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Preface

I wish to thank Richard Lourie for his factual account of the pursuit, capture and confession of the most savage serial killer in history, Hunting the Devil, Harper Collins, 1993.  Much of the historical information in this fiction was obtained from his book.  However, most of the characters, plottings and settings were purely creations of my own, and they bear no resemblance to real people, places or activities in the countries now called the Russian Republics.  I also wish to thank Pavel and Marina Katz for their technical and historical help.  Finally, I wish to thank my wife, Ellen, who is the true protagonist of my personal life's history.
INTRODUCTION

American CIA Agent, Dr. Abby Soloman, pursues a dangerous killer and Moscow detective who are plotting to murder the president of the new Russian democracy.

Russian Wolves traces the creation of a serial killer and how one man’s desire to get his family to America causes him to use this killer as a paid assassin for the Russian Mafia. Only one person can stop them, and she can’t get her own country (the United States) to believe what she has discovered is true. 

Race with CIA Agent, Abigail Soloman. as she tries to stop the

 execution of the newly elected President of the Russian Republics.  Will Chikatilo and Boris Sukurev successfully kill the president, or will Agent Soloman find a way to stop

them? The answer is ultimately revealed during the heart-stopping climax of Russian Wolves in Moscow’s famous Bolshoi Ballet Theatre—ironically—during Prekopiev’s Peter and the Wolf.

 Part I:  The Wolf is Born

The storms of revolt are all dead as the Czar.

The Soviet whirlpools are covered with scum.


And there has peeped out from behind the back of the USSR


The burgher's damned snout‑‑his day has come.

‑‑Vladimir Vladimirovich Mayakovsky
Chapter 1

Famine (Prologue)

  
Southern Ukraine, February 1932.  The crowd was assembled outside Mayor Petrovsky's house near the Headquarters for the People's Ukrainian Comintern.  The village had been without food for six weeks, and the people were now getting desperate.  Mrs. Petrovsky was boiling down leather belts, hats, coats and shoes, and then selling the "broth" to villagers for two rubles a bowl.  A trapper from the Ural Mountains had, one month earlier, carried in a freshly killed deer on his horse, and he was almost immediately assassinated for "the common good of the town."  


During the raging blizzards of the Ukraine's worst winter ever, the villagers had eaten all of the livestock, pets and other farm animals, and they were now devouring whatever rats and other vermin they could catch inside their cottages.  In addition, any "strangers" from outside their community were being assassinated as political enemies, and then they were secretly being cooked and distributed in neatly wrapped, warm bundles by Mrs. Petrovsky for the survival of the starving community.


The four village leaders who were assembled inside Mayor Petrovsky's house knew they had to come up with some fast solutions.  The villagers were again angry and shouting for food outside the mayor's house, and the four male members of Stalin's Communist Ukrainian Cell knew that they had to come up with a way to feed the masses, or else they themselves would become victims of this raging community of cannibals standing outside in the snow, drunk on vodka and as hungry as ravenous wolves.  


Vladimir Vladiev, 42, was the officer in charge of the national prison compound on the edge of town.  Anatoly Lagrosky, 36, was the local postmaster.  David Staskov, 28, was the head of the Communist Youth League.  Mayor Fedor Petrovsky, 53, a veteran of World War I, was the government‑appointed spokesman for the Marxist/Leninist Council in Moscow.


The men stood around a large, pot‑bellied stove in the middle of the room, rubbing their hands together and stomping their boots to stay warm.  Staskov spoke first.  He was the youngest and the most frightened.  His blonde hair was neatly parted in the middle, and he wore a mink overcoat and cap.  David had the largest vocabulary of the group, as he also taught in the secondary school's gymnasium.  


"I say we select someone who has already been deemed an Enemy of the People.  It is not our prerogative to say who is an enemy and who is not."


Petrovsky wrapped his freckled arm around the youth's shoulders and gave him a hug.  "Nicely phrased, comrade!  I couldn't have put it better myself!  But who do we know that is an enemy?"


Vladiev cleared his throat.  His long beaver coat had the governmental look of regimental tailors.  He was the shortest man of the four, and the lowest in status, and he spoke with a stammer.  "There's a family named Chikatilo who l . . . lives near the p . . . p . . . prison."


Lagrosky, a postal inspector and the Stalin government's official censor, was a huge man, almost seven feet tall, and he spoke with authority.  "Yes, indeed!  Chikatilo was a traitor in the trenches during the war with the Japanese monkeys.  He was caught selling maps of our military positions while he was in the Jap prison near Manchuria.  I concur with Vladiev.  This family is blight on the people.  The oldest son has been caught selling pornographic photos of his sister and younger brother.  The whole family refuses to attend local cell meetings."  


"Then it's settled," said Petrovsky, tossing more sticks into the flaming belly of the stove.  



"Let's drink on it," said Vladiev, and he walked over to a small table near the door.  He picked up the leather‑wrapped bottle and took a deep swig, then he wiped off the spout on his fur coat and passed it to Lagrosky.  The postal inspector raised the bottle into the air and shouted, "Nastrovia!"  


One by one, each man drank from the bottle and swore his allegiance to the evil code of starvation justice brought about by the famine and the world economic depression.

Chapter 2:

Manhood


Moscow, May 1, 1958.  Andrei Romanovich Chikatilo was sitting in the Bachelor Officers' Lounge when Drednev, Popov and Irkansky brought the prostitutes in.  


They were all singing "Lenin's March Across Russia," and Andrei barely looked up from his reading‑‑Communist Party Rules‑‑but when they walked over to stand in front of him, swaying and giggling like obscene fools, he finally paid them heed, staring up at them with his ice‑blue eyes, twisting his mouth into a sarcastic grimace.


They were Russian Army Officers, in charge of the guard at Lenin's Tomb, where each day, promptly on the hour, one of the four men would march the contingent of six enlisted men over to the tomb and go through the goose‑stepping ritual of the guard‑changing ceremony.  But today was a holiday‑‑the Anniversary of World Communism‑‑and the officers were all off duty.  



Nicholas Irkansky, 24, a tall and thin lieutenant from Vladivostok, and the senior officer of the group, stood behind one of the three women, his skinny arms wrapped around her waist, his angular chin nuzzled against her soft cheek.  "Hey, Chikatilo!  See what you've missed by studying that party crap?  You're too much business, my man.  You need to break loose and have a good time.  Eh, fellows?"


The other three men laughed and pointed drunkenly down at Andrei, grappling lewdly with their three women like uniformed satyrs.  It was disgusting how these men acted, Andrei thought.  Didn't they realize there was a Cold War going on?  These were the actions of American pigs‑‑not noble Communist officers.  


But the men had been making fun of his sexual chastity‑‑his refusal to undress in front of them, or to shower with them‑‑his choice to stay back at the BOQ rather than to go with them on leave into Moscow.  Andrei just kept smiling down at his book, pretending not to hear them.


Boris Popov laughed and pushed his woman, a short and pretty Asian, toward Andrei.  "Chikatilo, my friend, this is Nadia Cherminski.  She wants to go into the back room with you to see what you're made of.  She has heard the legendary stories about your masculine prowess, but does not believe us.  Please show her what a really fantastic stud you are!"


Andrei sat still for a moment and then he stood up.  He was six‑feet‑four and he stood a good two inches above any of the other men, but now his shoulders were slouched as he walked toward the door.  Popov and Drednev, however, blocked his way.  "Come on, Andrei.  Where are you going?" asked Drednev. "This woman has taken time from her busy schedule to be with you.  It is only considerate that you be a man and oblige her, don't you think?  Or perhaps you don't like women.  Is that it?  Do you prefer boys, Chikatilo?  Is that your problem?"


Andrei exhaled deeply and shook his head.  "I should have expected as much from you baboons.  If I take her now, will you stay off my back?"


"Certainly!" they shouted, in unison.


Andrei Chikatilo took the young Oriental into his sleeping quarters.  But he did not have sexual intercourse with her.  Instead, he sat on his chair and asked her to undress for him.  


When she was completely naked and lounging like a cat across his bunk, he spoke to her in a low and quivering voice.  "I am not one of these animals.  I am a patriot and a partisan.  My father was sent away to prison as an enemy of the people.  All because he cooperated with the people and let them eat my older brother in the Famine of 1932.  When he came back from prison, he was a shell of a man.  Whereas Dostoevski was strengthened by imprisonment, my father was destroyed.  He lost his party membership, and he sat in front of our house each day, chewing on raw pork rinds and cursing at passing citizens.  He beat on us often in blind rages.  He weighed three‑hundred pounds when he died."  


But as Andrei thought about what he could do to overcome the ignominy of his father's heritage, the hairy black triangle beneath the woman's belly suddenly began to speak to him.  The lips of the labia majora and minora formed perfectly as the vagina spoke, mouthing the syllables like some bearded prophet.  "You are no good, Andrei," it said, spitting the words back at him in a vehement cadence, "you are a coward and a liar, and you will always live a nothing life‑‑just like your father did!"


When the four officers broke into Andrei's room, they found him screaming hysterically through clenched jaws, his teeth biting down viciously into his own forearm.  The blood oozed out between his teeth and dripped down onto the shiny wood floor.  The short Oriental woman was yelling, her brown nipples pointing hard and accusingly at them, "You bastards!  Why did you leave me with this crazy man?"

Chapter 3

First Blood


Rostov on the Don, Russia, July 23, 1978.  The Party meeting was over, and schoolteacher Andrei Chikatilo was anxious to get home.  His wife, Paulina, was expecting their third child in August, and she had a craving for pickled eggs.  Andrei decided he would stop off at the public house and buy her a few eggs and have himself a pint of stout.  


The weather was mild for summer and Andrei breathed deeply as he passed the bakery on Simov Street.  Andrei stopped in the bakery in the mornings before school and bought a small loaf of pumpernickel to go with the salted salmon or whitefish his wife packed for him.  


Lately, Andrei had been having nightmares.  The dreams took various forms, but they had one similarity.  Every nightmare had the focus of an enraged wolf.  Andrei had recently read the Russian translation of Hermann Hesse's novel Steppenwolf, and it had had a striking effect on his psyche.  Harry Haller, the main character, has to do battle with a beastly form that inhabits his mind‑‑a form that knows no limits or morals‑‑a form that strikes out at life with passionate force.  


As a mild‑mannered father and grammar school teacher, Andrei was frightened by the prospect of having a beast within, and he rose up screaming when he felt himself growling and flashing his teeth in primal rage.  


But there was also a strange sense of power that came with the wolf persona.  It was a form that everyone feared, and, as the dreams became more frequent, Andrei began to enjoy the metamorphosis taking place inside.  In one dream, his father, the pounding fist from his childhood, was mauled to death by the Andrei/wolf child.  Volnov, the school's principal, was lacerated beyond recognition by the slicing canines of Andrei's jowls.  The fellow officers from Lenin's Tomb were running in terror around the BOQ until Andrei caught up with them and ritually bit off each of their genitals, one by one, and then howled gleefully at the screaming and bleeding carnage he had wrought.      


The public house was full of patrons waiting for the proprietor, Joseph Valnev, to fill their pint mugs with stout, or to give them a shot of vodka from huge government bottles.  The alcohol sales were controlled by the state, but still people found a way to bribe Valnev‑‑giving him candy, women, or even poems and paintings created by drunken artists.  Joseph, in turn, would give them a bottle to take home for guests, or for oneself, to obscure the grey reality of Socialist mediocrity.  


Andrei sat down on a bar stool at the end of the counter and unscrewed one of the giant wooden containers of pickled eggs and herring.  Immediately, Valnev's wife came over to him and took over the job.  "So, your young wife is still craving the eggs, eh Andrei?" she said, raising her heavy black eyebrows in good humor.  "Her own egg has been fertilized and now she needs to stock up once more!" she laughed at her own joke.


The room was filled with smoke and the smell of alcohol and sweat from the factory workers, civil servants and office personnel.  There were even some workers from the prison near the forest on the edge of town, who were felling pines for the wood stoves in the community.  The prison guards were carefully pouring out the stout into their cups, making certain that no one man received more than his allotment.  "Hey, I can drink a barrel full!" yelled a huge bearded prisoner in the center of the circle.  "And then you go crazy, like Raskolnikov!" answered the guard.  Andrei thought it interesting that even prison guards had read Crime and Punishment.


"I'll also have a pint, Marla," said Andrei, accepting the carton of eggs.


"Certainly, sir!" Mrs. Valnev exclaimed, and immediately she poured a mug full of dark stout from one of the oak barrels behind the bar.  Mrs. Valnev's son, Maxim, was in Andrei's fifth grade class and he had nothing but kind words to say about his teacher.  She took every opportunity to make Andrei feel at home at the public house.


Andrei was swallowing the last inch of stout when he saw a small dark girl standing in the shadows of the door's entrance.  She was a strangely attractive young thing, with huge, almond‑shaped eyes, long black lashes, and she wore a short, flowered dress that came down to just above her knees.  But it was the petulant expression‑‑rather a sad little pout on her lips‑‑that endeared her to Andrei.  
She was eight or nine years of age, Andrei assumed, and she was probably looking for one or both of her parents, who were tarrying a bit too long in the tavern.  Andrei paid for the stout, took the carton of pickled eggs and tucked it under his arm, and walked toward the door where the little girl stood.


As he stood next to this frail little creature, a voice from within growled in his ear, "Take her, you fool!  Little boys play doctor with her and rub against those soft young thighs.  She wants it, don't you know?  They all want it deep down inside.  Take her to the woods!"


Andrei looked down at the girl and spoke, his voice gentle and calm, in his best teacher manner.  "Hello there, young lady. Would you like to see where some luscious blackberries are growing?  Have you ever eaten blackberry cobbler?  It is oh so good and tasty!  Come with me, young one, and I will show you the secret place where blackberries grow out of control."


She took his hand, like Gretel took Hansel's, and they walked out of the public house and into the bright summer sunshine.  It was a half‑hour's walk to reach the forest on the outskirts of town, and as they walked, Andrei asked the little girl a variety of questions.  


Her name was Louise, she was nine years old, and she was traveling with her uncle to Moscow.  They were merely passing through town, and her uncle was drinking in one of the taverns while he waited for his motor bike to be repaired.  She enjoyed riding on the back of the bike, feeling the wind in her hair and smelling the summer flowers all along the dirt roads.  She thought she could surprise her Uncle Vanya with the blackberries, and she thanked Andrei for his interest.


Andrei led Louise down into the center of the forest.  The tall pine and cedar trees stood majestically, providing a church‑like silence inside a shadowy cavern of womb‑like peace.  But inside Chikatilo, there grew the ominous presence of the wolf from his dreams.  The wolf from "Peter and the Wolf," who destroyed without regret; the wolf who could redeem his self‑respect and make him a hero‑‑a real man‑‑and not merely a slovenly school teacher with no future outside the classrooms filled with the problems of other people's loins, who were gobbled up by the state and given into his care to teach them about socialism, Lenin and the glorious Revolution against capitalism and greed.  


As he felt the soft and trusting hand of the little girl, a young person so totally under his power, Andrei's penis took a new life.  He stopped in the middle of the glade and unzipped his fly.  The newly engorged penis came out of its lair and stood up straight in the shadows.  The little girl looked at it, and her eyes became wide with fear.  Andrei felt his heart pound, and his body began shaking all over with nervous energy.


"Don't look that way!" Andrei yelled, and the little girl started to cry.  "You've seen these before, haven't you?  I've caught you little monsters before.  You play with each other's genitals, secretly laughing and cursing us under your breaths.  I know you all live a secret life of debauchery!  Come, touch this for me.  I want you to feel a real man!"


Louise reached out with her hand, still crying and sobbing with fear, and touched his penis.  As he felt her innocent touch on his prick, Andrei looked up into the silent canopy of the forest primeval and howled with passionate release.  The girl screamed and tried to run, but he was on her in an instant‑‑flinging the carton of pickled eggs against the trunk of a pine tree, where it smashed, sending showers of egg whites into the air.  He was tearing at her dress‑‑ripping into her with his fingernails‑‑feeling the soft young flesh strip away and yield the communist red blood‑‑the flood of wolfish revolt!  He took the long kerchief from his pocket and blindfolded her.  He believed in the old wives' tale that the murderer's reflection is trapped in the eyes of his victim.


His penis stabbed at her pouty mouth, her delicate ear, her smooth armpits, her tiny vagina, her skinny buttocks.  But she still screamed, so Andrei pressed his face against her mouth and caught her tongue between his front teeth.  He could feel the vibrations against his skull as she screamed in terror.  When he bit her tongue in two, he also ejaculated against her naked young body, huge gobs of passion mixing with the blood, the communist party, the revolution, the power of the primal animal seeking revenge for the lost innocence in the world.  As he chewed her tongue and watched her scream, Andrei picked up a granite boulder.  


"Silence!" he shrieked, and he brought the boulder down onto her small head like a meteor from hell.  

The joy and relief he felt as he stood above her bloody and naked young body, and the relief he felt was astounding.

