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        THE WOLFHOUND FILES

        The Pharmacy Shooter

        A True Crime Story

    

    
The Massacre

        The seventh of November, two thousand twelve, began like any other gray Moscow Wednesday. Low sky, wet asphalt, the usual gridlock that chokes the city every morning. I'm a senior investigator for especially important cases, and at fifty-five I've seen plenty — but professional instinct is something you can't switch off, even when you're just drinking coffee. That morning, it was silent. No premonitions, no alarm bells. Just another day in a justice system that grinds human fates into criminal case folders.

The duty officer's call shattered the silence of my office at exactly ten-fifteen. The voice on the line was tense, carrying that particular inflection that appears in officers when something has gone beyond the usual knife fights or domestic disputes.

"Shooting at an office. Severnoye Medvedkovo, Chermyanskaya Street. There are casualties. Many casualties."

The words "many casualties" in our line of work usually mean two or three bodies. But the duty officer's tone suggested a different scale. I quickly gathered my documents, checked my service weapon — a habit left over from the nineties, though an investigator rarely has occasion to use it — and headed for the car.

While we fought our way through the jams on Yaroslavskoye Highway, the first fragmentary reports came in. A warehouse complex, an office building. A pharmaceutical company called Rigla. Not a robbery. Not a hostage situation. A man had simply walked in and started shooting. It sounded insane for our reality. We were accustomed to gangland wars, contract hits, drunken domestic bloodshed. But a "mass shooting," as the Americans call it — gunning down colleagues in an office with no apparent material motive — that was something alien, terrifying in its irrationality.

When our car turned onto Chermyanskaya Street, the picture of the incident was already taking shape from the external details. The red brick building was cordoned off. Police vans, ambulances, flashing lights slicing through the gray air. But the most horrifying thing was the people. Office workers who had run outside without their coats stood in clusters, holding each other, some crying, some smoking, dragging hard on their cigarettes with trembling hands. In their eyes you could read not just fear, but a complete inability to comprehend how their cozy, safe world of water coolers and computer monitors could have turned into a slaughterhouse in a matter of seconds.

I passed through the cordon, flashing my credentials. The district chief approached me — pale, sweat beading on his forehead despite the November chill.

"What have we got?" I asked curtly, pulling out my notepad.

"Hell, Comrade Colonel," he exhaled. "Six dead. One alive but critical — they took her to Sklifosovsky. The shooter's been apprehended. Security guards tackled him while he was reloading."

"Who is he? An outsider?"

"One of theirs. Their lawyer. Dmitry Vinogradov."

        
The Crime Scene

        We entered the building. The heavy smell of gunpowder hung in the air, mixing with the scent of old office dust and, faintly, the smell of blood. That metallic tang — I'd never mistake it for anything else. We went up to the fourth floor. It was quieter here than on the street, but the silence pressed harder than any screaming. The detectives moved quickly but carefully, trying not to disturb the crime scene before the forensics team arrived.

In the hallway, not far from the entrance to office number four hundred, a man lay on the floor. This was Dmitry Vinogradov. His hands were bound behind his back with packing tape — the guards hadn't had handcuffs on them at first. Two brawny security officers stood over him, breathing hard, alongside a pair of police with automatic rifles.

I stopped three meters away to study him before asking questions. Twenty-nine years old. He looked like an ordinary office clerk. Thin-framed glasses, an intelligent face, a high forehead. But the clothing... Over a dark t-shirt he wore a tactical load-bearing vest in camouflage pattern, packed tight with magazines. The pockets bulged with the weight of ammunition. Around him on the floor lay spent twelve-gauge shell casings and full magazines that had fallen loose during his arrest.

His face struck me. Usually suspects immediately after committing a serious crime are either in a state of affect — screaming, thrashing — or in a stupor, or in deep shock at what they've done. Vinogradov showed none of the above. He lay with his eyes open, staring at the wall. His gaze held a frightening, ice-cold clarity. The detachment of a man who has completed a hard, unpleasant job and is now simply waiting to be settled up with. Not a shadow of remorse, not a flicker of fear of punishment. Only fatigue and a strange, perverse calm.

"Get him up," I ordered.

The detectives hauled Vinogradov to his feet in one motion. He didn't resist. His body was pliant but not limp. He stood straight.

"Dmitry Vinogradov?" I asked, looking him directly in the eyes.

"Yes," he answered. His voice was quiet, even, without a tremor. As though he were answering a judge's question in a civil proceeding, not an investigator's, standing in the middle of a massacre he himself had wrought.

"Do you understand why you've been detained?"

"I killed people," he stated. Just a fact. No emotion.

I shifted my gaze to his gear. The vest was professional. Not the kind of thing you buy on a whim.

"The weapons are yours?"

"Yes. A Vepr-12 Molot carbine and a Benelli M3. All documents are in order. The licenses are valid."

He spoke about it with a kind of pedantic pride — the pride of a lawyer who knows that from a formal standpoint, he's bulletproof. I felt a chill run down my spine. This was no drunken brawler, no wild-eyed fanatic. This was a man who had prepared. Prepared thoroughly, coldly, and methodically.

"How many rounds did you bring?" I asked, studying the bulging pockets of the vest.

"Over two hundred and thirty," Vinogradov replied.

Two hundred and thirty rounds of twelve-gauge. This wasn't self-defense. This was war. He hadn't come here to scare anyone. He'd come to destroy. I turned to the security guards.

"How did you take him?"

One of the guards, a man of about forty with a split lip, stepped forward.

"We heard shots. Ran over. He was in the office, shooting methodically, like at targets. Then he must have run out of rounds in his magazine. He started reloading. We piled on. He tried to reach a knife, but we pinned him. Wrapped him up with tape — whatever was on hand."

"He had a knife too?" I looked at the suspect again.

"Yes, a large hunting knife," Vinogradov confirmed. "On my belt."

I signaled to take the suspect to a separate room under reinforced guard. Right now it was important not to let him shut down, but the crime scene inspection couldn't wait either. They led Vinogradov down the corridor. He walked calmly, never glancing back at the doors of office four hundred, behind which lay the people he may well have been drinking tea with and discussing work matters just yesterday.

Left alone in the corridor, I pulled on gloves and shoe covers. The senior forensic examiner, Ivan Petrovich, came to stand beside me. We'd been working together for about fifteen years. He wiped his glasses and looked at me grimly.

"It's carnage in there," he said quietly. "I haven't seen anything like this in a long time. He shot them point-blank. Finished them off."

"A lot of casings?"
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