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If you have an unusual problem, only one man can help.


Kansas City's foremost private investigator, DIRK GARRICK specializes in missing persons cases. But when his latent psychic abilities begin to awaken, he finds himself drawn deeper into the shadowy underworld of secret societies and occult crime.


In THE HAND OF FATE, The Bloodwine Killer, a master of macabre prose, crafts his murders like chapters in a sinister novel. Each victim becomes a character in his twisted tale, their blood spilled like ink upon the pages of his dark narrative. To catch him, Garrick must decipher his cryptic clues before he writes his next deadly chapter.













“All right, everyone, listen up!” A uniformed sergeant bellowed. The crowded room fell silent. Deputy Chief Gerald Soma walked in, looking like he’d been rode hard and put away wet, as some of the old timers liked to say. His typically crisp suit was wrinkled, and the bags under his eyes told of long nights without sleep. 


“You all know why you’re here-” Soma started, but a detective in the front row interrupted. 


“Yeah, but why is he here?”


The entire room directed its attention towards Dirk Garrick, who was standing in the corner with his partner Frank Hanson. Garrick had his head down, the brim of a brown felt fedora obscuring his eyes, a trenchcoat draped over his shoulders. Meanwhile, Hanson, unfazed by the situation, flashed a red-moustached smile while sipping steaming coffee from a paper cup. 


The main room of Kansas City’s Major Crimes Unit was crammed with bodies like a renaissance painting. The violence that had brought them here hung in the air like a pungent incense. The tension of such a high-profile case created tight emotions begging for release. 


“Are we hunting little green men?” A uniform in the back wondered aloud, which got a few harsh, but muted snickers.


“Stow it!” Soma barked, and the laughs abruptly stopped. “The mayor wants all hands on deck. I’m heading up the task force to bring the person the media dubbed ‘The Bloodwine Killer’ to justice. Garrick isn’t the only private detective we’re employing on this one. I’ll bring in Dog the fuckin’ Bounty Hunter if he can help. Lieutenant Frakes, we’ve all heard this before, but go over the basics anyway. I want everyone on the same page.”


“Sir!” The rail-thin Frakes jumped up as if this were the moment he’d been waiting for all his life. There was some slight sneering at his exuberant posturing. Soma was aware many of the rank and file saw him as a teacher’s pet, which was a more polite way of calling him an ass-kisser. Soma’s derriere was reserved for his husband, but Frakes was such a damned good organizer that Soma was willing to put up with his annoyingly positive attitude. “As you all know, the killer leaves behind a body mostly drained of blood. He also leaves behind a single wine goblet filled with each victim’s blood, hence his media designation. We do not know what he is doing with the rest of the fluid, especially given that the average human body holds up to a gallon and a half. There have been six victims total, one a month for the last six months. So far, no pattern has presented itself. The victims range in age from 23 to 65, both male and female, of differing ethnicities and sexual orientations. No connection between the victims has been found.”


“Thank you,” Soma said. “A run-down on each victim and where they were found is in your information packets. The last victim, Thomas Carter, was found three days ago. If the killer sticks with their M.O., that gives us just under a month to bring them in. Let’s make the most of that time.” 


“I still don’t see why we need private dicks on this,” another detective, Sanchez, grumbled, almost under his breath. Sanchez was a recent addition to Soma’s Major Crimes Unit, and so far, his main contribution had been complaining. 


“What part of all hands on deck is tripping you up?” Soma said, bending over and glaring at the man, who was suddenly having trouble making eye contact. “And let’s face it, Garrick and Hanson have more experience with serial killers than half the people in this room,” straightening up, he addressed the rest of the room, “Sergeants and Captains: you have carte blanch for overtime. Don’t abuse it, but don’t under-utilize it either. Everyone with a badge must be briefed and instructed to keep their eyes open. Any questions?”


“Any signs of torture or rape on the bodies?” 


“None,” Soma said. “The killer makes very careful incisions into the arteries at the wrists, neck, and legs. After he’s done, he washes the bodies, as no drop has been found on the skin or hair. Outside of the wine goblet, no blood has been found at the scenes.” 


“Have we looked into medical professionals, surgeons?” A female detective named Marlene asked. 


“We’ve done some preliminary investigation in that area, but some of you will do a deep dive. Draining a human body of blood isn’t an easy task. He needs a place to work and equipment. And despite what the media says, the bodies haven’t been drained of every last drop. I’ve been told that would be impossible.”


“Is he drugging the victims?” Detective Sanchez asked, still giving Garrick the side-eye.


“No,” Frakes answered. “Toxicology reports on all victims have been clean, save for the prescription meds the victims were normally taking. We believe the victims have all been alive and aware while he was working on them.”


This caused a stir in the room. Soma held up a hand for silence. “The FBI is sending out experts to take a second look. None of the victims have wounds to indicate they were struggling, which indicates some level of sedation. Okay, detectives, Lieutenant Frakes will be handing out assignments. Understand this supersedes any and all cases you’ve been working on. And I will have the badge of anyone who talks to the press without authorization, got it? Everyone else, dismissed.” 


Soma jerked his head for Garrick and Hanson to follow him as most cops began filing out of the room. Once inside the relatively safe confines of his office, Soma plopped down heavily into his chair and looked at them with bloodshot eyes. “Please tell me you’ve got something, anything.” 


“I hate to disappoint,” Garrick said. “I’ve been to all the crime scenes and seen the bodies, but too many people have been around them. I need a clean crime scene to really pick anything up.”


“I hope to God I won’t be able to give you one,” Soma said. 


“So, what haven’t you told the press?” Frank Hanson asked. 


“Okay,” Soma blew out a long breath, “This isn’t even in the packets the detectives have out there, and anyone who has seen them has been sworn to secrecy. This cannot get out.”


“Discretion is my middle name,” Garrick said. 


“Garrick,” Soma warned.


“Hey, I haven’t spilled any of your secrets, have I?”


“Fine, but I better not see this on a blog.” Of course, he was referring to their shapeshifting friend Vanessa Xu’s blog, which had recently become a minor sensation due to her reports on the secret society known only as the Dominion and its mind-control experiments. 


“She’s pretty good at keeping secrets, too,” Garrick said, “But I won’t say anything unless I talk to you first. Her abilities might come in handy if we get a line on this asshole.” 


“That’s a pretty big if,” Soma said. “Six months, and we don’t have a single suspect. It’s as if he’s randomly drawing names from a hat. There doesn’t seem to be anything connecting these people. We’ve investigated the backgrounds of every family member, friend, neighbor, work colleague, and delivery driver who has been in the area. Bupkis.”


“Which is why you called me,” Garrick said. It wasn’t a question. 


“Yeah. I hope to fuck this isn’t one of our weirdo psychic nut jobs, but I’m starting to believe that’s the only explanation.”


“We’ll get them, even so,” Garrick said, attempting to sound reassuring. 


“That’s not good enough,” Hanson put in. “This case is too big. He needs an arrest, or at least a body with a bullet in it and a plausible explanation, or the press are never going to let this go.” 


“Tell me about it,” Soma said, rubbing his eyes. “And given how many secrets I hold, the less press this receives, the better. The last thing I need is for someone to start digging into my background.”


“Amen to that,” Garrick said. “Is there anything you can give me? Any kind of weird lead that a normal dick couldn’t follow up on?”


A strange sensation rippled through them, causing the short hairs on Garrick’s arm to stand up. 


“No, there’s nothing…” Soma blinked, shook his head, and then opened a desk drawer. He handed Garrick a business card that read FOLEY’S GLASSWARE, with a phone number and an address. “Wait, there is this one thing. All the wine goblets the killer uses came from this business.”


“Sounds like a solid lead,” Hanson said. 


“Should be. But it was just one guy, Max Foley, who started a little glassware business in his garage after retiring as a city bus driver. That was thirty years ago. Foley died a few months ago, and according to his family, he never sold much, and most of his stock is just gathering dust after his death. They recognized the wine goblets but said he only made a couple of them, and his family still has those in a china cabinet. Yet, I have six of them in evidence.”


“Sounds like someone’s lying or mistaken,” Garrick said. 


“Or it’s a red herring designed to throw you off the track,” Hanson said. “Where’d you get the card?”


“From Foley’s grandson. The goblets are all stamped with Foley’s name on the bottom. We tracked the family down, but it came up as another dead end. I’m guessing Frank’s right: the killer is having someone else duplicate the Foley goblets to throw us off the track.”


“But that would mean the killer had some kind of connection to Foley in the first place,” Garrick said. 


“Bingo. I want you to follow up on that,” Soma said. “We’ve kept Foley’s name out of the press, and only the detectives in my unit know the goblets are identical.”


“I want to see them,” Garrick said. 


“I have photos I can pull up-.”


“No. I might be able to pull an energy signature off of the goblets. If everyone was following procedure, those cups haven’t been touched by anyone’s physical hands except the killer. I can work with that.”


Soma stood up. “Let’s go down to evidence.”




The wine goblets were kept in a separate case and sealed from outside view. Soma banished the evidence clerk from the viewing, irritating the older man. Garrick was used to cops giving him the stink eye when encroaching on their territory, but this one seemed especially fussy.


“Was that…?” Garrick whispered to Hanson.


“Jonesy? Yeah. He was ancient when I was a rookie. I’d have thought he’d have been retired by now.”


“He’s the only one who knows how the old inventory computer system works,” Soma said. “Everyone’s terrified the evidence for their cases will disappear if we try to upgrade.”


“I accused him of losing a piece of evidence years ago,” Garrick said. “Royally pissed him off. I found it a year later in the trunk of my car.”


“Naturally, you apologized for the error,” Soma said. 


“Back then, Garrick wasn’t quite the good-natured sweetheart he is today,” Hanson said.


“The suspect in that case had been killed in a drive-by, so it seemed best to let bygones bygones,” Garrick said. 


“I’m glad you’re no longer with the department,” Soma said. “You’re a walking ethics nightmare.” 


“You sound just like HR.” 


Soma returned to the evidence locker and opened it with what he probably thought was a grand flourish. 


Garrick gasped. It was probably coincidental, but the wine goblets had been placed in a row, evenly spaced apart, with a rear light giving them an appropriately mystic glow. 


Something weird happened. One moment, the goblets were ordinary wine glasses one might buy as part of an expensive dinnerware set. But, suddenly, in the blink of an eye, they were custom-blown glass, but the work was exquisite: orange, with angles on the cup and a stem that seemed to flow like water onto a jagged base. “What are those symbols?”


“What symbols?” Soma said, wrinkling his brow.


Garrick realized they weren’t carved into the glass but were glowing lightly on the surface. He was familiar with most occult symbolism, but these seemed almost alive, shifting as he watched.


“Garrick, what are you seeing?” Hanson asked quietly. 


“Symbols, writing of some sort on glass, but they keep changing. And no, I don’t know what they’re saying.”


“I was afraid of this,” Soma said glumly. 


Garrick ignored him, closed his eyes, and focused on the forehead area of the ‘third eye,’ attempting to deepen his astral vision. He watched scenes play out in his mind’s eye until, at last, he opened his eyes, letting vertigo wash over him. 


“Well?” Soma said anxiously.


“There were twelve of them. Special commission. I couldn’t see the killer, but I could see the maker of these goblets; I’m presuming that was Foley. He wasn’t just some old man with a boring hobby. He had skills. It isn’t just blood that was in these goblets; it was the life force of the victim. I would strongly suggest you separate these. I don’t know what might happen if you continue to keep them together, but I don’t think it will be anything good.” 


“Right. Anything else?”


“I need to see the goblets the Foley family has. I need to see if they’re part of this set or just something he was fiddling with.”


“So we’ll know if there will be four more victims or six,” Hanson said 


“I’ll get you the address.” 


“I’ll go as soon as we’re done here. How’s Stewart handling this?”


Stewart Cherish was Soma’s husband. He was also one of the few people on Earth who could naturally see the dark predators that preyed on humanity. Between that and Soma being transgender and quite possibly immortal, Garrick assumed they had lively discussions at home. 


“It’s been a learning curve. We haven’t even gone on a honeymoon yet. This case has been a nightmare, but luckily, he’s pretty understanding. Frankly, we’ve both been alone for so long that even sporadic company is welcome. And he’s super busy as well. Since the um… previous owner of D.I.G. Software mysteriously disappeared,” Soma rolled his eyes. “Everything has been in flux, and the company almost folded. But, he and a group of other programmers snagged the lease and are reforming it into something besides a front for illegal mind-control experiments, which, of course, no one but Stewart knows about.”


“Sounds stressful.”


“Should be, but I’ve never seen him so excited. Like a kid in a candy store.”


Garrick was happy for Soma. Sincerely happy, which was a new sensation for him. He was used to making gaggy noises around upbeat couples, but he seemed to have lost the stomach for mocking people. 


“I may need to return and spend some quality time with those goblets. There are probably secrets that require heavy meditation time to uncover,” Garrick said.


“Let me know when, and I’ll arrange for them to be moved upstairs into a secure room.”


“Deja vu,” Frank Hanson said. 


“How’s that?” Soma frowned. 


“This reminds me of the Vertigo case Garrick bailed me out of a few years ago,” Hanson replied. 


“Oh yeah, the West Barton Butcher,” Soma said. “That case made headlines even in New York. You guys finally caught up with him. He killed himself in a bonfire, if I remember correctly. But you guys saved a girl from going in with him.”


“No, we didn’t,” Hanson said. “She went in; she just didn’t die.”


“How’s that?”


“The fire didn’t touch her. She walked out of that bonfire like it was just a warm bath,” Garrick said. “She’s in L.A. now. She’s like you; can’t be killed or even seriously injured.”


Soma looked thoughtful. “When this case is over, you have to arrange an introduction.” 


“Deal.”


“Alright,” Hanson said, clapping his hands cheerfully. “Let’s go find a sicko killer.” 




Garrick left the police station, careful not to slip on the January ice that permeated the steps. It had been six months since his tousle with the Toymaker, the latest in a long line of Sick Evil Fucks that seemed intent on haunting Garrick's life. The last half-year had been relatively quiet by Garrick's standards, most of his cases being filled with deadbeat dads, cheating husbands, and the sort of people who didn't seem to understand that you shouldn't spend an afternoon running around Worlds of Fun when you're telling your insurance company that an accident left you permanently bed-bound. 


He got to his car, a gray, newer model Chrysler 300, and rubbed his hands together until the car warmed up and the heater kicked in. He was parked next to Frank Hanson's dark green Ford King Ranch, which seemed ostentatious considering the older man lived in the suburbs and the only thing he'd used the truck to haul was a nice leather recliner for his den. But considering Garrick dressed like a 1930s detective, who was he to judge other people's eccentricities? Hanson had stayed behind to play catch-up with some old friends on the force. Hanson's gentle, non-threatening manner would probably yield all kinds of interesting bits of information that even Soma wasn't aware of. Cops loved to gossip. 


Garrick pulled out his iPhone and called Sophia. She didn't answer, but a text popped up: Stepping into a shower. Call you back.


Satisfied, Garrick put the phone away. They had made a deal that she would always pick up when he called, but a text letting him know she was okay sufficed in most situations. Sophia Serafine had been diagnosed with Parkinson's Disease a year before, and while she wasn't showing many symptoms except unsteadiness on her feet, Garrick was still worried. She walked with a cane most days. The cane was ornate, carved by a local craftsman with a ball end instead of a hook, and she'd decorated it with strips of leather with beads attached. Most assumed the cane was an affectation instead of a necessity, and she preferred it that way. She was uninterested in anyone's pity and continually refused Garrick's offer of co-habitation. Garrick feared she would push the definition of "fiercely independent" to its extreme before this was over. Her rebelliousness brought forth both admiration and dread in Garrick. He knew his visions of her lying helpless on the floor of her apartment with no one to assist was more a product of his anxiety than any psychic vision, but that didn't make them go away. 


Garrick drove a while, heading out of his usual stomping grounds in Missouri and into Wyandotte County in Kansas. Wyandotte had a reputation for being an impoverished part of the city, but from Garrick's perspective, it wasn't any better or worse than any other area that failed to cater to the super-rich. It boasted a reasonably large minority population, probably where the projections of it being run-down and crime-ridden came from. The Foley's lived in an area that, during warmer weather, was lush with overgrown foliage and old-growth trees. That was something else that offended rich sensibilities; they liked their forests neatly trimmed with clearly lined paths, bug zappers, and armed rangers to ensure they weren't exposed to animals that didn't understand it was improper to eat anyone with an 800 credit score. 


On the other hand, Garrick quite liked the look of a natural forest, at least from a distance. Areas like this were a reminder that, deep down, nature didn't honestly care about such things as maxed-out 401k plans and would swallow rich and poor alike with equal dispassion. There was something beautiful in that. 


The Foleys lived at the end of a gravel road in a two-story house that might have been mediocre a few decades ago. It looked like it had been built from a kit purchased from Sears & Roebuck. You still saw those, sometimes out in the country, old houses built by hand back before things like indoor plumbing and electricity were considerations. The house had lights on, so clearly, someone had wired the place up since its construction. From what he could spy through the window, a new add-on appeared to be a kitchen. Garrick was sure everything was up to code. 


There was the obligatory car in the tall grass of the front lawn, quietly rusting away. The make was unidentifiable, possibly an old Pinto. A German Shepard chained to a spike in the ground watched Garrick carefully but didn't bark. Garrick gave him a wide berth. It was his experience that the non-barking dogs were the ones mostly likely to tear out your jugular if you weren't careful. It was far too cold outside for a dog to be chained out like that, but the dog didn't seem to mind. 


This place was familiar, as if he’d been here before. Maybe he had. He’d worked a few cases in Wyandotte County, not all of them sober. Garrick made a mental note to check his case files when he returned home.


Before Garrick could get to the porch, a man in faded denim overalls with a shock of white hair on his head barged out and scowled at him. "If you're with the newspapers, you can fuck right off. I already told 'em we ain't got shit to say." 


Garrick raised an eyebrow. Soma had told him the press didn't know about the Foley connection, and Garrick hadn't seen a mention in any of the mainstream press on the killings. He gave the man his best innocent expression. "I'm not with the press. I'm a detective working with the police." 


The man grunted. "We already told them everything we know too." 


"Indeed. I'm a specialist. I might catch something a regular cop might miss." 


"Fine," the man sighed. "I suppose if I tell you to go bugger yourself, you'll just come back with another warrant and tear my place up again." 


Garrick decided it was best the man didn't know he had no authority in the area of warrants and merely nodded. "I promise I'll be as inconspicuous as possible." 


The man gave Garrick the glare of one with a lifelong suspicion of words with more than two syllables. "Fine. I'm Chris, by the way. I'm guessing you'll be wanting to see the goblets."


"Yes, please."


Another grunt. Chris Foley turned and returned inside, not bothering to hold the screen door open for Garrick, which slammed against the frame. Garrick gingerly opened it up, went through, and carefully closed it. The living room was tidy but had the oppressive feel houses acquired after decades of absorbing cigarette smoke. There were cats everywhere, sort of. Ceramic cats, macrame cats, pillows with cats on them, framed pictures of cats on every wall, even a rug shaped like a cat. The only thing missing was, naturally, an actual cat. Foley saw Garrick's expression and gave him a now classic Foley grunt, "Wife loves cats. Too bad she's allergic to them." 


Garrick's guess about the house's age appeared to be close to correct. It didn't have central air; heat was provided by a gas stove that created a temperature hot enough to boil water within a three-foot radius and left the rest of the room ice cold. 


He led Garrick to a china cabinet filled with curios—most cat-themed. On the top shelf were two glass goblets identical to the ones in Soma's evidence room. Foley opened the cabinet and stepped back, allowing Garrick to peruse it. 


Apart from the craftsmanship - which was excellent - they were wholly unremarkable. No weird energy, no ghostly occult symbols, just a set of nice goblets one could easily see filled with wine. That meant either these were different than the ones the killer was using, or he was the one charging them up with energy for who knows what purpose. 


Garrick stepped back. "Where are the rest of them?"


“There aren’t any. I thought you knew that." 


"The police have six. You have two. Your grandfather made twelve."


"What the fuck makes you say that?"


"I can't talk about that. But I know your grandfather made twelve goblets in all, so four are unaccounted for. You told the police there were no business records?"


"Nope. Glassworks was Papy's lifelong hobby, but he never made enough to claim on taxes. He sometimes set up a table at the flea market. Sold enough to buy himself a good bottle of whiskey now and then, but that was it." 


"That's a shame. These are easily as good, if not better, than anything I've seen sold in stores. He had real talent."


Garrick was telling the truth; the goblets were exquisite, but his attempt at overt flattery fell flat on Foley, who merely gave another expected grunt. "I'll show you his workshop."


Foley led Garrick back outside. They walked past a separate garage that had seen better days but might have been built in this century. Given the amount of junk piled floor-to-ceiling, no car had parked there in years. Foley had a bit of a limp, and Garrick struggled not to imitate the man's shuffling gait. 


There was an old barn located a distance away from the house. It was peculiar because the house was in the middle of a forest, and there was no farmland around. The barn's boards were worn and weathered, and the structure appeared weak and unstable due to age. It seemed like everyone who had a hand in building it had completely different ideas on the design of a barn. The barn was surrounded by bare trees that were probably quite beautiful in the fall season. However, in the cold month of January, they looked like the crooked fingers of the undead, waiting to seize anyone who got too close.


"The previous owners built it before Papy bought the place," Foley replied in response to a polite inquiry from Garrick. "They had some grand plan to cut down the trees and plant crops. Fuckin' stupid if you ask me. This land is all hills and valleys. Not enough flat land to grow anything, and the ground's tougher than shit to break. Ain't nothing going to grow out here except weeds." 


There were plenty of those, Garrick observed. If it had been summertime, his legs would have been covered in chigger bites by the time he was done. 


A rusted chain and antique padlock kept the barn doors closed. Garrick was confident he could snap the chain with a hard sneeze. Foley dug out a key from the depths of a frayed pocket and snapped the lock open. The doors groaned in protest at being swung open to reveal a pitch-black maw of nothingness. Foley felt inside for a second before clicking a switch that turned on an overhead lamp that provided a sickly yellow illumination. 


The barn was filled with equipment that Garrick could only assume was used in the art of glassblowing. Tables were filled with half-completed pieces; given the sheer volume, clearly, the elder Foley had been keeping busy. The crowning piece was a large brick oven that now lay cold and dark, probably never to be fired up again. Garrick idly wondered if one could dispose of a corpse in that oven. The place smelled strongly of mold, old oil, and mouse droppings, but not burnt flesh, thank goodness. 


"He built the oven himself," Foley said with pride. "Worked better than those overpriced ones the corporations try to push on you."


Garrick couldn't imagine there were that many shady companies in the glassblowing oven business but decided to let it ride. "How did your grandfather pass?"


"Heart attack. Right here. Working. We had to shut down the oven and let it cool off before the medics could get close enough to haul him out." 


Garrick wandered about. Nothing even remotely similar to the goblets could be seen. But something was wrong. For one, there were far too many works in progress for this to have been an old man's hobby. Nearby shelves were filled with ornate glasses, animals, and rarefied sculptures. One could stock an entire store with the products in this barn. 


Second, bio-energy was seeping through the floorboards in misty green waves, like something from one of those B-grade horror flicks Sophia was constantly subjecting him to. 


"Is there a storage room underneath the barn?" Garrick asked. 


"Naw. House don't even have a basement. Ground's too hard. Take heavy machinery to dig a hole here."


The man was telling the truth, which complicated things. Something was down there. It looks like old man Foley had secrets his family wasn't privy to. 


"See," Foley said. "I told you. This is everything. No more goblets. He might have had 'em on his table at the flea market. Guessing that's where your killer bought them."


"Did he ever take commissions?"


"I don't think so, but maybe. He didn't talk about it much. He'd been in Korea. That's where he first got into glass blowing. It made him forget about the stuff he'd done in the war. He came back a changed man, real quiet. We respected his privacy." 


Garrick thanked the man, handed him a card, and gave him the usual spiel about calling if he had any additional information to provide. Foley stuck the card in the same pocket the key had come from, where it would no doubt sit forgotten until the end of time. 


Garrick left, thinking heavily about the garage's energy and what it could mean. 
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