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	First Edition

	
The day I was killed, my husband was with his first love.

	They embraced and kissed, their old flame reignited, and after I died they married in a rush.

	For ten years, only the homicide detective assigned to my case couldn't sleep at night.

	After he finally caught the killer, he gave an interview, and after a long silence, said:

	"The victim... she was the person I loved most."

	The press erupted.

	When I opened my eyes again, I was back at twenty, and he was still the cold, aloof heartthrob of the police academy.

	I climbed over the wall and he caught me:

	"What are you doing here?!"

	I jolted.

	"I came... came to confess."
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	"Nina Vane, wake up, you're going to be late for your date."

	When my roommate shook me awake, my mind was full of the scene of Ryan Croft giving that interview.

	"Kevin Hale's already called you several times."

	I paused.

	This seemed to be the day, at twenty, of my first date with Kevin Hale.

	The phone rang again.

	It was Kevin Hale.

	"Nina Vane, what are you so busy with? You don't pick up, I thought you'd dropped dead."

	My nerves lurched violently.

	The memory of a blade slicing through my throat felt like yesterday.

	"Why aren't you talking? Gone mute?"

	His attitude toward me had always been foul.

	If he hadn't happened to break up with his first love, I'd never have gotten the chance to date him at all.

	Back then, I clung to this childhood friend I'd secretly loved since I was small, lowering myself to the utmost, fawning to the extreme, holding out all the way to marriage.

	I thought I'd finally borne fruit.

	But the day I died miserably in the street, he and his first love rekindled their romance, and not long after I died, remarried in a rush.

	Seeing me still not answer, Kevin Hale gave a cold laugh and hung up.

	I gave a cold laugh right back.

	Living again, I would surely never repeat that path.

	I'd just lain back down when I jolted upright again.

	Back then, it was through dating Kevin Hale that I got the chance to meet his classmate — Ryan Croft, who studied at the same police academy.

	If I didn't keep the date now, wouldn't I lose even the chance to meet Ryan Croft?

	In my past life, only Ryan Croft had truly loved me.

	I couldn't miss him again.

	I got up at once and left my medical school, jogging to the neighboring police academy.

	The police academy was under closed management; you needed a student to escort you in.

	I called Kevin Hale several times; he didn't pick up a single one.

	Miss this chance, and who knew when I'd get to meet Ryan Croft.

	I paced outside the wall, and looking up, spotted a section of iron railing.

	It was lower here than elsewhere. Without thinking, I rolled up my sleeves and climbed.

	Just as I made it over the top and was about to jump down, a stern shout came from behind:

	"What are you doing here?!"

	I jolted and looked back.

	Behind me stood several tall young men in black short sleeves with buzz cuts, the one in front with a high nose bridge and blazing eyes, staring straight at me.

	My breath caught.

	In my past life, after he finally caught the killer, he'd faced the cameras in his police uniform, silent for a long time.

	He was only in his thirties, yet his hair had long since gone gray.

	Finally, he'd opened his mouth and said something no one saw coming:

	"The victim... she was the person I loved most."

	And now, he was looking at me, brows tightly furrowed.

	I jumped down from the wall, and under his gaze, went flustered and clumsy with nerves.

	My head went hot, and I blurted out what was in my heart:

	"I'm here... here to confess."

	The words had barely landed when the few men behind him lit up:

	"Confess to who?"

	"She looks familiar... isn't she Kevin Hale's childhood-friend little sister?"

	"Ohh, I said so — the smitten little sister..."

	...

	"Quiet." Ryan Croft cut them off and turned his head to me: "Come with me to security and explain."

	"Um..."

	He looked back at me.

	"I came — came — to confess to you."

	The whole scene went quiet for a few seconds.

	Then instantly erupted.
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	But in the end I was still taken to the security office.

	Because a patrolling teacher had seen me.

	"Explain yourself. How did you get in, and why?"

	The teacher, in uniform, looked at me with a stern expression.

	"I'm sorry, teacher, I, I..."

	I was too nervous to get it out for the longest time.

	The teacher frowned: "Which school? What's your ID number? I'll contact your school."

	Ryan Croft, who'd been standing at the door, pushed it open and came in: "Teacher, she's my friend. She couldn't reach me, so she came in on her own. It's caused trouble for the school — I'll accept any punishment."

	He took all the blame onto himself.

	I hurriedly denied it: "No, it was me..."

	Ryan Croft stretched out a long arm and pushed me aside.

	The teacher's gaze swept between the two of us: "Ryan Croft, you're an outstanding student at our police academy. Even if you're dating, you have to learn to handle matters of the heart properly."

	He didn't rush to deny it.

	"Understood."

	"Go find your captain and turn in a written reflection."

	"All right."

	With that, the teacher turned away to drink his tea, and Ryan Croft grabbed me by the back of the collar and left quickly.

	Only after we'd walked out the school gate did he let go.

	Seeing him turn to leave, I hurriedly grabbed him.

	He looked down at me, brows furrowed: "Keep holding on and you can go explain to security yourself."

	I let go at once.

	"Ryan Croft, I'm here to — to..."

	"I decline."

	I startled.

	"One, I don't know you. Two, we have no connection. Three..."

	He paused: "The person I like, I won't wrong her by making her confess first."

	With that, he turned and left.

	I stood frozen in place.

	He was right — right now, we were only strangers.

	I suddenly thought back on my past life.

	My connections with Ryan Croft had all been embedded in my romantic entanglement with Kevin Hale.

	Back then, my impression of him was of a silent, serious, unsmiling rough man. Compared to Kevin Hale's tall, lean build, he was sturdily built, big and imposing, his skin on the darker side, yet he loved wearing black.

	Later he went to the criminal police unit with Kevin Hale, and became Kevin Hale's captain, and even then, we remained mere nodding acquaintances.

	The turning point came during a hospital stay.

	By then I was already working at a hospital, and Ryan Croft happened to be hospitalized there, injured in the line of duty. To make Kevin Hale's superior look kindly on him, I brought food I'd cooked myself every day, and took a special interest in his recovery.

	Later, I began staying to chat with him.

	Two months straight, through wind and rain.

	Back then my heart and eyes were full of Kevin Hale, and I paid no mind to any other man, so of course I didn't know that these warm gestures had stirred something in this Captain Croft, newly awakened to feeling.

	But before long, I told him: "I like Kevin Hale. In this life, all I hope is that he'll respond to me."

	He was silent a long while.

	"If I had a girl I liked, I would never wrong her by making her confess first."

	I didn't notice the dimming of his eyes. I only knew that from then on, whenever Kevin Hale treated me badly, he'd step in to criticize him, with no regard for whether the act crossed a line.

	I thought he saw me as a friend.

	But on the day of my wedding to Kevin Hale, he didn't attend.

	Right up until I died miserably in the street, while my husband — also a detective — rekindled things with his first love, even quitting his police work just to travel the world with her.

	Only Ryan Croft couldn't sleep, night or day. He found commonalities in other cases, linked them together, and finally caught the killer.

	My soul drifted through the world for ten years.

	My last memory was Ryan Croft, in that interview, speaking his feelings for me.

	When I opened my eyes again, I was back at twenty — there was still time for everything.

	Only, now, in my haste to make my feelings clear to him, I'd done the opposite of what I intended and made a mess of it.

	That night, I lay in bed tossing and turning, when Kevin Hale's call came again:

	"Nina Vane, I've had too much to drink at the KTV. Can you come get me?"

	His voice was weak and pitiful, none of the daytime nastiness.

	I startled, suddenly recalling something similar from my past life.

	He'd tricked me, claiming to be drunk, telling me to come get him. Frantic, I'd taken a cab over in my pajamas, only to find him perfectly fine, grinning as he said to the people around him: "See? Told you she comes whenever I call."

	I stood at the door like a dog on display, without a shred of dignity.

	Only — why had this game come early this time?

	While I puzzled over it, I suddenly heard someone shouting on the other end: "She even confessed to Brother Croft today. Making Kevin Hale 'come when called' again — isn't that a slap in Brother Croft's face? Right, Brother Croft?"

	My heart jumped.

	Ryan Croft was there too?

	The words of refusal circled at my lips, and I curved them up instead: "Vanere. You wait for me."

	Kevin Hale's voice noticeably lifted: "Great."

	Hanging up, I dialed a number from memory.

	"Hello." A low male voice.

	"I'm the girl who confessed to you today. My name is Nina Vane."

	Not waiting for his response, I went on: "Now that you know me, next, we're going to start having a connection... Are you drunk right now?"

	"What?"

	I could even picture Ryan Croft frowning at that moment.

	I smiled:

	"Drink a little more. I'm coming to get you right now."

	3

	Hanging up, I didn't even change clothes, and took a cab to the KTV.

	Following the location Kevin Hale had sent, I stopped in front of a private room, drew a deep breath, and pushed the door open.

	The noisy crowd instantly went silent, then someone laughed loudly:

	"Under half an hour — Brother Hale, you're the man. I lose, fair and square."

	"Wow, she really does come whenever called."

	The way they looked at me was full of mockery and contempt.

	Just like my past life.

	The difference was that in a dark corner of the room, a ramrod-straight figure sat there, from beginning to end holding a single glass of wine.

	I casually picked up a wine bottle and walked, expressionless, up to Kevin Hale.

	His face shifted: "Nina Vane, what are you doing?"

	"Tricking me?"

	He scoffed: "I didn't force you. You came on your own."

	He looked down at the bottle in my hand: "What? Revenge? It was mutual and willing — do you have to make such an ugly scene of it?"

	I smiled, and unhurriedly set the bottle down. After all, it was only to give him a scare.

	"Kevin Hale, don't flatter yourself. I came here to pick up someone else."

	His expression turned cold, then mocking: "Everyone here is my friend. Which one do you even know? You can save face if you want, but throwing out tough talk takes some skill — don't back yourself into a corner."

	The crowd laughed along.

	Just then, that figure in the darkness stood up.

	The room went instantly quiet; someone said softly, "Brother Croft."

	He slowly paced up to me, lifted his eyelids at Kevin Hale, then turned to me:

	"Let's go."
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	The moment the door closed, I heard the bottle shatter, and the sound of the crowd grabbing Kevin Hale and frantically calming him down.

	I followed behind Ryan Croft out of the KTV.

	This northern city had already entered autumn; it had just rained, and the night wind brushed past, brimming with cold.

	I unconsciously shrank my neck.

	Reaching an intersection, the figure ahead suddenly stopped.

	I nearly ran into him.

	Under the streetlight, Ryan Croft looked down at me, his brow and eyes veiled in shadow, especially deep.

	"Nina Vane."

	"Hm?"

	"This will trouble me."

	I startled, and quickly understood his meaning.

	He didn't like me being too forward.

	Regret welled up.

	Even living a second life, when it came to feelings, I still lacked reason, got swept up, acted without thinking, did things others would find over the line.

	Having said this, Ryan Croft put his hands in his pockets and strode ahead.

	But our two schools were adjacent, and there was only one road back; I had no choice but to grit my teeth and follow behind him, keeping a fairly long distance.

	As we reached the mouth of an alley, someone suddenly darted out and slammed hard into me, nearly knocking me to the ground.

	Without even an apology, they hurried off, footsteps in disarray.

	"What's your—"
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