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My name is Jeremy Lepage, I’m thirty-four, and I’m about to commit the perfect murder. I’ve had this obsessive idea rattling around in my head for ages, and now, it’s finally time. It’s not a simple undertaking, but it’s exactly what makes this adventure so very exciting.

In my ten years of service as a forensic technician of the Lille’s police force, I’ve seen a thousand and four-hundred-sixty-seven corpses exactly. The first one was a man in his sixties who’d fallen down the stairs. His head had hit a step so hard it literally scalped him. The last one was two days ago, the mundane story of a husband who’d apparently caught his own brother and his wife in bed together. Having just come from a construction site, the man grabbed the first thing he could: a screwdriver, which he used to stab the person he’d been through his entire childhood within the liver.

Accident, suicide, revenge, adultery, alcohol… Eighty percents of our business. We the experts are the ones who crack the case most of the time, speeding up the entire investigation. The technics and equipment at our disposal are so sophisticated nowadays that not much escape us. One day, on the second floor of an apartment building, we found no DNA, no prints, nothing at all anywhere at the scene. The murderer had been good, very good. Just not good enough to fool me: I found a print of his ear on the neighbor’s door. The murderer had wanted to make sure the neighbor wasn’t home before he proceeded with his murderous plan. When the police looked at a deliveryman who had come into contact with the victim three days earlier, all they had to do was compare his ears to this particular ear print, since no two people have the same.

“We always catch them in the end” the chief, Herve Durieux, said once again the other day. I hate this man with a passion. The entire department knows he’s bought a Mercedes or that his daughter is getting married. He publicly ridiculed me for a small procedural mistake and told the higher ups about it. I got a reprimand, which has seriously compromised my career. If only this bastard’s heart attack had killed him three months ago.

He is to retire in four months’time and he keeps bragging about having solved one hundred percents of his cases. I’ll prove him wrong, add a big fat zero to his track record and ridicule him back. It’s my only motive. A real, solid motive, but you have to admit, it’s untraceable. That’s one of the fundamental components of the perfect murder: if you don’t have a discernible motive, you’ll be, from the first, among the five percent of crimes the police will have a hard time solving. If there is the slightest connection between you and the victim, if you’ve crossed path in high school or in the queue to visit the Eiffel tower, the cops will find out eventually. That’s why I won’t know who the unlucky person is that I’m going to kill tonight, not until the last moment. No commonalities between us, but for the fact we live in the same region. I want to be called to the crime scene and see Durieux grinding his teeth. I have to admit it’s not completely random, but the North is populated enough that no one will look at me. It’s going to drive Durieux crazy, and he’ll end his career on a failed investigation. Nothing worse for a cop.

I’ve already chosen how I’ll kill her (I said “her” because I’m imagining a woman, she won’t resist as much and it’ll be easier for me). It has to happen fast, and the weapon should be absolutely commonplace, s
Ops/images/cover.jpg
franck thilliez

| WOULD RATHER
L BEFORE
THE MWIE END3

|

- .
o L9 € 5 S
| ¥ - g G prA < .
- o o e - P
" - .‘~f
- * 2 » 2RNY Yo
- hat “~.






Ops/images/img1.jpg





