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In the sleepy town of Oakwood, Detective Carter pulls into the police station's parking lot, his tired eyes scanning the building. He's been on a stakeout all night, and the exhaustion weighs heavily on him. As he steps out of his car, he notices an elderly woman, Gloria, sitting on a nearby bench, her head bowed. She's wearing a soft sweater and a worn-out coat, her wrinkled hands clasped in her lap.

The detective approaches her cautiously, his badge glinting in the morning sun. "Good morning, ma'am. Is there something I can help you with?" he asks, trying to sound calm and reassuring. The old woman looks up at him with rheumy eyes, and he's struck by the depth of sadness in her expression. "I need to speak with someone about some... things I've done," she says, her voice barely a whisper. "I've been carrying the weight of it for too long." Detective Carter's heart skips a beat. This is not the kind of confession he's used to hearing in Oakwood.

He leads her inside the station, to a small, windowless interview room. "Why don't you tell me what's on your mind, Mrs....?" he asks, gesturing for her to take a seat across from him. She smiles weakly, revealing a few remaining teeth. "My name is Gloria. Gloria Williams." The detective nods, taking note of her name. "I've lived in Oakwood my entire life, and I've killed people, Detective Carter. I've killed people, and I need to confess before I die."

Stunned silence fills the room as Carter processes her chilling words. He glances at his notepad, unsure of what to write. Finally, he looks up at Gloria and asks, "How many people are we talking about, Gloria?" She hesitates, as if searching her memory for the right number. "I... I think I've killed six people in all. No, wait... seven." Her voice trails off, and she covers her mouth with her hands, as if trying to contain her own horror. "Can you tell me when these incidents occurred, Gloria?" Carter asks, trying to remain calm and professional.

He leans in, hoping to draw her out further. "Do you remember any details about the victims?" Gloria closes her eyes, taking a deep breath. "I... I remember some things," she says, her voice barely audible. "But... I have Alzheimer's. My memory isn't what it used to be." Carter nods, understanding the gravity of her situation.

Time is of the essence; if he's going to solve these cold cases, he needs to act fast. "Do you remember where any of the incidents took place, Gloria?" he asks gently. She shakes her head, her long, gray hair falling across her face. "No, I... I don't remember. I'm sorry." Carter sighs, feeling the weight of frustration pressing down on his shoulders.

"That's alright, Gloria. Don't worry about it." He pauses, considering his next move. "Can you think of anyone who might know about these incidents? Anyone who might have been involved with you at the time?" Gloria eyes dart around the room, as if she's trying to find an answer hidden among the cheap furniture and faded posters.

After a long silence, she finally speaks. "There was... someone. A man. He helped me, but I don't know who he was." Carter's heart leaps into his throat. This could be the break they need. "Can you describe this man, Gloria? Anything about him that might help us find him?" Gloria closes her eyes, trying to summon up the memory. "He was tall... I think he had brown hair.

He was strong... He had a kind voice, but there was something about him that made me afraid." Detective Carter nods, taking mental notes of everything she says. "Thank you, Gloria. This is very helpful." He stands up, signalling that the interview is over. "I'm going to need you to come down to the station to give a formal statement. After that, we'll figure out what to do next." Gloria nods, her eyes filled with tears. "I just want to get this off my chest, Detective. I've carried this weight for too long."
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