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INTRODUCTION










"The female of the species is more deadly than the male." – Rudyard Kipling




  Of some species this is undoubtedly true – think of bees, hornets and wasps. It is only the female that carries a sting. Or the praying mantis, where the female consumes the male after intercourse, to provide protein for her eggs during gestation. Or the female golden eagle, so much heavier and more lethal than the male. And as is well known, it is only the female mosquito that draws blood and spreads malaria, the disease that kills millions of humans worldwide each year.




  And then there is the black widow spider – so noxious is the female that a certain strain of female human murderers, those who kill their spouses, are called Black Widows. The male black widow is smaller and not deadly, but the female can deliver a bite with a venom 15 times stronger than a rattlesnake's. Solitary for most of the year, they find a male to mate with, and then, like the praying mantis, kill him and eat him, after turning him to liquid first.




  But humans? Statistically, the male is far more violent – and yet… There are hundreds of people featured in this book who would have begged to differ: men, women and children who have met their end at the hands of the female of the species.




  And not just the hands. They have been stabbed, shot, poisoned, drowned. Axes have come down on their heads, limbs have been removed, heads boiled and served up as food. They have been buried in shallow graves, turned into biscuits and soap, and carried about in trunks. If these dead could speak, would they not say the female of the species are the ones you really need to watch out for?




  Some of the women in these pages killed just once; some of them killed again and again. Some gunned down schoolchildren, some drowned babies, some killed the elderly and ate them. For every Rosemary West or Myra Hindley, who seem to have plumbed the depths of brutality, there is a Belle Gunness or Tamara Samsonova, who give them a run for their money.




  Take Russia's Irina Gaidamachuk – her vice was vodka, not murder, but how does one afford vodka if your husband won't give you money to buy any? For her the answer was simple: you find old women living alone and bludgeon them to death with an axe. So what if you're no good at saving? There's always another lonely woman to drop in on. Gaidamachuk didn't manage to kill as many as her eighteenth-century countrywoman Darya Nikolayevna Saltykova, who slaughtered 138 people in a mere six years, but who knows, if she had not been caught, Gaidamachuk might have added plenty more to her 17 victims.




  And all Styllou Christofi wanted was for her son not to have married that woman. Doesn't a mother have the right to intervene? In her case, she intervened by hitting her on the head with a frying pan and then burning the body. Compared to the last time she committed a murder, when she'd shoved burning wood down the throat of her victim, one might say her daughter-in-law got off lightly.




  Or what about Olga Hepnarová? Her plan was to kill as many people as possible, so she chose to drive a van into a crowded tram stop in her native Prague. She was disappointed to find only eight dead, especially as she had circled the tram stop for an hour beforehand, until there were enough potential victims gathered. She had sentenced society to death, she said, and soon after, society sentenced her to the same.




  But not every killer in these pages is regarded as a villain. Some, like the biblical heroine Judith, are held in great honour, while others were driven to their crimes by abuse or humiliation. Some, like Charlotte Corday, who murdered the French revolutionary Jean-Paul Marat in his bath, are seen as heroes to some, but villains to others.




  The female murderer can inspire as wide a range of feelings as the male. Some of these women's stories will have you cheering for them, and some will have you sighing with relief when they are caught and put away. Some you might mourn on the gallows or at the guillotine, some you might think got what they deserved. In these pages is all of life.




  It can be hard to unpack what type of murder or murderer we are dealing with – is this a crime of passion, committed on the spur of the moment? Or was it premeditated, meticulously planned? Was the motive revenge or retribution, or did it simply come from the urge for financial gain? And was it a dark secret, or did the murderer act in plain sight?




  In this book, the killings are divided into different chapters and different types, but don't forget, as you read each story, that any murderer acts for complicated reasons. One person's avenging angel is another's femme fatale.




  So put down that vodka, leave your biscuits to one side – who knows what is in them? – and join us on a journey into some of the darkest recesses of the human heart. But maybe lock the doors first…




  And the next time you see a spider or a mosquito, treat her with respect. Because no matter how harmless they may look, who knows what deadly thoughts they harbour, and who knows when they will decide to strike? As someone once said, it is in their nature.






CRIMES OF PASSION






In some ways any murder is a crime of passion – completely passionless killings might be the stuff of films, but in real life it is rare for a murder to be committed without any emotion.




  But in law, a "crime of passion" is one that is not premeditated – no planning happened, the murder just took place in that moment. It is usually subject to lighter sentences than a premeditated murder and is called second degree rather than first. This is why many defence counsels try to argue that a murder was spontaneous, and why evidence of planning can be devastating to the perpetrator.




  There have been times – in France in the early twentieth century for example, as we will see in the case of Henriette Caillaux – where any murder by a woman was deemed a crime of passion. Women, according to this logic, were nothing if not creatures of passion. Could a woman really plan a murder? Being such delicate creatures, wouldn't they tremble even at the mere idea of taking a life? Wouldn't the knife drop from their hands as they fainted at the prospect? To actually kill, they must be enraged to a point where their feminine delicacy is overcome, if only for a moment.




  The stories in this book give the lie to that assessment. Murders are planned, carried out and repeated by women in the same way as by men. We live, one might say, in more enlightened times.




  But in this chapter, the line between a crime of passion and a premeditated murder is sometimes blurry. If being charged with second-degree murder is being given the "benefit" of the doubt, then this benefit is seldom all that great. And for the victim, it doesn't matter if their life was taken on the spur of the moment or after meticulous planning – the grave is just as cold.




  In some of these cases, the passion is not just for the kill, but for the partner in crime. Many of the women featured here argued that they were manipulated into carrying out these heinous acts, and many of them were, no doubt, sincere in this. The threat of sexual and physical violence against them hangs over many of these stories, but it is often considered a tenuous defence and fails to convince. Judge them yourself as you will, but the law has already made its decision.




  So, come on a journey where Rosemary West waits around one corner, and the Manson family around another. There will be guns, there will be knives, there will be pills. And of course, there will be blood, and lots of it.














HENRIETTE CAILLAUX – L'AFFAIRE CAILLAUX









It would become known as L'Affaire Caillaux – "The Caillaux Affair" – and it would captivate the entire French nation. It was a scandal that had everything – power, politics, sex, money and, of course, the most vital ingredient: murder.




  And not just any murder – the murder of the editor of the biggest newspaper in France, then and now, Le Figaro. And not just any murderer – the murderer was the wife of a former prime minister who at the time of the killing was the finance minister. Not even the greatest of the French writers could have devised a plot so thrilling.




  Late in the evening of 16 March 1914, Gaston Calmette, chief editor of Le Figaro, had just finished putting the following morning's newspaper to bed. An "elegant and sophisticated" woman strode into the building and along the corridor towards his office. She demanded to see Calmette, and was ushered in by an office worker, Adrien Cirac, who then closed the door. She was, after all, well known to all at Le Figaro, being the wife of Joseph Caillaux, the aforementioned finance minister.




  A few brief words were exchanged. There was a pause. A few more words. And then six shots rang out. Cirac rushed back into the office to find Henriette Caillaux standing in front of the bookcase. In her hand she was holding a Browning pistol. At her feet, dead, was Gaston Calmette.




  For years, Calmette had carried out a campaign against Joseph Caillaux, especially during his time as France's prime minister from 1911 to 1912, and again now that he was in charge of the country's finances. Le Figaro had printed letters which they claimed showed that Caillaux had been dishonest about several pieces of legislation. But it was Caillaux's personal life that Calmette had begun to attack – three days before Henriette visited his office, Calmette had printed an intimate letter that Caillaux had sent 13 years earlier to a mistress, and later wife, Berthe Gueydan. The letter showed he had been having an affair and also revealed suspect political dealings.




  Henriette believed that her husband's reputation needed defending – but for the finance minister to challenge the editor of a newspaper to a duel was inconceivable. She was also worried that other intimate letters might appear – particularly those between herself and her husband.




  For although the pair had been married in 1911 – becoming one of the richest couples in France – they had been lovers since 1907, despite both having been married to other people. Henriette, born Henriette Raynouard on 5 December 1874, had been married at 19 to a writer 12 years her senior, with whom she had two children. Joseph Caillaux, for his part, was known for his liaisons élégantes – "elegant connections" – and both Berthe Gueydan and Henriette had left husbands to be with him. Divorce had only been legalized in France in 1884, and Caillaux took full advantage of the new law. But in getting together, the pair had no doubt engaged in some romantic chicanery, which they would prefer not to appear in the press.




  On shooting Calmette, Henriette was immediately arrested, and provided good copy for the newspapers, explaining to the arresting officer that as there was no more justice in France, she had resolved that she alone would be able to stop the campaign. She refused to be transported to the police headquarters in a police van, insisting on being driven there by her chauffeur in her own car. The police allowed her to do so.




  In custody, Henriette was housed in a private, heated cell. She had her maid with her and was allowed special visitation privileges. She and Caillaux even dined together in the offices of the prison's director.




  Her trial began three months later, on 21 July 1914, three weeks after the assassination of Archduke Franz Ferdinand that would precipitate World War One; the war itself was declared a week into the nine-day trial. But nothing as trivial as a world war would remove L'Affaire Caillaux from the front pages of the French newspapers. It was noted that if convicted, Henriette could face life imprisonment with hard labour or the death penalty.




  The proceedings themselves jumped from scandal to scandal – Berthe Gueydan testified, revealing private details of the start of their affair, the very sort of details that Henriette had been trying to suppress. The press was captivated by Henriette's operatic fainting spells, describing with glee the way her husband "rushes, leaps and ascends the railing, to take his wife in his arms."




  On 28 July, the jury retired to consider their verdict. They deliberated for less than an hour. They had been convinced by an argument made by the defence attorney, Fernand Labori. Women, he claimed, were captive to their passions. It was literally impossible for a woman to premeditate murder; they simply did not have the capacity to do so. His client, being a female, was a person of passion, not of rationality, therefore this was a crime of passion. The jury should acquit. They did.




  Henriette Caillaux walked free, and into the arms of her husband, whose honour she had somehow restored. He would continue to serve in government well into the 1920s, and in the senate until the 1940s. Henriette settled back into her life of luxury, devoting a portion of the rest of her life to the study of the sculptor Jules Dalou, writing a book about him. At the end of their lives, she and her husband were buried at the Père-Lachaise Cemetery in Paris, after a long and happy marriage.














CARIL ANN FUGATE – NATURAL BORN KILLER










"I don't know, he's kind of odd. They claim I've got him wrapped around my little finger. But I never told him to shoot anybody." – Holly Sargis in the film Badlands




  It was a crime spree that fascinated the world – and still does. When 13-year-old Caril Ann Fugate met 18-year-old college dropout Charles Starkweather in 1956, they could not have imagined that the next two years of their lives would become the stuff of legend – turned into films, books, even a Bruce Springsteen song – and a blueprint for a certain type of American myth.




  Fugate was a well-liked, intelligent student at Whittier Junior High School in Lincoln, Nebraska, when she met Starkweather. He was the friend of her sister's boyfriend, Bob Von Busch, was five years her senior and already regarded as a social misfit. He was short, bow-legged and spoke with a stammer, and his childhood had been one of bullying and violence against him. For all that, to Fugate he had a sort of animal magnetism, and the attraction was instant. They were soon inseparable.




  Nobody quite knows what happened on 21 January 1958. What we do know is that Charles Starkweather went to his new girlfriend's house and shot and killed her stepfather, Marion Bartlett, and her mother, Velda. He then bludgeoned to death her two-year-old half-sister, Betty Jean.




  Was Fugate there? She later claimed that she had not been, that she had come home to find Starkweather there with a gun, which he immediately pointed at her, telling her she was being held hostage and if she obeyed him, her family would be safe. Fugate also claimed that she had broken up with him shortly before, which explained his actions that day.




  Whatever the truth, the pair remained in the house for six days, refusing entry to family members. Did Starkweather tell her about the murders? Did she know that he had killed once before – a gas-station attendant – on 1 December 1957? He did it, he later said, to steal $100 so they could run away together. Did she help him move the bodies to where they were later found, buried near the outbuildings of the property? According to Fugate she didn't know they were dead – is that true?




  It was on the seventh day that they decided to flee, after Fugate's grandmother came by and told them if she wasn't allowed in, she would call the police. The pair fled just before the police arrived. The subsequent search of the Fugate house found no bodies – it was Starkweather's brother and Bob Von Busch who found the bodies the next day.




  The pair, meanwhile, headed to Bennet, Nebraska, 2 miles away and the home of a Starkweather family friend, 70-yearold August Meyer. Starkweather broke into Meyer's gun case and stole two .22 rifles. They would be first used to shoot Meyer in the head, and secondly to shoot his dog. Fleeing the scene, Starkweather and Fugate's car became stuck in the thick January mud of Nebraska, and they decided to dump it and hitchhike. It was two local teenagers, Robert Jensen and Carol King, who stopped to give the pair a ride. Pulling out one of the stolen rifles, Starkweather forced Jensen to drive them back to Bennet, where he led them to an abandoned storm cellar. He then shot Jensen in the head, killing him instantly.




  Starkweather always admitted to killing August Meyer, the dog and Robert Jensen. But here the pair's accounts diverge. Starkweather attempted to rape King and, according to Fugate, who said she remained in Jensen's car the whole time, he became angry at failing to do it, and shot her. Starkweather said Fugate was there the whole time, and it was she who shot King.




  They then drove Jensen's car to the rich part of Lincoln, breaking into the house of Chester Lauer Ward and his wife, Clara. They were out, but their maid, 51-year-old Ludmila "Lilyan" Fencl, was home. Starkweather stabbed her to death, and the pair waited for the Wards to come home. As a precaution, Starkweather broke the neck of their dog so he wouldn't alert the Wards that anything was wrong when they arrived.




  Clara arrived home first. She, too, was stabbed to death – Starkweather says Fugate did it, Fugate said it was Starkweather. Soon after, Chester came home, and Starkweather shot him. Astonishingly, as they were about to leave, the Ward family's newspapers were delivered – with one front page carrying pictures of Fugate's dead family. These the pair cut out and took with them – casting suspicion on Fugate's later claim that she didn't know her family were dead. They then stole the Wards' Packard and started out for neighbouring Wyoming.




  By now the police were closing in – and not just the police. The governor of Nebraska had called in the National Guard, while outraged citizens tried to take the law into their own hands, forming vigilante gangs to find and capture – or even kill – these "juvenile delinquent" killers. The pair had done little to hide their tracks – Fugate would later say Starkweather spoke to her about dying in a blaze of glory. They could hear on their own car radio that the killers – identified by name – were known to be driving a Packard with the Wards' licence plates.




  The pair came across a travelling salesman, Merle Collison, who was asleep in his Buick. Again, Starkweather claims Fugate shot him, and Fugate claims it was Starkweather. A passing motorist, Joe Sprinkle, saw the commotion and stopped to see if he could help. Starkweather waved a gun at Sprinkle and then tried to drive away, but he had not used a car with a handbrake before, and the car stalled. By now another man had arrived on the scene – Natrona County sheriff's deputy, William Romer. As he did, Fugate jumped from the car and yelled to him that the driver was Charles Starkweather.




  Finally releasing the handbrake, Starkweather drove away, but the car chase was short – a bullet fired into his windshield halted him. He surrendered and was arrested. Fugate was also arrested.




  So, who shot who? At first both Starkweather and Fugate claimed that Starkweather was the sole killer – the most she admitted to was stealing the wallet of one of their victims. And the fact that her family were dead was news to her, she said – Starkweather had not shown her the newspaper clippings. She was simply a hostage.




  The jury didn't believe her. It was noted that there were numerous opportunities for her to escape, and during the course of the trial Starkweather's testimony changed to such an extent that he was describing her as the "most trigger-happy person" he knew. If he was going to be executed, he said, then Fugate should be too.




  The jury deliberated for only 22 hours before declaring Starkweather guilty, and he went to the electric chair on 25 June 1959. In a letter from prison to his parents, he wrote that he wasn't sorry for what they had done, because they had fun – Bruce Springsteen would later use this in his song about the case, "Nebraska".




  Fugate was given a life sentence on 21 November 1958 and served 18 years, always protesting her innocence. A model prisoner, she was released in 1976 and set about rebuilding her life. In 2020, she was denied a pardon, which would have seen her convictions quashed.




  When she was convicted, little was understood about the psychological impact of coercive control, nor of Stockholm syndrome, where a hostage comes to form an emotional bond with their captor. Did Fugate have chances to escape? Practically, the answer may be yes; emotionally and psychologically, things are less clear.




  In 1973, the director Terrence Malick released Badlands, based on their story. It would be the first of several adaptations, from Kalifornia to Natural Born Killers, which would use the story of Fugate and Starkweather's spree as a jumping-off point. The public's fascination with the couple remains to this day.














MYRA HINDLEY – THE MOST EVIL WOMAN IN BRITAIN









Saddleworth Moor – a place of great beauty in the Peak District, in the northwest of England. Wild and desolate, it has been a huge part of the English imagination for hundreds of years as a place of strange dreams and prophecies.




  But in 1965 that all changed. Any dream of Saddleworth Moor must now include the five children buried there by Myra Hindley and Ian Brady in the mid-1960s, during one of the most unusual and cruel killing sprees in history, between July 1963 and October 1965.




  Hindley and Brady had met two years earlier, while both were working at a chemical distribution factory. He was 21 and she was 18. Born in 1942, Hindley had had a violent childhood, with an abusive father.




  Brady already had a criminal record for theft and for threatening an ex-girlfriend with a flick knife. He was a keen reader of anything to do with the Nazis, even reading Hitler's biography Mein Kampf. Hindley found herself fascinated by Brady, drawn to a man who seemed so untamed – and as brutal as her father.




  He took her to see porn films and they would have sex in the cinema, then go home and read to each other about Nazi atrocities – about death camps and exterminations. Hindley dyed her hair blonde and started wearing leather boots and jackets to look like Brady's Nazi ideal. Brady took pictures of Hindley in suggestive poses, dressed like a camp commandant. They began talking about carrying out the perfect murder – one that could never be solved.




  On 12 July 1963, they made their first attempt at it. Fifteen-year-old Pauline Reade had been to school with Hindley's younger sister. When Brady and Hindley bumped into her on the way to a local dance, Hindley convinced her to go up to the moors with her. Hindley said she had lost a glove up there, could Reade help her find it? As she drove her up there, Brady secretly followed on his motorbike. Once there, according to Hindley, Brady led the girl away. Half an hour later, he took Hindley to where the girl's body was. She had been almost decapitated, and Brady claimed to have raped her.




  In November of that same year, they snatched 12-year-old John Kilbride from a market in Ashton-under-Lyne. He too was taken up to the moors, sexually assaulted, killed and buried in a shallow grave. A huge search took place, with 2,000 volunteers scouring the local area. They didn't look on the moors, although even if they had, it seems unlikely they would have found him in that vast expanse.




  In June 1964, another 12-year-old boy, Keith Bennett, went missing. He had left home to visit his grandmother. His fate was the same as John Kilbride's. Initially his stepfather was taken in for questioning, but police gradually began to link his disappearance to that of the other two children.




  A fourth was to follow – ten-year-old Lesley Ann Downey. Snatched from a funfair, she was taken to Hindley's house, then stripped, raped and strangled. Brady and Hindley recorded the killing on film and tape, and when the recordings were played at the trial of the murderers, it sent the nation into shock – the fates of the children were worse than anyone had imagined. Lesley Ann Downey was also taken to the moors and buried.




  The final victim was 17-year-old Edward Evans, again at Hindley's house, on 6 October 1965. Brady had been cultivating a friendship with Hindley's brother-in-law, David Smith, who was in awe of the older man. As they were killing Evans, Brady sent Hindley to go and get Smith and had them wait outside until he flashed the lights for them to come in. Entering, Smith heard a scream and found Brady hitting Evans with a hatchet, then throttling him with electrical cord. In the commotion, Brady sprained his ankle, meaning he couldn't help carry the body of the boy to the car in order to take the corpse to the moors, so he and Smith wrapped it in plastic and placed it in a spare bedroom.




  If Brady thought Smith would join their "gang", he was mistaken. He arrived home, telling his wife, Hindley's sister, what he had seen. So traumatized was he that he threw up. At dawn he called the police and told them what he had witnessed. Brady was arrested for murder. At this stage, Hindley was not.




  Over the next few days, more and more clues emerged linking the two to the crimes, and Hindley was arrested five days after Brady. Her mugshot would become famous – the face of "The Most Evil Woman in Britain". At the trial, both pleaded not guilty. And then the tape was played.




  For 16 minutes, Lesley Ann Downey pleaded for her life with both Brady and Hindley's voices audible in the recording. The jury were also shown pornographic pictures Brady had taken of the girl, naked and tied down.




  The jury only deliberated for two hours, and both Brady and Hindley ended up receiving a series of life sentences. Brady was described by the judge as "wicked beyond belief," Hindley as "a quiet, controlled, impassive witness who lied remorselessly."




  Gradually, over the years, they both gave more and more details about where they had buried the bodies, with some being found and given a proper burial.




  From prison, Hindley claimed that she had been an unwilling accomplice of Brady's, that he had threatened her if she didn't participate, and that she had only been playing along when he said he wanted to kill. But no one believed her, and in 1987 she offered a full confession, which put "The Most Evil Woman in Britain" back on the front pages. The mother of Lesley Ann Downey campaigned to ensure that Hindley was never released from prison, and her campaign was successful. In 2002, Hindley died of respiratory failure. Unlike her victims, it is known where she is buried. And when Ian Brady died in 2017, the last chance of finding all of them died too.














CAROLYN WARMUS – A FATAL ATTRACTION









She was not the normal profile for a killer – her childhood had known no deprivation, there was nothing obvious that she had to be angry about. Her father, Thomas A. Warmus, was a self-made multimillionaire, his insurance business allowing him to own eight jets, two yachts and 15 cars, plus property dotted around the US. When he and his wife divorced in 1970, their daughter was six, and while the custody battle had been bitter, she still enjoyed a cosseted life.




  After she graduated from school, she went to the University of Michigan, studying psychology and then education. In 1987, at the age of 23, she took a job at Greenville Elementary School in Scarsdale, New York, and met Paul Solomon.




  He was a fifth-grade teacher, 17 years older than Warmus and married to Betty Jeanne. They had a teenage daughter, Kristan. Warmus and Solomon were attracted to each other and soon began an affair, with Solomon assuring Warmus that he would leave his wife as soon as Kristan was old enough to move out.




  What Solomon didn't know was that his heiress lover had some past experience with older – and as her friends later told police – unattainable men. While at university, she had fallen for teaching assistant Paul Laven, who broke things off with her to become engaged. Soon after, it is alleged that Warmus regularly broke into their apartment, leaving notes for them and breaking things. The couple were granted a restraining order against Warmus, made permanent after their wedding. They were relieved when she moved to New York.




  On 15 January 1989, Warmus and Solomon had drinks together, and then moved to his car for sex – one of the few places where they could do so. Then they parted company, and Solomon returned home. What he found horrified him. His wife lay dead on the floor in a pool of blood. She had been pistol-whipped and shot nine times.




  Police immediately linked the murder to a phone call they had received from a woman in distress earlier that night – the call had broken off before they were able to establish an address. Solomon was immediately the main suspect, but he was able to supply an alibi for the time of that call – he had gone bowling with friends, before meeting up with Warmus. His friends were able to confirm his presence with them.




  Solomon's lawyer recommended that he break all ties with Warmus, which he did, and shortly after, he found a new girlfriend. Warmus disappeared from his life, and the trail of the killer had gone cold. No link could be found to his ex-lover – the police wrote the death of his wife off as a random attack.




  Five months later, Solomon and his new girlfriend went on holiday to Puerto Rico. Unbeknown to them, so did Carolyn Warmus.




  Warmus had, it would turn out, already contacted the family of Solomon's new girlfriend, pretending to be a police officer, and urged them to stop the relationship. When she turned up in Puerto Rico, Solomon contacted the police. Suddenly the case they thought had gone cold had heated up again – could it be that Solomon's former lover had killed Betty Jeanne? Where was Warmus before she met up with Solomon, at the time when they received the distress call?




  It was soon established that Warmus had obtained a .25 Beretta pistol with a silencer shortly before the murder, using a stolen driver's licence. It was the same gun used to kill Betty Jeanne. In addition, on top of the restraining order against her at university, it turned out that she had previously hired a private detective to find incriminating material on a married bartender whose relationship she hoped to break up. She was arrested in February 1990, and her trial – which became known as the "Fatal Attraction trial", after the 1987 film – began in January 1991.




  The defence argued that there was only circumstantial evidence linking her to the killing – the gun purchase, the affair, her past actions – and none put her definitively at the scene of the crime. The jury could not reach a unanimous verdict, and the judge called a mistrial.




  A year later, new evidence emerged. Solomon submitted a bloody cashmere glove belonging to Warmus, which he had found at the house three years after his wife's death and failed to submit previously. Warmus had never been there with him – the only time she could have been there was the night of the killing.




  This time the jury was able to hand down a unanimous verdict, and the judge imposed a maximum life sentence on her. She continued to plead her innocence, saying that if she was guilty of anything, it was being foolish enough to believe the lies and promises that Paul Solomon made to her.




  Her attorney offered a reward of $250,000 for any information that would lead to the arrest of the "true killer" of Betty Jeanne. It was never claimed.




  Carolyn Warmus served 25 years, and was released in July 2019. She has continued to maintain her innocence and her stated position that she was framed by Solomon to cover for his infidelity. The glove has never been DNA tested, for reasons that remain a mystery.












KELLY COCHRAN – THE PACT









Their pact was simple. Kelly Gaboyan and Jason Cochran met at high school in Merrillville, Indiana and fell in love, and when they married each other in 2002, they made a deal that would have horrific consequences. They promised each other that they would kill anyone that they cheated with.




  For the next ten years, Jason Cochran worked installing swimming pools, and the pair seemed to have a happy marriage. But then Jason's back gave out, the work dried up, and the pair lost their house and were forced to move. They headed to Michigan, where they could live more cheaply, and in the hope of finding a source of legal marijuana for Jason's back pain.




  Kelly took on full-time factory work, and it was there that she met Christopher Regan. At 53, he was some twenty years her senior. Tired of dealing with her incapacitated husband, Kelly started an affair with Regan.




  No one knows how Jason found out about it – but he did. Nor do we know if he reminded Kelly of the pact, or how she reacted. But on 14 October 2014, Kelly invited Regan to her home for sex. It was the first time he had gone to the Cochran house. He would never leave.




  It was Regan's own girlfriend, Terri O'Donnell, who reported him missing ten days later. Suspicions had already been raised about his absence from work – he was known to be a diligent employee who rarely, if ever, missed a shift. Police investigations failed to find the missing man – they did question Kelly, who admitted to the affair, but there was no evidence. Jason, in the role of jealous husband, was the chief suspect, but nothing could be found to pin on him. The case was declared cold.




  That was, until 20 February 2016, when medics were called to a house in Hobart, Indiana, where the Cochrans had moved after the disappearance of Christopher Regan. A man – Jason Cochran – was found unresponsive, having taken a suspected overdose of heroin. Attempts to revive him were unsuccessful, and, as the emergency service team said afterwards, were hampered by his wife, who proved to be extremely agitated and disruptive.




  Two days later, Kelly held a memorial service for her dead husband, which she described as the hardest thing she had done in her life, and then she fled. The next day, the autopsy results came in. Jason had not died of a heroin overdose – he had been asphyxiated, and only Kelly could have done it.




  She was now on the run. Astonishingly, she stayed in touch with the police investigating her husband's death – she thought texting them false addresses would fool them, but they simply traced the phone. On 29 April 2016, she was arrested and charged with murder.




  It was then that the police found out about the horrific death of Christopher Regan. The couple's pact had stayed strong – when Jason found out about Kelly's affair, he made her invite Regan over to the house. As she had promised, Kelly took him to bed. And while they were having sex, Jason Cochran shot Regan in the head.




  The couple then dismembered the body. Neighbours confirmed that on the night of the disappearance they had heard a gunshot, and then the sound of power tools. If that wasn't traumatic enough, some neighbours also reported having attended a barbecue at the couple's house soon after, at which they were served copious amounts of meat…




  Why did Kelly kill Jason? In her telling, she did it out of revenge. In fact, on the night they killed Regan, she had contemplated killing her invalid husband instead. But just before that, Regan had told her he didn't want a serious relationship with her. So she had decided to invoke the pact.




  Since that night, she had grown to hate her husband more and more. Eventually she could stand it no longer, and after making him comatose with heroin, she had smothered him. She told investigators that she had evened the score.




  During questioning, Kelly's story changed several times. Sometimes she claimed she had no part in Regan's killing, saying she was tied up when Jason killed and dismembered her lover; sometimes she insisted that she had killed even more men – another nine by her telling. No evidence of this has ever been found but it didn't need to be to put her away. Kelly Cochran was given a 65-year sentence for the killing of her husband, and will never be released.














MARY PEARCEY – JACK THE RIPPER?









Who was Jack the Ripper? The list of suspects remains vast, running to well over 100 names. From the son of King Edward VII, Prince Albert; to the painter Walter Sickert; to the cigar manufacturer Hyam Hyams; to the Russian conman Michael Ostrog – there remains a rogue's gallery of potential Jacks. Even Lewis Carroll, the author of Alice's Adventures in Wonderland, has been suggested by amateur sleuths.




  But only one woman has ever seriously been considered as a female candidate for Jack the Ripper. Her name was Mary Pearcey, and she went to the gallows in 1890, two days before Christmas, for the murder of her lover's wife and daughter.




  She had been born Mary Eleanor Wheeler in 1866, taking the name Pearcey from a carpenter she lived with, who left her because of her infidelities. Soon after, she moved in with a furniture maker, Frank Hogg. Hogg was also involved with another woman, Phoebe Styles, which was no secret from Pearcey. In fact, when Styles fell pregnant, Pearcey selflessly urged Hogg to make an honest woman of her by marrying her. This he did, and soon after their daughter was born, whom they also named Phoebe, although she was known as Tiggy.




  Pearcey's selflessness didn't last long. On 24 October 1890, she summoned Phoebe Styles and her 18-month-old daughter to her home in London's Hampstead. Neighbours would later report hearing screaming. That evening, a corpse was found in a nearby rubbish heap. It had a crushed skull, which had nearly been severed from the neck.




  A mile away was an empty pram, with bloodstained cushions inside it. A huge hunt ensued, and the next morning, the body of a toddler was found in nearby Finchley. It had been smothered and thrown into a waste ground.




  It was soon evident to police that Phoebe's husband had not been a faithful one, and suspicion immediately grew around his lover, Mary Pearcey. Her home was immediately searched. If Pearcey had been indiscreet about her relationship with Hogg, she was even less so regarding the murders she committed. Her kitchen showed signs of a struggle and was covered in bloodstains. The police also found an axe, two knives and a poker covered in blood, a clump of bloodied hair, and love letters between Pearcey and Hogg. The whole time they were searching her house, Pearcey sat at a piano, playing and singing loudly.
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