Detective Marcus ¥Webb had tried the door, but it
was locked. He tried . but there was no response.
He could not afford to waste time. He needed to find 3 way in. Then
he remembersd aman bending down in front of this
wery door a few days ago. Maybe that was a clue. Marcus bent
down toinvestigate, and there, in a small crack, he saw the end of 8
timy key. He pulled it out and unlocked the door.

Marcus knew he should remember the key back later

so that nobody would realise that he had used it The room inside

wias messy. Whoever had been here lasthad forgotten

- Papers were scattered everywhers, and a chair had fallen owver. Marcus stepped in guistly,
making sure not to maks a sound.
He looked around, and then he saw it. The miark
He would never forget that mark for the first time. all those years ago. Itwas the zame mark from a
case at the beginning of his career. Back then, he did not realize that the case would become se scandalous, or that
the suspect would become one of the maost notorious criminals in history, And now, here itwas again. Awhite
circle. This was no coincidence.
Suddenly, Marcus heard voices. He stopped to the conversation, but they must have sensed
someonewas listening, because they quickly stopped -He decided to move closer. He needed to
fird cutwhat they were saying.
He mowed down the hallway and slowly opened the door to the nest roome He instantly regretted
it The rocm was full of people, and they all turned to lock at him. Cne of them, a tall manin a dark coat, stepped
forward.
"l regret you, Detective, that you are guite mistaken if you think you can stop us,” the man said
with a cold smile.
Marcus stayed calm. He hiad to. He must rot let them hiewas nervous. He needed to stop them. He
remembered hiz breathing steady as he faced the group.
The tall man laughed and gestured to his friznds. "Please make sure that our guest leaves the property safehy” he

ordered. Two of the men moved toward Marcus.

Marcus did not resist. He knew he had to think of another plan. As they pashed him outside, it started

. The tall man began towalk away, and Marous started him at a distance. He had to
be careful not to be seen. He could not let them get away this time
The rain got heavier, and Marous began to feel cold, but he would not stop. He had promised himsslf years ago that
hewould catch this criminal, and he wasn't going to give up nowe. He had forgotten how mamy times he had tried to

=zohwe this case, but this time, hewould not fail. He had to find cut the trsth, no matter what.
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