
        
            
                
            
        

    
    All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, scanning, or otherwise without written permission from the publisher. It is illegal to copy this book, post it to a website, or distribute it by any other means without permission.

     

    First Edition


	THE DEATH LIST

	On the evening of March 23rd, I was preparing to leave work as usual when I suddenly received a call about a local crime report.

	The strangeness of the case left me in awe.

	I never imagined that behind a set of numbers would lie such a monumental story. Years later, I still couldn't completely separate myself from it.

	I remember that night was bitterly cold, with a wind that made you shiver. The autumn weather made working the case truly unbearable.

	Accompanying me were several new officers, most of whom wore serious expressions on their faces.

	I truly envied them for the innocence that radiated from every part of their beings. I wondered whether years from now they would suffer the torment of this world as I had.

	1. The Overlapping Death

	The case occurred in a small roadside motel, Room 336. A woman had been stabbed to death repeatedly. The condition of her body was extremely tragic—just the blood seeping from the knife wounds was enough to stain the entire room red. Her dismembered body looked like it had been glued together with adhesive, appearing absolutely horrifying.

	However, having seen many corpses like this, the gruesome sight before me wasn't what struck me as strange. Rather, it was those "Rookie." I could say their dinner tonight was a complete waste.

	The woman's intestines had been violently punctured, and the moment I entered, I detected the acrid stench of undigested food.

	Mixed with the vomit that the new officers had expelled, the smell became even more pungent.

	What struck me as odd was that the killer hadn't fled. Instead, she stood motionless at the scene, her eyes glazed over, staring blankly at the floor, her right hand gripping a dagger tightly.

	We arrested her on the spot.

	After investigation, the victim's name was Shannon Williams, twenty-eight years old, who worked at the motel.

	I immediately had people investigate the motel.

	The more we investigated, the more unexpected discoveries we made. This motel turned out to be part of a yellow industry chain.

	I made a subjective assumption that Shannon must have been one of them—after all, where there are mice, there's bound to be a nest.

	The killer's name was Crystal Chen, also twenty-eight years old, the owner of a jewelry store. She was married with a four-year-old child.

	The jewelry store itself seemed fine. If there were any problems, they'd likely lie with her husband, Daniel Stone.

	Daniel Stone, Shannon Williams, and Crystal Chen all graduated from the same university. Shannon had dropped out for unknown reasons in the middle.

	From this perspective, it wasn't possible to rule out a revenge killing. During school years, relationships between people are complex and tangled, making it easy to harbor grudges.

	Our detective unit planned to start with Crystal Chen to see if we could extract any useful information from her.

	I had solved several major cases, and the higher-ups trusted me, so I was assigned to conduct the interrogation.

	But early the next morning, as we were preparing to question her, Mr. Miller from the detention center brought devastating news.

	"Crystal Chen is dead."

	Upon hearing this, I couldn't help but furrow my brow deeply. We had brought her back late the previous night, and since we were still collecting evidence and materials, we hadn't directly interrogated her yet. Now, this morning, she was dead.

	This was far too coincidental.

	She died without warning. The surveillance footage revealed no clues whatsoever.

	According to the medical examiner, she died from excessive rat poison consumption.

	I thought carefully—I hadn't discovered any rat poison during our search the previous night.

	Where did the rat poison come from?

	Had a spy infiltrated the police station?

	I felt my head pounding. As expected, cases never proceed smoothly.
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