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Warning; this book contains unnecessarily strong language, and horrific violence.
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Step inside the Mind of a Psychopath

Some of the most cold-blooded killers aren't bad. They suffer from a brain abnormality that sets them wandering in an emotionless world.

Though guilty of the most erratic and irresponsible, sometimes destructive and violent behaviour, they show none of the classic signs of mental illness. 

They aren’t confused, or anxious, or driven by overwhelming compulsions, nor do they tend to be socially awkward. 

They are often of better-than-average intelligence. 

They do not express true remorse or a desire to change.

Psychopaths are not victims of a dire mental instability, but simply as opportunists. 

Their antisocial behaviour can sometimes threaten community peace. 

Psychopaths’ abnormal behaviour is the cause to why and how they react to the world around them. 

They are not merely selfish; psychopaths suffer from a serious biological defect. 

Their brain processes information differently from those of other people. It’s as if they have a learning disability that impairs emotional development.

So... hands up if you know and love a psychopath, or are you one of us?
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Chapter 1
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Well, look who’s back, it’s My Delightful Devi- ant,  Couldn’t  stay away, could you? Maybe you even thought you’d wander off to read something more rati- onal,  but oh  no,  you’re  here  again, knee-deep in my unhinged  head, and as you already know, it’s not exa- ctly a petting zoo in here.

See, coming back  means one thing, you’re twisted the same  way  as  me.  It’s  not a  flaw, more of a feature. You  and  me,  we’re cut from the same cracked glass. We don’t just peek at the dark side; we kick  the  fuck- ing door in, and make tea in the kitchen while the bod-ies cool, I’m so thrilled we met!

So anyway,  My  Delightful  Deviant,  where were we, Oh yeah, and oh my fucking God, I’ve just remember- ed,  poor  devastated  Angel,  who  we’ll go ahead and call  our  new  protagonist? After all this story is going to be mostly about her, because between you and me, I have  to  admit,  I’m  really  quite fond of  the severely fucked up loon, aren’t you?  

Do you remember what happened at the end of my last ‘’story’’  I  hope  you  do,  but  if  not,  Angel  had just discovered  that the penis envy prick,  was actually her biological  brother.  Let’s see what happens next, shall we? ...

So, if a feather were to drop to the ground  it could ha- ve  been  heard  over the quite literally, deathly silence in that old abandoned bar in Tenerife. Eighteen people had just had the air knocked out of them in  that whirl- wind  moment  that  Angel  had advised them that they had just sadistically tortured her brother, the brother of one of their own. 

Angel was experiencing every harsh emotion that  was possible to experience all at the same time, anger, gui- lt, confusion, pain, loss, to name just a few. 

She  cautiously took  a step closer towards her brother, Conner, as his dismembered body hung over the tarpa- ulin  which  held  not  only a vast amount of claret, but also his penis which he had raped Emma with, both  of his  hands  which  he had used to violently rip Emma’s knickers  through  the  flesh  on  her  thigh,  his tongue which had laughed as he violated poor Emma, and  his two ear’s which had listened to her beg for him to stop but  ignored  her  pleas,  and  she  looked  into his eyes which had remained open. 

They  were  so  exceptional, just like her own, emerald as  people  would  describe  them.  A contrast of bright blue  and  green  which  never  failed to catch the light causing them to shine like a crystal clear sea. 

Angel, with a shaking hand, reached out in trepidation and tried to close the lids but they flopped back open.

‘For  fucks  sake,  someone get him down!’ she said in barely a whisper, but no one moved from their posi- tions,  after  all,  he  might  have been Angel’s brother, but he had got what he had deserved, and surely Angel should appreciate that. 

‘Please, someone help,’ she begged, looking around the room with tear-stained eyes until George took Jac- kson’s  Rambo knife from Emma’s hand, and with one fierce swipe through the air, the sharp blade sliced acr- oss  the  rope,  and  Conner  plummeted to the ground, like a sack of shit that he truly was. 

Angel rolled him over and once again leaned in to clo- se  his  eyes.  She  didn’t  understand  why it had to be done, it just did. Perhaps it was because they were also her  eyes.  They  were  a combination of their mother's blue eyes and their father's green eyes and she deteste- d  both of  them, all of  them, more than she ever knew was possible, and right there and  then  she wished she could get a knife and dig her own eyes out. 

‘Ya  brought  this on yourself, big brother. All those innocent people you’ve hurt has now finally caught up with  you,  now  go  and spend the rest of eternity with Satan,  I’m  sure he’s down there waiting for you,’ she reached  out to stroke his head but something was stic- king out from under the mass of blood and messy hair, she  dug  her  fingers in and pulled on a chain that was stuck  to  his  skin.  She pulled some more, and a small charm of some sort found its way into her hand. 

She pulled harder breaking the silver chain from arou- nd  his  neck,  and  with  it tightly in her grasp took the object around the back of the bar and washed the  stic- ky  blood  off  of  the  piece,  and  her  hands, until she could  tell  that  what she was holding was a small vial with blood inside, but who’s blood had he worn  arou- nd his neck? 

It  must  have been significant, and Angel decided that she would stop at nothing until she found out whose it was.  

‘Come on, Craziness, we need ta get outta ‘ere.’ George  told  her  as  he  guided her to follow the Mob out of  the old bar, leaving no trace that they were ever there,  apart  from  Conner,  of course. Angel took one last look back at the monster on the floor who once, at some point in her life she would have called her broth- er.

‘The Refuge’ Mob,  as  pre-arranged  had  taken  up  a nice portion of the Los Cristianos beach, and  were  all making  the most of the rest of their holiday, by chilli- ng  and  having  fun.  They  had  accomplished the job that  they  had  set  out  to  do,  and were now going to make a holiday out of  the  last  five remaining days in the warmth of  Tenerife’s September sun, the refreshi- ng clear blue sea, the yellow sand, and the excessively cheaply priced alcohol. 

‘How  ya  doing,  Duchess Doolally?’ George rolled over  on  his  towel  to  face  her;  she  hadn’t uttered a word since her last words being to her dead brother.

‘I’m alright, I guess, Peanut,’ she curled up  the cor- ners of her mouth to him.

‘What  ya  got  in  ya  hand?’ George continued. He had waited for Angel to share her find with him  but as she hadn’t offered anything it was time that he asked. 

Angel  gradually opened  her tightly clenched  fist and they both stared at the vial in confusion.  There  would be  no point in George asking whose blood was inside, as  he  had  no  doubt  that Angel wouldn’t have a clue either.

‘I  think  I’m  gonna  get  it  checked  out, Peanut. It must be something special for  him  to  wear  it around his neck.’

‘Are ya sure that’s a good idea,  Doolally? I mean it might  uncover something that ya better off  not know- ing about.’

‘Peanut, have ya never met me before? It don’t mat- ter  what  I  find  out about it, I’m just intrigued, that’s all.’

‘Alright, Craziness,  if  ya  want  any  help  then just ask,  but  I  really  would  prefer if it don’t involve any more homicides, I reckon we’ve all had more  than en- ough for a while, it’s been a bloody long month, rewa- rdingly  successful,  but  long nether  the less,’ George smirked.

‘Oh, ya silly sausage, I promise no more homicides’ but do ya think Leon would be  able  to run a check on this  blood  for  me,  ya  know, get a DNA test done on it?’ she asked, staring down at the vial in her still open hand.

‘Don’t  see  why not,’ George smiled and kissed her forehead.  ‘Now  put  that  in ya bag and I’ll race ya to the  sea,’  he  told  her already standing, his oiled body glistening in  the sun as Angel squinted up at him. She jumped  to  her feet and chased after George across the burning sand, wadded into the cool and inviting water, and  landed  in  George’s arms where she remained for an extensive time. 

Angel was one tough cookie though, as you know, but even she would benefit from being held prior to realiz- ing that she had just been part of a torture and ultimate death of her own flesh and blood, even the Duchess of all  doolally’s  would  require  some  extra special love and affection, and that was precisely what George wo- uld give her.

If I haven’t unhinged your mind yet, don’t worry wait until the end of the book!



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 2
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The holiday had been a huge success for each and every one of them.  The homicidal hooligans had committed the  ultimate murder, the  sun worship- ers’  had  earned  their selves very impressive tans, the drinkers  had  taken  advantage of  the  local lager, and the twins had got laid, a lot! But Angel was  remaining extremely quiet, especially for her. 

The  guys  hadn’t really known what to say to her, and each  time  anyone  asked  if  she  was okay she would just offer a slight smile and tell them that she was fine. 

There  was  a  vast  concoction of  feelings by the Mob because,  although  they  felt awful for putting Angel’s brother through such extreme suffering, one might say an  unnecessary amount of  torture,  but the reality was that they had merely done to Conner what he had done to  so  many  innocent  people  over  the years, so were they really in the wrong with their actions?

Billy nudged George, ‘How’s she doing, G?’

‘I honestly don’t have a clue, Brains. It’s like there- ’s  something  real menacing swimming around in that already crazy  fucking  head of  hers, and between you and  me,  I’m  a  bit  worried  she’s gonna flip the fuck out.  Jeez,  Billy,  I’ve  seen her lop off someone’s arm with a smile on her face, just imagine what that tickin- g  time bomb could be capable of doing if she was act- ually  in  a foul mood,’ George whispered to Billy, but there was no way he was going to  be  the one to cause the inevitable devastation.

‘Shit, Monkey, I wouldn’t wanna be  in your flip fl- ops right now,’ Billy said as they looked over at Angel

Back  home in London, back in ‘The Refuge’ and bac- k where they all belonged. 

Angel  was  mumbling  into  her  pint glass in-between sips, she  was quite obviously talking to  her  lager but she  was  incomprehensible to anyone who was in ear- shot. 

Everyone on the outside of her crazy head was unawa- re  that  what  was  going on  was  that she was piecing her  childhood  together,  she was arranging the pieces the  best she could, and at the same time, it was spark- ing new memories of which she  had completely push- ed out of her memory box many years ago. 

Angel  made  every  effort  to  put  everything that was whizzing  around  into  the  correct  order  from  as far back  as she could possibly remember,  and so  far  she had  managed  to  dig as deep, and as far back to when she  was  approximately three  years old,  she was sure she was that age because she pictured a nursery school ,  in fact, she pictured it so well that the memory of the smells  in  that  room  was as vivid, as if she was sat in there right then. 

She then remembered a man’s face, he was shouting at her, his face so close to hers that she could still see the stubble on his cheeks, and his eyes, they were severely bloodshot,  but  they were brown, and angry, so angry, but  she  couldn’t  recall  why  he  was  so  mad at her. Then she remembered it was her step-dad, a younger version, but him alright.

She dug a little deeper into her thoughts as she mumb- led  louder  into  her  glass,  and she began to picture a scene.  She  was  holding  a  raggy  old  rag doll in one hand, and a lolly in her other hand was in her mouth. 

She could hear the sounds of her older brother whimp- ering  behind  their  bedroom  door.  She  remembered that she was scared to open the door but couldn’t reca- ll  why,  and  there was that man again, he was pulling up  his  mucky old  tracksuit bottoms, and Conner was in a ball on his pillow, naked from the waist down,  he was crying, tears and snot was smeared across his face but he didn’t look at her, his head was down in shame.

‘Hey,  my  Delectable  Doolally,  are  ya  alright, ya mumbling away to ya self there?’ George asked, pulli- ng  on her arm and breaking her momentarily from her thoughts. Angel  slowly  turned her head towards him, and although it appeared to  everyone that  she  looked at him, she hadn’t seen him; she turned her head  back to  her  drink  and  back  to  the vivid images that were taking over her. 

Searching,  searching  for anything else. She could see her  mother  beating her older brother but she couldn’t remember the words that were spraying from her mot- her’s mouth,  what  were  they,  why  had  she  been so angry at Conner? 

Angel then realized that a  tear had caused her to scru- nch  her  eyes, and  it  was  because  she was picturing distorted  images of  another  scene,  the scene was of that same man, their step-father, yes it   was their step-father, he was pulling her by the arm into their  bedro- om, his eyes were full of rage, he reeked of old cigare- ttes  and  alcohol, such strong alcohol that it was more fumes. 

His  grip was hurting her, and she was petrified. Angel was  a  little older in that image, probably about a year older, Conner was also a little older, a little bigger and his face had changed considerably but it was definitely Conner, he was no longer a little boy, his face was that of  a  six  or  maybe  seven  year  old  who had already lived a million lives, with a look of not only anger  but also devastatingly sad, almost as if he was  all ready to give up on life, but he was there. 

He  was  screaming at  their  step-father, telling him to leave  her  alone,  their  step-father  swung  an arm out and  effortlessly  knocked  Conner  to  the floor, but he jumped  to  his  feet  and lunged again, pulling Angel's other arm, but again he was whipped to the floor like a stunned  fly.  Conner  got to his feet again and with all the anger of which he was full to the brim with, kicked the  man’s  knee,  the  man stumbled back, he let go of Angel, and awkwardly tumbled down the stairs. 

Conner  and  Angel  stood  and  watched him make his way  down,  and eventually he lay as still as their little hearts  were  in  that  moment, and  with Conner’s arm around  his  little  sister,  he looked her in the eyes and said;

‘Come on, let’s get out of here.’

‘Angel, Angel,’ George  was  shaking her  as every- one  looked on  in  silence,  ‘Come on, Craziness, let’s go to the bar. I dunno what’s going on  in  that head of yours  but it looks like some seriously disturbing shit.’ Angel shook her head a  little, looked around  the table at all sixteen eyes that were firmly on her, and smiled. 

‘Oh,  hi,  everyone, Angel’s back!’ she continued to smile. ‘So whose round is it then?’ she asked.

‘Are  you  alright,  Duchess Doolally, you’ve had us all  a  little  worried, it was like you were having some kind of out-of-body experience or something?’

‘Of  course,  I’m alright, Peanut,’ she looked around the table again, ‘Do ya all think I’m some kind of head -case or sommit?’ she asked them all.

‘Yes!’ they all said and nodded.

‘Oh,  Okay,  but  who's gonna get me a drink, some- one’s  drunk  mine,’  she  smiled  again,  and six of the guys immediately jumped out of their seats and heade- d towards the bar. Fuck that shit, that was  just fucking disturbing, they had all decided.

‘Ya do know ya drunk your drink don’t ya, ya crazy bitch?’ Brook advised.

‘Did I, oh well, it happens,’ Angel grinned.

‘What the fuck  happens?’ Brook  asked sternly, she had  not  been  particularly  impressed  by  that  horror show. Angel shrugged.

‘Shit, my Dear Brook, shit happens,’ and she laugh- ed,  they  all laughed; she was one dangerously tapped excuse for a human being.

Although  still smiling, and appearing to be part of the table’s  conversations,  Angel had just got started with piecing her past life together. Of course, she  rememb- ered  the  most recent years up until she ran away from home  at  fourteen.  She  remembered  those years like they  were yesterday, but she needed to  piece together everything  else  before  that,  what  had  happened  to Conner,  why  had  he  no  longer  been  a  part of  the family,  what  had  happened  to their father, what age did he fuck off, and why, and whose blood was in  that vial which now laid next to her own chest? 

If  it  took  weeks,  months, or  years, no not years, she couldn’t let it take years to find out the mystery behin- d  the  vial,  she would find out, she would dig as deep as  she  needed  to, despite what might resurface in her memory bank, she would find out and put things right, she owed at least that much to her brother. 

She could never bring Conner back, and her last recol- lection of  him  would  more than likely disturb her for the  rest of  her life, in fact, just spending time with all the people who had tortured him was kind of  disturbi- ng,  and  no  matter  how  hard  she  tried, she couldn’t block out the images from her head  of  what each one of them had done to him, thank fuck it was very dim in that  old  abandoned  bar, that the images would never be all that vivid. 

––––––––

[image: ]


Angel would never be afraid to be different, that’s what makes her so fucking special!
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Chapter 3
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Simon was feeling really quite excited, his house had  taken under two weeks for a new family to put an offer in, and he was busy moving out boxes and  furni- ture to ‘The Refuge’ for the next chapter in his life. 

‘The Refuge’ pub had already been put into his name, courtesy of  Billy, and  the  tenancy  and  public house licenses’ had all gone through without any issues. 

If he was completely honest, he knew bugger all about running a  pub, especially a particularly large pub, and he  accepted that Paul and Julie had made it look easy, but  they  hadn’t  found  anywhere to move into so far, so  while  they  still  lived  in  ‘The Refuge’ they could show Simon the ropes. 

It was going to be a busy week; they had already mov- ed  Paul  and  Julie’s  furniture  into the warehouse for storage so that Simon could move his things in. Above the  pub,  he  would  have three bedrooms, a kitchen, a living room, and a bathroom. Simon was going to kee- p all the staff on, but would need two more bar staff to cover  Paul  and  Julie’s  shift’s and it was vital that he hired  two of their own. Things had a habit of happeni- ng in that pub, extremely questionable things, and who –ever  he took on would have to either turn a blind eye or  muddle  in  with  the  occasional tiny indiscretions’ like the odd massacre or two. 

‘Alright, Guy’s,  the  sooner  we get all  this stuff to ‘The Refuge’, the sooner I’ll open the free bar,’ Simon told  them. He had already  promised  whoever  lent  a hand  would  have an open bar for the afternoon with a Sunday roast dinner thrown in. 

‘Hey,  Si,  ya  not  gonna  change  the name are ya?’ Brook  asked  as  she  effortlessly  lifted  up one of the fifty-inch TV’s above her head.

‘Don’t be daft, Girl, the  name  means a lot to all of us. ‘The Refuge’ was named after the women’s refug- e,  and  that  was  how we have become the family that we  are.  It  was  where me ma, Aunty Amanda, Aunty Julie,  Aunty  Sue,  Aunty  Sasha,  and all my brothers and  sisters  met  and  lived together for  a year, and of course, it was when Julie met Paul, Amanda  met Dar- en,  Sue met Steve, and Sasha met Pete, and the family has just grown from there, along with some of the wo- men  me  Ma spent time in the slammer with including your two mum’s, Sammy and Trish. So ya see, we are the  refuge,  without  that  year  in  the refuge together, there would be no us, no large family.

‘Alright, ya could have just fucking said no,’ Brook shook  her  head  and made her way down the street to the pub, Jeez, she wished she hadn’t asked.

With the last of the boxes carried off,  Simon took one last  look around the empty house. He could barely re- member  being  held  in  his  mother’s arms, and being carried around the large empty house the day they we- re  given  the  key,  although  it was nothing like it was now. 

He  remembered  it  being  quite a dump, there was no kitchen  or  swimming  pool,  it  was  a  shit-hole  of  a shell, but he remembered his mother smiling and spin- ning him around in the air that day. 

He  could  also  recall all of his uncles and aunts, as he called them,  helping to  get  the  house livable for him  and his ma to be able  to  move in to.  He  remembered when  his  uncles built the pool, getting it ready for his second birthday party. 

He  remembered  his  Pa  coming  around  to play with him in the pool most weekends, and  he remembered a very happy childhood with his new brothers and  siste- rs, and how he had wanted for nothing. 

He remembered living there alone at just sixteen years old  when  his  Ma  was  banged up  for murder, but he also  remembered  the  day that  he  had  picked her up from the prison and was finally able to bring her hom- e. 

And  then he remembered the night  his Ma was murd- ered,  and so he moved back into the house with Lizzy and  George  to  look after  his  little brother Billy, and that  was when  he sat down on the bottom stair and an array of  images ran through his mind of Lizzy playing with  the  boys,  watching the  boys  grow up, and then move out, and how lonely he and Lizzy had felt in that big empty house. 

Fuck, that house held forty-four years of  so many me- mories, great, and un-imaginable, that he began to wo- nder if he had made a terrible mistake selling it. 

His  Ma  had  built  that  shell of  a house into a luxury home, and now he was walking away from it.

‘Pa!  What  ya doing, we’re all waiting for you over there?’ George called out as he meandered up the path to  find  his  pa  slumped on the bottom stair, so  he sat down beside him.

‘Have I made a mistake, Son?’ he looked into Geor- ge’s  eyes,  searching for an answer. ‘I mean, there are so  many  memories  here, even years from before you were  even  born.’  George  took hold of his pa’s hand, looked closely at his face, and smiled.

‘No, Pa, ya ain’t made a mistake, I think there’s too many  fucking  horrendous  memories  here now, what with  Memaw,  and  Ma,  it  will  do  ya good getting a new start. I know we’ll never forget Memaw  and  Ma, but  being  here  just  makes  the  recollections  all that more real.’ Simon nodded reluctantly; because he  still wasn’t convinced that he was doing the right thing.

‘Do  ya  think  ya  Memaw  would  be okay with me selling it?’

‘I do, Pa, I really do. It was a fantastic home for you to  grow up  in  and me and Billy to grow up in but it’s time to move on and let the new family make memori- es  for  themselves.  Memaw wouldn’t want you being miserable, ya know that she would want ya to  be with family, and in ‘The Refuge’, you’ll have family aroun- d  ya  day  and  night  whether  you  want  it or not. So come on, what do ya say, let’s lock the front door, and get ourselves over to your new home, I’m sure ya gon- na  love  it there,’ George stood and pulled his father’s hands, bringing him to his feet. 

Simon  took  one  last  look,  took  a  deep  breath, and stepped out. It certainly was going  to be  a whole new chapter,  and  with  the  support of  everyone  he   held close, he would get through the transition with ease.

––––––––
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Simon closes the door to his past, opens the door to his future, takes a deep breath, steps through, and is ready to fuck up the next chapter in his life!
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Chapter 4 
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George  just  couldn’t shake off  the niggling feeling of  guilt,  for fuck’s sake, he had sliced a blade from one side of  his girlfriend’s,  brother’s face to the other side, and sometimes the remorse for what he had done  was  so overwhelming that he wanted to call it a day  with  Angel,  kiss  her  goodbye,  and  not have to look into her face one more time. 

He  loved  Angel,  Fuck how he loved her, she was the other  half of  him  and without  her, his life just didn’t work, but how could he possibly stay with her  knowi- ng what he had done and said to Conner. 

George  repeatedly went over the words he had said to Conner while he had smiled; ‘Right then, you horrible, dirty little cunt. That woman you and  your  sodomites raped  is  like  a  mother  to  me, and no one gets away with hurting a mother of mine.’ 

But  there  was  no  taking it  back  now.  He  had been avoiding Angel as much as possible by putting himself into  his  work and businesses, and he had given Angel as much time off as she needed, and shit, did  she need it, besides, he feared for his punters in the snookerhall. If  they  were  to  say  even  the  slightest  wrong thing there would undoubtedly be more body parts flying. 

Ted, Eddie, Pete, and Barry didn’t want to be respons- ible  for  keeping  an  eye  on  her either, as far as they were concerned, she was one bomb short of a war, just waiting for any excuse to go off.

‘Georgie Boy,  that  restaurant  over in Cricklewood ain’t been sold yet has it?’ Simon asked.

‘Not yet, Pa, why?’

‘Well  I  drove  past  it  the other day and it’s only a few doors away from your club.’

‘Yeah, and ya point is?’

‘Well,  I’ve  got  everything I need, the money from Abaza’s apartments, and the other  two restaurants ha- ve more than paid for ‘The Refuge’ so  why don’t  you and  Billy  have  it,  what  do  ya  think, ya could run it together?’ Simon suggested.

‘What, ya giving it to us, Pa?’ 

‘Yeah,  well  why not?’ Simon waited while his son contemplated it.

‘I  suppose  so,  Pa  but I’m not all that sure that it’s Billy’s  kind of  thing,  ya  know,  owning a restaurant. He  wants  to  spend  his  time  in court, after all, that’s what he spent years training for.’

‘The  thing  is,  George,  I can’t just give it to you, it wouldn’t be right, so how about he just be a silent par- tner?’ Simon offered.

‘Or..... ..hear me out, how about I give Billy half of what it’s worth?’

‘I  suppose that could work,’ Simon agreed with the proposition. ‘But this is more about you not being able to share a business with someone else.  It  all has to be yours, and yours alone, don’t it, Son?’ Simon grinned.

‘Ya know me, Pa, I got Sterling Steel  Snooker Hall and Bookies, Sterling Steel’s Night-Club, Sterling’s & Co. Estate agents, and the restaurant I could call...’

‘Let me guess, Sterling’s restaurant?’ Simon  laugh- ed loudly.

‘You  may  mock,  my  Dear  Father,  but  Sterling’s will  one  day  be  a big name around London, and you should  be  proud,  after all, you’re a Sterling, but no, I think just Sterling’s Bistro sounds better,’ George clic- ked his teeth, and Simon nodded, that did sound better

‘Alright, George, sort  it  out  with  ya uncle, I don’t need  to  know the semantics. Oh,  and  take  it  off the books, I’m sure it’s already had some interest.’

‘Will do, Pa,’ George, smiled again and  went to the door. He stopped, turned around, and said;

‘Thanks,  Pa,  I  really appreciate it. Ya know I love ya, don’t ya?’

‘I  do, Son, and  ya  don’t  have to thank me, I know you’ll  make  a  great  success of  it,  and I’ll get to eat there for free.’

‘If  I  get  to drink for free in ‘The Refuge’.’ George grinned  holding out  his  hand;  Simon shook his head and laughed again.

‘Deal,’ he said.

‘Deal.’

––––––––

[image: ]


George  fetched  the  keys for  his new restaurant from the key rack at the estate agents and drove across town to  Cricklewood.  He  had  also  driven by it in the past but never been in. It had been an Arabic restaurant and not really up George’s alley as far as food goes. 

It was just three doors down from his club, and Georg- e  decided  immediately  that the signage would be the same as all of  his other businesses. It would do excep- tionally well  with  people  noticing  it  was part of the club,  he  could  even do  a  free  entry coupon into the club for his diners. 

George  pushed  open  the door moving a ton of letters out  of  the  way, stepped in, and let out a long whistle. It  was  perfect,  just fucking perfect. He counted fifty-five black chairs around  twelve black round tables; he looked at  the  modern  black  marble bar and all of the black and gold fixtures surrounding it, and  it  couldn’t be more perfectly in tune with his club. 

He  then  looked  in the kitchen, it was a nice size, and boasted all new appliances; it was tidy, well organized and  ready  to  open  almost  immediately. He  took his mobile out of his pocket and called the cleaners for his night  club  who  agreed  to  go  there  first thing in the morning  to  do  a  deep  clean of  the  whole place. He then put a staff required add in the window advertising for three waitresses, two bar staff, three qualified chef- s, and a kitchen porter, and hoped that he could fill the positions quickly. 

It would be a top-class bistro with the best food in that area.  Perhaps if  he could get a French, an Italian, and an  English  chef  to  cook  the  sophisticated meals he would be sure to be a success. George then  called  his sign maker to come and measure up to make the signs, and  in  the  meantime,  he would go shopping for new seat covers in gold and other items which  he scribbled down on a piece of paper. He would get Charles to  do all the necessary paperwork for him, and he would  let everyone  know  that they were all invited for opening night  to  test  the place in London and the surrounding areas.

George,  now  just  twenty-four  years old was nothing short of an arrogant entrepreneur with an estate agents a nightclub, snooker hall, bookies, and now a restaura- nt, and he was feeling even more up himself  than usu- al,  and  that’s  saying  something, but  just  what other business could he add next to his marvelous empire? 

There’s no secrets to success, it’s the result of being in the right place, at the right time, and being one hell of a lucky cunt!
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Chapter 5
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Ahhhhh, Angel, our crazy Angel was losing the plot big time. She had covered one of her walls in  her apartment  in  pieces of  paper,  a  few  photos that she had  found,  and  scrap’s  of  information  that  she had retrieved from Conner’s Facebook page. She was atte- mpting  to  dig  into  his  past  places of residence, and was  hoping  that  she  could  uncover  which  borstals, juvenile correctional facilities or  group  homes  where he had stayed. 

The  desperate  doolally  had  not left her apartment in over  a  week, all  of  her food had been delivered, and the  trash  was  building  up  in  piles around the living room. Angel hadn’t even bothered to  have  a  wash  in all  that  time and she now  wouldn’t even open up  the front door to George. 

She just couldn’t think about anything else but Conner What  had  happened  to  him, who’s blood was in that vial, and why had Conner turned out so fucking evil? 

She  was  sat  on  the  floor  in the middle of her living room  looking up  at the decorated wall, and as she  sat deep  in  thought  she  realized that he probably wasn’t any more malevolent than she was. 

She concluded that she had on many occasions happil- y and without any thought for the victim, sliced off the body  parts from people with Sammy, and she decided that perhaps that her actions would not  be  considered particularly conventional. 

Maybe, just maybe they were just bad blood, or  could it have been due to what they had both been put throu- gh as children. Their mother, the cunt, must have  alw- ays known what had been inflicted on those two child- ren of hers, and had chosen to deliberately ignore it. Did  she  despise  her own kids that much, was she the reason  for  their screwed-up heads, and  was  she  the cause of their natural ability to inflict  harm  on other- s? 

‘Loopy-Tune,  it’s  me,  will ya let me in today, I’ve brought  pizza?’  George  called through the letterbox. He  didn’t  really  want  to  be there, if truth be told, or see her like that, but someone had to, and  as  her boy- friend he felt that it would be beneficial to  the general public  to  keep  an  eye on her just in case she were to really go on one. 

‘I’m a bit busy, Peanut,’ she called out.

‘Let  me  in,  Duchess,  I  can  get that vial from you and give it to Leon to check it, what do ya say, Girl?’ 

Angel  did  want  it  checked, and Leon would do any- thing for George if he asked. She hesitantly shuffled to the  door  and  opened  it  slightly, looking through the gap.

‘Is it a meat feast?’

‘Of  course,  garlic  bread,  onion  rings,  mozzarella sticks, and twelve tinnies.’ Angel opened  the door  up wider.

‘You better come in then, Peanut.’ George followed her through to the living room and stopped in  his trac- ks  at the vision of the place, it was like something out of an episode of Criminal Minds.

‘Oh,  Craziness, what the fucks going on with you?’ he asked, but Angel simply looked at him with a perp- lexed expression.

‘I duuno, what the fuck is going on with me, Peanu- t?’

‘Look, we’ll get to the bottom of all this but ya gon- na  drive  ya self even more insane than ya already are. Right,  go  and  have  a  shower,  wash ya hair, and put some  clean  clothes  on,  you’ll  feel better, I promise. I’ll find ya bin bags and get started on all this shit,  we need  to  get  it  out of here before ya get an infestation of ants and rats or whatever. GO  ON, GO!’ he ordere- d. 

Angel  did  as  she  was  told and by the time she came out of  the bathroom George had tidied up, poured the- m  both  some  larger, and had laid out the food on her small table for two.

‘Thanks,  Peanut,  I  was  pretty  starving,’  she  told him, plonking herself down opposite him.

‘Anytime,  Loopy-Lou.  But  ya gotta let me help ya with all of this, alright?’ he smiled.

‘Alright,’ she agreed.

‘So how far have ya got with it all?’

‘Not very far, I just want to know what happened to him,  Peanut.  I’m  pretty  sure  our mother kicked him out when he was young, maybe I could find out if  she did or if he was taken into care due to neglect....... Ya know  what,  Peanut,  I  know  he did a lot of very bad things but I don’t believe it was his fault he turned  out the way he did. The more I  piece  things  together  the more  I’m  convinced  this  was our mother’s and step-fathers  doing,  she  was  never  a  mother to me, and if she  had fucked Conner off when he was so young aft- er being abused by him then there’s no wonder he  tur- ned  out  so  fucked  up,  besides,  we don’t know if he spent the rest of his childhood being abused.  Peanut  I don’t  think  he  deserved  what  we did to him; I don’t believe  he  deserved  any of  it.  How  will  I ever live with myself after that?’

‘Angel,  how  about  we track down everyone guilty of  fucking  your  brother  up.  Every  single dirty cunt who laid a finger on him, would that help ya, like do it for Conner?’ Angel nodded deliberately.

‘But  ya  said  you  didn’t  want to get involved with any more of that shit?’

‘I know but you’re worth it, and I do feel pretty shit for being a part of it all.’
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