
 

 

Catch Me if You Can by Amber Alchnos 
 

  I never wanted it to come to this. At the back of my mind, I knew it might, but I never 

actually believed I would be here. But the serial killer that had been terrorizing the people of 

Camfair had made me very desperate. 

  Technically, it started two months ago. The first dead body had washed up the river that ran 

along the side of the town and a couple picnicking in the area had called us in. Even though 

Camfair wasn’t the smallest of towns, it certainly wasn’t the place for a murder. I had arrived 

on the scene after the rest of the police department to see the body of the victim was twisted 

and mutilated, to the point where identification was nearly impossible. An investigation had 

started, but didn’t get very far before we got another call a few days later. 

  This time the dead body had been found behind the old diner where all the high school kids 

liked to hang out on weekends. Looking as tortured as the first one, this body had a note 

taped to its forehead. The note read five simple words.  

Catch me if you can. 

  Then it all repeated, over and over again. After a bleak month, we had fourteen bodies in the 

morgue, fourteen identical notes that accompanied each body, and no answers. That’s when I 

decided to pay a visit to Camfair Regional Prison, which housed the worst of the worst from 

across the country. Murderers, robbers, sociopaths, and one psychopath. My plan was to 

study the inmates, their behaviour and thought processes, with the hope of one of them would 

lead me to the new serial killer that terrorized the streets. None of the inmates were a big 

help.They knew nothing more than what the police department did, claiming this killer was a 

new one. No inmate could give me the information I needed.  

  Except for one. 



 

 

  Laurel Frandsen. Physical description was female, 23 years old, 5’5, golden brown hair, 

hazel eyes. Out on the streets, she wouldn’t look out of place at all and she’d fit right in with 

the crowds. Her smile was one that might make people nervous, but other than that, she 

seemed perfectly normal. By just looking at her, you'd think she was the type of person who 

would help you find your lost dog or give you directions to the nearest restaurant. 

Background knowledge told me otherwise. Imprisoned after being convicted of setting the 

town library on fire, killing three people and injuring a dozen more, suspected killer in 

several murder cases, though she was never convicted of them. Certified psychopath and 

slightly insane. Other inmates feared her, despite her being the only woman in the prison, and 

most wouldn't dare talk to her in fear of allowing her close to them. 

  "They're just mean," She said. "They don't understand how I see things, so instead of trying 

to understand, they run. Run like little bunnies." Her laugh filled my ears, sending slight 

chills down my spine as I remembered how sanity was almost lost with her. 

  Still, she knew something. So I listened to her rants, no matter how ridiculous and crazy 

they became. Within all the nonsense, she told me I was overthinking this killer, that they 

were dancing in front of my face the entire time. I noted everything she said, being cautious 

because of her past, but she was honest with me. Once the day had ended, I had returned to 

my office feeling as though I had the serial killer within arm’s reach. 

 

  But I didn’t. Two weeks and seven murders later, there I was, walking down the same 

prison halls, being escorted by the warden himself. I stopped at the end of the long hall, at a 

door at the very end of the row, and hesitated.  

  “Are you sure about this, Jackson?” Warden Tobias asked, stopping his hand form reaching 

for his keys. “She’s a psycho and she’s fallen off the sanity path a long time ago. She won’t 

be able to help you.” 



 

 

  I shook my head. “She’s the only one who can help me. She knows something, something I 

need to know.” 

  The warden sighed and unlocked the prison cell door. I stepped inside the cell and she 

looked up from where she sat crossed legged on the floor, braiding her hair.  

  “It’s about time, detective,” Laurel Frandsen smiled, her hazel eyes saying the things she 

didn’t. “Let’s go find this serial killer, shall we?” 

  Her smile.... I should have known by her smile… 

 

  More people were dying at a rate that had been unseen in the entire country. Laurel was a 

great helper, since her emotions never clouded her judgement, a trait amongst people 

diagnosed with an antisocial personality disorder like her psychopathy. No one at the police 

department liked her nor wanted her around, but I continued insisting she was the key to 

finding the killer. But, even with Laurel helping me, I was nowhere near finding out who this 

killer was. We were lead on several wild goose chases, all of which were just a waste of time, 

and my boss was getting more and more pressuring with every dead body found. 

  The community wasn't making it any easier either. Once word had spread that I was 

working with Laurel, I had gotten lots of people who were questioning whether or not a 

psychopath should be on the streets. Some told me to be careful, while others ensured that 

their demands for her to be locked up again were heard. Yet, Laurel herself never seemed 

bothered by the constant hate she received. 

  "Perks of being a certified psycho, Jax," She said, using the nickname she created for me. "I 

don't feel anything, meaning it's really only sticks and stones that break these bones." 

  That may have been true, but I never missed the flicker of pain that filled her eyes when 

someone threw their hate at her. I constantly told myself that it was fake, that she couldn't 



 

 

possibly be hurt by any of it because she had no feelings to get hurt, but a part of me always 

wanted to get rid of everything causing her that pain. I held it back though. Every time.  

  We had a job to do, and had to do it. Working with Laurel was nothing like I expected it to 

be. When she wasn't ranting with a slightly insane tone, she was quite useful in the 

investigation. She saw things no one at the police department did, as she only worked with 

the facts and none of her own bias was ever present while we worked. Every time we would 

try something or figure something out, she'd flash me that bright smile. 

  "See, Jax?" She leaned back in her chair, a smile forming on her face. "It's not that hard, 

you're just missing the obvious." 

 

  Now that same smile is in front of me again, but this time I could see the sinister behind it.  

  How had I missed it before? 

  “Well, it’s been fun and all,” Laurel says, pouring the last of the gasoline onto me before 

setting the canister aside and wiping her hands. “But I can’t be held down by you anymore, 

Jackson. Especially since you figured me out.” 

  She begins to walk away from me and I strain against the ropes tying me to the chair. She 

had caught me off guard, striking me in the back of the head with a stapler so hard, it had 

knocked me out cold. I only woke when cold water splashed on my face, my eyes snapping 

open to see her smile.  

  It was all in her smile. 

  Laurel's clicking heels snapped me out of my thoughts just in time to see her turn around, 

pulling a matchbox out of her coat pocket as she stands at the beginning of the trail of 

gasoline she created on the floor. I struggle to shift the ropes binding me, hoping to find some 

way, any way, out of the mess I allowed myself to fall into. She set the trap right from day 

one and I fell right into it. 



 

 

  “It’s nothing personal. Though it kind of is. We can dwell on that later.” She says before 

laughing, displaying the insanity I had long forgotten. “Oh, one last thing Jacks-” 

  Her hazel eyes meet mine, even across the distance she put between us. They glint with 

humour and that’s when I fully saw the monster within her as she lit her match. 

  “Catch me if you can.”  


