

    
        
          Pursuit of Justice in Riverside

        

        
        
          Claudia Yun

        

        
          Published by Ms云梦汐, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      PURSUIT OF JUSTICE IN RIVERSIDE

    

    
      First edition. December 13, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Claudia Yun.

    

    
    
      Written by Claudia Yun.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  

​Contents​

Main Character

Chapter 1: A Bloody Christmas

Chapter 2: Gathering Information

Chapter 3: The Fake Security Guard

Chapter 4: Under Arrest

Chapter 5: Lynn Foster's Case

Chapter 6: Joint Investigation

Chapter 7: Three Cases Solved

Chapter 8: Celebrity Poisoning Case

Chapter 9: Following the Trail

Chapter 10: Jealousy

Chapter 11: The Bombing Case

Chapter 12: Following the Leads

Chapter 13: Construction Site Accident

Chapter 14: Secret Confrontation

Chapter 15: Unexpected Turn

Chapter 16: Truth and Redemption

Chapter 17: Art Exhibition Opening

Chapter 18: The Painting Theft

Chapter 19: Joint Operation

Chapter 20: 'The Professor' Arrested

Chapter 21: Night Watch

Chapter 22: The 'Curator' Calls

Chapter 23: Private Exhibition

Chapter 24: Officer Kidnapped

Chapter 25: Clearing the Fog (Part 1)

Chapter 26: Clearing the Fog (Part 2)

Chapter 27: Race Against Time

Chapter 28: Hidden Shadows

Chapter 29: Inside the Secret Room

Chapter 30: The Last Target

Chapter 31: Summit Venue

Chapter 32: The Mastermind Captured

Chapter 33: Interrogating the Mastermind

Chapter 34: Celebration Banquet

Chapter 35: Undercurrents

Chapter 36: Mysterious Logistics

Chapter 37: Technical Breakthrough

Chapter 38: Double Life

Chapter 39: Undercover Crisis

Chapter 40: Final Takedown

Chapter 41: Summer Confession

Chapter 42: Hostage Rescue

Chapter 43: Sudden Death

Chapter 44: The Southern Project

Chapter 45: Multiple Investigations

Chapter 46: Poisoning and Coma

Chapter 47: Major Suspicion

Chapter 48: Anonymous Message

Chapter 49: Secret Confrontation

Chapter 50: Mysterious Intrusion

Chapter 51: Kelvin Brooke Arrested

Chapter 52: The Guide Project

Chapter 53: Dangerous Plan

Chapter 54: Failed Awakening

Chapter 55: Insane Experiment

Chapter 56: Pincer Attack

Chapter 57: Crisis Resolved

Chapter 58: Final Interrogation

Chapter 59: Award Ceremony

Chapter 60: New Beginning

Lucas Morgan Side Story

Cathy Frost Side Story

Postscript

Workplace Sexual Harassment

About the Author

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​

Main Character

[image: ]


Criminal Investigation Team

Anthony Davis - Chief of Criminal InvestigationTeam
With 6 years of investigative experience, Anthony possesses exceptional deductive reasoning, interrogation skills, execution ability, and leadership qualities. He is a well-rounded talent with strong comprehensive capabilities across all areas of criminal investigation.
Cathy Frost - Deputy Chief of Criminal InvestigationTeam
A criminal psychology minor from the police academy with 5 years of investigative experience. Cathy excels in interrogation techniques and is primarily responsible for suspect psychological analysis, criminal profiling, and behavioral assessment work.
Lucas Morgan - SWAT team Captain
Master of tactical command and crisis response operations. During his five-year SWAT career, he has successfully handled dozens of high-risk emergency incidents. Before his assignment to Riverside City, he served as Deputy Captain of the Seattle SWAT team.
Amy Carter - Criminal Investigation Team Officer
A technical specialist primarily responsible for personal information queries, surveillance, and suspect location tracking operations.
Supporting Team Members

Ryan Mitchell - Criminal Investigation Team Officer
Officer from trace evidence Team with keen observation skills and excellent deductive reasoning abilities.
Ben Tommy- Criminal Investigation Team Officer
Video analysis specialist primarily responsible for reviewing surveillance footage. Known as the team's foodie.
Ivan Roberts - Criminal Investigation Team Officer
Comprehensive-duty officer handling various investigative tasks.
Dr. Henry Williams - Forensic doctor responsible for autopsy examinations and cause of death determinations.
	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Chapter 1: A Bloody Christmas
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December 26, 2015, the day after Christmas.

Captain Anthony Davis was woken up by his phone ringing loudly in the early morning.

"Captain Davis, there's been a murder! A body was found in the freezer at Metro Shopping Mall." His heart jumped, and he was instantly wide awake.

He quickly splashed cold water on his face and drove fast toward the crime scene. Christmas decorations flashed past his car windows as he raced through the city streets.

When Anthony arrived at Metro Shopping Mall, he saw that police tape had already blocked off the area. Curious people stood behind the barriers, looking both scared and fascinated. The mall's Christmas tree was still twinkling with colorful lights, and cheerful holiday music kept playing, which felt strange compared to the serious police activity.

Anthony put on gloves and walked into the freezer carefully. The cold air hit him right away, and he immediately saw the body in the corner.

The female victim was sitting in the corner of the freezer, her skin turned pale blue from the freezing temperature. If not for the pool of blood under her, she might have looked like a sleeping doll. Someone had carefully positioned her in a sitting pose, back against the wall, with her hands placed flat on her knees.

This careful positioning was clearly done after she died. Her head was tilted slightly forward, like she was looking at the ground. The victim's red dress stood out sharply against her pale skin and the frozen food around her. Most disturbing of all, someone had even changed her facial expression, making the corners of her mouth turn up in what looked like a small smile.

"This isn't an impulsive crime," Anthony said quietly to Deputy Captain Cathy Frost. "The killer spent a lot of time arranging the body and even changed her expression. This kind of behavior goes way beyond normal crime."

Cathy crouched down next to the body, carefully looking at everything around it. "Notice there are no signs of a struggle here. This means she wasn't killed in this spot, but moved here after she died."

She pointed around the body. "Look at how these frozen foods are arranged. They weren't just thrown around randomly, but moved on purpose to make space for the body. It's almost like creating a 'stage' with the victim in the center. This has a very ritual-like feeling to it."

Officer Amy Carter came over with information about who found the body. "Captain Davis, the person who called it in is Jeff Wood, a freezer worker who was on duty today. He says when he opened the door and saw the victim, he immediately called police without going into the crime scene."

Officer Ivan Roberts came with his report: "The victim's purse and other valuable things are all still here. We found her ID in her wallet. The victim was named Joyce Bella, 21 years old. She worked at the cosmetics shop in this mall. She finished work at 7:00 PM yesterday, and nobody saw her after that. Her coworkers say Joyce was friendly and got along with everyone. They can't understand why this happened to her."

Anthony analyzed what they knew: "The killer must know this place really well. He knows where the blind spot of surveillance is and how to get in and out of the freezer quickly. The victim was killed with one fatal cut to the neck, which means the killer probably has some training or is very good at attacking people. The killer made three cuts on her back, this kind of behavior is probably some kind of ritual."

Near the body, Anthony found a set of messy footprints that looked like they came from a man. "These footprints are different depths, which means the killer isn't lightweight," Anthony said, pointing at the prints. "Are the trace evidence team here yet? I need them to make casts of these footprints to see if we can get any useful clues."

"Search everywhere around the freezer, inside and out. Look at every corner and don't miss anything. Also, get all the mall's surveillance footage right away. I want to know everywhere Joyce went after she finished work yesterday, and anything that happened near the freezer." Anthony's voice was cold and determined. The team members quickly started their investigation work.

Two officers put the body in a body bag to take back to the station for an autopsy. The criminal investigation team took the mall's security videos from the past two days as evidence.

At the police station, video analyst Ben Thomas stared at his screen, not wanting to miss any details. In the footage, after Joyce finished work, she took her purse and walked toward the back of the mall. She seemed to be in a good mood and nothing looked wrong.

But when the surveillance view switched, shortly after Joyce walked past the freezer area, a figure quickly moved across the screen. Because of poor lighting and bad camera angles, you could only see a shape wearing a dark coat. It was clearly a man with a strong build, and he wore a mask over his face. Since the surveillance at the freezer entrance was broken, there was no video of what happened next, and they couldn't even see how the killer left.

After Ben reported what he found to Anthony, Anthony pointed at the screen: "Stop it here. Mark down everything you can about this person's body shape and clothes."

"Detective Frost, take two officers and check out this freezer. Who's in charge? Which employees work here? How did the killer get into this freezer?"

Thirty minutes later, the freezer supervisor Larry Wayne came to the police station to help with the investigation. He looked worried and upset. In the interview room, Anthony asked the questions while Cathy wrote down what was said.

"Yesterday was a holiday, so only one employee was working. His name is Dylan Copper. Yesterday's shift was from 10 AM to 6 PM," Larry Wayne said, sounding tired.

Anthony asked: "Did you know the surveillance in front of the freezer was broken?"

Larry Wayne nodded: "Yes, I knew."

"When did the surveillance break?" Anthony pressed.

"The surveillance broke two mornings ago. I noticed mall management, but they still haven't fixed it," Larry Wayne said, sounding frustrated.

Anthony continued: "How many keys are there for the freezer? Who has them?"

"There are two keys. Mall management keeps the main key. I have one, and the worker on duty, Dylan Copper, had the other one. Usually when they finish their shift, they leave the key at the security office and the next day's worker picks it up from there."

"Did you come to Metro Shopping Mall yesterday?"

Larry Wayne shook his head: "No, I was at home with my family for the holiday. I didn't come to the mall."

"That's all for today's questions. Leave Dylan Copper's contact information, and you can go. Don't leave Riverside City for now in case we need to talk to you again." Larry Wayne agreed.

Anthony went to the autopsy room and asked medical examiner Dr. Henry Williams: "Are the first autopsy results ready?"

The body on the steel table was covered with a white sheet. Dr. Williams was taking off his gloves as he spoke: "The report is being printed, but I can tell you the main points. The victim died from a cut artery in her neck that caused her to bleed to death. The fatal wound was made by a Western-style butcher knife. She died between 8 and 10 PM last night. Also, there are three knife cuts on her back that were made after she died."

From the autopsy results, they could tell the victim was attacked from behind. Anthony wondered: Why did the killer want to kill her? Why did he cut her back three times after she was already dead? What was the point of those three cuts? These questions kept spinning around in Anthony's mind.

Anthony looked at the young woman's cold body and felt heartbroken. He knew this Christmas would always be remembered for blood and tragedy. Their investigation was just beginning, the truth was still hidden, but he strongly believed that justice would win over evil.
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​Chapter 2: Gathering Information
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That afternoon, Captain Anthony Davis called all team members together for a briefing in the conference room. The officers sat around the table with serious expressions, steam rising from their coffee cups—the only source of warmth on this cold winter day.

"Everyone, let's consolidate what we know so far," Anthony said, standing in front of the projection screen. His eyes swept across each team member. "Dr. Williams, start with the autopsy results."

Forensic Doctor Dr. Henry Williams adjusted his glasses and picked up a report. "Joyce Bella, 21 years old. Cause of death: severe blood loss from a cut to the neck artery. The fatal wound was a clean cut through the neck, indicating an extremely sharp blade approximately 2.5 centimeters wide—consistent with a Western-style chef's knife."

He clicked the remote, displaying clear wound photographs on the screen. "Here's the key detail: the victim has three additional knife wounds on her back, all in the same direction, inflicted after death. Based on rigor mortis and the body's condition in the frozen environment, I estimated the time of death between 8 and 10 PM last night."

Anthony nodded. "Ryan, what did trace evidence find?"

Ryan Mitchell set down his coffee and stood up. "Besides Dylan Copper's fingerprints and shoe prints, we found only one set of suspect footprints at the scene. Size 42, likely from athletic shoes. The pressure distribution suggests the suspect weighs around 75 kilograms."

Ryan pulled up several footprint photos. "What's noteworthy is that the footprint pattern shows steady, orderly steps. This suggests the killer was methodical and confident—indicating premeditation."

Anthony frowned. "Was the murder weapon found in the freezer?"

"No," Ryan shook his head. "The killer likely took it with him. We found no fingerprints or DNA samples from the killer anywhere. He was extremely careful—probably wore gloves."

Anthony turned to Ben Thomas. "What about the surveillance analysis?"

Ben manipulated his computer, bringing up several clips on the projection screen. "These are the key moments from mall surveillance. Joyce left the cosmetics counter at 7:10 PM."

The footage switched, and Ben pointed to a blurry figure. "At 7:25 PM, a male in a dark blue coat appeared in the mall's back corridor. He wore a mask with his hat pulled low, making his face unrecognizable. From his build, he's approximately 180 centimeters tall with a sturdy frame."

He pressed play. The footage showed Joyce walking toward the freezer area while the mysterious man followed at a distance. "The problem is the surveillance at the freezer entrance was broken, so we can't confirm if they entered together. Even worse—I've searched all surveillance footage and found no video of this man leaving the mall."

"That's strange," Amy Carter frowned. "He couldn't just vanish into thin air."

Ben shrugged. "The mall's surveillance has plenty of blind spots. He probably used those to escape."

Ivan Roberts continued, "I investigated freezer employee Dylan Copper. Between 7 and 10 PM last night, Dylan was at a karaoke bar downtown with friends. Multiple witnesses confirm this, and the bar's surveillance backs up his alibi."

"Then how was the freezer opened?" Anthony pressed.

Amy Carter answered, "Dylan's key was stored in the security office. I questioned last night's security guard, who claims the key stayed locked in the office drawer all evening—no one borrowed it. However, there's no surveillance in the security office, so we can't verify his statement."

Cathy Frost added, "I thoroughly questioned mall management and security. Two managers were on duty yesterday but left at 2 PM. Only one security guard worked the night shift. I've checked everyone's background and found nothing suspicious so far."

Anthony asked, "Detective Frost, from a criminal psychology perspective, what's your take on this case?"

Deputy Captain Cathy Frost, who had minored in criminal psychology at the police academy, was an expert in criminal psychological analysis and interrogation techniques.

Cathy took a deep breath and began. "Based on current evidence, I believe the killer is a male, aged 20 to 50, possibly from a broken home or divorced. His use of a mask and gloves shows counter-surveillance awareness. The fact that he committed the crime when surveillance was broken and escaped without being caught on camera suggests he's either a mall employee or someone who visits the mall frequently."

"The killer made three cuts on the victim's back after death. I believe this is his signature. Based on these factors, I lean toward this being a serial murder case, which makes me rule out acquaintance crime."

Anthony said, "Whether this is a serial murder case, let's not jump to conclusions yet. At this stage, we certainly can't completely rule out this possibility. But how do you conclude that we should rule out acquaintance crime?"

Cathy explained, "First of all, choosing the freezer increases crime risk dramatically. If the killer knew Joyce, he could have chosen a more secluded, controllable location. Acquaintance crimes often involve emotional factors and impulsive behavior—they wouldn't necessarily pick such a challenging environment."

"Second, the attack from behind. While this doesn't completely eliminate acquaintance crime, stranger attacks more commonly use this approach to reduce victim resistance and ensure a fatal blow."

"Third, and most importantly, those three post-mortem cuts. This ritualistic behavior is common among serial killers—what we call their 'signature.' I suspect this isn't his first murder. Also, targeting the back rather than the face suggests he's not acting from personal hatred, but following some compulsive behavioral pattern."

Ryan frowned. "But you said the suspect knows Metro Shopping Mall well, so the victim might have known him. Maybe he just used his familiar environment to commit the crime more effectively."

Cathy looked at Ryan thoughtfully. "You raise a good point. The suspect's familiarity with the mall is fact. But knowing the mall doesn't mean Joyce knew him personally. Metro Shopping Mall has over thirty stores—Joyce was just one cosmetics shop employee. Even if she'd seen the suspect before, they might have simply passed each other without any real connection. At most, they could have been nodding acquaintances—not enough for acquaintance crime."

"The victim was carefully positioned in the freezer corner, not randomly dumped. This shows the killer had some twisted form of 'reverence' for her. The frozen environment slows decomposition—he likely wanted to preserve this 'perfect' state. This preservation desire, combined with the sitting posture, suggests the killer views the victim as some kind of 'memento' or 'artwork.'"

Ryan frowned deeper. "You mean he killed not just to kill, but to..."

"To create," Cathy finished. "In his distorted psychological world, he might see himself as an artist, with the victim as his masterpiece. Her sitting posture, placed center stage surrounded by arranged food products, resembles an artwork on display."

The room fell silent, Cathy's analysis sending chills through everyone present.

Anthony broke the silence. "Alright, here's our plan. Amy, dig deeper into Joyce Bella's background—look for any leads we missed. Ben, continue analyzing that mysterious man's physical characteristics. Ryan and Ivan, investigate everyone with potential access to the freezer key."

The criminal investigation team sprang back into action, beginning their next round of investigation.
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​Chapter 3: The Fake Security Guard
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Joyce's parents came to the police station together. During the body identification, Joyce's mother nearly collapsed, and Anthony Davis and Cathy Frost had to wait patiently for her to regain composure.

"Ma'am, I know this is incredibly difficult for you, but to catch the killer as quickly as possible, we need to understand more about Joyce's situation," Cathy said gently, handing her a glass of water.

Joyce's mother nodded through her tears. "Joyce was a good girl, sensible from a young age. To ease the family's financial burden, she went to work right after middle school graduation. She'd been working as a salesperson at that mall for nearly two years and always got along well with everyone."

"Has she shown any unusual behavior recently?" Anthony asked. "For instance, mood changes, or mentioning that someone was harassing her?"

Joyce's mother shook her head. "No, she was always cheerful. Although she had a few arguments with her boyfriend last month, young people fight sometimes—that's normal."

"Boyfriend?" Cathy and Anthony exchanged glances. "Can you tell us about him?"

"His name is Benjamin Watson. He works at the electronics market near the mall, selling phone accessories. They've been together for about two years." Joyce's mother wiped her tears. "But that boy is somewhat withdrawn. He rarely comes to our house, so I don't know much about him."

On the way back to the station, Anthony said, "Looks like we need to focus our investigation on Joyce's boyfriend. Crimes of passion are always common motives."

Cathy shook her head. "I stand by my profiling results. While we should investigate Benjamin Watson, my instincts tell me the killer isn't an acquaintance, but rather a stranger with specific target selection criteria."

"Who do you think we should focus on investigating?" Anthony asked.

Cathy thought for a moment. "Mall security guards and male management staff. Especially those who could access the keys and are familiar with the surveillance system."

"Alright, let's pursue both leads. You investigate security and management, I'll look into Benjamin Watson."

Meanwhile, a long-distance bus had already departed for Seattle, with Jack Wilson wearing a baseball cap, riding this bus out of Riverside City. He planned to return to his hometown first, then decide on his next move.

After Anthony and Cathy returned to the station, Anthony met with Benjamin Watson in the interrogation room. This was a tall, thin young man wearing black-rimmed glasses, his eyes bloodshot—clearly having not slept all night.

"Mr. Watson, thank you for your cooperation," Anthony sat across from him, his tone calm but carrying a hint of pressure. "I need to understand your whereabouts last night, especially anything related to Joyce."

Benjamin Watson looked up, pain flashing in his eyes. "We had arranged to meet at 7:30 PM at the Metro Shopping Mall entrance to have dinner together. I waited for her at the entrance for about fifteen minutes, but she never showed up."

"I called her, but no one answered. At the time, I thought she might be working overtime or something urgent had come up, so I waited a bit longer." Benjamin's voice became choked. "Later I worried something had happened to her, so I went to the mall's security office, wanting to check the surveillance to see if she had left the mall. That security guard was very cold, saying it didn't comply with mall procedures, so I left."

"Can you describe what that security guard looked like?" Anthony pressed.

Benjamin thought for a moment. "Not very tall, about 170 cm, thin build, somewhat fierce-looking eyes."

Anthony noted this information. "Where did you go after that?"

"I went back to my place and waited for her message. I kept texting her, but she never replied." Benjamin's voice began to tremble. "I thought she was angry with me or had something urgent. Until I heard the news this morning..." He couldn't continue.

Anthony observed Benjamin's reactions, his tone becoming more serious. "Can you prove your whereabouts after 7:45 PM last night? Is there anyone who can verify you were home?"

Benjamin froze for a moment, seemingly realizing he had become a suspect. "I... I live alone. No one can verify it."

"Do you know if Joyce had any bad relationships with anyone at the mall? Anyone who held grudges against her or paid her special attention?" Anthony shifted his questioning direction.

"No," Benjamin shook his head. "She got along well with everyone and never mentioned any particular conflicts. But that security guard last night did give me a strange feeling—he seemed like... not a professional security guard."

Meanwhile, Cathy immediately began investigating the mall's management. To her disappointment, there were only two male staff members in management: one was a middle-aged man married for many years with two children; the other was a recent college graduate with a cheerful personality who got along well with his colleagues. Neither fit her profiling characteristics.

Among the security team, there were five male guards. One named Jack Wilson caught her attention. Jack Wilson, 38 years old, had come to Riverside City two years ago and had been working as a security guard at Metro Shopping Mall ever since. He was introverted, rarely communicated with colleagues, and lived in a single apartment near the mall.

Just as Cathy was preparing to investigate Jack Wilson's background more deeply, Ben Thomas hurried over. "Detective Frost, I've found new evidence!"

He pulled up a surveillance clip. "This is footage from around 7:40 PM last night. Notice this security guard."

Cathy observed carefully and suddenly frowned. "Wait, this security guard... is his build different from the morning security guard?"

Ben nodded. "Exactly! I compared the morning and evening surveillance records and found this security guard is clearly much thinner than the registered Jack Wilson. This security guard is definitely not Jack Wilson himself!"

At this point, Anthony in the interrogation room received a message from Cathy to come to Ben's desk. Ben's desk, as usual, was filled with various snacks, and Ben was holding half a bag of chips.

Anthony shook his head silently and focused on the computer. After watching a segment of surveillance footage, he said, "Indeed, from his build, this isn't the registered security guard Jack Wilson."

Anthony instructed Ivan Roberts, "Benjamin said he saw the security guard. Have him identify all the mall's security guards to see if last night's security guard was actually employed by the mall. Also, find Jack Wilson as soon as possible."

As the investigation deepened, a disturbing fact came to light. Before coming to Riverside City, Jack Wilson had worked as a repair technician at a computer repair company in Seattle. He was married, but his wife had disappeared five years ago and her whereabouts remained unknown.

That very night, mall management reported that Jack Wilson had gone missing, and his personal belongings had disappeared from his dormitory. Clearly, upon learning that police were investigating him, he had begun his escape.

The fog of the case was gradually lifting, and Cathy's criminal profile was being confirmed step by step. This was not just a murder case—there might be an even more terrifying truth hidden behind it.
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The police sketch artist at Riverside City Police Department finally completed the composite drawing of the "security guard" based on Benjamin Watson's detailed description. After conducting thorough street interviews and cross-referencing the information with their database, the team quickly identified the real identity of this fake security guard.

Charlie Briggs lived in a dilapidated rental apartment near Metro Shopping Mall. He was a well-known local troublemaker with no steady employment, surviving through odd jobs and questionable activities. That afternoon, the tactical unit successfully apprehended Charlie Briggs without incident.

In the stark interrogation room, Captain Anthony Davis methodically reviewed Charlie's file. "Charlie Briggs, 23 years old, unemployed, with two minor criminal records for assault and disorderly conduct." His tone carried a calculated edge designed to unnerve. "Do you know Jack Wilson?"

Charlie hesitated for a long moment, then finally nodded. "Yeah, I know him."

"How long have you known each other?"

"About six months, maybe a little longer. We met at Joe's Internet Café down the street," Charlie replied, his voice slightly shaky.

Anthony leaned forward, maintaining steady eye contact. "Where were you on the evening of December 25th?"

Charlie looked up and decided honesty was his best option. "I was working as a security guard at Metro Shopping Mall."

"Why did Jack Wilson ask you to impersonate him as a security guard?" Anthony pressed, his voice growing sharper.

Charlie swallowed hard, his Adam's apple bobbing nervously. "That afternoon, around six o'clock, he called me in a panic. Said he had some kind of emergency and needed me to cover his night shift. When I got to the security office, he handed me three hundred dollars cash and a security uniform. I mean, three hundred bucks is good money for one night's work, so I said yes."

"Then what happened?" Cathy Frost interjected, her voice deceptively gentle but allowing no room for evasion.

Charlie rubbed his forehead anxiously. "Then I watched him take the freezer key from the desk drawer."

"And you didn't find that suspicious?" Anthony demanded. "What possible reason would he need the freezer key for?"

Charlie shook his head vigorously. "Look, I wasn't thinking about it too hard, okay? I was just counting that money—three hundred dollars was more than I'd made in weeks. I figured maybe he had to check something in there before he left."

"Did you see Jack Wilson again that evening?"

"No," Charlie answered with conviction. "I finished my shift around midnight and went straight home. The next morning when I heard on the news that someone had been murdered... that's when I realized I'd gotten mixed up in something terrible. I swear on my mother's grave, I had no idea he was planning to kill anyone!"

Anthony studied Charlie's face for several seconds, searching for any tell-tale signs of deception. "If Jack Wilson fled Riverside City, do you have any idea where he might have gone?"

Charlie initially shook his head, but then his expression changed as if he'd remembered something important. "Actually, yeah—he mentioned his hometown once. Said he was from Seattle originally, talked about his uncle there."

Anthony concluded the interrogation and immediately called for his team to assemble. In the conference room, he outlined their next moves with military precision.

"Based on Charlie's testimony, we can establish two critical facts," Anthony announced, standing before the evidence board. "First, Jack Wilson absolutely premeditated this murder—he arranged a substitute well in advance and specifically took the freezer key. Second, he's most likely fled to Seattle."

He turned to face his assembled team. "We're going to split our resources. One team heads to Seattle immediately to coordinate with local law enforcement. The other team continues investigating here in case we've missed something."

The next morning, Cathy Frost led a small but experienced team to Seattle, while the remaining officers intensified their local investigation. They methodically searched Jack Wilson's spartan rental apartment and conducted additional interviews with anyone who might have had contact with him.

Working closely with Seattle police, Cathy Frost and Officer Ryan Mitchell discovered Jack Wilson through surveillance footage at the bus terminal. The manhunt that followed was swift and decisive. When the officers finally cornered and arrested him at the bus terminal, Jack Wilson showed remarkably little emotion. His reaction was eerily calm, as if he had been expecting this moment to arrive eventually.

Back at RCPD, Anthony wasted no time beginning the interrogation. The room's harsh fluorescent lighting cast stark shadows across the metal table, creating an appropriately oppressive atmosphere. Anthony sat directly across from Jack Wilson, his gaze unwavering and penetrating.

"Jack Wilson," Anthony began without preamble, "we have overwhelming evidence proving that on the evening of December 25th, you murdered Joyce Bella in the Metro Shopping Mall freezer. Are you prepared to confess?"

Jack Wilson slowly raised his head, his voice completely devoid of emotion: "Yes, I confess."

"Tell me exactly what you did," Anthony demanded.

For the first time since his arrest, Jack Wilson's eyes became animated, as if he were reliving the experience. His voice began to carry an unsettling emotional charge. "I was doing my security rounds when she walked past wearing that red dress. The whole outfit reminded me so much of... of that woman. I couldn't help myself—I had to follow her."

"How did you get her to go to the freezer?" Anthony pressed.

"I didn't have to trick her," Jack Wilson replied, his gaze becoming intensely focused, as if he were watching the events unfold again in his mind. "I had already studied the surveillance footage in the security office. I knew she always walked past the freezer area after her shift ended, and I knew the camera there had been broken since the day before. All I had to do was follow her to that spot, and I could... finish what I needed to do."

This statement confirmed Anthony's worst suspicions—this had been a carefully premeditated murder. Jack Wilson had studied his victim's routine, identified vulnerabilities in the security system, and planned his attack accordingly.

Anthony noticed a subtle shift in Jack Wilson's demeanor and decided to probe deeper. "When exactly did you decide to go through with this?"

Jack Wilson fell silent for a long moment, then spoke in an almost whisper: "That night, I was actually going to abandon the whole thing. But then I got this strange phone call from someone who said... he understood my 'art' and that I needed to complete my 'masterpiece.'" He looked up with genuine confusion in his eyes. "I still don't understand how he could have known what I was thinking. He said I'd been sitting in that security office long enough—it was time to take action."

Cathy Frost and Anthony exchanged a look of sharp concern. This revelation was completely unexpected and suggested the case might be far more complex than they had initially thought.

"Do you have any idea who made that call?" Cathy asked with careful neutrality.

Jack Wilson shook his head slowly. "None whatsoever. The voice sounded strange, like it had been electronically distorted somehow. But here's what really unsettles me—he knew about my preferences. He knew I liked to arrange them in sitting positions, knew I liked... that particular pose." His voice grew more agitated as he continued. "After I confirmed she was completely dead, I positioned her in the most perfect arrangement possible before I left. It had to be absolutely perfect."

When he mentioned "the most perfect arrangement," his eyes took on a disturbing intensity, as if he were deriving some twisted satisfaction from the memory. "She belonged with me! She should have stayed quietly by my side forever! She was never supposed to go anywhere!"

Cathy observed every micro-expression and change in Jack Wilson's body language. After his emotional outburst subsided, she asked her most crucial question: "You said her outfit reminded you of 'that woman.' Who exactly are you referring to?"

This question seemed to strike at the very core of Jack Wilson's psychological wounds. His expression instantly contorted with rage and anguish. "Lynn Foster!" he screamed, his voice becoming hoarse and filled with years of suppressed hatred. "I gave you everything I had! Why did you have to abandon me? Why wasn't I enough?"

The interrogation room erupted into chaos, requiring two additional officers to enter and restrain Jack Wilson. The session had to be suspended due to his complete emotional breakdown.

Back in the main office, Anthony and Cathy carefully analyzed what they had learned from the interrogation.

"It appears your criminal psychological profile was accurate," Anthony said with grudging admiration. "This is definitely a case involving someone who targets specific types of women."

Just then, Officer Amy Carter burst through the door with barely contained excitement. "Captain Davis, I have excellent news from the technical team! They've successfully restored all the surveillance footage from Metro Shopping Mall on December 25th. This completely exonerates Benjamin Watson of any involvement."

She handed Anthony a USB drive containing the evidence. "This has the complete surveillance record that clearly documents Jack Wilson stalking Joyce Bella—from the moment he began observing her from hidden positions, to following her into the freezer area, and finally leaving alone. This evidence will make it impossible for him to mount any defense in court."

As night settled over Riverside City, the lights in the police station continued burning bright. While Joyce Bella's murder case had been solved, the secrets that lay beneath the surface were only beginning to emerge. Tomorrow would bring new revelations as they worked to uncover the full extent of Jack Wilson's crimes and the mysterious phone call that had pushed him over the edge.

The investigation was far from over—in fact, it had only just begun.
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​Chapter 5: Lynn Foster's Case
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The next morning, although the previous night's interrogation had been interrupted, it had already provided them with an important clue: Lynn Foster, Jack Wilson's wife, who had disappeared five years ago.

"Amy, immediately pull up Lynn Foster's missing person case," Anthony Davis instructed Amy Carter.

Amy nodded and quickly accessed the police database to locate Lynn Foster's missing person file. Within an hour, she arrived at Anthony's office with a stack of documents.

"Captain Davis, I found Lynn Foster's file," Amy said, handing the folder to Anthony. After calling Cathy Frost and Ryan Mitchell into the office, he gestured for Amy to continue her report.

"Lynn Foster, from Seattle, 36 years old at the time of her disappearance. She worked as a sales associate at a clothing store in Seattle. Five years ago, she suddenly lost contact with her family. After her family reported her missing, Seattle police launched an investigation, but they never found any trace of her."

Anthony flipped through the file, his frown deepening. "Where was Jack Wilson when Lynn Foster disappeared?"

"According to Jack Wilson's background information, he should have still been in Seattle at that time. Lynn Foster disappeared, and shortly afterward, he left Seattle for Liberty City," Amy replied.

Anthony considered this for a moment. "Detective Frost, I want you and Ryan to go to Seattle and investigate Lynn Foster's disappearance thoroughly. I suspect this isn't a simple missing person case, but likely another murder."

Cathy Frost nodded in agreement. "I have the same suspicion."

That afternoon, Cathy Frost and Ryan Mitchell boarded a train to Seattle. During the journey, they continued discussing the case implications.

"Jack Wilson said during interrogation that Joyce's red dress reminded him of 'that woman,' meaning Lynn Foster," Cathy observed. "This suggests Lynn Foster might have been wearing a similar red dress when she disappeared."

Ryan frowned thoughtfully. "If Jack Wilson really killed Lynn Foster, then his murder of Joyce wasn't just imitation, but some kind of twisted 'memorial' or 'reenactment.'"

Upon arriving at the Seattle Criminal Investigation Team, Deputy Captain Sam Jackson received them. They entered a conference room where Lynn Foster's missing person case files were spread across the table.

Sam Jackson provided them with a detailed overview of the original investigation process. "Lynn Foster disappeared on September 20, 2010—it's been over five years now. We devoted maximum effort to searching for her, but never found any leads. We investigated her social relationships, interviewed her friends and family, even issued missing person notices, but everything came to nothing."

Cathy Frost examined the files carefully before asking, "The person who reported her missing was Lynn Foster's mother, not her husband Jack Wilson. Isn't that unusual?"

Sam Jackson nodded. "We questioned Jack Wilson about that as well. He claimed Lynn Foster had told him she was going to visit her mother for a few days, so he didn't realize she was missing. It was her mother who reported it when she realized Lynn hadn't contacted her for two straight days."

Ryan pressed further, "What happened after that? Did you discover anything suspicious?"

Sam Jackson sighed deeply. "We did suspect Jack Wilson initially, but he had what appeared to be a solid alibi. The day Lynn Foster disappeared, he worked at the repair shop all day, with colleagues who vouched for him. We verified that this was accurate."

Cathy thought for a moment before asking, "Did Lynn Foster have any romantic interests before she disappeared, or close male friends?"

Sam Jackson consulted the files. "There was someone named Paul Will, a coworker from Lynn Foster's clothing store. He admitted to having feelings for Lynn Foster but denied any inappropriate relationship. He provided information indicating that Lynn Foster was planning to leave Jack Wilson. Their last contact was three days before she disappeared."

"Where did Jack Wilson and Lynn Foster live?" Cathy inquired.

"After they married, they lived in Jack Wilson's family home in northern Seattle," Sam Jackson replied. "That old house was inherited from his father, but his father died young, and his mother passed away seven years ago. The house now belongs to his uncle."

Cathy concluded, "I think we need to conduct a thorough investigation starting from Jack Wilson's family home."

Sam Jackson immediately arranged transportation and led Cathy Frost and Ryan Mitchell to Jack Wilson's family home. When they arrived, evening was approaching. It was an old red brick house that clearly had considerable history, appearing even more dilapidated in the setting sun.

A man in his fifties was trimming flowers in the yard. Seeing several people approach, he appeared somewhat wary.

"Good evening sir, are you Jack Wilson's uncle?" Sam Jackson stepped forward and displayed his police badge.

The man nodded. "Yes, I am. What's this concerning?"

Sam Jackson briefly explained their purpose. "We're police officers investigating a case and need to understand some details about Jack Wilson. May we come inside to discuss this?"

"Please, come in," the man led them into the house.

The interior was simply furnished but neat and orderly. Sam Jackson began his questioning. "When did Jack Wilson sell this house to you?"

"After my sister died seven years ago, Jack Wilson had no siblings, so he and his wife continued living here. Four years ago, he said he was going to work out of town and sold the house to me," the uncle replied, with concern evident on his face. "Did... did something bad happen to him?"

"Nothing serious, please don't worry," Ryan reassured him. "We simply need to investigate his former residence for some cases—routine procedure. When he sold you the house, did he leave anything behind?"

The uncle shook his head. "When he sold me the house, there was only some old furniture inside. He didn't leave any personal belongings."

With the uncle's permission, Cathy Frost and Ryan Mitchell carefully examined the entire house, from interior to exterior, not missing any corner. The house appeared ordinary—besides some daily necessities, there was nothing particularly noteworthy. However, just as they were about to conclude their search, Cathy's attention suddenly focused on the wall behind the master bedroom's wardrobe.

"Wait," she said, knocking on the wall. The sound was somehow unusual. "Why would this wall be constructed with wooden boards?"

Ryan also approached and knocked. "Strange, the entire house uses red brick construction. Why would they use wooden boards here? And it sounds very hollow." He turned to his uncle. "Have you renovated this house?"

The uncle shook his head firmly. "No, we haven't touched the house since we purchased it."

Cathy's instincts told her something was wrong. She began measuring the master bedroom and corresponding living room areas by counting her steps. After walking through both spaces, she was surprised to discover that the master bedroom's actual area was much smaller than it appeared from the outside—at least four steps less in distance.

"There's definitely a problem here," Cathy said with certainty. "From the outside, this room should be much larger, but it's actually much smaller. I suspect there's a hidden space behind this wooden wall."

After obtaining a search warrant, they called in firefighters who carefully removed the wooden wall. When the last board was moved away, everyone gasped in horror. In that hidden space, Lynn Foster's body was positioned in a sitting posture, back against the corner, hands flat on her knees—almost identical to Joyce's position.

"My God," Ryan said quietly. "This positioning..."

Cathy nodded grimly. "Just like Joyce. This isn't a coincidence—this is his ritual, his signature. He wants them to exist forever in this posture, as if quietly waiting for someone."

Although the body had decomposed beyond recognition, judging from the remaining clothing, this was very likely Lynn Foster, who had been missing for five years.

The scene was immediately sealed off, and forensics specialists and the medical examiner were summoned to collect evidence and examine the body. After preliminary examination, the medical examiner provided an initial assessment: "Based on the bone structure, the deceased was an adult female. The time of death was approximately five years ago. There's obvious unnatural fracturing in the cervical vertebrae—she was likely strangled. There's one knife wound on the back, inflicted before death."

The scene arrangement was equally telling. The wall where the body was placed had twenty evenly distributed small holes drilled for ventilation, and in the corner on the other side of the room was a pile of charcoal. These arrangements effectively absorbed and dispersed the smell of decomposition, allowing this murder to escape detection by neighbors and passersby.

Subsequent DNA testing compared hair samples that Lynn's mother had preserved, ultimately confirming that this body was indeed Lynn Foster, who had been missing for five years.

The case had achieved a major breakthrough. Cathy Frost immediately reported this development to Anthony Davis. On the other end of the phone, Anthony listened to the report and remained silent for a moment before saying, "It seems our suspicions were correct. Jack Wilson didn't just kill Joyce. He's likely a serial killer, and those three knife marks represent the number of people he's killed."

Cathy Frost agreed. "Yes, Lynn Foster has one knife wound on her back, Joyce has three. If my theory is correct, there's another victim between Lynn Foster and Joyce."

"Continue investigating in Seattle and see if you can find more clues," Anthony instructed.

As night fell, Cathy Frost stood by the window of the Seattle police station, gazing at the distant lights. She knew this case was far more complex than they had imagined, and Jack Wilson's crimes might extend far beyond what they had already discovered.
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​Chapter 6: Joint Investigation

[image: ]


Due to the remarkably similar methods used in Lynn Foster's murder case and Joyce Bella's murder case, Riverside City and Seattle police departments quickly decided to combine both cases into a joint investigation.

After consultation between the two police departments, they established a special task force with Cathy Frost as the team leader and Sam Jackson as deputy leader. Elite officers from both Riverside City and Seattle were assigned to work together to solve this cross-regional serial murder case.

The next morning, Cathy Frost, Sam Jackson, and Ryan Mitchell analyzed the case in the conference room at Seattle Police Station. The whiteboard was covered with photos and timelines from both cases. The three were trying to piece together Jack Wilson's criminal pattern. In the photos, both Lynn Foster's and Joyce Bella's bodies were positioned in eerily similar poses—this ritualistic arrangement was deeply disturbing.

"I'm now more certain that those three knife wounds represent the number of victims," Cathy said, pointing to the photo of Joyce's back. "Lynn Foster has one knife wound on her back, Joyce has three. This means there's likely another victim we haven't discovered yet."

Sam Jackson frowned. "If your theory is correct, then the second victim should have been killed after Lynn Foster but before Joyce. And from the neat, consistent depth of these knife wounds, it seems the killer was becoming more 'practiced.'"

Ryan Mitchell flipped through Jack Wilson's records, his expression grave. "According to his work history, after leaving his hometown, he worked at a computer repair company in Liberty City for two and a half years, then came to Riverside City. We should investigate whether there were similar cases during his time in Liberty City."

Cathy picked up her phone and called Amy Carter. "Amy, we need your help investigating female homicide cases in Liberty City over the past three years, especially cases where victims had knife wounds on their backs. Focus particularly on cases from about two years ago."

After hanging up, Cathy's thoughts returned to Lynn Foster's case.

"Based on Lynn Foster's autopsy, I believe when Jack Wilson knew that Lynn Foster wanted to leave him, he instinctively rushed to the kitchen to grab a knife to stop her. Lynn Foster desperately tried to run outside, and in his rage, he stabbed her in the back. Lynn screamed in pain, and to prevent neighbors from discovering them, Jack immediately strangled her with his hands. His first murder was an impulsive crime."

Sam Jackson nodded. "This fits the typical pattern of domestic violence—escalating from verbal threats to physical harm, and finally to murder. But the problem is, the next two cases were different, especially Joyce's case, which was clearly premeditated."

Cathy continued, "I think after his first murder, he might have developed a twisted sense of 'pleasure' from it. Moreover, when he successfully hid Lynn Foster's body without being discovered, this feeling of getting away with it encouraged him to commit a second crime."

"And don't forget," Ryan added, "Lynn Foster's body was positioned in a specific pose, and this ritualistic element was also present in Joyce's case. This isn't a coincidence—it's his behavioral pattern."

Cathy nodded in agreement. "Yes, this positioning might have special meaning for him. If we can find the second victim and see if she was also arranged in a similar pose, it would further confirm this pattern."

Just then, Cathy's phone rang. She saw it was Amy calling and immediately put it on speaker so everyone could hear.

"Cathy, I have an important discovery!" Amy's voice came through the speaker. "Two years ago, there was indeed a murder case in Liberty City. The victim was named Emma Brown, a hotel receptionist. She was found dead in a hotel bathtub, and more importantly, she had two knife wounds on her back that were inflicted after death!"

The atmosphere in the conference room immediately became tense as the three exchanged glances. If this Emma Brown was indeed Jack Wilson's second victim, then Cathy's theory would be completely correct. The three knife wounds did represent the number of victims, and Jack Wilson was indeed a serial killer.

"Also," Amy continued, "the hotel uniform was red."

They could now confirm that all three victims were connected to red clothing. Although Lynn Foster's clothes when she disappeared were difficult to identify due to decomposition, according to Jack Wilson's statement, Joyce's red dress reminded him of "that woman." And now, Emma Brown also wore red clothing.

Sam Jackson immediately used the police internal system to pull up Emma Brown's murder case file. A few minutes later, the file was projected onto the conference room's large screen.

"Emma Brown, 28 years old, hotel receptionist. Two years ago on May 27th, found dead in a hotel room bathtub. Cause of death: drowning. Two knife wounds on her back were post-mortem injuries," Sam Jackson read the key information from the file. "The main suspect at the time was her ex-boyfriend, but due to insufficient evidence, he was later released."

"Look at this crime scene photo!" Sam Jackson enlarged the image. The photo showed Emma Brown sitting in the bathtub, hands flat on her knees, head slightly tilted forward—strikingly similar to both Lynn Foster's and Joyce's positions.

"This is definitely not a coincidence," Cathy stared at the photo, her voice firm. "The positioning, the back wounds, the red clothing—all details point to Jack Wilson. It looks like we really need to reinvestigate Emma's case. Let's go!"

An hour later, Cathy Frost, Sam Jackson, and Ryan Mitchell drove to Liberty City. Liberty City was a medium-sized city south of Seattle, just an hour's drive away. Outside the car windows, autumn sunlight bathed the roadside scenery.

Upon arriving in Liberty City, they first went to the computer repair company where Jack Wilson had previously worked. It was a small shop located in the city's business district, but well-positioned on a busy commercial street. The shop displayed various electronic products and accessories, with several technicians
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