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​Introduction
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Welcome to number twelve in the Unbelievable Crimes series. As always, for those new to the series, let me explain the premise of these anthologies: to explore relatively unknown or lesser-covered true crime stories.

There are no tales of Bundy or Dahmer here; they’ve been covered time and time again. As barbaric and evil as these men were, believe it or not, there are men and women out there who are just as evil, who have committed atrocities just as disturbing as their spate of crimes. For whatever reason, many of these stories evaded the news and faded into obscurity almost as soon as they were made known.

I can’t quite figure out why the likes of Bundy got so much attention, yet many of the criminals I’ll cover in this volume got a few local paper headlines before being filed at the back of the true crime vault. Not that I rally for any criminal to get “attention” (it seemed Bundy basked in the infamy he got), but I do feel like many victims never get the remembrance they deserve when the tale of how they died is ignored by the media. 

The victims deserve to be remembered and revered and their story told in a respectful way.

On top of that, the criminal ought to be remembered for the vile acts they committed. 

While the crimes of Ramirez, Kemper, and Gacy are continuously covered, the crimes of lesser-known criminals are buried. As such, their victims’ stories are forgotten. To forget is to allow history to repeat itself.

In this anthology, I cover 20 true crime stories that stood out to me as relatively unknown despite the barbarity and violence of the crimes. From twisted fiends who believe they are vampires to vengeful lovers, Unbelievable Crimes Volume Twelve explores a new batch of case files that have barely been touched over the years.

As I always do, I’d like to offer a quick word of caution about some of the cases in this book. Some are particularly brutal to hear about, including those of sexual assault, torture, or true crimes involving children. With that said, if you’re ready, let’s begin.
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Some cases are so barbaric and sadistic that you find yourself thinking, surely this didn’t happen; it can’t be true. Certain true crime cases are littered with so much depravity and violence we can’t quite wrap our heads around the fact that it actually happened. 

Perhaps it’s our mind protecting us, trying to make us believe that such evil doesn't exist in the world and extreme brutality is only reserved for horror films.

It’s a bit like suppressing traumatic memories or reimagining history to convince ourselves things weren’t as bad as they actually were at the time. We often refuse to accept the true horrors of certain situations because our mind wants to protect us from facing the upset. Many people behave like this when confronted with true crime stories, too, simply brushing them off as exaggerated for news headlines or fluffed up for tantalizing documentaries. 

For some, it may result from a sheltered existence; for others, it’s a way to avoid the reality of how harsh the world can be. For true crime followers, we tend to be on the other end of the scale: perhaps overly suspicious, some may say, though all too aware of the dangers of the world.

The case I’m about to cover has provoked reactions of disbelief over the years due to the sheer depravity of the perpetrator. He was as sadistic as you can get, and his one-man crime spree is more like a badly written, gory horror movie than something that happens in real life.

The crimes of Anthony Paul Arkwright were very much real, as was the unimaginable and inhumane torture he inflicted upon his victims. His case is a frustrating one, not just because he evaded capture, which allowed him to target more victims, but because of his sickening motive: he wanted to be famous for his crime spree.

Anthony Arkwright was born in 1967 in Wath-upon-Dearne, a small town in South Yorkshire, England. His childhood was blighted for several reasons; his parents seemingly abandoned him and his five brothers and sisters when they were all very young. As a result, the Arkwright siblings found themselves in the care system.

Care homes in the early 70s weren't considered kind, nurturing places. Back then, it wasn't uncommon for care homes to expose already traumatized children to abuse, either at the hands of staff or the other children housed with them. Some people who endured living in a children’s care home at that time have gone on to go on record to speak about their experiences, leaving some to refer to that time as an “epidemic of abuse” in the care system.

It’s not clear whether young Anthony was among those who suffered while in care. Still, we do know he exhibited petty criminal behaviors from a young age, and his academic achievements were nonexistent, likely through choice as opposed to inability. As he grew older, his wayward behaviors only escalated, leading him to move from the care system to the youth offending system.

Anthony was plagued by rumors that he was the result of an illegal yet consensual relationship between his biological mother and his biological grandfather. This claim has never been proven, though it’s been suggested that Anthony mistakenly thought it to be true. 

By the time he was 21, Anthony was a well-known petty criminal, both by the police and members of the small local community. He was someone to avoid; if you saw him walking toward you in the city center, you’d be wise to take a detour to avoid passing him since the young man was senselessly violent, unpredictable, and callous. He would steal without remorse, verbally and physically assault the innocent, and drift in and out of police custody for doing so.

Now, Anthony was over the age of 18, and whenever he found himself incarcerated, it was in an adult prison. He was no wallflower, and his threatening presence likely saw many of the prisoners leave him be as he sat in the prison library, devouring books on serial killers.

As you and I both know, an interest in true crime or serial killers is born from natural human intrigue. For Anthony, though, it was different: it was his obsession. He read killers’ biographies as a source of motivation and inspiration. He devoured the story of killer Peter Sutcliffe, the Yorkshire Ripper, as many would enjoy reading their favorite celebrity's autobiography. 

His most revered killer was Jack the Ripper. Anthony knew everything there was to know about the unidentified murderer—aside from his identity, naturally—and would mention this to his fellow prisoners, casually telling them that one day, he’d be just as famous as his idol. Even fellow criminals didn’t know what to make of the twisted admission; many took it as a macabre joke from an oddball, and others believed that Anthony Arkwright truly was capable of multiple murders. Sadly, the latter would be correct.

Life could have been good for the young man. By the mid-80s, the local council had given him a flat. Factory work and manual labor jobs weren’t hard to come by, and Anthony was fit enough to put in the hours and earn a good wage. He could have carved a modest life for himself, perhaps met someone if he decided that’s what he wanted, and broken free from his criminal past.

However, he lacked any sort of work ethic. Instead of working or looking for work, he would spend his days indulging in his killer fantasies. Combined with his desire to kill, Anthony also had a passion for survival. There wasn’t much to protect yourself from or “survive” in South Yorkshire. The sleepy town was surrounded by fields of docile sheep, and the crime rates in the area were low, aside from the persistent spate of crimes carried out by Anthony himself.

Still, he’d set up camp in fields around the area, surviving the persistent cold weather in a den he built himself. While camping out, despite having a flat to reside in, he’d dream of scenarios in which he’d kill his random victims.

However, state benefits weren’t much, and it served Anthony better in finding steady work. That in itself wasn’t a problem, but his attitude toward work was. If he got a job, often manual work, he would just not show up or be overtly clear of his disdain toward the job when he did arrive.

In 1988, he was working at a scrapyard, though, as usual, he was careless about keeping the job. His employer had no choice but to let him go after Anthony was absent for several of his scheduled shifts in a row.

Despite not showing any care for the job, Anthony was furious when he was handed his dismissal letter. Along with his termination letter was his final pay, which the incensed man used to go on a day-drinking spree. He downed one pint of beer after another, simmering in rage over how his employer had treated him.

By mid-afternoon, Anthony was staggering and slurring his words. It was at this point he decided to visit his grandfather. When he arrived at his house, the 68-year-old wasn’t home, but Anthony knew where he’d be: tending to his vegetables at the allotment. So, the drunken man made his way there and, as expected, saw his grandfather hunched over a vegetable patch. Spotting his grandson, Stanislav Pudoikas greeted him; Anthony reciprocated by stabbing him multiple times.

The force of the flurry of knife attacks paralyzed the victim’s spinal cord. Stanislav was still alive but unable to move, blood quickly leaving his body from the multiple knife wounds inflicted by his grandchild.

Anthony then dragged Stanislav into his shed and picked up a heavy hammer. He used this to rain blows to the victim’s skull, so much so he crushed it, killing him mercilessly. 

The sickening attack was just the beginning of Anthony’s spree of depravity. Instead of coming to realize just how horrific and irreversible his actions were, he persisted in indulging his violent fantasies. After years of wanting to emulate Jack the Ripper, it seems Anthony Arkwright had finally decided to act on his urges. More blood spill was to come.

Fueled by exhilaration and alcohol, Anthony resumed his pub crawl. Certainly, he didn’t feel any remorse for what he’d done, as was evident by his subtle confession to the barman asking how his day was: “It’s been murder on the allotment,” Anthony would reply. How could the barman know the patron was being quite literal in his response?

Anthony continued drinking through the night and showed no signs of calming down. People who were also out drinking that night saw the 21-year-old and noticed he was on a high: wild-eyed and acting manically. He would embark on his next terrible crime in the early hours of the next day, August 28.

Former teacher Raymond Ford had long been a victim of Anthony’s. For years, the young man bullied, berated, and frequently abused the 45-year-old. Anthony would pick up dog mess and post it through Raymond’s door, not in the least bit fearful of being spotted as the culprit. He would smash the man’s windows for fun, again unbothered if he’d been spotted carrying out the crime.

On one occasion, Anthony even broke into Raymond’s home and stole some of his expensive and sentimental items. Raymond was at a loss as to how to deal with his tormentor's persistent behavior. He decided to report the burglary to the police and told officers that it was likely Anthony who had broken into his home. 

This angered Anthony more than usual. His rage came to a head in the early hours of August 28, around 12 hours after he’d mercilessly killed his grandfather.

Anthony returned to his flat after the pubs had kicked him out. Restless and full of murderous intentions, he picked up his devil mask and placed it over his face. His “look” wasn’t menacing enough, he felt. He stripped completely naked aside from the mask, left his home, and made his way to Raymond Ford’s property. The man’s house already had broken windows courtesy of Anthony, which is what the criminal climbed through in order to enter.

Raymond was asleep in his armchair in the living room. Looming over him was a stark naked killer in nothing but a terrifying mask. Anthony, knife in hand, unleashed a flurry of violence on the vulnerable man, stabbing him over 250 times. The knife used, as you expect, wasn’t made to inflict such sadistic violence and broke partway through the attack. This didn’t stop Anthony from retrieving a new knife and resuming his twisted assault.

This prolonged violence still wasn’t enough to quell Anthony’s appetite for blood. In a sickening display, he went on to disembowel his victim before scattering his insides throughout his home.

It’s been estimated the whole attack lasted about an hour. By this point, it was getting light outside, and Anthony was exhausted from the depravity. Still naked, he returned home, washed the blood from his body, and went to bed.

He awoke just a few hours later. The police were banging on his door, and there was no way for Anthony to escape without them capturing him. He answered the door and was quickly cuffed and taken to the local station. He was frustrated that his spree had to end so soon after it began. After all, Jack the Ripper had killed at least five people. 

Anthony’s concerns soon evaporated when he realized that the police were only arresting him for breaking into Raymond Ford’s house the week prior. They had no clue that Raymond was now dead, lying lifeless in his home in a pool of his own blood. In fact, Anthony was only detained for a short while before being released on bail. 

The spree could commence. 

After resting for the remainder of the day, Anthony returned to the pub that night. He began drinking heavily again, getting louder and more lairy as the night went on. Perhaps Anthony knew what he was going to do later that night.

In the early hours of August 29, he set his sights on another of his vulnerable neighbors. Marcus Law was just 25 years old and relied on a wheelchair to get around after a motorbike accident rendered him paraplegic when he was younger. Marcus and Anthony were acquaintances, with Marcus often asking Anthony if he could borrow a cigarette. The criminal would often agree, though he would regularly have the favor returned.

Still, Anthony decided that Marcus had taken one too many cigarettes off him over the years. For this indiscretion, he decided, he must die.

Anthony made it to Marcus’ home, broke in, and stabbed the man over 70 times. Just like he had with Raymond, the killer tried to disembowel his victim. 

Marcus couldn’t walk; he stood no chance against his killer.

When Anthony was unable to gut his victim as expected, he picked up one of Marcus’ crutches and stomped it straight through his abdomen. Again, the sadism wasn’t enough for Anthony. He wanted to defile his victim entirely. He gouged both of Marcus’ eyes out and used the sockets as an ashtray.

Anthony then went about his Sunday as usual. By chance, he walked past Marcus’ mother in the street later that day and pulled her to one side to offer his condolences about Marcus tragically killing himself. This was news to the shocked mother, who raced to her son’s house. What she discovered would haunt her for the rest of her natural life.

The police were called, and Anthony was arrested for the second time in two days.

Once in the interview room with the police, Anthony was arrogant and haughty. He didn’t deny anything but gave little in the way of answers. He simply told the police that four people were dead and a madman was on the loose. Four people? The police thought they were dealing with just one victim. Still, Anthony wouldn’t elaborate on his comments.

So, the police headed to Raymond Ford’s house since he’d most recently complained to them about Anthony’s harassment and abuse toward him. The officer on duty, David Winter, never got over the crime scene he walked into. When Raymond didn’t answer the door, the concerned officer made his way into the property, following a trail of blood that got bigger and bigger. Then, he stumbled upon an organ on the floor. Looking further, he could see other internal organs scattered on the blood-covered carpet.

Raymond lay in the bedroom. Anthony had said there were four victims; it seems the police had now found two of them, both killed in the same sadistic way.

What about the two unknown victims?

Anthony wouldn’t reveal any more than he already had. He spoke in riddles and maintained his conceited attitude toward the police. Almost a week after his arrest, the police found Stanislav Pudoikas lifeless in his allotment shed. Victim number three had been found.

There was just one left.

The discovery of Anthony’s grandfather led the police to search the man's property. Inside, they found the lifeless body of 73-year-old Elsa Kronadaite, Stanislav’s housekeeper. 

Victim number four had been found.

Anthony had no choice but to admit to the killings, except for the murder of Elsa. He denied killing her but did offer strange comments that suggested he was the culprit. Still, there was something else Anthony wanted to confess: he’d killed a fifth person.

The police were now panicking, trying to find the fifth victim before Anthony’s trial began. Again, the killer offered little in the way of tangible evidence or leads, leaving the police to blindly search for a body in the local area. When nothing came of it, the police could only surmise that Anthony made up the fifth victim when press coverage of him began to wane. After all, he’d done this with the intention of becoming infamous. Jack the Ripper had five victims at least. Anthony didn’t want to fall short of his hero.

When the police let Anthony know they were onto his lies, he began acting
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