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  “Richard Godwin knows how his characters dress, what they drink and what they drive. He knows how they live—and how they die. Here’s hoping no one recognized themselves in Godwin’s cold canvas. Combines the fun of a good story with the joy of witty, vivid writing.”


  Heywood Gould, author of “The Serial Killer‘s Daughter”


  “Smart, scary, suspenseful enough for me to keep the light on until 3AM on a Sunday night, Richard Godwin once more proves to fans of crime fiction the world over with ‘Mr. Glamour,’ that he is not only one of the best contemporary writers of the procedural cop thriller around today, he is a master storyteller.”


  Vincent Zandri, author of ‘Scream Catcher’


  “‘Mr. Glamour’ is a striking effort from one of the most daring crime writers in the business. It is the noirest of noir…and hellishly addictive.”


  Mike Stafford, reviewer, BookGeeks Magazine


  “‘Mr. Glamour’ knows what matters to the jet set, understands their slavish dedication to brands and image. He understands because he wants it as well. When the bodies of London’s jet set begin turning up murdered and mutilated, Detective Chief Inspector Flare and his partner Inspector Steele find themselves investigating what evolves into an increasingly horrific string of murders…‘Mr. Glamour’ is a bold piece of writing, one which both challenges readers’ perceptions as well as cements Godwin’s status as a master of the dark and disturbing.”


  Elizabeth A. White, Book Reviews by Elizabeth A. White


  “‘Mr Glamour’ is a graphic, intense, at times delirious journey into the dark sides of London’s glitz and of the human psyche.”


  Paul D Brazill, author of “Guns of Brixton”


  “There are various ways to stand out in the overcrowded literary landscape, if you’re not the second coming of Francis Scott Fitzgerald. Richard Godwin is a writer that found his method to success by mixing up skills, originality and absolute fearlessness in order to push the boundaries of certain genres…‘Mr. Glamour’ is a proud addition to the legacy Godwin’s building. He’s the boldest, most interesting police procedural writer working right now.”


  Benoit Lelievre, Dead End Follies


  “This is certainly both a police procedural and a chiller, but it is also an anarchist philosophical novel just as significant as those by Michel Houellebecq…‘Mr Glamour’ has found out a way of transferring any such human feelings to another human, who takes it all on himself, Jesus-like. Kind of reminds me of how citizens suffer to allow nations to ‘stabilize’ other nations…Godwin provides a very powerful contrast between human and post-human. He depicts the tragic (human) suffering of murderess Gertrude Miller, a victim of severe child abuse, to point up the difference between her and post-human madman, Mr G. The scary thing is that Mr G, although his way of gaining power and experiencing beauty has similarities to ritualized acts of archaic religious rituals, is well-educated, socially sophisticated, and seductively handsome. He�s very, very post-modern…Anyone who has seen Michael Powell’s film ‘Peeping Tom,’ or a production of _Titus Andronicus_, and was impressed by these dramas, has a special frisson coming.”


  Jay A. Gertzman, professor emeritus of English at Mansfield University of Pennsylvania
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  She has the eyes of a pit viper and the mouth of an angel


  She parts her lips slowly,


  Holding you in her cold green camera shutter eyes


  Whose irises are segmented, like fine sections of a fruit.


  She runs a manicured hand across the hard surface


  Of her Vivienne Westwood snakeskin bag.


  Her flesh is so soft,


  It will split like a peach skin,


  You know the fine spray that shoots out from the fruit


  On a hot summer’s day


  As you run the paring knife along the contour


  Of the curved peel,


  All those fine hairs standing to attention,


  And the others, their wounds cloaked in Versace,


  They think they’re playing the game.


  Welcome to my world,


  Only I know the rules.
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  He worked with blood, but the mirror was clean. His hand was still as it held the image. The camera zoomed in on the open window and captured her as she stood in violent twilight. Alone, exposed. He could smell her. The perfume of money rose from her skin. The shutter whirred in the still black garden.


  There was not even the rustle of leaves as he captured her. The camera panned in closer as she shed her Damaris lingerie, a show for him. She was only a shadow in her world. Yet he would fetch from her the thing he craved, he would redesign her. He had her on film, her flesh could wait.
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  The Maserati gleamed in the parking lot, a boastful flash of burnished metal.


  Leaving his office after a good day, Larry Fornalski opened the door to his glistening car and checked if he was being watched. You could say watching was a big part of his life. He was usually the one in the spectator’s seat, but he liked to be seen with his Quattroporte S, his pride and joy.


  The Maserati’s looks aroused him with their assertive poise and the hint of potential beneath the bonnet. He paused to admire his reflection in the polished Blu Nettuno metal. Feeling like a star in his own firmament, he ran his hand across his smooth bronzed jaw, lost in the mirror of his car.


  In the lustre of the Blue Lacque wood trimming Larry caught a shadow moving at speed in the deserted lot. There was a noise like a shard of glass cracking beneath a leather sole on stone. He thought it was the night porter and looked around for him. But he had no point of reference for what he saw. It evoked a strange grimace, a final look in conflict on an unlined perfectly assured face. His expression was almost a pure piece of pantomime, as his death entered him. Hand on the roof of his redundant car, Larry fetched a choked scream from his throat.


  The CCTV caught everything except the killer’s face. A metre of blood shot outward from Larry’s severed throat. He turned his head, his neck ejaculating onto the wall, and he toppled forward, his fingers streaming with blood.
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  The following morning Chief Inspector Jackson Flare and Inspector Mandy Steele examined the quarantined scene. Even behind his protective mask Flare’s face looked weathered, as if life had corroded his skin. He held the right side of it away from Steele when he spoke to her. It was a habit he’d adopted for so long it gave him a surreptitious look.


  ‘The killer escaped the camera,’ he said.


  ‘He got in and out without being filmed, so he might work here,’ Steele said.


  Flare looked at her out of the corner of his ice blue eyes. She never pitied him for his deformity. Whenever he caught a whiff of that his most vicious side surfaced like a criminal inside him.


  ‘He knew what area the CCTV covers and how to avoid it,’ he said. ‘All we can see is a tall figure in baggy clothes, he’s wearing a hood of some description, and he’s got his back to us.’


  Steele stood several heads below Flare and as she looked up at him her dark eyes met his with fire and defiance. A strand of blonde hair peeped out of her head covering, irritating her. She liked it pulled back against her scalp, so that it stretched her skin.


  ‘Could be a woman,’ she said.


  ‘So we’ve got the victim at the extreme edge of the camera’s range, the killer standing outside it. That’s incredibly precise. It shows a technical mind. No car entering or leaving.’


  ‘He was probably parked outside, there’s a back lane he could have used which would have escaped detection.’


  ‘We need some forensics.’


  ‘Where’s Maurice Ray when you want him?’


  ‘Crime scene examiners hold things up. What is it with you and Maurice anyway?’ Flare said.


  ‘Me and Maurice?’


  ‘You don’t like gays or something?’


  ‘He doesn’t interest me,’ Steele said.


  Just then the officer standing guard let Maurice Ray through.


  ‘Morning Chief Inspector Flare,’ he said, and set about his job.


  Steele stared at his back for a few minutes before walking over to him.


  ‘Can you ID him?’ she said.


  ‘You in a hurry to leave?’


  She folded her arms and waited as he lifted a wallet out of the victim’s coat.


  ‘His name’s Larry Fornalski.’


  ‘It seems Mr. Fornalski had enemies,’ Flare said. ‘I know the name, he was in the papers the other day, a successful businessman. They always piss someone off on their way to the top. He’s left the papers a gift, another piece of meat the press can sink their fangs into. We need to find out as much as we can about him.’


  ‘I’ll start digging back at the office,’ Steele said.


  ‘Make the spade good and sharp.’


  Steele looked down at the mutilated corpse and saw pornographic images. The faces of men she hated raced through her mind in a private reel of film. She turned her attention to Flare, who stood with his hands deep in his pockets looking at the severed neck with no trace of feeling.


  ‘That’s some weapon he used,’ he said, ‘his head’s almost hanging off.’


  He left the scene and removed his mask, then walked to the black unmarked Volvo V70. He took off his shoe covers and lit a Players, and sat there smoking with his foot astride the half-open door, his patent leather shoes a tawdry glow in the streetlight that failed to recognise day. The burning end of his cigarette moved like a ghostly wand in their polished surface.


  Steele remained standing over Ray until he snapped off his gloves in irritation and walked outside. She followed him to the Volvo.


  ‘I think I’ll join you Chief Inspector Flare,’ Ray said, removing his mask.


  Steele watched as he lit a More menthol. He was an extremely handsome man, with even features, clear tanned skin and an athletic build. He dragged deeply and moved the cigarette dramatically as he held it to his side, his wrist arched. He looked at Steele, then lowered his eyes and smoked in silence.


  Steele kept her eyes on him, waiting for Flare to finish, trying to clear the stench of nicotine from her lungs, bracing herself for another day. She thought how suited Maurice Ray was to Mores, a woman’s smoke, as if he had to make a statement about his sexuality. She tensed her muscles in the silence. She wanted to go back to the station, to dig into Larry Fornalski’s past, to find out what secrets lay buried behind his murder. As she ran her eyes down Ray’s body he looked up. Then he trod on the burning stub and said ‘I’ll go and finish off.’


  Flare stood and crushed the butt end of his cigarette on the side of a bin before flicking it in as Steele took off her mask and shoe coverings. She was an attractive woman with hard lines around her eyes.


  Flare got in and started the engine. As Steele sat down she stole a glance at the other side of his face, its ravaged flesh, thinking it was like a foul disguise he was inviting her to remove.


  Her skin crawled every time his hand brushed her knee when he changed gears.


  She felt beyond his wound there lay some other world he was tempting her to enter.
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  In her drab pebble dashed house in Ealing Gertrude Miller donned her pristine white gloves. She pushed them deep between her fingers, so there was no spare material, then smoothed out the cotton and held them up to the 100 watt bulb.


  Gertrude was a tall woman with a full figure. She had a full sensuous mouth that was at odds with her austere face. It made her look as if she’d stolen someone else’s lips. She wore no makeup and had a stern matronly look.


  She walked over to the mantelpiece and ran her index finger along its edge, holding it up to the light when she’d finished. She did the same to the tops of the wardrobes, the kitchen appliances, the bookcases and the backs of the chairs, proceeding through the house room by room in an orderly manner, aware only of the slow ticking of the grandfather clock in the darkened hallway. When she’d finished she inspected her gloves. There was the tiniest residue of dust on one finger. Gertrude pulled them off and placed them in the washing machine, putting it on a boil wash. She watched them spin around in the soapy water on their own for a while before fetching the bees wax and polishing the clock. She looked at the time. Her children would be home any minute and she hadn’t put the things out for their tea yet. They arrived just as she put the hot water in the pot.


  ‘Mary, take off your shoes,’ she said.


  Her daughter, thin and white as talcum powder, removed them standing on one foot before she left the mat, fully aware of the wrath her mother could unleash if she got any dirt on the carpet.


  Maxwell, small and anxious, waited at the door while his sister preformed this ritual and then did the same, saying nothing and remaining silent throughout tea. When they were finished they went upstairs to do their homework. They never had to be told.


  In the next room Gertrude tidied her hair, making sure no loose strands hung down. She always wore it scraped back, hiding its fullness beneath a harsh regime. As she moved away from the mirror she spotted a grey hair. It was hiding at the side and she neatly plucked it. There was the faint smell of meths in the austere bedroom, the product of her favoured method of cleaning mirrors.


  She went downstairs to prepare supper. Ben would be back soon and hungry. She plumped the cushions in the living room and checked the street for any signs of him.


  Behind the bubbling vegetables the frozen family portrait stared out at the vacant hallway.
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  Martha Fornalski sat in her rambling Holland Park house surrounded by Chihuahuas and clutching a tissue, a habit Flare found particularly disconcerting. She’d rolled it into a ball and he kept eyeing the mascara stain that edged its white circumference. From time to time she dabbed her swollen eyes.


  Steele knew Versace and La Croix when she saw them and she stopped her brain’s quick reckoning of how much money Martha was wearing. She was an attractive woman and Steele estimated she must have her share of interested men. Her dark hair lay gleaming on her shoulders and her full figure made itself known beneath her expensive clothes.


  ‘What a day,’ Martha said, looking outside as the rain hammered the windows. ‘I saw you walking around out there in all that mud before you rang.’


  ‘Can you tell us about Mr. Fornalski?’ Flare said.


  ‘Larry was such a perfect husband. I mean, perfect. Worked hard, loved his kids. They’re devastated. Who would do this?’


  She laid her hands on her lap and looked at them both, her burgundy nails catching the overhead lights.


  Flare avoided eye contact.


  ‘We’re trying to find that out, Mrs. Fornalski.’


  The quiet ticking of the Ormolu clock was disturbed as the maid came in with a tray of tea and set it down on the table. Flare eyed the fussy porcelain with discomfort. He turned the disfigured side of his face away from Martha Fornalski as Steele poured two cups and passed him one. He took a sip and broke off a piece of short bread. Several large crumbs fell on the immaculate Persian rug and Flare ran the edge of his muddy shoe into it.


  ‘I know it’s hard for you to talk right now, Madam,’ Steele said, ‘but are you aware of your husband having any enemies?’


  ‘Larry? No.’


  ‘I mean, someone at work or in business who may have felt slighted by him, however small, you just don’t know.’


  ‘No one!’


  ‘Did Larry ever mention any one?’


  ‘Everyone loved him. Work colleagues, friends. Larry never made enemies. He was one of the nicest easy going guys in the world. One in a million.’


  Flare put his cup down, clattering the saucer. One of the Chihuahuas yapped at him and he stared at it in irritation.


  Martha Fornalski looked over at Flare and allowed her gaze to drift, taking in the mark, her eyes watering, thinking of wounds, wanting to know how injured her husband was, not daring to ask.


  ‘Do you think your husband told you everything?’ Flare said.


  ‘What sort of question is that?’


  ‘Successful men have all sorts of nasty habits.’


  ‘Nasty?’


  ‘Did he have a mistress?’


  ‘Now hold on a minute.’


  Steele shot a glance at Flare.


  ‘We’re only trying to do our job, Madam,’ she said.


  ‘Well, let us know if you think of anything,’ Flare said, standing up. ‘You never know. Sometimes families remember things after a while. Don’t worry if it seems trivial, just ring. It might help us catch this man.’


  He placed his card on the table.


  As they followed Martha to the door the buckle of Flare’s raincoat hit one of the Chihuahuas in the eye, prompting a howl.


  They stepped out into the curtain of rain and sat in the car for a few minutes. Flare looked up at the immaculate Queen Anne brickwork, the ornate garden.


  ‘How much do you think it’s worth?’ he said.


  ‘Ten.’


  ‘Ever think you’re in the wrong job?’


  ‘Never.’


  ‘Buy the stuff about the nicest guy in the world?’


  ‘She’s his wife.’


  ‘Nobody disliked him?’


  ‘Someone did.’


  ‘Steele people are scum.’
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  As they drove away, Ben Miller walked past the parade of dull houses marooned in their quiet suburban misery, put his key in the door, entered the hallway, and took off his shoes, balancing on one foot until he’d cleared the mat. He stood at six foot four and towered over his wife, who reached a cheek up into the air for him to kiss. When he’d done so, he moved his featureless face away from her.


  ‘Good day, dear?’ she said.


  ‘Just fine.’


  His voice was low and expressionless, as if he was speaking in the aftermath of some spent trauma.


  ‘We’ve hotpot for supper, would you like a drink?’


  ‘Please.’


  Gertrude poured him a gin and tonic and held the glass to her ear, listening to the pleasant fizz, then fetched a clean tea towel and wiped the fine drops of water from her ear. She took Ben’s slippers through to him in the living room, knelt and put them on him, then left him to read The Guardian while she called Mary and Maxwell for supper. Ben sat there raising the glass periodically to his thin lips, his white and shapeless hands turning the pages of the newspaper.


  Gertrude seated the children, served the hotpot, and called him. The kitchen seemed too small for him as he entered, and he sat with difficulty on the chair, which looked like a child’s seat beneath his frame. From time to time Gertrude glanced at him as he ate.


  ‘Good, dear?’


  ‘Very,’ he said, chewing slowly, with mechanical precision and without sound before swallowing, his massive Adam’s apple rising and falling in the thick flesh of his neck like a buoy on water.


  Afterwards Mary and Maxwell went upstairs and Gertrude and Ben sat in the living room. The folded newspaper lay at his side, the earmarked page with an article about abortions staring up at him. He watched the news, from time to time turning up the volume to drown out the incessant clicking of Gertrude’s knitting needles. Their evening scrolled by like a meaningless script.


  As they retired to bed in their quiet orderly manner Brian Samson left work. He’d set up his own hedge fund a few years ago and it was thriving. He’d made two mill on the markets that day and felt that deep warm glow of profit spreading across him like a hot bath. A Chateau D’Yquem seemed in order, but he needed something else since he’d been tasting blood all day, and he drove to see one of his favourite prostitutes in St James’s on the way back to his Mayfair house where his wife Mirabelle was waiting. She’d drunk her way through two bottles of Montrachet and was now talking to Samantha DeLonge on the phone.


  ‘Late again, what can I do? He was meant to be taking me out to dinner,’ she said, checking her manicure.


  ‘He’s always been a hard worker,’ Samantha said.


  ‘Yes but this is ridiculous, who works this late?’


  ‘A lot of guys. I know you didn’t come from that background, but a lot of them do it, they expect their wives to tag along. Enjoy it. You got the lifestyle you wanted, why not take a lover?’


  ‘That’s the problem.’


  ‘What?’


  ‘That’s what I think Brian’s doing.’


  ‘Brian screwing around? Why do you say that?’


  ‘Something about the way he is with me.’


  ‘Like what?’


  ‘I don’t know, like he doesn’t want me anymore.’


  ‘You know honey, when you’re married you need to spice it up a little.’


  ‘You mean kinky?’


  ‘I mean lingerie, I mean make him want you, I mean don’t always wait for him.’


  ‘Make him want me,’ she said, her voice fading with indecision as the wine took hold.


  ‘Honey, one night Paul got in from work, I was going through what you are and he found me in the kitchen making his dinner. I was all dressed up.’


  ‘I cook for Brian all the time.’


  ‘You know what I was wearing? Suspenders.’


  ‘I wore suspenders two nights in a row and Brian never even made a pass.’


  ‘No. I was wearing suspenders.’


  ‘And nothing else?’


  ‘You got it. So Paul walks in, smells dinner, then comes through to the kitchen, looks down at my arse and grabs me right there and then.’


  ‘I’d have to be drunk.’


  ‘So drink. I tell you, dinner got ruined, but something else got cooked all right.’
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  From the outside, the house looked like another wealthy home, or even an office in St James’s. But upstairs behind the window, Brian Samson was getting dressed. A tanned blonde with the figure of a model and a top range boob job was wriggling her naked hips into a Gucci python skirt. Brian Samson cast an admiring glance in her direction as she slipped on her sheer tiger print blouse.


  ‘I like that,’ he said.


  ‘The outfit?’


  ‘The fact you never wear a bra.’


  ‘Modesty doesn’t become me.’


  ‘Good night Simone,’ he said.


  ‘See you soon.’


  She showed him to the door and put the money away.


  In the deserted streets below, Brian Samson drove home to a darkened house.
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  So simple, really


  Run the knife across their well fed throats,


  Watch the crimson blood bead there, lustrous in the light.


  Surprising how much blood the bloodless have.


  I favour the Vespula for its chromium stainless steel blade,


  It’s tempered to Rockwell C58, hollow ground and mirror polished


  So you can watch their little faces fill with fear.


  The handle is black Australian Nephrite Jade gemstone,


  Reflective as polished chrome.


  It has deep finger grooves and canted quillons,


  It is perfect slashing equipoise


  With razor-keen single bevel cutting edges.


  I see it as a key for they close their doors on us.


  I am the unlocker.


  You can hide in corners, small cracks in the walls you inhabit forever and a day


  Well, I’ve got a thing or two to show them.
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  The following morning as Flare and Steele made their way to the station, Gertrude Miller hurried her children along, watchful that Ben was attended to.


  ‘Mary, make sure you take everything, Maxwell, have you finished your breakfast without spilling any?’


  Her questions were met with perfunctory grunts and soon they’d left.


  Ben was standing in his underpants when Gertrude went upstairs to see if he needed anything.


  ‘Benjamin? Oh, apologies.’


  ‘It’s all right,’ he said, ‘come in. I think I’ll just change these.’


  She turned her back.


  ‘Do you think I’ve put on weight?’


  ‘I can’t see from here.’


  ‘Well, turn around.’


  He was an imposing figure and he dwarfed the room as Gertrude kept her eyes fixed firmly on the far wall. In the mirror his naked form watched her. He turned and got dressed.


  ‘That’s better,’ she said.


  ‘Why don’t you want me?’


  ‘Want you?’


  ‘Yes. Sexually.’


  ‘Why Benjamin, what’s got into you? We have two beautiful children.’


  ‘I know we have two children, how do you think they got here?’


  ‘My, where does all this dust come from?’ she said.


  She was downstairs scouring saucepans when she heard the front door slam.
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  It seemed Larry Fornalski’s wife was telling the truth.


  ‘He was a genuinely popular guy who got on with just about everyone,’ Steele said. ‘Colleagues described him as helpful and easy going and his friends are distressed at the news. There’s no motive in his immediate circle.’


  ‘Then we’ve got a problem,’ Flare said.


  ‘Sure we’ve got a problem, a man’s been killed and we’ve got no leads.’


  Flare scraped the stubble on his chin with his nicotine stained fingernails.


  ‘It could be a hit. Find out if he owed money, if behind the facade of a happily married man, Larry Fornalski was into gambling.’


  Steele went outside to fetch a coffee before the long drudge through the data that she felt would eventually lead nowhere. In the corridor she ran into DI Vic Jones.


  ‘Heard you got a new case Mandy.’


  ‘Yes Vic, a pretty gruesome killing.’


  ‘How’s the old bastard taking it?’


  She turned her face upwards, measuring him, her olive skin pale with stress.


  ‘Oh, you know.’


  She pressed for a black and watched the steam rise. Vic leaned against the machine, his wiry muscled frame casting a shadow that stretched past her along the corridor.


  ‘That means he’s making your life hell, the offer still stands.’


  ‘I appreciate that, and I’m tempted, but.’


  ‘Sticking with him?’


  ‘Yes.’


  ‘You serious?’


  She looked into his cold eyes and held his gaze.


  ‘He’s a good detective.’


  ‘He catches them, but his methods.’


  ‘Vic, I’ve got to get on.’


  ‘The only way you’ll get on in the modern Met is to change your career path, get away from Flare, he’ll bring you down, he belongs in the dark ages.’


  ‘Right now, he’s my partner.’


  ‘He doesn’t like anyone.’


  ‘I didn’t join the Met for a popularity contest.’


  ‘I respect your determination.’


  ‘I’ll think about it Vic.’


  ‘And all that shit with his face. You know how it happened? He was working someone over, I mean the governor said Flare could have been up for torture.’


  ‘I’m not interested.’


  ‘Harlan White is a real crim, probably deserved it, but that’s not what we do.’


  ‘Not anymore.’


  He leaned into her, measuring her response.


  ‘You do know, don’t you?’


  She raised a hand.


  ‘Vic—’


  ‘He had a flame gun, he was burning his genitals. White turned it on Flare.’


  She looked over his shoulder and he caught the flicker in her eye.


  ‘Press white for me,’ Flare said. ‘Oh and Vic, I think you’ve got genitals on the brain, leave my partner alone, there are plenty of whores out there for you to screw with.’


  ‘Good morning to you too.’


  ‘Is it, what’s good about it? Like I said, give my compliments to your wife.’


  Flare reached across him, took the coffee and walked away, followed by Steele.


  A burnished sun burned bright in the sick London skyline as they toiled in darkness.


  It sent shadows dancing across the Westway as Razor edged his white Lamborghini Gallardo past the hundred mark. The drivers he passed in a blur could just make out the flowing blonde hair in the passenger seat.


  Anne Lacey watched the roads flash by.


  ‘This is fucking great!,’ she said, unheard over the engine’s dark noise.


  Razor was never seen with anyone other than a model. His friends joked about Razor’s Catwalk Pussy Parade. He’d made a fortune on the LA music scene and as he took Anne back to his house in Marylebone, he stopped at some lights.


  The guys in the next car eyed her as she applied her lipstick in the mirror. They rolled down their window to get a better look and from their radio Razor could hear one of his hits. He ran his hand through his golden mane.


  ‘The system’s a bitch’ played loud and clear down Marylebone high street as he got ready for a quick session before the recording studio.
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  The digging was not as dull as Steele had expected. Larry Fornalski’s bank statements were a dream.


  Steele couldn’t believe her eyes and resentfully pushed away the thought of her own financial position as an Inspector. She recalled the days when the title alone would have meant the world to her and now as she scrolled through the fiscal clout of this other world, she felt small and used, as if she’d sold herself some cheap con.


  There were no anomalies in Fornalski’s recent financial transactions. She went further back. There wasn’t even the indication of the casual use of an expensive hooker.


  He spent as a man in his position would, but it was all accounted for and nothing indicated he owed money to anybody.


  ‘One thing’s for sure,’ she said to Flare, ‘Fornalski wasn’t into gambling.’
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  That evening Martin Gould took the shortcut through the passageway at the rear of his offices. It was a hot day and the heat lingered in the London air. He loosened his collar. He was a tall man who moved with that caution of added weight. He’d had a profitable afternoon and all he wanted was to get home, shower and take his wife out to dinner.


  As he entered the relative darkness of the alley he thought about the deals he’d pulled off.


  There was a lot of money heading his way. A lot.


  The alley curved at the middle, losing light. The tall buildings towered overhead and he thought about traffic, picking the quickest route home. He kicked a can, which rolled noisily away from him. He slowed down, adjusting to the lack of light, and heard a noise behind him.


  As he turned he felt something wet on his face, then a sharp pain. The taste of blood in his mouth. He could feel something entering him and warmth dripping from his body. He was amazed at the noise his own blood made.


  
    MIRROR MAN
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  While you sleep I corrupt your faith,


  While you dream I soil your wives.
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  There was one man Flare respected, a rarity in itself. That man was Frank Norris. He’d worked with him on many murders over the years. Norris always gave Flare what he wanted fast, there was no spare meat on their conversations, which was just the way Flare liked it. As he made his way down to the pathology lab with Steele, Flare said ‘I’ve got a feeling this is going to be a long case.’


  ‘Why do you say that?’


  He waited for the lift to start its descent into the dark bowels of the station.


  ‘This killer’s too careful. No evidence on camera, no sighting of his car. He knows what he’s doing.’


  In the lab Frank Norris was hunched over his work station, writing notes. His hair hung loosely in a pony tail over his collar and he turned his masked face to theirs. Stubble stuck out from the top and his eyes looked black and burnt out.


  ‘Good afternoon, Detectives,’ he said, ‘why is it that the bloody paperwork seems to get more every day?’


  ‘Don’t even ask,’ Flare said.


  ‘Do the politicians know what our jobs entail?’


  ‘I don’t think the politicians know anything.’


  ‘Well,’ he said, pulling the sheet back on Larry Fornalski’s corpse, ‘he was killed with a sharp knife. An extremely sharp knife. One usually used to gut fish.’


  ‘Easily available?’


  ‘I’d say you could buy it at most good angling shops, Jackson. Not that I think you’re looking for a keen fisherman.’


  ‘You got something juicy for us?’


  He walked over to a work bench and picked up a petri dish, which he handed to Flare.


  ‘What the hell is that?’


  ‘Mr. Fornalski’s Adam’s apple. His throat was so gashed you wouldn’t have noticed it missing, but our killer removed it and forced him to eat it.’


  ‘To eat it?’


  ‘He would have been alive still, just about, and probably drifting in and out of consciousness, but the killer rammed it down his throat as a last offering.’


  ‘Ever come across this before Frank?’


  ‘Not this. I’ve seen cannibalism and the ritual removal of organs, trophy keeping by killers. And there’s one other curious thing.’ Norris turned Fornalski’s head, and pulled down his ear. ‘The killer has cut the letter B into his skin. I’d say he used a scalpel and he’s been very precise in shaping the letter.’


  Outside in the corridor Flare noticed Steele looking green.


  ‘You’ll get used to it.’
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  Alone in his loft conversion, surrounded by Giotto prints, he made ready. Dressed from head to foot in black velvet, he cut an imposing figure as he strode across the floor, muscular and choreographed in his movements.


  The place was immaculate. It was show room. Auction catalogues lay in neat piles on various antique tables. The huge windows looked out at the towering landscape of London below, the Thames stretching like a coiled snake into the polluted distance where a bleeding sun sank without promise into its foul waters. Boats bobbed by without noise and a few gulls squabbled in the grey air.


  A candle guttered at the window as he moved towards his corrupted faith, hung there like a parody of the mass. He stopped before this still and waxen Christ, such as is seen in the churches of the Mediterranean, and looking up at the tortured body he began to desecrate it. He took a switchblade from his pocket and spitting on it like a back alley mugger he ran the saliva along the edge of the blade with his thumb. Then he pierced him. His face was contorted with pleasure and his neck twitched.


  Licking his lips he stared into Christ’s eyes and stabbed him in his groin, cutting the statue, so that shards and fragments fell to the spotless floor. He removed the head and kicked it across the open room with only the untenanted sky as witness to his delirium.


  Finally he lay twitching at the statue’s feet, his body convulsing. He lay there with his hand against his crutch, staring wildly up at nothingness until he was still again.
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  Sick little people in their sick little world


  I don’t know who hates them more, me or Jackson Flare.
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  Razor looked at her as she lay sleeping. He liked them unconscious. He could observe so much about them, things they gave away and hid during the day.


  Sunrises drifted across his frozen coke numb mind, etchings of things he wanted to do to his Pussy Parade. Her flesh was like honey and he ran a cold finger along her inner thigh, feeling the fine hairs against his skin. She stirred in her velvet sleep.


  She was tanned and beautiful and didn’t ask any questions. Her stomach and breasts rose and fell with her breath on his black silk sheets. They’d been lying there for hours and he wanted to cut another track at his studio.


  He went into the bathroom and shut the door. He sliced himself some lines and wiped away the white mark on his nose and headed down to his car. A cop crossed the street and a wave of paranoia passed across him like a current. A trickle of sweat ran down his face. He checked himself in the mirror. Some kids walked by laughing and he jumped. He’d finish his session and go back for some more. She’d be there. So would the coke. Ignoring the speed cameras, he drove to the studio as fast as he could.
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  As the moon hung like a soiled light bulb in the dirty London skies, Gertrude Miller finished polishing the glasses. Ben sat reclining in his easy chair watching the news, Mary and Maxwell were in bed, as she pulled on her white gloves to do a quick dust check. She found nothing, not a single speck, and she felt a gnawing emptiness inside her. In the living room Ben was glued to the TV screen. The police were arresting some men who held their faces down, away from the camera. She listened to the newscaster.


  ‘Some of these women have been forced into prostitution, they have no choice. Brought here as asylum seekers they fall prey to a vicious black market that leaves them trapped in a sickening trade that is escalating on a daily basis. This is just the beginning of a massive police crackdown on what is a worrying problem.’


  She reached across Ben, took the remote control and switched the TV off.


  ‘I was watching that.’


  ‘Do you want to go to bed?’


  ‘Oh, you didn’t like the subject matter. Sex.’


  ‘Come on.’


  She led him upstairs to the bedroom, where he put the light on.


  ‘No. Dark,’ she said.


  He obliged and removed his clothes and stood there waiting.


  Soon he mounted her in his lumbering bovine manner and she lay immobile until he was finished when she went into the bathroom to wash.


  She squatted on the bidet and ran her plump index finger inside herself, scooping out Ben’s semen. She flicked the thick globules onto the immaculate bleached porcelain, where they hung until the jet removed them.
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  ‘They’ll have to hose this alley down when we’re finished,’ Flare said.


  He and Steele were looking over Maurice Ray’s shoulder at the mutilated body of Martin Gould and they both knew they were staring down the barrel of a serial killer’s gun.


  ‘The cut’s different this time,’ Ray said.


  Flare knelt and looked at the wound. It ran several inches vertically down his neck, progressing through his blood soaked shirt collar.


  ‘He’s sliced him right to his heart,’ Ray said. ‘The clothes are torn and clinging to the wound, the blood’s congealed and holding them in place.’


  ‘The killer must have been waiting for him,’ Flare said. ‘He’s handpicking his victims.’


  ‘Serial territory,’ Steele said.


  Martin Gould had turned the alley red and he lay there like some ritual offering to the darkness.


  The alley was littered with food wrappers, coffee cups, and crushed drink cans. A copy of Hustler lay open a few feet from his body. Steele stared down at the image of a naked woman staring into the camera with legs parted, her knees on her chest.


  ‘Why does pornography always make genitals look like wounds?’ she said.


  They left Maurice Ray taking pictures and returned to the station. Later that day they drove round to see his wife Sandra.


  The door to her imposing Hampstead home was so immaculate that as they stood there they could see their own reflections in the black paint. Flare’s wounded face looked like a scarcely beating heart in the burnished gloss.


  An attractive brunette with not a hair out of place opened the door and stood there looking at them with an expression of surprise which quickly turned to horror as Flare took out his badge.


  They followed her through to the drawing room, where she poured herself a glass of vintage Courvoisier cognac. As she sipped deeply from the tulip glass with perfect lips, Steele once again noticed the designer labels she was wearing and resented her model’s figure beneath the Gucci and Ferretti. She looked like she’d stepped straight from a Glamour magazine.


  ‘This is the second murder we’ve investigated in a week,’ Flare said. ‘We’re looking at the possibility that someone may be stalking and killing businessmen and we’re working on the hypothesis that there’s an explanation for this in their business dealings. I know this is hard for you, but you will be helping us and your husband if you can think of anyone he may have fallen out with or had a disagreement with recently.’
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