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​Prologue
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True crime has captivated our attention for centuries, and it’s not difficult to understand why. The human mind is a complex and fascinating thing, and when it’s capable of committing unspeakable acts, it becomes even more intriguing. The history of true crime goes way back to ancient times, when accounts of murders and violent crimes were recorded by way of paintings, sculptures, and even hieroglyphics depicting macabre scenes. While true crime as we know it today is covered in a very different way, the core concept of why we consume it is still there: we’re intrigued as to how our fellow men and women can be capable of such atrocities.

However, as humans have evolved over the years, so have our levels of empathy and compassion. These days, true crime followers know that behind every true crime story, there are real victims. In our modern world, it’s less about sensationalizing the killers and more about understanding that the victims deserve to have their voices heard. My intent for this series is to cover lesser-known crimes, in turn ensuring that the suffering that the victims endured isn’t forgotten. We will remember the monsters that carried out these crimes for the brutality they inflicted on another human being and the unimaginable pain and suffering they forced upon their victims.

If you’ve followed true crime for years, like me, then you might think you’ve heard just about every single case out there. Often, true crime documentaries and TV shows only cover the “big headline” criminals, and we get to know these cases inside out. Think of serial killers like Bundy or Ramirez - both heavily covered on TV and in books, and they’ve often been glorified for their vile acts - and I bet you know at least some things about their cases. But what if I told you the name Shana Grice? Or Mary Vincent? Or Thadius Phillips? These people are victims of some truly deplorable crimes from truly deplorable criminals, and I’ll cover their stories in these pages.

With that in mind, as always, I’d like to offer a quick word of caution about some of the cases I’ll cover in this book. Some of these crimes are particularly brutal to hear about, including ones involving sexual assault, torture or crimes involving children. This book touches on cases that involve these themes. With that said, let’s begin.
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​A Monster Disguised As A Human
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Los Angeles in the 70s was the place to be if you were a teenager. At least, that’s what most adolescents thought while dreaming of leaving their boring small towns to chase the sun, sea, and possibly stardom. The free-loving, carefree vibes of the 60s had turned California into a hippy utopia, a movement spilling over into the 70s to make LA seem like the place where dreams were made.

For young Mary Vincent, moving to California seemed like the best way to escape her drab life in Las Vegas, where she was forced to endure the messy fallout of her parents’ divorce. Aged just 15, Mary made her way to LA, hitchhiking at a time when it was deemed safe. As we now know, hitchhiking is indeed unsafe when you tally up all of the horrific murders, rapes, and assaults that have ever occurred as a result of a trusting “thumber” hopping into the vehicle of a madman. However, this was 1978, and hitchhiking was merely seen as a vagrant’s way of getting about and not an uncommon sight at all.

In her bid to get to California, Mary even slept rough and sometimes broke into vehicles to get a better night’s rest. She had an end goal to reach a family member’s house, which she eventually got to. However, Mary soon realized that life in LA wasn’t everything she’d been dreaming of. No cool hippy commune invited her to join, she had no friends to hang out with, and living with older relatives didn’t feel like the most impressive way to rebel. So, with the mirage of LA well and truly faded, Mary headed back to Vegas. Just like before, she would hitchhike her way home, but this time, she would stumble upon the worst kind of evil. The man she would cross paths with carried out acts so vulgar you’d think they only occur in horror movies.

Sadly, 50-year-old Lawrence Singleton would prove that depraved acts of violence and torture aren’t merely reserved for the big screen. There are truly sick individuals out there, and Singleton ranks among the sickest.

On September 29, 1978, Mary set about hitchhiking, where she met a young couple who were also looking for a ride. After a short stint thumbing in the midday heat, the trio eventually struck lucky when a van pulled over to the group. It was an older man, someone who Mary would describe as looking like a “grandfather” behind the wheel. His vehicle was empty, with enough room for the three of them to sit in comfortably. However, the man said only one person could hitch a ride, and he picked Mary out as his chosen passenger. The two other hitchhikers warned Mary that the man seemed shady and advised her not to take the offer of a lift.

However, Mary had been sleeping rough and didn’t know where her next meal was going to come from. She was tired, hungry, and homesick. She just wanted to get back to the comfort of her parents; even though they were arguing and the atmosphere was full of animosity, it was still home. She deliberated for a split second before her desire to get back home overrode her uncertainty about getting in the van. She hopped in and said goodbye to her fellow hitchhikers, who felt uneasy about letting the young girl drive off with the strange man.

Any uneasiness Mary felt soon evaporated when Lawrence Singleton headed in the direction of her destination. He seemed friendly enough, and the chatter was similar to how a grandparent would speak to you. Singleton looked much older than his 50 years, with more hair on his wiry eyebrows than on his heavily receded hairline. His face was weathered, heavily pockmarked, and lined. He seemed harmless, so when Mary found her eyes getting heavy, she allowed herself to drift off and catch up on some much-needed sleep.

When she awoke, however, she could see Singleton was driving in the wrong direction. Mary’s feeling of safety was suddenly swapped for distrust, and she told the older man to turn his van around, and that he knew fine well he was heading the wrong way. Singleton continued to head in the wrong direction until some stern words from the feisty teenager caused him to turn around. “It was an honest mistake,” the man told his young passenger, “I just missed the turn off.” Content with his answer and relieved that he was now heading in the right direction, Mary felt somewhat at ease again.

After a short while, Singleton said he needed to pull over to pee. Mary used the pit stop to stretch her legs and took a quick walk around the van to get the blood flowing in her legs again. When she looked down at her feet, she could see the laces in her sneakers were loose. She stretched down to tie them up, and as she did, Singleton crept up behind her and struck her head with a blunt object. As the teen fell to the floor, her attacker began punching her. He then grabbed her head and forced the dazed teen to perform a sex act on him.

Eventually, Singleton dragged Mary up off the floor and threw her into the back of his van. He threatened her life if she dared scream, a command the girl heeded. Depraved Singleton tied Mary’s hands behind her back and raped her repeatedly. When he was done, he jumped from the back of his van and got into the front, still naked, and drove a little more. Again, he pulled over in a desolate area and resumed his sickening attack. He had a jug of alcohol that he forced the teen to drink in between attacks, and eventually, Mary passed out.

When she awoke, she was forced to lie down on the side of the road. Begging to be set free, the teen tried to plead with her attacker’s human side. It turns out he didn’t have one. “You want to be free?” the cruel man goaded his vulnerable victim. “I’ll set you free.” He then grabbed a hatchet from his van and straddled Mary before raining a heavy blow onto her forearm, just below the elbow. With one arm, he rained blows, with the other, he held his victim down. After three whacks of the sharp hatchet, Singleton stood up and observed what he’d just done. Mary could see her arm was still clinging onto her attacker, but she was still lying on the ground. She’d held onto Singleton so tightly that when he chopped her arm off, it clung onto him. He flailed around, trying to remove the limb from himself before setting about chopping Mary’s other arm off.

Again, he rained blows onto the poor girl’s extremity before severing it completely.

He stood above his naked victim, whom he’d defiled, mutilated, and was now about to leave for dead. “Okay, now you’re free,” he said as he threw the girl 30 feet down a steep embankment, leaving her to die from blood loss.

Except Mary didn’t die.

She was falling in and out of consciousness, crawling as far as she could out of the canyon before losing consciousness again. You can only imagine the sheer terror and panic she would have felt each time she awoke from passing out, suddenly waking up in a situation from hell. I picture it like waking up from a deep sleep. Often, you have a 10-second period after waking from not remembering your worries, anxieties, or your problems. Then, after those few seconds of bliss, reality hits you like a ton of bricks. For Mary, that reality was so barbaric and torturous it certainly puts your typical day-to-day worries and concerns into perspective.

Cleverly, Mary also did her best to pack her wounded arms with mud to stop the bleeding as much as she could. She also held them high, as much as she could anyway, to further prevent blood loss. After what seemed like an eternity, she made her way out of the steep canyon. Still, the area was desolate and passersby were few and far between. Perhaps Singleton was still combing the area to make sure she was definitely dead, or perhaps a car passing would contain yet another monster with blood and lust on his mind... but any fears Mary had were faced when she made a difficult three-mile walk to Interstate 5. The determination she had to survive is commendable to say the least, unlike the first car Mary came across on the highway. When the driver saw the bloodied, naked, arm-less young girl stumbling toward them, they sped away as quickly as they could. The teenager’s faith in people had been tested throughout this ordeal, but luckily, the second car who spotted the dying girl pulled over and took her straight to the hospital.

She underwent surgery and was given prosthetic arms. This was the late 70s, however, and prosthetics weren’t as sophisticated as they are now. With money not being in abundance for Mary, she customized the prosthetics she was given by taking apart old appliances like fridges and stereos. The end product saw Mary’s hands being replaced with makeshift metal hooks, a new normal she would have to get used to. Her dream of dancing at Lido de Paris in Vegas had been cruelly stripped away from her most brutally.

As well as the physical changes she was forced to deal with, the psychological trauma was also something Mary had to face. Not only was she left with life-changing injuries, but she’d been through something so barbaric and traumatic that there was no way she’d have any chance of some recovery without intense psychotherapy.

With Mary seeing her attacker face to face for hours, she was able to offer police a detailed description of him. A sketch was drawn up that looked incredibly accurate; the furrowed brow, the lined skin, the distinctive nose, and barely there hair of Lawrence Singleton were all described so specifically by Mary that the police drawing was more like a portrait. So detailed was the sketch that Singleton was quickly identified and arrested for the heinous crime.

Of course, the twisted man would deny any involvement in the attack, meaning Mary had to testify against her rapist in court. In fact
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