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I 

 

TO STUDY A DECOMPOSED BODY in the middle of the day when December’s sun 

is shining as hard as it can is disturbing. To study three decomposed bodies under 

the same conditions, it’s just revolting. Nonetheless, that was what I was doing. 

Annie had asked for my help and because I couldn’t say no to that case, my 

stomach was now on its side, begging me to close my eyes.   

Initially, the snow had preserved the bodies. But because the sun had 

decided to come out and play, it was slowly ripping the ice that had invaded the 

bodies without mercy. And that natural preservation of the corpses was completely 

unnatural to my brain, the motor of my stomach’s contortions. 

The triplets’ killer had struck again, two times in four months and three in 

seven years. Multiply the attacks by three and divide them by the time elapsed 

between each murder. I was never good at math, but the result of such equation 

was always negative.  

The police were completely disoriented with this case. And that was why 

Annie had taken me to the latest crime scene, which was geographically at the same 

location as the rest of them, in terms of coordinates. But somehow, the 

surroundings had shifted. Each time, the place looked different. And I’m not 

talking about a mere change of vegetation on account of the seasons passing. The 

first time, the bodies were in a clearing in the forest. The second time, the place was 

covered in sand. And last but not least, snow. We had a killer for all seasons. 

Fabulous. 

But I had a card up my sleeve: Irupé. That’s why Annie had called me. And 

that’s why the police tolerated my presence there. Annie told them I had some 

inside information about the case. And let’s not forget that once upon a time, I was 

in charge of that investigation. In any case, my little visit was off the records. So 



much so, that it almost fell off the page. It had been Murdoch, my former boss, the 

one who still liked me enough to allow me to help. 

Inman Murdoch always thought I was a decent policeman. And when he 

found out that I had smashed the head of Kara’s murderer against the pavement, 

instead of ratting me out, he had allowed me to quietly apply for an early 

retirement. Not even a dishonorable discharge in my impeccable record. Lucky me. 

“It’s not a copycat, Annie.” 

She sighed. Even the hair in her very tight bun shivered with the electric 

discharge that a bad gut feeling can give you. 

“We have the wrong man.” 

“We don’t know that yet, Richard. Maybe Paulson had a partner and now 

this person is killing without him. Let’s take it easy. I still have to do the post-

mortem examination on these bodies, and maybe something new will come up.” 

I understood Annie. Just like her, I didn’t want to believe we had stolen six 

years from the life of a man who was now unable to get them back because 

incarceration had driven him completely mad. Don’t get me wrong, Henry Paulson 

had already graduated from the Deranged University, but prison helped him all 

the way until he obtained his doctorate in lunacy. Still, crazy doesn’t mean 

disposable, and Annie, being in a line of work that dealt with the fragility of human 

life, valued every breath, even those that came from people who didn’t deserve 

them.           

“I need you to talk to your troll.” 

“Well, Annie, you really know how to ask for a favor. She’s a druid. And I’m 

not sure it’s time yet. We should collect more data before confronting her. 

She’s…elusive, to say the least.” 



“The crime scene changes for every murder, despite the fact that it takes 

place in the same coordinates. I think that’s enough to have a little chat with your 

troll.” 

“Druid, Annie. And she’s not mine.” 

“Nine people, Richard. At the very least, she’s a suspect. Talk to her or I’ll 

have her arrested.” 

“Good luck finding her.” 

“Oh, come on, Richard!” The sight of Annie asking for my help in the middle 

of a snowy forest sprinkled with corpses was amusing. Her purple lips matched her 

red hair, making her look even more pale than usual. “Pretty please?” 

“Fine, I’ll see what I can do.”  I was going to talk to Irupé anyway. “I can’t 

believe you said pretty”. 

“I can’t believe I said please.” 

Annie gathered her equipment and we headed for my car. What on Earth 

was killing those men? I had already given up on asking who. No way was that 

crafted by a human hand.  

After the unusual circumstances that had led me to meet Irupé, I was well 

aware that that forest was more than a bunch of trees keeping each other company. 

She had helped me with a man who couldn’t die, and eventually proved that the 

knowledge about these incidents was available to her. After all, the woods were her 

home. Could she help with a killer that changed landscape? And where did this 

murderer get such a large triplets supply? 

As Annie and I left the forest, we made a hand signal to the police officers 

guarding the crime scene. They also had strict instructions to leave the woods 

before the night settled in. “There is no way out of the forest in the night for 

foreigners," Irupé had said to me not long before. So to cut on the amount of 



bodies piling up inside nature’s fortress, I passed along the knowledge. I told Annie 

and she dealt with the cops. No way I could have explained that to Murdoch. And 

the officers guarding the place would not argue with Annie. No one does. She has 

always been very efficient in the use of her scalpels. 

“I have an appointment now, but do you want to have lunch later?” I asked 

Annie as I parked in front of the police station.  

She looked out the window to the building’s entrance, where Max the 

Gargoyle Perkins was having a smoke, next to an oversized red ribbon that let 

everyone know that Santa also came down the station’s chimney. 

“I can’t. I have a lot of work to do. I’ll call you when I have the autopsy 

results.” 

“Alright. Talk to you later, then.”  

Annie got out of the car and walked up to the front of the police station, 

where the Gargoyle was still standing. No wonder they gave him that nickname. 

That man was genetically predisposed to stand still for hours without being 

noticed. His natural ability to blend in with facades made Max the closest thing to a 

secret agent. Murdoch always used him to spy on people. 

The Gargoyle lifted a hand to wave at me and I responded with a mild head 

movement. He then approached Annie, and led her into the station by placing a 

hand on her shoulder. Obviously, Murdoch had put him there to wait for Annie. 

Maybe they had made some advance on the triplets’ killer. 

Thirty minutes later, I was opening my office door to my new potential 

client, Nina Davies. A young woman of eighteen years of age, dressed in an 

impeccable navy blue dress and a matching hat, was waiting for my invitation to 

come in. Her face was soft, as if it hadn’t been used by life. It was framed by auburn 

curls and a pair of the most peculiar sunglasses I had ever seen. 



 Standing next to her, I found the same version of woman, only twenty years 

older. She was dressed in pale gray. Her outfit was also tailored to perfection but, 

unlike Nina, she was definitely worn-out by life. Expression lines and gray hair got 

together in her face to let me know that her life had not been a joy ride. No shades 

on her, only shadows. 

Still, there was something missing in that picture. A void of some kind. 

Something that should have been there, but wasn’t. I couldn’t quite put my finger 

on it. 

“Detective Saussure?” the young lady asked. Then, she stretched out her 

hand in the most unarticulated manner. I took it as I realized that that gentle hand 

was trying to give a strong shake, but couldn’t achieve it. I felt a slight trembling. 

This was going to be interesting. 

“Yes. Miss Davies, I assume?”  

She nodded. 

After Nina introduced me to the silent woman next to her (Rebecca Davies, 

her mother), I invited both of them in. The awkwardness I had felt in her 

handshake then translated to her entire body, turning her mother into a strange 

combination of human walking stick and tour guide.  

Once we were seated, I was all ears. 

“Well, Miss and Mrs. Davies, I understand from our phone conversation that 

this is a matter of a missing person?”  

“It is only me you have to help, Mr. Saussure,” Nina said. She sounded 

determined to be the captain of that ship. I could live with that. “My fiancé 

disappeared two months ago. His name is Maurice Bennett.” 

I threw a glance at Mrs. Davies. Nothing. She held the same impassible 

grayness from her entrance. 



“Have you contacted the police, Miss Davies?”  

“Yes, I have. But they don’t believe something has happened to him. The 

police think Maurice left me.”  

I waved through the options in my head. Were they telling her that because 

it was actually what had happened or because they were swamped by the triplets’ 

killer and a missing man who didn’t have two carbon copies of himself wasn’t 

important enough?    

“I’m sorry to ask the next question, Miss Davies, but...is there any 

possibility–?” 

“No, Maurice did not abandon me.”  

One more glance at the mother. It was the personification of nothingness. 

“Are you positive, Miss Davies?” 

Nina shifted her weight from one side of her body to the other. I recognized 

that gesture from my policeman days. We called it the body sigh. It happened when 

the accused got tired of repeating the same answer over and over again, as a result 

of the constant questioning. Instead of literally sighing, the person moved restless 

in their seat, out of the exhaustion of being bored to death by police bureaucracy. 

Nina had been interrogated. A lot. And she didn’t break. Not the smallest hint of 

doubt. She was telling the truth. In her eyes, at least. 

“Yes, I am sure Maurice did not leave me, Mr. Saussure. Something must’ve 

happened to him, I just know it. I know he didn’t leave anything behind and–” A 

body twitch. Rebecca Davies got a prick from an invisible pin when her daughter 

stated that her fiancé didn’t leave a trail. “And...I understand how that could look 

suspicious to some people, but you’ll just have to take my word for it. I want you to 

find Maurice.” 



“Even if the truth is hurtful and turns into something you don’t want to 

know?” 

Nina dropped her head and considered how lethal truth can be. Her mother 

gently squeezed her hand and this seemed to give her courage. 

“I have nothing to lose, Mr. Saussure. Not since he’s gone.” 

“What about the memories of good times spent with him?” I didn’t want to 

say it, but chances were that Maurice was already married and he had simply 

returned to his wife. I felt for the poor girl. She really seemed in love.  

“Everything is tainted by the absence of him, Mr. Saussure. I can’t back 

down. It’s all or nothing. And if it turns out to be nothing, then…I need to know it 

as soon as possible, so I can move on with my life.” 

Nina was a talking oxymoron. So strong, yet so evidently close to breaking. 

But a client is a client; her wishes were my command. 

“Very well, then. I’ll take a look at your case, Miss Davies.” I got a hold of a 

pad of paper and a pen from the top desk drawer. “I need you to provide me with a 

physical description of Maurice, so I can talk to some people about him.” 

Nina recoiled in her seat. This time, her restlessness came from being 

nervous by my request. 

“I can’t do that, Mr. Saussure. I…I’ve never actually seen Maurice.” 


