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Killer

“With his blood, we are saved,” I spoke to the congregation of men that sat in front of me. I looked over the expectant faces. We were gathered to read the word. The word that was written out for us to live by. It was clear, if we wanted eternal life we had to live by his word. “Jesus died so that we could continue to live.”

“Amen,” the men called in unison.

I lifted the chalice in front of me and held it in the air. “With this blood we have life. With this flesh,” I said lifting the plate in front of me that was piled high with meat. “With this flesh, we are forgiven our sins. Jesus gave his blood and his flesh so that we can live a new life. A long life. A life full of riches.”

“Amen,” the men called again.

“Please stand and take this blood, and this flesh, so that you too can partake of the sacrifice that Jesus made for us.”

The men stood and started to walk toward the altar. It wasn’t much. It was certainly no fancy church like the ones I’d grown up attending, with the gold altars and large lead-lit windows. It was nothing more than a barn on the back of a property hidden amongst the Dandenong Ranges. But what it represented to me and the men that were in attendance was worth so much more than all the gold in any church. 

These men came to me broken, addicted and on the end of their rope. But now they were men walking the right life. They were leading good lives. Each man stood in line and took a sip from the blood and took the flesh placing it in their mouth and chewing, closing their eyes in a prayer of thanks to our Father, lord and Saviour.

When the final man had taken his blessing, I drank the last of the blood. The copper taste was bitter on my tongue, reminding me of the bitter task that Jesus had to face when he was crucified. The meat was salty and unpalatable, but I swallowed it past the demon that was in my throat trying to regurgitate it. That demon wouldn’t win. Not now ever.

I smiled over my congregation. Still downtrodden men, but no longer active in their addictions. No longer destroying their bodies with drugs. Instead, now, they lived a life dedicated to doing the Lord's work. They lived here on the land, and we served the lord with everything we did. 

“Let’s go and enjoy our feast,” I said once all the men had taken their seats. They smiled back at me and stood clapping their hands as I moved through the congregation hugging each man and giving him a word of encouragement.

We moved into the kitchen where a meal was prepared for us by the women. Meat sat piled high on the table surrounded by fruit and vegetables and warm sides. The women who lived here had strict rules around them. Women were a distraction for men, I saw that. Jesus remained unmarried for that reason. I insisted that the men of my congregation did the same.

I also understood that we had needs. Once a month the men would be allowed to use the women for their carnal needs, but other than that time the women would be restricted to working in the kitchen and cleaning the home. They were to use separate halls and doorways, unseen by the men except for meal times when the women had a role to play. The only woman, Mary was allowed to be seen by me. She took direct orders from me. She was careful to cover all of her skin when she was in the presence of me or any other man that I allowed.

I was proud of what I had built. We were different to other churches. They allowed their women to rule and that usually led the church to trouble. Timothy warned of that in his words written in the pages of the bible. But churches ignored those statements. They ignored the rules. They said that the reason they could ignore them was because Jesus didn’t speak to them. 

It was wrong. If it was in the bible, it was sanctioned by Jesus. Therefore, it couldn’t be discredited. We lived by the rule of the New Testament. And that meant that women didn’t hold positions of power. They didn’t speak to the men. They dressed covering themselves. They stayed away from the men so as not to bring them to sin. My men didn’t need the distraction. It was a distraction that led them to addiction. I promised each man who joined me that he wouldn’t ever go back to life. And that is why they lived here. They knew I didn’t make the promise lightly. 

I looked around the table at the group of men as they chatted and ate their meals. I was happy with everything I’d achieved. But I was humble. There was still more to be done. 

“We will need more blood and flesh,” I said to Aaron who sat beside me. He glanced over at me and smiled nodding his head. 

“I will see to it, Brother.”

I nodded and stuffed a piece of the roasted meat in my mouth. I trusted Aaron. I knew that he would do as I asked. He knew what we needed. He’d been here the longest. When Aaron first came to me, he’d been a shell of what he was now. Skinny, pockmarked, his teeth rotten and infected, his eyes sunken. Now he was muscular, strong and healthy. I thanked Jesus every day for sending the right men to work with me. Like Jesus had his disciples, my brothers were disciples too. They supported me in doing the Lord's work. And in turn, they lived a good life.
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Maverick

“What are you doing about it then?” Martin O’Folley barked as he leaned over my desk. 

I looked up at him and raised my brow. Slowly I stood from my desk. “This is a missing persons case, Minister. I am homicide, to be specific this is the Serial Killer Unit. Not Missing Persons.”

Minister Martin O’Folley growled. He was a federal minister for the First Family Party. He was used to swinging his power around and getting whatever he wanted. That wasn’t about to fly with me. I’d sat and listened to the man’s story. His nephew and three friends went to the Dandenong Ranges for a camping trip and haven’t come home. It wasn’t a homicide as far as we were aware.

“They aren’t missing, they are dead,” he snapped.

I leaned forward on my desk. “How do you know this? Did you have something to do with it?”

Martin’s eyes widened and he gasped as he shook his head. “What no?” he thrust his hands up through his dark hair was usually waxed to perfection. The hair was mussed, and he looked dishevelled. “Look, Richard wouldn’t just disappear like this. He is responsible. He loves his mother, I know that he wouldn’t take off and not call her.”

“Have you checked with his friends?”

Martin shook his head. “I don’t know them very well.”

I scrubbed my hand down over my chin and shook my head. “Martin, I understand that this is important, I get that it is worrying for you and your family, but my hands are tied here. This is a missing person case and there isn’t anything I can do for you.”

“Then who do I speak with?”

I lifted my phone and placed it against my ear. “Detective Harley Phillips,” Harley answered.

“Hey Harley, it’s Mav. I’ve got Minister Martin O’Folley here, his nephew and three friends have gone missing over the weekend. He believes that it could be a homicide, I’m wondering if you can come and join us, please to open a case.”

“Yeah, sure, Beau and I will be up there in a moment.”

“Thanks, man,” I replied before ending the call.

I didn’t have to wait long before the big burly cop walked in through the door along with his partner, Beau. They were like chalk and cheese. Harley looked more like a lumberjack, but Beau was small and feminine. It always astonished me that the two of them were married as well as partners. You’d never guess by looking at them.

“Hey Mav,” Harley greeted me as he shook my hand.

“Harley, Beau this is Minister Martin O’Folley,” I introduced. Martin looked Harley up and down. I could see him weighing up whether Harley could even be a cop. If you saw him in the street, you wouldn’t think he was.

“Come and sit down,” I directed as the three guys all sat around my desk.

“Minister, can you tell me more about what happened and why you suspect that your nephew and his friends were murdered?”

Martin nodded his head and cleared his throat. “Richard and three of his friends were going to go camping over the weekend in the Dandenong Ranges. Normally, Richard would contact his mother every day, even when he was camping. My sister didn’t worry too much at first, thinking that maybe they were having a good time. But when Monday came and went, and she hadn’t heard from him she started to worry and tried ringing him. He didn’t answer his phone and didn’t come home.”

Harley frowned as he listened and nodded his head. “How old is Richard?”

“Twenty-one.”

Harley’s eyes widened slightly but he quickly schooled his face. “And what makes you think that their disappearance was as a result of homicide?”

Martin sighed and scrubbed his hands up through his hair. “Look I get it. The boy is an adult, it’s hard to believe that a twenty-one-year-old would be so close to his mother that he would ring every day, but Richard isn’t the same as normal men the same age.”

“Does he have a disability?” Beau asked.

Martin shrugged. “I don’t know. He is, I guess, slow. He is naïve and trusts very easily. My sister wasn’t sure about his friends, and I have heard of stories, you know. Ones where people with mental problems get caught up with friends who want to hurt them.”

“That has happened, yes,” I spoke. “Is there any reason that you believe Richard’s friends would do that to him?”

Martin sighed. “I don’t know. It’s a gut feeling. I can’t explain it.”

“Look, what I can do,” Harley started. “I can start a report, we can go out to the area where they were camping and see if we can find any evidence. We will get in contact with the other guys and see if they have turned up home. From there we will have a better idea of what is going on. Hopefully, it’s just a case of a group of guys partying a little too hard and sleeping it off somewhere.”

“Thank you,” Martin said. “I’m sorry. I’m worried sick.”

“I understand that. Not knowing where your family is, is upset. But we will do our best to find Richard,” Beau answered.

Martin nodded his head. I glanced over at Harley who gave me a tight smile. I still didn’t see that this was a homicide, but I had a feeling that I would end up working the case anyway simply because of who Richard was related to. I looked around the office to see who I could work it with if it came to that. I didn’t want to call on Harris, he was going through a horrible divorce and had so much on his plate, not to mention that he was working with Paola on a cold case. It looked like it was going to be me. At least I didn’t mind working with Harley and Beau. They were good guys, and we all had a lot in common.
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Harley

I couldn’t stand pretentious politicians at the best of times. Actually, I couldn’t stand politicians ever. I hated politics. And most of the time I was right about them. They were lying, cheating, pieces of shit. But this guy in particular was getting under my skin. The way he looked down his nose at Beau every time he spoke was starting to piss me off. Beau was flamboyant, he was no closeted gay man. He was also my husband, and I was very protective of my husband. 

“What are Richard’s friend's names?” Beau asked, ignoring the look on the Minister's face. I guess we were used to it. They might not openly say they were homophobic, but their face didn’t lie. And he was telling the story.

“I don’t know,” Martin answered with a shake of his head.

I frowned. “Would your sister know?”

“Possibly.”

“Do you want to try asking her?” Maverick asked with a raised brow and irritation dripping from his tone.

Martin glanced between us. “I get the feeling you gentlemen don’t like me, is there someone else I can deal with?”

I shook my head. “Until we find evidence of a homicide, we need to treat this as a missing persons case, which means you are dealing with myself and Detective Carson. I can sense that you are uncomfortable around Beau. I’m not one to assume, so I won’t suggest it is because Beau is openly gay, however, I can assure you that we are going to treat this case no differently than any other missing persons case, with the utmost professionalism and try to find your nephew. If you would feel more comfortable that perhaps we speak with your sister about her son, then, by all means, we are happy to do so. But we need as much information as possible to stand a chance of finding Richard.”

Martin opened and closed his mouth like a fish as he turned his eyes to each of us. Slowly he lowered his head.

“Sorry,” he mumbled. “I will call my sister to find out Richard’s friends names.”

I smiled and nodded but remained silent. Martin lifted his phone to his ear and started to speak to the woman on the other end of the line.

“Thanks, Martina,” he said quietly.

I glanced at Maverick who was grinning like a Cheshire cat. Martin’s sister was called Martina.

“Did she know their names?” I asked.

Martin nodded. “Yes. Caleb Mongon, Benjamin Keegan and Max Rooney.”

I quickly jotted down the names as Maverick typed them into the system. “And how old are they?” Beau questioned.

Martin blinked and shook his head. “I don’t know.”

It took everything in me not to roll my eyes. “Minister O’Folley. I think it might be best if we perhaps speak with Martina to find out everything we need to know. It’s obvious that while you love your nephew you don’t know the answers that we need.”

Martin nodded. “Yeah.”

“Can you please ask your sister to come into the station so that we can chat with her further,” I suggested.

Martin nodded again and picked up the phone pressing it to his ear once more. “Martina, they need you to come down to the station to speak to them, they need to know stuff about the guys that Richard was with.”

Martina spoke some more before they ended the call. “She is on her way now.”

I smiled. “Thank you, Minister. I’m sure that you are busy and need to get back to work. We can take it from here and call you with any updates. As soon as we have all of the information from Martina, we will be able to start an investigation.”

Martin rubbed at the back of his neck but nodded looking a little unsure about leaving. Slowly he turned and left the office.

“Homophobic asshole,” Maverick growled.

Beau giggled. “People like that just want me to act even more gay.”

I snorted. “Baby, I’m not sure how much gayer you could act.”

Beau threw his head back and barked out a laugh before wiggling his eyebrows suggestively. I laughed and shook my head at his antics. 

“Did anything come up for the other names?” I questioned.

“I’ve got possible driver's licences for them, but until we actually know their ages, I can’t tell if it is them or not. I’ll print them out and show them to Martina,” Maverick said before giggling. “Martin and Martina.”

I chuckled. “I’ll call you once she arrives. Do you think this is likely to lead to a homicide?”

Maverick shook his head. “Na. Just a group of boys that have knicked off for the weekend and have a massive hangover. It’s just that one of them has an unhealthy connection to his mummy.”

I nodded my head. I felt like it was possibly the same thing. But because of who Richard’s uncle was we were going to be held to task.
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Maverick

We sat in the serial killer unit with piles of boxes lined against one wall. No matter how many cases we solved there seemed to be more that we needed to do. It astonished me how much death there was just in one state. It wasn’t like we were working in Australia-wide, we were in one state, and not even the biggest state.

“Alright, so what are you all working on?” I asked as I looked at my colleagues.

“Harris and I are working on a cold case, all the way back to the fifties. I’m not expecting to bring anyone to justice, but it would be good to at least find some answers,” Paola said.

“What are the details?”

“Fourteen kids, all abducted, bodies were dumped on the side of the road and in fields. DNA testing has linked all of the bodies, but nothing in the system for the guy,” Harris answered.

I nodded my head. “And you’re working with Kelly to get a workup of what the guy could look like?”

“Yeah, and through the ancestry databases, but so far nothing much has come of it.”

“Is there family of the kids still alive?”

“Mostly siblings,” Paola answered. “The kids were all around ten when they were taken, so their parents have all passed on. Some of them don’t have siblings left either, but they do have nieces and nephews.”

“It will be good to get them some answers,” I said as
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