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    First Edition


	City M, Country T—the place where my entire family is buried. In the cemetery, there isn’t even a headstone with their names.

	 

	So, when I learned we needed to send someone into Country T to take down the Paradise Bird Amusement Park, I thought, no one is more suitable than me.

	 

	Alone, with nothing left to lose.
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	February 14: Six young women who had met their partners online went missing in Country T after traveling to meet them.

	 

	February 20: A young woman was found deceased and unclothed in a remote area, one day after her family paid a ransom of approximately $56,000. Several organs had been surgically removed from her body.

	 

	February 18: More than a dozen students were lured to City M under the promise of high-paying overseas jobs. Five days later, one of them was dismembered and sold in parts; her remains, trafficked through India to a medical lab abroad, were intercepted and repatriated by our authorities.

	 

	Following these shocking, piece-by-piece revelations of human trafficking, Paradise Bird—a major player in this vile trade—has finally been brought into the public eye.

	 

	Those who dare harm our people, no matter how far they run, will be brought to justice.

	 

	Simon came looking for an undercover agent. He flatly rejected my application, saying I wasn't a good fit.

	 

	I knew why I wasn't a good fit.

	 

	My parents, uncle, grandfather, and cousin all died in Country T. My grandmother and aunt were killed in retaliation by those international traffickers. And my only older sister died in City M just three months ago.

	 

	All that remained were unmarked graves.

	 

	To protect me, the last surviving member of the Wen family, their identities are kept strictly confidential. So is mine.

	 

	Simon wouldn't let me take the risk—I knew that. But I also knew I had to convince him.

	 

	"Simon, no one is more suitable than me. I meet every requirement for an undercover operation, and I'm familiar with the Paradise Bird 'Entrepreneurship Park.'"

	 

	Simon flat-out refused. He even had my instructor put me under house arrest.

	 

	Simon was my father's comrade-in-arms, my grandfather's apprentice, and a second father to me.

	 

	I didn't want to put him in a tough spot, but I couldn't let this opportunity pass by.

	 

	So, I left the academy in secret.

	 

	Yes, I took a look at Simon's files.

	 

	The new owner of the Country T Paradise Bird Entrepreneurship Park is Sandon!

	 

	What a coincidence. The man I despised to the core was the very person Simon and his team were planning to capture.

	 

	And he, too, had a bounty on me—the last surviving member of the Wen family.
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	Simon's plan was to use an undercover agent to get close to Sandon's right-hand man and then infiltrate their human trafficking network.

	 

	I knew this right-hand man very well.

	 

	Vincent, the owner of a place in Country T called the Golden Pavilion.

	 

	I was lured to the Golden Pavilion under the pretense of an online romance. Every day, dozens of deceived girls ended up there, forced to 'entertain' their business partners.

	 

	The obedient ones survived.

	 

	The defiant ones were dismantled and sold for parts across the globe. Even their skin, hair, and blood could fetch a price.

	 

	Vincent looked every bit the respectable man. When he came to inspect our group, he wore a crisp white shirt and a diamond stud shaped like a key in his right ear, appearing handsome and refined—nothing like a trafficker who would personally dissect people for their organs.

	 

	He sized up our group of girls from a few yards away, the corner of his mouth lifting slightly, exuding a chilling air.

	 

	"Who is Mona?"

	 

	Among the terrified girls, no one uttered a sound.

	 

	The dog next to Vincent barked twice. He asked again, "Who is Mona?"

	 

	Mona was my sister's name. She was also Vincent's ex-girlfriend.
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