled-in, back at the cottage, camera running as she lapped up ice cream like the simple soul she was. “So, what I’m getting at here is that you may have been complicit in certain of your father’s criminal doings and of the McConnell family’s business at large. Albeit you may have done so unwittingly, but we could still wind up charging you. You must have seen things, heard things at home, which means you might get a jail sentence in the up-and-coming trial.”

      “You said I was innocent, that everyone knows it?” she stopped with her chomping.

      “I believe you, that’s why I want to help you.”

      “I don’t know what you mean, I haven’t done anything wrong.”

      “But, that is not how the Judge will see it.”

      “I’ve done absolutely nothing wrong…I promise…please, I just want to go to school and play with my pals…”

      “Prison isn’t that bad, to be fair, it’s a bit like school. They even have ice cream there, once a month you can get one small spoonful. Ten years gets done in no time at all. You can make nice friends too, lots of girls your age up in Barlinnie, in fact they just built a new section for girls just like you. I don’t think they have much in the way of activities but at least you will be spending less time with the paedophiles and rapists. So, that can only be a good thing, right?”

      “Will they do bad things to me?”

      “Aye, sadly they will do some bad things to you,” Mad Dog said with mock remorse. “But, it’s just a part of prison life, sweetheart. Rape. Assault. You’ll get used to it though, I can see you have a strong character, and that means you’ll be a survivor.”

      “It isn’t fair though. I didn’t do anything. I’m a good girl who doesn’t swear or anything. I do all my homework - all of it - I promise.”

      “Such is life, I’m afraid, bad things happen to good people every day, sweetheart.”

      “Is there anything I can do, to really prove my innocence?”

      “Well, yes, perhaps…”

      “What? Anything, just say what it is…”

      “Well, if you want, and I would only be doing it as a massive favour to you…”

      “Yes, of course, what?”

      “Maybe, I could keep you here with me, you could be my ‘special friend’?”

      “Would you feed me ice cream?”

      “Yes, of course,” he giggled to himself. “But you would have to do something for me in return.”

      “Of course, what?”

      “Well, special friends do special things for each other.”

      “Like, what?”

      “Well, for example, would you let me touch you in your special place?”

      She blushed and looked like she might piss herself again.

      “Has anyone ever touched you, in your special place?”

      She shook her head. “Not really, Daddy sometimes has to sniff it to make sure it is clean, that’s all.”

      “Are you a virgin?”

      She nodded.

      “Well, I can make sure that your first time is really special, and I will make you my very special girl. You will be my dedicated slave, OK? And you can eat all the ice cream in the world. You know what a slave is?”

      “No…”

      “It is a very special girl who loves and serves a very special boy, like me, and they do special things and eat ice cream when nobody else is watching.”

      “OK,” she went bolt-upright again with that insatiably determined smile, her ‘ice cream’ smile.

      Mad Dog smiled, glancing at the camera, the whole thing was getting caught on video and he would send all the marvellous footage of his evil deeds to the Godfather himself. “Do we have a deal, then? I promise that your special time with me will be a million times better than the horrible times you’d be forced to endure in that awful prison with the crooked guards and evil girls who would steal your things and bully you like Hell, till you cry and wet yourself.”

      She stopped licking, again, and looked down at the ground. “What about Mummy and Daddy?” 

      “I’ll be your family now.”

      She looked horrified, but relieved by his proposal at the same tim.

      “Do we have a deal then, you’ll be my special slave?”

      She nodded her head, enthusiastically.

      “OK, well how about we have some more ice cream, then after lunch I’ll show you how I can touch you in a very special way?”

      Again, she nodded and smiled.
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      Evil of the mind is the cancer of humanity… 

      He coughed and felt an acute dryness at the back of his throat. “Why don’t you take off your skirt and slide off those little panties, eh?”

      The simpleton went rigid again, her face flushing hot. “I don’t like this anymore, I want to go home.”

      “You know what? I think I am going to withdraw my kind offer of a luxury home-protection scheme. I think with your attitude being as it is, you’re going to serve your time in jail.”

      “No, please…”

      “Just in time for the new programme to start too, unlucky for you.”

      “What programme?”

      “The Electric Chair…”

      Her face was a picture. 

      She didn’t piss herself put the tears welled in her eyes as the bottom lip trembled. 

      “Yup, young girls who are connected with major criminal investigations will all be getting sent to ‘The Chair’, you know what that means? Death by electrocution? Sweetheart, all your sweet little juices are going to sizzle and bubble like Fizzy Pop! And those adorable little slanted eyes of yours will pop right out of your stupid fucking head. Yeah, you’re going to be a right little sizzler, I can tell just by looking at you. I think I’ll have to come along too, to see the show, and smell your meat as you get fried to a crisp. Yeah, it’s going to be delicious.”

      She began to weep, a weird little performance of grunting and snorting and blowing bubbles.

      “There was me giving you a way out though, offering you a chance at life, a real chance. And you reject it? What the Hell is wrong with you? Are you a fucking spastic, or what?”

      “Don’t call me that! Look, I’m sorry, please, I need you to protect me. Don’t let them kill me like that…”

      “So, what’s it to be then? Can I really trust you now?”

      “Yes, you can…”

      “Sweetheart, if you cross me one more time, I will cut your fucking throat. Don’t you dare abuse my hospitality here, got that?”

      “Yes, I’m begging you, please. Let me be your slave. I can be your special virgin sex slave…really, I can. You want to see my special cunny? I never showed it to anybody apart from Daddy before…”

      Mad Dog slanted his eyes, deviously and looked at her sideways. Fat Boy, he thought. Dirty, filthy paedo bastard… 

      “You want to have sex with me, now? I won’t disappoint you…I will be the best slave in the world…please…” she was truly pleading.

      Murdoch smiled, glancing again at the video camera. “OK, just peel off your pissy little cotton panties sweetheart, time for Mad Dog to see what a virgin retard really feels like.”

      She undressed, clumsily so, but she acted like she was the sexiest damn woman on God’s sweet earth. 

      Poor soul, what a bloody charade…

      

      She sat on the edge of the bed, her pudgy little legs spread, and with two flat palms she stretched out her inner thighs to show the killer her youthful pink opening.

      “Can I touch it?” he asked her, like they were best friends, exploring for the first time.

      She nodded, with a glint of adventure and curious excitement.

      Murdoch touched and probed, easing the tip of his middle finger inside her. He watched her frown, but she didn’t flinch as he expected her too. He guessed that she didn’t have much feeling down there, he wasn’t even sure that Down Syndrome girls had any kind of sexual inclinations whatsoever, but there was a response nevertheless. 

      He suddenly felt disheartened by the act of abusing her sexually, it wasn’t getting him aroused, so he realised then that her true destiny would be for a quick ending by rear-end strangulation.

      Yes, that would be the end of it. 

      “Sweetheart, please lay down on your tummy and face that way,” he gestured to the camera. “I’m going to make it really soft and gentle for you, because it’s your first time, OK?”

      “OK,” she obeyed, smiling still, like it was all a game.

      Poor soul…

      He knelt beside her, caressing the shallow curvature of her otherwise flat back. Her body was dense and weird and she had an odd posture. He touched her, sized her up, the way a masseur might do with a client. He put her arms down straight by her sides, indeed, as though he might administer a sensual oil-massage. He touched her hair, using his fingers to clear the neckline, not wanting clumps to get stuck between belt and skin as he squelched the life from her chubby little neck.

      “Everything OK down there?”

      She giggled. “Yes, ta’.”

      Murdoch got off the bed and removed his shirt. He went to stand with his back to the camera and a give a full-on view of his crucifix tattoo. Yes, he wanted to send somebody a message. After all, he liked to send messages, and he was good at getting them across. He walked back to the bed and took the belt from his jeans, the way his dad used to do it after a night at the pub. Once fully naked, he got back on the bed and mounted her weird-looking rear-end, taking a minute to look again right into the lens of the camera - communicating his message. He smiled, the way he had smiled at the McConnell brothers in court, his ‘evil smile’. He pulled at the belt, outwards, as if testing its tension and suitability for strangulation. “Ready for the Rainbow Show, my sweet little slave?”

      She giggled again. “Yes, please, I like rainbows.”

      He smiled again at how dense she really was and with the pin of the buckle he forced the pointy part down into the flesh of her behind. It made her head rise up as she squealed in pain, like a fat little piglet, all young and ugly. That was his time, to strike, as he had enough space to reach under and fixate the belt around her neck and fold it into a noose. He tucked it under and pulled backwards, slightly twisting to the right, so her face was directly facing the camera. He began to pull tightly, squeezing like Hell. He called it The Rainbow Show because of the way the face changes colour during the act of strangulation.

      First the cheeks go a nice shade of hot-pink, as the blood shoots up and the skin strains, against the tight-choking of the jugular - the initial phase. The blood then boils, as the pressure rises, and the veins get over-loaded. The hot-pink soon turns a hot-red as the vessels surge on the verge of explosion. That magnificent hue of crimson-cherry spreads around the eye sockets as if the ocular marbles are getting ready to pop out, like in the cartoons; they never did though. The eyes just turn gluey and swollen, quickly taking on a morbid and deathly translucence. 

      He tightened his cross-over pull at the back-end trapping of her neck.

      Oxygen starvation then gives way to the blue-moon phase, like now, and a morbid colour that makes you understand, instantly, where the phrase a ‘deathly-blue’ comes from. 

      If the killer stays with his victim for just a little while longer he will also get to see the emergence of a beautiful pale-lavender - the death phase. It reminded Murdoch of a soap that his sister had used, called Angelic Lavender, not just because of the colour but because this was the stage where the soul would be given to the Angel of Death.  

      He just loved to watch it, the evolution of changing shades and facial expressions, as the victim transitioned from conventional three-dimensional space to the dimension of darkness. It was true knowledge, in that moment, of the full spectrum. The very bitter end, that so few get to witness in life, up close. 

      He relaxed his grip and her dead-lavender face dropped to the mattress. He peeled out the length of his belt from under her neck and let it fall loosely down upon the soft, still-warm spine.

      He was happy, in a way, that her suffering was over…
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      The spectre of the dead can be a determined breed, sometimes. 

      Here she was, again, watching him from behind the restaurant window. It was sprayed with an artificial snow that fell short of being particularly warm or festive. She stood out on the slushy Glasgow pavement, invisible to those who passed her. 

      She wore her favourite bathrobe, the pink one. He had given it to her as a Christmas gift, many years ago. It was the one they had found her in, that day, when she killed herself. 

      She held a hand up, an open palm, like she wanted to wave but didn’t have the energy. 

      Her lips were poised for speech, frozen, like she wanted to say something but couldn’t find the words. 

      Her shadowy face was white with murky accentuations of blistered blue. A faint, morbid and mottled face; a bleak expression of broken-heartedness in the next dimension. Her dead, taunting eyes were black and swollen, like those of a snake…

      “Are you OK, Mac? You look like you’ve seen a ghost,” Professor Sinclair asked his haunted, sober friend. He saw that he had come over pale, suddenly, and had that all-to-familiar look in his eyes. 

      One of confusion, desperation and fear.

      Grief.

      “Sorry, that was a bad choice of words.”

      “No, no, you’re alright,” he shook it off, eternally grateful to the pompous Professor for his friendship and understanding. After all, most people would think he was a raving lunatic if they knew that he was regularly visited by the spectre of a dead woman. The one he had just seen out there, standing on the street.

      His wife, Mary.

      It had all gone downhill after the tragic passing of their son, Robbie, who died after a night out at The Tunnel nightclub in the city centre. A regular night of drinking and dancing with his Uni pals had ended up with some bright spark suggesting they pop a few ecstasy pills and go back to the student digs for an ‘all-nighter’. Robbie had taken a bad turn and they rushed him off to the infirmary.

      He died in the ambulance.

      Mary hadn’t coped very well and tried to block out the reality of their predicament with a constant intake of gin and sleeping pills. Within a month, his wife had killed herself in a massive overdose, leaving Mac alone to do what he did best - drinking and hunting murderers.

      She was gone, but her spirit was surely stuck in no-man’s land, caught up somewhere between the living and the dead.

      “How’s your daughter Mac, the beautiful young Marie?” it was a subtle attempt to change his course of thought, onto the living and away from the dead.

      “Alistair, what are you doing?” Mac avoided the question and chuckled away in bemusement.

      “What?”

      “With that bread, that little mixture of oil and vinegar you’ve got there, do they not have any butter in this place?”

      “It’s a Mediterranean alternative Mac, much healthier. Give it a try, you might like it. And, more importantly, you might live longer,” explained the Professor, sipping an overly-priced glass of Sauvignon Blanc.

      “Well that’s rich coming from you, but I happen to like butter, quite a lot…” McGreavy exploded into a wonderful eruption of laughter. Proper, loud and boisterous laughter. It was the simple things that amused him.

      They had been doing this old routine for years now. Mac would get invited to attend one of the Professor’s University lectures and afterwards they would go out for lunch, taking turns at suggesting the place and picking up the bill. For Mac, it was usually a grotty old pub somewhere with sticky floors and flat, piss-warm beer. For the Professor, on the other hand, it was usually more upmarket and fancy, like the trendy wine bar they were in now, where a beer would cost you a tenner and people liked to coat their pretentious focaccia breads with oil and vinegar and a block of butter was nowhere to be seen.

      By social class, they were at opposite ends of the spectrum.

      An odd pairing, for sure.

      Intellectually, however, they were right on par and that was what made for such a solid and rewarding friendship.

      Solid, because of a mutual trust that had developed over the course of several years.

      Rewarding, because Professor Alistair Sinclair was acutely familiar with the workings of the criminal mind and Police procedure. More so than most Police Investigators, particularly when it came to serial killers. Their lunches, liquid or otherwise, had been instrumental in the solving of several cases over the years and, in this sense, he had become the DCI’s secret weapon. So much so that Mac had nicknamed him ‘The Oracle’.

      So, perhaps McGreavy wasn’t really the genius of policing and masterful investigations that people had him figured as; but, he was quite happy to let them think that he was every penny of it. “Oh, you asked about Marie…” he politely recalled the Professor’s question. “She’s a daughter in a million Alistair, a rock. In fact, she’s more like a mother than a daughter,” this was true. “I’m honestly not sure how I would have coped without her,” he said, drinking his strong black coffee.

      “And, you? Not drinking?” The Professor gestured to the cup. “What on earth has happened? Shall Hell freeze over next?”

      “Bloody gout, that’s what happened, it’s been making my life miserable for years. Doc says the only hope I have is to cut back on the sauce, or quit completely.”

      “So, you’re actually done with it?”

      “Uch, I don’t know. Mary wants me off it too, she told me one night when she appeared outside my living room window. I’ll probably just be off it till I decide that it’s in the best interest of public safety for me to start boozing again,” he smiled with mischief and intent.

      “I see they found a body, in the Clyde,” said the Professor, eyes down, carefully picking the bones from a tiny piece of fish.

      “None other than Frankie Murdoch. Scotland’s Most Evil Man, as the papers enjoyed calling him. He was released from Barlinnie a few months ago apparently, the sister dropped him at the airport and he was never seen again till his body tuned up in the river.”

      “And, it was his body, was it?” the Professor enquired, clearly sceptical.

      “They identified him by a distinctive tattoo on his back, a one-of-a-kind tribal design of a Crucifix. Let’s face it, too, there would be no shortage of people wanting to do him in as soon as he got out. Charlene Ferguson was a popular girl and what he did was a vile thing, gutting her genitalia like that and smashing her brains in. Poor girl was left a vegetable.”

      Alistair raised a curious eyebrow. “Better then, to let the family believe that it was him, justice done and all that,” he added, chomping on a piece of bread that he’d used to mop up residues of creamy white wine sauce from his plate.

      “You’re not buying it, are you?”

      “Oh, come one Mac, bodies are not dumped in the Clyde with the intention of being fished out and identified. But that one was. Bodies get thrown in with concrete shoes and the corpse normally rots on the river bed for weeks…or months…it can be years before a body gets fished out. And believe me, if someone was ruthless and professional enough to decapitate Frankie and dismember him, they would surely be careful enough to do it properly and buy him a pair of heavy duty winter shoes, as an early Christmas present, you get my meaning?”

      “So, what? Mad Dog fakes his own death and rides off into the sunset to live happily ever after?”

      “Whatever went on there, I think somebody planned it, somebody with time on his hands, you get my meaning?”

      McGreavy nodded, digesting the possibility that Frankie Murdoch might still be out there, somewhere. 

      In Glasgow. 

      Or, some other city. 

      Far away, perhaps, presumed dead. 

      Living under a new persona. 

      With a new name. 

      A new face, courtesy of a ‘Black Market’ plastic surgeon.

      Was it plausible?

      It was a little far-fetched, true, but certainly couldn’t be ruled out as a possibility…
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            Only the good die young

          

        

      

    

    
      Where there’s a will, there’s a way, as the devious say…

      The befuddled Inspector stood outside the school gates; 7 am on a biting cold morning.

      The body had been dumped at the front gates, on the road, blocking access to and from the school premises. 

      It was an official crime scene.

      The McConnell girl that had gone missing, it was her, unquestionably. Bobby ‘Fat Boy’ McConnell’s Down Syndrome daughter. She’d been dead for a while, killed somewhere else, then dumped here to send Fat Boy a message. 

      Her neck was black and blue, like it had been squelched with a belt. The initials B.M. were carved on the chest of her naked torso and the genitalia had been cut out with a knife, leaving a blackish-red triangle of exposed innards where she’d been gutted.

      “What do you reckon Boss?” asked Jimmy ‘The Swede’ stood to his right side.

      He said nothing, but his mind was clearly a barrage of impartial emotions.

      “Poor girl, born into the wrong family, and she ends up like this. Just so some plastic gangster can prove a point,” Siobhan interjected, stood on the Inspector’s left.

      “Why do you say that?” McGreavy spoke, knowing full well she was right but playing Devil’s advocate for the sake of it.

      “B.M. Bobby McConnell? He’s a nasty piece of work and puts himself all over the city with his hookers and drugs, like some kind of Teflon Don. He’d be the easiest one to kill in the McConnell Syndicate, everybody knows it, and plenty of people would happily take him out free of charge.”

      “Aye,” said Jimmy. “Siobhan’s right, I reckon Fat Boy is set to take a bullet imminently. This is just a bit of pre-hit emotional torture, to get him right where it hurts.”

      “Arthur despises the lad, deep down, I know it. All the brash talk and trying to rule the land with unnecessary violence. Arthur’s not afraid of making enemies, sure, but he always said ‘…you choose your enemies like you choose your friends - carefully’. Fat Boy is hated in this city, he’s killed women and kids just to make people fear him; no other reason.”

      “Karma, Boss. It’s a bitch…” Siobhan said, matter-of-factly.

      “Isn’t it just,” the Boss concluded, with a painful smirk.

      

      It’s amazing what you can buy in a city like Bangkok. 

      A new life. 

      A new career. 

      He’d had ID cards made up, for example, at the MBK shopping mall. One proving him to be a Detective in the Glasgow CID and another showing him to be a journalist working for the Scotsman newspaper. 

      He arrogantly swaggered upstairs in the Oasis Sauna, rolling his shoulders from side-to-side as his arms swayed. 

      It smelled of baby oil. 

      Sex noises, some faint and some not-so-faint, were easily detectable through the thin walls; it reminded him of his old digs on the Khao San Road in Bangkok. He reached the landing and approached the woman who was a Matron of Whores. 

      Sat at her desk. 

      Her job was to collect money from individual punters and fix them up with the girl of their fantasy, enjoying the attention as they peered down into her bosom and the dark depths of her fleshy canyon.

      She smiled as he approached, that way that whores do, as a gallus gent swaggers up.

      “Alright, darlin’?”

      “Aye.”

      “Listen, is this where that serial killer’s mum worked?” he asked, brazenly. “You know, Moffat? The Casanova Killer?”

      “Who, the fuck, are you? Papers, is it?”

      “I’m a true-crime journalist with the Scotsman newspaper, perfectly legit,” he showed his ID. “I’m just doing a wee piece on the Glasgow Tinder murders and I’m offering you a grand in cash to give me the scoop on the killer’s mum, all the dirty little details of who she shagged and in what position, get what I’m saying? I won’t mention your name. Tell me, was she a missionary sort of girl or did she just like to get on top and ride it?”

      Her eyes lit up and she pouted her cleavage; her tits deeper than the murderous longing in Lucifer’s gut. They weren’t just large breasts… 

      No, they were heavy. 

      Deep and fearsome, waiting to be explored and discovered, for the bold few that were brave enough to launch themselves upon her. The timid need not apply, that much was sure, a testament to the laws of the land. 

      Big Man’s money for Big Man’s play. 

      Finally, after gawking at him and flaunting her breasts with a naughty smirk, she spoke. “She did all sorts, kinky stuff too, with young men and older men. She didn’t care, she loved sex and she loved money, although she acted as though she had no other choice. A grand, in cash, is it?”

      “Aye, a grand,” he confirmed. “So, tell me, are you up for it?” he asked, with a suggestive hint in his newly-educated brogue, still the hunter he’d always been.

      She smiled again, her grin even deeper now, almost as deep as her heavy-duty bust. “Yeah, I’m always up for it.”

      

      He took Matron back to the cottage, where he’d blown a few faces off, and strangled the wee sizzler. 

      “Red wine, or sparkling?” he asked, pulling a couple of glasses from an overhead cabinet in the kitchen.

      “Aye, a glass of sparkling please, why not? Nowt’ doin’ wae’ the old man and an Uber is always at the ready, eh? Don’t mind getting a wee bit pissed then we can go and have a good shag, eh? A’ like being out here in this little cottage, feels a bit kinky, know what a’ mean?”

      He laughed in agreeance before glancing back at her body with an indulgent and lusty stare. “You know what?”

      “What?” 

      “I can’t wait to lay you down in my bed, slide a finger deep inside you and get my tongue all over your tits.”

      “God, I can’t wait either…I can’t wait to feel your cock inside me too.” 

      He entertained her and revelled in the sheer callousness of her sexuality. It was true, he lusted for her body, but he also lusted for the breakage of her skull.

      As Murdoch poured the wine, taking care to tilt the glass and temper the ferocious bubbles, she pulled off her top and unlatched a rose-patterned bra at the back. Her skin was pale and she had no tattoos, just a plump tummy and a diamond piercing in her belly button. 

      She did have a fine body; big and lush. 

      She stood before him and sensually massaged her own fleshy folds and she smiled, looking down, as she noticed something move inside his trousers; a large, twitching erection. “This will be our wee secret, yeah?” she met him eye-to-eye, once again. “My husband is a gangster, a very violent and jealous man, does that bother you?”

      “Not in the slightest, I’m a very discrete man.” 

      “Well, since you’re paying a grand I’ll let you do anything you want to me, and when I say anything, I mean anything. Just give it to me nice and hard, yeah?”

      “Sure thing,” he stepped closer to hand her the wine glass before tilting his head back and taking in a full-on view of her fulsome bust. “You’ll get it nice and hard, don’t worry…” 

      “Good, can I show you the rest of my body then…?” the heels were off and she was unzipping her skirt, easing it down over her hourglass hips. She peeled of her panties and they fell to the floor, revealing a plump, shaven fold; her vaginal promise of a sexual paradise.

      The long, hard Glasgow fuck.

      He felt her energy, and the heat of her blood as it boiled in her labia; the crudeness of her promiscuous smut. 

      As he watched her, he quickly grew to have a rock-solid staff. “What a beautiful and delicious whore,” he said with a fixed gaze of genuine appreciation and fascination.

      “This body right here,” she said, caressing the skin around her tummy with delicate fingertips, sensually, “is for men, not boys…”

      “Is that so? Well, let me tie you up then? And, you can have it as hard as you like? I’ll have you begging for mercy and begging for your life, that’s a promise.”

      “Don’t make empty promises, Mister journalist, I really hope you are a man of your word,” she was breathing heavily, her bare chest became flushed. “I haven’t had it for weeks, and now I’m totally gagging for it…”

      He drained his glass of wine in one gulp, took her by the hand, and he led her directly to the bedroom where he shut the door and closed the curtains. The room feel shadowy and he removed his shirt whilst keeping his back to her.

      “Nice artwork…so now I get to be bedded by the Man with the Crucifix Tattoo? That is so sexy…” she said, as she lay down on the bed, none the wiser as to his true identity. She offered up her wrists and ankles to be bound and tied in leather. Little did she know, she was giving herself to The Devil. 

      He felt her need, not just for sex, but for the thrill of pain and the need to die. He wanted to fill her and sodomise her till she bled and cried and begged for that final crack to the skull. 

      He would feel her heat, for real, and make sure that she was hot enough to be received in Hell. To be roasted in the flame at the venomous altar of the high-priest, the Beast. 

      Then, at the right moment, he would make her feel the brilliance of the next dimension as the Reaper came, to keep her filth forevermore; sacred and kept. 

      Then, and only then, would her brains spill upon his bed. 

      

      Sweet, delicious murder…

      When you break it all down, we are primitive to the core, just animals and monsters…

      She was a big lady and a joy to abuse; ripe for The Devil’s cage. 

      She was everything a whore was supposed to be. 

      Well-shaped, with a filthy mouth and a serpent’s tongue. 

      She’d do anything for a bit of cash, even give up her body where it wasn’t required. The greed of almighty fools, the blindness of Godly followers, destined for the fall. Like now, because a whore is a whore, forever and a day. 

      He tied her up with leather bondage straps and shoved a gimp-ball into her mouth. She couldn’t stop whimpering and moaning and gyrating her hips up and down, looking for something to fill her; just a repugnant nympho maniac.

      Murdoch stood on the side-lines, watching her movements with fascination, like she was the best catch in the sea and he’d been the one to hook her and reel her in. 

      Illegally. 

      Poached for the kill. 

      The urge to fuck her was almost as strong as the urge to cut out her liver and shallow fry it in salted butter with a sliced clove of garlic. 

      He so wanted to violate her body, using her as nothing more than a sexual object; for all reasons of primitive need and Satanic offering. 

      For my ecstasy, is his ecstasy… 

      Animal, as we were, and as we shall be…  

      He circled to her rear and admired the humped-end. He took a sneak-peek up into her shadowy crotch. 

      Pulsing and hot. 

      Mucky and putrid. 

      Creamed and slick. 

      Needing of vindication.

      He could smell all of her bodily perversity. 

      At the sides of her body, her humongous breasts lay splayed across the mattress. Indeed, her body was a sight to behold.

      Full of filth and dirt; a dog. 

      She was moaning best she could through the gimp-ball, struggling in the straps, begging for it. The pelvis was moving in increasingly vertical motions like she could feel his penis already inside her, riding it on the bed, having full-on intercourse.

      She would need it strong and hard too.

      No lie. 

      He felt weak. 

      He wondered with curiosity if he would, in fact, have the level of strength, stamina and virility to satisfy her dog-like need. He glanced across to a mirror on the wall he noticed that he’d lost weight since getting out of jail and especially since returning from Thailand.

      In a split second, he no longer lusted for her sex. 

      The urge to kill was too strong; it was all-controlling.

      He took the spanner. 

      It was a huge, heavy tool and he placed it down upon her back and noticed how she flinched. A slight, thrilling jerk as she felt the steely chill. 

      The cold edge. 

      The fearsome weight. 

      It confused her, for a brief second, and he noticed her head spin to the side as if wondering what the Hell it was. 

      Meanwhile, he gripped his hands onto her mountainous rump, indulging in the softness of her wicked flesh; enriched for the slaughter. He splayed her open and looked down at her filth, like an amateur gynaecologist, with a professional and inquisitive eye. He turned to the camera and simultaneously put a hand deep down to the space between her legs. He began to massage her genitalia, with generous motions of the hand and fingers; all the time, smiling at the camera.

      It drove her crazy, instantaneously. 

      She grunted and groaned with pleasure, jerking her hips, like the Great Whore of Babylon. She was closing up her bottom with tight clenches, smooth and strong, to pull him deep into her miscreant darkness. He caressed the left hip, holding with a tight grip, and with his right fist he closed in against the flesh of her buttocks, probing hard and deep with his finger.

      She took enormous pleasure from her sin, that much was clear, getting lost in her own little dimension of space - her private little world of sordid erotica - her final ‘fix’ before he sailed her into the gross void of ash. 

      It was time to use his tool and sacrifice her to the Gods. 

      He slowly eased out his finger, sticky and glistening with her warm, fetid moisture.

      She is a foul harlot… 

      She has to die… 

      He picked the spanner and swung it in the air like it was Thor’s almighty hammer. She was hungry and hot, whimpering for more, as he swung down with all the strength he could muster and with one cracking blow he broke her skull into two pieces.

      Her head split with surprising ease. 

      It cracked, like a nut, and made the same sound. 

      The blood spray from such a head blow is always quite specific and is hard to replicate in a Hollywood film, unless of course your name is Quentin Tarantino. A head-split gives way to a shallow type of ‘V’-shaped spray. 

      The blood has form and vitality. 

      It is coagulant.

      A head-split brings profound satisfaction, too, when you get it just right. The sound of the crack and the taste of the victim’s blood as it paints your face; it makes for a rare moment of certainty and power. This is what Murdoch was feeling, in his peculiar moment of release. 

      There would be no more finger-action for the old Matron; her trollop days were well-and-truly over.

      He felt himself get a hard-on as he licked at a bloody little remnant of brain the had landed perfectly upon his lips. As he tasted and swallowed, he wanted to pleasure himself the way he’d done on the Swinstie Farm. 

      So, he stood back from the view of the camera, where he could stand in the shadows and do it by hand. 

      He didn’t even bother with a condom.
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            A dark & thought-provoking piece of art

          

        

      

    

    
      The Devil always knew how to seduce his women…

      Irene Campbell was entranced by the beautiful darkness in what she saw, a depiction of Jesus Christ on the cross, floating in a pitch-black sky over blue water.

      It moved her far beyond words.

      She didn’t feel the figure that was breathing down her neck as she was buried in her thoughts, lost in a world far away from Glasgow, on the Costa Brava of the Mediterranean Sea.

      She heard a voice, the man that was standing right behind her.

      “It’s an interesting painting, isn’t it?”

      “Interesting? I’m not sure if that would be the correct word to describe such a masterpiece by none other than Salvador Dali?”

      “It’s lacking realism.”

      “What do you mean?”

      “There’s no blood in the painting. No nails. No thorns. It doesn’t quite capture crucifixion for what it really is.”

      “Which is?” 

      “A powerful act of violence. Pain. Suffering. None of that is depicted here, you see? No realism, it’s a shame. Dali’s so-called creative process was merely moulded to the restrictive confines of his own environment, it’s merely a construct of reality that suited his own ideals. I mean, look at this landscape of water and fishing boats that the figure of Christ is hovering above, it’s the bay of Port Lligat, Dali lived there when he painted this particular piece of art. You see what I’m getting it?”

      “Hm, perhaps he wanted us to know that God was looking over him?”

      “Just him? What about the rest of us then, all damned to Hell?” Murdoch chuckled with glee. 

      “Yes, you do have a point, you have an interesting way of seeing things. How do you know so much about it?”

      “Oh, I’ve had a lot of time on my hands lately, so I’ve been reading a fair bit. There is another piece of art around here that I think you might like.”

      “Oh?”

      “Yes, one of a crucifix.”

      “OK…and…where is it?”

      “It’s tattooed on my back,” he flashed her a sly and deeply sexualised wink, projecting his masculinity and stabbing her, silently, with his corrupt intentions.

      The woman suddenly flushed red and hot at the very thought of seeing the man’s naked back. She cleared her throat, nervously, but smiled. She wasn’t sure what to say, nobody had ever flirted with her like this before. 

      Swarms of butterflies tickled at the insides of her tummy and a hot stream of need burned in the innocence of her craving slit. 

      “Look, I was just about to get a coffee. Would you like to join me?”

      “No, I eh, better not…”

      The man in the Harris Tweed jacket with the artistic charms looked genuinely deflated and saddened. 

      He was roping her in. 

      To fall as prey to be devoured, flesh and bone, upon The Devil’s sporting plain.

      “Well, I suppose one coffee wouldn’t hurt, would it?”

      The charming demon brightened up. “No, Irene. It won’t hurt at all, I promise.”

      It didn’t even register that she hadn’t told the man her name…

      

      At nineteen years old and a first-year student of Art History at the Glasgow ‘Cally’, Irene Campbell had the whole world ahead of her. 

      Messy nights on the town. 

      Hangovers. 

      Holidays with the girls. 

      Graduations. 

      Boyfriends. 

      A husband, one day. 

      Kids, perhaps.

      But for now, she was still a virgin and many of her friends supposed that she would die a virgin. Not tonight though, because tonight she wanted it, not to be so bloody frigid. To be ravished by the man in the Harris Tweed jacket and to touch and kiss his crucifix tattoo. 

      He was handsome. 

      Intense. 

      Artsy and intelligent. 

      Just her ‘type’. 

      Her ‘dream man’, and she couldn’t believe her luck.

      She looked at herself in the mirror and didn’t recognise the girl looked back at her. 

      Not a girl, in fact, but a woman. 

      She looked like a whore. 

      A magnificent, sexy whore. 

      The transformation was both disturbing and fascinating at the same time. 

      Was she doing the right thing? 

      Is this what he would want? 

      To see her looking like this? 

      That’s what all men wanted, was it not?

      A whore? 

      A sexually experienced woman? 

      His intentions had been made perfectly clear when he’d sent her a ‘dick pic’ and for the first time in her sheltered existence, she knew what it was to be hungry for a fuck. She felt it, the very moment she opened the image, casting her eyes on his large, well-hung penis. It had brought again the tickling butterflies to her burning innards and she’d wanted to touch and feel it, right there and right then. The message had read: I WANT TO MAKE LOVE TO YOU SO MUCH, IRENE, EVER SINCE I MET YOU AT THE ART GALLERY I CAN’T STOP THINKING ABOUT YOU. I AM SO HARD FOR YOU, CAN YOU SEE HOW HARD I AM IN THE PIC?

      Her phone buzzed, a WhatsApp message:

      [William] HELLO IRENE, ARE YOU READY YET?  

      ‘Oh crap,’ she thought, brushing her hair through once more before straightening her short skirt and walking through to the living room where she would have to confront Jodie; the bitch.

      “Oh. My. Fucking. God. Look what the cat dragged in? Frigid Mary, the gangster’s daughter, dressed up like a right tart,” Jodie mocked her weakling flat mate, like the nasty witch that she truly was.

      “Don’t call me that, I’m not frigid!”

      The bully laughed at her getting all flustered.

      “Are you going to be here tonight, by the way?” she tried to sound more assertive and folded her arms in a psychologically defensive stance. “My boyfriend is picking me up, see, and I might bring him back here to have a really noisy shag, just to let you know,” she smirked with mock satisfaction.

      “Ha, you mean the boyfriend that doesn’t actually exist, like, as a mere figment of your overly-active frigid imagination?” she exploded, with derisory laughter.

      She stood her ground, maybe she had suddenly become more mature? 

      Stronger? 

      She held that knowing smile and her defensive stance.

      You can’t touch me bitch and a guy like William would never chose you, you’re too thick!

      “Well, I’m off for a real night out, so you can stay here and snuggle up with your imaginary boyfriend all you want,” the bitch’s laughter bellowed out on the landing as she slammed the door behind her.

      “Good riddance,” Irene said, gritting her teeth and giving her the middle finger.       

      

      Jodie was being watched as she left the building, by an intellectual-looking man with ginger hair and thick glasses, sat up in his Land Rover, surveying the situation with casual alertness.

      He scratched at his arm where a slight rash was forming, watching the dumb looking bimbo as she bounced down the street. “Dumb fucking tramp,” he muttered under his breath, watching her as she disappeared into the backseat of a black cab.

      His phone vibrated in his pocket.

      Bingo!

      It was time:

      [Irene] ALMOST READY, WILL BE COMING DOWNSTAIRS IN A MINUTE X

      The man smiled, everything was going according to plan.
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            Love & hate: the eternal battle

          

        

      

    

    
      Even serial killers have feelings, or perhaps not…

      He’d booked them a room at The Z Hotel. 

      He’d be on the security cameras. 

      They’d hunt him down, or try at least; he didn’t care. 

      He held her close, beneath the sheets, enjoying the closeness as a whistling wind blew against the window. 

      His limbs felt heavy as blustery pockets of air snuck in to touch around their bodies, their bare shoulders and the exposed napes of their heated necks.

      The fresh air calmed him as they kissed, easing his headache.

      He liked her.

      Actually, really liked her. 

      Murdoch enjoyed the feel of her swirling tongue and the minty sweet taste of her mouth, as they moaned and licked, her hands exploring the jailhouse muscle of his toned back and caressing the ink of his dramatic crucifix tattoo. 

      Her body moved with a mind of its own, her hormonal autopilot taking over. She wasn’t just a horny girl anymore but a mature woman - the marvellous whore that he would want her to be. 

      In the prime time of her life. 

      She was coming of age. 

      He’d never actually kissed a girl like that either. 

      It was incredible. 

      Sensual. 

      For a moment, he even considered within himself that he didn’t have to kill her at all. That he might want to just enjoy this time with her and build a meaningful relationship with her.

      To get to know her. 

      To fall in love with her.

      Could he actually be a normal person, after all? 

      The more he fought with his own confusion, the more he savoured her taste and her touch, her body full and tender. Her virgin loins were screaming to be used and pleasured. The need and lust was mutual and they moaned and groaned in perfect harmony.

      In many ways, he too was a virgin, as he’d never really known ‘normal’ sex. All he’d ever known was rape, on both sides of the fence, as both the victim and the abuser. This could be it, his first chance to have real sex. 

      Normal sex. 

      It would be so incredibly special. 

      Two virgins, exploring for the first time.

      Could it be?

      Was he even capable of love?

      Of having normal, non-violent intercourse?  

      The sexual tensions were peaking. 

      The pace quickened, galloping head-on into the inevitable act of sex. “Fuck, this is so good,” he was groaning and panting, totally in the moment, genuinely wanting her. “I want to come inside you, so deep inside you. I want to fuck you and feel all of you. I want to put my babies inside you.”

      “Oh yes William, God yes, fill me up…”

      He rolled over, kneeling between her legs, spreading them wide open. He felt the magnificent heat of the soft flesh at her inner thighs as it warmed his quads and made his hairs stand on-end. He looked to the side and spoke in a deviant tone, “I’m filming us, so smile for the camera…”

      “What? Really? Why would you do that?”

      “I want to remember this forever, and masturbate every time that I watch it, when I can’t be near you…”

      “Oh William, that is so hot, I think you were sent to me by God.”

      “Or, by The Devil…”

      “Hmm, even better…”

      “Do you love me?”

      “What?”

      “Say it, but call me Mad Dog.”

      “Yes, Mad Dog, I love you…I want to marry you, my baby…”

      “I think I really could have loved you too, you know that? If things had been different.”

      “What do you mean?” she asked, sounding totally confused, trembling in his Elixir of life and death. 

      “Close your eyes for me, will you?” he put his fingertips to her eyelids and softly closed them over.

      She obeyed his command and held them shut.

      Just then, he went to the side drawer and took from it a large Commando knife. It had deep, jagged teeth along the inside, good for tearing up the ripe-aged necks of needy young virgins. 

      Messy work though, as the killer well knew. 

      It had a shiny chrome surface at the side, greyish-black with a high-polish, military-grade. The edge and the tip were razor sharp, carefully treated with a sharpening stone, by the hands of a monster. 

      He watched her eyes flicker, lids tightly closed, and her body tingling with erotic shivers. 

      Her burning lust.

      Her ignorance.

      Her need to die. 

      He fought the unwanted emotions, those human feelings that had pulsed in his veins just then, making him want and long for some form of basic ‘normality’. 

      For love, not hate. 

      Life, not murder.

      Making him question it all, and forcing him to ask - was he a normal human, after all? 

      “Nah, fuck it,” he said with gritted teeth, hauling the blade up into the air before launching down with a clenched fist and tucking the tip of the knife right into her kidneys, twisting the blade as it entered her body. 

      Her shoulders sprung upright as an untidy outflow of blood began spurting out from the side of her belly and flowing off the edge of the bed in a thick and noisy trickle.

      She sucked in air with wide and accusing eyes, perfectly propped with hands by her sides, looking directly at him as if trying to communicate her shock. 

      Murdoch smiled, just looking down at the gaping wound on the lower-side of her mutilated belly, before removing the knife with a fleshy ‘slit’ noise.

      Shleeeeth… 

      He casually re-inserted the blade into the side of her tummy, applying the same twist of the blade each time.

      Stab…stab…stab…

      He gasped too, watching with delight as more blood spurted, pouring out in heavy, dark waves. 

      It was like breaking the dam; on an oily red river. 

      It was like an sexual ejaculation; chaotic and pulsing. 

      A tremendous fountain of blood; like a deep, red seed. 

      He watched the movement of her putrid, hot liquids with morbid fascination; it was totally erotic. 

      Again.

      Again.

      Stab…stab…stab…

      Down and tuck, right in at the side, short sharp movements.

      She was still reaching out to him, with curious eyes, pleading and questioning eyes that seemed to be shocked and disappointed; clueless too. Her limbs were flailing around in a pathetic state of bodily confusion. 

      No fight left. 

      It was just a matter of holding the time till the lights went out and she didn’t flail any more. She roared a kind of ‘séance roar’, like she felt her own spirit leaving her body, or at least preparing to do so. The confused intensity and the mysterious frown on her innocent face was a thing to behold. 

      For a student as he was, of the dynamics of death and murder, it was always fascinating to watch. 

      To watch a human being die. 

      It was the eternal study, for the curious minds, those who chose to walk the path and endeavour to see things that most will never fathom. It was written all those years ago, in his comic books, as it was written in the stars. Written in his destiny, as a motherless boy, raised by a paedophilic rapist of a father. As a gangland executioner and a man set on revenge; yes, this was his destiny.

      To know God and to know The Devil, what it’s all about...
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            The gangster who came in from the cold

          

        

      

    

    
      Some women get turned on by evil, that’s just the way it is…

      The woman in shiny black stilettos and a tight-fitted skirt that was too short for a December night in Hillhead, wasn’t a prostitute.

      She emerged from the lift on the top floor where two men stood guard upon a solid oak floor with PPSh-41 sub-machine guns, aiming them directly at her head.

      Russian weapons.

      Russian heavies.

      Ex-military. 

      Former Russian Airborne Troops of the 45th Guards Spetsnaz Brigade. Each had his finger on the trigger. Old soldiers, eager to blast somebody. 

      Anybody. 

      Like the old days in Afghanistan, fighting against the Mujahideen. They were ready to paint the insides of that elevator with blood, brain and cartilage; auto-fire mode engaged.  

      When they saw that it was her - the provocative woman with the sultry pale looks of a young Monica Bellucci - they instantly lowered their guns, in polite and amicable fashion, providing solid re-assurance to their most honoured guest.

      Their level of battle readiness was a mere formality that had to be respectfully obliged by all visitors to the Penthouse, friend or foe, even her. Not that they were expecting any gangland shooters to turn up anytime soon. But they would come, eventually. And when they did, they would be ready.

      Not tonight, though. 

      For the woman before them, with the crimson lips and the heavy mink coat was powerful in her own right. 

      She was a friend and confidant. 

      So, the only one blasting her tonight would be Vlad, in a purely amorous sense, of course. As usual, the heavies would be forced to listen as they made the beast with two backs in the main living area.

      She always had a smile and a wink for the gunmen, as she entered and left the premises, and each man was privately convinced that she made such great noise when she orgasmed because she knew they would be listening as they stood guard outside the front door. 

      Getting them riled up and turning them on. 

      Teasing them. 

      Was it all in their heads? 

      Perhaps, or perhaps not. 

      It didn’t really matter though as such a crazy idea could never be spoken of or acted upon for it could cost them their lives.

      “I sense a great deal of testosterone in the building tonight,” said the woman, her Glasgow drawl smooth and suggestive, “you boys should be careful though, one night you both might go off half-cocked,” she winked as she sauntered past them with the unsettling confidence of a slightly mad individual. She brought with her a cool blast of wintery air from outside, it lingered in her wake and tempered the silage of her strong perfume. The heavies knew it by name - Black Orchid by Tom Ford - Vlad insisted that she always wear it, whenever she came to see him. They had overheard him tell her how good it smelled on her body and how it made him want to taste her pussy. 

      That it was the smell of power. 

      And sex. 

      And money. 

      And it made him want to fuck like a Moscow street dog on heat.

      The men smiled and reluctantly made eye contact, shaking their heads with subdued excitement, they couldn’t wait for the ‘sex show’ to begin.

      

      Vlad ‘the Russian’ was a creepy looking albino.

      A towering figure of a man with a figure that could only be described as positively sickening and worryingly anorexic.

      He was a brilliant and terrifying freak of nature.

      An old-school gangster who had the mind of a corporate genius, the temperament of a homicidal maniac and the physical demeanour of a serial killer. Yet, somehow, there was no shortage of women in the city who were not just willing but eager to get him into bed.

      He knew that.

      As did she.

      The one who had just arrived; his chosen one.

      With his right hand, he pointed a Rapier 9 mm at her head. It was gold-accented and its customized grip had been expertly engraved with a Roman Catholic depiction of Jesus on the Cross. With his left hand, he swigged obnoxiously from a half-frozen bottle of Beluga Vodka, draining out the last dregs and dropping it to the deck where it clanked without smashing.

      The woman was breathing heavily and felt a sound wave ripple up the back of her thighs. A deep, booming bass, originating from a subwoofer that was set within the lower construction of a lavish three-seater, finished in fine burgundy velvet. 

      A Russian gangster rap vocalist - his voice deep and menacing - was rhyming lyrically; surely about robbery, guns, prostitutes and murder. 

      She felt the walls of this darkly demonic place closing in, her pulse racing, and her sex burning with primitive need.

      “Sit down and lift up your skirt,” he gestured to the booming three-seater with his gun before bringing his aim back to her face, “sit down and show me your pussy. I want to see her, she is nice and wet for Vlad, yes?”

      “Yes,” she obeyed and obligingly sat herself down, her eyes struck with fear, lust and total excitement. Carefully, she allowed herself to get comfortable, slowly leaning back into the soft cushions and adjusting her skirt to above the waistline. 

      She wore no underwear. 

      Duly, she wasted no time in spreading her solid, fleshy, womanly thighs. She slowly put her knees out to the sides, setting her legs wide apart, offering up a perfect view of her bare, moist labia. The soft alabaster wall of her pelvis, adorned with a sizeable, yet perfectly-shaved Brazilian mound was a thrilling contrast against the soft brown furs of her glamorous mink coat. It gave her a sultry and sought-after appeal, like she was some kind of rare and exotic Siberian beast, heaving on top and glistening below.

      A predator, hungry to feed and eager to breed. The mere sight of the gun and the way he pointed it at her turned her on. 

      And the gang tattoos. 

      The tears of his flesh, gunshot and stab wounds, wildly strewn from his skinny chest down to his skeletal ribs. 

      It was enough to get her wet, without even having to touch her sweet spot. 

      Her juices were flowing. 

      She was ready for him to take her, however he so desired. She felt a sudden animalistic urge that caused her nether region to flush hot, pulsating and alive as it got wetter and wetter.

      She looked up at him, unable to hide the lust.

      The wanting.

      The absolute needing.

      Her mouth was agape and her facial expression became ever-so-slightly twisted, morphing into something dark, demonic and deeply sexual. Her chest continued to pump with adrenalin as she decided to ask him, the question that simply had to be asked. “So, do you want to shoot me with that gun or fuck me to death with your dick?”

      Vlad smiled and lowered his weapon.

      No, he wasn’t going to shoot her. Well, at least, not tonight.
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            A Masonic Lodge

          

        

      

    

    
      You never truly know what people get up to, when they think nobody is watching…

      The team popped into the Highland Bar for a sit-down with the Boss. 

      A table was always reserved in the ‘back-room’, which was essentially a Masonic Lodge with its own private bar. As always there was tension in the room, of a sexual kind, between Siobhan and Jimmy ‘The Swede’. 

      Colin, on the other hand, looked curiously around the room and would occasionally ask Mac something about global conspiracies relating to the Freemasons.

      “How is that surveillance operation of yours going, with the Russians?” McGreavy asked Siobhan.

      “I’m getting close to them Boss.”

      “How close?”

      “Very close,” she winked at the Inspector who instinctively looked at McGhee as he partially choked on his pint.

      “Anything you would care to report yet? Anything solid?”

      “Yes, you could say…,” she smirked and giggled with a sexual undertone, deliberately winding-up Jimmy McGhee who she’d recently had a passionate affair with.

      “Aye, OK, less of the innuendos. That Russian psychopath, Vladimir, is causing a lot of concern. Rumour on the street is that he is looking to take-over the City. You know what that means?”

      “An all-out war with the McConnell crew?”

      “Aye.”

      “Why not just let them kill themselves off?”

      “Too much collateral damage, the blood of innocent people will spill on the streets, quite literally. That Vladimir has an arsenal of trigger-happy ex-soldiers with machineguns on his squad. And, I tell you what, it will be all-out mayhem from Hillhead to Bridgeton.”

      “Less leverage for us too, I suppose.”

      “Yeah. The Godfather his done his bit to help me out over the years, it’s a mutually beneficial arrangement we have.”

      “Are you saying that Arthur McConnell is an informant?”

      “I think we better change the subject, did any more information get uncovered about that guy with the crucifix tattoo? That torso we found floating in the Clyde?”

      “No, not really, same conclusion as before - it was Frankie ‘Mad Dog’ Murdoch. A revenge murder.”

      The Inspector finished up his orange juice, nodding his head, more with frustration than agreeance.

      “Sorry Boss…but, on the topic of ‘Russians’, I need to be somewhere…thanks for the drink,” Siobhan said, downing her whisky and she was off like a shot, as The Swede sat ogling her with his horny eye.
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            Sex, Russians & drugs

          

        

      

    

    
      A fiend is a fiend for all that the world has to offer…

      The Russian spoke as a sultry Glasgow woman sucked him off in the back of a black stretched limousine. “The filthy pig, I will destroy him and his mother if he doesn’t pay me in full. Who is making this bullshit introduction, anyway?” his eyes were closed as he was about to ejaculate upon the shiny, pink surface of the woman’s tongue. He enjoyed sex before doing a ‘deal’, it was a Russian tradition.

      “Fat Boy. The buyer’s a McConnell street pusher, sells Charlie and Spice to students and clubbers,” the woman said, amidst her oral act, “does the weekend nights around George Square, pushing the product.”

      “So, they buy from the man they fear and despise,” he chuckled, sliding down in the seat, gripping the back of her head close to his crotch as if in a Thai boxing neck-clutch. “Fuck, fuck, fuck,” he grunted out his orgasm as the woman moaned, lost in the moment, swallowing down his Eastern seed with an array of muffled gasps. “Damn, they must really trust my product,” he said as the woman looked up at him and wiped her lips. She smiled like the sordid nympho she truly was.

      “Just don’t let him mess with you, he will try, those McConnell brothers always try to throw their weight around. Pulling the Godfather card…”

      “I don’t give a shit about that old man, and they know that…” said the albino as the limo came to a stop at the dimly-lit crescent of a rough-looking council estate. 

      It was 1 am in the morning. 

      They parked behind a gun-metal Porsche 911 that had the number plate FB-1. 

      Fat Boy McConnell’s car. 

      Two men emerged from the Porsche and flicked joint stubs onto the Green. The two drugged-up gangsters stepped up to the window crouched down to peer in at the crazy looking Russian, decked out in a satin shirt and leather coat, a package of coke and a MAC-10 Uzi sat in his lap.

      Fat Boy had been doped out of his mind ever since learning about his daughter’s abduction and subsequent murder. He sobered up though, stepping back when he saw the woman. 

      He knew exactly who she was. 

      What he didn’t understand though was - what the fuck was she doing here at a drug deal with a Russian gangster? 

      He suddenly felt nervous and wanted to leave.

      “I got your cocaine, you got my money?” Barked the Russian nutter.

      The skinny young lad didn’t know who the woman was so didn’t seem so humbled. “Nae’ bother Vlad, I’ll give you ten-grand tonight, then another ten-grand next week.”

      The Moscow mobster began to laugh like a lunatic.

      Skinny Dick stood tall and tried to play the tough guy but when he turned to see Fat Boy’s face he suddenly wondered what the deal was.

      “What do you think?” Vlad asked the woman. 

      She leaned in, stroking around his body, and she whispered something in his ear.

      “Really?”

      The woman nodded.

      Vlad took his Uzi and opened fire through the window, blasting Skinny Dick to smithereens. 

      The target dropped to the pavement as sharp flame ripped and orange flashed from the muzzle, shots ripping off as cartridges fell to the deck and he held his pressure on the trigger. 

      A MAC-10 on auto-fire at close-range? 

      Skinny Dick had zero chance of survival, the bullets tore him apart like a red river. What had the profile a body, laid out, was just a red pile of wasted limbs and blood-soaked intestines. Fat Boy froze, he was known for doing that. He wasn’t truly a man of action, see, or one to seize the moment and fight a dramatic battle. 

      No, he never had been. 

      He looked back at Vlad and the woman who sat beside him once more, eyes wide like he was going to puke.

      “Good night, Fat Boy, send my regards to the Godfather, you fat motherfucker…” Vlad spoke with a smile as the window came up, waving his little block of powder as the car pulled away with little in the way of urgency, as if nothing had happened. 

      The driver continued to drive around Glasgow and played Russian gang songs as the couple in the back got stark naked and had a shameless sex romp.

      

      The next morning, Fat Boy was at CID HQ for questioning, on a different and much more personal matter.

      “So, Fat Boy. Who do you think would have a reason to abduct and kill your daughter?”

      “No comment.”

      “Oh, for Christ sake. Don’t be such a bloody-minded fool and drop the Mafioso shite. You’re not Michael Corleone, OK? Chances are, Son, you’ve got a hit out on your head. Personally? I couldn’t give a shit…”

      Fat Boy glared at the DCI with glazed, heavy eyes; he smirked, arrogantly.

      “But that poor girl didn’t deserve to get caught up in the trails of your mess. With all your drugs, and your…” he wanted to say ‘whores’, but opted not to, out of pity for Fat Boy’s wife, sitting with her head down and sobbing into a handkerchief.

      Fat Boy glanced at her too and took a deep breath.

      “Look, I know you and the Godfather go back a long way, so I’ll say this and this alone. I know who did it, Inspector.”

      “Who?”

      “I can’t say, but I’ll find him and I’ll sort him out.”

      “Why can’t you say?”

      “Because, Inspector, he’s already dead…”
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            The House of Gold

          

        

      

    

    
      Never underestimate a well-mannered gentleman, especially the one who carries a gun…

      Arthur McConnell, the Godfather, wasn’t just a ruthless gangster who lived in a mansion and had the looks of a Hollywood film mogul. 

      No, he was a man that represented and served his community. 

      His family. 

      Members of his criminal empire. 

      Drug dealers. 

      Gun runners. 

      Bookies. 

      Massage parlours. 

      All the way up to his international import/export companies.

      He was a gentleman.

      A sharp dresser.

      A businessman.

      He had a short fuse and had killed men in cold blood; some for good reason, some for no apparent reason.

      He was a man who could appreciate the old-fashioned ways of murder. 

      Torture, mainly. 

      More biblical than medieval: crucifixion, to be specific.

      He was a problem solver, too, and a man folk could go to for help. Sergej ‘the Latvian’ says he’s gonna stab ma’ maw in the eye if he disnae’ git’ five hunner’ quid by Friday, he needs tae’ be stopped, he’s terrorising the whole street… I need the McGregor twins off ma’ back, they already petrol bombed my car, next it’s gonna’ be a bullet… Ma’ Granny isnae’ gettin’ a bed up the infirmary, she’s at death’s door Boss, I want her tae’ go in peace, that gaffer up there needs a word in his ear…  

      And, he always tried to help, in any way that he possibly could.

      But, the day always came, surely, when those people were called upon to go back and see Arthur for a meeting; on his terms, non-negotiable. Because once indebted to a man like that, a favour is owed and it has to be called-in, eventually. Because, a job that needs doing has to get done, by somebody. Could be a package that needs delivering, a few kilos of cocaine or a few grands worth of ecstasy tabs. Money, that needs collecting. A lad on some shit-hole estate that needs a kicking. Or, a pub somewhere in town that needs a Molotov cocktail throwing through its front window. 

      Could be any number of things. 

      But, if the Godfather sent them on a job, they had to take care of it. Round up a crew and get it sorted, somehow. Whatever happened, though, he always protected his own. He put his neck out for them, in a way that no other Glasgow gangster would. On the street or in the jail, if you were associated with the McConnell crew, nobody was going to touch you, not unless they had a death wish.

      He was just as rich, too, as he was feared.

      Mafia rich.

      And money commands respect on the streets of a city like Glasgow. 

      Fear. 

      Plus, money. 

      Plus, respect. 

      Equals, power. 

      Once you get the power, the rest is down to survival. 

      You need to survive to thrive in the business of crime… 

      That means being smart. 

      Careful. 

      Choosing your battles wisely. 

      Most importantly, it meant relying on good information. 

      Intelligence. 

      Tip-offs from informants.

      The Godfather was always approachable. Open to a ‘sit-down’, so long as the visitors didn’t mind heavies in balaclavas aiming sawn-offs at their heads whilst an otherwise civilised conversation took place. Didn’t matter who they were or what estate they were from, Arthur would hear them out. Because nobody walked into Casa D’Oro unarmed without a damn good reason. The McLean brothers are gonna’ light up your Bentley after the Old Firm game, wae’ a hand grenade and a coupla’ AK-47’s… Paddy Boyle is gonna’ set about Fat Boy wae’ a meat cleaver, chop is heid’ aff’ fur’ puttin’ his wee sister oan’ the game… Big Boaby Campbell, a barman in one of yer’ pubs, he’s a grass, I saw him talkin’ tae’ the CID outside Central Station, handin’ over papers n’ stuff…   

      If it was related to business or family security, they knew Arthur would gladly listen and pay. Some wanted cash, or a job. Others wanted protection. Whatever it was, if they were on the level and their stuff was solid, the McConnells would look after them, up to the point that they were the ones on the wrong end of the Chinese whispers, then they might be the ones winding up in the infirmary, laid up in a bed next to so-and-so’s Granny, tubes fed up their nostrils and drips all over the shot. Or worse, they could end up dead, swimming in the Clyde with a pair of concrete brogues. Or, at the wrong end of ‘Red Dot’ Richardson’s sniper rifle.

      That’s just the way things got done if you were dealing with Arthur McConnell.

      

      The Godfather wore a crisp white shirt and crimson red silk tie, beneath a bespoke Italian three-piece suit, a double-breasted pin stripe in winter grey.

      He never took the jacket off.

      A suit should be worn as a suit…

      Immaculately tailored it was, too. His pressed double-cuffs were visible jutting out from the jacket sleeves, adorned with gold and onyx cufflinks, engraved A.M. 

      He stood, gazing out the window of his study, subconsciously pulling the cuffs neatly beneath the sleeves and adjusting the position of his lavish cufflinks. 

      Another dour afternoon, frosty and miserable. A crunch echoed in the distance, tyres pressing over gravel stones. It commanded Arthur’s attention as he was patiently awaiting a visitor. He noticed the rumbling chug of a motor, as a vehicle appeared at the front of the house, an old Mercedes saloon. The car was a bit of a heap, on its last legs. 

      Some might say it was ‘classic’ or ‘vintage’ but to Arthur it was just a heap. 

      A well-made, indestructible German heap. 

      It spewed exhaust fumes, swirling white clouds of icy fog that vanished in the chill December air.

      Johnny ‘Bear’ Townsley was on security detail, looking distinctly bearish in his KGB-style furry hat and a bomber jacket that boasted an extravagant faux-mink collar: his ‘winter rig’. He watched as Bear approached the car with his weapon drawn, a suppressed Glock-17. The driver rolled down his window and exchanged words with Bear, who gradually lowered his weapon, seemingly unthreatened.

      An Intercom unit buzzed from a mahogany desk, the study’s dominating feature, sparsely decorated with a MAC-10 sub-machine gun, a square-set ship’s decanter half-filled with Lagavulin whisky and a humungous crystal ashtray, occupied by a partially-smoked Honduran cigar; its aroma was infusing the air, just nicely. 

      He sauntered back to the desk and pressed the push-to-talk key, activating the speaker-microphone unit that was a direct line to the front gate.

      “Boss?” a voice crackled from the speaker.

      “Bear, is that the Inspector?”

      “Aye, it is.”

      “Right, well send him up to the house. Don’t leave him hanging out there like a spare prick at a wedding.”

      “Aye, alright Boss, fair do’s.”

      He closed the call and, again, gazed out the window. Looking upwards to the caw of a winter crow, he hoped that it might be a good Omen, for the old gangster desperately needed help.
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            Whisky & ghosts

          

        

      

    

    
      “Take a seat Mac, whisky?”

      “No, thanks, I’m aff’ the drink,” McGreavy said, settling in a brown leather Chesterfield wing chair and noticing a variety of guns and knives that were randomly placed around the room. McConnell was the original ‘old-school’ type of gangster and he would never change. But, he was a smart man, and the Inspector could sense that he needed help.

      “Aye? You love a drink though?”

      “Loved, Arthur, that’s all in the past. Truth is, I was visited recently by the spirit of a dead person, and they asked me to stop. So, I’ve stopped.”

      “Your wife?”

      The Inspector nodded. 

      And the Godfather nodded back too with compassion and understanding, not for the dead wife, but for McGreavy’s capacity to connect with a supernatural dimension.

      “What’s it about, then, old boy?”

      “I want to share something with you.”

      “I thought as much.”

      “Someone is out to take me down, Mac. He’s killed two of my most important men - Ferris and Red Dot.”

      “I heard a rumour they’d both jumped town, or that they’d been abducted by a London crew.”

      Arthur took a brown A4-sized envelope and took two photographs out, placing them down on the side-table next to Mac. They were pictures presumably of The Bookkeeper and The Sniper, both laid out, unrecognisable having had their heads blown off. 

      “Are these hits in any way connected to the murder of Fat Boy’s daughter?”

      “Aye, it’s all related…”

      “So, there is more…?”

      Something vibrated on the desk, not far from the sheath of a samurai sword.

      “Sorry, I need to take this,” Arthur halted the conversation and picked up his mobile to take the call. “What? No…I understand,” he glanced up at McGreavy, nervously. “I don’t want the Polis’ sniffing around…just get rid of the body…aye…and keep it clean, got it?” he cancelled the call and chucked his iPhone back onto the desk.

      “What’s the score, Arthur?”

      “Nothing,” it wasn’t nothing though - the old whore’s body had been found in a garbage tip outside the Oasis Sauna; torn and gutted, just like the last girl. The gangster bowed his head, fighting intrinsically with his own ‘code of silence’.

      “Tell me, for fuck sake.”

      “He’s killed another. It’s too late to do anything. But Irene is missing too, she’s a student at Glasgow Caledonian.”

      “Jesus Arthur, I thought you were smarter than this, I really did. What are you trying to prove?”

      “We take care of our own business, you know that.”

      “Fat Boy said he knows who the killer is, that he’s already dead. Would you care to elaborate?”

      “OK, Mac. I’m going against the grain here but if you can do anything to get that girl back then promise me you’ll keep it low-key. We need to catch Mad Dog and stop this. He’s gone too far this time.”

      “Frankie ‘Mad Dog’ Murdoch? He’s dead…”

      “Aye, exactly…”

      “Do you care to explain?”

      Arthur took a deep, long, defeated breath. “OK, you win, Mac. I’ll start from the beginning, shall I?”

      

      Arthur commenced, explaining how they’d come to learn back in 2004 that Mad Dog was the Hangman who’d raped and killed Richardson’s daughter. “He was living in his own little dream world, he worshipped the ground I walked on, see? Wanted to be my number one hitman. Wanted Red Dot to take the backseat and let him muscle-in on all the hits that needed doing. I mean, don’t get me wrong, I was a great admirer of Mad Dog’s work. You see, the boy just loved killing people…he loved murder…he was a real psycho…my kind of guy…but he’d been turned crazy by all the sexual abuse he’d suffered at home. He was a liability, you see?”

      “Aye.” 

      “My boys, Mac, they were shit scared of him, although they’d never admit it. The Devil incarnate, that’s what they called him. I reckoned he was too. He is, should I say…”

      “But, the body they found…?”

      “What, just because that body had an identical tattoo? Ha, do me a favour Mac.”

      The Inspector took a deep breath and shook his head.

      “Look, Mac, watch this…” Arthur hit the play button on a plasma TV and ran some video footage of an unidentified man with Fat Boy’s kid. It was sick and twisted, but he watched it, persevering to see if the man would disclose his true identity. Then, it came: “OK, just peel off your pissy little cotton panties sweetheart, time for Mad Dog to see what a virgin retard really feels like,” Arthur paused the video.

      “Jesus, I’m sorry. But, there could be hundreds of guys with that nickname in Glasgow.”

      “No, Mac, it’s him. He even has the same crucifix tattoo, you can see it on the camera when he gets undressed.”

      The Inspector turned slowly and gazed back as Arthur paused the video once more, accepting it for the first time, that Mad Dog was indeed risen from the dead. 

      Old Professor Sinclair had been right all along. 

      “He suspected my lads of setting him up all those years ago and he’s out for vengeance…this is it…this is his payback…”

      “Right, well, the missing one and the dead girl at the Oasis, call them in Arthur. Let us deal with it and take Frankie down for you.”

      “The boys are already on the case. Mad Dog was always good at covering his tracks, not this time though. He has a place, where he takes the girls and kills them. The whore’s phone got left behind so we now know the location of his secret little Kill House.”

      “Let us do our job Arthur, I’ll see him put away for life.”

      “No chance Mac, life would be far too good for that devious little cunt. We’ll sort him out the McConnell way, with a proper Glasgow send-off.”
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      As emotions run high, we fail to see things clearly as they really are…

      Mad Dog watched from the comfort of his Land Rover as they approached his temporary abode - his Kill House. 

      Three gangsters. 

      Dressed in black. 

      They jumped the back fence and swaggered up to the bungalow from the side. Razor, as always, led the pack and stealthily approached the door which he found ajar.

      It was a trap, but they were too foolish and headstrong to smell it.

      “Whit’s that noise?” Fat Boy whispered though the mouth-hole of his IRA-style ski-mask as they each listened with an ear at the door.

      The three men stood in the cool night breeze, not feeling any of the chill as their hearts thumped with adrenalin. They heard faint sounds, a female voice, whimpering and calling for help, like she was dying and being stabbed to death with a military-grade Commando knife. “Dad, please, help…don’t kill me, please…” 

      Murdoch had made the tape whilst torturing the last girl and was playing it in the house through a stereo speaker. The voice belonged to a girl who was missing but already dead.  

      It was all part of Mad Dog’s trap. 

      The heavies took a moment to look at one another, each observing the determination in the other’s eyes, the intent to maim and kill. They shared a nod and took their weapons in hand, ready to rescue their girl and kill any living soul on the premises. Razor went first with a flash light, it was pitch black inside. Fat Boy followed and Dancer took the back foot with a Glock-17 on a side-to-side sweep. It was the gunman at the rear who closed the door behind them and activated the bomb. All three realised in the intrinsic eternity of a split second, they’d made a fatal error. 

      A lapse of awareness. 

      It was an easy trap and they’d been played like fools by a Master of the Game; schooled, good and proper. 

      In the confined space of the small bungalow, they were torn and roasted, obliterated in a chaotic, fiery furnace of flesh, bone, cartilage and brain. Mixed with flammable gases, burned electrics, charred woods and random domestic materials the entire property exploded to a magnificent orange glow, alive with growing plumes of grey-black smoke.

      They burned like pigs at the midnight slaughter and Mad Dog drove off into the night, headed out the Mafia Mansion for his final abduction - the taking of the Godfather.
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            The last crucifixion

          

        

      

    

    
      If you live by the cross, you die by the cross… 

      The crucifix was around 8’5” tall and 6’ wide. It was well-made and sturdy, as was the tough old hoodlum who’d been nailed to it; he barely shed a tear.

      Mad Dog used Indonesian nails. 

      Long ones with no head. 

      He’d learned about nails in jail. 

      Not for any specific reason, but stuff like that can come in handy some day, like when you decide to crucify an enemy. The feet were done with tape and he spared the gangster a barbed wire halo. Seeing how resistant he was to pain though, he should have made it more intense, ripped his scalp off with a straight razor and cut his face up a bit - some old school stuff - the sick old cunt probably would have appreciated it.

      “You remember this Church, Arthur?”

      “Aye, I do,” he spoke casually, like he was sitting in the park on a Sunday afternoon. He wasn’t though, he been stripped to his pants, nailed to a cross and put up by the back of an Old Parish Church. 

      “Remember the guy? That old Miner that owed you money? I cut his balls off with a set of garden-shears from Homebase, then gouged his eyeballs out with a Swiss Army blade; remember?”

      “Aye,” Arthur chuckled. “I remember, you blasted him in the face with a shooter anyway,” the old man spoke with affection, “you just did all that other nasty stuff because you got off on it. I’d wanted to come and see you at work, to see if all the rumours were true.”

      “Rumours?”

      “Aye, they were all saying what an evil, demonic bastard you were, spawn of The Devil and all that. A total psychopath, my boys said you were. Well, those types of people are always on my radar,” Arthur spoke with pride and admiration in his voice, it was a messed-up situation. “Problem is though,” he continued now, with a more spiteful tone of voice, “when they come back and fuck you over for no good reason.”

      “No good fucking reason? You see, you saying that Arthur is such an insult, losing fourteen years of my life in that fucking jail may be nothing to you but not for me…” he took a pool cue from behind a small tree. The cue tip had been chopped off and the pointy edge filed down into an ultra-sharp spear, deadlier than a blade, and Arthur was about to get it in the chest. “You ready to die then, ya’ auld bastard?”

      The Godfather just smiled with arrogance, much like Mad Dog had done in court when his sentence had been passed. He raised his head defiantly, stuck up there on his crucifix, naked and freezing in the cold night air. “Come ahead ya’ wee dick,” he said.

      The two men were more alike than they’d ever know.

      Mad Dog ran up and stuck it into his body with full-force; it was almost tribal. The spear went in at the solar plexus and the old boy groaned like he’d been punched in the stomach. The blood poured as a perfect downward river, slight streams braking off around the sides of the ribcage. He was just lunging there with his eyes half-closed.

      “So, any last words, from the illustrious Godfather?”

      He managed a smile. “Aye, it wasn’t my lads who set you up for that assault, it was your sister.”

      “What did you say?”

      “It was your sister…” the lights went out and Arthur died on the cross.
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      Life is a curious mystery, at the best, and at the worst of times…

      The word of Arthur’s demise had spread pretty quick and was on the front pages of all the papers: CRIME FAMILY KILLED IN MASS EXECUTION - GANGLAND MURDERS ACROSS THE CITY - GLASGOW GODFATHER CRUCIFIED. 

      The big question on everybody’d mind was - who was going to take over?

      ‘Machinegun’ Jack?

      ‘Vlad’ the Russian?

      Only the painful passing of time, and the inevitable spilling of blood on the streets, would tell… 

      

      It was a cool, wet day.

      Depressive. 

      A persistent layer of mist was persevering around Glasgow’s Mafia Mansion, like it was nature’s way of mourning the crime lord’s crucifixion.

      The Inspector drove his German ‘heap’ right up to the main entrance of Casa D’Oro. He stopped the car abruptly and it jolted ever-so-slightly as he set the parking brake. He kept the engine running, with the heaters blowing hot air and dust. 

      As before, ‘Bear’ Townsley drew his weapon as if looking to blow off some steam, and walked up to the driver’s window. “What you wantin’?” he asked the DCI, his gun aimed at McGreavy’s head.

      “Put that fucking thing down or I’ll make sure you regret it for the brief remainder of your short-lived life,” the Inspector barked, grinding his teeth with contempt. “Got it, Son?”

      Bear lowered his weapon.

      “Good, thank you. A few questions, if I may? Did you catch any sight whatsoever of the man who abducted Arthur?”

      “No, he hit from behind, I went out cold.”

      “Did you see anything strange, sense anything, smell anything…?”

      “Nope.”

      “Not much of a security expert then, are you?” 

      “Why are you here, Inspector?” Bear was losing his patience, grudgingly. 

      “I’m led to believe the old man was meeting with some kind of psychiatric counsellor…you must have known about it Bear, you see every person that comes and goes here.”

      The security man took a deep breath and looked up to the house, to the window where Arthur would stand, staring down, awaiting a visitor as he fiddled with his cuffs. Like he was seeing his ghost, still standing there. “Aye,” he said, as if somehow defeated. Deflated. “The whole thing was kinda’ top secret, nobody was supposed to know that Arthur was losing his marbles, having some kind of a mental breakdown. You know what a’ mean?”

      The Inspector nodded, he’d always felt that Arthur and he were perhaps similar creatures, kindred spirits on opposite sides of the fence. Haunted men with emotional baggage that nobody else would understand. Both tormented by ghosts of the dead, for Arthur it was those he’d killed, for McGreavy it was those he hadn’t saved.

      “A sign of weakness like that…” Bear continued, “…is not good for business, makes us look vulnerable. Who knows, maybe somebody worked it out, and they used it against us. Targeting those girls, specifically, it was mental torture. Sending photos of Ferris and Richardson with their faces shot off. Porno videos of the killer interfering with those poor girls, especially with that young lassie, the Down Syndrome one. It really got to us all, but especially Arthur. Then his three boys getting burnt to death in that cottage, just before he killed him, the final nail in Arthur’s coffin. Or, crucifix, should I say. He wouldn’t even have wanted to live after his boys got roasted like that. He’d have topped himself. That’s what I reckon, Inspector.”

      “This counsellor…”

      “More of a confidant, you could say…”

      “Like, a friend?”

      “Well, I always had my suspicions that she was much more than a friend.”

      Mac’s gaze trailed up in slow motion, as if following a uniform swarm of imaginary fairies, all the way up to where Bear looked down. “She? The counsellor was a woman?” 

      “Well, aye, a bit of a looker too. She drives around in a red Mini Cooper.”

      The Inspector frowned with focussed concentration, as if attempting to decipher a complex mathematical equation.

      

      In the distance, a small red car had stopped, a woman at the wheel. 

      Music played, fast and noisy, and she tapped a high-heeled toe lightly upon the accelerator pedal. She looked out carefully to the entrance of the McConnell residence, using a small set of binoculars, and carefully set the focus with a steady hand until the blurry image became clear.

      She saw Bear and a visitor in a car.

      She studied the vehicle. 

      She knew fine well who it belonged to. Without hesitation, the short-haired woman in the leather skirt pulled a swift U-turn and drove off in the opposite direction.
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            Evil in the blood

          

        

      

    

    
      Never underestimate a person’s capacity for betrayal and deceit…

      Mad Dog was sat outside his sister’s block of flats, waiting patiently with heavy eyes and aching limbs. He felt light-headed and hadn’t slept well, waking up at 3 am, shivering with a feverish chill.

      “Do one thing for me,” she’d said. “Don’t ever turn up at my home uninvited, OK? Just call first and arrange something, promise?”

      “Aye, Sis, nae’ bother,” he’d assured her.

      Something wasn’t right though, Arthur McConnell may have been many things but a liar wasn’t one of them. So, for him to say something like that, on his death bed? It had to be taken seriously.

      He waited and waited until eventually a red Mini Cooper pulled up and parked on the kerb, right outside her house. A woman got out in high heels and a mini skirt, looking like a prostitute. He wondered who it was, till she turned around to look up and down the street. He took a second take and his jaw dropped - it was Jane, his sister. “What the…?” he muttered, lost in repudiation.

      As soon as she was in her front door, Mad Dog got out and approached the humble abode, like a man who was going to commit murder.

      Something wasn’t right.

      He needed answers.

      Three abrupt knocks and she came to answer the door. “Frankie, what the heck are you doing here? I told you not to…”

      “Aye, I know you did, but I’m here now and I think we need to have a brother-to-sister chat…” he said, matter-of-factly, barging in past her.

      

      She put on a brew and they sat on the couch with hot cups of tea.

      “Are you sick, or something? You look like death, seriously…”

      “I’m fine,” Frankie said, staring at her. From her silky, shiny hair, all the way down to her long legs and sexy high heels. It was wrong, but he was feeling aroused in her presence. 

      She looked like a different person. 

      Like a whore. 

      An adulteress. 

      He was now imagining how it would feel to have sex with his own sister and the confused mix of emotions made him feel very uncomfortable.

      She noticed how he was looking at her and she smiled; a dominant and empowered smile that was sensual and dangerous.

      “Look, I know you’re up to no good, but you’re still my sister. I just need to know the truth, OK? I’m not going to kill you.”

      “You really want the truth?”

      “Aye.”

      “OK, Frankie, it was me who set you up for Charlene Ferguson’s attempted murder. It was me who attacked her and I put you in the frame.”

      He shook his head with rejection and wonder. “Why, Sis, why would you do that, tell me?”

      “I had plans, Frankie. Big plans. Plans that were bigger than you and bigger than Glasgow.”

      “What bloody plans…?”

      “It was about fifteen years ago now. Christmas time, 2003. I was standing at a bus stop one night when I got chatted up by this Russian guy. A business type. Charming, too, he was. He asked if he could walk me home and I said yes. On the way, a couple of wee neds gave us some lip. Vladimir put all three of them in hospital that night, punched the crap out of them, one of them almost died. He reminded me of you, to be honest, still does.”

      “Still does?” 

      “Aye. That night, he took me to a hotel and we had sex. It was the best night of my life and my first real experience of lust and passion. Do you know what that feels like?”

      He nodded, sombrely.

      Yes, Frankie had felt that, but he’d killed the woman whose touch he’d lusted for. 

      “He made me feel so empowered, this mysterious man that had appeared from nowhere on the pavement, and we became lovers. I came to find that he was ambitious, like you. A ruthless businessman. A gangster. He wanted to be the ruler of Glasgow and take over from the McConnell family; that has always been our main goal. He wanted me to be his girl, to be there by his side as he took power, but we had to set you up and get you sent to prison.”

      “Why?”

      “First, I had to keep the whole thing secret and somehow get close to Arthur. Secondly, I knew that if you suspected the McConnell family of framing you that you would strike back and eliminate them. And, you did. You took your revenge, so the plan worked, and now Vlad has a shot at becoming the next Crime Lord of Glasgow.”

      “Devious fucking cunts…”

      “Thanks, I’ll take that as a compliment, shall I?” she looked at him, no longer as a brother, but as an enemy.

      “And, what do you mean about getting close to Arthur, were you fucking him too?”

      “Well, you know that I work in the field of counselling, well I work in the field of psychiatric counselling. I worked, in total confidentiality, with Arthur. He told me things in professional discretion, private things. About his feelings. Insecurities. Fears. All the time, I was relaying information back to the Russians. Snooping around and taking stuff here and there. Planting bugs and eavesdropping on his business dealings.”

      “You are a spy for the Russian mafia? And, you set me up for attempted murder? Is this real, or, am I having some kind of a twisted nightmare?”

      “It’s real, Frankie, and I don’t regret it.” 

      Mad Dog frowned, showing his evil eyes. He was trembling and looked like he might pounce on her at any moment and choke her to death with a firm grip. Somehow, he was able to control himself. He took a deep and controlled breath. “You are evil…an evil cunt.”

      “Waw, look who’s talking? Look, I know you’re not going to hurt me, because I can see the way that you are looking at me,” she stood up slowly and began to unzip her tight leather miniskirt.

      “What the fuck are you doing, Sis?”

      “What does it look like?” she eased the skirt down over her hips and it fell to the floor. She unbuttoned her blouse and that came off too. “Look at you, you are practically eating me with your eyes. When was the last time you were intimate with a woman, Frankie? Have you ever been intimate with a woman?”

      He was breathing heavy and his face flushed hot and red, no more chills. His heart was beating like a pipe band drum and he felt his biceps as they trembled uncontrollably.

      “It’s OK, Francis, let me show you how it can be. The right way. Do you want to touch me?” she watched as his chest heaved and she slipped a hand down into her panties, to touch herself. She wanted it, badly, always had done. She had an inclination too that her brother was now on the same track; two runaway trains on a head-on collision course. 

      It was going to happen, she felt it.

      “I only know one way, Sis. The hard way. I’ve never experienced sex the way that normal people do it. For me, it’s like how it was with Dad, I just do it for the violation and the control. The sheer deviance of it. You know what a’ mean?”

      “I do Frankie, it turns me on, I know you’re a monster. I love you, you’re my very own brotherly monster. Do you want to rape me?”

      “Yeah…is that what you want?”

      She was probing with a finger, deep inside her own body. 

      She moaned and whimpered. 

      Flames of need, for the sordid act - incest - burned in her eyes.

      Mad Dog sprung to his feet and clenched a fist around her throat. He walked her across the room, put her over the dining table and slammed the side of her face down against its hard glass surface. 

      She squealed and yelped. 

      It was difficult to comprehend. 

      Pleasure, or pain? 

      Fear, or excitement? 

      Or, all of the above? 

      “Stay down bitch and don’t move until I’m done, got it?”

      “Yes, Dad, I understand,” she said obediently, her voice suddenly sounding younger and more innocent, as if she was transgressing into the past and her days of abuse at the hands of her own father.

      “Keep it in the family, eh?”  her father had told her when he’d abused her for the first time and he’d left her to lay on the bed, crying with confusion and an odd feeling of guilt, like it was somehow her fault.

      Mad Dog growled like the animal he was. “You’re going to die,” he said as he came inside her back-end.

      “You said you wouldn’t hurt me.”

      “I won’t hurt you…” he said, jerking violently inside her, grinding himself into her till the very end, “…but the virus will. I’m HIV-positive…” he whispered and began to laugh as he pulled himself out and watched her slump to the floor. 

      In tears. 

      In pain. 

      Violated, the way she had been used and abused as a child. 

      “I fucked this whore in Bangkok, see, and she passed on the virus. I’ve got all the symptoms. I’ve got it. I know I have.”

      The sister lay face down, hair strewn across the floor as her body heaved.

      She wept, in chugging splutters, sobbing pathetically. 

      She slammed her fists against the carpet and tried to scream. “You are The Devil, Francis, The Devil incarnate! May God have mercy on your twisted fucking soul…”

      Well, I suppose I will discover the Lord’s mercy sooner rather than later. This little charade is over now, Sis. I’ve achieved all that I wanted to do in this miserable excuse for a life. The only thing that kept me alive over the years was a primitive need for vengeance, that’s how karma works, is it not? We all get what’s coming, in the end. Like us. You will die. I will die. We will all die,” he concluded and began to walk from the room.

      “Where are you going?”

      “Up to the roof,” he replied, casually. 

      He was going to jump.

      

      Neither of them had noticed, but as that sordid act of sexual deviance had played out, a man had been watching them from the front window. 

      It was Vlad - the Russian. 

      He’d decided to retreat and not get involved. He had also done something that strongly went against the better side of his criminal nature - he’d dialled 999 and reported an act of domestic violence to the Police.
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      You can’t beat death, as the Reaper waits in the shadow…

      When the call came in about a violent incident at the residence of one Jane Murdoch, McGreavy and his team were already en-route to question the woman who was now believed to have been a confidant to the late Godfather.

      “Any update?” he asked Siobhan as she floored the pedal, tyres screeching, swerving around traffic like a lunatic.

      “He’s on the roof.”

      “A jumper, eh?”

      “Looks like it. You know, I always thought it was Sinclair, my old buddy that was the Godfather’s counsellor. I never would have pieced this puzzle together in a thousand years.”

      “Well, the story isn’t over yet, Boss. We’ve yet to see the grand finale…” 

      As they pulled up on the kerb, they saw him with his back to the wind - the Man with the Crucifix Tattoo - arms out to his sides and head down, like a silent depiction of Jesus nailed to the Cross; he was going to end it on his terms.

      As they got out the car, he turned around as if in slow motion and smiled down at them with his evil eyes. It was an iconic moment; an unsung hymn of sober rectitude echoed in a wind that was almost unfelt. 

      He pitched himself on a corner, high above an observant line of old steel spikes, jutting out like a covert garrison defence line. 

      The Inspector watched with curious fascination, scowling, wondering if he would really do it and secretly hoping that he would. 

      McGreavy himself had often had dreams where he was standing on the edge, just like that. Pitched, as he was, with his arms out to the sides, like Christ on the Cross. 

      Ready to jump. 

      To be received by the afterlife and granted a peaceful dwelling, with her, his constant love. 

      Mad Dog looked down and raised his head once again, peering down with that glint of devilment in his eyes. Even from that distance as he stood against the wind and prepared his heart for Satan’s fork, he looked right into the Inspector’s eyes and that is when it happened. 

      He smiled at Mac. 

      A devious, knowing smile…

      Your time is coming soon Inspector, is the message it conveyed. 

      It was the evil smile that had once been captured in a courtroom sketch. It was his last smile too because right then he winked at McGreavy and gave himself to the drop like a diver on a high-board.

      It was a weird moment, and an eerie silence enveloped all those at the scene as they watched his graceful descent. But, there was no grace in his ending as he got spiked through the chest by multiple sharp points and slumped downwards through the top third of the fence. 

      The torso had been split open at a slight downward angle.

      The innards were visibly torn, brightly exposed and glistening with the viscosity of fresh blood.

      A fresh kill.

      The blood seeped in slow, definite waves. 

      The limbs hung heavy, like a dead animal, left in the woods of a Norse Cult to scare and send a warning to uninvited trespassers. 

      It looked sacrificial. 

      Biblical, in a way. 

      Mac and Siobhan shared a brief look as if each was expecting the other to offer up something witty to say. 

      But, neither did. 

      It was just a sombre moment of death, where a weird form of poetic justice had been done. They hadn’t solved the case, as such, and they hadn’t caught their man. But, at the end of the day, that is the cold, hard reality of policing. With plastic surgeons and gangland vendettas coming into the mix, it is not always so easy to work things out, and some cases don’t get solved the way they do in the movies. They solve themselves as nature and karma somehow come into play. There had always been cases like that and there always would. It was just how it was, but such stories must be told nonetheless.  

      The Inspector took a deep breath and suddenly looked back at his young female colleague with something to offer up in the way of dark wisdom. “You know what they say, don’t you?”

      “No Boss, what’s that?”

      “If you live by the cross, you die by the cross…”

      “Aye, true enough…fancy a drink then? A wee Coke?”

      “A whisky might be on the cards, purely in the interests of public safety, of course.”

      “Of course,” Siobhan replied with a wry smile. 

      “Are you buying?”

      “No, but Jimmy ‘The Swede’ is…”

      The Inspector laughed, a throaty chuckle that was somehow joyful and mournful at the same time. “Aye, let’s go and get pissed then…”
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      ‘You don’t understand me. You are not expected to. You are not capable. I am beyond your experience. I am beyond good and evil. I will be avenged. Lucifer dwells in all of us… I don’t believe in the hypocritical, moralistic dogma of this so-called civilised society… You maggots make me sick! Hypocrites one and all… I don’t need to hear all of society’s rationalisations. I’ve heard them all before…legions of the night, night breed, repeat not the errors of the night prowler and show no mercy.’ - Richard Ramirez (The Night Stalker)
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      ‘We serial killers are your sons, we are your husbands, we are everywhere.’ - Theodore Robert Bundy (America’s worst serial killer)
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      The Unsung Satanist [Glasgow Noir, III]
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            The horseman & the woman in the graveyard

          

        

      

    

    
      Resurrection.

      Am I risen, from the dead? 

      No, I’m falling again, to drown in my own pathetic misery.

      The flame of self-destruction teases me. 

      The arrogance of wasted youth taunts me. 

      The narcissism of empty achievements mocks me. 

      Floating, head-down, in a bath of blood, wishing it to be a barrel of whisky, longing for the barrel of a gun to finish me once and for all. 

      Death awaits me, life pains me, I might just answer the call. Life can be a mystery, but I am not, I’m an open book and it doesn’t have a happy ending; they all die. Death, no such enigma but an alluring mistress, seducing, enticing as manipulative snakes in the grass of life, such beautiful serpents in a sultry garden.

      Death is a whore that stands at my door, to promise me nights of comfort, tempting as it is, the joke of all jokes as the comedic Gods cursed me in a sin-ridden city of chaos, to give answers to those who need answers and to stalk and hunt and slay demons. 

      I stalk The Devil, too, as he stalks me.

      I see a tall figure of skeletal proportions, black as black can be, charred to the bone as he rides on a horse, the most beautiful white horse I’ve ever seen. The mouth of the black skeleton is breathing smoke and he talks in the voice of a dead Priest: “You know the truth, Mac, you can’t hide from me, I took her because she wanted to be taken…”

      Aye, she did it, she took her own life, in the melancholy shadow of unseen sadness. 

      “Who is this knowing horseman?” I ask myself.

      Death?

      God?  

      The Unsung Satanist? 

      I look around. She always comes, she does, more loyal in death than she ever was in life. I love her more too, in death, than I did in life; the mind is a terrible thing to lose.

      “Mac,” I hear her call my name. “Mac, I’m here, Mac.”

      The horseman has gone, nothing left but a wall of mist, and I see nothing around me but idle headstones. I’m at the graveyard. I look down, I’m right there, stooped over her grave. I look up and see her as clear as day, in her night dress, her eyes are black and running with blood, in her pink nightie, stained with dirt, and clutching onto a bottle of vodka. “I’m sorry Mac, I felt that pain too, when you quit the booze and I was no longer a facet of your twisted hallucinations, it was like we’d lost each other all over again.”

      “I know, it was a mistake, I’ll never quit the drink again, I promise…”

      “Who is that whore?”

      “Oh, c’mon now, am’ not a bloody Saint and you know that.”

      “Fancy a wee drop, fur’ auld’ time’s sake?” she holds up the bottle, slowly and deliberately, blood still running from her dark eyes in a defiant trickle, a snake as her tongue, a deathly thing of sensuality to behold. “C’mon, let’s do it over my gravestone, a bit of romance, how about it?” she pulled up the night dress with her right hand, her naked legs burnt and angry with puss-filled blisters, turning around to show her mottled grey, bare behind. “C’mon, I know you want this, Mac, come and fuck me,” she spoke to him as a sweet temptress, The Devil in her voice…

      

      He woke up in a sweat, sucking air into his lungs like a massive blade had been thrust into his stomach, by a silent killer who’d approached his bed in the night, not to kill him, but to bring him back to life.

      On the side-table was a half-empty bottle of small, yellow sleeping pills and a pistol with one bullet in the chamber.

      “Oh Jesus,” he thought to himself, clenching his eyes shut, rubbing them, like he was on the verge of weeping; he actually was, too. “What the hell are you doing to yourself? You’re on the edge, man, right on the bloody edge.”

      There were many things that the Inspector was good at, conversing with the dead was one of them, catching killers another, suicide on the other hand was clearly not his forte.
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      Absorbing a good crime story, one of murder and madness, it’s like being raped by a talented philosopher…

      There was a knock at the door. 

      It was a door that could be found in the black dusk of night and a door that was always open. The Irish Priest got up from his Daily Record and shuffled across the room, lightning flashed at a tall window above the sink and torrential rain continued to lash down from thick towers of cumulonimbus cloud, heavily embedded in the ominous sky above. “It’s just God shuffling around the furniture,” he’d often tell people. “Like The Devil, when he puts his show in order, you can feel it, and he has to leave some destruction in his wake, to remind us still that he is all-powerful and, indeed, a worthy adversary…”

      He opened the door to find a dishevelled figure standing there in a grey suit, soaked to the bone, a lost soul. “Well, well, well…would you look who it is? None other than the illustrious crime-solving mastermind – Inspector Mac McGreavy…” he had that rough, charming Dublin accent that made him sound more like an old Irish folk singer than a Priest, one of those old bearded types that you’d find in a cosy little country pub, telling the punters a story via the magical lyric of song.

      McGreavy stood in the doorway, wet through, hands in his pockets, almost to a shiver as he wriggled in his overcoat in search of warmth, his black hair flat and wet across one eye.

      “You’re drenched, Mac, get in now for a dram…”

      “Aye, cheers, Father,” the Inspector muttered, still hunched over as he removed his coat, rubbing his hands and darting his eyes around the room before he saw the small table where a newspaper lay. 

      Many a deep, philosophical discussion had taken place at that table over the years.

      Many a confession too. 

      It was a table that represented trust, companionship, and a mutually shared love-affair with the drink.  

      He saw the Priest’s half-empty glass of lager and an uncapped bottle of cheap blended whisky, one of those supermarket brands.

      “A beer, Mac?”

      “That would be grand, Father.”

      “Take a seat, Boy,” Rankin gesture to the small, wooden table.

      “Yes, Father,” he replied, humbly. There weren’t many who could talk to him like that, call him ‘Boy’, but Rankin could. 

      He had that power. 

      That authority. 

      The respect he had for the Priest wasn’t about the Church or God or anything like that either, Mac couldn’t care less, he wasn’t religious…no…it was something else…it was his capacity to see things in their entirety…a quality few men (or women) possessed in the modern era.

      Father Rankin put a lukewarm beer can on the table and an old-school pint tumbler that was stained and weathered, along with too smaller glasses for the ‘shorts’ of whisky.

      “Cheers.”

      “Cheers.

      They drank the whiskies down first and then sat in silence as the first few gulps of beer passed.

      “I’d heard a rumour that you were off the booze, but I could see, when I opened that door there behind me, that was no sober man looking at me from out there in the pouring rain.”

      “I was dry for a bit, I gave it a go because someone asked me to quit, they were concerned for my personal well-being, shall we say…”

      “Would that person be a living soul, or, a dead soul?”

      “A dead soul, Father.”

      “The spirit of your good wife…?”

      “Aye, that would be the one,” McGreavy sunk his head, with shame, or so it appeared.

      Both men paused to drink more, re-filling their short glasses and knocking them back, no chaser was needed as they allowed the sting to linger.

      “The funny thing is, Father, when I stopped drinking she was no longer there, to visit me…”

      “A funny thing it is too…”

      “So, I started to think, that it was all in my head, just a sinister by-product of my addiction to alcohol.”

      “I see…”

      “So, if none of it was real, I supposed for a while that the only way to truly find her would be to kill myself.”

      “Oh, God bless your soul, Son. Don’t be doing a stupid thing like that. The good people of Glasgow need men like you, Mac, to rid the streets of evil.”

      “I drank a bottle. I took the business-end of my pistol and very, very slowly,” Mac made a gun with his right hand, “very slowly, I put it into my mouth. Funny, it was, but I can distinctively remember how the cold steel felt as it ran across my drunken lips. I had it pushed up right against the roof of my mouth, ready to put my brain to the wall…” Mac took his demonstrative gesture of a gun, two fingers and a thumb, and stuck it up into his mouth.

      “But, you didn’t pull the trigger…”

      “No, she came to rescue me, it was the booze, see? So, what does it all mean, I ask you? What was it protecting me? Was it my wife? Or, was it actually the drink? Or, some kind of a higher power? God? Am I honestly to say that the bottle was my saviour?”

      “It was yourself, Mac, you were protecting you from you. You’re a self-destructive personality, to be sure, but you have psychological resilience, that brings stability and order to your life when it needs to be there, that there was just the resilience coming into play.”

      Mac nodded his head, thoughtfully, digesting the Priest’s analysis.

      They sipped their drams and drank more beer.

      “Some people receive their calling in life, but still, they get kissed by the sweet lips of addiction. And, with God as my witness, you know yourself, that I too am one of those tortured souls, just like you…after all, that’s why you are here…that’s why we are friends…is it not?”

      “Aye, you’re right, as always.”

      “Tell me, are you any closer to catching this evil murderer who kills in the name of Satan? He’s taken two men, already, one of them was a good member of the Church he was too…”

      “We’re doing the best we can, Father, but the perpetrator is methodical, well-organised and meticulous in his planning. He’s an expert in home-intrusions, making seamless covert entries to each home that he violates, coming and going without a trace or a witness…”

      “But, the manner in which he kills them, these good Christian people, it is truly horrific and gruesome. You were there, Mac, were the crime scenes really as bad as they say? People are saying that it must have been Lucifer himself who committed those crimes.”

      Mac bowed his head, again. “They were very bad, Father, I’ve seen some horrid things in this job, but what I saw in those houses will haunt me forever, not so much of what I saw of the dead, but what I saw of the living…”

      “You catch this bastard, Mac, you hear…?”

      “Aye, Father…”

      Mac’s phone began to vibrate from an unknown pocket of his crumpled, wet-through suit jacket. He patted around it, up and down his body, like a clumsy child pretending to play the drums. He soon uncovered it and frowned at the caller’s name, it was Siobhan, and he surely hoped to Hell that it wasn’t what he feared.

      “Hello, Siobhan, what can I do you for…?” he answered it, that silly way he did when he was nervous. He listened and nodded, as the female voice spoke to him, and he took a mental note of an address. “Aye, right, I’m on my way…”

      Rankin looked at the Inspector, his face had fallen pale and grey. “What is it, Mac?”

      “I have to go, Father, I’m really sorry…”

      “Is it him, Mac, has there been another human sacrifice?”

      “Aye, Father, it would seem so…”
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            He lived by The Bible, yet he died by the sword

          

        

      

    

    
      The blind cannot see, for the grandeur of hypocrisy appeals to the mass as the truth does to enlightened minorities, it has long been this way…

      There’s one thing about a crime scene that people don’t talk about so much. To be fair though, it’s not the kind of thing you would want to think about, talk about, and certainly not a thing you would want to remember. It’s the brilliance of the blood, that’s what I’m talking about, the silky texture and the macabre sheen that it has. There is an unknown viscosity to freshly spilled blood that can only be truly appreciated when seen up-close-and-personal. The treacle-like thickness glistens like nothing you can imagine, as it pools and flows and sits upon a hard surface, or as it soaks and festers and curdles in the deep-set grain of gash carpet. A deep, deep, cherry-red, that surges and moves as an awe-inspiring river. Deeper than the reddest lips you ever kissed in your life, for man. For the woman, richer and more silken than the shiny red heels that symbolise and embody her most primitive of all urges. 

      Real. 

      Vital. 

      Deep. 

      Magnificent, to the point that you will fight with the turmoil, to stand there and gawp, to be amazed by it, or turn away and be repulsed by it. What once was a person’s life force, pumping in the veins, spilled at the hands of a Devil, the body no more than a redundant shell, a hideous husk, gross yet alluring as this magical red slick sets flow, forming in puddles, moving like a swarm across smooth wood, or spraying across the confines of distant surfaces, and soaking into furniture that will be forevermore touched by death. 

      In this case, it was the television set, a mirror that hung behind it on the wall, and the living-room’s thick and luxurious carpet. Blood entertains all shades on the crimson-spectrum as it settles and dries on different surfaces, looking most angry and paint-like as it sticks to human skin.

      There was no corpse, just two living souls, who’d been made to watch the killer at work. 

      By the time the Inspector had arrived at the house, preliminary statements had already been taken. 

      The victim, who’s body had been vanished, was a Minister of the Parish Church and had arrived home approximately fifty-five minutes before his wife and daughter. The wife was a teacher and the sixteen-year-old son a student at the same school. They’d found him dead upon entering the house; the neighbours weren’t at home so nobody would have heard the struggles and screams. The killer had entered the premises via a window that had been smashed at the side of the house. 

      When the wife and son found him, he’d had a long and heavy ornate sword inserted beneath his chin and raised upward through his head, splitting the brain open, all the way through, until the base of the handle jutted into the base of his chin just an inch above the jugular. The girth of the sword was so thick and the blade so sharp that his head had been torn completely open. 

      The boy had been frozen with shock as the wife of the Minister screamed, unaware that the killer was still in the house, standing behind them. 

      Each took a blow to the head and blacked-out. 

      When they came to they were bound in a position of prayer, kneeling on the floor, their feet and their hands bound with rope and tape placed tightly across their mouths. The killer made them watch, just kneeling there, staring at the altar of the pentagram – a Devil’s star – adorned upon the sword’s handle. The body was placed in a chair with the tip of the enormous blade resting against the wall, just next to a large Mackintosh mirror. His penis had been cut off at the base, severed, and the blood ran thick and trickled to the floor where the victim’s blood was being collected in a bucket.

      The severed penis was nowhere to be seen, perhaps taken by the killer, as a souvenir. 

      Both wife and son would never recover from what they saw, forced to look at the slaughtered remains of the man they’d idolised as a husband and father and a Man of God, as he sat there, eyes wide open, glazed over with blood that had poured down from his broken cranium. The casualness of his physical pose was morbid and horrific, like a drunk in a pub, arms drooping down by his sides. What made it strikingly grotesque was that open mouth and those wide-open, blood glazed eyes, looking up to God, to the heavens, as if to scream for help, to his saviour, to beg for mercy.

      As the family members awoke in a panic, they struggled in the confines of bondage-rope, their cries for help muffled by gags that had been stuffed into their mouths. All they could do was weep and whimper with confused trauma as tears welled in their eyes. When the killer appeared in the boy’s view he was dressed in black motorcycle gear, helmet and all with a blacked-out visor, standing over the bucket to check for a sufficient amount of blood. There wasn’t enough, apparently, so the killer took a cutthroat razor and dissected the man’s torso with a long, deep cut. The body now bled more heavily and eventually the bucket was adequately full. All paintings and wall decorations were removed and the killer took a brush and began to paint the walls in blood, writing what appeared to be psychotic ramblings, or some form of evil Satanic poetry. 

      The killer in black then went back to the dead Minister. 

      The sword was removed and the blade and corpse were taken to the kitchen. Flushing sounds were heard as the killer ran water, cleaning up blood, for exfiltration of the corpse. They heard the noise of a zipper, as the body was bagged and dragged from the house at the back door. 

      The door was left open and would be found that way when the Police eventually arrived on-scene. 

      The rain came down harder.
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            The wisdom of darkness comes, written in human blood

          

        

      

    

    
      The fallacy of a broken mind’s rhetoric can be like an infestation of the soul, a cancer that is pure evil, convincing as it may be…

      It was another crime of horror, a scene that was awash with blood, a blood bath in the truest sense. It was the same killer, McGreavy noted, because the writing was on the wall; quite literally: 

      I am The Unsung Satanist. Freedom, to be tasted by the tongue of those who are hungry, her flesh is a feast to be had, her blood spiced with raw filth. The Beast waits to laugh with delight. The true destiny shall soon be known, of this pathetic circus, the clowns clown and the jokers joke. The Beast of the Shadow is there to chase, His destiny is clear, as the weak are devoured and skinned alive by the Children of the Shadow, those blind maggots who are set to die by the blade and rot with the worms, yes, for bleeding victims are the salt of the realm, as The Devil pokes a finger, humiliation for the misguided fools and stupid followers. Satan’s grip, to hold thy focus, never stop and never give up. The killing must be done, blood must spill, the peasants must fall, the Kings must reign, and shadow dwellers may thrive under His reign of darkness. The void is eternal, magnificent, and consuming, but only an Unsung Satanist may fully embrace that source of power. Dead souls and victims of the shadow may know the greatness of His beauty, as I, the bringer of death stand tall over their false image of Godliness, in this age of tolerated ignorance, what a truly vile predicament we have. Take thy hand and walk upon thy path, in the echo of screams, the cries of the dead and all the glory of The Abyss. Rivers of blood will flood your abode as the sordid demon slinks within, to slit your throat, and rape and bludgeon your children. The killer’s calling is an Oath to The Devil, bonded in blood that flows red, the flame is ever eternal. Hail Satan! 666.

      “In the name of good God, Jimmy, what kind of sinister monster are we up against here?”

      “It’s just the workings of a disturbed, broken and twisted mind,” Jimmy spoke, matter-of-factly, in his dour Glasgow brogue, looking at the wall. “The verses are from no known demonic text that we’ve been able to establish, thus far. They just appear to be the psychotic ramblings of a blood-thirsty nutcase. It could be that the words don’t actually mean anything.”

      “The words mean everything, they have to mean something to him, otherwise he wouldn’t make such a dramatic show of it. Any mutilation of the victim’s genitalia?”

      “Aye, same protocol, the wife recalls seeing him bleed heavily from where the penis had been severed after the killer knocked her down to the floor.”

      “Any witnesses?”

      “Just the wife and son.”

      “What about the neighbours? Somebody must have seen something? Caught sight of a vehicle? A license plate number? Have we got absolutely anything to work with here?”

      “Sorry, Boss, we’re working on it…”
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            Those who would be monsters: a lecture

          

        

      

    

    
      It’s the understated charm of the quiet genius – the ability to take a complex conceptualisation and make it seem so damn simple…

      The Professor looked as eccentric as ever, smartly dressed in a three-piece suit, sober and grey, crisp white shirt and a red tie of silk that was adorned with a paisley pattern of gold. Every time he moved a dazzling chain sparkled around his waist, beneath the lights of the auditorium, attached to a newly-serviced pocket watch that dated back to the First World War. He’d once told a young female student that it had stopped a bullet in combat and had saved his grandfather’s life, that it was his lucky charm; nobody knew for sure if the story was true or not, including the Professor himself.

      He fiddled with his eye-frames as he peered down at the papers and notes before him, scribbled notes and photocopies of texts with highlighted paragraphs in fluorescent yellow. Occasionally, he glanced out to the crowd of students and eventually he smiled as his eyes settled upon a dishevelled-looking man in the back row who was dressed in a black suit, sipping from some kind of a hip-flask.

      The audience talked among themselves as the renowned lecturer and expert in fields of Criminology and Pathology settled himself in slowly as he always did; it was all part of his eccentric charm.

      “Your attention, if I may, silence in the room,” he cleared his throat, speaking in grandiose fashion as he found his familiar ground, as the master of the room.

      The noise halted and all eyes fell upon the one-and-only, the brilliant, Professor Alistair Sinclair.

      “I would like you all to repeat after me, in Unison, anyone who doesn’t pitch-in can pick up their bags and get out of my lecture theatre. Understood?”

      All heads nodded, some with reluctance, some with confusion.

      “Hail Satan!” he roared the words like a mad lunatic and stepped to the centre of the stage with his hands out to the sides.

      His students looked around at each other in confusion, some smiling, but they went along with the show. “Hail Satan!” they roared back their responses in a unison-form that was creepy enough to hit McGreavy with an unsettling blow.

      The Inspector was frowning down at his friend on the stage.

      “Very good, very good, indeed,” he smirked to himself. “I hope Principal McDonald is not in the lecture hall next door, or I’m pretty sure my contract for next year will not be getting an extension.”

      The students laughed.

      “As you may have guessed, today’s lecture will be related to secular motivations that may drive a person to murder, and that little exercise was just my way of demonstrating an important facet of criminal psychology – manipulation to a cause – a cause that may be perceived by outsiders as inherently evil. A question. If you are trained to see the world in a certain way, to believe things in accordance to a certain ideology, and you consequently model your behaviour accordingly, then are you merely a victim of your own circumstances? Or, do we have a choice in the matter, of what we are destined to become based on our surroundings and influences, be they good or bad?”

      The students too frowned intently now, with concentration, contemplating the wise man’s word.

      “If you join the Army, and you are given a gun, told to raid a village and kill man, woman and child, will you go and commit those violent and murderous acts blindly? Yes, of course, without question, you shall, because as a soldier one is not at liberty to question or doubt the great leaders who issue commands from high above. They will follow orders, those commands, because that is how they have been trained. Perhaps, it will come back and haunt them, later in life, they might be cursed by nightmares and acute combat trauma. Why? Guilt, perhaps, and because it was inhumane to do what they did. Does it make a man evil if he did those things under government endorsement? Because, he was following orders? He did it, because he was told to do it, is that a valid reason? Nazi murderers tried that one but it didn’t get them very far. Justice prevails in the long run. David Berkowitz, The Son of Sam, the .44 Caliber Killer, he claimed that he was given the order to kill from a demon, who spoke to him via the medium of a dog.”

      The students laughed.

      “A dog, that is correct. He, too, did it because he was told to do it; but, what this actually was? It was his own mind engineering a means of justification. That, my cherubs, is the first step towards committing the crime – justification – and a subconscious narrative to the cause of murder is all part of the serial killer’s sociopathic personality disorder.”

      Sinclair’s students were trying their hardest to listen whilst at the same time jotting down salient points. 

      “It’s clearly not for me to say what is right or wrong, but, we must always attempt to understand things from the killer’s viewpoint. We talk and talk and talk about motivation, but I put it to you now, that the key word in being able to understand is actually justification. An Army lives in motivation, trained and ready, as professionals in the field of combat. Yet, in their careers, they may never see the hardships of war. Unless, it is decided, that a conflict is indeed justified. Justification is what leads us to the act of violence, whether it be a military campaign to fight it out on the battlefield, or, it is in the mind of man who picks out a small segment of society who fit his mould – X, Y and Z… – and that man or woman decides that these people deserve to die for some morbid reason that is justifiable in his own twisted mind. Justification, for the serial killer, gives him a free ticket and a path to enjoyment in the act, sadistic pleasure to be gained in ending their lives, the thrill that will tickle his gut and make him want to do it over and over again. Are you getting my point here, cherubs?”

      The students nodded, in awe of the man, like he was an all-knowing God. 

      “So, the eternal question we must ask ourselves is: Are killers born evil or are they simply moulded by society to be delusional personalities prone to self-justification for the crimes they commit? Does the establishment make them that way? Does a fanatical religious doctrine make them that way? Islam? Christianity? Satanism? You will remember, see, that just a few moments ago I had you all shouting ‘Hail Satan!’ at the tops of your voices like you were an organised cult of deranged lunatics? It took me a mere few seconds to manipulate you all into following my lead…”

      The students looked at each other, still silently mesmerised by the words of the Professor, fascinated yet somehow frightened.

      “Imagine what I could do, if I really wanted to get inside your heads and guide you to kill, like Charles Manson and the Manson Family cult, to mould your behaviour, to be a sinister master of a justifiable cause that would put you onto the killer’s path and give you that free ticket to the unknown delights of sadistic pleasure?” the Professor himself now paused, to laugh, revelling in his own intelligence. “But, of course, my little ones,” he continued, peering down at them with slanted eyes. “You always have a choice, so remember that in all that you do in life, you can go with the flow, or you can swim against the stream, because in the end I think it is quite clear which swimmer will be stronger. Thankyou.”

      The students were on their feet and applauded him as if they had just witnessed the most powerful and moving performance of their lives…

      

      It never ceased to amaze the Inspector that he got such a reaction, one that no other Professor in Glasgow could expect to receive from students, but Sinclair was a legend in his own time and that could not be denied. 

      McGreavy sat, at the back, as he always did, with mixed feelings. Sometimes, he cursed himself, for mocking the Professor, teaching people to suck eggs, saying such simplistic things that didn’t impress him. But, in the next breath, he would see the pure genius in his approach. Because, what he did, was drive home a point that was fundamental: that we are all actually victims (to an extent) of our own perceptions and bias, our own minds, our surroundings; things that we often don’t have a choice in. 

      Do we have a choice? 

      Well, of course, we do… 

      Nevertheless, we put labels on the killers – psychopath – sadist – serial killer – woman murderer – these troubled souls who made their choice, to live within a dimension of evil, that darkness of the sick mind, driven to those disgusting acts, justifiable in their own deviant minds, to commit crimes so shockingly horrific that no book of fiction could ever put you in the spot. Yet, how often do we try, actually try, to see things from their perspective? Or, at least, to understand them on a more human level? 

      Not their motivations, but their justifications…

      Humanisation is perhaps the key then, to catching them, empathising with them, a thing that practitioners are reluctant to do, because it leaves a bad taste in the mouth and goes against the grain, and because it is much easier to use a ‘label’ – MONSTER. People often say, it is not human to kill, but McGreavy disagreed with that sentiment, because after years and years of doing nothing else but hunt down killers on the mean streets of Glasgow, he saw in fact that man is the most primitive being of all and the basic urge to kill is a founding-block of human nature that is deep-rooted within us all.
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            Stale beer, bad food & revelations of The Abyss

          

        

      

    

    
      The only difference between a wise man and a fool is that the wise man already knows himself to be a fool…

      Lunch with the Professor was set for low-cost fair at a pub just off the motorway, called The Auld’ Scottish Soldier; as it was the Inspector’s choice of lunching venue, it was expected to be a bit of a shithole. It stank of overly-salted gravy and oil from a deep-fat fryer, wafts coming in waves as a large door swung open and shut, giving audibility to punters as a cook swore periodically from the confines of the kitchen. Every so often a young blonde girl would appear with a plate of food.

      A stench rose from the carpets, too, like the faded material had been soaked in cheap ale and vinegar and then volunteered to customers as a semi-open toilet. 

      It was clear to both what the topic of conversation would be centred around – Glasgow’s recent spate of Satanic murders.

      “The numbers are there, Al, more than three dead with the same M.O., it’s a serial killer who has no intention of letting up,” Mac spoke, getting his knife into a layer of pastry that was thick and soft at the bottom with a slight crumble on the top.

      “It would appear so, the pie’s disgusting by the way, and what on earth is this wine? Did they not give me the vinegar instead?” Sinclair screwed up his face like a snotty, old toff.

      “I like it this place, it’s got a good ambience, OK? Anyways, you should drink beer every now and again, it’s good for you,” Mac defended his choice of eatery, vehemently, as per usual. “But, listen, Satanism though? Do people still actually worship The Devil? Sacrificing babies and drinking the blood of goats, all that crap, I thought that all went out in medieval times, or that it was just a theme for the Hollywood films and whatnot, all vampires and ghouls, no? What a load of nonsense…”

      “A load of nonsense you should perhaps take more seriously if you’re to stand a chance at roping-in the killer, remember what I said in the lecture, Mac? We have to understand them, the doctrine that drives them, the things that make them tick and allow them grounds for justifiable reason. Remember, what I just spoke about just now, or have you lost all faculties of short-term memory?”

      “What is there to understand, though, really? It’s a part of the human condition, OK, fine. But, evil is as evil does, my friend, we both know that deep down…”

      “You’d be very surprised by how sane and intellectual some Satanists can be, in fact, you’re probably not far off the path of a philosophical Satanist yourself, Mac.”

      “Excuse me? A philosophical Satanist? What the hell are you on about?”

      “The so-called Left-Hand Path is not all about sacrificial altars, secret cults and ritualised killings.”

      “Well, for one Glasgow serial killer, it certainly does seem to be very much about all that.”

      “The word Satan for those who practice means adversary…”

      McGreavy frowned as he chewed as it was a word Father Rankin often used, in his freestyle rhetoric, speaking of both God and The Devil.

      “They are those who reject modern conceptualisations of God and religion, people who pity the mass followers who are led like sheep and brainwashed from birth. They are men and women who are passionate about knowledge and wisdom, they celebrate history and science and theories of human evolution, they just don’t believe in Adam and Eve and the Garden of Eden and all that stuff.”

      Mac was staring at the Professor like he’d had a bucket of frozen water poured over his head, like his brain cells were being turned to icicles, he even felt his hairs stand on end.

      Sinclair laughed. “You see, Mac, it’s written all over your face. You’ve connected with what I’m saying instantly and are clearly capable of understanding this philosophical shift that certain individuals – the Satanists – choose to embody. Aren’t you an atheist, Mac?”

      “I’m agnostic, actually.”

      “You believe in other-worldly forces, yet you reject mainstream religion, so you conform to a similar line of philosophising whether you like it or not. You have your own superstitions, your own demons, Hell, you even have your own ghosts…”

      McGreavy looked across the table with his eyes set in a scowl that was almost hateful. “There is no need for comments like that, Professor, no need. You hear me…?”

      “Sorry Mac, I’m really sorry,” Sinclair huffed and lowered his eyes as he patted his mouth and stared down at a pathetic piece of meat that looked as though the swearing cook had been aggressively battering it with a hammer, floating in a puddle of stock-heavy gravy and a soggy pastry that he simply found to be vile in the truest sense of the word. He was one of the few people that Mac had opened up to about his utmost secrets and the spirit that haunted him – that of his dead wife – and he felt ashamed now of his own manner.

      Mac had over-reacted and pulled himself together, shaking himself out of the sudden moment of sensitivity, and laughing it off. It appeared that a tear had welled-up in the corner of his eye and he broke free from the hurt with a boisterous and theatrical enactment. “Jesus Christ, would you look at the pair of us, eh? What a pair of bloody misfits…”

      “Symbolism…Mac…symbolism…” Sinclair tactfully diverted them onto the more urgent stream of conversation.

      “What? You mean, the pentagram, drawn on the walls in blood next to the killer’s signature – the logo of The Church of Satan – or something along those lines, not very imaginative though…”

      “Richard Ramirez, the Satanic killer who was dubbed as The Night Stalker, killed men and women around Los Angeles and San Francisco in the mid-eighties. That was how he linked himself to his murders, by drawing a pentagram in white chalk at the crime scene.”

      “You think it’s a copycat killer?”

      “I think the person is an intellectual, someone who is knowledgeable about criminology and Police-procedurals, that’s what I think…”

      “Are you saying what I think you’re saying?”

      “You can’t rule it out, Mac, the killer could be a Police Officer.”

      Mac thought suddenly about what Jimmy had said at the crime scene, he frowned and peered into his glass of Scotch. “What about the poetry, these ramblings, written in blood?”

      Sinclair had been shown a photo by the Inspector in the car, on the journey to the pub, and asked for his opinion. “The words seem to be incoherent, but there is meaning there, deep-rooted meaning.”

      Mac was looking at him with heavily sedated eyes as he drank down his whisky and followed it by downing half his pint of Guinness in two big gulps. 

      “Mac, tell me…”

      “What?”

      “I can see you’re holding something back, I can see it in your eyes, I’ve seen that look before.”

      He smirked back at his best pal and shook his head. “I can’t hide anything from you, can I?”

      “We’re a team Mac, me and you, and a pretty solid one at that…”

      “I’ve been getting these letters, from John Moffat, you remember him?”

      “The Casanova Killer?”

      “Aye, I believe he’s somehow connected with the killer, says his mother had some kind of sexual relationship with him. That’s why I’m not convinced that it could be a copper.”

      “You think coppers don’t sleep with whores? After all, she was a whore, was she not?”

      “Amongst other things, yes, she was a prostitute. This is just my gut-instinct. The detail he puts into the letters is uncanny, he refers to the killer as The Unsung Satanist, the signature used in each mural of poetry-in-blood, he even says that the killer visits him in hospital. There is definitely a connection, Alistair, he could be the key to catching this monster.”

      “Mac, is this official or unofficial information?” 

      “Unofficial, for now, I want to keep it up my sleeve for the moment…”

      “Wise move, Mac, a very wise move, just tread carefully…” they looked at each other and didn’t have to say a word, as they were both perfectly aware of what sinister implications the letters might have in the long run.
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            Whores, cocaine & damaged coppers

          

        

      

    

    
      Even tortured souls, who are haunted by the dead, must live life for what it is – a feast of the flesh and then some…

      There was one thing about Mac that made him attractive to long-legged, blonde lap dancers like Shona; well, two things actually.

      His prowess between the sheets was one, unlikely as it may seem, but Mac could move his lower-end into a woman’s anatomy like he was half-man and half-hydraulic-driven-pump. He fucked like a man on a cocktail of steroids and Viagra but all he needed was whisky and the occasional line of Charlie. That leads onto the second thing that a sexualised woman of loose morality might want him for – the drugs that he’d recently stolen from several different house-raids and crime scenes – drugs that he used on occasion to bribe gangsters for criminal intelligence. Mac wasn’t a clean cop these days, far from it, and everyone in Glasgow knew that – from Possilpark to the City Chambers. 

      Ever since he’d lost his boy to drugs, he’d gone off the rails a bit, he went about the business of policing in more unconventional ways, and by Hell he got the desired results. “That copper’s slippery as a trout,” is what the gangs on the estates would say if they saw his clapped-out old Merc thundering into the scheme.

      Yes, he was a bent cop, a wild-card, he even carried unlicensed shooters, used them too.

      Did this make him a bad cop? 

      Well, if a bad cop is one who is an expert in catching serial killers, monstrous and evil men who prey on the innocence of women and children? Then, no, he wasn’t a bad cop. In this respect, he was the best cop that a city like Glasgow could wish for.

      His drug of choice was cocaine; Charlie. 

      Mixed with the whisky it gave him the stamina of a racehorse. But, sadly, made him happy on the trigger too. He’d blasted a few half-bit gangsters in the face because of it, and he’d gotten away with it, with all the brazen audacity of a mafia hitman.

      The ‘Untouchable’.

      The ‘Teflon Copper’.

      These were just a few of the nicknames he’d garnered over the years.

      

      She was laid there on the bed, comatose, drugged-up and shagged-out. 

      She was bare and naked, limbs akimbo and her inflamed genitalia was still red and exposed, her fleshy slither of clitoris stationary within a soft cushion of reddish-brown pubic hair. She was like an exquisite corpse, tantalising and mute, a cold beauty in a morbid state of peace. It was only when he saw her like that, alive but dead, he realised how beautiful she was.

      This pathetic junkie. 

      A reluctant lover. 

      A seasoned dancer. 

      A prostitute too; most probably. 

      Indeed, she was his now and the spirits of the dead had accepted it.

      He was sat naked on the sofa, fully-awake, just looking at his naked whore. There was another presence in the room too, a more sinister one, a spirit. She was there, in the corner, with her back to him and she had a rope around her neck, a noose from which her grey and blistered spectre hung, her web-like feet dangling just inches above the carpet. She was dead now, in the spirit world too, as she was dead in the real world. It didn’t make sense, how could someone so dead, be so alive in his head? Twice, she’d died, and both times it had been down to him and his need to feed. “Stay away from her Mac, her, and that witch of a fortune-teller,” the ghost of his dead wife had said to him, as the stripper approached him in a club where she was an erotic dancer. He’d been sat there, zoned-out, drunk out-of-his-skull, and she gave the bent cop her telephone number as she leaned over and kissed his cheek, whispering into his ear. “Call me, at night, when you’re sober enough to get it up, I’ll give you some nice chat.” He’d called her back, a few nights later at two am, and he pleasured himself aggressively as she’d whispered sweet sexual nothings down the telephone line. 

      The spirit had warned him. “Stay away from that callous little junkie, Mac, or I’ll hang myself…and I’ll show you what it is to really be haunted, to see real horrors, to lose yer’ fuckin’ marbles like I did…” The spectre of her hung spirit was very real as it swayed slowly from side-to-side, in her crumpled-grey hospital rags, her oily hair hung low down past her delicate chin, suitably covering the rotting flesh of her once-beautiful face.

      “Hang in peace, dear, hang in peace…” he spoke to her, as he stared into space and took a long drag on his fag, the fiery end sizzling, refusing to look directly at her hanging corpse. “This is the only way that it can be from now on…a hunter needs to hunt, sweetheart, that’s what you used to say to me, although I suspect you were merely mocking me, when you haunted me in life as you now do in death…”

      Shona.

      She was young.

      She was a stunner.

      She was one of the best lap-dancers in Glasgow town. 

      She came to him like an angel, that night, his eyeballs near popping out of his head, wasted on whisky and brought back to alertness with line after line of top-grade cocaine, courtesy of Vlad ‘The Russian’, the crazy albino gangster who owned the club – LEGS N’ HEAVEN – where Shona worked, a seedy den where a blue hue kept the dimness low and plumes of smoke tempered the din of music that wasn’t sensual nor erotic, but fit for a German techno-club, base that tremored in the floors.

      Doom-doom-doom…

      “You’re that copper, aren’t ye’?”

      “Am no lookin’ for a dance, darling.”

      “That’s alright, I wasn’t looking to give you one,” she spoke with a melody that made him stare, at her body, inappropriately, very inappropriately, struck by a strong lust, to taste her and smell her, every part of her sin-ridden, junkie body. That was when she leaned over and kissed his cheek, making her odd proposal, a brazen offering of sultry whispers to excite his nights of darkness and trauma.

      He’d smirked with unexpected arousal and looked at the piece of paper that she’d written a phone number on. 

      His face had softened in a way that it rarely did.

      She smiled at him.

      He’d given-in to her slutty charm and here she was, at his place, in his bed. He enjoyed these moments, after all the drink and the drugs and the sex, where he could just sit there and watch her at peace. 

      What was it that he felt for her? 

      Sympathy? 

      Understanding?

      Lust? 

      Was she genuinely looking for someone like Mac to be her companion and fall in love with? An over-the-hill washed-out copper with nothing to show for life but a hung corpse that dwelled in his shadow and a string of murdered innocents who haunted his twisted dreams? Or, was he so stupid, so delusional, not to see that she was just using him?

      He was staring at her now with mixed feelings, pity combined with lust, seeing her shapely body, that perfectly soft flesh, the whiteness of her breasts and the perfect shape, all-natural and womanly. He liked that, the way they fell to the sides, it was an attractive feature, strongly suggestive and artistic in a dark way. She looked healthy, and fit, but he knew she was a habitual user of hard drugs. She was rotten, corrupt and infected. An abuser. A damn whore, too. 

      A liar. 

      A thief. 

      She was damaged goods, just like he was. 

      God, she was so beautiful and attractive.

      That night in the club, he’d felt so aroused that it defied all reasoning, more so than he’d done in a long, long time. He hadn’t been celibate since the wife passed, no, he even had another woman on the ‘regular’, but that sex wasn’t like it could be with a stripper, a young woman like that, one who could match him on the count of stamina, still kinky and experimental in the bedroom, it wouldn’t come close. 

      He could recall the excitement he felt as he sat there, drunk, in a Russian gangster’s strip club. He’d felt the old machine that night as the engine turned over and the throttle growled, deep in his gut, in his balls. He wanted to take her and ravish her, in a domineering and animal way. He couldn’t even recall ever wanting to fuck a woman that badly before, as she put that sultry eye his way, this dangerous Whore of Babylon.

      “Don’t forget to call me,” she spoke sensually, standing from his sofa, and her shapely behind wiggled away from him across the club, through those dim blue lights and all that smoke, men whistling as she sauntered past to go and sit with another punter.

      The phone sex had been a mere appetiser; a tease.

      It wasn’t long before she was in his bed and snorting cocaine from his belly-button hole with a rolled-up ten-quid note as he drank whisky and drowned his eyes in the ashy spectre of the hanging dead. He’d kissed her softly, soft as a lover could, and he’d rattled the bedframe like it had never been rattled before, and she screamed his name in the depressive shadow that plagued his room. 

      He’d cried, God, how he’d cried. 

      Yes, he’d fucked her, and then he’d cried. She held him, and stroked his jet-black hair, and they just lay there together. Not a single word had to be spoken, because it was what he wanted, and hoped that somehow, in some way, unlikely as it was, that she might want it too.

      That, for a pair of lost souls, was as near to love as they cared to venture.

      And, later, when she lay there too as vulnerable as she could be, in his house, in his bed, a copper’s gaff, he would just sit and watch her at peace, allowing her the space and the freedom to sleep, to sleep like the dead, an exquisite corpse at sleeping rest. And, in the morning she’d wake-up and kiss him gently, assuming he was still there, and she wouldn’t ask any questions about his work, what cases he was working, just like he didn’t ask her any questions about the club, or what other services she might offer to clients for money. 

      No, he never asked her any questions, about any of that stuff. 

      And, although he did feel some level of jealousy regarding this matter, he would never act on it. Or, at least, he had no intentions of doing so; but, where human emotions are involved, nothing can ever be guaranteed.
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            The Broadmoor files

          

        

      

    

    
      When the proof is in the pudding, the mystery is in the filling…

      The problem with being a habitual user of cocaine is that it makes even the strongest of coffee fade to bland insignificance as an ‘upper’. Nevertheless, he drank it strong and black as he scanned his eyes over the important documents that had been sent to him from a high-security psychiatric hospital in England; the papers were strewn across the coffee table before him.

      He looked at names.

      Dates.

      Faces.

      The Broadmoor files had been sent personally to him from London and an old contact that he still had in the Metropolitan Police. It was essentially a list of all known visitors to Broadmoor over the last four weeks who could have had access to The Casanova Killer, both listed, and un-listed. Officially, no visitors had been registered for Moffat but the killer insisted that someone had been going there to see him and to pass on information about the murders, maybe through the guards, it could potentially be the killer himself who was doing it, playing a game with the authorities, or maybe Moffat was just full of lies and craving a bit of media attention. Whatever it was, there was a sinister game being played by someone and it didn’t make any sense.

      Every so often, he’d take his eyes from the page and look over to where his sin-ridden lover slept the night away. Sometimes, he’d even smile…yes, smile…it was a thing he rarely did, a thing he rarely had reason to do.

      The coffee was cold now, gave him the jitters, and that was not a good way to start the day.

      He put his focus back to the file and absorbed data, not knowing what he was looking for, but something in his gut said that he’d know it when he saw it. Nothing could prepare him though, for the name he was about to read on one of those pages, and it was an extremely hard pill to swallow. 

      He paused. 

      He frowned. 

      He took a double take.

      JAMES McGHEE – it was there in black and white and his inner voice was telling him that this was no co-incidence, no case of mistaken identity, no administrative error, and it certainly was no Police-related work that he’d been assigned to. He checked the dates and they all coincided with times that fell both shortly before and shortly after the Satanic murders took place and the numerous occasions where Jimmy had claimed to be visiting his sick mother in Germany.

      He hadn’t been in Germany.

      He hadn’t even left the country. 

      The swine. 

      The bloody liar. 

      He checked the photographs attached and found one that confirmed it was him, a grainy CCTV shot that showed Jimmy ‘The Swede’ in a very different light, looking over his left shoulder, like a man with something to hide, a man perhaps with a string of murders on his conscience, a man who’d been getting away with it for too long and who was intent on killing again, on playing some kind of a sick game. 

      Was that really it? 

      Was Jimmy Glasgow’s Satanic killer? 

      He didn’t want to believe it. But, it made perfect sense, actually, as he’d always made these little comments over the years, about how certain people were deserving of death, that people should be granted the will to kill and throw out the stinking garbage as they saw fit, that sinners were destined to dangle from the gallows, to hang, to burn, to feel the wrath and the fury of justice by whatever means necessary. 

      He’d shown sympathy, even, for the demonic psychopath that was John Moffat: “He clearly had his reasons, I mean with parents like that, he was destined to fall into criminality. He had every right to do it, too, killing his father the way he did when he was beating his poor mother to a pulp…” Mac had always been left a bit speechless by his apparent sympathy for such evil monsters. Not saying a thing, he’d always just let him speak, to implicate his own moral standpoint and show his true colours as a man and as a Detective. 

      He had it in him too, a temper, and he was capable of extreme levels of violence. Mac was too, but it was a bit different with Jimmy, more spontaneous and malicious, with explosive and psychotic fits of rage that could erupt from nowhere. He didn’t have the ‘off-switch’, so when he started to fight, to attack a man, he wouldn’t stop until someone stopped him, or the person he was hitting lost consciousness, or even died. He’d single-handedly stopped a samurai-word wielding assailant who’d been suffering from chronic mental illness. The guy had slashed a woman’s face on Argyle Street and half-lobbed the arm of a fifteen-year-old school kid. Jimmy took him on and invited the steel of the blade, a gutsy but hasty move. He got cut-up, badly, needing thirty stitches down the front of his left-shoulder. He got close-in and took the sword from him – went to town – smashed the guy’s nose to bits with brutal head-butts before dragging him up a back alley. He wasn’t going to call it in, or radio for back-up, it was just a one-on-one annihilation. Shoppers and lunch-goers stood at the opening of the wee back-street and watched the copper as he savagely beat the bi-polar lad, barely a day older than seventeen, relentlessly. He’d been banging his head and fists into the boy’s skull until he was barely recognisable, just a bloody pulp of red mush. The vicious attack continued until two ‘uniforms’ ran to the scene and dragged McGhee off the near-dead body. The swordsman survived, but if the uniformed officers hadn’t turned up, he would have killed him and left his body there to bleed in the gutter. Jimmy was cleared of any misdoing, having been almost killed himself, and claimed that he was in fear of his own life and that the swordsman had displayed unquestionable intent to kill. It was concluded that he showed bravery, courage and was fearless in the line of duty and in the face of death.

      That day, when he got cleared, Mac recalled seeing this smile on his face; it was wrong.

      McGreavy remembered too how Jimmy had gone through a phase of listening to Satanic music – death metal – and had a framed poster of a band called Slayer on his living room wall. He remembered it vividly, it featured a pentagram just like the one that was drawn at the murder scenes, exactly the same, and it had words that appeared to be written in blood – HELL AWAITS. 

      “Jesus Christ,” he thought, feeling stupid, Professor Sinclair had been right once again, it was a bloody copper he should have been looking at. “Why didn’t I put Jimmy in the picture before?” he thought.

      Suddenly, he could see it all so clearly.
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            Secrets of the killer-elite, the monsters who never get caught

          

        

      

    

    
      Murder is a business, of sorts, so if it’s done by the book, you stay off the hook…

      If anyone could kill and get away with it, it would be him – Jimmy – he was an instinctive and intuitive Detective at any crime scene and if he had to cover his own tracks he would know exactly how to do it. His knowledge of forensics and crime scene analysis was profound, so for all intents and purposes, he could be the perfect killer. Mac remember how he used to stare at the bodies, the blood, the mutilated corpses, the only one on the team who never got a turned stomach, never flinched, he sometimes even looked like he was getting excited and aroused by it all, never wanting to leave a room where a dismembered body or rotting corpse could be found; yes, Jimmy was a sicko. 

      “Thing is Mac,” The Swede had once commented in passing one night over a vast amount of beer and whisky, “about all these serial killers, over here, and the ones in America that get profiled by the FBI, you know, the ones they make shows about on Netflix…”

      “Aye, with those behavioural science experts and whatnot, go on…” he’d said, that way that he often did, almost conspiratorial, hunched over the table with a moustache of beer-froth doused around his intoxicated lips, eyes glazed.

      “Thing is, they’re not actually fit for profiling, the proper ones,” every now and then he got that weird arrogance about him, something in the tone of his voice, a darkness, an alter-ego that was the true hidden genius of his intuitive policing prowess, a secret knowledge and understanding of serial killers that only a serial killer could have.   

      “Proper ones?” Mac did enjoy the good old crime-chat, the Police banter of the pub, on the lash with a fellow hunter like McGhee, such a talented Detective; but, how naïve he’d been about his true nature.

      “The ones that got caught were the dumb ones, the clever ones never get got, they hunt till they die, Mac, and there are many of them out there, right now, at large, hunting their prey. You have to be highly intelligent, see, to commit such perfect crimes over-and-over and keep getting away with it. The elite, killing hundreds if not thousands of innocents each year, under the radar, they stay invisible, the smart ones, cold, calculated, undetectable…”

      “You make it sound like some kind of intellectual challenge, Christ sake.”

      “It is Mac, it is, and that is why the overly egotistical ones get caught, they feel this need, always, to increase the stakes, to up the ante…”

      Is that what Jimmy actually was? 

      Was he one of those elite serial killers?

      Was he upping the ante, in his own way, playing this game of Satanic cults and buddying up with The Casanova Killer?

      So many moments and comments like these were now passing through his thoughts and it frustrated him that he was just putting it together now. He felt sick, like he wanted to vomit. He’d had a secret, unsung affinity with them for so long, that he’d embraced his destiny to join in their ranks. That was why he’d named himself The Unsung Satanist, it was all so crystal clear now. 

      One thing he couldn’t understand though – what was it that led him to make contact with Moffat? Was it to understand him? Establish a friendship? To ask him how many he’d really killed? Was it a case-study for him just to get inside his head and analyse his mistakes, mock his lack of competence, perhaps show his own elitism to a fallen would-be hero of that shadowy and dark world? Did he want to tell him how he should have done it, slaughtered all those innocent women, how he could have gotten away with it? Was he going there to gloat and to educate him and further establish his own justification as a contender in the killing game? To show him that he, in fact, is a much more rounded and proficient killer than the great Casanova? 

      It was a devastating revelation, beyond comprehension, should it turn out to be true. 

      If he was the killer, why and how had he picked his victims, so specifically?

      They were all members of the Church, but there was no other known connection between them, so what grudge did he hold against them, on a personal level, that was strong enough to drive him to this?

      It appeared, at each murder scene, that there was a personal aspect to the killings, yet the motive or justification remained unclear. Perhaps, there was no motive, perhaps that was Jimmy’s secret of invisibility and elusiveness, as the perfect killer, the uncatchable, undetectable killer, that he should always remain motiveless. Because, with no motive, no body, no forensic evidence, and with such a careful and well-planned execution, there was nothing for them to work with and well Jimmy would know that.

      It was time to take Jimmy down and stop him once and for all.  

      

      When the young Shona woke-up, in a hungover and drugged state, her haggardly father-figure of a haunted lover would be nowhere to be seen…
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            Porn stars & underground fight clubs

          

        

      

    

    
      The ghost in your head and the lover in your bed; never the twain shall meet…

      Tam ‘The Tornado’ Kelly won a one-round knockout in the Octagon that night. 

      The Swede had him down as a sure-win from the outset, he was an animal of a boxer, not so handy when it came to grappling and ground-work but a Hell of a puncher on his feet. At five-to-one odds he’d felt confident enough to put down a grand, because the man he was up against, although a known bare-knuckle boxer from the gypsy community, had an actual record of wins that was nothing to write home about. 

      Five-grand. 

      Cash. 

      Easy money.

      The tough copper was a known face around Glasgow’s underground fight scene, where men like Kelly made a name for themselves as formidable opponents in the ring. It was mixed martial arts (MMA), supposedly, but these lads had learned to fight the grass-roots way, in street scraps on the schemes, going up against gangs and rival ‘hard men’ from other areas. So, the bouts often went into melt-down, bloodshed would ensue, referees would allow it, elbows, head-butts, getting the crowd riled, and the fighters would be left to do it the old-fashioned way – gloves off, gum-shields out, no-holds-barred.

      He got front-row tickets and had invited Helen Robertson, a glamour model who’d worked as both a high-class escort in Manhattan and a porn star in Holland. She was blonde with an incredible body, like a girl you’d expect to see in a James Bond film, a real head-turner. He was pumped like hell, drinking like a man who had the constitution of an ox, numerous bottles of expensive champagne down the hatch, dressed in an azure-blue Armani suit and flaunting a gold Rolex that he’d won in a poker game. He was like a celebrity, not so much like a copper though, more like an old-school gangster.

      He collected his winnings and it was a clear call for celebrations back at Jimmy’s flat.

      “We’re not exclusive, are we?” that’s what Siobhan had said, her words, not his. He’d driven himself crazy, looking at her profile on Instagram where she’d come to be a thing of modest celebrity on an international scale, although her account was under a false name. Men worshiped her and with sound reason, although they never knew what her real profession was, it was all a low-key affair. She was taking it too far though, flaunting her body in seductive lingerie, it was delving into the erotic, becoming vulgar and pornographic. He knew, too, what a high sex-drive she had, she had an animal lust when it came to her bodily needs, the type of woman he feared for whom one man could never be enough, ever. “You can enjoy my body, Jimmy, but know this: other men will enjoy it too.” It had been like a real slap to the face when she said that, she knew how to wind him up, but there was more to it, it was almost as if she took sadistic pleasure in hurting him like that, as she could have a deeply vindictive streak to her personality at times.

      “C’mon darling,” Jimmy got the blonde model into his apartment and had her up against the wall, her skirt up around her waist as she wrapped her legs around his and gripped his wide neck as they kissed with tongues and drunken moans of physical surrender – pure sexual need. Jimmy had his hands down at her behind and was pulling her in-close to his crotch, her mink coat reeked of perfume and cigar smoke, her wet mouth tasted of booze, all a haze of cheap drunkenness and bodily desperation. They both wanted it, she’d been after him for some time, always eyeing him up when he was there at a venue, even when she was with another man she’d be giving him the eye, the bedroom eye, the ‘come hither and fuck me’ eye. He’d always return the gaze as he sipped on his whisky, like he was some kind of a movie star. “Just you wait, sweetheart, your time will come and I’ll give it to you just the way you want it,” is what his sly glare had always told her.

      She always knew he was a dangerous man, a violent man, a killer as well as a cop.

      There she was, now, in his arms, in his apartment and very soon to be in his bed.

      They gripped and grappled as they side-stepped to the bedroom and he’d pulled her skirt all the way up to the waist, slipping his hands beneath her lace panties and getting a solid grip on her fleshy butt. She squealed and moaned with excitement as he man-handled her and put his tongue down her throat. 

      She was already opening her legs for him even as they stumbled into the room and her mink coat fell to the floor and she stalled him for a brief moment to unzip her dress at the back.

      The Swede caught his breath and unbuttoned his shirt, watching her as she unclipped her bra at the back and peeled her panties all the way down to her ankles. She was fully naked and jumped onto the bed, laid back, on her elbows, looking up at him with sultry eyes as she slowly opened her legs wide open to show him her v-shaped blonde bush.

      Indeed, she was a thing of pornographic exoticism, a thing of beauty and glamour.  

      “Wow,” was all he could say, for she had a body that men only dreamt off, or lusted for as they watched high-end porn or lurked anonymously on those adult web forums. She was incredible, and he was hard for her, wanting her now like nothing else.

      He switched on the stereo and put a Spotify mix to shuffle – ‘sex tunes’ – the smooth rhythm of a Michael Bolton track came to the flow: “Can I touch you there,” one of his favourite songs for putting the erotic action into flow. He took a moment to pour a glass of Glenmorangie, as he always had a bottle of malt in the room, he fancied a bit of cocaine too but opted just for a dram, a large one, and he knocked it back in one as the woman on his bed began to touch herself, caressing her own stomach and breasts, with closed eyes, getting into the music. “Good old Michael Bolton,” he thought to himself. “Always gets them in the mood.” He went to the bed and kneeled between her legs. 

      She reached down with a hand to caress the lower parts of his naked body. “Give it to me, Jimmy, fuck me…”

      He wasn’t going to indulge in the delicacies of foreplay, no, because she was there for one thing only and she wanted it hard – a straight fix. He lowered himself down onto her and eased himself into her warm, glistening sex. 

      She gasped and let out a long gritty moan. “Ohhh, Jimmy, oh yeah…”

      “Oh God, I love you Siobhan,” he said and frowned into her eyes.

      “What the fuck?” she yelped back up into his face. “Who is Siobhan?”

      Bang!

      Thud!

      Crack!

      A whopping sequence of splintering wood resounded over the music as Jimmy’s front door got busted in. “Police!”

      In a sexual clutch of embarrassment and confusion, confused frowns turned to wide-eyed terror, as they both looked to the bedroom door that was left ajar and the arresting party stormed Jimmy’s abode.
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            A mysterious figure in black

          

        

      

    

    
      Innocence is leverage to the disgusting deed, The Devil’s creed, the demon seed…

      The park was just to the rear of their house and the kids were allowed to play alone, all by themselves, unaccompanied. The mysterious figure in black knew this and a van was parked at the cul-de-sac next to the house where a gate gave access to the park.

      Two children were on the merry-go-round, a blonde-haired, blue-eyed boy named Cruz and a girl named Star. They were brother and sister, twins of the modern IVF, just five years old and change. They loved the freedom of games in the park after school, still in uniform, shirt tails hanging out, they’d get an ice-cream cone each and go to play on the spinning roundabout, spinning and spinning until they got dizzy and would jump off and try to talk around, staggering like drunken ‘oldies’. “Just like Daddy on a Friday night,” Cruz would say. The spinning had barely lifted pace when they saw the black figure, leather-clad with a black snake-like head. They just kept position, crouched on the wheel, holding onto the rusting framework. They watched as the person approached, scowling suspiciously with deep-set frowns, the way children do when they see something or someone that they don’t trust.

      The visor came up and the figure spoke. “You kids want a couple of puppies? I’m giving them away.”

      The children looked at each other and smiled. Daddy had promised them a puppy for Christmas. These ones were going for free, so if they took them home Mummy and Daddy would be super-happy, and they would get them something else for Christmas, maybe an Xbox. “Are they really for free?” Cruz asked.

      “Of course, I’m giving them away, they’re gorgeous they are too, come and have a look, they’re just there in the back of my van. It’s just there,” the figure pointed to the grey vehicle. 

      For a split-second, Star thought it strange that someone driving a van would need to wear a motorcycle helmet, but she was too busy thinking about puppies and an Xbox to split hairs.

      The kids took off excitedly to the van; easy pickings, as the wicked say.
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      One who is loyal to The Devil, is weak to the flesh, unfaltering as a servant to the masters of darkness…

      “You can’t be serious, Boss, you think I’m the killer? A Satanic serial killer, really? Is this some kind of a joke? Because, I’m not seeing the punch line, is it coming soon?”

      “Don’t underestimate me, Son, it’s not a wise thing to do.”

      “OK, I’m dying to hear this, so what evidence do you have that implicates me as The Unsung Satanist? This will be interesting, right enough, especially considering I was there with you at each and every one of the crime scenes.”

      “You were never there with me when I took the calls, so that doesn’t mean anything, you could have done the murders, dumped the bodies then called-in the crimes yourself…”

      “I was never with you when you took the calls, Mac, because you’re always at the pub, on the fucking lash…” he growled at his senior with total disrespect.

      “Don’t you dare play that smart cunt with me, Jimmy, you hear me?” Mac punched down on the table with a clenched fist that had the size and constitution of a rock, it seemed like the whole room shuddered, as did Jimmy. Mac was stronger than he looked and apparently had once killed a bareknuckle boxer in a street fight. “Do you fucking hear me?” he growled back, like a mad, salivating dog.

      “Aye, Boss, I hear you. I’m Sorry, I was out of order.”

      “So, since you want to be so smart about your whereabouts, perhaps you can explain all the lies?”

      “What lies?”

      “Your dying mother, Jimmy, why don’t you tell me all the sob stories again? Cancer, was that it? Private hospitals in Germany? You’ve got a hell of an imagination, so it would seem, perhaps you should write a book? Maybe you can do that in your cell in Barlinnie, eh?”

      Jimmy bowed his head and took a deep breath.

      “Is your mother even alive, Jimmy?”

      “No, she’s dead, she killed herself around twenty-odd years ago, got a shooter from somewhere and put a bullet in her head. I never even found out where she got the gun from.”

      McGreavy flinched, as he saw that he’d touched a raw nerve, one of apparent truth. “Have you ever been to a brothel, here in Glasgow, Jimmy?”

      “What kind of question is that?”

      “Answer the question.”

      “Maybe, why?”

      “And, I imagine you have availed the services of John Moffat’s mother in the past, have you not, Jimmy? You’re the one he was referring to, you are the one…”

      His face cringed in a twist of ridiculous confusion. “What? I’ve got no idea what you are talking about, Boss, I really don’t.” 

      “I know Moffat is connected somehow to these killings, and I know you were at Broadmoor, Jimmy, I have hospital records and CCTV footage to prove it. Why were you there, Jimmy, who were you there to see? Because, you certainly weren’t there on official business, so what was it? Did you see Moffat? Are you two working in collaboration? How is it working between you two, exactly?”

      “Moffat? No, Christ no, that hadn’t even crossed my mind. It’s my dad, he’s in Broadmoor, I’m allowed visits.”

      “Your dad now, is it? Son, running your parent’s names through the mud like this is more than just a tad disrespectful, OK? You’re not scoring any points, not with me, I can assure you.”

      “My old boy did some bad things after Mum died, he went off the rails, he lost his mind. Deep down, I always knew he had mental issues, but they were never openly discussed, I mean, back then mental health wasn’t something people spoke about, was it? He wasn’t a drinker, or a gambler, never touched drugs.”

      Something changed, suddenly, in Mac’s demeanour, his body language softened, as if he realised that he could have gotten it all wrong after all, that he may have jumped the gun so-to-speak. He pulled out a chair and sat down to listen to what he had to say. “So, what was it?”

      “Women.”

      “What, was he sleeping around behind your mum’s back, doing it with hookers?”

      “No, nothing like that…”

      “So, what…?”

      “I just always thought, he was, you know…”

      “What…?”

      “A bit of a pervert.”

      “A pervert?”

      “After Mum killed herself, he started to obsess over women that looked like her, you know, if he saw one on the TV or in the papers or a magazine, he’d obsess over them. He used to cut up the papers and keep a box under his bed. He used to take the box into the bathroom and, well, you know…”

      “Masturbate?”

      “Aye.”

      “Nothing illegal about that, Jimmy, I do it myself, quite regularly.”

      “It got worse, he started to take an interest in women in the area, the ones that had the right look. He’d follow them, watch them, you get the picture?”

      “Oh Jesus, he was a stalker?”

      “For want of a better word, yes, he was that, to begin with…”

      “To begin with?”

      “Yes, things got even more out-of-hand, and he wanted to get close to them, to go into their houses and smell their bed sheets, to touch them, do stuff…”

      “Oh, Jesus, is this why you took so much interest in the Casanova case?”

      “Yeah, they were two men of the same ilk, but my dad was much madder than Moffat. He wasn’t as violent, but he lost his marbles completely, and when he finally took it too far he wasn’t even fit for trial.”

      “What did he do, did he rape one of them? Kill one?”

      Jimmy just looked up at Mac with big, watery child-like eyes and he did something he hadn’t done since his mother had passed away, he allowed his face to crease up, eyes closed and mouth wide open, and he began to yelp and sob in the most painful way imaginable.
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      Children should be the ones who bury their parents, not the other way around… 

      It was a horrendous thing to confront, nothing could have prepared Mac for what he saw, the bodies of two young children, stripped naked, bound in rope and put head-first into an empty garbage bin, doused in petrol and set alight to burn to death. 

      It was hard, to take it all in at first, and he wanted to puke. 

      He wanted to cry, like the way Jimmy had cried under interrogation, for it was soul-destroying; but, he did not weep. 

      He wanted a fucking drink like you would never imagine.

      He cleared his throat and kept it professional, looking to his side, where he saw a van with its rear-doors open, the insides were completely red, thick with spilled blood and a bucket sat at the centre of the metallic floor. “Vehicle?”

      “The transit van was reported stolen from Dunblane Avenue approximately two hours before the bodies were discovered by an old lady walking her dog,” Colin informed him. 

      McGreavy nodded before casting his eyes over to the third most prominent and perhaps telling feature of the scene – more Satanic poetry – the mad ramblings of an obsessed mind, this time written upon a white bed sheet in blood and pinned up against the side of a shed where the two bodies had been left to bleed, then burn: 

      I am The Unsung Satanist, a servant to the cause, bathed in darkness, the pulsing smut of their torn innocence. What you have done to them, shall be done unto you, death is a certainty as the Soldiers in Black may slay, the fearsome servant will never stray, from darkness to light, we own the day. Brains and innards shall rot in the sodden dirt as the maggots come out to play, fear not the coming of Darkness, because I reign in the Master’s shadow, occult magic in a rising moon, the void beckons, unknown victims will die, guilty as they are hung out, drenched in blood, to dry beneath a cold sky, a destiny of tremendous nothingness. Gods of the Chamber, the hunger never fades, a thirst for blood like nothing else ever known, yet now you shall know it. Snake, venomous, with her licking tongue, the poison of her labia, rancid and vile, the venom of her sting, provocative and magnificent, the power of her sex and the promising scent of death to come, the pungent stench of her oozing honey-sickle. The trickle of her fickle; wet, warm and ravenous. Virile heat, tightness to behold, the sun sets to profanities told. Rise, all Children of The Unsung Satanist, savage animals to guard thy door and eliminate all doubt. For me to be, for Him to see, the Whores of Babylon shall sing. My wine is in you, my ripest juice, to wet my darkest thirst. Be with me, now, for this is the true Glory, in life and in death. A promise, a pact, a declaration, to serve in Satan’s Palace. Giving and taking, it is the true Architect’s structure of enlightenment, to know thy Glory in murder and in blood. The delicious taste of her crimson orchid as her corpse lies bleeding, their passing is a mist and death covers my flesh like sweat, a sweet perfume in this shadowy dimension, to be used, like a warm cunt to fuck. A virile vixen and a clammy white stain, Crowley’s mockery behind a cold blue moon, you can hear The Beast as he laughs in the final death of winter; can you not? He laughs now. Yes, he does. Hail Satan! 666.

      “What you have done to them, shall be done unto you,” McGreavy repeated the words that apparently resonated most with him. “It sounds like a crime of retribution, almost, a crime against the children, as punishment for something that someone else did to children. What do we know about the parents?”

      “Mum wasn’t working, Dad was a Physical Education teacher at the local primary school.”

      “A P.E. teacher?”

      “Yeah, why?”

      “Nothing,” McGreavy said. “Nothing at all.”
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            At the end of the day, it’s a grand game of smoke & mirrors

          

        

      

    

    
      It is true what they say then: it takes a heathen to know a heathen…

      “Is it true then, Jimmy, about what they said?” Siobhan asked, drunk now, on her second bottle of Chardonnay already.

      “What’s that, that I’m a Satanic serial killer?” The Swede was just as drunk, half-way down on a bottle Double Black, he’d been through the mill of recent days, with all the accusations and talking about his father, and it had exhausted him, physically and emotionally.

      “No, that you were in bed with a porn star and you said another woman’s name?” she was in a very amorous and sexual mood, getting close to him and unbuttoning his shirt, for he had a barrel of a chest that women liked, muscled and fuzzy, Siobhan herself having said that he reminded her of a young Sean Connery. 

      “Christ, Siobhan, you never give me a break, do you?” he was peering down at her, watching as she splayed open his shirt and ran her hands all over his chest, down the fleshy river of a long scar that had been put there by a sword-wielding madman, squeezing and feeling too around the puppy-fat at his otherwise hard and muscled stomach.

      “Who was it?” she whispered to him, putting her head down and sucking on a hard and mottled man-nipple. 

      He gasped and closed his eyes with a sudden punch of pleasure. “What?”

      “The other woman’s name? Who was it you were thinking about when you had your penis inside that glamorous actress?” she looked up at him with callous eyes as she ran her wet tongue around his gnarly chest.

      “Have I not had enough interrogations, lately? I’ve been accused of being a bloody serial killer for God sake.”

      “Jimmy McGhee, my very own serial killer, that actually turns me on,” she moved her head up and was whispering in his ear now, with a naughty giggle, still stroking his body, biting on his ear lobe.

      He laughed. “You’re a bad girl, you’re not right in the head, you know that?”

      She laughed, bringing herself to mount him and putting his glass to the side, then she pressed her mouth down onto his lips and tasted the honey-like sting of his whisky-infused tongue, grinding on his crotch with the stretched inner-segment of her tight leather pants. “The thing is, if I let you take me to bed now and fuck me, are you going to get confused?”

      He shook his head and said: “No, no confusion,” and they continued to indulge in a sensual play of wet, vulgar kissing.

      “Good, because I have a secret for you, Jimmy,” she stopped kissing him and raised her gaze to look him dead in the eye.

      Jimmy suddenly frowned and flinched for she had an alien look of darkness in her eyes.

      Then, she smiled, a sexual smile. “I think about you too when I fuck other men,” she was cradling his jaw line in her delicate fingers, stroking his face, as she smirked and raised her eyebrows.

      Jimmy smiled back, for they were on the same page, in more ways than one…   

      

      Siobhan always slept well after sex. 

      They’d both been hornier than usual and they’d taken it to unimaginable levels of filth and sadism. She dug her nails into his back, making him bleed, and she made him enclose a hand around her neck and strangle her as she etched closer to her most trembling and vocal of orgasms.  

      She fell asleep in his arms as her Police colleague lay awake to think and let his mind wander. 

      Jimmy stroked at her body and her Thai tattoo, enjoying her womanly scent, feeling her radiating warmth, her skin, and the hotness of her breath as she lay at rest. He was struck by a bitter-wood dryness of the palate, a whisky drouth, so slipped out from beneath the sheets to go down and fix himself a glass of water. He pulled on his boxers and tip-toed out of Siobhan’s bedroom and closed the door, silently, and moved across the landing with a careful step. At the top of the stairs he noticed flickering lights at the base of the door to her spare room. 

      Why the heck would candles be burning in her spare room? 

      Was there somebody there, lurking behind the door?

      He looked back to the bedroom, Siobhan was out-for-the-count, should he have a look? Would it be a violation of her privacy? His curiosity got the better of him. He used a strong grip to slowly but solidly press down on the handle and open the door without it straining on the hinges. As the door opened up he was hit in the face by a blast of cold air, like a gust of wind had been trapped in there, but there was no window open. There was a smell too, something not right, a deathly kind of a smell. His whole sense of the room was wrong, like there was a presence in there, some kind of a ghost.

      Jimmy rarely felt scared, he was as hard as they came, harder than most of the gangsters in Glasgow; but, right then, he was scared by what he saw.

      There were several framed photographs sat upon a table that was populated with tea candles that must have been burning away since that afternoon. One of the framed pictures was of an infamous American serial killer whom he recognised to be Richard Ramirez – The Night Stalker. He couldn’t recall a great deal about Ramirez, but he remembered enough to know that he was a self-styled Satan-worshiper who went in to people’s homes in the night to rape and stab and shoot innocent people, killed fourteen, tortured dozens more. Ramirez fell into the serial killer Hall of Fame alongside the likes of Ted Bundy and Charles Manson, becoming a thing of celebrity in the US, women lining up to see him in prison and have sexual relations with him, regardless of his despicable hygiene and black, rotten molars. The picture she had was an iconic image of Ramirez in the courtroom holding his hand up to show a Satanic pentagram. Why the hell would she have a picture of him, framed, and surrounded by candles? He presumed it was some kind of study that she was doing, a case study, or something like that. She was a smart woman and it didn’t surprise him really that she would use such innovative methods to enhance her policing skills.

      Another picture was of Aleister Crowley, one of the most famous members of the Ordo Templi Orientis, a notorious occultist who was also believed to have committed numerous ritualistic Satanic killings in America. Maybe she was looking to find some inspiration or understanding that would assist the team in catching The Unsung Satanist. 

      The third one, to Jimmy’s shock, was of John ‘Casanova’ Moffat – the lady killer of Glasgow who’d used Tinder to lure his prey and rape, sodomise and stab them to death before mutilating their torn corpses. Next to the young psychopath’s photo, carved into the wooden table, was written – THE ASH MAN, 4EVER, XXX. 

      It made no sense to him, none at all. 

      The more he looked at it, the more the room appeared to be a shrine to the crimes and ideals of these evil men. What was it? Was it really her approach to the job? A method for getting her mind into an investigation? Getting to know the killer’s mind-set and actually meditating to that cause? Was it meditation, or, was it worship?

      No, it was too far-fetched, surely… 

      It was weird as hell though, to say the least, but he was sure there was a valid explanation for it all, she’d be able to explain, he was sure of it. Then again, if he asked her about it, she’d know he’d been snooping about in her private things. That would not be good, no, so he decided to let it go for now.
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            When in doubt, send a lamb to the slaughter

          

        

      

    

    
      We all know, what The Devil’s greatest trick was, do we not? Convincing the world that he doesn’t exist…?

      Siobhan had been summoned to McGreavy’s office. As usual, she was dressed in leather, and she had that ‘punk’ vibe about her. 

      His desk was a mish-mash of papers, files and books on serial killers and criminal profiling. A singular steel skull sat at the front of his desk and it was generally the first thing people saw as they walked into the drab room. Behind the desk was a wall scattered with post-it notes, diagrams, newspaper cuttings and photographs. 

      Three investigations were open. 

      ‘The Lollipop Man’; a known paedophile who had been discovered by a vigilante Facebook group who lured him with a fake profile, pretending to be an under-age schoolgirl. He’d been driven underground but the naked and abused body of a dead child recently discovered head-down in a shallow river had been directly connected to him after tiny remnants of dead skin had been recovered from the girl’s anus. If they didn’t catch him first then the vigilantes surely would. 

      ‘The Butcher from Karachi’; a Pakistani shop-owner known by the name of Abdul who was suspected of slowly picking-off members of a small-time criminal gang known as The Kelly Boys. The family were known for dishing out racial profanities to Indians, Pakistanis and Arabs and now one man was making a stand. Except he was giving back more than he’d been dealt and was cutting their heads off with a machete. As yet, they had no firm evidence to connect him to the slayings, just rumours.

      And, of course, ‘The Unsung Satanist’. The photographs were horrific and Mac had asked for the Satanic poetry to be typed-up and put on the wall for daily digestion and contemplation. 

      Siobhan was curious what he wanted to see her about. “What is it then, Boss?”           

      “What do you know about Broadmoor?” 

      “Broadmoor? It’s a high-security psychiatric hospital in England, they put one of the Kray brothers in there, didn’t they?”

      “Aye, Ronnie, amongst many other psychopaths. Back in the 1800’s a Glaswegian named Daniel M’naghten was sent there…he was delusional and believed that he was being followed around the streets of Glasgow by Tories and spies…so he took it upon himself to go down to London and assassinate the Prime Minister’s Private Secretary – shot him in the back at point-blank range,” McGreavy made a gun with his pointing finger and silently mouthed a ‘bang’.

      “Wasn’t his father the Glasgow commissioner of Police?”

      “Yes,” Mac was almost smiling, he was in his element, he just loved a good chin-wag on criminal matters, especially if it was pertaining to the history of Glasgow. “That would be fun-fact number one. Number two being that he was the one who paved the way for a legal test of criminal insanity, as well as other common law jurisdictions known as the M’Naghten Rules.”

      “Aye, I remember studying that at Tulliallan.”   

      “You’ll also remember Peter Sutcliffe then, The Yorkshire Ripper, a mad grave digger that killed thirteen women in cold blood?” 

      “Thirteen that they knew about, he attacked several others too, believing that God was speaking to him from the gravestone of a Polish man named Bronislaw Zapolski. He said that God had told him to kill those girls. How mental is that?”

      “Madder than a box of frogs he was, the sick bastard was incarcerated in the early eighties, and many more of the country’s most dangerous psychopaths and serial killers have also found Broadmoor as their final ‘rest home’. More recently, Glasgow’s own Johnny Moffat – The Casanova Killer – was sent there after the Judge labelled him ‘of unsound mind’, as you well know. The psychiatrist diagnosed him as a paranoid schizophrenic – a dangerous sociopath with a narcissistic personality disorder. Anyway, recently, I received some correspondence that would suggest young Moffat has information about the Satanic serial killer case.”

      “What kind of information?”

      “I don’t know, he wrote me a few letters, he had details about the murders that were uncanny, so I want you to go down there and try to find out, talk to him, pick his brains. Apparently, according to him, his mother had a relationship with The Unsung Satanist.”

      “Seriously?”

      “Yes, they seem to be in cahoots, somehow. I would expect the killer to be a man in his early fifties, going on this theory. Maybe the killer is like some kind of father-figure to Moffat. One thing for sure, however, he seems to worship the ground that this sick bastard of a murderer walks on.”

      Siobhan fought back a smirk that was ready to emerge gleefully upon her smug face. “Why me then, Boss? Why not, Jimmy, or Colin?”

      “Because, you’re a woman, he’ll try to play games with you, to get inside your head, that’s his thing, he’ll try to seduce you and make you feel special, but secretly in his mind he’ll be thinking about raping you and killing you.”

      “Charming, indeed, Boss. What a treat, eh?” 

      “The more you can string him along, assuming that he has legitimate intelligence, the closer we might get to catching the man who’s committing these murders.”

      Siobhan took a deep breath and finally offered her submission. “OK, Boss, I’ll do it.”

    

  



    
      
        
          
            Chapter 68

          

          

      

    

    







            A romance in blood & fluids

          

        

      

    

    
      Mind control, evil, black magic, it’s all real…

      Broadmoor Hospital, London.

      It was a strange room, made of solid stone, and dissected by a central wall of unbreakable glass. Moffat sat on one side of the split confinement. There was no light, no electrics, just a square window that was guarded by a steel grid. The only light offered in such a room would be that of Sun and Moon. 

      The day was somewhat cloudy, so the room was grey and shadowy, sombre. 

      Moffat sat in a white robe, his head forward, and his long, black hair hanging down low to his chest. He was secured to a metallic chair that looked like it was designed for torture. The wrists and ankles had been fixed with leather straps and secured with solid-steel locks.

      “Siobhan, I know it’s you, I can smell the putrid muck of your cunt and the raw pulse of your clitoris…”

      “Don’t talk to me like that, please, I’m a Police Detective,” she’d taken her seat and removed her leather jacket, taking a file from her leather briefcase. She wore fishnet stockings and high-heel shoes with a tight leather skirt to get him aroused and excitable. She shuffled some papers around, nervous, breathing heavily, and she discreetly unbuttoned her shirt to give the convicted serial killer a clear view of her naked cleavage, a tease of the breast and her easy flesh.

      “Did you come alone?” he asked, looking up now and peering through the greasy strands of hair to look brazenly at her open shirt, licking his lips like a disgusting man-serpent.

      “Yes, it is only me and you,” she whispered, putting her head to the side so the guard couldn’t see her face, and she licked on the end of her Montblanc pen, sensually, the way she might do with the tip a man’s endowment, smiling devilishly with slanted eyes as she teased him with that swirling promise of oral sex.

      He smirked, vulgarity and mockery all over his despicable face. “You are an evil little slut,” he whispered.

      She continued to smile at him and she winked, a wink of the eye that was filled with sexual dirt. “Did you receive my correspondence?” she asked him, looking over to the guard who was frowning and wondering what the hell was going on.

      “The letters that you wrote to me were outrageously vivid and crass, I soiled them with my sperm, as you asked me to.”

      “They made you ejaculate?”

      “I spilled each time in my very trousers, Siobhan, no woman his ever made me do such a pathetic and sordid thing. It was truly beautiful in the most humiliating way imaginable.” 

      “The very thought of that is making me wet right now, down in my panties, deep inside my whorish filth.”

      “I know, I can see it, your muck flows like a river in The Devil’s valley,” he slithered out his long tongue, his jaw locked out, and he flicked at her with the tip. “I can taste it, the salty oils and sweaty musk of your vagina.” 

      “Oh yes,” she moaned quietly, a sultry purr. “God, John, why do I feel this way? How do you do it? You make me want it so badly, and I found myself fantasising about such horrid and vulgar things, murderous things, you drove me to kill people in the name of Satan, how do you do it? How do you manage to have this complete control over women?”

      “I didn’t make you do it, you wanted to do it, you’ve always wanted to kill for The Devil, I saw that in you, I merely assisted in the awakening of your latent murderous desires, those that were already deeply buried in your subconscious mind. I made you want me, all the same, I took control, cast the spell. I can see it now, how you want me down there, for my tongue to be stained in the easy vileness of your womanly salts. That’s what I do, as you well know, I know of real Black Magic, I know of mind control, I can violate a woman’s mind and then her body before sending them into the deepest, darkest void of the Abyss. Why? Because, I am The Devil.” 

      “Yes, and I worship you.”

      “Hail Satan,” he whispered.

      “Hail Satan,” she voiced the same words, silently. “Everything I do is a celebration of your esoteric power, your magic, it is powerful and sublime, the most glorious of all evils…”

      “The power of the spell is strong, you see, as I was born in the spectre of a powerful and dark shadow. It started, for us, when I saw you at the cabins on Loch Lomond, when they came to arrest me. I accepted my fate, but I knew then when I saw you, I just knew it, it was all meant to be, for we would continue on this magnificent journey together…”

      “Yes, I felt it too, up at the cabins. I went back to your house that night and took every part of you that I could touch and smell and obsess over, I felt the power then, the spell that you speak of…”

      “Have your colleagues in CID ever suspected anything? Your pathetic lover, The Swede? Or that illustrious Detective, McGreavy?”

      “No, not a thing, they are moronic plebs. McGreavy doesn’t even solve crimes, he moonlights with University Professors of criminology and bogus fortune-tellers who solve crimes on his behalf so that he can take all the credit and be hailed as a crime-solving mastermind.”

      The Casanova Killer laughed, mocking them. “What else did you do at my house that night, when you went back to the gaff in Easterhouse?”

      “I covered the walls with graffiti – BURN IN HELL – SEX MONSTER – BEAST. It just looked like a bunch of thugs who wanted to prove a point.” 

      “Wonderful, my dear, just wonderful. You liked the pictures?”

      “Of you and your beautiful mother? Incredible, the most sensual pornography I’ve ever encountered, the incest was a sweet drink to swallow. I touched myself and wailed in the night on the very spot where you obliterated your father’s skull with that hammer. It was so special, John, so special.”

      “And you took all the things?”

      “Yes, I was the first one on the scene, during the initial visit. To be honest, at that stage I don’t even know why I was doing it, taking the things, touching them, it was getting me wet and I knew something was starting to happen inside of me, so I just started to steal what I could. I have most of your things at home in a room that is mostly under lock and key. It is a shrine to you, and others like Ramirez, I worship you there and plan out the murders, how I will do it without leaving any evidence behind, to transport the bodies to the Satanic cult, and to get under McGreavy’s skin as much as possible…I just love to watch him squirm…trying to work it all out as I put him onto false trails…”

      “I’m so happy to hear this. The power of the spell is so strong, Siobhan, and it should never be underestimated.”

      “It is so sad, that you can’t have me to abuse, I long to feel you inside me, deep, I long to be your victim and give myself to the Abyss…”

      “Oh, but I do have you to abuse Siobhan, in the most gruesome ways, sexually and violently, in my mind, I most certainly do…but it is never merely about sex for me…not that I wouldn’t enjoy it, I would take great pleasure in feasting with my tongue on the pinkness of your fleshy grain before slicing up your gut. I’ve enjoyed the sin of your tainted salts so many times already, and I’ve butchered you to the bone in my own head, and at the core of my being it fills me with excitement and arousal, you see, the smell and the taste of your cunt is rather delicious…”

      She was drooling over his words and pressing her thighs tightly together as the heat streamed and soiled her panties with liquid warmth.

      “I want it to be about sex, in real life, explicit and murderous sex. I want you to want me and to fuck me, right now, and to kill me. Do it, hard, give me the pain and suffering that I crave for, please Casanova, I’m begging you for it.”

      “Very well. I am doing it, right now, so enjoy it, you rotten, disgusting whore.”

      “Oh, yes…” she suddenly began to moan and breath heavily as he psychologically took her against the wall and made her tremble as he choked her and entered her, deep and hard. 

      The guard was confused and kept looking with curiosity.

      Casanova was grinning like a nut. 

      The guard continued to stare, frowning, sure that he’d imagined what he thought he’d heard. “Yes, fuck me and kill me…I want to bleed as you ejaculate inside my fading body…”

      “I’m coming inside you, now, I’m gutting your stomach with a cold shank of steel.”

      “Yes, I can feel it, come on, give it to me, end my life in the bliss of orgasm.”

      “You are my beautiful whore,” he smiled, his evil smile. “I want to cut you so badly, to feel the slick of your blood on my fingers, I want to lick it and suck it and taste it.”

      “Yes…”

      “I want to drink your blood like rotten vinegar,” he showed her his tongue again and flicked it around with shaky little darts.

      “Put that disgusting piece of tongue-flesh between my legs and drink from my dead, oozing river.”

      “I want to rip out your liver and eat it raw.”

      “Yeah…I know you do, John, it turns me on so fucking much,” and, suddenly, she began to giggle like a girl who had not a care in the world. They may as well have been enjoying a casual lunch in a Glasgow brasserie.

      Again, the guard was watching, his look of confusion reaching peak levels.

      “So, tell me…if it’s not about the sex, for you, what’s the real cream?”

      “It is about the control, having total control of your mind, so that you will want to serve me, as a lover and a killer and a willing victim. The control is the cream, I like to fuck a woman’s mind before I take my disgusting thrills from her body, like a Reaper in the night. I do it out of love, my love for women, because I love all women, I’m the greatest lover of women to ever live, that is why they call me Casanova, and I know truly that all women just love to be kissed before they get fucked. That is the depth of my love…” he started to laugh, a laugh of immense evil, boundless evil.

      “The sex of your malicious and twisted mind is so much better than any form of physical sex could ever be, truly.”

      “My work continues, now, with you, I will control your mind so that the ash can be eternal.”

      “The killings will continue, I will always do The Devil’s work, because you were the one to show me the true path, to awaken my senses to the fruits of Satanic indulgence. McGreavy has no clue, he’s such a fucking moron…” she laughed again and looked over to the guard. “Are you there when I kill, in spirit, can you see it?”

      “Yes, the ash comes, and then I see it.”

      “I’ve seen the ash too, it is like a confirmation of the spell, the power, right…?”

      “Indeed, it is, it is a confirmation of evil. That it is real, and that it is taking over, He is taking over, The Devil. At that point, I am with you, I see what you see and I feel what you feel. When you fuck, I fuck. When you kill, I kill. When I watch you kill, the earth moves, it is incredible.”

      “Does it make you ejaculate?”

      “Of course, it does, it always does.”

      “John?”

      “What is it?”

      “I love you.”

      “I love you too, Siobhan, as pathetic as it sounds, I love you too…”
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            An evolution of evil, within a Satanic ideology

          

        

      

    

    
      People fear what they cannot understand, so to be misunderstood is to be feared, hence the outcast will always have the upper-hand…

      She’d come into contact with Moffat at the cabins, fallen into the spectrum of his spell, his esoteric pull had been real after all, and this was how he had manipulated his victims and brought them to their deaths.

      She knew that she was helpless to it, that this was her final demise, her ending. 

      She allowed him to enter her being, not in the Biblical sense, but in the abstruse sense. She’d allowed his demonic charm to take control of her mind and force her to think things, feel things, want things, do things… “Follow in the paths of Ramirez, as killer, and Crowley, as broker of spirits, and bring a profound wrath of darkness to the streets of Glasgow, make those Christian hypocrites bathe in their own blood, those blind sheep who are enslaved, imprisoned, by the indoctrination of their own lives,” these were the words that he had planted into her head by the force of demonic power. “Show them the glory of the outcast, those ignorant and docile pigs, for we are the hated others and the Unsung Satanists.” The words became absorbed in her brain and the process of liberation began, the escape from sorrow, entrapment and mental imprisonment. She felt free, for the first time in her life, enlightened, and she saw it as clearly as she saw the stars in the sky – that she had a mission to complete. To show the world the murderous glory of the Left-Hand Path. That Satan is knowledge, wisdom and glory. The true bringer of light. That it is time for the adversaries of the ‘big lie’ to finally take a stand, as the blind lambs and the ignorant sheep were to realise their bleak destiny – to be slaughtered in the night. 

      So, she accepted her own destiny, as a hated outsider, to fight the fight and commit these ritualistic murders, for the same ideologies as other self-styled Satanists, like Ramirez, a killer that she worshiped in a morbid and ghostly room. 

      She studied him. 

      His methods. 

      His techniques. 

      She prepared herself and when the time came, she tracked them down, the ones that had to be punished for their sins, and she went out to kill them and deliver them to the altar of a Satanic cult, a secret sect with which she had a profound historical connection. Yes, she had risen from the shadow to protest against oppression and injustice. She was there to rebel against them and soon, the whole world would know her, and the other hated ones would worship her, like she worshipped Moffat. She would slaughter them all, in bloody fashion, like the lambs they were, as pathetic sheep that had been over-fed on their own catharsis, who had neglected the truth and the true path to wisdom.

      Now, they would pay for their ignorance, they would die with disgrace and their children would bleed and burn.

      They would all fall, for she had no intention to stop…

    

  



    
      
        
          
            Chapter 70

          

          

      

    

    







            A bloodbath in a Church

          

        

      

    

    
      You can run, but you cannot hide, from your sins…

      Billy ‘The Handyman’ they called him, always just a telephone call away. 

      Reliable, was our Billy, a good man too. 

      He did the shops for the old dears during the winter months, he filled in for the school janitor when he got taken by cancer of the lungs, and he did charitable works in conjunction with the local Church community as well as being the official caretaker for the Partick South Parish.

      Friday nights and Saturday afternoons were his Church days. It was good to have a presence there on Friday nights as the local ‘Young Team’ – a violent cell of young thugs who were prone to vandalism and random attacks against innocent strangers – often gathered at the side wall to drink Buckfast, smash bottles, fight, and invite young girls for sex only to leave their used condoms strewn across the surrounding walkways. Every now and then he’d patrol the area in his overalls, carrying a hammer in his right hand, just whistling the tune from Tarantino’s Kill Bill, barely visible from the outer gates, all they’d see from the street was this creepy figure of a gigantic man, his shadow, carrying a hammer that was fit for a harsh and bloody killing. 

      He’d been there since just before five pm, did the offices, the halls and the sanctuary. The entire community had pulled together since the recent spate of killings. He was on edge, as many of them were, but he just got on with it as they all did.

      “Just act normal, and get on with it…” was the general advice.

      He was sweeping his way through the narrow pews when he heard a noise, like two planks of wood clapping together. That’s the thing, see, about empty Churches, of course, they are a little spooky to begin with, but they echo in the night like the lonesome Chambers of Hell. Every little noise, however slight, the soundwaves reverberate off the high walls and the waves linger in your bones. “Who’s there?” he shouted, his own voice rippling back to him in loud, bellowing waves. He went rigid, tried to think what the noise could be, but he had no idea. He looked at the rear-left corner where he’d left the door ajar, he should have been looking at nothing more than a grey shadow, but a light was on. 

      He hadn’t left any light on, had he?

      He frowned. “Who is it?” he shouted again, feeling suffocated now by the open space, the emptiness. A cool envelope of air touched his skin and the hairs on his arms stood on end, like some kind of a presence had entered the grounds and had passed right by him, his face fell white. His instinct was telling him to get the hell out of there but he didn’t, he told himself to stop being stupid, that he must have left a light on, to just go back and check it out. 

      He looked down at his broom and walked back to the door, suddenly wanting it to be the hammer that he had in his hand, not the old, wooden broom. Nevertheless, he held it up like it was a cricket bat, although he’d never played cricket once in his life. He approached the area and pushed at the base of the door with his foot, unaware of the black figure that had now walked up behind him, wearing a shiny and sleek motorcycle helmet. He walked silently toward the secretary’s office where the light was on, but the figure that followed took silent steps and cast no shadow. He crouched down as he entered the office to peer beneath the desk, he saw nothing. As he stood up, he turned for a quick glance back into the sanctuary, but all he saw was the blunt end of his own hammer as it appeared as a small dot, the rest was a shadowy blur. 

      He was struck hard across the forehead, a forward cracking of the skull, and a brilliant spray of blood ensued.
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            Retribution is the word

          

        

      

    

    
      And, the horsemen said: You will know my name when I come and taketh revenge…

      McGreavy was in walking distance of the Church when he took the call. He’d been at the pub, drinking.

      He’d never been to a Church, well he had, but not one that was a murder scene.

      It was The Unsung Satanist, he’d struck again, he needed no confirmation. What he really wanted to understand, however, was the underlying motive and justification – revenge and retribution – but, why? Had the killer himself been the victim of an unthinkable crime? A child molestation, perhaps? He didn’t want to make assumptions. Perhaps, it was just the work of a cult, an evil, blood-thirsty sect, brainwashed and delusional, led into vile practices of ceremonial black magic that utilised the bodies of dead Christians.

      Jimmy was on-site as he entered the main doors. “Boss.”

      “Jim. What have we got?”

      “The caretaker, he was killed back there,” he pointed to the rear door in the corner.

      “Same killer?”

      “Aye, same drill, they plastered the walls with blood, writing all that Satanic garbage again.”

      “Show me.”

      “Aye, c’mon, let’s go,” they walked, retracing the trail of blood that had been left behind where the body had been dragged to the front door. 

      “How was he killed?” McGreavy asked. 

      “Beat to death with the blunt end of a claw-hammer, it would seem, smashed his brains in then cut him to pieces with some form of a blade and collected his spill in a bucket, same deal. The hammer was left on the desk, remnants of brain and whatnot all over it,” Jimmy explained.

      “The knife?”

      “No sign of it.”

      They arrived at the office where the caretaker had been murdered; again, the writing was on the wall. “Here it is, make of it what you will.”

      McGreavy stood and read the poetry, word-for-word.    

      I am The Unsung Satanist. Satan’s kiss will guide thy pulse, to hunt and kill, in our Unholy name. The eternal love of His Highness. Our serpent. Do what thou wilt shall be the whole of the Law. Crimson stained. Spirits rise. Pigs, slaughtered after The Black Dawn. Squealing. Screaming. Crying. Fuckery, fuckery, fuckery…kill them all...swim in the blood of your neighbour, black as oil, the righteous know thy name. Esoteric meaning in symbolic defilement, brutal mutilations, unimaginable. Bloody and malign. Finality. Beauty to behold. Swim, I tell you, swim in the blood of hypocrites. Come with me and walk thy Path. Fires rage, a serpent’s tongue fiends on the flesh of virgins, soaking up the night, galloping into aforesaid raging flames of Greatness. What is the doubt of a heathen but the informed intelligence that strikes down upon misinformed followers? Trail thee and follow thee and know the Circle of Life and Death, unto thou I shall give darkness and the eternal river shall flow. You unwittingly talk with The Devil in your darkest dreams, with your fears and falsehoods, as sheepish followers of the false God. The beautiful stupidity of the human condition, unseen to most, yet nurtured by one and all, so it seems. Embraced and tolerated by the ignorant masses. You fool…you know not what you do…you see not the greatness…even as it stands when it was asked for and granted…spoiled is the soul and tainted the spirit of ignorant fools like you…it makes me sick to the pit of my vile gut. Do not lie nor tell me why, but show me with your body, give yourself in all your glory, as I disclose to thee my story. Die for me, I will show you the darkness, as we walk His Path to Greatness. In the flames of purgatory as Guardians of the Goat, uphold, for thee and thy Master will endorse all bloody doings. Embrace them. Indulge in them. Strike, from the continuous shadow, consume the enemy in thy thieving neighbour. Thieves of Knowledge and the Almighty Crow; it is a certainty that they shall fall. A garden of snakes in a pit of fire, I see a horseman risen from the almighty flame to gallop onwards to a silver crescent. A dark angel lurks in wait. The horseman holds high a golden sword, of occult science, and he reveals His name unto thee. In that moment, I am worthy, of your blood and your soul. I know I will be free, to stalk and kill, for I was graced with a number of esoterica, and I will always have His fiendish blessing. Hail Satan! 666.

      “He’s a ranting, raving lunatic,” Jimmy offered.

      “Why are we assuming that it is a male killer? You don’t think a woman could be capable of doing this?”

      “A woman? Nah, I can’t see it.”

      “I am the Unsung Satanist. Satan’s kiss will guide thy pulse,” McGreavy read from the first line. “I don’t know, would a man say that?”

      “You’ve got a point, Mac. I haven’t analysed it from that viewpoint.”

      “We need to understand what’s driving this psycho, he hates mainstream religion, that much is clear. But there is something personal to this, the victims must be linked in some way, we need to connect the dots.”

      “Nothing has been turned up, so far.”

      “No witnesses?”

      “Nothing.”

      “So, they just dragged a dead body out of a church and disappeared? Vanished into thin air?”

      “Exactly.”

      “Pretty bold, wouldn’t you say? What makes a person do it, all of a sudden, just appear like this on the scene with such a vehement cause? I mean, we’ve never had any intel on such cults and whatnot in Glasgow, any groups or individuals that could be even remotely capable of anything like this. This kind of sentiment, this hatred, this evil, it isn’t just formed overnight, is it?”

      “Some people snap, I suppose, just like that, all of a sudden, like they become possessed by a demon…”

      “Yes,” replied the Inspector, nodding thoughtfully. “A demon…”
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            Never second-guess the esoteric prophecies of a blind fortune-teller

          

        

      

    

    
      Be cautious and respectful of any person who has a knowledge of occult magic…

      After seeing that room in the Church, awash with blood, he was badly in need of a drink, a shag and a smoke. He’d been having intimate relations with a blind woman for a fair bit of time and he hoped it would last for many years to come. He’d looked at himself in the mirror one day, stood naked and drunk in the bathroom, and said to himself: “Good job that fortune-teller is blind, Son, because you’d have no chance if she ever saw that grotesque fucking belly…”

      He took her the way he always did, over the table, where her crystal ball was, and the tarot cards. She may have been blind, but she could see things in the ball, when she placed her hands upon it.

      Magic Maggie.

      She had wild hair and wore black lipstick. For all the charity-shop clothes that she wore, her gothic appearance, her wrinkled skin, she was the most beautiful woman that he’d ever seen. She looked like a witch, a beautiful, blind, sexy witch, and he felt guilty for wanting her so badly. 

      Why? 

      Because, there he’d been, over and over again, inside her, deeply inside her, clutching onto her and never wanting to let go as the spirit of his dead wife watched it all. Yes, she’d been there, and she’d watched him at it, not just a spectre, but a ghostly spectator. He’d seen her there and he hadn’t held back for one bloody second. “Make me pregnant, Mac, give it to me,” she always coaxed him, with dirty talk, with false words of fanciful intimacy, this mystical woman, this magical lady with occult powers, one of his secret weapons in the complex world of solving crimes and catching serial killers. That’s right, she saw things and she told him things, the same way that Professor Sinclair did, and he knew that he was a fraud for always taking the credit, the lime-light was his, the illustrious Inspector – Glasgow’s mastermind Detective.

      “Oh God, Maggie. I love you so much Maggie,” his shirt was unbuttoned and his trousers were at the floor, his hair was all over the shot and a fag hung from his mouth, the ash flaking down into the valley of her behind as he jerked and stabbed into her in the dimly lit ‘reading-room’.

      “Fuck me, Mac, deep. Fuck me like you fuck your young whore…”

      He’d never even told her about the dancer, but she knew it all, she knew everything and she saw everything, and she didn’t care, because it was her time now and nobody could take it away from her.

      “Oh God, Maggie, I’m coming.”

      “Come, Mac, come inside me.”

      The cigarette fell from his lips as he melted into an orgasmic stupor and the burn stung against wrinkled skin at her lower spine. She yelled in the pain that was the bitter-sweetness of erotic pleasure, for she enjoyed it, it made her feel alive, wanted, and she imagined Mac to be the man of her dreams.

      His legs trembled and he slapped her hard on the side of her frail buttock, leaving a red mark as he pushed-on to the very end.

      She moaned in a way that was worldly more than unworldly, pushing back onto him, hard, as she felt her own sudden eruption, bodily electricity in a blind state of blind-orgasm. It was chaotic and hard, as always, weird and wonderful, two oddities, two social misfits, kindred spirits, together…

      

      “Tell me, tell me what you see in the future,” the reading always came in the aftermath of their lustful encounters, they’d smoke a joint and drink blended whisky straight from the bottle. “I see a figure in black, all in black, but I see no face, I see a cloud of ash and a shadowy figure that stands behind this figure, a young man, I see blood, so much blood, and a house, a house that is on fire.”

      Mac listened intently, to every single word that she said. “What else? Is there anything else?”

      “Yes,” she replied. “I’m getting a message, a strong message, a voice is telling me something that could be critical to solving this murder case.”

      “What is it?”

      “The killer, Mac, the killer is someone that is close to you, a person that you know well…”

      Mac sat there, flinched, screwed-up his face, he wanted to explore it further, to question her, to ask her if she was sure, really sure about it, but he didn’t. Why? Because, one thing that he’d learned over the years, working on the mean streets of Glasgow, and that was that you never second-guess the esoteric prophecies of a blind fortune-teller.
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            The Order of the Black Chapter

          

        

      

    

    
      Never refuse a call from a Good Samaritan…

      Shortly after eight am, when he’d been intimate with his stripper and secretly thought of his blind lover, when he’d had his coffee and craved alcohol, he got a call from a Church Minister who claimed to have information relating to the murders.

      Mac agreed to meet him at the pub: “Whatever you decide to say, it can be on or off the record, and we can work it out together.”

      The Old Highland boozer was practically empty, just one-legged Wully who sat in his usual seat with a Daily Record and his now-cold Scotch Pie, and a ned who drank Iron-Bru from a can and pummelled money into the ‘puggy’ machine, all lights and electro-noise.

      “Do you drink, Minister?”

      “Aye, I’ll take a Guinness.”

      “Good man,” said Mac, he didn’t trust people who didn’t drink, didn’t even trust himself when he didn’t drink. He felt better on the sauce, more stable. They took the beers and a half whisky for himself into the backroom, where the aftermath of a Masonic post-ceremony party was still visible. Mac had been in attendance and won a bottle of Glenlivet single malt in the raffle. He had every intention of drinking it, very soon. “Talk to me, Minister.”

      “Satanism, murderous rituals, evil cults…”

      “You have my attention, what do you know, I want details.”      

      “There’s a coven, I know of its location,” said the Minister. “I saw a person, dressed in black, helmet and all, they were dumping something that looked like a body at the side door. As the person drove away the door opened and the body was dragged inside.” 

      “First off, what is a coven? Some kind of gathering of witches?” 

      “They are a Satanic cult, if you may, they call themselves The Order of the Black Chapter. They are not witches and they are not strictly Satanists, either. They are a part of the pseudo-satanic conundrum, which refers to the true ‘Satanic panic’, by this I refer to the actual abuse of esoteric rituals…”

      “Abuse of esoteric rituals, what does that mean?”

      “Primarily, they twist it all to entertain their own deviance, they make it about sex, for example. Initiation ceremonies involve all kinds of group orgies and female members are even outwardly raped by male members of The Order. I’ve heard rumours that they indulge in murder, that they have a hunter, one of their own, who goes out and kills innocents to provide them with a corpse for ceremonial defilement. They do whatever it is they feel like doing, free will and all that, that is the level of ceremonial abuse that I refer to…”

      “Free will, are you referring to Aleister Crowley?”

      “Yes, that means nothing is off the table, it depends what the flavour of the month is. They light candles and stand around in black robes with holes cut out at the eyes and the mouth. A member may have to murder someone as the others watch and as a group they may further dismember them, limb-by-limb, finger-by-finger, eye-by-eye…can you imagine the level of depravity?” 

      “Sick bastards, but, how do you know about all this?”

      “As a Soldier of God and The Divine Light, it is my duty to know thy enemy, and those who practice The Devil’s work. My daughter, she was a member…”

      “Can I talk to her?”

      “She is dead,” the Minister lied, bowing his head in shame. “I suspect she was sacrificed by the group, as part of a ceremony, ceremonial abuse rather – sex, murder, even cannibalism…”

      “How did she die?”

      “Her head was sent to me, in a box.”

      “Why didn’t you report it?”

      “Shame, it was pure shame. I didn’t want the publicity, as a Man of God, I know that must be difficult for you to understand. Initially, I wanted revenge, Inspector McGreavy, I wanted to hunt down the coven and kill them all.”

      “So, what, then you just decided to back-off and stay quiet about the whole thing?”

      “I suppose, ignorance is bliss…I thought I could ignore it but I can’t…now, when I see these things happening…these murders…I can’t stay quiet any longer…the good Lord came to my bedside and he said that I must now stand up and be counted as a bold disciple. I’m here to help, Inspector, with your investigations. I believe the person in black that I saw dumping the body is Glasgow’s Satanic serial killer. Now that you know about The Order of the Black Chapter, you should have a better chance in tracking down the killer, that is what I believe Inspector.”

      “Do you have an address?”

      “Yes…” he took a folded piece of paper from his pocket and looked around the empty Masonic room, conspiratorially, before sliding it across the table to Mac.

      “Right, Minister, I can’t thank you enough. It must have taken a great deal of courage for you to come here and bare-all like this.”

      “Thank you, Inspector. Oh, and if you don’t mind? Please keep my reputation and my daughter’s memory intact, this meeting and my involvement in the case should stay strictly between us. OK…?”

      “You have my word, Minister, you have my word…”
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            Hail Satan!

          

        

      

    

    
      There is nothing more wickedly contagious than a corrupt mind…

      Siobhan used to go for summer holidays in the Welsh town of Kidwelly. Her Scottish uncle lived there and had become close friends with Colin Batley, the leader of a local sex cult. Their ritualistic ceremonies were immersed in the teachings of Crowley and they celebrated the concept of free-sex. During the summer of 2010, Siobhan became heavily indoctrinated into this concept of ‘open indulgence in accordance with free will’ and she was offered up by her evil uncle for ‘initiation’. She was subjected to a process of drug-induced hypnosis and the male participants were allowed to have their way with her in every way imaginable. When it was time for the Grand Master to take his turn, she would awake from her trance and enjoy multiple orgasms with him, their sweat-laced bodies entwined, she’d moan obscenely with her back arched, her eyes closed and her mouth agape, like some kind of a mythical whore within the candlelit circle as cult members would chant: “Hail Satan! Hail Satan! Hail Satan!” The leader would release his fluids inside her body, and leave her soaked and gasping upon the floor, having enjoyed his multiple violations of her. When he was done he’d invite all of the Brothers and Sisters to come naked to the altar and fiend upon her with their hands and their mouths, ravenously, like a pack of wolves might take to a dead deer in the woods.

      That was her ‘initiation’.  

      For the remainder of her holiday, the leader would often take Siobhan to his caravan for a more intimate and private form of sex, in fact, it happened almost on a daily basis and the sordid relationship was even encouraged by her malevolent and deviant uncle, himself a man who hated mainstream religion and had written a book titled: God, the Almighty Illusion. He told her: “It was an honour for me to see you and feel you in the ceremony, by my own tongue, but now you must bow to the Master and be his slave, in the flesh, and in the spirit.”

      She was brainwashed. “Do what thou wilt,” she responded. “And, so shall he.”

      “Hail Satan!” he responded.

      “Hail Satan!”

      Each day at the caravan he sodomised her and each day she grew to have an insatiable appetite for his endless intrusions, in her mouth, and in every available part of her body. Sometimes, he had an animal in a cage and he asked her to kill it and he would pleasure himself as he watched and she would gather the blood to perform a high-ritual, just the two of them, in the confines of the mobile home, a small shrine to the occult and to The Devil himself. After all the sex, and killing and ritualistic doings were done they would lay down together and he would offer up his great intellect and other-worldly knowledge for a sermon of further indoctrination, a process he’d used with all female members. Even when they drank and took drugs he would wait till she was drifting from the conscious, being re-born within her subconscious, and he would teach her and guide her to be an Unsung Satanist forevermore, to live in the shadows and kill at the dark altar and to worship those of evil practice and esoteric charisma.

      After the animals: the rats, then the dogs, then a pig, then a horse…it was time for her to kill a human being…before the circle…and she did…a masked woman was drugged and put on her knees before her. Siobhan took an almighty sword with a golden handle that was encrusted with a pentagram and she put it into the hole where the mouth was and she put the point to the back of the throat where she slowly began to feed it down, fighting through the bodily resistance of organs, down into the gut, where she twisted the awesome blade and put downward force on the handle so that the tip of the sword made an exit-wound at the spine. She held the spiked body in place as it gargled and bled, a blood-red river, magnificent as it was, so-much-so it made her smile and tremble with delicious adrenalin, and she made eye-contact with each and every member of the circle so that they could see just how much power that she truly held in that magical moment of taking a human life.   

      At the end of her holiday they agreed to get married and she would be his High Priestess. When she returned to Glasgow, though, her fantasy fell apart, as news spread that a ‘sexual-abuse ring’ had been uncovered in Wales and the cult leader was arrested. 

      Her uncle had gotten away on time and had disappeared to America. There had always been rumours that he had been the one who informed the Police but that had never been confirmed and she certainly thought better of him to do a thing like that. On the other hand, she’d seen the look in his eyes, when she told him about their talks of marriage. Perhaps, he saw, that it had all gone too far, that he’d never intended it to escalate to such a ridiculous level.  

      She watched him on TV as he was ushered from his house by Police in handcuffs, and he smiled at the camera, like he was smiling right at her, like he was sending her a message. She didn’t cry, never, although she loved and worshiped him, she took a vow then to serve The Devil, and that when the time was right and she got a ‘sign’ from a suitable messenger, that she would embark upon a crazed killing-spree and that one day, the whole world would know her name. Not a single soul had ever known about her unsung adoration for the Satanic cause, born amidst a haze of esoteric hypnosis and occult kinks, but from that moment onwards she was devoted to the Service of Evil; she had always been – The Unsung Satanist.
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            The throne & the cauldron

          

        

      

    

    
      You never know what goes on, behind closed doors…

      The address led them to an abandoned pub, formerly known as The Old Clyde Inn, it was all boarded-up now and covered in graffiti. From the outside, you’d never know what kind of debauchery went on inside, for it was the actual work of The Devil’s spawn. This was the location where the killer dumped the bodies and the corpses were being used by The Order of the Black Chapter, offerings to Satan.

      They had intel on the ceremonies. A circle would be formed, each member would remove their cloak but keep their masks on, golden masks of creepy anonymity, and they would kneel before the body and the Grand Master’s throne, naked and faceless, and they would cut off a piece of the victim’s corpse and throw it into a large, black cauldron before renouncing the words: “Hail Satan!” It could be an ear, a cheek, or the scalp, but they were apparently encouraged to be as brutal as they cared to be, so a whole leg or arm could be sawn off, a head, and on one occasion a new member removed a brain with his bare hands. 

      “Hail Satan!” The other members would chant the same, in unison, as the naked and bloodied members went to lay upon a silken bed. The next member would be invited to do the same and, in the end, they would all lay upon the same bed, a fleshy feast of sex, a free-for-all orgy, the only rule being that every female Satanist had to take turns in pleasuring the Grand Master as he sat at the throne and watched the orgy unfold. Each one had to be smeared heavily in blood around the face, neck and breasts as they performed their enthusiastic acts of oral sex at his Unholy Altar. 

      That was cult-protocol. 

      It was a dire and disgusting affair. 

      Vile and evil.

      The caretaker’s body was there to be torn and dismembered and thrown into the cauldron. The newest member was a man named James, and the standard method of recruitment had been used, a note with a telephone number placed in the inside cover of a book, in the occult section of a Waterstones book shop in the city centre. It was always the same book, one of sexual witchcraft, erotic black magic and human sacrifice, a book that no God-fearing Christian would go anywhere close to in a million years. If the candidate made the call, he or she would meet with the Master, promises would be made, of boundless sex orgies, and the quenching of an eternal thirst; a blood thirst.

      The new candidate never made it into the ceremonial quarters. Jimmy had been there, hidden in the back-room as he removed his clothes. He put a gun to the man’s head and he was covertly extracted from the site. Jimmy was now the man in the black cloak, masked, and he was armed with a semi-automatic. 

      He entered the room and was awe-struck by the atmosphere of the place. 

      Cold in an inexplicable way. 

      There were smells of death and blood that he’d never encountered before. 

      There was a heavy presence in the room; evil was in that room.

      As he was invited up to the plate, he stood before the dead body, and he looked down at it with quiet disgust. It was a pale-bluish-grey, mottled with open-wounds, gashed, and porous scum had settled around the open scars. The flesh looked soft and cold, almost slippery. The face looked frozen, a pained expression on the dead man’s face, his mouth open, in a silent scream.

      Jimmy took it all in and tried his best not to gag. 

      “Remove your clothes, kneel down, and take a piece of this blind follower to a false God,” the Master spoke, the silence of the coven eerie and chill. 

      The Swede went down on one knee and looked at the pale, dead face of the screaming corpse, too close for comfort. He put a hand inside the cloak, they expected him to retrieve a cutting utensil of some sort, but he didn’t. He stood up abruptly and drew his pistol, aiming it at the throne-keeper’s chest at point-blank range. “The game’s up, ya’ bastard, you evil cunts are all getting the bloody jail,” he growled menacingly at the Master as members of The Order fumbled in a panicked attempt to flee; knowing that their reign of evil was over. 

      One way in, one way out... 

      An arresting team was in position.
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      It is true, and we are all guilty of it, that we see the woods yet are blind to the trees…

      He had long black hair that was tied back in a ponytail, dark and squinting little eyes that were almost rodent-like, and a forehead that was abnormally square-set and wide. He looked like a guy who was into some weird shit, basically, and the smugness on his face made Mac want to slap him hard across the jaw. The Grand Master was an arrogant bastard, that much was true, but the reality of his predicament was inescapable.

      “We found a freezer on the premises, it was piled high with human limbs, wrapped in cellophane, and two human heads. Those two heads had belonged to members of the Church that were recently murdered by a Glasgow serial killer. What were you planning to do with all those human parts?”

      “Dispose of them, eat them, whatever.”

      “Whatever? Are you some sort of cannibal?”

      “Maybe.”

      “Are you the killer?”

      “No.”

      “So, you just invite your chums for a dress-up party, dismember a few bodies and when you’re done having sex you eat what’s left of the corpses for dinner?”

      “We don’t play games, Inspector, what we do is of major symbolic significance and is the mere beginning of a universal awakening – a Satanic revolution. We nominated an individual who had a particular skill-set, one who was capable enough and competent enough to feed our ceremonial doings with members of the enemy-set.”

      “Enemy-set?”

      “Christians, hypocrites, delusional morons, pillars of Scottish society…you know the type, surely?”

      “None of them deserved to die, innocent children for God sake, those two kids hadn’t done any harm to anybody, they didn’t have to get caught up in all this, and they didn’t deserve to die…”

      “That was not planned or endorsed by me, I have to say, but the killer I assume had reasons for it, I’m sure of it, and it is not for me to argue against the reasoning of a willing hunter. Do what thou wilt…”

      “Shall be the whole of the law…”

      “Ah, Inspector, so you do know something of the esoteric and the occult…I find this endearing…”

      “I know that people like you need some form of mumbo-jumbo to justify your evil acts.”

      He smirked.

      “And, that is what you are, plain evil.”

      “I agree with you whole-heartedly, I am evil, as we all are evil to some extent. Are we not?”

      No response.

      “But, Inspector, I have to tell you that we don’t need justification for what we do. It is justified by the lies and the crimes and the great scandals. What a serial killer does is no different, actually, to what governments do on a major scale. Give a man a uniform and he’s a hero for killing women and children. But, act alone, as a lone wolf, an outsider, and you may prepare to be branded as evil. You want people to fear whatever is outside of government control, yet you want the same fearful lambs to praise those who kill for God, Queen and country? It is so hypocritical and pathetic…”

      “Well, it’s a fascinating hypothesis, I’m sure. However, the reality is, the game is up for you as it will soon be for your occult killing-machine. So, you have two options, you can co-operate and reveal the killer’s identity, or you can remain silent and bathe in your own stupid arrogance…”

      “Inspector, I don’t have to tell you anything…”

      “You won’t be so smug in jail, Son, I can assure you of that. People in Barlinnie, see, they really don’t like freaks like you. Life is going to be very difficult for you in there.”

      The Satanist raised his chin with self-righteousness. “I didn’t do anything, I didn’t kill those people, so you can’t send me to prison! I was merely a point of butchery and disposal. The man who disposed of the trash.”

      “A point of disposal, chopping them up and brewing them in a witch’s cauldron, turning them into a Sunday stew before you and the gang celebrate by having an explicit orgy? Oh, the Judge and Jury will just love it, I can assure you. If you think you are an innocent party here then you’re clearly more delusional than I thought.”

      The cult leader twisted his face in yet another gesture of defiant smugness. 

      “I can assure you, nobody will be sympathetic to your Devil-worshiping cause, your fascinating claims to ignorance and justifiable reasons to kill innocents. If you co-operate, on the other hand, help us bring in the killer, we can make sure that you get the best chance at staying out of prison, or, at the very least, getting a reduced jail sentence…”

      He smiled again, ever so defiant.

      “Tell me who he is, The Unsung Satanist, tell me now!”

      Now the Grand Master erupted with laughter. “You really don’t have a clue, do you!?”

      The Inspector frowned and raised an eyebrow.

      “The killer is not a he, Inspector, the killer is a she.”
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            A face emerges from a bleak shadow

          

        

      

    

    
      And the question will always be asked, by every wise man: How could I have been such a fool?

      “What is it Jimmy, it better be good…”

      “I think I know who the killer is.”

      “We had it all wrong, the killer isn’t a man, it’s a woman.”

      “Yes, I know that.”

      “What?”

      “That’s what I’m trying to tell you, I think I know who she is…”

      “Who…?”

      “I think you better take a seat and pour yourself a stiff drink.”

      “Oh, bloody hell, just blurt it out, will you?”

      “It’s Siobhan, Boss, she’s the killer.”

      “Uch’, away n’ give yourself peace lad, don’t be wasting my bloody time…”

      “She has this room Mac, in her apartment, it’s kind of a shrine, dedicated to a whole range of serial killers such as John Moffat, who she calls ‘The Ash Man’, and Richard Ramirez, the American Satanic serial killer. She has things that I believe belonged to Moffat, pornographic photographs, a blood-stained hammer, knives coated with blood that he used to stab the women that he killed. Also, bits of jewellery and underwear, bras and panties, stuff that Moffat would have taken from his victims and kept as souvenirs. It’s really fucking weird, Boss, it’s not normal.”

      “She was the first one on site when they raided Moffat’s residence, she had access to it all, she could have taken anything, but why would she keep evidence for herself?” 

      “There is other stuff there, relating to the occult and the teachings of Alesteir Crowley, photographs of Satanic ceremonies and sex orgies, animals being sacrificed, people with weird masks with horns and shit like that. I stumbled across the room one night by accident, I wasn’t snoopin’ Boss, I swear…”

      “Aleister Crowley, the most wicked man to ever walk this fine earth…”

      “Aye, that cunt.”

      “Wait a wee minute, what were you doing up in her flat in the middle night?”

      “Oh, c’mon Boss, yer’ no stupid…”

      “Naw, Son, I’m no stupid. I know a scallywag when I see one, you’ve been pumping her, haven’t you?”

      “I was, Boss, aye…” Jimmy huffed and bowed his head.

      “Oh, that’s all, is it? You better not have got her pregnant, Jimmy…”

      “Boss, you’re missing the big bloody picture here, would you listen to what I’m telling you? Siobhan – I think she is the killer. At first, I thought it was her way of engaging with the case, you know, immersing it all into her head-space n’ all that. You know? Trying to understand it, do all the research, take it to a whole new level. I’m sure there are cops that do that kind of thing, I saw it on an American FBI show once, they embrace the eccentricity of investigative work, do things their own way, mavericks and all that. Anyway, it’s more than that with Siobhan, it’s an obsession, she’s obsessed with The Devil, and she has a pentagram tattooed on her arse.”

      “On her arse?”

      “Aye, just a wee one, but it’s definitely one of those Devil-worshiping symbols.”

      “You need to give me more to work with here, Son, I can’t arrest one of our best Detectives on suspicion of being a serial killer with nothing more to go on than American cop shows and arse-tattoos.”

      “I checked all the timings, her whereabouts when the murders took place, she could have easily pulled it off. Another thing, too, I spoke with the guard that was on duty when she went to see Moffat in Broadmoor…”

      “Oh?”

      “Yeah, he said there was some weird stuff going on between them, he was even convinced that they were involved in some sort of a sexual relationship.”

      “Please, tell me this isn’t true, it’s a wind-up…”

      “It’s true, Boss.”

      “Oh, Jesus Christ, this cannot be happening, it just can’t be bloody happening.”

      “What do we do, Boss?”

      “We need to find her, and stop her, before she strikes again…”
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            Lock up your kids, for it wails like a banshee

          

        

      

    

    
      As he walks into this world, he shall walk out, just like that…

      Wellington College went into lock-down protocol, no children were allowed to leave the premises, huddled together in a room under lock-and-key until parents could safely arrive to collect them. From Camberley to Bagshot, alarms sounded, wailed like a banshee, no ordinary alarms…no…these were the alarms that no living soul in that area wanted to hear, out of pure fear, for a criminal lunatic had escaped from Broadmoor.

      John Moffat, a convicted sex monster, a.k.a. The Casanova Killer, a violent and sadistic predator, was on the loose. Whilst on cleaning duties, he overpowered three guards and locked them in a broom cupboard before heroically jumping out of a window; it was as simple as that. Nobody could understand how such a security lapse could be possible but it also took time before officials recognised his disappearance, precious time, time that he needed on his hands in order to make the escape a successful one. All neighbouring towns and villages had set up check-points, door-to-door searches and all women were advised not to leave their homes under any circumstances.

      The spot he finally chose was a bush, on the side of a road, by a bus stop.

      He took shelter there, wrapped himself in a green plastic bag and he just hid there, not moving for days. He came close to capture on one occasion as a search-party member poked him with a rod – once, twice, three times – dismissed as an old bag of rubbish… 

      Eventually, an opportunity arose, for him to pounce on a passer-by. It was an old man with a beard, a dirty looking chap, but most importantly he had a similar build to himself, so the clothes would fit. 

      The hat that he wore was key; a man can go far with the right hat. 

      He was stood there alone, waiting for a bus, and Moffat just glared at him from the bush. He appeared to be unsteady on his feet so he approached him from behind and put his right bicep to the side of the man’s neck and he squeezed with all his strength as the man struggled and he dragged him back to his secret enclosure of bush and shrubbery, his frail feet flailing pathetically across grass and dirt. He kept squeezing around the neck, not as easy as it looks in the movies, even if the victim happens to be a poor, old pensioner, but the face soon turned beetroot-red, broken veins pronounced. The man stank, of cheap drink and bad body odour, it made him heave. He kept squeezing until the poor old bastard didn’t struggle anymore and there was no more flailing of those pathetic shoes. 

      The man’s walking-stick was left at the bus stop.  

      With his new clothes and a little bit of money, he made his move, via bus and train Casanova ventured on his final journey – to the place where it all began and it would all end – back to Glasgow.
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            A jar of severed members & a letter written in blood

          

        

      

    

    
      Madness lives in evil as evil lurks in madness…

      “Jimmy, arse up here, now!” Mac yelled down to The Swede as he stood in the doorway to Siobhan’s ‘secret room’.

      The blonde Detective galloped up the stairs to meet the DCI. He immediately saw what he was looking at – the wardrobe – the one he’d seen that night and that had tweaked his curiosity just before he’d shut the door and felt ashamed of himself for snooping around in Siobhan’s private space. He’d blocked it out, that wardrobe, he honestly had forgotten all about it, or he’d chosen not to think about what she might have been keeping stored in there. Now, it was clear, by the blood that now seeped and flowed in a slight trickle from a gap at the base of the wooden platform, a gradual pooling upon the oak floorboards.

      She’d kept souvenirs for herself, the severed penis of each adult-male victim, in a jam-jar that was overflowing with blood.

      “What the hell is that?”

      “Looks like a jar full of cocks, Boss, that’s what it looks like to me. Souvenirs, as we know, most serial killers often hold onto little keepsakes. But, this? It’s certainly a knew one on me…”

      “I know that, Jimmy, I’ve been in this game a lot longer than you have and I know a jar of cocks when I see one. What I’m referring to here, is the blood, why would she preserve them in blood?”

      “Inspector!” a voice bellowed from downstairs where the living room was.

      They both turned and took a few steps to the top of the stairs.

      “What is it?”

      “I think you better come down and have a look at this.”

      

      It was a note, addressed personally to Mac, written in blood:

      Those who think they can see are blind and those who know darkness are the truly blessed children. That was always your problem, Mac, you could never see the woods from the trees, you know the darkness, but you’ll never see the Glory.

      So, catch me if you can…

      Siobhan, The Unsung Satanist  

      Mac read the note and took a deep breath.

      “Are you OK, Boss, what does it say?”

      “It says – I know you’re onto me, so let the games begin…”

    

  



    
      
        
          
            Chapter 80

          

          

      

    

    







            The Junior Suite of a luxury hotel, perfect sheets to be stained by her crimson spill

          

        

      

    

    
      If you get into bed with The Devil, sooner or later, you get fucked…

      She met him at the Malmaison hotel, paid for the Junior Suite, and she was naked as he arrived to the room.

      She opened the door in the bare flesh; it was him, he made it back, just as they’d planned. 

      “Are you ready?” he asked her.

      She smiled at him, naked, for she was ready to die, her ooze was icky and sticky. She still had the bag of heroin-laced Afghan hash that she’d swiped from his abode and she’d rolled him three joints to smoke with his bottle of Buckfast. 

      The sight of her naked folds aroused him as he threw his disgusting rags to the floor. Within seconds, they were on the bed, entwined arms and legs, bare and frantic as their bodies were pressed together and they touched and rolled on the angelic white sheets.

      “Fuck me,” she growled like a dog, giving herself to him, offering herself up, her seedy gush. “Fuck me and kill me,” she spoke harshly with gritted teeth, begging him to use her and abuse her, to sodomise her muck.

      The power of the demon is strong…

      The spell has worked well…

      

      He was softer with her than she expected him to be, almost disappointingly so, she wanted to feel his wrath and all of his delicious wickedness. 

      His eyes were barely open as he gazed down into her pupils, pushing into her, deep and firm, with a good rhythm, treating her almost as a dark equal more than a victim, perhaps that is what they truly were, kindred spirits after all.

      “Harder,” she whispered, as he bit her lip, moaning and groaning, pushing his way to an orgasm, not even an inhuman or demonic one, but a heightened state of connection with a fellow demon, a demon he wanted to kill nonetheless. “Please, punish me,” she told him matter-of-factly, bitterly disappointed that there was no violent intrusion as she felt his hot seed flush into her. “Fuck, give it to me, give me The Devil’s seed,” she accepted him for what he was, but, she would get her wish nonetheless…
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            Murder, indignity & the disgusting power of social media

          

        

      

    

    
      The bottle was never the enemy, not to me. A friend, yes. A lover, yes. A steadfast anchor, that’s what it always was, and what it always would be. When my son died, the drink was there, and when my wife died, the drink was there, and when the drink was there, my love came back. It’s kind of surreal, isn’t it? The drink was my saviour. Ha, try saying that in an A.A. meeting, they’ll have you down as an addict in pure denial. When I put a gun in my mouth and I was ready to pull the trigger, the drink was my saviour, my guardian angel… 

      So, what is it, my love? 

      What do you ask of me? 

      Were you nothing more than a demon in disguise? 

      Should my pursuit of you be my final journey into the valley of darkness? 

      It’s hard to tell, but my world has no place for the dead, so that’s why I had to cut you off. You may be a figment of my imagination, or you may be real, a spirit that is intent on haunting me, whatever you are though, things have to move on, I have to do it, for the sake of my own sanity, and for the safety of the general public. You used to hate it when I said things like that, thought I was being all High and Mighty, all up myself, self-righteous, the great copper that would save Glasgow from all evil deeds. Well, that’s me I suppose, the haunted copper, damaged goods, but one thing I am certainly not, dear, is up myself…so…goodbye…

      Clack.

      He pulled the trigger.

      Nothing.

      He’d never been much of a winner when it came to ‘games’, and with Russian Roulette, apparently, it wasn’t going to be much different; just another night home alone.

      He was about to grab for the bottle, to pour another dram, but a sharp sound rang out.

      Ding – Ding…

      He picked up his phone to see that Jimmy had sent a WhatsApp message – BOSS YOU’RE GOING TO WANT TO WATCH THIS -  THINK YOU’LL NEED A DRINK. He read it again, confused, it was just a list of links to Internet sites, namely YouTube and Instagram. 

      What the fuck was it?  

      

      It was a strange thing to see a person you know being killed on the Internet.

      The Casanova Killer had uploaded video footage of a female Detective, proclaiming herself to be The Unsung Satanist and telling the world that she had killed on her own terms and that the time had now come for her to dwell with Satan in the eternal Hall of Fame, begging to be taken by the blade, by the almighty Ash Man, to die with indignity, to be spoiled and raped and sullied to the extreme. She screamed and laughed and made orgasmic sounds as he violated and sodomised her in the utmost tradition of violent rape. He cut the sides of her buttocks and smeared their bodies in blood, and they both looked into the camera, evil borne into them, as he slid his red, blood-laced fingers into her mouth and she licked them like a fiend, revelling in the sordid taste of blood.

      “Evil and death will fall upon you all, because The Devil is real, I am The Devil,” Moffat spoke to the camera with wicked glee. “Watch now, as I take yet another lover, and she falls for my enduring spell.”

      She had her tongue out and her eyes were closed, sensually, as Moffat raised a baseball bat up into the air and struck down with it. She took the final blow to the side of the head and fell mute and splayed as blood sprayed delightfully across the room, specks coating the lens of the video camera. He unmounted her and rolled her body off the bed, letting her corpse fall to the ground, naked and bloodied and sexed. He repositioned the camera and got down upon her once again where he slid himself with ease into her anus and he continued to sodomise her dead body, getting off inside her with sharp jerks, before proceeding to smash her head into the floor until he was sure that her skull was broken to pieces. Then he got up and grabbed her by the hair, dragging her corpse up-close to the view of the camera and he just left her there, her mutilated face with bloodied strands of hair stuck to the sides of her cheeks, just staring into the screen, dead, so that all viewers would see. In the background, they would also see him, John Moffat, The Casanova Killer. 

      Naked. 

      Casual as you like. 

      Sat on a luxuriously soft velvet sofa with a bottle of Buckfast and indulgently smoking a joint that would put his brain to the high-heavens. 

      YouTube. 

      Facebook. 

      Instagram. 

      It was all over the Net, and by the time authorities got to the room, there’d be nothing left but the musty stench of alcohol, dope and death…
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            The final flame that burns, not even The Devil can escape it

          

        

      

    

    
      We’re off to never-never land…

      The diagnosis and consequent treatment of a mentally-sick serial killer inevitably involves giving the subject feedback. Most are aloof, it has to be said, but some are receptive and even responsive in their own way. After all, rehabilitation is the primary objective of all imprisonment, and let’s not be fooled, a mental hospital is a prison. 

      Schizophrenia – a serious mental disorder that makes an otherwise normal individual perceive his or her reality in an abnormal way. Hallucinations, delusions and disorderly thinking are just a few of the symptoms that may embody this condition. Paranoia and violent tendencies are to be expected from most criminally-minded schizophrenics. Life-long treatment is ultimately required. Why? Because the condition will only get worse. If they are extremely violent and have a murder niche, then that niche will not escape them, they will kill and kill until the day they day or the day they get caught. 

      A lot of things had been explained to John Moffat, and, he’d been receptive to a degree. But, the shrinks, in all their wisdom and glory, had limited minds, for none of them were acutely aware of the esoteric mould. It is one thing to know that you have a condition of the mind, but to have a condition of the spirit, to be possessed, that is another thing entirely. It confused him, the ash, was it a hallucination? Or, was it something real, something from the other side, that came to him in select moments and told him to do it, to kill, to violate, to mentally rape his victims? Because, one thing for sure, he had done that. He had done things that were not explicable by any clinical text book of clinical psychology or criminology. 

      He hadn’t excepted it, shooting match and all, no.

      But, it had tamed it, somewhat.

      So, when he killed the girl, the copper, The Unsung Satanist, up there in that hotel room, he wasn’t the old ‘Johnnie Boy’ that he used to be, no, because he knew, deep down, he always had known, what had to be done in the end…

      

      Enter Sandman.

      Bung, bung, bung, bung-bung…

      Bung, bung, bung, bung-bung…

      Sleep with one eye open!

      Gripping your pillow tight!

      The flames were raging, all around the premises, and the cameras had come to see. Newspaper journalists with fancy lenses. News channels with heavy-duty video equipment. They came to see the show, the final Death Show of the elusive Casanova. This was it, what he’d dreamed off, he was sat there, naked, on a chair, in the very spot where he’d hammered his father to a miserable death and fucked his own mother by the bleeding corpse. All his bare flesh was exposed, head-to-toe, erect too as a strange form of arousal had struck him, unexpectedly so, for he was getting turned-on by the coming of his own death, and the cameras were on him, he felt eyes crawling upon his skin. He saw the flashes between the flickering flames, and the smoke grew, dense like fog, black as coal.

      He slowly began to pull at his erection as he watched the orange flickering, and the smoke, and the flashing cameras. He wasn’t smiling, he should have been, but he wasn’t, his mouth etched in a stroke-like silent scream, a painful and sad one, like those distraught paintings of Jesus on the cross where he just looks up and accepts his fate. He had a half-smoked joint hanging at the corner of his mouth, smoked to the high-heavens again, and an empty bottle of Buckfast sat defiantly at his feet; the last fix for Casanova. He started to cough and lowered his head as he surrendered to the black wall that was about to consume him, the Abyss, it would take him, wrap him up in its hideous blanket, it would swallow him, and he wanted to be swallowed, on his terms, his way, because this was his exit.

      He closed his eyes and tried to remember, something good, anything good, but there was nothing, just the music and the high and the smoke. He opened his lungs and he allowed himself to be taken, smoked and choked and he pulled more till the seed spilled upon the young flesh of his inhuman stomach…it was the way he wanted it…he felt good about it too…because there was no expectation…there was no ash on that last occasion, just a consuming flame…the fire soon roasted him to the bone in a flaming inferno…the smoke barely had a chance…
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      Evil is both a circus and a circle that tends to come back, at some time, in some manifestation or another, it always returns…

      By the grace of God or the luck of The Devil, Siobhan had survived her ordeal at the hands of The Casanova Killer. Had he used a knife, she’d be a goner, but the sadistic lunatic had clearly been tamed during his time at Broadmoor. 

      “Right, lady!” McGreavy growled. “Time to do some explaining…”

      She opened her eyes, abruptly, looking up with surprise from a hospital bed in a secure holding facility. “Boss…”

      “Don’t bloody Boss me. So, you’re a serial killer and a devil-worshiping Satanist? We need to hear your side of the story, girl, everything…”

      “OK, Boss, I was part of a cult, The Order of the Black Chapter. My father, you see, he’s a Minister…” she began to explain.

      McGreavy recalled now, that Minister who’d come forward, the one he’d met in the pub, so secretive he’d been about not giving his full name, he suddenly had a strong inclination that he was Siobhan’s father, there was even a family resemblance although he hadn’t recognised it at the time.

      “My dad and his brother, they came from a very devout family, Christian to the core. My uncle took part in everything until it drove him crazy and he became obsessed with teachings of the occult, Satanism and stuff related to Black Magic. He abandoned the family and went to live in isolation in Wales. He was the one that got me wrapped up in various evil doctrines at a young age and it was the cult who gave me a taste for murder and human sacrifice.”

      “What the hell were you thinking? You’re a bloody Detective!”

      “I wasn’t thinking, I was possessed, something took control of me…”

      “Moffat? The Casanova Killer?”

      “He got so into my head, it all started that day at Loch Lomond when he killed that Edinburgh woman and was dismembering her corpse as we arrived. Our eyes met, just for a moment, and that was it…”

      “How bloody romantic, so he really is a Casanova after all, is that it?” 

      “He’s a demonic force, John is, he has this power over women, it’s not of this world, it is truly of the occult. I was so stricken by his spell that I believed it was my destiny, to be what I became, to become like those that I knew so well. I was open to it, really, the whole thing must have been brewing inside me for such a long time, years and years…”

      “Those that you knew so well?”

      “I was always obsessed with the criminal mind, it was my job to know it, the killer’s profile, but at some point, I realised that I was merely attempting to profile myself – my own killer within. I started to see a distinct affinity between those monsters and myself. The summers I spent in Wales were filled with all kinds of deviance. Sex. Murder. All the occult practices that I’d been privy to, in secrecy, carrying it around, it was too much, I was damaged goods. The burden of my secrets, of my sins, I was in denial about it all. I tried to block it out and ignore it, but that kind of thing festers like a spreading disease and it rots away at your soul until there’s nothing left, nothing but pure evil. Then, one day, you do something unthinkable. The killer inside is reawakened and it craves murder like nothing else. You shock yourself, because you enjoy it, and you commit yourself to killing more people, again and again and again…to recreate that buzz…that thrill…that feeling of power…until…”

      “Until, you get caught…”

      “Yes, exactly…I knew you’d understand, Boss…”

      McGreavy smirked. “Why did you pick those people to kill?”

      “Well, that’s another story. They were all part of a paedophile ring when I was a wee girl, that’s primarily how The Order recruits, they target those who’ve been abused as boys and girls, by those monsters who still act like they are pillars of society. All of them, in some way, were connected to the Church community. The Order used it as proof, that they were the evil ones, the ones that lived in secrecy and were protected by the so-called word of God, hiding behind the veil of community work, the do-gooders, pretending to be holier than thou. They said that they would never be punished, unless the outcasts stood up and took affirmative action, to kill them, to teach them a lesson and make them understand that evil deeds will never be forgiven, that one day the Great Avenger will strike, and that they can never, ever be camouflaged from the gaze of the all-seeing eye.”

      “Jesus, Siobhan, so you were interfered with?”

      “A P.E. teacher at school was the one who roped me in, he said I was being scouted for an elite gymnastics programme, that I could try out for the Olympics. I was young and stupid and he was a nasty old pervert, drooling over me in my gym pants, touching me in inappropriate ways. I never saw it then, but he was a fucking deviant bastard, he deserved to die.”

      “What did he do, exactly?”

      “He invited me over, to his house, to discuss the programme. The stand-in janitor was there, he was an agent, apparently, and would handle the legal and contractual side of things, for my new career as a professional athlete.”

      “You killed him as well?”

      “Yes, in the Church, they said the competition was so strong, see, that it wasn’t always the most talented girls that got selected but the ones that were willing to be friends with them. They asked me to perform a stretching routine on the floor and said I should remove my clothes. I did it all, and they kept manipulating me until I was completely naked on the carpet, that was when the teacher came from behind and said if we could be very close friends that he’d make sure I got the very best chance possible of going to the Olympics. He was on his knees behind me, I remember the bad smell of his breath and his heavy breathing, he pulled me close to him and caressed my behind, telling me that I was a beautiful girl. Then, he unzipped, and suddenly I started to cry as I knew what he really wanted. He raped me, there and then, just started to use my body and push himself into me, he was so strong, it was so painful, I couldn’t fight him off, I was crying and bleeding, but he over-powered me and told me to be quiet, so eventually I didn’t even try to struggle. I just wanted to do something good, Boss, to achieve something, to make my parents really proud. I thought I’d just have to persevere with it and nobody would have to know, that it would be my secret, to keep to myself till the day I died.”

      “Christ, what a shower of fucking monsters…” McGreavy almost sounded sympathetic. “You should have done the right thing, you should have gone to the Police, Siobhan, this wasn’t the answer.”

      “What the fuck would you know about it? Really, huh?”

      The Inspector bowed his head, for he couldn’t even begin to imagine what it must have been like for her to experience such a trauma, as a vulnerable child, putting trust into her elders and her peers. Deep inside, he was hating the victims for what they’d done, and he took pity on Siobhan for she too was a victim in her own way.

      “Last time I saw that P.E. teacher, I told him, I said one day I’m going to come back and burn your children and leave them to rot in a garbage bin. He just laughed at me, made a stupid face, mocking me. I hated him. They were all involved, the people I chose to kill, they were being punished for their sins, so it was all justified. Isn’t that what your illustrious Professor told you to look for? Not the reason, but the justification?”

      “And these rituals?” 

      “Our ceremonial abolishment of the corpses was our retribution for their modern-day sins. One day, they asked who’d be a willing candidate, I knew it would be me, don’t ask me how, but like I said, it was my destiny. The entire cult turned and looked at me, they knew it too, I was the perfect candidate to be The Unsung Satanist, the perfect killer…”

      “You did the cult proud, eh?”

      “Don’t mock, as long as you mock me, you’re just as bad as them.”

      “I think we’ve heard enough, Siobhan, you’re clearly a very sick young lady. Perhaps they’ll put you in Moffat’s old cell in Broadmoor, wouldn’t that be ironic? And they say that romance is dead, perhaps not, after all…” McGreavy turned and looked at the rest of the team, stood their silent. They were confused, emotional and furious all at the same time. “You lot aren’t saying very much, what’s it to be then?”

      McGhee was the one to speak up. “A drink, Boss, I think I need a drink to get this nasty taste out of my mouth.”

      “Aye,” the Boss agreed and looked back at Siobhan, unknown to him, The Swede was winking at her from behind the Inspector’s back and blowing her a wee kiss.

      Much to the Inspector’s dismay, Siobhan smiled as they left the room.
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      No matter what happens in life, be it good or bad, you have to move on and embrace the future…

      “Siobhan, I never would have expected her to be the killer in a million years, I always thought she was a good person, a dedicated Detective,” Colin commented, taking a sip of his Irn-Bru.

      “Aye,” Robbie added, it was just the three of them now, “she was a good girl.”

      “Was she good in the sack?” Colin smirked, he was a quiet lad, but could still shock you at times with crass comments.

      Jimmy slammed his glass on the table, his eyes raging.

      “Enough of that, Colin,” Mac gave the youngster an avuncular glare as he gloated over his timely jab.

      “Uch, everybody knew it, what’s that big deal?”

      “Everybody? Oh great, now the whole world is going to know I’ve got a thing for Satanic serial killers? Bloody wonderful, they’ll be lining up at my bedroom door now, will they?” The Swede managed a cheeky smirk.

      Colin laughed. “Any thoughts on a replacement, Boss?”

      “Well it’s a bit soon, but yes, I’ve already received five or six CVs. It seems that quite a few people are keen to work on our little team here in this mean old city, we’ve got a bit of a reputation, it would seem.”

      “Any that catch your eye?”

      “Aye, a wee Irish lass, a Detective with the Garda’s Special Branch, an expert on human behaviour they say, which intrigues me, a bit of a criminal genius she seems to be. I think she’s just the type of wee lassie we need around here.”

      “You said that about Siobhan, for fuck sake,” Colin said. “Look how she turned out?” 

      “Aye, true enough, I do believe Jimmy said that as well though,” Mac and Colin both looked at The Swede as he caught his sniffer in a pint of Stella and rolled his eyes.

      They all shared another wee smirk and a chuckle.  

      “Well, you know what they say, Boys?”

      “What’s that?” they both asked their illustrious leader.

      “If you don’t laugh, you’ll cry…and the tears will spoil your beer…”

      Colin nodded. “True words, Boss, true words indeed.”

      “Aye, true words, Boss,” agreed The Swede.

      And, after it was all said and done, there wasn’t much else left to say on the matter…

      THE END
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            Also by Gavin Graham

          

        

      

    

    
      Gavin is also an ardent writer of short-stories in the genre of crime noir & pathological psychopathy. You might enjoy the following titles:

      

      The Taste of Blood: 5 tales of sex & murder to keep you up all night

      The River Man: A diabolical murder tale about the legend of a Mississippi hangman

      Killer on the Train: A dark tale of sadism, psychological torture & serial murder

      

      Remember to subscribe to the Mad Skull MAILING LIST to be sure that you get all new updates and information regarding the next Glasgow Noir release which will be an exciting new series of full-sized, individual thrillers…

      https://mailchi.mp/madskullpublishing.com/mailinglist

    

  

cover.jpeg
20 A . .,-_..
KILLER FICTION .

N e






images/00002.jpeg
MAD SKULL PUBLISHING HOUSE

ALL KILLER, NO FILLER...





images/00001.jpeg





images/00004.jpeg
FEAR THE LEGEND,
FEARTHE MAN,
FEAR FOR YOUR LIFE...

GAVIN GRAHAM





images/00003.jpeg
FIVE TALES OF SEX AND MURDER
TO KEEP YOU UP ALL NIGHT...

A COLLECTION OF SHORT STURIES 7

GAVIN GRAHAM





images/00005.jpeg
IERETEKSISLELYE R F I C T/1:0 N

RILLER
ON THE
TRAIN

A SHORT STORY





