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On an autumn night, the sky loomed high and dark, heavy with gloom.

Suddenly, a Mercedes sped into a pitch-black alley.

Almost immediately, a J car followed closely behind, creating a tense standoff.

The Mercedes' door swung open, and three people stepped out—one man, one woman, and a young boy who looked no older than ten. The man held a gun to the woman’s head, his other hand pressing down on her shoulder, while she clutched the boy tightly, forced to stand before the J car.

The J car’s door opened as well, revealing a man dressed in ZF attire. He aimed his gun at the opposing side, but the woman blocked his line of sight, preventing him from getting a clear shot at the man behind her.

His hands trembled, forcing him to steady the gun with effort. His clothes were drenched in sweat, but he paid no mind to it.

With a heavy voice, the man in uniform spoke, “Let my wife and son go. You have nowhere left to run.”

The armed man remained silent. The stark contrast between the car’s headlights and the surrounding darkness concealed his expression. Sweat trickled down the officer’s forehead, stinging his eyes, but he didn’t even blink. His gaze was locked onto the trembling, sobbing woman and the tear-streaked face of his child.

“I promise you,” he continued, “if you release them, I will let you go. Right now, TJ is closing in. You don’t have much time.”

At last, the armed man let out a cold laugh. “Captain Ding, you’re the one with no choices here. But I’m in a good mood today, so I’ll be generous—I’ll let one of them go.”

“What did you just say?!” Liam Brook roared.

“Don’t look at me like that. I’m giving you a chance.” The man’s voice was eerily casual. “So, who will it be? Your ten-year-old son? Or your beautiful wife? Choose wisely. I have little patience, so I’ll count to ten. If you don’t decide in time, I won’t mind pulling the trigger again.”

At that moment, Liam Brook panicked. This was, without a doubt, the hardest decision of his life.

“You’re cornered!” he bellowed. “The only way out for you is to let them go. I told you—I’ll let you live.”

“1... 2... 3... 4... 5...”

Time slipped away. Liam Brook felt his body reaching its limit. He looked at his wife and child, knowing deep down that reasoning was futile.

This man belonged to an extreme terrorist organization that had already claimed thirteen lives within a single year. There had to be some way to stall him, to suppress his murderous intent.

“6... 7...”

But time was truly running out. Then, he saw his wife’s face.

“8... 9...”

“Noah Brook—”

The man erupted into laughter. “Hahaha—”

Bang!

A gunshot shattered the silence. The moment the man fired, Liam Brook pulled the trigger as well, but his bullet only grazed the man’s left arm. In an instant, the shooter spun around, leaped onto the car roof, and, with a single-handed grip, vaulted over the alley wall.

The entire confrontation lasted mere seconds. In that brief moment, Liam Brook fired three more shots—each one missed. And just like that, the man disappeared into the darkness.

Liam Brook didn’t give chase. Instead, he rushed toward the woman. He knelt beside her, frantically cradling her in his arms. Blood seeped into his clothes, staining him with its ominous warmth. He looked at the wound—the bullet had pierced her spine. There was no saving her.

She gazed at him, blood trickling from the corner of her lips. Moments later, her eyes closed.

“Olivia Hill!!” His cry was raw with anguish, but there was no answer.

Tears streamed down Liam Brook’s face. His hands, his body—everything was soaked with Olivia Hill’s blood, and it tasted bitter on his lips.

With the corner of his eye, he glanced at his ten-year-old son. The boy was paralyzed with fear, sobbing uncontrollably. His frail body, unable to withstand the shock, collapsed into a half-seated position on the ground.

“Noah Brook!!”

That was the last thing the child heard before he lost consciousness.

But one voice—one call—he would never hear again...
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Chapter 1 - Campus Murder Case (Part 1)
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As the sound of a police siren echoed through the quiet morning campus, a black Jeep pulled up, and a handsome man in his early thirties stepped out. His slightly long, middle-parted hair and faint stubble gave him a rugged appearance.

"Captain Wu!"

A uniformed officer called out.

"zal, give me a rundown of the situation," Wu ordered.

"Yes, Captain. The victim's name is Emma Miller, 20 years old, a sophomore at Evergreen Normal University. Last night, there was heavy rain, and the entire campus experienced a power outage. This morning, a security guard and an electrician went to repair the circuit breaker. That’s when they discovered the victim on the third floor, on the innermost left-side balcony."

As he spoke, Elijah Longfellow had already arrived at the crime scene. The moment he saw the body, his brows furrowed.

The victim was lying face down against the balcony wall, her hands hooked onto the balcony edge while the lower half of her body rested on the ground. Transparent tape was wrapped around her body, securing both hands in place. Her entire posture formed an L-shape. Blood had pooled beneath her and had already begun to coagulate.

"What do the autopsy and scene investigation reports say?"

A tall, stunning woman approached. This was James Baker, the Forensic Director of the Chaoyang District Police Department.

"The victim was fatally stabbed in the abdomen with a sharp weapon approximately 16 centimeters long, likely a fruit knife. The estimated time of death is around 9 PM last night. There are clear signs of restraint on her mouth and limbs, indicating she was bound before being assaulted and ultimately murdered. The scene is unnervingly clean—no fingerprints, no sign of the murder weapon, no ropes used for binding, and none of the victim’s clothing or personal belongings."

Elijah Longfellow glanced around, feeling an eerie sense of unease. It was indeed too clean.

Apart from the body, the tape, and the blood, there was nothing else.

"zal, bring in the school administrator. Also, check the surveillance footage for this floor and interview the victim’s classmates and friends. Find out what she was doing yesterday and when she was last seen. The more details, the better."

"Understood, Captain. I’ll get on it right away."

James Baker asked, "Captain Wu, shall I have the body transported back to the station for further examination?"

"Yes. Also, since you mentioned the victim was assaulted before her death, check for any remaining evidence. I also want to determine when exactly she was tied up."

"Got it. Xiao Zhang, have the body prepared for transport."

Elijah Longfellow watched the scene with a deep frown.

At that moment, a middle-aged man in formal attire approached.

zal introduced him. "Captain, this is the victim's academic advisor and mentor."

"Hello, I’m William Cook, Emma Miller’s advisor. You must be Captain Wu. What a remarkable presence! I didn’t expect such a young man to be the captain of a district investigation unit. Truly impressive! The moment I saw you, I felt a deep sense of admiration—"

"Alright, alright, Professor Meng. Let’s get to the point. I need to understand Emma Miller’s daily life at school."

"Emma Miller was an outstanding student in our class—hardworking, proactive, cheerful, and sociable. She got along well with her classmates and was well-regarded by the faculty."

"Did she display any unusual behavior recently?"

"Not that I noticed. She seemed the same as always, nothing out of the ordinary."

"Alright, thank you for your cooperation, Professor Meng. If we have more questions, we’ll contact you."

"No problem at all, Captain Wu. By the way, have you eaten yet? Why not join us at the cafeteria for a quick meal?"

"No need, Professor Meng. Time is of the essence—we need to solve this case as soon as possible."

A brief flicker of embarrassment crossed William Cook’s face, but he quickly recovered.

"Alright then, I won’t disturb your investigation. Let me know if you need anything."

Elijah Longfellow simply nodded in response without another glance at him.

After William Cook left, zal smirked. "That guy should’ve been a talk show host instead. Captain, did you get anything useful out of him?"

Elijah Longfellow glanced around the scene and casually replied, "Not much."

"Yeah, I figured. That was practically useless information. Oh, right! Captain, while checking the surveillance footage, I noticed something interesting. Evening classes ended at 8 PM. This balcony has no classrooms nearby and is a blind spot—security cameras only capture people entering and exiting, but not what happens inside. Apparently, it’s a popular spot for couples to meet up.

"After 8 PM, three different couples entered and exited the balcony. But get this—Emma Miller wasn’t the last one to go in. She was the second to last. After her, another couple entered and stayed for about five minutes before leaving. Emma Miller, however, was never seen leaving."

"Oh? That’s interesting."

"Also, the footage clearly shows that Emma Miller entered the balcony alone—while talking on the phone."

"On the phone?"

"Yes, Captain. The surveillance video shows her walking in while making a call."
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Chapter 2 - Campus Murder Case (Part 2)
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"Alright, have Teams Two and Three search the entire school and locate the victim's belongings as soon as possible. Also, retrieve all surveillance footage from the school. Check for any suspicious individuals who left this building or were around it after 9 PM yesterday. Investigate anyone who entered or exited the balcony earlier that day. Also, find out who the couple was that entered the balcony after Emma Miller and question them about that night—whether they saw Emma Miller."

"Understood, Captain Wu. I'll get on it right away."

Elijah Longfellow's doubts deepened.

"Why did the killer position the victim in that posture? Why was there no trace of the victim's belongings or the murder weapon at the scene? Why did Emma Miller go to the balcony so late at night? What was she doing there? She was on a call—did someone ask her to go there? If so, that person is likely the killer. And if someone else entered the balcony after her, that means she was still fine at that time; otherwise, they would have reported it. Could it be them?"

As Elijah Longfellow pondered, zal approached him with an update. The victim’s classmates and friends had been brought to Room 305 and were waiting for him.

"Alright, let's go now."

Elijah Longfellow and zal entered the classroom one after another. Inside, four girls and one boy were seated. When the door opened, they all had their heads lowered.

"No need to be nervous, everyone. We just have a few questions. Once we’re done, you can leave."

With that, Elijah Longfellow and zal pulled up two chairs and sat down in front of them. The four girls nodded in unison, while the boy kept his head down.

"Alright, let’s go in order based on your seats. You all know why you're here, so I won't repeat it. Just tell us everything you know in detail. Let’s start with you."

Elijah Longfellow glanced at the girl sitting furthest to the left. His words were meant to ease their nerves a little.

"I'm Benjamin Green, Emma Miller’s roommate and classmate. Our dorm gets along very well—we rarely argue, not even over small things. We always eat, shop, and do almost everything together. Emma Miller was a great person—kind, easygoing, and an excellent student. I never imagined that she would..."

Her voice choked up, and she trailed off.

"Did she behave unusually in the past few days?"

"No, not at all. She was just like usual—we were always together."

"Then why weren’t you together last night? Where were you after school?"

"When we finished evening classes, Emma Miller told us she had something to do and asked us to wait for her for a while. The three of us stayed in the classroom to wait for her."

"One person wasn't there. Where did they go?"

"It was me. I'm zal Ying. I left immediately after class to have dinner with my boyfriend. Since














d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
—N\

SRR

R

/

\)

DIINMA=—

/7

bl

e

ADEIECTIVE






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





