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The chief of police in Marseille finds a severed head on the fence in front of his estate. It is a wanted murderer. Who is killing guilty criminals and continuing to threaten the police chief? Investigators Marquanteur and Leroc track down a death squad that has long remained hidden.
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"Sit down, mademoiselle."

The young woman sat down. She had dressed up quite a bit. Her dress was long and tight-fitting, and it perfectly traced the curves of her perfect silhouette. The neckline was low and she did her best to show off her breasts with her posture. 

The man sitting opposite her was twice her age.

"We're alone in this restaurant?" she asked, somewhat irritated.

"Apparently no one is hungry at the moment, mademoiselle," said the man. "But that shouldn't bother us. The cook will cook for us all by himself if necessary."

"Monsieur..."

The waiter came. "You ordered in advance, Mr. Fournier..."

"Yes, you can start with the menu."

"Very well."

He indicated a bow and disappeared. 

"Your name's Fournier?" she said, "I thought..."

"Yes, I've given you the wrong name so far. I'm sorry about that. My name is actually Fournier."

"But..."

"That shouldn't worry you any more. As the evening progresses, you'll understand that I had good reason to do so."

The waiter brought the food. 

"That looks excellent, Danglard!" said Mr. Fournier.

"Thank you, sir. I hope you both enjoy it."

"I'm convinced of that!"

"If you need anything else, please call me."

"Of course, Danglard."

Danglard moved away again. 

"What's that?" the young woman asked as she looked at her plate.

"The most exquisite thing you've ever eaten, Mademoiselle," Fournier assured her. 

"They had promised me that I would make a career as a model and make it big."

"Yes, but we'll talk about that when we've sat down."

She smiled a little tensely.

"Good."

He looked at her. She was a little startled. His gaze was intense. But he didn't undress her with his gaze, as she was used to from others. His gaze was penetrating. And it seemed to go much deeper. She had the feeling that his gaze not only penetrated her clothes, but went even deeper.

And he was icy.

Not greedy, but ice-cold.

*
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"How did you like it?" Fournier then asked as he raised his wine glass to take a sip of the fine wine.

"It was...very good."

"Keep it in good memory."

"Why?"

"You will never be able to experience anything like this again."

"I don't understand you."

"Perhaps I should explain a few things to you first."

"They wanted to talk to me about becoming a model."

"You will never be a model."

"But..."

"You see, my name is Fournier. You've already noticed that."

"Yes."

"Dr. Dr. Frédérik G. Fournier. I am a scientist and forensic scientist. I work for the detection service as a chemist and physicist and help bring criminals to justice."

"I thought you had an agency for models!"

"I wasn't completely honest with you. But you, mademoiselle, weren't completely honest with me either."

"Me?"

"You didn't tell me that you used to be called something else."

"How do you know that?"

"And you didn't tell me that when you were twelve years old, you murdered another twelve-year-old girl together with two other girls."

"I..."

"You were not yet of criminal age. That's why you weren't sentenced for it. The other two girls were older. They went to prison. Under juvenile law, but they got a sentence. Do you think that's fair, Miss?"

"I can't help the laws! I didn't make them. And how the hell did you..."

"How did I find out? That doesn't matter. But I was involved in the case as an expert witness at the time and it never let go of me. I think that justice should be served."

The young woman turned pale.

"I think I'd better go now," she said.

"I just said you would never be a model. It's not because of your figure or your looks. It's because you'll die before then. There's no stopping it now."

She stood up. "What have you done?" she asked.

"Haven't you heard what happened to your friends from back then? Your accomplices in this crime, it has to be said.  Incidentally, I thought their juvenile sentences were far too lenient. I had to take corrective action there too, if I may be permitted this remark."

"What did you do?"

"They're no longer alive - right? You know, in my job I have access to the most sophisticated poisons you can imagine. Every now and then I try out one of these poisons on people who don't deserve it any better. On you, for example. I don't suppose you could taste the deadly substance in your food. And now it's too late.  Much too late. Go ahead. You won't get far. And the best thing is: they won't be able to prove anything. Nothing at all." Fournir was smiling now. It was the first broad smile the young woman had seen on him. 

She stormed out.

Panic.

Fournier looked after her. Then he poured himself some more wine.

"How many times do you want to do that?" asked the waiter."

"As often as it is necessary to change humanity."

"That ambitious?"

"You know me."

"Absolutely." 

*
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Mr. Jean-Claude Marteau was the head of FoPoCri, a special division of the criminal investigation department responsible for particularly difficult cases. His secretary answered the intercom.

"There's someone here to see you, Mr. Marteau."

"I know. Shall come in."

A little later, a man in a blue suit came in.

"Sit down."

"Thank you."

"You wanted to see me?"

"Mr. Marteau, I don't know if you've heard: Eveline Grendel died suddenly. The coroner suspects that it could have been poison. But he can't prove it."

"Well, then..."

"Eveline Grendel was involved in the murder of a classmate when she was twelve. As she was too young, she went unpunished. The other girls involved were given juvenile sentences. The case made headlines throughout France at the time and brought up some old discussions."

"I remember that. I've been following this."

"Eveline Grendel was last seen in Rue Cabrol - and at the same time a man matching the description of Dr. Dr. Frédérik Fournier was also seen there."

"Our super forensic scientist!"

"Exactly."

"But you don't think..."

"That Fournier had something to do with it?  The other people involved in this murder have also since died under mysterious circumstances. Fournier was particularly involved in the case at the time."

"But you don't think that Fournier has ensured justice in his own way, do you?"

"I'd like to rule that out. Otherwise we'll all have a problem."

"What do you think I should do?"

"Put your best man on this case."

"You mean Commissaire Pierre Marquanteur?"

"Yes."

"I'll think about it."

"Good, that's all I can ask for."

The man got up and left.

If you're going to take the law into your own hands, you should be careful, thought Mr. Marteau, the head of the FoPoCri department. And apparently Fournier wasn't careful enough. Perhaps he felt too safe, Marteau thought. That was also conceivable. Fournier was known everywhere for his arrogance. 

But he had a clear opinion on the matter that had been brought to Monsieur Marteau on official business. 

I'll do the devil and put my best man on the case!" thought Monsieur Marteau. First of all, he continued in his mind, Fournier may have actually served justice, if he really had anything to do with the matter. 

And apart from that, Monsieur Marteau thought, he needed Marquanteur for other cases. More important cases.

And if he put Pierre Marquanteur on the case, he had to fear that he would find out the truth. The end of the story was that the department also lost a brilliant forensic scientist whose work was essential to the success of FoPoCri.

Let the normal Flics take care of it, Monsieur Marteau thought. Let them deal with it - and, as usual, find nothing!

*
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"Bonjour, François," I said. "How are you today?"

"I was still in a good mood until just now."

"Why not now?"

"I'll tell you in a minute, Pierre."

I picked up my colleague François Leroc at the familiar corner, as I did every morning. Together we would drive to Marseille police headquarters, where our department's offices were located.

François got in and sat in the passenger seat of the company car. I drove off.

Driving through Marseille in the morning during rush hour can be a torture. You can only dream of free travel for free citizens.

My name is Pierre Marquanteur. I am a commissaire. Together with my colleague Commissaire François Leroc, I belong to a special department called the Force spéciale de la police criminelle, FoPoCri for short, which is based in Marseille. We deal with organized crime, serial offenders and other cases that require special resources.

I looked at my watch. 

Monsieur Jean-Claude Marteau, Commissaire général de police, the head of our department, doesn't like tardiness. That alone was a reason to be more punctual.

"Have you read the paper today, Pierre?" asked François.

"No, I haven't gotten around to that yet."

"But I do."

"Like this?"

"I should have left it alone."

"Why?"

"Because of the interview with our honorable police commissioner."

"Is that the reason for your bad mood?"

"Yes."

"Explain that to me."

"You rarely see so much hypocrisy in one place. Our city should become cleaner - that's the bottom line. But in reality, it's all just a show to present yourself to the public."

"Oh, François ... We know the game!"

"Yes, but it's still annoying. Don't you think?"

"I'm over it, François."

"Really?"

"I don't get annoyed about that anymore."

"I'd like your peace and quiet, Pierre."

We should hear news from the police chief soon.

And that was not good news.

*

[image: ]


Somewhere in Marseille.

A backyard.

The killer had waited patiently. 

But it should be worth it. 

"You're as good as dead already," he muttered to himself.

Now they arrived one after the other. With their motorcycles. With their gang robes. With their weapons. And presumably also with drugs, because after all, these people made a living from dealing them. 

One of the gang warriors took a pistol and fired into the air. Others laughed. Many of them were still very young. And reckless.

Too reckless.

The killer had resolved to end their game here and now, once and for all. 

He wouldn't give them a chance.

He had to wait a little longer.

Until they were complete. After all, he wanted to catch as many of them as possible at once.

"Ferri! Don't shoot around here!" one of them shouted. "You'll hear otherwise!"

"Nobody hears that here!" came the reply.

Two more gang members arrived. Both on monstrous trikes that made a hell of a racket. The gang members revved their engines and a few of them shot into the air again.

Now the killer's moment had come.

He took the MP and fired. Thirty shots per second leaked out of the muzzle. It happened so fast that none of them had a chance. The submachine gun rattled away. Fortunately, these gang warriors were vain. They weren't wearing Kevlar vests, of course, because they made them look fat. And apart from that, they were among their own kind. Who could have threatened them?

These guys wore their frocks with squiggly gang symbols on them. And they liked to show off their upper arms, which were also covered in tattoos. They didn't think much of helmets that complied with legal requirements, and often enough they didn't even wear them. They simply trusted that the police would avoid checking them. 

But now their bodies were twitching in the killer's lead fire. 

Some still managed to draw their weapons. Here and there there was an unaimed shot. xxx

But that was nothing that could be dangerous for the killer.

They'll be dead before they realize where the shooting is actually coming from, the killer thought. There was a hell of a racket in the backyard. The echoes made it almost impossible to localize the origin of a shot acoustically with any degree of reliability.

One by one, they sank to the ground. They lay contorted in their own blood. Here and there there were treacherous ricochets as bullets ricocheted off the metal parts of the machines.

Maybe I can still manage to make a tank explode, thought the killer. But that kind of thing usually only worked in movies.

Finally there was peace.

The killer stepped out from his cover.

He held the MP in his right hand.

He let his gaze wander for a moment. 

His cell phone rang. He reached into the inside pocket of his jacket.

"Hello, Pascal," said a voice. "Is everything done?"

"I can't remember allowing someone like you to call me Pascal!"

"A case of early dementia, Pascal? That would be unfortunate."

"If you come to me like that, I'll come over and shoot you!"

"What's the deal now?"

"It's all done. Just a moment ..." The killer switched on the cell phone camera and pointed it at the people he had shot. "The campaign to make our city cleaner is complete," the killer then said.

"This is an ongoing campaign, Pascal."

"If you say so ..."

"None of us should ever forget that."
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"It doesn't get any better," said the doctor. "You took several bullets to the face in that shootout."

"If you say so ... I don't remember."

"That's normal. You're lucky to have survived."

"Whether I can be happy about it, I don't know yet."

"The others are dead. All of them."

"And I've got jail ahead of me!"

"In any case, the laughter will remain crooked. That can't be helped. But at least your face won't look like that, so others won't have to be afraid of it."

He laughed.

Crooked!

As we will always do from now on.

"Maybe that wouldn't be so bad," he said.

The doctor raised his eyebrows questioningly. "What?"

"If people were afraid of my face."
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"Dr. Herbreteau, why are you here?"

"I wonder that too!"

"It's always good if the patient knows why they are seeing a therapist. That makes it easier to work together."

"I'm not a patient," said Herbreteau. "That's where it starts. Patient means sufferer. But I don't suffer from anything."

"But perhaps others are suffering from you, Mr. Herbreteau."

"Then they should go to the therapist and have conversations. They are actually patients in the truest sense of the word. But not me. I'm only here because I've been ordered to."

"We have also started talking about clients recently - so I agree with you that our professional perspective has also changed somewhat in this respect."

"That's just as dishonest. I'm not your client! Your client!" Herbreteau laughed. "I'm not paying you, and you're not acting on my behalf."

"Well, we don't need to argue about terms. Let's get down to business - and the reason why you're here."

"I'm here because my supervisor wants me to be," said Herbreteau. "And because a few hypersensitive, touchy souls have complained about me."

"There is talk of bullying."

"Bullying? Because I said so clearly to an employee who did a terrible job? Because another employee with whom I was forced to share the same premises has since been transferred - which, incidentally, is for the good of us all?"

"Listen..."

"No, listen to me: I'm a forensic scientist. I deal with corpses and have to find out what they died of. The facts are literally on the table here at the institute. That's where you express yourself clearly."

"You've been told to be a little more mindful. A little more sensitive."

"I'm the wrong person for that," said Herbreteau.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
THRILLER





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





