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The Olfactory Map of Justice

Most people believe that we navigate the world through our eyes. We trust the shimmer of a diamond, the crisp line of a tuxedo, or the warm glow of a candlelit dinner. We are visual creatures, easily deceived by the theatre of appearance.

But truth has a different frequency. Truth has a scent.

In my years spent investigating the darkest corners of human nature, I have learned that while a killer can mask their expression or burn their fingerprints, they can never fully scrub the air of their intent. Greed smells like old copper; revenge has the acidic sting of over-boiled vinegar; and the desperate desire for immortality carries the musty, dry scent of ancient resins.

The case files within this book—from the snow-shrouded halls of Vane Manor to the oxygen-thin peaks of the Swiss Alps—are not merely stories of "who-done-it." They are studies in olfactory forensics. They are about the moment the aroma of a masterpiece dish shifts from "delicious" to "deadly."

I am often asked why I focus on the kitchen. The answer is simple: the kitchen is the ultimate laboratory of life. It is where we combine elements of nature to sustain us. But in the wrong hands, it becomes a place where we boil down our most primal sins.

As you read these pages, I invite you to close your eyes and breathe. Ignore the visual opulence of the banquet halls. Instead, search for the "metallic tang" beneath the rosemary. Look for the "sulphur" hidden in the chocolate.

Justice is not always a gavel striking a bench. Sometimes, justice is a lingering aftertaste—the bitter realization that the finest meal in the world cannot hide the salt of blood.

Welcome to my world. The table is set. The sensors are calibrated.

What is cooking, Diana?

Let us find out.

— Miss Diana
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Chapter 1: Festivals and Fumes
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The crystal chandeliers hanging from the sky-high ceiling of Vane Manor sparkled like shards of diamonds today. Outside, the bone-chilling December wind lashed against the massive windows, but inside, there was no lack of warmth. That warmth came not just from the fireplace, but from a mix of aristocracy, liquor, and the arrogance of power.

It was barely nine o'clock. The massive doors of the manor’s dining hall had been flung open. The room was packed. The mahogany floors vibrated slightly under the footsteps of the city's most influential personalities. A strange rhythm was created by the rustle of expensive tuxedos on the men and silk and satin gowns on the women. But rising above it all, seeping into every brick of this royal palace was a hypnotic aroma wafting from the kitchen.

It wasn't just the smell of cooking; it was an illusion. As the fat of the 'Rosemary Lamb' melted over a slow flame in the oven, it blended with the essence of decades-old wine and a dozen nameless spices. The scent was so intense that it induced a kind of intoxication in the guests, more than mere hunger. Everyone knew Julian Vane hired the world’s best chefs for his banquets, but tonight’s arrangement seemed to have surpassed all boundaries.

In a corner of the hall, leaning against an ancient grand piano, stood Miss Diana. Though she held a glass of champagne, she hadn't taken a sip. Her deep blue eyes scanned the crowd as if she weren't at a festive celebration, but was a hunter observing a dense forest.

Diana wore a navy blue velvet gown that created a striking contrast with her pale skin. Her sharp nose repeatedly caught the scent in the air. While ordinary people smelled only delicious meat, Diana was looking for something else. Her experienced olfactory senses told her—behind these spices, there was a subtle inconsistency. Lamb roast usually carries a sweet trace of cinnamon, but at this layer of the air, there was a bitter, metallic tang.

"Won't you have a drink, Miss Diana?" a heavy voice interrupted her thoughts.

Diana turned to see Julian Vane himself standing there. On his lips was that familiar confident smile, which was really just another name for arrogance. Julian held a large cigar pipe, from which coils of expensive tobacco smoke rose upward.

"I am taking in the aroma, Mr. Vane," Diana replied calmly. "Your chef is cooking something strange today. The scent is... unique."

Julian laughed loudly. "Sebastian is a magician. He knows how to give ordinary meat a divine grace. Tonight’s dinner is going to be the greatest success of my life. You know, I prefer blood-warming food before signing a major contract."

As Julian spoke, Diana watched his pupils. Mr. Vane’s eyes were slightly reddish, his breathing a bit restless. Perhaps from over-excitement, or something else. Finishing his sentence, Julian disappeared into the crowd where the liquor was flowing. Waiters served colourful cocktails on silver trays. Blue, red, gold—the colourful drinks glittered like jewels under the chandeliers.

Diana looked back toward the window. It had started to snow outside. Beyond the window glass, the darkness seemed to lie in wait, staring at the bright palace. She thought about this primal human instinct. Whenever excessive luxury enters a society, a deep darkness is born right behind it.

At the other end of the hall, Eleanor Vane could be seen. Julian’s wife. She was interacting with the guests quite skilfully, but her fingers were repeatedly playing with her pearl necklace—a clear sign of nervous tension. Diana noticed that Eleanor didn't look at her husband even once. Instead, her gaze repeatedly darted toward the massive oak doors of the kitchen.

The aroma from the kitchen was now even more intense. It was now joined by the scent of burnt butter. The whole room was thick with it. Guests began moving toward the table one by one. About twenty people were attending this dinner at Julian’s invitation. The expensive crystal and silver utensils placed in the center of the table stood like soldiers dressed for war.

Diana set her champagne glass down on a table. She felt that there was more arranged for this dinner than just food. That metallic bitterness in the air was now even clearer. Was it the effect of a spice? Or was some old secret truth melting in the kitchen's heat and mixing into the air?

Suddenly, the piano music stopped. The main light of the hall flickered and then steadied. Julian Vane stood at the head of the table and raised his glass.

"To a night to remember!" he roared.

Everyone’s hands went up. The metallic clink of glass against glass pierced Diana’s ears. She saw Eleanor Vane’s hand trembling. She saw Chef Sebastian peek through a gap in the kitchen door and quickly move away.

Diana whispered to herself, "Yes, Julian, it is indeed going to be a night to remember. But not for your success; rather for the death trap lay behind this scented air."

She knew the feast was only minutes away from beginning. And when that 'Rosemary Lamb' reached the table, perhaps the history of this manor would change forever. Diana pulled her small pocket watch out. The second hand seemed to move very slowly. Tick-tick-tick. With every second, the mysterious cooking aroma grew thicker.

When human greed and revenge are boiled in the heat of fire, there is no recipe more terrifying on earth. Tonight, at the dinner table of Vane Manor, that very recipe was about to be served.

Amidst Julian Vane’s shouting and the clinking of champagne glasses, Miss Diana noticed another rhythm. The manor’s servants were working with mechanical precision. Their movements were so perfect it felt like they weren't at a banquet, but participating in a military parade. But there were beads of sweat on their foreheads. This wasn't just from the heat of the fire; it was a sign of some unknown apprehension.

As Miss Diana moved toward the table, her eyes caught the silver candelabra in the very center of the massive dining table. The flames of the candles there were flickering unnaturally. There was no draft inside the hall, so why the flickering? She leaned down and placed her hand on the tablecloth. Even under the expensive linen fabric, she could sense a kind of restlessness.

At that exact moment, the massive double doors of the kitchen swung open. Four waiters entered, carrying large trays with covered dishes on their shoulders. Immediately, the scent of 'Rosemary Lamb' filled the room. The aroma was so powerful that the guests stopped talking for several seconds. Julian Vane puffed his chest out with pride and said, "Ladies and Gentlemen, the masterpiece has arrived!"

When the lids were lifted simultaneously, a cloud of hot steam spread over the table like fog. Behind that steam, Miss Diana saw Julian’s face. His eyes closed for a moment from the burst of steam. When he opened them, the arrogance was gone; there was a strange void.

Diana noticed that the sauce drizzled over the lamb was a dark purple. Normal red-wine sauce isn't supposed to be that dark. She sat down at her seat. Sitting directly opposite her was Arthur Sterling, Julian’s business partner. Arthur’s face was soaked in sweat, even though the AC was running at full power. He was repeatedly wiping his forehead with his handkerchief and lifting his water glass with a trembling hand.

Miss Diana looked at her own plate. The piece of meat was arranged like a piece of art. But even though she picked up her fork, she didn't put the meat in her mouth. She only used her knife to push aside a pinch of sauce and inspect the interior.

"Are you dieting, Diana?" Eleanor Vane’s cold voice drifted from beside her. Julian’s wife was looking at Diana after taking a small bite from her own plate. Her eyes were steady and emotionless like a snake's.

"I try to read the history of food before tasting it, Eleanor," Diana said very softly. "Like this sauce. Its colour is quite strange, isn't it? As if many ingredients were mixed together to hide the true face."

A crooked smile appeared on the corner of Eleanor’s lips. "Cooking is all about wearing masks, Diana. Raw meat only becomes edible when covered with spices. Our lives are much like that, aren't they?"

Diana didn't respond. She listened to Julian’s deep breath. Julian had taken his first bite. A sound of satisfaction escaped his throat. But at that very moment, that metallic bitter smell hit Diana’s nose. This time it wasn't a delusion floating in the air; it was coming directly from the table.

She saw the veins in Julian’s neck suddenly bulge. The collar of his white shirt seemed to be trying to strangle him. But Julian
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