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When I first proposed the idea of a full-length novel based on G. B. Carmichael’s novella, “The Vacation Killer Stories,” published in her first book, “Canongate to Cannon Shell,” she was agog with trepidation. The subsequent exchanges we had via e-mail and live chat were at first filled with self-doubt. “Is there really enough to make a full-length novel interesting?” was one of the recurring questions. 

Here we are, several months later, and a full-length novel, “The Vacation Killer” is in print. G. B. Carmichael let the characters tell their stories, and she swore at times that they were sitting on her shoulder, whispering in her ears. Because of the way the story unfolded, I believe that the characters did speak to her and guide her words to paper. 

I am honored to be the editor and publisher for this book, and I hope you will enjoy reading it.

Michael Paul Hurd

Author/Publisher

Lineage Independent Publishing

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Out of The Darkness, a Heroine Rises
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Who will nourish me, protect me

and Love me, as I need to be loved, 

whispered the broken warrior crone.

From the great ethereal space of darkness,

Roared a silent, “No-One”.

She lowered her head, and communed 

With her inner spirit. 

And did, as ever, raised her chin.

in defiance of the silence.

She picked up her sword, smiled,

Straitened her spine, stood tall,

And ROARED back into the ether,

I WILL.  
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Chapter One: An Introduction
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She was single from choice: it suited her lifestyle. She kept her dark side well hidden. The staff at the infant school where she worked would have described her as a dedicated and compassionate teacher who loved the children and lived for her work. 

Hah! That’s all they knew. They would stand united in their defence of her, rolling their eyes at the very thought of any impropriety far less criminal activity. 

But they were so very wrong, Lorna Feeney was a sadistic inventive serial killer. 

Nowadays she holidayed in a different country every year. She lived for those weeks off, being her true self. 

She would seduce some young man or woman, and occasionally rich older men; they were always so terribly grateful and eager to spoil her. Ultimately though, it was the fierce passion of youth that always excited her to a higher place and left her wanting. When she had had her fill of enchanting and teasing her victim, she would whisper a rendezvous time and place, then strike. 

She was devious enough to always ensure it would seem impossible for her to have made it to the meeting point. She always had an alibi; she could never have been there. The destruction of her latest lover would be deemed accidental. They never put two and two together. 

Her first kill had been a friend from school, her first sexual encounter. She was still flush from their erotic, if inexperienced, tumble in the back of a car. He had foolishly and incessantly teased her. She remembered nothing of what followed. When she came to herself again, he was dead, and she felt amazing. 

His decomposed body wasn’t found for over ten years. She had been reborn that day, she was a dispenser of death! 

She loved her life, and their deaths – at least that’s what she told herself.
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Chapter Two: The Making of a Killer
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Lorna Feeney

Saint Catherine’s children’s home was situated on the outskirts of Brighton. Lorna Feeney had been one of its resident children since she was found on the doorstep when she was about six years old. Her body had been covered in bruises, cigarette burns, cuts, and scabs. Her hair, matted and lice ridden, had to be shaved off. Her bones protruded beneath her undernourished skin.

All the ministrations, whether pleasant or painful, like the cleaning of the infected cuts, she endured without reaction. Lorna was so docile it was painful to watch. The physical damage was obvious. 

Sadly, the damage to her psyche was unseen and yet to manifest itself. Psychiatric and psychological help for a child who was not “acting out” or totally withdrawn was bound to have been overlooked. Had the wisdom of today been available back then, many lives may have been saved, including poor Lorna’s.

She thrived under the care of the nuns and care workers there, at least for the first six months, Lorna thought herself in heaven. Sisters Beryl and Barbara were kind, caring, and encouraged her to mix. They took quite a shine to her and often pulled the prettiest of clothes from donations for her. They were aware, from medical reports and interviews by police when she was first found, that Lorna had been poorly cared for and cruelly used by her father and other adult men. 

They had tried to locate her parents, but the home they once had in an area in the seediest part of the seaside town had been abandoned. They learned from neighbours that her parents were serious drug addicts who had to leave in a hurry after scoring on tick from the wrong people. They had disappeared. It was a miracle the child had survived at all in the squalor and filth she had endured.

Six months after her arrival and following diagnosis of early onset dementia, the benign and benevolent Mother Superior Kathleen was replaced by Sister Beatrice, a cold, unkind, and unhappy woman who was only ever observed to be close to showing pleasure when in the company of two of the priests. Then she would simper after them, hanging on their every word.

The two priests who evoked this response were Father Bernard and Father John. Sister Beatrice would be beside herself if she found she had failed to please them. On the other hand, if Father Liam and more so Father George’s voice were to be heard approaching, she would jump, as if an electric shock had been administered. Should they approach and speak to her, she was subservient and submissive, reminiscent of a whipped dog. She never dared to look into their faces when they spoke to her. Whenever one of these meetings occurred the good Sister was vicious to any and all upon whom she might happen. God help anyone who witnessed her obsequious grovelling. Many a back, leg or arm would sport the mark of her stick, delivered with a heavy hand as she passed in her debased rage.

Father George had requested Sister Beatrice to escort the now seven-year-old Lorna to his office. She was brutal whenever she encountered Lorna or any pretty or attractive but damaged girls or boys. Sister Beatrice had never at any time in her life been attractive. Her eyes were sunken and too small for her large, jawed face. Her nose, crooked, ending in a bulbous lump, which shadowed her thin straight lips. And the hump on her left shoulder was the final touch.

Her parents were aghast and from shame hid her as much as possible, sending her away to school so they were not offended daily by her presence. Her fellow students were cruel as children often can be. All this, a recipe for a cold, hard and vengeful woman. One who would go to her grave knowing she was unloved at birth and so it would be at her death. 

She hated the world and all who inhabited it, the exceptions being Fathers Bernard and John, whose sexual interactions she had convinced herself was affection, love even? Fathers Liam and George also availed themselves of her body, but were often sadistic, brutal, and misogynistic, taking pleasure in her humiliation and debasement. As her superiors, their positions ensured she dare not rock the boat. Where else could she go? The habit, the Church, they were her hiding place from a world that had refused and reviled her.

The day she first took Lorna, she was happy. She assumed that this time it was not she who was on her way to his office to face the pain and shame that surely followed. The child: this pretty, auburn-haired child, was the one on her way to something life altering. Sister Beatrice was glad it was the child and not her. 

How wrong she was! She had jumped the gun. Two hours later she and an unaltered Lorna left Father George’s rooms. He had forced Sister Beatrice to strip, then strip the child. He then made her show the child her future duties to this priest. She also had to make certain the child understood the consequences of attempting to tell anyone. Sister Beatrice would forever harbour a deep and dark hatred for Lorna. The girl had witnessed her total humiliation. She hated her only marginally less than she hated Father George.

Lorna however, though disappointed at having a man use her, had endured far worse before she came here. Here she was fed regularly and well, she was schooled and had a warm bed with clean linen, and clean clothes. This was nothing she had not survived before. So, it impacted only in as much as she was saddened, as it was not something she enjoyed but endured, and Sister Beatrice was now even more brutal towards her. 

Lorna had learnt when she was small to pretend; to retreat mentally to a beautiful place, a place someone once had read to her from a storybook. A pretty garden that was all hers, where no-one else ever came, where she was safe! She would go to the secret place whenever she had to visit the fathers. 

Within weeks, it was all four of them, Fathers George, Liam, John, and Bernard, each on different days usually, but not always, nor exclusively. However, none, not even Father George, were cruel to her; in fact, some occasionally gave her gifts. She was aware she was not the only child who had “extra tuition” with the priests. She also knew that some of them did endure the cruel, sadistic sides of Fathers Liam and George.

When Lorna was fifteen, it all changed with Fathers George and Liam, it was about a month after her first menstrual cycle. It began when Sister Beatrice had berated her publicly for the bloodied linen and nightie. 

It was Sister Barbara who had sat Lorna down and explained what the blood was and what it meant. They had been expecting this, but doctors had warned them that Lorna’s development may be delayed due to the malnutrition and the abuse. Sisters Barbara and Beryl had argued a year ago that they should prepare her, for surely now fifteen, her menstruation was surely overdue. 

Sadly, Sister Kathleen’s dementia had let that slip by. Now Sister Beryl was the one who obtained the necessary items for her to use every month. It was the first time after that, in her visits to Fathers George and Liam. that things got ugly and painful. They began the same abuse she had witnessed dispensed upon Sister Beatrice.

It was only three months after her sixteenth birthday that a boy from school asked her to come to a dance with him. This would be the catalyst that catapulted her into the start of another life
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Chapter Three: The Highlander
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Lorna Feeney, a.k.a Lena Thomm

Lena strolled lazily down the cobbled slope in Edinburgh that was the Royal Mile; her long flowery skirt floating round her legs felt wonderful. The city was enjoying a rare heatwave. She almost felt pity for the soldiers preparing for tonight’s Tattoo. 

It was a night when both the television cameras were filming the show and a fireworks display ended the pageant. She had been to this wonderful event on a few occasions, but tonight’s performance was going to be unique. 

She'd met Calum two days before on the famous Rose Street: pub after pub from one end of the road to the other. It was a rich hunting ground for someone with her proclivities. With the Tattoo and the fringe in full swing, the city was a hub of multicultural visitors to the daily events. 

She'd been sitting in the shade from the late afternoon sunshine, scanning the revellers and pedestrian traffic for someone of interest, when a deep, highland accented voice asked, 

" Can I buy you a drink, bonnie lass?"  

Lena looked up into a truly handsome face that was both masculine and beautiful all at once. She caught her breath, interesting! Delighted, she agreed to another white wine. Hours later, having drank far more than the one she intended, this glorious highlander lay sprawled across her rental flat’s large bed, divested of his kilt and shirt; he was a spectacular specimen. Unusually, he was intelligent, witty and a considerate if seemingly insatiable lover. She knew she needed to be careful. This man could have what it took to touch her heart and that would never do. She'd agreed to meet him again two days later. 

So, here she was, off to Deacon Brodie’s to meet him; they would enjoy each other only briefly. 

Calum greeted her eagerly, kissing her hard on her still swollen lips and pulling her hips to his. Even eight yards of wool couldn't hide his reaction to her slow smile, her perfume, and her caress of his cheek. 

Some of his friends and their girlfriends joined the lovers. They laughed and drank, exchanging charged looks and secret strokes throughout the evening. As the night drew to a close, she whispered in his ear, 

"I want to surprise you. Meet me in an hour at my apartment, I need time to get ready for you.” 

Making a show, she kissed him soundly and left him smiling and waving. She knew her beauty drew men's eyes; someone would recall her leaving alone. 

Her apartment was above a shop overlooking the West Bow, near the esplanade entrance. However, the apartment Calum had been to, was on Johnstone Terrace, just around the corner. It had been booked online under an alias, paid via PayPal on a throwaway mobile from a hacked credit card account. An Arabic woman would have been seen coming and going in a burqa which jived with the paperwork. 

Lena the schoolteacher would have been seen briefly on the Bow. The flat on Victoria Street could be reached via a shortcut through the wynd from Johnstone Terrace. So, her comings and goings via the wynd would raise no eyebrows, nor would the pretty teacher and the woman in the burqa be connected. However, this was not relevant tonight: she'd devised a very elaborate ruse and she smiled at its audacity.

Calum arrived at the alleyway on time, maybe even a little early, dying of anticipation, she giggled to herself. He saw her on the close steps and grabbed for her. She whispered, " I have a bucket list wish, will you help me fulfil it"? 

By the time she'd explained in graphic detail her fantasy, Calum could scarcely hide his excitement, the kilt lends itself well to free expression in such circumstances. She smiled and ran her thumbnail up the inside of his thigh, she felt rather than saw the twitch and jump of his kilt. 

They spent that night enjoying each other, and Lena found herself tempted to abandon her plan as she  fantasised about a different life. One where she was a wife, a mother, and her dashing highlander her doting husband. She allowed herself the daydream until just before dawn. It was then she acknowledged the damage done would forever preclude these imaginings from achieving reality. The damage was done, the way back, impossible. 

The day was spent in easy and at times passionate communion. They showered and dressed only when time really had run out, time for her reality to return, and duty called to this highland soldier. It was now almost time for the evening performance on the castle’s esplanade. 

She bade him wait whilst she donned her disguise; there were at least fifty baton twirling cowgirl dancers here from the USA. She'd seen the adverts for the programme and had made herself an outfit like theirs. It was simple to wear under a baggy top and flowing skirt, it was only a decorated vest and shorts. The hat was a slight problem, but she’d created an exceptionally good felt version that would pass in the dark. 

Calum was part of the support unit with the Argyll & Sutherland Highlander Regimental Pipes and Drums. He by dint of this, had a security pass which Lena had taken from his pocket and copied their first night as he snoozed, in a post coital nap. 

He was to leave first. She had her reputation to protect, she said with a coquettish flutter of her lashes and laughing as he watched in admiration. They would meet in five minutes by the facilities on the left at the start of the esplanade.

He chuckled when he saw her emerge by the toilets at the foot of the esplanade. She grabbed him to her and kissed him with a fierce passion he’d so far not encountered. But then he really didn’t know all the details of her fantasy. It was the unsaid words which were causing the increase in her excitement. 

She screeched and, laughing loudly, shook free from his hand, and raced up behind the stands, flashing her pass where required. He was desperately trying to grab her. She let him pull her into a passionate kiss in full view of the sentry at the portcullis, breaking away swiftly. 

Pulling her Stetson low over her face, she laughed and in a southern drawl cried, “Dahlin’ we will be truly chastised for our tardy timekeeping if we don’t run.” With that she took off pointing her pass at the guard as she flew through the entrance to the castle. The guard laughed and said to Calum, “You’ve yer hands full there, laddie, if you can catch her, that is.”  

Calum had had to slow to get his pass out from inside his doublet. 

“She’ll be worth it mate; she knocks me dead.”  

He finally caught up with her near the “Lone Piper’s” spot on the battlements. She was hot with excitement already, but her iron-will discipline made slowing things down easier than it would for most of us. 

She sat in the shadow of the Royal palace that rose behind half-moon battery. The passage between the War Museum, the Palace and the half-moon battery battlements was like the black hole of Calcutta she thought. Weeks of surveillance showed it was never used during the performances. The Lone Piper would emerge from a door almost opposite his spot-lit position on the gun emplacement. 

She pulled Calum into the shadows of the doorway to the museum. Kissing him, her hands gripped the hair at the nape of his neck with a fierceness that electrified him. His instant gasp and aggressive thrust of his hips all but sent her over the edge. She allowed him to seduce her; it was as satisfying for her as for him and she was delirious with anticipation of the conclusion of their tryst. 

There was a moment when they both were taken to heavenly realms, she momentarily, he forever. Finally, it was over, she knew he hadn’t felt her remove his sgian dubh from his sock, nor the razor-sharp blade slice his carotid artery until he was in death’s embrace. For the delicious Calum Robertson, life was over.

She quickly focused and dragged him round and propped him against the wall directly behind the mark that guided the Piper to ensure the spotlight hit him square on. Lena then ran pell-mell for the gates. The baton twirlers were just coming back in, she pushed against the guard saying, “Back in a sec, dropped my baton!”

She slipped back out onto the esplanade hidden behind the giant Chinese lion dragon heading out for its performance. As she reached the first stand, she dashed off to the left under the seats and headed for the toilets again. Secreted behind a water cistern was a small bag, a change of clothes: white tee, black jeans and a mousey bobbed wig. Now to stand eight, and the final part of the plan. 

The girl from the seedy side of Leith was eager to earn the huge amount Lena had offered her to go and watch the Tattoo until just before the Lone Piper was due to play. Then all she had to do was leave. Lena had met up with her just before her meeting with Calum. The girl had worn the same T and jeans she herself now wore. The girl cried when Lena had handed her the envelope bulging with twenty-pound notes. The girl wished her luck leaving her violent husband and disappeared into the night – exactly as Lena was going to do at the end of the show. 

She took her seat for her finale, just as the lights dimmed all over the castle and the stands where the audience sat in eager anticipation. 

The steady hum of the drones began the sweet sound, followed swiftly by the chanter’s poignant melody and the beautiful lament of “Sleep Dearie Sleep,” filled the esplanade. It was an apt tribute to the fallen highlander, thought Lena. As the strains of the pipes died, so did the spotlight. The piper saluted and turning, found, as the lights flooded the arena and castle again, that he was face to face with a terrible sight: that of his comrade and friend, dead. 

The first volley of fireworks brought gasps of awe and approval. They were suddenly interrupted by terrible screams as those in the top level of the stands spotted the body of the kiltie and the frantic actions on the castle terrace. 

Lena joined some American women as the stands emptied and she muttered sympathetically to one who was crying. With Lena’s comforting support, all the women, left the esplanade. Lena left them there, turned right, and headed for the apartment to collect her bags. 

Thirty minutes after leaving the castle it was as if she’d never existed. Her flight to Sweden took off two hours after Calum drew his last breath. 

Another great holiday she mused over her inflight champagne. 
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Chapter Four: The Child
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Lorna Feeney was horrified; this was never on the cards. They’d told her that the abuse she had endured, which had begun as such a tiny child, had severely damaged her internally. “This cannot be happening; it cannot be true,” she thought. Yet, three white plastic bars with three blue lines all begged to differ. Lorna Feeney, not yet nineteen, was expecting a child. She was eight weeks pregnant. Her only comfort was that she would now have a part of the father forever.

It took a full month of tossing over the options and their consequences. At last, she’d made her plan, she’d decided. She would endeavour to be a better mother than the one she’d had.

There had been a wonderful couple of women who had been house mothers at a small children’s home in a village south of Tunbridge Wells. She had stayed there for a short time soon after being dumped at the convent home in Brighton. It was more convenient for staff who had to take her to a specialist for gynaecological tests and examinations. She was there for three short weeks, but Mrs. Talbott and Ms. Cooper were so kind, gentle, and so very tactile. She’d never received so many hugs or so much praise in all her short years. They had left an indelible impression on this damaged, sad, and lonely child.

She had kept in touch, and they were still in the same area, and though no longer working together, they still lived close to one another. They now only fostered short term emergencies for the local council.

At first the two women, ten years apart in age, were reluctant to take on the full-time responsibility of an infant.

It took many hours of discussions, but finally it was agreed. Lorna had received an exceptionally large payment from the Criminal Injuries Compensation board. This allowed the purchase, conversion, and renovation of a lovely, spacious, Edwardian house. There were two separate living spaces, connected but allowing both ladies their own homes. The deeds were signed over to each woman, along with an agreed stipend to be paid monthly off the books. A small “granny flat” was built at the back of the house at the end of the large garden. This was Lorna’s space for when she visited in the holidays.

The women would unofficially foster the child, her parentage would be no secret and all her questions would be answered age-appropriately as and when asked over the coming years. Lorna was her mother, but Elizabeth and Jacqui would be her day-to-day carers and loving foster mothers.

Lorna did not try to convince herself that she could raise the child alone. She knew the damage done to her had ensured that a “normal” life was but a fantasy for her.

The pregnancy, monitored at a private clinic, passed without issue. There were some wonderful but ultimately sad moments. The first sound of a heartbeat on the
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