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	In the dim interrogation room, a wisp of smoke curled between his fingers. The man hung his head slightly, his cheeks gaunt and sallow from prolonged sleep deprivation. Ten minutes had passed since he sat down, yet he remained silent, chain-smoking without pause."I heard you’ll only tell the truth if you see me?" I spoke first, breaking the taut silence.The man lifted his face, a bizarre smile tugging at the corner of his lips."That’s right.""Why seek me out? It seems we’ve never crossed paths before.""Because I’ve seen your stories. The news you cover always makes headlines.""So you killed someone for fame?"The question hit the air like a stone dropped into still water, sending ripples through the room. The atmosphere in the enclosed space suddenly turned uncanny. Was it my imagination, or did I catch a flash of violence in his eyes? Fear coiled in my chest, and a cold sweat broke out on my back. I realized instantly—I couldn’t use my usual interview tactics or tone. The man across from me was a psychopathic killer.Five days earlier, Chase Malone had walked into a downtown café, sipped his coffee leisurely, then headed for the restroom. A waiter, clearing tables, accidentally bumped his luggage—an ordinary hiking backpack. When he picked it up, his hand came away stained with blood. Trembling, he unzipped the bag and froze at the sight of a woman’s severed head inside. He collapsed instantly.Chase Malone emerged from the bathroom, and upon realizing his secret was out, he did the unthinkable.No panic, no attempt to flee, no hostage-taking—nothing.He pulled out his wallet, paid his bill, then sat back down to finish his meal with almost elegant composure. It wasn’t until police tackled him to the ground that he finally moved.The murdered woman had been his model; they’d known each other for nearly a year. Her torso was found in her apartment. Fingerprints on the murder weapon, the apartment key, building surveillance footage—every piece of evidence pointed squarely to him. But no matter how hard police interrogated him, Chase Malone stayed silent. That is, until one day prior, when he made a demand: he’d confess to the crime in a monitored interrogation room, but only if he could meet one person—me."Will you print everything I say in your news, word for word?" He flicked his cigarette butt onto the floor and crushed it under his shoe."Except for the victim’s personal privacy or graphic details of the crime, I’ll report everything truthfully.""Good. You can start recording now."He straightened his posture slightly and prepared to speak. I switched on the recorder, my breath catching in my throat.
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	My name is Chase Malone. I’m 27 years old, and I’m a painter.From a young age, I had an innate eye for color and line. At 12, I won the National Children’s Art Gold Medal. At 15, I painted an impressionist piece called Sunflowers at Sea, which took home the Van Gogh Art Award. That painting is now valued at $5 million—last I heard, a private French collector bought it. Gradually, I grew famous, and wealthy patrons began offering me exorbitant sums to paint for them.But my parents, driven by greed, forced me to cater to those businessmen. I resisted, but I had no way out.My random scribbles—even those I drew out of sarcasm, things that barely qualified as art—became brand logos, billboard designs, even office décor. Those men treated them like treasures. What’s more absurd? News outlets hailed me as a pioneer of a "new artistic movement."Idiots.Art shouldn’t be a scrap of paper bought with money. It should be a heartfelt devotion. But how could those vulgar men understand that?Anyway, by a young age, I had fame and fortune—living the life most people only dream of. Yet slowly, a hollow emptiness settled in, like sinking into a swamp: I wanted to escape, but I couldn’t summon the courage to take a single step.It was in that state that I developed a twisted obsession.About three years ago, a wealthy businessman offered me a fortune to paint a portrait of him. He was in his 60s, married to a 20-year-old college student. Over dinner, she kept making eyes at me—and a mischievous idea popped into my head. When I was in the bathroom, she slipped me a note with her phone number. A week later, we met at a hotel and slept together. Afterward, her cheeks flushed, her body still trembling. I told her, "You look absolutely breathtaking right now. Let me paint you—this could be a masterpiece."She was shallow and naive, so she jumped at the chance. She posed for me without hesitation.The next day, the millionaire received the painting I’d made for him: his new wife, naked on their bed, a coy smile in her eyes, sweat glistening on her neck. I never saw his reaction, but I’m sure it was priceless. That night, he beat her until her face was unrecognizable. The next day, he kicked her out and hired thugs to go after me. But I’d anticipated that—so I fled to another city.Later, I posted the sketch online, along with details about the millionaire and his wife. Pornographic gossip spreads like wildfire, and soon he was a laughingstock. Everyone knew he’d been cheated on. Maybe he was too petty, or maybe his health was poor—within a month, he died of a mysterious illness.When I saw the news of his death, a strange thrill coursed through my veins. The excitement was so intense I could barely calm down—and long-lost inspiration flooded my mind.That night, I painted Visitors from Hell without stopping. That piece took my art to a whole new level. The media wrote countless analyses of it—I’m sure you’ve heard of it.But my real discovery? A twisted, exhilarating way to live.Get to know someone, find out what they value most, then destroy it. The pleasure is unimaginable.In this world, people chase power, money, and status—all just to feel superior to others. That’s the ugly truth of human nature.After that, I did more things like that. Let me tell you about two of the most interesting ones.There was a poor kid who worked three part-time jobs while going to school. I first met him at a 7-Eleven. He’d fallen asleep during his night shift, and his boss chewed him out for half an hour. After the boss left, I played the role of the kind stranger—comforting him, asking about his life. He was as innocent as a blank canvas; he opened up right away, complaining that his boss often withheld his wages and treated him like a slave. He said he’d quit if he could find another job.I gave him my number and told him to call if he wanted an easy way to make money.Sure enough, he called a few weeks later, asking to meet at a diner. He insisted on paying for my meal—trying to stay proud—and asked if I had a reliable job for him. He’d already quit the 7-Eleven gig."What kind of salary are you looking for?" I asked, smiling."Three thousand… a month," he mumbled, unsure of himself."No," I said firmly."Oh. Never mind, then." He tried to sound calm, but his voice and expression gave away his disappointment."We have a job that pays $30,000 per shift. Interested?" I said casually.He froze, then his eyes lit up. He stood up, poured me a glass of soda, and begged to know what the job was.When I explained it—male escort work—he nearly dumped the soda on my face. He stormed out, yelling obscenities and calling me a bastard.But self-respect versus money isn’t a one-time fight. It’s a war of attrition.So I didn’t take his anger seriously.A while later, he called again, saying he’d agree—but he wanted a deposit first. I sent it right away, lowering his guard. He spent the night at the hotel, then met me in the lobby the next day to collect the rest. That’s when I saw it—the most vivid expression of humanity I’d ever witnessed: pain, excitement, shame, rage… all tangled together.I savored the sight like a gourmet tasting a rare dish.Watching self-respect crumble is fascinating.The kid went back to school, sent some of the money to his family, and used the rest to buy a gift for the girl he’d had a crush on for years. When he met her at a restaurant, he noticed students staring at him, snickering and pointing. His heart raced—he had no idea why. Then the girl walked over, and he held out the gift he’d spent weeks picking out. He fumbled for words, but before he could finish, she threw the gift on the floor."Disgusting. Leave me alone forever."He froze. The onlookers’ stares turned cruel. Just then, his phone rang. He answered it—and fell straight into hell.The video of him having sex with two men in the hotel had been posted on the school’s forum. Thousands of comments flooded in—all mocking him, calling him names.That night, he jumped off the school roof. His body hit the ground like a smashed watermelon. Crowds gathered, pointing and whispering—but no one felt sorry for him.
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