
THREE CONDEMNED

FOR

ONE VENGEANCE

Sonia VERIN



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      THREE CONDEMNED FOR ONE VENGEANCE

    

    
      First edition. November 8, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 sonia Verin.

    

    
    
      Written by sonia Verin.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Three condemned for one vengeance

- 1 -

- 2 -

- 3 -

- 4 -

- 5 -

- 6 -

- 7 -

- 8 -

- 9 -

- 10 -

Three corpses. A chilling staging. A secret buried for years.

It is five o’clock in the morning when Audrey Morel, a police commissaire, is called to a particularly gruesome crime scene. A man has been found dead in front of a church. His hands and his genitals have been mutilated. On his body, a cryptic inscription seems to announce a punishment.

The modus operandi is identical. The victims seem to share a connection the investigators know nothing about yet.

In this case, appearances are deceiving, and the truth could prove even more terrible than the crimes themselves.

A dark, gripping psychological crime thriller in which the secrets of the past resurface and the line between justice and vengeance becomes dangerously blurred...
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It is five o’clock in the morning, and Audrey is sound asleep. She is jolted awake by the buzzing of her cell phone on the nightstand.

For a few seconds, she lies still, still caught in sleep. The glow of the screen faintly lights up the dark bedroom.

Beside her, Maxime, her partner, opens one eye.

“Again?”

The alarm clock, also on the nightstand, reads 5:02 a.m.

Audrey sits up and grabs her phone.

“Looks like it...” she says with a sigh.

Maxime grunts and rolls over under the comforter to go back to sleep.

He’s used to it.

Audrey is a police commissaire. Calls in the middle of the night are part of her daily life. She has learned never to ask why until she gets to the scene. She knew what she was signing up for when she took the job.

She gets out of bed and leaves the room at a brisk pace.

In the kitchen, she switches on the little light above the sink and looks at the screen.

The name of one of her men is displayed. It’s Captain Paul Capelli.

She picks up.

“Hello?”

“Commissaire Morel?”

Her colleague’s voice is tense.

“Yes.”

“We need you.”

Audrey straightens up.

“Where?”

“In front of Saint-Joseph’s Church.”

Silence.

Her colleague hesitates.

“We’ve got a body.”

Audrey closes her eyes for a moment.

“An accident?”

“No.”

Another hesitation.

“Commissaire... it’s not a pretty sight.”

She glances at the clock on the oven: 5:04.

“Have you secured the scene?”

“Yes. The techs are here. We’re waiting for the medical examiner.”

“All right. I’m on my way.”

She hangs up. For a few seconds, she doesn’t move.

A body in front of a church... at five in the morning... on a Sunday...

Something already tells her that this day is not going to be like any other.

* * *
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Twenty minutes later, Audrey parks her car in front of the church.

Several police vehicles and an ambulance are parked around the building. The blue and red lights flash across the silent façades.

It is still dark, and the street is almost deserted.

A young officer is waiting for her behind the police tape.

“Commissaire?”

“Show me. I’ll follow you.”

They walk toward the entrance of the church. Men in white protective suits and sterile masks have already begun searching the surrounding area for evidence to collect. Captain Capelli, who is on the scene, comes over to meet them.

“It’s okay, you can leave us,” he says to the young officer.

Audrey first notices the church steps, then the body lying right in front of the church’s still-closed portal. A man in a white coat is bent over it, apparently examining it. He must be the medical examiner.

She stops and stares at the victim.

He is a man of about fifty. Across his chalk-white face, drained of blood, runs a long, gaping gash crusted with dried blood, most likely made by a knife. He is wearing a white shirt, also stained all over with dried blood.

His pants have been pulled down, and his body has been stripped from the waist down so that the slashed genitals are on full display.

Audrey slowly lowers her gaze. She immediately understands why her colleague told her it was not a pretty sight.

It is the severed genitals and the two hands, cut off, that are so hard to look at.

The body is ice-cold and completely rigid.

Audrey says nothing. She has seen difficult crime scenes before. But something about this one sends a chill down her spine.

It isn’t just the violence. It’s the staging.

The body was placed here, in front of the church.

As if someone wanted everyone to see it—on a Sunday morning, of all days.

“Do we know who he is?” she asks the captain.

“Not yet.”

“How old?”

“Between fifty and fifty-five, according to the doctor.”

Audrey moves closer. She studies the surroundings.

The steps, the doors, the street—but there is no obvious sign of a struggle.

“Was he killed here?”

“We don’t have confirmation, but chances are he was killed somewhere else first, because it all looks staged.”

“Around what time?”

“The doctor doesn’t think it happened this morning. He thinks it’s been more than twenty-four hours.”

Audrey nods.

“Cameras?”

“We’re pulling the footage now.”

“Witnesses?”

“Nothing so far.”

“Who called it in?”

“The woman over there.”

The captain points to a woman in her sixties near the porch, standing with a police officer and two other men.

“Has anyone questioned her?”

“Yes. She’s the one who gets the church ready before Mass. She found the body in exactly the state it was in when we arrived. She didn’t touch anything, but she’s very shaken.”

“Let her go, then.”

The captain signals to the officer that the woman can be released.

Audrey looks at the body again. After slashing his face with a knife, someone took the time to undress him, then took the time to cut off his hands, then took the time to mutilate his genitals. Then he or she—or they—carried the body all the way here. And left it in front of a church.

This is not a murder meant to stay hidden. It’s a message.

Audrey straightens up.

“Have them search every square inch. I want to know where he came from, how he got here, and who dumped him.”

“Yes, Commissaire.”

“Did he have a phone on him?”

“No, it’s nowhere to be found—not on him, not anywhere around here.”

“Someone must have taken it.”

She has taken a few steps toward her car when her phone rings.

“Morel speaking...”

It’s the medical examiner.

“Commissaire, there’s something you should see.”

Audrey turns back and returns to the body.

The doctor points to an area just above the mutilated genitals.

“Here, take a look.”

Audrey leans in and notices a few letters on the skin.

It isn’t a complete inscription, just two words, probably traced with the same blade used for everything else. The letters are clumsily formed, but the inscription can be made out as:

“Its done”

Audrey slowly straightens up. She looks at the body, then at the church doors.

An idea crosses her mind. She doesn’t know yet whether it’s a good one or a bad one. But she is suddenly certain that this killing, above all, looks like a punishment.

She even fears it may be the beginning of a series.

The captain joins her.

“So, what do you make of it?” he asks.

“Hands and genitals cut off—my first thought is revenge. The message is clear! Someone who suffered a sexual assault, or even rape, recently or maybe in childhood, has tracked down the person responsible. The body seems to have been brought here to be left in front of this church. Why a church? There has to be a connection.”

“Either way, we’ll get the medical examiner’s report soon—the exact time of death, any other wounds, and the marks that will prove he was moved.”

“Yes. In the meantime, I’m going home to grab a coffee. I’ll see you at the station!”

* * *
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A little later, Audrey walks into the police station, hair done and changed. Five uniformed officers are already standing around at the entrance.

“Morning, everyone! Conference room, all of you, right now!” she calls to her colleagues as she crosses the lobby at a brisk pace.

Captain Capelli is waiting for them in the room. On a board at the back are pinned the photo of the body, photos of the mutilated limbs, and one of Saint-Joseph’s Church, where the body was found.

“Anything new since this morning?” Audrey asks.

“A woman called ten minutes ago to report her husband missing for three days. Or at least he hasn’t come home since. Whenever he goes away alone for several days, he calls her every day. She was very worried but didn’t dare contact us right away, afraid we’d send her home and tell her to wait. I asked her to describe him briefly. I’m afraid the description matches the man found by the church. I told her to come in, without telling her about our discovery yet.”

“When is she coming?”

“I don’t think she’ll be long.”

“Good. Did you keep searching?” Audrey turns to her other men.

“Yes,” one of them answers. “No ID on the victim. No trace of fresh blood. No tire tracks nearby. No cameras close to the church. There’s only one, at the very beginning of the street. I’m going through the footage now.”

“And the medical examiner?” This time Audrey turns back to the captain.

“He hasn’t gotten back to me yet.”

“Then let’s go see him! And you—call me when the woman gets here,” she tells the female officer at the front desk.

Audrey and Capelli walk the length of the hallway straight to the autopsy room.

“Yes, come in!” a deep voice answers from behind the door after Audrey knocks.

“So, what have you found?”

“Male, fifty-five, died last night around eight p.m. after being tortured. He was tied up and whipped before being hanged, most likely, since you can see rope marks around his neck. The marks from a whip or a belt are on his back. Once he was dead, his limbs were cut off. The genitals were cut, but we haven’t found the other part. Whoever did it waited until he was bleeding less before moving the body, with the two hands separately, to the church around three or four in the morning. His shirt was torn all down the back and stained with blood, of course, mixed with dirt. There are scrape marks from asphalt on his lower back. He was definitely carried by two people.”

“No drugs or medication in his system that would suggest he’d been poisoned beforehand?”

“No. Apparently he hadn’t eaten in more than forty-eight hours. However, I did find something monstrous.”

At that moment, Audrey’s cell phone rings.

“Commissaire? The woman you’re expecting is here,” says a woman’s voice on the line.

“Ask her to wait. I’ll be right there.”

Audrey hangs up and turns back to the doctor.

“You were saying?”

“I found the tip of his penis lodged deep in his esophagus. I removed it and put it in this jar.”

The doctor picks up the jar from the counter and immediately sets it back down, sensing the two officers’ discomfort.

Indeed, a moment of silence falls at once. Capelli feels like throwing up and rushes out into the hallway. Audrey holds it together, but she doesn’t know what to say. In the end, she asks the doctor to wait until she comes back with a woman who has just arrived. There is a good chance the victim is her husband.

Back in the reception area, Audrey sees a frail woman standing at the front desk, in her fifties, pale-skinned, with tired features. She heads straight for her.

“Hello, I’m Commissaire Morel. Are you the one whose husband hasn’t been heard from in three days?”

“Yes, that’s right.”

“Follow me to my office. I’m going to ask you a few questions.”

The two women go to sit down in the office, and Capelli hurries in just before Audrey shuts the door.

“My deputy, Captain Capelli,” Audrey says by way of introduction, then continues. “First, please give me your name and your husband’s.”

“Describe your husband for us,” Capelli cuts in as the woman takes out her ID.

“My husband’s name is Pierre Ducros. He’s fifty-five. He works in sales. Here, this is a photo of him—I brought it on purpose.”

Audrey and Capelli study the photo carefully, look at each other, and agree that it is indeed the victim.

“Which company did he work for?”

“He was a sales rep for a children’s clothing brand. The company is based in Spain, with a representative in Paris.”

“So he was away on business?”

“Yes. He told me he was going to a work meeting this time, in Limoges. Since it’s not very far, he was supposed to be back that same evening. When he goes farther away and for longer, he always keeps me posted on what he’s doing. We’ve been married for twenty-five years, and we’re very close.”

“And you weren’t worried when he didn’t come home that night?”

“Yes, of course I was! I called him several times, but it always went to voicemail. And even when I texted, I never heard back. Then I told myself I’d wait until the next day—maybe he’d left his phone somewhere. And then on the second day, the same thing, still nothing. I decided to contact you on the third day because I know you have to wait at least three days before you’ll take a missing-person report seriously.”

“I see... um... do you have children?”

“No. My husband was declared infertile, for some reason we never found out. His brother, whom he was very close to, and my sister-in-law were in an accident twenty years ago, and
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When justice fails,
vengeance demands its price.
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