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Everest Rothschild walked into the house, ducking under the police tape. A woman in her mid-20s lay face down wearing a burgundy blouse and black skirt. She was barefoot and blood pooled around her head. Several evidence markers covered the ground.

“The victim’s name is Mindy Johannesburg.” One of Everest's co-workers told her, but she raised her hand and shushed him.

“You must be a rookie,” she said in a thick German accent. “Don't talk while I'm working.” The rookie closed his mouth immediately, not even apologizing.

“Rothschild, you can't–” the head of forensics, Alexis Alexander, began, but Everest wasn't having any of it.

“You can also shut up.” She saw melted ice cream on the floor leading from the body and to the kitchen. Wandering to that room, she opened the refrigerator door and saw mint chocolate chip ice cream inside. There was a cup with the ice cream’s leftovers and a spoon.

“You might want to come in here, Alexander.”

Soft crying caught the woman's attention, so she went outside through the backdoor and saw a young girl with brown hair.

“Hey, there,” Everest said gently, kneeling to the girl's eyeline. “You're Amelia, right?”

The girl nodded, crying. “Yes, ma'am.”

“Can you tell me what happened?”

“There was a tall guy wearing a black mask with a black suit and white button up shirt. He entered the house and started stabbing my mom to death. I was in my room when it happened, so I just stayed there until it went quiet. She was dead when I came out... I ran outside and called the police.”

“That’s a good thing you did. Would you like to come to the hospital with one of the officers?”

The young girl nodded and walked over to the rookie from earlier. “Thank you,” Amelia said as she got into a cop car.

Rothschild took a deep breath and then exhaled. This has been the second murder in the past 24 hours and the seventh in the past month. She thought, tightening the bun on her head. 

The woman got into her car and the moment she put on the seatbelt, Captain Morrison called her phone but it came over the radio. “Rothschild, I need you at the station, stat.”

“Copy.” Everest said. She was now in a hurry for the Captain to call her personally, meaning it was something extreme.

Captain Morrison stood at the top of the stairs with his hands behind his back. Running up to him, Everest followed him to the office.

“What is it, sir?” She asked, sitting down on the other side of the desk.

“I have some good news and some bad news. The good news is we know the approximate area of where the murderer came from thanks to the DNA off the spoons they used. You know where the old German ice cream shop was?”

The woman was hesitant but nodded even though she didn't like where this was headed. “Yes
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