Spiders Cocoon
I’m dressed in a black suit, crisp white shirt and a silky black tie. Standing and staring at the coffin, holding my dead partner. Half the people here blame me for his death. I blame myself for his death, but that’s a normal reaction people take when someone dies.  I couldn’t possibly have prevented his death. He had gone on some crazy vigilante mission, he was deemed a hero, but his death accomplished nothing. He took everything personal, and he put himself in a ‘damned if you do and damned if you don’t’ situation. The police report said he snuck in to the top of the club. Made his way down to the basement and tried to stop the sick paedophile’s game. He ended up dead, and so did everyone else. He should have let the kids die, call the police. Instead he made the sick paedophile ring smarter. He thought he was killing the heart of the twisted organisation; all he did was cut off an arm. The video link was broadcast to a server somewhere, as soon as the bastards saw what Nick did, they ran and hid. The police’s “ongoing” investigation showed that Spider was just part of something bigger. The police’s specialists couldn’t track down or find any other members of the spider’s web. It would take someone as skilled as Nick to do it. This is where I come in; I’m going to get them for you Nick, all of them. 
As the coffin was lowered in the ground, his family and friends huddled in a group, expressing their sorrow to one another. I couldn’t stay, there was work to do be done - work now, mourn later. I wouldn’t stop ‘till all of the cobwebs were brushed away, or another tombstone lay next to one in front of me, with my name written on it. I pictured the tombstone in my head, Gregory Minor engraved in black marble. I walked slowly away from the cemetery and headed back to my place. I hadn’t been there in a month. I was on holiday relaxing in the sun, while Nick bled to death. I had a plan in my head, the police had taken all of Nick’s equipment and notes, but we had a system set up, everything he did was backed up on my server, I’ll retrace his steps, I’ll spend every night and every day, tracking down a clue, a whisper of what I need. 

Nick had been thinking ahead when he had tracked them down. He had left me 3 IP addresses. This is where I would start, no doubt the police had already combed over the IP addresses and found nothing, but they weren’t as good as me, I had designed programs that they would have never have thought of. I could hack into their servers - see what they have been up to, see what they have deleted. I could have a complete history of their computer. They could try and destroy there hard drives, burn the floppy disks, but every single thing they did was  recorded. Stored away deep inside the far corners of the internet. You see at the dawn of the internet the creator had intended that all information, everything, would be kept online. Then international laws and privacy acts meant that the protocol had to be changed. But once the internet was created, you couldn’t change its laws. It would simply stop working, so time went on. Users had created ways of locking up their information and people forgot about the basements of the internet. So if I have to break a few international computer laws, so be it. 

Days flew by, as I went deeper and deeper into the net. Just as a deep sea driver, the further down you go, the harder and darker it is. The first 2 IP addresses had been carefully used; I found a few clues here and there. Then I hit the jackpot, the top 3 names in a hierarchy of illegal children molesters. Nick’s spider was one of them; there were two more top aliases’. One was Nightshade and the other was Klown. I decided to concentrate my efforts on Nightshade. Who ever this was, I would find them. So far throughout the searching I didn’t really get anything to go on. No new addresses, and the more I searched the more corrupted the files became. I was only able to make out 10% of the documents I found, and it was getting worse. It was on the third IP address that I found an old e-mail, hidden away from the world. It was an invoice to a sex shop, down town. The shop had bought a DVD, for £2000. That’s a lot of money for one DVD, unless it contains explicit footage, footage you can’t get anywhere else. I wasted no time, grabbed my silver pistol and clipped it in to my side holster. Put my jacket over my funeral suit. There was something special about wearing it; it was my ball and chain. I would wear it till their funeral or mine. 
It was a long drive to the shop that would take me about an hour. It gave me time to think about what I was going to do, how I was going to play it. I couldn’t just barge in and openly demand where this Nightshade or Klown was. These people are pro, never leaving any traces of themselves, what is a clerk going to know about this. I could pretend to be interested in it, then again that just might get me arrested, and I sure as hell can’t revenge Nick from inside a jail cell. I would have to play it smart. 
Paedophilia is a disease, it’s the attraction to a prepubescent children. I had to know my enemy, they’re primarily sexually attracted to children. I had read papers on paedophiles and their other interests. It was a grim read to find out that they’re normal every day working people. Reading their histories, the doctors had always asked one common question. “When did you first know you were attracted to Children?” There seemed to be a general agreement with men, that it starts off with there seemingly normal attraction to the perfect woman, images of a young virile woman. Then this ideal woman becomes younger and younger. They visit websites with Barely Legal written on them. Searching for “Lolita’s” and by then there staring at there next door neighbours’ daughter playing with her dolls. That’s how I’ll play it; I’ll go for the step slippery step before you’re a paedophile. Actresses pretending to be cheer leaders and all of that bullshit. This even sickened me, and it was only the tip of the iceberg, I needed to get down and dirty in the snuff films. Where people are willing to pay 2000 quid, for watching a little girl getting used, abused and finally murdered.

The shop was seedy and small. I walked straight up to the clerk, acting casual and cool. 

“I need to know, if there’s any live shows going on in the area?” I asked. The clerk didn’t look old enough to even work here. He had all this metal work done to his face. 

“What type of shows you into?” ‘Play the part’ I told myself. I ran my tongue over my lips and leaned in.

“I like young women. You know where I can find them?”  The clerk leaned forwards, with a crooked smile on his face, like he had done this a million times before.

“How young?” He asked. Should I play it cool? It could be a trap. They might have to ask this, then alert the police. I looked around the dump. Sleazy magazines with dog eared corners. This isn’t a sting operation, this punk is looking for a pay. I slid my hand into my wallet and grabbed a fresh 20 quid note. 
“Young” I slid the money to him. He took the bill, smiled at me.

“Wait right here.” He walked off behind the back.  As he turned around I noticed a chain running along the back of his neck, connected from ear to ear. Once I find out, this is the real deal, this kid’s going to be in a world of pain. He came back 5 minutes later, with a piece of paper, sliding  it towards me.

“This is a midnight place; it’s called the Shade of the night. It costs £50 quid to watch. You didn’t hear this from me, ok?” The paper had an address written on it. I stared at it and pocketed it. I leaned in, and gestured with finger for him to come closer. I had to get it out of my system, and teach this prick a lesson. As he leaned in, I grabbed the chain behind his head with my right hand; with my other hand I grabbed the back of his head, ramming it into the counter. His head bounced off the desk, and he crumpled to the floor. I couldn’t have him talking, and he was part of the problem. I stepped around the counter. As I stood in front of him I grabbed his hair, titled his head backwards. And with one almighty blow, I swung my fist through his jaw. The crack was satisfying, now even if he wanted to talk; he was would have to wait a while until the doctors unwire his jaw.
Leaving the shop, I had a quarter of the day left, until midnight. I must have been crazy; I was going in to something that could land me with 10 years in jail and being branded a paedophile. I needed a drink, something strong. Down town was cluttered with damp dreary places that even the rats stuck there noses up to. After searching for a one, that didn’t look like, I would catch something from sitting in it. I sat at the bar, and ordered a Double JD. I should stick with beer, instead of this. The less sober I am, the sloppier I am. I told myself, to forget about it, I had a good few hours till midnight. I could get something to eat after. Maybe the bar sells food. I looked around, a worn pool table with two guys playing on it. A few tables occupied by couples. At the bar with me were 2 others, a guy and his girl. The male had bright ginger hair, too bright if you ask me, probably glows in the dark.  Skinny guy, drinking one of them fruity alcoholic drinks, where you can’t taste the alcohol, but you can blame stupidity on it later on. I could only see the back of a head, short black hair with a purple streak in it. She didn’t look big. Then again you can’t really tell how big a person is when they’re sitting down. I glanced over to see what she was drinking. Damn, triple vodka with ice. Now there’s a drinker. 

A few minutes later, I was drinking piss poor lager, when the Ginger guy left. And the bar seemed a lot dimmer. Like all colour had been drained out of the room, it seemed empty at the bar. I was kind of glad, when the girl turned round. She smiled at me.
“Where are you from?”

“Around” The girl was definitely a looker, what the hell was she doing with the other guy.

“Hmmm well stranger my names Kirsty, what do I call you?” I stretched out my hand. 

“You can call me Greg. Nice to meet you, Kirsty, so what do you do for a living?” What I really wanted to ask was; what are you doing in a dump like this.

“Oh I run a dot com business, I sell stuff online. You?” 

 “I also run an online company. We’re like them travel companies, we find stuff for you.” What I said wasn’t a lie, apart from the ‘we’. There was no more Nick, just me.
“Cool, so what are your plans for tonight?” Well Kirsty I’m going to go to an underground paedophile circuit, find there ring leaders. Execute them onsite and then call the police. And get all the sick minions arrested.
“Nothing much, I was thirsty came in to get a drink, and now I’m hungry.”

“I know a great place around here that does food. You want to come and get some grub?” She’s cute, but wasn’t she in here with her boyfriend just a second ago. She might be one of them female predators; they take you back to their place and kill you there and then. You don’t even get a cup of coffee.

“Won’t your boyfriend get jealous?”

“Boyfriend? Oh you mean Kurtis, no he’s just a friend.”
“Ok then lets go.” With that I slapped down ten pounds. That was more than enough, but the bar had been nice, it had brought me together with Kirsty. I followed her out of the bar and into the car park. She told me, to follow her. We got in our cars, and I trailed her to a nearby diner. It looked like something off grease. 
We sat down and chatted for a while, the food was ok, and it cleared the groggy feeling of alcohol. Learnt a few facts about Kirsty, she loved Knight-Rider that old show, with the Baywatch guy in it. Personally I had never seen it, or wanted to see it. She liked asking questions, I liked avoiding them. Then the matter of why I was wearing a black suit, she joked about it. 

“Did you just come from a funeral? Or is black your favourite colour?”

“My business partner died.” I hung my head, he was lying 6ft under, and I was here chatting up a girl. Show a bit of skirt and I’m a sucker for it. Kirsty placed her hand on top of mine, and squeezed it.

“I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to bring up anything up, and I recently lost a friend.”

“That’s alright, its just seems a little too soon, to be having fun.” I looked at her hand on mine, and glanced at my watch. 11pm. Not long now.

“I know what you mean, but if you can’t have fun in life, I guess there’s no point in living.” Being in the army for a few years had taught me a valuable lesson, that my life is insignificant and that I should try and use it  to save as many others as possible. Fun was never an option, it was a bonus.
“I guess, but sometimes you have to do stuff for the greater good.” She removed her hand from mine and it left a cold chill.
“I’ve gotta run, I need to be somewhere, this has my number on it. Call me.” She handed me a card and walked out of the diner. I picked up the card, put it in my pocket. Should I call her? She’s a nice girl, but maybe we’re too different. Different might be what I need. She’s fun loving, I need that in a woman. Someone to lighten up my day, my life is all too serious. Hell I may be dead tomorrow, depending on what happens tonight.  I ordered a coffee, thinking about the two canisters of petrol I had in the trunk of my car. I don’t even have to go in the house; I could drive by chuck the petrol around it, and light it up. Don’t be stupid, you don’t know if Klown or Nightshade is going to be there. And if it’s a live show that means there’s kids in there, getting touched, felt maybe even cut. Hell these bastards once they’ve got a kid, it’s like Christmas to them, and they can do what ever they want. I better go in there, find the ringleader, and find out the big players. Might get a little trigger happy, then I’ll call the police, to clean up my mess. Failure was not an option. I had 3 clips for my gun, one already loaded and 2 clipped in my gun belt, next to the holster.
My watch read 12pm. This is for you Nick. I left the diner and proceeded to the House.

It was up a closed road. House at the end, it was big. A house like that costs a lot of money even if it’s in down town. It was secluded, bricked off from the world, with sharp barb wire running atop the high concrete wall. I wondered was that to keep people in or stop them from getting out. I drove my car up to the gate. Peering through the black iron bars I saw a long drive way, with about 20 or so cars parked in it. Busy tonight, well it was its last show. There was an intercom on the side of the wall, I left my engine running got out of my car, and pressed the speaker button. 
“Do I need a password or what?” 

“Its 1500 pounds at the door, if you don’t play by the rules we kick your ass out. Party ends at 3am. No cameras or recording devices.” The gate unlocked itself and opened inwards. 1500 pounds for 3 hours, no wonder they can afford the high tech security. I got back into my car and drove up straight to the door, I didn’t have 1500 quid to pay some twisted freak, maybe I should just drop Nightshade’s name, saying I want to meet her should be enough. If they search me, they’re going to find my gun. Should I leave it here, and get caught without it, not being able to defend myself? As I approached the door, the security wasn’t exactly the most threatening. Then again I guess even criminals have morals about guarding a paedophile convention. Two slim guys in long black trench coats, they looked ridiculous. I ought to tell them that being street tough is not the same as looking tough. The smaller one of the two was smoking them thin cigarettes, the type for women. I decided to keep my gun on me. I parked right outside the door. 
By the time I had one foot out of the car, I heard them complaining.

“Hey you can’t park there!” I ignored him.

“Hey! Are you deaf? You can’t park there!” These rookies, I’ve met harder people at fun fares. 

“Do you use hand lotion?” I gave an evil grin as the two token guards looked in puzzlement.

“What? Do I use what?”

“Hand lotion, you know it keeps your hands smooth.” One of them starts smiling, he thinks I’m joking, and both them are getting close. In a few more steps, I’ll be able to take there heads off.

“Are you going to sell us hand lotion?” They were both close enough now, I was glad my car had a big boot space.

“Well, why don’t you take a look at what hand lotion did for me.” I outstretched my hands, as one of them looked down at my palms; I quickly formed a fist in my hand, and whipped it upwards at his chin, knocking him to the floor. His partner was stunned, that’s what inexperience buys you. A proper scum bag would have thrown a punch at me now, instead of being shocked. So I took my time, and pelted him in the stomach. Lifting him off the ground and landing him on his knees. I bent down and whispered in his ears.
“Is the front door open?” He nodded his head; I moved around to his back and took out my gun. The gun whizzed through the air as I pistol whipped his skull, I opened the trunk of my car, and popped the two guards in it, praising the lord that they were picky eaters.

I opened the door of the mansion. The hallway was empty. A huge stair case led upstairs and there were several doors off hall way. Each room had noise coming from it, hypnotic 80’s punk music. Someone was coming down the stairs. I saw this big purple dress. Like something off a period drama. It was a familiar face - Kirsty. She looked delighted to see me.
“Well, would you look what the cat dragged in.” What the hell was she doing here?

“What are you doing here, Kirsty?”

“Sssh don’t call me Kirsty, I’m lady Nightshade here” She winked at me, like it was a good thing. How could she be the head of child pornography ring?
“You’re Lady Nightshade?” I said still stunned.

“I know… it’s a small world. Here let me show you around, you’ll love it.” She hurried down the stairs, and took me by my hand smiling. It churned my stomach to know she was in to abusing children. We entered the first door. A dark room with several tables taken up by shadows of figures, their eyes fixed on the centre stage. Three little children no more than 12 years old, were performing their own twisted version of a strip tease. It reminded me of one of those pop videos, where all the young dancers grinded and squirmed on the stop, except these dancers hadn’t even hit puberty. I caught Kirsty looking at me. 
“Have you got somewhere where I can talk to you in private?” I asked her, I couldn’t watch the kids; it was heart breaking to say the least.

Kirsty led me upstairs, to her office. She started to fix me a whiskey.
“How do you get the children to do that?” 

“Well, I train them from an early age. There orphans from the street, I take them in provide them with roof over there head, feed them. And they perform for us.”

“You think that’s a fair trade?” Bitterness showed up in my voice.

“I think its more than fair, its not like they get abused or touched, we have rules about that.” Kirsty sensed my hostility. I smiled, I got to find out where Klown is before I can start helping.

“But you brain washed them, you took away there innocence.”

“Innocence? You sound like Klown.”

“That’s why I’m here, I wanted to meet him.”

“So you’re more of a touchy feely type of guy? It may sound strange to hear this from one paedophile to another, but I never hurt or abuse any child. What Klown and Spider did was wrong.”
“What’s the difference, they’re probably so fucked up in their heads, they don’t know whether to laugh or cry.”  Kirsty handed me a whiskey glass.

“You don’t sound too happy; I’ve never seen you before, so this is your first time here. I thought you would be happy to find a place of like minds.”

“I came because I thought I could find out where Klown is.” She wrote something down on a piece a paper at her desk and handed it to me.

“Hmmm, here is an address where you can find him. But I warn you he’s not the friendliest of people. You know,  you’re full of surprises; turning up here asking for Klown.” I checked the address and put it in my back pocket. 
“There’s a lot you don’t know about me. For example, I used to work with Nicholas Karakashov, that’s the same guy who put the bullet in your friend Spider’s head. Now I’ll give you a chance, you can turn yourself in to the police, take a life sentence for imprisoning these children in this cocoon. Or you can end up like Spider. What’ll it be?” I placed my hand on the holster of my gun; I knew what the answer would be. I hadn’t made it sound like a fair deal, but life wasn’t fair. And Lady Nightshade was about to make her last move, she reached in the draw of her desk. As she pulled out her gun from the desk I already had mine aimed at her head. I pulled the trigger and knocked her over. I doubted that anyone would have heard the gunshot and thought anything of it here.  I got up walked around the desk, to see Lady Nightshade with a bloody mess where her eyes should be. I picked up the phone on the desk dialled 999 and left the phone open. Taking out my handkerchief I wiped down everything I touched, I couldn’t have the police track me down. A pool of blood formed around Lady Nightshade. In another life, I could have married her. In this life it felt good killing her, I felt a weight lift from my shoulder, half way there Nick. Got one more name on my list.
