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PROLOGUE
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This story takes place in an isolated town located in the middle of a large forest. However, this town is not as inaccessible as we are imagining, it is a peaceful and lively place where misfortune has never occured. At least, not till this story be told.

Places were as quite as a graveyard that evening as a lonely man crossed the highway. He was returning from an exhausting day at work with his ax that he could barely hang over his shoulder. His well carved muscles could be brightly seen through his checkered shirt, and his bright big pants covered with soot, clearly showed that he was lumberjack. It was only the faint glow of the street lights that illuminated the road on which he was trudging making it possible to distinguish him in that darkest night. But his antic outdated beret which perhaps belonged to his father or still his grandfather made it difficult to identify the features of his face.

After walking some few more meters, he began blowing a barely noticeable growing bear. Then he stopped to get some rest for he was so exhausted. One could easily tell that he has gone a long way, and probably have had a lot of hard physical activities throughout the day. Yet, he was no way closer to his home. He let his ax slide down his back, it collapsing to the ground was followed by a small sharp sound.

He then looked up in front of him, as if trying to measure the distance that still separates him from his home. It was at this moment that he realized that he was not alone. Some few meters ahead of him was standing a shadow, whose features could not be distinguished under the streetlights. Man or woman? His physical structure was much more of a man, but the woodcutter could not recognize him.

- Do you need my help? said the panting woodcutter.

The shadow showed no sign of life. The woodcutter painfully swings his ax back to his shoulder. He began moving toward what seemed to be a man, the stranger still did not make any move. Being two meters from the shadow, the woodcutter puts back his ax on the ground.

– Good evening, insisted the woodcutter. Are you lost?

Once again, the man standing in front of him made no sign of life. The woodcutter this time around bent down to completely lay his ax on the ground, he could no longer bear the weight of his ax, he continued walking toward the stranger, who till now neither moved nor seemed to want to speak. He was immobile as a monument, the woodcutter could not hear even a sound emanating from him, not even the sound of his breath.

When the lumberjack was close enough to reach out to him, he raised a hand to place on the stranger’s shoulder, the latter suddenly started moving and grabbed the arm who had just reached out to him. All what the souls who were awake at that moment could hear was a small muffled cry emanating from the main street. A small, muffled cry coming from the lumberjack whose outstretched arm had just been broken some few seconds ago, and who was deprived of the precious oxygen he needed to remain alive. All what the inhabitants of the main street would find out early in the morning while opening the doors of their homes would be the lifeless body of one of the village lumberjacks, stripped of his eyes and his tongue, as well as his private parts.

However, it was not yet dawn, and there was only the faint glow of the street lamps to slightly illuminate the main street of the village. Several dozens of meters away from the place of the ill occurrence, was a small house based in a small adjacent alley. At one of the opened windows of the first floor, you could see a curtain gently moving from inside to outside, conducted by the light breeze. It must be said that at this time of the year, the weather was particularly good, because though the summer was getting close to an end, the temperature still made it possible to sleep with the windows open.

The curtain conducted by the breeze which till now continued it gentle movement suddenly stopped. Someone had just held it with a grip of hand. A shadow whose features could not be distinguished crouched on the sill of the window, and silently peeped into the room. The features of the individual laying on the bed seemed to be that of a woman. The two curves located under the light sheet, just below the level of the shoulders, left no room for doubt. And it wasn't the regular, almost imperceptible breathing that would make one believe otherwise.

The shadow had left the window sill. Could it be that it was no one else but the man who some few moments ago stood in front of the woodcutter in the middle of the main street, and who eventually killed the woodcutter, and now was looking for his next victim? Still, this shadow, which was now standing just in front of the bed, stretched out one of its hands to lightly pull the sheet, thus revealing what had been hidden under the shoulders of the young woman who was deeply asleep, confirming that it was indeed a woman. But her sudden movement of turning by the side while pulling the sheet towards her, made the shadow in her room flee.
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When the sun was already high in the sky, the young woman whose night had almost been interrupted opened her eyes. She tightly held the white sheet which she placed on either side of her face. She winced in pain after releasing her grip because she tightly held this sheet and now her fingers were sore. She slowly sat up in bed, letting the sheet fall to her hips revealing a pale pink nightie, so transparent that one could think she had worn none. In fact, we could easily guess what her upper body looked like. And when she left her bed, we could also guess the bosom.

This young woman could not be older than 20 years, and the least that could be said of her was that she was blessed with an outstanding beauty. Her beauty was sufficient enough to cause the young men in the village loss their breath, she equally had a well-shaped body capable of attracting even the attention of elder ones. In other words, no man could be indifferent before such beauty. Could she be a good companion?

The reaction she would have in some few seconds, after returning to her room, would perhaps provide an answer to this question. But for now, her only wish was to satisfy a pressing need. She rushed and quickly opened the door to leave not caring about the fact that she had nothing else on her than her light nightie and that it was clearly not covering her body. She returned to her room only two minutes later.

She gently closed the door behind her and began to scan the entire vicinity. The sun illuminated the room, precisely because the wallpaper on the wall had very bright colors, almost whitish. The young woman finally moved towards her bed, and rather than going around it, she climbed on it and laid down at full length in order to reach her little night table which stood at the other corner of the bed. She grabbed her glasses which have been laying there since the previous night.

She sat up on her bed. She puts on her eye glasses and did a second scanning of the room When she looked down at the edge of her bed, she saw what appeared to be a stain on her sheet. She frowned and leaned forward to better examine what she seemed to see. And indeed, her pale pink sheet was stained, with a stain so dark that it could be compared to a stain of dried blood. The young woman looked up at the window which was directly opposite the location of this stain. It was still open, exactly as she had left it this night before going to bed.

She walked over to where her sheet had a stain and ran her fingers over it. It was dry. What could have caused this stain? The young woman had no idea, and no matter the circumstances, she didn't have time to ask herself this question, because she would soon be late. She turned away from her sheet to head towards her wardrobe which was near the door. She opened it, revealing its richest contents in various and varied outfits.

“the weather will be good today. »

She first grabbed her little white dress with a V-neckline and ruffles that stood at her mid-thigh. She also grabbed some underwear and she left the room a second time, not without turning around one last time to look at the stain on her bed.

“I'll put this in the laundry machine this evening. »

The fact is she could not do otherwise. She entered her bathroom, which was the next door to her bedroom, and closed the door behind her. Within the time she needed to prepare her toothbrush, she let the straps of her nightie slide down her shoulders, which caused the nightie to fall to the ground. Then, with the other hand that was not holding her brush, she began to undo the bun that had held her brown hair all night, letting it fall in cascade over her shoulders. She shook her head a little to force them apart, and she leaned toward the sink to brush her teeth.

As she was busily getting ready, she heard some noises downstairs. The young lady didn't pay attention to it. She took off her glasses before looking at her beautiful green eyes in the mirror which was in front of her, then she placed both hands under the faucet which was freely gorging out water to rinse her face. She later on turned off the tap and took out her towel that was in between her legs to dry her face. She turned around to take her underwear from the small chair which was beside the door and put them on one after the other, first the bottom, then the top. Finally, she grabbed her little white dress and pulled it over her head. This was the only way to put it on, as it had no buttons nor zip and having elastic at the waist.

Lastly, she quickly brushed her hair in order to put a little order into her mop of hair, then put on her little sandals which were under the chair and were as white as her dress, then the young woman finally left the room, ready to face this new day. She went down stairs which separated her from the floor. Inside the kitchen, a man was busy making two cups of coffee.

– Ready? he asked the young woman with a small smile.

– As usual, she replied in a soft voice, returning the same smile.

She sat at the kitchen table and the man handed her the cup he was preparing before sitting on the opposite side facing her, with the second cup of tea in his hand.

– I heard some noises early this morning! he added while he started sipping from his coffee. Didn't you hear anything?

– Oh no, replied the young woman, raising an eyebrow while sipping from her own cup.

– We will surely have more information by this evening. By the way, are things going well with your apprentice?

– Very good, she smiles, he is focused and keen to satisfy customers at his best. I don't think I could have asked for a more hard working person, he is perfect.

– Well, continued the man, it seems that you have finally found the right man. I told you that not everyone is interested in flowers.

– suddenly, the countenance of her face changed, the smile on her face suddenly disappeared, it has always been my passion, and you know that. It's true that few people are interested in flowers, but I can tell you dad, I have a considerable clientele, and a loyal one at that.

“I wasn’t referring to that,” retorted the man in a more serious tone. I am fully aware that people like buying these things for themselves, even though it will never make up for adultery, but it always pleases the lady to behold flowers. I was mainly talking about finding help. Alone, it was obvious that you would have too much work.

– Dad, not only do you still refuse to admit that there is a whole language which follows the gesture of offering these flowers, and that it does not necessarily mean that the gentleman has cheated on the lady, but you also refuse to accept that you won't make me change my mind. This is my job, my vocation, whether you like it or not.

The man let out a heavy sigh. What else could he say to his daughter, stubborn as she was? As for the young lady who was now looking sullen she rapidly finished her cup of tea, then stood up without saying a word. She gently pushed her chair back against the table, approached the hook on which her little waistcoat was waiting for her and grabbed it by the way and headed towards the front door.

" Good day! »

She had spoken these words in such a cold tone that her interlocutor did not dare to answer her. So, she quickly grabbed her purse which was waiting for her near the front door, then she silently closed the door behind her. The man still stood behind the window to watch his daughter walk away from the house, sighing once again, probably because he regretted not being able to understand her better.

As for her, the young woman had already moved on. She had to be at her store on time, otherwise she would find her apprentice desperately waiting for her outside the door. But as she walked further down the street, she seemed to see something that was unusual. A few dozens of meters in front of her on the main street, there was a crowd, and this naturally made her slow down her paste, even though she had not yet walked a long distance.

As she approached the crowd, she realized that something was clearly wrong. There were a lot of people surrounding something she couldn't see yet. She slowed down, afraid of what she would discover. When she finally found herself closer to the troop, she now noticed that someone was lying on the ground, and a huge dark spot had spread under his body. It was blood, there was no doubt about it. But worse still, the young woman had just recognized the person on the ground.

“Gerard!”

The lumberjack's first name had just escaped the young lady's mouth. She knew this man who was a close friend to her father. She had always considered him as a member of her family, he was just like an uncle, or an older cousin, and seeing him lying on the ground like this, lying in a pool of his own blood, it literally made her feel some cold sweat run down her back. The first name of the lumberjack she had just pronounced, as muffled as it was, attracted the attention of one of the onlookers who was already there before her arrival. A young red-haired woman approached her, looking serious, and with a gentle gesture, placed a hand on one of her shoulders.

– Oh, Sandra, said the young red-haired woman, almost whispering, I’m terribly sorry that you discovered it this way.

- What happened? Sandra asked after some few seconds of reluctance.

– We really do not know; it was the mayor who found him in this state. We're waiting for the police’s arrival.

– Anabelle, would you mind informing me if they discover what happened? I have to go to the store, my apprentice for a while now must have already been there waiting for me, I can't stay.

– Of course, don't bother staying here if you can't, it won't bring back poor Gérard anyway. Go ahead, I'll come see you during the day if I have any useful information to give you.

Sandra nodded in agreement and resumed her way, while feeling tears welling up in her eyes. She really loved this woodcutter and she wondered who could have had some grudges against him to the extent of killing him. Was that the sound her father made mention of earlier this morning before she left the house? The sound of Gérard being attacked by his murderer? It could be a probability. The young woman clenched her left fist while she held with even greater vigor her handbag with her right hand.

When leaving her home, she had put on her waistcoat before putting on the strap of her bag, she even closed the buttons. But she was beginning to feel uneasy. She didn't really know if this feeling was due to the rays of the sun which was already attacking her face, or if it was due to the news of Gérard's death. She finally decided to unclench her left fist in order to undo the buttons of her gray vest, while pursuing her way towards the store.
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When she finally got to her shop, her waistcoat was now completely open, revealing the small V-neckline of her white dress which highlighted her chest, not fully at least. Sandra felt so much heat along the way; she hastened her steps so that she won’t be too late.

- Hey Hello!

It was a male voice that just sounded behind her, as she had just stopped in front of the store door and was beginning to rummage through the huge mess in her bag in order to take out the key to open the door.

– Hi Alex, she replied in a broken, almost muffled voice.

– Are you not okay this morning? asked her interlocutor, approaching her from behind.

Sandra sighed. Her apprentice probably knew nothing of what had happened on the high way this night, since he lives in a small rented studio on the other side of the city. So, while unlocking the front door of the store, the young woman deigned to tell him that a man had been found dead this morning, near her home.

– Oh, said Alex with a serious look, and you knew him?

Hearing this question, Sandra felt the tears that she had managed to suffocate come back to her eyes. She barely held back a sob, which was so noticeable that even her apprentice noticed it. He left it to Sandra to finish opening the door and, once it was ajar, he put one of his hands on each of the young woman's shoulders and made her turn around to face him.

– If there is anything I can do, he said, looking straight into her eyes as she avoided his gaze, don't hesitate.

When she didn't answer him, he sighed and gently took her in his arms. The young woman let herself go, she even ended up raising her hands to place them on the young man's shoulder. He was barely taller than her, but it must be said that she had a "model size", as we commonly say. She was six feet tall, in addition to being particularly attractive to males. There is no doubt that many of them would have liked to be in her apprentice's place when he just gave her that comforting hug.

They entered the store after that comforting embrace, without uttering a word. Sandra silently pressed the switch by the door to turn on the light, while her apprentice began to move from one window to another to raise the electric curtains, indicating to the inhabitants that the florist of the city was about to open. When the first rays of the sun began to enter the store, they drowned the many flowers that were on the stalls in such brightness that each bud, each petal even, began to sparkle.
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